
with the L e Cardonnels, and Charles L e G o m e , and La 
Kevue Intellectualliste (monographs of contemporaries) are 
new enterprises. 

M . Roge r - A l l a rd has founded a miniature review: 
N™veau Spedateur. La Rose Rouge (which ought to 

use some discernment in its advertisements — I would 
suggest that its editors consider what is being done in that 
line in certain foreign countries) has a sound staff with 
M a u r i c e M a g r e , André Suarès, Charles-Henry Hirsch, 
D e M a x , Carco and André Salmon. Henri Barbusse con-
tributes to Nos Voix. 

French thought is captured even outside France. A t 
G e n e v a L'Eventail unfolds certain of its most recent 
phases in graceful if somewhat fragmentary form. 

VArbitraire is being inaugurated with verse by G u y -
Charles Cros , whose return to freedom—after near upon 
five years—was celebrated in a recent Mercure with verse 
brought back from Germany . Another captive, M a r i o 
M e u n i e r , has re-assumed his literary life with the publica-
tion of a tragedy: Un Camp de Représailles, Fr. K. 111. 
(Berger-Levrault) ,dedicated to thememory of the scholarly 
poet's father w h o died from sorrow at the knowledge of his 
son's sufferings. In this line M . Dufour 's previous self-
illustrated record (Hachette) should be signalled. 

T h e book throwing a shadow furthest ahead, recently 
published, is Duhamel 's La Possession du Monde (read: 
The Maslery of Self) (Mercure) . I t is experience gained 
from experiences. In Clarté (Flammarion) Henri Barbusse 
echoes, whi le emphasising, Le Feu. Both books are pro-
phetic, the latter more confusedly though more literally so, 
despite its fiction-form. Nothing vague or chaotic about 
Duhamel in his Emersonian mood, and he builds more 
solidly and more daringly than Maeterl inck. Barbusse does 
some fine drama and description. 

A n allusion, at the very least, is due to the graphic 
historians of the war . T h o s e men who may be said to have 
created a style and founded a school: F . Lége r , Taquoy , 
Marchand , Lhô te , Segonzac, Vallotton, André M a r e , 
F r a y é , etc., will convey its features to coming generations. 
T h e y have uttered its spirit and form with a minimum of 
subjective comment and have proved that new conditions 
(the mechanical side of modern warfare, for example) call 
for, and find in these artists, adequate interpretation. 

T h e r e have been other pictorial chroniclers, of course, 
but their vision has been more of the nature of the car-
toonist's (Forain, Iribe) or more subjective and romantic 

(Steinlen, de G r o u x , Naudin) and yet others (like Georges 
Vic to r -Hugo) whose different angles of v iew wil l be 
eclectically but discriminatingly represented at the Bib l io -
thèque and M u s é e de la G u e r r e under the general and 
able direction of M . Camil le Bloch , inspeftor of F rench 
public libraries, whose artistic sed ion is being organised 
by an expert in the matter and a lover of modern art, the 
critic René- Jean . 

O n no occasions have these men attempted effects in 
which an element of fancy must make compensation where 
eye or memory fails. Especially those named in the first 
group have imposed a strict discipline of objectivity upon 
their vision and the records are, consequently, unim-
peachable testimonies of such facts and circumstances as 
come within the range of their experience and permit of 
a drastically true rendering. A n d they have proved that 
truth may be disengaged by elimination and transposition 
and that fidelity to it is not necessarily submission. 

I t is those who are most qualified to treat of a subject who 
are most diffident about doing so. M . Vollard being more 
than anyone qualified to criticise the art of Cézanne (Crès) 
has preferred the more modest part of writ ing a plain account 
of his life and manner of work. A straightforward portrait 
it is, as honest and unadorned as Cézanne himself would 
have desired it to be. M . Vollard has had the truly admir-
able self-command to put on one side what there is in him 
(and that is not small) of the art-critic and the adulator 
while his wel l -known sense of humour finds several ex-
quisite opportunities (in ridicule of Emi le Z o l a , for instance). 
T h o s e aspects of Cézanne which approached mania he 
has handled so tactfully that even the painter's son has 
found no cause for disapproving their relation. 

M . Vollard is at present writing the life of Renoir . 

Francis de Miomandre 's last book, Les Voyages d'un 
Sédentaire (Emile Paul) , is a collection of essays, something 
more unusual in French than in English and Amer ican 
literature, though often designated in the latter under the 
Gal l ic heading: "belles lettres," a qualification doubly 
fitting in this case. M . Miomandre does not achieve the 
clean wastelessness of L a m b and his purest continuators 
like Lucas (though he has moods much like Lucas , an 
author he has never read, for he is ignorant of Engl ish) , 
but he obtains our patience for those parts where w e could 
do with less from gratitude for those where w e could 
do with more. 

M U R I E L CIOLKOWSKA 

Tradition and the Individual Talent 

IN English writing we seldom speak of tradition, 
though we occasionally apply its name in deploring 
its absence. W e cannot refer to " t h e tradition" or 
to " a tradit ion"; at most, we employ the adjective 
in saying that the poetry of So-and-So is " t radi-
tional " o r e v e n " too traditional." Seldom, perhaps, 

does the word appear except in a phrase of censure. If 
otherwise, it is vaguely approbative, with the implication, 
as to the work approved, of some pleasing archaeological 
reconstruction. Y o u can hardly make the word agree-
able to English ears without this comfortable reference 
to the reassuring science of archaeology. 

Certainly the word is not likely to appear in our 
appreciations of living or dead writers. Eve ry nation, 
every race, has not only its own creative, but its own 
critical turn of mind; and is even more oblivious of the 
shortcomings and limitations of its critical habits than 

of those of its creative genius. W e know, or think we 
know, from the enormous mass of critical writing that 
has appeared in the French language the critical method 
or habit of the French; we only conclude (we are such 
unconscious people) that the French are " m o r e c r i t i ca l " 
than we, and sometimes even plume ourselves a little with 
the fact, as if the French were the less spontaneous. 
Perhaps they are; but we might remind ourselves that 
criticism is as inevitable as breathing, and that we should 
be none the worse for articulating what passes in our. 
minds when we read a book and feel an emotion about it 
for criticising our own minds in their work of criticism! 
One of the facts that might come to light in this process 
is our tendency to insist, when we praise a poet, upon 
those aspects of his work in which he least resembles any-
one else. In these aspects or parts of his work w e pretend 
to find what is individual, what is the peculiar essence of 



the man. W e dwell with satisfafttion upon the poet's 
difference from his predecessors, especially his immediate 
predecessors; w e endeavour to find something that can be 
isolated in order to be enjoyed. Whereas if we approach 
a poet without this prejudice we shall often find that not 
only the best, but the most individual parts of his work 
may be those in which the dead poets, his ancestors, assert 
their immortality most vigorously. A n d I do not intend 
the impressionable period of adolescence, but the period 
of full maturity. 

Y e t if the only form of tradition, of handing down, 
consisted in following the ways of the immediate genera-
tion before us in a blind or timid adherence to its suc-
cesses, " t r ad i t i on" should positively be discouraged. W e 
have seen many such simple currents soon lost in the sand; 
and novelty is better than repetition. Tradition is a 
matter of much wider significance. I t cannot be inherited, 
and if you want it you must obtain it by great labour. 
It involves, in the first place, the historical sense, which 
we may call nearly indispensable to anyone who would 
continue to be a poet beyond his twenty-fifth year; and 
the historical sense involves a perception, not only of the 
pastness of the past, but of its presence; the historical 
sense compels a man to write not merely with his own 
generation in his bones, but with a feeling that the whole 
of the literature of Europe from Homer and within it the 
whole of the literature of his own country has a simul-
taneous existence and composes a simultaneous order. 
Th i s historical sense, which is a sense of the timeless as 
well as of the temporal and of the timeless and of the 
temporal together, is what makes a writer traditional. 
And it is at the same time what makes a writer most 
acutely conscious of his place in time, of his contem-
poraneity. 

N o poet, no artist of any art, has his complete meaning 
alone. His significance, his appreciation is the apprecia-
tion of his relation to the dead poets and artists. Y o u 
cannot value him alone; you must set him, for contrast 
and comparison, among the dead. I mean this as a 
principle of aesthetic, not merely historical, criticism. 
T h e necessity that he shall conform, that he shall cohere, 
is not one-sided; what happens when a new work of art 
is created is something that happens simultaneously to all 
the works of art which preceded it. T h e existing monu-
ments form an ideal order among themselves, which is 
modified by the introduction of the new (the really new) 
work of art among them. T h e existing order is complete 
before the new work arrives; for order to persist after the 
supervention of novelty, the whole existing order must be, 
if ever so slightly, altered; and so the relations, propor-
tions, values of each work of art toward the whole are 
readjusted; and this is conformity between the old and 
the new. Whoever has approved this idea of order, of 
the form of European, of English literature, will not find 
it preposterous that the past should be altered by the 
present as much as the present is directed by the past. 
And the poet who is aware of this wil l be aware of great 
difficulties and responsibilities. 

In a peculiar sense he wil l be aware also that he must 
inevitably be judged by the standards of the past. I sav 
judged by, not amputated, by them ; not judged to be as 
good as, or worse or better than, the dead; and certainly 
not judged by the canons of dead critics. It is a judg-
ment, a comparison in which two things are measured by 
each other. T o conform merely would be for the new 
work not really to conform at a l l ; it would not be new 
and would therefore not be a work of art. A n d we do 
not quite say that the new is more valuable because it fits 
in; but its fitting in is a test of its value—a test, it is true, 

which can only be slowly and cautiously applied, for we 
are none of us infallible judges of conformity. W e s a y : 
it appears to conform, and is perhaps individual, or it 
appears individual, and may conform; but we are hardly 
likely to find that it is one and not the other. 

T o proceed to a more intelligible exposition of the 
relation of the poet to the past : he can neither take the 
past as a lump, an indiscriminate bolus, nor can he form 
himself whol ly on one or two private admirations, nor 
can he form himself wholly upon one preferred period. 
T h e first course is inadmissible, the second is an important 
experience of youth, and the third is a pleasant and highly 
desirable supplement. T h e poet must be very conscious 
of the main current, which does not at all flow invariably 
through the most distinguished reputations. He must be 
quite aware of the obvious fact that art never improves, 
but that the material of art is never quite the 
same. He must be aware that the mind of 
Europe—the mind of his own country—a mind 
which he learns in time to be much more important than 
his own private mind—is a mind which changes, and that 
this change is a development which abandons nothing 
en route, which does not superannuate either Shakespeare 
or Homer or the rock drawing of the Magdalenian 
draughtsmen. T h a t this development, refinement per-
haps, complication certainly, is not, from the point of 
view of the artist, any improvement. Perhaps not even 
an improvement from the point of view of the psycho-
logist or not to the extent which we imagine; perhaps only 
in the end based upon a complication in economics and 
machinery. But the difference between the present and 
the past is that the conscious present is an awareness of the 
past in a way and to an extent which the past's awareness 
of itself cannot show. 

Someone said: " T h e dead writers are remote from us 
because we know so much more than they did." Pre-
cisely, and they are that which we know. 

I am alive to a usual objection to what is clearly part of 
my programme for the métier of poetry. T h e objection 
is that the doctrine requires a ridiculous amount of erudi-
tion (pedantry), a claim which can be rejected by appeal 
to the lives of poets in any pantheon. It wil l even be 
affirmed that much learning deadens or perverts poetic 
sensibility. Whi le , however, we persist in believing that 
a poet ought to know as much as wil l not encroach upon 
his necessary receptivity and necessary laziness, it is not 
desirable to confine knowledge to whatever can be put 
into a useful shape for examinations, drawing rooms, or 
the still more pretentious modes of publicity. Some can 
absorb knowledge, the more tardy must sweat for it. 
Shakespeare acquired more essential history from Plu-
tarch than most men could from the whole British 
Museum. W h a t is to be insisted upon is that the poet 
must develop or procure the consciousness of the past and 
that he should continue to develop this consciousness 
throughout his career. 

Wha t happens is a continual surrender of himself as 
he is at the moment to something which is more valuable. 
T h e progress of an artist is a continual self-sacrifice, a 
continual extinction of personality. 

T h e r e remains to define this process of depersonalisa-
tion and its relation to the sense of tradition. It is in this 
depersonalisation that art may be said to approach the 
condition of science. I shall, therefore, invite you to 
consider, as a suggestive analogy, the action which takes 
place when a bit of finely filiated platinum is introduced 
into a chamber containing oxygen and sulphur dioxide. 

T . S. E L I O T 
(To be concluded.') 



Tradition and the Individual Talent 
i i 

THE upshot of this article and of the article 
which preceded it is this: that honest criticism 
and sensitive appreciation is directed not upon 
the poet but upon the poetry. If we attend to 
the confused cries of the newspaper critics 

and the susurrus of popular repetition that follows, we shall 
hear the names of poets in great number; if we seek not 
blue-book knowledge but the enjoyment of poetry, and ask 
for a poem, we shall seldom find it. In the last article I 
tried to point out the importance of the relation of the poem 
to other poems by other authors, and suggested the concep-
tion of poetry as a living whole of all the poetry that has 
ever been written. The other aspect of this Impersonal 
theory of poetry is the relation of the poem to its author. 
And I hinted, by an analogy, that the mind of the mature 
poet differs from that of the immature one not precisely 
in any valuation of "personality," not being necessarily 
more interesting, or having "more to say," but rather by 
being a more finely perfected medium in which special, or 
very varied, feelings are at liberty to enter into new com-
binations. 

T h e analogy was that of the catalyst. When the two 
gases previously mentioned are mixed in the presence of a 
filament of platinum, they form sulphurous acid. This 
combination takes place only if the platinum is present; 
nevertheless the newly formed acid contains no trace of 
platinum, and the platinum itself is apparently unaffected; 
has remained inert, passive and unchanged. The mind of 
the poet is the shred of platinum. It may partly or exclu-
sively operate upon the experience of the man himself; but, 
the more perfect the artist, the more completely separate 
in him will be the man who suffers and the mind which 
creates; the more perfectly will the mind digest and trans-
mute the passions which are its material. 

T h e experience, you will notice, the elements which 
enter the presence of the transforming catalyst, are of two 
kinds: emotions and feelings. The effect of a work of art 
upon the person who enjoys it is an experience different in 
kind from any experience not of art. It may be formed out 
of one emotion, or may be a combination of several; and 
various feelings, inhering for the writer in particular words 
or phrases or images, may be added to compose the final 
result. Or great poetry may be made without the direct 
use of any emotion whatever: composed out of feelings 
solely. Canto X V of the Inferno (Brunetto Latini) is a 
working up of the emotion evident in the situation; but the 
effect, though single as that of any work of art, is obtained 
by considerable complexity of detail. The last quatrain 
gives an image, a feeling attaching to an image, which 
"came," which did not develop simply out of what precedes, 
but which was probably in suspension in the poet's mind 
until the proper combination arrived for it to add itself to. 
T h e poet's mind is in fact a receptacle for seizing and 
storing up numberless feelings, phrases, images, which 
remain there until all the particles which can unite to form 
a new compound are present together. 

If you compare several representative passages of the 
greatest poetry you see how great is the variety of types of 
combination, and also how completely any semi-ethical 
criterion of "sublimity" misses the mark. For it is not the 
"greatness," the intensity, of the emotions, the components, 
but the intensity of the artistic process, the pressure, so to 
speak, under which the fusion takes place, that counts. 
T h e episode of Paolo and Francesca employs a definite 
emotion, but the intensity of the poetry is something quite 

different from whatever intensity in the supposed experi-
ence it may give the impression of. It is no more intense, 
furthermore, than Canto X X V I , the voyage of Ulysses, 
which has not the direct dependence upon an emotion. 
Great variety is possible in the process of transmution of 
emotion: the murder of Agamemnon, or the agony of 
Othello, gives an artistic effect apparently closer to a 
possible original than the scenes from Dante. In the 
Agamemnon, the artistic emotion approximates to the 
emotion of an actual spectator; in "Othello," to the emotion 
of the protagonist himself. But the difference between art 
and the event is always absolute; the combination which is 
the murder of Agamemnon is probably as complex as that 
which is the voyage of Ulysses. In either case there has 
been a fusion of elements. The ode of Keats contains a 
number of feelings which have nothing particular to do 
with the nightingale, but which the nightingale, partly, 
perhaps, because of its attractive name, and partly because 
of its reputation, served to bring together. 

The point of view which I am struggling to attack, is 
perhaps related to the metaphysical theory of the substantial 
unity of the soul: for my meaning is, that the poet has, not 
a "personality" to express, but a particular medium, which 
is only a medium and not a personality, in which impres-
sions and experiences combine in peculiar and unexpected 
ways. Impressions and experiences which are important 
for the man may take no place in the poetry, and those which 
become important in the poetry may play quite a negligible 
part in the man, the personality. 

I will quote a passage which is unfamiliar enough to be 
regarded with fresh attention in the light—or darkness— 
of these observations: 

And now methinks I could e'en chide myself 
For doating on her beauty, though her death 
Shall be revenged after no common action. 
Does the silkworm expend her yellow labours 
For thee? For thee does she undo herself? 
Are lordships sold to maintain ladyships 
For the poor benefit of a bewildering minute? 
Why does yon fellow falsify highways, 
And put his life between the judge's lips, 
To refine such a thing—keeps horse and men 
To beat their valours for her? . . . 

In this passage (as is evident if it is taken in its context) 
there is a combination of positive and negative emotions: 
an intensely strong attraction toward beauty and an equally 
intense fascination by the ugliness which is contrasted with 
it and which destroys it. This balance of contrasted emotion 
is in the dramatic situation to which the speech is pertinent, 
but that situation alone is inadequate to it. This is, so to 
speak, the structural emotion, provided by the drama. But 
the whole effect, the dominant tone, is due to the fact that a 
number of floating feelings, having an affinity to this 
emotion by no means superficially evident, have combined 
with it to give us a new art emotion. 

It is not in his personal emotions, the emotions provoked 
by particular events in his life, that the poet is in any way 
remarkable or interesting. His particular emotions may 
be simple, or crude, or flat. The emotion in his poetry will 
be a very complex thing, but not with the complexity of the 
emotions of people who have very complex, or unusual 
emotions in life. One error, in fact, of eccentricity in 
poetry is to seek for new human emotions to express: and 
in this search for novelty in the wrong place it discovers the 
perverse. The business of the poet is not to find new emo-
tions, but to use the ordinary ones and in working them 
up into poetry, to express feelings which are not in actual 



emotions at all. And emotions which he has never experi-
enced will serve his turn as well as those familiar to him. 
Consequently, we must believe that "emotion recollected in 
tranquillity," isaninexact formula. For it is neither emotion, 
nor recollection, nor, without distortion of meaning, 
tranquillity. It is a concentration, and a new thing resulting 
from the concentration, of a very great number of experi-
ences which to the practical and active person would not 
seem to be experiences at all; it is a concentration which 
does not happen consciously or of deliberation. These 
experiences are not "recollected," and they finally unite in 
an atmosphere which is "tranquil" only in that it is a passive 
attending upon the event. Of course this is not quite the 
whole story. There is a great deal, in the writing of poetry, 
which must be conscious and deliberate. In fact, the bad 
poet is usually unconscious where he ought to be con-
scious, and conscious where he ought to be unconscious. 
Both errors tend to make him "personal." Poetry is not a 
turning loose of emotion, but an escape from emotion; it is 
not the expression of personality, but an escape from per-
sonality. But, of course, only those who have personality 
and emotions know what it means to want to escape from 
these things. 

I l l , 

This essay proposes to halt at the frontier of metaphysics 
or mysticism, and confine itself to such practical conclu-
sions as can be applied by the responsible person interested 
in poetry. T o divert interest from the poet to the poetry is 
a laudable aim: for it would conduce to a juster estimation 
of actual poetry, good and bad. There are many people who 
appreciate the expression of sincere emotion in verse, and 
there is a smaller number of people who can appreciate 
technical excellence. But very few know when there is 
expression of significant emotion, emotion which has its 
life in the poem and not in the history of the poet. T h e 
emotion of art is impersonal. And the poet cannot reach 
this impersonality without surrendering himself wholly to 
the work to be done. And he is not likely to know what is to 
be done unless he lives in what is not merely the present, but 
the present moment of the past, unless he is conscious, not 
of what is dead, but of what is already living, 

T . S. ELIOT 

C H I C A G O 

IF you will come away with me 
into another state 
we can be quiet together. 
But here the sun coming up 
out of the nothing beyond the lake is 

too low in the sky, 
there is too great a pushing 
against him, 
too much of sumac buds, pink 
in the head 
with the clear gum upon them, 
too many opening hearts of 
lilac leaves, 
too many, too many swollen, 
limp poplar tassels on the 
bare branches! 
It is too strong in the air. 
I have no rest against this 
springtime! 
T h e pounding of the hoofs on the 
raw sods 
stays with me half through the night. 
I awake smiling but tired. 

WILLIAM CARLOS WILLIAMS—1919 

The French Idea 
At Home and Abroad 

A B O O K ' S first public bow should be made in 
solo. T h e artist's accompaniment, other than 
purely subservient and ornamental, is more 
desirable in reimpressions. A first issue 

must stand on its own merits. Consequently, I disapprove 
of UEventaiïs well-meant innovations at Geneva with 
Maîtres et 'Jeunes daujourdhui. Conrad Moricand is a 
sympathetic enough draughtsman, whose illustrations 
satisfactorily fit in with Salmon's prose, but the true biblio-
phile, or, better, the lover of literature, would prefer his 
first meeting with Mœurs de la Famille Poivre to take place 
in tête-à-tête. When one has become jaded by an author, by 
all means let us have him then with artistic embellishments 
But in a first edition there should be no embellishment 
beyond adornment of the letterpress with chapter-headings, 
tail-pieces and decorations of any kind; all this is welcome, 
for it forms a setting which does homage to the author; it is 
as welcome as good paper and print; but there should be no 
illustrations. It may be argued that the drawings of a 
M . Moricand will, in years to come, have the documentary 
value of {toutes proportions gardées) Cruikshank, John 
Leech or Bottini; but this is an argument that should be 
applied exclusively to later editions. In later editions the 
text—as for instance is the case with Beardsley or with the 
exquisite French illustrators of the eighteenth century— 
is as much an accompaniment for the pictures as the pic-
tures are for the text. There the pictures made a second kind 
of book—the book which is an objet d'art. 

But a new book by André Salmon does not require to 
reach us improved. T h e surprise is not complete. We are 
expected to divide our attention and are displeased with the 
publisher for this compulsion. Moreover, the duet im-
posed upon us, for the reason that it is one, entails an outlay 
of ten francs and yet we have not a book which is an objet 
d'art. It is like a prix fixe meal, a thing epicureans always 
object to. Some people would as soon love Salmon in the 
Feuille Littéraire at a few sous pending an édition de luxe at 
a price which can purchase real value. Thankful one must 
be that the volume appears in a normal shape, for some 
publishers have ideas in that line making books for which 
the right house has not yet been built. 

Salmon's book is the second or third in this Helvetic 
collection: a collection depending on French authors for 
its subsistence as American intellect depends, but more 
grudgingly, on the British. Followed as Salmon's book has 
been by a René Bizet (Peines de Rien, short stories), a certain 
homogeneity in both quality and dimensions has, either by 
chance or intention, been observed. Salmon is, indeed, a 
master in our day. There are, of course, greater things in 
the world than his, but none more perfect than Mœurs 
de la Famille Poivre. If, by a strain, I could find a fault in it, 
it might be that there is just a touch too much of anxiety 
to entertain. Salmon, no more than did Sterne, need fear that 
he will be dull for a single page. He can write of the most 
trivial affair, and be more entertaining than another fully-
equipped with matter. Soon Salmon will be quite careless 
of his reader—quite free of any consciousness of being 
listened to. 

T h e grievance in regard to the editions of Salmon's 
book would have been aggravated were the artist the one 
chosen for M . René Bizet's stories: M . Bressler, a second-
hand Moricand who has studied Rouveyre, but cannot 
smudge and smirch, who would fail exactly where M . 
Moricand succeeds. 

Bizet is another young master, though his book loses by 
comparison with Salmon's. A book by Mme.Rachilde— 
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