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discussing his imaginative works, and it was only a few days
ago that I found an opportune moment to speak to him about
‘Vengeance is Mine’. To my regret he disagreed with your
idea. I say, to my regret, because I prefer your interpretation
and have a feeling that Tolstoy himself likes it better than his
own. When I explained to him why I was anxious to know, he
. said: ‘Ah yes, it is very interesting but I must repeat that I chose
the epigraph to show how all the wrong done by man leads in
the end to bittetness, the bitterness Anna Karenina tasted, which
comes not from man but from God. Yes, I remember quite
well. That was what I meant.”
I am very glad to have complied with your wish.
Yours,
M. SukHOTIN

DENTON WELCH

II—SICKERT AT ST. PETER’S

[ mAD been in Broadstairs for months, trying to recover some sort
“of health after a serious road accident.

My doctor, knowing that I was an art student, tried to persuade
Sickert to come and see me, but he wouldn’t. I was told that he
stormed off down the street saying ‘I have no time for district
visiting !’

That was while I was still in bed. When at last I got up, someone
engineered an invitation to tea on Saturday afternoon. So he did
not escape me after all. _

Just as I was about to leave the nursing home for St. Peter’s,
Sister sailed into my room closely followed by Gerald, an art
school friend. He had evidently come all the way from London
to see me. , :

I controlled my face as best I could and said:

‘I'm going to tea with Sickert. What are you going to doz Can
you wait here till I get back:”

He gave me one rapid glance and then said firmly:

‘Tl come too.”
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I 'was horrified. ‘But you haven’t been asked!’ I burst out.

“That doesn’t matter. One more won’t make any difference.”

Feeling powerless in my convalescent state against his strength
of will, Ilet him climb up beside me in the aged taxi which bore
us swayingly to ‘Hauteville’.

Sickert had not lived long in the house and it was still being
altered. -One entered through what at onc time had been the
‘cloakroom’. I remember with vividness the slight shock I
received on being confronted with a glistening white ‘w.c.” as
soon as the door was opened. .

Mrs. Sickert stood beside it, welcoming us charmingly, with
great quietness. She led us into what must have been the original
hall. It was now a sort of dining-room, furnished with a strange
mixture of interesting and commonplace things. An early Georgian
mirror with flat bevelling and worn gilt frame hung over the Art -
Nouveau grate. Seen thus together, each looked somehow
startling and new.

We left our coats and passed on into the much loftier and larger
drawing-room. The first thing I noticed was that the floor was
quite bare, with that stained ‘surround’ which makes the white
boards in the middle look so naked. By the sofa stood a stringy
man who was about to go bald. The pale gold hair was still there,
but one could tell how thin the crop would be next year. He
looked at us with piercing eyes and fidgeted with his teaspoon.
Mirs. Sickert only had time to tell us that her husband was still
resting but that he would be down soon, before this man engaged
her again in earnest conversation. She could only show us
attention by pouring out cups of tea. My cup was of that white
china which is decorated with a gold trefoil in the centre of each
piece. Gerald’s was quite different. It was acid-blue, I think, with
an unpleasant black handle and stripe; but I noted that both our
spoons were flimsy and old. I turned mine over and saw, amongst
the other hall-marks, the little head of George III winking up
at me.

I looked at the other things on the table, at the brown enamel
teapot, the familiar red and blue Huntley and Palmer’s tin, and
at the strange loaf which seemed neither bread nor cake. In spite
of myself, I felt that at last I was seeing Bohemian life. -

I was glad that the man was keeping, Mrs. Sickert so busy, for
it gave me time to stare at everything in the room. I saw that
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along most of the walls ran narrow panels, almost in monochrome.
They looked like bas-reliefs flattened by a steam-roller. They were
most decorative. Mixed with these, but standing on easels or
resting on the floor, were some of Sickert’s own paintings. Gwen
Ffranggon-Davies dressed in Elizabethan farthingale and ruff, with
harsh white light on her face, looked out from a picture mostly
green and red. .

Toylike, bustled ladies and Derby-hatted men, all in soft greys
and pinks, skated on a country pond. Pinned to the canvas was
the original Punch drawing from which the composition had been
taken. :

Near the fireplace stood the long, brown haggard picture of
the miner with his swinging lamp, just come up from the pit,
grasping his wife ficrcely and kissing her mouth.

As I waslooking at this last picture Sickert appeared in the door.
My first sight of him was rather overwhelming. Huge and
bearded, he was dressed in rough clothes and from his toes to his
thighs reached what I can only describe as sewer-boots. »

He had seen me staring at the picture and now said directly
to me: .

“That picture gives you the right feeling, doesn’t itz You'd
kiss your wife like that if you'd just come up from the pit,
wouldn’t yous:’

I'was appalled by the dreadful heartiness of the question. I found
- myself blushing, and hated him for making me do so.

Sickert came right up to me and looked me all over. _

“Well, you don’t look very ill,” he said. ‘I thought you’d be a
terrible mess. Didn’t you fracture your spine or something:”

I nodded my head.

He made an amusing, whining baby’s face. _

‘Look here, I'm very sorry I didn’t come and see you, but I
can’t go round visiting.” He waved his hand round the room.
“You see I have to keep painting all these pictures because I'm
so poor.’

He took up a position with his back to the fireplace. Mrs. Sickert
got up and carried a cup of tea to her husband. The stringy man
also rose and floated to the door. He was still talking to Mrs.
Sickert over his shoulder, and the last words I heard as he left the
room were: ‘. . . couldn’t pass water for six days!’

This sounded so surprising that for one moment I forgot
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Sickert. Then I remembered him with a jolt, for he had begun to

dance on the hearth in his great sewer-boots. He lifted his cup

and, waving it to and fro, burst into a German drinking-song.

There was an amazingly theatrical and roguish look on his
_broad face. . ‘

I could not believe that he always drank his tea in this way, and

I felt flattered, because he seemed to be doing it especially for us.

~ I'don’t know how long the dance or the song would have
lasted if the front-door bell had not rung. Sickert suddenly broke
off and waited, while Mrs. Sickert hurried out of the room.

She returned with a Mr. Raven whom I had met once before.
After giving him a cup of tea, she left hirh standing on the hearth
beside Sickert. He sipped his tea in silence for a few moments;
then he began to feel in his breast-pocket. At last he brought out -
arather crumpled, shiny object,and I saw that it was a photograph.

“This is my mother,” he said, pushing it under Sickert’s nose.

Sickert drew back perceptibly, and gave a grunt which might
have meant anything. o

~ Mr. Raven continued unruffled. ‘Interesting face, isn’t itz If
* you'd like to do a painting of it, I'd be very pleased to lend you
the photograph for as long as you liked.” :

There was another grunt from Sickert. ,

When Mr. Raven realized that this was the only answer he was
going to get, he turned very ted and hurriedly thrust the portrait
of his mother back into his breast-pocket. He looked just as if he
had been caught in the act of displaying an indecent postcard.

Gerald and I exchanged glances. I think we were both sorry for
Mr. Raven, and yet glad that his efforts towards cheap immor-"
tality for his mother had been frustrated. ‘

Sickert, evidently prompted by Mr. Raven’s action, opened a
- drawer in a cabinet and also produced a photograph.

‘Isn’t she lovely:’ he said, holding it out to me.

I took the yellowing little ‘carte-de-visite” between my fingers
and saw that it was of some young woman of the ’eighties. She
had her back to the camera, so that her face was seen in profile,
resting on one shoulder. She appeared to me quite hideous with
a costive, pouchy look about the eyes and*mouth.

1 wondered who she. could be. Perhaps she was someone
famous; or perhaps she was one of Sickert’s past wives or
mistresses.
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I felt in a very difficult position. Thinking as I did, I hated to
be sycophantic and say, ‘Yes, she’s beautiful.” So I compromised
very clumsily by answering:

“The photograph is so tiny that I can’t see very much of her;
but I love the clothes of that period, don’t you:’

Sickert snatched the photograph from me.

“Tiny! What do you mean by tiny:” he roared.

He held the picture up and pointed to it, as if he were demon-
strating something on a blackboard; then he shouted out in
ringing tones for the whole room to hear: "

‘Do you realize that I could paint a picture as big as this’ (he
stretched out his arms like an angler in a comic paper) ‘from this
“tiny” photograph as you call it

Horribly embarrassed and overcome by this outburst, I smiled
weakly and cast my eyes down so that they rested on his enormous
boots.

I was not thinking of his boots. I was thinking of nothing but
the redness of my face. But Sickert evidently thought that I was
curious, for the next moment he had opened another attack with:

‘Ah, I see that you're staring at my boots! Do you know why
I wear them: Well, T'll tell you. Lord Beaverbrook asked me to
a party and I was late, so I jumped into a taxi and said: “Drive
. as fast as you can!” Of course, we had an accident and I was
thrown on to my knees and my legs were badly knocked about;
so now I wear these as a protection.’

In a dazed way, I wondered if he meant that he wore the boots
to protect the still bruised legs, or if he meant that he intended to
wear them as a permanent safeguard, in case he should ever again
have an accident as he hurried to a party of Lord Beaverbrook’s.
I thought of the sensation they would create amongst the patent-
leather shoes. ,

By this time I was so exhausted that I was pleased when Sickert
turned his attention to Gerald. He started to talk about politicians,
and I thought it was clever of him to guess that Gerald had an
enormous appetite for tit-bits about the famous.

As I sank down on the sofa beside Mrs. Sickert, I heard them
begin on Anthony Eden. Sickert was describing his good looks.
He must have sensed that I was still listening, for he suddenly

turned his face on me, and his eyes were twinkling with fun and
malice.

~
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‘Ugly ones like us haven’t a chance when there’s someone like
Eden about, have we?’ he called out across the room.
I was so surprised at being lumped together with Sickert in
- ugliness, as opposed to the handsomeness of Anthony Eden (who
had never struck me as anything but middle-aged), that I took
him quite seriously and could answer nothing.
I hurriedly tried to compensate myself for the humiliation by

telling myself that, although it might not be saying very much, I
- was undoubtedly by far and away the best-looking person in the
room, and this in spite of my long illness.

Mrs. Sickert saw that I was ruffled and very kindly started to
talk about my career. She asked me if T intended to go back to an’
art school when I was well enough. We discussed the various
objects in the room. She told me that the two glittering mon-
strances had come from a Russian church. We went up to them
. and I took one of the sparkling things in my hands. The blue and
white paste lustres were backed with tinsel. They were fas-
cinatingly gaudy and I coveted them.

We sat talking together on the sofa for a little longer. Through
our words I caught snatches of what Sickert was saying. Gerald
evidently had got him on to Degas and anecdotes were streaming
out. Gerald was drinking them up thirstily, while Mr. Raven
hovered rather uncomfortably at the edge of the conversation.

At last he decided to go. Coming forward, he coughed slightly
and held out his hand to Mrs. Sickert. Then, as he passed Sickert
- on his way to the door, he felt in his pocket and with almost
incredible ‘courage brought out the crumpled little photograph
again.

g]?uttmg it down on the table, he said simply:
‘T'll leave this just in case. . . . ' '

His voice tailed off as he saw the completely blank look on
Sickert’s face. I knew exactly what was coming and waited for it.

Sickert gave the same enigmatic grunt. It was somehow quite
bafling and insulting. ,

- Mr. Raven crept unhappily to the door and Mrs.: Slckert
fo]lowed swiftly to put salve on his wounds.

Immediately Raven was out of the room Sickert became :
boisterous. He started to dance again, thumping his great boots
on the floor. Gerald and I caught some of his gaiety. We did not
mention Raven, but I knew that we were all celebratmg his
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defeat. It was pleasant to feel that Sickert treated us as fellow-
artists. I wondered how many people each year asked him to
paint pictures for love.

As Mrs. Sickert did not return, we went into the hall where
Sickert dragged on our coats as if he were dressing sacks of
turnips. Then dancing and singing in front of us, he led the way
through the ‘cloak-room’ to the front door. I half expected some
remark about the shining flush-closet, but none came.

It was dark outside. We walked over the greasy cobbles.
Sickert was still leading us. He threw open the creaking stable-
yard door and stood there with his hand on the latch. He looked
gigantic. :

We passed through and started to walk down the road.

‘Good-bye, good-bye!” he shouted after us in great good
humour. ‘Come again when you can’t stop quite so long!’

And at these words a strange pang went through me, for it was
what my father had always said as he closed the book, when I had
finished my bread and butter and milk, and it was time for me to
go to bed.

ARCHIMEDES

THE FREEDOM OF
NECESSITY—11

THE achieving of a rational social economy is the central
necessity for men today. It is the next step in human evolution.
But because any successful solution must now be a conscious
one, conscious understanding must pave the way to its achieve-
ment. This understanding must extend beyond the immediate
political and economic problems. It must penetrate deeply into
their origin and form an intelligible and dependable basis for
construction as well as revolution. The great transformations

of history have always been accompanied by the building of



