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The Poem as a Field of Action

Talk given at the Umniversity of Washington, 1948
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with proofs or even final examples—but I do it with at least
my eyes open—for what 1 myself may get out of it by pre-
senting it as well as [ can to you.

I propose sweeping changes from top to bottom of the
poetic structure. | said structure. So now you are beginning
to get the drift of my theme. I say we are through with the
iambic pentameter as presently conceived, at least for dra-
matic verse; through with the measured quatrain, the staid
concatenations of sounds in the usual stanza, the sonnet. More
has been done than you think about this though not yet been
specifically named for what it is. | believe something can be
said. Perhaps all that I can do here is to call attention to it:
a revolution in the conception of the poetic foot—pointing
out the evidence of something that has been going on for a
long time.

At this point it might be profitable (since it would bring
me back to my subject from a new point of view) to tum
aside for a brief, very brief discussion (since it is not in the
direct path of my essay) of the materials—that is to say, the
subject matter of the poem. In this let me accept all the help
I can get from Freud’s theory of the dream—as a fulfillment
of the wish—which I accept here holus-bolus. The poem is a
dream, a daydream of wish fulfillment but not by any means
because of that a field of action and purposive action of a
high order because of that.

Tt has had in the past a varying subject matter—almost one
might say a progressively varying choice of subject matter as
you shall see—I must stress here that we are talking of the
recent past.

And let me remind you here to keep in your minds the
term reality as contrasted with phantasy and to tell you that
the subject matter of the poem is always phantasy—what is
wished for, realized in the “dream” of the poem—but that
the structure confronts something else.

We may mention Poe’s dreams in a pioneer society, his
dreams of gentleness and bliss—also, by the way, his profes-
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sic.mal interest in meter and his very successful experiments
with form. Yeats’s subject matter of faery. Shakespeare—the
butcher's son dreaming of Caesar and Wolsey. No need to
go on through Keats, Shelley to Tennyson. It is all, the sub-
ject matter, a wish for aristocratic attainment—a “spiritual”
bureaucracy of the “soul” or what you will,

There was then a subject matter that was “poetic” and in
many ‘mmds that is still poetry—and exclusively so—the
“beau.tlful” or pious (and so beautiful) wish expressed in
beautiful language—a dream. That is still poetry: full sto
Well, that was the world to be desired and the poets merell;
expressesl a general wish and so were useful each in his day.

But w1_t}_1 the industrial revolution, and steadily since then
a new spirit—a new Zeitgeist has possessed the world, and as:
a consequence new values have replaced the old, aristocratic
concep.ts-—-which had a pretty seamy side if you looked at
them like a Christian. A new subject matter began to be
manifest. It began to be noticed that there could be a new
sul?]ect matter and that that was not in fact the poem at all
Brxefly then, money talks, and the poet, the modern poet ha;
admitted new subject matter to his dreams—that is, the seri-
ous poet has admitted the whole armamentarium éf the in-
dustrial age to his poems—

Look at Mr. Auden’s earlier poems as an example, with
their ruined industrial background of waste and desm;ction
But even that is passing and becoming old-fashioned with the
new physics taking its place. All this is a subject in itself and
a fascinating one which I regret to leave, I am sorry to say
for a more pressing one. ,

’Re{nember we are still in the world of fancy if perhaps
disguised but still a world of wish-fulfillment in dreams. The
poet was not an owner, he was not a money man—he was
still only a poet; 2 wisher; a2 word man. The best of all to my
way of thinking! Words are the keys that unlock the mind
But is that all of poetry? Certainly not—no more so than the.
material of dreams was phantasy to Dr. Sigmund Freud.
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There is something else. Something if you will listen to
many, something permanent and sacrosanct. The one thing
that the poet has not wanted to change, the one thing he has
clung to in his dream—unwilling to let go—the place where
the time-lag is still adamant—is-structure. Here we are un-
movable. But here is precisely where we come into conract
with reality. Reluctant, we waken from our dreams. And
what is reality? How do we know reality? The only reality
that we can know is MEASURE.

Now to return to our subject—the structure of the poem.
Everything in the social, economic complex of the world at
any time-sector ties in together—

(Quote Wilson on Proust—modern physics, etc.)

But it might at this time be a good thing to take up first what

is spoken of as free verse.
How can we accept Einstein’s theory of relativity, affect-
ing our very conception of the heavens about us of which

oets write so much, without incorporating its essential fact
—the relativity of measurements—into our Own category of
activity: the poem. Do we think we stand outside the uni~
verse? Or that the Church of England does? Relativity ap-
plies to everything, like love, if it applies to anything in the
world.

What, by this approach [ am trying to sketch, what we are
trying to do is not only to disengage the elements of a meas-
ure but to seek (what we believe is there) a new measure or
a new way of measuring that will be commensurate with the
social, economic world in which we are living as contrasted
with the past. It is in many ways a different world from the
past calling for a different measure.

According to this conception there is no such thing as “free
verse” and so I insist. Imagism was not structural: that was
the reason for its disappearance.

The impression I give is that we are about to make some
discoveries. That they will be far-reaching in their effects.~
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This will depend on many things. My address (toward the
task) is all that concerns me now: That we do approach a
change.

What is it? I make a clear and definite statement—that it
lies in the structure of the verse. That it may possibly lie
elsewhere I do not for a moment deny or care—I have here
to defend that only and that is my theme.

I hope you will pardon my deliberation, for I wish again
to enter a short by-path: It may be said that I wish to destroy
the past. It is precisely a service to tradition, honoring it and
serving it that is envisioned and intended by my attack, and
not disfigurement—confirming and enlarging its application.

Set the overall proposal of an enlarged technical means—in
order to liberate the possibilities of depicting reality in a mod-
ern world that has seen more if not felt more than in the past
—in order to be able to feel more (for we know we feel less,
or surmise that we do. Vocabulary opens the mind to feel-
ing). But modern in that by psychology and all its depend-
encies we know, for we have learned that to feel more we
have to have, in our day, the means to feel with—the tokens,
the apparatus. We are lacking in the means—the appropriate
paraphernalia, just as modern use of the products of chem-
istry for refinement must have means which the past lacked.
Our poems are not subtly enough made, the structure, the
staid manner of the poem cannot let our feelings through.

(Note: Then show (in what detail I can) what we may do to
achieve this end by a review of early twentieth-century literary
accomplishments, Work done.)

We seek profusion, the Mass—heterogeneous—ill-assorted
—quite breathless—grasping at all kinds of things—as if—
like Audubon shooting some little bird, really only to look
at it the better.

If any one man’s work lacks the distinction to be expected
from the finished artist, we might well think of the profusion
of a Rabelais—as against a limited output. It is as though for
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the moment we should be profuse, we Americans; we need
to build up a mass, a conglomerate maybe, containing few
gems but bits of them—Brazilian brilliants—that shine of
themselves, uncut as they are. ,

Now when Mr. Eliot came along he had a choice: 1. Join
the crowd, adding his blackbird’s voice to the flock, contrib-
uting to the conglomerate (or working over it for his selec-
tions) or 2. To go where there was already a mass of more
ready distinction (to turn his back on the first), already an
established literature in what to him was the same language
(?) an already established place in world literature-—a short
cut, in short.

Stop a minute to emphasize our own position: It is not that
of Mr. Eliot. We are making a modern bolus: That is our
somewhat undistinguished burden; profusion, as, we must
add in all fairness, against his distinction. His is a few poems
beautifully phrased—in his longest effort thirty-five quota-
tions in seven languages. We, let us say, are the Sermons of
Launcelot Andrewes from which (in time) some selector will
pick one phrase. Or say, the Upanishad that will contribute a
single word! There are summative geniuses like that—they
shine. We must value them—the extractors of genius—for
what they do: extract. But they are there; we are here. It is
not possible for us to imitate them. We are in 2 different
phase—a new language—we are making the mass in which
some other later Eliot will dig. We must see our opportunity
and increase the hoard others will find to use. We must find
our pride in that. We must have the pride, the humility and
the thrill in the making. (Tell the story of Bramante and the
building of the dome of the Duomo in Florence.)

The clearness we must have is first the clarity of knowing
what we are doing—what we may do: Make anew—a re-
examination of the means—on a fresh—basis, Not at this time
an analysis so much as an accumulation. You couldn’t expect
us to be as prominent (as read in particular achievements—
outstanding single poems). We're not doing the same thing.

R E————
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We’r‘e not pu;ting the rose, the single rose, in the little glass
vase in the window—we’re digging a hole for the tree—and
as we dig have disappeared in it.

(Note: Pound’s story of my being interested in the loam
whereas he wanted the finished product.)

(Note: Read Bridges—two short pieces in the
thology: 1.
The Child 2. Snow.) P et

We begin to pick up what so far is little more than a feeling
(a feeling entirely foreign to a Mr. E. or a Mr. P.—though
less to them than to some others) that something is taking
place in the accepted prosody or ought to be taking place.
.(Of course we have had Whitman—but he is a difficult sub-
ject—prosodically and I do not want to get off into that
now:) It.xs similar to what must have been the early feelings
of Emsrc':m toward the laws of Isaac Newton in physics. Thus
from being fixed, our prosodic values should rightly be seen
as only relatively true. Einstein had the speed of light as a
constant—his only constant—What have we? Perhaps our
concept of musical time. I think so. But don’t let us close
down on that either at least for the moment.

In any case we as loose, disassociated (linguistically)
yawping speakers of a new language, are privileged (I guess),
to sense and so to seek to discover that possible thing which
is disturbing the metrical table of values—as unknown ele-
ments would disturb Mendelyeev's table of the periodicity of
atomic weights and so lead to discoveries.

And‘ we had better get on the job and make our discoveries
or, qu}etly, someone else will make them for us—covertly
an \\Zthout. acknowledgment— (one acknowledges one’s in-

ebtedness in one’ i
e oy e’s notes only to dead writers—preferably

We wish to find an objective way at least of looking at

verse and to redefine its elements; this I say is the theme (the

- ¥
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radium) that underlies Bridges’ experiments as it is the yeast
animating Whitman and all the “moderns.”

That the very project itself, quite apart from its solutions,
is not yet raised to consciousness, to a clear statement of pur-
pose, is our fault. (Note: the little Mag: Variegations) But
one thing, a semiconscious sense of a rending discovery to be
made is becoming apparent. For one great thing about “the
bomb” is the awakened sense it gives us that catastrophic
(but why?) alterations are also possible in the human mind,
in art, in the arts. . . . We are too cowed by our fear to re-
alize it fully. But it is possible. That is what we mean. This
isn’t optimism, it is chemistry: Or better, physics.

It appears, it disappears, a sheen of it comes up, when, as its
shattering implications affront us, all the gnomes hurry to
cover up its traces.

Note: Proust: (Wilson) He has supplied for the first time in
literature an equivalent on the full scale for the new theory of
modern physics—I mention this merely to show a possible re-
lationship—berween a style and a natural science—intelligently
considered.

Now for an entirely new issue: Mr. Auden is an interesting
case—in fact he presents to me a deciding issue. His poems
are phenomenally worth studying in the context of this

theme.

There is no modern poet so agile—so impressive in the use
of the poetic means. He can do anything—except one thing.
He came to America and became a citizen of this country.
He is truly, I should say, learned. Now Mr. Auden didn’t
come here for nothing or, if you know Auden, without a

" deep-seated conviction that he had to come. Don’t put it

down to any of the superficial things that might first occur
to you—that he hates England, etc. He came here because of
a crisis in his career—his career as a writer, as a poet particu-
larly 1 should say. Mr. Auden may disagree with me in some
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of .this but he will not disagree, I think, when I say he is a
writer to whom writing is his life, his very breath which, as
he or any man goes on, in the end absorbs all his breath.

Auden might have gone to France or to Italy ur to South
America or following Rimbaud to Ceylon or Timbuctoo.
No! He came to the United States and became a citizen. Now
t?le c‘risis, the only crisis which could drive a man, a dis-
tinguished poet, to that would be that he had come to an end
of some sort in his poetic means—something that England
could no longer supply, and that he came here implicitly to
find an answer—in another language. As yet I see no evidence
that he has found it. I wonder why? Mind you, this is one of
the cleverest, most skilled poets of our age and one of the
most versatile and prolific. He can do anything.

But when he writes an ode to a successful soccer season for
his school, as Pindar wrote them for the Olympic heroes of
his .day--it is in a classic meter so successful in spite of the
subject, which you might think trivial, that it becomes a seri-
ous poem. And a bad sign to me is always a religious or social
tinge beginning to creep into a poet’s work. You can put it
do“‘m as a general rule that when a poet, in the broadest sense,
begins to devote himself to the subject matter of his poems,
genre, he has come to an end of his poetic means.

What does all this signify? That Auden came here to find a
new way of writing—for it Jooked as if this were the place
where one might reasonably expect to find that instability in
the language where innovation would be at home. Remember
even Mr. Eliot once said that no poetic drama could any
!onger.be written in the jambic pentameter, but that perhaps
jazz might offer a suggestion, He even wrote something about
“My Baby,” but it can’t have been very successful for we
seldom hear any more of it.

I'wish I could enlist Auden in an attack, a basic attack upon
thf. whole realm of structure in the poem. I have tried but
}wthout success so far. I think that's what he came here look-
ing for, I think he has failed to find it (it may be constitu-
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tional with him). I think we have disappointed him. Perhaps
he has disappointed himself. 1T am sure the attack must be
concentrated on the rigidity of the poetic foot.

_ This began as a basic criticism of Auden’s poems-—as a rea-
son for his coming to America, and has at least served me as
an illustration for the theory upon which I am speaking.

Look at his poems with this in view—his very skill seems to
defeat him. It need not continue to do so in my opinion.

Mr. Eliot, meanwhile, has written his Quartets. Heis a very
subtle creator—who knows how to squeeze the last ounce of
force out of his material. He has done a good job here though
when he speaks of developing a new manner of writing, new
manners following new manners only to be spent-as soon as
that particular piece of writing has been accomplished-—-l
do not think he quite knows what he is about.

But in spite of everything and completely discounting his
subject matter, his genre, Eliot’s experiments in the Quartets
though limited, show him to be more American in the sense
[ seek than, sad to relate, Auden, with his English ears and
the best will in the world, will ever be able to be.

It may be the tragedy of a situation whose ramifications
we are for the moment unable to trace: That the American

one over to England might make the contribution (or assist
in it) which the Englishman come to America to find it and
with the best will in the world, is unable to make.

Thus the Gallicized American, D’ A—, according to Ed-
mund Wilson in Axel’s Castle, with the iambic pentameter in
his brain, was able, at the beginning of the symbolist move-
ment in Paris to break the French from their six-syllable line
in a way they had of themselves never been able to do. There
is Fzra Pound also to be thought of—another entire thesis—
in this respect. [ see that I am outlining a year’s or at least a
semester’s series of lectures as I go along.

Now we come to the question of the origin of our dis-
coveries. Where else can what we are seeking arise from but
speech? From speech, from American speech as distinct from
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English speech, or presumably so, if what I say above is cor-
rect. In any case (since we have no body of poems compara-
ple to the English) from what we bear in America. Not, that
is, from a study of the classics, not even the American “bias-
sics”—the dead classics which—may I remind you, we have
never heard as living speech. No one has or can be:;r them as
they were written any more than we can bear Greek today
I say this once again to emphasize what [ have often said——'
that we here must /isten to the language for the discoveries
we hope to make. This is not the same as the hierarchic or
;apdewo;m mode of making additions to the total poetic
w(; e};'t e mode of the schools. This will come up again else-
Tl.]at being so, what I have presumed but not proven, con-
cerning Auden’s work, can we not say that there are ,man
more bints .towardllitcrary composition in the American Ian}r
guag“e thanin Englxsh——where.they are inhibited by classicism
and “good taste.” (Note the French word téte, its derivation
from “pot.”) I'd put it much stronger, but lét’s not be di
verte_d at this point, there are too many more important thi .
pressing for attention. ° e

In the first place, we have to say, following H. L
Menckenjs The American Language, which Amer%can .lan‘
guage? Since Mencken pointed out that the American stu:
dent (the formative years—very important) is bilingual, he
Z};e.aks English in the classroom burt his own tonguegout;ide

it.

We mean, then, American—the language Mr. Eliot and
Mr. Pound carried to Europe in their ears—willy-nill
when they left here for their adventures and wh};ch y:—
sumably Mr. Auden came here to ﬁnd——perha S t00 lats Z
language full of those hints toward newness ofpwhich I have
been speaking. I am not interested in the history but these
things offer a point worth making, a rich opportunity for
develgpment lies before us at this point. Y

I said “hints toward composition.” This does not mean re-
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alism in the language. What it does mean, I think, is ways of
managing the language, new ways. Primarily it means to me
opportunity to expand the structure, the basis, the actual

‘making of the poem..

It is a chance to attack the language of the poem seriously.
For to us our language is serious in a way that English is not.
Just as to them English is serious—too serious—in a way no
dialect could be. But the dialect is the mobile phase, the
changing phase, the productive phase—as their languages
were to Chaucer, Shakespeare, Dante, Rabelais in their day.

It is there, in the mouths of the living, that the language is
changing and giving new means for expanded possibilities in
literary expression and, I add, basic structure—the most im-

ortant of all.

To the English, English is England: “History is England,”
yodels Mr. Eliot. To us this is not so, not so if we prove it by
writing a poem built to refute it—otherwise he wins!! But
that leads to mere controversy. For us rehash of rehash of
hash of rehash is ot the business.

A whole semester of studies is implicit here. Perhaps a
whole course of post—graduace studies—with theses—extend-
ing into a life’'s work!! But before I extol too much and ad-
vocate the experimental method, let me emphasize that, like
God's creation, the objective is not experimentation but man.
In our case, poems! There were enough experiments it seems,
from what natural history shows, in that first instance but
that was not the culmination. The poem is what we are after.

And again let me emphasize that this is something that has
been going on, unrecognized for years—here and in England.
What we are at is to try to discover and isolate and use the
underlying element or principle motivating this change
which is trying to speak outright. Do you not see now why 1

have been inveighing against the sonnet all these years? And
why it has been so violently defended? Because it is 2 form
which does not admit of the slightest structural change in its

composition.
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desired to place it and there fecundate—in active denial of
all the unformed intermediate worlds in which we live and
from which we suffer bitterly.

To me the sonnet form is thoroughly banal because it is

a word in itself whose meaning is definitely fascistic. To use
it subverts most intelligences. I object to its use even here, as
I always object to its use other than for doggerel. But for
Ford’s sake I am willing to ignore the form as unimportant
and look for the small excellences of tenuous but concretely
imagined word appositions which are contained in them
They can be read in that way.

What I like best are his “Late Lyrics.” For in every man
there must finally occur a fusion between his dream which
he dreamed when he was young and the phenomenal world
of his later years if he is to be rated high as a master of his
art. In these later lyrics it seems to me that Ford shows
evidence of this important fusion—sometimes with loss of
his keenest intuitions where his sympathies have been too
roughly roused—but then again with all his best faculties
retained. I always look for such lines as these—"I, Raine
Betha, 22,—from the top branch of race-hatred look at you.”
That’s hard material to handle. It tests every resource of a
poet to do it well. Ford’s method of handling it is interesting.
One should look for these differences of handling of the to-
day conventional theme—as one looks at the handling of the
Crucifixion—by Bellini, Raphael and El Greco.

But in the last poem of the book Ford seems to return to
something he had begun to forget—a fantastic drive out of,
while in the very process of entering the banal: using the
banal to escape the banal—and by this, placing accurately a
value upon that which is excellent and good.

1939

A Letter

‘ Furioso, 1940

Dear WHITTEMORE:!

I've got a subject, you write, that I don’t know anything
about. It may have been covered a lot before, but it certainly
should be covered right now in Furioso. Propaganda in Po-
etry. Poetry that tries to influence people. In other words,
just what is the function of poetry? What has a poetry maga-
zine to do with a war, with a country’s policy, with a new
bunch of quintuplets, erc.? In publishing Furioso, 1 think
that’s one of the things we've been trying to find out, and so
far I haven’t found out anything. Pound says that everything
he’s written has economic implications. Everything (nearly)
that Genevieve Taggard writes says “better read Marx.” In
other words most of the modern poets think they’re pointing
toward something which they believe is right. And I want to
know if they've picked the right medium. Why not write an
article for Liberty? My idea is that poetry deals with the
generalities of human conduct, with questions that are im-
portant for more than ten minutes, with movements greater
than the French occupation of the Saar Basin. Then all I can
do is say, So what? I wonder what’s the good of writing an
article for Liberty either, except that we're still a neutral
country. . . . I've read several poems of yours that are pre-
cisely about what I'm trying to get at, etc., etc—To all of
this my answer would be, Yes.

Take an extreme case, take the concepts that walk around
as T. S. Eliot. We know they are completely worthless so that
aside from Eliot's being a poet we do not have to pay much
attention to him. He is strictly limited even as a poet, but for
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all that we may speak of him as a good poet, good, that is, far
beyond his other limitations.

.T‘hat, I think, if true, would leave a certain irreducible

_minimum which we may designate as the poetic quantum.

Taggard may entertain certain concepts but these do not
by any stretch of the imagination make her a good writer.
Poux?d,‘ you say, believes that all his writings have an eco-
nomic implication. So, by the way, does the peanut vendor at
a ball game. It is obvious that unless Pound’s writings have
other implication, the poetic quantum, he would be of far
lpss use to us as Pound than a lucid text on the subject he be-
lieves he is expounding, the lucid text he is always dreaming
of. Should his concepts ever clarify themselves, that is to say,
his economic concepts, and he be able to transcribe them . . .
it might be the end of him. Horrible thought.

Peter Cooper said a number of years ago, Exorbitant rent
(commonly called interest) silently but surely devours the
substance of the people.—I think this, in one sentence, says
more succinctly than Pound ever dreamed, everything he
ever conceived of economics. But Peter Cooper was not a
poet, Pound is a poet, so we forgive him.

We all like to believe that we are master minds. But what
men seldom seem to learn is that the end of poetry is a poem;
I don’t know a thing about the value of a poem as such or of’
a hunk of gold as such or of 2 man himself as such, but I do
know that,

Some exposure to the sharp edge of the mechanics of living
—such as blindness, political exile, a commercial theatre to
support and be supported by, a profession out of necessity,
dire poverty, defiance of the law, insanity—is necessary to the
poet. 1t doesn’t matter what the form is, these are all of a class,
to give the poet his sense of precision in the appreciation of
vplues, what is commonly spoken of as “reality.” They force
him to observe and to weigh, they prompt his choice of the
means of expression and give his words pungency and a
charge. In themselves they have nothing to do with poetry.

A Letter

239

Notice clearly, this is the sole use of these focusing stimulae;
they are not in any way related to the poet’s function as a

oet. He must know this without possibility of a doubt. The
end of poetry is something apart from all that.

A blind singer for bed and board, an altar thief, a starveling
—if they for one moment forger, prodded as they may be by
death, disease or economic pressures, that their work as poets
is completely alien to all that—if they permit themselves to
be caught in the snare of their own lives and let that affect
their decisions touching their workmanship in the faintest
possible manner-—they are lost. It is a balance as to the push
of reality’s either stimulating them to excellence or killing
them outright—but they must never forget that the real sig-
nificance passes beyond such incidentals. It lies imbedded in-
destructibly in the body of the poem itself, if . . . !

This being true, the poet who mistakes the function of the
propaganda he practices, taking it overzealously to heart, is
his own dupe. Let's have no more jerked measures. To the
poet it is plain that all stimulae are and must be one, he is the
Jesuit of his own mind, the end always justifies the means if
he produce a good poem. But he must be more resourceful
than all that, he must still remain a Jesuit even in giving up
the Church. No matter what the propaganda and no matter
how it touches him, it can be of no concern to the poet. To
hell with it as soon as he has finished with it, when it’s worn
out he’ll find some other propaganda.

Be the Shakespeare of your own day, write well, skilfully,
covertly, deceitfully, with every faculty under a hood or
blanket concealed from public view, write of that which is
nearest to the skin (to hell with the heart!) but write well.

So what, huh? After all, man being human must believe
himself at times a great conceptualist (read your Spanish lit.:
“Just savages” E. P.), at least for home consumption, or lie
down and die of disgust at the sights he sees about him. I don’t
blame anyone for wanting to teach his fellows to “blow hard”
when Papa wields the rag. ’s O.K. by me.
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; szen occasionally we get someone who can write. It's a
ouble entendre that goes something like this:

Midas: A Proposal for a Magazine

See the little angels
Ascend up! ascend up!
O! see the little angels
Ascend up to Heaven!

There’s somethin
ine. Ha!

Now, 1941

g deeper to it than most people imag-
A certain NUMBER of refugees from the Death in Europe,
revolutionary in the full sense, have met others here who
welcome them to this country. Together they propose to
continue an advance into the present and to publish from time
to time a bulletin of their interest.

In the present emergency, the revolutionary element in
thought and in life will continue their concern; to preserve
and to elevate to its proper place before the mind everything
constructive, aggressive, of radical power in art asin the phys-
ical sciences today. If the concern be painting, to celebrate
what new thrusts will stand upon the shoulders of surrealism
and to discern a new horizon beyond that; to raise woman
from her proposed servirude to the state; to announce the new
cure for cancer when it comes; the poem that shall be actually
new.

One of the purposes of the Death among us is to terrify the
world, to use a destructive ideology to push our culture so far
back that it will take a full generation, another crop of flesh
and mind, before it can begin to regenerate. Then another
war will be upon us to drive the mind from its advances, this
shuttle to go on in perpetuity. We are never to be allowed to
catch up, to regain our equilibrium for a permanent arrest of
the Destroyer.

But we on our part will stay on the heels of the Death, bay-
ing and snapping, never giving it a moment’s rest, driving it
among the rocks, to keep it there at bay. So that at the moment
of respite, the instant war has finished its last ravages, its

strength spent, THE VERY NEXT INSTANT, we may
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