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REVIEWS

SCIENCE AND THE INFINITE. By SypNEYy E. KLEIN. William Rider &
Son.

WILLIAM RIDER and SON have moved from Aldersgate Street to Paternoster
Row, but unless they are very careful they will find themselves in Carey Street.
What can have come over the firm that it publishes a book written by a man
who knows his subject ?

For Science and the Infinite forms the most admirable sketch of what should
surely be a great and important work. Mr. Klein shows clearly and simply the
nature of what we call the Infinite, and proves that the great step to be taken is
for the soul to recognize its oneness with that. But in Book 4 this conclusion
is given as the result of definite experience. See pp. 80 and 87. Mr. Klein
however, seems to prefer a sacramental solution of the problem, and advocates
in almost too unveiled a manner the cult of the Phallus, which he understands,
evidently enough, in its best form.

We could have wished that he had given us twenty diagrams instead of one.
We could have wished that his English were less latinized and his sentences
shorter, and—most of all—we could have wished that his book had been
published in a more important form. The world is deluged with cheaply-got-up
books of this kind, and it is difficult for the outsider to distinguish the corner-
stone from that which should be “heaved over among the rubbish.” Now a
book should be a very holy thing. If it be truth, it is that which we most
reverence, and it is impossible to expend too much care and lovingkindness in
its worthy presentation. Considerations of the cost of production are the death
of literature. Publishers are so ignorant of the value of books that they issue
any quantity of worthless stuff. They have no idea of what will catch on with
the public. They produce things as cheaply as possible, with the American
philosophy, “It's a good bet if I lose!” Such a book as Mr. Klein’s loses
immensely by this vulgar presentation. Rising as it does to heights of sublime
poetry, it is a shock to be constantly brought back to the twentieth-century
illusion, which is the very sham he is trying to expose with its rage for hurry
and cheapness, by the inferior paper and inferior printing. A book of this sort
should have been produced, if not quite like the Medieval Books of Hours, yet in
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a form which represents the highest developments of the particular art used in
its production. These things do not seem to matter now. They will matter
enormously in a hundred years, and it should be for that part of the Now which
we stupidly call the Future that books should be produced.

This is particularly the case with a book which deals with science. It is the
common idea that science is practical. It does not occur to the average man
that science is holy. He does not see that the microscope is a magical
instrument in the truest sense of the word, as it assuredly is when its use leads one
to such results as Mr. Klein has attained. Science has appeared principally
practical. People say, “ Look, it has given us the telephone and the motor-car!”
They have not understood that science may be a religion. To most people,
especially so-called religious people, God means one in their own image, the
shadow of themselves thrown, enlarged and distorted, upon the background of
their own ignorance—not the image of themselves as they really are, but the
image of those vile insects which they think themselves to be. The evangelical
Christian asserts God to be mean, revengeful, cruel, huckstering—a small
tradesman in a provincial town. A single blade of grass is sufficient contra-
diction of the existence of such a monster. Even where the people have had no
God their Great Man was fashioned in the same way. Buddha is only a
magnified Buddhist. In their fierce life calm seems the only good, and so their
Buddha sits eternally smiling on a lotus. Even the most elevated thinkers
seem to cling to the idea of a personal God. This is because they are them-
selves enmeshed in the illusion of personality. It is the personal and temporary
self to which they cling. They have perhaps got rid of the idea that the body
is real, but the highest ideas in their mind still appeal to them. They say (in
the best cases) that God is Light, Love, Life, Liberty, but they still suppose him
to be a person possessing these attributes. Hardly ever, save by virtue of
spiritual experience of a high order, is that conception transcended. Personality
is a limitation. As long as one thing is distinguished from another there are
two things; and there is only one thing. Such a conclusion Mr. Klein faintly
foreshadows. I am not certain whether it is his reticence or his ignorance
which prevents him from adumbrating the further conception which we have set
forth in Book 4 and elsewhere.

It is very well that these conclusions, such as they are, should be restated.
There is, of course, nothing new in them. They were stated by myself in almost
the same language in a good deal of the poetry which I wrote when I was
nineteen years old. Such perception is the birthright of the poet. But even
immediate intuition of such truth is of less value than the knowledge obtained
by conscious experience. The rediscovery of these truths much later in life had
for me all the force of a new creation.
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We wish that Mr. Klein had gone deeply into the means of attainment. He
seems to be of that school which holds that such attainment is the result of
miracle, perhaps of accident. He does not seem to realize that there is a
perfectly simple and straightforward method of arriving where he has arrived—a
method which is good enough for all, and about which there is no doubt and no
difficulty beyond the essential one of sticking to it. I hope that the perusal of
Book 4 will enlighten him on this point, and enable him to write a Second Part
to his book which shall detail this method in language which may reach those
minds to which Book 4 does not appeal. A. C.

THE BLUE GROTTO. ARTHUR H. STOCKWELL. London. 24.

IT is monstrous and iniquitous thata person, however bearded, however
resembling Bernard Shaw in name and form, should purport to translate a
Rune Stone dealing with the Phrygian Mysteries—and scan Pandion wrong.
The masterpiece of this anonymous author is full of false quantities, but I don’t
care if it is, for he has some very beautiful lines and a sense of the musical value
of words. He writes:

“ The lovers of a night appear
In the unravell’d atmosphere.
Phantasmagoria crisp to gold

Under Apollo. . . .”
And again:
“Caduceator for thy knees’
Ophidian caryatides.”
And again:
“And the red ibis in thy grove
Feeds poison to the sucking dove.”
And again:
“ Under the brown sea-furbelow
Anguilla slimes; . . . .”
He tells us:
«, . . Crassicornis seeks to grab
The streamers of the coral-crab.’
He says:

“] hear the triton-music swell
Love-laden in the vulva-shell.

And speaks of :

“, .. Corybantes o’ the storm
Leaping coruscant-capriform.”
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I could hardly have done better myself, and Shelley would have been put to
it to do it as well. '

If the ingenious though fatuous author of 7/e Blue Grotto will get a big
idea and work it largely out, he will indubitably produce a worthy contribution
to the language whose poverty he now enriches with so many admirable new
words, A. C.

THE CLAY’S REVENGE. By HELEN GEORGE.

“. . . equal purged of Soul and Sense.
Beneficent high-thinking, just,
Beyond the appeal of Violence,
Incapable of common lust,

In ‘mental Marriage’ still prevail
(God in the garden hid his face)”—

AND well He might!

It is on these lines that Bertha and Leonard Hammersley agree to lead
their married life. The husband is a delicate, refined, over-sensitive, under-
vitalized creature, and the arrangement suits him admirably. For a time
Bertha is content, her intellect is satisfied, her senses are slumbering. She is
not only content; when she looks around at the married lives of her more
carnally-minded friends she feels immensely superior, and prides herself on the
purity of the relationship existing between Leonard and herself. She wilfully
closes her eyes, and if an inner consciousness whispers to her that this vaunted
happiness is incomplete, she refuses to listen. The whisper becomes loud—
insistent. Mrs. George very cleverly shows us Bertha’s slow, almost shocked,
awakening. Starved Nature revengefully, triumphantly asserts herself. After
three years of the Higher Life Bertha changes the joys of the Intellect and
Spiritual Love for the joys of the Flesh and Human Passion.

But it is to the Man as Father, not as Lover, she at first yields.

When, in due course, the Man returns to West Africa, she sees him go
without a pang. He has fulfilled his purpose, and she has no further use
for him.

It is only later, after the birth of the child, that she desires him as a Lover.

This change in her attitude is depicted with masterly strength and skill.

He returns after two years’ absence.

Her first feeling is one of annoyance and faint fear rather than rapture.

He takes it for granted their old relationship will be renewed, and so she
drifts back and changes from the passive Mother-Woman, submitting to the
Man’s love only as a means to her own and Nature’s end—to a passionate
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exacting Woman, demanding Love for love’s sake and love’s sake alone, and
putting the plan before the child.

How the child dies, and how the Lover in terror and revolt flies from his
too-exacting mistress, we leave it for Mrs. George to tell in her own vivid and
unflinching way. E. G O.

LES FREQUENTATIONS DE MAURICE. By SIDNEY PLACE. One vol.:
3 fr. 50 c. Dorbon, Paris.

NEVER before has the androgynous male been treated with such cold, cynical,
non-moral impartiality.

The “hero” is an empty-headed young fop, and concerned only with the fit
of his clothes and the colour of his necktie. “ We cannot steal, to work we are
ashamed ” ; but though he stops short of actual stealing, he slips through life in
luxurious sleekness—Iliving by his “wits” and a kind of spurious system of
blackmail. When he is not concerned in getting money, this mannikin of straw
trips from one tea-party to another, lisping the latest scandal and wafting the
newest scent. Sydney Place leads us a fantastic dance with these mincing
demi-reps. He deals with flimsy people, but his study is neither flimsy nor
wanting in interest. It is, we say it with regret, painfully true to life, and

represents a sex which is largely on the increase in London Society of to-day.
E. G. O.





