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T rue T rue Ch a ins

I would not have you think that I am shut out from a sense of what 
is called by the Japanese “the ah-ness of things”; the melancholy 
inherent in the animal life. But there is a Ho-ho-ness too. And 
against the backgrounds of their sempiternal Ah-ness it is 
possible, strictly in the foreground, to proceed with a protracted 
comedy, which glitters against the darkness. 

P. Wyndham Lewis – as quoted by Wilfred 
Watson with his “I shot a trumpet into my brain” 
(from Mass on Cowback).
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