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A literary society that doesn’t give notice of relevant publications from Oxford
University Press? 
I have given up reporting on the ludicrous prices OUP charge for items on their
Lewis re-issue list, not wishing to give any credibility to such a larcenous
enterprise and what I think many would see as a crude attempt to undermine
Lewis’s credibility through shameless price-fixing, as well as an absence of
cover-art or any attendant publicity, thereby discouraging people from reading
his books. For example, Left Wings Over Europe – not a major work in the
Lewisian canon and possibly something of an embarrassment in view of its
political stance – is selling for £149! My own second-hand copy, admittedly ex-
London Library, only cost a tenner. 

What should have been an ongoing cause for celebration has turned out to
be a prolonged damp squib. The question has to be asked, just who were these
publications intended for? They are too expensive for individual buyers and
institutions are having to bear the burden of a reduced market that creates a
false demand. This invalidates library holdings of Lewis as few institutions can
afford to buy the new OUP editions, thereby leaving gaps in his oeuvre to be
filled by poor quality publications produced by American far-right enterprises
(notably Hitler and Paleface, with awful cover illustrations and minimal
accompanying commentaries) – or simply by older editions, often themselves
ex-library stock commonly available online. The OUP programme neatly
dovetails into the other great racket of ‘academic papers’. 

The problem is greater in the scientific field, where often spurious scholarly
papers are mass-produced in the name of research in order to further individual
careers and bolster the rapidly declining reputation of academic institutions, as
seen in a piece in the Guardian by the Canadian philosopher Arash Abizadeh
(‘Academic journals are a lucrative scam – and we’re determined to change
that’ – /commentisfree/article/2024/jul/16/academic-journal-publishers-
universities-price-subscriptions). Thankfully, Wyndham Lewis Studies is not so
dependent on such free-for-view outlets as The Open Library of the Humanities,
having its own healthy forum for research and debate. 

Apologies for using such a prosaic term, but a more realistic mark-up would
mean more of Lewis’s work would be distributed – not the several per cent that
is implied in these Weimar Republic-style prices. The problem is compounded
by the fact that some of the thirties’ polemics repeat already published material,
notably The Doom of Youth and The Old Gang and the New Gang, so it certainly
doesn’t represent value for money.

Possibly the books will eventually be available for a cheaper price through
online marketplaces when they are soon no longer printed, but there is no
guarantee of that. I feel sorry for Paul Edwards and the other scholars who
worked so hard to produce authoritative editions of Lewis’s works and hope
that their efforts will not completely go to waste. Perhaps another, more
reputable, company will take on the task for a more realistic price. 

Okay, Blast over. For this issue of Lewisletter I have to thank Biddy Peppin for
her article, Alexander Scott, Robin Healey and Christopher Martin for their
reviews, Richard Warren for the recently discovered Tyro pictures, John Benson
and David Stoker for their additional contributions and Jo Cottrell (and David
Stoker again) for her proof-reading (and a brilliant talk for the Reading Group on
the women Vorticists). I should also point out that Robin Healey was editor from
2008 until I took over in 2012, after issue 29, which was co-edited with Alan
Munton, and issue 30, being edited solely by Alan. This fact was omitted from
my list of previous editors of Lewisletter / Enemy News in the previous LL. Sorry
for the oversight.

ROBERT MURRAY

EDITORIAL
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JOHN MARTIN 1930–2025
There were three publishers who were committed to publishing Wyndham
Lewis’s books: Charles Prentice of Chatto and Windus, J. Alan White of
Methuen, and John Martin of Black Sparrow Press. Of these, John Martin,
who died this summer at the age of 94, was in some respects the most
unlikely, coming from California – where he lived all his life. 
He was also a great admirer of DH Lawrence, whose work he collected. He
apparently founded Black Sparrow Press on the proceeds of the sale of his
important Lawrence collection in the 1960s. Lovers of Lawrence tend not to
admire Lewis, but Martin simply admired good writing, and, I think, also anyone
who rebelled against orthodoxy. His editions of Lewis – especially of Time and
Western Man and The Art of Being Ruled – could hardly have been money-
spinners, but he refused to apply for grants to support his idealistic programme
of publishing.

By republishing Lewis’s books in the 1980s and 90s, John Martin did more
than anyone else to bring about a ‘Lewis revival’. As well as publishing more
than ten books by Lewis himself, he also produced facsimiles of Blast and The
Enemy, published a ‘third’ number of Blast, a collection of essays about Lewis
and a ‘new year greeting’ booklet of Lewis’s ‘The Sea-Mists of the Winter’
essay for friends of Black Sparrow.

I owe a particular debt myself. When Cy Fox told me (it must have been in
1979 or 80) that Black Sparrow wanted to publish The Apes of God, I thought he
must be mistaken. Black Sparrow published modern American avant-garde
poetry, not satire of the London art-world of the 1920s. But in due course John
Martin wrote asking me to provide an ‘Afterword’ to his new facsimile edition. I
did so, and ‘corrected’ a few words mis-spelt in the original. John re-issued, in
updated form, Lewis’s original flyer for the Apes. One addition was that the
Black Sparrow reissue contained a new afterword by the ‘distinguished critic’
Paul Edwards. ‘Distinguished’ I was not, of course, but finally my work on the
Black Sparrow Time and Western Man (1993) got me on the bottom rung of the
academic ladder as a research fellow at Bath College of Higher Education. 

Black Sparrow Lewis books were highly distinctive, with marvellous covers
designed by John’s wife Barbara (who survives him). They usually incorporated
Lewis’s own paintings and drawings, which were also reproduced as a kind of
visual commentary within the texts themselves. The books were issued as trade
paperbacks, as trade hardbacks, and as specially numbered hardbacks ‘hand-
bound’ by Earle Gray. In addition, a few extra hardbacks were bound in different
cloth for editors and the estate. The cloth for these was always a surprise –
corduroy or brightly patterned velvet. Spines were flat with title printed on card
stuck to them. As well as admiring great writing, John loved beautiful books,
and he was responsible for bringing many into the world.

He was completely unpredictable. In one of his last messages to me he told
me (once again completely wrong-footing me) how much he enjoyed a recent
discovery, the poems of Philip Larkin. He remained open-minded to the end;
truly a great man.

PAUL EDWARDS



RICHARD HUMPHREYS 1953–2025
Richard Humphreys died in October 2025 at the shockingly young age of 72.
As Wyndham Lewis said of Harold Gilman, this early death was in ‘flat
contradiction to every feeling that one had about his destiny’; seemingly
ageless, he was a perpetual source of good cheer. Which is to say that
however learned he was – and he was certainly that – he was never stodgy. 
That was a rare skill he must have developed as a lecturer talking in front of
paintings at Tate Britain. He rose to be head of education at the Tate, and wrote
their Companion to British Art. He had been appointed to the Tate by Alan
Bowness (who in about 1969 had delivered the first lecture ever at the
Courtauld devoted to Wyndham Lewis). Bowness also attended the opening of
the exhibition, Wyndham Lewis Portraits at the National Portrait Gallery, jointly
curated by Dick and me. Dick was great to work with, especially for me, whose
interest in paintings came mainly from reproductions. Dick knew how they
should be displayed, and knew not to be content with merely ‘informative’
juxtapositions. We worked together again for the big Lewis exhibition in Madrid
in 2010 also, and had several entertaining stays there preparing it. The
connection with the Juan March Foundation gallery was productive for him, and
his wide art historical knowledge helped him work with them again, along with
his wife Jo.

Lewisians may know of Dick best through his short book on Lewis’s visual art
for the Tate. It’s a masterly summary, as well as an original interpretation. But
the Tate has never really accepted Lewis (and at any time there are always
reasons, sometimes new ones, for the Tate to marginalise him). So Dick, the
most persuasive but least pushy person one can imagine, never managed to
get them to mount the full-scale exhibition that Lewis’s work deserved – and
that Dick deserved for his service to them. The Juan March exhibition in Madrid
showed just what could be achieved, and how various and impressive Lewis’s
work could be, displayed with imaginative flair. 

Dick’s flair was backed up by real academic scholarship; his discovery of the
source of some of Lewis’s paintings of the 1930s in the work of WH Prescott
opened up for the first time a whole new aspect of Lewis’s work. He also
retained his connection with his old college, Sidney Sussex, Cambridge. He was
instrumental in the college’s acquisition of a magnificent early portrait of Lucy
Harington, Countess of Bedford, and he also authored a history of the college. 

I last saw him at the Courtauld Gallery last summer, hale and hearty as usual,
it seemed, attending the Society’s viewing of some highlights of the Wyndham
Lewis Memorial Trust’s collection of Lewis’s drawings there. He was a trustee
himself—and a wise and active one: I looked forward to seeing him at the next
Trust meeting. But it was already later than anyone could have thought.

PAUL EDWARDS

IN MEMORIAM
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TRUST & MEDIA NEWS 

New Trustee
The Trust has welcomed a new trustee: Jo Cottrell. 

What lies beneath...
This year we have supported the project to examine beneath the surface of
Manchester City Art Gallery’s Portrait of the Artist as the Painter Raphael, so that
the Vorticist painting the portrait covers might be identified. It has travelled to
the Courtauld Gallery in London where it is being researched by the same team
who discovered Helen Saunders’ Atlantic City under Praxitella.

Edinburgh Companion to Wyndham Lewis
The Trust will also give financial support for some of the reproductions in the
long-awaited Edinburgh Companion to Wyndham Lewis, edited by Leon
Betsworth and Robyn Jakeman. The Edinburgh University Press have already
published a collection of essay on Lewis’s writing, and this volume on his visual
art should complement it.

The Trust’s archive
Graham Lane, now an honorary member of the Trust, is no longer able to store
the Trust’s considerable archive, which includes copies of nearly all Lewis’s
publications (including articles). The Trust is hoping to find a home, but
meanwhile much of it is housed in a store in Cambridge.

Wyndham Lewis’s Cultural Criticism 
I have moaned about the price of the OUP editions, but works of academic
criticism are similarly extortionate, especially in hardback. However, Nathan
O’Donnell’s Wyndham Lewis’s Cultural Criticism has been issued in paperback
and can be had for around £30. 

The Filibuster
The Filibuster: A Study of the Political Ideas of Wyndham Lewis by DG Bridson.
This was published in 2013, but escaped my attention, mainly because the
publishers, Routledge, refuse to publicise it, especially the ludicrous price
(although it is not as expensive as the OUP editions). An original online can be
had for £11.30. 

Re-issues of Tarr 
Quite undetected, there have been some half-a-dozen re-issues of Tarr issued
over the last five years. To what purpose, apart from a tax-dodge, is unclear. 

OUP editions
Paul Edwards has handed on responsibility of the General Editorship to Nathan
Waddell and Scott Klein.



NOTES AND VORTECES

Surely the most incongruous, yet fleeting reference to Lewis yet appears in
Ever, Dirk: The Bogarde Letters, ed. John Coldstream (London, Orion –-
Weidenfeld and Nicholson, 2008). Yes, you read that right. Derek Van Den
Bogaerde, more famous as ‘Dirk Bogarde’ In a letter to the publisher Norah
Smallwood in April 1980, he writes: 

When I was a very young Officer, I was once left to guard, all on my
own, a very large empty hotel on the front at Worthing.

Acres of empty floors, endless corridors leading to infinity, silent rooms,
dust ... a tap dripping in the deserted kitchens ... Nothing; not even a
mouse. All about me silent, dead, no echoes of the past, of laughter,
bells, music, knives and forks a-clatter, no clatter, no rattle of the lifts ...
only the distant sea soughing and my bedside clock tick-tocking as I
tried to comfort myself, uselessly, with Wyndham Lewis and, I believe,
‘Tarr’ ... an odd choice. Perhaps I found it in the silent library below? 
(p. 207) 

Footnote: ‘Lewis’s novel, published first in The Egoist in 1918, then by Chatto
and Windus in 1928’. 

Derek Van Den Bogaerde grew up in the Surrey village next to where Virginia
Woolf lived. He noted: ‘She sometimes wore a big floppy straw hat and we all
thought she was a witch. Or could put spells on you… there was a strange
decontracte about her which made us all uneasy… she never spoke to us, but
sometimes sang to herself, a sure sign that she was ‘barmy’ as we said…’ 

He also appeared in Noel Cowards’s play The Vortex. 
The National Library of Australia website Trove (the gift that never stops

giving) has revealed a previously undiscovered short piece (‘Wyndham Lewis’)
by one J. Henderson in the Australian magazine Point, of April 1938, pp. 18-19
(nla.gov.au/nla.obj). It is ostensibly a review of Blasting and Bombardiering, but
has a uniquely Aussie take on things, the author’s conclusion being somewhat
obtuse ‘By the way, the ideal value of this book is just about nil. The social value
of it is nil.’ Point was a left-wing journal – the Duke of Windsor is savaged for his
support of Hitler in the preceding article (‘To a Duke’). 

The phrase ‘moronic inferno’ in a musical context, is made by Colin Newman,
the lead singer of the avant-garde rock group Wire: ‘It was this “completely
moronic” inferno of sound that offered the seeds of Wire’s approach in the 21st
Century – the concept for which Newman describes as “what Fatboy Slim
would be like if he was doing pub rock, like dance music and punk at the same
time” in Paul Lester, Lowdown: The Story of Wire (2008, London: Omnibus
Press), p.169. The use of the phrase as placed in the appropriate inverted
commas implies that Newman knew the significance of the reference. 

Talking of ephemera, there is two-for-the-price-of-one here. In Sue Ashbee’s
Flann O’Brien (Boston, Twayne Publishers, English Authors Series, 1991), a
critical study of the Irish novelist, there is a comparison between O’Brien’s use
of the ‘spurious footnote’ and Alisdair Gray, in his classic of Scottish literature,
Lanark: ‘In his footnote, Gray identifies a source for At Swim [i.e. the novel At
Swim-Two-Birds] that O’Brien certainly never admitted and that to my
knowledge has not been noted by any other commentator’. Gray writes (in a
footnote that is not so spurious): ‘The hero’s biography after death occurs in
Wyndham Lewis’s trilogy The Human Age, Flann O’Brien’s The Third Policeman
and [William] Golding’s Pincher Martin ... ‘ (p. 126) Gray continued, ‘Modern
afterworlds are always infernos, never paradisos, presumably because the
modern secular imagination is more capable of debasement than exultation
(Lanark – 1982, London, Panther Books, no. 6, p. 489, not quoted in Ashbee).
Note that as part of its ‘World Authors’ series (which finally ended in 1991).

ROBERT MURRAY
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Twayne published a short critical study on Lewis by William Pritchard in 1963. 
In a footnote to an account of James Joyce’s brief meeting with Marcel

Proust in Paris in 1922, One on One: 101 True Encounters (London, Fourth
Estate, 2011), p. 216, the humourist Craig Brown repeats the story that Joyce
claimed never to have read any of Lewis’s work (as he did about Proust’s),
although he obviously had. 

There are three separate mentions of Lewis in Jonathan Meades’ mammoth
collection of articles Pedro and Ricky Come Again (2021, Unbound – ‘a
crowdfunded publisher’ – London): the Sheffield painter Ken Wood (1912-
2008 – ‘a hint of Wyndham Lewis ...’, p. 72); on blindness (p. 328); and on
Rotting Hill (pp. 430-31 – a quote on pervasive bomb-damage). 

In the 14-28th December 2024 edition of the Spectator magazine, a review by
Craig Raine of TS Eliot’s Collected Prose: Volumes 1-4, recently published by
Faber, is illustrated by a fine colour reproduction of his drawing Portrait of T.S.
Eliot 1930 (Michel 947), to be seen in the National Gallery of Victoria,
Melbourne. Thanks to John Benson for pointing this out. 

Here are some extracts mentioning Lewis in Audrey Chan’s review of
Matthew LeVay, Violent Minds: Modernism and the Criminal: Crime Fiction
Studies (Vol. II, no. 2, August 2021, Edinburgh University Press)

... While Violent Minds: Modernism and the Criminal offers an ambitious
account of the encounters between crime fiction and modernist fiction
in relation to the history of criminology, the division between the first and
second halves somewhat weakens LeVay’s emphasis on the gap
between genre fiction and high art. He is right to point out that the fact
that modernist writers like Lewis and Stein wrote crime fiction does not
necessarily eliminate the high/low binary. However, LeVay himself adopts
a strategy of exclusion when grouping authors together in the first two
chapters: Doyle and Sayers, Stein and Lewis. 

... Moving on from the reading of the criminal mind as a representation
of marginal subjectivity, in “The Modernist Crime Novel: Popular
Literature and the Forms of Experiment”, LeVay explores Gertrude Stein
and Wyndham Lewis’ blending of genre fiction and the avant-garde. He
examines the histories of modernist and crime fiction to illustrate the
commercial relationship between the two. By reading Lewis’ Mrs.
Dukes’ Million (1908–1909) and Stein’s Blood on the Dining-Room Floor
(1933), LeVay explores the controversial view of their crime fiction as a
hybrid of ‘the intellectual rigor of the highbrow novel on the one hand,
and the entertainment value of lowbrow fiction on the other’(p. 126). 

In his autobiography Things To Live For (1935) the Irish writer Francis Stuart
briefly mentions the actress Marie Ney, whose portrait Lewis drew for the Thirty

Jonathan Meades 
© Sarah Lee



Personalities portfolio: ‘I shook the dust of the film office from my feet ... and
went to a lunch appointment at the Ritz where I had been asked by friends to
meet Marie Ney then playing Portia in The Merchant of Venice’ (p. 199). 

From the online music and culture magazine The Quietus, an interview with
Lewis fan Iain Sinclair brings up the following: ‘... the melee of energies
colliding and creating new realms of artistic intrigue, Sinclair would hold an
exhibition in 1974 named the “Albion Island Vortex” with artist Renchi Bicknell
and the late sculptor and writer Brian Catling. Hosted in a wing of the
Whitechapel Gallery, Sinclair recalls, ‘it was slightly Vorticist in impulse. It took a
map of Britain as a mythological centre. Essentially the whole thing was about
place. There were stones, bits of wood, all aligned North-South-East-West’. It
was a mythic mapping of Britain, but it would be Sinclair’s mapping of London
that would be published the following year that would solidify his full vision. 

1974 was also the year of the Vorticism and Its Allies exhibition at the
Whitechapel Gallery. (A London Dreaming: Iain Sinclair’s Lud Heat at 50 | The
Quietus) 

Robin Healey has pointed out the similarities between the design of Lewis’s
dressing gown, featured in the last issue, and items in his own collection of
Indus pottery – ‘Is there any evidence that Lewis was familiar with Harrapan art
of over 2,000 BC? There are strong similarities between his dressing-gown
design and those of the ancient craftsmen, especially regarding the palette.’

Finally, in anticipation of a longer piece from David Stoker, to be included in
the next issue:
The finest British sculptor and printmaker of his generation, Royal Academician
Michael Sandle (b. 1936) was last year accorded the honour of a monograph
dedicated to his graphic work (Michael Sandle: Works on Paper, ed. Jon Wood,
2024; Royal Academy of Arts) that now complements the one on his sculpture
(The Sculpture of Michael Sandle, ed. John McEwen; The Henry Moore
Foundation in association with Lund Humphries, 2002 – this also offers the
fullest biography). The book launch was held at The Art Workers’ Guild, Queen
Square, London. I was fortunate to be there and meet him again, my former
and most influential tutor from my time studying Fine Art at Coventry in the
1960s. We had only met once before after Coventry, a few years before his
landmark solo exhibition at Whitechapel Art Gallery in 1988 that put him on the
map as a major artist. 

What I discovered on reading the book was that Michael was a huge admirer
of Wyndham Lewis. Referring to a set of drawings in response to a
commission, he said:

There are some good drawings in this group. Not as good as Wyndham
Lewis but they are not bad! I have always been a fan of Wyndham
Lewis. I read Tarr and The Apes of God and I admire his drawing. He was
a stupendous draughtsman. I cannot understand why he’s not more
revered for his drawings: their clarity, precision, directness. They are just
perfect. The one of Rebecca West is a drawing of a beautiful woman.
Concise and to the point. There is a word in German, souverän, which
means you are in control. These are what I would call souverän. I
struggle with my drawings, but I do not think Lewis struggled.

Many critics – John McEwen, William Feaver, Jon Bird, to name but a few –
have noted Michael Sandle’s affinities with Lewis and early modernism
(Vorticism and abstract art, Futurism), both stylistically and, intellectually, in
obstinate defiance of prevailing trends and orthodoxies. His interest in the
sculpture of various non-occidental cultures, the tradition of monumental
commemorative sculpture in Britain and Europe and his adherence to pre-
modernist values of permanence, craftsmanship and durability have alienated
many fashion-followers; accusations of reactionariness, even, absurdly, fascism
(war and terror being major concerns of his) have beset much of a career
swimming against the tide of Greenbergian ‘purity’. 

In the next issue of Lewisletter I intend to enlarge on the points of similarity
and difference between Lewis and Sandle with a particular emphasis on their
anti-war polemics, literary in the former’s case, visual in the latter’s, rooted in
their personal, sometimes traumatic, experiences of, respectively, the first and
second world wars.

DAVID STOKER
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ABEBAY WATCH

Overall, the picture for online offers has changed somewhat since last year. 

ebay
ebay now has thirty pages on Lewis (albeit with the usual entries for the
namesake). The most interesting item for sale was a typescript (presumably by
Sybil Bedford) of the article ‘Perspectives on Lawrence’, published in The
Hudson Review in 1956, for sale for £156.72, reduced upon inquiry to £141.12.
AbeBooks are selling an ‘extracted’ form of the original article for £10.

There are quite a few signed items for sale, as in a first edition of The
Childermass, for £99.42 (plus postage from the US). Another 1928 edition, with
dust jacket, also from the US, costs £87.91.

Otherwise, a 1955 edition of The Human Age (that is, volumes two and three
only) is on offer from the US for £247.00. 

Although the following strictly belongs to ‘Notes and Vorteces’, it is more
relevant here. In Falling Towards England: Unreliable Memoirs II (Picador, 1985),
Clive James describes his early adventures as a gauche Antipodean in Swinging
Sixties London, working for a fly-by-night publisher: ‘My typical day was spent
making tea for the decorators and standing close behind them so I could catch
a dollop of varnish before it fell on the cover of The Apes of God (reprint, two
signatures out of order, otherwise fair) and halved its already negligible value.’
(p. 120) At least Clive knew something about the business of books. It is not
clear what the ‘two signatures’ signify, but he must surely have been referring
to the signed and numbered 1955 Arco reprint, which is on offer here for a
negligible £63.12. Another copy from the US costs £192.69 and another £213.
None of these have dust jackets – neither does a copy of the 1932 Nash and
Grayson reprint, second impression, available for £22.56. 

However, a copy with the Michael Ayrton-designed cover is £242.14. An
original 1930 Arthur Press Apes also has a dj and costs £413.50. 

Regarding other rare items, in descending order of price: Paleface: A
Philosophy of the Melting-Pot, with dj, £403; a first edition, with a dj, of Snooty
Baronet, is £383.15; The Caliph’s Design (1919) is £204; a first edition of the
1918 American Knopf Tarr is £109.89, a first edition of Count Your Dead: They
Are Alive! (without dj) is £104. The Mysterious Mister John Bull, with dj, is £100.
A first edition of Rude Assignment, with dj, is £85. The Old Gang and the New
Gang, without dj, is £55.

A first edition of the 1932 Wyndham Lewis: A Discursive Exposition by Hugh
Gordon Porteus, with dj, is £292.50. A copy without a dj is a mere £15.44. 

A copy of the 1932 The Enemy of the Stars, without dj, is £40.
Some prices are quite reasonable. A first edition of Self Condemned, with dj,

can be had for £26.72. 
A US paperback version of Time and Western Man, published in 1957 by the

Beacon Press of Boston, is on offer for £32.32.
Incidentally, most of the above prices have been lowered for online inquirers. 
You may have noticed that online sites have eased up on their previous

restrictions on using images of book covers. Some interesting items have
emerged, notably previously unknown covers for The Revenge For Love. This
US printing from 1952, from Henry Regnery, is £36.82 (plus £20 postage) this,
from a German publisher (Boettcher of Dusseldorf, 1988) is £11.59. 

There was another German translation by Hans Rudolph and Bernd Rother
that appeared in 1990 under the Fischer Tashenbuch imprint.

A publicity booklet featuring Lewis’s essay ‘The Sea-Mists of the Winter’,
produced by Black Sparrow Press, is on sale for £40.95, a limited edition for
£54.95. It was originally free.

A copy of the Wyndham Lewis Annual for 1994 is a whopping £40.
The catalogue for the Wyndham Lewis Redfern Gallery Exhibition in 1949 is

£78.



A translation from the Dutch – Cantleman: An Ander Vroeg Proza
(Amsterdam, Muelenhoff) is £13.71

A signed copy of the writer John Collier’s 1935 novel, Variations on a Theme
(as previously reported in LL 39, Lewis was supposedly a fan of Collier’s) is
£66.31. Other books on the ebay page are similarly expensive, though often
signed. Another item, a paperback of the short story collection, Presenting
Moonlight is £223.51. These all come from the US. 

AbeBooks
AbeBooks have many of the same items for sale, but some items are unique:
The Pavillion – A Contemporary Collection of British Art & Architecture (I. T.
Publications, London, 1946), edited by Myfanwy Evans and including articles by
John Betjeman, Geoffrey Grigson and Lewis’s essay ‘Towards an Earth Culture’,
price £35. Otherwise, Gyan Books are up to their usual tricks with leather-bound
copies of Blast 1 and The Art of Being Ruled on offer for £87.37 and £63.06
respectively.

Most impressive however, is a signed copy of – ‘To Hugh Kenner from W. L.’.
The seller describes it as ‘An excellent copy in jacket with a significant
association’ – a snip at £2,228.40 (plus £33 postage).

The Listener magazine of July 1938, Vol. XX, no. 495, includes Lewis’s essay
‘When John Bull Laughs’, is £18; another, from March 1947 (‘The Puritan of the
Steppes’) is £8.99. 

One interesting item on Abe is a ‘Publishers’’ Flyer’ from Chatto and Windus,
advertising ‘Books by Wyndham Lewis’ that appeared in 1929. The price is £29.

Both ebay and AbeBooks have a number of re-issues of Tarr that have
appeared over the last few years, all from small and virtually unknown imprints
(which is why they did not appear on the lists immediately). The earliest that
appears is the 1918 version from Version Lulu7.com (2018); then Spuyten
Duguil Publishing (2020); Double 9 Books, Alpha Edition (2023); more recently,
there is the Zinc Real Press (2024) and Lettel Books (also 2024), and finally (for
now) the Anson Street Press (2025). The covers are quite unremarkable, not to
say inappropriate. Why there are so many on the market is anyone’s guess. The
most expensive is £20, which is still a lot cheaper than the OUP edition. 

From the US: Left Wings Over Europe, with dj, is a whopping £870.33. A first
edition of Time and Western Man, with dj, is a more reasonable £439.56. 

An Italian translation of Tarr, published by Fertinelli of Milan in 1959 is
available for £30.

Another freebie from Black Sparrow, the Wild Body travel piece ‘Crossing the
Frontier’ going for £40. 

Naomi Mitchison’s Beyond This Limit (Jonathan Cape, 1935) illustrated by
Lewis, is £50.

Amazon
The usual confusion caused by items listed but not actually available for sale, as
in an unauthored Kindle book, A Soldier of Humour: Exploring Satire and
Absurdity in Modernist Essays. Not available in the UK.

‘Drape your bed, your couch, or yourself in soft, fluffy art’ – even if the art in
question is A Battery Shelled? A throw-blanket featuring the painting is available
for £27.67 (25% off!) from redbubble.com (www.redbubble.com/i/throw-
blanket/A-Battery-Shelled-by-Percy-Wyndham-Lewis-1919-by-allhistory).



ARTICLES

I am currently preparing a catalogue raisonné of the work Lewis’s Vorticist
colleague Helen Saunders, in part drawing upon the Saunders papers and
sketches recently donated to the Tate Archive. This new account of her work,
and the rediscovery of Saunders’ Atlantic City beneath Lewis’s Praxitella, will
hopefully encourage a wider re-examination of her relationships with her
fellow Vorticists, Lewis in particular. Here, I consider Lewis’s editorial
strategies regarding the visual content of BLAST 2. 

Though BLAST had initially been envisaged as a quarterly publication, BLAST 2
appeared some thirteen months after the first issue. The women Vorticists
Helen Saunders and Jessie Dismorr had had no presence in BLAST 1 except as
gender-neutral signatories of the manifesto. BLAST 2, published in July 1915,
was distributed from Saunders’s lodgings at 4 Phené Street, Chelsea. This issue
was clearly intended to coincide with the Vorticists’ Doré Galleries exhibition in
June that year, since it contained Lewis’s ‘Review of Contemporary Art’ which
aimed to explain and promote Vorticism. It also reproduced six of the artworks
that were included in the show. 

The ‘War Number’ was initially proposed in August 1914 by Edward
Wadsworth,1 who recommended line block illustrations as less costly than the
half-tone process used for the BLAST 1 images.2 As Robert Hewison has
pointed out,3 this simpler reproduction method spurred the production of new
black and white designs, and many of the seventeen full-page illustrations in

1. Wadsworth, Barbara: Edward Wadsworth: A
Painter’s Life (1989), p.54. (I am grateful to
James King for alerting me to this passage).
BLAST had been announced as a quarterly, so
the second issue was due in September 1914. 
2. The line block process reproduces images
black and white. (Many of the artworks in 
BLAST 1 had been greyscale reproductions of
existing works).
3. Hewison, Robert: Blast and the work of art in
the age of mechanical reproduction in Antliff and
Greene: The Vorticists (2010), p.71
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BLAST 2 were drawn specifically for the issue. Lewis, as editor, imposed a limit
of two credited drawings from each Vorticist4 but awarded himself a third by
undertaking the cover design. 

In spring 1915 Lewis would have found himself in something of a quandary;
while determined to maintain visible pre-eminence within Vorticism, his
prolonged illness in the autumn and winter of 1914-15 frequently kept him from
his studio.5 For BLAST 2 he resorted to recycling earlier designs. One of his
three credited drawings, Design for Programme Cover – Kermesse (M.170),
depicting three men molesting a woman, had probably been intended initially
for Frida Strindberg’s night club The Cave of the Golden Calf, and dated from as
early as 1912.6 From late 1914 most Vorticist compositions were constructed on
a scaffolding of straight lines, so by mid-1915 the arc-based graphic language of
Kermesse was noticeably anachronistic. Four of the tailpieces that Lewis
contributed to BLAST 2 (M.126-129) were only slightly more recent, having been
drawn in 1913 and already reproduced elsewhere.7

Lewis’s cover design for BLAST 2 carried its own title, Before Antwerp,
indicating that it was initially a free-standing artwork. Antwerp was besieged by
the German army on September 28 1914 and fell on October 9; by mid-1915 it
was no longer topical. On 1 January 1915 Ford Madox Hueffer published his
poem Antwerp in pamphlet form, with a cover and two black and white
illustrations by Lewis.8 The close similarity between Lewis’s Antwerp (M.198)
and his BLAST 2 cover drawing Before Antwerp (M.200) indicates that they were
drawn at the same time.9 It would have been simple to re-purpose the 1914
design Before Antwerp as the cover for BLAST 2 by adding borders and titles
using collage.

Just one of the artworks that Lewis contributed to BLAST 2 was new. Design for
Red Duet (M.204) was shown in the Vorticist show in June and reproduced in
its catalogue.10 Its fine detail confirms that it was initially drawn for exhibition
rather than for line-block reproduction. 

Two of the recent war images in BLAST 2 were supplied by William Roberts.11

He later recalled that ‘Early in 1915 Lewis, as editor, asked me to contribute two
drawings to Blast No.2, the War number. He said ‘keep them simple, it is easier
for the Block-maker’. I did two ‘simple’ line drawings, one I called ‘Machine
Gunners’ the other ‘Combat’. When I gave Lewis these drawings I did not know
what his contributions would be. Later when BLAST was published my ‘Machine
Gunners’ carried the plain title ‘A drawing’, whilst upon the front cover appeared
a large intricate line drawing of machine gunners by Lewis.’12 After re-titling
Roberts’s dynamic and purposely executed design, Lewis relegated it to page
87, the penultimate image in the issue.

While Roberts’s two designs for BLAST 2 were freestanding, those by Saunders

4. Non-Vorticists, like Nevinson and Kramer,
were restricted to one image. 
5. O’Keeffe, Paul: Some sort of Genius (2000),
chapter 17. 
6. The distinctive hats worn by the men in
Lewis’s drawing were based on those depicted
in the many Kermesse paintings and engravings
by members of the Brueghel family (late
16th/early 17th centuries); their resemblance to
the ‘tin hats’ (Brodie helmets) supplied to British
soldiers from September 1915 onwards was
therefore coincidental. 
7. Michel, Walter: Wyndham Lewis, Paintings
and Drawings (1971), p.356 and plate 22. 
8. Before Antwerp shows a trio of Belgian
soldiers wielding the aptly named ‘Lewis’
machine guns that were issued to the Belgian
army from 1913. 
9. The soldiers in both designs are similarly
treated and are set against geometrical
backgrounds. It seems likely that Before
Antwerp had been intended as a frontispiece for
Hueffer’s 8-page pamphlet, but was unused for
reasons of space and cost. Michel’s date of
1915 (p.361) is probably mistaken.
10. Design for Red Duet was reproduced at a
reduced scale (the original was 31.8 x 24.8cm,
and the line block 24.2 x 18.2cm). The coloured
version (not listed by Michel) is reproduced in
Antliff and Greene (2010), pp. 58 and 62. The
watercolour washes would have been added
after the original had been photographed by the
block-maker but presumably before the drawing
was exhibited. Its design does not comply with
Lewis’s instructions to Roberts to produce
‘simple’ images for the block-maker. 
11. The other war images were Lewis’s Red
Duet (p.63), Roberts’s Combat (p. 55) and
Drawing (p. 87), Wadsworth’s War-Engine (p.
81), Nevinson’s On the way to the Trenches
(p.89) and Kramer’s incongruous Types of the
Russian Army (p.31). I am grateful to David Cleall
for alerting me to this passage.
12. Cork, Richard: Op. Cit. (1974), p. 86, quoting
Roberts, William, ‘Reply to my Biographers’,
1957. 



were, like Red Duet, closely linked to the 1915 Vorticist show. Island of Laputa,13

in pen and ink and collage, was exhibited in London and later in New York. In
1915 Ezra Pound wrote to Lewis’s American patron John Quinn that ‘The things
I personally would buy if I had the cash are. Saunders’ Island of Laputa.
(Tendency to placidity in upper right 1/4 of picture counteracted by great energy
in her waves convention. This is Miss S. with Lewis, so to speak, “sitting on her
head.”) Still it is her picture.’14

Pound’s backhanded compliment shows that in his view Laputa, arguably the
most Lewis-like of Saunders’s Vorticist drawings, was of greater interest than
the three more inventive polychrome designs, Dance, Balance and Canon, that
she contributed to the New York show that Quinn was organising. For Pound,
Lewis’s work, the embodiment of ‘virile force’, represented the Vorticist visual
paradigm.15

Saunders’s second credited drawing Atlantic City was a translation into black
and white16 of her large polychrome oil painting exhibited in 1915.17 She may
have made this drawn version at Lewis’s request to reinforce the intended
connection between BLAST 2 and the Vorticist show. 

It seems likely that further 1914-15 ink drawings by Saunders were made with
BLAST in mind, since she seldom worked in pen and ink or monochrome before
or after that period. Two abstract drawings relate to the uncredited abstract
tailpiece on page 16 which was reproduced from a now-lost original. The
closely-detailed texture of this emblem indicates that it was printed at a greatly
reduced size and would have been submitted as a full-page design. 

Another artwork that Saunders may have intended for BLAST is now known as
Monochrome Abstract Composition.18 Drawn using half-tone, its execution
would have pre-dated the decision taken in autumn 1914 to switch to line block
illustrations for BLAST 2. The design shows a diagonal column of interlocking,
identically clothed figures referencing the armed forces and/or conformist
‘pillars of society’. The image can be viewed with the figures ascending or
plunging downwards, since in each orientation the abstract shapes on the right
can be read as person-like supporters.19 This built-in ambiguity indicates that the
drawing was initially intended for hand-held viewing in a book or magazine
rather than for a fixed position on a wall. This inventive design expresses
Saunders’s ambivalence towards the war.20

A further unpublished design, now known as Vorticist Composition with Figures,
black and white ostensibly illustrates HG Wells’s 1895 novel The Time
Machine.21 Wells’s fantasy would have chimed with the increasing pessimism of
1915 – the growing awareness that far from being ‘over by Christmas’, the war
was likely to continue indefinitely towards an uncertain outcome. 

13. It was titled The Island of Laputa in the
BLAST 2 index but without the definite article
elsewhere. 
14. Letter dated 11th August 1915, quoted by
Zinnes, Harriet (ed.). Ezra Pound and the Visual
Arts, New York 1980. I am grateful to Dr. Jo
Cottrell for identifying this source.
15. Humphreys, Richard. Demon Pantechnicon
Driver in Pound’s Artists, p.61 (Tate Gallery 1985)
16. Like Island of Laputa, Atlantic City was
probably reduced in size for reproduction. 
17. Chipkin, Becky and Kohn, Helen. Unveiling
the secrets of ‘Praxitella’: Lewis, Saunders and
the Rediscovery of Atlantic City (Courtauld,
2024). As Chipkin and Kohn discovered,
Saunders’s painting was obliterated when Lewis
re-used the canvas for Praxitella (p.30, 1920-21).
The large size and vibrant colour of Atlantic City
would have differentiated it from the ‘textbook’
Vorticism of the published black-and-white
version.
18. The execution of Monochrome Abstract
Composition would have preceded the editorial
decision in September 1914 to publish only line-
block images. Although it appears slightly
unfinished, modest interventions would have
prepared it for reproduction.
19. Tate director John Rothenstein titled the
drawing Monochrome Abstract Composition
with Figures Ascending when it was donated in
1963, and in 1991 Tate Liverpool used the
design with the figures rising as a flyer for its
exhibition Dynamism. At present (2025) Tate’s
website shows the figures plunging downwards. 
20. Several of Saunders’s other Vorticist works
carry ‘double meanings’ – e.g. Vorticist
Composition with Figures, black and white,
discussed below, Abstract Multicoloured Design
(Tate) and Vorticist Composition (Black and
Khaki?) (Courtauld).
21. Peppin, Brigid: Helen Saunders (1996), p.13;
Sloan, Rachel Helen Saunders Modernist Rebel
(2022), p.70.
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At the same time the image seems to signify the Vorticists’ ‘assault on the soft,
decaying, ‘feminine’ culture of late Victorian and Edwardian England’.22 The
recumbent entities in the upper part can be read as complacent upholders of
established values who are about to be toppled by dynamic insurrectionary
forces.23 It seems strange that this powerful design, well-suited to line-block
reproduction and requiring only a few strokes of process white to make it
camera-ready, did not appear in BLAST 2, but as with Roberts’s Machine
Gunners, Lewis may have been reluctant to have his own earlier designs
upstaged by more recent works. 

The visual content of BLAST 2 was selected by Lewis to promote Vorticism as a
credible movement while proclaiming his own supremacy within it.24 There, as
elsewhere, he retained tight control of the Vorticist narrative, presenting his
fellow-rebels as followers rather than as his creative equals.25 The Lewis-centred
historiography of Vorticism that persisted for many years attests to the
continuing effectiveness of this strategy. 

22. Hewison, Op. Cit. in Antliff and Greene
(2010). p.71
23. Sloan, Rachel: Op. Cit. (2022), pp.70-71
24. The inclusion of Jacob Kramer’s ‘Types of
the Russian Army’ on p. 81 (recalling neo-
primitive paintings like Russian artist Mikhail
Larionov’s 1911 Soldier on a Horse) may have
been intended to highlight the contrast between
Vorticist ideas and practices and those of other
artists. (Kramer was among the artists ‘invited to
show’ in the 1915 Vorticist exhibition). 
25. As Roberts was to argue, ‘in Art, above all, a
Leader must be wide awake or he may find
himself his disciple’s disciple; in Art being a
leader is also an Art’. Roberts, William: A Reply
to my Biographer, Sir John Rothenstein (1957.
pp.13-14), quoted by Cork, Op. Cit. (1974), p.86



1. Two early works of criticism on Lewis have
more than the cursory commentaries on the
novel featured in later ones – Geoffrey Wagner,
in Wyndham Lewis A Portrait of the Artist as the
Enemy (1957) and Robert T. Chapman,
Wyndham Lewis: Fictions and Satires (1973).
Elsewhere, in Morrow and Lafourcade, there are
the following reviews from 1956: F1034 – HG
Porteous, ‘A Winning Card,’ Time and Tide,
XXXVII, no. 35 (Sept. 1st, favourable); F1035 –
John Metcalf, ‘New Fiction,’ The Sunday Times
(Sept. 2nd), p. 5 (unfavourable); F1036 – Anne
Duchene, ‘New Novels,’ The Manchester
Guardian, Sept. 4th, p. 5 (‘a very minor work’);
F1038 – unsigned, The Queen, CCIII, no. 5320
(Sept. 4th, favourable); F1039 – ‘Power
Inglorious,’ The Times Literary Supplement, LV,
no. 2845 (Sept. 7th), p. 529 (favourable); F1040 -
Doreen Wallace, ‘Harvest of Novels,’ Eastern
Daily Post (Sept. 9th), p. 7 – mixed review (‘a
hotch-potch of a book’) (p. 314); F1041 – R. C.
Churchill, ‘New Novels,’ The Birmingham Post
(Sept. 11th), favourable review of a book by ‘the
unorthodox champion of the Right’; F1042 -
John Connell, favourable review in The Evening
Dispatch (September 14th), p. 17 – ‘a minor
work ... yet powerful and convincing’; F1048 –
Arthur Calder-Marshall, ‘We Can Be Proud of Our
Novelists’, Books and Bookmen, I, no. 12;
F1050 – Thomas H. Carter, Shenandoah, VIII, no.
1 (Autumn, 1956); F1055 – Maurice Cranston,
Encounter, VII, no. 5 (November, 1956), pp. 82-
84 (unfavourable). From 1957, there is F1069 -
Julian MacLaren-Ross, The London Magazine, IV,
no. 1 (January, favourable). I have so far not
come across any reviews in the Australian
press. 
2. ‘The Red Priest’ is also the name of a classical
quartet who play in a baroque style.

ARTICLES

‘A METTLESOME HIPPOGRIFF’ 

THE RED PRIEST AND THE CONUNDRUM OF ANGLO-CATHOLICISM
Lewis’s final published novel is rarely remarked upon; according to Morrow
and Lafourcade, it received some mixed reviews upon the book’s publication
in 1956, and thereafter has merited very little critical comment.1

It was written as an attempt at a popular work that would make money and
indeed Geoffrey Bridson considered adapting it for radio but considered it too
episodic to allow this. In any case, it is a somewhat slapdash effort, poorly
constructed, often unfocused and needing revision, not a fitting end to his
writing career. This was an unfortunate consequence of Lewis’s total blindness,
but unlike the other works which were completed after Lewis lost his sight –
Rotting Hill, Self Condemned and the final two parts of the Human Age trilogy –
The Red Priest exists more in a vacuum made up of its own shortcomings than
as an extension of the concerns of those books. Nevertheless, it does contain
several points of interest – notably Lewis’s own take on religious affairs.

The titular character is Father Augustine ‘Teeny’ Card, an Anglo-Catholic curate
at the church of Saint Catherine and the Angels, in Westminster. His father is a
canon, thereby establishing a lineage of Anglo-Catholicism within the orbit of
the Church of England, as well as an undeniable sense of entitlement through
which Card seeks to shape clerical matters. He seeks to bring his church closer
to more Catholic forms of worship, in the form of music and liturgy, while
simultaneously promoting some vaguely defined socialist ideals. Lewis is
surprisingly knowledgeable about the distinction of ‘High’ and ‘Low’ Mass here,
although he could have got the details about this from Froanna, who was
herself a practising Catholic. The book’s title plays upon two concepts. The first
is musical, perhaps surprisingly for anyone aware of Lewis’s supposed aversion
to the Art of the Ear; il prete rosso is the soubriquet for the red-haired composer
Antonio Vivaldi, who was also ordained a Catholic priest and whose work,
besides the popular piece, The Four Seasons, was re-discovered in the early
twentieth century, being widely used in church services.2 The second is political,
there being any number of clerics labelled ‘Red’ because of their socialist
sympathies – particularly, Doctor Hewlett Johnson, the ‘Red Dean of
Canterbury’, who was a Stalinist apologist whose blind allegiance to Moscow
was the cause of severe and prolonged embarrassment to the Church
authorities, from the beginning of his incumbency in 1931 until his retirement in
1963 when he was nearly ninety.

Still, Card has his supporters, notably the middle-aged spinster Jane Greevey,
who is tolerant of the changes, but wary of the politics:

‘Well, about the “redness”; not long after he became Vicar, he invited
some Polish bishop to come over and preach at his church. He then
joined the socialist party. And a few weeks after that a photograph
appeared in the press showing him drinking a cocktail at a party at the

ROBERT MURRAY 
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Soviet Embassy. Well, that made him “red”. There was not much else.
He had dinner on a Soviet ship in the Port of London with the “Red
Dean” and J. B. S. Haldane. I do not think his “redness” goes very far. He
is a self-advertising man, and redness is one of the obvious ways of
getting advertisement - for a parson.’ (p. 29) 

We can assume the ‘socialist party’ is Labour, Lewis perhaps not wishing to
specify an organisation so inimical to his own political views. John Burdon
Sanderson Haldane (the brother of Lewis’s friend Naomi Mitchinson) was a
popular scientist who specialised in genetics. Neither Johnson and Haldane
were exclusively concerned with religion, the implication being that Anglo-
Catholicism is as ephemeral a form of belief as Socialism (and Conservatism)
are in the political sense, even though Lewis portrays Jane as sincere in her
beliefs. The use of the term ‘parson’ is dismissive and intent on putting Card in
his proper place, as a Church of England vicar.3

Anglo-Catholicism itself, in the guise of the ‘Oxford Movement’, could be seen as
corrective to the Church of England, focusing on the actual religion, which has,
at least nominally, always been Catholic. This nearly caused a schism in the
Church at the height of its influence in the mid-nineteenth century, whereby
priests who marched through the streets were threatened with arrest, although
falling church attendances and a more secular approach to education had
generally eroded the Church’s influence in British society. By the post-war period
the threat of schism within the Established Church had receded and Anglo-
Catholicism was seen as a viable alternative to the cloying conservativism of
traditional Anglicanism, as represented by Geoffrey Fisher, the 99th Archbishop
of Canterbury. Lewis manages to capture the appeal of the ‘smells and bells’
aspects of worship - what Card calls ‘Live Christianity’ – but is unclear what his
political agenda is, beyond establishing what his critics fear would be a
‘Methodist Russia’ (p. 43). Card’s predecessor, Father Seed, was more restrained,
and the Red Priest’s antics repulse the more traditional members of the
congregation, like Jane’s irritating fusspot of a lodger, Hugh Bestens-Corbett, and
the Marquess of Keltingbrook, who was so unceremoniously ejected from the
church by Card for loudly objecting to the reconfigured masses. 

3. The equation between ‘High Church’ and
radical politics was neatly summarised by the
Liberal politician and socialite Lady Violet
Bonham-Carter, who once noted in her diaries a
car-journey with two infamous sybarites, the
Tory peer Robert Boothby and the Labour MP
Tom Driberg: ‘We went the old familiar Andover-
Amesbury road – [Tom] Driberg bleating the
whole time to be put down in a church and Bob
[Boothby] firmly refusing. D is apparently an
Anglo-Catholic – loving church councils, 
Liturgies, +Masses + knowing by heart all the
churches in which these things are practised.
Combined with his Churchiness is a strong
Bevanite loyalty + a tendresse for Communism
...’ (Peter Hennessy, Having It So Good: Britain in
the Fifties, Harmondsworth, Penguin, 2006, p.
276).
The impression given here is that any threat that
Anglo-Catholicism posed to the Established
Church was often dealt with dismissive
humour – the sort of clerical humour that the
English (and obviously, the Irish) specialise in. 

Doctor Hewlett Johnson, the ‘Red Dean of
Canterbury’ in 1966.
© Evening Standard/Getty Images



Indeed, the novel is centred on Card’s aggression, rather than his ideas or his
spirituality – perhaps too much so because it casts a very dark shadow over the
whole narrative, not allowing the plot to properly develop. In some ways, Card
is a back-handed tribute to Lewis’s old frenemy TE Hulme, but only in terms of
his physical strength. The idea of a priest as a man of action (as opposed to
disciplining errant schoolboys) is both funny and disturbing – think of the
infamous episode from the Irish comedy series Father Ted, ‘Kicking Bishop
Brennan Up the Arse’; it is hilarious because it borders on the sacrilegious, a
bishop being such a figure of authority in Catholic countries, but especially in
Ireland, that the notion of physically assaulting him is unthinkable. Card may
appear to be the very embodiment of ‘Muscular Christianity’, but he does not
promote the virtues of sport for the collective good, but only to satisfy his need
to cultivate his public image as a supreme individual. At 6’3” he is a real giant at
a time of general undernourishment when rationing had only just finished.
Lewis likens him to a mythical creature, the hippogryph, a half-eagle, half-horse,
as drawn by Gustav Doré and others. Lewis writes that ‘He was one of those
men whose face is ploughed up into a perpetual inquiry’ (p. 9) and this is
evident in Michael Ayrton’s cover, but this is not a sign of intelligence, rather an
unbridled aggression and a desire to take on the world, regardless of the
consequences. A former Oxford Blue in boxing, he keeps fit through regular
bouts of sparring with his secretary Horridge (aka ‘Horrid’), careful not to hit too
hard, and an off-duty policeman.4 He is eager to pose near-naked for popular
magazines, but would never pay a visit to the local YMCA. Inevitably, this ends
with the unlawful killing of his new secretary, the ironically misnamed
Makepeace, who unwisely starts a fight with him over clerical matters and dies
because of the strain on his weak heart. Card does not have the calm detached
demeanour exhibited by Lewis himself in his 1921 self-portrait modelled on
Raphael’s ‘Unknown Bishop’ (p. 28), and is more like a literary embodiment of
Lewis’s final painting before he went totally blind in 1951, Dragon in a Cage,
which was itself a re-working of a work originally started in 1915. Like his
doomed dragon Card is trapped by his own physicality, which ultimately leads
to his violent death. He cannot escape his destiny – indeed, he welcomes it.
After he has served a brief prison sentence (during which he assaulted an
interfering prison governor) he goes to Canada in self-imposed exile,
supposedly spreading the Word of God to the Inuit community, but instead
provoking more violence which results in him killing someone who tried to rob
him, in turn being killed himself in an act of revenge. Even though Card admits
his guilt over killing Makepeace, unlawfully or otherwise, and seeks to isolate
himself from mankind as an act of penance, this only serves to bring about his
demise and he shows no tangible sign of remorse for his actions, portraying
himself as the victim he ultimately becomes. It is the same psychopathology
that drives the grotesques in the Wild Body stories. 

The novel is a real curate’s egg. It consists of thirty-two short chapters, the first
ten rattling along quite nicely, initially focusing on the account of street-battles
carried out by juvenile delinquents (‘The Knights of the Dustbin-Lids’), spawn of
the bolshie workmen Lewis complained so bitterly about in Rotting Hill. Lewis
ridicules the congregation of Saint Catherine and the Angels both for their
complicity in Card’s strategies, which often resemble Horace Zagreus’s magic
tricks in The Apes of God, implying that he is more a witch-doctor than a cleric
(a true Ape of God?), and their traditionalist resistance to it. It certainly seems
that he has a supernatural hold over some of his parishioners, such is the
power of his charisma. As if in counterpoint to this exhibition of unrestrained
maleness, Lewis portrays the female characters as exercising great
independence – Jane’s school-friend Matilda Mortlake boasts about having
more than one sexual partner and the narrative shifts to society beauty Mary
Chillingham, the daughter of a prestigious military family, long-standing
parishioners of the church, and who helps Card in his ongoing campaign of
enlightenment. After a brief courtship, she marries Card, preferring him to the
dullard of the Grenadier Guards officer to whom she was formally affianced, as
well as an old boyfriend who she visits in Norwich, deciding that his dissolute
lifestyle is not enticing enough for her to renew their relationship. Unlikely as
this may appear to be, Card is actually a safe bet when it comes to marriage;
‘Tilda’ speculates about Card’s prowess as a lover – he is reduced to being
nothing more than a stud, only fit for breeding. Her decision to marry him is
dependent on the toss of a coin – ironic because her husband later nags her to

4. In addition to the list above, Lafourade and
Morrow also mention Bohan Lynch’s article from
1957 that includes The Red Priest’s account of
boxing (‘Boxing in Literature,’ F1115). 
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give him more money from her private fortune for his planned acts of street
theatre, something she refuses to do.5 Even so, Mary demonstrates her loyalty
when she pays for an expensive lawyer who gets a charge of murder reduced
to manslaughter, leaving her inheritance considerably reduced. Mary gives birth
to two boys, Basil Tertullian and, later, the bizarrely-named Zero, reflecting
Lewis’s negative view of the whole enterprise of reproduction for the supposed
good of mankind. 

The interplay between sex, religion and politics is intriguing, but the narrative
drive is stymied by Card’s clumsy interventions. Individual episodes become
increasingly detached from each other and serve only to broadcast Lewis’s
polemical intent, which in both religious and political terms is unclear. Chapter
12 – ‘Hambledon College’ – is quite comic, and the pace picks up after the
previous chapter showed that Card was no great conversationalist. Run by
Card’s friend Doctor Hartnell, the college is obviously of dubious intent, but he
refuses to see this (there is no example of ‘perpetual inquiry’ here) and offers to
give a lecture on Anglo-Catholicism. One of the dubious courses on offer is in
Writing (‘Miss Stein gave Hemingway a very good piece of advice’), Lewis
allowing himself free rein to exercise his satirical take on the business of
Literature.6 Card’s Big Lecture, relayed verbatim and virtually taking up the entire
next chapter, does not allow for any meaningful debate with his colleagues. The
descriptions of the marriage squabbles with Mary and Card’s trial are tedious
and distracting (for all his experience of law-courts on charges of libel, Lewis
does not make the slow process of the law any more entertaining). Instead of
investigating what lies behind his forbidding persona he passes on descriptions
of Card to other meta-texts – first, a spoof study – Living With a Man-eating
Man – by one ‘Angus Coin’ (Card himself writing under the assumed persona of
a former room-mate at Oxford, intended to create his own mythology), then the
account by an English traveller who meets Card in Vancouver and is sharply
rebuffed (and physically threatened) when he tries to placate him over the guilt
Card feels over Makepeace, and finally, a newspaper report on his murder. It is
as if Lewis has lost interest in his obnoxious character, consigning him to the
same self-imposed exile that he and Froanna recently endured, in the frozen
wastes of Canada. 

Early in The Childermass, Satters asks Pullman if he is a ‘Catholic’; Pullman
replies ‘An anglo-catholic. not a roman ...’ Pullman insists, the distinction
conforming to a stable belief in a world where very few exist.7 Yet it also

5. Mary had inherited a fortune from her aunt,
‘Blanche’, who owned a farm in Kenya until she
was murdered by the Mau-Mau.
6. The quote continues: ‘She told him to turn
the gas tap down and down – gently – gently –
until it was almost out. This is an invaluable
suggestion, especially to a writer inclined to
throw himself about.’ 
7. As pointed out by Peter Caracciolo in
Lewisletter 36 (Winter 2018), p. 19. There is a
misprint in the 1966 Calder edition which
reverses Pullman’s allegiance.



anticipates the superficial nature of publicly expressed belief in The Red Priest,
reduced as it is to a matter of social gossip rather than a firmly held conviction.
Pullman seems to be splitting hairs, especially when it is evident that he has
such detailed knowledge of the ceremony of the Mass (reflecting Lewis’s own).
The question may be asked as to where Lewis himself stood on the issue and
how far did he see it as a parallel to his aesthetic beliefs. Why did he choose to
write about an Anglo-Catholic priest in the first place, unless he saw such a
belief as fraudulent and worthy of his satirical ire? Lewis had already portrayed a
man of the cloth as a deluded innocent in the character of the Reverend
Thomas Hartley Rymer, in the story ‘The Bishop’s Fool’, from Rotting Hill. Rymer,
a meddlesome priest rather than one full of mettle, follows the same Christian-
Socialist line as Card, but has no idea how to persuade a reluctant congregation
and his attempts to gather support for his ideas outside his church are an
embarrassment and ends in violence against him (as opposed to the other way
round).8 In the end, both men paid the price for not following a conventional
form of belief. Pullman’s own allegiance to the parochial concerns of a ‘church-
within-a-church’ is a component of the an after-world that has no fixed
boundaries and which seeks to confuse the supplicants seeking a better one. 

In his Hambledon College lecture, Card emphasises the fact that Anglo-
Catholicism is a revival of the close relations that the English Church once had
with Rome before the Reformation and it is related to Communism because of
the proximity of both to the Birth of Christ and the Russian Revolution.9 That’s a
pretty glib argument; Card’s equation of Christianity and Communism seems
perverse, not to say misguided, especially when he misrepresents Russian
Orthodoxy in the form of the three guest priests invited to officiate in his
church, despite the contradiction inherent in their natural anti-communism (plus
the fact that one of them is insane). Is the judgement Lewis making here a
moral, rather than a religious one? On a basic level, Card embodies all of the
Seven Deadly Sins, certainly Pride and Avarice. Such is the persistence of
Lewis’s condemnation of his behaviour, as well as the criticism of Mary and the
other clerics for their gullibility in allowing Card to go so far to challenge the

8. Hugh Bestens-Corbett echoes the fate of
Rymer when he exclaims ‘The Rev. Augustus
Card is a clown ... Poseur! In a country parish he
would probably get himself thrown into a duck-
pond or tarred and feathered’ (p. 10).
9. As Card explains: ‘The main advantage of the
Roman connection is that, had you lived in
Rome, in the first or second Christian century,
you would have been so near to Christ that your
following of that Teacher would have been the
same as a man turning to Communism in the
‘twenties of this century’ (p. 107).

Antonio Vivaldi, (1678-1741)
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authority of the Church, that readers are forced to embrace convention
themselves. The question may be asked as to why didn’t Card become a
Roman Catholic? It would have been the logical conclusion to a troubled career,
although his marriage may have prevented his conversion. The same could be
asked of his fan-club, as English Catholicism is a strong tradition in itself and it
would not be such a massive leap of faith. John Henry Newman himself
converted to Roman Catholicism when the arguments for holding out against it
were too great, many former members of the Church of England following in
his wake. Yet embracing a deeper shade of red in terms of faith would demand
Card’s total submission to a different clerical authority, one that was intolerant
of dissent. He would have to give up his political pretensions and his pugilism –
his vanity and sense of martyrdom would have prevented this. In many ways,
Anglo-Catholicism was the easier option. 

Of course there are other books that deal with the business of religion, with
varying degrees. The Pilgrimage, by the Irish novelist Francis Stuart, was
published the year before. This is a re-working of Stuart’s debut novel, Women
and God (1931), except that all the characters are French, rather than Irish,
focusing on the testing of the faith of the main character, Jean-Pierre Senlac, a
bishop from Normandy. Both books are set in the holy site of Lourdes, but are
not concerned with the tourist racket that it had become by the end of the 19th
Century, as portrayed in JK Huysmans’ The Crowds of Lourdes (1906) and, much
later, in the Irish writer John Broderick’s popular novel, also titled The Pilgrimage
(1961).10 Huysmans and Broderick were more aware of the times they were
living in, and how religion was accommodated within the modern world,
whereas Stuart’s and Lewis’s novels are essentially anachronistic, as if they
were set before the war. Lewis refuses to make much more of the social
changes he noted in the Rotting Hill stories, apart from the evident problem of
juvenile delinquency. It is as if London were set in aspic, as the centre for his
memories of a better time, as implied in the reference to the Café Royal (also a
haunt of Stuart when he lived in London in the 1920s). There is no sense at all
of a post-war world in The Pilgrimage. 

The question as to whether Lewis was himself moving towards Catholicism at
the end of his life must remain unanswered. His own hard-line objectivism in art
found approval from the Jesuit thinker Father Martin D’Arcy11 His friend TS Eliot
was a self-proclaimed Anglo-Catholic (perhaps as a means of making his
conversion to Anglicanism more convincing), but whereas a poem like ‘Ash
Wednesday’ (1930) has a certain Catholic sensibility, The Red Priest acts as a
corrective, not just to Card’s eccentricities, but to the very idea of a church-
within-a-church. Card’s enforced ecumenism is less effective than Stuart’s cleric
who remains steadfast in his faith and finds a reward of sorts finds when one of
of his young charges undergoes a miracle cure for his lameness. The fact that
this is undeserved (the boy is guilty of the rape of the novel’s main female
character, whose own fate remains unresolved) shows that there are greater
spiritual forces at work, ones not controlled by conventional religious belief.
Lewis suggests the same through his fearsome, but ultimately shallow creation.

ADDENDA
One indication that the novel was dictated rather than written lies in the
misspelling of ‘Virginia Woolf’ as ‘Wolfe’ - twice, on page 132. Yet what to make
of the use of the seemingly modern-day phrasal verb ‘trained up’ (p. 98)? I have
never seen this phrasal verb in any book published before the 1980s. 

There is also a mention of ‘Wolfit’ (p. 179) in a visit to the theatre, an
acknowledgement of Sir Donald Wolfit’s role as ‘The Bailiff’ in the radio
production of The Human Age.

10. John Broderick’s The Pilgrimage was banned
by the Irish Board of Censorship. Surprisingly,
Stuart’s novel passed under their radar, despite
a work as innocuous as Julie (published in 1937,
the final year of operations of the Irish Free
State’s Department of Evil Literature) falling foul
of the censor.
11. I have previously briefly commented on the
relationship between Lewis and D’Arcy in the
article ‘Fair Dinkum For Lewis Down Under’, Part
Two, Lewisletter 38.



‘OUR LITTLE GANG’: THE LIVES OF THE VORTICISTS
by James King
Reaktion Books, 2025, 230pp, hardback, £30

After reading only a few pages of this book on figures associated with the
Vorticist movement I sensed that its format was familiar. I’d been here before.
The approach was very similar to the one adopted by David Boyd Haycock in
his Crisis of Brilliance (2009 ). This is not a criticism, rather a compliment. The
format in which key contemporaries in the same school of Art interacted
professionally and personally is a winning formula. In the case of both sets of
artists it was the Slade under Henry Tonks that inspired Mark Gertler, Paul Nash,
Christopher Nevinson, Stanley Spencer and Dora Carrington (in the case of
Haycock) and Wyndham Lewis, Christopher Nevinson, David Bomberg, William
Roberts, Edward Wadsworth, Helen Saunders and Jessica Dismorr (in the case
of King) and the fact that all these artists were so radically different from each
other in their backgrounds, beliefs and artistic styles. The idea of tracing the
trajectory of a group of artists from the same stable is an excellent antidote to
the predictable approach of some conventional group biographies. In the case
of King’s innovative approach, which is a bit like that process created by
Edweard Muybridge, the pioneer of motion pictures, in which a series of single
frames of a human in movement combine to form a moving picture. It is also a
refreshing and wholly more accessible alternative to the scholarly approach of
Richard Cork, in his otherwise magisterial Vorticism and Abstract Art in the First
Machine Age (1976).

And because King’s main aim is to focus on Vorticism as a movement that
transformed the lives of a certain group of artists we are shown snapshots of
their meetings, discussions, fights, and collaborations under the banner of
Vorticism at the beginning of their careers; what happened to them later in their
lives is only sketched in. For, as the subtitle indicates, this is essentially an
account of lives at a particular moment in time. It is not very relevant that after
Vorticism had flickered out, Pound, who coined the term Vorticism, and became
the movement’s PRO, went in a different direction and ended up editing the
manuscript of The Waste Land, writing his controversial Cantos and ultimately
being incarcerated for promoting Fascism; that Nevinson went on to etch
conventional views of Paris and later still bought a caravan to tour southern
England in search of landscapes to paint; or that Saunders went from
producing highly charged semi-abstracts to painting rather unadventurous still
lives; that Bomberg ended up as an inspirational teacher and a producer of
conventional landscapes of Spain and the Middle East, while Kate Lechmere,
not strictly a Vorticist, but certainly a leading light of the Rebel Art Centre, gave
up art completely and became a milliner. Only Dismorr and William Roberts
could be said to have kept faith with their early radical convictions, though
Roberts saw himself more as a Cubist than a Vorticist. Lewis famously
disowned his part in the movement, declaring that Vorticism was ‘something he
personally did and said at a certain period’. Nevertheless, King clearly
demonstrates that to his close followers at least Vorticism was for three or four
years an exciting and vital movement in modern art in which Lewis was always
leading the charge. So Our Little Gang is in some ways a book in which Lewis is
a central figure and exemplar, but not the sole figure, for thanks to the writings
of Paul Edwards, Paul O’Keeffe and others, many admirers feel that they already
know a good deal about him.

To make this point King only brings in Lewis in the sixth chapter, and instead
starts his narrative with the precocious William Roberts, then continuing with
snapshots of Wadsworth, Bomberg, Helen Saunders and Dismorr in that order.
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Roberts is discussed first presumably because he saw himself more as a Cubist
than a Vorticist, and in every sense the origins of Vorticism lay in Cubism. It is
moving to chart Roberts’ childhood precocity and unpromising start as an
apprentice in a lithography studio and his years at the Slade where he shares
space with Wadsworth, the equally talented son of a wealthy northern factory
owner. Roberts entered the Slade through pure talent as a draughtsman,
though, unlike Bomberg, he had problems establishing his own style. In one
year (1913) he was capable of producing two paintings (Rotherhithe and
Landscape) of such contrasting styles that it is hard to see them as coming
from the same brush. We learn that most of the artists working towards their
own version of Modernism weren’t convinced that Vorticism was the right
approach for them. Dismorr was one. At the time when she and Saunders were
experimenting with rather derivative paintings formed with blocks of colour and
influenced perhaps by the works on show at the ‘Manet and Post
Impressionism’ exhibition of 1910, Lewis, had already in 1909 created the
dynamic The Celibate, which anticipated his very influential masterpiece,
Smiling Woman Ascending a Stair (1911). These established Vorticism as a
movement that, though moving towards abstraction, never abandoned its
representational element. It does seem sometimes that the influence of Lewis’s
art on Saunders in particular was powerful, though the fact that she was in love
with him may be a strong factor. It is valuable to learn from King that at a time
when the Slade was dominated by women, most of these students were there
to obtain a teaching certificate, while Dismorr and Saunders were determined
to become professional artists.

We also learn that Bomberg, who was very much his own man, didn’t like to be
labelled a Vorticist, but still wished to be acknowledged as a innovator, became
an enemy of Lewis when the latter purposely excluded the irascible Londoner
from exhibitions he had organised. In fact, by rebelling against the precepts of
Tonks and the personality of Lewis, Bomberg found himself as a bit of an outlier
artistically in contrast to his fellow Jew at the Slade, Mark Gertler. We can also
appreciate the role of Henry Tonks as an enabler. For all his personal dislike of
Post Impressionism and what it led to, Tonks encouraged rather than
suppressed originality, Imagine Roberts, Bomberg, Lewis and the rest studying
at the Royal Academy Schools. Would Vorticism have emerged from this
stultifying school of mediocrity? Probably not. 

When Lewis at last appears in chapter six he is painted as a vital and aggressive
force whose sheer brilliance in draughtsmanship earned him admirers among
the inchoate Vorticists. Although some Vorticists, including Bomberg and
Nevinson, flirted with Futurism, Lewis saw this brief art movement as a sort of
theoretical dead end, and its art as more diffuse and even decorative rather
than vital and incisive, as Vorticism was. King is good too on the Omega
Workshops and the decorative artefacts produced under the supervision of
Roger Fry (what happened, by the way, to these many products?) and the way it
became a target for Lewis to react to. The exclusion of Lewis from its display at
the Ideal Home Exhibition gave the artist an excuse for violent invective aimed
at both Fry and his cosy little team of amateur home decorators. King is also
very informative on The Rebel Art Centre, which Lewis and Kate Lechmere
formed as an answer to Fry and his acolytes. What is perhaps missing from the
larger picture are the opinions on Vorticism of such literary Bloomsburyites as
Virginia Woolf and Lytton Strachey, which King, as a professor of English
Literature, might have supplied. But perhaps that would have involved going off
piste too much.

Vorticism spluttered out because of the War. Important figures, such as Hulme
and Gaudier, were killed and others went their separate ways, and although the
conflict inspired good and even great art that owed much to Vorticism – some
work by Nevinson notably, together with some linocuts by Bomberg, and
illustrations to the War Number of Blast – by the time the Penguin Club
Exhibition was held in New York in 1917 as a sort of tribute to Vorticism, the
movement was effectively dead.

King’s narrative covers all aspects of Vorticism pretty thoroughly and he
provides some very well chosen illustrations. It is useful to learn more about
some peripheral figures, like Cuthbert Hamilton, as well as the role of the art
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‘SCOTTISH COLOURISTS: RADICAL PERSPECTIVES’
February to June 2025, at Dovecot Studios, Edinburgh

Writing in 1939, Virginia Woolf said of Roger Fry’s Manet and the Post-
Impressionists (1910-11) that ‘[i]t is difficult... to realise what violent emotions
those pictures excited less than thirty years ago’.1 Madame Cézanne in the
Conservatory was one of the paintings hung near the entrance of Fry’s
exhibition. When in 2010 the ownership of it was litigated by an individual
claiming it had been unlawfully taken from his family, the portrait’s estimated
value was up to one hundred million dollars. One attendee at Fry’s, however,
was reduced so fully to contemptuous laughter seeing it that he was escorted a
few metres back – namely, to the exit. 

The four painters known as the Scottish Colourists were at the centre of
Scottish Colourists: Radical Perspectives, a collaboration between the Fleming
Collection (directed by James Knox) and Dovecot Studios in Edinburgh, which
specialises in textile arts. Of greater relevance is the fact that the Scottish
Colourists were in Paris and much more absorbent of the techniques – and in
many senses the style – of the French neo- and post-impressionists than the
British public. More important still (to us), at the centre of Scottish Colourists,

critic Frank Rutter in promoting Vorticism and the reservations of another less
enthusiastic critic, PG Konody. However, more information would be useful. For
instance, considering that Hulme was an influence on art theory at the time, it
would have been useful to learn more about his philosophical speculations and
perhaps less about his physical violence and philandering. There are also some
errors. The Imagist poet is FS Flint, not TS Flint. More unfortunately, Edward
Wadsworth is on one occasion described as being born in the Black Country
rather than in Yorkshire. And can Yeats’ The Second Coming really be classed as
an ‘Imagistic’ poem. We don’t think so. All in all, though, Our Little Gang is a
vivid and energising series of snapshots of an important but short lived
movement in art that is effectively summed up by King in his final paragraph. 

‘Vorticism was an attempt to transform and radicalize modernist English art. In
spirit the group was revolutionary. And for that reason alone, it should be
applauded’.

Scottish Colourists: Radical Perspectives
© Phil Wilkinson / Dovecot Studios



there was a Wyndham Lewis: a small chalk and gouache picture, Vorticist
Composition (1915), a study in pure abstraction, line, and architecture. It stands
for the First World War.

Musings upon the war’s accelerationist effects appeared in the tittling weeklies
for decades after its conclusion, and some people got to live in that world.
Lewis called the post-war an eradicated arctic wasteland; the war itself a lesson
of hatred. Lewis thought the peace a disgrace. The freedoms partaken in
blithely, or blindly, or with bluffness and braces by millions of citizens eternally
grateful for the sacrifice of another unfortunate soul showed Lewis that the
significance of war, the clarion call, was lost on people – was, in a sense,
approved through sheer force of egotism. Could the moral clarity of Lewis be
seen in the challenging abstraction of Vorticist Composition (1915) and improve
his current standing? I, personally, think that even in a early phase he was
occasionally inclined to discount as unduly rebellious, Lewis possessed a
precocious and fixed individuality.

History does strange things – we have seen it with Cézanne. As I sat on a
bench gazing at the Lewis on the opening day of Scottish Colourists, I wondered
how many people in this arena of polychromatism would stop to look at it too.
Then, a woman walked in, and, interposing herself between me and the art
object, immediately recoiled, stumbling back and repeating, ‘Oh! Oh! Isn’t that
beautiful, isn’t that amazing?’ I remained silent, but am pleased to report
auspicious salvos on the Lewis front.

The Millionaire-Outcast World
The Scottish Colourists were not a thing. In fact, they were shown as a group
called the ‘Scottish colourists’ for the first time in 1924, many years after
earning distinction individually but only a few before – arguably during – their
unseaming. Comprising four painters – JD Fergusson, SJ Peploe, Leslie Hunter,
and FCB Cadell – they are, by convention, split generationally down the middle.
Peploe sunk into the arboreal plein air of the Luxembourg Gardens, where Tarr
favourably reminisces upon youth. Cadell, a baby of 1883, and arguably a child
of the nineties, routinely luxuriated until he could no longer, in and around the
Edinburgh New Town. The attractiveness of the Scottish Colourists’ paintings –
which are solid and material, but bright and vivacious – have made them gallery
staples in Scotland. 

The narrative of Scottish Colourists, so excellently prefigured by Peploe’s Interior
with a Japanese Print, did little disrespect to national forbears; it segued from
the terraceous Bessie MacNicol to Arthur Melville’s The Orange Market, to a
corridor where Colourists were set alongside the Fitzroy Street Group: one of
Walter Sickert’s crepuscular Camden Town nudes, a Lucien Pissarro, and the
proficient Spencer Gore all faced "The Blue Hat, Closerie des Lilas" by
Fergusson. It is interesting that the text quoted in large print in this corridor was
a review of Fry’s Second Post-Impressionist Exhibition, calling out the exclusion
of the Scots (called ‘English’) later to be known as the Scottish Colourists. The
reviewer had no qualms suggesting that Fry was exploiting the prestige of his
exhibition series, using it to platform his friends (the incipient pack mentality of
Bloomsbury). Rankled Lewis has not always garnered sympathy for his
suspicion of the same.

I stood in front of the "Closerie des Lilas" in awe. Fergusson’s later work
devolves into a frankly lecherous stereotype of the female form which he found
delightful and lactic, and it becomes wearisomely the starlet appearance of his
every painting, even when he is eighty, living above the Glasgow Botanics, and
might easily have observed the birds and the bees from his west-facing
windows. Fergusson’s sclerite, however, has an original in this, his friend, a
fashion designer, whose model is outlined in such a thick black that she may as
well be a stained glass. There is the epicure’s double cup – one for each hand –
in the mise en place, but it is the sensuous affectation of the napkin or rose
clutched near where her heart is, and her severe cheekbones and nose, the
averted gaze, and the hat that draws us in. This is Paris captured in an attitude
so self-conscious as to almost be self-denying. One has to see this painting in
person for the literal cleaving of its surface to show. The paint was applied with
so much haste and intrepidity that its beauty could not survive age. 



Their fascinations are what set the Scottish Colourists apart from Lewis. Take,
as an exemplar, the Ballet Russes. Fergusson and Peploe were entitled to free
tickets because they were sociétaires of the Autumn Salon. There is very good
evidence that Fergusson attended performances of Petrushka and the notorious
Le Sacre du Printemps – few things could make the present author so envious.
Henri Gaudier-Brzeska, Auguste Rodin, and Osbert Sitwell all celebrated the
advent of the Ballet Russes. Opinion was unanimous until – ahem – The Enemy
speaks: 

That Marcel Proust (the classic expression up-to-date of this millionaire-
outcast, all-caste, star-cast world, in the midst of which we live) is more
intelligent, and possesses a more cultivated sensuality, a sharper brain,
than his counterpart of the age of Tennyson, must be plain to every one
[sic]. But it is not with the intellectual abyss into which Europe fell in the
last century that you must compare what we are considering. It is not
the small, cold, smug sentimentalists that middle-class democracy
threw up like a cheerless vomit to express itself for a hundred
lamentable years, with which the typical works of our High-Bohemia
should be matched... If there is one art-form more than another that is
the faithful mirror of the High-Bohemia I have been describing, it is the
Ballet created by Diaghileff...[,] the perfect expression of the society
Proust has immortalised... 

Le Sacre is abjectly low on my list of things Wyndham Lewis would like to do in
the evening – with its body-thumping silverback sacrifice of an ogled Russian
peasant virgin, carried out under pretence to an exotic beauty allegedly only
found in some far-off, primitive Russian land and time where the propitious
slaughter of one or two young girls is fine and dandy – or rather dandy-ish.
Lewis goes back for another swipe at the Ballet Russes in Time and Western
Man when he talks about it as on par with ‘parties, golf, motoring and bridge’. 

Lewis could be wrong about some things, and artistic merit is, here, unusually,
one of them. But he is not wrong about the kind of world that Fergusson
inhabits – or unwittingly depicts. That ‘star-cast world’ of Paris in its bounteous
prime is attested to in the opening night publicity stunt of the Ballet Russes’s
swaggering impresario Gabriel Astruc, who handed out free admission to
glamorous actresses – not actors – and decked the balcony with this dirty
attraction, alternating the blondes with the brunettes.

Mr. Wadsworth and Mr. Gilman
Though Paris was not beyond generous helpings of Lewisian reproach, he
nurtured memories of its radicalism and élan until the end of his days. It seems
quite likely to me that nothing ever contended for its place in his mind, and
Scottish Colourists gave me insight into why. At one level, the exhibition
narrativised some garrulous Scots going abroad and bringing home the freshest
fashions they could find. (They did not poach: their activities seem self-
motivated, rather than by any contempt for Scotland’s cultural parochialism.)
But the exhibition was distinguished too by the intelligence that had brought
these pictures together in a historically representative arrangement, with subtle
hints towards the tastes of the curator. As I stood in one of the main sections of
the gallery, amongst the currents of an André Derain, Augustus John’s
enchanting The Blue Pool, and Jessie Dismorr’s woozy, wisteria-coloured
Landscape with Figures, it was no surprise that Lewis, with this cradle of
civilisation on his doorstep, felt as if a strange providence was watching over
him. 

Dismorr was an especially adaptive hand; James Knox, delivering an
introductory talk on the opening day of Scottish Colourists, lamented how the
low survival rate of her paintings leaves us with scanty glimpses into this
remarkable development. Giving up the fauvist influence of the Académie de La
Palette, she opted for a sparse and controlled approach to Vorticist abstraction,
eventually exhibiting with Group X in 1920. Given that Fergusson was teaching
at the Académie during Dismorr’s enrolment, we could see this as a spectral
intersection of Lewis and the Colourists, across modernist currents and counter-
currents which give sense and meaning to the idea of defection, where Dismorr
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Wyndham Lewis
Vorticist Composition (1915)
© Wyndham Lewis and the estate of Mrs G A
Wyndham Lewis by kind permission of the
Wyndham Lewis Memorial Trust



is concerned. Fergusson was on a path that diverged from Lewis’s. He knew
Katherine Mansfield and John Middleton Murry to the extent he was a witness
to their marriage in 1918, and they collaborated closely on Rhythm, which Lewis
– for its name alone – might easily have lambasted as an ideological vehicle of
Bergsonian mulching, much like transition. 

But differences are only a part of the picture. In 1919, Lewis appeared alongside
Fergusson’s wife, Margaret Morris, as a speaker on modern tendencies in the
arts at the Central Buildings in Westminster. In the same year, Fergusson and
Peploe topped Arthur Jerome Eddy’s list of notable ‘English’ fauves, with
Wyndham Lewis’s name in third place. Clearly such a bustling renaissance of
artistic sensibility and innovation made it hard to keep track of who belonged
where, for Lewis would have resented this categorical error. Or, perhaps, the life
of the movement was such that academic determinations of ‘school’ were
rendered secondary concerns merely. Indeed, if the avant-garde was to be that,
and not an affectation, a feint, or a cover for pedestrian cliquiness, it had to
accommodate, support, and forward a range of personalities united in their
need for those amenities if nothing else. Lewis declared: ‘I claim no solitary and
unique importance for the Vorticist or Cubist painters... [and] do not see the
contradiction that the Public appears to feel in a painting of Wadsworth’s being
hung in the same exhibition as a painting by Mr Gilman’. 

John Duncan Fergusson
The Blue Hat, Closerie des Lilas
1909, Oil on canvas
© City Art Centre
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Legacies
The middle section of Scottish Colourists was flush with loaned jewels, in short.
Passing onwards, the pace of the exhibition changed entirely. For without their
centre, Belle Epoque Paris, the Scottish Colourists go their own ways, and
timely life updates take the place, programmatically, of allusion to their activities
through the work of more esteemed post-impressionist practitioners. Hunter
traipsed Iona looking for sun dappling and marina scenes. Caddell, a magnetic
homebody, used his spacious townhouses to execute pensive and humane
portraits – definite highlights of the exhibition – like "The Boxer" and "The White
Shirt". Fergusson lives a long life of symbiotic growth with Morris, and the final
picture of the exhibition, a solitary view of a placid French seascape, served
almost as an homage to contentment and simple industry. Peploe so
assiduously perseveres with still lives at his kitchen table that it feels like
enabled agoraphobia.

The post-impressionism that inevitably dominated their lives for a time has been
described as childish because, in a literal sense, the pictures restore a viewer to
their child’s eyes. As yet unable to resolve the things of the world into known
forms, unburdened by preconceptions and presumptions, implicitly trusting,
impressed, and drawn by curiosity – this indiscriminate movement captured
something of meaning about the Paris it was born into, where pioneer
representatives of every country mingled, sought, loved, exchanged. This Paris
turned out to be as transient and as longed for as childhood itself.

But it was not as if this era petered out through natural senescence. It was,
along with millions of young men tragically played by lies and incompetence,
the casualty of a vast and unprecedented war machine, and Lewis’s Vorticist
Composition (1915) is the iconoclastic statement of these brutal facts. Its sharp
forms, and especially the acute interior angles to the left of the sagittal line, give
the perspectival impression of slanting, though it is hard to comprehend what is
happening, and Lewis is leveraging the effects of his consummate
abstractions – take Composition (1913) – where clashing shapes seem to
compress or distend with a distressing tectonic intensity. These towering
structures, symbols in steel and glass of modernity, are warped by their titanism
and ambition and mediated by a mysterious orrery at the lower centre. A
bruised and washy purple shock to the piece is what wrenches it for me –
whether intentional or not – into a figural expression. This is the passing of day,
or the closing in of night.

Lewis was not warm to the idea that Plan of War (which he published in 1913)
would make prescience his legacy, and I would expect him to fiercely disagree
with the interpretation I have just given of Vorticist Composition (1915). In an
obvious way, Lewis was not prescient because no one truly is. But clearly his
contemporary peers, of which the Scottish Colourists are but one example,
were ludicrously ill-equipped to say anything about the depravity into which the
world would imminently descend. That Lewis’s Vorticist Composition (1915)
should be elected to speak to this climacteric demonstrates a serious
appreciation for his potency and gravity. Whether or not these disarming effects
are ‘beautiful’ and ‘amazing’, as the gallery-goer before me exclaimed – one
could make arguments about these mesmerising artefacts either way forever.

SEEING EACH OTHER: PORTRAITS OF ARTISTS
Exhibition: Pallant House Gallery, Chichester, 17 May – 2 November 2025
Exhibition catalogue, edited by Melanie Vandenbrouck and Miriam O’Connor
Parks
Chichester: Pallant House Gallery, 2025
ISBN 9781869827656

The focus of Pallant House’s exhibition and catalogue is on British artists of the
20th and 21st Centuries themselves as seen by other artists. Though not aiming
to be comprehensive, as Gallery Director Simon Martin points out ‘…over 130
artists are depicted in the work of 90 artists, with 55 of these both the creator
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Dod Procter’s portrait of Eileen Mayo (detail) 
© The Estate of Dod Procter/Bridgeman Images

of an artwork and the subject of another artist’s work’. Of those represented, 27
are living. 

As one approaches the body of the exhibition, we see Lucian Freud’s Wanted
Poster featuring his 1952 oil on copper portrait of Francis Bacon, which was
stolen in 1988 from a gallery in Berlin. This is one of a number of Bacon
portraits by various artists on show here, often displaying warmth and humour.
These include Clare Shenstone’s relief life mask type ‘study’ for Bacon Cloth
Head (c1980), Maggi Hambling’s 1985 oil and Snowdon’s photograph of a
laughing Bacon (1963). The closest we get to a sense of Bacon’s own
‘disintegration of form’ (catalogue, p. 85) is Clive Barker’s polished bronze Study
of Francis Bacon No. 3 (1978). Similarly, the various depictions of Tracey Emin
step back from her most publicised and controversial works. Emin dressed as
Frida Kahlo in a photograph Being Frida (2000) by Mary McCartney 
is a stunning homage to the Mexican artist. 

Jacob Epstein and Augustus John depicted each other, and the bohemian
artist’s chalk drawing Jacob Epstein (c. 1905) is displayed here. Epstein later
allied himself to Vorticism, which is mainly represented by sculptor Henri
Gaudier-Brzeska’s bronze The Dancer (1913), for which Nina Hamnett posed. He
also posed nude for her. Hamnett’s nude drawing of her lover Roger Fry (1918)
is much like a Gaudier-Brzeska ink drawing. Fry’s fine full-length oil portrait of
Hamnett with Omega Workshop fabrics (1917) is here too. In the same room is
John Currie’s tempera portrait of himself and fellow Slade students Some Later
Primitives and Madame Tisceron (1912), depicted in Renaissance style, artist
friends (Mark Gertler, CRW Nevinson, Edward Wadsworth and Adrian Allinson)
alongside the proprietor of their favourite café in London’s Soho district. Jessica
Dismorr, associated with Vorticism and the Rhythm group, paints her lifelong
friend Catherine Dawson Giles (early 1930s) with oil and crayon, using her
characteristic palette. Slade-trained and Vorticist ally David Bomberg paints his
wife Lilian Holt in the act of painting: Lilian Painting David (Painting David) (1929)
which is seen beside her charcoal drawing of him David Bomberg (1928). Two
of Bomberg’s Borough Road Polytechnic students depict heads of each other: a
painting Head of Frank Auerbach (c1953) by Leon Kossoff and a charcoal
drawing Portrait of Leon Kossoff (1957) by Auerbach. 

The endpapers of the well-illustrated catalogue display a multitude of photos of
pairs of hands, some with art-making implements, and some with small



Mary McCartney
Being Frieda
2000
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artworks. Thus hands as well as faces of artists are emphasised, as featured in
various photographs such as Eduardo Paolozzi in his Studio by Snowdon (1988),
Hand of Frank Auerbach by Nicola Bensley (2015) and Barbara Hepworth:
Portrait and Hands (1934) by Paul Laib for the Unit One publication. Hepworth is
also photographed by Snowdon, painted by Cedric Morris, and seen as model
for another sculptor, her first husband John Skeaping, for his Mother and Child
(c. 1930). Her fellow sculptor Henry Moore is seen depicted in paint and
photographs, his right eye captured by Bill Brandt (1960). In a Time article of
1959 Moore said ‘If an artist tries consciously to do something to others, it is to
stretch their eyes, their thoughts, to something they would not see or feel if the
artist had not done it. To do this, he has to stretch his own first.’ A full-length
Moore with sketchpad in hand in a London Underground station is seen in Lee
Miller’s posed but evocative composition Henry Moore during Filming of ‘Out of
Chaos’ (1943). Miller also creates a shadow portrait of surrealist Eileen Agar
Eileen Agar at the Royal Pavilion (1937).

Somewhat in isolation, but linked to Dod Proctor who makes a pencil portrait of
her (c. 1919) and paints Eileen Mayo (n.d.), Gladys Hynes has a group portrait in
oils of female swimmers in various states of undress and nudity Morning
(1916). The figures include the here ‘strikingly androgynous’ artist Gluck,
Hynes’s younger sister Sheelah and, possibly, Hynes herself. Unusual for its
time, this is a ‘deliberate celebration of women’s liberation’. 

A melancholic John Minton appears in Michael Ayrton’s John Minton (1941)
which is offset by another, more profound oil, by Lucian Freud John Minton
(1952). Arguably, Ayrton would have been better represented by one of his
portraits of Wyndham Lewis, who in turn could have been seen portraying
fellow Vorticist Edward Wadsworth. 

Gillian Wearing makes an impressive homage to Georgia O’Keeffe, building on a
photographic self-portrait with close-fitting mask and an ‘iconic photograph by
Alfred Stieglitz’: Me as Georgia O’Keeffe (2018). Lindsey Mendick pays homage
to Tracey Emin, painting in the nude on the floor of her studio, in a ceramic
vignette I Drink to You, Tracey (2022), and also to Yoko Ono, seen in her ‘bed-in’
with John Lennon, another ceramic vignette, I Drink to You, Yoko (2022). On a
bigger scale than these two boxed sculptures is Caroline Coon’s ‘explosive
painting’ Pauline Boty Grand Passion (1992), which ‘celebrates Boty in all her
vibrancy and fearlessness’. Boty is depicted crowned with a capacious,
‘emblematic’ red rose headdress, the image also referencing a Renaissance
portrait by Lorenzo Lotto. Lubaina Himid pays homage to a number of women
artists including Barbara Kruger, Frida Kahlo and Bridget Riley (1994), all in
acrylics on shaped wood. The Riley is an abstract portrait made of vertical
stripes and a circular palette shape.

Paula Rego draws her husband Victor Willing in ink and wash Vic Sleeping
(1957-8) and he does her in the same medium Paula (1958) and also in oil pastel
Paula (1975). Rego in her acrylic Monkeys Drawing Each Other (1981) satirises
the close looking process of portraiture. The monkey on the right is a disguised
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portrait of Euan Uglow. Hugh Mendes pays tribute to the couple with Obituary:
Paula Rego (2022) and Obituary: Victor Willing (2023), both oil on linen, and
drawing Willing’s own portrait of Paula and a self-portrait. 

David Hockney in his etching and aquatint The Student – Homage to Picasso
(1973) shows his young self facing a gigantic Picasso head of Picasso mounted
on a plinth. In Hockney’s words: ‘I think he was without doubt, the greatest
portraitist of the 20th Century, if not any other century’. Hockney’s pen and ink
drawing Lucian Freud (2002) appears, and there is a photograph by David
Dawson David Hockney, Lucian Freud (2002) showing Freud and Hockney, the
latter beside Freud’s portrait of him. Hockney is a presence, along with Howard
Hodgkin, Peter Blake, and Blake’s daughter Liberty in Peter Blake’s painting The
Meeting or Have a Nice Day, Mr Hockney (1981-4). The setting is California, and
the painting a pastiche of Gustave Courbet’s The Meeting or Bonjour Monsieur
Courbet (1854). 

The friends Ishbel Myerscough and Chantal Joffe have been painting and
drawing each other at various tmes since 1991, including when they were both
pregnant, is shown in Ishbel’s painting Portrait of Ishbel Myerscough and
Chantal Joffe Pregnant (2004). They are one of three pairs of artists interviewed
about friendship by Claudia Treacher for the catalogue. They are of the same
generation as the Young British Artists (YBAs) featured in the Royal Academy of
Art’s Sensation exhibition. YBAs are seen both partying, posing and at work,
caught by the lens of Johnnie Shand Kydd.

A series of etchings by Colin Wiggins made between 1997 and 2018, features
RB Kitaj. Paula Rego, Frank Auerbach, Peter Blake and Maggi Hambling, each of
whom completed Wiggins’s depiction of them with their depiction of him in the
same frame. This is a warm and witty exercise, as each rendering of Wiggins is
quite different from the others, and characterises the Pallant House show in
displaying both the diversity of artists and of relationships. There is, however, a
bit of déjà vu in the selection, where pictures and artist are reprised from
previous Pallant House shows. The superb catalogue, with its eight main
essays. interviews, and copious illustrations, brings this many-stranded
exhibition into thought-provoking focus. 

Eric Ravilious
Edward Bawden Working in His Studio
1930




