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But this amusing stroke is, after all, a bit of probity, whatever
else it may be. That Miss Moore uses her wit is a bit of
probity. The romantic that falsifies is rot and that is true even
though the romantic inevitably falsifies: it falsifies but it does
not vitiate. It is an association of the true and the false. It is not
the true. It is not the false. It is both. The school of poetry that
believes in sticking to the facts would be stoned if it was not
sticking to the facts in a world in which there are no facts:
 or some such thing.

This brings one round to a final word. Miss Moore’s emporte-
ments are few. Instead of being intentionally one of the most
original of contemporary or modern poets, she is merely one
of the most truthful. People with a passion for the truth are
always original. She says:

Truth is no Apollo.

She has thought much about people and about poetry, and the
truth, and she has done this with all the energy of an intense
mind and imagination and this book is the significant result.
It contains the veritable thing.
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WILLIAMS

{P_REFACE 1O Collected Poems, 1921-1931)

The slightly tobaccoy odor of autumn is perceptible in these
pages. Williams is past fifty.

There are so many things to say about him. The first is that
he is a romantic poet. This will horrify him. Yet the proof is
everywhere. Take the first poem, “All the Fancy Things.” What
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gives this its distinction is the image of the woman, once a gir
in Puerto Rico in the old Spanish days, now solitary and grow
ing old, not knowing what to do with herself, remembering. O;
course, this is romantic in the accepted sense, and Williams 1i:
rarely romantic in the accepted sense.

The man has spent his life in rejecting the accepted sense of

- things. In that, most of all, his romantic temperament appears

But it is not enough merely to reject: what matters is the reasor
for rejection. The reason is that Williams has a romantic of his
own. His strong spirit makes its own demands and delights tc
try its strength.

It will be observed that the lonely figure in “All the Fancy
Things” and the person addressed in “Brilliant Sad Sun” have
been slightly sentimentalized. In order to understand William:
at all, it is necessary to say at once that he has a sentimenta’
side. Except for that, this book would not exist and its characte
would not be what it is. “The Cod Head” is a bit of pure senti.
mentalization; so is “The Bull.” Sentiment has such an abhorrent
name that one hesitates. But if what vitalizes Williams has an
abhorrent name, its obviously generative function in his casc
may help to change its reputation. What Williams gives, on the
whole, is not sentiment but the reaction from sentiment, or,
rather, a little sentiment, very little, together with acute re
action.

His passion for the anti-poetic is a blood-passion and not s
passion of the inkpot. The anti-poetic is his spirit’s cure. He
needs it as a naked man needs shelter or as an animal need:
salt. To a man with a sentimental side the anti-poetic is that
truth, that reality to which all of us are forever fleeing.

The anti-poetic has many aspects. The aspect to which a poet
is addicted is a test of his validity. Its merely rhetorical aspect is
valueless. As an affectation it is a commonplace. As a scourge
it has a little more meaning. But as a phase of a man’s spirit, a
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a source of salvation, now, in the midst of a baffled generation,
as one looks out of the window at Rutherford or Passaic, or as
one walks the streets of New York, the anti-poetic acquires an
extraordinary potency, especially if one’s nature possesses that
side so attractive to the Furies.

Something of the unreal is necessary to fecundate the real;

-something of the sentimental is necessary to fecundate the anti-
poetic. Williams, by nature, is more of a realist than is com-
monly true in the case of a poet. One might, at this point, set
oneself up as the Linnzus of aesthetics, assigning a female role
to the unused tent in “The Attic Which Is Desire,” and a male
role to the soda sign; and generally speaking one might run
through these pages and point out how often the essential poetry
is the result of the conjunction of the unreal and the real, the
sentimental and the anti-poetic, the constant interaction of two
opposites. This seems to define Williams and his poetry.

All poets are, to some extent, romantic poets. Thus, the poet
who least supposes himself to be so is often altogether so. For
instance, no one except a surrealiste himself would hesitate to
characterize that whole school as romantic, dyed through and
through with the most authentic purple. What, then, is a ro-
mantic poet now-a-days? He happens to be one who still dwells
in an ivory tower, but who insists that life would be intolerable
except for the fact that one has, from the top, such an excep-
tional view of the public dump and the advertising signs of
Snider’s Catsup, Ivory Soap and Chevrolet Cars; he is the hermit
who dwells alone with the sun and moon, but insists on taking
a rotten newspaper. While Williams shares a good deal of this
with his contemporaries in the manner and for the reason in-
dicated, the attempt to define him and his work is not to be
taken as an attempt to define anyone or anything else.

So defined, Williams looks a bit like that grand old plaster
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cast, Lessing’s Laocon: the realist struggling to escape from
the serpents of the unreal.

He is commonly identified by externals. He includes here
specimens of abortive thythms, words on several levels, ideas
without logic, and similar minor matters, which, when all is
said, are merely the diversions of the prophet between morning

and evening song. It will be found that he has made some

veritable additions to the corpus of poetry, which certainly
is no more sacred to anyone than to him. His special use of
the anti-poetic is an example of this. The ambiguity produced
by bareness is another. The implied image, as in “Young Syca-
more,” thé serpent that leaps up in one’s imagination at his
prompting, is an addition to imagism, a phase of realism which
Williams has always found congenial. In respect to manner he
is a virtuoso. He writes of flowers exquisitely. But these things
may merely be mentioned. Williams himself, a kind of Diogenes
of contemporary poetry, is a much more vital matter. The truth
is that, if one had not chanced to regard him as Laocodn, one
could have done very well by him as Diogenes.
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RUBBINGS OF REALITY

If a man writes a little every day, as Williams does, or used
to do, it may be that he is merely practicing in order to make
perfect. On the other hand he may be practicing in order to get
at his subject. If his subject is, say, a sense, a mood, an integra-
tion, and if his representation is faint or obscure, and if he
practices in order to overcome his faintness or obscurity, what
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