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that half-conscious agony of breaking a mental 
habit, painting out a mass of associations, 
which he had felt in ceasing to believe in a 
religion, or, more acutely, after quarrelling 
with a friend. He knew that was absurd. 
The picture came to him of encountering the 
Jew, or Diringer, or old Wolf, or little Streck- 
mann, the pianist, in a raid on the East Coast, 
or on the Continent, slashing at them in a 
stagey, dimly-imagined battle. Ridiculous. 
He vaguely imagined a series of heroic feats, 
vast enterprise, and the applause of crowds. . . .

From that egotism he was awakened to a 
different one, by the thought that this day 
meant war and the change of all things he 
knew. He realised, with increasing resent
ment, that music would be neglected. And 
he wouldn’t be able, for example, to camp out. 
He might have to volunteer for military 
training and service. Some of his friends 
would be killed. The Russian ballet wouldn’t
return. His own relationship with A---- , a
girl he intermittently adored, would be 
changed. Absurd, but inevitable ; because 
—he scarcely worded it to himself—he and she 
and everyone else were going to be different. 
His mind fluttered irascibly to escape from 
this thought, but still came back to it, like a


