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CLAUD LOVAT FRASER

Trard solene £ die £ifs seard aeay stand for me—
e fad a beart a2 I.M‘ru'.l.', an cye he fee,
And feawdy wwas S Aing.

DEap at the age of thirty-one after a sudden operation,
Claud Lovat Fraser was as surely a victim of the war as
though he had fallen in action. He was full of vigour
for his work, but shell-shock had left him with a heart
that could not stand a strain of this kind, and all his
own fine courage could not help the surgeons in a losing
fight. We are not sorry for him—ve learn that, not to
be sorry for the dead. But for ourselves? This terror
is always so fresh, so unexampled. I had telephoned to
him to ask whether he would help me in a certain
theatrical enterprise. I was told by his servant that
he was ill, but one hears these things so often that one
gave but little thought to it beyvond sending a telegram
asking for news; and now this. Personal griefs are of
no public interest, but here is as sad a public loss as has
befallen us, if the world can measure truly, in our
generation,

But it is not, I think, of our loss that we should speak
now. These desolations, strangely, have a way of
bringing their own fortitude. A few hours after hearing,
without any warning, of Lovat Fraser's death, 1 was
walking among the %nglish landseape that he loved so
well, and I felt there how poor and inadequate a thing
death reaily was, how little to be feared. This apparent
intention to destroy a life and genius so young, so ad-
mirable, and so rich in promise, seemed, for all the
hurt, in some way wholly to have failed. We all knew
that, given health, the next ten years would show a
splendid volume of work from the new power and under-
standing to which he had been coming in these later
days. But just as it seems to me not the occasion to
lament our own loss, so does it seem idle to speculate
with regret upon what art may have lost by this sudden



2

stroke. It is, rather, well to be glad that so few years
have borne so abundantly. Not only is the work that
Lovat Fraser has left full in volume, it is decisive in
character beyond all likelihood in one of his years,
Greatly as he would have added to our delight, and wider
as his influence would have grown, nothing he might
have done could have added to our knowledge of the
kind of distinction that was his and that will always
mark his fame.

The man himself had a charm of unusual definition.
One might go to his studio at five o’clock and find him
lumbering with his great frame among a chaos of the
rare and curious buoﬁ that he loved, stacked pell-mell
on to the shelves, littered on tables and the floor, his
clothes and face and fingers streaked with paint. And
then an hour or two later he would come dressed ready
for the theatre, an immaculate beau of the ‘fifties, his
top coat with waist and skirts, his opera hat made to
special order by a Bond Street expert on an 1850 last.
And then, before setting off, he would talk of some
fellow-artist who was a little down and out, and wonder
whether some of hiz drawings might not be bought at
a few guineas apiece. Then to book, as it were, such
an order gave salt to hizs evening, and if the evening
meant contact with some of his own exquisite work, a
word of admiration was taken with that wistful gratitude
that it is now almost unbearable to remember.

‘The theatre is a complex, co-operative affair, and it is
idle to inquire who gives more than another to it. But
on one side of its effort nobody in these later years has
fought for light and beauty more surely and courageously
than Claud Lovat Fraser. Like every fine artist, he was
sometimes a little puzzled, a little hurt, that the critics
could not see the clear motives inspiring his work. But
the purpose never faltered. As You Like It, The Beggar's
Opera, If, the exquisite designs for Madame Karsavina's
later ballets—these made it plain enough that a new
genius of extraordinary power and fertility was at work
on the stage. With a knowledge of tradition that com-
bined the widest learning with profound intuition,
Lovat Fraser in his design touched the life of five




