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For Donald Gallup 

"A man of parts, skilled in the subtlest sciences; 
A patron of the arts, of poetry; and of a fine discernment." 

Canto III (1917) 





Ezra Pound was the quintessential poet-critic. 

His poems, his translations, his literary criticism, his 

social and economic writings, his letters, and his 

conversation-all were parts of a single enterprise, 

each illuminating the others. His enormous productiv

ity over a long lifetime (there are approximately 

2,100 contributions to periodicals collected in the 

present volumes) means that no single gathering of 

his writings, or even a large number of collections, 

can provide a comprehensive record of his achieve

ment. Many of the uncollected essays are of crucial 

importance to an understanding of his art. For ex

ample, the elliptical essay "On Criticism in General" 

(Criterion, January 1923) has never been reprinted, 

although Pound considered this summary of his early 

work as a critic his personal "De Vulgari Eloquio." 

When Pound's periodical contributions are read 

in chronological order, rather than in highly selective 

collections, the impact is overwhelming. The poetry 

and prose of any one period can be seen as parts of a 

single, developing argument. Taken in sequence, the 

poems and essays and letters form a rich autobiogra

phy, a vivid record of the most extraordinary poetic 

life this century has witnessed. They range from 

Pound's early experiences in Spain and Italy, through 

the tumult and excitement of the London years, to the 

half-century of expatriation on the Continent. We can 

trace Pound's progress through the Parisian literary 

world of the early 1920s, and then follow the arc of 

his Italian life as it led to the political and economic 

obsessions of the 1930s, to his wartime broadcasts on 

Rome Radio, and to his eventual arrest and imprison

ment at Pis a. Finally, the periodical publications after 

1945 give us a clear sense of Pound's life and thought 

while an inmate at St. Elizabeths, and of the interests 

that gripped him during his last years in Italy. 
The present volumes bring together in one 

convenient format matelials scattered throughout the 

world's libraries, some of them extremely rare and 

difficult to obtain. The combined Iibralies of Yale 
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University, surely the single richest source of Pound's 

writings, could provide no more than 50 percent of 

the entries. 

Our anangement of items follows the chrono

logical order of Section C, "Contributions to Peliodi

cals," in Donald Gallup's Ezra Pound: A Bibliogra

phy (Revised Edition: University Press of Virginia, 

1983). Some additional entries were chosen from 

Donald Gallup and Archie Henderson, "Additions 

and Conections to the Revised Edition of the Pound 

Bibliography" (Paideuma, 12 [Spring 1983]: 119-25). 

Following Gallup's practice, we have not 

included reprintings of items, except on those occa

sions (e.g., the Future Cantos of 1918) when the 

revisions seemed of great impmtance. Many of the 

early items in the Pound collection at the Beinecke 

Rare Book and Manusclipt Library were marked up 

and revised by Pound for inclusion in an edition of 

Collected Prose that never materialized (see Gallup 

E6h). In most cases we have reproduced clean copies 

from other sources, but we have also included a few 

marked-up copies (e.g., C26, C343, C419) to give the 

flavor of Pound's revisions. 

The running head on each right-hand page gives 

the Gallup number for each item on that page spread 

and the year(s) of publication. The full Gallup 

description is reproduced at the bottom of the first 

page of each entry. In the very few instances when an 

item was incomplete or could not be located, we have 

printed the full Gallup entry and given the reason for 

omission. Several new entries were discovered during 

the course of our research, and these have been given 

numbers in the Gallup sequence. 

The quality of the reproductions inevitably 

varies according to the state of the originals. In the 

case of newspapers and journals where the originals 

have disappeared, forcing us to work from microfilm, 

the quality is less than ideal. However, the Garland 

staff has done a remarkable job in producing the best 

possible photocopies. 



It would have been impossible, given space 
limitations, to have situated each item in context. 
Wherever possible. We have included some of the 
material surrounding Pound's shorter contributions. 

The index is based on Donald Gallup's indexing 
of "C" items . It includes the titles of periodicals and 
cross-referencing of proper names. 

*** 

These volumes could not have been completed 
in their present form without generous help from 
many collectors and scholars. Donald Gallup gra
ciously allowed us to use his files, now on deposit at 
the Beinecke Library, and answered many questions 
that only he could have answered. These volumes are 
dedicated to him, a dedication that reflects the deep 
debt felt by all of us who have found his Bibliography 

truly indispensable. 
James Laughlin and Mary de Rachewiltz opened 

their files to us, and helped us in many ways with 
information they alone possess. Tim Redman and 
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Lawrence Rainey were of immense help in the final 
stages of preparation. Without their expert advice 
many items, especially from the Italian years, would 
have remained unlocated. 

We also wish to acknowledge substantillJ help 
from a number of Pound scholars, especially 
Massimo Bacigalupo, Ronald Bush, Michael Coyle, 
Archie Henderson, Vince Sherry, and Richard Taylor. 
The staff of the Beinecke Rare Book and Manuscript 
Library was unfailingly helpful, and we owe a special 
debt to Patricia Willis for advice and assistance. 

Gavin Borden, the president of Garland Publish
ing, was from the start our strongest supporter, and 
the project could not have been completed without his 
efforts. Leo Balk and William Ludwig we're of great 
help during the entire planning and execution of the 
project. Finally, we would like to extend our sincere 
thanks to Trish Charles, of the Garland office in 
Hamden, Conn., who managed the production of 
these volumes; to the staff in Hamden, especially 
Debbie Handy and Sue Spight; and to Jennifer Z. 

Bryda for the beautiful design. 
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EZRA ON THE STRIKE 
For the Time.'! Chronkie 
Wal, Thanksgivin' do be comlo' rowul, 
With the price o{ turkeys on the bound, 
And roal, by gum� thet 'lm'e jim round, 
ls surely getlin' cheaper. 
The winds will 110011 begin to tlq,l1l, 
And winter in its yearly gr!l>Wl, 
Across the medderJ begin to prowl, 
<\nd Jad<; t"rwt ccttin' d� 

By shucks! it seems to �. 
The! you and I had octel' be 
Thankful, thet our Ted could see A way to opcnte II. 
I sez to Mandy, sure, sez I. 

I'll bet thet air patch o'rye, 
Thet he'll squash 'em by-and-by, 
And he did, by cricket! 

No use talkin', he's the man 
Orie ol the best thet ever nan 
For didn't I tum RepublicaDOne o tb«- lui? 
I 'lowed as hovo· he'd beat the rest ,  
But old Si Pel'kins, h e  hemmed and guessed, 
And sed as how it wam'l best 
To meddle with the trust. 
Now Pattison. he's I!DM up the Oue, 
And Coler, he kinder got then' tN·, So Si, put thet in your cud to chew. And give us all a rest. 
Now thet l'•·e had my litlle say 
I ,.;sh you aU a big 1banksgi\in' day, 
Whil" I plod on to town with ha)', And enjoy it best. 

CO Continued 

Wal, Thunksgivin' do be comin' round. 
With the price of turkeys on the bound, 
And co:.�l, by gum! Thet were just found, 

Is surely gcttin' cheaper. 

The winds will soon begin to howl, 
And winter, in its yearly growl, 
t'\cross the mcddets ucgin lo 1-JfOWI, 

And Jack Frost gellin' deeper. 

Dy shucks! It seems to me, 
That you and I ortcr be 
Thankful, that our Ted could see 

A way lo operate it. 

I scz to Mandy, sure, sez l, 
I' ll be't the! air patch ·o· rye, 
The! he'll squash 'em by-and-by, 

And he did, by cricket! 

No use talkin', he's the man
One of the best the! ever ran, 
Fer didn't I turo Republican 

One o' the fust? 

'lowed as how he'd beat the rest, 
Dut old Si Perkins, he hemmed and guessed, 
And sed as how it wuzn't best 

To meddle with the trust. 

Now Pattison, he's gone up the flue, 
And Coler, he kinder got there, lew, 
So Si, put thet in your cud to chew 

And give us all a rest. 

Now thet I've had my little say 
I wish you all a big Thanksgivin' day, 
While I plod oa to towa with hay, 

And enjoy it best. 
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Belan&al AI ba 
EX. MANUSCRIPT OF TENTH CENTURY, TRANSLATED. 

P
HOEBUS shineth e'er his glory flyeth, 

Aurora drives fain� light athwart the land, 
And the drowsy watcher cryeth, 

''Arise!" 
REF:-
Dawn light, o'er sea and height, riseth bright, 
Passeth vigil, clear shineth on the night. 

They be careless of the gates, delaying, 
\Nhom the ambush glides to hinder 

\Vhom I warn and cry to, praying, 
''Arise!'' 

REF:-
O'er cliff and ocean white dawn appearcth, 
Passcth vigil, and the shadows cleareth. 

Forth from out Arcturus, North Wind blowcth 
Stars of heaven sheathe their glory 

And, Sun-driven, forth-goeth 

Set ten trion. 
REF:-

O'er'sca·tnist and mountain is dawn display'd, 
It passcth watch and maketh night afraid. 

-E. F. 

Cl BELANGAL ALBA. Hamilton Literary Magazine, Clinton, N.Y., XXXIX. 9 (May 1905) 324. 
Signed: E. P. Reprinted, with slight revisions, as "Alba Belingalis." "Belangal Alba" was reprinted in the Hamilton 
Literary Magazine's Continental: Commemorative Edition ([1962]) 77. 
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Raphaelite Latin 
By Ezra Pound 

(Mr. Pound, who is Fellow in Romance languages for the University of Pennsylv3.ni�, 
and is especially interested in late Latin, has spent the past summer traveling in Europe, 
gathering material by !he way, .H e i"l te<:�rly to rlefend the Latin of this period-which 
has the lifetime of Raphael as its center-from the superficial charges of literary bar
renness and inferiority of production that have been made against it. Some idea of the 
mere bulk of this. production may be gained from the fact that the Ghero collection alone, 
if complete, would contain nearly three thousand pages of Latin verse.-Tu� EDITORS.] 

ERHAPS the most neglected field 
in all literature is that containing 
the Latin works of the elegant 
poets and . scholars contemporary 

with Raphael, and owning for the most 
part Pietro Bembo as their chief. 

'There are causes . for this neglect. The 
scholars of . classic Latin, bound to the 
Germanic ideal of scholarship, are no 
longer able as of old to fill themselves 
with the beauty of the classics, and by 
the very force of that beauty inspire 
their students to read Latin widely and 
for pleasure; nor are they able to make 
students see clearly whereof classic 
beauty consists. The scholar is com
pelled to spend most of his time learning 
what his author wore and ate, and in 
endless pondering over some utterly un
answerable question of textual criticism, 
such as: "In a certain epigram," nof 
worth reading, and which could not gef 
into print to-day, "is a certain word sc'ca 
or. Jtcall The meaning will be the same, 
but the syntax different." 'Ihe scholar is 
bowed down to this Germanic ideal of 
scholarship, the life work of who_se serv
ants consists in gathering blocks to build 
a pyramid that will be of no especial use 
except as a monument, and whose great
est reward is the possibility that the serv
ant may have his name inscribed on the 
under side of some half-prominent stone, 
where by a chance-a slender one-some 
future stone-gatherer will find it. This 
system has these results; it makes the 
servant piously thank his gods that his 
period ends A. D. 400, and that there are 
some stones he need not carry, some 
things written thereafter that he need 
not read. It also prevents his building 
a comfortable house for his brain to live 
in, and makes him revile anyone who 
tries.so to do .with the abject and utterly 
scornful "dilettante." No one knows the 

contempt and hatred that can be gath
ered into these few syllables until they 
have been hissed at him by one truly 
Germanized. 

The scholars of Romance languages 
pass· over these Latin poems as not 
strictly belonging to any of the Romance 
literatures-French, Italian, or Spanish. 
And the students of Renaissance history 
are too much occupied with the greater 
names of the period in politics, painting, 
and sculpture to tum their attention to 
lesser men of letters. 

Bembo's name has, of course, come 
down to us; Castiglione stands because of 
his works in a newer tongue; and of the 
odd hundred other poets of the early 
Renaissance some few names remain 
known to us by virtue of their deeds in 
other fields, or in connection with the re
splendent family of the Medici, and as 
satellites of its flower, Lorenzo the Mag
nificent. Lorenzo was born in 1449, and 
Bembo died in 1547. · 

In this time also had flourished that 
wonderful friendship between Michael 
Angelo and Vittoria Colonna, which· 
proved once and for all that genius has 
no age, and made the man of more than 
three-score write sonnets, and draw with 
all his youth's first vigor. 

. True, much of the Latin verse of this 
period is filled with greetings, high
sounding greetings in the market-place 
from one scholar to another, as compli
ment for his new edition of some' re
edited or rediscovered classic; or to some 
hoped-for patron, as compliment for 
nothing whatever. 

Literature stood thus: Petrarch had 
based his fame on his Latin epic the 
"Africa;" Dante alone had dared to put 
a master poem in the speech of the peo
ple; Latin was still the langttage of the 
schools, and good Latin it was, too. Alt 

C2 Raphaelite Latin. Book News Monthly, Philadelphia, Pa., XXV. 1 (Sept. 1906) [31]-34. 
Includes the author's verse translations of "De morte Raphael is p ictoris" by Castiglione, "Ad noctem" by Camillo 
Capilupi, and "Ad rosam (from the Erotopaegnion)" by Hieronymus Angcrianus. 
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the world was a-hum with the restoration 
of classic art and letters. But we will 
not dispute the generally accepted dogma 
that most late Latin is bad. It may be. 
I have read only a 'part of it. And it 
may have been exceptional good fortune 

Ezra Pound's  Poetry and Prose: Vol. I 

tribute to the brother that had wrought" 
full-hearted in that labor. 

De Morte Raphaelis Pictoris 

Unto our city Rome, sore wounded 
By the sword a nd flame and flow of years. 
Thou didst bri n g  back that· rare lost beauty 

... ,/ ' .... . 

p· E. 'f,1R, I 
·s B M B 1. 

opufcula 
aliquot. 

* 

ct.� fo1Ubiti p4gcrl4 (��ati.t�. 

APVD. GRYPHIVM 
LVGDVNJ, 

•S J :(, 

THE TITLE-PAGE OF A fURY. OLD l:JOOK, SLIGHTLY RKDUCEll 

that has led me therethrough by a path 
that is by no means all thorns. 

• But take the things themselves, not 
my opinion of them. First, a transcrip
tion o f  Castiglione's lines on the death of 
Raphael, that painter whose pictures are 
as music o f  old time, as lutany and sound 
of viol played ,afar off. And see the 
verse alive with the thought of the time, 
Rome's restoration; and with full-hearted 

C2 Continued 

That was hers of old. Thou didst scorn 
The laws that bind us lesser mortals, 
And daredst lead back a soul unto its earthly 

dwelling, 
And the spirit unto this our poor dead city; 
Wherefor were the very high gods a ngry · 
With thee, 0 Raphael, and took thee from us 
While thy years were yet as flowers. 
Vain were my pleadings for the power to iure 

thee 
From the shadowy treasure-hou�e of death, 
Or from the drear rl'alm of Proserpine to call 

thee forth. 
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Thou didst, restore what the years' coursf.", 
slow-flowing, 

Had carried piecemeal to' oblivion's sea. 

And hear the closing sob : 
Thy death, 0 Raphael, is signet unto our mor

tality, 
It u1igh t Ita ve Ut!eu banuuered into a 

sonnet for you ; but Castiglione, with the 
smooth flow o f  the older meter, has not 
stopped for the tinkling of rhymes. But' 
not to keep you longer with "dull funeral 
elegies," as poems of this sort have the 
luck to be classified by those who refrain 
from reading them, I turn to the poem 
of a man less known-Camillus Capilu
·pus, presumably of the family of Capilupi 
-of Mantua, represented also in the 
"Deliti:e" of Ghero by the poems of Lre-
1ius, Hippolitus, and Julius. So much 
for the man's relatives and probable place 
of abode. His song has caught the star
light on the broken waters of t�e ford : 

Ad Noctem 
Night, that queenst it o'er the ether-born 

stars, , 
Now ruling in the heaven's mid-space, 

An' I break thy wonder-silence with my sing- , 
ing, 

Grant me grace. 

Sweet love of thee hath rapt me through the 
shades. 

Who from thy praise can hold his minstrelsy? 
Who is not utterly made thine, and feeleth not 
His being from the earth burnt clt:ar 

To fuse with thee? 

In thy gleaming hair doth Hesper, maiden 
loved, 

Ev.;r as a red rose shine 
O'er the forefront of thy brow. 

'Tis one an' thou makest way 
To Phoebus 'coming; one an-:! thou 
Sweepest thy hasty garment o'er the sea. 

Unto old age do thy shadows close the tin
- ished day; 

Youth, and that golden, dost thou make all 
free, 

Compassionate on our long, l?ne watchings, 
Thou of the gods alone 
Steal'st o'er wearied men from their labors, 

Silent, in secret, in swift-soaring flight; 
Bird and beast� flock also to the high arch

ed halls 
Of Lethe's might thou bearest, 

t\nd scatterest thy dew's' balm the while. 

·Whoso watch thy longest hours through, 
Wherein they may ascend the Muse's stair, 

·'fhese through wide boundaries dost thou lead 
along 

Wtth yoke they joy to bear. 

C2 Continued 

By the same dew thou yield'st the honey 
sweetness, 

Aidst the violets and growing corn, 
And dost feed the stars, that make· thee lus-

trous"' 
With their 'gold-gleaming fires. 
'Tis in thy hours 
'l'hat to the cool waters of the ford 
'fhy Nymphs come forth to bathe, 
And join in light-swung dancing line 
With their hill-kin, the Oreiades; 
And wildwood Dryads, and the Fountain 

Daughters rechant 
In mingled ring their chorus. 
To man's love-sorrow art thou witness; 
Him cherishing in the lure of thy shadow

deeps t 
Thou restorest to courage, when at thy heal

ing doors 
He hath ill fear of some strange thinK he 

knoweth not. 

But thou Domatrix of the gods, mother of 
love that loveth well, 

Why make I more delay? 
Whether "Night the Golden" or "Cypria" 

thou wo�ldst we greet thee, 
SALV�I Good hail, alway. 

At the ·very moment when Capilup�s 
seems to slip into imitation o f  Horace 
he calls forth this new old truth: The 
old gods and tutelar deities are no mere 
machinery for the decoration o f  pcietry, 
but the very spirits o f  the trees and 
meres ; and so these men o f  the rebirth 
felt them, even as the first Greek singers. 
The nymph is no undraped artist's 
model, loose in a grove'where the chest
nut burs trouble her shoe-warped feet, 
but the veiy soul of the forest.· So with 
the great tender shadows of the Italian 
night; it is 
Soul of mystery, by wha.tever name we greet 

thee, 
• Everywhere in the translation I have sacri

ficed the crystalized form of the Latin:....and 
any desire I might have had (or a classic Eng
lish verse form-to ample rendering of. the. 
Latin thought. Some idea of the difficulty of 
translation may be shown by the fact that here 
the two words Ius/rant ;p�i6us connote not 
one but all the following meanings: Make thee 
lustrous; encircle thee; wander o'er thee; pur
ify thee by their altar flames; consider, i. e., 
look down upon thee from beside their golden 
watch-fires. t Here, in translating one side of the figure, 
I have utterly lost the vision of the great 
Night-mother, clothed with .the shadows, with 
the star-rose in her hair-bearing man aloft 
and sheltering him in the breast-fold of her 
shadow-garment, Until his heart gathers 
strength from the power of the goddess, and 
in his security from the jar or the day-world's 
small things. 
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and not merely "By which name is it 
most lucky to salute thee, 0 goddess in 
whom we have rather ceased to believe" 
-a C!onnotation which, I am afraid the 
classicist will find rather hard to �ter
pret out o f  the older poet. 

Capilupus has seized what the nco
platonist. had sought for, what the de" 
vout among the humanists had been striv
ing to prove: It is not pagan to worship 
beauty; the old gods are not really dead 
nor pagan; beauty is indeed "God's hand� 
maid, by whose touch he roundeth a 
dewdrop or a world." 
. Perhaps the things a modern can have 
least sympathy with in the Latin of this 
time are the innumerable epigrams col .. 
lections o f  epigrams, proverbs, et�., ad 
inf., founded for the most part on the 
scurrilous quips of Martial, and failing sig
nally to surpass or equal their model. 
Yet there was not lacking the wit to turn 
a phrase, as is shown by the following dis· 
tich, chosen by chance from an open page 
o f  Hieronimus Angeriani, not because it 
is better or worse than a thousand others, 
but because it is a fair representative: 

Ad Roeam 
(From the Erotopa�gnion), 

Rose of fair form, God grant thee grace! 
Thou dost endure but little space; 
Sith old age thou mayst not wear, 
Thy time be, as thy face is, fair. 

The Latin drinking songs and tavern 
catches of this and earlier time have been 
translated for us by John Addington Sy
monds. The wandering student's songs, 
the "Carmlna Burana" of Goliardi, are 
comparatively well known. The hymns 
we kriow, also. 

For those who are more interested in 
curiosities �han in literature I can refer 
to a collection of poems in praise of the 
baths o f  Puteoli, which is unique, I think, 

C2 Continued 
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and shows modern advertising methods 
antedated by several centuries. 

The long serious poems and semi- epics 
are well-nigh innumerable. Johannes 
Baptista Amalthei wrote a Lycidas, and 
some Miltonic scholar will be, or has been, 
busily scratching for the chance similar
ity of a line or two. Adam Fumani 
greets the coming of old age boldly: 
Aye, mr hair turns gray and my youth's flame 

d1es, 
My limbs move slower than their wont; 
But what are these things to me? 

And seeing his life from the farther 
end he finds it good. 

The works of Johannes Antonius Flam
ininus are too important and too exten
sive to be treated in an article of this 
length. I will, however, say in passing' 
that he has given voice to ringing praise 
of Castiglione as man and poet; and that 
he could have given out several of his 
own poems as rediscovered classics, · so 
far as perfection of form and mastery of 
Latin are concerned. 

In closing let me remind you that these 
men wrote in a wonder-age when big 
men were overshadowed by greater; 
when reverence to the older poetry was 
high, and the Zeitgeist spoke in the "I go 
to wake the dead" of Cyriac of Ancona ,  
scholar o f  things old;\ and when Janus 
of Axel had forestalled and superseded 
the science of pedagogy with "I instruct 
not; I awake." And remember that un
remembered men of such a time are like 
to be as great as the figureheads of an 
age that could rejoice in the endless ram
blings of "Orlando This and That" and 
the imitating "Osos Which and Where" 
of Ariosto's lesser following. The least 
one can say in praise is that the "surpris
ing literary barrenness of this period" 
rather fades on closer inspection. 
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Interesting French Publications"· 

fQJF aU this year's publications of that 
neny little book-shop of E. San
sot, which lucky wanderers in 
Paris will fall upon in the Rue St. 

Andre des Arts "on the other side of the 
rive:r," perhaps the book most filled with 
the snap of brilliant conclusions, arrived 

· at by the sort of argument that almost 
persuadeth, is Peladan's "Le Secret des 
Troubadours." The theme is the descent 
of the idealist from Parsifal to Don 
Quixote. 

Peladan usually sees things from the 
point of view of the day after to-morrow. 
Unfortunately the day after to-morrow 
does not always arrive, and the scholar 
looks upon M. Peladan as the litterateur 
.upon Conan Doyle. Peladan's "Origine 
et Esthetique de Ia Tragedie" ( 1905) is, 

•OJUGINII liT EsTRtTIQUII Dll LA TRAGI!DIY.. 
By M. Peladan. E. Sansot, Paris. 

Lt: StCRJIT DI!S TROUBADOURS. By M. Pel
adaiL E. Sansot, Paris. 

however, a contradiction to this, being 
apparently sound, and brim full of clear 
views on the drama from its Greek begin
nings in the Mysteries of Eleusis to the 
point in literature where Sancho Panza 
takes unto himself the functions of the 
chorus of Euripides. 

In "Le Secret" the derivation of Don 
Quixote, and the distinctions between 
that bedraggled hero of La Mancha and 
Parsifal, are sound and brilliant. Parsi
fal is the idealist triumphant, the seeker 
of the Sanc-Graal in enthusiasm. Don 
Quixote--Cervantes's self in many ways 
-is the idealist vanquished, the seeker in 
disappointment. But Peladan invades 
the realm of uncertainty when he fills in 
the gap between these two with four cen
turies of troubadours singing allegories in 
praise o f  a mystic extra-church philoso
phy or religion, practiced by the Albi
genses, and the cause of the Church's 
crusade against them. 

C3 lnLeresLing French Publicalions. Book NeiVs Monthly, XXV. 1 (Sept. 1 906) 54-55. 
A review of Origine et estluitique de Ia tragcdie and Le secret des troubadours, by M. Pel ad an. 

9 



1 0  

A fter several centuries o f  unfruitful 
guessing we gratefully receive any ex
planation of the songs in the "Trobar 
Clus," practiced by Amauly Daniel and 
his following. The Trobar Clus-closed 
singing-is the singing apparent nonsense 
to conceal an under meaning. But why 
this under meaning should be any more 
sacred and holy than otherwise no one 
acquainted with the allegorical tendency 
of the modem cafe chansun -the descen::l
ant of the old troubadour songs--Cln 
clearly see. And when Peladan bases his 
argumerlts on the improbability of men in 
love acting in certain manners-as if man 
in love were a quantity to be reasoned 
about, and whose external action were 
likely to be ruled by general laws of logic 
-and when, moreover, he tries to inter
pret into his scheme songs that are mani
festly simple, he can expect no one but 
a Frenchman to follow him. 

However, the book makes one think, 
which, while not really a fault, will make 
it unpopular to a vast number of readers .. 
A rut is a bad thing to stay in, and a track 
a bad thing to get off of ; and it is some
times well to distinguish between these 
two similar and different operations. Let 
us follow for a moment the course of the 
author's argument. 

First we have the "Roman de Renart," 
called a satire against the church-as 
which it has for a long time been accepted. 
Second, the author cites Guilem de Pei
tiueu's immodest little chanson of the 
two ladies on the Auvergne road, and 
works it out as an allegory, with the cat 
as symbol of the inquisitor, and the rest 
of the figures classified in like manner. 
His interpretation is probably correct, but" 
it cannot here be proven. In this same 
chanson occur the words "babariol . bab'l
riol, babarian," which Appel calls ab
siclrllicll sinnlose, designedly senseless. 
Peladan neglttts to translate these into 
a symbol for a churchly or anti-churchly 
Latin service, which would of necessity 
be senseless to many hearers. But I am 
not sufficiently sozzled with his theory to 
see just why he omits this subtle thing. 
Perhaps he thinks a deeper symbolism of 
this sort would be above the understand
ing of the vu�o. 

C3 Continued 
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The author next goes to the Tristram 
and Iseult story, and provides the old 
love legend with an allegorical settiug. 
He turns to the primitive form of the tale. 
Perhaps the lost Celtic originals have 
been "miraculously seen of him in a 
vision." He postulates Morhut as symbol 
o f  the monk. Iseult, as the niece of Mor· 
hut, becomes the Irish church, and the 
rest of the characters are as neatly 
pigeon-holed. It is all done with · Sher
lock-like beauty of deduction. As I 
write Peladan almost convinces me. It  
i s  all s o  plausible. There was, of course, 
growth of thought against the monastic 
orders and ideals of asceticism. Why not 
express it in allegory ? The jongleurs, a s  
the men best fitted for this office, might 
well have done so. But there is no abso
lute proof that the jongleurs, the eclectic 
philosophers of M. Peladan's story, 
sought this fonn of expression to the a
tent M. Peladan thinks probable:- In fact 
they were by no means bashful about at
tacking Mother Church openly. How
ever, the prudent may have availed them
selves of the protecting veil of symbolism. 

Peladan, being unable to cinch his 
quod eral tUI'IWnslrandum declares that 
the documents proving his point are 
hidden in the library of the Vatican. be
cause Mother Church does not want the 
evidence of her crim� against the Albi
genses brought to light. Considering the 
present attitude of France toward the 
monastic orders, this is utterly convinc
bg. And the author proudly prodaima 
that "there lies the secret." 

From the dispassionate standpoint of 
one neither French nor Catholic, I can 
hardly follow the argument. Neither 
have I ever been able to get convinced 
that the great Catholic ideals are respon
sible for Marie de Medici and some few 
other thousand scamps that have taken 
shelter under the robes of sanctity. But 
let us not meddle in rel!gion or politics. 

Anyone that has the vaguest interest in 
the ancient drama, or in literature "from 
Parsi fal to Don Quixote," can find a few 
hours of most interesting reading in these 
two propagandist documents. 

Ezl{A PouND. 
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Burgos 
A Dream City of Old Castile 

By Ezra Pound 
FTER a period of unsatisfactory 

search and wandering through thaC 
inexplicable mixture of hell and 
paradise which no Ol!tlander can 

understand, but which for convenience we 
call "Spain of to-day," it is a pleasant 
thing to find that there is a dream Spain, 
just as real as Spain's old song-glory, and 
no more , tainted with the appearance of 
modernity than a time-stained parchment 
psalter leaf. 

I left Madrid about the time the anar
chist suspects and uncatalogued foreign
ers began to be confused in the eyes of 
the law ; and I assure you that the most 
fascinating view of that sun-baked, wind
swept capital is to be gained from the 
windows of the train that leaves for Paris 
a little after sun-down. The course . of 
the "Ferrocarril" permits one a view of 
the palace across the river, through a 
gray haze and· a line of poplar trees, 
which, by the way, Miss Elizabeth Ship
pen Green did not invent, and which may 
truly be found in north Spain, and in one' 
or t�o of the pictures of Velasquez. 

· 

I spent a night next to the earth-that 
is, with a representative body of the popu
lac/10 that slumbered, and a 'brother from 
Segovia that opened his mouth but once, 
and then only to assure the inquiring head 
of a would-be fellow-compartmenter that 
"we already stood eleven," which we 
manifestly did not. The head disap
peared, however, and we rumbled drow
sily along, past the tombs of the Escorial, 
and into the night. 

To change the number, and the uncom· 
fortable half . sleep of the compartmet;�t 
for the waking dream of the dawn, I 
came unto the Burgos ()f Myo Cid Cam
peador-a short while after the fifth 
hour of morning, midst the .sound of 
matin bells. 

Burgos is a marvel for a Spanish town, 
for it  is clean and well-kept. There I 
foul'ld many quaint churches, and in all 
they were saying mass-not one mass. 
hut two or three. And here and there 

was a little acolyte who had no red shirt, 
or who had had no time to put it on, but 
who served God in corduroy and jeans, 
and rang his little service bell with as 
good a will as the most bevestmented of 
Our Lord's servitors. 

The approach to the town is a tree
bordered "Paseo," down which I . wan
dered, then crossed stream to the Gate of 
St. �ary-all in the cool of a perfect 
momtng. 

Although o f  the Cid's house there re
mains nothing but a "Solar," with a few 
emblazoned pillars to mark the place 
where it lay, there are still many door
ways in Burgos to which he might have 
come, as in the old "Poema," battering 
with his lance butt at the door closed 
por miedo tid Rey A!fonso-for fear of 
the king Alfonso, who had sent letters 
saying that "none should open to Ruy 
Diaz, and that whoso open to Ruy Diaz 
would lose his possessions, and the eyes 
of his head to boot." The only one of. all 

SoLAR DEL Cw 

lolarklag the place oft  be C.:id'o houoc 
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Burgos that dared tell these t idings to the 
Cid was a little maid of nine ; and there 
are yet in Burgos window and balcony 
from which she might have leaned, with 
her black eyes w,onder wide, and held 
parlance ;with the stern-bearded Cam
peador, saying : 
Aie Campeador, in good hour girt ye on you r  

sword. 
The King hath forbidden i t ;  last night ca:ne 

his letter 
\Vith great escort, strongly sealed. 
We dare not open to you nor in any wise give 

ye aid. 
For we would lose our havings and our 

homes 
And the eyes of our faces to boot. 
Cid, in our ill you will gain nothing ; 
But the Criador (creator) avail you and all  

his holy virtues. 

THE CATHEORAL, BURGOS 

So tht! Cid smiled and rode out of 
Burgos. 

The little girl is still in the capital of 
"Castilla." I saw her, but she does not 
rCHllember the Campe;tdor. I know now, 
however, j ust ho\v she fluttered over the 
centuries-old message, with little whir
ring sounds, and all the relative clauses 
out of place. 

In Burgos there are other relics of 
the Camoeador : some bones that do not 
belong t o  him. and a chest-one of  those, 
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so the s : o n· runs, that he filled with sand, 
and pawne'd with the J e\\ s, Rachel and 
\'idas, on pretense that it held booty 
which he should have turned over to the 
king, and which the Jews \Vere to open 
as forfeit if he did not redeem it at the 
,·ear's end. But the chest staved unre
deemed, at least to the end of the epic. 
We have here the record of the first suc
cessful deal of this bandit Cassie Chad
wick, who never saw a barber through 
his long campaign, and who set all Spain 
a-rhyming-'-mostly of the deeds he did 
not do-not because he took Valencia , .  
but because he embodied·-his Zeitgeist, and 
all the stri fe against Islam. 

From the "Puerta Santa Maria" I 
wandered about the town seeking break
fast, and to see that web of spun stone, 
the cathedral, from its divers sides and 
angles. It is a white cob-web, delicate 
as no picture seems to show it.  

One never realizes the marvelous detail 
of these old cathedrals until  he comes 
upon some sheltered corner where time 
has not eaten the lines into a haze, and 
finds there little six-inch gothic a rches 
with columns a hal f-inch thick, in perfect 
miniature of the great a rches that tower 
above them, and in no wise detracting 
from the lines of the whole. 

Victor Hugo has do'le "Notre Dame :" 
but the cathedral of Paris seems crude 
when one is in  Burgos. 

The wonder that comes upon one enter
ing the cathedral of Burgos, with the 
memory of dusky cathedrals of other 
towns u pon him, is the light. Here when 
they worship they will rot hide them
selves in midnight for the homage of 
noonda�·. Nor is the choir the great 
black mass that obstructs the v:stas of 
Seville and Toledo, and ruins-were that 
possible-the remains of the old mosque 
in Cordova. But this choir is of light, 
clean-lined iron-work, and obstructs noth
ing but the footsteps of travelers and chil
dren from the inner place of sanctuary. 

Beside this rail I found another link 
with the middle ages-a veritable palmer 
with stave and cockle-shells. ·He was 
ven· busy praying, this religious hermit 
afld hobo. and judging from the shape 
of his habit he had a goodly number of 
this world's goods conce;l led beneath the 
dusty brown mantle of the church. The 
priests,. however, showed him deference· ;  



C4, 1906 

and, giving him the be nefit of the do ubt
supposing him sincere-:t is a rather 
pleasing thing in these days uf skepticism 
to see a man fol low an ideal, e\·en if it is 
six centuries behind the times. I n  watch
ing the palmer my thoughts went ·out to 
two uther belated " followers," one of St.  
Dominic, out o f  north Canada, the sort 
of man 1 think Gilbert Parker likes to 
meet in that rough north country ; and 
the other a kindly padre, ''of them that 
follow St. Francis," a man that had done 
much for me in Madrid, that I can do 
little to repay. It was only b)· thoughts 
of the latter that I came back to Spain 
and to Burgos, and to its cathedral of 
high arches, with the drone of the re
sponses, the rumble o f  echo, the tinkle 
of mass bells, and a very brown, dusty 
palmer kneeling by a choir-rail below the 
great luminous . disc that is in reality the 
opening into the central tower which rises 
from the crossing of the nave and tran
sept, and is in Burgos a mass of window 
arches. and a magnet fer all the light of a 
Spanish morning. I think these window 
arches would draw starlight through tbe 
blackest night clouds that ever hang over 

Dm-gos-but this matter canuot here be 
proven. Ui the cathedral of  Tours one 
remembers ever the wonderful blue of 
the apse windows ; of Orleans the two 
great gold stars of the transept ends ; 
but the cathedral of Burgos has over it 
and before its high altar ever this white 
crow n  o f  God's sunlight. Another bit 
of witchery in the cathedral is the Golden 
Stairway of the High Door, or "La Coro
neria," forming a perfect b�se to one 
high-arched transept-end, and cunningly 
wrought as the Diana statue in the 
" Brut," "whither came all the wonder
crafty men." 

I left the cathedral and wandered, up 
more quaint streets to "San Somebody
or-other," where as usual they were say
ing mass, here varied and mingled with 
the clamor of some boys playing tag i n  
the cloister-a cloister as mystically old
world as the little court of the Lowenhof 
in Cologne. 

From here onward to the hill crest be
hind Burgo�, and below me, lay the pop
lar studded fields o f  Old Castile, with 
g-limpses of "La Cartuja," and the 
"Campo Santo," and further the place 

LA CoKON f.KIA 
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where lieth San Pedro Cardenas, "the 
shrine he loved the best," and whither, 

From the battle he won 
After life was c;lone 
They bear him to holy rest. 

This is not from the story in the 
"Poema," but an old ballad tale to the 
effect that after the Cid's death the 
Moors made an immediate attack on the 
army of Bivar . .  But the men of Ruy Diaz 
set his corse in full armor, visor open, 
upon his good steed Bavieca, and the 
enemy fled in terror of the Cid-whether 
really dead, or risen from death to slay 
them, they knew not. 

The hill crest itself is covered with 
fallen fortifications of various times. At 
the gate of these we were met by a very 
smal l  and noisy dog. My guide, a boy 
of eleven, called : "Open I Open ! for I 
come, and with me a Franthes"-spelled 
frances, and meaning French. I ex
plained that I was not "Frances" but 
''Americana ;" to which the boy replied : 
"It is all one. Here we know no other 
name for strangers save ' franthes'." 

And then there came a pair of very big 
black eyes, and a very small girl tugging 
at the gate latch ; and I knew of a surety 
that she had sent away the Campeador at  
the king's bidding. 

After this I was shown postern wick
ets and old stone cannon balls, deep wells 
and secret stairs-very broken and bur
rowing down into the ground so far that 
it took a stone a very long time to reach 
the bottom. These stairs all lead to the 
cathedral. And I was led up other dark 
stairs, and over rickety loft floors to see 
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"Los Campos" from different points o i  
vantage. 

Old Castile, as it lies spread before one 
from the castle of Burgos, is for the 
painter. I was indeed taken up into a 
very high mountain, and tempted to for
get there were such prosaic things as 
aoctors' theses to be writ, and did for 
some while give way unto temptation. 

When we came down again toward the 
cathedral it befell that some good person 
had died in convenient season, and was 
being borne to the little church that 
crouches up-slope from the cathedral 
entrance. And there was a procession o f  
robes, richly woven and cunningly em
broidered in gold a nd vair. And all the 
folk stood bareheaded, and we likewise ;· 
for there is not in Burgos, as the padre 
says of the rest of Spain, "much Catholi
cism and very little religion." 

From the procession I went forward
by vigorous use of my cigarette case
into the little museum that is hollowed 
out of the walls of the "Puerta Santa 
Maria," and through hidden ways into 
that part of the cloisters where the un· 
sacred relic, the "Cafre del Cid," is pre
served. And then, lest some little thing 
of the real world should intrude itsel f 
into this shadow of old time ; lest the 
scorch of the Spanish sun should drive out 
the winds o f  dream, the hill winds that 
blow over Burgos ; and lest some minion 
o f  the Casa de Cook-that we all use as a 
refuge, and curse as an intrusion-should 
shatter the mirror of this Shalott, I went 
out in the drowse of the siesta as I had 
come 'neath the cloak of the night. 

CoFR� l>t:l. CH1 
A coff�r which lht Cid is  supposed lo ha\'c:' pawnl'd with lhr j l'W:\ 
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A DAWN SONG 

Goo hath put me here 
In earth's goodly sphere 

To sing the joy of the day, 
A strong gla,d song, 
If the road be long, 

To my fellows in the way. 
So X make my song of the good glad light 

That falb from the gate of the sun, 
And the clear cool wind that bloweth good 

To my brother Everyone. 
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To the Raphaelite Latinists 
By Weston Llewmys 

(UE fellowship that sing the woods and spring, 
U Poets of joy · that sing the day's delight, 

Poets of youth that 'neath the aisles of night 
Your flowers and sighs against . the lintels fling ; 

Who rose and myrtle in your garlands bring 
To marble altars, though their gods took flight 
Long ere your dream-shot eyes drank summer light 

And wine of old time myth and vi ntaging, 

Take of our praise one cup, though thin the wine 
That Bacchus may not bless nor Pan outpour : 

Though reed pipe and the lyr:e be names uvon 
The wind, and moon-lit d rc::ams be quite out-gone 

From ways we tread , one cup to names ye bore, 
One wreath from ashes of your songs we twine ! 

C6 
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M. Antonius Flamininus and John Keats 
A Kinship in Genius 

By Ezra Pound 
Professor of Romance Lunguegeo /11 Wub•ah College 

HAT. is l>eautv and where 
shall ·one lay 'hold upon i t ? 
I f  tradition tell  us truth 

{(j � there were days of · less 
�! scholastic enlightenment. 

when men were permitted to 
find fragments thereof in the long dead 
poets, and when degrees in ' 'arts" were 
less a sarcasm. But we advance ; the uni
versities tra i n  scientific specialists for uti�
ity, and the fugitive fragrance o f  old song
wine is l e ft to the chance misfit or the 
much-scorned dillctanlc. This may not be 
applical>le everywhere. I have not the 
slightest doubt that one might .find (here 
and there) a professor or two who en
danger their scholarly standing by being 
more interested in the genius of. their 
author than in such artifice as intervenes 
between that genius and its expression : 
such as syntax, metric, errors in typogra
phy, etc. 

Be the s tatus of a!sthetic joy among 
the learned what it  ma\·, Latini t\' as an 
amusement has fallen somewhat i"n to dis
use ; the young man reading quanti tative 
meters in the mother of tongues, in quest 
of pleasure or beauty, is, to say the least, 
uncommon. The Renaissance Latinists 
ha\'e been overlooked utterly, e xcept by 
a few unknown scholars, and i t  is one o f  
the least o f  these, and to m e  one o f  the 
most fascinating, that I call forth in 
� I  a rcus A n toniu� Flamininus ; born, Gas
pari tells us, in 1 498 ; student at Bologna,  
1 5 19 ;  son of Joha nnes A ntonius Flami
ninus ( a lso a poet of some note ) in Ser
ravalle ; and coming early in his youth to 
the court of Leo X. 

From the man to his work : when I 
make' the rather sensational heading, 
joining his name with that of  the utter 
poet Joh n Keats, the analogy is that of 
kind, not of degree. The forgotten Flami
ninus will need more praise than mine to 
warrant his  being joined in name with 
his greater a fter-comer ;  but for likeness in 

loves, for kinship in classic desire, these two 
nwy be spoken of in company. 

All the old Pantheon revivified, each 
wood a nesting-place of nymphs ; rose 
petals their meat, and d�w their nectar ; 
dreaming in a world of Pan pi(:es and 
fair shepherds, with no Spenserian .mor
alizings to give their beauty the func . ion 

Title-page of Pint Volume, Ghero 

Anthology 

of a mere covering ; loving the wood-wild 
fairness for itself alone, and mvrtle and 
rose and moonlight for thems�lves and 
not as poetic ornament ; poetic poetry 
with no strong optimism as Browning's 
to make i t  vital, or to cause it to be s lan
dered with the name of prose in verse ; a 
beauty so sweet, so unreal, that we may 
not have it w ith us always without cloy-

C7 M. Antonius Flamininus and John Keats, a Kinship in Genius. Book News Monthly, XXVI. 6 (Feb 1908) [445]-447. 
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ing, save when by ils poetic utt(ontess it 
holds our memory as must all absolute 
things ; Endymion blinded by dew and 
rose leaves from the sight of his desire ; 
the broken vision o f  nymphs tree-shad
owed, elusive as they flit through the lines 
of the late Latinist-these be things we 
may not have continually with us as we 
would keep Browning's "Epilogue." 
One that never turned his back but marched 

breast forward, 
Never doubted .clouds would break 

Held �e fail to rise, a;e baffled to
· 

fight 
·
better: 

No, if you want such battle cry, or 
song of the day's work, go elsewhere, . for 
here, in our classicists, whose tones are as 
Whistler's when he paints the mist at moth 
hour, is no strong, vivifying power to 
uphold us ; but when we rest for a moment 
from the contest, what beauty can we 
find for our ease like to this evanescent 
yet ever returning classicism, that is wann 
without burning, and is for us living as 
some of us fail to find it even in .the older 
Latinity. 

It is not that other dream beauty, the 
Celtic beauty of sadness, that fills us with 
restless wave-longing and sets us a-fol
lowing the wind of lost desire ; a beauty 
that is of autumn as Browning's is of 
summer and the day's heat. It is not the 
intense, surcharged beauty of blood and 
ivory that we find in Rossetti, but a 
beauty of the half-light of H esper and 
Aurora, of twilight and the hours between 
the false dawn and the true. 

But lest my love and enthusiasm mis
lead you, take a rough-hewn English of 
the Latin text. You do not care anything 
about my skill in metdcs or my lack of it, 
so I spare you · the inaccuracy and trial 
of guessing where I might have changed 
the Latin thought to find a rime-tinkle. 

We will catch him ( Flamininus) when 
the russet dawn is behind the hills. 
Behold from the earth's 

.
rim Eoo cometh, 

Aurora draweth the rose of her car, 
Shining she beareth m her flushed bosom light 

,that gleameth a fa r. 
Be gone, ye wan shades under Orcus I 
Go, ye laces of dread Manes that all night long 

bear to me dreams and foreboding I 
Slave I to the bard his lyre bring ; 
Scatter flowers the while I sing, 
Hai l l Bona Diva 
That mak'st luminous with your strong shininr 

the lands of gloom. 
Lo I thine are the violets gentle and crocus ! 
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Lo ! thine the wicker baskets of fragrant 
Amomon. 

The breeze ariseth and beareth thee our sweet perfumes. 
You livers in cities know not this wind 

o f  the dawn, and I ,  only in memory of 
days that it came to me freighted with 
sea tang and fragrance of fields along the 
sea, after u igl tts whe11 the ·waves of little 
harbors had rippled away the moonlight 
against our anchorage. 

Further on this hymn is broadened til l  
the dawn becomes symbol for the source 
of all life and light-
Goddess fairer than al l  other goddesses, 
Rose-cheeked goddess, when thou stretches! 

forth 
Thy golden hair along the sky, 
Then fly the tawny stars and the moon's blond 

beauty waneth. 

Without thee would all things be void of  color, 
and mortals be buried in night ; 

?\or would our l ife bear flower in the arts of  
skill. 

Sleep thou drives! from our sluggard eyes, 
Sleep that is image of Lethe . . . 

And the night after this we will find 
him 
\Vhen the cricket soundeth shrill and thou, 

Pholoe, liest in sweet slumber shrouded ; 
Then I wander lonely through the midnight ; 
Then bear I to your door-posts flower garland!, 
And leave my kisses where thy foot hath 

pressed the door-stone nudely passing. 

And another night ; for he is no painter 
of  one season only : 
It thunders 
And all the grove regroaneth for the greatnes5 

of  the wind. 
Falleth the water 
Poured out for the multitude of  the rains, 
:-.light with her sleep-bearing winds is round 

about us blind, 
The cloaking of  weird cloud forms maketh dark 

the earth. 

Or this to the haunts of Catullus : 
0 pleasing shore of Sirmion, 
White-shining hill of Catullus ! 
Muse, teach me to sing the praise 
Of the blest sylvan ways 
Cit rus laden, and of Lesbia the fair. 
Lo I iu the flower-filled vale of  Taburnus 
An altar to thee, 
Green and of turf cut I 
Thrice from the foam-filled bowl we pour 
Thee milk, and thrice of the honev's store. 
Suppliant do our voices call thee,' 
Goddess , to an unski lled sacri fice , 
That thy reed pipe sweetly tuned 
Sing for her, the fairest maid of  all the mead

land, 
Our Hyellas. 

17 
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A nd the rest of  the song is of his 
1-l vdlas, " worthiest of song," in whom 
L�sbia still lives, alone worthy of the 
clear waves of Benaeus where Favonus 
murmurs out of the West. 

Flamininus is not entirely wrapped yet 
in old 111\'th, to witness the "genre" 
painti ng o f  the hearth-stone in his prayer 
for Pholoe-and none has done this thing 
in better harmony of line and color. 
Thus may the mother of lo\'t'S be tender and 

t::"i\'l' thee youth fore\'er, 
J,:,•cpiug the bloom of thy cheek unfurrowed. 
Aud after the day's last meal, with thy mother 

and sweet Lycinna, may'st thou \'isit my 
mother, Pholoe beloved, 

:\u<l together we will watch by the great fire 
.-\ml that night will be more shining than the 

fairness of the day, 
A� the old wives retell their tales we will sing 

joyous songs, while little Lycinna roasts · her chestnuts. 
Tl111� will we beguile the night with mellow 

mirth 
Till  0\'Cr-hovering sleep weigh down our eye

lids. 

This is no dead classicism : it is rastoral 
unspoiled by any sham beauty. He is 
alive to the real people as well as to the 
�pirits of the pools and trees. 

But it were well for us could we come 
again to the child joy of finding in every 
cla�sic name connotation of old mythic 
story, and to feel for ourselves the very 
real intelligences that lurk for whoso cares 
in the whispering of leafy conversations 
and the gossip of moss and stream, as our 
poet has done in this, from the tale o f  
" H ercules a n d  Hylas :" 
But the beautiful Hylas being astray among the 

silent hills, 
Went to draw water from a fountain filled with 

little gleamings. 
'Twas a fountain in the forest, 
Silvery with purity of waters 
Which the poplars made a roof to 
With twv-colored leaves o'er-hanging. J{,;und about the myrtle trees made thick the 

bowers of Paphia, mother of loves. 
:\ nd kindly air brought forth attendant roses, 
1'-:arcissus, and Crocus never dying, Amaranthus 
And Hyacinthus, famed in songs of grief. 
J n the pool-midst svelte nymph; and nude make 

-game with hair unbound 
What time the hours are tinged with roses. 
These looked upon the boy, desire-lighted, 
While scarce his feel soft-moving have auained 

.the ma rge oi water. 
S.:ized was he speedily, 
'Neath the glass of the waters 
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They bear him quickly away, 
As once in splendor of the spring-time 
A flying star drooped through the gloom of  

the  night, 
Shone forth, then sank in the sea deep. 

For this last picture we must seek 
Waterhouse's "Foreboding in the Pool." 

As for the first part o£ "Hylas," would 
not he have loved it  that sang 
In the neighborhood of fountains (by the noise 
Soft showering in mine can) and (by the touch 
Of scent) not far from roses. 

For Keats knew this pastoral b�uty 
of the Latin as Swinburne has known the 
deeper tragic beauty of the Greek ; and 
if for pure appreciation of the classics 
there be a third name, it is John W. Mac
Kail, of Balliol. 

For the eleventh line of our poem, hear 
Keats of the same hyacinth flower : 
Or they might watch the quoit pitchers, intent 
On either side ; pitying the sa4 death 
Of Hyacinthus, when the cruel breath 
OC Zephyr slew him, Zephyr penitent 
Who now ere Phoebus mounts the firmament 
Fondles the flower amid the sobbing rain. 

It is hard to find a poet in a few scat
tered lines ; it would take too long to 
quote poems in full. Hymns to Pan I 
should l ike to bring you, or the "Lament 
for H yellas," or snatches o f  country when 
" fair woodland laugheth," or when 
"north wind spoileth sylvan shade of her 
glad honors." 
Father Pan and Old Sylvanus 
And ye twy-horned fawns that follow, 
Gleaming band, ye nymphs of hollow 
Hill and river 
Who with Goddess of the quiver 
Fill the wold with roistering 
If my reed pipes dulcet song . 

And Flamininus has known himself. 
The "Fistula," the reed-pipe, is his true 
instntment. Perhaps the secret of his 
ability to give us the beauty of the old 
mythology is this : To Rome of golden 
Latinity the myths were stale, a matter o f  
course, a belie£ beginning t o  die. To the 
Renaissance they were a world of elusive 
beauty, new found (as in the Celtic myth 
in our own day) and their wonder was 
dew-£resh upon them, even as it always is 
to whoso truly cares to find it. For Met
astasia was quite right when he sang that 
the Golden Age is not a dead thing, but 
still living in the hearts of the innocent. 
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.'l'he_  Event .of �bo Com ing :Pil\no l��I'Hloll, 
Juno Hi .  

To 1 11 1':  EntTO II. O Ji'  'filE .N Y. W  Yo niC n 1\IU.I.Il : 
. Knthnr ino Ituth ll(\)'n lnn,  who.ro .A m c

ricnri',. to u rn 6o ia pre.d ittl:'d 1\tl tho oven\, .  
of t h o  com i n g  piano IJf'RIIOn thoro ,' m a y  
givo corln in  oonccrtl! i n  Pnri" o n· · her 
w��oy . W.:-11t. , Her plnying · i o, . T.oncfrtn boforc ' 11ri i l i ng 
1e' 11 1 80 -. to bo·  nnnou ncod , E . . .  P. 
· ,V.enic&. · · 

C8 

Histrion . 
No man hulh dared to writ e !'his t h ing us ye t ,  
An'd yet I know, how th n t. t he �;ouls o l  ni l  m e n  great 
At t ime.s pose through us , 
And we ure melted into fll(•m ,  o nd or,:o uot 
Save rellex ions of the i r  souls. 
Thus am I Dante for a space nnd om 
One Frnnc;ois Villon , bnllnd- lord ond thief ,  
Or am sucJ\ holy ones I m ny not wri te  
Lest blasphemy be writ. ngoim;t my name : 
This fat· an instant  and tllC' flame is gone. 
'Tie ne in midmost us t here gloi\'S n sphere 
Translucent, mol ten gold, thut is tho " I , "· 
And into this some form pt·oject.e jtsc l f : 
Christue,·o�,: John, oi· eke the Florentine, 
And as the: cmwgptrce is-not i f  II form 'a  
Imposed thereon,. 
So cease we from all bei ng fm the  L ime 
And these, the m11sters of t !te sou l ,  l i ve  on . 

C9 

· EzM Poo s o .  

For Katheri ne Ruth H eyman.  
(After OIIC  of loco· f 'cnrlian roncrl'l.• . )  

D l ue-grey R l l tl  ll' h i t e  n n<l 11·h i t (' -<Jf -rooe 
The tlo\'lct·s oi the W es t ' s  {m·l'--:L I II'll u n e kos.l':  
I fed the d usl;y soflnNlti ll' h i t'l' 
Of eqlour, os upon a <lu ki m (; l' 
" Her " dreum ing fi itgers lay helll't:l' l \  L i • t· l u 1 :cs, 
As when the l h"ing m usi: s\l'oons ,  
D u t  <l ies n o t  q u i t e ,  hcCR ll'iC fnr  }OI'C of liS
KllO\\'iug Olll' 6l 11 t e ,  how t h a t  ' t is t t'O u u !ou�
It will not die to  I€ a ,-e us desolate .  

E z fl.l . l' u o· o .  

C l O  

C8 c;;l The Event of the Coming Piano Season. New York 1/era/d, Paris (21  June 1908) 9.  
Signed: E .  P. On Katherine Ruth Heyman, the pianist. 

C9 HISTRION. Evening Standard and St. James's Gazette, London (26 Oct. 1 908) 3 .  

C l O  FOR KATHERINE RUTH HEYMAN. (AFTER ONE OF HER VENETIAN CONCERTS) . Evening Standard and St. 
James's Gazelle, London (8 Dec. 1 908) 3 .  
Reprinted a s  "Nel B iancheggiar." 
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C10a BALLAD FOR GLOOM . . .  THRENOS . . . American Journal Examiner, New York (l4 Dec. 1908). 

Quoted complete in a review of A Lwne Spenlo by Ella Wheeler Wilcox (clipping in Homer Pound's scrapbook thus 

identified), along with the eight-line epigraph headed "Make-strong old dreams lest this our world lose heart," and part of 

"La Fraisne" (the last 13  lines, followed by lines 24-36). [This facsin1ile taken from the Chicago Evening American, 17 

Dec. 1908 .] 
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The " Brunhild � :P  of' ·Frederic] (Manning* 

Reviewed by Ezra Pound 
It is something in this age ( when even 

Chaucer finds readers with difficulty) · to 
write a narrative poem of sixty-odd pages 
that shall be readable, be constantly inter
esting. Manning, in his Brtmhild, has done 
not only this, but ha·s given . us a poem 
full of "the mellow juice of life," not per
haps as Btiss Carman meant it in·  his de
lightful lyric beginning : "Now the joys of 
the road are chiefly these," but he, Man
ning, has given us the last "Vigil of Brun-

. •BRUN RILD. By Frederic Manning. Pub· 
lished in London. 

hild" in vigorous colors and has drawn 
his characters humanly. 

Neither a redaction of the story, nor 
yet the selections which follow, will  give 
you the idea of the poem which I wish to 
convey, but for lack of better means I must 
give you the book in this manner until you 
are fortunate enough to come upon the 
full text. 

· 

Briefly, then, the scene and story arc : 
Brunhild, at last taken by her enemies 
and condemned to death, is visited in 
prison by the priest, and to him, yet not as. 

C 1 1  The "Brunhild" of Frederic Manning. Reviewed . . .  Book News Monthly, XXVII. 8 (Apr. 1 909) 620-1 . 

2 1  



22 

a con Cession but rather in a soliloquy, that 
only now a nd then notes his presence, re
views the glory and sorrow, the war, l i fe ,  
lust,  love, and all the varied splendor of 
that  l i fe o f  hers, of whom his poet Fortu
natus says at the triumph : 

"Lo, what a pearl Spain gave unto the 
world ! "  I give you the opening passage : 
B runhild, with worn face framed in withered 

hands, 
· 

Sate in her wounded royalty ; and seemed 
Like an old .eagle, taken in the toils, 
And fallen from the wide extended sway 
Of her dominion, whence the eye looks down 
On mountains shrunk to nothing, and the sea 
Fretting i n ·  vain against its boundaries, 

And looking down upon her mountains 
shrunk to nothing, she tells how that sea
soul o f  hers had striven against the boun
daries o f  her time. 

I think you will grant me that if at some 
points the poem shows reminiscence of 
other poets ( though at no time unre freshed 
by a very individual and personal flavor) , 
and i f  the author does overwork his splen
did simile of the eagle, using it four times, 
and if in some places the metric is not 
polished to the verge o f  extinction, yet the 
lines reach out into senses beyond the lit
eral and show the working of a very de
lightful quality of thinking intelligence 
behind them. 

Again I must recall Coleridge's remark, 
that the charm o f  the real poet is  not a 
charm of particular gaudy passages, but of 
the general undercurrent of feeling : and 
with this  give you these stray lines recall
ing to you that they are but typical frag
ments. 

Bnmhild, speaking o f  her own voyage 
into that " vast, un fathomable, 
angry sea, broken by no white gleam o f  
friendly sails," says : 

I go unt rammellell by mere selfishness, 
Conscious that many hopes converged on me, 
Till I became a symbol in men's eyes ; 

C l l Continued 

Ezra Pound's Poetry and Prose: VoL I 

Aud sti l l  more consciou� of the silent strife 
In mil)e own spirit when two courses lay 
Before me, a nd a voice cried : "Choose the best I" 
By what I choose now let my soul abide. 
One thing I learned, which is a part .of hope 
With me : God knows how willing is man's soul, 
Yet how his l ife is clouded o'er with doom, 
And hindered with innumerable things ; 
So He will never j udge by what I d i d, 
But. read my wul, an<1 know thence what I was 
As no man knows me. Yet with tears I go ;  ' 
For I have loved the green lap of the earth, 

Later she repeats poetically what I have 
quoted in the i ntroduction : 
But in this little moment which is mine, 
While all my foes are sleeping drunkenly, 
Among the dying lights, the broken meats 
Which the dogs tear upon the rush-strewn 

floor, 
Whil.e even

. 
the moonlight sleeps upon the hills, 

I bu1ld agam, out of my memories, 
The storm and splendour of my troubled l ife. 

Past the middle of the poem, in her 
dialog with Gregory of Tours, she says : 
I have been blinded by the tears of Love, 
Lulled into heavy slumber with his wine, 
Till l ife slipped by me, fugitive as dreams, 
While I lay d rowned in an excess of joy, 
Fed but unsated, and insatiable. 
Ah I this interminable stress of life 
Intruding on the splendid pageantry, 
Wherein is decked the gaudy press of dreams, 

and later 
I am but hal f a dreamer, and can shut 
My purpose close unto the narrow view, 
To seize the nearest opportunity, 
'Weaving it into this strange web of l i fe, 
As now I make the fate of Merow mine. 
Yet am I compact of so many moods, 
That a great yearning comes on me at times 
For an illimitable night of stars. 

So m uch for the selections. I know 
not "what porridge had Frederic Man
n ing," but he has caught m uch of the old 
Saxon vigor and some of that medi.eval 
glamour that lies as April dew upon the 
works of William Morris, and I feel sure 
that I shall get nothing but thanks from 
such o f  you as through my measured praise 
are led to reading him. 
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Sestina : Altaforte 
By Ezra Pound 

l.t>Qmro11. : EM Bcrtra.n9 de Born. 
Dante Alighieri r•ut r.bi� :ffilltl ill hell fc:w th�t. he W.'<� " gliHo"i'·\ll' of dnfe, 
Eccovi ! 
Judge ye I 
Have I dug him up again l 

The scene is at his castle, Alta forte. ., Papiola " is his jongleur. 44 The 
Leopard," the tkvict of Richard (Co:ur de Lion). 

I 

DAMN it all ! all this our South stinks peace. 
You whoreson dog, Papiols, come ! Let's to music I 
I have no life save when the swords clash. 
But ah I when I see the standards gold, vair, purple, opposing 
And the broad fidds beneath them turn crimson, 
Then howl I my heart nigh mad with rejoicing. 

II 

In hot summer have I great rejoicing 
When the tempests kill the earth's foul peace, 
And the light'nings from black heav'n flash crimson, 
And the fierce thunders roar me their music 
And the winds shriek through the clouds mad, opposing, 
And through all the riven skies God's swords clash. 

III 

Hell grant soon we hear again the swords clash ! 
And the shrill neighs of destriers in battle rejoicing, 
Spiked breast to spiked breast opposing I 
'Better one hour's stour than a year's peace 
With fat boards, bawds, wine and frail music ! 
Bah I there's no wine like the blood's crimson I 

IV 

And I love to see the sun rise blood-crimson. 
And I watch his spears through the dark clash 
And it fills all my heart with rejoicing 
And prys wide my mouth with fast music 
When I see him so scorn and defy peace, 
His lone might 'gainst all darkness opposing. 

v 

The man who fears war and squats opposing 
My words for stour, hath no blood of crimson 
But is fit only to rot in womanish peace 
Far from where worth's won and the swords clash 
For the death of such sluts I go rejoicing ; 
Yea� I 6.ll all the air with my mWlic. 

C l 2  SESTINA: ALTAFORTE. English Review, London, II. 3 (June 1909) 4 1 9-20. 
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VI 
Papiols, Papiols, to the music I 
There's no sound like to swords swords opposing, 
No cry like the battle's rejoicing 
When our elbows and swords drip the crimson 
And our charges 'gainst " The Leopard's " rush clash. 
May God damn for ever all who cry '' Peace l " 

VII 

And let the music of the swords make them crimson 
Hell grant soon we hear again the swords clash I 
Hell blot black for alway the thought " Peace ,. ! 
C12 Continued 

PiccadilLy 
By Ezra Pound 

filEAUTIFUL, tragical faces, 

W Ye that were whole, and are so sunken ; 
And, 0 ye vile, ye that might have been loved, 

That are so sodden and drunken, 
Who hath forgotten you ? 

0 wistful, fragile faces, few out o f  many ! 
'fhe gross, the coarse, the brazen, 
God knows I cannot pity them, perhaps as I should do, 
But, oh, ye delicate, wistful faces, 

Who hath forgotten you ? 
From Thr. Perso11ae of Bcra Pound. 

C13 
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Three Poems 
By Ezra Pound 

BALLAD OF THE GOODLY FERE* 

SIMON ZELOTES SPEAKS IT SOM EWHILE AFTER 
THE CRUCIFICTION 

HA' we lost the goodliest fere o' al l  
For the priests and the gallows tree ? 
Aye lover he was of brawny men 
0' ships and the open sea. 

When they came wi' a host · to take " Our Man,'' 
His smile was good to see. 
" First let these go I " quo' the Goodly Fere, 
" Or I'll see ye damned,'' says he. 

* Fcre, Anglo-Saxon 111d Old En.glish, meaning mate, companion. 

C 1 2  Continued 

Cl3  PICCADILLY. Book News Monthly, XXVII. 12 (Aug. 1909) 920. 
Reprinted from Personae ( 1909)-A3. 

C14 THREE POEMS. English Review, III. 3 (Oct. 1909) 382-4. 
Contents: Ballad of the Goodly Fere-Nils Lykke- Un retrato [sic. Reprinted as "Portrait from 'La mere inconnue. '"] 
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C14 Continued 

Aye he sent us out through the crossed high spears 
And the scorn o' his laugh rang free, 
" Why took ye not me when I walked about 
Alone in the town ? " says he. 

Oh, we drank his " Hale •• in the good red win,� 
When we last made company. 
No capon priest was the Goodly Fere 
But a man o' men was he. 

I ha' seen him drive a hunderd men 
Wi' a bundle of cords swung free, 
That they took the high and holy house 
For their pawn and treasury. 

They'll no' get him aa in a book I think 
Though they write it  cunningly, 
No mouse of the scrolls was ou r Goodly Fere 
But aye loved the open sea. 

If they think they ha' snared our Goodly Fere 
They are fools to the last degree. 
" I'll go to the feast," quo' our Goodly Fere, 
" Though I go to the gallows tree." 

" Y e ha:' seen me heal the lame and blind 
And ·awake the dead," says he, 
" Ye shall see one thing to master all, 
'T's how a brave man dies on the tree." 

A son of God was the Goodly Fere 
That bade us his brothers be. 
I ha' seen him cow a thousand men. 
I have seen him upon the tree. 

He cried no cry when they drave the nails 
And the blood gushed hot and free. 
The hounds of the crimson sky gave tongue 
But never a cry cried he. 

1 ha' seeri him cow a thousand men 
On the hills o' Gallilee. 
They whined as he walked out calm between, 
Wi' his eyes like the grey o' the sea : 

Like the sea that brooks no voyaging, 
With the winds unleashed and free, 
Like the sea that he cowed at Genseret 
Wi' twey :words spoke' suddently. 

A master of men was the Goodly Fere, 
A mate of the wind and sea. 
If they think they ha' slain our Goodly Fere 
They are fools eternaly. 

I ha' seen him eat of the honey comb 
Sin' they nailed him to the tree. 
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NILS LYKKE 

BEAUTI FUL, infinite memories, 
That are a-plucking at my heart, 
Why will you be ever calling and a-calling 
And a-murmuring in the dark there, 
And a�stretching out your long hands 
Between me and my beloved ? 

And why will you be ever a-casting 
The black shadow of your beauty 
On the white face of my beloved, 
And a-glinting in the pools of her eyes ? 

UN RETRATO 

No?{ would I weave her portrait out of all dim splendour. 
Of Provence and far halls of memory, 
Lo, there come echoes, faint diversity 
Of blended bells at even's end, or 
As the distant seas should send her 
The tribute of their trembling, ceaselessly 
Resonant. Out of all dreams that be, 
Say, shall I bid the deepest dreams attend her ? 

Nay I for I have seen the purplest shadows stand 
Alway with reverent chere, that looked on her, 
Silence himself is grown her worshipper, 
And ever doth attend her in that land 
Wherein she reigneth, wherefore let there stir 
Naught but the softest voices, praising her. 
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CURRENT POETRY 
M R . E Y R A Po U N D  is an A merican b y  

. b i r t h  who h a s  made h i s  home i n  Eng land 
and gained recogn i tion among the l i t 
erary cri t ics of h i s  adop ted coun t ry . 

H is " Ballad of t h e  Good ly Fere , "  
whi<"h we q uotr from The EugliJII Rt•uit"w, 
is strong and o riginal and i ts style shows 
th a t  this you t h fu l  w ri ter-he is only 
twenty- three-has felt the i n fluence of 
B rown ing and especially o f  W a l t  W hi t
man. The character that the poe t has 
assigned to Simon Zelotes is in teresting, 
to say the leas t. If  Simon has not been 
able to grasp, save i n  crude fashion , the 
gospel of mercy and pity, his wea ther
bea ten heart,  nevertheless, has fel t  and 
understood the sheer s trength and · man
hood oC the Master. 

Ballad of t he Goodly Fere * 

Simon Zdoles Speaks II Somrwllile after lire 
Cruci{i>:ion 

Bv EvaA PouND 
Ha' we lost the goodliest Cere o' all 
For the priesls and the gallow&-tree 1 
Ay lover he was o( brawny men 0' ships and the open sea, 

When they came wi' a host to take " Our Man " 
His smile was good to see. 
" First let these gol "  quo' the Goodly Fere, 
" Or I'll see ye damned," says he. 

Ay he sent us out through the crossed high spears 

And the scorn o' his laugh r.1ng free, 
" Why took ye not me when I walked about 
Alone in the town I "  says he. 

Oh, we drank his " Hale" in the good red wine 
When we last made company. 
No capon priest was the Goodly Fere 
Out a man o' men was he. 

I ha' seen him drive a hundred men 
Wi; a bundle o( cords swung Cree, 
That they took the high and holy house 
For their pawn and treasury. 

They'll no' get him an in a book I think 
Tho they write it cunninRiy, 

No mouse o( the scrolls was our Goodly Fere 
But . ay loved the open ,;ea. 

* Pere, Anglo-Saxon and Old English, meaninQ 
mate, companion. 

I! they think they ha' snared our Goodly Fere 
They are fools to the last degree. 
" I'll go to the feast," quo' our Goodly Fere, 
" Tho I go to the gallows-tree." 

" Ye ha' seen me heal the lame and blind 

And awake the dead," says he, 
" Ye shall see one thing to master all, 
vr•s how a brave man dies on the tree." 

A oon of God was the Goodly Fere 
That bade us his brothers be. 
I ha' seen him cow a thousand men. 
I have seen him upon the tree. 

He cried no cry when they dn ve the nails 
And the blood gushed hot and free. 
The hounds of the crimson sky gave longue 
But never a cry cried he. 

I ha' seen him cow a thousand men 
On the hills o' Galli lee. 
They whined a.• he walked out calm between, 
Wi' his eyes like the gray o' the sea: 

Like the sea that brooks no voyaging, 
With the winds unle&J'hed and Cree, 
Like the .ea thnt he cowed at Genseret 
Wi' twey words spoke' suddently. 

A master o( mel\ wo.s the Goodly I" ere, 
A mnte o( the wind and sea, 
IC the)' think they ha' slain our Goodly Pere 
They are fools etemallr. 

I h:1' seen him ent o( the honey comb 
Sin' they nailed him to the tree. 

C15  BALLAD OF THE GOODLY FER E. Literary Digest, New York, XXXIX. 1 8  (30 Oct. 1909) 730-1 .  
Reprinted from the English Review for Oct. 1909-C14. Reprinted also in  the Philadelphia Evening Bulletin (2 Dec. 1909), 
in the Alumni number of the II ami/ton Literary Magazine ( 1910), and in the same publication's Continental: Commemora
tive Edilion ([1962]) 78-79. 
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AN AMERICAN POET DIS
COVERED IN ENGLAND 

Ezra Pound's  Poetry and Prose: Vol. I 

JO we quoted his � l:lal lad o£ t he Goodly t•ere. " We gi ve here some 
taste of wh:ll Mr. Edward Thomas, in The Enff/ish Review, calls 

the finest of his pi�c�s-his l<"'e-poems. M I n Praise of Ysolt,"  
Mr. Thomas decl ares, shows M that the writer does not depend u pon 
a s ingle mood or experience. The beauty of it is the bea u t y  of 
passion . sincerity, and intensity, not of beau t i fu l words and image� 

and suggest ions ; on the contrary, t he e.x·  
pression is as austere as B ibl ica l prose. " To 
<jliOif' furt her : 

M The thought dom inates t he words and is 
greater than they are. 

M It opens : 
Io vain have I otriven to uach my burt to bow; 
In vain have I aaid to him "There be many tp'e&ter oingers than thou.' 

But hia IUlS'O!'cr cometh, as windo &Dd u lulany, 
All a vague cryi.,. upon the nisht 
1nat leaveth me no rest, aayi.,_ over, . .  

' Song, a Sons! 
• rn the ' I dyl for Glaucus' a woman hovers 

. by the sea in search of Glaucus, who has tast
ed 'the grass that made him sea-fellow with 

· the other gods.' Here the effect is full of hu
man passion and natural magic, without any of 
the phrases which a reader of modern verse 
would expect in the treatment of such a sub-

. ject. • • • . • .  TO have Pundt pun on your name and then 
make amends by saying that your vene 

l.s • the most · �markable thing in poetry since;
. 

Robert B�wning, • 'ought to be something of �a · 
guaranty for fame. For this to fall to the lot :  
'of an A�erican makes it  necessary for us to . 
know more of this man. H is resounding name 
is Mr. Eaa Pound, over whlch Pune-n becomes 
antic and Invents the alternative Mr. E•eltiel 
TM, adding that he is • by far the newest poet 
going, whatever other advertisements may say."· 

� ·, �:�� • r...,. 

. • • And thus in N ineveh ' we venture to quote 
in Ita entirety, not a." the best but as the short
est o'f these love-poems, with this warning that, 

' l ike the two last, it  does ·not re,·eal Mr. Pound 
'neat, tho we are confident that it  will give con
viction to our praise of his style : 

Ayel I am a poet and upon my tomb 
Shall maideno ocat�r rose leaves 
And men myrtles, ere the night 
Sla)'ll day with her d!'rk sword. 

. e:r.u rou"D• 
An ·Amert� .:oet �ho' blmds, says an 

Eoglbh critic, " tho Imagery or tho unlet
tered West, tho YOCII�bry or W:ardour 

. Street, and tho alnl•ter abandon ol Bor
l(l:ac Italy." Lot thio thing ia not mine 

Nor thin� to hindet', 

I f  this ·,, uot saying enough .PtuUA will enforce his claims to atten
tion by this remarkable judgment : • He has succeeded, where all 
others have failed, In evolving a blend of the Imagery of the un
fettered West, the vocabulary of Wardour StTeet, and the t�inlllter 
abandon of Borgiac lt2ly." Mr. Pound, so we learn from the 
Englhih BH!t,alf, has met an • unusually appreciative reception " 
In J,.ondon. He • is a young American of English descent, hi:� fore
beara havinc been 2mong those early settlers who went out to the 
New World. In the seventeenth century. • On his mother's side he 
is distantly related to Longfellow, • whose poetry he does not 
admire. • TJu BMilman gat hen up such blographlca.l facts as 
these : 

• He is a Fellow of the University qf Pennsylvania ; has traveled 
much in Spain ; l ived for some while in Venice ; and Is now making 
his home Ia England with no particular desire lo depart from us, 
tho he has a very much greater liking for the English people than 
for their climate. He has two other small books of vera� to his 
name, • A .Lume Spento' a"d 'A·Qulnzalne for this Yule' which were 
t-rinted hi ijmited editions for pri�a.te circulation. The smallness 
of his output ·does not indicate barrenness or Indolence, but that 
he .has a faculty of 11elf-<:ritlcism ; he has written and burned two 
novels and three hundred sonnets. • 

· More recently Mr. Pound has published two small ·v-olumes of 
verR, • Persona:" and • Exultations. • Mr. R. E. Scott-James, an· 
English critic writing in the London Daily News, sees in Mr. 
Pound's verse " no eking out of thin sentiment with a melody or a 
song. . On the other hand, M he writes out of an exuberance of ln
�ontinently 11truggl\ng idea.s and passionate conv.lctions. .• . . He 
plunges straight into the heart of his theme, and suggests virility 
in action combined with fierceness, eagerness, and tenderness. 
. • .  He has lndi�iduality, passion, fore�, and an acquaintance 
with things that are profoundly moving."  In our issue for October 

Por the cuotom is run old, 
And here In Nineveh have 1 beheld 
Many a olncer pass and take his place 
In tboae dim halls where no man troubleth 
Hlo oleep or oong. 
And many a one hath aung hio songs 
More craftily, mOI'e oubtl,..aouled than I ;  
And many a one now doth ourpasa 
My wave-worn beauty with his wind or tlowen. 
Yet am I poet., and upon my tomb 
Shall aU men ocattcr rooe leaveo 
Ere the nicbt olay Iicht 
With her blue oword. 

It is not, Raama, that my IOflll ri.,.o highest 
Or more .,.oct in tone than any, but that I 
Am lw:re a poet, that doth drink of life 
All leuet' men drink .wine. 

• Anct'on the 11ame page is this woQderful llttle thing that builds 
Itself so abrupt ly, &wiftly, clearly into the air : 

I h.a' oeen them 'mid the cloudo on the heather. Lot they p&UM not for love nor for ooi'I'C7W, 
Yet their eyeo are u the eyeo of a maid to her lover, 
When the white harl breab hla cover 
And the white' wind bnoab the morn. 

'Tu llu ..,Joiu s1<4, F-. .,-, <Ht-'i,.., B;d llu WN>rld'r """"d' eo- lo """' I 
One of Mr. Pound's poems bean the &uggest ive title • Revolt 

Against the Crepuscular Spirit in Modern Poetry. • Mr. Thomas 
add:� : 

" To say what this poet has not is not difficult ; it will help to 
define him. He has no obvious grace, no IIWeet.oess, hardly any 
of the superficial good qualities of modem venlfien t oof�the 
11mootb' regu larity of the Tennyson ian tradition, nor the .wavering, 
uncertain languor of the new, tho there is mo� in his rhythms thim 
is apparent at first through his �lessness of ordinary effects. 
He has not the current melancholy or resignation or unwillingness 
to live ; nor the kind of feeling for nature that runs to minute de
scription and decorative metaphor. He can not be usefully com
pared with any living writers, tho he has read Mr. Yeats.• 

C 1 6  AND THUS IN NINEVEH. Literary Digest, XXXIX. 22 (27 Nov. 1 909) 958. Reprinted from Personae (1909)-A3 . 
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T'hree Poems  
By Ezra P o u n d  

CANZO N : THE YEARLY SLAIN 

[\VRITITN I N  REPLY T O  MA!-< N l N C's " PERSEPHO N E "] 

(" Et buiu1modi J/antice UJIU ol jut ;, omnibu1 cantionibttJ JIIJJ ARNALDUS 
DASIELis, tl 1101 cum ucuti JumuJ " (Dante, " D.- f/ulgari Eloquio," I I .  10)] 

I 

AH ! red-leafed time hath driven out the rose 
And crimson dew is fallen on the leaf 
Ere ever yet the cold white wheat be sown 
That hideth all earth's green and sere and red ; 
The Moon-flower's fallen and the branch is bare, 
Holding no honey for the stary bees ; 
The Maiden turns to her dark lord's demesne. 

II 

Fairer than Enna's field when Ceres sows 
The stars of hyacinth and puts off grief, 
Fairer than petals on May mornings blown 
Through apple-orchards where the sun hath shed 
His fleet-foot messengers to make them fair ; 
Fairer than these the Poppy-crowned One flees . 
And Joy goes weeping in her scarlet train. 

I I I  

The faint damp wind that, ere the even, blows 
Piling the west with many a tawny sheaf, 
Then when the last glad wavering hours are mown 
Sigheth and dies because the day is sped ; 
This wind is like her and the listless air  
Wherewith she goeth by beneath the trees, 
The trees that mock her with their scarl et stain . 

C 1 7  THREE POEMS. English Review, IV. 2 (Jan. 1 9 1 0) 1 93-7. 
Contents: Canzon: The Yearly Slain (Wrillen in reply to M anning's  "Persephone" [i.e. "Kore"])-Canzon: The Spear
Canzon: To Be Sung beneath a Window. 
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Ezra Pound ' s  Poetry and Prose: Vol. I 

IV 

L o ve that is  born of Time and comes a n d  goes ! 
Love that doth hold all noble hearts i n  fief ! 
As red leaves follow where the wind hath flown 
S o  all men follow Love when Love is dead. 
0 Fate of Wind ! 0 Wind that can not s pa re ,  
B u t  drivest o u t  the Maid, a nd pou rest lees 
Of all thy crimson on the wold again, 

v 
Kore o�\my heart is ,  let it stand sans gloze ! 
Love's pain is l ong, and l o, lo ve's j oy is brief ! 
l\1y heart erst alway sweet is bitter grown.  
As crimson ruleth in the good green's stead 
S o  grief hath taken all mine old j oy's share 
And driven forth my solace a nd mine ease 
Where pleasure bows to all-usurping pain. 

V I  

Crimson the hearth where one last  ember glows ! 
My heart's new winter hath no such relief, 
Nor thought of Spring whose blossom he hath knovvn 
Hath turned him back where Spring is banished . 
B arren the heart a nd dead the fires there, 
Blow ! 0 ye ashes, where the winds shall please, 
B ut cry, " Love also is the Yearly Slain . "  

VII  

B e  sped, m y  Canzon, through the bitter air  ! 
To him who speaketh words as fa i r  as these, 
Say that I also know the " Yearly Slain . "  

• The name " Korc " or " the J:vla iden " i s  especially used o f  Persephone 
with regard to her being stolen by Lord o f  Dis and thereby caming the dea t h  
of summer. 
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C 1 7  Continued 

CANZON : THE S PEAR 
[This fashion of S tanza is used by Jaufre Rudel in the song' "  D'un amor de lonh." 

The measure is rather to be sung than spoken.] 

I 
Tm clear fa r light of love I pra ise 
Tha t  steadfast gloweth o'er deep waters, 
A clarity that gleams always. 
Though man's soul pass through troubled waters � 
Strange ways to him are opened 
To shore the beaten ship is sped 
If only love of  light give aid. 

I I  
That fair far spear o f  light now lays 
Its long gold sha ft u pan the waters. 
Ah ! might I pass u pon its rays 
To where it gleams beyond the waters, 
Or might my troubled heart be fed 
Upon the frail clear light there shed:; 
Then were my pain at last allay'd. 

I I I  
Although the clouded storm dismays 
Many a heart upon these waters, 
The thought of that far golden blaze 
Giveth me heart upon the waters, 
Thinking thereof my bark is led · 
To port wherein no storm I dread ; 
No tempest maketh me afraid. 

IV 
Yet when within my heart I gaze 
Upon my fair beyond the waters 
Meseems my soul within me prays 
To pass straightway beyond the waters. 
Though I be alway banished. 
From ways and woods that she doth tread 
One thing there is that doth not fade. 
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v 
Deep iri my heart that spear-print stays, 
That wound I got beyond the waters, 
Deeper with passage of the days 
That pass as swift and bitter waters, 
While a dull fire within my head 
Moveth itself if word be said 
Which hath concern with tha t far maid 

VI 

That one who is lovelier than the sprays 
Of eglantine above clear waters, 
Or whitest lilies that upraise 
Their heads in midst of moated waters 
No poppy in the May-glad mead 
Would match her quivering lips' red 
If 'gainst her lips it should be laid.  

VII 

The l ight within her eyes which slays 
Base thoughts and stilleth troubled waters 
Is  like the gold where sunlight plays 
Upon the still o'er shadowed waters. 
When anger is there mingled 
There comes a keener glea m  i nstead 
Like flame that burns behind thin jade. 

V I I I  

Know by the words here mingled 
What love hath made my heart his stead, 
Glowing like flame beneath thin jade .  
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C 1 7  Continued 

CANZON : TO BE SUNG BENEATH A W I N DOW 

[This manner o f  verse i s  used by  Pierre Vidal in h.is song " A b  l'aleu tir vas m e  
l'aire." The me�s1ire fits song only and not speed1.] 

I 
HEART mine, art mine whose embraces 
Clasp but wind that past thee bloweth � 
E'en this air so subtly gloweth, 
Guerdoned with thy sun-gold traces, 
That my heart is half afraid 
For the fragrance on him laid : 
Even so love's might amazes . 

I I  
Men's love follows many faces ; 
My love only one face knoweth, 
Toward thee only my love floweth 
And outstrips the swift stream's paces. 
Were this love well here display'd, 
As flame flameth 'neath thin j ade 
Love should glow through these my phrases. 

I I I  
Though I 've roamed through many places, 
None there is that my heart troweth 
Fair as that wherein fair groweth 
One whose laud here interlaces 
Tuneful words which I 've assayed. 
Let this tune be gently played 
Which my voice herward upraises ! 

IV 
I f  my song her grace effaces, 
Then 'tis not my heart that showeth 
But  the skilless tongue that soweth 
\Vords unworthy of her graces. 
Tongue, that hath me so betrayed, 
Were my heart but here displayed, 
Then, were sung her fitting praises ! 
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" Me-merism " i� the tribute of a you nger 

poe t to one of his  masters. 

;\lt"�tne-riHnl 

" A nd u cal's ;, lht' u•al�r·bul t''-Robert Rrowninq, 
Aye. you're n man tha t !  Y� old mesmerizer, 

Tyin' your mcanin' in seventy swadelin's; 
One must of needs be a hang'd early riser 

To catch you at worm turning. Holy Odd '• h<>olr ·  
kin.<.t !  

'"Cal's i'  the water but t !  · • Thought's in rour vt:�c
barrel. 

Tell us this thing rather, then we'll believe you ; 
You, Moster Bob Browning, spite your apparel, 

Jump to )'our sense and give praise as we'd lie{ do. 

You wheeze as B head-cold long·tonsiled Calliope, 
But God! what a sight you ha' got e' our in'ard•; 

!If ad os B hatter but surely no M yope, 
Broad as all ocean and leanin' man-kin'ard•. 

Heart that was big a.• the bo .. ·els of Vesuviw, 
Words that were .. ·in11'd as her spa.rks in enJption, 

Eagled and thundered a.• Jupit"r Pluvius, 
Sound in your wind past all sig"" o' corruption, 

Here's to you, Old Hippety·hop o' the accents I 
'l'rue to the Truth's sake and craHy dissector, 

You grabbed at the gold sure; had no need to pack  
cents 

I nto your versicle<. Clear sight's elector! 
Evidently M r. Pound believes that 

uligion, as well as poetry, has grown weak. 
apologetic, and leakr and in the " Ballad 
(or Gloom," and several other poems he 
attempts to reinstate some of its original 
vigor. 

Rallad For Gloom 

Bv EzR.\ PouJ<o 
Por God, our God, is a gallant foe 
That playeth behind the veil. 

I have loved my God as a child at heart 
That seeketh deep bosoms lor rest, 

I have loved my God as maid to man 
But lo, this thing is best : 

To love your God as a gallant foe that pla)'o behind 
the veil, 

To meet your God as the night winds meet beyono.l 
Arcturus' pale. 

I have played with God lor a woman, 
I have staked with my God lor truth, 

1 have lost to my God as a man, clear eyed, 

His dice be not of ruth. 

Por I am made as a naked blade, 
But hear ye this thing in Sooth: 

Who loseth to God as man to man 
Shilll win at the tum of the game, 

I have drawn my blade where the lightnings meet 
But the ending is the same : 

Who loseth to God as the sword blades la&e 
Shall win at the end ol the game. 

Jl'or God, our GO<I, i< n gallant foe that pla)·eth be· 
hino.l the \'eil, 

Whom God deigns not to overthrow hath oe<-<.1 oi 
triple mail. 

C17a 

Ezra POlmd' s  Poetry and Prose: Vol . I 

England has recently discovered a young 
American poet, Ezra Pound. He is a young 
Philadelphian, twenty-four years of age, and 
the author of several small books of verse. 
Punch has said of our young compatriot that 
"he has succeeded, where all others have failed, 
in evolving a blend of the imagery of the 
unfettered West, the vocabulary of London 
streets, the sinister abandon of Borgiac Italy." 
His verse, we are told, is the most remark
able thing in poetry since Robert Browning. 
One of Mr. Pound's best known poems, "Bal
lad of the Goodly Fere," purports to be a 
speech made by Simon Zelotes, one of the 
least among the apostles, after the crucifixion. 
Fere is an old Saxon word meaning "mate" 
or "companion." We reprint the ballad and 
share in considerable degree the enthusiasm 
of our English contemporary. The poem cer
tainly strikes a new' and robust note, tho it 
may shock some of our more devout readers : 

BALLAD OF THE GOODLY FERE 

BY EzJtA PouND 
Ha' we lost the goodliest !ere o' all, 

For the priests and the gallows tre e ?  
Aye lover he w a s  of brawny men, 

0' ships and the open sea. 

When they came wi' a ho�t to take "Our Man" 
His smile was good to see-

"First let these go," quo' the Goodly Fere, 
"Or I'll see ye damned," says he. 

Ay, he sent us through the crossed high spears, 
And the scorn o' his laugh rang free-

"Why took ye not me when I walked about 
Alone in the town ?" says he. 

0, we drank his hale in the good red wine 
When we last made company-

No capon priest was the Goodly Fere, 
But a man o' men was he. 

I ha' seen him drive a hundred men 
Wi' a bundle o' cords swung free, 

That they took the high and holy house 
For their pawn and treasury. 

They'll no' get him in a book, I think, 
Tho' they write it cunningly-

No mouse o' the scrolls was our Goodly Fere, 
But aye loved the open sea. 

I f  they think they ha' snared ou r Goodly Fere, 
They are fools to the last degree-

"I'II go to the feast," quo' .our Goodly Fere, 
"Tho' I go to the gallows t ree I" 

"Ye ba' seen me heal the lame and blind, 
And awake the dead," says he ; 

"Ye shall see one thing to master all
How a brave man dies on the tree." 

A son of God was the Goodly Fere, 
That bade us his brothers be-

l ha' seen him cowe a thousand men, 
I ha' seen him upon the tree. 

He cried no cry when they drav' the nails, 
And the blood gushed hot and free

The hounds of the crimson sky gave tangue, 
But never a cry cried he. 

C 1 8  
C17a MESMERISM; BALLAD FOR GLOOM. Literary Digest, XL. 9 (26 Feb. 1910) 404. 

Part of an article, "Current Poetry," pp. 402--4. Both poems reprinted from A Lume Spento ([1908])-A l-and Personae (1909)-A3. "Mesmerism" was reprinted also in Reedy's Mirror, XIX. 50 (10 M ar. 1910) 17, and "Ballad for Gloom" in 
the same periodical, XIX. 56 (21 Apr. 19 10) 7.  

Cl8  TWO POEMS.  Currelll Literature, New York, XLVIII. 3 (Mar. 1 910) 342-3. 
Contents: Ballad of the Goodly Fere-Histrion. Reprinted from ExultatiollS ( 1909)-A4. 
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1 ha' seen him cowe a thousand men 
On the hills o' Galilee-

They whined as he walked out calm between 
Wi' his eyes like the gray o' the sea. 

Like the sea that broke no voyaging, 
With the winds unleashed and free

Like the sea that he cowed at Genseret, 
Wi' twey words spoke sucldenly. 

A master of men was the Goodly Fere, 
A mate o' the winds and the sea ; 

I f  they think they ha' slain our Goodly Fere, 
They are fools eternally, 
ha' seen him eat of the honey comb 
Sin' they nailed him to the tree. 

The following poem, subtle, but daring, is 
also to our liking : 

HISTRION 

Bv EzRA PouND 
"No man has dared to write this thing as yet, 
And yet I know how that the souls of men great 
At times pass through us, 
And we are melted into them, and are not 
Save reflections of their souls. 
Thus am I Dante for a space and am 
One Francois Villon, ballad-lord and thief, 
Or am such holy ones I may not write, 
Lest blasphemy be writ against my name ; 
This for an instant and the flame is gone. 

'Tis as in midmost us there glows a sphere 
Translucent, molten gold, that is the 'I,' 
And into this some form proj ects itself. 
Christus, or John, or eke the Florentine, 
And as the clear space is not if a form's 
Imposed thereon, 
So cease, we from all being for the time, 
And these, the Masters of the Soul, live on I" 

C l 8  

C l 8  Continued 

·:t;;� REQINA: ·(\v:'..a.J;I.f.cru'tllll 
(My Queen·, April.) 

Lady of rl�h allure, 
Que'.ln ol tho flprlng's embrace, 
Your RrJI19 a re long like bough11 oi ash, 
M!d tn ugh-broken stream�. B!Jirlt of r.alll 

UTr:JUre, 
Breath or the ;.oppy flower, 

. All L,o woo<l thy bower, ' And the hlllo thy dwol l l n:;; pl11ce: 

Thl& will I no more dream, 
Warm Is ihlne arm's allure, 
Warm !o the guat o,r o!Jrea.th 
That e'er thy l ips r.leet mlna 
I<hisl!th my cheek and lialth: 
"This 'I'! the· jo'/ ot earth, 
Here Is- the yvlne of mirth, 

Drain ye one ·goblet sure. 
Take ye the honey cup 
The · honeyed eong raise up, 
l. rink of the springs allure, 
Aprt. .md dew and rain ; . 
Brown of. the earth sing sure, 
Cheeks a nd lips Blld hair, 
And sort breath that kiSIIeth where 

Thy lips l:ylve come not a.s yet to drink. 

Moas and the mold of earth, 
These be thy couch of m irth ; 
Long arms thy boughe or ahade, 
o\:prtl-allunng, u the blade 
)! grass doth catch the dew 
'-nd m:tke It crown to hold the su�; 
3anner be .you above my head, 
�lory to all  wold displayed 

Aorll·al l u rlpg, glory-bold.. 
-Ezra Pouud, '"A Lume Spenlo." 

C J 9  

C 1 9  L A  REGINA AVRILLOUS E  (MY QUEEN APRIL). Philadelphia Ledger, Philadelphia, Pa. ( 1 9  Mar. 1910). Reprinted from A Lume Spenlo ( [1908])--Al .  
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T w o  Po e m s  
By Ezra Pound 

CANZON ; OF INCENSE 

[To this form sing:� Arnault Daniel, with seven stanzas instead of five] 

THY gracious ways, 
0 Lady of my heart, have 

O'er all my thought their golden glamour cast ; 
As amber torch-flames, where strange men-at-arms 
Tread softly 'neath the damask shield of night, 
Rise from the flowing steel in part reflected, 
So on my mailed thought that with thee goeth, 
Though dark the way, a golden glamour falleth. 

I I  
The censer sways 

And glowing coals some a rt have 
To free what frankincense before held fast 
Till all the summer of the eastern farms 
Doth dim the sense, and dream up through the light, 
As memory by new-born love corrected-
With savour such as only new love knoweth
Through dim sweet ways the hidden pasts recalleth. 

I I I  
On barren da7s, 

At hours when I, apart, have 
Bent low in thought of the great charm thou hast, 
Behold with music's many stringed charms 

C20 TWO POEMS. English Review, V. 1 (Apr. 1 9 1 0) 9-1 1 .  
Contenls: Canzon: Of lncense-Thcrsites; o n  the Surviving Zeus. 
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C20 Continued 

The silence groweth thou.  0 rare delight ! 
The melody upon clea r strings inflected 
Were dull when o'er taut sense thy presence fl.oweth 
With golden sound whose echo never palleth. 

I V  
The glowing rays 

That from the low sun dart, have 
Turned gold each tower and every towering mast ; 
The saffron flame, that flaming nothing harms 
Hides Khadeeth's pearl and all the sapphire might 
Of burnished waves, before her gates collected : 
The cloak of graciousness, that round thee gloweth, 
Doth hide the thing thou art, as here befalleth. 

v 
All things worth praise 

That unto Khadeeth's mart have 
From far been brought through perils over-passed, 
All santal, myrrh, and spikenard that disarms 
The pard's swift anger ; these would weigh but light 
'Gainst thy delights, my Khadeeth ! 

Whence protected 
By naught save her great grace that in him showeth, 
My song goes forth a nd on her mercy calleth. 

VI 

0 censer of th'e thought that golden gloweth, 
Be bright before her when the evening falleth. 

VII 

Fragrant be thou as a new field one moweth, 
0 s�ng of mine that " hers " her mercy �alleth. 
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Ezra Pound's  Poetry and Prose: Vol. I 

THERSITES ; ON THE SURVIVING ZEUS 
[With apologies to all the rhetorical odists] 

I 
IMMORTAL Ennui, that hath driven men 
To mightier deeds and actions than e'er Love 
With all his comfit kisses brought to be, 
Thee only of the gods out-tiring Time, 
That weariest man to glory ere the grave, 
Thee do we laud within thy greyest courts ! 
0 thou unpr.aised one, attend our praise ! 

I I  
Great Love hath turned him back but never thou, 
0 steely champion, hast let slip the rein. 
Great deeds were thine in Rome and Macedon 
When small gods gleaned the stubble of man's praise, 
And silent thou alone didst know their birth. 
Revealed wast to none but thine elect 
Who trod the chaff of earth's death-dusty crowns. 

I I I  
Immortal Ennui that hath saved the world 
From dry contagion of man's great dull books, 
0 Wisdom's self that stillest wisdom's voice, 
The frank Apollo never stole thy sheep, 
No song hath lured thee from thy granite throne. 
There is no bourne to thine insistency, 
No power to turn the sword of thy disdain. 

IV 

All deeds are dust and song is less than deed 
Thou dost beget such hunger in the soul. 
To mightier conquests and to wars more vain 
The s�nds of men are driven by thy breath ; 
Thine is the high emprise lordly lays. 
0 thou inspiring Might, drink deep this praise, 
Ere our great boredom pass its several ways ! 
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A CORRECTION.  
To THE '  EDITOR Ol' " T HE NEW AGE . "  

I n  the last NEW A G E  · (page 589, second c o l u m n) 
I read that " Geniuses should not be any m o re asha.rfted o f  
the i r  warts t h a n  o f  t h e i r  heads . " Accordingly, I lay m y  
hand upon my wart and agree t h a t  warts a re trumps. 

C20a 

TH E VISION 

EZRA POUND 

I 

WHEN first I saw thee 'neath the silver mist 
Ruling thy bark of painted sandal-wood, 
Did any know thee ? By the golden sails 
That cla.sped the ribbands of that azure sea, 
Did �ny know thee, save my heart alone ? 
0 ivory woman with thy bands of gold, 

E. P .  

Answer the song my lute and I have brought thee ! 

II 

Dream over golden dream, that secret cist, 
Thy heart, 0 heart of me, doth hold, and mood 
On mood of silver when the day's light fails. 
Say who hath touched .the secret heart of thee 
Or who hath known what my heart hath not known ! 
0 slender pilot whom the mists enfold, 
Answer the song my lute a�d I have wrought thee ! 

m 

When new love plucks the falcon from his wrist 
And cuts the gyve and casts the scarlet hood, 
Where is the heron heart whom tlight avails ? 
0 swift to prize me Love, how suddenly 
From out the tumult truth hath ta'en his own 
And in this vision is our past unrolled. 
Lo ! with a hawk of light thy love hath caught me. 

IV 
And I shall gel no peace from eucharist, 
Nor doling out strange prayers before the rood 
To match the peace that thine hands' touch entails, 
Nor doth God's light match light shed over me 
When thy caught sunlight ia abOut me thrown. 
Ah ! for the very ruth thine eyes have told, 
Answer the rune this love for thee hath taught m<:'. 

C2 1 

C20a � A  Correction. New Age, London, VI. 26 (28 Apr. 1 9 1 0) 620. 
Wilh reference to an articl e by E. Pugh in the issue for 21 Aug. 

C2 1 THE VISION. Forwn, New York, XLIV. 4 (Oct. 1 9 1 0) 423-4. 
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v 
After an age of longing, had we missed 
Our meeting and the dream, what were the good 
Of weaving cloth of words ; were jeweled tales 
An opiate meet to quell the malady 
Of life unlived ?  In untried monotone 
Were not the enrth as Tain, and dry, and old 
For thee, 0 Perfect Light, had I not sought thee ? 

VI 
Calais, in song where tone and word keep tryst, 

Behold my heart, and hear mine hardihood ! 
Calais, the wind is come and heaven pales 
And trembles for the love of day to be. 
Calais, the words break a.nd the dawn is shown ! 
Ah ! but the stars set when thou wast first bold : 
Turn ! lest they say a lesser light distraught thee ! 

VII 

0 ivory thou, the golden scythe hath mown 

Night's stubble and my joy. Ah, Royal-souled, 
Favor the quest ! Lo, Truth and I ho.ve sought thee ! 

C21 

The Science of Poetry* 
I would express my personal gratitude 

to Mr. Hudson Maxim for an attack upon 
our mutual enemy, the sentimentalist ; a 
gratitude tempered with regret that his 
vigorous mind has entered the battle so 
poorly armed, seeing that he has neither 
an extended knowledge of the matter 
whereof he proposes to treat nor a taste 
and judgment to guide him in the choosing 
of examples. 

Through the first three chapters of his 
book, one feels that with such a fool-killer 
abroad there is a chance for the oldest of 
the . arts, even here i n  America. But in 
Chapter IV our valiant Ajax runs mad 
among asses, and the intellectual atmos
phere smells of the tanyard. Surely Mr. 
Maxim must have a greater contempt for 
the general intelligence than even I,  if he 
think this display necessary for the 

•Tn t:  Scit:Nc£ oi' PoETRY AND TB£ Pni
r osoPHY oF LANCUACt:. By Hudson Maxim. 
Funk & Wagnalls Company. 

C22 

C21 Continued 

reader's instruction. Why, for instance, 
drag such a corpse as that of Edmond 
Holmes through four fetid pages ? Let us 
rather change our metaphor and remem
ber that it was dead Hector and not some 
dead Helot whom Achilles drew three 
times round the towering wall of Troy. 

Observe, genteel reader, not only do I 
criticize the book of Maxim, the last word 
from Sinai, the first revelation of poesy 
to the Americans, but I illustrate. Thus : 
The last sentence of the paragraph pre
ceding is "potentry," it is also tropetry, 
ergo, it is, sic Maxim, according to the 
new chemical aspect of H. M., tro
potentry. 

For examples of tro-tem-potentry I 
refer you to the quotations from Shake
speare and Exm, i. e., Maxim, in Maxim's 
revelations. 

Seriously, i f  Mr. Maxim had confined 
himself to one-third the space, and given 
nothing but constructive theory, he might 
have produced a high-school manual of 
rhetoric which would be useful. The book 
as it stands is a curiosity. A .vigorous 

C22 The Science of Poetry. Book News Monthly, XXIX. 4 (Dec. 1910) 282-3 . 
A review of The Science of Poetry and the Philosophy ofLanguage, by Hudson Maxim. 
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mind, some sound pedestrian thought, 
warped by a colossal conceit, bad taste and 
an execrable style, backed up by flamboyant 
advertising. It all seems such a waste, in  
a way pathetic, because there is much 
worth reading in the, book. Nothing par
ticularly new. His first scientific definition 
of poetry depends on a word equally un
defined, i. e., "artistic." His second is 
more to the point, but is equally applicable 
to painting and sculpture. Throughout the 
book he seems to expect criticism for some 
revolutionary action. I have nothing but 
praise for his attempts, but he should do 
it better. If he is half a century ahead 
of the general public, he is equally far 
behind the vanguard. He is apparently 
ignorant equally of the older systems of 
verse of Dante, and o f  Symons and Yeats. 
I f  he begins by saying that six is more 
than four, he ends by saying that green is 
a prettier color than pink. 

He confounds poetry with rhetoric and 
bombast. He mingles the sound and the 
unsound. I would not ridicule his new 
technical terms, were they not unnecessary. 

I would fain praise the work, but i f  I 
did so I should have to demonstrate its 
errors, which would require a volume. On 
the whole, I should rather have my own 
poetry read by some one who had read 
Maxim than by some one who had read no 
criticism of poetry. But i f  Maxim is not 
sufficiently interested in language to learn 
to write moderately good prose, how can 
he expect us to take him seriously when 
he essays to bronco-bust that aged steed 
which has thrown many a more able rider ? 
I regret to report that the book is a dismal 
failure. 

And, despite this fact, I wish space per
mitted me to quote the sane things in it .  
Thus, in the middle of three pages quoted 
from Herbert Spencer : 

"Cadence is the commentary of the 
emotions upon the propositions of the 
intellect." 

Or, page 95, Mr. Maxim's own remarks 
on "dead metaphors" ; or Chapter I I I, the 
best chapter in the book. 

C22 Continued 

"By poeh-y a thought is presented with 
the utmost economy of symbols." · 

"Poetry is the expression of imaginative 
thought by means only o f  the essentials 
of thought." 

· 

This much of the definition, however,  
applies to painting, sculpt u re,  and the 
equations of analytical geometry. Maxim's 
definition is, however, further q1..1alified to 
exclude, I think, for most people, . the 
equations of analytical geometry, which 
equations are, however, much nearer to 
poetry in their essential nature than any
thing Mr. Maxim succeeds in defining, and 
it seems strange that a scientist should 
not have noted the kinship. I suspect that 
the noted chemist is as little a mathema
tician as he is master of English. 

Mind you, poetry does admit of scientific 
analysis and discussion ; it  is subject to 
law and laws. M r. Maxim is right in 
these regarJs, but he is no innovator ; we 
have been analyzing art since the days of 
Aristotle. We have been formulating its 
laws with more clarity and insighL 
Poetry admits new and profounder ex
planations in the light of modern science, 
but M r. Maxim has not contributed to 
the advance o f  this critical science ; he 
has given us a high-school textbook on 
rhetoric and has clothed it in purple and 
fine tinsel, and brought it forth indecently 
and with the noise of bassoons, without 
profundity, without illumination. 

This much applies to the first part of 
the book. The closing chapters cannot 
be taken seriously. Mr. Maxim's laws for 
the counterfeiting o f  poetry do not pro
duce counterfeits ·which deceive any but 
the ignorant. Hamlet's soliloquy is not 
improved in M r. Maxim's paraphrase. 
The pretenses in the announcement of 
the book may have led certain people to 
read it for amusement's sake, but it is too 
dull to be even food for ridicule. It is de
signed, in short, for the store-post-office 
audience in Canastota and Pipe's End. 

EzRA Pou ND. 
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C H R I S T M A S  

SCENE-IN THE AIR 
The Lords qf tire dllr : 

What light hath passed us in the siknt ways ? 

The Spirlts of Fire : 
We arc sustained, strengthened sud&nly. 

The Spirlts of W .aler : 
Lo, bow the utmost deeps arc clarified I 

The Spirlts Temrte : 
What might is this m01'C potent than the spring? 
Lo, bow the rught 
Which wrapped us round with its most heavy cloths 
Opms and lmathcs with some: strangc-Whioncd 

�htneu l 

IN HEAVEN 
Clarlsl, tJ.e dffrW Sp/f'IJ In Huwn spealtetlr tlws, O'W1' file 

chfM qf Jbry : 
0 star, move: forth and write: upon the akJa, 
" This  child is born in ways miraculous.n 

0 wiDely spirits, that arc born in Heaven, 
Go down and bid the: powers of Earth and Air 
ProUd his ways until the Time: shaU come:. 

0 .Mother, if the: dark of thin21 to be 
Wrap round thy hc:art with cloudy apprchcnslom, 
Eat cl thy present corn, the aftermath 
Hath its appointed end in whirUng U�rht. 
Eat ol thy present corn, thou so hast share 
In mivhtiu portc.nts than Augustus hath. 

In nay moment aU to be is born, 
Thou art the �omcnt and necd'st fear no liCOm. 

Echo of 1M Angels slng{TJQ " /izafhst{ " 1 

Sikocc io. born of many pacdul thing'�, 
Thus a the: starliR'ht woven Into strinlrS 
Wbcrwo the: Powc:n of puce: make sweet awrnl. 

Ezra Pound's Poetry and Prose: Vol. I 

P R O L O G U E  

&joke, 0 Earth, thy Lord· 
Hath chosen Him his holy rcstinR'-Placc. 

Lo, how the winged sl�rn 
Flutters above that haUowcd chrysalis. 

IN THE AIR 

Tire lrMslh/e Spirit of tire Sur an.s'Wm tlrem : · 

Bend in your singing, gracious potencies, 
Bend low above your ivory bows and gold I 
That which ye know but dimly hath bun wrought 
HiR'h in the luminous courts and uurc ways 1 
Bend in your praise ; 
For though your subtk thought 
Sus but in part the: source: of mysteries, 
Y ct arc yc• bidden in your songs, sing this 1 

" Glori:�. I g/orl:�. In uals/s 
Pu In terrae nalus esf. " 

dlngels conHI'IIIIfiQ In SOTIQ : 
Shepherds and kings, with lambs and frankincmsc 
Go and atone for �nkind's ig'tloranCC 1 
Make ye soft savour from your ruddy myrrh. 
Lo, how God's son is turned God's almoner. 
Give ye this little 
Ere he give yc aU. 

ON EARTH 
<Ale of fire Magi : 

How the deep-voiced rught tunu counclllor I 
And how, for end, our starry mcdibtiooa 
Admit us to his board I 

.A Shephera: 

Sir, we be . humble and pcruive yc: arc 
l'v'kn of gru t power and authority, 
And yet we too .have hurd. 

Explicit. 

Eua Pound. 

C23 CHR.ISTMA� PROLO.C!UE. Sund�y School Times, Philadelphia, Pa., LIT. 49 (3 Dec. 1 9 1 0) [61 3 ] .  
Reprmtcd, wllh an additiOnal four lmcs a t  the end, a s  " A  Prologue." 
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THE FAULT O F  IT 

EZRA POUND 

" Some may have blamed you-" 

S OME may have blamed us that we cease to speak 
Of thi ngs we spoke of  in  our verses ea rly, 
Saying : a lovely voice is such and such ; 

Saying : that  lady's eyes w e re sad l ast  week, 
Wherein the world's whole joy is born and dies ; 
Saying : she hath this way o r  that, th is  much 

Of g race, this  l ittle mise rico rde ; 
Ask us n o  fu rther word ; 
I f  we we re p roud, then p roud to be so w1se  
Ask us n o  more of  all the  things ye hea rd ; 
We may not  speak o f  them, they toucb us nearly. 

C24 

1 Gather the Limbs of Osiris. 
By Ezra Pound. 

(Under thi� hea�iinlj{ Mr. P.ound will contribute expositions 
and translatwns m IllustratiOn of •· The New Method" in 
scholarsbip.-THE EDITQR.) 

I.  
(A translation from the early Anglo-Saxon text.) 

THE SEAFARER. 

Mw I for my own self song's truth reckon, 
Journey's jargon, how I in  harsh days 
Hardship endured oft. 
Bitter breast-cares have I abided, 
Known on my keel many a care 's hold 
And dire sea-surge, and there I oft sp;n t  . 
Narrow nightwatch nigh the ship 's head 
While she tossed close to cliffs. Coldly afflicted 
My feet were by frost benumbed. ' 
Chill its chains arc ; chafing sighs 
Hew my heart round and hunger begot 
Mere-weary mood. Lest man know not 
T?at he on dry land lovlieth liveth, · 
L1st how I ,  care-wretched, on ice-cold sea 
Weathered the winter, wretched outcast 

' 

Deprived of my kinsmen ; 
Hung with hard ice-flakes, where hail-scur Aew, 

There I heard naught save the harsh sea 
A?d ice-cold wave, at whiles the swan crys, 
D1d for my games the gannets' clamour 
Sea-fowls' loudness was for me laughte�, 
The mews' singing all my mead-drinlc. 
�terms, on the stone-cliffs beaten, fell on the· stern 
In .icy feathers, full oft the eagle screamed 

· W1th spray on his pinion. 
Not any protector 

M�y make merry man faring needy. 
Th!s he little believes, who aye in winsome life �Ides mid burghers some heavy bossiness 

M 
ealthy and wine-flushed, how I weary oft' 
Ust bide cobove brine. 

Neareth nightshade, snoweth from north 
Frost froze the land, hail fell on earth th�n iorn of the coldest. Nathless there knock�th 

·
now 

he ·heart's thought that I on high streams · 
C25 

The salt-wavy tumult traverse alone. 
M.oaneth alway my mind's lust 
That I fare forth, that I afar hence 
Seek out a foreign fastness. 
For this there 's no mood-lofty man over earth's midst, 
N ot though he be given his good, but will have in his 

youth greed ; 
Nor his deed to the daring, nor his king to the faithful 
But shall have his sorrow for sea-fare 
Whatever his lord will. 
He hat.h not heart for harping, nor . in  ring-having 
Nor wmsomeness to wife nor world 's delight 
Nor any whit else save the wave 's slash. 
Yet longing comes upon him to fare forth on the water. 
B?sque take.th blossom, cometh beauty of berries, 
F1elds to fa1rness, land fares brisker, 
All this admonisheth man eager of mood, 
The heart turns to travel so that he then thinks 
On flood-ways to be far departing. 
Cucl<?o calleth with gloomy crying, 
He smgeth summerward, bodeth sorrow, 
The bitter heart's blood. Burgher knows not
He the prosperous man-.what some perform 
Where wandering them widest draweth . 
So that but now my heart burst from my breast-lock 
My mood mid the mere-flood, 

' 

Over the whale's acre would wander wide. 
On earth 's shelter cometh oft to me, 
Eager and ready, the crying lone-Ayer, 
\�bets for the whale-path the heart irresi -; t ib ly ,  
0 er tracks o f  ocean ; seeing that anyhow 
My lord deems to me this dead life 
On loan and on land, I believe not 
That any earth-weal eternal standeth 
Save there be somewhat calamitous 
That, ere a man's tide go, turn it  to twain .  
Disease or oldness or sword-hate 
Beat out the breath from doom-gripped bo<ly. 
And for this every earl whatever, for th ose speakin)r 

after-
Laud of the living, boasteth some last word, 
That he will work ere he pass onward , 
Frame on the fair earth 'gainst foes his malice , 
Daring ado, . . . . 
So tha t all men shall honour him after 
And his laud beyond them remain mid the [�ngl i s h ,  
:\yc, for e v e r ,  a I :Jst in�· l i fc 's-blas t ,  
Delight m id the doughty.  · 

C24 THE FAULT OF IT. Forum, New York, X LVI. 1 (July 19 1 1 ) 1 07. 

C25 ���ther the Limbs of Osiris . . .  I. (A translation from the early Anglo-Saxon text). New Age, London, X .  5 (30 Nov . 1 9 1 1 )  

" (Under t!tis heading �r. �?un? will contribute �xpositions and translations i n  illustration o f  'The New Method' in 
scholarsh1p.-The Editor.) Th1s frrst part of 1 2 Js devoted to "The Seafarer," with a "Philological Note." 
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Days little durable , 
And all a_rrcogance of earthen riches, 
There come now no kings nor Ccesars 
Nor gold-giving lords like those gone. 
Howe'er in mirth most magnified, 
Whoe 'er lived in l ife most lordliest, 
Drear all this excellence, delights undurahlr. , 
vVan-eth the watch, but the world holdeth, 
Tomb hideth trouble. The blade is laved low 
Earthly glory ageth and seareth, 

-

No man at a l l  going the earth 's gait ; 
But age fares against him, his face paleth, 
Grey-haired he groaneth, knows gone companions,  
Lordly men are to earth o 'ergiven, 
Nor may he then the flesh-cover, whose l i fe c•·aset h,  
Nor eat  the sweet nor  feel the sorry, 
Nor stir hand nor think in mid heart, 
And though he strew the grave with gold ,  
H is born brothers, their buried bodies 
Be an unlikely treasure hoard. 

PHILOLOGICAL NOTE.-The tex t of this poem i s  rather 
confused. I have rejected half of line 76, read " A ngle,;" for 
angels in line 78, and stoppe� translating before the pas
sage about the soul and the longer lines beginning , " �fickle 
i s  the fear of the Almighty," and ending in a d ign ified hut 
p latitudinous address to the Deity : " World's elde r ,  eminent 
creator, in all ages, amen." There are many conjectures 
as to how the text came into its present from. I t  seems 
most likely that a fragment of the original poem, clear 
through about the first thirty lines, and thereafter increas
ingly illegible, fell into the hands of a monk with literary 
a mbitions, who filled in the gaps with his own guesses and 
" improvements." The groundwork may have been a longer 
narrative poem, but the " lyric," as I have accepted i�, 
divides fairly well into " The Trials of the Sea," its Lure 
and the Lament for Age. 

C25 

I Gather �e Limbs of Osiris. 
By Ezra Pound. 

[Under this heading Mr. Pound will contribute expositions 
and translations in il lustration of the " New Method in 
Scholarship."-Eo.] 

A RATHER DULL I NTRODUCTION . 

I .  

WHEN I bring into play what  my late pastors and 
masters would term, in  classic sweetness, my " unmiti
ga ted gall," and by virtue of it venture to speak of a 
" N ew Method in Scholarship ,"  I do not imagine that 
I am speaking of a method by me discovered. I mean, 
merely, a method not of common practice, a method not 
yet clearly or consciously formu lated, a method which 
has been intermittently used by all good scholars since 
the beginning of scholarship, the method of Luminous 
Detai l ,  a method most vigorously hostile to the pre
,·aili l\g mode of to-day-that · is, the method of multi
lu.dinous detail, and to the method of yester
day, the method of sentiment and generalisation. The 
latter is too inexact ahd the former too cumbersome to 
IX! of much use ·to the normal man wishing to lh·e 
mentally acti\·e. 

Axioms are the necessary plati tudes of any science, 
and , as all sciences must start from a xioms, most serious 
beginnings are affairs sententious, and pedag·ogical, 
bear with me a l itt le ; let me write a few pages of 
commonplace, of things which we all know and upon 
which we for the most part agree, and if you endure to 
the end of them you will know upon what section of 
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our common knowledge I am to build the airy fabric of 
my heresies. The former may not amuse you, but,  in  
tolerance await, I ask you, for the irritation of the . 
latter. These things pertain not only to education
always a painful and unpleasant process, but to an art  
not always the reverse. 

The aim of right education is to lead a man out into 
more variecl, more i ntimate con t act with his fello\\'s. 
The result of education, in the present and usual sense, 
i :; usually to rear between the " product of education " 
nnd the unproduced, a barrier, a che,·aux  de frise of 
books and of mutual misunderstanding. This refers 
chieny to education in what  are still called the " humani
ties , "  to processes by which , upon being examined, one 
becomes " bachelor " or " master " of the " liberal 
arts , "  or even " one learned in philosophy. " I n  mat
ters of technical and practical education, where the 
object is to make a man more efficiently useful to the 
community, things are better managed : there is here 
sr>me ell\·ious gauge of the result .  

If a man owned mines in South Africa he would 
know that his labourers dug up a good deal of mud and 
an occasional jewel, looking rather like the mud about 
i t .  I f  he shipped al l  the mud and uncut stones north
ward and dumped them in one heap on the shore of 
Iceland, in some inaccessible spot, we should not con
sider him commercially sound. In  my own department 
of scholarship I should say the operations are rather of 
this complexion. There are many fine things dis
covered, edited, and buried. Much very dul l  " li tera
ture " is treated in l ike manner. They are dumped in 
one museum and certain learned men rejoice in the 
treasure. They also complain of a lack of public interest 
in their operations. But let us finish our objecting .  
Obviously we must  know accurately a great number of 
minute facts about any subject if we are really to know 
i t. The drudgery and minut<e of method concern only 
the scholar. But when it comes to presenting matter  
to  the public, to  the intelligent, over-busy public, bona< 
7>olu.ntati�· ,  there are certain forms of civility, considera
tion, ·and efficiency to be considered. 

· Any fact is, in a sense, " significa,nt. " Any fact may 
be " symptomatic ," but. certain facts give one a sudden 
insight into circumjacent conditions, into their causes, 
their effects, into sequence, and law. 

So-and-so was, in  such-and-such a year, elected Doge. 
So-and-so killed the tyrant. So-and-so was banished for 
embezzling State funds. So-and-so embezzled but was 
not banished. These statements may contain germs of 
drama, certain suggestions of human passion or habit, 
but they are reticent, they tell us nothing we did not 
know, nothing which enlightens us. They are of any 
time and any country. By reading them with the blanks 
fi l led in, with the names written, we get no more inti
mate acquaintance with the temper of any period ; but  
when in  Burckhardt we come upon a pas·sage : ' '  I n  
th i s  year the  Venetians refused to  make war  upon the 
M ilanese because they held that any war between buyer 
and seller must prove profitable t_o neither , "  we come 
upon a portent, the old order changes, one conception 
of war and of the S tate begins to decline. The Middle 
Ages imperceptibly give ground to the Renaissance. A 
ruler owning a State and wishing to enlarge his posses
sions could, under one regime, in a manner opposed to 
sound economy, make war ; but commercial sense is  
sapping th is  regime. In the history of the develop
ment of ci,·ilisation or of literature, we come upon such 
in terpreting detai l .  A few dozen facts o f  th i s  nature 
g'i,·e us intelligence of a period-a kind of intel ligence 
not to be gathered from a great array of facts of the 
other sort. These facts are hard to find. Thev arc 
swift and easy of  transmission. They govern know
ledge as the switchboard governs an electric circuit. 
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I I .  
If  o n  n o  othe r  grou nds than Lh is , namely, that  the 

eye-sight  is valuable, we should read less, far less than 
we do.  Moreover, the best  of knowledge i s  " i n  the 
a i r , "  or if not the best, at least the leaven. 

Being what we are, we h a\·e in certai n matle rs a n  
Accu racv of Sentiment.  ' '  \\' ircless, ' '  ' '  Auto
mobi l e . ' �  " Chippendale . " ' ' Figures out of  /Esch y lu s , "  
are terms which convey to us definite meanings,  which 
they would not com•e,· to crea tu res of our ow n f a c u l t v  
but· of an earlier t im�,  o r  dif{erent in  customs a n d  i �  
culture. " Derby , "  " Box ing Day , "  " Ba nk-holiday , "  are 
arcana to a citizen of Oshkosh, as are " G reece before 
Pericles , "  " The Eighlh Century . "  " Trobar clus , " 
' '  subl imal ion ' '  to the general reader.  

Certain knowledge comes to us very easi ly , and we 
no longer think of ao :w tomobile as having a door at  
lhe back. vVc are,  that  i s ,  mo.dern ; i f  we desire 
accuracy of ser.timent about a certain pictu re we go to 
see i t ,  if it is i naccessible we buy a photograph and make 
allowance for the lack of colou r ,  we read the date of 
painting, the art ist ' s name, and begi n our concept of the 
art of a certain place and time , a concept to be enlarged 
and modified hy whate\·er o ther masterpieces we see of  
l ike p lace and t ime,  of l ike place ,  before and after ,  of  
l ike  t ime and diffe rent place . A few days i n  a good 
gallery a rc more i llum inat i ng than years would be i f  
spent i n  reading a d.::scription o f  these pictures. Know
ledge which cannot be acq u i red in some such manne r  ::� s  
tha t of  ,· isi t ing galleries is relegated to the specialist 
o r  lo h is shadmv, the dilettante. 

As for myself ,  I have tried to clear up a cer ta i·n messy 
place in the history of literature :  I have tried to make 
our sentiment of it more accurate. Accuracv of senti
ment here wil l make more ·accurate the sentiment of .the 
growth of l iteratu re as a whole, and of the A rt of  poetry. 
I am more interested in the Arts than in the h istories of 
developments of  this and that,  for the A rts work on l ife 
as h iston· works on the de\'elopment of civi lisation and 

. l itera tun:. l'he artist seeks out the luminous detail and 
prcsl'nts i t .  He does not  com ment . H is work re mains 
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the perma nen t basis of  psychology and metaphysics.  
Each h is tor ian will " ha\·e ideas "-:-presumably d i ffe r
ent  from other h istorians-i m perfect i nd uctions, va ry-

. i ng as the fashions, but the l u minous deta i ls rema i n  
unaltered. As scholarship has · erred in  presenting all 
detail as i f  of equal import, so also in. l itera ture , in  a 
present school of writing we see a similar tendency. 
But th is  is aside the m a rl< . 

I am more in terested in l i fe than in any part of· i t .  
As an artist I dislike writing prose. Writing prose is 
an art,  but it is not my art.  One word more of the 
plan I . have followed in i t ,  I. have·, if you will ,  hung my 
gal lery , a ga l lery of photographs, of perhaps not  very 
good photographs, but of the best I ca n lay hold of. 

In " The Sp ir i t  of Romance " I attempted to present 
certain significant data on media'!val poetry in Southern 
E u rope, of the troubadours, of  the 'fuscans , of Villon, 
and , corn ing on to the Renaissance , of Lope de Vega , 
of Cy.moens, of certain poets who wrote in Latin-to 
make a sort of chem ica l spectrum of their art. I han� 
�ince augmen ted this ·study with translations from Guido 
Cavak:anti  and A rnau t  Daniel.  I have allowed i t  to 
impinge on my own poetry in  " C::�nzon i ,  · • wh ich is  a 
great fa ul t .in the eyes of those cr i t'1cs who think I 
should be more i n terested in the poe try which I write 
myself than i n  " fine poetry as a whole. " 

Personally,  I thi nk the corpus poe t a r u m  of more im
por tance than any cell  or phalange , and shall continue 
i n  s in.  

I have,  moreove r , . sought in A nglo-Sa xon a certain 
eleme n t  which has transmu ted the \'ar ious qual i ties of  
poetry which have drifted up from the south,  which has 
sometimes en riched and made them Engl ish , sometimes 
rejected them, and refused combination. 

This further work of m ine will appear in  part  in 
book form, i n  part i n  these· columns.  I shall also set 
forth some de fence o f  a hope wh ich I have that this 
sort of work may not fa i l  utterly to be of se n·ice to the 
l i ,· i n g  art . For i t  is certain that we have had no 
" greatest poet "  and no " g rea t period " save at , o r  
after,  a t ime when many people  were busy examining the 
media :1nd the trad i tions of the art. 
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I Gather the Limbs of Osiris. 

INikbbdCil�. 
I. 

WHEN I bring into play what my late pastors and 
, masters would term, in classic sweetness, my " unmiti

gated gall," and by virtue �f it venture t<;» s� of a 
" New Method in Scholarship,'' I do not 1magme that 
I am speaking of a method by me discovered.,. I mean, 
merely a method not of common practice, a method not 
yet cl�rly or �nsciously formulated, a method w�ich 
has been internuttently used by aU good scholars s1oce 
tlle beginning of scholarship, the method of Luminous 

R
tail, a method most vigor�usly hostile to the pr�

ruling mode of !o-day� tsftJwc method of multl
tudiociuscl�uiil,-amt""' to the method of yester

ay, the method .of sentiment and generalisation. The 
latter is too inexact and the former too cumbersome to 
be of much use to the normal man wishing to live 
meotaUy active. . . Axioms are the necessary platitudes of any SCience, 
and . as all sciences must start from axioms, most serious 
beginnings are ...,._ senteotiou�nd pedagogical, 

..1..e.ec. nit� me a 'iub; let me wnte a few pages or 
commonplace of things,.whicb we all know1and upon 
which we for 

'the most part agree, and if  you endure to 
the end of them you wiU know upon what section of 
our common knowledge 1 - • build -airy fabric of 
,_, heres� The former may not amu� you, but, in 
tolerance •wrut, I ask you, for the irritation of the 
latter. These things pertain not only to education-
always a painful and unpleasant process, but to an art 
not always the reverse. 

The aim of right education is tn lead a man out into 
more varied, more intimate contact with his fdlows. 
The result of education, in the present and usual sense, 
is usually to rear between the " product of education " 
and the unproduced, a barrier, a chevaux de frise of 
books and of mutual misunderstanding. This refers 
chiefly to education in what are still caUed the " humani
ties " to processes by which, upon being.examined, one 
bCC:.mes " bachelor " or " master " oT the " liberal 
arts " or even " one learned in philosophy. " In mat
ters

' 
of technical and practical education, where the 

object is to make a man more effidently useful to the 
community, things are better managed : there is ...... 
some obvious gauge of the result. 
· If a man owned mines in South Africa he would 
know that his labourers dug up a good deal of mud and 
an occasional jewel, looking rather like the mud about 
it. If he shipped all the mud and uncut stones north
ward and dumped them in one heap on the shore of 
Iceland, in some inaccessible spot, we should not con
sider him commercially sound. In my own department 
of scholarship I should say the operations are rather of 
this complexion. There are many fine things dis
covered, edited, and buried. Much very dull "litera-� lure " is treated in like manner.� are dumped in ' --one-musW���anif certa�' men rejoice in the 
treasure. They also complain of a lack of public interest 
in their operatioru�.� )I Jt ' ' li i* el:lr objKtlotJ. 
Obviously we must know accurately a great number of 
minute facts about aby subject if we are really to know 
it. The drudgery and miout.Ee of method concern only 
the scholar. But when it comes to presenting matter 
to the public, to the intelligent, over-busy public, bona 
voluntalis, there are certain forms of civility, considera
tion, and efficiency to be considered. 

Any fact is, in a sense, " signifiCJlnt. " Any fact may 
be " symptomatic," but certain facts give one a sudden 
insight into circumjacent conditions, into their causes, 
their effects, into ,;equence, and law. 

So-and-so wa.s, in such-and-such a year, elected Doge. 
So-O Rd-so killed the tyrant. So-and-so was banished for 
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ombezzlin State funds. So-and-so embezzled but was 
not bani . These statements may contain germs of 
drama, ertain suggestions of human passion or habit,, 
but th are reticent, they tell us nothing we did oot � 
know • oh . g I .  I ag'j8Le I au. "fhey are of any " 
time and any country. l!y reading them with the bl.anlu 
filled in, with the names written, we get no more inti-
mate acquaintance with the temper of any period ; but 
when in Burckhardt we come upon a passage : " In 
this year the Venetians refused to make war upoo the 
Milanese because they held that any war between buyer 
and seller must prove profitable to neither," we come 
upon a portent, "'ILif 6i CiT eli &if!"" one coooeptioo 
of war and of the S tate begins to decline. The Middle 
Ages imperceptibly give ground to the Renrus581l0e. A 
ruler owning a State and wishing to enlarge his posses
sions could, under one r�gime, in a manner opposed to 
sound economy, make war ; but commercial sense is 
sapping this r�gime. In the history of the develop
ment of civilisation or of literature, we come upoo such 
interpreting detail. A few dozen facts of this nature 
gi\'e us intelligence of a period-a kind of intell.igaJOC 
not to be gathered from a great array of facts of the 
other sort. These facts are hard to find. They are 
swift and easy of transmission. They govern know
ledge as the switchboard governs an electric circuit. 

II. 

air, .. ��ofr�����������i]�����?.?.�;;---
Bemg w a we are, we a\·e in certam mattus a n  

Accuracy o f  Sentiment. " Wireless," " Auto
mobile, "  " Chippendale," "Figures out of .IEscbylus," 
are terms which convey to us definite meanings, wilich 
they would not convey to creatures of our own faculty 
but of an earlier time, or different io customs and in 

. culture. " Derby," " Boxing Day," " Bank-holiday,'' are 
arcana to a citizen of Oshkosh, as are "Greece before 
Pericles," " The Eighth Century," " Trobar dus," 
" ..utblimalion " to the general reader. 

"Certain knowledge comes to us very easily, and we 
no longer think of an automobile as having a door at 
the back. We are, that is, modern ; if we desire 
accuracy of sentiment about a certain picture we go to 
see it ,  if it is inaccessible we buy a photograph and make 
allowance for the lack .of colour, we read the date of 
painting, the artist's name, and begin our concept of tbe 
art of a certain place and time, a concept to be eoia.rg-ed 
and modified by whatever other masterpieces we see of 
like place and time, of like place, before and after, of 
like time and different place. A few days in a good 
gallery are more illuminating than years would be if 
spent in reading a description of these pictures. Know
ledge which cannot be acquired in some such manner a s  
t h a t  of visiting galleries i s  relegated t o  t h e  speciaJist 
or to his shadow, the dilettante. 

..U.' : ill) se� I have tried to clear up a certain messy 
place in the history of literature ; I have tried to make 
our sentiment of it more accurate. Accu of S<: ' 
ment here will make more accurate sentiment of the 
growth of literature as a whole, and of the Art of_poetry. 
I am more interested in the Arts than in the histories of 
developments of this and that, for the Arts work on life 
as history works on the development of civilisation and 
literature. The artist seeks out the luminous detail and 
presents it. He does not comment. His work remains 
the permanent basis of psychology and metaph>:"ics. 
Each historian will " have ideas "--presumably differ-
ent from other historians-imperfect inductions, vary-
ing as the fashions, bur the luminous details remain 
unaltered. As scholarship has erred in presenting all 

. detail as if of equal import, so also in literature, in a 
present school of writing we see a similar tendency. 
&so tk" j mldt t4te=lit&.._ 

I am more interested in life than in any part of it. 
As an artist I dislike writing prose. Writing prose is 
an art, but it is not my art. One word more of the 
plan I have followed in it. I have, if you will, hung r.oy 
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gallery, a gallery �-r' • I'J ..,,...:_ of perhaps not very 
good photographs ,  but of the best I can lay hold of. 

In " The Spirit of Romance " I attempted to present 
certain significant data on medireval poetry in Southern 
Europe, of the troubadours, of the Tuscans, of Villon, 
and, coming on to the Renaissance, of Lope de Vega, 
of Camoens, of certain poets who wrote in Latin--to 
mal<e a sort of chemical spectrum of their art. I have 
since augmented this study with translations from Guido 
Cavalcanti and Arnaut Daniel. I have allowed it  to 
impiug-e ou my owu pOt:try in u Canzoni," which is u 
great fault in the eyes of those critics who think I 
should be more interested in the poetry which I write 
myself than in " line poetry as a whole. " 

Personally, I think the corf>ut .f>oelanom of more im
portance than any cell or phalange, and shall continue 
in sin. 

I have, moreover, sought in Anglo-Saxon a certain 
element which has transmuted the various qualities of 
pot:try which ......., drifted up from the south, which has 
sometimes enriched and made them English, sometimes 
rejected them, and refused combination. 

This further work of mine will appear in part in 
book form, in part in these columns. I shall .,also set 
for;th some defence of a hope which I have that this 
sort of work may not fail utterly to be of sen·ice to the 
living art. For . it is certain that we have had no 
" greatest poet " and no " great period " save at, or 
after, a time when many people were busy examining the 
media and the traditions of the art. 
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I Gather the Limbs of Osiris. 
By Ezra Pound. 

[Under this heading Mr. Pound will contribute expos1t1ons 
and translations in il lustration o f  the " New Method in 
Schol arship. "-Eo.) 

I I I .  

GL•IDo CAVALCA�Tl,  born A . D .  l �jo,  greatest o f  Dante's  
precursors i n  Tuscany. H is poe t ry is interesting, apart 
from i ts beauty, for his exact psychology, for an attempt 
to render emotions precisely ; emotions,  uncommon, 
perhaps, save i n  a land of sun, where the soul and the 
senses are joined in a u nion different, may be, from that 
which occ�;rs in other countries. He,  fi rst i n  Tuscany, 
chose the " Ballata , "  the popular song, and raised it to 
the purposes of ' ' high poetry . "  H is mind was in a 
way th:! matrix against which the mind of the young 
Dante formed itself. 

(The following live translations are from " The Sonnets 
and Ballate of Guido Cavalcanti, 11 about to be published 
bv Swift and Co. No other parts o f  the book will be 
printed before the publication o f  the volume as a whole. ) 

SO�N ET \'I I .  

'Who i s  she coming, drawing all  men ' s  gaze, 
\Vho makes the air one trembl ing clarity 
Till  none can speak but each sighs piteously 
¥\'here she leads Love adown her trodden ways ? 

Ah, God ! The thing she 's  l ike  when her glance strays, 
Let Amor tell .  'Tis no fit  speech for m e .  
M istress she seems of  such great modesty 
That every other woman were called ' '  \Vrath. ' '  

N o  one could ever tell the charm she hath 
For toward her all  the noble Powers incline, 
She being beauty's  godhead manifest. 

Our daring ne'er before held such high quest ; 
But ye ! There is not in you so m uch grace 
That we can understand her rightfully. 
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SON N ET X X XV. 
To Guido Orlando. 

(He explains the miracles of the madonna of O r  San  
Michele, by tell ing whose image it is.) 

My Lady' s  face i t  is they worship there. 
At San M ichele i n  O r to ,  Guido mine,  
Near  her fail- semblance that  is clear and holy 
Sinners take refuge and get consolation.  
vVhoso before her kneelP.th re\' c rentlv,  
No longer wasteth but is comforted ;

' 

The sick are healed and devils d riven forth , 
And those with crooked eyes see straightway straight. 
Great ills she cureth in a n  open place. 
With reverence the folk all kneel unto her,  

. And two lamps shed the glow about her form. 
Her voice i s  borne out through far-lying ways 
'Till brothers minor cry : " Idolatry , "  
For envy o f  h e r  precious neighbourhood. 

BALLATA V. 
Light do I see with.in my Lady ' s  eyes 
And loving spirits in its plenisphere 
Which bear in strange delight on my heart's care 
Till Joy's awakened from that sepulchre. 

That which befalls me . in my Lady ' s  presence 
Bars explanations intellectual , 
I seem to see a lady wonderful 
Forth issue from Her lips, one whom no sense 
Car. fully tell the m ind of, and one whence 
Another fair, swift born, moves marvellous, 
From whcim a star goes forth and spea keth thus ·. 
" Lo, thy salvat ion is gone forbh from thee . " 

There where this Lady ' s  loveliness appeareth,  
'floere's 'heard a voice wh ich goes before her ways 
And seems to sing her name with such sweet praise · 
That my mouth fears to speak what name she beareth.  
And my heart trembles for the grace she we:treth,  
\Vh i le for in my soul ' s  deep the s ighs astir 
Speak thus : " Look well ! For i f  'thou look on her ,  
Then sha l t  thou see  her v i rtue risen in  hca1·en .  ' '  

BALLATA \' I I .  

Being i n  thought o f  love I came upon 
Two damsels strange 
\Vho sang, " The joyous rains 
Of love descend within us. " 

So quiet in their modest courtesies 
Their aspect coming softly on my V J S I O !l 
Made me reply, " Surely ye hold the kc�:,.;  
0' the virtues noble, high,  without omission.  
Ah,  l i tt le  maids, hold m e  not in  deris io n ,  
F o r  the wound I b e a r  within me 
And this heart  o '  mine h a '  slain me 
Since I 1\':JS toward Toulouse. " 

And then toward me they so turned the i r  eyes 
That they could see my wounded heart 's  il l  e � s e ,  
A n d  how a l ittle spirit born of sighs 
Hnd issued forth from out the cicatric.:. 
Perceiving so the depth of  my distress, 
She who was smil ing, said, 
" Love' s  joy hath vanquished 
This man.  Behold how greatly ! " 

Then she who h ad first  mocked me,  in better part  
Gave me all  courtesy in her replies. 
She said, " That Lady, who upon th ine h c n r t  
Cut. h e r  full image clear, b y  Love ' s  ·del' ice, 
H ath looked so fixedly i n  through thine eye� 
That she's made Lol'e appear there ; 
I f  thou great pain or fe:tr bear 
Recommend thee unto him ! " 
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Then the other piteous, full of misericorde . 
Fashioned for ·pleasure in love's fashioning- : 
" H is heart's apparent wound. l give my wor�� . 
Was got from eyes whose power's an o' L'r  great th ing , 
Which .eyes ha,·e left in his a gli ttering 
That mine can not endure. 
Tell me, hast thou a sure 
Memory of those eyes ? " 

To her dread question with such fears attended. 
" Maid o' the wood,"  I said, " my memories render 
Tolosa and the dusk and these things blended : 
A lady in a corded bodice, slender 
-Mandetta is the name Lo\'e's spirits lend her
A lightning swift to fall, 
And naught within recall 
Save, Death ! My wounds ! Her eyes ! " 

ENVOI. 
Speed B allatet' unto Tolosa city 
And go in softly 'neath the golden roof 
And there crv out, " WiU courtesy or pity 
or any most 

·
rair lady, put to proof. 

Lead me to her with whom is my behoof ? ' '  
Then i f  thou get her choice 
Tell her with lowered voice, 
" It is thy grace I seek here. " 

B A L L /,Tl\ I X . 

l n wood-way fou nd l once a shepherdess 
hf0rc fai r t h a n  sta r s . a r c  was she to my seem i ng . 

H e r  h a i r  w:ts w:n·y some,,·hat,  l ike dul l  gold. 
I : res ? Lo,·e-worn ,  and her face l ike some pale rose. 
\\l i t h  a s m a l i  L "·ig- she kept her lambs in hold 
And b:lre her feet were bar the dew-drop's  g·loze ; 
She s a n g- as o n e  whom m ade lo,·e holdcth close , 
And joy "·as on her for an ornament. 

I �reeted her i n  lo,·e "·i thout delaying : 
• ·  fiast  thou companion i n  thy sol itude ? "  
A nd sh� replied to me most sweetly , saying, 
" !'Jay,  I am q u i te a lone i n  a l l this wood, 
J : u t  " · hen the birds 'gin singing in their co,·erts 
h1y h eart  is rain that  t ime to fi nd a lo,·er. " 

As she was sreak i ng- t h us of her cond i tion 
I h e a rd the bi rd-song- ' neath t he forest shade 
A n d th0ug-h t me h�\,· ' l \\·as but t h e  time's pro vision 
To ga t her joy of th is small  sl�e pherd maid.  
F a v o u r  I asked h e r ,  but for  k 1sses only ,  
A n d  t h e n  I f e l t  her pleasa n t arms u pon me.  

She held me "· i th a dear wil rul ness, 
Saying- her heart  had gone i nto m y  bosom ; 
She d re w  me on to a cool leafy place 
\'/ he�e I g :1 t  sir:·ht  of  c\·cn· colo u red b losson 1 ,  
A n d  t h e re. 

I d�;mk i n  s o  �11-'ch summer sweetness 
h fcse_cm·-:·d L1 re's  �-od con ni ,·ed a t its com pleteness. 
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Ezra Pound ' s  Poetry and Prose: Vol. I 

I Gather the Limbs of Osiris. 
By Ezra Pound. 

(Under this heading Mr. Pound will contribute expos1t1ons 
and translations in illustration of the 11 New Method in 
Scholarship. "-Eo.) 

IV. 
A BEGI N N I NG. 

IN  my opening chapter I said that there were certain 
facts or points, or " luminous detai ls , " which governed 
knowledge as the switchboard the electric circuit. In 
the study of the art of letters these points are particular 
works or the works of particular authors. 

Let us suppose a man, ignorant of- painting, taken 
into a room containing a picture by Fra Angelico, a 
picture by Rembrandt ,  one by Velasquez, Memling, 
Rafael , Monet, Beardsley, Hokusai, Whistler, .and a 
fine example of the art of some forgotten Egyptian. 
He is told that this is painting and that every one of 
these is master-work. He is, i f  a thoughtful man, filled 
with confusion. These things obey no common apparent 
law. He confesses, i f  intelligent, to an ignorance of 
the art of painting. If he is a natural average human 
he hates part of the work , perhaps violently ; he is 
a ttracted, perhaps, by the subjects of some of the pic
tures. Apart from the subject matter he accepts the 
Rafael, then, perhaps, the Rembrandt or the Velasquez 
or the Monet or the Memling, and then the V'.'histler 
or the Angelico or the Egyptian, and last the Beardsley. 
Or he does i t  in different order. He calls some ugly 
and some pretty. I f ,  however, he is a specialist, a man 
thoroughly trained in some other branch of knowledge, 
his feelings are not unl ike mine when I am taken into 
the engineering laboratory and shown successively an 
electric . engine, · a steam-engine, a gas·-engine, etc. I 
realise that there are a number of devices, all designed 
for more or less the same end , none 11 better ,"  none 1 1 worse ,"  a l l  different. Each, perhaps, slightly more fit 
for use under certain conditions for certain objects 
minutely differentiated. They all 11 produce power "
that is, they gather the latent energy of Nature and 

focus it on a certain resistance. The latent energy is 
made dynamic or 1 1  revealed " to the engineer in con- · 

trol and placed at his disposal. 
,A.
1
s for me-the visitor in  the engine-room-! perceive 

" sources "-not u ltimate sources, but s.ources-of 
light, heat ,  mo.tion, etc. I realise the purpose and 
effect ; I know 1t would take me some t1me really to 
understand the rules in accordance with which any 
engine works, and · that these rules are similar and 
different with different engines. 

* Herder, Humboldt and Voss were respectively examples 
of German thinkers, scientists and poets. The I Dhabitanls 
of Weimar still point to a spot on the bank of the l i m 
where Mrs. Herder had a scene with her husband, who, by 
the way, was a h igh dignit-ary of .the Church. In a fit of 
passion she is said to ha,•e taken hold of his wig and to 
have thrown it into the river.-TR. 
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To reap a number of books \Vri tten at different ages 
and in different. tongues may arouse .our cu riosity and 
rnay fill  us w1th a sense of our tgnorance of the 
laws of the art in accordance with which they are 
written. · The fact that every masterpiet;e contains i ts 
Jaw within \ tself, self-sufficing to itself, does not 
simplify the solution. Before we can discuss any 
possible " laws of a r t  " we must  know, a t  least,  a l ittle 
of the various stages by which that art has grown from 
wha t it was to what it is .  This is si�ply restatement 
o f  what ought to be in �very tex t-book, and has nothing 
to do with any " new method . "  The handiest way to 
some knowledge of these "various stages " is, however, 
by " the new method"-that of  luminous detail. 

I n teresting works are of two .sorts, the " symptom
atic" and the " donative" ;  thus a sestina of Pico della 
Mirandola, concerned for the most part with Jove and 
Phrebus, shows u s  a Provenc;:al form stu ffed with revived 
classicism. Camoen 's " Os Lusiadas " has a sim ilar 
value. I n  them we find a reflection of tendencies and 
modes of a time. They mirror obvious and apparent 
thought movements. They are what one might have 
expected in such and such a year and place. They 
register. 

But the " donative" author seems to draw down 
into the art something which was not in the art of  his 
predecessors. I f  he also draw from the air about him, 
he draws latent forces, or things present but  unnoticed, 
or things perhaps taken for granted but never examined. 

Non e mai ta·rde per. tentar l ' ignoto. His forbears 
may have led up to him ; he is never a disconnected 
phenomenon, but he does take some step further. He 
discovers, or,  better,  " he discriminates. " We advance 
by discriminations, by discerning that things hitherto 
deemed identical or similar are dissimilar ; that things 
hitherto deemed dissimilar,  m u tually foreign, antagon
istic, are s imi lar and harmonic. 

Assume that, by the translations of "The Seafarer " 
and of Guido's lyrics , I have given evidence that fine 
poetry may consist of elements that are or seem to be 
almost mutually exclusive. In  the canzoni of Arnaut 
Daniel we find a beauty, a beauty of elements almost 
unused in these two other very different sorts of  poetry. 
That bea u ty is,  or would be if you read Provenc;:al, a 
thing apparent, at least, a thing not to be helpl'!d or 
thrust upon you by any prose of mine.  In the transla
tions (to follow next week) I give that beauty-repro
duced, that is, as nearly as I can reproduce it  i n  
English-for w h a t  i t  is worth. W h a t  I must now do-
as the scholar-in pursuance of my announced 
" method " is to justify my use of Arnaut's work as 
a strategic position, as " luminous detai l . " 

We advance by discriminations, and. to Arnaut Daniel 
we may ascribe discriminations. The poems of 
Arnau t  were written in Provenc;:e about 1 I 8o
I zoo A.D. , about a century, that is, before the love 
poems of Dante and of Guido. And if he, Arnaut, 
frequented one court more than another it was the 
�ourt of King Richard Creur de Lion, "  " Plantagenet," 
tn compliment to whose sister (presumably) h e  rimes to 
' ' genebres " in Canzon XVI. 
. " .4ns per s 'amo·r sia laurs o genebres "-" Her love 
IS as the laurel or the broom is. " The compliment is 
here given , presumably, to Mona Laura and. the Lady ?Ia n tagenest (or, in Provenc;:al, Planta genebres), or i t  
1�, may be,  only in homage to the loyalty of Richard �tmself. After seven centuries one.cMJnot be too explicit 
1n the unravelling of personal allusion. To be born a 
troubadour in Provenc;:e in the· twelfth cent_ury was to be 
born, you would say , " in one's due time. " It was to 
b.e born after two centuries of poetic tradition, of tradi
tiOn that had run in .one groove-to wit, the-making of 
canzoni. The art m tght ha\·e, you would say , had time 
to come to flower, to perfect itself. Moreover as an 
art i t. had few rivals ; of painting and sculptur� there 
\�as httle or none. The art of song was to these people 
hterature and opera : their books and their theatre. I n  
t
.
h c  nort� o f  �ranee the longer narrative poems held the 

litld agamst n, but the two arts were fraternal and one 
gu ild presided over them-not a formal guild

'
, that 15, 

but the same people pu rveyed them. 
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N ow in the Hower of  this age, when many people were 
writing canzoni ,  or had just written them-J a u fre 
Rudel,  Ventadorn,  Bornei l h ,  Marvoi l ,  de Born
Arnau t discriminated between rhyme and rhyme. 

H e  perceived, that is,  that the beauty to be gotten 
from a similarity of line-· terminations depends not upon 
their m u l t iplicity,  but upon their action the one upon 
the other ; not upon frequency, but upon the m a n n e r  o f  
sequence a n d  combination. The effect o f  " lais" in mono
rhyme, or of a canzon in which a few rhymes appear too 
often,  is monotonous, is monotonous beyond the point  
where monotony is charming or interesting. Arn a u t  
uses what for want o f  a better term I call polyphonic 
rhyme. 

At a time when both prose and poetry were loose
jointed, prol i x ,  barbaric, he, to all  intents and virtual ly , 
rediscovered " style. " He conceived, tha t i s ,  a manner 
of writing in which each word should bear some burde n ,  
should make some special contribution t o  the effect of 
the whole. The poem is an organism i n  which each 
part functionates, gives to sound or to sense something 
-preferably to sound a11d sense gives something. 

Thirdly, he discerns what Plato had discerned some 
time before, that p.£>..o� i s  the union of words, rhythm , 
and music ( i . e. , that part of music which we do not 
perceive as rhythm). I n tense hunger for a strict ac
cord between these three has marked only the best 
lyric periods, and Arnaut felt this hunger more l<eenly 
and more precisely than his fellows or his forerunners.  

H e  is significant for all  these things. H e  bears to the 
technique of  accented verse of Eu rope very much the 
same relation that Euclid does to our mathematics.  For 
these things Dante honoured him in his " Treatise on 
the Common Speech , "  and he honou red him in the 
" Divina Commedia " for these th ree things and for 
perhaps one other-a matter of con tent ,  not of artistry, 
yet a thing intimate and bound in with the other th ree. 
For that fi neness o f  A rnaut's senses which made him 
chary of his rhymes, impa tient of tunes that would have 
di �torted his language, fastidious of redundance, made 
h i m  l ikewise accurate in his observation of N ature. 

For long a fter him the poets of the North babbkd 
of gardens where " three birds sang on every bough " 
and where other things and creatures behaved as in na tu rc 
they do not behave. A n d ,  apart from his rhyme, apa rt  
from t h e  experiments in a rtistry which lead in so gn:<) t 
part to the conclusions in the ' '  Treatise on the Common 
Tongue, "* i t  is this that Dante learns from him, t h i s  
precision of observation a n d  reference. " Que jes 
Ro�ers " sings Daniel,  " [)ove l 'A dige " the otheL 
And it  will be difficult to prove that there is not some 
recognition and declaration of this in the passage in  the  
Purgatorio (Canto X XV I . )  where Arnaut i s  made t o  
reply-

. .  E vei jausen lo jorn qtt'esper denan "
" I see rejoicing the day that is before. " 

I f  this is not definite allegory , it 1s at least 
clearer than many allegories that tradition has 
brought to us, bound in through the commedia. 
If Dante does not here use Arnaut as a symbol 
of  perceptive i ntelligence, since,e ,  making no pretence 
to powers beyond its own, but sleing out of its time and 
place, rejoicing in its perspicacity , we can at least, from 
our later vantage, find in this trait of Arnaut's some 
germ of the Renaissance, of the spirit which was to 
overthrow superstit ion and dogma, of the " scientific 
spirit " if  you will, for science is unpoetic only to minds 
jaundiced with sentiment and romanticism-the great 
masters of the past boasted all they could of it and 
found it magical ; of the spirit which finds itself most 
perfectly expressed and formulated in this speech which 
l\·l crcj lwwski ha.s set in the mouth of Leonardo da Vinci 
-1 think on authority o f  the writings of the latter
\Yhen he is speaking of the artist, of the Greek and 
Roman classics, and of Nature : " Few men will drink 
from the cup when they may drink from the fountain . " 

* I do not mean that D ante here accepts all Arnaut'; 
forms and fashions. Arnaut's work as we have it  shows 
constant search and rejection.  

· 
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ON THE " DECLINE OF FAITH." 
Sir,-It is true that we no longer believe that the supreme 

and controlling power of this universe is a bigoted old fool 
or a Hebrew monopoly ; this much the Rationalist has done 
for us. 

Our creed may run riot somewhat as follows :-
1 believe in the Divine, the ruler of heaven and earth, 

and in his most splendid protagonist, Christ Jesus our 
Lord, born of the Virgin Diana, succoured of Pallas 
Athene, Lord of Horus, Lord of Raa, Prince of the House 
of Angels ; 

but to say that we are faithless in an age without faith is an 
absurdity. E. P. 
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1 ··Gather the Limbs of Osiris. 
By Ezra Pound. 

U der this heading Mr. Pound will contribute exposit ions [ 0 and translations in illustration of the " New Method in 
Scholarship. "-ED.] 

v .  
FOU R EARLY P O E M S  O F  AR NA UT DA N I EL. 

THESE poems belong perhaps to Arnaut's early work-
'-"' r.:� nello's · a rrangement of the poems shows a 

·:;cady development from first to last, and we may as 
:-ell accept i t  as a wo�kin� h.Ypothesis until  something 
better is offered or unt1l th1s I S  proved erroneous. Let us say the poems were writ�e� lb�ut �.D. I I 8o- I I 8S .  
The music t o  ' ' Chanc;:on do1l • ex 1sts m M S .  R .  7 1  
o\mbrosiana, Milan. T h e  poem runs on four rhymes. 
Their order i n  the stanzas changes. Whether I have 
t ransgressed in translating w i th three rhymes a nd an 
?.ssonance cannot be determined until  we know more 
twelfth-century orthography and the various dialects of 
Provenc;:e. The second poem has a rhythm like a se<\
.:hanty, and is almost more l ike a n  estainpida or da nce 
:orm than a canzon. It is a n  i n�eresting experiment 
:n " elevens " and a strong changmg c:;esura. All  the 
poems must be considered as things to sing. The 
second two suggest the possible surrounding in which 
they may have been first presented. You will note that they are al l  free from what Morris and Rossetti-
and the smaragdite poets generally-have taught us to 
regard as medi:;evalism, and that they un doubtedly 
conta in  many a turn which would have delighted R obert 
Browning-the th.ird especially . 

I do not mean to assa il pla t ventre the medi<e\'al
ism of the Victorian medi:;evalist:;.  · Their medi:;evalism 
was that of the romances o[ N orth France, of magical 
ships, and the rest of it, of Avalons that were not ; a 
1 ery charming medi:;evalism if you like it-I do more 
or less-but there is also the medi:;evali�m of med ire\'al 
l i fe  as it was. 

" Bona es Yida 
pos joia Ia man te , "  

bawls Arnaut i n  1 1 C a n  ch11i Ia fueilla " 1 1  Bully is l iving 
where joy can back it up. " This comes from a very 
real, very much alive young man who has kicked over 
the traces, told his  instructors to go to hell, put his 
title " En" (" Sir") i n  his wallet , and set out to S f'e 
life as a jongleur. H e  will see n o  stags with crosses 
growi11g from their foreheads, he will not fly to an 
im11risoned lady in _ the form of a hawk ; he wil l ,  I think, 

'preserve through life a pleasing sense of humour, he 
will dine often with the Creu.- de Lion , he will form 
some sort of friendship with that dyspeptic curmudgeon, 
En Bertrans de Born, fourth holder in the tower o[ 
Altalorte. But this sort of thing belongs to the 
novelists and not to a pedagogue. 

Ezra Pound' s  Poetry and Prose: Vol. I 

C H A N SSON DOlL. 

I .  
I 'II m ake a song with exquisite 
Clear words, for buds. a re blowing sweet 
Where the sprays meet, 
And flowers don 
Their bold blazo n  
Where leafage springeth greenly 
O 'ershadowing 
The birds that sing-
And cry in coppice · seemly . 

I I . 
The bosques among they 're si ng ing fleet. 
In shame's avoid my staves compete, 
Fine..£led and neat, 
With love 's gl aives on 
His ways they run ; · 
From him no whim can turn me, 
Although h e  b ring 
Great sorrowing 
Although he pr�udly spurn me. 

I l l .  
For l overs strong pride is i l l  won , 
A n d  throweth h i m  who m ou n t s  thereon . 
His lots a re spun 
So that they fli ng 
Him staggering, 
H is ga udy joys move leanly , 
He hath grief ' s  meat 
And tears to eat 
\Vho useth Love u nseemly . 

I V .  
Though tongues speak wrong o l  w rangtes none 
Can turn m e  from thee. For but one 
Fear I have gone 
D issembl i ng ; 
Trai tors can s t i n g ,  
From their l ies I wou ld screen t hee , 
And as they ' d  t reat 
U s ,  wi th decei t ,  
Let f a t e  u sc t h e m  u nclean ly. 

v. 
Though my swa t h  long 's run wavering 
M y  thoughts go forth to thee a nd cl ing, 
Wherefore I sing 
Of joys replete 
O n ce , where o u r  feet 
Parted, and m i n e  eyes plainly 

Show m i sts beg u n  
A n d  sweet ly u ndone, 
For joy 's the pain doth burn me. 

V I .  
Save ' ne a th Love's thong I move no thing, 
And my way brooks no measuring,  
For righ t  h ath spring 
I n  that Love ' s heat 
Was ne'er  complete 
A s  mine,  since Adam. 'Tween m e  
And s l y  treason 
No net is  spun,  
Wherefore m y  joy grows greenly . 

CODA . 
Lady, whoe'er demean· thee 
My benison 
I s set upon 
Thy grace where it  moves queenly. 

C29 � On the "Decline of Faith." New ilge, X. 8 (21 Dec. 1 9 1 1 )  1 9 1 .  
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CAN C H A I  L A  F U E I LLA . 

I .  
\Vhen faint leaf fa l leth 

From the high forl<y t ips , 
And cold appalleth 

The parching shoots and sl ips 
And stills sweet quips 

Of bi rds so th'lt oone c;�lleth, 
Still are my l ips 

For Love, howe 'er he galleth . 

I I .  
Though all things freeze here 

I cannot feel the cold ,  
For n e w  love sees here 

My heart 's new green and gold . 
And I am bold 

For love shuts out the breeze here, 
And h ath me h old 

High valour well at ease here. 

I I I .  
Aye, l i fe ' s  a high thing 

Where joy ' s  his  m ainten ance , 
\V ho cries 'tis w ry thing 

Hath danced never rny dance, 
I can advance 

No blame against fate 's  tithing 
For my good cl)ance . 

.1-If!.th deemed the best thmg �y thing. 

I V .  

O f  love's wayfaring 
I know no part to blame, 

All other paring, 
Compared, is set to shame, 

Since there 's no flame 
Shineth fit for comparing 

To her; no dame 
R,t h;)<: the meaner bearinE?". 

V. 
I ' II  n e'er entangle 

My heart with other fair 
AJthough I mangle 

My joy by staying here. 
I have no fear 

That ever at Pontrangle 
You 'II find her peer 

Or one that ' s  worth a wrangle. 

VI.  
She'd n e ' e r  destroy 

Her man with cruelty , 
'Twixt here ' n '  Savoy 

There feeds no fairer she ; 
She delights me 

'Till Paris ne 'er had joy 
In such high fee 

From H elena of Troy. 

V I I .  
She's so the rarest 

Who holdeth me thus gay , 
Her features fairest 

Lay thirty fair away. 
So it's fair play, 

Thou song of mine who bearest 
Such fair array, 

That I tell why thou darest. 
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V I I .! .  
Chantyon , nor stay,  

'Till to her thou declarest : 
" Arn.aut would say 

Me not, wert thou not fairest . " 

LANCAN SON PASSAT LI GIURE.  

I .  
When the frosts are gone and over, 
And are stripped from hill and hollow, 
When, in close, the blossom blinketh 
From the spray where the fruit cometh, 

The flower and song, their benison 
For the season sweet and merry 
Bid me with high joy to bear me 

Through days while Apri l ' s  coming on. 

I I .  
And joy i s  right hard to discover,  
Such sly  ways doth false love foJlow, 
Only sure he never drinketn 
At the .fount where true faith hometh ; 

A thousand maids and hardly one 
Of her falsehoods over-chary 
Stabbing whom vows make unwary , 

Their tenderness is vilely done. 

I I I .  
The most wise runs drunkest lover, 
Sans pint-pot or wine to swallow, 
If a whim her locks unlinketh 
One stray hair his noose becometh. 

When evasion's fairest shown 
• Then the sly puss purrs most near ye, 

Innocents at heart beware ye 
When she seems colder than a nun. 

I V .  
See, I thought so highly o f  her ! 
Trusted, but the game is hollow, 
Not one won piece soundly clinketh, 
AIJ the cardinals that Rome hath, 

Yea, they all were put upon 
By my Lady Slyly-wary; 
Cunning are the threads they carry, 

Yet while they watched they 'd  be undon e. 

v .  
Whom Love makes s o  mad a rover 
' Ll take a cuckoo for a swallow , 
I f  she say so, sooth , he thinketh 
Th ere's a plain where Puy-de-Dome is. 

'Till his eyes and nai ls  are gone 
Wil l  he play and folJow fairly 
-Sure as  old tales never vary 

For h is fond heart he is fordone. 

VI.  
\Vell I know sans writing 's cover 
W h a t  a plain is, what's a hol low. 
I well know whose honour si nketh 
And who 't is  th at shame co nsumeth . 

They m eet,  I loose reception . 
Shame ' s  a hound too swift to harry, 
Mid false words I do not tarry 

But from her lordship I ' ll be gone. 

VII .  
S i r  Bertrans sure, n o  pleasure 's  won 

Like this freedom , naught so merry 
' Twix t Ni le  ' n '  where the suns miscarry 

To where the rain falls from the sun. 
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FOR RIGHT OF AUDI ENCE. 
I .  

In a ne·w cause my song again 
Moves in my throat, with altered mien, 
No, don ' t  think any hope springs green 
Of making fair song of my pain;  

But ' ti l l  she who hath blamed me wrongly 'II  cry 
" Mercy ! " I 'II sing it out before the crowd, 
For she'll not let rne speak wjth her aloue. 

I I .  
'Tis grace and pardon I would gain 
Did not her action come between 
Me and my right of asking e'en, 
Though mercy could the thief sustain, 

When all of his own deeds had passed him by 
Unto my- l i fe no respite is  allowed 

' 

U nless, where my rights ·fail, mercy be shown. 

I I I .  
Hath a man rights a t  love ? N o  grain, 
Yet fools think i:hey 've some legal lien ; 
And she'll blame you, with heart serene, 

ECHOS 
BY EZRA POUND 

I 
(1'recento) 

Guido Orlando, Singing : 

BEFITS me praise thine empery, 
Lady of Valor, 

Past all disproving 
Thou art the flower to me

Nay, by Love 's pallor
Of all good loving. 

For thou alone art she 
In whom love 's vested ; 

And branch hath fairest flower 
Where fruit's suggeRted. 

So great joy comes to me, 
To me observing 

How swiftly Thou hast power 
To pay my serving. 

C30 Continued 

Ezra Pound' s  Poetry and Prose: VoL I 

That ships for Bar* sink in mid-main 
Or 'cause the French don't come from Gascony. 
And for such faults I am nigh in my shroud, 
Since, by my God ! I 've shown such faults or none. 

IV.  
That  place where h is  desire hath lain 
A m an leaves loath, this I well ween, 
Yet there be some with breasts so mean 
That they to take back gifts are fain. 

As for mysel f, my love can not run d ry, 
Not though she robs my all, where she's most proud. 
My love, in lack of joy, is stronger grown. 

v. ENVOI. 
Please ye, Lords fellows, now maintain 
Me, whom she would in all demean. 
Pray to her thus (until she lean 
Toward me and make her mercy plain) : 

" Fair for our sake let Arnaut '.s song draw nigh !" 
I may not name her, cry ye all aloud 

· 
That Arnaut came to court, his heart is known. 

* Literal l y : " That ships wreck ere they get to Bar (j.e., 
the pon of Bari), and 'cause the French are not Gaseous. " 

II 
Two CLOAKs 

Thou keep 'at thy rose-leaf 
Till the rose-time will be over, 

Think'st thou that Death will kiss thee f 
Think'st thou that the Dark House 

Will find thee such a lover 
As IT Will the new roses miss thee T 

Prefer my cloak unto the cloak of dust 
'Neath which the last year lies, 

For thou shouldst more mistrust 
Time than my eyes. 

EZRA PouNo. 
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Conlenls: I (Trecento) Gutdo Orlando, Singing-II Two Cloaks [reprinted a s  "The Cloak") . 
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I Gather the Limbs of Osiris. 
By Ezra Pound. 

[Under t his heading Mr. Pound will contribute expositio';ls 
and translations in illustration of the " New Method lD 
Scho l a rship. "-ED.]  

V I .  

O N  V I RT U E .  
l r-.· an earl ier chapter I said t h a t  i nteresting authors 
were ei ther " sy mptomatic" or " donative" ; permit me 
new dirtmeters and a new circumscrip tion, even i f  I 
s e e m  near to repetition. 

A s  contemporary ph ilosophy has so far resolved itself 
into a st r-uggle to disagree as to the terms in which we 
� h a l l  define an i ndefi nable something upon w hich we 
h aYe pre1·iously agreed to agree, I ask the reader to 
regrtrd 11·hat  follows not as dogma, but as a metaphor 
1\·h ich I find convenient to express certain relations. 

The soul of each man is compounded of al l  the 
t l e ments of the cosmos of souls, but in each soul there 
i s  some one element w h ich predominates, wh ich is in 
�ome peculiar and i n tense way the quality or virtu of 
the ind iYidual ; in no two souls is this the same. It  is  
b 1· reason of this virtl't that a given work of art persists. 
It is bv reason of this virUt that we h ave one Catullus,  

one Vii i on ; by , reason of i t  that no amount of technical 
c l e 1·erness can produce a work having the same charm 
a s  the original ,  not though all progress i n  art is, i n  so 
great  degree, a progress through imi tation . 

This 1· irtue 1s not a " point of vie w , "  nor an " attitude 
toward l i fe" ; nor is  it  the mental calibre or " a  way of 
thinki n g , "  but something more substantial which 
i n fl uences all these. Vie may as well agree, at this  
point ,  that  we do not all of u s  think i n  at al l  the same 
sort of \\' ay or by the same sort of j mplements. Making 
:1 rough and incomplete category from personal ex
perience I can say that certa in people think with words, 
certain with, or i n ,  obj ects;  others realise noth ing until  
they have pictured it;  others progress by diagrams like 
t hose of the geometricians;  some think, or construct, 
in r h n h m  or by rhythms and sound ; others,  the un for
tunate, m� 1·e by words disconnected from the objects to 
which they might correspond , or more u nfortunate still  
in  blocks and cliches o f  word s ;  some, favoured of 
Apollo, in words that hover above and cling close to 
the things they m ean. And all these d ifferent sorts of 
people haYe most appal l ing difficulty i n  understanding 
each other. 

It is the artist ' s  business to find his own virt·u. This 
virtue may be what you wil l  :-

Luteum pede soccum, . . . 
Viden ut faces 

Splendid as quatiunt comas ? 
Luteumve pu.pauer. 

It may be something w hich d raws Catullus to write 
of scarlet poppies, of orange-yellow slippers, of the 
shaking, glorious h a i r  of the torches ;  or P ropertius to 

. Q uoscumque sma ragdos 
Quosve dedit flavo lumine chrysolithos. 
- " Th e  , honey-coloured l igh t . " 

Or it may be the so attracti ve, so n ickel-plated neat
ness w hich brings Mr. Pope so to the quintessence of 
the obYious, with :-

". Man is not a fly. "  
S o  far a s  mortal immortality i s  concerned , the poet need 
only d iscover his virtl't and survive the d i scovery long 
e nough to write some ·few scan t  dozen. verses-provid-
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.ing, that is; that he h;we acquired some reasouable 
technique,  this  l atter being the matter of a l ifetime
or not , according to the individual facil i ty .  

Beyond t h e  d iscovery a n d  expression o f  his  virtue 
. the artist may proceed to the erection o f  his m icro
cosmos. 

" Ego tamquam centrum ci,rcul i ,  quae omnes ci rcum
ferentiae partes h abet equaliter, tu au tem non sic"
" l am the centre of a circle w hich possesset.h all  parts 
of i ts  circumference equally , but thou not so, " says 
the ange'l appearing to D ante ( " Vita N uova , "  X I I ) .  

Having d i scovered h i s  own virtue t h e  artist w i l l  be 
more l ikely to discern and allow for a peculiar virtt't in 
others. The erection of the microcosmos consi sts in 
discriminating �e other powers and in holding thern 
in orderly arrangement about one ' s  O\Vn.  The process 
is uncommon. D an te,  of all  men,  performed it .in the 
most symmet rical and barefaced manner;  yet I would 
for you-as I have done al ready for myself-stretch the 
fabric of my cri tique u pon four great positions.  

Among the poets there have been four men i n  especial 
vi rtuous, or ,  s i nce virtues are so hard to define,  let us 
say they represent four d istinct phases of consciousness : 

H omer of the Odyssey, man conscious of the world 
outside him ; and if we accept the tradition of Homer ' s  
blind nes s ,  w e  m a y  fi n d  i n  that bl indness t h e  significan t  
cause of his power ; for him t h e  outer world would have 
a place of mystery, of uncertainty, of things severed 
from their attendant trivialities , of acts, each one 
cloaked in some glamour "'of the jnexperienced ; his 
work, therefore, a work of i magination and not of 
observation ; 

Dante, in the " D ivina Commedia , "  man conscious 
of the world '>vithin him ; 

Chaucer, man conscious of the variety of persons 
about h i m ,  not so much of their acts and the outl ines 
of their acts as of their character, their personalities; 
with the i nception of this sort o f  i n terest any epic period 
comes to its end ; 

Shakespeare, man conscious of himself  in the world 
about h im-as Dante had been conscious o f  the spaces 
of the mind,  its reach and its perspecti ve.  

I doubt not that a person of wider reading could 
make a better arrangement of n ames than this is, but 
I must talk from my corner of the things that I k n o w ;  
at a n y  r a t e ,  each o f  these m e n  const ructed s o m e  sort of  
world i n t o  w hich we m a y  plunge ourselves a n d  fi n d  a 
l i fe not glaringly incomplete. Of the last three we 
know defin itely t h a t  each of them swept i n to his work 
the virtues of many forerunne rs and contempora ries , 
and that in no case do these obtrude or d i stu rb the 
poise o f  the whole. 

I believe s incerely that any man who has read these 
four a uthors with attention will  fi nd that a g reat m any 
other works, now accepted as classic, rather bore h i m ;  
he w i l l  understand their beauty, but w i t h  this  un der· 
standing will come the memory of having met the same . 
sort of beauty elsewhere in greater intensity.  I t  will 
be said, rather, that h e  understands the books than 
that the books enlighten h i m .  In the culture of the 
mind,  a s  in the culture of fields, there is a law of 
diminishi ng return.  I f  a book reveal to us something 
of which we were unconscious, it  fe�ds us w ith i ts 
energy ; if it reveal to us nothing but the fact that i ts 
author knew something w hich we knew, it  draws 
energy from us.  

Now " i t  is i nconceivable that any knowledge of Homer, 
Dante,  Chaucer , and Shakespeare could ever diminish 
our enjoyment of Sappho, or of Villon, or o f  Heine, 
or of the " Poema del Cid, "  or , perhaps, of Leopardi, 
though we would enjoy h i m  in great part as a commen· 
tator, as a friend looking with us toward the classics 
and seeing, perhaps, into them further than we had 
seen. 

C32 I Gather the Limbs of Osiris . . .  VI. On Virtue. New Age, X. 1 0  (4 Jan. 1 9 1 2) 224-5. 
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The donative authors, or the real classics, in ter
i l luminate each other, and I should define a " classic" 

. as  a book our enjoyment of wh ich cannot be dimi nished 
by a ny amount of reading of other books, or even
and this  is the fiercer test�by a first-h and knowledge 
of life. 

· 

Any au thor whose light remains visible in this  piace 
where the greater lamps are flashing back a nd forth 
upon each other is  of no mean i mportance ; of hirn it can 
be said wi thout quali.fication that he  has a ttained (lis 
own virttl. It is  true t h a t  the results of Guido Caval· 
canti  and of Arnaut D a niel are i n  great measure 
i ncluded in the " Divina Com media , "  yet -there remai�S 
over a portion hot quite soluble, and in · trying at  thiS 
late date · to reinstate them in our canon, I do nothing 
that Dante has not done before m e ;  one reads their work, 
in fact, on his a�vic� (" P�rgato

.
rio, " XI a nd X XVI) .  

In each case their VIrtue I S  a virtue o f  precision. I n  
Arnaut,  as . I  have said before, this fineness h a s  i t s  effect 
in his style, his form, the ·relation of his words and tune, 
and in his con tent .  

I Gather the Limbs of Osiris. 
By Ezra Pound. 

[Under this heading Mr. Pound is contributing expositions 
and translations in i l l ustration of the " New Method" 
of Scholarship.] 

VII .  
A R N A U T  D AN I EL : C A N Z U N l  U te H l ::i  IVl i ODLE 

P E R I OD. 
OF these poems the fi rst two show us how far Arnaut 
went in his endeavou r to make his word structure 
march with the increasing complexity of Proven<;:al 
music. The biographers of Jaufre Rudel say of h im, 
" H e  made good canzoni,  with fine tunes and poor 
words to them " ;  and this is borne out in his music 
which has come down to us. The words are pulled ou t 
of shape for the tune's sake : 

" Dou-ou-ou-ous cha-ans da-u ze-e-els de-e-e-e 
lo-o-o-onh. " 

" Swe-e-e-eet so-ong o-of bi-i-irds a-a-a-a fa-a-a-ar. " 
set to a beautiful melody, mind you ! 

In Arnaut 's " Autet e bas " you wil l , if you try it 
in sing-song, notice that the short l ines rhyming i n  
" uce" break t h e  rhythm of the long lines and sing 
themselves to the bird note i tsel f. 

' '  Mas pel us 
Estauc clus. " 

The sound of the original is a l it tle more clear and 
staccato than that of the 'Words I have been able to 
find in English. 

C33 

AUTET E BAS. 
Now high and low where leaves are new, 
The Aower 's y-cummen on the bough, 
And no throat or beak is  m u ted, 
But each bird his song unwasted 
Letteth loose, 
Singeth spruce ; 
J oy for them and spring would set 
Song on me, but Love assaileth 
Me and sets my words a-dancing. 

C32 Continued 

Ezra Pound' s  Poetry and Prose: Vol. I 
My God I thank, and my eyen two, 
That their good cunning doth endow 
Me with joy so wrath's refuted ; 
All  the shameful shame I 've tasted 
J oys reduce, 
So they noose . 
Me in Amor's trembling net, 
Bound to her who most availeth,  
Bonds meseem a gay advancing. 

My thanks, Amor, that I win through ! 
Aye, 'twas long, take thanks enow. 
In my marrow Hames are rooted. 
I 'd not quench them. See, they 've lasted, 
Are profuse, 
Held recluse 
Lest knaves see our hearts are met. 
M urrain on the mouth that aileth, 
So it finds her not entrancing 

He doth in  Love's book misconstrue 
And is a lover shamed, I vow ; 
Let him,  if his speech recruited 
H arsh heart-harming words, be blasted ; .  
This abuse 
Both traduce 
Worth. Nay ! I 've no such regret 
If man in his malice raileth. 
Let h i m  bite his tongue mischancing. 

That I love her ? Is pride; is  true. 
I I;Jide what joy her joys allow. 
Since Paul ' s  writ was executed 
Or the forty days first fasted,"" 

Not Christus 
Could produce 
One like her where one can get 
Charm's total, for no charm f aileth 
Her whose memory 's enhancing. 
Charm and Valour, the keep of you 
Is that Fair who holds me now, 
?.':-: sole, I :":.'�':. ':(' f? � ,.  .. . . : . .  nA . 
Other . ladies' charms are wasted, 
And no truce 
But misuse 
H ave I for them, they 're not let 
To my heart where she regaleth 
Me with joy I 'd not be chancing. 
Arnaut loves and ne'er will fret 
Love with speech, his wise throat quaileth , 
Foolish gossip he's not chancing. 

" L'AURA AMARA . "  
[ I n  this opening w e  have the beginning o f  Petrarch's 

never-ending puns. " The bitter laurel, Laura, ab cruel, 
the hitter air. "] · 

I .  
The bitter air 
Strips clear the boughs 
Whereon 
The softer winds set leaves; 
The glad 
Birds' 
Throats grow mute and still , 
Whether they be 
Wed 
Or unwed ; 
Wherefore I try 
To speak and do 
Her whim, 
I n  this I strive, 
M e  h a th she lifted so 
That 'less she ease 
MY. pain, 'tis death I 'm fearing. 

4 The point is that his lady is the finest since the Virgin 
Mary ; this is quite pio�s and restrained i . he ha� ?lr�ady 
said (Caozon II) that he IS the finest lover smce Cam s time. 
In the next canzon he goes h imself one better. 

C33 I Gather the Limbs of Osiris . . .  VII. Arnaut Daniel: Canzoni of His Middle Period. New Age, X. 1 1  ( 1 1  Jan. 19 12) 249- 5 1 .  
InCludes verse translations o f " Autet e bas," and "L'aura amara." 
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I I .  
S o  clear the flare 
That turned my prows 
Upon 
Her whom my sight believes , 
That bad 
Curds* 
Are worth others ' sk:ill .  
In frequently 
Tread 
Garlanded 
My prayers to lie 
Elsewhere; joy too 
They brim 
With, and revive 
Hearing her words; I glow 
Through all degrees 
In her service appearing. 

I I I .  
Amor, beware ! 
Doth welcome rouse ? 
Not done, 
My speech were such as grieves , 
Turns sad, 
Girds. 
Nay, 'twere better kill 
Thyself, agree ! 
Stead-
-y, well sped 
In Jove, my high 
Heart's strength keeps true 
Words dim , 
Yet snows that drive 
And all  the balms that grow 
Could ne'er appease 
My heart ' thout her lips nearing. 

IV. 
I f  she but care, 
Who lightly cows 
-I con, 
As thou 'rt above worth 's eaves, 
Mail-clad 
Herds 
Of  close prayers on drill 
vv 1i1 rencier 1 cc1 
Spread 
Thought's last shred 
' Fore her. I 'd die 
But hopes renew 
My \"im 
And pray her  shrive 
Them and cut short my woe. 
O t her joys please 

· ?l i e  l r. s s  than apples searing. 

V.  
S w l'el thou,  ah fair 
Each charm 's own house, 
I don 
The pa in  that thy fate weaves, 

•u Aigonencs " doe� �ot mean " curds" ; but no one knows 
what it does mean ; 1t IS here used contemptuously, and the 
expression might be as well rendered " two beans" or " a  
brasa farthing." 

C33 Continued 

For mad 
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Suffering great ill, 
'V hen men mocked me 
Dread 
\Vords were said ;  
Yet for gold I 
' 1 1  not turn from you. 
I trim 
A true course, l 've 
Spoken qu ite humbly though 
God never sees 
At Doma* aught so cheering. 

V I .  
My song, prepare 
To meet ldng ' s  brows, 
For one 
Will judge thee grain and sh'eaves; 
We've had 
Thirds 
Of  worth here, its fill 
I s  there ; you'll see 
Shed 
Gold,  and fed 
Xou ' l l  be; draw nigh, 
Favoured, thereto. 
Tell him : 
" Arnaut's scarce 'live 
Except in Arago . "  
With each d ay ' s  breeze 
Toward him I would be steering. 

V I I .  
Cast i s  t h e  d i e  : 
I ' ll look in through 
Th ' heart ' s  rim 
Each eve; deprive 
Her never; my thoughts go 
Herward ; bend their knees, 
On ly for her endearing. 

These choppy l ines do not affect the r?ythm lf� 
reading, directly or necessadly; the poems m the 0 1 
manuscripts are written straight along lik

_
e �rose. he print the verses in this form only better to md 1cate 

:Ia· rhyme scheme. Thus, in stanza V, where my tran e 
tion of the movement is the most felicitous, one can 5�e 
that, �or the p urposes . of rhythr;t, one 

_
should read t 2 ;  

followmg groups of lmes as smgle hnes : 1 and 
the 3 and 4; 5, 6 and 7 ;  g and 1 0 ;  1 1  and 1 2 ;  and for 

rest the lines are not " end-stopped. "  sed The original rhymes in two places where I have U til 
sound shading, but I did not notice the rhyme un 

1 ]1ad fin i shed making my t ransla tion . I am not sure 
that I sh irked a d ifficu lty , for it would have been 
ob,·iously less d ifficult to find a second six rhymes in 
" e" than it was to get the first six in " oughs. " There 
is a prose rendering of this canzon in " The Spirit of 
Romance, " more ·l iteral for stanza V, though I have 
in th is metrical version corrected one or two errors of 
interpretation which occur in the earlier one. The form 
is good art because its complexity is not apparent un til 
one searches for it or presents i t  thus dissected . 

* Literally : " I  desire you more than God desires ber of 
Doma," i.e., Our Lady of Pui de Dome. 
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I Gather the Limbs of Osiris. 
By Ezra Pound. 

VI I I .  
CA N ZON : O F  THE TRApES AND LOVE. 

]\·Ianning, in his " Scenes and Portraits, " compares 
Dan te 's  similes, similes l ik� those of the arsenal at 
Venice, or of the hoar frost, to the il lum inated capital 
letters in medi;eval manuscript. Daniel in the follow
ing canzon has produced the same effect, and solely by 
suggestion, by metaphor that is scarce metaphor, by 
suggestive verbs; thus in stanza I he makes h is 
vignette in the shop of the joiner and finisher, in II the 
metal-worker's shop with. a glimpse through the open 
window ; in I I I  the church, and in the last lines of it : 
'' I love· her more than one who should give me 
Lucerne," he puts in perhaps a woman, with the light 
of the . altar candles about her, paying dues to the 
ecclesiastical suzerain; in IV the low-lying fields, 
where the grain is fostered by the river-llush; in V 
Rome, of the church and empire; in VI the suggestion is 
fainter, though it may be of a· farm hand working in a 
grey, barren stretch of field. I have translated it badly 
even if my· idiom does mean about the same as the 
Provent;:al. . 

The last line on " Moncli n' A.udierna " has given rise 
to a good deal .of fruitless conjecture. Obviously 
Arnaut cites them as a pair of famous lovers, just as he 
cites Paris and Helen in his third canzon, but no such 
lovers are to be found either in classical myth or in 
romance tradition. 

Turning, however, to Virgil's ninth eclogue I find 
the following lines :-
Line 1 0.-0mnia carminibus vestrum servasse MenaJ. 

can. 
M. Audieras, et fama fuit ; sed carminia tanturri ,  etc. 
and line 44 : 
Quid, quae te pura solum sub nocte caneiltem 

Audieram ? 
Given these lines in modern print,  one would advance 
scarce further; Arnaut had been, however, to a monastic 
school : he knew some Lati n ;  he knew not only of 
Paris and Helen but of Atalanta and Meleagar, though 
onlv one of their names is given in Ovid 's account of 
the' hunting through Caledon. His Latin was, l et us 
say , no better than mine-learning for learning's sake 
had not appealed to him. His Latin text was not only 
in miniscule manuscript but it was full of all manner of 
abbreviations, and in the matter of unusual proper 
names-like Mena lcas-the scribe would have been 
more than usually prone to go wrong. 

This e?logue is �ot over easy to read .. .  " fv!;n
,�

lcas" 
appears m three d1fferent case forms- -an, -as," 
" -a." The content of the eclogue is very l ike that of 
a Provenl!al canzon;  parts of it are almost pure Pro
venfi:al in the matter of vocabulary. I t  would have 
charmed by being not too unfamiliar. One more detail : 
the " M" in l ine 1 1 , which stands for the speaker, 
Moeris, is not unlike the " N " which is Provenfi:al for 
" donna , "  or " lady . "  The parts of the verb audio, in 
lines 1 1  and 45, both begin with capital letters; in both 
places the final consonant,  " s" or " m,"  would or migh t 
have been written above tl;le " a, "  with nothing to in
dicate whether it fell before or after. Translating on 
this hypothesis without too much regard to the Latin 
syn tax, with which Arnaut would have been much less 
familiar than he was with the Latin vocabulary, we get, 
in the first case, something like this : " Monalca, or 

.. 

Ezra Pound ' s  Poetry and Prose:  VoL I 

Menacla (or some such person), served with songs (all, 
yours, his, in all things), the lady Audierna or 
Audieras" ; and in the secood : " What, thou alone 
' neath the clear night singing, Audierna. " " Audiart" 
is, of course, perfectly good Provenfi:al ; de Born and 
others mention a lady of that name, so that if Arnaut 
had seen the fi rst  part of the name he might easily have 
mistaken it for a Latin form or variation ; in any case, 
even supposing he had read it correctly and forgotten 
the spelling in the book, the transition was not beyond 
the bounds of the possible. At least, it is no worse a 
mistake than that by which " Sir Sagramore the un
bridled" becomes " Sir Sagramour the desirous. " _ 1  
make the  suggestion for what it is worth. The song I S  
as follows :-

I .  
Though this measure qu:� int  confine me, 
And I chip out words and plane them, 

They shall yet be true :�nd clear 
When I finally have filed them. 

Love glosses and. gilds them knowing 
That my song has for its �tart 

One who is worth 's hold and warrant. 
I I .  

Each day finer I refine · me 
And my cult and service strain them 

Toward the world's best,  as ye hear, 
" Hers" my root and tip have styled them. 

And though bitter winds c.omC' blowing, 
The love that rains down in my heart 

Warmeth me when frost 's abhorrent . .  
I I I .  

To long masses I re�ign me, 
Give wax-lights and lamps. maintain them 

That God win me issue here. 
Tricks of fence ? Her charm's beguiled theln· 

Rather see her, brown h:1ir glowing; 
And her body fine, frail  art,  

Than to gain Lucerna for rent ! 
IV.  

Round her my desires twine me 
'Till I fear lest she disdain them. 

Nay, need firm lo\"C� . rver fear ? 
Craft and wine, I h:1\"c exiled them. 

Yet her high heart's overflowing 
Leaves my heart no parched part; 

Lo, new verse sprouts in the current. 

V. 
If  they'd ·th'  empire assign me 
Or the  Pope 's chair,. I ' d  not  deign thero 

I f I could not have her near. 
. My heart's flames have so high piled them, 
I f  she'll not, ere th'  old year's going 

Kiss away their deadly smart, 
Dead am I and damned, I warrant. 

V I .  
Though these great pains so malign me 
I 'd not have love's powers restrain them 

-Though she turn my whole life drear
See, my songs have beamed and tiled them. 

Yes, love's work is worse than mowing, 
And ne'er pains like mine did dart 

Through Moncli for Audierent. 

VII .  
i ,  Arnaut, love the  wind, doing 

My hare-hunts on an ox-cart, 
And I swim against the torrent. 

C34 I Gather the Limbs of Osiris . . .  VIII. CANZON: OF THE TRADES AND LOVE. New Age, X. 12 ( 1 8  Jan. 1912) 274-5. 
Verse translation from Amaut Daniel. 
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I Gather the Limbs of  Osiris. 
By . Ezra Pound. 

I X .  
O N  TECH N I Q U E. 

" SKn.r. in technique, "  says Joseph Conrad, " is some
thing more than honesty. " And if this is applicable t o  
the racing of yachts i t  should b e  no less applicable to 
the wrJting of poetry. 

'vVe can imagine easily the delight of Ysaye and 
M. Nickisch on being invited, firstly to dinner and 
secondly to listen to your fourteen-year-old daughter 
play Beethoven ;  or lifting the parallel to more exact 
preciseness, let us suppose the ch ild,  never ha1· ing taken 
a music lesson i n  her l ife,  hears Busoni p l ay Chopi n ,  
a n d  o n  the spur o f  t h e  moment, thinking t o  produce 

. similar effect, hires a hall and produces wha t  she thinks 
sounds somewhat the same.  These things are i n  the 
realm of music mildly unthinkable ;  but then the 
ordinary piano teacher spends more though t on the art  
of music than does the average " poet" on the <J r t  of 
poetry. No great composer has, so far as I know, 
boasted an ignorance of musical tradition or thoug h t 
himself less a m usician because he could play !'1-Iozart 
correctly. Yet i t  is not uncommon to hear practising 
" poets" speak of " technique" as i f  i t  were a th ing 
antipathetic to  " poetry. " And they mean somet hing 
that  is more or  less true. Likewise you wil l  hear people ,  
one set of  them, raging against form-by which they 
mean external symmetry-and another set against free 
verse. And it is quite certain that none of these people 
have any exact, elf able concept of what they do mean ; 
or if they have a definite dislike of something properly 
dislikable, they only succeeded in expressing a d is like 
for something not quite it  and not quite not it.  

As for the ancients, we say for them it  was qu i te easy. 
There was then an interest in poetry. Homer had the 
advantage of writing for an audience each of whom 
knew something of a ship and of a sword. One could 
allude to things that all understood. 

Let us imag;ine to-day a contest between Jack J ohnson 
and the surviving " White Hope " ;  let us imagine C o u r t  
circles deeply interested; let  us imagine Olympia filled 
half with the " flower of the realm" and half with chief
tains from Zlyzmmbaa ; let us suppose that everyon e 
had staked tlieir last half-crown, and that the victor,; 
were going to rape all the wives and daughters of t he  
vanquished, a n d  there w a s  a divorce scandal i nex tr ic·
ably entangled in the affair;  and that .if the blacks w n r 1  
they were going to burn the N ational Gallery and t he 
home of Sir Florence Tlallina-Lalina. 

It is very hard to reproduce the simplicity of the epic 
period. Browning does, i t  is true, get at l i fe <� lmos t 
as " simply" as did Ovid and Catull us ; but then he w a s  
one " classicist" 'mid a host o f  Victorians. EHn this i ,; 
not Homer. 

Let us return to our hypothetical prize-fight. In an 
account of the fight what details would we demand '! 
Fine psychological analysis of the combatants ? Char
acter study ? Or the sort of details that a sporting 
crowd want from a fight that they have stakes on ? 
Left-lead for the jaw. Coun ter. If the fight were as 
important as the one mentioned they might even take 
it from one who called sacred things by uninitiated 
names : " an almighty swat in the thorax,"  " wot-for 
in the kisser,"  " a  resounding blow upon the optic"
bad, this last. Leave it i n  the hands o f  the " descriptive 
writer. " Qui sono io profano. 

The very existence of the " descriptive writer" shows 
that the people are not without some vague, indefined 
hunger for euphues, for the decorated " EMzabethan" 
speech. And the " descriptive writer'' is so rare, I am 
told, that one " great daily" had to have their " corona
tion" done by an Italian and translated. 

And as for poetry, for verse, and the people, I re
member a series of " poems" i n  a new form that ran 
long in the " New York Journal , "  and w,ith acclaim, 
one a day. Alas I I can only remember two of them, 
as follows :-

1 .  I n  the day� of old Pompei 
Did the people get away ? 

Nay ! Nay ! 

2 .  I n  the days o f  Charlemagne 
Did the people get champagne ? 

Guess again ! 
Y e t  e1·en these verses will appeal only to " certain 
class�s , "  and our prize-fight is a phanloru, El1eu 
f ug:1ccs ! H ow, then, shall the poet in this dreary day 
<J t ta i n  universal i ty, how write what will be understood 
of " t he m a ny" and lauded of ' ' the few" ? 

\ \ · h a t  in terest have all men in common ? vVhat 
force,; play upon them all ? Money and sex and to
morro\\·. And we have called money " fate" u ntil that 
game is played out. And sex ? Well, poetry has been 
erotic, or amative, or something of that sort-at least, 
a 1·ast  deal of it has-ever since it stopped being epic
and this sort of thing interests the inexperienced. And 
\o-m or row ? We none of us agree about. 

\Ve are nevertheless one humanity, compounded of 
one mud and of one rether; and every man who does his 
own job really well has a latent respect for every other 
man "·ho does his own job really wel l ;  this is our lasting 
bond ; whether it be a matter of buying up all the l itt le 
brass farthings in Cuba and selling them at  a quarter 
per cen t .  advance, or of delivering steam-engines to 
King l'vlenelek across three rivers and one hundred and 
four ravines, or of conducting some new crotchety 
variety of employers' l·iability insurance, or of punching 
another man 's head, the man who really does the thing 
wel l ,  i f  he be pleased afterwards to talk about it, gets 
al w:1.1·s his audi tors' attention; he gets his audience the 
mom e n t  he says something so intimate that i t  proves 
hi m the exper t ;  he does not, as a rule, sling general ities; 
he gi1·es the particular case for what i t  is worth ; the 
truth is the individual. 

As for the arts and their technique-technique is 
the means of conveying an exact Jmpression of exactly 
what one means in such a way as to exhilarate. 

\Vhen i t  comes to poetry, I hold n o  brief for any 
particular system of metric. Europe supplies us with 
three or five or perhaps more systems. The early Greek 
system of  measure by quantity, which becomes the con
vention of la ter Greek and of Latin verse ;  the Proven"al 
system, measure (a) by number of syllables, (b) by 
number of stressed syllables, which has become the 
com·ent ion of most European poetry ; the Anglo-Saxon 
system of alliteration; these all concern the scansion. 
For terminations we have rhyme i n  various arrange
ments, blank verse, and the Spanish system of asson
ance. Englhh is made up of Latin, French, and Anglo
Saxon, and it is probable that all these systems concern 
us. It is not beyond the pales of possibility that English 
verse of the future will be a sort of orchestration taldng 
account of all these systems. 

\Vhen I say above that technique is the means of 
conveying an exact ampression of exactly what one 
means, I d o  , not by any means mean that poetry is to 
be stripped of any of its powers of vague suggestion. 
Our life is, in so far as "it is worth living, mad�; up in 
great part o f  th.ings indefinite, impalpable ; and it  is 
precisely because the arts present" us these things that 
we-humani ty-cannot get on without the arts. The pic
ture that suggests indefinite poems, the l ine of verse that 
means a gallery of paintings, the modulation that sug
gests a score of  metaphors and is contained in none : 
it is these things that touch us nearly that " matte r . "  

T h e  artist discr.iminates, that i s ,  between o n e  kind of 
indefinability and another, and poetry. is. a very complex 
art. Its media are on one hand the simplest, the least 
interesting, and on the other the most arcane, most 
fascinating. It is an art of pure sound bound ·in through 
an art of arbitrary and conventional symbols. In so 
far as it is an art of pure sound, it is allied with music 
painting, ;;c�lptu�e ;  in so far as it  is an a�t of arbitrar; 
symbols, Jt 1s alhed to prose. A word ex1sts when two 
or more people agree to mean the same thing by it. 

Permit me one more cumbersome simile, for I am 
trying to say something_ about the masterly use of 
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words, and 1 t  IS not easy. Let us imagine that words 
are l ike great hollow cones of  steel of different dul lness 
nnd acutene s s ;  I say great because I w a n t  them not 
too easy to move ; they must be o f  different sizes. Let 
us imagine them charged with a force l ike e lectricity, 
or, rather, radiating a force from their apexes-some 
radinting,  some suck i n g  in .  \-Ve �ust h ave a greater 
\'ariety of ncti\'ity than w i t h  electricity-not merely posi
t.ive and negative ;  but let us say + ,  - , X , -;- , +a,  
- a ,  x a, -;-:J., etc. S o m e  of these k i n d s  of force 
neutral ise each other, some augmen t ;  but  the only way 
any . two cones can be got to act without waste is for 
them to be so placed that  their apexes and a l ine of 
surface meet exactly. When this conjunction occurs 
let us say their  force is not added one ' s  to the other 's, 
but mult ipl ied the one's  by the other's;  thus three or 
fou r  words in exact j u x taposition are capable of radiat
ing this  energy at a very high potentiality; m i nd you, . 
the juxtaposition of their vertices must be exact and the 
angles or " signs" of discharge must augmen t  and not 
neutralise each other. This peculiar energy which fills 
the cones is the power o f  tradit ion, of centuries of race 
consciousness, of agreement,  of association; and the 
control of it is the " Tech nique of Content," which 
nothing short of genius understands. 

There .is the sligh ter " technique of manne r , "  a thing 
reducable almost to rules, a m atter of " j  's" and " d 's," 
of order and sequence, a thing a t tenuable, a thing verg
i n g  off unt i l  it degenerates into rhetoric ; and t h i s  slighter 
technique is also a thing of price, notwithstanding 
that all the q ualities which different.iate poetry ' from 
prose are things born before syntax ; this technique of 
surface is valuable above i ts smoother virtues simply 
becnuse it is technique,  and because technique is the 
only gauge and test of a m a n ' s  lasting sincerity. 

Evervone, or nearly everyone, fe.els at  one time or 
anothe( poetic, and falls to writ ing verses;  but only that 
man who cares and believes real ly in the p i n t  of truth 
that is in  him wi l l  work , year in and year out, to find the 
perfect expression. 

If technique is thus the protection of the pubJjc, the 
sign manual by which � t distinguishes between the 
serious artist and the disagreeable young person ex· 
pressing its haedinus egotism, i t  is no less a protection 
to the art i s t  himself  during the most crucial period of 
his de\'elopment. I speak now of technique seriously 
studied, of a searching into cause and effect,  into the 
pu rposes of sound · and rhy t h m  as such, not-not by 
any means-of a conscientious and clever i m i t a tion of 
the master of the moment, of the poet in vogue. 

How m any have I seen, how many h ave we all of us 
k nown, young, wi th promising poetic insides, who 
produce one book and die o f  i t ? For in  our time, at 
least,  the l i t t le public that does read new poetry is not 
twice bored by the same aspirant,  and if  a man 's first 
book has not in  i t  some sign of a serious struggle with 
the bast s of the art  he has small  likel ihood of meeting 
them i n  n second.  But  t he miln who .has some standard 
reasonab!l' h igh--consider ,  says Longi nus, in what 
mood Di�genes or Sophocles would have l istened �o 
your effusion--does, while he is striving to .bring hiS  
\,•ork within  reach of  his  own conception of it ,  get  rid 
of the first froth of verse, which is in  nearly every case 
quite l ike the first verse-froth of everyone else. · . He 
emerges decently clean after some reasonable purgatiOn, 
not nearly a master, but. l ic�sed, an i niitiate, with s�me 
chance of conserving h1s  will  to speak and of seemg 
i t  mature and strengthen with the ripening and strength
ening of the mind j tself unt i l ,  by the favour of the gods, 
he come upon some lasting excellence. 

Ezra Pou nd ' s  Poetry and Prose: Vol. I 

Let the poet who has been not too long ago born 
111alce very sure of this,· that no .one ca.res. tc;> he�r, in 
strn i ned wm b1cs, t h a t  he feels spngh tly In  spnng, I S  un
comfor table when his sexual desires are u ngratihed,  and 
that he has read about human brotherhood i n  last year's 
magazines. But  let a man once convince th irty people 
that he has some faint  chance of fi nding, or that he, a t  
]east ,  i s  determined a n d  ready to suffer al l  drudgery i n  
a t tempting to fi n d ,  some entanglemen t  o f  words so 
subtle, so crafty that they can be read or heard without 
yawning, after the reading of Pindar and Meleager, and 
of " A s ye came from the holy land of Walsinghame" 
ana · •  Tamlin , "  and of a passage ·from John Keats-let 
thirty or a dozen people believe this,  and the man of 
whom they believe i t  will find friendship where he had 
l i ttle e xpected it, and delightful th ings will befa l l  h im 
suddenly and with no other explanation. 
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THE COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS OF 

T. E. HULME. 

A U T U M N .  
A touch of cold in t h e  A u t u m n  night
! walked abroad, 
And saw the ruddy moon lean over a hed.ge 
Like a red-faced farmer. 
I did not stop to speak, but nodd ed ;  
A nd round about were the wistful stars 
\Vith white faces l ike town children. 

MANA ABODA. 
Beauty is  the marking-time, the stationary vibration, the 

feigned ecstasy of an arrested impulse unable to reach its 
natural end. 

Mana Aboda, whose bent form 
The sky in arched circle is, 
Seems ever for a n  unknown grief to mourn. 
Yet on a day I heard her cry : 
" I  weary of the roses and the singing poets
J osephs al l ,  not tall enough to try . " 

CONVERS I O N .  
Lighthearted I walked into the valley wood 
In the t ime of hyacin ths,  
Til l  beauty l ike a scented cloth 
cast over, stifled me. I was bound 
motionTess and faint of breath 
By loveli ness that is her own eunuch. 
Now pass I to the fi nal river 
Ignominiously, i n  a sack, without sound 
A s  any peeping Turk to the Bosphorus. 

ABOVE T H E  DOCK. 
Above t h e  quiet  dock in  midnight,  
Tangled i n  the tall mast's  corded height, 
Hangs the moon. vVhat seemed so far away 
Is b u t  a chi ld's  balloon, forgotten after play. 

EMBAN KMENT. 
(The fantasia of a fallen gentleQlan on a cold, bitter night.) 

Once, i n  finesse of fiddles found I ecstasy, 
In t h e  flash of gold heels on the pavemen t  h a rd.  
Now see I 
That warmt h 's the very stuff of poesy. 
Oh, God, make small 
The old star-eaten blanket of the sky , 
That I may fold it round me and in comfort lie. 
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C37 

TH E ART OP THE N O V E �  
Sir,-] have been i nterested i n  t h e  recent flurry between 

" Your Novel Reviewer " and "A Publisher's Reader." l 
thmk I agree With the " R eviewer," but I do not find his 
letter ID l:�;5t number of THE NEW AGE sufficiently ex
phCil : . 1  think there may be a number of readers in  like 
C.!se W1th me. I should perhaps do better to stick to my 
own corner, but prose does interest me, though I know l i t t le  
o r  noth1ng about J t .  

" With the possible exception of  Mr. Hardy," who seems 
rather of an older order than part of " contemporary 
�e�ters," I read only two living novelists with anything � ·e respect or attention, to wit, Anatole France who is 
Hry uneven, and Henry James, who is interesti�g wben 
be has the tact to choose an interesting subject. They are 
Delther of them " English." France is perhaps better de
Signated as " cattseur. " But " La Rotisserie de ! a  Reine 
Pfed�nque " is certainly �ritten from " the masculine point 
0h l'lew. " James os, of course, quite as good or better in 
5 ��� forms than in the novel. As for the " prevailing and � ed " name of Meredith, there is certainly nothing in 

15 ':'Ork that could not  have been written by a female and 
3 �pmster. I drag him into the matter because his school 301 progeny we have with us in excess. 

I a�rn not h�re wi.th a thesis.' I am not a " novel-reader.'' 

que . an out9lder, mterested 1n all the arts, trying to ask Slions about " the art of  the novel," or at least trying- to 
�-101 0ke such further discussion as will clarify the criti

lsm of that art 
The " . 1 ·. . " h I b A . c1rcu ationist ow s a out the borders of mv 

Pl:cad1.•, and � want, if possible, some bacteriological ex
nation of h1m. 

In a 1 h' h �-h nove w 1c appeared a couple of years ago I saw 

as �r 
seemed a gleam .of hope, at least somethong explicable 

autbo
t to me !In artJst . . I

. 
speak of "A .Cal l , "  where the 

' torr: ,seemed to be �1rn1ng a! s�methtng .l ike definite 
as the ' 

at a f.orrn that IS as precise m cornpanson to prose 
sonnet IS to verse. EZRA PoUND. 

PROLOGOMENA 
TIME was when the poet lay in a green field with his head against a 

tree and played his diversion on a ha'penny whistle, and Cesar's 
predecessors conquered the earth, and the predecessors of golden Crassus 
embezzled, and fashions had their say, and let him alone. And presumably. 
he was fairly content in this circumstance, for I have small doubt that the 
occasional passer-by, being attratl:ed by curiosity to know why any one 
should lie under a tree and blow diversion on a ha'penny whistle, came and 
conversed with him, and that among these passers-by there was on occasion 
a person of charm or a young lady who had not read Man and Suptrman, 
and looking back upon this naive state of a ffairs we call it the age of gold. 

Metastasio, and he should know if anyone, assures w that this age 
endures--:tven though the modern poet is expetl:ed to holloa his verses 
down a speaking tube to the editors of cheap magazines-S. S. McClure, 
or some one of that sort-even, though hordes of authors meet in 
dreariness and drink healths to the " Copyright Bill " ;  even though 
these things. be, the age of gold pertains. Imperceivably, if you like, 
but pertains. You meet un.kempt Amyclas in a Soho restaurant and 
chant together of dead and forgotten things-it is a manner of speech 
among poets to chant Q{ dead, half-forgotten things, there seems no special 
harm in it ; it has always been done-and it's rather better to be a cleric in the 
Post Office than to look after a lot of stinking, verminow sheep-and at 
another hour of the day one substitutes the drawing-room for the restaurant 
and tea is probably more palatable than mead and mare's mifr, and l ittle 
cakes than honey. And in this fashion one survives the resignation of Mr 
Balfour, and the iniquities of the American customs-house, e quel bufera 
infernal, the periodical press. And then the middle of it, there being 
apparently no other person at once capable and available one is stopped 
and asked to explain oneself. 

I begin on the chord thus querulous, for I would much rather lie on 
_wh_a_t_ji left of CatuU11s' parlour floor and speculate the azure beneath it 
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C38 Continued 

Ezra Pound ' s  Poetry and Prose: Vol .  I 

and the hills off to Salo and R.iva with their forgotten gods moving 
unhindered amongst them, than discuss any processes and theories of art 
whatsoever. I would rather play tennis. I shall not argue ; besides, my 
arguments are already spread about in prefaces and in a series of articles 
now running in �he New Age. 

CREDO 
Rhythm.-I believe in an "absolute rhythm," a rhythm, that is, in poetry 

which corresponds exaa:Iy to the emotion or shade of emotion to be 
expressed. A man's rhythm must be interpretative, it will be, therefore, in 
the end, his own, uncounterfeiting, uncounterfeitable. 

' Symhols.-I believe that the proper and perfetl: symbol is the natural 
objetl:, that if a man use "symbols" he must so use them that their symbolic 
funa:ion does not obtrude ; so that a sense, and the poetic quality of the 
passage, is not lost to those who do not understand the symbol as such, to 
whom, for instance, a hawk is a hawk. 

'I echnique.-I believe in technique as the test of a man's sincerity ; in law 
when it is ascertainable ; in the trampling down of every convention that 
impedes or obscures the determination of the law, or the precise rendering 
of the impulse. 

Form.-I think there is a " fluid " as well as a " solid " content, that some 
poems may have fonn as a tree has form, some as water poured into a vase. 
That most symmetrical forms have certain uses. That a vast number of 
subje& cannot be precisely, and therefore not properly rendered in sym
metrical forms. 

" Thinking that alone worthy wherein the whole art is employed,»'• I 
thin.lc the artist should master all known forms and systems of metric, and 
I have with some persistence set about doing this, searching particularly 
into those periods wherein the-sJ<Stems came to birth or attained their 
maturity. It has been complained, with some justice, that I dump my note
books on the public. I think that' only after a long struggle will poetry 
attain such a degree of development, of, if you will, modernity, that it will 
vitally concern people who are accustomed, in prose, to Henry James and 
Anatole France, in music tb De Bussy. I am constantly contending 
that it took two centuries of Provence and one of Tuscany to develop 
the media of Dante's maste�ork, that it took the latinists of the 

• Dante in, I think, "II Convito." 
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Renaissance, and the Pleiade, and his own age of painted speech to 
prepare Shakespeare his tools. It is tremendously important that great 
poetry be written, it makes no jot of difference who writes it. The 
experimental demmistrations of one man may save the time of many
hence my furore over Amant Daniel-if a man's experiments try out one 
new rime, or dispense conclusively with one iota of currently accepted non
sense, he i!l me�:ely playing fair with his colleagues when he challrn up hi� 
result. 

No man ever writes very much poetry that "matters." In bulk, that is, 
no one produces much that is final, and when a man is not doing this 
highest thing, this saying the thing once for all and perfea:Iy. When he 
iS not matching llocKIAOOpo', .;oavar' 'A<f'pool-ra, or " Hist-said Kate the 
Queen," he had much better be making the sort of experiments which 
may be of use to hiin in his later work, or to his successors. 

" The lyf so short, the craft so long to Ierne." It is a foolish thing for a man 
to begin his work on a too narrow foundation, it is a disgraceful thing for a 
man's work not to show steady growth and increasing fineness from first to 
last. 

As for " adaptations"; one finds that all the old masters of painting 
recommend to their pupils that they begin by copying masterwork, and 
proceed to their own composition. 

As for " Every man his own poet." The more every man knows about 
poetry the better. I believe in every one writing poetry who wants to, most 
do. I believe in every man knowing enough of music to play " God bless our 
home " on the harmonicum, but I do not believe in every man giving con
certs and printing his sin. 

The mastery of any art is the work of a lifetime. I should not discriminate 
between the " amateur" and the " professional," or rather I should dis
criminate quite often in favour of the amateur, but I should discriminate 
between the amateur and the expert. It is certain that the present chaos 
will endure until the Art of poetry has been preached down the amateur 
gullet, until there is such a general understanding of the faC\: that poetry 
is an art and not a pastime ; such a knowledge of technique ; of technique of 
surface and technique of content, that the amateurs will cease to try to 
drown out the masters. 

If a certain thing was said once for all in Atlantis or Arcadia, in 450 
Before Christ or in 1 290 after, it is not for us moderns to go saying it over, 
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o:r to go obscuring the memory of the dead by saying the same thing with 
leu skill and less conviaion. 

My pawing over the ancients and semi-ancients has been one struggle 
to find out what has been done, once for all, better than it can ever be done 
again, and to find out what remains for us to do, and plenty does remain, 
for if we still fed the same emotions as those which launched the thousand 
!!hips, it is quite certain that we come on these feelings differently, through 
different nuances, by different intelletlual gradations. Each age has its 
own abounding gifts, yet only some ages transmute them into matter of 
duration. No good poetry is ever written in a manner twenty years old, for 
to write in such a manner shows conclusively that the writer thinb from 
books, convention and clich!, and not from life, yet a man feeling the 
divorce of life and his art may naturally try to resurre8: a forgotten mode 
if he find in that mode some leaven, or if he think he see in it :�ome dement 
lacking in contemporary art which might unite that art again to its sus
tenance, life. 

In the art of Daniel and Cavalcant, I have seen that precision which I 
miss in the Vitl:orians-that explicit rendering, be it of external nature, or 
of emotion. Their testimony is of the eyewitness, their symptoms are first 
hand. 

As for the nineteenth century, with all respetl: to its achievements, I 
thinlc we shall look back upon it as a rather blurry, messy sort of a period, 
a rather sentimentalistic, mannerish sort of a period. I say this without any 
aelf-righteousness, with no self-satisfaaion. 

As for there being a "movement" or my being of it, the conception of 
poetry as a "pure art" in the sense in which I use the term, revived with 
Swinburne. From the puritanical revolt to Swinburne, poetry had been 
merely the vehicle-yes, definitely, Arthur Symons' scruples and feelings 
about the word not withholding-the ox-cart and post-chaise for trans
mitting thoughts poetic or otherwise. And perhaps the "great Vitl:orians," 
though it is doubtful, and assuredly the "nineties" continued the develop
ment of the art, confining their improvements, however, chiefly to sound 
and to refinements of manner. 

Mr Yeats has once and for all stripped English poetry of its perdamnable 
rhetoric. He has boiled away all that is not poetic-and a good deal that is. 
He has become a classic in his own lifetime and nel mn.zo del cammin. He has 
made our poetic idiom a thing pliable, a speech without inversions. 
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Robert Bridges, Maurice Hewlett and Frederic Manning are in their 
different ways seriously concerned with overhauling the metric, in testing 
the language and its adaptability to certain modes. Ford Hueffer is making 
Borne sort of experiulents in modernity. The Provost of Oriel continue� 
h.is translation of the Divina Commedia. 

As to Twentieth century poetry, and the poetry which I expeCt: to see 
written during the next decade or so, it will, I think, move against poppy
cock, it will be harder and saner, it will be what Mr Hewlett calls " nearer 
the bone." It will be as much like granite as it can be, its force will lie in its 
truth, its interpretative power (of course, poetic force does always rest 
there) ; I mean it will not try to seem forcible by rhetorical din, and luxu
rious riot. We will have fewer painted adjea.ives impeding the shock and 
stroke of it. At least for myself, I want it so, austere, direCt:, free from 
emotional slither. EZRA POUND 

C38 

POETRY 

C39 

C38 Continued 

OBOES. 
I. 

FOil A B!EJI.Y VOICE. 
Why should we worry about to-morrow, 
When we may all be dead and gone? 
Haro ! Haro ! 

Ha-a-ah-rro! 
There'll come better men 
Who will do, will they not? 
The noble things that we forgot. 
H there come worse, 

what better thing 
Than to leave them the curse of oUr ill-dcing ! 
Haro! Haro! 

Ha-ah-ah-rro ! 

II. 
AFTER BI!.INE. 

And have you thoroughly kissed my lipsl 
There wa.s no particular haste, 

And are you not ready when evening's comel 
There's no partindllr haste. 

You've got the whole night before you, 
Heart's-all-beloved-my-own; 

In an uninterrupted night one c.an 
Get a good deal of kWing done. 

III. 
AN IMMORALITY. 

Sing we for love and idlenesa, 
Naught else is worth the having. 

Though I have been in many a land, 
There is naught else in living. 

And I would rather have my 5Weet, 
Though rose-leaves die of grieving, 

Than do high deeds in Hungary 
To pass all men's believing. 

C39 POETRY. Poetry Review, I. 2 (Feb. 19 12)  77-8 1 .  
Contenls: Oboes (I. For a beery voice; ll. After Heine; III . An Immorality)-Sub mare-L'Invitation-S alve Pontifex
Dieu! Qu 'il la fait-�WplO:. 
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SUB MARE. 
It is and is not, I am aane enough. 
Sinc'e you have come this place hu hovered round me, 
ThU fabriation built of autumn rote�, 
Then there'• a goldi.sh colour, different. 

And one gropet in these things u delicate 
Algae reach up and out beneath 
Pale elow green aurgings of the under-wave, 
'Mid these things older than the namea they have, 
These things that are fam.ilia.n of the god. 

L'INVITATION. 
Go from me. I am one of those who lpoi1 
And leave fair souls leas fair for !mowing them ; 
Go from me, I bring light that blindeth men 
So that they atagger. 

It doth ill become me. 
Go from me. I am life the tawdry one, 
I am the spring and autumn. 

Ah the drear 
Hail that hath bent the com ! 

The ruined gold! 

SALVE PONTIFEX. 
One after one they leave thee, 

High Priest of Iacchus, 
Intoning thy melodies aa winda intone 
The whisperings of leaves on mn-lit dayw. 
And the aand.s are many 
And the seas beyond the sands are one 
In ultimate, so we here being many 
Arc unity, nathleas thy compeen, 

Knowing thy melody, 
Lulled with the wine of thy music 
Go seaward ailendy, leaving thee sentinel 
O'er all the mystenea, 

High Priest of Iacchus. 
For the linea of life lie under thy fingen, 
And above the vari-coloured atranda 
Thine eyes look out unto the infinitude 
Of the blue waves of heaven, 
And even as Triplex Sisterhood 
Thou fingereat the threads !mowing neither 
Cause nor the ending, 

High Priest of Iacchus, 

Draw' at forth a multiplicity 
Of strands, and, beholding 
The colour thereof, raisest thy voice 
Towards the sunset, 

0 High Priest of Iacch111 ! 
And out of the secrets of the inmost mysteries 
Thou chan test strange far-aourc&i canticles: 

0 High Priest of lacchus! 
Life and the waY' of Death her 
Twin born sister, that ia life'a counterpart, 
And of night and the winds of night ; 
Silent voices ministering to the souls 
Of hamadryads that hold council concealed 
In streams and tree-shadowing 
Forests on hill slopes, 
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0 High Priest of lacchru, 
All the manifold mystery 
Thou maltest a wine of song, 
And maddest thy following even 
With visions of great deeds, 
AD.d their futility, 

0 High Priest of Iacchw. 
Though thy co-novices are bent to the scythe 
Of the magian wind that ia voice of Persephone, 
Leaving thee solituy, master of initiating 
Maenads that come through the 
Vine-entangled ways of the forest 
Seeking, out of all the world 

Madness of Iacchus, 
That being slcilled in the secreta of the double cup 
They might tum the dead of the world 
Into pa:ans, 

0 High Priest of lacchus, 
Wreathed with the glory of thy years of creating 
Entangled music 

Breathe ! 
Now that the evening cometh upon thee, 
Breathe upon us that low-bowed and exultant 
Drink wine of Iacchus, that since the conquering 
Hath been chiefly contained in the numbers 
Of them that, even as thou, have woven 
Wicker baskets for grape clusten 
Wherein is concealed the source of the vintage, 

0 High Priest of lacchus, 
Breathe thou upon us 

Thy magic in parting ! 
Even as they thy co-novices, 
At being mingled with the aea, 
While yet thou madest thy canticles 
Serving upright before the altar 
That is bound about with shadows 
Of dead yean wherein thy lacchua 
Looked not upon the hills, that being 
Uncared for, praised not him in entirety, 

0 High Priest of lacchua 
Being now near to the border of the sands 
Where the sapphire girdle of the sea 

Encinctureth the maiden 
Persephone, released for the spring. 
Look !  Breathe upon us 
The wonder of the thrice encinctured mystery 
Whereby thou being full of yean art young, 
Loving even this lithe Persephone 
That is free for the seasons of plenty; 
Whereby thou being young art old 
And shalt stand before this Persephone 

Whom thou lovest, 
In darkness, even at th:at time 
That she being returned to her husband 
Shall be queen and a malden no longer, 
Wherein thou being neither old nor young 
Standing on the verge of the sea 
Shalt pass from being sand, 

0 High Priest of lacchue, 
And becoming wave 

Shalt encircle all sands. 
Being transmuted through all 
The girdling of the sea. 

0 High Priest of Iacchus, 
Breathe thou upon us ! 
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DIEU ! QU'IL LA FAIT. 
From CharkJ D'Orkam 

For mUJic. 
God ! that mad'st her well regard her 
How she is so fair and bonny ; 
For the great chanm that are llpi)n her 
Ready are all folk to reward her. 

Who could part him from her borders 
When spells are alway renewed on her. 
God! that mad'st her well regard her, 
How she is so fair and bonny. 

�'OPIA. 

Be in me :il� the etern.al moods 
of the bleak wind, and not 

As tramient things are-
gaiety of flowers. 

Have me in the strong loneliness 
of ftnnl�• diffs 

And of grey waters. 
Let the gods apeak softly of us 

In daya hereafter, 
The shadowy flowers of Orcus 

Remember Thee. 

6S 

From here to there to the sea's border 
Dame nor damsel there's not any 
Hath of perfect charms so many. 
Thoughts of her are of dream's order, 
God! that mad'st her well regard her. 

EZRA POUND 
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CANZONE : OF ANGELS. 

I 
HE that is JJOrd of all the realms of light 
Hath unto me from His magnificence 
Granted such vision as hath wrought my joy. 
Moving my spirit past the last defence 
That shieldeth mortal things from mightier sight, 
Where freedom of the soul knows no alloy 
I saw what forms the lordly powers employ ; 
Three splendours, saw I ,  of high holiness , 
From clarity to clarity ascending 
Through all the roofless , tacit courts, extending 
In mther which such subtle light doth bless 
As ne'er the candles of the stars hath wooed ; 
Know ye herefrom of their similitude. 

II .  
Withdrawn within the cavern of his wings , 
Grave with the joy of thoughts beneficent 
And finely wrought und durable and clear, 
II so his eyes showed forth the mind's content, 
So sate the first to whom remembrance clings. 
Tissued like bat's wings did his wings nppea.r, 
Not of that shadowy colouring and drear, 
But as thin shells , pale saffron , luminoun. 
Alone , unlonely, whose calm glances shed 
Friend's love io strangers though no word were said ; 
Pensive his godly state he keepeth thus. 
Not with his surfaces his power endeth , 
But iA as flame that from the gem extendeth. 
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III 

My second marvel Rtood not in auch eaoo , 
But he , the cloudy pinioned , winged him on 
Then from my sight as now from memory, 
The courier aqui line, so swiftly gone I 
The third most glorious of these majesties 
Give aid , 0 sapphires of th' eternal sea, 
And by your light illume pure verity , 
That azure feldspar hight the microcl ine , 
Or, on its wing, the Menelaus weareth 
Such subtlety of shimmering as beareth 
This marvel onward through the crystalline : 
A splendid calyx that about her gloweth , 
Smiting the sunlight on whose ray she goeth. 

IV 
The diver at Sorrento from beneath 
The vit.reons indigo , who swiftly riseth 
By will and nob by action as it seemeth , 
Moves not more smoothly , and no thought surmiseth 
How she takes motion from the lustrous sheath 
Which , as the trace behind the swimmer, gleameth 
Yet presseth back the mther where it streameth . 
To her whom it adorns this sheath imparteth 
The living motion from the light surrounding ; 
And thus my nobler parts , to grief's confounding, 
Imparl into my heart a peace which starteth 
From one , round whom a graciousness is cast 
Which clingeth in the air where she hath past. 

V.-TORNATA. 

Cnnzon , to her whose spirit seems in sooth 
Akin unto the feldspar, since ib is 
So clear and subtle and azure , I send thee , saying : 
That since I looked upon such potencies 
And glories as are here inscribed in Truth , 
New boldness hath o'erthrown my long delaying, 
And that thy words my new-born powers obeying
Voices at last to voice my heart's long mood-
Are .come to greet her in their amplitude. 

E7.RA PouND. 
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I Gather the Limbs of Osiris. 
By Ezra Pound. 

X .  

ON MUS IC. 
THE reasons why good description makes bad poetry , 
and why painters who insist on painting· ideas instead 
of pictures offend so many, a rc not far to seek. 

I am in sympathy equally with those who insist that 
there is one art and many media, and with those who 
cry out against the describing of work in any particular 
art by a terminology borrowed from all the others. This 
manner of description is objectionable, because it is, 
in most cases, a make-shift ,  a laziness. We talk of the 
odour of music and the timbre of a painting because 
we think we suggest what we mean and are too lazy 
to undertake the analysis necessary to find out. exactly 
what we do mean . There is, perhaps, one art, but any 
given subject belongs to the artist, who must know 
that subject most intimately before he can express it 
through his particular medium. 

Thus, i t  is bad poetry to talk much of the colours of 
the sunrise, though one may speak of our lady " of 
rosy fingers" or " in russet clad," invoking an image 
not present to the uninitiated; at this game the poet may 
surpass, but in the matter of the actual colour he is a 
bungler . The painter sees, or should see, half a 
hundred hues and varieties, where we see ten ; or, grant
ing we are ourselves skilled with the brush, how many 
hundred colours are there, where language has but a 
dozen crude names ? Even if the poet understands the 
subtleties of gradation and juxtaposition, his medium 
refuses to convey them. He can say all his say while he 
is ignorant of the reality, and knowledge of the reality 
will not help him to say i t  better. 

I express myself clumsily, but this much remains 
with me as certain : that any given work of art is bad 
when its content could hav.e found more explicit and 
precise expression through some other medium, which 
the artist was, perhaps, too slothful to master. 

This test should set to re:;t the vain disputes about 
" psychological" and " poetic" painting. If " Beata 
Beatrix,"  which is more poetic than all Rossetti ' s  poetry, 
could have occurred in any other medium but paint, 
then i t  was bad art to pain t her, and the painters should 
stick to chromatic harmonies and proportional com
position . 

This principle of the profundity of apprehension is the 
only one which can guide us through mixed or com
pound media;  and by it we must form our judgments 
as to the " limitations of a n  art. " 

I I .  
After squandering a good deal o f  time and concen

tration on the question of the relation of poetry and 
music, i t  seems to me not only futile, but very nearly 
impossible, to lay down any principles whatever for the 
regulation of their conjunctions. 

To join these two arts is in itself an art, and is no 
more capable of being reduced to formul� than are the 
others. It is all very well for Plato to tell us that 
p.tAo is the accord of rhythm and words and music 
(i .e.,  varied pitch). We find ourselves in  the same case 
as Aristotle when he set out to define poetics-and in 
view of the fact that " The Stagirite" is, by reason of 
his admirers, become a Shavian holiday, let us observe 
that he-Aristotle-never attempts to restrict the work
ing artist; he, and Dante after him, merely enumerate 
the means by which former artists have been successful. 

Let us then catalogue, if possible , the simplest and 
briefest set of rules on which we may assume that in
tell igent  musicians and poets are alike agreed :

First, that the words of a song sung should be 
intel ligible. 

Second, that words should not be unreasonably dis
torted. 

Third that the rhythm of poetry should not be un
r�asonably ruined by" the musician setting it  to 
music. . 

·I say " unreasonably" because it is quite certain that, 
however much this distortion may horrify the poet who, 

having built his words into a perfect: rhythm and speedl· 
melody, hears them sung with regarc:! to neither and 
with outrage to one or both ; still we do derive pleasure 
from songs which distort words most abominably. 
And we do this in obedience to resthetic laws; do i t  
because the sense of  musical period is innate i n  us .  And 
because of this instinct there is deadly strife between 
musicians, who are usnall)', in the poet's sense, fools ,  
and poets who are usualiy, in the musician's sense , 
unmu sica l .  

\Vhen, if i t  ever was so, the -lyre was played before 
t h e  poet began his rhapsody, quantity had some vital 
meaning in the work. The quantity of later Greek 
poetry and of Latin is a convention, an imitation of 
models, not an interpretation of speech. If certain of 
the troubadours did attend to the strict relation of word 
and t u n e-motz el son-it was becau-se of the strict 
r<: la tion between poet and composer, when they were not 
one and the same person. And in many a n  envoi we 
lind such boast as So-and-so " made it ,  song and the 
\\·ord s . "  

I t  is  my personal belief that the true economy lLes 
in making the tune first. We all of us compose verse 
to some sort of a tune, and if the " song" is to be sung 
w t  may as well compose to a " musician's" tune straight 
;_may. Yet no musician comes to one with a melody, 
h u t  rather he comes wishing to set our words to music. 
A r: d  this is a far more subtle manreuvre. To set words 
10 a tune one has but to let the musical accents fali upon 
words strong enough to bear them, to refrai n  from 
put t ing an over-long syllable under an over-short note, 
and t o  leave the word ligature rather loose; the singer 
does the rest quite well. One is spared aU the finer 
workmanship which is  requisite for good spoken verse. 
The stuff may not make good reading, but it is still  
ti n i shed art, suited to its purpose. 

I f, however, the verse is made to speak, it  may have 
i n i t  that sort of rhythm which not only makes music 
unnecessary, but which is repulsive to it; or it may have 
a rhythm which can, by some further mastery, be trans
lated into a music subtler than either poetry or music 
would have separately attained. Or the poet may have 
felt a plucking of strings or a flurry of instrumental 
sound accompanying his words and been unable to 
record them, and be totally dependent on the musician 
for a completion of his work. And there may linger in 
his words some sign and trace of a hunger for this 
completion. 

The musician working from here is apt to ·find barriers 
in the so-called " laws" of music or of verse. The 
obvious answer is that none of these laws are yet 
absol ute ly discerned. We do not know whether the first 
nt:umes indicated a rise or fall of voice by definite grada
tions of pitch, or whether they i-ndicate simply rise or 
fal l .  The music of the troubadour period is without 
bars in the modern sense. There are little lines like 
them, but they mean simply a pause, a rest; the notes 
do not register differences of duration-i.e. , halves, 
wholes , quarters are written alike. One reads the words 
on which the notes indubitably depended; a rhythm 
comes to l i fe-a rhythm which seems to explain the music and which is not a " musician's" rhythm. Yet it 
is . possible t_o set this ,rhyth-?l i� a musician's rhythm 
without, from the poet s feelmg m the matter, harming 
it or even " alteri!lg it," which means altering the part 
-of it  to which he is sensitive; which means, again, that 
both poet and musician " feel around" the movement 
" feel at it" from different angles. Some people " se� 
-co!our" a�d some " J.in:" ;  very few are in any way con
SCIOUS of JUst what Jt JS they do see. -1 have no desire. 
to set up .a babe.! of " post�impressionists in rhythm" 
by suggestmg.� kindred searching of hearts with regard 
to the perceptiOn of sound. 

Yet it· is quite certain that some people can hear and 
scan " by quantity," and more can do so " by stress, ". 
�nd fewer still feel. rhythm by what I would call the 
mner form of the line. And i t  is this " inner form " I 
think, which must" be preserved in music; it is only by 
mastery of this inner form that the great masters of 
rhythm-Milton, Yeats, whoever you like-are masters 
of i t .  · 
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" Nel mezzo del cam in di nostra vita." Let me take 
this as an example. Some people will find the. move. 
ment repeated in-

" Eyes, dreams, lips and the night goes." 
And some will find it in-

" If you fall . off the roof you 'II break your ankle." 
Some people will read it  as if it were exactly the same 
" shape" as the line which follows it-

" Mi ritrovai per una selva oscura. "  
So eminent a scholar and s o  noted a lover o f  poetry as 
Mr. Edmund Gardener reads the sonnets of the " Vita 
Nuova" as if . they were bad prose, and thinks me an 
outrageous liar for saying so. A certain Dalmatian 
loose upon the town reads Dante with no sense of epic 
line and as if it were third-rate dramatic dialogue by 
the author of " La Nave." Any reporter feels at  liberty 
to object to the way a great poet reads his verses, yet 
it is not reported that men tried to tell Bach or Vl7agner 
how to play their own music, or that they offer like 
suggestions to M. Debussy. . 

" Quo tandem abutere?" Can we ·have a more 
definite criterion of rhythm than- we have of colour? 
Do we any of us really see or .hear in the same 
register ?  Are we made in groups and species, 
some of us capable of sympathetic audition and 
vision ? Or is Machiavelli right when he says : 
" L'Uomo" or " L' Umanita vive in pochi" ?-"The life 
of the race is concentrated in a few individuals. • · 

I I I .  
PITCH. 

The preceding paragraphs have had to do whh 
rhythm ; the other limb of melody is the pitch and pitch
variation, and upon this our sole query i s  to be whether 
there is in speech, as there is in music, " tone-leading." 
\Ve know that certain notes played in sequence call for 
other notes, for a " resolution," for a " close"; and io 
setting words to music i� is often the hunger for this 
sort of musical apparatus that leads the musician away 
from the rhythm of the verse or makes him drag out 
the final syllables. What I want to get at is this � in the 
interpreting of the hidden melody of poetry into the 
more manifest melody of music, are there in the words 
themselves " tone-leadings" ? Granted a perfect accord 
of word and tune is attainable by singing a note to each 
syllable and a short or long note to short or long 
syllables respectively, and singing the syllable ac
cented in verse on the note accented in the music, 
is there anything beyond this ? Does, for in
stance, the voice really fall a little in speaking 
a vowel and nasal, and is a ligature of two notes 
one half-tone lower than the other and the first very 
short, a correct musical inte·rpretation of such a sound 
as " son, " " un," " cham" ? And are there other such 
cases where a ligature is not so much distortion as 
explication. 

Song demands now and again passages of pure sound, 
of notes free from the bonds of speech, and good lyric 
masters have given the musicians this holiday with 
stray nonsense lines or with " Hallelujah" and " Alba" 
and " Hey-nonny-nonny, " asking _in return that the rest 
of their words be left in statu. 

N o  one man can set bounds to this sort of perform
ance, and a full discussion of the case would fill a volume, 
which I have neither time nor inclination to write. The 
questions are, however, geqnane to the technique of 
our art. 

A discussion of Arnaut Daniel 's music:_and Daniel 
is the particular slide in our microscope for the moment 
-would be, perhaps, too technical for these pages; but 
this much may be said, that his words·, sung to the tunes 
he made for them, lose neither in. beauty nor . io 
intelligibility. 

· 
My questions m ay seem to be shot at. random, but \� 

are notably lacking i n  " song-literature," and if . it 1S 
at all important to make good this deficit we must ha.ve 
first some consideration of the basic questions of med•a· 
tion between word and tune, some close attention to the 
quality of our audition, some reasoning .parley between 
the two people most concerned-the poet and the 
musician. 
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XI. 
I HAVE been questioned, tliough rather in regard to 
" The Seafarer" than ·to Arnaut, how much of this trans
lation is mine and how much the original. "The Sea
farer;, was as nearly literal , I think, as any translation 
can be.- Nowhere . in these poems of Arnaut's have I 
felt it my funct·ion to " ornament" the text. Neverthe
less, I may be able to show more precisely the . style of 
his laoguage-now that I have conveyed the nature of 
his rhyme schemes-by giving one translation in prose. 

Beyond hs external symmetry, every formal poem 
should have its inter.nal thought-Conn, or, at least, 
thought progress. This form can, of course, be as well 
displayed in a prose versbn as in a metrical one. I t  
i s  usually the last thing to b e  learned b y  a maker of 
canzoni. In the present example it i s  rieithcr remark
able nor deficient. 

EN BREU BRISARAL TEMPS BRAUS. 
I .  

Soon will the harsh time break upon us, the north 
wind hoot in the branches which all swish together with 
their closed-over boughs of leaves; no bird sings nor 
" peeps" now, yet love teaches me to make a song that 
shall not be second nor third, but first for freeing the 
embittered heart. 

I I .  
Love is. the garden-close o f  worth, a pool o f  prowess 

(i.e.,  low flooded land) whence all good fruits are born 
if there be one to gather them faithfully; for not one 
does ice or snow destroy while the good trunk 
nourisheth them; but, if knave or coward break it, the 
sap is lost between the loyal. 

I I  I . ' 

A fault ·mended is matter for praise; and I feel in 
both flanks that I have more love without thinking of it 
than have those who strut talking about it;  it girds 
against my heart worse than a buckle. And as long as 
my lady shows her face angered against me, I 'd rather 
bear pain in the desert where never bird hath eyrie. 

IV. 
Good doctrme and gentle, and the body clear, subtle 

and frank, have led me to the sure hold of love of 
her whom I most wish to receive me ; for if she was 
harsh and crabbed with me, now would we cut long 
time short with pleasure, for she is more fine in my eyes 
and I am more set toward her than were Atalanta and 
Meleagar, the one to the other. 

v. 
I \Vas so doubtful that for lack of daring I turned 

often from black to white, and desire so raids me and 
my mind that the heart knows not whether to dance or 
mourn; but Joy, who gives me faith to hope, blames me 
for not calling to her, for I ' m  so skilled at praying and 
have such slight wish for aught else except her . .  

V I .  
I t  rests m e  to think o f  her and I 've both my eyes 

cankered when they're not Jo�king at her; and think 
not that my heart turns from her, for neither prayers 
(orars-I think perhaps here, " prayers," ecclesiastical) 
nor jesting nor viol-playing can get me from her a 
reed's breadth. " From her ! "  What have I said ? 
C42 
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God cov·er me, may I · perish in the sea (for setting 
those words together) . 

Arnaut would have his song offered up somewhere 
where a sweet word ends in " Agre ." 

This song invites comparison ,  in its subtle diagnosis, 
to Sappho's 

<J>alvHai p.ot K�V� �<To� 8/.oww, 
or to Catullus' version : 

" I lle mi par esse deo v.idetur, " 
� nd to Guido 's lines near : 

" Gli occhi orbati fa vedere scorti . "  
* * * * * 

I I .  
I a m  not i n  the least sure that I have yet made clear 

t he reasons for my writing these articles ; one might 
concei vably translate a troubadour for one's own delec· 
tation, b u t  explain him, never ! Sti!l ,  th�re is a unity 
of i n t e n tion, not only in these ramblmg d1scourses, but 
i n  th� translations of Arnaut and of the other poets. 

.-\ � r a r as the " living art" goes, I should like to break 
up clic/ ic to disin tegrate these magnetised groups that 
stand be tween the reader of poetry and the drive of it, 
to escape from lines composed of two very nearly equal 
sect ions each containing a noun and each noun de
corous!,.' attended by a carefully selected epithet gleaned, 
apparently from Shakespeare, Pope, or Horace. For 
it is not �ntil poetry Jives again " close to the thing" 
that i t  wil l  be a vital part of contemporary life. As 
long as the poet says not what he, at  the very crux of 
n cla ri fied conception, means, but is content to say 
something ornate and approximate, j ust so long will 
serious people, intently alive, consider poetry as balder
dash-a sort of embroidery for dilettantes and women. 

And the only way to escape from rhetoric and frilled 
paper decoration is  through beauty-" beauty of the 
thing, " certainly, but besides that, " beauty of the 
means. " I mean by that that one· must call a spade a 
spade in form so exactly adj usted, in a metric in itself 
s o  seductive, that the statement wilL not bore the 
a u ditor .  Or again, since I seem to flounder in my 
attempt at utterance, we must have a simplicity and 
directness of utterance,· which is different from the s1m
plicitv and directness of daily speech, which is more 
" curia l , "  more dignified. This difference, this dignity, 
cannot be conferred by florid adjectives or elaborate 
hyperbole; it must be conveyed by art, and by the art 
of the verse structure, by something which exalts the 
reader, making him feel that he is .in contact with some
thing arranged more finelY. than the commonplace .. .  

There are few fallacies more common than the opuuon 
that poetry should mimic the daily speech. Works of 
art attract by a resembling unlikeness. Colloquial 
poetry is to the real art as the barber's wax dummy is 
tu sculpture. In every art I can think of we are dammed 
and clogged by the mimetic; dynamic acting is nearly 
forgotten ; the painters of the moment escape through 
eccentricity. 

The second question across my path is : I s  my direc
tion the right one ? " Technique, " that much berated 
term, means not only suavity of exterior, but means the 
clinch of expression on the th,ing intended to be' ex
pressed. Through h alone has the art, as distinct from 
the work of the accidentally inspired genius, any chance 
for resurrection. 

I have spent six months of my life translating fifteen 
experiments of a man living in what one of my more 
genial cri tics calls " a  very dead past." Is this j ustifi
able in anyone who i s  not purely a philologist ? 
· Canello; who is a philologist, tells us that Arnaut 
used more different rhyme sounds than .any other trou
.badour. I think if is ninety-two against Vidal 's fifty
eight, and Vidal 's work is far greater in bulk. I have 
forgotten the exact numbers. The statement is bare 
enough and sufficiently uninteresting. 

I have no especial interest in rhyme. It tends to 
draw away the artist 's attention from forty to ninety 
per cen t .  of his syllables and concentrate it on the 
admittedly more prominent remainder. It tends to 
draw him into prol ixity and pull him away from the 
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thing. N evertheless, it is one part,  and a very small 
part of  his technique. If  he is to learn it  with the least 
waste of energy, he migh t well study it in the work 
not of .its greatest master, but of the man who first con
sidered it critically, tried and tested it ,  and controlled it 
from the most diverse angles of attack. In a study of 
mathematics we pursue a course as sane as that which 
I here suggest. 

I do not in the least wish to reinstate the Provenfi:al 
canzon or to start a movement. The I tal ian can zone is 
in many ways niore fit  for general use, yet there are 
certain subjects which could be more aptly dealt with 
in the more centred Proven<;al forms. 

This matter of rhyme may seem slight and far from 
life, yet out of the early study of Dante ' s  writing there 
grew up the graceful legend that, while he was working 
at  the " Commedia , "  all the I talian rhymes appeared Lu 
him each one embodied as a woman, and that they all  
asked him the honour of being included in the master
piece, and that he granted all their requests, as you may 
see to-day, for not one of them is forgotten. 

Yet a study of Dante gives one less real grip on the 
problem of rhyming than a study of Daniel ; for Daniel 
comes wifh an open mind, he looks about him in all 
directions; while Dante, out of the wealth of experiment 
at his disposal, chooses a certain few arrangemel')ts 
which best suit his immediate purpose. 

I I I .  
As for the scholastic bearing, which matters much 

less than the artistic, if one wished an intimate acquaint
ance with the politics of England or Germany at  certain 
periods, would one be wiser to read a book of generali
ties and then read at random through the archives, or to 
read through, let us say, firs t  the State papers of 
Bismarck or Gladstone ? Having become really con
versant with the activities of either of these men, would 
not almost any document of the period fall, if we read it, 
into some sort of orderly arrangement ?  Would we not 
grasp its relation to the main stream of events ? 

Seeing that it is no mere predilection of my own, but 
an attempt to elucidate Dante 's judgment, I am quite 
ready to hold the position that Arnaut is the finest of 
the troubadours against such modern scholars as hap-
pen to disagree. . 

I do not mean by that that he has written anything 
more poignant than de Born 's " Si tui t 1 i  dol el plor el 
marrimen , "  or anything more haunt·ing than Vidal's 
" Ab I 'a! en tir vas me I 'aire , "  or t!tat his personality 
was more poetic than that of Arnaut de Marvoil, or his 
mind more subtle than that of Aimeric de Bellenoi; but 
simply that Arnaut's work as a whole is more interest
ing. They say that Marvoil is simpler; Daniel has h is  
mo.ments of  simplicity. 

" Pensar de lieis m ' es repaus"-" I t  rests me to think 
of her ."  You cannot get statement simpler than that, 
or clearer, or less rhetorical. Still, this is a matter of 
<esthetic judgment, " de gusti bus. " 

In this pa,ragraph I wish to be strictly pedagogical .  
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Arnaut was at the centre of the thing. So intimate a 
study of nearly any other troubadour would bore one, 
and might not throw much light on the work of the 
others ; having analysed or even read an analysis of 
Arnaut, an·y other Proven<;al canzon is clearer to one. 
Know.ing him, I mean, one can read the rest of Pro· 
ven<;al poetry with as little need for special introduc
tions and annotation as one has in reading the 
Victorians. We know in reading, let us say, de Born , 
what part is personal, what part is technical, how good 
it is in manner, how good in matter. And this method 
of study seems to m e  the one in which the critic or 
professor presents the energetic part of his kno\vledge. · 
the method by which the audience becomes most in
telligent of or the most sensitive to the subject or period 
discussed. 

The virtue of Arnaut 's poetry as art is ·not an.t.ipathetic to his value as a strategic point in scholarslup ; 
but the two things should be held very distinctly s��a
rate in  the mind of the reader. The first might ex1st 
quite independently of ·the latter. Villon' s  relation to 
his contemporaries is,  for instance, most dissimilar. 
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I Gather the Limbs of Osiris. 
By Ezra Pound. 

X I I .-TH R E E  CANZ O N I  OF A R N AUT DAN I EL. 

SOLS S U I  QUE S A l .  

I .  
Oi'iLY I know what over-anguish falls 
Upon the heart of  love so o\·er-borne, 
My over-longing that 's  so whole and strong 
Turns not from her, nay, never since these eyes 
First saw her has the /l ame upon them quailed. 
And I, afar, speak to her words like /lame, 
And near her, having much, there' s  nought for saying. 

I I .  
To others blind I am, deaf to their calls;  
I n  solely her, sight,  sound and wonder are born. 
I n  all this speech I do the truth no wrong, 
Yet my mouth cannot speak the heart 's de,·ice ; 
H ills, dales, roads, plains ! O 'er all these were h a l ed 
I 'd fi nd in no one form such charms to fame 
As God hath set in her for their assaying. 

I l l .  
Truth, I have stood i n  many princely halls ; 
\Vith her alone doth all praise seem but scorn. 
Temper and wit are hers, to her belong 
Beauty and youth, good deeds and fair cmprise; 
Courtesy brough t  her up, she is well mailed 
'Gainst en:rr sinister thing, and from her name 
There 's nothing good, I tli ink, that's /led or straying. 

I V .  
Plc::asure with her \vere never short o r  false. 
I ask her watch what wav my will is worn. 
For ne'er shaH she know

· 
it  r

'
rom open song 

Unless my heart yield t•p his secrecies; 
And never Rhone, when he is most assailed 
By hill-torrents, knows turmoil, but the same 
Is less than my heart 's  pooled with her, and swaying. 

v. 
Faint lure of other fair goes stale and palls, 
And those compared to her cannot but mourn, 
Seeing her grace exult above their throng. 
Ah, if  I win not ! keen my miseries ! 
And yet I laugh through . pain and am regaled. 
For I hold her in thought, this is my shame. 
God, were this actua·l l Ah, hope's betraying ! 

V I .  
I am grown foreign t o  t h e  ti lt-yard 's walls, 
And aU the joy of joys is from me torn 
Save that one joy that 's  never known among 
Liars. And if I know her treasuries . . . 
I ll said ? Perhaps, if with you I hav� failed, 
For rather than speak words which· draw your blame 
I 'd lose all words and voice and end all praying. 

V I I .  
The song asks you t o  say h e  hath not failed. 
1\rnaut cares li ttle who shall praise or blame 
If only you welcome the song and saying. 

R I CA CONQU ESTA. 
THE SONG " OF HIGH ALL-ATTAINI!'o:G, 1 1  

I .  

Did Lord Lov e  l a y  upon . me · his wide largess 
As I bear mine to her, :w•th open heart, 
He'd set no bar between· m e  and the great, 
For. I'm borne up ·and fall as this love surges ; 
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Yet, .  reckoning how she is the peak of worth ,  
1 mount in mine own eyes by darin� h e r  . 
•Till heart and mind cry out that I II att�u� 
This rich conquest that's set for my a t tam mg. 

I I . 
J care not though delay delay enlarges, 
For I sweep toward, and pool me in such part 
That the mere words she speaks hold me elitte.  
I 'd follow her until they sing my dirges. 
Sure as I can tell gold from brassy earth 
She is without alloy ; without demur 
�ly faith a.nd � are steadfast in her . tra!n 
Until her hps . mvest me, past all  fe1gnmg. 

II I .  
The good respite recalls m e  and then discharges 
A sweet desire wherewith my llitnks so smil r t ,  
Yet quietly I bear my beggared s tate 
For o'er all other peaks her grace emerge s ;  
Whoe 'er is noblest seemeth o f  base birth 
Compared to her; let him play justicer. \Vho ' t h  seen how charm, worth, w1t and sense all 

reign, 
I ncrease and dwell and stay where she dwells reigning. 

I V .  
Don ' t  think my will will waste i t  o ' e r  its marges 
(She is so fair ! ) ,  divide it or depart ; 
Nay, by the dove, God' s  ghos�, .the . consecrate, 
My mind ' s  not mine, nor hers 1f  1 t  diverges ! 
No man desires, in all the wide world's girth, 
Fortune, with such desires as are astir 
In  me herward, and they reap my disdain 
Who deem love's pain a thing for light sus tilining. 

V. 
Ah " All-Supreme, " lea\·e me no room for charges 
That you are miserly. My love's san.s art, . Candid, my heart cannot shake off 1ts we1ght; 
It 's  not the sort that bottle-madness urges, 
But, as night endeth day, doth day my mirth.  
I bow me toward you where my vows �oncur, 
Nor think my heart will eve.- be less fam, . 
The flame is in my head and burns unwanmg. 

V I .  
A cursed /l a m e  e a t  through your tongues a n d  targes, 
Sick slanderers until your sick eyes start 
And go blind ; ' till your vile jests abate We loose our steeds and manes. And loss submerges 
Almost love's 

·
self. God damn you that  your dearth 

Of sense brings down the shame that we incur: 
Sad fools ! What blighting-star gro�v� you th1s bane 
To kill in you th' effect of all our trammg ? 

V I I .  
Lady, I 've borne delav and will again 
Bear long delay in trus t  of high a ttaining. 

BI RD-LATI N .  

Clamour, sweet cries, 
I. 

. And melodies are brui ted 
About by birds who i� · their Sunday-speech 
Pray each to each in manner even as we 
To those lief ladies whom our thoughts i n tend : 
F�r this cause I as toward the noblest tending, 
Stioutd mak.f a dong beyond all competition Wherein there 's no word false, no rhyme deflected. 

I I .  
S trayed i n  n o  wise, 

In no false path confuted, 
I entered in that castle without breach 
\\'herein that lady dwells who hath famished me 
\Vith greater lack than wrought Sir Vivian ' s  end. 
I gape, I stretch. How oft ere one day's ending ? 
A t housand times for her whose 'bove position 
As far as sheer joy is  o'er wra th respected. 
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I l l .  
\ Vith cle<�r replies, 

And my talk undisputed, 
I was  received. And nothing can i mpeach 
My choice of her.  Good gold I got ·in fee, 
Not copper, when we kissed at  that day ' s  end.  
A n d  she made over me a shield,  extend ing 
Her mantle  of indigo, fair ,  to t h '  excision 
Of l iars '  s ight ,  w h o ' ve serpents' tongues perfected . 

IV .  
God w h o  did'st  rise, 

And bv whom were com m u ted 
Longinus his bl ind s i n ,  Thee i beseech 
That we lie in some room communally 
And seal that pact whereon s uch joys atter.d.  
There with embraces and low laughter blend i n g  
Unti l  she g i v e  h e r  body t o  my vision,  
There with the glamour of t h e  lamp reflec ted : 

v. 
The floweret l ies 

Before the br<:nch h a t h  fru i t�d . 
U nfolded hal f ,  trembling where bird s '  beak s reac h ,  
B u t  n o t  more freoh t h a n  she.  No em pery , 
Not Rome, Jerusalem, nor Ty r cou l d  bencl 
:Vle from her,  as I g ive me,  h a nds joined , IJ<'· n d i n L:  I n  homage t o  her, and in l ike contr i tion 
Spa in 's  king a mi Dove r ' s  m i g h t  be more rc ,;p,·c t ec.l . 

V I .  
i\•louth i n  what guise 

Speakst thou ? Art  thou d r·p u t er l  
To spoil me of promised gifts such as could teach 
Honour to the G reek Emperor or to the 
Rulers of Rome, Palestine, Trebizend ? 
Yet 'gainst  J ove I ' ve no power for my defend i ·� � .  
0 mouth, h o w  fain thou a r t  o f  my perd i t i o n .  
H o w  m a d  t h a t  m a n  who h a t h  his  j oy rej ec t ed . 

THE END. 

THE BOOK OF THE MONTH 
HIGH GERMANY. By Ford Madox Hueffer. (Duckworth. Is. net.) 

"MR HUEFFER is making some sort of experiment in modernity." The results · will displease most readers. They are nevertheless interesting. They are more 
readable than the works of most of his contemporaries, because Mr Hueffer fills in the 
lacuna: between his occasional passages of poetry with doggerel instead of with dullness, 
rhetorical, heavy, ornate. The poems would be less significant if the author had not 
behind him a past of Pre-Raphaelite praCtices. The experiment is, that is to say, serious. 

Three poems, " The Starling," " In the Little Old Market-Place," " To all the 
Dead," succeed. In them, the author, so over-susceptible to influence, shakes himself 
{fee ; he does what he set out to do ; he is like only himself. The faults, if they be faults, 
at!! faults of intention, not of performance. 

Mr Hueffer is so obsessed with the idea· that the language of poetry should not be a 
dead language, that he forgets it must be the speech of to-day, dignified, more intense, 
more dynamic, than to-day's speech as spoken. 

Mr Hueffer's cadence is good because it fits the mood of his work. 
His flaw is the flaw of impressionism, impressionism, that is, carried out of its due 

medium. Impressionism belongs in paint, it is of the eye. The cinematograph records, 
for instance, the " impression " of any given aCtion or place, far more exaCUy than the 
finest writing, it transmits the impression to its " audience " with less work on their 
part. A ball of gold and a gilded ball give the same " impression " to the painter. 
Poetry is in some odd way concerned with the specific gravity of things, with their 
nature. 

Their nature and show, if you like ; with the relation between them, but not with 
show alone. 

The conception of poetry is a process more intense than the reception of an impression. 
And no impression, however carefully articulated, can, recorded, convey that feeling 
of sudden light which the works of art should and must convey. Poetry is not much a 
matter of explications. 

Thus in Mr Hueffer there is a fecundity of poetic idea and of impression, but the 
rendering, as in " All the Dead," first offends a little, then, as we see the relation of the 
conversational passages to those more intense, it  impresses us. Here, we say, is life 
articulated ; things in relation. It is Browning's method brought up to pate. Yet on 
the third or fourth reading, the jokes are stale. We believe that which is really poetic 
in the poem could have been-with much more labour, to be sure, on the author's 
part-conveyed without them. Yet this poem, very strongly, and " The Starling," 
and " In the Little Old Market-Place," do convey the author's mood, a mood grown 
of his own life, his own belief, not second-hand, or culled from books. They are true 
music. They are rare music. And the book is interesting, let us say to me personally, 
because Mr Hueffer is searching-perhaps a little nonchalantly, but no matter-for a 
vital something which has in too great a degree slipped out of modern poetry. 

EZRA POUND. 
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THE WISDOM OF POETRY 

EzRA PouND 

A BOOK which was causing some clatter about a year ago, _n_ and which has been wercifully forgotten, a book dis" 
playing considerable vigo rous, i naccurate thought, fath

omless ignorance, and no taste whatever, claimed, among o th e r  
things l e s s  probable, that i t  p resented t h e  fi rst  " scientific a n d  sat
isfactory definition of  poetry." The definition ran as  follows : 
" Poetry is the exp ression o f  insensuous thought in s ensuous 
terms by means of artistic trope, and the dignification o f  thought 
by analogically a rticulated imagery." The wo rd " artisti c " re
mains undefined and we have, there fo re, one unknown thing de
fined in  terms of another u nknown thing o f  similar n ature ; a 
mode o f  definition neither " scientific " nor " satisfactory "
even though one should agree with the dogma of trope.  

There follows this " more extended definition 1 1 : " Poetry 
is the exp ression o f  imaginative thought b y  means only o f  the es
sentials to thought, conse rving energy for thought perception
to which end all animate, inanimate and intangible things may 
assume the p roperties and attributes of  tangible, l iving, thinking 
and speaking things, possessing the power o f  b ecoming what they 
seem, or of transfiguration into what they suggest. 11 

This is applicable in part to the equations of analytics, in toto 
to pain ting, sculpture and certain other arts ; for it is  nonsense 
to consider words as  the only " essenti als to thought 1 1 ; some 
people think in  terms of  obj ects themselves, some in pictu res, 
di agrams, or in musical sounds, and percep tion by symbolic vision 
is  swi fter a nd more complex than that by ratiocination. 

Throughout the volume our scientist shows himself i ncapable 
of distinguishing between poetry and a sort of flori d  rhetorical 
bombast, but the definitions quoted do not suffice to p rove his ig
norance of his subj ect. They betray rather his confused mode o f  
thought and h i s  nesci ence o f  the very nature o f  definition. I shall 
assume that any defini tion to be " sci entific " o r  " satisfactory " 
should h ave at least fou r pa rts ; i t  should define with regard to : 
p u rpose o r  function ; to relation ; to substance ; to p roperties.  

C45 The Wisdom of Poetry. Forum, XLVII. 4 (Apr. 19 12) 497-501 .  
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Poetry, as rega rds its funct ion o r  p u rpose,  h a s  the common 
purpose of the arts, which pu rpose Dante most clear ly  i ndicates 

in the line whe re he speaks o f :  

'' That melody which roost doth d raw 
The Boul unto itself." 

B orrowing a termi nology f rom Spinoza,  we might say : The 

function o f  an art is to free the intellect from the tyranny o f  
the a ffects, o r, leaning on terms, neith e r  technical n o r  metaphysi
cal : the function of  an a rt is to strengthen the perceptive facul
ties and free them from encumb rance, such encumb rances, for 
i nstance, as set moods, set i deas, conventions ; from the results 
of experi ence which is common but unnecessa ry, experience in
duced by the stupi dity of the experi encer and not by inevitable 
laws of natu re. Thus Greek sculpture freed men's minds from 
the habit of considering the human body m e rely with rega rd to its 
imperfections. The Japanese grotesque frees the mind from the 
conception of things me rely as they have bee11 seen. With the 
a rt of Beardsley we enter the realm of pure intellect ; the beauty 
of the work is wholly i ndependent of the appea rance of the 
things portrayed. With Remb randt we a re b rought to consider 
the exact n atu re of things seen,  to consider the individual face, 
not the conventional or  type face which we may have learned to 
expect on canvas. 

Poetry is i dentical with the other a rts i n  this main pu rpose, 
that is, of l iberation ; it di ffers from them in i ts media,  to wit ,  
words as distinct from pigment, pure sound, clay and the l ike.  
It sha res its  media with music in so fa r as  words a re composed 
of ina rticulate sounds. 

Ou r scientist reaching toward a t ruth speaks of 1 1  the essen
tials to thought " ;  these a re not poetry, but a constituent sub
stance of  poetry. 

The Art of Poetry consists in combin ing these 11 essenti als to 
thought," these dynamic pa rticles, si licet, this radium, with that 
melody of words which shall most d raw the emot ions of  the 
hearer toward acco rd with the ir  import, and with that 11 form " 
which shall most delight the i ntellect. 

By 11 m elody " I mean variation of sound quali ty, m ingling 
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with a variation of stress . By 1 1  form " I mean the arrangement 
o f  the verse, sic into ballades, canzoni, and the like symmetrical 
fo rms, or into blank verse or into free verse, where p re
sam ably, the nature of the thing expressed or of the person sup
posed to be exp ressing i t, is a ntagonistic to external symmetry. 
Fo rm may delight  by i ts symmetry or by its aptness. 

The methods of this fusing, tempering and shaping concern 
the a rtist ; the results alone a re of import to the public. 

II 

Poets in fo rmer ages were of certa in uses to the community ; 
i .e. ,  as h istorians, genealogists, religious functionaries.  In Pro
vence the gai savoir was both theatre and opera.  The t rouba
dou r and j ongl eu r were author, dramatist, composer, acto r and 
popular  teno r. In Tuscany the canzone and the sonnet held 
somewhat the place o f  the essay and the short sto ry. Eliza
bethan d rama appeared at a time when i t  was a society fad to 
speak beauti fully. Has the poet, apart from these obsolete and 
accidental uses, any permanent function i n  society? I attempt the 
fol lowing scientific answers : 

Thought is p erhaps important to the race, and langu age, the 
· medium of thought's preservation, i s  constantly wearing out. I t  
h a s  been t h e  function o f  poets to new-mint t h e  speech, t o  sup
ply the vigo rous terms fo r prose. Thus Tacitus is  full of Ver
gil ian half  l ines ; and poets may be 11 kept on , as conservators 
of the public speech, o r  p rose, perhaps, b ecoming more and more 
an art, may become, o r  may have become already, self-sustaining. 

As the poet was, in ages o f  faith, the founder and emendor 
of  all religions, so, in ages of doubt, i s  he the final agnostic ; that 
which the philosopher presents as truth, the poet p resents as that 
which · appears as truth to a certa in sort o f  mind under certain 
conditions. 

1 1  To thine own self be true . . . .  " were nothing were it 
not spoken by Polonius, who has neve r called his  soul his own. 

The poet is  consistently agnostic in this ; that he does not 
postulate his igno rance as a positive thing. Thus his  observa-
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tions rest as the end1,1ring data of phi losophy. He grinds an axe 
for no dogma.  Now: that mechanical science has realized his an� 
cient dreams of flight and sejunct communication, he is the ad� 
vance guai-� of the psychologist on the watch for new emotions, 
new vibrations sensible to faculties as yet i ll understood. As 
Dante writes of the sunli ght  comi ng th rough the clouds from a 
hidden source and illuminating p a rt o f  a field, long before the 
painters had depicted such effects of l ight and shade, so are 
l ater watchers on the alert for color perceptions o f  a subtler sort, 
neither affirming them to be 11 astral 11 or 11 spiritual 1 1  nor deny
ing the formulre of theosophy. The traditional methods a re 
not antiquated, nor a re poets necessa rily the atavisms which they 
s eem. Thus poets may be retained as friends of this religion o f  
doubt, but the poet's true and lasting relation t o  literature and 
life is  that of the abstract mathematician to science and li fe. As 
the little world of abstract mathematici ans is set a-quiver by some 
young Frenchman's deductions on the functions of imaginary 
values-worthless to applied science o f  the day-so is the 
smaller world of serious poets set a-quive r by some new subtlety 
of cadence. Why ? 

A certain man named Plarr and another man whose name I 
have forgotten, some years s ince, developed the functions o f  a 
certain obscure sort of equation, for no cause save their own 
pleasu re in the work. The applied science of thei r day had no 
use for the deductions, a few sheets of paper covered with ar
bitrary symbols-without which we should have no wireless tele
graph. 

What the analytical geometer does for space and form, the 
poet does for the states of consciou_sness. Let us therefore con
sider the nature of the formulre of analytics. 

By the signs a2 + b2 = c2, I imply the ci rcle. By ( a - r) 2 
+ (b-r) ' =  ( c- r ) 2, I imply the circle and i ts mode of bi rth. 
I am led from the consideration of the pa rticular ci rcles formed 
by my ink-well and my table-rim, to the contempl ation of the ci r
cle absolute, its law ; the ci rcle free in all space, unbounded, 
loosed from the accidents of time and place. Is the fo rmula 
nothing, or is it  cabala and the sign of unintelligible magi c ?  The 
engineer, understanding and translating to the many, builds for 
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I I .  
THE English man, in  dealing ':"ith t h e  American, forgets,  
I think that he has to do w1th a southerner, a man of 
the M{d. · He •thinks, erroneously , that the United 
..:JLait:£, OrtCt: i:l �CI. ·VI 111� \..\.1.&\.H.U\..� ,  �� uj ' "'-'- ,·-.. . .  6 i0• 
Saxon. More of that anon. Jl: ew York i s  on the same 
parallel with Florence, Philadelphia i s  farther south 
than Rome. The J ew alone can retain his detestable 
qual ities despite climatic conditions. That is,  perhaps, 
an over;tatement; .but it is certain that the climate has 
about as much to do with the characteristics of a people 
as has their ethnology. And especially if the race is 
mongrel, one stock neutralisin� the forces of the o ther, 
the climate takes up its lordship and decrees the natu re 
of the people resulting. 

America was found full of  nomads, or rather of people 
ranging, restless within certain vaguely defined borders. 
Whatever the origin of the red man, his nature was 
neither that of the Esquimaux nor that of the Chinese. 

In Europe, race after race has drifted into .Spain,. into 
France, into England. One finds tyl?es so d1verse 1n all 
these countries and one finds a nat1onal average, and 
this latter i s  cl imatic. 

The 'most appare.nt effect of the American climate is 
the A.merican morale. Especially in  matters of  sex all 
concepts of right  depend on the nerves, which depend on 
the sun, ori the wind, the d ryness or dampness of the 
air. 

The morale of Massachusetts will never be .that  of 
South Carolina. No country but America could have 
produced the code that one finds, first, all about one 
and later, when one takes to reading anthologies, in 
Emerson ' s  verses, ending : 

When hal f-gods go 
The gods arrive. 

And having in another stanza the lines :
Nor thou detain her vesture's hem, 
No'r the pale�t rose she flung 
From her summer diadem. 

As every l iving writer either has writ-ten , or is w rit
ing, on sex, sex , sex , till there is no end of  x ' s ,  I 
pray to be for a little space excused with the simple 
statem-ent t·hat there is an American variant of the pre
vailing legends. The Englishman, the Frenchman,  and 
the American are, normally, mutually, equally shocked 
by each other's behaviour. Gaby Deslys presents the 
G allic point-of :view, and one feels the E nglish audience 
about one blushing to its ears. The Russian dancers 
present their splendid, luxurious paganism, and every
one with a pre-Raphaelite or Swinburnian education is 
in  raptures. What " morality" will ·be two h u n d red 
years hence is beyond all prediction. Our present 
standards may seem a s  distasteful to that age as does 
medireval asceticism to the present. I t  is probable at 
the date of this writing that " the American " would be 
less shocked a t  the French morality than at t_he English 
if he were brought face to face with e i ther. · 

After the attempted revival of mysticis.m we may be 
in for a new donation, a sort of eugenic paganism._ 

In all this rambling I have my memory upon the un
certainty of standards which a"ccompanied the I talian 
RenaiS�sance, and was, perhaps, a symptom or forecast  
of i t .  

Having been brought up in the A•merican medireval 
system, I see also a sign in  the surging crowd on 
Seventh Avenue (New York). A crowd pagan as ever 
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imperial Rome was, eager, careless, with an animal 
vigour unlike that of any European crowd that I have 
ever lool<ed at. There i s  none of the melancholy, the 
suUenness, the· unhealth of the London mass, none of 
the worn vivacity of Paris. I do not believe i t  is the 
temper of Vienna. 

One returns from Europe and one takes note of the _ 
size and vigour of this new strange people. They are 
not Anglo-Saxori ; their gods are not the gods whom 
one was reared to ceverence: And one wonders what 
they have to do with lyric measu res and the nature of 
' '  quantity. ' '  

And one knows they are the dominant people and that 
they are against all delicate things. So much for the 
crowd, the fu ture. They will never imagine beautiful 
pleasances. 

Joseph Cambell once told me of a peasant whom he 
met in the middle of a peat bog. And he (Cambell) 
said : " I t ' s  ratht'" rl1 1 l l  here ?" And the peasant said · 
" Faith, ye can sit on a middan and dream stars. " 

N ow this new metropolitan has his desire sated before 
it is a roused. Electricity has fc.r him made the seeing 
of visions superfluous. There is the sham fairyland at 
Coney I sland, and, h owever sordid it is when one is in 
i t ,  it is marvellous against the night as one approaches 
it or leaves i t . · And the citv itself abou t him,  Man
ha ttan ! H a s  it not buildings 

'
that are Egyptian in their 

contempt of the uni t ?  
For that i s  the spirit o f  the down-town architecture, 

as surely as i t  was the spirit of the Pyramids. The 
Egyptian monarch despised the individual slave a s  
effectively a s  t h e  American despises t h e  individual 
dollar. 

And here, not in the contempt, perhaps, but surely in 
the architecture, is our first sign of the " alba" America, 
the nation, the embryo of  N ew York. The city has 
put forth its own expression. The fi rst  of the arts 
arrives. Architecture that has never wholly perished 
from the earth, that has scarcely ever slept for so long 
a period as the other arts, has appeared amongst us. 

I t  is natural that •s-he should first appear. For is she 
not more closely allied to use and to the sense of pro
perty than are the other arts ? 

Did not the palaces of the Renaissance have an ad
vertising value ? Is it anything but normal that archi
tecture should be fi rst to answer the summons ? At any 
rate, in these new buildings the mire of commerce has 
fostered the beautiful leaf. So commerce has,  it would 
seem, its properties worthy of praise-apart from its 
u tility. 

And in our architecture the artist may set his hope, 
for after a people has learned a fineness of beauty from 
good buildings, after it has achieved thus the habit of 
discrimination, i t  will not be long patient of unsound 
and careless production in the other arts. And the in
tellectual hunger for beauty, which is begotten of com
parisons, will not rest content wi th one food only. 

It wa·s part of our omedireval system that cnen should 
·build themselves great houses. Thus there are, within 
a mile or two of my home, a . castle something like 
H awarden, and one something like ·Blenheim, and a 
grea.t manor ho;.ase (Elizabethan), and many smaller 
affairs of divers sort, and a number of older estates with 
splendid interiors ; and none of this is architecture, 

_
it 

is all very ornamental, but a rchitecture consists an 
fitting a form to a purpose, and a place fit to hold a 
garrison for defence is of little use to a man with no 
acquaintance. 

The real achievement is in such work as the Pennsyl
vania R . R .  station , in New York City, and the " Metro· 
politan Life " tower. 
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I l l .  
H E  lacks or igi n a l i t y  o f  imagination. H e ? T h e  pluto
crat of our mcdia> val period. W ishing to magn ify his  
name,  his  sole recourse is to do what some one else has 
done and to d o  it bigger. 

Hence the great houses.  H e!!Ce the feudal system, 
lacking in this, namely : That if we have had our 
Savarie de M alleon, no one has spread his rumour 
abroad. 

There is a tale told of a certain man in, I think, 
Chicago, who was diverted by the personality o f  one 
Bill  Donohue (or, perhaps, Murphy) , a pugil ist,  and 
being led on by our A merican love of incongruities h e  
left t h e  s a i d  Will iam Donohue alone in a drawing-room 
with certain ladies of society. 

And the ladies had nothing to say. And Donohue 
had nothing to say . And things remained for some 
while i n  that status. And Donohue, in  large kid  
gloves,  sat on the edge o f  a small  chair  and h e  grew 
redder and redder. And finally, to relieve the tension, 
he b roke forth :-

" Bet I can lift the piano ! " 
But no one took him up. And in due season the wag 

returned. 
The " successful" American has found h imself more 

than once in like pass. H e  looks a t  the civil ised peoples of 
the world and bets he can lift the piano. And they 
seem to fi nd the matter i rrelevant,  being imbedded in 
their own particular and more effete sorts of stupidity.  

N evertheless,  after our period of  beautiful castles 
there comes the beginning of our architecture. 

And this is a Renaissance. As touching the metro
politan tower ; the ' '  campanile " form has been obsolete 
for some centuries. When towns ceased to need watch 
towers the " C<� mpanile " ceased as a living architec
tural mode. 

W ith the advance of steel construction it has become 
possible to build in the proportions of the campanile 
something 1:rge enough to serve as an office building. 
This tower is some 700 odd feet high and dominates 
New York as the older towers dominate hill towns of 
T uscany. It i s  white and very beautiful, and it is im
perfect, for its clock projects in a very ugly manner. 
But n o  man with sensibilities can pass • the base of i t · 
without some savour of pride and some thought beyond 
the moment. 

:And, beside, it is Dr. Parkhurst 's  new church, a gem 
to be sought from afar. (For God ' s  sake d on ' t  go i n  
while t h e  assistant is preaching. ) This scrap of building 
has,  perhaps , little to do with the future, but  i t  is a 
re-b i rth, a copy, as good as anything Palladio cribbed 
from Vitruvius. 

It has what the more interesting experiments have not 
as yet achieved : to wit,  correctness. 

To return to the question of campanile, there is on 
Gramercy Park, and in sight of what were my windows, 
a candid and new building. Its ground plan is the 
shape you would have if you took three rows of three 
squares each on a checker-board and then removed the 
m i ddle square of the front row. 

And as the indenture is in shadow, one seems, in 
looking down Twenty-first Street and across the 
square, to see two twin towers. And this also is a very 
delightful use of the campanile motif. But the ass 
who built i t  has set a round water-tank just where i t  
spoils t h e  sky line. And f o r  the n e x t  three decades 
nothing will prevent this sort of imbecility. It  is con
venient to have the water-tank higher than the top 
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floor. To build the water-tank a� a turret,  retaining the 
lines of the building, is, and will remain ,  beyond their 
aspiration. 

Th..:. , i e v.; l ibi'Yi)' i�  anot!lcr eh�, . •  1� :- ..... : � ... � - :. ,  � ." _· _ . :  _ _  
construction. The rear elevation i s  clever, it  i s  well 
adapted to the narrow d imand o f  light for the book 
stacks. But they have tried to conceal a third floor be
hind the balustrade. The balustrade becomes false, 
the third floor shows like an undershirt projecting be . 
yond a man ' s  cuffs. The shape of the roof is hideous. 
A s  the library is surrounded by tall buildings, the 
l ibra ry i s  constantly seen from above. It violates the 
basic principle of art which demands that the artist 
consider from what angle and elevation his work is  to 
be seen. 

I found it impossible to make a younger m ember of 
the architect's firm understand any of this.  

He said they needed the room. H e  would have sa:id 
also in the other case that " they needed the tank. "  
May God smite all h i s  sort with the pip and send us 
another generation. 

There is,  nevertheless ,  a fine spirit of experiment at 
work. One man has built an apartment house west of 
the park and stuck on the fa�ade of a Gothic cathedral. 
The result i s  bad, but the spirit which tries this sort of 
thing is bound to win to some better ending, 

For the great Pennsylvania R.  R .  station they have 
copied the baths of Diocletian , or some such 
person. They have an entrance and a great passage, 
plain, well fit for a great swarming of people, yet the 
small approaches to the trjl<:ks are narrow, and you do 
not get through them without a sense of being cramped 
and crowded. 

I was discu ssing the conditions of our architecture 
with a man ( Edgar W illiams) who has what is  I sup
pose our ' ' Prix de Rome '' ; at least there are ten 
Americans kept in the eternal city to learn all they can 
of the ancien t  excellence of painting, architecture and 
sculpture. And h e  and I were examining I taly. I n 
" San Zeno " (at Verona) one finds columns with the 
artislm' s  signature at the base. Thus : " Me M ateus 
feci t. " That is what we have not, where columns are 
ordered by the gross. And this i s  a matter of " in
d ustrial conditions. "  The perfect work is not yet. 

N evertheless, America i s  the only place where con
temporary architecture may be held to be of any great 
interest. That art a t  least i s  alive. 

And New York is the most beautiful city in  the 
world ? 

It is not far from it. N o  u rban night is like the nights 
there. I have looked down across the city from high 
windows. It is then that the great buildings lose 
reality and take on their magical powers. They are im
material ; that is to say one sees but the l ighted 
windows. 

Squares after squares of flame, set and cut  into the 
rether. H ere i s  our poetry, for we have pulled down 
the stars to our will. 

A s  for the harbour, and the city from the harbour, 
a h uge I rishman stood beside me the last time I went 
back there and h e  tried ·vainly to express himself by re
peating :-

" It  uccedes Lundun. " 
" I t  uccedes Lundun. " 
I have seen Cadiz from the water. The thin, white 

lotus bevond a d azzle of blue. I know somewhat of 
cities. The I rishman thought of size alone. I thought 
of the beauty, and beside it Venice seems like a tawdry 
scene in a play-house. N ew York is out of doors. 

· 

And as for Venice ; when Mr. Marinetti and his  
friends shall have succeeded in destroying that  ancient 
city, we will rebuild Venice on the J ersey mud flats and 
use the same for a tea-shop. · ·  
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I V. 
"It is strange how all taint of art or letters seems to 

slum tlzal continent" (A me rica). 
said Mr. --. 

No i t  is not strange, for every man, or practically 
every man, with enough mental energy to mal<e him 
interesting i s  engaged in either business or politics. 
And our politics are by now no more than a branch of 
business. 

" And why do interesting men concern themselves 
with such matters ? " That question was asked me a 
week ago. 

I t  is because these m a t ters are very interesting. They 
are in flux. There is constant change of condition. The 
country is a different place each decade. There is no 
institution-bar the few general forms of government, 
of customs, of police, etc . ,  there is no actual inst i tu
tion, no business relation, which is  sta tic , and none to 
which there i s  more than temporary allegiance. 

I t  is very difficult for me to make clear my meaning, 
which is,  in effect, simple enough. 

The sort of man who made America is nomadic, o r  
at  least migratory. Europe, in t h e  day of Clodovic, 
was not more prey to swirls and tides of peoples. O u t  
of races :static there came in t h e  beginning t h e  migra
tory element, and genera tion by generation this divided 
itself into parts, static and migratory , and the former 
was ma rooned and left inert, and the latter pushed on 
to new forests, to mines, to grazing land. 

Of the sort that went i n to Kansas in " the ' fifties, " 
there went over the border into the new lands of 
Canada and Bri tish Col umbia 1 5o ,ooo in, I think, 1 907· 

From the living members of my own family I know of 
types of phases of civili sa-tion that have not only passed 
from one belt of land, but are even gone entirely. 

The static element of the Anglo-Saxon migration is 
submerged and well nigh lost in the pool of the races 
which have followed them. 

It is very hard, with so much unsorted mat.ter in 
my mind, to hold closely to the theme I had intended 
to disentangle;  to wit,  that the business man of 
1 84o-6o, of ' 6o-8o, of 1 9 1 2  is not the same 

Nothing much is the same, except the climate and 
its effects. 

The type of man who built  railways, cleared the 
forest planned irrigation , is different from the �ype of 
man �ho can hold on to the profits of subsequent in
dustry.  Whereas this fi rst  man was a man of dreams, 
in a time .when dreams paid, a man of adventure, care
less-this latter is a close person, acquisitive, rapaci
ous ten ado us. The first man had personality, and was, 
"g�d dam you " hims.elf, .Sila7 P. Hacker! �r suc.h 
like. The present type IS pnmanly a mask, h1s ·�eal 1s 
the nickel-plated cash reg1ster, and toward the VIrtues 
thereof he doth continual strive and tend. 

The first man dealt with· men, the latter deals with 
paper. Apart from "business" he is a man "of l i ttle 
comfort" and lacking in conversation. 

I do not mean to say that the adventurer is extinct 
among us, or  that the Anglo-Saxon is extinct . . I simply 
mean that the type of mind that brought business suc
cess in 1 870 does not bring it in 1910, and as for ad
venture I know two men ,in N ew York, full men , and 
they ha�e fought in battles and sailed before the mast 
aiid' 'lived on every.thing from $2. 50 per week, pre
carious, to $7,500 per annum. 

And once when they were both for a space clerks in 
an insuranc� office I fell in  with a certain versifier, one 
not wholly lacking in talen�s of imi tation, and I took 
him with me to their boardmg house, partly because I 
wished to dilute the boredom which h i <  n nattenrlP.r\ society 
was causing me, partly because I thought i t  might do 
h i m  good to be, for a space, among men. 

And in the course of the evening, h e  being bold as 
a lion thinking himself in face of the representatives of 
h a ted 1commercialism ,  set himself to elevating conYcrsa
tion. He insisted on reading to · us a bad poem-of 
someon� else's (I say t_bat, at least, for him)-from a 
current magazine, a profanation of some or other 
emotion. 
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And we three others were vastly embarrassed to main
tain ou r respective gravities. For in the first  place the 
clerks were born gentlemen, w h ich th'e versifier was 
not,  and in the second, they knew vastly m o r e  of books 
than ever he did,  or than ever he will ; and one of .them 
has a rare bent for reading between Shakespeare and 
Rabelais,  and he is a natural reco u n tcr of l i fe, one 
wielding a vocabu lary and a racy , pa i n ted speech tha t 
would do no sh ame to h is E lizabeth a n  n a m esake. So 
for a space this puppet, this  po seur, who h a s  never read 
anything printed before 1 8go, and whose whole a r t  
consists in the imitation of one l iving a u t h o r ,  i n s t ructed 
u s  and simpered of  higher things. 

And that i s  " art i n  America , "  or rather i t  is " l itera
ture. ' '  And that is whv ' '  the American ' '  cannot be 
expected to take it seri�usly , and why it is left to the 
care of  ladies' societies, and of " cu rrent events'  clubs, " 
and is numbered among the " cultural i nfluences. " 
And the diseases of our art ,  or let me say,  for the 
moment, of our l i terature, are several .  

Poetry is ,  in letters, the e arlier for m ;  a n a tion writes 
good poetry before it begins to write good prose. We 
seem to reverse this. There are some American books 
-<:ontemporary-which are, though half in  argo t ,  well 
written. They have ilie same excell�ncies which one 
finds among our " advt. " writers. For in the compo
sition of advertisements there is some a t tention paid to 
a living and e ffective style. Wherever there i s  an im
mediate ratio between action and profit the American 
will at once develop his faculties. 

Apart from such symptomatic prose, there is no man 
now living in America whose worl< i s  of the slightest 
interest to any serious artist. It i s  the glory of a n a tion 
to achieve art which can be exported witho u t  bringing 
dishonour on i·ts origin. 

Letters a re a natio n ' s  foreign office. B y  the arts, 
and by them almost alone do nations gain for each 
other any understanding and intimate respect. 

I t  is the patriotism of the artist, and it is  almost 
the only civic d u ty allowed him, that  he achieve such 
work as shall not bring his n ation into world ' s  eyes 
ridiculous. 

It is important that  channels of the art be kept clear. 
Or, to leave all these metaphors and stra i n  another : 
Letters are also to a nation what sextants and such like 
instruments are to a ship. It is of vital import that they 
be accurate. 

It is of little matter if they are handled by only a few. 
By them, and by them almost alone, can the adminis
tration of the nation " know where she is at . " 

The diseases of American letters are ,  first ,  foremost, 
and primarily : dry-rot, magazitis. There are minor 
diseases ; for instance, in poetry there a re certain poxe.s 
as follows : -

There is the " school of virility , "  or " red blood " ; 
it seems .to i magine that man is differentiated from the 
lower animals· by possession of the phallus. Their work 
reads like a Sandow booklet. 

There is the " gorgeous school " following the re
spective worsts of Kipling and of Swinbu�_ne. Their 
aim is,  it seel)ls, to name as many coilst�llat•�ns .and to 
encumber ):!}em· with. !IS many polysyllabic adjectives as 

. possible, · !Jppropriate or, uoappropriate. 
There Js the :sQciQI9gii:al schoql, which repeats -in 

w�ak verse' the ' ideas expressed in the prose of last 
year ' s  magazines. 

There are under similar banner the post-Whit
manians. r;J ow Whitman was not an artist ,  but a 
reflex 1 the firs t  honest reflex, . in an age of papier
mache letters. He was the •ime and the people (of 
1 86o-8o) ; that is.  oerhaos, as offensive a s  anvthine- one 
can say ot either. · 

His " followers" go no further than to cop.Y the de
fects of his style. They take no count of t h e

. 
ISSue that 

an honest reflex of 1 9 1 2  will result in somethmg utterly 
d ifferent  from the reflex of 1 865. 

There is  abou t the feet of all these splashers the 
school of " normal production , "  i .e. , th�se wh� fill 
pages with nice domestic sentiments moffens1vely 
versified. 

And over n i l  t h i s  there sweUs the appall ing fungus 
of our 1 1 be t i e r  n1agazines. , ,  
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TO WHISTLER, AMERICAN 

On IM loan exhibit of hi.r paintings at the Tate GaUery. 

You also, our fint great, 
Had tried all ways; 
Tested and pried and worked in many fallh ions, 
And this much give3 me heart to pby the game. 
Here is a. part that'll tilight, and part gone wrong. 
And much of little moment, and some few 
Perfect as Diirerl 

"ln theStudio"and theee two portraits� if I had mychoice l 
And then these sketches in the mood of Greece ? 

You had your searches, your uncertainties, 
And this is good to know-for us, I mean, 
Who bear the brunt of our America 
And try to wrench her impulse into art. 

You were not always sure, not always set 
To hiding night or tuning "symphonies"; 
Had not one style from birth, but tried and p ried 
And stretched and tampered with the media. 

You and Abe Lincoln from that mass of dolts 
Show us there's chance at least of winning through. 

.. ,!1'-'l ILIId Gold-de Raoe."" Mf'.renat et Or-I.e PeUt Cardinal." 

POETRY: A M a g a z in t  of Yuu. 

Eua Pound 

MIDDLE-AGED 
A STUDY IN AN EMOTION 

" 'Tis but  a vague, invarious delight 
As gold that rains about some buried ldng. 

As the fine fla kes, 
When touris ts frolicking 
Stamp on his roof or in the glazing light 
Try photographs, wolf down their ale and ca 
And start to inspect some further pyramid ; 

As the fine d ust, in the hid cell beneath 
Their transitory step and merriment, 
Drifts through the air, and the sarcophagui 
Gains yet another crust 

· 

Of useless riches for the occupant;:·.· 
So I, the fires tha t  lit once d rcanis: 
Now over and spent, 
Lie dead within four  walls 
And so now love 
Rains down and so enr�llt,!s. �orne stiff case, 
And strews a mind with precious metaphors, 

And so the space 
Of my s till consciousness 
Is (ull of gi lded snow, 

The which, no cat has eyes enough 
C53 To see the brightness of." 

C52 TO WHISTLER, AMERICAN. ON THE LOAN EXHIBIT OF HIS PAINTINGS AT THE TATE GALLERY. Poetry, 
Chicago, Ill., I. 1 (Oct. 19 12) 7. 
The autograph manuscript of this poem, as submitted lo Harriet Monroe for publication in Poetry, is reproduced in 
facsimile in Famous Verse Manuscripts . . .  Prepared by the Editors of Poetry ([Chicago, 1954]), pp. 20-2 1 .  

C53 MIDDLE-AGED, A STUDY I N  AN EMOTION. Poetry, I. 1 (Oct. 1912) 8 .  
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A SELECTION FROM THE TEMPERS. By William Carlos Williams. 
[Introdu&ry Note by E�a Pound.] 

GOD forbid that I should introduce Mr Williams as a cosmic force. 
To give sound criticism of a man's work after it is published is eo difficult a task 

that we find it rarely done well, but to criticize a man's work before it is written is a 
task so very difficult that even I hesitate before the undertaking. 

Having said recently that no man now living in America \vrites anything th.1t is of 
interest to the serious artist, my position is made none the more easy. • 

Mr Williams may write some very good poetry. It is not every one of whom one can 
say that. 

Mr Williams has eschewed many of the current American vices ; I therefore respell: 
him. 

He has not sold his soul to editors. He has not complied with their niminy-piminy 
restriaions. 

He apparently means what he says. He is not overcrowded with false ornament. 
He seems to �ve found his art very difficult and to be possessed of some sort of deter
mination which has carried him through certajn impasses, one can only hope that his 
grit is not yet exhausted. 

• Without contradiction of this statement, let me add that I have greatly enjoyed " The 
Songs from Vagabondia " by Mr Bliss Carman and the late Richard Hovey, certain poems by 
Mr Cheyney and a chorus by Mr Robert Gilbert Welsh, and that, considering the tolerance 
accorded in England to such authors as Mr Noyes, Mr Abercrombie and Mr Figgis, I think 
there are a number of American worb which might be with safety offered to the island market. 

His cadence is, to my sense, genuine, and his verse is sound as a bell-at least in places 
(e.g., cc Homage," second strophe). 

But above all these he has one virtue pre-eminent : he has not the magazine touch. 
And for this I welcome him. And when I received the sheaf of his verses six montlu 

ago, I was glad. I was more glad than I can rationally explain to a critical English 
audience. I had found at least one compatriot to whom I could talk without a 
lexicon ; some one who had been through somewhat the same mill that I have been 
through; some one who has apparently a common aim with me. And I would rather 
confess to a feeling of companionship than to proceed with analyaing verses which the 
gentle reader may very well judge for himself. 

Yet I would mention one beautiful simile from another poem, not here printed, 
where he speab of a thousand freshets 

" • • •  aowded 
Like peasants to a fair, 
Clear skinned, wild from seclusion." 

C54 [Introductory note to] A Selection from The Tempers. By William Carlos Williams. Poetry Review, I. 10  (Oct. 1912) 481- 2. 
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P SYC HOLOGY .AND TH OrB ADOURS. 
EzR.\ Po uND,  M . A .  

THERE sprnng up i n  Provence, i n  the miclcl le ages, n. 
bshion of tho ugh t or of l ife which s�yled itself the 
' J ove chivalric, '  anc1 through d ivers misunderstandings 
and parodies it is possible that the nature of this 
fashion has been com pletely or at least partially 

forgotten. 
It is my intention h ere to set before the readers of 

THE Q uEST one or two theories ns t o  the inn er signifi
cance of this thing-theories which m ay in some way 
promote an understanding of the poetry of the period, 
should one ever care to investigate it.  

The ' love chivalric ' is,  as I understand it, an art, 
that is to say, a religion .  I think that those modern 
au thors wh o say that the wri ters of ' trobm· clus ' 
t[l,ught obscurity for the sake of obscurity, are very 
silly indeed ; and those who see in it a mere license 
and sensuality are equally stupid. 

An art is vital only so long as it  is interpretive, 
so long, that is, as it manifests something which the 
artist perceives at greater intensity and more inti
mately than h is public. If he be. the seeing one 
among the sightless, they will attend him only so long 
as his statements seem, or are proven true. If he 
forsi'IJke this honour of i nterpreting, if he speak for 
the pleasure of hearing his own voice, though they 
may l isten for a while to the babble and to the sound 
of the painted words, there comes, after a little, a 

CSS Psychology and Troubadours . Quest, London, IV. 1 (Oct. 19 12) 37-53. 
Reprinted as Chapter V of The Spirit of Romance (in editions published 1932 and later)-ASc--e. 
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murmur, a slight stirring, and then that conditioU 
which we see about us, and which is  cried out upon s;ij' 
the ' divorce of art and life . '  

Th e interpre tive function is  the highest honour -o£ 
the arts , and because i t  is so we find that a sort of. 
hyper- scien bific precision is  th e touch - stone and assay 
of the artist 's  power and of his honour, of his auther;t.� 
ticity. Constantly h e  must distingu ish between the. 
sh ades rtncl th e d egrees of the ineffable . 

If we rtp ply this test,  first, as to the interpretiv� 
in tention on the prtrt of the artist, second, as to the� 
exactness of presen tation,  we sh all  find that the DivinC�J· 
Cornmedia is a single elaborated metaph or of life ; it' 
i s  an accumulation of fine discrimination s arranged in 
o rderly sequence . I t  makes n o  difference in kind, 
whether the artist treat of heaven and hell, of paradise. 
u pan earth and of the elysian enamelled fields beneatl:i. 
it ,  or ·of Love appertring in an ash -grey vision, or of 
the seem i ngly sligh t  matter of birds and bran ches,_:,. 
thro ugh one and the other of R.ll t hese, there is  to the 
artist  a like honourable oppor tun i ty for precision, for. 
that precision th rough which alone can any of these. 
m atters take on their imm ortality. 

" 111 agna pars mei," says Horace, speaking of hi� . . .. 
own futurity, " that in me whi ch is greatest shall} 

escape dissolution " ;  but in some strange way tb�. 
accurate artist seems to leave not only his greater s�Jft. 
but beside it, .  upon the films of his art, some . livhig 
print of the very man, his taste, his temper arid �fs·. . . ·1 
foibl€),-Of the things about which b e  felt it :iJ. eve:b 
worth his whi1e to bother other people with spealdniD 
the things he forgot for some maj or interest ; ·tlf 
these, and of another clrtss of things, things that hj� 
audience would have taken for gi·anted ; or ' thirdly, o"f.-
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things about whioh he had, for some reason or other, a 
reticence. We find these not so much i n  the word s
which anyone-may read-but in the subtle joints of bhe 

cmft, i n  the crannies perceptible only to the craftsman .  
Such i s  the record left u s  by a m an whom Dan te 

found ' best  verse-wrigh t  iu Lhe fo!:>Leriug tougue , '  
the lingua materna, Proven9al Langue d'Oc ; and in  
that affectionate epithet, matenw, we have no slight 

eYidence o f  the regard i n  which this forgotten speech 
was held by the Tuscan poets, both for its sound ancl 
for its m atter. 

From Limoges to Avignon and through the sou th 
of France a poetry, that was not folk-poe t ry, h ad 

flourished for a couple of centuries before it cam e to 
its flower, roughly about 1 1 80-1 '208. 

We have a ' dawn song,' of the l Oth cent ury , an d 

songs by the Count of Poiutiers (108 6 - 1 1'27) . J aufre 
Rudel lived 1 140-70. But in 1 190 there were ali Yc : 
Bernart of Ventadorn, the first of the so -called great 
Troubadours of L imousin, son of a servi ng man wh o 

gathered brushwood for the castle ; and, you nger than 

he,  Bertrans de Born, the most violent ; and Giran t of 
Bornelh, the popular singer ; Vidal, Marvoil, and the 
man I bring forward-A rnaut Daniel. 

At this . early date we find poetry d ivided into two 
schools ; the first school complained about the obscuri

ties of the second-we have them always with u s .  
They claimed, o r  rather j eered in Provence, remon
strated in Tuscany, wrangle to-day, and will wrangle 
to-morrow-and not without some show of reason
that poetry, especially lyric poetry, m u s t  be simple, 
that you must get the m eaning while the m�tn sings i t .  
This school had, and has always, the popular ear.  
The other school culm inated in Dante Alighi er i . 

85 



86 

C55 Continued 

Ezra Pound' s  Poetry and Prose: Vol. I 

There is, of course, ample room for both schools. The 
ballad-concert ideal is correct, in its own way. A song 
is a thing to 'sing. If you approach the can zoni of thJ 

second school with this bin.s you will  be disn.ppointed , 

not because th eir sound or form is  not as lyric as th at 
of the canzoni of the first school, but because they are 
not always intelligible at first bearing. They are good 
art as the high mass is good art.  The first songs 
are apt to weary you after you know them ; t h ey n.re 
especially tiresome if one tries  to read them after 
one has read fi fty others of more or less the sam e 
sort. 

The second sort of canzoni is a ritual . It must 
be conceived and approached as ritual. It  has its 
purpose and i t s  effect. These are di fferent from those 
of simple song. They n.re perhaps subtler. They make 
their revelations to those who are already expert.  

My studies of Arn aut Dn.niel ,  his ::esthetic m erits,  
his position in the history of poetry, etc. ,  either are or 
will be elsewhere avail able ; it  is not for his m usic, nor 
h i s  verse, nor h i s  style, nor even for the fineness of his 
observation and of his perceptive senses, that I bring 
him before the readers of THE QuEsT, though all these 
things bear indirectly upon the case in hand. Besides, 
some careful con sideration of the poems them selves 
would be necessary before one could weigh th e evidence 
for and against the theories which I am about to set 
before you. 

The crux of the matter m ight seem to rest on a 
very narrow base ; it might seem to be a matter of 
taste or of opinion, of scarcely more than a personal 
predilection to ascribe or not to ascribe to one passage 
in the canzon ' Doutz brais e critz,' a visionary signifi
cance, where (stanza iii.) he speaks of a castle, a 
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dream-castle, or otherwise-as you like-and says of 

the ' lady ' :  

She made me a shield, extending over me her fair mantle of 

indigo, so that the slanderers mighb no� see this. 

This may be m erely a conceit, a light ana plea.san t 

phrase ; if we found it i n  Herrick or Decker, or some 
minor Elizabethan , we might wel l consider it so,  and 
pass without further ado. If  one considers it as 
h istorical, the protection offered the secret might seem 
i n adequate. I h ave, ho\Yever, no quarrel with those 
who care to i nterpret the passage in either of these 
more obYious and, to me, less satisfactory ways. 

\Ve must, ho\vever, take into our account a n umber 
of related things ; consider, in foll owing the clue of a 
Yi sionary i nterpretation, whether it will throw light 
upon events and problems other than our own, and 
weigh the chances in favour of, or  against, this inter
pretation. Allow for climate, consi der the restless 
sensitive temper of our Jongleur, and the quality of the 
minds which appreciated him. Con sider what poetry 
was to become, within less than a cen tury, at the 
bands of Guinicelli, or of ' il nostTO Guido ' in such a 
poem as the ballata, ending : 

Veclra i la sua virt1� nel c ie l  salita, 1 

and consider the whole temper of Dante's  verse. In 
none of these things singly is there any specific proof. 
Consider the history of the time, the Albigensian 
cmsade, nominally again s t  a sect tinged with Mani
cbean h eresy, and how th e birth of Proven<;ml song 
hovers about the Pagan rites of May-day. Provence 

1 In this ballata, Guido speaks of seeing issue from his la<1y's lips a. 
onbtle body, from that a subtler body, from that a star, from that a voice, 
proclaimin� the ascent of the virl1i. For effect upon the air, upon the soul, 
etc., the ' Ja<1y ' in Tuscan poetry has taken on all the properties of the 
Alchemist's stone. 
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was less disturbed than the res t  of Europe by invasion 
from the north in the darker ages ; if Paganism sur
vived anywhere it would have been, unofficially, in the 
L angue d'Oc. Of the Oriental religions in decadenti 
Rome, I will speak later. That the spirit was, in: 
Provence, Hellenic is  seen readily enough by auyoue; 
who will compare the Greek Anthology with the work: 
of the Troubadours. They hrwe, in some odd way, lost' 

the names of the gods and remembered the names o( 
lovers. Ovid and The Eclogues of Virgil would seem 
to have been their chief documents. 

The question I raise, is  as follows : Did this ' close 
ring,' this aristocracy of emotion, evolve, out of its 
half mem ories of Hellenistic mysteries, a cult ? a cult 
stricter, or m ore subtle, than that of the celibate 
ascetics, a cult for the purgation of the soul by a refine� 
m ent of, and lordship over, the senses ? Consider 
in such pas�ages in Arnaut as 

E q nel 1·emil' contral lwns de la lampa, 

whether a sheer love of beauty and a delight in th� 
perception of it  have not replaced all heavier emotion� 
See whether or no the thing has not become a function 
of the intellect .1 

Some mystic or other, I forget at the moment. 
which one, speaks of the intellect as standing in th� 
same relation to the soul as do th e senses to the mind i: 
and beyond a certain border, surely we come to thiJ, 
place where the ecstasy is not a whirl or a madness of 

1 Lot mo admit at once that o. recent lecture by Mr. Mead on Simon. 
Magus bas opened my mind to a number of new possibilities. There would 
seem to be in the legend of Simou :Magus and Helen of Tyre a. clearer: 
prototype of ' chivalric love ' than in anything hereinafter discussed. I. 
recoguise that a.ll this matter of mine may have to be reconstructed or o.t 
least re.orionted o.bont tba\ tradition. Such re·arrangement would not,: 
however, enable us to dispense with a discussion of the parallels here 
collected, nor would it materio.lly affect the manner in which they are_ 
treated. 
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the senses, but a glow arising from the exact nature of 
the perception. We find a similar thought in Spinoza 
where he says that " the intellectual love of a thing 
consists in the understanding of its perfections," and 
adds 6 '  all creatures whatsoever desire this love." 

N ow, if  a, certain number of people in Provence 
developed their own unofficial mysticism, basing it for 
the most parb on their own experience, if the servants 
of Amor saw visions quite as well as the servants of 
the Roman ecclesi astical hierarchy, if they were, more
oyer, troubled with no ' dark night of the soul,' and 
the kindred inco mmodities of ascetic yoga, this may 
well haye caused some scandal and jealousy to the 
orthodox. If we find a similar mocle of thought in 
both devotions,  we find a lih e similarity in the secular 
and sacred music. Alba was probably sung to 
Hallel1.tjah's melody. Many of the Tro ubadours, in 
fact nearly all who knew letters or music, had been 
taught in the monasteries (St. Martial, St. L eonard 
and the other abbeys of Limoges) . Visions and the 
doctrines of the early Fathers could not have been 
utterly strange to them . The rise of Mal'iolatry, its 
Pagan lineage, the romance of it, find modes of ex
pression which verge over very easily into the speech 
and casuistry of Our Lady of Cypress, as we m ay see 
in Arnaut, as we see so splendidly in Guido's 

Una figura della donna mia. 
And there is the consummation of it all in Dante's 
glorifioation of Beatrice. There is the inexplicable 
address to the lady in the m asculine . There is the 
final evolution of Amor by Guido ancl Dante, to whom 
he is in very truth a n ew and Paganish god, n either 
Eros nor an angel of the Talmud. 

I believe in a sort of permanent basis in humanity, 

S9 
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that is to say, I believe that Greek myth arose when 
som eone h aving passed through delightful psychio 
experience tried to communica.te it to others and 1 
found it necessary to screen h imself from persecution . 

Speaking mstheticrLlly, the my th s are expli cation s of 
m ood ; you m ay s top there, or you ma.y probe deeper. 

Certai n it is tha.t these myths are only intelligible 
in  a Yi ·del ancl glittering sense-are intell igible, vital, 
essential,  only to those people to whom they occur. 
I kno\Y , I mertn,  one man who nnderstan cls Persephone 
and Deme ter, uncl one who unclcrstllncl s  tho L aurel, 

ancl another who has, I sh ould say, m et Artemi s. 
These things are for them 1·ea l .  

Likew·ise in this mrLt ter o f  Proyence , I should seek 
my cl ue in the human composition. I shall speak of 
the nature of  sox. I shall treat it as I should any 
other special m anifestati on of l ife or of the general 
energy of th ings , -as I should trea t , for instance, a 
sub-species of electricity. 

Let u s  consider tho bocly as p u re m echan i sm . 

O ur h i n ship to the ox we have constan tly thrust upon 
us ; but beneath this is  our kinship  to the vi tal uni
verse, t o  the tree and tho li \'ing rock, and, because th is 
is less oh\"ious-and possibly more interesting-we 
forget i t .  

What I a m  driving at is the fact that w e  have 
about us the universe of fl uid force, and below us the 
germinal universe of wood ali ve, of stone alive . .  Man 
is-the sensitive physical prLrt of h i m-a m echanism, 
for the purpose of our further discussion a mechanism 
rather like an electric appliance, switches, wires, etc. 
Chemically speaking, he is, ut c redo, a few buckets of 
water, tied up in a compl icated sort of fig-leaf. As to 
his consciousness, the con sciousness of some seems to 
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rest, or to have its cenGt'e more properly, in what the 
Greek psychologists called th e phantast-ikon. Thei r  

m inds are, tha,t is ,  circn m vol ved about them and are 
l ike son,p-bubbles reflecting sundry pntches of the 
m acrocosmos.  And with certain o thers their con� 

scionsness is ' gennina l . '  rl1 h eir thoughts are in them 
n,s the thought of the tree is in th e seed, o r  of the 
grass, or the gntin,  or the blossom. And these minds 
are the m ore poetic, and they affect mind about them , 
nnd transmute i t  as the seed the earth . And this 
latter sort of mind is close o n  the vital universe ; and 
the strength of the Greek beauty rests in this, that it 

is ever at the interpretation of this vital universe, by 

i t s  signs of gods and godly attendant s , and oreads . 

And i n  the trecento the T uscans are busy with 
their p h antas tilcon. And in Provence we may find 
preparatio n  for this, or we may find faint ? 'cliqua of 
the other, though one m isses the pantheon. Line 
after l ine of Arnaut will  repeat from Sapph o, but the 
whole seems curiously banen if  we turn suddenly from 
the Greek to it. 

After the trccento we get Hu manism , and as the 
art it carried northward we h ave Chaucer and Shake

speare. Man is concerned with man and forgets the 
whole and the flowing. And we have in sequence, 
first the age of drama, and then the age of prose. . At 
any rate, when we do get into contemplation of the 
flowing we find sex, or some correspondence to i t, 
' positive and negative, ' ' north and south, '  ' sun and 

moon,' or whatever terms of whatever cult or science 
you prefer to substitute. 

For the particular parallel I wish our handiest 
illustrations ·are drawn from physics : 1 st, the common 
electric machine, the glass disc and rotn.ry brushes ; 
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2nd, the wireless telegraph receiver. I n  the first w� 
generate a, current, or if you like split up a stati� 
condition o f  things and produce a tension. This is: 
focussed on two brass knobs or ' poles . '  These are first 
in contact, and after the current is generated we can 

grad ually widen the distance between them , and a spark 
will leap acros s  i t, the wider the stronger, until  with 
the ordinary sized laboratory appliance it  will leap over 
or around a large obstacle or pierce a heavy book-cover. 
In the telegraph we have a charged s urface-produced 

in a cognate mann er-attracting to it, or registering 
movements in the i nvisible rnther . 

Substi t uting in these equations a more com plex 
mechanism and a possibly subtler form of energy i s, or 
should b e, simple  enough . I have no dogm a, but the 
figures may serve as an assistance to thought. 

It is an anci ent hypothesi s that ' the l ittle cosmos 
• corresponds ' to the greater, that man has in him both 
' sun ' and ' m oon . '  From this I should say that there 
are at least two paths-! do not say that they l ead to 
the same place-the one ascetic, the o ther for want of 
a better term ' chivalric. '  In the first th e monk or 
whoever he may be, develop s  at infinite trouble and 
expense, the secs}n dary pole within himself, produces 
his charged surface which registers the beauties, 
celestial or otherwise, by ' contemplatio.' In the 
second, whioh I must say seems more in accord with

' 

• mens sana in corpo1'e sana,' the charged surface is 
produced between . the predominant natural poles of 
two h uman mechanisms. 

Se.X is, that is to say, of a double function and 
purpose : reproductive and edu cational ; or, as we see 
in the . realm of fluid force, one sort of vibration 

produces at different intensities, heat and light.  No 
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scientist would be so stupid as to affirm that heat 

produced light, and it is into a simils,r sort of false 

ratiocination bhat those writers fall who find the 
source of illumination, or of religious experience, 

centred solely in the pbilo-progeni·bive instinct. 

The problem, iu so far as it concerns Provence, it:: 

simply this : Did this ' chivalric love, ' this exotic, take 
oll mediumistic p roperties ? Stimulated by the colour 

or quality of emotion, did that ' colour ' take on forms 

i n terpretive of the divin e  order ? Did it lead to an 

' ex teriorisation of the sensibility,' an interpretation of 

the cosmos by feeling ? 
For our basis in nature we rest on the indisputable 

and very scientific fact that there are in the ' normal 
course of things ' certain times, a certain sort of 

moment more than another, when a man feels his 
im mortality upon him . As for the effect of this 

phenom enon in Provence, before coming to any j udg

ment upon it  we should consider carefully the history 

of the various cults or religions of orgy and of ecstasy, 
from the simpler Bacchanalia .to the m ore compli

cated rites of Isis or Dionysus-sudden rise and 

equally sudde n  decline. The corruptions of their 
priesthoods follow, probably, the adm ission thereto of 
one neophyte who was not properly ' sace1·dos. '  

There are, as we see, only two kinds of religion. 
There is the Mosaic or Roman or British Empire type, 
where someone, h aving to keep a troublesome rabble in 
order, invents and scares them with a disagreeable 

bogie, which he calls god .  
Christianity and all o ther forms o f  ecstatic religion , 

on the other hand, are not dogma or propaganda · of 
something called the one truth or the universal t1'uth ; 
they seem little ·concerned with ethics ; their general 
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o bj ect appears to be to stimulate a sort of confidencl 
in the life-force. Their teaching is vari ou sly and 
constantly a sort of working hypothesis acceptable td 
certain people of a certain range of temperament-� 
' 'regola ' which suits a particular constitution of n erve�1 
and intel lect, ancl i n  a.ccorcl with wh ich the people of 

I 
th is temperament can l ive at greatest peace with ' the' 
order, ' with m an ana nature. The old cults were sane 
in their careful inquisition or novitiate, which served 
to determine whether the candidates were or were not 
of  such temper and compositicn . 

One must consider that the types which j oined 
these cults survi\ed, i n  Provence, and survive , to- day 
-priests, m rnnads and the re st-though there is m 
our society no provision for th em . 

I h n.ve no particular conclusion which I wish to 
impose upon the reader ; for a due consideration of 
Provenyal poetry i n  ' trobar clus, '  I can only suggest 
the evidence and l ines of i n quiry. The Pauline posi
tion on wedlock is of importance-! do not mean by 
that its general and inimical disapproval ,  but its moro 
specific utterances ; the Pagan survival s  in Marioln.try ; 
the cult of virginity ;-whatever one m ay think of these 

things, it  is certain that nothing exists without due 
cause or causes. The language of the Ch ri stian . 

mystics, of the ' bride ' an d the rest of it ; the an cient , 

ideas of union with the god, or with Queen Isis ;-all 
these, as ' atm ospheric influences, '  must be weighed ; 
together with the testimony of th e o.rts, and their 
progression of content.  

In Catullus' superb epithalamium ' Collis 0 
Heliconii, '  we find the affair is strictly on one plane ; 
the bride is what she is in Morocco to-day, and the 
function is ' normal ' and eugenic . It is the sacrificiltl 
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concept Yet Caliullm;, recordi ng hh�  own em otion, 
could say : " More as a father than a lover. " It is 
Propertius who writes : 

Ingenium nobis ipsa puella fecit. 

Chri stian i ty , o n e  might say, had brought in the 

mystic note ; but this would be much too sweeping . 
An atole France, in his learned commentary on Horace's 
' Tu ne quaesaris, '  has told us a good deal of the 
nll'ious Oriental cults thronging the Etem al City. 
At l\Ittrseilles the Greek settlement was yery an cient.  

How much of the Rom an tone, or tho Orien tal mocl e, 
went out from Rom e to the Roman country houses, 
which were the last hold of culture, "e can h ardly 

say ; an d  from the end of the 6th century until the 
beginning of the 12th there is supposed to be littl e  

ayailable evidence. A t  least w e  are a fair distance 
from Catullus wh en we come to Pier Vidal 's : 

Good Lady, I think I see God when I gaze on your delicate 

body. 

You may talre this if you lilre cum grana. Vidal 
was confessedly erratic. Still it is an obyious change 
from the manner of the Roman classics, an d it can not 

be rP.garcled as a particularly pious or Christian 
expression. If this state of mind was fostered by 
the writings of the early Christian Fathers,  we 

must ·regard their influence as purely indirect and 
unintentional. 

Richard St. Victor has left us one very beautiful 
passage on the Splendours of Paradise. 

They are (he says) ineffable and innumerable and no man 
hav ing beheld them can fi ttingly narrate of them or even 
remember them exacbly. Nevertheless by naming over all the 

most beautiful things we know we may draw back upon the mind 
some vestige of the heavenly splendour, 
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I suggest th at the Troubadour, either m ore in� 
· ·I 

dolent or m ore - logical , progresses from correlating al_l 
these details for purpose of comparison, and lump� 
the matter. The Lady contains the catalogue, is mor� 
complete. She serves as a sort of rnantram. �; The lover stauus ever iu uuiutermHteut imagination of hi�· 
lady (co-aman tis). 

This is clause 30 of a chivalric code in Latin, 
. purporting to have been brought to the court of 
Ar �hur. This code is  not, I should say, the code 
of the ' trobar clus,' not the esoteric rule, but such 
parb of it as bad been more generally propagated for 
the pleasure of Eleanor of Poictiers or Marie de 
Cham pagne. 

Yet there is, in �hat I ha-ve called the ' natural 
course of events, '  the exalted moment, the vision'' 
un sought, or at least the vision gained without' 
mach inatiou . 

' 

As I have said, our servants of Amor, though they 
went pale and wept and suffered heat and cold, still 
came on nothing so apparently morbid as the ' dark; 
n ight. '  The electric current gi res light where i� 
meets resistance. I suggest that the living con dition� 
of Provence gase the necessary restraint,  produced the 
tension sufficient for the results, a tension unattain,� 
able under, let u s  say, the living conditions of imperial 

·:t Rome. ·�j 
So far as ' morals ' go, or at least a moral c_ode i� 

the modern sen se, which might interfere in art� 
. �. 

Arnaut can no more be accused of having one than cari � 
Ovid. Yet the attitude of the Latin doctor amoris 

,. 
and that of the gran' maestro de amor are notably 
different, as for instance on such a matter as delay! 
Qviq t�kes no account of the ps¥chic function , 
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It is perhrtps as far a cry from a belief in h igher 
affection to a mediumistic function or cult of Amoi·, as 

is the latter . from Ovid.  One must consider the 
temper of the time, and some of the most i nteresting 
cddence as to this temper has been gathered by Remy 
de G o urment, in Le Latin Mystiq ue, from which I 
quote  these scattered passages : 

Qui pascis inter I i l ia 

Sept u s  choreis virgin u m .  

Quocu mque pergis virgines 

Sequuntur, atque lauclibus 

Post te  canentes clll'si tunt, 
Hymnosque dulces personant .1 

(From ' Hymns to Christ. ')  

N arc1 of Co Iomba fl.ourisheth ; 
The little gardens flame with privet ; 
Stay the glad mo,ic1 with flowers, 

E ncompass her with apple-boughs. 
(From ' Ode on St. Col u ru . ') 

As for the pc1'sonce of the Chri stian cult they are 
i uc1cecl treated as Pagan gods-Apollo with his chorus 
of �I uses,  Adonis,  the early slain ' Victima pascha l  is ' ;  

yet i n  the sequa ire of Gocleschalk, a monl� in the 1 1th 
cen tury, we see a new refinement, an enrichment,  I 
think,  of Pagani sm . The god has at last succeeded i n  
becoming human, a n cl  it  is n o t  t h e  beauty o f  t h e  god 
but the wonderful personality which i s  the goal of the 
love ancl the i nvocation . 

The Pharisee murmurs when the woman weeps, conscious of 
g u ilt .  

Sinner, he despises a fellow-in-sin. Thou, unacquainted with 
1 Who feedest 'mid the lilies, 

Ringed with dancing maidens. 
Where'er Thou runncst, maidens 
Follow, and with pra.ises 
Run hehind Thee singing, 
Ca.rolliug thoir B\Veet h;rmns1 
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sin, hast regard for the penitent, cleansest the soiled one, lovest 
her to make her inost fair. 

She embraces the feet of  the master, washes them with tears, 
dries them with her hair ; washing and drying them she anointed 
them with u nguent, coYered them with kisses. 

These are the feasts which please thee, 0 Wisdom of the 
Father ! 

Born of the Virgin, who disdained not the touch of a sinner. 

Chaste virgins, they immaculately offer unto the Lord the 
sacrifice of their pure bodies, choosing Christ for their deathless 

bridegroom. 

0 happy bridals,  whereto there are no stains, no heavy dolours 

of child-birth, no Iiml - mistrcss to be feared, no nurse molestful ! 

Their couches, kept for Christ alone, are walled about by 

Angels of the Guard, who, with drawn swords, 'Yard off the unclean 

lest any paramour defile them. 

Therein Christ sleepetb with them : happy is this sleep, sweet 
the rest there, wherein true maid is fondled in the e mbraces of 
her heavenly spouse. 

Adorned are they with fine linen, and with a robe of purple ; 
their left bands hold lilies, their right hands roses. 

On these the lamb feedeth, and with these is he refreshed ; 
these flo wers are his chosen food. 

He leapeth, and bo undeth n,nd gambol etb among them . 
With them doth be rest thl'Dugh the noon-heat. 
It is upon their bosoms that he sleepeth at mid-day, placing his 

head between their virgin breasts. 
Virgin Himself, born of a virgin mother, yi rginal retreats 

above all be seeketh and loveth. 

Quiet is his sleep upon their bosoms, that no spot .bY any 
chance should soil His snowy fleece. 

Give ear untq this canticle, most noble company of virgin 

devotees, that by it our devotion may with greater zeal prepare a· 
temple for the Lord. 

With such the language of the cloisters, would it 
be surprising that the rebels froPl it, the clerks who 
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did not take orders, should have transferred something 
of the manner, and something of the spirit, to the 
beauty of  life as they found i t ? bhat souls who 
belonged, not in heaven but, by reason of their refine

ment, in some subtle plaisance, above, yes, somewhat 
rtbove the mortal turmoil, should h ave chosen some 

middle way, something short of grasping at the union 
"·ith the absolute, nor yet that their  cult should h ave 
been extra-marital ? Arn aut was taught in cloister, 
Dante praises certai n ' prose di roman.ti 1 and no one 
can say precisely 'vhether or no they were such 

p rose for music as the I.Jatin sequence I h ave j ust 
q uoted. Yet one would be rash t o  affirm that the 
' passada folor 1 which he laments (Pnrg. xxvi.) at 
almost the summit of the purifying hill, and j ust below 

the earthly paradise, was anything more than such 
deflection . 
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V . *  

1 HAVE mentioned this m a t ter ,  a n d  I m ay seem t o  a t tach 
to i t  an undue importance. 1 ca n only answer that a 
dead rat is no great  a ffair  unless i t gets_ clogged in 
your water. supply. 

1 have declared my beiief in an imminent A merican 
� isorg imento . I have no desire to Rat ter my country 
Into any belief that we are at present enduri ng anyth ing 
except the Dark Ages. 

The foreign critic going to A merica to fill his pock�ts 
fiods flattery an all too easy means to h is  end.  He 
makes the path of anyone who tares for com ing im
provement or present d iagnosis that much the harder. ] t 
is of no great matter. Let us jeer him and pass to our 
inuttons. 

A Risorgimeoto means a n  intel lectual awakening. 
This will have its effect not only in the arts but in  
life, in politics, and in economics.. l f  I seem t� la.y un
due stress upon the status 9f the arts, it is only because a�e · ·arts respond to an Intellectual movement more 
swiftly a nd more appa rent ly than do in sfl tut ions , ""i'l 
not because there is  any bc: ter reason for d iscussir.g· 
them first. 

A Risorgimento implies a whole volley of l iberations ;  
l iberations from ideas,  from s tupid ities , from condit ions 
and from tvrannie� of wr.alt(l or �f � · � �  

One may as wel l  begi n by  a discussion of ideas , t ht � ir 
media of exp ression , and,  in the present case , t h e  meiln� 
by 11·h ich ihey are tran �ported and kept in circuiation. 
Among which la t ter are these highly respected '''"' d  
nr)· decrepi t magazines. 

. ·, *  
.. .  The appa,lli�g _{ungps of our ·, b.etter ' magaz.ioes I " fi do ·not speak of the frankly comme'rcial ventures, but-of 

. those which profess to maint�in the .. literary tone. ") . 
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EznA PouND.  

1 t a k e  the i r  a t ti tude  toward poetry a s  typ ica l of t hi: i r  
menta l  s t a t u s .  I am told that  thei r att i tude tuw.1 rd 
prose ar t i cle s  o n  ex plora t ion i s  the  same-a nd that  by 
a m n n  ll'ho 'd ' been to  God-kn ows-where and b ack 11 i t l1-
out the ir  assi sta nce. 

I t  is  wel l known tha t in tile year of grace 1 870 
Jehovah appea red to :vi essrs. Harper and Co. and· to 
the edi tors of " The Century , "  " The Atlan tic, " ami 
cer ta in  others, and spa k e  thus : " The style of 1 870 is  
the fi n al and di1· ine revelation. Keep things a lways just 
as they nre n ow. " A n d  they , being earnest , God-fear
ing men,  d i d  abide by the words of the A l m igh ty , and 
g reat cred i t  and honour accrued unto the m ,  for had thty 
not divine warrant ! 

And if you do not believe m e ,  open a n umber of 
" H arpers " for 1 888 and one for 1 go8. And 1 defy you 
�o find any difference, save on the page where the date 
I S .  

H ence. wh en I say openly that there is  more art ist ic  
impulse i n  America than in any country in E urope, I am 
i n  no peril o f  being bel ieved. The documents ilre 
against me. 

And when I add that there is  no man now J iv ing i n  
A merica whose a r t  i n  letters i s  o f  the sligh test i nte rest 
to me, I am h e ld for p a r 11 doxica! .  And the answer t o  
that i s , t h a t  t h ere i s  pract icil l ly n o  one i n  A meric a  w h o  
knows good work from bad-Jio such person , I nv� .;J n ,  

who is  part  of the system for circulation. 
It is cheering to reflect th at A merica accepted \Yh i t

man when he was properly i n troduced to them by 
\Vil l iam Michael RQssetti ,  and not before then.  

\V hen a young man i n  }\ merica , h;�ving t he instinct s 
and interiors of a poet,  begi ns to write,  he finds no one 
to sny to him : " Put dqwn exactly what you feel a n d  
mean ! S a y  i t  a s  briefly ;! :>  possible and· avoid all sham 
of o rn amen t . Learn what technical excel lence I'OU can 
from a d i rect s tudy of the m asters , and pay no n't tention 
to the sugge s t i ons of anyone who has not  h ims·� l i  
prod uced notab le  work i n  poetry. Think occasionally , 
<�s Longinus ha s aforetime advised, what such or su<:"h 
a master would think if he heard your verses. ' .' 
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On t he contrary, he receives from editors suc-h 
missives as this':-" Dear Mr. --, Your work, etc. 
is very in ter�sting, etc .. et�. , but you ':"ill have to pil; 
more attent1on to con\'entwnal form 1f you want •·o 
make a commercial success of it. " 

This comes from ;\ [r. Tiddlekins, who has a 
kindly feeling for you. I t  is sent in good' faith. Ant.l 
nothing terrene or supernal can get M r .  T. to see i t  in 
:my light but  his own . He h a s  been brought up to re
spect eigh teenth-century fashions. He has never once 
considered any fundamental issue of art or of resthetics. 
He has been taught that one fashion is good. He is 
ubiquitous. (There is  one man who learned 1fl9o ill
stead of 1 S;o, but he is equally stationary.) 

A judgment a prioti ! ! Never ! ! !  The person 4lf 
the sacred emperor in a low tea-house ? · 

Of course, art and prosperous magazines are 
eternally incompatible, for .it is the business of th'e'. 
artist to tell the truth whoever mislike it, and it is  the 
business of the m;�gazine editor to maintain his circub:... 
tion. The thing needful is that the young arti!;t 
be ·taught a sufficiently galling contempt for magazines 
and publications as such. · A ·good poet is ·not' 
always an educated man. · H e  is often eager to le.arn·. 
Too eager. I remef11her tl:iat at twenty 'I �hoilld h�ve 
counted it some hpnou.r . 1� have been printed �Q.1t�.f! " Atlantic. " There are .any numb!:r ·of. young people: . in 

· America who knew· po better. · · - - . · · · · _ - ·_ -
1 met a 111an in New York. He is over thirty, he 

has never had , tjme to get " educated . "  I liked some 
of his lyrics. I said, " Give me some more and I 'II  
take 'em to London and have 'em published. "  

I found the rest o f  his_ work , poem after poem, 
spoiled. I said : " Why do you do this and this ? "  
H e  said : " They told m e  to. " I said : " Why ha\·e 
you utterly ruined this cadencce, and used this stultifying 
i nversion to maintain a worn-out metre that everyone 
is  tired of ? " 

..:.all•c answer. : �a:J . H '!/·.' : . ;  � .:. j'-: u s�r �: ·� .... ... : ...... -... 
don ' t  mean in order to get more rhymes than you 
need ?" He said : " They told me it was paucity of 
rhyme if I didn 't. "  

Then h e  read me the chorus of a play-in splendid 
movement. The form was within it and of i t .  And I 
said : " Mo"ther of God ! Why don ' t you do that sort of 
thing all the time ? " And he said : " Oh ! I didn ' t  
know that was poetry. I just did it as I wanted to
j ust as I felt i t . "  

A n d ,  of course, the way � o  " succeed, "  a s  they call i t ,  
is ·  t o  comply. To comply t o  formulre, a n d  to formul.e 
not based on any knowledge of the art o r  any care for 
i f. Take example : A lady met me and gushed over 
m e  in a London studio. She approached me with be

-fi t ting humility. " Would I favour their magazine, or 
did- I look with srorn upon all things American ?" 

So I sent them a grammatical exercise, scrupulously 
correct, and gathered avowedly froni the Greek 
a n thology. 
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And they wrote that they were delighted, and paid me 
proportionately, and informed me tha t  an aged member 
of the American Academy (Mr. Howells, to be precise) 
was very much pleased with the poem. So I sent them 
a real poem, a modern poem, containing the word 
" uxoriou s , "  an ::I thev wrote back that I used the letter 
" r "  three times 4f'n the first line, and that it was very 

-difficult to pronounce, and that I might not remember 
that Tennyson had once condemned the use of four s 's 
in a certain l i ne of a different metre. 

And there you have it. There is money in. grammati
cal exercises. If anyone wants it, let him rearrange the 
a nthology. One man has done this sort of thing until  
this; catchword floats abou t N ew York. (I change the 
name, but the substance is unaltered). 

. _ " Get out of here, "  tbe editor bawled, 
" I  buy my verse from Septimus A wid ! "  

There _is also a market for optimism. Any pleasant 
thing in syrn_metrical trousers will .find a purchaser. 

N ev.er once does the editor ask himself the only ques
tio?s _which the critic has a right to ask himself in 
we1ghmg a work of art, to wit : Is this man a serious 
artis t ?  

Does this work present what the artist intended it to 
present,  effectively ? 

Does i t  comply with the laws inherent in itself ? 
I)oes the manner fit close the matter ? 
l'here is no interest whatever in the art of poetry, as 

a living art, an art changing and developing, always 
the same at root, never the same in appearance for two 
decades -in succession. Or, perhaps, I might e xpress the 
situation more succinctly if I said : They are meticulous 
to find out if a thing conforms to a standard, like the 
carpenter who sawed off the books. But they have no 
interest whatever in ascertaining whether new things 
l iv.!ng things, seek_ing for expression, have found fo; 
themselves new and fitting modes wherein to be ex
-pressed. The Poetry Society of America was founded 
two years ;1go* to weaken the magazine clutch. And I 

iu;.pe it is succeeding. It gives at least opportunity for 
intercommunication between the authors. And there is 
d. magazine, " Poetry, "  about to be started in Chicago 
which is, avowedly, to assist the art. And one can only 
pray that the discrimina tion oi the editors will bear som�
resemblance to the common sense of the founders as ex
pressed in their announcem-ent. t 

•- (On v�ry �ifferl'�t �ines fro.rn a society of simi lar name 
now mak1ng 1tse.lf nd1culous 111, England.) Poetry is not 
a. �ort of embroidery, cross-stitch, crochet, for pensiou
nalres, nor yet a post-prandial- soporifi c for the bourgeoisie. 
We !leed the old feud between the artist aud the smugger 
port10ns of the community .revived- with some virulence 
for - the� welfare of things at large. 

t!his article was written some weeks before I had an}• 
notion that I should be made foreign representative of this. 
new periodicaL-E. P. · 
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V I .  
HAVE put belief i n  Utopias afar from me. Either this 

world is a sort of incuba tor out of which we ha tch into 
some other better o r  worse state of being, or it is not. 
A l auy ral-e, there se e ms to be maintained upon it a 
mean temperature of s tupidity, of tyranny, of intemper
anoe and laziness, and this results in a sort of fitful ' ' ' and partial enjoyment to those who happen to hke 1 t. 
And this status would seems to persist because of a 
certain balance of temperaments. It is improbable 
that any Utopia would satisfy more than the more 
energetic minority of  the race. Yet if a final perfec
tion and harmony be denied us, it seems still possible 
that we might make a number of improvements in 
the running of " things at large. " I t  is all very well to 
say that Erasmus pointed out the folly of war before 
ever M r. Shaw did,  and thl(t a stupid raoe goes on usine
muskets. But it is equally undeniable that some of the 
follies diagnosed by Erasmus have been, since his time, 
amended. 

It  is  very l ikely true that we d o . not escape f;om 
tyrannies, but only from a more obvious tyranny mto 
a tyranny of su�tler form. !here :were, . nevertheless, 
various inconvemences of med1reval hfe wh1ch I am very 
glad .to be spared. , Despite Sismondi 's  remark in the preface to h1s 
" I talian Republics, " I can never get any of my more 
progressive· friends to bel.ieve that I hav� any b�tter 
reason for studying the Middle Ages than Js found 1n  a 
crotchety humour and a pedagogical pedanticism. 
Sismondi said that one studied the past so as to learn 
how to deal with the present, or something of that sort. 
I forget his exact phrasing. 

One wants to find out what sort of things endure, and 
what sort of things are transient ; what sor� of things 
recur, what propagandas profit a man or _h1s race ; .to 
learn upon what arc the forces, constructive and dis
persive,, of  social order, move ; to learn what rules and 
axioms hold firm, and what sort fade,  and what sort 
are durable but permutable, what sort hold in letter, 
and what sort by analogy only, what sort by close 
analogy, and what sort by rough parallel alone . . · In studying the course of Europe, I find that 1n the 
past certain ·things have worked and certain things have 
not. The scope of this article does not allow me any 
close or detailed -presentation of argument ; but here is 
one conclusion in brief : 

All ·the fine dreams of empire, of a universal empire, 
Rome the imperium restored, and so on, came to little. 
The d1ream, nevertheless, had its value, i t  set a model 
for e mulation, a model of orderly procedure, and it was 
used as a spur through every awakening from the 
eighth century to the sixteenth. Yet i t  came to no sort 
of � reality, either in the high sheriffage of Charles 
thet:rreat, or in its atavistic parody under Napoleon. 

On the other hand, the free cities now here, now 
there contrived to hold ·out against the feudal system 
and ;re become the model for our present constitutional 

governments. 
All this is stated very loosely, but I would use it to 

point toward a principle : that any scheme which de
mands the agreement of an innumerable multitude of 
people before it can become effective is l ittle likely to 
achieve itself. Or, roughly, that State Socialism seems as 
impracticable as ever was Dante 's  scheme for a holy 
Roman Empire with one head and one central tribunal . 
On the other hand, any body of a few thousands of men 
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who ,·eally wi�h independence, liberty with responsi
bility, can achieve i t  unde1 any system-under any 
<�  . . � � 1 : . ,.,  -"'hf'thP.r of arms or of money. 

The M iddle Ages set up an ax10m , 1' u "" ' u  .. . .. . � - 
its lord , "  and they argued that the vassal needed a lord 
to protect him. . And capitalism sets up the axiom, " N o  factory W I th 
o u t  i ts  e n t reprene u r . " The labouring man needs some 
one to dispose of his products ; to insure him against 
the v iciss i t udes of lhe lrade. 

It is true t h a t  we get on (in America anti l'ranc
_
e)

. 
1· ery 

well, not by belonging to an overlord, but by h.1nng a 
president and lower officials " to govern us " -I. e . , to ' 
look after a l o t  of stupid details of administration. 

What worked once on the plane of arms will work 
very well o n  t h e  plane of m_oney. We see .abo.ut . us 
plenty of t h e  old feudal equations transposed m simi lar  
fashion. \\' here once we read " men, " we read now 
' ' monev. � '  

I do� ' t  sal' that the burghers of free cities found life 
easier than ,.d id 1·assals. That is not the contention. I 
don't  say ��t if the men owned the factories and em
ployed their commercial agents they would get much 
better wages-and certainly they would not get them a t  
t h e  start. I don' t  say that the transfer o f  property 
would be easy. But I do say that it is a possible solu
tion. And I have discussed it with at least one very 
intelligent and successful owner of factories ; and, ac
cording to h im,  the only difficulty would lie in the men's  
unwillingness to take the risk. 

I said, " I f  they assure you a salary of a good deal 
less than you now make, you would be willing to 
accept i t  ? " 

" Yes " he said, and then added to my further q ues
tion : "There would be no use in my proposing such a 
scheme, or of owners proposing it ,  for the men would 
think something was up. They ' d  suspect some 
catch in it. Then, again, some years the profits are 
much less than others. Thev would not rest patient 
with the smaller profits of a� off year. You couldn' t  
get  them to  understand the necessity o f  sinking a cer
tain very large part of the profits in the improvement 
of the plant. And if a man's business is  not increasing 
he is slipping back . "  

There i s  in brief what I remember o f  his attitude. 
He is  a successful man. And only among successful 
men will you find any belief in the possibilities of life ; or 
in the possibility o f  a new order of procedure in their 
own sort of business. 

This man is certainly a staunch Tory, but he Sf'es 
a revolution and believes that the " upper classes" are 
to be in one way or another despoiled. 

I don ' t  imagine that there is  anything new or d ivert
ing in the above paragraphs. The readers of contem
porary worb on social theory are doubtless far ahead of 
such nai vete as I have shown here. 

Nevertheless, being ignorant of the de tail of the 
Syndicalist tenants, and of the workings of the 
I . W . W . , it s�ms worth while to set down a conclusion 
whereto I hal'e arrived bv a so different route, to wit,  
a capricious study of medireval art and life. 

This much is certain : the justice of cities and of io-. 
dustrial countries needs a measure different from that 
which applies in the open forest, or in new land, or 
among nomadic tribes. And " property" should be 
protected ? And property has rights ? Most assuredly. 
But there are two sorts of property. There is  property 
passive, which is, in a sense, consumed or used by its 
owners, and which they must labour to keep in con
dition. A man '.s house is property passive. 

And there is property active, the value of which de
pends almost entirely upon the labour of others. And 
the rights of these two sorts of property are wholly 
different. 
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V I I .  
IT is permitted u s  t o  believe that t h e  millionaire is no 
more a permanent evil than was the feudal over-lord. 
And it is permitted us to hope that his predominance 
will be o f  shorter duration. Nevertheless there seems to 
be no reason whv he should not confer upon society, 
du ring his reign , ·  LSuch benefits as he is able. And the 
centralisation of power in his hands makes it very easy 
for him to d isplay a virtue if he have one. 

I am not much afraid that any donation from the 
wealthy will blind the people to the lay of things. More
over, if the millionaire have by rare chance any ac
quaintance with his tory he will remember that the 
Medici-to use a hackneyed example-retain honour 
a.Jllong us not for their very able corruption of the city 
of Florence, but because they housed Ficino and vari
ous a rtists and in so doing even reaped certain credit 
due to their forerunners, the Orsini. 

I n  fostering and hastening a renaissance the million
aire may be often very useful. It i s  his function as i t  
is the function of  any aristocrat t o  die and ·to leave 
gifts. Die he must, and he may as well leave gifts , 
Jest people spit upon his tomb and remember him solely 
for his iniquities. 

Also his order must pass as all things pass from this 
earth, save masterwork in thought, and in art. It is 
well, therefore, that he leave behind him some record 
for consideration. When the fire of the old 
learning began to run subtly from one end of 
I taly to the other, certain rich collectors sent out 
their agents through Greece and through all the East 
to gather what fragments they might of the ancient 
beauty. 

And I honour in Mr. Morgan (God damn his politics) 
and in our other American collectors a similar ·habit. 
Until a country hold within i t  many examples o f  fine
work you will never find there that discrimination be
tween the •sham and the real whic h .  is essential to the 
fostering of all art worthy o f  the name. 

American poetry is bad, not for lack of impulse, but 
because almost no one in that country knows true from 
false, good from bad. It is  only by familiarity with 
masterwork that one has flair. There must be know
ledge of degrees and differences at  the hearth and in 
the city. 

N evertheless� a nation has honour not for what it 
acquires but for what it  giveLS, and one would respect 
M r. Morgan infinitely more if he employe d ,  or bought 
from or subsidised contemporary American artists. 

I t  might be a no less profitable investment, though 
I count this but li ttle argument. An old thing has a 
sort of fixed value. If one acquire property in possess
ing it, it  is a fairly safe investment. The clever dealer 
buys modern work cheap, and lives thereby ; but there 
is more risk in so doing. " You never know unless 
you yourself happen personally to care. " 

Yet after ,the collectors of the fifteenth century there 
came the academies, and these likewise spread their 
enthu�iasm. A real academy is  not the kind of thing 
which we see now bearing that name in the United 
States. This latter js a sort of mor'tuary chamber 
wherein those who !lave , earnestly endeavoured to 
succeed are for a few years,  ante mortem, permitted 
to repose. 

When a man has done his work,  good or otherwise, 
you may as well chloroform him, give him a pension. 
You show a more kindly spirit if  you feed him. You 
bo1s.ter up your own self-respect if you feed h im.  But 
you do nothing to assist awakenings or liberations. If 
i t  lie within your desire to promote the arts you must 
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not only subsidise the man with work still in him, but 
you must gather such dynamic particles together ; you 
.,,\�t s�t th�m wh. ... r .. thev will inter-act, and tStimulate 
each other. 

I t  is most economical to do this when they are in the 
most energetic state, to wit, the beginning of their 
course, during the years when they will work for least 
money. Any artist who is worth powder to blow him to 
Sheol wants, at  ihe start, liberty to do his work and 
little beyond th is .  

1 respect the founder-s of o u r  academy in Rome, who 
subsidise ten artists to stay there and s tudy and work 

· together. 
But there should be a ·respectable college of the arts 

in N ew York * (or Chicago, or San Francisco, or in all 
three), a college of one hundred members, chosen from 
all the arts, sculptors, painters, d ramatists, musical 
composers, archi tects, scholars of the art o f  verse, en
gravers, etc. , and they should be fed there during the 
impossible years of the artist 's  l i fe--i . e . ,  the beginning 
of  his career. 

. As it  is,  you can , in the United S t ates get subsidised 
for " research. " You can make a commentary on 
Quine! and draw pay for three years doing it ,  or you 
can write learnedly on " ablauts " with similar result. 
And you can in all arts save literature and musical com
position (there is one college in Ohio giving a special 
fellowship in original composition, but this is, I be
lieve, the sole exception) get subsidies of one sort or 
another. 

The cost of an efficient college of the arts, an institu
tion not unlike a " graduate school " without pro
fessors, would be a trifle in comparison to the funds 
used in endowment of universities in which the �ystem 
of instruction is already obsolescent-whenever it has 
concern with anything save utilitarian knowledge. 

Wherever there is direct ratio between knowledge 
and immediate definite profit you will, as I have said, 
find the American marvellously efficient, both in intui tion 
and in methods of training. It is , perhaps, foolish 
to print in detail the constitution of such a college as 
I propose. I tried vainly to get i t  printed in New York, 

Yet this much is certain , if America has any desire 
to be a centre of artistic activity she must learn her one 
lesson from the Ptolomies. Art was lifted into 
Alexandria by subsidy, and by no other means will i t  
be established in the United States. 

It is not enough that the artist have impulse, he m ust 
be in a position to know what has been done and what 
i s  yet to do. . He must not be like the plough-boy on the 
lonely farm who spent his youth devising agricultural 
machinery and found when he went out into the world 
that all  his machines had been invented before he was 
born. 

How · often d o  I hear it said of tile American writers, 
by the Europeans, " I can ' t  see that they do anything 
but send us back co�ies of what we have already done. " 

"Transportation is civilisation " was Mr. Kipling's 
last intelligible remark, and it is  doubly true in art and 
in thought: ' 

· The American artist must · at least find o u t  what is 
worth doing before he can expect either to do it or to 
be " taken seriously . "  · 

I t  is possible that " I ndividuals" cannot be produced 
except in old countries or from old stocl,, I am not sure 
of this. But this at  least is true, that a man 's mind 
must be hand-made and not machine-made if one is to 

· take interest in it. · 
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VI I I .  

AMERICA is  the sort of country that  loses Henry J ames 
and retains to its appreci at ive bosom a cer tain Henry 
Van Dyke. 

This statement is a little d t·astic, but i t  has the facts 
behind i t .  

America's  position i n  the world of ar t and letters is ,  
rela tively , about that which Spa in held i n  the t ime of 
the Senecas. So far as civil isa tion is concerned America 
is  the great rich , Western province which has sent one 
or two notable arti sts to th e Eas tern cap i tal . And that  
capi tal i s ,  needless to  say,  not R ome , b u t  the d o u b l e  

c i t\' of London and Paris.  From our pu rely co lon ial cond i tions came I n· i ng and 
H a wthorne. Their tradition was English unalloyed,  
and we had to ourselves 'Vhitman,  " The Reflex , "  who 
left  u s  a human docu ment,  for you , cannot call  a ma n 
an artis t  until he shows h imself capable of ret icence and 
of restra in t, u nti l he shows h_i mself in some degree 
master of the forces which bea t upon him.  

And in  our own time the coun try has g i v e n  t o  the 
world two men, Wh i stl er , of the school of masterwork , 
of the school of Durer , and of Hokusai ,  a n d of 
Velazquez, and Mr. Henry J ames, a follower in  the 
school of Fla ubert and Tou rgu eneff . 

And if anyone is in terested in Am erican i d iosyn
crasies he will do well to read H en ry J ames,  who 
delineates these things to perfection. It i s true that the 
more emotional American accuses Mr. ] ames of want of 
feeling, and it  is  contended t h a t  one m u s t  know both 
Continents if  one would ful ly unders tand or wholly 
appreciate h i m .  

I th ink , in  t h e  constant turmoil of di spu te abou t h i s 
style , many have failed to do justice ta h i s  propaganda, 
h is  con t inu i ng labour for i nd i ,·i du al freedom , his  re
curren t assaults upon cruelties and opp ress ions . :vl uch 
of the real work of the world i s done, and don e  almos t 
solely by such quiet and persis ten t diagno ses as his  
are. This core of  his work is not l im ited by America, 
yet no one has better understood the charm of all that 
is fine i n  A merican life, the uprigh ts , o r ,  so to speak, 
the piles that are dri"en deep, and through the sort of 
floating bog of o u r  national confusion. 

I t  is, perhaps, beside the mark to refer to his presenta
tion of the na tional type* in the first volume of " Th e 
American , "  h i s  line d issection of the dilettante in h is  
" Portrait of a Lady . "  Ho w  well one knows th i s 
type ! H ave I not met " Osmond " in Venice ? H e 
ornamented leather. 'What most d i stressed him i n  our 
n a tional affairs was that Roose\•elt  h ad d ispla,·ed the 
'terr ible 1·ulgar ity of appearing at King Edward ' s  
funera l in  a soft felt ha t . 

But to return to Mr. Henry J ames and his  presen ta
tions, how finely h a s  he drawn the distinction between 
the "old" and the "new" in " Crafty Cornelia , "  our 
cou rteous, tawdry,  qu iet old , the new, nickel-p lated , 
triumphant. 

I cannot agree that d iagnosi s is  . " static" or  tha t  
" Know Thy·self " is  a counsel of qu i escence . 

True, it is the novelist 's  business to set down exact ly  
manners and appearances : he must render the show, h

.
e 

• How thoroughly he has done this  was brought home 
to me vivid ly not long since. I n  a wrangle· of some 
years ' stand ing I had finally made myse!I comprehensibk 
to a certai n  friend of Anglo-Ind ian extraction and was 
greeted with this : 

" Now I know wh at is the matter with Henry James ' 
people .  They are Americans . "  

I don't know that t h i s  covers the whole matter, b u t  
it  may sen·e a s  a hint t o  t h e  inquiring. 
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must, if the metaphor be permitted, describe_ precis_ely 
the nature of the engine, the position and relatiOn of I ts  
wheels.  

The poet or the art ist-and th is is a d istinction I can 
never get the prose stylist to recognise-the p

_
oet is a 

sort of steam-gauge vo l tometer , a set of pi pes for 
thermometric and ba(ometric divination. 

H e  is not even compel led to be log ical. mean 
logical with the sort of logic one expresses by a ser ies 
of sy !logi sms. 

· 
T h u s  I have been del ig h ted with the work of l'v[r. 

H enry J ames ,  and I do him such honour as my abilities 
perm i t. . 

I have in a wholly different deg·ree been i nterested in 
the work of Graham Philips-as one might be in terested 
in a vi lely painted po rtrai t  wherein th e pain ter man
aged to get a l ikeness " of someone one knew. " 
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Philips del ineated in bad prose such types of Americans 
as his social facilities permitted hi m to meet . ) think 
t he work is fairly represen tative of what America can 
" do on i t s  own. "  P hi lips ' work was wholly native. A per
usal  of it will explai n in  some degree, to the inqu isi tive 

Eu ropean ,  why one lives abroad. It is per haps too 
tr ifling an affair to be dragged into so brief a summary 
a s  the present. 

I was about to say, that while I had taken deep de
l ight in the novels of Mr. H enry J ames, I have gathered 
from the loan exhibit of vVhistler's pain tings now at the 
Tate (September, 1 9 1 2) ,  more courage for living than 
I have ga the red from the Can al Bill or from any other 
manifestation of American energy whatsoever . 

And thereanen t I have wri tten some bad poetry and 
burst into several incoherent conversations,  endeavour
ing to ex p lai n what that exhibit  means to the Amer ican 
ar tist .  

Here in  br ief  is the work of  a man, born America n , 
with all our forces of confu·sion within him,  who has 
contrived to keep order i n  h is work , who has a ttained 
the h ighest mastery, and this not by a natu ral fac ili ty , 
b u t  by constan t labour and searching. 

For the benefit of the reader who has not seen this  
exhibition I may as well  say that i t  conta ins not the 
expected array of " N octu rnes , " b u t  work i n  many 
s tyles , pastel s of Greek motif ,  one pre-Raphael i te pic
ture and work after the Spanish , the northern and the 
Japa nese models, and some earl ier  things under I know 
not wha t school .  

T h e  man ' s  life struggle is  set before one. H e  h ad 
tried all means,  he had spared himself nothing, he had 
struggled in  one d i rection unti l  he  had either achieved 
or found it inadeq uate for his ex pression . After he had 
achieved a th ing , h e  never repeated. There were many 
s truggles for the u ltima te nocturnes . 

I say all this badly . B u t  here was a m a n come from 
us.  Within h i m  were d rawbacks and hindrances at 
wh ich no Eu ropean can more than guess. 

And Velazquez could not have painted l i t t l e  M i s s  
A l exande r ' s  shoes , n o r  t h e  scarf upon the chair .  And 
Durer could not have outdone the two faces, " G rcnat 
e t  Or " and " B rown a n d  G old-de Race . " The fi r s t  i s  
ca l led a l s o  " Le P e t i t  Cardina l . " 

These two pictu res have in them a whole Shakes
pearean d ra ma , and Wh is tler ' s comprehens ion and re
t icence would never have permi tted any but the most 
aus tere discussion of  their technique, of their pa in ting 
as pain ting . And this is the pnly field of the art critic. 
It is the only phase of a work of art about which there 
can be any discussion. The rest you see, or you do 
not see. It is the painter 's own private affair which he 
shares with you, if you understand it .  I t  has nothing 
in common with the picture which tells a story, against 
which sort he so valiantly inveighed . 

But what Whistler h as proved once and for all  is 
that being born an American does no t eternally damn 
a man or pre.vent him from the ultimate and highest 
achievement in the arts. 

And no man before him had proved this. And he 
proved it over many a hindrance and over many baffled 
attempts- . He is, .with Abraham Lincoln, the beginning 
of our Great Tradition. 
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I X .  
OuR manners and morals differ (thank Gvd, they do 
d i ffer ! )  from those of  the English. And this is be
cause our ethic has a differen t basis, and because our 
conventions have a different origin. 

Let me confess that I know hardly any England 
save London, and my friends say that I really know 
nothing of the English because I meet only the few 
hyper-civi l ised people who are interested in the arts. 
From what I have seen, however, I should say that 
English conventions and manners are a system of de
fence, evolved with great skill and wisdom, born of 
the sort of necessity that presses upon people living 
close together. 

One must main tain a certain amount of freedom. 
One cannot ,  in a city , know the people next door too 
intimately. They might be bores, and waste too much 
of one 's  time. 

Everyone in London knows all the people he wants 
to kno�,.. He or she knows all the people he or she 
has . time to know. One has known so many people 
of all sorts that there is  no sort of person about whom 
one retains any cudosity. 

A new acquaintance is an experiment, a new friend 
a peril. The acquisition of either means a derange
ment of one 's system of life. It  means rearranging 
one's time to admit the intruder. 

This state of things has pertained in London for some 
centuries, and has bred a form of procedure. 

These people have clubs, so that they can sample 
you and inspect you without ·inviting you to their 
houses. They have " tea, 1 1  so that they can extend to 
you some sort of hospitality without inviting you to 
a meal. 

They have luncheons, so that you can meet them 
without meeting their husbands. 

And all these things are arranged with such sanity 
and neatness, and so conduce to the general conveni
ence of a rather anremic sort of life, that the patient 
foreigner can do little save admire the technique of the 
system. 

The impatient foreigner, the impatient American, 
who has expected to treat the English precisely as he 
treated human beings " at home, " is  apt to " get in 
wrong, " to get very disgusted with what seems selfish
ness and snobbery, and depart in a huff, convinced that 
" God 's own country is west of the Atlantic . "  

The traveller should, until  h e  h a s  carefully observed 
their customs, treat the inh abitants of any strange 
country, in which he expects to stay more than one 
week, very much · a s  he would treat mysterious and 
possibly dangerous insects. 

This English procedure ·is rational, and very well 
suited to the metropolis of a fog-enshrouded tsland. 
Our procedure is  wholly different, because its basis is 
differen�. We have another set of unconscious pre
occupatiOns. 

Our convention dates, not from an era of sedan
chairs and lackeys, but from a time when people lived 
at least ten miles apart, when you were friendly with 
you� next neighbour because you wanted his help 
agamst savages. 

No American ever knows all the interesting people 
he wants to know. We, lack "centralisation. 1 1 The 
American is constantly rushing into intimacies, in the 
hope that each new person may be the person for whom 
he is  looking ; the person with whom he can talk about 
this or that subject that no one of his acquain tance 
cares about. 

He is  dropping people with the same rapidity because 
he finds only a few of his discoveftes worth retaining. 

When people live far apart, each visitor brings news. 
He is fed as a matter of course. He stays to lunch. 
He stays on to dinner. Quite probably he spends the 
night, and stays to lunch the next day. 

City l ife has not yet wholly obliterated these cus
toms among us. It has, I think, not in the least 
changed our feelings about hospitality, about the de
tails o f  it ,  about the things we take for granted . 

Our servants are not shocked if we depart from the 
established ritual of the day.  I hear that we have no 
" servants " in the English sense. Yet the following 
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tale of Vermont illustrates an extreme, not an average. 
Mrs. J . ,  of New York, spending her summer in  the 

Green Mountain State, managed with difficulty to get 
a girl from a neighbouring farm to assist in the house
work. The girl 's mother is heard in the post-office 
of the village to this effect : " An '  there 's  that woman 
a-set tin' at  the head of her table, with her children 
about her, a n '  she 'll go ringi n '  a little bell fer my Annie 
to come in  out er the kitchen an'  pass her some thin ' 
off the ·dresser ! 1 1  

Of course, the question o f  manner is referable not 
only to the conditions of life from which it sprang, but 
also to our ethic. 

' 

So far as I can make out, there is no morality i n  
England which is not i n  one way or another a mani
festation of the sense of property. 

A thing is right if it tends to conser\'e an estate, or 
to maintain a succession, no matter what servitude 
or oppression this inflict. 

In  America our presumption i s  that those things are 
right which give the greatest freedom, the greatest 
opportunity for individual development to the indi\·i
dual, of whatever age or sex or condition. 

We· are, I believe, the most generous people in the 
world, or, a t  least, the most catholic in our generositv. 

William Blake has written : " The only evils a�e 
cruelties and repressions. " 

There is in the " Book of the Dead , "  in the negative 
confession a clause : "I have not repulsed God in his  
manifestations. "  

I think we, i n  America, hold by these elements
whether consciously or unconsciously. 

It is certain that we " get the horrors " when we first 
come to know certain phases of English life and to 
understand them. They seem sordid and animal,  and 
in the worst sense " medireval . "  

To return t o  America i s  like going through some 
very invigorating, very cleansing sort of bath. At 
least, we feel it so. There may be evil in the country,  
but the odour of the rottenness is not continually ob
truded upon one. You meet so man,r people who are 
innocent and unconscious of its extstence-so mam· 
n aive grown children who miss a double entente. 

· 

I believe we are more like the French in belie\·ing 
that certain things cannot be taken seriously. The 
French morale starts with the belief in the familial unit.  
" I f  the family holds, the nation holds, 1 1  and other de
tails may be considered as frivolous. 

We in America are horrified at  the French matri
archate, a t  the tyranny of family, but hardly so 
much, I think, as at the English " chattel " system. 

If we take sex more lightly, it  is because we. think 
that there are things of more importance. 

The French take it lightly. They know, on an 
average, more about ·it, and more about its divergen
cies, as one can see from even their casual books. 

But in England people take it seriously. If any man 
be abnormal or  impotent, or very keen on that of which 
he has been able to get but little, or if he be in one 
of a number of known ways pathological, he sets to 
writing books on the matter and to founding cults and 
collecting proselytes. And he seems to expect society 
to reform itself according to his idiosyncrasies . 

As for women, the Greek Pantheon represented the 
general types as w�ll as any later writers have been 
able to d o : Ceres, the mother, mother by nature, 
mother to anything that comes along, type recognised 
by . the Eugenic Society. 

Juno, the British m atron type, propriety and social 
position to be maintained, no one's comfort considered. 
\Vomen of this type have been alwa'ys, and, thank Gvd, 
always will be, deceived by their husbands. 

Aphrodite-1•mough said. Pallas Athene, the much 
pitied intellectual. And Artemis. 

There has been . a deal of Artemis pose, and no one 
has taken much count of her in studying psychology. 

Yet among us, perhaps because we are a young and 
inexperienced people, there remains a belief in this type 
-a type by ·no means simple-and likewise a belief in  
affect ion; i n  a sort, int i:nate sympathy which is  not 
sexual. 

Our family bond is so slight that we collect another 
family, not bound to us by blood, but by temperament. 
And I think it is very hard for Europeans to understand 
our process of doing this. 
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An Anthology of Modern Bolumian Poetry, translated by 
P. Selver (flenry J. Drane, London) . 

This is a good anthology of modem Bohemian poetry, 
accurately translated into bad and som«otimes even 
ridiculous English. Great credit is due the young trans� 
lator for his care in research and selection. The faults 
of his style, �hough deplorable, a re not such as to obscure 
the force and beauty of his originals. 

One is glad to be thus thoroughly assured that con
temporary Bohemia has a literature in verse, sensitive 
to the outer world and yet national. Mr. Selvers 
greatest revelation is Petr Bezruc, poet of the mines. 

The poetry of Brezina, Sova and Vrchlicky is inter
esting, but Bezruc's Songs of Siluia have the strength 
o.f a voice coming de profundis. 

A hundred years in silence I dwelt in the pit, 

Th� dua� of the co�[ ha; aettied u�on �y ey�s

Br�ad w'ith c�al is 'the f�uit that �y to{ling bore;.:_ 

That is the temper of it. Palaces grow by the Danube 
nourished by his blood. He goes from labor to labor, 
he rebels, he hears a voice mocking : 

I should find my senses and go to the mine once more--

And in another powerful invective : 

I am the first who arose of the people of Teachen. 

Th�y follow the st;ange�'s pl�ugh,· th� slav�s fa;e do�nw;rda. 

He thanks God he is not in the place of the oppressor, 
and ends : 

Thus 'twas done. The Lord wills it. Night sank o'er my people. 
Our doom was scaled when the night had passed; 
lo the night I prayed to the Demon of Vengeance. 
The fiut Beskydian bard and the last. 

This poet is distinctly worth knowing. He is the 
truth where our " red-bloods "  and magazine socialists 
are usually a rather boresome pose. 

As Mr. Selver has tried to make his anthology repre
sentative of all the qualities and tendencies of con
temporary Bohemian work it is not to be supposed that 
they are all of the mettle of Bezruc . .  

One hears with deep regret that Vrchlicky is just 
dead, after a life of unceasing activity. He has been a 
prime mover in the revival of the Czech nationality and 
literature. He has given them, besides his own work, an 
almost unbelievable number of translations from the 
foreign classics, Dante, Schiller, Leopardi. For the rest 
I must refer the reader to Mr. Selver's introduction. 

Ezra Pound 

C61 Bohemian Poetry. Poetry, I. 2 (Nov. 19 12) 57-59. 
A review of An Anthology of Modern Bohemian Poetry, translated by P. Selver. 
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Patria Mia. 
By Ezra Pound. 

X .  
" A SEN S E  o f  property ,"  said I .  " Vv'hich i s  very 
important ,"  added a Bri tish editor. 

The patient foreigner can only reflect that England 
is  weighted with Imperial domain ; that her Colonies 
are said to be well governed ; that her government 
within the four seas of Britain is not such as to arouse 
envy. 

Whatever the American sense of property may be, 
there has been a watchword used in the present presi
dential campaign that would scarce.ly have been used 
in any country except America or France. 

" The .first duty of a nation is to conserve its human 
resources. "  

I believe that this sentence contains the future great-
ness of America. 

I believe that because of this perception we shall 
supersede you-or any other nation that attempts to 
conserve first its material resources. 

I do not say that the American is wholly without 
sen·se of property, but his sense of play and of acquisi
tion are much keener than his sense of retention. 

The conception of things in staid and stodgy order 
has not permeated the American mind. 

Anent which this incident : My father, in a western 
mining town, had one week hired a certain Jones to 
saw wood. Said wood having been burned, my father, 
meeting Jones after seven days, suggested t�at  opera
tion be repeated. To whom, the aforesaid Jones : 
" Saw wood ? Homer, saw wood ? Say, do you 
want to go east and sell a mine for me?" Jones had 
by this time $10,000 in the bank, besides the mine. 

You cannot under these conditions breed a belief 
that all welfare depends on having a certain amount 
of capital invested at three per cent. 

That, however, was in a mining town nearly thirty · 
years ago. You will get no idea of America if you 
try to consider it  as a whole. At  least you can make 
no more exact presentation of it  than if you were 
trying to make generalities which would be equally 
applicable to Holland and to the South of France. 

Colonies and caravans have gone out into our con
tinent and '' settled and been marooned. ' '  You can 
go thirty miles from Philadelphia and find quite a 
population ; a settlement about 200 years old in which 
people do r::ot, and very often cannot, speak English. 
They no longer speak German, but a " Pennsylvania 
Dutch . " 

I n  •nany sequestered places there is a l ike consen·a· 
tism, not usually of language, but  of customs and of 
fashions of thought. 

There are towns in Upper New York State where 
they "don't know the Civil War is over," where they 
still speak of Clay and Webster and imagine the con· 
gressional debates are run by oratory. 

In Aquitaine or in H essen-Darmstadt one still finds 
types of the early tribes ; Angeven, Pict, Teuton or 
H unn. In  America, also, one finds the natives show
ing perhaps less obvious, but no less distinct , differen
tiation. This thing is apparent in their household 
customs. I do not speak now of foreigners or natu
ralised citizens, but of families who have been there 
for several generations. 

Coming on an unusually intelligen t family in a most 
arid middle-Western town, I found that they were de· 
scended from the very early French settlers in those 
parts. 

In another hundred years we may have a peasantry 
as stupid as any in Europe. 
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. The worst element, from the intel lectual poin t of 
view, are the " good families " in the small " lost 
towns ."  They own property. They are the most im
portant factor in the place. They dare not let it be 
known that, if they budged from their own corner, they 
w<;>Uld be of no importance whatsoever. They main
tam the status quo and repel all innovations. 

Another change that has not yet been fully real i sed is 
the decadence of New Englarv;! and "the South." Once 
these divisions were a good two-thirds of the animal,  
and suddenly it  is perceived that they are no more 
than the ears of some new monster that is almost un
conscious of them. 

The lines of force run New York, Cincinnati,  Chi
cago, St. Louis, San Francisco. 

It is almost impossible, and it seems qu ite futile, 
to make general statements about a country which has 
no centre, no place by which it can be tested, no place 
that " says to-day what somewhere else will say to
mo.rrow. " 

In matters of art and letters " the countrv " wil l  re
peat Paris and London. In matters of fina�ce, I sup
pose, it repeats New York, but I am not quite certain . 

I t  is misleading even to say that American " cu l ture" 
follows London and Paris, unless one qualify the sta te
ment. The real process is about as follows :-

\Vhen a brilliant person or a specialist in London 
gets tired of a set of ideas, or of a certain section of 
his conversation, or when he happens to need the 
money, he refrigerates the ideas into a book. And 
the London reviewers and journalists review i t ,  and 
absorb some of the ideas, and dilute them to ten per 
cent. of the original force. And the American Press 
dilutes the result to ten per cent. of the derh·ative 
strength, and the American public gets the " hog
wash. " And if . you try to talk on any such exotic 
matters with Americans, you get the hog-wash . 

And if you have any vital interest in art and letters, 
and happen to like talking about them, you sooner or 
later leave the country. 

I don 't mean that the American is any less sensitive 
to the love of precision, To KaAov, than is the young 
lady in English society. He is sim�ly so much farther 
removed from the sources, from the few dynamic people 
who really know good from bad, even when the good 
is not conventional , even when the good is not freakish. 

It has been well said of the " young lady in society " 
that art criticism is one of her functions. She babbles 
of it as of " the play , "  or of hocl<ey, or of " town 
topics. "  She believes in catholicity o f  taste, i n  admir
ing no one thing more than anything else. But she 
is not ubiquitous. Even in London one may escape 
from her paths and by-ways. 

At home, if the result in talk is similar, the causes 
of the result are different. 

The American is often eager to know the good. He 
hasn't time to learn for himself. H is news on these 
matters is poor. He thinks he is getting London 
opinion-that is to say , the opinion of the foreign 
specialist-when he is only getting foreign journalism. 
He takes this for gospel, and then flounders. 

He can not and should not talk .a rt. He can talk 
of the things he knows. He can talk well of poli tics, 
or of patent war machinery ,  or of the processes of one 
or a dozen trades, or of the technique of finance, and the 
artist and the specialist are glad to listen. 

When it comes to a love or a perception of the im
pulse that makes for art, he is often in the position 
of the cowboy in the following jest :- . A young gentleman from Boston was pa10fully 
shocked at  the manner in which the said cowboy was 
consuming food in a Wyoming restaur�nt. H e  was 
indiscreet enough to let it appear in his expression. 
To whom the cowboy : " See here, young feller, I got 
manners, but I a in't  got time to use 'em . "  
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Patria Mia. 
By Ezra Pound. 

X I .  
I MlGIIT go on objectinrr t o  details u 1  the American 
order, and that  would be perhaps easier than convincing 
a foreign audience that I am right to beliew in our 
future. . 

I detest an education which tends to separate 
a man from his fellows .  For  the  humanities rightly taught can but give one more points of contact with 
othe� men. I should l ike to see the universi ties and the 
arts and the system of publication li nked together for 
some sort of mutual benefit and stimulus. 

I detest what seems to me the pedantry of the " ger
manic system, "  although I am not insensible to. the 
arguments in favour of this method and mechamsm. 
I want all the accuracy of this system, but I \vant a 
more able synthesis of the results. 

I want the duty on foreign books removed. 
Si eta is · dieu le printemps so it eternel. 
Yet the question seems not so much what I shoulc.l 

like to see altered in the affairs of the United States as 
what force I rely on ; why I believe that .  these changes 
and others will follow in due ·course. 

I trus t in the n ational chemical, or, if the reader be 
of Victorian sensibility , let us say the " spirit" or the 
" temper" of the nation. . 

I have found in "The Seafarer" and in "The vVan
derer" trace of what I should call the English national 
chemical. I n  those early AnglcrSaxon poems I find 
expression of that quality which seems to me to have 
transformed the successive arts of poetry that have been 
brought to England from the South. For the a•·t has 
come mostly from the sou th, and it has found on the 
island something in the temper of the race which has 
strC'ngthencd i t  and given i t  fibre. And this is hardly 
more than a race conviction that words scarcely be
come a man,  

" l'ior may the wea ry-in-mind withstand his fa t <· ,  
!\ o r  is high hea rt  h is  helping. 
For the doom-eag-er oft bindcth fast his though t  
I n  blood-bedabbled breast . " 

The word I ha\·e translated " doom-eager "  is "dom
georne. "  And " dom " is both " fate" and " glory . " 
The " Dom georne" man is the man ready for his deed, 
eager for it, eager for the glory of it, ready to pay the 
price. 

If a man has this quality and be meagre of speech 
one asks l i t tle beyond this. 

These l ines strike a kevnote. I find the same sort of 
thing in Whitman. I mean I find in him what I should 
be as readv to call our American kevnote as I am to call 
this the  English keynote. 

· 

I t  i s ,  as nearly as I ca!l define it, a certain generosity. 
A certai n carelessness, or looseness, i f  you will ; a 

hatred of the sordid, an abil ity to forget the part for 
the sake of the whole, a desire for largeness, a willing
ness to stand exposed. 

" Camerado, this i s  no book ; 
Who touches this touches a man . "  
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The artist  personally is ready to endure a s tr a i n  
which his craftsmanship would scarcely endure. 

Here is  a spirit,  one migh t say , as hostile to the arts 
as was the Anglo-Saxon objection to speaking at ,a l l .  

Yet the strength of both peoples is  just here ; tha t one 
undertakes to keep quiet  unt i l  there is something worth 
saying, and the other will undertake nothing in its 
art  for which i t  wi ll not be in person responsible. 

This is ,  of course, the high ideal ,  not the standard 
or average of practice. 

And my other hope i s  in this : that when an American 
i n  any art or in e t ier  has lea.rned what  is the best, he 
will never after be content with the second-rate. 

I t  is by this trait that we are a ·young nation and a 
strong one. 

An old nat ion weighs the cost of the best, a nd asks i f  
the best i s  \I'Orth while. · 

But because 'we do not do this we shall move as fast 
as we learn , and knowledge and instinct arc not to be 
over-quickly acqu ired ; not in one generation . . . .  

Yet where we have now culture and a shell we shall 
some day have the humanities and a centre. 

" Poems and materials of poems shall come from their 
l ives, they shall be makers and finders. " 

One reason why Whitman 's reception in America has 
been so tardy is that he says so many things which we 
are accustomed, almost unconsciously, to take for 
granted. 

He was so ncar the national colour that the natlorv 
hardly perceived him against  that background.  

He came at  a t ime when America was proud of a few 
deeds and of a few principles. He came before thL 
nation was self-conscious or i ntrospective or subjecti\·e ;  
before the nation was in terested in being i tself. 

The na tion had no interest in  sceine its face in t lw 
glass. I t  wan ted a tradition l ike other nations ,  and 
it  got Longfellow's "Tales of a \71.layside Inn " a nd 
" H i<>.watha " and " Evangeline. " 

Whitman established the n ational timbre . One may 
not need him at  home. It is in the air, this tonic ot h is .  

But i f  one b abroad ; if one is ever likely to forget 
one 's birth-right, to lose faith , being surrounded by 
disparagers, one can find in \Vhitman the reass�!rance. 
Whitman goes bail for the nativn. 

And Whistler ? .  Whistler is our martinet. H e  left 
:J. message almost as if by accident .  lt  is, in substance, 
that being born an American is no excuse for being 
content with a parochial standard ; that it 'does not 
prevent a man 's attaining the highest mastery of an 
art or of whatever else he  undertake, nor does i t  con
done_ him for not doing so. 

1l is all very well to say that Whistler was European, 
but this does not affect the argument. If a man 's work 
require him to live in exile, let him live in exile, let him 
suffer (or enjoy) his. exile gladly . 

But  it would be about as easy for an American to 
become a Chinaman or a Hi ndoo as for him to acquire 
:.m Englishne,;s or a Frenchncss or a European-ness 
t hat is more l han half a skin deep. 

(FJ�Js . )  
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TH E BLACK CRUSA D E. 
Sir ,-1£ I did nol know that THE NEw AGE was a free 

forum where every man i s  allowed to speak his mind I 
should be surprised at the appearance of "The Black 
Crusade" in i ts pages. 

I write t�1 is lest the �a�ual . reader of the paper imagines 
that there I S  any unan1m1ty m the matter, i . e . ,  the Turco
Bulgarian war, among the regular contributors. 

what is it allied ? To the freedom of the individual � To 
equal opportunity for all ? To the conservation of h�man 
energ.y and dignity ? To any of the one and fifty causes 
to wh1ch we are pledged ? No ! 

What has the labourer to gain by letting continue a 
model of tyranny more disgraceful than that whereunder 
he sweats ? Turkey means monopoly . In her trouble she 
has a_sked loans of the monopohsts · of Europe and 
Amenca . As an alien, and a man detached from immediate con

cern in the situation in so far as it concerns Encrland 
I would state my :position in brief : 

., ' 
That of all the s1lly sentimentalism which I have met 

in post-V ictorian England , th i s  siJ ly pro-Turkish senti
mentalism is the silliest. 

If we cannot break the close ri no- in our own countries 
the next best thin� is to see it brol�en elsewhere. 

" Fellow Cluishans" and the rest of the cant, be 
hanged ! 

Wha t .  c�u ld be more inane than Europe pretending to 
be Chnshan ?. " Fellow rebels" if you like. "Fellow 
fighters fo� fau play and an open game," we greet you 
and we Wish you well .  And we wish we could throw 
off _the subtle. strands of the hidden tyranny of the mono
pohsts as swiftly and as cleanly as you are throwing off 
the yoke of a tyranny of arms. 

"Haw dem'me ! El Islam ! ! " and the rest of it. 
The disgrace to Europe is not that Turkey is about to 

be sent from Europe, but that she was not long since 
driven out. 

If Turkey has been maintained in the " u nspeak able" 
status quo, I should like to know by what force if  not 
by the force of the allied monopolies of Eurofe ?  If i t  
h a s  not been t o  the interest of European capita t o  main
tain the Turk , why has he :persisted ? 

If an Oriental despotism IS not lock,  stock and barrel 
of our matter with the industrial tyrannies of Europe, to 

UJ?civilised Mc;mtenegrins , Servians, decadent Greeks, 
pestilent Bulganan.s,  I wish you wel l ,  and I pray that 
you c�nserve your !deal of freedom better than men have 
done m my own "free" country or in constitutional 
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England . EZRA POUND. 

POETRY: A M a g a z i n t  of Y u u  

TAGORE18 POEMS • .  

The appearance of the poems o f  Rabmdranath Tagore, 
translated by -himself from Bengali into English, is an 
event in the history of English poetry and of world 
poetry. I do not use these tenns with the looseness of 
contemporary journalism. Questions of poetic art are 
serious, not to be touched upon lightly or in a spirit of 
bravura. 

Bengal is a nation of fifty million people. The great 
age of Bengali literature is this age in which we live. 
And the first Bengali whom I heard singing the lyrics 
of Tagore said, as simply as one would say it is four 
o'clock, "Yes, we speak of it as the Age of Rabindranath." 

The six poems now published were chosen from a 
hundred lyrics about to appear in book fonn. They might 
just as well have been any other six, for they do not 
represent a summit of attainment but an average. 

These poems are cast, in the original, in metres 
perhaps the most finished and most subtle of any known 

' to us. If you refine the art of the troubadours, combine 
it with that of the Pleiade, and add to that the sound
unit principle of the most advanced artists in fltrS librt, 
you would get something like the system of Bengali 
verse. The sound of it when spoken is rather like good 
Greek, for Bengali is daughter of Sanscrit, which is a 
kind of uncle or elder brother of the Homeric idiom. 

All this series of a hundred poems are made to music, 
for .. Mr." Tag�re is not only the great poet of Bengal, 
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C65 Continued 

he is also their great musician. He teaches his son� 
and they are sung throughout Bengal more or less as 
the troubadours' songs were sung through Europe in 
the twelfth eentury. 

And we feel here in London, I think, much as the 
people of Petrarch's time must have felt about the 
mysterious lost language, th� Greek that wa8 just being 
restored to Europe after centuries of deprivation. That 
Greek was the lamp of our renaissance and ita perfec
tions have been the goal of our endeavor ever since. 

I speak with all seriousness when I say that this 
beginning of our more intimate intercourse with Bengal 
is the opening of another period. For one thing the 
content of this first brief series of poems will destroy 
the popular conception of Buddhism, for we in the 
occident are apt to regard it as a religion negative and 
anti-Christian. 

The Greek gave us humanism; a belief in mtns sana 
in corpor� sano, a belief in proportion and balance. The 
Greek shows us man as the sport of the gods; the sworn 
foe of fate and the natural forces. The Bengali brings 
to us the pledge of a calm which we need overmuch in 
an age of steel and mechanics. It  brings a quiet proc
lamation of the fellowship between man and the gods; 
between man and nature. 

It is aU very well to object that this is not the first 
time we have had this fellowship proclaimed, but in the 
arts alone can we find the inner heart of a people. There 
is a deeper calm and a deeper conviction in this eastern 
expression than we have yet attained. I t  is by the arts 
alone that one people learns to meet another far distant 
people in friendship and respect. 

I speak with all gravity when I say that world
fellowship is nearer for the visit of Rabindranath Tagore 
to London. Er.ra Pound 
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THE D LACK C !l U SA D E. 
Sir,-1 regret the h�ste and ill-considered phrasing of 

my l et ter of two weeks since. I regret i ts ambiguities. I !\a\'e, it seems, l�cen as much bort>cl by u�informed pro
t urks as Mr. P1ckthall has been by u mnformed pro
llulgars. 

If, as I hea r, Mr. Pick thall has been " m uz7.led " by 
ot her papers, I am \'ery glad that Tm;; NEW AGE should 
present his arguments. I meant no disrespect to his style 
1\'hich is certainly much better than m�· own. My dull 
shaft was aimed at other pro-Turkish articles which I had 
read , and I . should have taken care enough with my letter 
to make th1s apparent. 

M)• objection to Turkey is in no degree religious. 
I am still unconvinced that a continuance of the Otto

man rule in Europe would ha\'e been of the slightest bene
fit to anyone. 

I cannot be brought to belie\'e in the fibre of a govern
ment that sends out starYing troops and furnishes them 
with wooden bullets ; that Sufism IS preferable to Metho
dism I am quite ready-to admit. 

To argue that a government has been cheated out of 
its eye teeth by thieving neighbours is not to argue well 
in its favour. It is the business of a government not to be 
so cheated. When a government becmues susceptible to 
such fraud it has become archaic, and is a danger to itself 
and everyone else, and incompetence in high places is 
in itself a crime. 

I have no doubt that there are charming personalities 
among the Turkish aristocracy, but any man who would 
put faith in the given word of England or of any other 
European Power, is uttt>rly u nfit to govern a modern 
state. He is the sort of man that would sen·e out wooden 
bullets. 

If, as Mr. Pickthall contends, the heaviest burden of 
Turkish rule has fallen on Moslems, this must not be 
counted the least of Turkey's ill-doings. 

I have a stupid prejudice in f�vour of straight roads and 
of public order. 

I detest the established rights and capacities of -capital 
as much as does Mr. Pickthall, but I have not yet rid 
my mind of the suspicion that he harbours a quaint aud 
picturesque belief in the divine right of kings. 

EzRA POUND. 
C66 

THE POEMS OF CAV ALCANTI. 

TO THE EDITOR OF' THE TIMES. 
Bir,-1 have to thAnk your critic for his COW'teoUS review or my 

" Sonnota and BaJ.lAte or O uido Cavalcanl;i " 1  but. ho seema to 
ho.ve misunderstood tho aim or my work. I thought; I had 
made dear In my preface that my cndeavoW' waa not to display 
llklll ln veralflCBtlon but to pm�Cnt the vivid pet'IIOnality of Outdo 
Oavalcantl, a man of a very different temper from his A81loclates. 
It. W1UI not practlcablo-for reasons or copyright and so on-to 
print an edition of Roosettl's parti.oJ. tr8.!111lation with my Terslon 
of tho rcmalndu. Mo�ovcr, in mo.ny placce there would 
have beE-n need of t-xt.ensive notes and or a paroJ.lel 
tran&lation wbcro lt066ettl diverged from the exa.d mea.nlng, 
There be.lng ono melodious tro.nslatlon with ordorly rh)'llles 
thl.'re WOB little need o( another. Ouldo cared more for 
&eJI8el than fo� mUBic, nnd I Baw fit to emphasize tWa essential 
aspect o( hi'J work. Tho music. is easily available for ony one 
who will learn Italian pronunciation. The meo..nlng is more than 
once In doubt cvt'n nfl.l-r long study. I thought I 110rved my 
audience best by &t'tting forth the meaning. 

8\ll't'!ly ROBSet.ti's prclac<' and mine abould show the reader tbt 
there could be no poesiblo clash or contention between bi3 lllllthetic 
method a.nd my BChola.sUo onl' ; he w:..o OB avowedly Intent; on 
maldng beautiful verses ao I nm on pl't'8enting an individual. 

Your obedient- servant, 
:._ 10. Church-walk, K(.'n�ingto!l, W. EZRA POt'�D. 
C67 
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EDITORIAL COMMENT 

STATUS RERUM 

London, December 10, 191£ IIHE state of things here in London is, as I 
see it, as follows : 

I find Mr. Yeats the only poet worthy 
of serious study. Mr. Yeats' work is already 
a recognized classic and is part of the 

required reading in the Sorbonne. There is no need 
of proclaiming him to the American public. 

As to his English contemporaries, they are food, 
sometimes very good food, for anthologies. There a re 
a n umber of men who have written a poem, or several 
poems, worth knowing and remembering, but they d o ·  
not m uch concern the young a rtist studying the art of 
poetry. 

The important work of the last twenty-five years 
has been done in Paris. This work is little likely to gain 
a large audience in either America or England, because 
of i ts tune and content. There has been no "man with 
a message," but the . work has been excellent and the 
method worthy of our emulation. No other body of 
poets having so little necessity to speak could have 
spoken so well as these modern Parisians and Flemings. 

There has been some imita tion here of their manner 
and content. Any donkey can imitate a man's manner. 
There has been little serious consideration of their 
method. It requires an artist to analyze and apply a 
method. 

Among the men of thirty here, Padraic Colum is the 
one whom we call most certainly a poet, albeit he has 
written very little verse--and but a small part of that is 
worthy of notice. He is fairly unconscious of such 
words as "aesthetics," "technique" and "method." 
He is at his best in Garadh, a translation from the 
Gaelic, beginning: 

0 woman, shapely as a swan, 
On your account I shall not die. 

The men you've sla in-a trivial clan-
Were less than I: 

and in A Drorur. He is bad whenever he shows a trace 
of reading. I quote the opening of A Drooer, as I 
think it shows "all Colum" better than any passage he 
has written. I think no English-speaking writer now 
living has had the luck to get so much of himself into 
twelve lines. 

To Meath or
'
the pasturct, 

From wet hills by the sea, 
Through Leitrim and Longford 

Go my cattle and me. 

I hear in the darlmess 
Their slipping and breathing. 

I name them the bye-ways 
They're to pan without heeding. 

Then the wet, winding roads, 
Brown bogs with black water; 

And my thoughts on white ships 
Aud the KinR o: Spain's da ughter. 

C68 Status rerum [1]. Poetry, I. 4 (Jan. 1 9 1 3) 1 23-7 . 
(In English.) 

1 1 1  



1 1 2 

C68 Continued 

Ezra Pound ' s  Poetry and Prose: Vol. I 

I would rather talk about poetry with Ford Madox 
Hueffer than with any man in London. Mr. Hueffer's 
beliefs about the art may be best explained by saying 
that they are in diametric opposition to those of Mr. 
Yeats. 

Mr. Yeats has been subjective; believes in the glamour 
and associations which hang ncar the words. "Works of 
art beget works of art." Ht has much in common with 
the French symbolists. Mr. Hueffer believes in an exact 
rendering of things. He would strip words of all "asso
cia tion" for the sake of getting a precise meaning. He 
professes to prefer prose to verse. You would find his 
origins in Gautier or in Flaubert. He is objective. This 
school tends to lapse into description. The o ther tends 
to lapse into sentiment. 

Mr. Yeats' method is, to my way of thinking, very 
dangerous, for although he is the greatest of living poets 
who use English, and though he has sung some of the 
moods of life immortally, his art has not broadened 
much in scope during the past decade. His gifts to 
English a rt are mostly negative; i .  e., he has stripped 
English poetry of many of its faults. His "followers" 
have come to nothing. Neither Synge, Lady Gregory 
nor Colum can be called his followers, though he had 
much to do with bringing them forth, yet nearly every 
man who writes English verse seriously is in some way 
indebted to him. 

Mr. Hucffer has rarely "come off." His touch is so 
light and his attitude so easy that there seems little 
likelihood of his ever being taken seriously by anyone 
save a few specialists and a few of his intimates. His 
last leaflet, High Gtrmany, contains, however, three 
poems from which one may learn his quality. They a re 
not Victorian. I do not expect many people to under
stand why I praise them. They a re Tht Starling, In tht 
Litt/( Old Marktt-Piau and To All tht Dtad. 

The youngest school here that has the nerve to call 
itself a school is that of the lmagistu. To belong to 
a school does not in the least mean that one writes poetry 
to a theory. One writes poetry when, where, because, 
and as one feels like writing it. A school exists when 
two or three young men agree, more or less, to call certain 
things �ood ; when they prefer such of their verses as have 
certain qualities to such of their verses as do not have 
,them. 

Space forbids me to set forth the program of the 
lmagistu at length, but one of their watchwords is 
Precision, and they are in opposition to the numerous 
and unassembled writers who busy themselves with d ull 
and interminable effusions, and who seem to think that 
a man can write a good long poem before he learns to 
write a good short one, or even before he learns to pro
d uce a good single line. 

Among the very young men, there seems to be a 
gleam of hope in the work of Richard Aldington, but  
it is too early to make predictions. 
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There are· a nmnber of men whose names a re too 
well known for it to seem necessary to tell them over. 
America has already found their work in volumes or 
anthologies·. Hardy, Kipling, Maurice Hewlett, Binyon, 
Robert Bridges, Sturge Moore, Henry Newbolt, McKail, 
Masefield , who has had the latest cry ;  Abercrombie, 
with passionate defenders, and Rupert Brooke, recently 
come down from Cambridge. 

· There a re men also, who arc. little known to the general 
public, but who contribute liberally to the "charm" or 
the "atmosphere" of London : Wilfred Scawen Blunt, 
the grandest of old men, the last of the great Victorians; 
great by reason of his double sonnet, beginning-

He who has once been happy is for aye 
Out of destruction's reach; 

Ernest Rhys, weary with much editing and hack work, 
to whom we owe gold digged in Wales, translations, 
transcripts, and poems of his own, among them the fine 
one to Dagonet; Victor Plarr, one of the "old" Rhymers' 
Club, a friend of Dowson and of Lionel Johnson. His 
volume, In The Dorian Mood, has been half forgotten, 
but not his verses Epitapltium Citharistriae. One would 
a lso name the Provost of Oriel, not for original work, 
but  for his very beautiful translations from Dante. 

In fact one might name nearly a hundred writers 
who have given pleasure with this or that matter in 
rhyme. But it is one thing to take pleasure in a man's 
work and another to respect him as a great artist. 

Er.ra Pound 
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Through Alien Eyes. 
By Ezra Pound. 

I .  
IT is the day of loose impressions a n d  I detest them , 
and the truth about a nation is a sacred mystery upon 
which none but the professional journalist may . gaze 
unveiled. About one 's  own country one has convic
tions__:more or less right ,  but abou t a foreign cou n t ry 
one h ;s only impressions. Take them for what they are 
worth ; they will possibly offend you. 

. 
Why do I live in England ? Because I am an art1st 

of a sort-though poetry is not usually counted an art 
-still I am given to thinking of myself as an artist, 
so it  comes to the same thing so far as I am concerned. 
And England is a comfortable, musty old studio where 
no one runs carpet-sweepers under my easel. 

I know that I am perched on the rotten shell of a 
crumbling empire, but it isn ' t  my empire, and I 'm not 
legally responsible, and anyway the Germans will 
probably run it  as wel l as you do. If they don ' t  run 
i t  rather bet ter I shall  go to Paris , for I am. not particu· 
larlv fond of  Germans. One can write on " America " with what THE NEW 
AGE calls ' '  moral indignation , ' '  for  one has the flicker
ing belief that one might thereby do a l i ttle good. Of 
course we have just about a s  much muddle as you have, 
but ou

1
r confusion is like a heap of  iron filings, partially 

magnetized ; while yours is a dead hea[j. Let me ex
plain this metaphor. 

I f  you pour a heap of  iron fiimgs on to a glass plate 
thev form a heap · no amount o f  care and thought 
wo�ld make you able to arrange them bit by bit in a 
beautiful  manner. Clap a strong enough magnet to the 
underside of  the plate and a t  once the filing:s leap into 
order.  They form a rose pattern on the l ines of the 
electric force ; move the magnet and they move in 
u nison. 

God forbid that I should deny that America is, 
economically in a mess, but one feels, or belie\·es one 
feels some 

'
sort of force-call i t  the spirit of the 

coun�ry, or a belief i n  the future-moving to its 
assistance. 

Does anyone honestly feel the same for England ? 
As a stranger, who had .been courteously received, 
I tried to maintain the illusiOn. 

The archa:ologist told a friend of mine tha t centaurs 
had never existed, " For, " said he, " i f centaurs had 
existed we should have found skeletons of centaurs. " 
And I said this was all  nonsense ; that o f  course , cen
taurs had existed · that centaurs were an article of faith ; 
that next he would deny that unicorns ever existed, and 
" then the Empire would go to smash . " I was told in 
the finest English accents, that the Empire ·would, 
unicorn or no unicorn . And that, under various 
wordy disguises would seem to be the gist of  it. 

I suppose the lion on your arms stands for strength, 
or what we call '' bluff , ' '  and which you term '' re
serve " and the unicorn must stand for superstition. 
And your most scholarly .strategists are 'busy telling you 
that your lion is S'tu ff�d with sawdust and cotton 
batting. And all  this is perfectly natural. 

Of course you need conscription. You need to con
scribe the unemployed. You are wasting your human 
resources. But i f  you conscribe the unemployed you 
send up the price of wages, a thing which no Liberal 
Government would ever be persuaded to allow. And if 
vou did send up wages your employers would import 
iabour to send them down again,  and then you 'd get 
more unemployed to conscribe, and by this process you 
would get a plausible army which would be ' '  a burden 
to the State. " 

And of course the State ought to be· supported by a 
tax on unearned increment. There should be-with the 
possihlr exreotion o f  a l i�ht  pol l - tax-but one t a x ,  and 
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that should be levied solely on what I have called " pro·· 
perty active. " I t  should be levied on men who make 
a profit on the labour of other men. I t  �hould not be 
levied on the land which gives, and wh1ch shou_l� be 
cheap. And this sor t  of tax woul dend the v1c1ous 
circle whereby all  labour is t urned to the loss of  the 
labourer. · 

. .  
Then of  cou rse your land tenure is u tterly nd1culous. 

The A.'nerican who comes here with the intention of 
slar tiug business simply laughs a t  the system and goes 
elsewhere. 

O f  course these matters do not concern me. Simply, 
I " i mprac-they are so obvious that even a more or ess 

tical "  person like myself has them thrown upon h i s  
retina. . r And then of course, you ought to have un1versa 
adult suffrage ;  not that one believes i n  popu lar govern
ment · not that any people ever would take the t ro�ble 
to gC:vern themselves ; but it  keeps the populace m a 
good temper, politically, i� they thml< th�y have a shar: 
in the ordering of the nat10n. ��ffra�e !s good fa

.� th 
national spi rit ,  i t  produces poht1cal md1ff7ren:e. The 
people " may know that things are not qu1te nght, but 
they will have a vague suspicion that they are ! them
selves, to blame, and this will keep them qu1et and 
at! able. 

It  is conceivable that an oppressed and u�derfe? pro
ducer might fight in defence of a country m wh1ch he 
thought he had some interest, but that he would show 
any energy in protecting property, let �s sa� a factory 
which h e  has the month before been w1th d.Cnculty re
strained from destroying, is a doctrine to be held by 
no sound man.  . . 

Of course I am a pacifist ; every Am�ncan 1s a 
pacifist. Vl'ar is a mess and a bother. It !s ,  between 
nations of equal civilisation, an anachronism. · .  And 
there is " Engla nd's danger. " As we have seen m the 
past few week s ,  an Oriental despotism has no show 
against: a constitutional gover�ment ; and between such 
dissimilar' organisations there 1s but the one argument,  
force. . 

The Englishman has the se�se of property-o_f h 1 s.  
o w n  property. I t  has made h1s emp1re ; made 1 t  a �  
fanaticism made the empire of t h e  Crescent. . . 

The German has the sense of the State .  Th1s  J S  a 
thing more modern and destined for i ts  own sl�w 
victorv. Al l  this  is of l i ttle moment to me. I am dls· 
intere�ted and detached from the particular encounter 
as much as i f  I were a fairly perspicacious China-
man. It is only a game of 'chess. . Yet from the personal side your sense of property IS 
a never-failing source o f  astonishment to me. The 
emphasis which the �dtish subject c�n put  on the 
possessive pronoun stnkes us transpontmes as a t  once 
hateful and barbaric. In a world of  flowing phenomena 
how comes i t  that this otherwfse quiet person can burst 
into violence with a my house, my this, my that, or the 
other ? We are startled . I t  is u npleasant, a l i t tle 
gruesome. VI/ e understand why the island is said to be 
full  of  ghosts haunting their houses. We fall back upon 
a questioning irony. That anyone could :want to own 
anything so much ! \Ve u nderstand 'the nddle of your 
burdensome possessions oversea. We understand wh.y 
the Oriental stands back and lets you replace h 1 s  
governing class-which .caste he never counted his. 
highest. . This curious atavism ! Is it a matter of chmate ? 
Did you descend from the walrus., while the rest of man
kind was busy descending from the ape ? Is ther� an 
original difference ? 

This curious fetish ! You have gone to all lengths 
for it. You have made, over and over again,  blood 
sacrifice. You have squandered human resou rce!' 
for the material resources. And where we seek 
liber ty , or what I suppose you wou!d call ' .'  irrespo�si
bili ty " because you cannot see that IS a feehng of bemg 
responsible for something else than the things for which 
you find i t  natural. to feel responsible ; where we seek 
liberty , you clamour for a sense of " safety, "  another 
ig-nis fa t u u s .  
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Through Alien Eyes. 
By Ezr� Pound. 

I I .  
O F  course, England i s  a charming place, or, rather ,  
London contains a few t housand endurable people, and 
I have arranged my life so that I do not have to mee t 
anyone I don ' t  want to meet, and this is very comfort
able. 

It is  not long· since a friend said to me, " England ? 
Bah ! what do you !<now about  England ? You meet 
only a few over-civilised people who happen to like your 
verse or who think they ought to like it, or who thin.\� 
thev might like it if thev took the trouble to read it . 
Th� rest of the population is as stupid as if it were 
American. ' '  

Surprising a s  it may seem , I d o  not find my own 
country universal!)' respected here, and no deference is 
paid to me because of my being a cit izen· of a free State, 
a member of the sovereign people. 

Nevertheless, I am not wholly blind to the fact that 
this li ttle howdah of Kensington and its environs is 
carried on tl 1e back of a very large and very sickly 
elephant. 

During the prelude of my London existence-that is 
to  say, before people began to let me into their drawing
rooms-! was permitted, even forced, to notice some 
of the viscera of this metaphorical beast. 

Here, as in all countries, one may find the implacable 
dullness of Suburbia-often a heahhy dullness. One 
may find here , as elsewhere, boarding-houses, complete 
with billiard table (no cushions), bath (out of order) , 
hot and cold water (ge)'Ser not working), pink, frilly 
paper decorations, complete board and lodging, 1 2s. 6d . 
per week. 

" lVQt se the Cllll l!adll . "  
' " H e  knows who knoweth i t  
How Rore is sorrow to bear, "  

says the writer o f  the " \Vanderer. " Foods, unthink· 
able and unimaginable, odours, etc.  ! And I haven ' t  
been anywhere near to the bottom. I 've been fa r 
enough. 

I know that here, as elsewhere, the social scale goes 
down, by imperceptible gradations. There are in it no 
" discreet differences . " It goes down and down until 
one is · glad to lose sight of it ,  down to the slave of a 
slave and down beyond that, where we stop in our keep-
ing .t;ount and call it simply· -.. abyss. " . 

I· have seen two thin11s in London that I can compare 
to ':lothing- but Mr. K1pling's sea monster in · " Many 
Inventions. " 

One in Regent Street, going towards Oxford Circus. 
It had lost a leg, from the knee. It must have been 
fresh from tte hospital, for the cicatrice was still red. 
It must have had on the clothing. worn at the time of 
the accident, for the breeches were torn, and showed 
the surgeon's job, 

The other in Oxford Street, near Hyde Park. I t  
was compact and beer-fed and sore-eyed and nearly 
blind with hunger. 

These hulks were no \\'orse to look at than many 
o thers, but they were striking in  this, that they were 
not inert. They were not Verhaeren 's  Pauvres gens 
a11x gestes las et indulgents. 

The first moved swiftly, with great swings between its 
clumsy crutches ; the second apparently slowly, yet 
with a recklessness that marked its movement from 
that of anything else in the crowd about the 'bus stop. 
The · Jegs moved stiff from the hips, with no bend at 
the knee or ankle. Each of  these things moved to a 
rhythm regular as a metronome's,  moved by a force as 
unreasoning as that in a tree or a flood. The first was 
young ; t he second about forty. Neither looked to 
right or left. They neither asked, nor gave one time to 
offer them alms. They made no protest. 

I think that only this twice in my life have I seen 
bodies completely gripped by the will. 

" Of course one cannot prevent. 
I don ' t  wish to  prevent anything. I am not a humani

tarian,  but a humanist. 

The drarna of l i fe depends upon inequalities. Let us 
maintain them ? No. They will manage to maintain 
themselves without our meag·re assistance. 

But this much any sane man can see in  England as  
elsewhere : The  present system for  educating the poor 
is asinine. 

A child should be taught in  school :-
(a) That the man  who does no t  make something· 

ot teht  to s t arve.  Thal if he does nol make something 
he either will starve, or he must maintain himself by a 
series of shifts and dodges. 

(b) He should be taught something useful .  H e  
should n o t  b e  taught dabs o f  this, that and t h e  other. 
He should be taught some one congenial thing until i t  
is  second· nature. 

(c) The three " R 's " can be added , and beyond this 
the chi ld should be free. It should not be in the school
room over three hours a day. I t  should be kept in the 
open ; sent to a heath near the city for at least one day 
a week. 

(d) It should not have poetry and li terature and 
"composit ions" made a drudgery. I t  should have ac
cess to  books in  a school library. I t  should be allowed 
to read in the afternoons, if it care to. There should 
be someone in  the reading room to answer its ques
t ions-to answer them courteously and seriously. 

I am not speaking merely from theory. I have some 
in timate knowledge of various processes and experi
ments whereby we attempt to clear up our American 
slums. I know their appeal and effect. 

Thus, there is in Philadelphia, on South 1o th Street, 
an institution for I talians-a church, if the name be 
not too misleading. During the week the children and 
those who are no longer children come there to learn 
wood-carving and modelling, and to give plays on a 
stage in the basement ; and there is a day school. These 
I talians are for the most part sturdy peasants who make 
a living by working on railroads and as masons, or in 
various work of that sort. They come to the " church " 
for relaxation, for amusement ; it is a decorative feature 
in their lives. 

On the opposite corner there is an institution main
tained by the Jews. Here you would find children 
huddled together, learning every sort of trade-shoe
maldng, the various specialities of tailoring, etc. 

This wise and provident people, receiving its 
emigrants from Russia, from the afflicted districts, 
tal<es measures to prepare them. as swiftly as possible' to 
make their way among new surroundings, to acquire-
and they do acquire-and buy up land and become rich 
in due season. . 

Of course, the I talians also go on raising their 
standard of living, but i t  is a new country. I point out 
the Jewish system of training as the wise .means devised 
by one sect ion of the poor, one nation of ou� coun try, to 
gain advantage over the rest. \Vhich they very ob
viously do. 

The term " church " may surprise you ; but if any 
slum 1vork is undertaken " in terdenominationally " the 
J ew o1·erruns it and gradually pushes out the others. 

Acquisitil·e·, he wan ts ' '  culture ,"  or anything else 
that he can get, free ; and he  has the foresight which is 
more or less lacking among the simpler, more sensuous 
emigrants : he knows that whatever he learns may come 
in handy some time or  other. 

It is obvious, though ·I express it  clumsily, that an 
in telligent " lower class " would by instinct wish to 
learn trades and industries rather than " book learn
ing. " And it is obvious that this is a wise instinct, 
and that a sincere Government would try to give them 
facilities for acquiring such knowledge. 

Concerning my paragraphs on conscription of the 
unemployed, which is a very different thing from univer
sal service, I have noticed one effect in the handling of 
slum children-and any far-seeing slum work i s  work 
with children-we have an informal committee, which 
amuses itself by filling up a cenain number of trams 
with slum-children of a Saturday, and dumping them 
in a park for their health's sake. 
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The effect of an " institution " on its surrounding 
slum is not always apparent, but if one is trying to 
manage a few thousand youngsters, in so simple a 
matter as getting on and  off a tramcar, and giving 
them lunch, one has a sudden revelation of the difference 
between those who have been gathered through some 
" centre " or " settlemen t , "  and those who have been 
gathered at a corner grocery store. 

I t  is unlikely that they are conscious of having dis
covered the value of order. But they do know that fo1· 
their own convenience they get about quicker, get fed 
more, and are in general more comfortable if they obey 
a few general suggestions, to line up by twos or fours, 
to go this way rather than that, etc. 

This is judging the wind by !1 straw's motion ; but  
i t  is very instructive to watch th1s sort of straw. 

All this is practical work. I know little of the cor
responding activities in London. My impression of the 
few missions I \·e seen is that they are the old sort that 
teach the children to sing psalms and honour their 
landlord. But this is, perhaps, only an impression. 

Through Alien Eyes. 
By Ezra Pound. 

I I I . 
1!'1 my articles on America I compared that country to 
Spain at the time of the Senecas, saying it was not 
so much like a nation as like a province without a 
centre. 

London, to carry ou t the simile, is like Rome of 
the decadence, so far, at least, as letters are concerned. 
She is a main and vortex drawing strength from the 
peripheries. 

Thus the finest authors, in my judgment-Yeats, 
James, Hudson, and Conrad-are all foreigners, and 
among the prominent English writers vigour of 
thought, as in the cases of Wells and Bennett, is found 
only in conjunction with a consummate vulgarity. 
Among the tub-whackers the Briton fares scarcely 
better, and the bubbling G. K. C. makes a poor second 
to the bellowing Hilaire. Perched on the dry rim of the 
cauldron the naive transponti ne observes the " British 
institutions ," Gosse, Thackeray, Garnett, and their 
penumbra, the " po\vers in the world of letters, " with 
Hampstead as a more hideous sort of Boston, Massa
chussetts. One knows that i f  one ascend U!J into 
height the manifestations of the papier mdc/ze are before 
him, and if he descend into depth they are before him, 
and i t  is no use leaving one country to escape them. 

Surely " The Sphere " and Mr. Clement Shorter are 
the real expression of British nationality ? I ask it as 
a stranger, as one seeking for instruction in the peculiar 
conditions of a charming country wherein I find mvself. 

In journalism you have Garvin ; but I come ·from 
the country of Brisbane and Willy Hearst,  and you 
cannot expect me to be epate by the author of " Doom " 
and " Gehenna " and " Whang " and all the mighty 
products of his trade. 

I t  is not my business as an observer to speak of your 
hearts of oak, or to tap the marrow of your nation . 
I can only be expected to know what meets the eye o f a 
stranger. 

If anything were calculated to give me fa i th in the 
future of England and a belief in her present  strength, it 
was your coal strike-which your papers misrepre
sented . This thing will be written in his histor1· when 
the future produces a Burckhardt. A million me� going 
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out of their  work and keeping perfect order. No ! 
This thing is stupendous;  it is of far greater signific
ance than this archaic row in the Balkans. Believe me : 
Nascitur ordo. 

I know very well that there is no dearth of those who 
want to turn you into a nation or shopkeepers, to make 
you into a Venice for tourists. 

Against this labour of your mines you have got the 
shop-keeping type. You have got your Bennett and 
Wells, your shopkeepers in " The realm of books. " 

You have got your parasitic East End ; for the idle 
poor are as much against labour as the idle rich. And 
if one were to prophesy the future " type " from the 
seeing of London alone one would say : The future 

•Briton will have the large buttocks of the _ Jew the 
curious out-turning feet, and this will be surmo�nted 
by a bowler hat and a chest of the dimensions of those 
which one sees hovering about Eustace Miles' res
taurant .  

You have, of course, a fine physique among your 
I mperialists. And an I mperialist is, to foreign eyes a 
fine, robust, old Tory gentleman with a stake in the 
coun try , and he bristles with " the state of Empire. " 
He would rather reform the Empire in its peripheries 
than at its centre, for a change at  the centre might dis
turb his tenures and gracious ease. . 

And you have Lord Roberts bidding you " Arm and 
Prepare. " A very inspiring figure ! Or, rather, he 
would be if he would drop his cinque cento atti tude and 
face the whole of the ma tter, for the dilemma is  not 
an army or a German invasion, but a German invasion 
or social reorganisation ; and this later would mean a 
Government based on, and representative of, the real 
strength of the nation-i. e . ,  the producers, the million 
men who struck and the rest of their sort and calibre. 

There was once a beautiful lady, and she said to me : 
" I have just been lunching with six generals. Now 
I kno·w why the war (in South Africa) took so long to 
get finished. ' '  

O f  course, any sort o f  military discipline would be 
good for a nation like yours, which is primarily a 
na tion of amateurs. It would make them immeasurablv 
more fit  to compete with a nation of specialists and pr�
fessi·onals, but your salvation does not lie in a pic
turesque militarism of the pre-Napoleonic order. _ !\or 
does it lie, I think, in that very funny body which you 
call your House of Commons-not, at least, · in its 
present condition or w i th the present electorate. 

In fact, the pretences of the " House " are too 
feeble to deceive even so casual an observer as I am. 
The House has for so long been accustomed to see 
itself in the traditional pages of " Toby " that i t  may 
not be amiss for an ou tsider to say what he saw there. 
The diary runs as follows :-

This curious assembly i s  said to  be  descended from the 
moots of the folk and the witan. I saw the utterly 
d isagreeable facing the ut terly inefficient. At  vari
ous places ·i n  the chamber men arose and began 
talking, and it reminded me of our junior debates in 
college--except that we had to get up our subject better ; 
we were " flunked " (Anglice, ploughed) if we didn 't .  

We made occasional appeals to logic. Such would 
not seem to be Parliamentary form. 

Your country was said to be in a crisis. I dare say 
it was very cleverly managed. I presume labour was 
" broken for the next thirty years. " 

But  in the House of Commons one heard only a li ttle 
ineffective banter. The Tories impressed me by a 
charm of manner, wholly absent from the Government 
side of the House. Some one who they told me was 
" Hugh Cecil " volunteered that " co-partnership " was 
the solution. He had great charm of manner, but  
seemed rather vague in his  ideas as to just what or 
how " co-partnership " might be. 

Lloyd George entered ; he seemed almost &s un
pleasant as Mr. Churchill ; he had a voice l ike a file 
in a bit of . uneven steel. H is speech was interesting 
psychologically , and the substance of his reply to the 
general objection to something rather undefined was 

C7 1 Through Alien Eyes, Ill. New Age, Xll. 13 (30 Jan. 1913) 300- l .  
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C7 1 Continued 

a.bout  as follows :--" That's all very well  and Uwt's 
all  very wel l ,  but I 'm the biggest dog in this kennel , 
and there's  n o . u se in arguing that. " 

I heard two th ings tha t sounded like sense-one from 
a man who knew something about the inside of a coal 
mine,  and, later,  another argument from a man who 
k new something about marine engines. 

So I conclude the real d ivision of the House is some
where. about the gangway ,  rather than a matter of left 
and ngb t. 

And as i t  is obvious tha t such a great world-empire 
as. yours �ould not be governed by the lucubrations of 
t h1s debating club, I am forced by the process reductio 
ad absurdum to conclude that it must be governed by 
something else. 

Prhencu, par P. ]. Jouve : Georges Cres, Paris. 
I take pleasure in welcoming, in Monsieur Jouv.e, a 

contemporary. He writes the new jargon and I have 
not the slightest doubt tha t  he is a poet. 

Whatever may be. said against automobiles and aero
planes and the modernist way of speaking of them, and 
however much one may argue that this new sort of work 
is mannered, and that its style will pass, still it is indis
putable that the vitality of the time exists in such work. 

Here is a book that you can read without being dead 
sure of what you will find on the next page, or at the end 
of the next couplet. There is no doubt that M. Jouve 
sees with his own eyes and feels with his own nerves. 
Nothing is more boresome than an a uthor who pretends 
to know less about things than he really does know. I t  
is this silly sort o f  false naivete that rots the weaker pro
d uctions of Maeterlinck. Thank heaven the advance 
guard is in process of escaping it. 

It is possible that the new style will grow as weak in 
the future in the hands of imitators as has, by now, the 
Victorian manner, but for the nonce it is refreshing. 
Work of this sort can not be produced by the yard in 

, stolid imitation of dead authors. · 
I defy anyone to read it without being forced to think, 

en 

immediately, about life and the nature of things. I have 
perused this volume twice, and I have enjoyed it. 

E. P. 

en [A review, signed: E. P., of] Presences, par P . .J. Jouve. Poetry, I.  5 (Feb. 1 9 1 3 )  165-6. 
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Through Alien Eyes. 
By Ezra Pound. 

I V .  
I s L: B S C RIBE myse l f  a " {eminist " ;  that is  t o  say , I 
am unmarried I have no sisters and few aunts, and I do 
nol l ive  with �1v family. I am,  therefore, most admir
ably fi tted to t�eat of the abstraction " Woman" in a 
h i gh and decorous fas.hi?n ,  with a min� un�rammell�d 
and with a temper u mrntated by the mmutm� of dally 
proceedings. . . . There will be no proper discussion of this matter 
until the frailer sex divides itself as frankly into " mas
culists" and " anti-masculists. " 

We Americans being by temper Latin rather than 
Icelandic have discovered long ago that the way to 
keep a woman in the state of proper docility a n� sub
jection is to give her what  she says she wants With al l  
convenient speed. 

Thus in those States of our Union where the ladies 
haYc h�d a \'ague idea that the \'Ote would be of some 
use to them or where they have thought they would 
deriYe any �Ieasure fr.om exercising the franchise, we 
ha\·e permi t ted them to vote. 

Your situa tion with regard to " suffrage" is  to our 
mind frankly " impossible" and �oth your. �arties have 
been on our side of the water objects of nd1cule rather 
than of sympathy. . . . To the sophisticated Amencan m Lnd 1t seems very 
odd that anvone should be really anxious to vote. I t  
seems odd that  anyone should imagine there was any 
particular use in v'oting . . The obvious .answe� of any 
American to any lady askmg for a vote IS precisely the 
an swer which I once got myself very much disliked for 
ma king : " You are perfe�tly welcome to mine . "  

That is precisely i t  in dialogue a s  follows :
The Lady : " I  want a vote . "  
The Male : " Well,  of course, er-I don 't  know that 

I can do anyth�ng with the legislation on the matter. 
But i f  vou really want a vote, for heaven 's  sake use 
mine ' I  perhaps will have to cast the ballot for you, ' I I • I I  but that's only the mechanical process. 

Hence I believe that women are of considerable use 
in the co�duct of our American affairs. 

Certainly as probation officers, .i n  look.in� after the 
disorderly chi ldren of the slums, m the JUnior courts ; 
as tenement inspectors in various like offices, and in 
various offices of the national and municipal' house
keeping, they have proved themselves mos� valuable, 
and their opinions on m any matters of detaJ) are held 
in utmost respect. 

The exercise of such functions has produced what is 
to my mind a very in teresting type of woman. T�is 
type may exist in England, but I have not met 1t. 

I t  is a woman of broad experience, of comprehension, 
usually of generous humour, a woman whose acquaint
ance with l ife has been at first hand and various. I t  
is a l i ttle hard to express precisely what I m ean ,  but 
the quality of her comprehension is distinctive because 
her experience has not come to her solely or predomi
nantly by the channels of' sex. 

Heaven knows your Society women have, at times, 
humour and understanding and all the graces, but their 
minds are preponderantly derivative. They may have 
gathered from one man or from many, but their indi
viduality, when they have any, is only a sort of guide 
to their eclectic processes . They are more than likely 
to accept an idea because they like the person who 
has it. 
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All this statement is very. platitudinous. W hat I 
think I am driving at may be summed up in the fol
lowing vague generality . 

Our women in civil life may be said to have some 
sort of human experience unconditioned by sex or caste. 
In England it has been my lot to meet more often a 
woman of social experience. . . A probation officer is eminently practical. She 1s 
perfectly well  aware that no two human beings are 
much al ike. She is a person very different from the 
female member of a " Society for. the discussion of 
social problem s. " She may exist in England , but I 
have not met her, or her l ike. . I t  strikes me also that  the s uffragettes are losmg 
much valuable time by their method of mobilisation. 

There is nothing to prevent their calling an assembly , 
an assembly representing the towns and shires propor
t ionately. In this assembly they might discuss in 
detail all matters of national economy. They might 
frame bills and proposals of legislation. And, this 
being done, they would have l i ttle difficulty in  bringing 
these bills to the a t tention of the Government.  

Their assembly would have no formal constitut ional 
recognition, but, if  their proposals should be foLLnd 
wise and proficient, this assembly might in time come 
to have the prestige of a Third or Preliminary Chamber. 
I am much mistaken i f  the Commons at their inception 
had m uch more weight than such a feminine assembly 
now would have. 

The constitution of such an assembly would be far 
more impressi\·e than breaking windows, burning mails,  
and heaving rocks at stupid old gentlemen. 

The naive transpontine is-on this matter of su ffra
gettes-filled with a " horror and pale amaze" at  your 
treatment of political offenders. 

Half England shudders when a bill i s  brough t for
ward for the flogging of pimps and half sits quiet in 
the face of forcible feeding and newspaper misrepre
sen tations. 

They say the flogging would " brutalise" some one or 
other. As a matter of fact, the results of the bill will 
be two in number : I t  will send a certain number of 
men back to B russels with great celerity, and the pimp 
will be replaced by the nation in this primitive form of 
insurance. 

Yet the country shudders and still injects soup 
through the female nose ! 

\Vell,  England has been for centuries the " asylum of 
the oppressed . "  You may speak at Hyde Park Comer, 
you can write in socialistic journals, you can " let off 
the dangerous steam. " I t 's a delightful land for the 
stranger .. 

There are cheap and convenient lodgings, though you 
ought to have more plumbing than is usually found in 
them. 

And London is  a great-and, if  you like, unserious
picture-book, and its pages are of infinite variety. 

There i s  no week without some new. thing of interest, 
no fortnight in which some new and interesting per
sonality is n ot whirled up against one. A month ago 
i t  was a great poet from Bengal, three weeks ago i t  
was a renovator o f  a n  art that is almost new, three 
days ago it was some one en passant whose name I 
scarcely caught-the continuous torrent-process. These 
people come bringing you particles of knowledge and 
gossip, wearing you away li ttle by li ttle, fil ing against 
vour salients. 
- And this process becomes so much the usual, the dull 
and accustomed, that one forgets the city ever had a 
lure and mystery. And all this sounds sadly like senti
ment and rhetoric. And I dare say it is ; so I end it.  
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I IVIAGISIVJ E "' 

Some curiosity has been aroused concerning lmagisme, 
and as I was unable to find anything definite about it in 
print, I so�ght out an imagiste, with intent to discover 
whether the group i tself knew anything about the " move� 
ment. " I gleaned these facts. 

The imagiste.r admitted that they were contem
poraries of the Post Impressionists and the Futu rists ; 
but they had nothing in common with these schools. 
They had not published a manifesto. They were not a 
revolutionary school ; their only endeavor was to write 
in accordance with the best tradition, as they found i t  
in the best writers o f  all time, -in Sappho, Catullus, 
Villon. They seemed to be absolutely intolerant of all 
poetry tha t was not written in such endeavor, ignorance 
of the best tradition forming no excuse. They had a 
few rules, drawn up for their own satisfaction only, and 
they had not published them. They were : 

1 .  Direct treatment of the " thing, " whether sub
jective or objective. 

2. To use absolutely no word tha t  did not contribute 
to the presenta •ion. 

3 .  A s  regarding rhythm : to compose in sequence o f  
the m usical phrase, · not i n  sequence o f  a metronome. 

By these standards they judged all poetry, and found 
most of it wanting. They held also a certain ' Doctrine 
of the Image,' which they had not committed to writing; 
they said that it  did not concern the public, and would 
provoke useless discussion. 

The devices whereby they persuaded approaching 
poetasters to attend their instruction were : 

1 .  They showed him his own thought already 
splendidly expressed in some classic (and the school 
musters altogether a most formidable erudition). 

2. They re-wrote his verses before his eyes, using 
about ten words to his fifty. 

Even their opponents admit of them- ruefully
"At least they do keep bad poets from writing ! "  

l found among them a n  earnestness that i s  amazing 
to one accustomed to the usual London air of poetic 
dilettantism. They consider that Art is  all science, all 
religion, philosophy and metaphy�ic. It is  true that 
snobisme may be urged against them ; but i t  is at least 
snobisme in i ts most dynamic form, with a great deal of 
sound sense and energy behind it; and they are stricter 
with themselves than with any outsider. 

F. S. Flint 

•Editor'• Not.,-ln response to many requests for Information regarding 
lmogiJm and the /magister, we publish thlo note by Mr. Flint, aupplementinl! It 
with further exemplification by M r. Pound. It will be aeen from theae that !magiJm lo not n�o.sarlly aasodate<l with Hell enic subject.o, or wit h  �"' libre u a pr.,_ ��<:ribed form. 

C73a lmagisme [by F. S. Flint]. Poetry, I. 6 (Mar. 1913)  198-200. 
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A FEW DON'TS BY AN IMAGISTE 

An " Image " is that which presents an intellectual 
and emotional complex in an instant of time. I use the 
term " complex" rather in the technical sense employed 
by the newer psychologists, such as Hart, though we 
might not agree absolutely in our application. 

It is the presentation of such a " complex" instantane
ously which gives that sense of sudden liberation ; that 
sense of freedom from time limits and space limits; that 
sense of sudden growth, which we experience in the 
presence of the greatest works of art. 

It is better to present one Image in a lifetime than 
to produce voluminous works. 

All this, however, some may consider open to debate. 
The immediate necessity is to tabulate A LIST OF DoNT's 
for those beginning to write verses. But I can not put 
all of them into Mosaic negative. 

To begin with, consider the three rules recorded 
by Mr. Flint, not as dogma-never consider anything as 
dogma-but as the result of long contemplation, which, 
even if it is some one else's contemplation, may be worth 
consideration. 

Pay no attention to the criticism of men who have 
never themselves written a notable work. Consider the 
discrepancies between the actual writing of the Greek 
poets and dramatists, and the theories of the Graeco
Roman grammarians, concocted to explain their metres. 

LANGUAGE 
Use no superflous word, no adjective, which does not 

reveal something. �; Don't use such an expression as "dim lands of p�au. " 
It· dulls the image. It mixes an abstraction with the 
concrete. It comes from the writer's not realizing that 
the natural object is always the adequate symbol. 

Go in fear of abstractions. Don't retell in mediocre 
verse what has already been done in good prose. Don't 
think any intelligent person is going to be deceived when · 
you . try to shirk all the difficulties of the unspeakably 
difficult art of good prose by chopping your composition 
into line lengths. 

What the expert is tired of today the public will be 
tired of tomorrow. 

Don't imagine that the art of poetry is any simpler 
than the art of music, or that you can please the expert 
before you have spent at least as much effort on the art 
of verse as the average piano teacher spends on the 
art of music. 

Be influenced by as many great artists as you can, 
but have the decency either to aclmowledge the debt 
outright, or to try to conceal it. 

Don't allow " inOuence " to mean merely that you 
mop up the particular decorative vocabulary of some 
one or two poets whom you happen to admire. A 
Turkish war correspondent was recently caught red
handed babbling in his dispatches of " dove-gray" hills, 
or else it was " pearl-pale," I can not remember. 

Use either no ornament or good ornament. 

C74 A Few Don'ts by an Imagiste. Poetry, I. 6 (Mar. 1 9 1 3) 200-6. 
Substantial portions of this and the preceding article by Flint are quoted by Rebecca West in her "Imagisme," in the New 
Freewoman for 15 Aug. 1913 ,  pp. 86-87, introducing "The Contemporania of Ezra Pound" (see note to C76). 
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!iU!YTHM AND RHYM E  

IA:t the candidate fill his mind with the finest cadences 
he can discover, preferably in a foreign language so that  
the meaning of  the words may be less likely to  divert 
his attention from the movement ;  e. g., Saxon charms, 
Hebridean Folk Songs, the verse of Dante, and the lyrics 
of Shakespeare-if he can dissociate the vocabulary from 
the cadence. Let him dissect the lyrics of Goethe . 
coldly into their component sound values, syllables long 
and short, stressed and unstressed, into vowels and 
consonants. 

It is not necessary that a poem should rely on its 
music, but if it does rely on its music that music must be 
such as will delight the expert. 

Let the neophyte know assonance and alliteration, 
rhyme immediate and delayed, simple and polyphonic, 
as a musician would expect to know harmony and counter
point and all the minutiae of his craft. No time is too 
great to give to these matters or to any one of them, even 
if the artist seldom have need of them. 

Don't imagine that a thing will "go" in verse just 
because it's too dull to go in prose. 

Don't be " viewy"-leave that  to the writers of pretty 
little philosophic essays. Don't be descriptive; remember 
that the painter can describe a landscape much better 
than you can, and that he has to know a deal more 
about it. 

When Shakespeare talks of the " Dawn in russet 
mantle clad " he presents something which the painter 
does not present. There is in this line of his nothing 
that one can call description ; he presents. 

Consider the way of the scientists rather than the way 
of an advertising agent for a new soap. 

The scientist does not expect to be acclaimed as a 
great scientist until he has discootud something. He 
begins by learning what has been discovered already. 
He goes from that  point onward. He does not bank 
on being a channing fellow personally. He does not 
expect his friends to applaud the resul.ts of his freshman 
class work. Freshmen in poetry a re unfortunately not 
confined to a definite and recognizable class room. They 
are u all over the shop. " Is it any wonder '·' the public 
is indifferent to poetry ? "  

Don't chop your stuff into separate iambs. Don't 
make each line stop dead at the end, and then begin 
every next line with a heave. Let the beginning of the 
next line catch the rise of the rhythm wave, unless you 
want a definite longish pause. 

In short, be,have as a musician, a good musician, when 
dealing with that phase of your art which has exact 
parallels in music. The same laws govern, and you are 
bound by no others. 

Naturally, your rhythmic structure should not destroy 
the shape of your words, or their natural sound, or their 
meaning. It is improbable that, a t  the start, you will 
be able to get a rhythm-structure strong enough to affect 
them very much, though you may fall a victim to all 
sorts of false stopping d ue to line ends and caesurae. 

1 2 1  
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Ezra Pound ' s  Poetry and Prose: VoL I 

The mus1c1an can rely on pitch and the volume of 
the orchestra. You can not. The term harmony is 
misapplied to poetry; it refers to simultaneous sounds of 
different pitch. There is, however, in the best verse a 
sort of residue of sound which remains in the ear of the 
hearer and acts more or less as an organ-base. A rhyme 
must have in it Gomc slight dement of surprise if it is w 
give pleasure; it need not be bizarre or curious, but it 
must be well used if used at all. 

Vide further Vildrac and Duhamel's notes on rhyme 
in u Tuhnique Poetique." 

That part of your poetry which strikes upon the 
imaginative eye of the reader will lose nothing by trans
lation into a foreign tongue; that which appeals to the 
ear can reach only those who take it in the original. 

Consider the definiteness of Dante's presentation, as 
compared with Milton's rhetoric. Read as much of 
Wordsworth as does not seem too unutterably dull. 

If you want the gist of the matter go to Sappho, 
Catullus, Villon, Heine when he is in the vein, Gautier 
when he is not too frigid ; or, if you have not the tongues, 
seek out the leisurely Chaucer. Good prose will do you 
no harm, and there is good discipline to be had by tryiag 
to write it. 

Translation is likewise good training, if you find that 
your original matter "wobbles " when you try to rewrite 
it. The meaning of the poem to be translated can not 
" wobble." 

If you are using a symmetrical form, don't put in 
what you want to say and then fill up the remaining 
vacuums with slush. 

Don't mess up the perception of one sense by trying 
to define it in terms of another. This is usually only the 
result of being too lazy to find the exact word. To this 
clause there are possibly exceptions. 

The first three simple proscriptions• will throw out 
nine-tenths of all the bad poetry now accepted as standard 
and classic; and will prevent you from many a crime of 
production. 

" Mais d'abord il faut etre un poete," as 

MM. Duhamel and Vildrac have sai· • at the end of 
their little book, ceNotes sur Ia Technique l:uetique" ; but in 

an American one takes that at least for granted, other

wise why does one get born upon that august continent i  
Er.ra Pound 
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RABINDRANATH TAGORE. 

Tim · appearance of " The Poems of Rabindrnnath Tagore " is, to 
my mind, very important. I am by no meanB sum that I can 
convince the reader of this importance. F.Qr proof I must refer 
him to the text. He must read it quietly. - He would do well 
to read it aloud, for thia apparently oimple Englieh tnmelation 
has been made by a great musician, by a great artist who is 
familiar with a music subtler than our own. 

It is a little over a month since I went to Mr. Ye-ats' rooms 
and found him much excited over the advent of a great poet, 
someone " greater than any of us." 

It is hard to tell where to begin. 
Bengal is a nation of fifty million people. Superficially it 

would seem to be beset with phonographs and railways. Beneath 
this there would seem to subsist a culture not wholly unlike that 
of twelfth-century Proven�. 

Mr. Tagore is their great poet and their great musician as 
well. He has made them their national song, their Marseillaise, 
if an Oriental nation can be said to have an equivalent to such 
an anthem. I have heard his " Golden Bengal," with its music, 
and it is wholly Eastern, yet it baa a curious power, a power to 
move the crowd. It is "minor 11 and subjective, yet it baa all the 
properties of e.ctiop.. 

I name this only in passing, to show that he · has sung of all 
the three things which Dante thought " fitting to be sung of, in 
the noblest possible manner," to wit, love, war and holiness. 

The next resemblance to medimval conditions is that ,. Mr. 
To.gore 11 teaches his songs and music to his jongleurs , who sing 
them throughout Bengal. He can boast with the best of the 
troubadours, u r  made it, the words and the notes.'' Also , he 
sings them himself, I know, for I have heard him. 

The ,. forms " of this poetry as they stand in the original 
Bengali are somewhere between the forms of Proven�al canzoni 
and the roundels and ,. odes , of the Pleiade. The rhyme arrange
ments are different, and they ha.ve rhymes in four syllables, some
thing, that is, beyond the u leonine.'' 

Their metres are more comparable to the latest development of 
tJers libre tba.n to anything else Western. 

The language itself is a. danghter of So.nacrit. It sounds more 
like good Greek than any language I know of. 

It is an inflected language, and therefore easy to rhyme in. 

C75 Rabindranath Tagore. For/nightly Review, XClli (N.S.) .  555 (1 Mar. 1913)  [57 1 ] -579. 

1 21 



1 24 

C75 Continued 

Ezra Pound ' s  Poetry and Prose: Vol. I 

You may couple words together as you do in Greek or German. 
Mr. Tagore tells me that there is scarcely a poem where you do 
not make some such word combination. 

I write this to show that it is an ideal language for poets ; it is 
fluid, and the order is flexible, and all this makes for precision. 
Thus, you may invert in an inflected language, .  for ·this will not 
cause any confusion as to your meaning. 

It makes for precision, since you can have a specific word for 
everything. For exnmple, one of Mr. Tagore's friends was 
singing to me and tra.n.slating informally, and he came to a word 
which a careless lexicographer might have translated simply 
" scarf," but no I It seems tliey wea.r a certain kind of scarf in a 
certain manner, ·  and there is a special name for the little tip that 
hangs back over the shoulder and catches in the wind. This is 
the word that was used. 

The hundred poems in the present volume are all songs to sing. 
The tunes and the words are knit together, are made together, 
and Oriental music would seem' to fit this purpose better than 
our own. 

Firstly, because it is unencumbered with a harmony. 
Secondly, from the nature of the Tagini, which are something 

in the nature of the Greek modes. 
And in these Tagini there is n magic of association. For 

certain of these scales are used only for song in the evening, or 
for song in the rainy seaaon, or at sunrise, so that a Bengali 
hearing any opening bar knows at once the place and atmosphere 
of the poem. 

· For myself I should be apt to find a curious aptness in the 
correspondence of the f'aga with its own service. At least it lends 
n curious ritualistic strength to the art. And no separate poem 
or song can seem a scrap or a disconnected performance, but 
must seem a part of the whole order of song and of life. It tak�s 
a man more quickly from the sense of himself, and brings him into 
the emotion of "the flowing," of harmonic nature, of orderly calm 
and sequence. 

" I  do not know whether there is anything more in it. To us 
it means a great deal, perhaps it is only association." I quote 
here the author himself. The evening before he h&d asked me : 
" What is it you find in these poems (translated) ? I did not know 
that they would interest a European." 

And stripped of all the formal beauty of the original , of the 
tune, J'nd of the rhythm, and of the subtle blendings of their 
rhyme, it is small wonder that .Mr. Tagore should be curious as 
to the effect of what remains in the prose of a.n alien speech. 

I must, from his point of view, have wasted a certain amount 
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of time in my answero, for I began to discuoo his art and hla 
manner of presentation� rather than his spirit and context. 

The precision of his language remains. 
The movement of his prose may escape you if you :read it only 

from print, but read it aloud, a little tentatively, and the delicacy 
of ita rhythm is at once apparent. 

I think this good fortune iB uucoutK:iouf:j. I do noL think it ia 
an accident. It is the sort of prose rhythm a man would use after 
years of word arranging. He would shun kakophony almost 
unwittingly. 

The next easiest things to note are the occasional brilliant 
phrases, now like some pure Hellenic, in " Morning with the · 

golden basket in her right hand," now like the last sophistication 
of De Gowmont or Baudelaire. 

But beneath and about it all is this spirit of curious quiet. We 
have found our new Greece, suddenly. Au the sense of balance 
came back upon Europe in the days before the Renaissance, so it 
seems to me does this sense of a. · saner stillness come now to us 
in the midst of our clangour of mechanisms. 

The " mens sana in corpore sa.no," the ethic of the Ody886y, came 
then upon the tortured habits of mediwval thought, and with no 
greater power for refreshment. 

I am not saying this hastily, nor in an emotional flurry, nor 
from a. love of brandishing statement. I have had a. month to 
think it over. 

Hearing his first Greek professor, hearing- for the first tiine the 
curious music of Theocritus, coming for the first time upon that 
classic composure · which Dante had a little suggested in his 
description of limbo, Bocca.ccio must have felt, I think, little 
differently from what we have felt here, we few who have been 
privileged to receive the work of Mr. Tagore before the public 
had heard it. 

" This is my delight, to wait and watch at the wayside,  where shadow 
chases light and the rain comes in the wake of the summer." 

" No more noisy, loud words from me . • • •  Henceforth I deal in whispers • 
• . . Full many an hour have I spent in the strife of the good and the evll, 
but now it Is the pleasure of my playmate of the empty days to draw my 
hee.rt on to him, and I know not why is this sudden call to what useleoo 
inconsequence I " 

" In  this play house of Infinite forms I have had my play and here han 
I caugM oight of him that is formleoo." 

" And because I love thia life , I know I shall love death u well." 

If quotation is an unsatisfactory method still these five passages 
from 6B many poems might show 6 little 'the tone, and might 

,certainly indicate the underlying unity of this whole series of 
spiritual lyrics. 
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It is not now the time to speak of Mr. '.ra.gore's other work 
which still awaits translation. To find fitting comparison for 
the content of volume before us I am compelled to one sole book 
of my acquaintance, the Paradiso of Dante. 

" Eoco qui oreoerlt. li noetri amori." 

Dante hears ·� more thc.n a tbouoond opirite ,. oinging it aa be 
comes into the fourth heaven. Yet the voice of the Bmma Sumo.j 
is different, the mysticism is calm rather than fervid.. Such 
phrases a&-

.. Poi che furono giocondi della faecia di Dio " 

would seem likely to break the stillness of this Oriental thought. 
Perhaps the vision of the celestial bees " in-flowering themselves 

in the rose, .. is nearest the key of Tagore. 
There is in him the stillness of nature. The poems do not 

seem to have been produced by storm or by ignition, but seem to 
show the normal habit of his mind. He is at one with nature, 
and finds no contradictions. And this is in sharp contrast with 
the Western mode, where man must be shown attempting to 
master nature ii we are to have "great drama..,. It is in contrast 
to the Hellenic representation of man the sport of the gods, and 
both in the grip of destiny. 

Oddly enough, I wrote some six months ago this passage, 
anent the introduction of humanism at the time of the 
Renaissance : -

" Man ia concerned with man and forgeLa the whole and the flowing. 
And we have in sequence, fi.rat. the age of drama, and then the age of proae." 

And this sort of humanism , having pretty well run its course, 
it seems to me we have the balance and corrective presented to 
us in this writing from Bengal. 

I cannot prove it. Every true criticism of an' important work 
of art must be a personal confeBSion rather than a demonstration. 

" In  the deep shadows of the rainy July, with secret at.eps, thou walkest, 
silent as night, eluding all wat.chere. 
· " To-day the morning baa closed Us eyes, heedless of the insistent oal.ls 

of the loud east wind, and a thick veil has been drawn over the ever-wakeful 
blue sky. 

" The woodlands have hushed their songs and doors are all · abut .at every 
house. Thou art the solitary wayfarer in this deserted street. Oh my only 
friend, my best beloved , the gates are open in my hoUBe-do not paBB by 
like a dream." 

This is one lyric of the hundred as you may have it in English ; 
remember also what is gone, the form , delicate as a rondel , the 
music tenuous, restive. Remember the feet of the scansion , the 
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first note struck with an accent and three or four trailing after it , 
in o. measure more than trochaic. 

AJJ fast as I select one poem for quotation, I am convinced, in 
reading the next one, that I have chosen wrongly, and that this 
next one would have more helped to ('..Onvince yon. 

Perhaps simple confession is the best criticism after all. I 
do not want to confuse Mr. 1l1agore'a personality with his work, 
and yet the relation between the two is so close that perhaps I 
may not offend by two statementa, which l shall not attempt to 
explain. 

When I leave Mr. Tagore I feel exactly 8S if I were 8 barbarian 
clothed in skins, and carrying a. stone war-club , the kind, that is, 
where the stone is bound into a crotched stick with thongs. 

Perhaps you will get some hint of the curious qua.lity of 
happiness which pervades his poems from the following incident. 

Mr. Tagore was seated on a. sofa, and just beginning to read to 
me in Bengali , when our hostess's little girl of three ran into 
the room, laughing and making a most infernal clatter. Imme
diately the poet burst into laughter exactly like the child's. 

It was startling and it was for a moment uncanny. I don't 
attempt to expla.in it. 

Was he in some sudden and intimate connection with the 
child's gaiety, or was it merely some Oriental form of super
courtesy to prevent our hosts from guessing that he noticed an 
interruption ? Was it a simple acknowledgment that the child's 
mirth was quite· as important in the general scheme of things 
as was our discussion of international rosthetics ? 

" Thus it is that thy joy in me is so full." (Poem 27 .) 
If we take these poems as an expreRsion of Bhuddistic thought, 

it is quite ·certain that they will change the prevailing conception 
of Bhuddism among us. For we usually consider it a. oort of 
ultimate negation, while these poems are full of light, they are 
full of positive statement. They are far closer in temperament 
to what we are usually led to call Taoism. 

Mr. Tagore has said that our greatest mistake in regard to 
Oriental religious thought is that we regard it as static, while it 
is, in reality, constantly changing and developing. 

Briefly, I find in these poems a oort of ultimate common sense , 
a. reminder of one thing and of forty things of which we are over 
likely to lose sight in the confusion of our Western life, in the 
racket of our cities, in the jabber of manufactured literature, in 
the vortex of advertisement. 

There is the same sort of common . sense in the first part of 
the New Testament, the same happiness in some of the psalms , 
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but these are so apt to be spoiled for us by aBBOCio.tion ; there 
are so many ·fools engaged in mispreaching them , that it is 
pleasant to find their poetic quality in some work which does not 
bring into the spectrum of our thought John Calvin , the Bishop 
of London , and the loathly images of cant. 

If these poems have a flaw-I do not admit that they have
but if they have a quality thnt will put them at a disadvantage 
with tho " geneml reader," it is that they are too pious. 

Yet I have nothing but pity for the reader who is unable to 
see that their piety is the poetic piety of Dante , and that it is 
very beautiful. 

" It is he who weaves the web of this maya in evanescent hues of gold 
and sUver, blue and green, and lets peep out through its folds his feet, 
at whooe touch I forget myseU. (From Poem 86.) 

" On  the day when the lotus bloomed , alas, my mind was straying, and 
I knew it not. My basket was empty and the 1lower remained unheeded." 
(From Poem 88.) 

" Now is the time to sit quiet face to face with thee and to sing dedication 
of life in this silent and overfiowing leisure." (From Poem 87.) 

Or, again, as he contemplates his departure from this life, in 
the sequence of the poems 39 to 41 , we find the same serenity : 
u Wish me good luck, my friends . . . . We were neighbours for 
long, but I received more than I could give." 

I do not think I have ever undertaken so difficult a problem of 
criticism, for one can praise most poetry in a series of antitheses. 
In the work of Mr. Tagore the source of the charm is in the subtle 
underflow. It is nothing else than his .. sense of life." The sort 
of profound apperception of it which leads Rodin to proclaim that 
u Energy is Beauty." It is the sort of apperception of it that we 
find in Swinburne's ballad beginning :-

" I found in dre8li:la a place of wind and 1lowers," 

where he says in allegory :-

.. Now aeauredly I see my lady is perfect, and transfigureth all sin and 
sorrow and death, making them fair as her own eyelids be." 

We have forgotten Swinburne's early work over much . The 
whole force and drive of his message is concentrated in two early 
poems, " The Triumph of Time " and in his .. Ballad of Life," 
which I have quoted. And I think many people have done his 
memory wrong in remembering his lesser work in place of his 
greater, in forgetting snob strophes as that one where he says :-

.. Clear are these thiDga ; tho graea and the sand." 

This seems a digression, but I am hard put to it to find com
parisons for this new work before me. And, besides, it is not a 
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bad place for saying that there is more in Swinburne's work than 
luxury and decoration. Nothing could be more utterly different 
than the general atmosphere of Swinburne and the generol 
atmosphere of Tagore, who can say with perfect truth :� 

" M:y song h M  put off a ll  her adornments. Bhe hao no pride o f  dreBa 
8IId decoration." 

But upon. thi� pofut, also, he is sound ; be understands that a 
very strict form rigorously applied makes it possible for one to 
use the very plainest language. This is the greatest value of 
such complicated form, which is, on the other hand, a very 
dangerous trap for such authors as use it to hide their own 
vacuity. 

Perhaps the reader is by now sufficiently interested in our 
author to endure a short and purely technical discussion, ii not 
he may well skip the next few paragraphs. 

If you have not heard any of the Bengali singers in London, 
you must imagine the following measure sung in u high-piping 
Pehlevi," or, rather, not in Pehlevi, for the Bengali is, as 
we have said, related to Sanscrit about as Italian is to Latin. 
And Mr. Tagore was rather distressed when I mentioned Omyr's 
calm in connection with his own, although he brightened at the 
name of Whitman and seemed interested in my quotation from 
Dante. He would have, I think, little use for u Art for Art's 
sake."  

His second song, then, is  rhymed as follows : 

6 0 Q 1 (b + b) 0 B 1 B , 

for the first strophe and in the second. 

0 ' 0 ' (d + d) • 8 • •• 

The signs (b + b). and (d + d) indicate that the third and eighth 
lines have an inner rhyme. The rhymes are (a) kane kane, which 
is more than leonine and rhymes with gane gane, &c. 

(b) is eche, (c) more than leonine, iuria, and (d) is ete. 
This form is , as you see, bound in cunningly as a roundel , and 

the rhyme-chords are beautifully modulated. 
This is the song beginning, u No more noisy, loud words for 

me. Henceforth I deal in whispers ; the speech of my heart will 
be carried on in murmurings of a song." Kane kane is literally 
not u murmurings of a song," it is a colloquial use meaning u from 
ear to ear." It is Bengali for " whisper," . but it is, much more 
pictorial. 

The third song is even more interesting m its construction, 
VOL. XOill. N�B. 'P 'P 
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and is comparable to the first " pes " of the strophe in some very 
elaborate Tuscan c;:anzoni. It is rhymed and measured as follows. 
We have no equivalent in Greek or English for these feet of five 
syllables, and the reader bad better consider them purely as 
musical bars. 

1 • 2 • 8 ' 4 • 5 

1 1 2 t 8 t 4 t 6 

1 1 2 t 8 1 4 1 5 

1 • 2 • 8 • 4 • 5 

1 , 2 , 8 , 4 , 5  - · 1 
rhyme in cho 

1 • 2 
rhyme in tabo 

1 , 2 , 8 , 4 , 5 - 1 
rhyme in cho 

1 • 2 
rhyme in tabo 

This is followed by three lines of 

1 , 2 , 8 , 4 , 5 - 1 , 2 , 8 , 4 , 15 - 1 , 2 
rhyming in fll11 rd 

(sio te11 rd and phird) 
The third division is the same shape as the first, and rhymes 

sh& , kani , she , bani, 

The fourth division is three lines like those in the second division , 
and rhymes, 

bhari , bari , dari. 

This metre is, as I have said, not quantitative as the Greek or 
Sanscrit measures, but the length of the syllables is considered , 
e.nd the musical time of the bars is even. The measures are 
more interesting than any now being used in Europe except 
those of certain of the most advanced French writers, as, for 
instance, the arrangements of sound in Remy de Gourmont's 
" Fleura de J adis " or his " Litanies de la Rose." 

In fact, tbis older language bas already found that sort of 
metric which we awhile back predicted or hoped for in English, 
where all the sorts of recurrence shall be weighed and balanced 
and co-ordinated. 1 do not mean to say that the ultimate English 
metre will be in the least like the Bengali , but it will be equally 
fluid and equally able to rely on various properties. We will not 
rhyme in four syllables ; we may scarcely rhyme at all ; but there 
will be new melodies and new modulations. 

It is interesting for the few who are mad enough to seek 
fundamental laws in word music to find here a correspondence 
with Western result, for Sappho could discover nothing better 
than three lines of eleven syllables relieved by one of five , and 
Dante, after ca.reful analysis, could recommend nothing more · 
highly than certain lines of eleven syllables relieved by some of 
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ooven. Here in the Bengali the uoo of eleven or twelve is optional 
in the song last analysed. 

For purely selfish rea.BOWJ I want this book G-itanjali to be well 
received. Mr. Tagore'a work does not coMist wholly of such 
songs as these. There are playa and love lyrics still hidden in 
tho original. Tho taak on which he has already set forth is tho 
translation of his children's songs, and I o.m anxious to aee them. 

When criticism fails one can do no more than go, personally, 
security for -the value of the work one iB announcing. 

" Thou hast made me known to friends whom I knew not. Thou hast 
given me seats in houses not my own. Thou hast brought the distant near 
wid made a brother of the stranger." 

Says Mr. Tagore (poem 6) � and he might have said it most 
truly of his own writings, and, indeed, of all great art, for it is 
only by the arts that strange peoples can come together in any 
friendly intimacy. By such expression they learn a mutual 
respect, and there iB more marrow in such expression than in 
much propaganda for economic peace. 

· Rabindmnath Tagore has done well for his nation in these 
poems. He has well served her Foreign Office. 

He has given us a beauty that iB distinctly Oriental , and yet 
it is almost severe, it iB free from that lusciousneBB, that over
profusion which, in so much South-Oriental work_, repels us. His 
work is, above all things, quiet. It iB sunny, Apricus, " fed with 
sun,'' " delighting in sunlight." 

One has in reading it a sense of even air, where many Orientals 
only make us aware of abundant vegetation. I will quote only 
one more poem, and bid you then go to the book. 

" •  I have come to the river,' Bhe oo.id, ' to float my lamp on the utreo.m 
when the do.ylight wanes in the west. ' I stood alone among tall grMsea 
and watched the timid flame of her lamp uselessly drifting in the tide." 

EZRA PouND. 
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CONTEMPORANIA 

TBNZONB 

Will people accept them ? 
(i. e. these songs). 

As a timorous wench from a centaur 
(or a centurian), 

Already they flee, howling in terror. 
Will they be touched with the tru th ?  

Ezra Pound ' s  Poetry and Prose:  Vol. I 

Their virgin sttlpidity is untemptable. 
I beg you, my friendly critics, 
Do not set about to procure me an a udience. 

I mate with my free kind upon the crag•; 
. the hidden recesses 

Have heard the echo of my heels. 
in the cool light, 
in the darkness. 

THE CONDOLENCE 

A mill aoledadu voy, 
De mill soledadea vengo, Porque por andar conmigo 
Mi lxutan mill pemamienroB. Lope de Vega. 

0 my fellow sufferers, songs of my youth, 
A lot of asses praise you because you are " virile , "  
We, you, I I  We are " Red Bloods"!  
Imagine it ,  my fellow sufferers -,-
Our maleness lifts us out of the ruck. 

Who'd have foreseen id 

0 my fellow sufferers, we went out under the trees, 
We were in especial bored with male stupidity. 

,We went forth gathering delicate thoughts, 
Our ''fantastikon" delighted to serve us. 
We were not exasperated with women, 

for the female is ductile. 

And now you hear what is said to us:  
We .are compared to tha t sort of person 
Who wanders about announcing his sex 
As if he had just discovw:d it. 
Let us leave this matter, my songs, 

and return to that which concern& us. 

C76 CONTEMPORANIA. Poetry, II. 1 (Apr. 19 13) 1-12. 
ConlenJs: Tenzone--The Condolence-The Garret-The Gardcn-Ortus-Dancc Figure. For the Marriage in Cana of 
Galilee--Salutation-Salutation the Second-Pax Satumi [originally "RcOcction and Advice"]-Comrnission-A Pact
In a Station of the Metro. Reprinted, omitting ''The Condolence," "Ortus," "Pax Satumi," "Commission," and " A Pact," as 
"The Contemporania of Ezra Pound," in New Freewonw.n, London, I. 5 ( 15  Aug. 19 13) 87-88, where the poems are 
introduced by Rebecca West's essay, "Imagisme," quoting portions of C73a and 74. 
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THE GARRET 

Come let us pity those who are better off than we are. 
Come� my friend, and remember 

that the rich have butlers and no friends, 
And we ha.ve friends and no butlers. 
Come let us pity the married and the unmarried. 

Dawn enters with little feet 
like a gilded Pavlova, 

And I am near my desire. 
Nor has life in it aught better 
Than this hour of clear coolness, 

the hour of waking together. 

THE GARDEN 
En rob� tk paraJ�. 

Sarna in. 
Like a skein of loose silk blown against a wall 
She walks by the railing of a path in Kensington Gardens, 
And she is dying piece-meal 

of a sort of emotional anemia. 

And round about there is a rabble 
Of the filthy, sturdy, unk:illable infants of the very poor. 
They shall inherit the earth. 

In her is the end of breeding. 
Her boredom is exquisite and excessive. 

She would lik:e some one to speak to her, 
And is almost afraid that  I 

will commit that indiscretion. 

ORTUS 

How have I labored ? 
How have I not labored 
To bring her soul to birth, 
To give these elements a name and a centre! 

She is beautiful as the sunlight, and as Ouid. 
She has no name, and no place. 
How have I laboured to bring her soul into separation; 
To give her a name and her being! 

Surely you a re bound and entwined, 
You are mingled with the elements unborn; 
I have loved a stream and a shadow. 

I beseech you enter your life. 
I beseech you learn to say " I "  
When I question you :  
For you a re n o  part, but a whole; 
No portion, but a being. 

DANCE FIGURE 
For 1/u Mamagt in Cana of Galilu 

Dark: eyed, 
0 woman of my dreams, 
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Ivory sandaled, 
There is none like thee among the dancers, 
None with swift feet. 

I have not found thee in the tents, 
In the broken darkness. 
I have not found thee at the well-head 
Among the women with pitchers. 

Thine arms are as a young sapling under the bark ; 
Thy face as a river with lights. 

White as an almond are thy shoulders; 
As new almonds stripped from the husk. 

They guard thee not with eunuchs; 
Not with bars of copper. 
Gilt turquoise and silver are in the place of thy rest. 
A brown robe, with threads of gold woven in patterns. 

hast thou gathered about thee, 
0 Nathat-lkanaie, "Tree-at-the-river.

,. 

As a rillet among the sedge are thy hands upon me; 
Thy fingers a frosted stream. 

Thy maidens are white like pebbles; 
Their music about thee l 

There is none like thee among the dancers ; 
None with swift feet. 

SALUTATION 

0 generation of the thoroughly smug 
and thoroughly uncomfortable, 

I have seen fishermen picnicking in the sun, 
I have seen them with untidy families, 
I have seen their smiles full of teeth 

and heard ungainly laughter. 

And I am happier than you are, 
And they were happier than I am; 
And the fish swim in the lake 

and do not even own clothing. 

SALUTATION THE S ECOND 

You were praised, my books, 
because I had just come from the country; 

I was twenty years behind the times 
so you found an audience ready. 

I do not disown you, 
do not you disown your progeny. 

Here they stand without quaint devices, 
Here they are with nothing archaic about them. 
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Watch the reporters spit, 
Watch the anger of the professors, 
Watch how the pretty ladies revile them : 

" Is this,'' they say, " the nonsense 
that we expect of poets ? " 

" Where is llac Pictme:>tjud " 
" Where is the vertigo of emotion ? " 

" No I his first work was the best." 
" Poor Dear!  he has lost his illusions." 

Go, little naked and impudent songs, 
Go with a light foot !  
(Or with two light feet, i f  it please you I) 
Go and d.ance shamelessly ! 
Go with an impertinent frolic ! 

Greet the grave and the stodgy, 
Salute them with your thumbs a t  your noses. 

Here are your bells and confetti. 
Go ! rejuvenate things ! 
Rejuvenate even " The Spectator. " 

Go ! and make cat calls ! 
Dance and make people blush, 
Dance the dance of the phallus 

and tell anecdotes of Cybele I 
Speak of the indecorous conduct of the God s !  

(Tell i t  to Mr. Strachey.) 

RufHe the skirts of prudes, 
speak of their knees and ankles. 

But, above all, go to practical people---: 
go ! jangle their door-bells !  

Say that you do no work 
and that you will live forever. 

PAX SATURNJ 
Onct . • • tht round world brimrrud with h au, 
. • . . • . • • • , and tM strong 
Ha"itd tM wtak. Long ptut, long past, praist God, 
In tMst fair, ptattftd, /uJpty days. 

A Contemporary 

0 smooth flatterers, go over sea, 
go to my country; 

Tell her she is " Mighty among the nations"
do it rhetorically ! 

Say there are no oppressions, 
Say it is a time of peace, 
Say that labor is pleasant, 
Say there a re no oppressions, 
Speak of the American virtues : 

And you will not lack your reward. 

Say that the keepers of shops pay a fair wage to the 
· women : 

Say that all men are honest and desirous of good a bove 
all things : 
You will not lack your reward. 

1 35 



1 36 

C76 Continued 

Ezra Pound' s  Poetry and Prose: Vol. I 

Say that I am a traitor and a cynic, 
Say that the art is well served by the ignorant pretenders: 

You will not lade your reward. 

Praise them that are praised by the many: 
You will not lade your reward. 

Call this a time of peace, 
Speak well of amateur harlots, 
Speak well of disguised procurers, 
Speak well of shop-walkers, 
Speak well of employers of women, 
Speak well of exploiters, 
Speak: well of the men in control, 
Speak well of popular preachers : 

You will not lack your reward. 

Speak of the profundity of reviewers, 
Speak of the accuracy of reporters, 
Speak of the unbiased press, 
Speak of the square deal as if it always occurred. 
Do all this and refrain from ironic touches : 

You will not lack: your reward. 

Speak of the open-mindedness of scholars :  
You will not lack: your reward. 

Say that you love your fellow men, 
0 most magnanimous liar! · 

You will not lack your reward. 

COMMISSION 

Go, my songs, to the lonely and the unsatisfied, 
Go also to the nerve-wracked, go to the enslaved-by-

convention, 
Bear to them my contempt for their oppressors. 
Go as a great wave of cool water, 
Bear my contempt of oppressors. 

Speak against unconscious oppression, 
Speak against the tyranny of the unimaginative, 
Speak. against bonds. 

Go to the bourgeoise who is dying of her ennuis, 
Go to the women in suburbs. 

Go to the hideously wedded, 
Go to them whose failure is concealed, 
Go to the unluckily mated, 
Go to the bought wife, 
Go to the woman entailed. 
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Go to those who have delicate lust, 
Go to those whose delicate desires are thwarted, 
Go l ike a blight upon the dulness of the world ; 
Go with yo�r edge against this, 
Strengthen the subtle cords, 
Bring confidence upon the algae and the tentacles of the 

soul. 

Go in a friendly manner, 
Go with an open speech. 
Be eager to find new evils and new good, 
Be against all forms of oppression. 
Go to those who are thickened with middle age, 
To those who have lost their interest. 

Go to the adolescent who are smothered in family
Oh how hideous it is 
To see three generations of one house gathered togetherl 
It is like an old tree with shoots, 
And with some branches rotted and falling. 

Go out and defy opinion, 
Go against this vegetable bondage of the blood. 
Speak for the free kinship of the mind and spirit. 
Go, against all forms of oppression. 

A PACT 

I make truce with you, Walt Whitman
! have detested you long enough. 

I come to you as a grown child 
Who has had a pig-headed father; 
I am old enough now to make friends. 
It was you that broke the new wood, 
Now is a time for carving. 
We have one sap and one root
Let there be commerce between us·. 

I N  A STATION OF THE M ETRO 

The apparition of these faces in the crowd 
Petals on a wet, black bough • 

Ezra Pound 
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A Boy's Will, by Robert Frost, David Nutt, London 
I had withdrawn in foreu, a nd my song 
Wao owallowed up i n  lea v u .  

There is another person ality in the realm of vers e 
another American, found, as usual, on this side of the 
water, by an English publisher long known as a lover of good 
letters. David Nutt publishes a t his own expense A Boy's 
Will, by Robert Frost, the latter having been long scorned 
by the "great American edi tors." It is the old story. 

Mr. Frost's boolc. is a li ttle raw, and has i n i t a nu mberof 
infelicities; underneath them it  has the tang of the New 
Hampshire woods, and it has just  this u tter sincerity. 
It is not post-Mi l tonic or post-Swinburnian or post
Kiplonian. This man has the good sense to s peak 
naturally and to paint  the thing, the thing as he sees 
it. And to do this is  a very d ifferent ma tter from gun
n ing a·bout for the circumplectious polysyllable. 

It is almost on this account that it is a difficult boo!.: 
to quote from. 

She's glad her •imple wonted gray 
I. •ilver now with clinging milt-

does not catch your attention. The lady is praising the 
autumn rain, and he ends the poem, letting her tallc..  

Not yesterday I learned to know 
The love of bore November day•, 

Before the coming of the snow; 
But it were vain to tell her 10, 

And they are better for her praise. 

Or again:  
There w u  never a 1ound beside the wood but one, 

And that wa1 my long acythe whispering to the ground. 

My·����· �dyth
'." ;;hispered and left the hay to make. 

I remember that I was once canoeing and thirsty 
and I put in to a shanty for wa ter and found a man 
there who had no wa ter and gave me cold coffee instead. 
And he didn't  understand it,  he was from a minor city 
and he "just set there wa tchin' the river" and didn't  
"seem to want to go baclc.," and he didn't  m uch care for 
anything else. And so I presume he entered into Anunda. 
And I remember Josep� Ca mpbell telling me of meeting 
a man on a desolate waste of bog�, and he said to him, 
"It's rather dull here ;" and the man said, "Faith, ye 
can sit on a middan and d ream s ta rs." 

And that is the essence of fol k  poetry with d is tinction 
between America and I reland . And Frost's b�k re
minded me of these things. 
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There is perhaps as much of Frost's personal tone .in 
the following l ittle catch, which is  short enough to quote, 
as in anything else. It is  to his wife, written when his 
grandfather and his uncle had disinherited him of a com
fortable fortune and left him in· poverty because he was 
a useless poet instead of a money-getter. 

IN NEGLECT 
They leave us "' to the way we took, 

Ao two in whom they were proved mistaken, 
Thot we sit oometimu in a wayside nook, 
With miochievoua, vagrant, seraphic look, 

And try if we cannot fed forsa ken . 
There are graver things, but  they suffe r  too much by 

malc.ing excerpts. One reads the book for the "tone," 
which is homely, by intent, and pleasing, never dou b t
ing tha t  it comes direct from his own l ife, and that no 
two lives a re the same. 

He has now and then such a swift and bold expres-
SIOn a s  

The whimper o f  hawks buide the sun. 

He has now a'nd then a beautifu l  simile, well used , 
but  he is for the most part as simple as the lines I h:.ve 
quoted in opening or as in the poem of mowing. He is 
without sham and without affectation. 

Ezra Pound ' s  Poetry and Prose: Vol. I 

H dtn Rtda11ud and othu Pomu, by Maurice Hewlet t .  
The M acmillan Co. 

M a u rice Hewlett stands among the fi rst  dozen of 
l iv ing poets in England, but  this fact is constantly being 
obscured by his popular reputation fo r p rose and hy 
his l ack of self-intolerance, a lbeit he keeps his stuff by 
him often for more than the seven years p rescribed. 

His chief interest from the technical point of view 
lies in  his skillful use of h a rsh rime to check the verse 
s uddenly and to keep it  in swift motion, a system of 
barring which is efficient in a manner similar to the Anglo
Saxon al l i terative devices. 

Somewhat over a year ago Tht Agonuts proved 
that he could write, if  not the only, at least the most 
readable "Greek Plays" in English.  

The present collection of his verse, H dtn Rtdumtd 
and other Poems (The Macmillan Co.), con tains the title 
poem, one h undred and twenty pages long, in the regu
lation pentametric couplets, with the usual  inversions, 
sometimes for the rime's sake, the long similes, etc., w i  a nut. 

The three tales following are good tales well told, 
Ortithyia, Clytit, and the Lai of Gaubatr.,· so a lso 
the Gnatho. We do not hesita te to pra ise them, a n d  
if there is a n y  stricture t o  be m a d e  i t  is s o  minute 
as to fal l  under the head of ca rping. M a urice Hewlett 
at his best has seen the elder gods :and known their 
progeny. Such ven tures will out.  No hiding!  Not 
even under the mask of the "man of letters," It gra nd 
uiglltur, or, at worst, "the academician." 

The Ortithyia is perh a ps ,  as  a whole. the best of 
the idyls ;  the Gaubatz shows best the knack of riming; 
the Gnatho has, I should say, the finest single lines. 
There is  also a genuine octave to the sonnet on page 208, 
that ends, 

I dare not love, fearing my poisonouo though t. 

It is significant or rather it i s  odd, or oddly natura l ,  
that Mr. Hewlett should regard Sturge Moore as  the 
best poet now in England. For while no one can deny 
that Sturge Moore knows the feel of things ; knows the 
feel of the grass growing and of the running h a re, and 
while no sane man would withhold p raise from parts of 
his work, as  in "The Amazons," still  h is  results  a re not 
infreq uently more l ike colours mixed on a pale tte than 
like a picture d isplayed. 

Er.ra Pound 
C78 
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America : Chances and Remedies. 
By Ezra Pound. 

I .  
\\·-HEr-; I say tha t I believe i n  the imm inence of a n  
American Renaissance, I do not b y  any means i n tend 
this as a peculiar tribute to the intelligence of the 
American people. I have no wish to join the phalan:-.. 
of " professionally tactful visitors , "  tactful at so much 
" per thou. "  

" Renaissance" i s  not l e  m o t  juste,  b u t  i t  has come 
by usage to mean almost any sort of awakening. 
" RisYeglia mento " would be the better term if one 
must stick to I talian. 

You may say that "The Awakening, "  if  it comes at 
all, will move from the centre outwards, and that 
" the centre is in  Europe, ' '  and there is much to be 
said on this side of the question. 

On the other hand, if one wil l study the cinque cento 
minutely, one will perhaps conclude that the earlier re
naissance had two things requisite, one, indiscriminate 
enthusiasm ; two, a propaganda. I mean that and just 
that. There was behind the awakening a body of 
men , determined, patient,  bound together informally 
by kindred ambitions, from which they knew that they 
personally could reap but little. 

That awakening was the result and resolution of 
many forces ; the usual catalogue : the fall of Con
stantinople, Columbus' discovery, the shaping up of 
Europe into larger political units, the invention of 
printing and the intellectual movements. 

All through the Middle Ages there had been propa
ganda after propaganda for "-the restoration of the 
Empire" and the " restoration o f  learning, "  and these 
came to little because of the tedium of reproducing 
books. 

The intellectual impulse is  in itself more complex 
than is usually reckoned. There was the legal and 
Latin impulse with Valla as perhaps its foremost re
presentative, there was the Greek influence which is 
two-fold, there was the Greek ideal as one finds it  in the 
Odyssey, roughly " humanis m , "  and there was the im
pulse of the later Greek mystic writers, the neo
platonic, centring in the Florentine Academy, and 
fostered by the naive and charming Filino. And there 
was the polyglot influx from Pico Mirandola. And 
one may still further separate the scientific impulse, 
and name in this connection Leonardo. 

And all this took a good deal of time and required 
a deal of obscure and patient endeavour. A number of 
men , like Browning' s  " Grammarian , "  

"settled Hoti's business-let i t  be !-
Properly based Dun-

Gave us the doctrine of the enclitic De, "  
e t  cetera, and i t  i s  doubtful i f  every one of them felt 
that he was living in portentous times. And we do 
not know that they· all went about shouting, " nascitur 
ordo . "  

If  you have i n  mind the efflorescence, you will mis
:.Uke me, you will say : " An epic in Portugal a Pleiade 
�n France, Drama in Spain and England, blue stock
mgs and painters in Holland. " There is nothing 
planned and concerted in these things. But if you con
si?er I to.ly where the whole brew was concocted you 
will. be able to find out at least this,  namely, that the 
� tahan scholars and enthusiasts were early and always 
u'l more or less intimate touch-hostile or otherwise-
with their contemporaries, and that poems two Jines 
long in Latin quantity went swiftly from one end of 
the peninsula to the other. 

I.n �atin, and even in Greek, these men spread their 
praise and their malice. They even squabbled 
amongst themselves and plotted the modern 
world. Valla,  when he praises N icholas V 
honouring him rather for his parts than fo; 
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his  tenure of the Papal · keys, mentions his  brilliant . 
conversation, based on a memory well stored ; his keen 
opinion. But the list of subjects of this conversation 
is  the thing of note : the humanities, history, speaking, 
grammatica (that would be of Latin), philosophy, 
p�try , and even metrics, superstitions, theology and 
CIVI l and canon law. 

Is it  conceivable that one could converse profitably 
upon a Eimilar .· list of topics with any living 
sovereign m· prime minister ? William II and 
M r. Roosevelt would doubtless try to · cover the 
allotment-substituting economics for " omnis juris" 
(w�ich I have. give.n . a s. �vii and canon law), but 
1t IS doubtful 1f . their opm10ns on most o f  the topics 
would be of great interest to an expert. 

Valla mentions poetry not because ·he is himself a 
poet ; he wrote the best prose of his day, and no man 
ever wrote better. There was apparently no jealousy 
between the arts, nor did the writer of unmeasured 
1ines find it necessary to revile writing in measured. 

I . mention the foregoing facts not as parts of a syl-
1ogism but as symptomatic of the time and illustrative. 
Credo : 

First (a�d this is. not my own formulation) : The 
arts come mto prommence and there i s  what is  called 
an " age of art" when men of a certain catholicity of 
intelligi!nce. come into power. The great protector 
of the arts JS rare as the great artist , or more so. 

Second : The . awakening comes when men decide 
that certain lines need no longer be stuck to . . . . 
whether these be actual forgeries like the Bonation 
of Constantine which Valla himself exposed, o r  whether 
they are the unwritten fallacies of general credence. 
The arts are, when they are healthy, succinct. 

A work of art need not contain any statement of a 
political o r  of a social o r  of a philosophical conviction, 
but i t  nearly always implies one. 

�he force of a work of art is this, n a mely, that the 
artist presents his  case, as fully o r  as minutely as he 
may choose. yo u  may agree or disagree, but you 
cannot refute hJm. He is not to be drawn into argu
ment or weakened by quibbling. I f  his art is bad you 
can t.hrow him out of court on grounds of his very 
techmque. \v:hether he be ' ' idealist ' '  or ' ' realis t , ' '  
whether h e  sing o r  paint or carve, visible actualities 
a s  they appear, o r  the invisible dream, bad technique 
is " bearing false witness. " 

The strength of the arts is this. Their statement 
is a statement of motor forces. Argument begets but 
argument and reflective reason if stated only as reflec
tive reason begets' either a state of argumentativeness 
or a desire for funher mformation wherewith to niiute 
the man who opposes your -own comforting prejudice 
to the effect that you and your sort are right. 

For i nstance, you can wrangle with any stateme n t  
about th.e relationship of Christianity (one undefinable 
te_rm) with Socialism (another undefinable term). B u t  
With Sabatte' s  painting, " Mort du premier Socialiste, "  
you cannot argue. 

The artistic statement of a man is not his statement 
of the detached and theoretic part of himself but of 
his  will and of his  emotions. As touching /, a rt  for 
art's  sake" : the oak does not grow for the purpose 
or with the intention of being built into ships aod 
tables, yet a wise nation will take care to preserve its 
forests. It is the oak 's  business to grow good oak. 

As to working efficiency, there have been many 
�artyrs fo; r.eligion an.d few for philosophy. A religion 
IS t?e artistic stat�ment of a philosophy, hence its  
�ot1ve power. It IS dangerous as any moving force 
IS dangerous. A formula, unless it  is "stated in art " 
is in swift peril of becoming wha t  the weeklies call ;n 
" empty shibbolet h , "  and all parties will interpret i t  
as they l ike and use i t  to catch the mob. 

The artist is free. The true artist is the champion 
of free speech from the beginning. "The artist is 
free� that:_ _is to say, he must be free, either by Circum� 
stam;�_Q(_!n; 'hefcii�m. H e  must eithe-r have .. n.oth.irig 
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to gain that he . counts gain or that he would coun t  
recompense for lost integrity, or he m u s t  have nothing 
to lose, and in this latter case his days are belike short 
and his labour is apt to be fitful. Even Dante and 
Villon had the salt bread of patrons, one when he had 
lost name and his city, the other isolated by his dis
grace from any part in the world ' s  affairs ; although 
with Vi lion ' s  throat one would n ot perhaps have 
noticed the salt mucjl. 

But the point towards which I strive through all this 
vagueness is  that a t  no time was there such machinery 
for the circulation of printed expression-and all this 
machinery favours a sham. It favours either a false 
expression or a careless expression or else it favours 
a thing which is  no expression at all. It  favours stuff 
oooked up to suit some editorial palate. And even if 
a man be strong enough to overcome all these thin.�s 
h is rare utterance will be for a time pushed asidt> by 
the continuous outpourings of fellows who having spent 
little or no pains and energy upon the worl · itself 
have abunda_nt time !C)r hawking it about . 

I say " rare utterance " advisedly, for t·'e number 
of m an's real passions and convictions ha� a l imit, a nd 
.the true expression is not a thing dont off-hand, but 
the thing of secondary intensity ca• flow out with 
scarce -intermittance. In what manner shall we 
proceed ? 

America : Chances and Remedies. 
By Ezra Pound. 

I I .  
I SAID i n  the first article o f  this series that the two things 
requisite in the renaissance were enthusiasm and a pro
paganda. For America I would say that the one thing 
lacking is  simply the propaganda, simply a more con
scious and more far-calculating application of forces 
already present. 

There need be little actual change even in the exist
ing machinery. 

The enthusiasm is indiscriminate, but no one who has 
at all watched its courses can doubt of its presence. 
The profits of monopoly after monopoly have been 
poured into the endowments of universit_ies and 
libraries, and into the collection of works of art. And 

· any hoax that is eYen labelled " culture" will sell like 
pa tent medicine. Th_at this does little good to the _arts . 
I grant you. But up to the limits of their comprehen
sion and imagin?tion the American people h ave done 
their best. I think there has been hardly a scheme pro
posed for the advancement of " culture" that has not 
been accepted and carried out. 
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I believe that if the donors o f  endowment could be 
persuaded to study history more closely and to take 
some count of the nature of the arts and humanities, 
they would readily be persuaded to support a more effi
cient machinery for their propagation and preservation. 

It is  l amentably true that the colleges and univer
sities talk democracy and breed snobbishness, and that 
they lean toward petty monopoly. But this breeds an 
occasional rebel, by a process not dissimila'r to vaccina
tion. 

It is true that the large enrolment of students is de
ceptive-if one consider i t  as earnest of intellectual as
piration, for the great bulk of the students are engaged 
in purely technical and utilitarian courses. As for " the 
humanities , "  the courses in these branches would seem 
to draw a preponderance of the dullest or weakest of 
the students, to wit,  men who at worst want to become 
schoolmasters, and, at best, professors. And even then 
they are subjected to a system which aims at medio
cri ty , which is set to crush out all impulse and person
ality ; which aims no t to make men but automata. 

C79 Continued 

Ezra Pound ' s  Poetry and Prose: Vol. I 

And as an American painter said to me last e\·ening , 
" So far as I can see the only people who a re interested 
in literature are the artists" (i .e . , in coloul'). 

Of the painters it may fairly be said that if they do 
not " know" very much of letters, still they do " care" 
and read . . . .  i . e . ,  some of them. 

As to the libraries, especially Dr. Carnegie's, they 
are much maligned. I ,  at least, can testify that once 
when l was stranded in a most God-forsaken area 
of the middle west, where the college library was utterly 
useless, I found great solace in the Carnegie founda
tion. 

N atu rally the library cannot be expected to be much 
better than the minds of the local directing board. 

But my aim all through this is simply to affirm that 
the faults of these institutions cannot be charged to the 
men who .endow them-not, that is, as a condemnation. 
For these men, however skilled they may be in finance, 
cannot be expected to be expert in di.recting the higher 
courses of civilisation. 

Roughly, taking stock of the machinery to hand, one 
finds it-dissociated, any one part useless to any other 
-as follows :� 

I. Art schools arid their students, creative artists in  
all the media,  from paint to music and literature. 

I I .  Universities, with endowment and with provisions 
for fellowships in the dissection of every dead matter, 
and no provision whatever for the fostering of the crea
tive energies. 

I I I .  The Press. The daily and Sunday P.ress and �he 
ten and fifteen cent. magazines. 

Of the so-called " better" magazines I have written 
elsewhere. They are more filled with intellectual stag
nation than a university " g raduate school " class-room, 
and they fear the vital and renovating strata of letters 
more than they would fear beri-beri and the noisesomest 
pestilence. 

Surely it is disgrace enough for one decade that one 's 
nation should permit Mr. R. U.  Johnson to choose even 
a part of its reading matter, or that a combined in
fluence of college and magazines should force us to be 
represented at the Sorbonne by the Rev. H. Van Dyke. 

I would not for a moment lay one atom of blame 
upon these gentlemen themselves. I have not the 
slightest doubt that they a re,  to the limit of  their com
prehension, virtuous, monogamists, and respectors of 
those who have taught them. But if a people will 
thrust weak-mir�ded mediocrity into positions of pro
m inence, everyone-as we liiive seen in the case of his 
most commendable excellency, Mr.  Taft-must pay the 
price. 

I do not speak from any possible personal malice. 
have met neither of these gentlemen. 

I have submitted no manuscript to M r. Johnson, but 
I have seen his correspondence with an eminent English 
novelist anent certain passages in an accepted serial. 

As for Mr. Van Dyke, I have even less against him. 
once read his earlier prose with some pleasure, for 

there are times when it attains the. level of Richard Le 
Gallienne's. And once I heard him deliver the most 
eloquent of  sermons on the beautiful but non-extant 
spirit of Cornell University, a creature-as I 
gathered from his emotion-born of Artemis and the 
Virgin Maria, a sort of Super-Demeter with added and 
finishing touches. Une dame fatale ! 

Both of these gentlemen would have filled stations 
only slightly lower in the social order with utmost 
credit and assiduity. I regret the personal reference, 
but they are eminently " successful" and should be con
tent to suffer for their type, a type noble and important 
in  the eyes of  Messrs. Scribner's subscribers. 

Yet American taste and discrimination will be held 
ridiculous in the world ' s  eyes until America learns to 
pay reverence to something better. And for that 
matter, America has learned. I should write " Until  
America learns to limit her reYerence t o  some thing a 
cut above this. ' '  ' ' I  hear America a-singing. ' '  

" Fat,  sleek , contented with emotions well 
Below the far extended diaphragm . "  
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I also hear someth ing a long way more consol i n g .  
hear t h e  creaking·s o f  a scattered discontent. Hardly 

a week goes by but I meet or hear of someone who 
goes into voluntary exile-some reporter who throws 
up a steady job to " come to Europe and breathe" ; 
some professor from a freshwater college who comes 
away on scant savings. Our artists are all over 
Europe. We do not come away strictly for pleasure. 
And we, we coRstantly-raiied-at " expatriates," do not 
hear this with unconcern. We will  not put up with it 
forever. 

You may say of us for a while-" Si che per due fiate 
gli dispersi " ;. but we will have our reply. 

" S' ei fur cacciati,  ei tornar d 'ogni parte. " 
We have ail to-morrow against you. 

The three applications which I propose be made of 
the forces which I have earlier mentioned are, roughly, 
as  follows :-

I. To drive the actual artist upon the u niversity 
seminary ; to restore something like fervour and well-lit 
discussion, citing as precedent the conditions existing in 
the U niversity of Paris i n  the: time of Abelard. 

I I .  To drive the theses and the sem inary upon the 
Press. 

I I  I. The super-college. 
These propositions require too much discussion to be 

broached further in this instalment. The first two may 
seem mad and the third is, as I state it, probably in
comprehensible, but  have patience, I may be neverthe
less in the grip of my lucid interval. 

America : Chances and Remedies. 
By Ezra Pound. 

I I I .  
-

Proposition !-That I would " Drive the Auto on 
the Seminaro," 

WE read in the l i fe of A belard that, having learned to 
reason in the school of Roscl i n  he came down to Paris 
and there found someone, whose name I and nearly 
everyone else have forgotten, holding the chair of philo
sophy, a nd Abelard engaged the gentleman in d isputP 
and very shortly thereafter the gentleman whose name 
we have forgotten was holding his c lasses at some 
place or other down the river, and Abelard was dis
coursing in Paris. 

And i n  course of time Abelard was called home to 
attend to the execution of h i s  father's will and estates 
or something of that sort. And the p rofessor returned 
to Paris. And later Abelard returned to Paris,  and 
the professor departed. 

And Abelard took up the .ascetic l ife and went into 
the wilderness, and five thousand students went a fter 
h i m  and camped in the wilderness, enduring all manner 
of hardships. And all this befell a t  a time when the 
un iversities were a fa r from negligible factor in the 
intellectual l ife of  Christendom. 

Now it is inconceivable that in this day and decade 
any unknown man could oust any professor of any
thing by a mere display of superior intelligence. 

I have no experience of technical schools, but I can 
conceive it possible that, say , a great engineer, one 
with monumental achievements behind him,  i f  he could 
demonstrate to the governing board of  some univer
sity that any bridge built  according to the instructions 
of its head professor of engineering, m ust of necessity 
collapse, might get the head professor shifted i n to a 
less dangerous position after a long play of diplomacy. 

But in the departments of the humanities, of letters, 
or of philosophy , such a cataclysm is  merely unthink
able. 

It  i s  a s  wholly a n d  utterly unthinkable as that a com, 
mercia! periodical should demand its staff of critics to 
be reasonably trained, or that we, the community at 
large, should demand of our artists in letters tha t .  they 
have some knowledge of the great tradition, some trace 
of wha t is  ca lled the " l iterary conscience , "  or some
thing a bove mediocrity of ambitio n .  

I remember that I was once bera ting t h e  present 
state of affa irs to the president of  a un iversity, and he 
said he knew nothing about the matter (I think it  was 
some question of graduate study and the system of 
presenting l i terature). Anyhow, he said that i t  was 
not his affa i r ,  he w a s  putting h i s  money into t h e  institu
tion because he wanted to leave a memorial to hi :; 
father. He rather pitied me, I believe, for taking such 
a matter as the conservation of letters to heart. I 
respect h i s  feeling · for his father .  I don ' t  much mind 
a m a n ' s  wanting to erect me:norials. I respect h i s  
standing by h i s  staff. But this is  not the spirit that  
goes to the making of Risvegliamenti. 

Now let us suppose the usual graduate seminar, the 
usual professors as they exist i n  America, one out of 
every twenty, intelligent, perhaps a humanist, the 
other nineteen perhaps passionately devoted to litera
ture (we are supposing for the moment a sem i nar in 
some branch of  l etters) ; passionately deYoted, let U£. 
say, t o  literature, or more likely, each one of  them 
devoted to some period, about which he knows more 
definite facts than any artist who lived i n  it I 

Let us suppose that most of them hate vulgarity, 
detest the " Press , "  disapprove of' the present. Let 
us suppose a few of them ·believe in the future ,  by 
which they mean " the nineties . "  

Now l et us suppose the normal protagonist o f  con
temporary li terary production be thrust in amongst 
them. He is ignorant as Ham, a s  blatant and purpose
Jess as G. K. Chesterton, a s  free from a ny desire of 
producing lasting works of a rt as a " Times" reporter, 
or he is as  dull as  the " slicer" poets, or as " gaga" a s  
the survivors , o r  he is  something else as bad, o r  worse 
as the case may be. And with literature as a whole, 
with the lasting Jaws he is unacquainted as a graduate 
student in chemistry. If he writes novels, he has never 
heard of  Flaubert. If he is a southerner, he believes 
that the French exoel in all other branches of literature 
except the novP.I. (This is not a whim, but an actual 
incident . . A n  American novelist, a successful novelist, 
actually had the nerve to explain to me just what it  
was in the French social system that made it  impossible 
for a novel to come out of France. But let this pass. ) 

My contention is that some sort of conference be
tween these two sets of " influences, " Jet us say arnica! 
debate, would be highly instructive to the students who 
should witness it. 

It would provide a means for d iscerning the difference 
between the tyro, the dilettante, the drifter, and 
splurger in verse or prose, and the serious artist. 

If fee were given, it would provide for the serious 
a rtist some means of support,  other than that of over
production and hurried production. 

On the whole, the professors would shine, for they 
have at  least some hoard of knowledge to bank on. 
The professor who couldn't  manage the normal 
literalist would be a fairly poor Jot. But on the con
trary, when the seminar managed to hit on an artist 
of parts, the debate wou ld be enlightening both to 
faculty and students. New life would be infused into 
the study of letters. Literature would come t.o be 
regarded as something livicg, something capable, con
stant transformation, a nd rebirth. 

The effect on writers would be even more worth 
while, for the normal magazinist, confronted for once, 
at  least, in his life, with the array of  past achievement, 
or drubbed by what he would regard as a fossi l ,  might 
be d riven to consider h i s  art a s  a n  art.  He might on 
being invited to debate be brought for once to question 
himself about his reasons for existence. 

In fact, the whole outrageous scheme would stir up 
more than a few backwaters of mental stagnation, 

I n  deciding what a u thors should be summoned, the 
students should have some voice. 

C81 America: Chances and Remedies . . .  III. Proposition I-That I Would "Drive the Auto on the Seminars." New Age, Xlll. 3 
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The conferenCes 5hould take place, I should think, 
monthly. . . 

If space permitted .me I .should. pomt out that th1s 
sort of infiltration of 1deas IS precisely what does take 
place in capitals, where. the best artists and. scholars 
occasionaUy meet by acc1dent.  The d�centrahsed state 
of America makes it all the more desirable that some 
other machinery should be devised for this purpose. 

America : Chances and Remedies. 
By Ezra Pound. 

IV. 

t n 1 1-That I would drive the Seminars PropoS I 10 
on " The Press." 

d vising the new castes, to wit, of professors 
AYff:� fd meet a creative artist without being made 
who cou 

ridiculous and of artists who could meet a 
to appta�nformed p

1
rofessor without being shown for deceot Y 1 

1 would consider the matter of the thesis. 
charlat��.'hesis" a� an institution may need some ex-The. to the present reader; be it known then that planau�

n 
ited States of America, possibly in the United in the 0r Brazil in France, G ermany, and most Sta tes 0 ' E I d h f I . T ed countries except ng an , t e seats o earn-c•v• •s fer the higher decrree of " Doctor of Philosophy" 
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t cases upon stu
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dents who have never studied ;n drnosh never intend to study any philosophy, but no an w 0 h f '1 t is an olcl custom and wort y o reverence, nl� ttrr, . h I d'd d ,,nd it dates from the .b
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hi losophy and the h era arts. . . a ter p name implies that you have done at least \liUr h 0 I ihrre vears' hard work on some two or t ree spec•a 
hr�nchcs of learning after and above what �ou d1d f�r 
1 ou r  baccalaureate degree, and part of th1s wor� IS 
· thesis which is supposed to make some new contnbu
�ion to the pre-existing sum of kno\�le�ge. 

'\ow th is is a very fine system , 1t •s a tremendous 
m�chinery for accumulati!'lg m i.nut.e infol"mat�on, and 
1 speak of it and in espec1al o f  1ts mventor, wtth noth
ing save the1 deepest respect. But this system implies 
that after every hundred or so of such theses there 
�hould come a super thesis, the product of some intel
li�:ent person capable of efficient synthesis. 

In the branches of science it is possible that such 
smthesis actually occurs. In the h istory of letters, 
a�d possibly in other branches, there are two obstacles 
to be considered . First, the American universities are 
not io such close touch with each other as are the 
German universities. Second, there is no British 
�luseum catalogue from which a man may start. 

From these and other causes the scholar Quixote 
ofteo sets out on his quest of the unknown without 
fitting orientation. Original documents are fai rly 
scarte in America. If he come abroad he will possrbly 
fall upon some ill-catalogued' l ibrary. He is little likely 
to have been to1d how to use t he various European libraries. He mav not even know that you save about 
three months' ti�e by Sf/ending a week in the B ritish 
Museum before you set out on any task of research . II he can only afford one summer abroad this know
l�ge is apt to be costly. The result of this, and of d�1·er$ minor causes, is that,  even if he does by chance 
drscol'er something of i mportance, his monograph is very apt to be like one pillar of a temple raised in the de9ert that no one will ever visit. 
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thing pertaining thereto. He too(c the Oxonian to a �':n completely filled with cubby-holes and from these bootrew forth in alph.lbetical order the lists of all the 
a 

s and articles that had even been written about p�y classic author, B UT . . . ! and here the don 
"l used as if to overwhelm me with the approaching " arve1 " B  - -
of th · ut," I said quietly, " there were no texts , P. authors themselves. 1 1  
t.tu.:Vhat ! " h e  said, " is it  possibl e ?  I thought perhaps 

N ay was exaggerating. " 50 �w I had no idea what university was in question, peq e.re could have been nothing personal in my ex
lou.:tiOn of what the · visiting Oxonian m i�ht have 
is I'k 1 

Nevertheless, one cannot feel that thts system 
1 e Y to breed that fine sease, that exiguous dis

crimination which shall enable us to preserve and to 
propagate " Th e  Best. " 

The visit to Oxford brought me another gem. I was 
seated next a very reverend head of something-or-other 
and someone had just shown him "A new poem, ' The 
Hound of Heaven , '  1 1  but he " Could n ' t  be bothered to 
stop for every adjective. ' '  

N ow I could -scarcely have heard this a t  home. 
Firstly, if the old gentleman had not seen the poem a 
decade ago it is unlikely that �nyone would have 
thrust i t  upon him in the year of grace 1913.  Secondly, 
if it were out of his own line he would probably have 
accepted authority that i t  was a masterpiece. Thirdly , 
nothing under the American heaven would have evoked 
th a t  swift and profound censure, that scrap of criticism 
which touches the root and seed of Thompson' s every 
defect. 

This may seem beside the mark ,  but the crux of the 
matter is this : The graduate student is not taught to 
think of his own minute discoveries in relation to the 
subject as a whole. I f  that subject happen to be the 
history of a n  art he is scarce likely ever to have con
sidered his work in relation to the life of that a rt. 

On the other hand newspapers, especially the huge 
Sunday editions, are constantly printing interviews and 
impressions about recent discoveries in every field of 
knowledge ; these are often vague and worthless. 

No minute detail of knowledge is ever d u ll if it  be 
presented to us in such a way as to make us under
stand its bearing on the whole of a science. Gaston 
Paris notably, and' S. Reinach, especially in his 
Manual of Classical Philology, have p resented detailed 
knowledge in such a way that any one can approach it ; 
that anyone who likes may learn of what the subject 
consists and may study as much of it, or precisely that 
part of it  which suits his purposes. 

The usual doctor's thesis is dull, is badly written, 
the candidate usually has to pay for the printing of the 
required copies, as even the special journals will not be 
bothered with the average thesis. 

My suggestion is the very simple one that the thesis 
be briefed, that the results; with due introduction and 
with due explanation of their bearing on the whole of 
the science or on the particular period of history, be 
published in some newspaper of standing, which should 
become in some measure the organ of the university. 
Secondly, that the minutre of the thesis be typewritten 
and placed in the university library to be printed only 
if they happen to be of general i nterest or if the re
sults and conclusions of the thesis based upon them 
are called into question. 

The benefits of this scheme as I conceive it  would be 
as follows :-

First, the student would have to get some clear notion 
of his work in its relation to life. Second, the news
paper which is fond of calling itsel( the great educator, 
etc. , would be brought into touch with a new set of 
specialists, and aside from the thesis printed, the editor 
w6uld know whom to call upon for an article on any 
special topic. 

C82 

lo. the meantime, good introductory works a re sadly l�clu.ng. The disconnected method of research is bel:•on•ng to be realised. Anent this, I had a joyou:; passage with a don at Oxford. Another don had been 
•nspecting American universities and he had found one Proud head of a department who had correlated every- Note that I am not writing this for London. 
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America : Chances and Remedies. 
By Ezra Pound. 

v. 
Proposition I l l-The College of the Arts. 

IN America you can be subsidised to study the develop
ment of  ablauts in M iddle H igh German ; to make com
me n t s  o n  the works of Q u i n e t ;  to read Assyrian tablets ;  
even t o  paint  pict u re s ,  t o  sculp, and i n  one western 
college a man has been g iven a fellowship in  musical 
compos ition. ( I  believe this happened at Oberlin and 
I pay the trustees my respects . )  

N o  institution that I know o f  subsid ises l i terary 
creation or experiment.  There au-e certain prizes 
awarded. One man is being paid to translate the Divina 
Commedia into terza rima with feminine endings. 
The German Emperor encourages the ex-Germans in,  
I think California. Mr. 'Fel ls  i s  patron to a poet who 
adverti�ed for a patron a n d  whose name is not known 
to me. 

Mr. Morgan,  in finance, advocates " backing the 
man , "  and says he has lent a mill ion dollars more than 
once to men whom he knew had nothing. In the arts 
he enaourages the de_ad. I am very glad he sees fit  

· to col lect , for  the presence of masterwork in the 
country will ,  in time, beget som.e sort of  discriminati�n. 

Retiring professors are pensiOned by Mr. Carneg1 e,  
and a l l  this is very nice and humane, b u t  the careful 
expenditure of a bare two mil l ion dollars would bear 
a deal more fruit in sheer a rtistic creation, and would 
eventually pay the country many times over in  actu�l 
possessions obtained ; but let us have done with pr-acticalities. I speak of something better.  

The whole question o f  art pa tronage i s  too wide to 
go into, suffice it  tha t the Ptole� ies when they. wis.hed 
to l ift  the centre of  the world s cultur e  bod ily mto 
Alexandria, could find no better device. Cosimo de 
Medici who may be regarded a s  a sound man and one 
l ittle given to toy ing with chimeras, was of l ike mind 
in Florence. 

I d o  not propose to talk social theory. I treat an 
immediate issue.  I think there is a ny amount of 
willingness to patronise the arts now present in 
America and that the poi n t of fact need hardly be 
a rgued. ' 

The question of the most advisable method r�rn� ins.  
The American Academy at Rome i s  a most commend
able model. Ten men are kept there, for a term of 
three years each-painters, sculptors, architectii. 

But why of necessity Rome ? Why only ten men ? 
Why only three sorts of art ? 

. The mingling of young men engaged 10 all. the 
different sorts of art has always proved most fruitful. 
One comes to a capital, in fact, in order that one may 
find the most dynamic minds of each variety. 

My proposal is of the simplest. I want not ten men 
but a hundred. I want not Rome, but New York o r  
Chicago. 

I want these hundred men chosen with regard to 
their intentions and their capacities, not by an academic 
foot ·rule. I want them to be men who have done 
enough to show -that their ':"or� is neither a p�ssing 
whim nor a commercial predilection. . I want pamter�, 
scu\ptors, musical composers, architects , schola·rs m 
the art of verse and in the art of prose for that matter, 
and those who

' 
show some signs of being dramatists, 

and I should admit the occasional artists in the slightly 
d ivergent arts, say etchers or workers in bronze or in 
stained glass. 

I should leave the charter so open that no dynamic 
man need be excluded. [ should not have a freak com-

1 43 

rnittee but as no institution has ever yet proved too 
revolufiona-ry I should base the qualifications for admit
tance largely upon originality . I should insist, on the 
contrary that ,  save in rarest cases, the ca��idate sh�uld 
have reasonable knowledge of the prevailmg fasluons 
in  the technique of  his a rt .  There i s no effective re

-volution in art exce-pt. that which comes from men who 
cast off bonds wh ich they show themselves able to bear.  

I would rather have the whole hundred of these 
artists chosen by one efficient ar ti s t  Lhan by any sta id 
committee that was not  composed of efficient a rtists .  
There is no hope for such an institu tion as this,  unl�ss 
the selecting committee be guided by an almost blind 
hatred of ·mediocrity, unless they have it  branded and 
engraved upon their consciousness that one frag��n.t of 
perfect work outweighs forty salons of  exhibitions 
without such a perfect fragment. · 

Long in us said it long ago in h i s  book to young writers, 
" When you have composed such and such a thi ng, 
think how i t  would be received by Sophocles or Demos
thenes. " Until the American artist can work with 
some thought in his mind of  how such and such a work 
would appeal to, le t us say, Rodin, Anatole France, 
Henry James, or whatever master you will, dead or 
living, who is known to be reasonably severe, and to 
have �.de.c�nt haJr.ed..o.Lb.a.tclli!.s, until just such time is 
there' no use in taking the American writer or artist 
seriously or of providing him with any plum cakes 
whatsoever. 

But to re turn to our college. Presumably a fter the 
American neophite in the arts has been beaten with a 
rope-end u n til he knows those things which any decen t  
sailor m a n  should know blind , drunk, o r  a-sleepin ' : 

I should turn a hundred of him into a super-college ,  
t o  w i t ,  a college with no professors. I should give h i m  
enough yearly income (ranging from £100 to £2oo) 
so that he needn't  worry about his actual food and 
lodging. I should take him on during the impossible 
years of an artist 's  life, to wit, along between twenty 
and thirty. I should keep him for from one to three 
years, according to his earnestness and his perform
ance. (I  would not have the three year limit absolute, 
though I think special provision outside the college 
could be made for unusual cases. ) I would require 
nothing of him except that he painted the thing as he 
saw it, at his own rate and time, and that he showed u p  
a t  a general sort of  c l u b  rooms reasonably often, to 
quarrel, to d ispute, to fraternise with, to backbite and 
to accelerate his fellows. 

I would have at least ten per cent. of the fellows, 
foreigners summoned from abroad. 

I would not have over twenty per cent. notably of 
any one religion. 

I would have a reawnable fund to provide for bring
ing great artists from the corners of the earth to loar about the club room and abuse the bad work of th1 
fellows of. the college , or to commend it on such ra11 
occasions as any of it semed worthy of commendation 

New York is an exceedingly beautiful city ; any rno11 
than ·one intelligent man might find a worse way � 
spending a vacation. . The art of the world has come out of the capitals Q' 
the world because it is only in the capitals of the world. 
at certain

' 
favoured periods, that the best minds amooi 

the older men and the ready minds of the younger e�. 
thusiasts have mingled and have taken fire one fro� 
another. 

America is saved when she manages to make a cap'1 
tal , the segregation of officials at Washington has o�. 
done this. The game was better played at Alcxandrij! 
and at Florence. . I wri te of this little school perhaps l igh tly , but � 
do not feel the need of it lightly, nor is my in tention «I 
seeing it real a passing fancy of the hour. · 
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C E R T A I N  P O E M S  O F  K A B ! R  

T R A NSLA T E D  D Y  KALI M o H A N  G HosE A N D  E z R A  P o u N D  

From the  editio11 of  .Hr. Kslr iti Molr n 11 Seu .  

T h e  s p r i n g  seaso n i s  a pproa ch i n g, 
Who w i l l  h e l p  me m e e t i ng wi t h  

m y  d e a res t ? 
H o w  sha l l  I desc r i be the be au ty 

of the  dearest ,  
Who i s  i m m e rsed in  a l l  beau t i es ? 
T h a t  c o l o u r  c o l o u rs a l l  the  p i c t urts 

o f  l h is  u n i verse, 
Body a nd m i n d  a l i ke 
Forget a l l  t h i ngs e l s e  i n  t h a t  bea u ty.  
He w h o  has  these  id e as, 
T h e  p l a y  of t h e  s p r i n g  is h i s. . 
This  is t h e  word w h i c h  is u n u t terable. 
Sa i t h  K ab i r : There are very few 

who k n o \v this mystery. 
I I  

My bel oved is  a w akened,  h o w  c a n  I s leep ? 
Day a nd n i g h t  he i s  c a l l i n g  me,  
A n d  i nstead of  resp o n d i n g to his  c a l l  
I a m  l i k e  a n  u n c h a s t e  g i r l ,  l i v i n g  

w i t h  a n o th e r. 
Sai t h  Kabi r : 0 c l e v e r  confida n t, 
The mee t i ng w i t h  the d e a rest i s  n o t  

possi b l e  w i t h o u t  l o ve.  
I I I  

T h e  scar aches d ay a n d  n i g h t. 
Sleep is n o t  c o m e. 
A n x i ous for m e e t i n g  w i t h  t h e  d e a rest,  
'I he fa ther 's  h o use is  not a t t ra c t i ve at a l l .  
T h e  sky-gate o pens, 
The t e m p l e  i s  m a n i fested,  
There n o w  i s  the meeting w i t h 

t h e  h usba n d .  
I m ::� k e  obl a t i on o f  my m i n d  a n d  b o d y  : 
To t h e  dearest  t h e  c u p  o f  t h e  d e a res t ! 
Le t flow t h e  q u i ck shower  o f  r a i n  

Cover y o u r  h e a r t  
\Vi t h  t h e  i n t e nse d e e p  b l u e  
Asse m b l i n g  of  t h e  c loud . 

from y o u r  eyes. 

Come near t o  the e a r  o f  the d e a rest ,  
\:Vh isper t o  h im y o u r  pa i n .  
S a i t h  Kab i r : H e re b r i n g  t h e  

m e d i t a t i o n  o f  t h e  d e a rest,  
Today's t rea sure of t h e  hea rt .  

IV 
I t  i s  t r u e ,  I a m  mad w i t h love .  A n d  

w h a t  t o  me 
I s  c a re f u l ness � r u n care ful ness ? 
\V ho,  dyi ng,  wander i ng i n  the  w i l d ern ess, 
'W h o  is sepa rated from t h e  d e a rest ? 
!VIy d e a rest  is w i t h i n  m e ,  w h a t  d o  I c a re ? 
The b e l o ved i s  n o t  . asund ered from m e, 
No, n o t  for t h e  v e n est momen t.  
And I a l so a m  not asundered from h i m . 
!'vly love c l i ngs to h i m  o n l y ,  
\V here is rest lessness i n  m e ? 
Oh my m i n d  d a nces w i t h  joy, 
Da nces l i ke a mad foo l .  
The ragi n i s  o f  love a r e  b e i n g  p l ayed d a y  

a n d n i gh t ,  

A l l  a re l i s l e n i n g  t o  t h a t  measure.  
lHh u ,  t h e  e c l i pse, Ketu,  t h e  Head o f  

t h e  Drago n ,  
A n d  l h e  n i ne p l a n e t s  a r e  d a n c i ng, 
And B i r t h  and o·ea t h  a re d a n c i ng, m a d  

w i t h  A n a n d a .  
T h e  m o u n t a i n ,  the s e a  a n d  the e a r t h  a re . 

d ancing 
T h e  G r e a t  A d orn m e n t  i s  d an c i n g  w i th . ' 

l a ug� ter  <�;n d  t e a rs a n d  smileS. 
\:Vhy are  y o u  l ea v mg, ' fhe wor ld , '  · .. 
You, w i t h  t h e  ti/ak- m a rk on you r fore- . 

head'
? 

W h i l e  my m i n d is a - d a n c i ng t h rough the ' 
t h o usand stages o f  i ts moon And the  Lord o f  a l l  h i s  c re a t i o n  has . '  
f o u n d  i t  a c c e p t a b l e  dancing. 

v 
0 dese r l e d  b r i d e, 
H o w  w i l l  you l i v e  i n  t h e  absence o f  your 

W i th o u t  h u nger in 1 he d ay,  
S l e e p less i n  t h e  n i gh t-wa tches, 
And every w a t c h  fe l t  as i f  
I t  were t h e  <eon o f  Kal iy uga ? 

belo ved, 

The bea u t i fu l  has dese r ted you in the  
fu l l  pass i o n  of  h i s  A p r i l .  

A l as t h e  fa i r  is d e pa rted ! 
0 t h o u  d eserted,  
Now begin t o  g i ve u p  your house and 

y o u r  having. 
Go fo r t h  t o  t h e  l odge o f  t h e  forest ,  
Beg i n  t o  cons ider  h i s name.  
A n d  i f  t h ere h e  shal l  come u p o n  you,  
T h e n  a lone wi  I I  you be c o m e  to your  joy.  
Eager a s  the caugh t fish for  i ts  wa ter, 
Be t h o u  so eager to ret urn ! · . 
Sha pel ess,  form less a n d  w i t h o u t  l i ne ,  
\Vh o  wi l l  b e  c o m e  t o  meet  y o u ,  
0 bea u t i fu l  lady ? 
Ta ke recogn isance ·of y o u r  o w n  wed Lord, 
B e h o l d  h i m  o u t  of t h e  cen tre of y o u r  

m e d i t a t i ons, 
S t r i p  oH t h e  last  of your  erro rs, 
A n d  k n o w  t h a t  Love is y o u r  l o rd ;  
Sa i t h Kabi r :  There is  n o  second . .>Eon 
A f t e r  aeon 
Thou and I are the same.  

VI 

Very d i ffic u l t i s  t h e  meet ing w i t h  h i m ,  
H o w  sh a l l ! be m a d e  o n e  w i t h  my beloved ?  
A ft e r  l o 1 1 g  considera t i o n  a n d  a l t e r  c a u t i on 
I p u t  my fee t o n  t h e  way, b u t  eve ry t i me 
T h ey have t re m b l ed and s l i pped aside.  
The s l i ppery path leads u pw a rd 

a n d  t h e  feet c a n  n o t  h o l d  to i t. 
The m i n d  is t a k e n  i n  shyn ess, 
Fo r fea r  of  the crowd 
And out o f  respec t t o  t he fa m i ly.  
O h  w h e re is  my far beloved ? 
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. And I i n  the fa mi ly d we l l i n g ! 
:1\.nd l can n o t  esca pe my shyn ess ! 

Vl l 
Ho w shal l  i t  hi! severe d ,  
This l o ve be.t ween thee and me ? 
Thou art  l01'd , and I serva n t ,  
As  t h e  l o tus i s  serva n t  o f  w a t e r. 
Than arf l o rrl , - ;� nd I serv;:� n t, 
As the Chakor�a is se r v a n t  oi moon l i gh t  
. · And watches i t  a l l  t h e  n igh t  l ong. 
The l o ve be tween thee and me 

is from beg i n n i n g  to endi ng, 
How can it end in t i m e ? 
SJ.i th Kab i r : As the r i ver is i m mersed i n  

the ocean,  
My m i n d  i s  i m m e rsed i n  thee. 

V I I I  
Rish i Narad, t h a t  hast  walked u pon the  

w i n d i ng path o f  the  a i r ,  
Tha t hast  walked there  p l a y i n g  t h e  V i n a  

and si nging t h y  song to H a r i ,  
Rish i N a rad, t h e  beloved i s  n o t  afar off, 
I wake not ,  save i n  h is  wak i ng, 
I sleep not,  save i n  h is  s lumber. 

IX 
0 recei ver  o f  my heart ,  
Do thou come i n t o  my house. 
My m i n d  a n d  b.ody 
Are but a p a i n ,  in thy absence. 
vVh e n  they say . th :t t  I a m  your m i s t ress 
The shame of it is upon me. 

. H hea r t l i e  n o t _ u p o n  heart,  
How is  the he;,J.rt of  love there ? 
The ri�e has no savour, the nigh t  is passed 

. . and i s  s leepless. 
In the h o use a n d  in the way of the  forest 

my m i nd and thought have n o  rest .  
Love-cup to the maid : water-cup to 

fam ished o f  t h i rst .  

C84 Continued 

Is there o n e ,  bearf' r of fo r t u n e ,  to m a k e  
. · · c l e a r  m y  heart to my beloved? 

· Kab i r  i s  at  the end ol h i s  pa t ience · · · '  
A n d  d i es w i t ho u t s igh t o f  h i s  bel ove d .  

X 

0 be a re r o f  love ,  g i ve v o i c e  to the  
· we l l-ome ned song . 

The gre a t  l ord is come t o  my ho use; 
A f t e r  e m p l o y i n g  my bo dy in his  l o ve 
l sha l l  e m p l oy my m i n d .  

· 

The five myste ries w i l l  be e n l ightened 
_ with love .  

The rece i ve r  o f  my heart ,  to-day is  t h e  
guest . i n  my h ouse , 

l a m  gro w n  m a d  w i t h  my y o u th.  
The p o o l  o f  my body w i l l be the place 

o f  p i lgri mage. 
Near by w i l l  Orahma c h a n t  Vedas, 
The m i nd w i l l  b e  fused w i t h  my lover .  
0 o p p o r t u n e ,  and wel l-omene d ,  . . 
I'he t h ree a n d  t h i r t y  t u nes of cur i ous . . 

sou n d  here w i t h  the sound o f  A n a n d a. 
The p a i red l o v e rs o f  t h e  u n i ve rse are 

assembled. 
Sa i th Kab i r : This day l set out for my

. m arnage 
W i t h  a bridegroom who i s  deathl ess. 
In the q u a r t e r  o f  my body there 

i s  music in process, 
Thi rty and s i x  rag i n i s  a re bound u p  

i n to t h e  burthen.  
The bri degroom hath A p r i l  p l ay w i t h  me . 
As Krishna w i t h  R a d h a ,  play i n g  a t  

the spr ing fes t i v a l  o f . liori l i l a , 
l p l ay a t  the spray i ng of co lo u rs,  

I and my beloved . 

. The whole  u n i ve rse is curious today . . 
Love a n d  t h e  ra in  of love a re carrie 

h i ther w i t h  t h e i r  showers. 
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V I .  
�� <'II, then, arc m y  three measures.  First,. thc plan for 
bringing the faculties for the preservat ion of the h is· 
ton of let ters and the a rts in to immediate contact with 
Lhr" few men who are seriously working a t  keeping t he 
an� alive, and who take thought that t he a r t  shall  be 
a·burn in each age, \·it.a l , with the quali t ies of the ag-e 
inherent. 

Stcond, that the cloister a nd the Press lay aside the 
:nore stupid parts of their warfare, for the newspaper 
>p<-cial art icle would be no less interest ing i f  i t  had 
the Ioree of ex.act knowledge behind i t ,  and a man is no 
b, � scholar f.or being able to express h imself cJearlv 
>nd without a wel ter of undefined technicalit ies. 

-

Thirdly , as a balance both  aga inst the Press and the 
doi�tcr I would set the pick of the young artists free 
ol both of them . The a r t s  have at least the dign it y of 
tht processes of  scienco.: ; a n yone who does not u nder· 
>land this is  con fusing art  ;v i r h the sha m ; he is  con �usmg it with the fa ncy work of fa int h· emot ional 
IJdiCs and wi th the amusemen ts of di l let.a�tes. 

I f  the results of an a rt ist 's experimen t are to have 
30)' . value whatsoever tbey must be a t ta ined as im
Jlarlially as arc the resul ts of the experimen ts in a 
chemical laboratory . The schools d:vc a man so deep, :ot usually in the t radi�ion whi�h is a nob_Je t hing, but . some sort of  woodemsh acqutescence w1th a preva i l· �mode. Something is interposed oc tween the a rt ist 

Ththe thing he should sec directly . 
lh e .Press drives, and in fa r more pernicious degree 
the Pl!nodicals drive, the writer to a ttend so much to the 
�� of t?e moment that this transient element ovcr
k.st ce-s .hts work ; the notes of the durable things are 

daiJ to h1m. I say the period icals a re worse than the 
lit Y�re�, for they are a t hea rt journal istic, and they �t It and cover it over with a sham. 
o( art art does not mean flattery, and no good work 
1oo11 Was ever wrought out of flatte ry either of a man ' s  

N 5 or of  his stupidities. 
ll'oano.t only must. the artist be able " to look any damn 
l)t a�� the face a nd tell him to go to hell , "  but he must 
bra,·ur to do th is quietly, seriously, without needless � a or bombast. His work must not resemble the ".\ �s curses and futile shots from a sinking ·vessel . 
�hras r mirrour reflecting all things" was Leonardo 's 

"'tak
e

. The element of hysteria is only too apt to 
'Peakin the Work of a man who sees his predilection for 
lllod a"� out driving him daily Curtner and further from 

\'illo� . lodging. 
L�t Ma 15. the stock e xample of those who advoca te 
th�t \!�alton of art ists, but the crux is here , to wit , 
d\lting 1 on had nothing whatsoever to gain by pro
>:n(q� a �st?rd a r t .  No �a rpies b�ough t h im for 

;., .. � ?n-lll l ism, for pa t rtot 1c sen tunent .and for 
, . . , ' to sui t  the t aste of our readers . "

' 
I f  he had 

nothing to lo5e by one sort of writing he had equally 
l i t t le to ga in by any other.  

A s  for t he relation o f  thes-e th ings to the present t he 
American ' ' i\ a t ion ' '  last mon l h  suggest� t h a t  A merica 
takes the arts too seriously . . \\'hy ? The br illiant 
editorial is evoked by this fact. Some triple· X idiot 
of an editor has boomed a bad poem and called it 
worthy of Shelley. As' if Shel ley t he revolut ion ist , Re · 
publ ican , propagand ist , writer of canzoni ,  would, 
were he alive in 1913, be con ten t with the sa me  manner· 
isms of expression that suited him in the year of grace 
1 8 I J. 

Ezra Pound ' s  Poetry and Prose: Vol .  I 

Criticism lx:i.ng a fa r more civil ised form o f con
scious act ivi ty t han is artist ic creation it is natural that 
American criticism shou ld be in a mo;e deplorable state 
than American creat i ve art. Indiscriminating energy 
may .�roduce a work , bu t it has n<·,·cr yet  brough t fort h  
a cnt1que. :rhere is " fla ir , "  a na tu ra l sort of sense , a facul ty for 
sn o lling the scent of the a rtist 's  energies. But beyond 
�his I here is the cri t ical facul ly that knows u•hy a thing· 
t s t;;�od or _bad . This facu l l y  is r hc resul t  of lla i r  plus 
t ra o mng.  fhe decent crit ic must know enough mastcr
v.·or� wrou g h t  in enoug-h diiTercnt and apparently con· 
trad 1c tory processes to be undeceived by surface appear
ance or by the banging of drums. Technique is 
mach inery for the transmission of power. You do not 
judge an engine merely by the polish on the outside of 
t he boiler nor by the sh riek of its whistle. One migh t 
be supposed to consider the precision of its driving 
mach inery . This sort of mechan ical sense has not 
yet descend,·d upon t he A merican edi tor or cri tic. (As 
for  the st.1 t e  of t h ings on this island, I leave that to oo 
treated by Ti lE  N E \1' :\GE. ) 

As for my compa t riots they strain at t he gnat and 
swallow the camel.  I f the choosers of t he na t ional 
1-cading- m a t te r  were set to buy ing mach inery , they, 
fema le graduates of high-schools for the g-rea ter pa rt , 
a nd for t he lesser part old gent l emen with minds like 
the m i nds of such fernnle graduates, wou ld obje;:ot to 
the hai r-sprinr: of a wa tch on the ground t h a t  i t  lacked 
s t ren g t h ,  and to n mach ine for dr iv ing piles on the 
ground t ha t  i t  was wantinR in  finish. 

I n  l r ah· \·ou rn a ,· sec rna rn· l i l l ie storlt' balconic,.; 
Glf\'o.!d, ,·,· i t.h l i t t le . s lone lion; look i ng o\·cr I he edg-1'� 
vr with heads carved upon their comers. An .'\ rneric;ul 
arch i tect from the school i n Rome was compla in ing to 
me tha t for a l l  the glory of our new buildi ngs we could 
not get fine detai l .  " A insi lc bon temps rer:retons , " t ime 
was when the artist grew out of the master craftsman. 
Before art was n r ty,  before the ar t ist was recru i ted 
from the ranks of the vegeta ria n and the simple-lifer,  
before l he per-damnable habit  of model l ing· in  clay,  i n  
p lace of cut ting stone din.:ct, had come to curse us with 
scu lpt ure th.at resembles piles of spaghett i , before these 
abominations the artist  ha'd first to have t he com mon
sense requ isite for a decent ca rpenter's job or for some
th ing of that sort. Out of such t imes carne Diirer. 

When we get some sense of values, when we come 
to take a common-sense v iew of the arts , as somet hi ng 
normal, refreshing, susta in ing, we may .again find 
art ists. When the young sculptor is willing to work at 
columns not for a fancy price, but for say, double the 
stone cutter 's wages, when the hous� becomes again 
individual and ceases to be a th ing made by t he dozen 
and hundred to a mould, when the caste wh ich now 
takes to connoisseurship out of hope of ga in , the sort 
who know good pictu res because there is chanoe of 
acqu iring property thereby , shall a lso know the line 
points of a poem or a musical composit ion from which 
there is no profit to be made, when all these impossi
bilities shall have become possible, ·a nd above all when 
the arts shall cease to be regarded as a dope , a drug , 
a narcotic, as someth ing akin to disease, and when 
they shall be regarded as sustenance--as clear chan· 
nels for the transm ission of intel l igence, then ma� 
America and then even England may be a plaoe wherein· 
it is fitt ing t ha t ma n made in the image of the i nvbibir 
�hould drav. brea th into his nostrils. 

[T11E lc" n · l  
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Poet and Critic : A u l h o r  o f  " P e r so n re , "  " C a n z o n l , "  " Ripo�l0s," &c. 

I f  tho v e r b  In p u t  i n  U1o p nst lcnoo 
lhrro i• •·cry litllo to �o ouu.l n�out 
o,;, mutter. 

'l'ho n r linl. in n l w a)'" brg i n n i n!{. A n y  
.wo r k  of n rt v.· h i ch u n o t  n brg m n wg, 
a n  in ven tion, a diacovery, i&. of h t..t lo 
worth. 'fho \'orr, uurno Twullnuour 
o1c nns o. " finder, ' ono who d i8covcro. 
� l:io fnr un tho public io  couoc;ueu my 

cnrccr " hnn been of tJ1o nlmp( CII t · 
d u r i ng tho fa rot fi1·o yearn of i t  I bo.d 
exnclly ouo � r ie l J>ocm accepted lly ono 
Ame r ican mngauno, al though I ho.d 
du ring l.l1at timo sullruitkd " La 
.}i"raisno " and vnriou1 other pocma 
now hold no o. part of my brot work.. 
Not rcnu l t  of my activities in c ... h, 
fi•·e uollau wllich worlu out to abou t 
4.:.. 3d. per rear. . 

M r. E l k m  MnUloW3 was tho li n t  pu u l ioher to w h o m  I nu llmitted m y  
ll'ork i n  London. H o  p rinted m y  firnt 
tlu cc vol ume� •• Pcr:i.Ona.e," " Exulta
tion•," and Caor:oni1" at.. hi1 own 
.,,·penne. Bo far "" I can remember our 
only dineuMion of busine58 Willi u 
folio,... : -

Mr. E. M. : " Ah, eh, do :you cart> to oontribut.e to t.ho oooln of publinhing t "  
Mr. E. 1'. : " I'vo got a llhilling in 

my cloU�en, if  tho.t'a any uao to you." 
Mr. E. M. : " Ob well, I r nthor want l<> p ubli.ah 'em anyhow." I havo not yet recci ted a !Jr...,. 

fo rthinll' from thrM L"'oks, nor do I 
th i nk that Mr. M a U1ewa hn• ·up to 
date a clear balanoo ngainot hio 
axpcnacn. Ono'11 nRmo i n  known, i n  BO 
far an it io known at all widoly, through 
hcn.rsay a nd rcviowa and U.rough a 
,.·holcsalo quola.lion. 

M y  boolu h ave mado mo friend11.. I 
eama to London wilh £J knowing no 
one. I had bren hu ng ry all my l i fo for 
" in l<orC3ting pcop lo. " I wan kd to meet 
C(·rlain men who.., work I admired. I 
have dono t.hio. I have had good la.lk 
in p lenty. I hnva pa i d a cc rla. in p r ice, I have 
�nd u red a ccr la. i n  nmou nt of inoon
l'C':' iencc, e nough !.o pu t  nn cdr,o on my 
enJ"Jmcn t.. I brhevo I havo 1nd more 
ooli plensuro in l i fo lhnn any fel low 
of my years whom I hn ve ever met.. I ho.ve ,. k n o w n  n1nn v men's mnn n�rs 
and sc:on mnny ci t i r.�/' 

ne.�dCA k n o w i n g l i ving n r tisU. I havo 
como lD louch "·ilh tho trad i tion of llJC 
dtad. I ha,·o hnd in lhio U1e aamo 
oort of p len•u rc that a schoolboy haa 
in henrin11: o f  tho nla.r pl a)'B o( former 
athletell. I hn �o reuewed my hoyho,,l. I have ropentrd tho oort of t h r i l l  thnt I u•od lo h n l'o in  hcn r i n ��:  o f  tho d�:"Cd• 
o f  T. T r u x lori l l n re · tho oo r t  U 1 at futu re Freshmen w i l l  !1a\'o in hcnring 
how " M ik6 " llcn net •lopped Wr_ch. 
I h o.,·o re l ished U,i,  or thn t about " old 
Il r:>wning, o r  Shelley ol i d i ng down h in  
fron t b n n i n tr r o  " w ith nhnost increui
blo r a p i d i ty. "  

There i s  more,  howrvr.r, i n  thi� Ptor L  
o f  A p<>ll lo l i c  ISucceo•ion U1nn a l u d •crou o 
&Qecdolc, f.;r people whoRe mi nd• hnl'o 
loecn en r i chod l oy conla.cl w i th men of 
geniu11 rc l n l n lhn effect� of iL 

I have c n j o)'cU mreti ng V i clo r i nnn 

an<f P re-nn phnel i tco o n <l  mrn o f  l h o  hN'n lh r. n r n i nf{ hrforo i n  llau " T u rk i•h 
n i neties th rou ll h the i r f r ie n d •. .I h n ,· c CoiT"o " cnlc in Hoho. I hnd hecn mado 
ocen K cnln' p roof nhccln, I huvo h n d  •·c r y  nngry uy n cerl.ain uort of chcnp r.crsonnl  Lrnd1tion o( his lime At  M'conJ- i r rt�\' r rt' l lco which wo.G new to mo. I 

and.  Thia ,  pe rh np a , mcnnn l i lllo to n hnd l n i n n w n k o  moo � of tho n i 11 h t.. [ 
Londoner but i l. i• (lO•u f u n  i f  you h n 1·o I(Ol up rntlwr Into i n  tho morn i n!l nnd 
g rown u i> rcRnrd •nll ouch lh i n R• no "'"rted for tho l\l uocum w i U1 U1o liraL 
al.wuL l\6 d i !\ l ll n L  n!'l O hc ng i � lUHul or lou r l i nf'tJ i n my hen d. I w roto tho 
tho days of Lopo de Vrgn.. rent of tliO rocm nl 1\ .• i t ti nll , on UIO 

• • !��
t
rc:i;1� n .� o r!�� rr��ndt;�:ci:';;j• n�t��� I f  by tho 9 uc•tion " Ho w I bq1nn 1 "  Y i c nnn Cal�. nnu Inte r i n  tho a fter

you menu ' How uiu I l ea r n m y noon, hrinl( u n n � l o  to nlu dy , 1 ped d led 
trndo I " it i• much too lonR lo nns wc r, llao poem nbout Fleet Street., for I he
and U10 dct.nils wou ld lle loo lochn icnl .  1111n to rrn l inc U1nt for tho fir8t time i n  I k ne w at fil!.,.,n p retty much wh n t I my l i fo l h a d  w ri tten aomeU1ing U 1 u t  wanted to d o .  I bcheveu th a t  th o " l m- · • c ve ryono cou l d u n dersla.nd " a m i  I 
p u loo " is w i U 1  U1e godn i U•a t tech n iqu e wa n ted it to go to tho pooplo. ' 
IS 11 mnn's own rcsronsllli l i ly .  A m a n  'fhr. poem "'"" not ncccpl<ld. I u.ink 
o i U1cr is o r  is  not d ll rcn t  J.>""L. thn t  I B tho " .1•,\'c n i ng B la.nuuu ' wan U10 on ly 
not wi th in hin  con trol , i t  u th o  l i g h t- oflicr. where it wM oven consi de red. M r. 
n ing from h'eaven, tho " fire o f the Ford Mndox l iuciTer f1rnt prinlc<l U10 
godn," or wha tever you chOO<\c to cn l l  1 t. poem in hi• rov ic w aomo U�rco monU1n Ilia reooruing inotrument i s  i n  h i u  nfterward!L 
own charge. It is bia own fau l t i f  he M y  oU1cr " v i go rona " poem, tho 
doca not become a good arti sl- o•·c n  a " A l ta  fo rte " wna o.loo wri llon i n  tho 
ll a wlcM artint. Jl ri1i•h M useum rcadinl{-room. I had I reoolveu tJ1a t  nl thirty I wou l d k n ow hnd !Jo Jlom on my mind. I h..U founJ 
rnoro ahou t poetry than a n y  m n n  I ii'- him u n trnnolntniJle. Then it'bccurreu to 
ing, Uu1t I would know tl1o d y nnmi c mo tJan l I m il(hl /rencn t him in U1 i1 
content from U10 ahell, that I would manner. I wanlo U10 cur ioun il)vol u· 
know whl\t wna aCC<)un ted poetry o.-cry- lion nnd rccu r renC(l of U1o Boslina I 
whore, what part of poetry w a s  " i n - knew moro or le8B of U1e ar rangom�n t. 
destructible," what part. could rwl be I w roto the f�rot  ntrop ho nnd thou went 
loll by tranalation nn d -nca rcc ly l cRB to tho M n..-um to mn k o sure of tho righ t 
im/lor ln n � - - wh:1L �nlr(lcls .. ,or� nbt n 1 n - o r d l� T  nC p<' rm u lulion", for I WA.I th�n 
nb o i n  otu:· lnngu nfo ouly .tuul \n· rc 1 l i v i ng i n  LnnKhnm S LrocL, next to U10 
u tterly i ncapable o bei ng lranHl n leu. "p u b, " nnu hnu hardly any boolu w i th 

I n  U 1 i• ncnrch I learned more or lc•• me. I d i<l the ront of U1o poem at ,. 
of n ino foreign lanl{uagca, I rOild s i lt i ng . Tech n ically it is ono o ( my 
Orienta l  otuff in tro.nslntionn, I fou 11 h t  llrnl., thou gh a poem on auch a therr.o 
every U n i l'ersity regul ation and e v e ry cou ld ncwr he \'cry imporla.nt. 
p roiCMOr who tr ied to mako mo lenrn I wn i ted l.h n·o rcnra to lind U1o wordo 
anyU1ing except thin, or ..-ho bo the red for " l' iceud i l l y , '  i t  is  eighl linco lona 
mo with " rcquiremcn ln for ucp:rN'• : " nn<l !.hey loll me now it is " ncntimont..'1 1 

Of course, no amou n t of nchol!' r•l � : p  For well o•·e r n ycnr I hal'o bccn trying 
w i l l help n man to wntc poetry, I t  IIIR,I' to mnko n poem o f o. very beau ti ful 
even bo regnrdcd nn a g reat bu rde n a n d  UainR llant  befell  mo in U1o Parin 
h i nd ro. nco, L>ul it  <loco bc l p  him �o U n dorR rou nd.  I got out of a train 
ueot roy a ce r la.i n p c rrcn t.....go o f  l 1 1o nL, I think, La 0>ncordo uno i n  th� 
fa i l u rcn. H keeps h i m  u i H.COU te n tcu joollo I nn w .. bcnu lifu l fn.ce, and u.en, 
w i th med iocr i ty. l.u r n i u g  su dden ly , nnoU10r a n d  an· 

I hn•·o w r itten n denl nh<Ju t tecb n iqu c o tl1r r, n nd ll1en a beau ti fu l ch i l d'o fac• 
for I detest o. Loteh in n poem or in n nnd then nnoUaer bonulilul  f11.e0. A i l  donkey cnr, i nr. I ucteat pcople who n rc tbn.t d n y  J trird t o  fmd words for wha t 
con te n t  ,.. , ti, botehcn. I detest u sat•• · U• i• mndc mo fed. Th11t n ight o.a I won t 
faction w th accon u - r n tcn ci!IL homo along tho run l luynou a rd I WllO 

An touching U1o I my u l•c, Uant j, n n - fi t i l l  tryi ng. I cou l d get nothing Lu� 
oll1er  affair.  You may e V<'n cAl l l l " I n- •po t• o f  rolour. I rcmemhcr U1 i n k ·  
e p i rntion . � '  . I .do not m i n d  U1o ter m ,  i n ,.;  thn t i f  I bl\u boon a p a i nte r I m igh t  
nlU10ugh 1 t  u 1 n  �( ren t  J ,.f"'·ou r w 1 t.h bu 1·o nla.rtc<l a wholly new nchool of 
thooo who oe\'er experience U10 l i g h t  o f  p o i n t i ng. I tr ied lo w r i t., U1o poem 
it.. WN'kn n ft.-r w n nJn i n  J l.n(y, !Jut found i t  

T h o  Impu lso I n  " ve r y  d i rfr r<: n t  uoc lr••· . Then o n l y  tho oU1er n il(hl, 
lh i n R  f rom tho furor un/gnd• ,  w h u·h wo n d r n n g  how I Rhou l < l t.r l l  tho advr. n ·  
iK  n 1\..n r t  o f  c molion n l r x c i lrrnr n l  d u t•,  t u n· ,  i t  o l r u c k  mo l h n l  i n  J np f\ n ,  whr. ro 
I th i n k to wonkn r••, n n d  o f t.<·u p rcrcd - n. work o f  n r t i n  n o t  r•t imal<>u by i ta 
i ng or '

accom p n n y i ng r n r ly work. ll nc rcn g<' nnd wht"ro e i x l c<'n nyl l ahlce a.r6 
mcnna thn b  lhr. subtf'cL hnn you nnl you cou n lt•,J ('noup;h for a poem i f you 
tho eubjccl. The re u no lormu (n (or tlu� nrrllHfot<' nnt.l p u nclu a l�. uu�m Jlroporly, 
l mpulnc. Each por�1 m u •l loc n new nnd onn ""llh l � n n k n  n. V< 'ry  l 1 U.lo poem w h i cb 
•tru n��:o n d v e u t u r o  1f 1l • •  "·o r th record- w o u l d I..o trnnalntod nl..ou t lUI !ollowa : --
i n g  n t  al l .  " Th e  n pfn r i l i o n  o f  theso !ucco i n  the 1 k n o w  Uant for 1 lnyo lho " N  i ��: l a t  c r o w <  : Li L.nn y " r.ccmrd n lh i n g  110 l i Uin I l lY ' 4  l ' eln ls on n. wet, L inck ),ou gh." o w n  thnt I con l u  not b r i u R  "'>""" I f  l o  
H i p; n  i t. I n tho C :l. !-10  <_l ( tho " _( :uod ly A 1ul Uu· n�, o r  i n  nomo other \"l'r1 old, 
F1u6 " I wn.s not c ."( c a t..etl u n t i l  81111111  very q u i t· l  c i ,· i l i!\lllio u ,  Romo uno clot 
Iwura  a lter I Lad w r i tten iL I hnu m it; h l  U ll <l e r>lnuu llae a i g n i f1eanco.. 

C86 How I negan . . .  T. P.'s Weekly, London, X X I .  552 (6 June 1 9 1 3) 707. 
Includes accounls of Elkin Mathews' acceptance or Persollae ror publication, and the composition or "nail  ad or the 
Goodly Fere," "Sestina: Allaforte," and "In a S tation of the Metro" (the last (Xlem is  reprintc.:l ,  but wi thout t i tle) .  
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Loot' Poons and Othus, by D. H. Lawrence. Duclc.wonh. 
The Lovf Pofms, if by tha t Mr. Lawrence means the 

middling-sensual emtic verses in this collection, a re a 
sort of pre-raphaelitish slush, disgusting or very nearly 
so. The a ttempts to produce the typical Laurentine 
line have brought forth : ol 

I touched her and the ohivered like a dead on.o.ke. 

which was improved by an even readier parodist, to 
I toucbed bet and abe came olf io ocaleo. 

Jesting aside, when Mr. Lawrence ceases to discuss 
his own disagreeable sensations, when he writes lovr-life 
narrative, as he does in Whfthfr or Not and in Yiolfls, 
there is no English poet under forty who can get within 
shot of him. That  Masefield should be having a boom 
seems, as  one talc.es count of these poems, franlc.ly 
ridiculous. 

It is no more possible to quote from them as illustra
tion than i t  would be to illustrate a Rembrand t by 
cutting off two inches of canvas. The first is in mood
ridden chiaroscuro, the characters being a policeman, 
his sweetheart, his mother, and a widow who has talc.en 
advantage of his excitement and by whom he has had 
a child. I t  is sullen and heavy, and as ugly as such a 
tale must be. 

Yi, tha'rt a mao, tha'rt a fine big man, but ne-ver a baby bad eye� 
A. 1ul.lcy an' ormio as thine . . 

I damn well ahanna marry 'er, 
So chew at il no more, 

Or I'll cbuck the ftamin' lot of you
You needn't have swore. 

So much for the tonality. Kipling has never done it  
as  well in verse, though he gets something l ike the same 
range in his prose of Bt'ddi.a H arrodsfoot. The com
parison with Masefield is, as I have said, ridiculous. 
I t  is  what Masefield would lilc.e to do and can not. 

Yiold.s presents two girls and another at the funeral 
of a young fellow who has d ie

'"
d among 

Palo .........., n'r any name u you could call. 

Ah know tba liked 'im better nor me. But let 
Me t.ell I bee about lbio la.n. When you bo.d vooe Ah ot.oppcd bebind on t' pad i' tb' drippin' wet lul' wat.cbed wbat 'er 'ad on. 

If this boolc. does not receive the Polignac prize• a 
year from this November, there will be due cause for 
scandal. 

Mr. Lawrence was " discovered " by Ford Madox 
Hueffer during the latter's editorship of the English 
Rn!Uw, about four years ago. Some of his verses appea red 
then, and he has since made a notable reputation by his  
prose works, Thf Whiu Pfacock and Tlu Trupasur. 

His prose training stands him in good stead in these 
poems. The characters are real. They are not stoclc. 
figures of " the poor," done from the outside and pro
vided with clich; emotions. 

I npect you lroow wbo I am, Mn. Naylor! 
-Who yer ar-el yU, you're l...i..uje Sla..inwrlghl. 

An 'appen yau mivbt vucu wbat I've come Iori 
-'Appen I mivbtn't, 'appen I mivbt • 

Mr. Lawrence has attempted realism and a ttained 
it: He has brought contemporary verse up to the level 
of contempora ry prose, a nd that is no mean achieve
ment. These two poems at least a re great art. 

Eua Pound 

'"Thio priz.e, awarded by tbe Britioh academic cornmillcc to Walter de Lo. 
Mare in HH 1. to Masdidd in 1012. ie Jriv�n for a work ol ima.«ioalioo which mual bave appeared before lhe November previou1. 

C87 [A review oll Love Poems and Others, by D. H. Lawrence, Poetry, II.  4 (July 1 9 1 3) 1 49-5 1 .  
Reprinted as "D. H .  Lawrence." 
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Ode$ et Priere.r, par Jules Romains. Merone de France, 
Paris. 
Monsieur Romains is  one of the most interesting of 

Parisian poets, well acclaimed. The Mouvement Unani
miste? - i t  is Romains. The movement would seem to be, 
primarily, philosophic, or, as Romains himself proclaims 
i t, "religious." It is the adoration of the group unit or 
something of that son. The Japanese state religion is 
perhaps its closest prototype, but  these good orientals 
do not allow this to infect their a rt. If it be permitted a 
foreigner to decry wha t  the French have themselves 
a ccepted, I should say, with all respect, that the poetry 
a c tually produced by the Unanimistes has a t  least one 
blemish, from the point of view of the craftsman. As a 
philosophic movement it may affect the bases of aesthetics, 
it is  a manifestation of unq uestiona ble energy, and i t  
therefore concerns us, who are concerned with the art;  
b u t  Romains' much lauded Ode to the Crowd here Present 
is rhetoric; it is very fine and in toxica ting rhetoric, 
no doubt, but as poetry it harks back to the pre-Victor
ian era, when Shelley set out  to propagandize the world . 
I t  is of the time of Leopardi.  I f  Rom a ins had lived earlier 
he would have written Night thoughtJ' on Death and 
lmmorkllity or on The Graue; now-a-days the craze 
IS for social theory or crowd psychology. This work 
is symptoma tic. I t  is post-Whitman with a vengeance. 

I t  is the same with Verhaeren's City. I t  is good 
rhetoric, very good. If  we had found the passage in a prose 
work we should have thought it rather fine. Perhaps i t  
gains a l ittle by being i n  verse, I a m  not sure ;  b u t  i t  is 
not to be confused with true Helicon. It belongs to tha t  
sort o f  "imagina tive reason" wherefrom William Blake 
was divinely sent to deliver us. Verhaeren is not so much 
Whitman as  a sort of lesser Wordsworth, with a sense of 
Flamand country and of people of labour. In  "Les 
Pauvres" he is as far above our objections or our praise 
as is Wordsworth at his best from the usual charge of 
dulness. 

As for Roma ins, we state against him tha t  the art 
is too high a thing to be hitched to any single propaganda, 
however noble, and even this objection might be narrowed 
to almost a quibble. Romains is a man with his work 

before him, and he will have l ittle care, and no need 
whatever of caring, for either praise or s tricture. As for 
his language, "strict, chaste, severe," we join the l ittle 
weight of our praise to that of the intelligent critic M. 
Georges Duhamel, and give thanks for Romains and his 
vigorous production. 

If this review seem lacking in due warmth,  it is  only 
that I speak of a man in the mid-ftow of acclamation, an 
acclamation which seems to me at times a l ittle heedless 
of the possible dangers being courted by its object. 

Eua Pound 

C!l8 [A review of] Odes et pricres, par Jules Romains. Poetry, II . 5 (Aug. 1 9 1  J) I !!7-9. 
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Art and Swadeshi, by Ananda K. Coomaraswamy , 
D. Sc. pub. Ganesh & Co., Madras: (With numero�s 
reproductions of Indian works of a rt.) 

This inspiriting book contains two chapters on poetry 
-one on the repertoire of a Panjabi singer, with trans
lations of lines not unworthy of the Greelc. Anthology, 
one on Rabindranath Tagore. The translations are 
�>lightly marred by inversions, by too frequent use of 
the second person singular, and-in their attempt to 
preserve the simplicity of the originals-by an occasional 
word or phrase which has been too far degraded by 
music-hall use to be longer effective in English. 

Among the Panjabi folksongs there is one which says 
that the Sandal-tree grows where Lachchi spills water. 

Aha. Lachchl aoko lhe glrlo. 
Oh what coloured veil suits a (air complexion1 

y�'(.i;,;;d�hlp ·�ii,' the goat-herds ia sundered, 
Who will give you milk to drink1 

Among the poems of Rabindranath not included m 
Gitaniali is found this quatrain : 

0 Death, hadst thou been hut emptiness, 
In a moment the world would have faded away, 

Thou art Beauty: the world like a child, 
Rests on thy bosom forever and ever. 

Even without the chapters on poetry the boolc is so 
full of profound and natural sense on matters of a rt 
industry and education that anyone who reads it will 
be ·grateful for this suggestion. 

C89 
E. P. 

C90 

POEMS 
B y  E z r a P o u n d 

N. Y. 

My City, my beloved, my white ! 
Ah, slender, 
Listen! Listen to me, and I will breathe into thee a soul. 

Delicately upon the reed, attend me ! 

Now do I kttow that I am mad, 
For here are a million people surly with traffu;; 
This is no maid. 
Neither could I play upo1J any reed if I had one. 

My City, my beloved, 
Thou art a maid with no breasts, 
Thou art slender as a silver reed. 
Listen to me, attend me! 
And I will breathe into thee a soul, 
And thou shalt live forever. 

A GIRL 
THE tree has entered my hands, 
The sap has ascended my arms, 
The tree bas grown in my breast-
Downward, 
The branches grow out of me, like anns. 

C89 [A review, signed: E. P., of] Art and Swadeshi, by Ananda K. Coomaraswamy. Poetry, II. 6 (Sept. 1913)  226-7. 

C90 POEMS. Smart Set, XLI. 1 (Sept 1913)  17-18.  
ConJenJs: N(ew]. Y[ork].-A Girl-An lrrunorality-A Virginal-Sub mare-Pan Is Dead. Reprinted from Ripostes 
( 1912)-AS. 
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C90 Continued 

Tree you are, 
Moss you are, 
You are violets with wind above them. 
A child-so high-you are, 
And all this is folly to the world. 

AN IMMORAUTY 
SING we for love and idleness, 
Naught else is worth the having. 
Though I have been in many a land, 
There is naught else in living. 

And I would rather have my sweet, 
Though rose leaves die of grieving, 

Than do high deeds in Hungary 
To pass all men's believing. 

A VIRGINAL 
No, no ! Go from me. I have left her lately. 
I will not spoil my sheath with lesser brightness, 
For my surrounding air has a new lightness ; 
Slight are her arms, yet they have bound me straitly 
And left me cloaked as with a gauze of ether ; 
As with sweet leaves ; as with a subtle clearness. 
Oh, I have picked up magic in her nearness 
To sheathe me half in half the things that sheathe her. 

No, no l Go from me. I have still the flavor, 
Soft as spring wind that's come from birchen bowers. 
Green come the shoots, aye April in the branches, 
As winter's wound with her slight hand she staunches, 
Hath of the tress a likeness of the savor: 
As white their bark, so white this lady's hours. 

SUB MARE 
IT is, and is not ; I am sane enough, 
Since you have come this place has hovered round me, 
This fabrication built of autumn roses, 
Then there's a goldish color, different. 

And one gropes in these things as delicate 
Algre reach up and out beneath 
Pale slow green surgings of the under wave, 
'Mid these things older than the names they have, 
These things that are familiars of the god. 

PAN IS DEAD 
PAN is dead. Great Pan is dead. 
Ah, bow your heads, ye maidens all, 
And weave ye him his coronal. 

There is no summer in the leaves, 
And withered are the sedges ; 
How shall we weave a coronal, 
Or gather floral pledges? 

That I may not say, ladies. 
Death was ever a churl. 
That I may not say, ladies. 
How should he show a reason, 
That he has taken our Lord away 
Upon such hollow season? 

1 5 1  
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In Metre. 
Lo\'e Poems and Others. By D. H. Lawrence. 

(Duckworth & Co.). 
Peacock Pie. By Walter De Ia  Mare. (Constable 

Limited). 
A Boy's Will. By Robert Frost. (David Nutt.) 

The disagreeable qualities of Mr. l:awrcnoe's work 
arc apparent to the most casual reader, and may be 
summed up in the emotion which one gets from the 
line of parody : 

" Her lips still mealy with the last potato. " 

Love consisteth (at least we presume that it con
sisteth) not so much in the perception of certain 
stimuli,  certai n sensations, whereof many would 
seem-if we are to believe Mr. Lawrence-rather 
disagreeable, b ut in a certain sort of enthusiasm 
which renders us oblivious, or nt least willing to be 
oblivious , of such sensuous perceptions as we deem 
derogatory to th(,riluch derided pleasures of romance. 

H aving registered my persona l d i stastes let me say 
without further preamble that Mr. Lawrence 's book 
is the most important book of poems of the season. 
\.Yith the appearance of " Violets " and " Whether 
or Not" the Mansfield boom may be declared officially 
and potentially over. 

Mr. Lawrence, almost alone among the younger 
poets, has real ized that contemporary poetry must be 
as good as contemporary prose if it is to� justify Its 
pub lication . . In m pst places Mr. Lawrence's poetry 
is not quite ns good as his own prose, but, desp1te his 
(to me) offensive man ners of rhyming and of invert
mg and of choosihg half of his words, his verse is 
considerably better than. what we call " contempo
rary " verse. 

I know of no one else who . could have presented 
the· sordid .tragedy of " Whether or Not " With such 
vigour and economy. " Violets 1 1  at the pen of any 
of the other. younger men would h a \'c descended into 
music-hall sentiment. As it  i s  both poems arc great 
art. The poems are narrative and quota t ion in frag
men ts is therefore worse than useless. I t  is for this 
narrative \'crsc that I t hi nk Mr. L;:�wrence is to be 
esteemed almost as much ·as we esteem him for his 
prose. l-Ie is less happy in impressions-! suppose 
he classi fies himself as an " I mpressionis t "-and the 
fol lowi ng composit ion shows his good as wel l as his  
bad :- �IOR N I NG \\'ORK. 

A gang- ol luuoure'" on the l'ilcd wet t i mu<·r 
Thut shine• blood-red l>eside the rnilwuy sidin�-r 
Seem to L>c muldng out ol the l;luc ol lho momin�-r 
Someth ing luery und tine, lhe shulllcs slid in G', 
The rcd-gold sl'ools ol !heir hands and luccs shullling 
H i ther und thi ther D<'rosH lhe mom's crystaline lrume 
Of blue : trolls Ill the CU\'e of ringing Ceru(eun minin!l'o 
And laughing with work, l i v ing their wort< l i ke a game. 
To the first five lines one can mal<o li ttle object ion 

beyond stati ng that they are not particularly musical ,  
but when i t  comes to " Morn ' s  crystal ine frame of 

Ezra Pound ' s  Poetry a nd Prose: Vol.  I 

blue , "  " ringing ceru lea n m i n ing 1 1  we are back i 1 1  
t h e  ancient kingdom o f  ornaments a n d  b lock phrases 
and ready, quite ready, to forget that Mr. Lawrence 
is a dist inguished writer of prose. 

" Peacock Pie " is not, is most emphat ically NOT 
a book to review. Mr. De Ia M a re,  the laureled of 
the Academic Commit tee, hovers between his  own 
" Listeners " and a very charmin g sort of " Mother 
Goose. ' '  I t  docs one no good to '' Get a book of De· 
Ia Mare 's ana read i t , "  e x t racted from M udie's he is 
worse than useless. If you try to read De Ia Marc 
he simply declines to impress you. I f  you keep De Ia 
l'v[are on your shelf until the proper time ,  a time when 
al l  books d isgust you and when you are feel ing 
s l ightly pathetic , you may open him querulously . 
And �-rradu al ly , your o\'cr-modernized intellect bei n g  
sl ightly in abeyance-if you are favoured o f  t h e  gods 
-it may dawn upon your more in telligent self that  
Mr. De lu Marc i s  to be prized above m uny bluste ring 
e goists . · 

I suppose the present volume will add l itt le to the 
bays or laurels or whatever vegetable decora tion the 
author is  supposed to have re<.:cived for hi s earlier 
labour. I t  m uy however confirm a few of his re:1ders 
in the belief that the spirit of Tom Haod is nearer 
the earth than some thin!< i t ,  and that the humour of 
the " Good King Wismami tra " h a s  not fol lowed the 
g·ods and the fairies into parts too remote for our 
comfort and convenience. And as for laurels i' Mr. 
De Ia Marc is  certai nly less concerned about such · 
trumpery than any other " poet " now living. 

Mr. Frost comes speaking as si mply as does Mr. 
De Ia Marc and more soberly, w ithou � the wanton 
\'agrancy of fancy , wi thou t the bal l adeeri ng Aourish , 
yet I a m  not sure that one could not slip some of h i s  
verse into Peacock book withovt anyone be i n g  the 
wiser. 

" I dwell in a lonely house I .know 
Thut vunlshcd many a summer ago, 

And lelt no truce but lhe cellar walls. " 
Mr. Frost has sough t the natural cadences of the 

speech. Many of h is opening l ines are the lines of  
common conversat ion . H is language i s  for the mosc 
part natural and simple. The wind working against 
him in the dark, the noise of h i �  scythe in  the grass 
are very real to him, and it is with lit tle surprise that  
we learn that  h is  knowledge is actual and not 
theoretic. He has written life as he has lived it .  
H�s very table of conten ts is not a scheme written 
into, as the stupidest of h i s reviewers has said, but 
simply _a statement of his own discovery that some 
continuity underlies all of the lyrics. In fact what 
one gets from the book is  not any pleasure in pyro
technics but a conv iction of poetic personality, the 
feel of some sober local wood god, innocent for the 
most part of our language, half indifferent to, and 
hal£ dism ayed at our customs. 

E. P. 

C9 1 In Mclre. New Freewoman, London, I. 6 ( 1  Sept. 19 13) 1 1 3.  
A review, signed: E. P. ,  of Lo11e Poems and Dlhers, by D. H .  Lawrence; Peacock f'ie, by Walter de Ia  M arc· and A Boy's 
Will, by Robert Frost. 
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The Approach to Pari:>. 
By Ezra Pound. 

I. 
PARIS is a civilisation almost wholly su·rrounded by 
cafes ; few travellers arrive there. In the borders of 
this great oasis one may observe " the world yanqui• 
polonaise " which sits at the farthest tables and 
drinks the same drinks and regards the same boulevards 
and apparent ly the same gardens-with a difference. 
In the world yanqui-polonaise reside the English and the 
outcast, aud they talk with great volubility and a 
moderate vacuity and they know next to nothing at al l .  
They have "Hope"-rather like Watts'-and they have 
vague beliefs and intentions, and throughout the 
Quartier, art dilutes itself impalpably into life, and l ife 
is by no means regimented into the realm of the arts. 
I t  needs a native like Gautier to call a garret a garret . 

Beyond the tables where they talk a great deal are 
the tables where they talk scarcely less-the tables of 
the Gallic periphery, of the Paris ian Devonshire Street .  
L 'Union Poetique Franc;:ais or  something of  that sort 
they call it . 

And beyond these faintly illumined borders sits 
Monsieur le Prince des Poetes in the Cafe Lilas with 
his hierarchy. They talk appreciably less, but their 
smiles are of the utmost benignity. It is part of the 
modern culture to speak well of �he genial Paul Fort. 
They say his things have "The tone, "  and I believe 
that this is the fact, although there are a good number of 
poets in Paris who are far more likely to stir the alien 
pulses. It is possible that one must hear Fort's work 
read aloud by some perfect reader before one can 
realise how much Fort is Paris ; just that-not an 
excerpt , not a portent ,  the tone I 

Driving beyond this, beyond the sight of 
this table where men spoke in decent and fitting voices 
such as I have heard even in drawing rooms,  I fetched 
up in the cellar of the "Chatelet. "  I t  i's hopeless to 
speak in general terms ; the voyager can but tell his 
private adventures ; so be it. I found about twenty men 
in an alcove. They were rather tense and laconic. The 
brains of to-morrow's Paris were holding a council of 
war ;  i t  was not a plot against the State but only against 
the general stupidity. They have almost elected a 
lunatic to be member of the Chamber of Deputies. They 
lacked only about £,6o for bribes. In the course of 
that pleasing campaign they had called a public meet
ing-"To protest against the earthquake in Mes�ina ."  
They are capable of unveiling statues to Vercingetorix ,  
of bamboozling chefs-de-gare, o r  rigging the daily 
P.ress, and of creating temporal princes. 

I think no one of them spoke more than one sentence 
at a time. Their war against stupidity is a merciless 
war-to-the-knife. There seemed to be present ·among 
them some, perhaps inarticulate, consciousness that in
telligence is always an oasis. Whether it be in Athens 
or in Alexandria there is always the world without. The 
barbarians,  whether they are actually illiterate or 
whether they depend on a subsidised pres5, are always 
equally far f.rom the living thought of the hour, equally 
far from to-morrow, equally a prey to superstitious 
conviction. 

So for three satiric hours I watched the little flame of 
free intelligence at strife for its very existence. I saw 
Paris conscious of being Paris, indifferent to everything 
beyond Paris, !mowing for a truth that if any prophet 
should arise in the wilderness Paris would know 
his message before his neighbours had heard it. 
I felt this pleasing, insolent consciousness that 
every thought, every invention that was worth con
sidering, would be brought before them without any 
expenditure of effort on their part . As for the mob : 
" Nothing affects these ·people except our conversa
tion . ' '  This group did not bother to say that. Think
ing with good cause that Paris is always at least 
twenty years ahead of all other "worlds of letters" 
they deem with almost equal warrant that j.f an original 
mind appear in any other country he will be driven to 

Pads to g�l his Iirst recogmt wu. 'fhis may not be the 
case, but it is near enough to go by. 

Beyond this bivouac there are, l suppose, the peace
ful temple9 of that  city. De Regnier possesses a 
house ; at least he ha� been photographed sitting in 
something that would seem to be his own drawing
room ; and he has written one noteworthy poem about 
young men who came there to see him. I am led to 
believe, on hearsay, that even in Paris certain lives are 
passed with that decorous order which is supposed tt. 
be produced only in England. Monsieur Remy de 
Gourmont must also have a salotto, for there has come 
to me, also by hearsay, the most delightful of pictures 
of M. Anatole France on this threshold in act of greet
ing the company, with his own perfection of style and 
with an ultimate finality, "Nous parlons de Cleopatre. " 
- Yet these things are beyond my knowledge. I have 

never come into Paris. I have walked about in France. 
I know I have been in England, and by thal I do not 
mean that I pay room-rent in London. I have been in 
a curious place where people move and speak as they 
do in Mrs. Ward's novels, and where the very illustra
t ions of "The Century" would seem to have life and 
being. I am aware that this was a very high place and 
that having been born in Finisterre, in the peaks of 
Darien, it might be thought that I had attained the 
summit of mortal glory. It may easily be held that my 
desire toward Paris is a morbidity. Yet I do not pre
cisely admit a "desire toward Paris. " There are just 
two things in the world, two great and interesting 
phenomena : the intellectual life of Paris and the curious 

· teething promise of my own vast occidental nation. 
And London ? Is just an easy-chair, the most com

fortable place in the world. And the London life of 
letters ? In my five years of residence I have found 
exactly one man who is really happy when someone else 
writes a good book ; one man with a passion for good
writing ! and a few with whom one can talk. 

I do not mean to.say that the island is wholly denuded 
of writers. There are older and unattainable writers
Henry James and W. H. Hudson-with whom one has 
had the chance of a few words in passing. There is in 
the background a sort of mythological Hardy, whom we 
vaguely believe to have been a crony of the late Walter 
Scott, Bart. There are a few foreigners, who come 
here for the quiet life. There are certain names spread 
over the Press, certain "abundant natures" who be
lieve in doing things badly, provided you do enough. 
There are certain, even efficient, writers who stand for 
everything that the serious artist must most abundantly 
detest. There is at least one notable poet, and perhaps 
a dizaine of men who have written delightful poems, 
and, perhaps, a half-dozen young men who want really 
to come at good writing. 

And I suppose that is really enough, and that mortal 
man who lives but a little space between block pave
ments should not seek from the gods any further sur
(oundings. Such, at least, is the insular view. Ever 
esurient, I have sent forth my vagrant thoughts. They 
have ventured to cross the Channel. I do not propose, 
in the following papers, to provide the culturing audi
ence with a complete guide to Paris. I do not pretend 
to any .exhaustive knowledge of the contemporary 
writers of France. I have browsed about among their 
books and come upon matter of interest. 

I have found men who were content to do their own 
fob. I have found no one trying to be a super-Racine, 
or even a super-Beranger. 

This lack of the atavistic tendency is piquante. 
Roughly, I intend to make a few general ·remarks 

about English foreign relations and to discuss in a 
more or less haphazard manner the work of Remy de 
Gourmont, Romains, Vildrllc, .de Regnier, Corbi�re, 
Tailhade, -possibly Rimbaud if the topic is n<Jt outworn, 
possibly Paul Fort if, as a foreigner, I find i t  possible 
to say anything intelligent about this so peculiarly 
French author. I reserve the privilege of dragging in 
anything else I like from "Emaux et Camees" to 
"Alcools" by Apollonaire. 

C92 The Approach to Paris . . . I. New Age, XIII. 19 (4 Sepl 1913)  551-2. 
The frrst of seven instalments. 



1 54 

The Approach to Paris. 
By Ezra Pound. 

I I .  
F o R  t h e  best part of a thousand years English poets 
have gone to school to the French,  or one might as 
well say that there never were any English poets until 
they began to study the F.rench. The Plantagenet 
princes despised the northern jargon, and their laureates 
sang Proven�al. Chaucer began our tradition with 
adaption and translation and he did better than Chretien 
de Troyes and in this  manner English became a re
spectable speech. I am well aware that  poetry was 
written on this island before Chaucer. St. Colum wrote 
i t  in Latin, Credmon wrote it i n  a tongue still more un� 
intelli!'!'ible and in a metric even less familiar. The his
tory ·�r English poetic glory is a h istory of successful 
steals from the French. It is ,  I dare say, the right of 
domination ; Shakespeare is more to be prized than 
Ronsard ; and yet the assiduous Pleiade had made all the 
experiments and provided the Elizabethans with all the 
technique that had not been left them by earlier adapters 
from the Language of " Oc, " or from tha t of "Oi l ,"  
from the · North French or f.rom Proven�al--or from, 
perhaps, the thin stream tha t came straigh t  . from I taly 
and a rather inefficient jet fr.om the Latin. l The great 
periods of English h ave been the periods when the poets 
showed greatest powers of assimilation ; even in  the less 
glorious eras we see Browning and Swinburne leaning 
somewhat upon H ugo. Swinburne is  impartially eclectic, 
and he was almost the first writer since H errick 's  t ime 
to treat poetry as an art and not as a vehicle for the dis
tribution of philosophy. Even tile 'n ineties were fed 
upon the traditional exotic, and the w��k of that period 
shows virtues new in London, but already well known to 
the ·readers of the early Gautier. Lionel Johnson alone 
would seem to have reached the polish and fineness o f  
"Emaux et  Camees" in those few poems of his where 
he seems to be moved by emotion rather than bv the 
critical spirit.j 

• 

It .is nearly r , soo yea.rs since the charges of " Ignor
ance and Arrogahce, and of having made a trade of 
their art" were brought against the bards at  Drumceit. 
I suppose th ings were always about the same. I sup
pose it has always been equally dangerous to tell the 
confraternity anything it  does not know, either about 
the development o f  some part of the art in the past, or 
about new findings abroad. I am not prone to acting 
laudator temporis acti ; the curious phase of the cas'e 
before · the Drumceit parliament might appear to 
have been that the bards were recognised as ha ving 
an art, an asset from which to make a trade. 

There are two ways of being infl uenced by a notable 
work of art : the work may be drawn into oneself, its 
mastery may beget a peculiar hunger for new sorts of 
mastery and perfection ; or  the sight of the work ma,· 
beget simply a counterfeiting of i ts  superficial qua l i tie ;. 
This last infl uence is wi thout value, a dodge of the:'" 
arri,·iste and of the mere searcher for novelty:· 

The first infl uence means a new keenness of the ear .  
or a new fla ir  for wording, or a deeper desire for com
mon sense if  the work is' what  is properly called cl:1�sic. 

The present day English versifier having with that 
thoroughness which characterises all his acts, searC"hed 
all the treasuries of the past, that is to say, hav ing  
drunk in Greek strophes at Eton or  at  a board school , 
h aving traced the accented strophe to the ballade and 
to the canzon, might do worse than look once more to 
the Mt. St. Genevieve and its purlieus. 

M. Remy de Gourmonl (b. r 8s8, etc . )  is the au thor 
of " Le Latin mystique" and many o ther works-among 
them " Le Livre des Litanies" now part of " Le Pelerin 
du Silence ." I suppose M. De Gc>urmont knows more· 
abou t verse-rhythm than any man now l iving ; at least 
he has made a most valuable contribution to the de
velopment of the strophe. It seems tc> me the most 
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valuable since those made by Arnaut Daniel, but per
haps I exaggerate. 

Fleur hyp�crite , 
Fleur du silence . 

he begins, setting the beat of his measure. 
Rose cou leur de. cui\·re, plus frauduleuse que nos joies, 

rose couleur 9e CU!vre, embauuie-nous da ns tes mensonges, 
fleur hypocnte, fleur du silence. 

Rose au yisage pei nt comme une fi l le d'amour, rose au 
cceur prosbtue, rose a u  visaJ?:e pe i u t, fois sembleant d 'etre 
p itoyable, fleur hypocrite, fleur du silence. 

Rose a Ia joue puerile, {) vierge des futurs trahisons, 
rose a Ia joue pueri le, innocente et rouge, ouvre les rets 
de tes yeux clairs, fleur hypocrite, fleur du silence. 

Rose aux yeux noirs, miroir de ton nean t , rose aux 
yeux noirs, fais-nous croire au mystere, fleur hypocrite, 
fleur du silence. 

Rose couleur d'argent, encensoir  de nos reves, rose 
couleur d 'argen t  prends notre cceur et fais-en de Ia fumee. 
fleur hypocrite, fleur du silence. 

. . .... 
Rose au front d 'ivoire jaune, amante de toi-meme, rose 

au front d 'ivoire jaune, dis-nous le secret de tes nuits 
virgi nales , fleur hypocri te , fleur du si lence. 

Rose v iolette, 6 modestie des fil lettes perverses, rose 
\'iolette, tes yeux sont plus grands que le reste, fleur 
hypocrite, fleur du si ience. 

Rose incarnate, rose :;tupide et pkine de sante, rose 
i ncarnate, tu nous abreuves et tu nous leurres d 'u n  v i n  
tres rouge et tres benin, fleur hypocrite, fleur du si lence. 

. . . 
Rose ardoise , grisail le des vertus vaporeuses, rose 

ardoise, tu grimpes et tu fleuris autour des Yieux banes 
sol itaires , rose du soir, fleur hv pocrite , fleur du si lence. 

)?o._yo_u _,yi!Lsay it is a .mere c::ttalog.ue. 
Rose pivoine, modeste vanite des jardi ns plantureux, 

rose pi voine, le vent n'a retrousse tes feuilles que par 
hasard, et tu n'en fus pas mecontente, fleur hypocnte, 
fleur du silence. 

Rose topaze, princesse de legende? abolies, r?se topaze, 
ton chateau-fort est un h6tel au mo1s, ton donJon marche 
a l 'heure et tes mains blanches ont des gestes equivoques, 
fleur hypocrite, fleur de silence. 
And so it  runs with ever more sweeping cadence with 
ever more delicate accords, and if you are not too drunk 
with the sheer naming over of beauty you will wake at 
the end o f  the reading and know that the procession of 
aU women that ever were has passed before you .  

I t  is not a thing to a rgue over, i t  is a th ing to attend. 
I dare say these fragments are unconvincing, hut I 
cannot quote the whole poem in this notice. N either 
can I, for the benefit o f  those deaf to accords, go over 
the strophes quoted and point  out every .resolution of 
sound and every repetition subtler than rhyme. I f  a 
man is incapable of hearing this litany I cannot help it .  
I f  he is incapable of discerning any melody of words ·less 
delicate than that which is marked off by the emphasis
ing of such obvious similarities as cat and bat, again 
T cannot help i t .  

The world is  still encum'bered by " musical" people 
who cannot receive the music of Debussy. 

To my mind, M. De Gourmont has given us the pro. 
cession of all women that ever were ; you may say that 
he has not. In " Fleurs du jadis" he has given us the 
pageant of modern Paris, with this same sh adowy sug
gestion,  this same indirectness. 

]e vous prefere aux cCEurs les plus ga lants , cceurs 
trepasses, cceurs de jadis. 

J.onqui l le, Narcisse et Souci , je \'OilS prefere aux plus 
cla1 res chevelures, fleurs !repasses, fleurs de jadis. 

Nielle un peu gauche, mais clu\·etee comme u n  col 
de cygne , 

Gentiaunelle, fidele ama nte du solei ! ,  Aspho dele , ep1 
Toyal, sceptre incru ste de rev(',; , reine pri m itive i ndu i te 
en 1n robe �troite des Pha raons , 

Nielle, Gentiannelle. Asphodtle, je vous prefere a Ia 
�race des \'faies femdles,  fleurs trepasses, fl�urs de jadis. 

I give one strophe entire to illustrate the wave-le£1g_t� 
of his rhythm. And this is no slight matter if we con-
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sider that the development of the G reek verse-art ca me 
w� th the lengthening of the foot or bar. 

His strophe is here slightly longer than i n  the litany 
of the rose :-

· 

Pivoine, amoureuse rlonzelle, mais saris grfi<'e et sans 
sel , 

Ravenelle, demoiselle dont ! ' ce i l  a des fades melau
<Col ies , 

Ancol ies , petit pensionnat d 'impuberes 1olies, jupes 
�OLli tes, jambes gli�les el des bras v i fs co1ume des ailes 
tl'hirondelle, 

Pivoine Ravenelle Ancol ie , je  vous prefere a des chairs 
plus pros peres, fteur� trepasses, fleurs .de _iadis. 

I h ave given , perhaps, enough to mrucate the form 
and the cqnvention of these poems. As for sources of 
inspiration there was, you will say, a catalogue of 
names by Mendes, which ends with 

Et j 'en oublie . ' There were the Tuscan stornelli, such as Browning 
adapts in his " Fra Lippa Lippi " ; · " Flower o '  the 
quince," etc. 

And there were the medi.eval litanies and sequaires 
of which M. De Gourmont has written in " Le Latin 
Mystique. " And there was among these that marvel
lous sequaire of Godeschalk, with its 

Amas u t  facias pulch ra m .  

B u t  neither in  these n o r  in the teaching o f  M allar:me 
shall we find all the elements of the poems before us,  
M.  De Gourmont has made his own gift. 

" Le Livre des Litanies" contains " Le dit des A rbre s "  
beside t h e  works I have men tioned. The a uthor's  latest 
achievement i s  the " Sonnets in Prose" which have 
appeared in the ' ' Mercure' ' b u t  are not avai lable in  
book form, 

You may lead a fool to perfection, but you cannot 
make him regard it. The discovery of radium and the 
transmutation o f  elements a re less a matte r  of comment 
among savages than the size of an anchor-chain.  That 
a man may write i n  new wave-length concerns few 
people enough. 
Bergere nee en Lorraine, 
Jeanne qui avez g-arde les moutons en robe de fntaine ,  
E t  q u i  avez pleu re aux miseres dn penple de France,  
Et qui avez conduit le Roi a Reims pann_i l es \auces, 
Jeanne qui etiez un arc, une cross, un g-lal\·e, une lance, 

Jeanne que les gens aimaient comme leur pere et l e ur 
m�re, . 

Jeanne blessee et prise , mise au cachot _per lcs Angla1s ,  
.T eanne brfrlee a Rouell: par les A nglms_, 
Jeanne qui ressemblez a u n  ange en, colere . 
Jeanne d 'Arc, mettez beaucop d� co\ere dans n�s ;,'"£urs. 

This last is from " Les Samtes d u  Paradis,  and 
again, if a man cannot understand the signi�cance of 
these rhythms , the critic is powerl�ss to h el p  h 1m. . 

The quotations which I hav.: g1ven are to be cons!
dered , not in themselves, but  as parts of the rhythmiC 
structure, 

A rhythm-structure may be built up ol parts wh ich 

are homogeneous or of parts which d i ffer among them
selves. As the general reader i s  probably more accus
tomed to think in terms of design than in terms of 
rhvthm one may make comparison with another art  : 
th�s,  it is quite easy to think of a g�ometrica_l pa ttern 
made u p  of homogeneous units. It Is Yery d i A

_
lct! l t to 

think of a picture made up. 
of homo�eneou� un i t s  (�n

)ess they were very minute m companson w1th the size 
of the whole), 

It ,is also easy to tli ink of a design made up o f  half 
a dozen kinds of unit arranged symmetrically. 

C93 Continued 

I set out these pla t i tudes because very few people can 
be persuaded to think of the art o f  poet ic rhythm a s  an 
a r t ,  and even when some inte ll i gen t critic has though t 
upon these m a t ters seriously he is so apt  to be followed 
by a horde o f  Boileaus ,  professors ,  teachers , jacka ls  
: 1nd " y a n q u i  e d i tors of  chaste  m agazine s , "  that the 
e ffect of h i s  inte l l igence i s  almost  n u l l i li e d .  

T h u s ,  A r istotle wrote a fairly decen t  treatise in  11· h ich 
he said ,  fie-u rati vely , that a certain shade of  hlue w a s  
delectable ; the next thing w e  know there spr ings u p  a 
sect of " critics" who say that this shade of blue i s  
obligatory. Then comes an intelligent person who says 
that a certain shade of cri mson is  delectable,  :� ntl he is 
h e ld by the vulgar to be heretical. And in the [;-tee of 
the third dilutation of critics Ire is h eld to be blasphe
mous, and they taU( about the tradition. Because I 
pra ise these rhy thm-units of M. De Gourmont and be
cause they happen to be homogeneous, or very nearly 
so , I do not wish to appear hostile to rhythm-structures 
composed of units which differ among themselves. I 
do not hold a brief either for symmetrical or for a sym
metrical structure ; these things are a matter o f  music ; 
they are perhaps as complicated as any p roblems of  
musical construction. No one who has not some fairly 
complete musical training should give opinion on such 
matters, and no comprehending musician will  bind h im
self either to the conventions of the sixteenth century 
or to those of the nineteenthJ These are problems like 
any other problems. The problem of how far principles 
of pictorial desigp_ can be applied, by a sort of parallel ,  
in verse, i s  a problem like any other. The problem of 

)loW far the laws or conveniences of " mu sical" rhythm 
can be applied to word-rhyth ms i s  a problem like any 
other. 

) t is possible that the problems of an a r t  are no less 
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complicated than those of a science. The i ntelligent 
S(ientist is  one who does not think that he has ex
hausted the possibilities of physics when he has seen 
�team hoist the lid of h i s  tea-kettle. The i ntelligent 
�rtist is one who does not think he has exhausted poetic 
craf tsmanship when he can find five rhymes for a 
sonnet . 

�ly constatation regarding these poems by M. De 
Gourmont is that the layman may find them delectable, 
either because of the m atter, or because of the conson
nncc of the word s ,  or because of the rhy thm.  

The student may find them in teresting, that is to say , 
thC\' may appeal to h i s  historical sense, because of their 
rrl�tion to other rhyth m-structures composed o f  homo
crneous,  or of a lmost homogeneous,  units .  He m ay 
find t hem not unworthy of comparison with the strophes 
of "The H ounds of Spring" or of "The old blackthorn 
tree. " 

.�nd l :ls t ly ,  the ar t ist may find t hese poems provoca
tive. bY which I mean that  theY may s t i mulate his old 
h:,bits .o f perception , or th ey m;y eY�n bring i n to being 
nrw modes of pcrcer tion. He may begin to th ink about 
!hr thm in s l ight ly d i fferent manner ; or to feel sound , or 
to f:alher up sounds in  his mind with a sligh tly different 
l(lrl of grouping. He may, i t  is tru e ,  imita te M. De 
Gourmont,  but such imi t ation is  sca rcely more than a 
closer sort of study of the origina l . Such study mav be 
mor� " provocatiYe" than a casual read i n g ,  n�d there
iore of Yalue to the a rtist , so long a s  it does not impede 
t,im in his task of making new and original structu res. 

For those who seck refresh ment in the arts, a new 
principle of grouping is far from neg l igible. It is  a 
iar from casual matter. 
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I n  Metre. 
The Dominant City. By John Gould Fletcher: (Max 

Goschen. 2/6.) 
Fool's Gold. By John Gould Fletcher. (The same.) 

Mr. Fletcher's " music " is more comparable to 
that made by a truck-load of iron rails crossing a 
cobbled pavement than to the wailful sound of violins. 
M r. Fletcher has not the faults of the mellifluous 
versifier of the great horde of publishing authors 
whose product reminds one more of perfumed suet 
than of any other nameable commodity. Mr. 
Fletcher has a fipe crop of faults-mostly his own. 
He has such distinction as belongs to a man who 
<lares to have his own faults, who prefers his own to 
those of anyone else. 

Mr. Fletcher has apparently read a good deal of 
contemporary French work-and avowedly, for one 
volume begins with a salutation to the French Poets 
of To-day, and the other with a list of PQetes Maudits, 
including Corbiere, de Lautr�amont, Rimbaud, 
Laforgue and Aurier. I cannot see that his reading 
has harmed him or that he is guilty of what they call 
" servile imitation " of either one or all of his conti
nental models. Mr. Fletcher is one of the very few 
men on this side of the channel who are in any sense 
in touch of the poetic activity on the other. And in 
.a country where it is rank heresy to recognise any 
foreign discovery, whether in art or in science, there 
is l i t tle usc in concealing the fact that M r. Fletcher 
is a r;mk heretic. 

To him French Poetry does not mean Verlaine and 
Bauuclaire alone. It does not mean such fashions of 
.the young Gautier as were imported to this island in 
.. . The Nineties. " The fashions of Verlaine, Baude
.laire and the earlier Gautier are now accepted in 
England, they are respectable, they are " sanctioned 
by the tradition. " As for Mr. Fletcher, he saith 
" a fie() Cor the tradition , "  he biteth his thumb. 

" The N ineties " never got even so far as " Emaux 
et Camees, "  they stopped with " Elegies " and 
" Albcrtus. " 

I doubt if they ever took pleasure in " L'Hippo
potame. " At any rate, a good deal of Seine water 
has llowed seaward since the days of The Rhymers' 
Cl ub and France has not remained the France of 
Dowson and Arthur Symons. 

I uo not think Mr. Fletcher is an imitator, he is 
influenced, if you like, as all the younger Frenchmen 
are influenced. If you ask south of the channel 
a gu()i rrocnt les jcunes gens ? you might find that their 
reveries are not unlike those of M r. Fletcher, and that 
a good number of them have learned to express them
selves better than he does. Still, if a poem by this 
a uthor were read in the cafe du Chatelet it  would not 
be regarded as an antique or a grotesque, which is 
more than can be said for nine-tenths of his English 
contemporaries. 

It is  not my intention to subject these two books 
to the measuring instruments which apply in my own 
school or in anybody else's. It is enough that I have 
read ' ' The Dominant City " without bting bored to 
death, without being choked on gobbets of sham 
Keats, and on fricasseed Francis Thompson. 

To. the other Thompson, the half-forgotten fel low, 
and to the late suicided John Davidson our author is 
more nearly akin. 

It is a pleasure, as it is a rarity, to find an author 
who really cares about anything, and it is quite 
impossible to read M r. Fletcher without being con
vinced that he cares a great deal for the truth. About 
beauty, I am not so sure. It is quite possible that 
the sense of beauty may be drawn down upon the 
mind of the reader by keeping it, beauty, austerely 
OFI' the page. I am riot sure that even this is Mr. 
Fletcher 's intention. H is art is an art that dares to 
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go to the dust-bin for i ts  subjects. There are moods 
and times when no other sort of art seems worth 
the petrol to start it. 

I f  one were to go through these two books with 
the usual sort of appraising one might note that the 
author has the following virtues-virtues I mean as 
the reviewers on the " Times " and " Spectator, " 
nnd the other echoes of the past, count virtues : 

He has an abundant imagery. He gets it  not out 
of books but from his own impulse and observation. 
" The Nation " would call it,· at  times, " bizarre. " 

ne has an ability to build his poems into a book, 
he sustains " the tone " throughout. 

H e  shows, often at his roughest, a determination 
to fight out his own rhythms. H e  declines to accept 
the hackneyed cadence, though he does not always 
escape it. 

He is obviously striving " to render his own time " 
i£ not in the syntax of his own time at least in a 
vocabulary of his own time. He is not afraid of the 
unused and of the unsanctioned. This tendency will 
not be accounted unto him for a virtue, by any of the 
above mentioned worthies. 

" Fool 's Gold " lacks the unity of " The Dominant 
City , "  yet there are within it touches of a thoroughly 
pleasing grimness. 

E. P. 
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The Approach to Paris. 
By Ezra Pound . 

I I I  . 
1� the second article of this series I pointed out tha t 
�f. Remy de Gou�mont had invt>nted a new sort of 
btluty (or resuscitated an old one almost wholly 
forgotten). I implied that this resurrection or discovery 
��ad for those who think tha t beauty is important, the sar¢ sort of interest that a new discovery in medicine 
111ight have for those to whom the science of medicine 
eems important. I have no inclination to argue about  :��ese affairs; I have called this series of papers an 

·•Approach. "  I say simply there is a book . called 
•• (,ivre des Litanies , "  i t  is written in such and such 
.-ave-lengths. · There is another work called " Les 

Saints du Paradis"; perhaps the al l  merciful Fa ther 
haS given you wit to understand them, and then he 
perhaps may not have. For the convenience of the 
iniellegently curious I am willing to say the " Livre 
des Litanies" is republished in a collection called " Le 
pHerin du Silence . "  (Mercure de France, 26, Rue de 
Conde. ) 

�10:-.'SIEUR RO:IHI1'S, UNANIM!ST. 
�ly first impression of Romains' ·work was tha t he 

ured towards rhetoric, but  then I began with his 
orize ode, " To the Crowd Here Present , "  a possibly 
bad beginning. It is good rhetoric if  that is what one 
.�nts. I said as much to M .  V ildrac, and he told 
rne Romains was very important. " I I a chang� le 
paihi!tique. " 

I have lived several years on this island, that may 
w:ount for my phlegm; a t  any rate I don't much ca re 
.bout having my pathetique interfered with. It does 
rery well as i t  is. I do not by any means feel tha t I nave exhausted its possibilities. As for Paris, I da re 
�ay that its path�tique is worn out, and that it  
thoroughly needs a new one. I exhibit towards a new 
:�athetique precisely the bourgeois atti tude. I am a s  
incurious about a new pathetique a s ,  let us say, Mrs. \leynell or vVilliam Watson might be abou t a new 

· metric. N othing short of my inherited conscience 
could drive me into taking the slightest notice of lVI. 
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Roma i n s '  new pathetique.  I t  is wholly devo id of 
allures. I approach it as a s tude nt and specialist , not 
as layman reading for his private diversion . I f  we 
must have a new pathetique it is part of my job to 
know what it consists of. I came precious near to 
ttading Romains for the sake of my general culture. 
. As for his style, or at least his syntax , I gra n t  tha t 
•I is " strict, chaste, severe, "  and on these grounds 
''Orthy of approbation ; but these qualities of la nguage 
'·ould seem to be marl<s of a group. 

There would seem to be a certain agreement between � styles of Romains, Duh amel , Vildrac, Jouve, Arcos, 
Chenneviere, and a few others, though Romains may 
have b�en the prime mover for their sort of clarifi ca tion II/ the speech. At least this group of men respect h im , llld not one of them is a fool . Monsieur Romains is 
'ery clever ; there may be a good deal more to it. In �rt, I approach Romains' work with th at reluctance �htch is cha racteristic of man in the face of  anything 

ely to require serious attention. 
ltt one not be alarmed ! I do uot expect to divulge, i n  fifty pages, an <esthetic, �,lilelaphysic, the origins of tragedy and the development " the race. 

,, It will be enough if I present certain succinct affirm a, 'Ons 
1 So. 

begins M. Romains in the preface to " L 'Armee : �ns Ia Ville. 11 At least here is something to go by . 
!Joe says that the " grand a rt dramatique11 has gone to 
�t, that drama of the second order has attained a 
.pection, perhaps greater than it has had before . 
� 1C<lrd et Scribe ont ete surpasses. II We thought as 
�U�h. " The individual is merely �n entity; yet an 
, hty admit ted for so many centunes that II passes 
••r · • B I 

. :4t a reahty pure a nd stmple. y a p easant Irony 
Poets who wish to qissipate this i l l usion get them-

selves treated as " abstracteu rs. " At the end of 
" Puissances de Paris" he says : -

There are to-day many men ready to rccotruise that man 
i� not the m?st :cal thing i n  the world. One admits the 
hfe of combtnatwns greater than our hodies. .Society is 
u.ot merely an arithmetical total or a collective designa
tiOn . One even believes that there are intermediate �rc;lliJ>S between the individual an<!- the State. But these 
o.Ptntons appear by abstract deduC"twn or by rationnl expe
n.ence, et�. . . 11_1an did not wait f?r physiology to giVe 
hun a notwn of h1s body. Car Ia nuson con<;oit l'homme · 
mais le cceur per<;oit Ia chair de l 'homme. In the sam� 
:nanner it  is necessary that we should know the groupo, 
that englobe us not by exterior C"bservation but bv 
organic consciousuess. Alas ! it is not sure that th.e 
rhythms wish to have their_.!lodes i n  us who are not the 
centres of groups. We can only become such. Let u ,; 
hollow out our souls, deep enough, cmpt:ying them or 
individual dreaming, let us make so manv d1tches to them 
that the souls of groups will of necessity' How there. 

I have attempted nothing else in this book. Certai n 
groups here come to consciousness. They are still quit� 
rudimentary, and their spirit is but a: flavour in the wind . 
Beings as inconsistent as the rue du flarw, and the place 
de La Bas tile, as ephemeral as the people i n  a n  omnibus , 
or the audience at tire Op.!r.t-Comlque need not have great 
complexity of thought or o! organism. And T daresny 
people will think I ha1·e taken needless trouble in pluck
ing out these strands, rather than in  carding ouce again 
the enormous heap of the individual soul. 

I believe that the groups are at the most movi ng period 
of their evolution. The groups of the future will deserve, 
perhaps, less love, and we will hide better the basis of 
things . . .  One can learn the essential forms of l i fe I J J Ore 
easily from a mushroom than from an oak . 

The groups prepare more of the future than is absolutely 
needful. We have the �reat good fortune to be present 
at the beginning of a retgn . . . .  It is not a progress, i t  
i s  a creation. The groups will not continue the work o f  
animals and o f  nian ; they will recommence everything 
according to their need. . . . _ 

Already our ideas on the being ( l '@tre) arc correctin:::
themselves. We hesitate, moreover, in finding a distinc
tion of nature between that which rOally exists and t)lat 
whic.'l does not exist. In  thinking by turns of the place 
cle ! 'Europe, of the place des Vosges, and of a gaug- of 
navvies, one sees that there are pl�nty of nuances beb1·cen 
1 1othi>Ig and somet hing. Before resorting to groups one 
is sure of discerning a being by a simple idea. One knows 
that a dog exists, that he has au interior, independent 
unity ; one knows that a table or a mountain does not 
exist, and that nothing but our language separates them 
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from lhe universal nolhiug. But the streets ( l es r u e s \  
mark all the nuances between verbal �xpression and 
autonomous existence. 

Thus one ceases to believe that li11J i t  is indispensable to 
beings. Where does the Pl::tce de Ia Trinite begi n .  The 
streets mingle their bodies. The squares isolate the1 1 1 -
selves with difficulty. The crowd of the theatre does 11ot 
take contours until it has l i ved long a nd vigorously. _;\ 
being has a centre, or centres i n  harmouy ; a being- is not 
compelled to have limi ts. Many exist lu one place - . .  
a second being begins without th e first h aving ce;;scrl . 
Eac h being hns a maximum somewhere in space. Onh· 
individuals with ancestors possess affirmatiye contou r,; , 
a skin which makes them break with the iafiuite. 

Spa·ce belongs to no one. A nd no being bas succeeded 
in  appropriating a morsel of space to satura te with i t�  
unique existence. All iutercrosses, coincides, cohabi ts .  
Each point serves as  perch to a thousand birds. There 
is Paris, there is the rue i\fontmartre, there is ;1 n  
assembling, there i s  a man ,  there is a cellule on t h e  ,-ery 
pavement. A thousand beings are concentric. One sees 
a l ittle of some of them. 

How can we go on thinking that an i ndividual is a th i ng 
which i:> born, grows, reproduces itself and dies ? T ha t 
is n superior and i nveterate manner of being an i ndiv idua l . 
But groups I They are not precisely born. Their l i fe 
makes and unmakes itself, as an unstable state of matter, 
:1 condensation which does not endure. They show us 
that life is, at the origin, a provisory attitudt, a moment 
of exception, an intensity between abatements, nothi ng 
continuous, nothing decisive. The first t oge·thers take 
l i fe by a sort of slow success, then they extinguish them
selves without catastrophe, no dement perishing in the 
breaking of the whole. The crowd before the foreign 
barracks comes to life little by little as water in a kettle 
that sings and evaporates. The galleries •)f the Odeon rio 
not live at night ; every day they are real'-ior certa in hnnrs .  
At the start life seems momentary ; then life is ·  i :cter: 
mittent. To m ... h it uu:·ablt, that it shvuld beco:.ne a 
tJeveJop :;l �Ul :�:Ill :.1 ucstiny_, that it Should be clearl)' 
marke<l off at two ends bv birth and death, a deal of habtt 
is required. 

- · 
All these primitive forms are not of equal rank . 
There is a natural hierarchy among groups. The streets 

have no fixed centre, no true limits, they have their con
tent in a long life and a vacillating, anu night submerges 
this almost to the verge of nothing. Places and Squares 
have already taken their contours seizing more firmly 
upon the nodes of the rhythms. A nd other groups have 
a fashioned body, they <'ndure ,, l i tlle, they al most know 
how to rlie, and some are brought to life again by fits and 
�tarts ; the habit of exist�nce eommences, they have set 
their heart u pon i t ; i t  is th is which makes them breat!J
lcss." 

And that will perhaps do for the present, al though 
r-.I. Roma ins looks i n to the future and dimly mu tters 
' ' new gods. " 

I.es groupes out beau n 'gyoir qu 'uue con science . Con ·  
fuse et n'a12ercevoir le monde qu'a tra vers une gelee 
t ren{blanle, tis sentiront, peut-\:!tre, I� signe �ue , ie leu.r 
fais et il y en aura un,  peut·etre, qux ,  pour I :wolf sent x ,  
,;au;a de1·enir un dieu. 

I leave his gods and h is future. I have given , I 
1 hink, enough in this translation to make his poems 
intelligible. I have shown by his own words what 
they mean by the new pathetique. 

In " Un Etre en Marc he " M .  Roma ins presents us a 
being a l ready possessed of �;orne general conscious.ness 
und of an intermittent !i f·�, a being with some hab1t of 
l ife with even fixed h a bits .of life, a being known 
h u�orously as ' 'The Crocod i le, ' '  and familiar to us 
a l l . In c:ise there is anyone who does not know that a 
crocodile when it is not a four-footed heast is a beast 
with many feet, I hasten to reveal that " A  being . o u t  
for a w a l k "  treats o f  t h e  procession of school-gcrls, 
pension de jeunes filles, first shuffl ing in the hall, pre
paring to set �u t , traces of i�d iv idual life .still pr�sent. 
You m ight thmk you were x n  for a long csh sene� of 
poems rather l ike two by the fo�rte�nth -century I t�han,  
Franco Sacchetti-at least I thmk Il was Sachett1 who 
wrote of the crowd of girls getting caught by a rai n 
storm. But with t h e  second poem by Romains one 
beg ins to perce ive a difference. 

Les plus petites filles marcl1ent en avant 
Pour attendrir I '<'space , 

La pension ca:resse avec lelu s pied s d 'en Cants 
La rue ou elle passe. 
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Elle grandit  q 'un rang a l 'm1tre ,  sans surprise, 
Cori11ne une rive en tleu rs , 

He then turns his attention to the street : 
La rue a besoin d 'u n  bonhl'll l ' .  

La rue aim
'
e Ia p�nsion de jt u �es fi l l�s . .  

Pour son air  de pet ite fou le n eu\·e et pl'i ntc ; 
Pour sa [ac;on d 'aller comm� lc ven t Ia pente, 

i\ troop of soldiers passes and the pension 
. . eonti uuc 1i sou rire  
Elle d isperse 1 'invisible 
Avec I� bout de ses ombrel les . 

Despite one's detestation of crocodiles, M. Romains 
makes us take interest in his particular crocodile, in its 
collective emotions, in the emotions of its sur·round
ings. 

El1e monte en wa·gon ; les jupes 
Escladent les marchepieds ; 
La pension s'effraye un peu, 
Car le train a plus· d'llme q u  'elle ; 

They go out into the country and meet a Hock of geese : 
C'est un rythme lent q u i langue et titube, 
C'est un trou pean d 'oie3 .qui vie.nt ver� le groupe. 

Presque immobile� sur le  sable , !es deux groupes 
Se caressent de lo111 , d 'uue extreme pensee, 
Et tachent de croiser prudemment leurs destins. 

There seems to be no reason why this poem should 
n:>t mean to the new patheticists more or less what the 
" Symphonie en blanc majeur" mea.nt to the old
� : � shioned resthetes. 

C'est etonnant tout le silence <1 n 'i l  y a !  
The crocodile goes over a still field and into a wood. 

Thev enter a village. They find a solitary fisher and' the author unburdens himself of a little theo?�• to the effect that each man thinks that he is alon 
1511lg 

that the world is about him.  e alld 
lncouscient et familier 
Corume le brouillaTd d'une pipe. 

By this time one has bc;oo�e . s? entangled in the I' 
of t h e  crocodile that th1s md1v1dual seem s  not 11 ,iie 
some curious relic of the past. The girls dance at nlike 
set. The " Poeme Epique" ends with the crOCodile s��n. 
to bed. It is possibly the nearest approach to true 

P�t 
tha i  we have had since. the middle ages. epic 

The author has achieved a form which fully con . 
t he sense of modern l i fe. He is able to mention \ ey� 
fami l iar  thing, any element of modern life withouta?>· . . d h I . l ls  seem1ng mcongruous, an t e resu t 1s undeniab) ·  poe t ic. I ,  personally, may prefer the theory of th} dom inan t cell, a slightly N ietzschean biology, to 

t 

('Ollectivist theories whatsoever. I may be very �n� 
('

.
idedl

_
y opposed to a new �antheon ��posed of cr�: u dc,; 111 a s ta te of apotheosis, but the Poeme Epiqu . .  i s  not,  on that  account,  the less agreeable to me. e 

I penetrated the first th i-rd of the " Poeme Lyriqu . , 
in ; , state of confusion. M. Romains appears to be e 
po�ing his subjectivities. He sits in his arm chair. H'; 
goes forth. At p. 1 2 1  he seems to become more or les� coherent . 

.l 'ai ctepassp le m u r qui brisai t  mon amou r ; 
Cette rne est a moi jusqu'au bout, mai ntenant . 
Plus de me 
Qui me t iennc pa r  
Les talons ! 
l Jue grue 
Me iette a ux chaland� ; 
Et ,ie pars. 
L� rue e�t un moignon �ang-lan t . 

H e  discovers that he is enjoying h i mself ,  he beg in> 1o 
t ilke note of hi& surroundings, of the line of wa,::on,, 
of an au tomobile swifter than the rest, which escape,. 
1-1 i s  iluditory nerves resume their function. 
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Ezra Pound' s  Poetry and Prose: Vol. I 

Comme u n e  flamme sur un verre d 'alcool 
Les mots sont allumes n u -dessus de Ia fou le ; 

Later his body becomes discouraged and no lon�:rr 
loYcs the crowd, etc. , he returns to his room and find' 
h i s  a·rm chair, and incidentallv th rows some light on 
t h e  preceding pages by saying, 'toward the conclusion 

II a ete le corps en marche ; 
II a marc he penda nt au jou r ; 
II a perce les carrefours 
L'un apres ) 'au tre avec sa marche. 

am not sure that this half of  the volume can be called 
enjoyable. 

Turning t o  " Odes et Prieres" I find that the ode.• 
leave me as unmoved as when the first time I read theOI· 
I I ,  4, has, to be sure, its individual nuance. 

Le temps de rna jeunnesse 
Est a demi passe. 
Deja bien des mensonges 
)i 'abu sent plus de moL 

B u t  there is another book on my shelf ,  wherein 
might read 

]e plai ngs le temps de rna jeunesse, 
Ouquel j 'ai plus qu 'autTe galle.  . n'· It is  perhaps foolish to make such dull compan;;�. However much I may lose in my deafness to the 1 

I find with· the beginning of the prayers � new n�te�n· 
find the words of a man curiously and intentl�d ·
scions. In the second prayer to the couple we rea · 

Je ne te voyais pas dans l 'ombre des tenlu!e�, 

0 nous I Je n 'essavais pas meme de te ,•ot r  • 011unlll 
Je me disais : " Nous sommes seui s ! Nons 5 

moi l "  
Et ! 'air  etait gontle de notre solitude. . ·denio8 

From here his consciousness moves o u t  in e,·er \\ 1  rotJP• 
and e,·er vivifying circles, to the family ; to the 7ua.t: .. 
to his house about him ; to the street and to the � 

Ma peau frison ne a cause de toi, grou?e arner · 

II n 'y a p;·s ici q�e uou� ueux: ma maison ? 

yois ! mou ame s 'al longe , remue et vacile 

CoJDDle b. .flamm� dans .Ia lanterne fe
.
ndue. 

p•aut�es dieux sont entres, d'autres, plus grands que 
to1 . 

d to the street he prays :--
� 111 seras divine au lieu d'Hre imJ;Dense. 

j\rfJ.nche-toi rudement a Ia ville 
comme un lezar.d a );t poigne d 'un homme ; 

fbe opening of the second prayer to the village would 
paetry even if i t  were not unammisme : 

11 La fin du jour est belle et j 'ai couru longtemps ; 
La bicyclet!e osse�se a �ourchasse le� routes ; 
0 village i nconuu qu i me tiens dans le soir, 
Dis-rooi pourquoi je suis joyeux , pourquoi je ris, 

\od there is, I believe, the note of  sincere conviction 
� the second prayer to " Several Gods" where he says : 

0 gods wlwm I han: known, aTe you near me ? 
'ioU have not left me when the train blotted me out, 
\'ou , the strongest, you who most crush me i nto 

noth i ng, 
You whom a thousa nd departures tear to p ieces in 

,·aiu ? · 

And you,  that other, uncertain as mist and water, 
You, who seem ever not to desire us , 
You, seizer of hearts who think themselves alone, 
!rfaster o[ the step without cause, and of the sleep that 

moves ? 
.\nd he shows a knowledge that is not limited to his 

,,0 peculiar pantheon in the verse beginning· :-
jc ne Yeux pas murmu rer u n seul nom , 
Ce soir ; je ne \'eux pas tE'nter les om bres ; 

H one retain any doubt as to Romains' deed to Par
,,_ssus, this poe m  should serve for proof. 

1\'hatever we may think of his theories, in whate\'er 
:Jths we may find it useless to follow him,  we ha\·e 
�=r at las t the poet, and our best critiaue is quotation. 
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" T H E APPUOA C H  TO P A U l S . "  

Sir,-Y o u r  critic ("R.  H. C . ' ') seems t o  labour under 
ce

_
rtniu misapprehensions as tu the purpose of my articles . 

Fu-_st ,  I h:n·e not , �� least not to my knowledge, made any 
clauns to the t1tle or appurtenances , of Duckhurst. 
Second , I ha\'� �ot set <;> nt to cla i m that the young writers, 
or even the ltvmg wnters of France were gods walking
as m e n ,  To dispro\·e m�- assert ions your corresponden't 
will not need to prove that  the l ivi ng writers of France 
are inferior to Quinet, but simply that the work of the 
younger, or the lh·ing writers of England is, from the 
point of view of tlle artist and craftsman,  more i nterest
mg. and in a higher state of development than that of 
their contemporaries south of the cha·nnel ; or i f  this be 
too difficult he may present us with ci t>�tious from the 
classic authors of this ishnd whic-h forestall th� artistic 
discoveries of to-day's Paris . EzR.� PoUND. 

The Approach to Paris. 
By Ezra Pound. 

IV. 

11 is a silly thing to give people labels, 11nd I am I 
�are say, no more fortunate in conferring the title 
of H u�aniti�t on M. Vildrac than was Georges Duhamel 
in calhng h ts chapters "Jules Romains et les dieux " 
1nd " Charles Vildrac et les hommes. ' ' No one who h�s 
read " t?n Etre en Marche" would say that M. Rom a ins 
is less Interested in humanity . th a n  is  his friend. I do 
not know whether M. Vildrac subsNibes to the unani
m;st " religion. " Or perhaps no cult has ever more than 
0ne member. Vildras's " Gloire" might, at  first sight, 
1ee� _a,

sort of counterblast to the "Ode a Ia  foule qui  
esl IC I .  M .  Roma ins flows into his crowd, or at least 
be \\:ou ld ha�e us beiie\:e so. The subject of M. Vil
drac � poem_ 1s of the Ntetzschean, pre-unanim ist type. 
He_ tne

_
s to 1mpress his personality on the crowd and is 

diSil lUSIOned,  
The poems are in contrast, not in contradiction and 

1hey m ake i n teresting comparison. 
' 

The " Ode to the crowd here present" begins rough l v 
11 follows :- · 

0 c:owd, you are here in the hollow of thP theatre 
Doctle to the walls, moulding your flesh tG the shell And yo�u black ranks go from me as <I reflux . 

' 
You ex1st. 

This li�ht where I am, is yours. 

The _city is outside , quite near, but you no longer hear 
It ' 

In vai'n will_ she make large the rumour of her streets To b�t agrunst y�ur walls and to wish your death ; You Wlll not hear 1t, you will be full 01 your own peculiaT silence and of my voice. 

, 
He feels the wannth of the orowd, he fells the focus 

o, eyes. 
)e �e _vois pas si sa pru nelle est noire au bleue ; Mats Je sens qu'il  me touche ; 
He becomes the "crater" or vortex. 
&oute ;  Little by little the voice issues from my fleshAnd seeks you--and trembles-and you tremble. 
The voice is within the crowd " invasion and victory" lhe crowd must think his words :-
l is  ��netrent en rangs dans les tetes penchees, lis s 1 nstallent brutalernent, ils sont les maitres · 11� pouss�nt,, i l s  bo�sculent, its jettent dehors 

' 
L arne qu1 s y logea1t comrue une vieille en pleurs. 

�11 the meditations of these people here he pain they have carried for years ' 
The s?(ow born yesterday, still i�cre:lsing, and the 

Th 
gne . 

Tha
t they do not speak of, of which they will not speak 

at sorrow that gives them te:us to drink i n  th� 
evening, j�nd even that desire which !lries their lips, 

5 over, Is needless. I do not will it. I drive it out. 
C97 

Crowd , yonr whole soul is uprig-ht i n  mv flesh . 
A_ Ioree of steel, whereof I hold the two ends Pierces your mass, and bends it .  

Ta forme �st moi . Tes gradins et t�s galeries, �:est moi qui  les empoigne ensemble d qui les plie, 
'-"Jnme un paquet de souples jones, sur mon genou. 

Do not defend yourself crowd-woman, . . �'Jou you will die ,  beneath the it'et of your Lours, 
1!eu, unbound ,  will flow away through lbe doors, ,?e nails of darkness will tear yon apart. 
"hat of it. �au are mine before death. 
· s lor the bodies here, 

let the city take them I �ey will keep upon their Ion·heads the ashen cross, 
our sigu, god that you are for the moment. 

1\i Such, in rough outline, is the "Ode a Ia foule qui  � �� _ici ."  I have naturally lost al l  semblance of  the \� Rlnal sweep and of the original sound,  partly because 
t translation rights a-re reserved and there is not 

time to write for . permi�sion to break them, partly be
c

_
ause I do not wtsh to mterpose a pretentious transla

tl�n . between the reader and the easily obtainable 
ong-mal. 

M. Vildrac's poem begins almost as if in antistrophe. 

GLOIRE. 
He had been able to gain to him 
Many men together 
W!th a c�y that they all loved to hear 
W1th a h1gh deed whereof they spoke together. 

There was a scrap of the world 
Where they knew his life 
His acts and his face, 

He stood up before the cro\�d 
And knew the drunkenness 
Of feeling them submissive to his speech 
A s  wheat-blades are to the wind. 

And his ha-ppiness was to believe 
That, when he left the crowd, 
Each one of these men loved bim 
And that his presence lasted 
Innumerable and strong among them 
As, in brands dispersed, 
The gift nnd mark of the fire. 

Or un jour il  en sui vi t  un 
Qui retournait s 'chez soi. tout seul ; 
Et il vit son re�ard s'eteindre 
Des qu'il fut uc peu loin des autres. 
Then he meets a man who remembers him, " mais 

n'avait rien garde de lui dans son esprit ni dans son 
cceur," and then he sees a crowd under the influence of 
a charlatan. 

Then he knew that be had conquered too much 
And too little 

That to make a crowd-soul 
Ea{:b man lends for an instant 
But the surface of his own . 

He had reigued over a people
As a reflection on water ; 
As a flame of alcohol 
Which takes no grip, 
Which burns what it strokes 
Without warming. 
Then he begins to take men one at  a time. 
En demeurant et devisant avec chacun 
Quand ils etaient bien eux, quand ils etaient bien seuls. 

However far these compos1t10ns may be from 
" poetry" it cannot be denied that they contain poetical 
lines, and the latter poem is convenient to quote as it 

gives us,  I think, a fair clue to M. Vildrac's attitude. 
M. Vildrac is, I dare say , over prone to imaginative 

reason, still i t  is not my intention to discuss the short
comings of contemporary French authors, but to tell 
what virtues and what matters of interest I have found 
in  their works. If  M. Vildrac were merely a writer with 
a philosophy of life slightly different from that of M .  
Romains I would not trouble t o  read him, but M. Vii-
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On Charles Vildrac. 
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drac is an artist. H e  is at his best , I th ink , in short 
narrative sketches such as " Visite" and " Une 
Auberge" (both in " Livre d ' Amou r , "  published by E.  
Figu iere·, 7 ,  R u e  Cornei lle) . " Visite" has been often 
quoted and, I believe , translated, but as I have not the 
translation by me, I g ive a rough prose version of my 
own , printing ,  where convenient, line for line of the 
original. 

VIS 1E. 
He was seated before bis table, 
His dreams indolently mruked out 
Within the domain of his lamp 
And he heard against his window 
The fragile attacks of the sllow. 

And suddenly he thougl1t 
Of a man whom he knew 
And whom h r  hacl not seen for a loncr time. 
And he felt an oppression in his throa( 
Part sadness and part chagrin. 

He knew that this man was without pride 
Either in heart or in word 
And that he was without charm 
Living like the trees 
Isolated, on a barren plain ; 

He knew that for months 
He had been promising- this man 
To visit him, 
And that the other 
Had thanked him gently for each one of these promises 
And had pretended to believe it. 

He goes out through the snow to pay the long-de
ferred visit. Afte r  the first words, when he had come 
into the ligh t and sat down, between this man and his 
companion, both surprised and " empresses"-however 
you want to translate it. Eager. 

II s 'aper�ut qu 'on lui menageait. 
(Another int ranslatable word, I suppose we might 

say, " H e felt th at they were beating about the b ush . ") 
These silences full of questions 
Like the wh ite that one leaves 
I n  a desi�n of writing--
He noted upon their faces 
A furti ve inquietude 
He thought, and then understood it .  

These people did not believe 
That he had come without forethought 
So late, from such distance, through the snow 
Merely for his pleasure and theirs, 
Merely to keep his promise ; 
And both of them were waiting 
Until he should disclose, of a S!ldden, 
The real cause of his visit. 
They were anxious to know 
What fortune he brought 
Or what service he wished of them.  

H e  wish ed to spenk all at once . 

He wished to u ndeceive them but 
He wH·s thns separatt>d from them 
Until the long delayed moment 
When he rose to go. 

Then there was a ' 1detente" (literally a disch arge 
a s of a pistol) . 

Then they ventured to understand 
He· had come for them ! 
Someone had wanted to see the m ,  
Just that, to see them, t o  b e  in their house, 
To talk with them and to listtn, 
And this desire had been 
Stranger than the cold and than the snow ! 
In short, someone had come. 

Their eyes were gay now, 
And tender 
They spoke very quickly 
And both togeth er 
Trying to keep him. 
They stood up before him 
Betraying a childish need 
or skipping and clapping their hands 
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He promised to come again .  
But before reaching the door 
He set clearly in his memory 
The place that bordered their lives, 
He looked carefully at each object 
Then at the man and woman also, 
Such fear did hr. have at .the bottom of his heart 
That he would never come back. 

I have been told that this is sentiment and therefore 
damned. I am not concernecl with that argument. I 
dare say the poem makes a poor showing in this rough 
and hurried translation ; the point is that M. Vildrac 
has told a short story in verse with about one fifth of 
the words that a good writer of short stories would 
have needed for the narrative. He has conveyed his 
atmosphere, and his people , and the event. He has 
brought narrat ive verse into competition with narrati1·e 
prose without giving us 'long stanzas of bombast. 

You may make whatever objection you like to genre 
painting. My only question is : would it be 
to improve on M. Vildrac ' s  treatment of th pos�ihlt 
si tuation ? e g1ven 

M. Vildrac had given us a more serious story · ,, . Auberge , "  I think he has written two lines t�n L.llt 
I �ean the last two lines of the poem ; but h:'<!Qy ;  achieved here some of his finest effects, i n  such line � Mais comme it avait l'air cependant d 'etre des 0s as : 

n t� , The poem begins :- · 
C'est une ab auberge gu 'il y a 
Au carrefour des Chetl\'es·Maisous ,  
Dans le pays o u  il f ai t  toujours froid. 
There are three houses there :-
Et Ia troisieme est celte auberge au cccur si trist • • • . , e 
C'est seulement parce qu 'on a soi f qu 'on entre y bo. • • • ' . l r t ,  
Et l 'on n 'est pns force d 'y raconter SOil histoire. 
A work-wrecked man drifts in, leans heavily on th, table. 

II mange lentement son pain 
Parce que ses dents sont us�es, 
Quand i l a fini 
II hesite, puis timide 
Va s'asseoi r un pen 
A cote du feu. 
He sits there all in a heap , until  a child comes in 
Et voila qu'elle approche tout doucement 
Et vient appuyer sur Ia main de l 'homme La chair enfantine de sa bouche ; 
Et pnis !eve vers lui ses yeux pleins d'eau 
Et lui tend de tout son frele corps 
Une pauvre petite tleur d'hiver qn 'elle a .  
Et voila q u e  l 'homme sanglote . . .  
Then the drab woman a t  the counter begins her na·· 

rative :-
II est venu un homme ici qui n 'etait pas des nl'ltm. 
Il n 'Hait pas vieux comme nous, de misere et de peio(, 
II  etait comme sont sans doute les fils des reilles . Ilia is com me il avait l 'air cependant d'etre des nOirr' ' 
Et qualld il s'est Ieve , a fa11u que je pleure . 
Te11ement il ressemblai t  a celui de mes se1ze ans · · · 

ll ouvrait deja Ia porte 
Pour retourner dans le vent 
Mais quand il apprit pourquoi 
Me venaient des larmes , 
II Ia renferm a ,  Ia porte. 
. . . malgre sn jeuneRse et malgre mon lit si froid ,  
1\falgre mes seins vides et mes epaules si rreuse;, . 

V'ld ",u To some these very simple tales of M. 1 rae . 
mean a great deal, and to others they will mean l'�f' 
l ittle. If a person of this latter sort d islikes the cb� 
of subject he may do worse than to consider the met . 
of narration. M r .  D. H .  Lawrence can do, I dare Sl�· 

as well ,  but M. Vildrac' s  stories are different ; theY art• 
I think, quite his own. 

As to the method of verse, if the reader's ear be; 
constituted that he derives no satisfaction from 
sound of 

Et il vit son regard s'Heilldre 
Des qu'il fut un peu loin des autres. 
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. d 
. 53usfaC· One cannot teach h1m by theory to enve of 

tion from this passage, or from the assona.nctiof>· 
ensemble and entendre, d rawn at the end of their uers 
or from half a nundred finer and less pbvious ma 
of sound. :J 

I do not think that the public is under anY (1lOl 
obligation to take interest in such affairs. 

If  the gentle reader wishes to 
Crush the something drops of p leasure 
From the something· grapes of pain.  ur. It is certainly no concern of mine. I , perst�:ao� 

happen to be tired of verses which are left full 0 re cf 
spaces for interchangeable adjectives. In the �0 IJtlP 
less related systems of versification which h

D
a\���rJlcl· 

adopted by Romains, Chenneviere, Vildrac, u 

od their friends, I do not find such an excessive allow:oce of blank spaces, and this seems to me a healthy 
tendency . 

If the gentle reader still enjoys reading or writing such 
"amorous twins" as mountain and fountain, mother 
aod brother, him and forests dim, God forbid that I 
should interfere with his delights. 

If  a man wan ts his jokes in " Punch" and his rhymes 
where h e  expects them i t  is no affair of mine. God 
forbid that I should exhort any man to satisfactions of 
the senses finer than those for which nature has de
signed him. 

I am aware that there a re resolutions of sound less 
obvious than rhyme. I t  requires more pains and intelli
�ence both to make and to hear them. To demand 
rhvme is almost like saying that only one note our of 
te� need be in melody, it is not quite the same. No 
ooe would deny that the final sound of the l ine is im
portan t .  N o  intell igent person would deny t h a t  a l l  the 
a('('ented sounds are importan t .  I cannot bring myself 
w believe that e\·en the unstressed syllables should be 
,,holly neglected. 

l ca nnot belie,·e that  one can test the musical quali
l ies o f  a passage of  verse merely by counting the 
number of syllables, or e\·en of stressed syllables, in 
each line , and by thereafter examining the terminal 
sounds. 

God , or nature, or the Unanim, or whoever or what
erer is responsible or irresponsible for the existence 
of the race has given to some men a sense of absolute 
pitch , and to some a sense of rhythms, and to some a 
sense of \·erbal consonance, and some are colour-blind, 
and some a-re tone-deaf,  and some are almost voici of 
in1el!igence, hence we are lead to believe that i t  would 
be foolish to expect to move the ·hearts of all men simul
wneoush· either by perfectio� of musical s0unds, 
either articulate or inarticulate, or by an arrangement  of 
oolours or by a sane and sober exposition in wl>olly 
lof!'ical prose. 

Those who are interested in ritual and in the historv 
of invocation may have been interested in M. De Gou�
mont's litanies, those who are interested in a certain 
purging of  .the poetic idiom may be interested in the 
work of such men as Vild rac and P. J. Jouve. 
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"T i:X E  A PP ROACH TO PARIS." 
Sir,-As ever, it  has been the custom of the En!('l is!t 

;>eople, the domina nt race, the parent or mv own gloriou� 
'lation, etc. ,  to di�con rage artistic e.:tperimcnt. Tliev \\'ill 
have ){inerva� sprunf! . full-fledged from the godlv 'brow. 
They will ha,ve epics even if they have to huve bad ones. 

That certain writcrg o [  vers libre e"ndurc better the te�ts 
o[ the p honoscope th<1n do certain writers iu  the "re!rular 
illetres'' is a matter o( no i mportance , it is mer:ty a 
!echnkal point. Th<: question of vcr:: l ibrc iu choruse� 
o( the Greek dramatists can be of interest onh· to those 
interested either in Greek or i n  ·lhe art of Yer�e. 

�s to certain clen�r· misinterpretations of my lnst 
article :- · 

:M. De Gourmont's age has uotbing to do with the 
�tter. I did not pledge myself to confine my critid�m to writers with minds as immature a:> Mr. l,ister's. 

.'\s to S:uon. I may be permitted to remind the re:�der 
!hat I bave done my part In bringing the early Saxou 
!>Gems before the present-<lnv public. Also I hn,·e been r,� 
pains to point out precisely what strength there wiu• i n  
that early lite1ature, and to define what seems t Q  me th� 
aatiooal l{enius, or chemical ,  which has made it no�.-;ihle 
lor the English writers to assimilate foreign 'elements 
without great detriment. l did not say that Chaucer W:l� 
iulerior to Clofinel. l was , in fact, quite clear in sayin:.:: 
t�:rt Ch aucer nnrl the Elizabethan� had· �nrp�s�ed . th�i�· 
?tedecessors. The inct; :Je,·erthele�s. rem� in� lhat  tl• "  
toots were nearly nhtavs. in\'ented 'South o! the Chnone\. 

The pa.ssiouute patriots �viii soou wriie to your paper that 
tiler<: w� no Norman �onquest ; that the EogUsb laoguag<! 
has 1n 1t !JO words denved fto1u the French or {rom the 
Latin through French. They wil l begin io exalt · the 
Dravidians. 

As to the English talent Cor adoptin�, God forbid tha t  
[ shou ld slander i t .  O u r  literature I S  eYer rendy for 
advancement. Our literature alreadv shows the effects of 
my fragile critique of Paris. Oni literature is already 
enriched bl• au incomparable parody from the pen , of 
"T. b:. L." M. De Gourmont may thank us, !or now he 
is assured· o( i mmortalify not only In llis own tongue but 
in ours. I rejoice that I ha·ve been incidental to sucll 
�en·ice. · 

"T. K. L." has been wholly successfu l ; he hus im·oked 
the image of the cow, the sacred beast of India . I admi t  
h e  has given t h e  goddess strange attributes, but then the 
cow in certain o( the Vedas is also \Vrapped in  i ncongrui
ties. Still,  no one will deny ''T. K. L ."  the glory of 
having invoked nnd brought to the mental eye of the 
re:�der the vision of cows galore . 

As lor Shakespeare's "Come away Death , "  I am sure 
I ne\·er dispraised the poem. ·  The author was an artist, a 
very serious n.rtist, much concerned with technique. P:rrt 

. of this technique was inherited. "Roth as�onntt.ce and 
rhyme . .  · . beautifully mingled , "  were familiar to the 
Pro.ven� poets a.s earlv, at lenst , as .\. D .  n90. · That 
game wa� not invented ln. Britain. , 

lt does not advance the discussion to misApply what [ 
:;av about technical devices, and to pretend that I aw 
speaking about the · rela tive vigour o{ !lnthors. When it 
comes to the question of vigour, the French had Franc;ois 
Villon, and the English llave nen:r been able to follow 
him or to match him· in poignancy. · 

Replving to Mr. Ff1nning : I think St. Colum was at 
�orne time in England. He wa:>, assuredly, .iu Scot la nd , 
1\'hich is pnrt of this island. And even i l  l should have 
written " Islands," is not the greatest · • English Poet " of 
to-day an Irishman ? Is it not our manner of speaking l 
And for that matter I am not sure tllat the second best 
i,o not also an IrishmaiJ . A.t least, nfter Mr. Yeats , l 
would rather lwve \ro tten two or three of the poeins of  
':'ldraic Colum t!Jno anything by noy lidng Enl('lishman, 
:: ole:�s it be, perhaps, Mr. Sc:�wen Blu nt'� double sonnet !1�nniog : --
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" He who ha!' once heen ha ppy is for aye 
Out of destmctioo 's reach. ' '  

EzRA PouND. 
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PARIS  
The limitations of space forbid our  g1vmg anything 

lilce a complete or adequate chronicle of contemporary 
French publications. Those who desire such a chronicle 
should follow M. Duhamel's fortnightly rubric in the 
Mercure de Frana, and they should subscribe to L'Effort 
Libre, Lcs Bandeaux d'Or, La Nou velle Revue Fraucaiu 
or some other French magazine. 

' 

I have just finished a series of critical articles on 
French verse ( The New Age, Sept. 4 and following) . 
I propose to give here merely a summary of my con
clusions. 

I think if our American bards would study Remy de 
Gourmont for rhythm, Laurent Tailhade for delineation 
Henri de Regnier for simplicity of syntactical construe� 
cion, Francis Jammes for humanity, and the faculty of 
rendering one's own time; and if  they would get some 
idea of intensity from Tristan Corbiere (since they will  
not take their Villon in the original) , there might be some 
hope for American poetry. 

If our writers would keep their eye on Paris instead 
of oo London-the London of today or of yesterday
there might be some chance of their doing work that  
would not  be d(mod( before it  gets to  the press. 
Practically the whole development of the English verse
art has been achieved by steals from the French ,  
from Chaucer's time to o u r  own, an<! the French are 
always twenty to sixty years in advance. fu the French 
content and message are so different from the American 
content and message, I think the Americans would be 
less likely to fall  into slavish imitation and would learn 
hardly more than the virtues of method. 

Tristan Corbiere is dead. His work was known to 
Verlaine and to Richepin,  yet he can scarcely be said to 
have been published unti l  the nineties. He is gaunt 
as the Breton coast, where his personal appearance had 
earned him the nickname of an ankou (a corpse) . Ver
laine compared him to Francois Villon , not without 
reason. He is  not Villon, but he is poignant and very. 
much himself. 

The work of M. Henri de Regnier has the fineness 
and the limitations of Greek vase-painting. 

M. Remy de Gourmont has made a most valuable 
contribution to our knowledge of rhythm-structure in 
his very beautiful Livu de Litaniu, now contained in 
u P(lerin du Silence. 

The satires of M. Laurent Tailhade a re altogether 
uproarious and delectable. 

The work of M. Francis Jammes is perhaps the most 
varied and the most human. I ts qualities a re such that 
the two papers by M r. Ford Madox Huelfer, recently 
printed in this magazine, might have been written for 
the express purpose of praising it .  I a m  inclined to 
think that he i s  the most important poet i n  France, but 
my reading is not exhaustive and this must be tahn as 
a temporary estimate. 

M. Verhaeren is held by some to be the greater poet. 
M. Paul Fort has been elected Prince dt'J Polus . I do 

C99 Paris. Poetry, III. 1 (Oct. 19 13)  26-30. 
"1 have just finished a series of critical articles on French verse (The New Age, Sept. 4 and following [C92, 93, 95, 97, 1 04 ,  
I 05, an d  108)).  I propose to give here merely a summary o f  m y  conclusions." A few sentences from this article relating to 
Henri-Martin R arwn were quoted on page [5] of a seven-page prospectus for R arzun's Panharmonie Orphique, Poeme 
Orchestral, issued in New York in Nov. 1 924 by W .  E. Rudge Jnc. 



C99, 1 9 1 3  

C99 Continued 

not wish to spea k  of IV! .  Pa ul  Cla uclcl unti l  I have had 
time to study him enti re both i n  his  p rose and in his 
verse. 

Most of the younger men would seem to be d escended 
from these authors. 

M .  ju les Romains is perh a ps the mos t commanding 
figure a uwng lo jol. ito . I-Ic I a  as ,  as they say, " dumrJ 
Ia pathetiquc."  There is a vny clear  exposi tion of the 
Unanimist doctrines at the end of Lu Pu iuanus de 
Paris. I recommend the Po?me Epique in Un Etu en 
Marche and the Pri?res in Odes et Pri?ru. 

M. Charles Vildrac has a charming narrative gift, 
and M. Andre Spire is something very l ike an I magiste, 

M. Henri-Martin Barzun stands apart from the rest 
and preaches " Simultaneity," which is to say, he wishes 
us to write our poems for a dozen voices at once as they 
write an orchestral score. M. Jammes has done some
thing like this in Le Triomphe de Ia Yie. M. Barzun's 
ideas, as expressed in L'Ere du Drame, a re interesting, 
and L'Hymne du Forces moved me by i ts content and 
underlying force rather than by its execution. The 
proletariat would seem to be getting something lilc.e a 
coherent speech. This seems to me significant. Though 
M. Barzun's propositions may seem, a t  first, fitted for 
comic rather than for serious expression, I am not sure that 
he has not hit upon the true medium for democratic 
expression, the fitting method of synthesis. 

Those desiring an introduction to a greater number 
of French poets a re referred to: Po?tu d'Aujourd'hui, by 
A. Van Bever and Paul Leautaud, pub. Mercure de 
France, 26 rue de  Conde, Paris; UtU Anthologie, pub.  
L' Effort Libre, Galerie Vildrac, l1  rue deSeine; and to 
F. S. Flint's notes in Poetry and Dra ma,  especially the 
number for August, 1912.  

I know that the most difficult part of  approaching 
a foreign literature, especially the con temporary foreign 
literature,  consists in finding wha t  books to begin on.  
I lc.now that I spent about four  years puddling about on 
the edges of modem French poetry without getting 
anywhere near it. I therefore give the following list of 
books for the convenience of those who want  to read 
books worth while, and who want to fom1 some general 
and not inaccurate idea of wha t  the term " Modern 
French Poetry " means : Tristan Corbiere : Les Amours 
Ja unes; pub. A. Messein, 19 Quai Saint-Michel. Henri 
de Regnier: Oeuvres, or Lu }eux Rustiques et Divins, 
and Lu Midailles d'Argile; Mercure de France. Laurent 
Tailhade :  Po?mes Aristoplzanuquu; Mercure. Remy de 
Gourmont:  Le Pilerin de Silet1ce: Prose worlc.s : Le Latin 
Mystique, Lu Cluvaux de Diom?des, e tc. ;  Mercure. 
Francis Jammes : De l'Angilus de l'Aube a l'Ang(/us du 
Soir, Le Deuil du Primro?ru, Le Triomphe tk Ia Yie, 
C/airi?ru dans /e Cui, and prose works; Mercure. 

This list is not intended to be complete. I simply 
refer you to those boolc.s which are, among those I have 
had time to go over, the most worth reading. I have 
mentioned none that is not very much worth reading. 
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M. Rimbaud is also very important, if you do not know 
him already. Among the younger men I should note 
Jules Romains:  Un Etr� m March� (to be read before 
Odn tt Prihu; also prose works; Mercure. Charles 
Vildrac: Lior� d'Amour; pub. Eugene Figuiere, 7 rue 
Comeille. Henri-Martin Barzun:  Hym� du Fora.r; 
prose, L'Er� du Dram�; Figuiere. Andre Spire :  f/uuts; 
Mercure. Also Alcoo!J, by Guillaume Apollonaire (Mer
cure) , is clever. 

C99 Eua Pound 

Potms and Songs (second series), by Richard Middleton. 

Fisher Unwin. 

These are the poems of a distinguished amateur who 
is nearly always a poet. And as amateurishness is the 
note of the time in contemporary England, it may be 
well contended that he expresses his decade. And surely 
few will reproach him tha t he cared li ttle for the steely 
perfections of art, seeing that there is in his work so much 
that is  sympathetic, so much that is human, and so much 
pathos that is  in no way egotistic. 

He wrote many poems that will not serve as models, 
but scarcely one without some touch of beauty that was 
distinctly his own, and interpreted by his own emotions. 

His poetry is primarily poetry of the emotions, and 
intended for readers rather than for the cold sena te of 
craftsmen. And so one finds this Carol of IM Poor 
Childrm: 

We an� the poor children, come out to see the •iahu 
Oo this day o( all days, OD this night or oighta. 

Our bellies an� so empty we have oo oiogiog voice, 
But oo this night ol all n.ighu good children miUt rejoioo. 

We do rejoice, we do rejoice u hard aa we can try, 
A fine .tar, a oew a tar is ohin.inlr in the aky. 

Lovers of Riley will go mad over him. He is artis-
tically about as good as Symons and he proves that 
English poetry did not stop with the nineties. His first 
volume appeared posthumously in May, 1912.  There 
can be no hesitation in granting him a permanent place 
among the personalities of English verse, among the 
post-Victorians. 

C I OO  
E. P. 

C L OO  [A review, signed: E. P .. of) Poems and Songs (Second Series), by Richard M iddleton. Poetry, III. l (Oct. 1 9 1 3) 33-34. 
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Art. 6. - TROUBADOURB : THEIR SORTS AND CON
DITIONS. 

THE argument as t,o whether or no the troubadours are 
a subject worthy of study is an old and respectable one. 
It is far too old and respectable to be decided hastily or by 
one not infallible person. If Guillaume, Count of Pei teus, 
grandfather of King Richard Crnur de Lion, had not been 
a man of many energies, there might have been little food 
for this discussion. He was, as the old book says of him, 
' of the greatest counts in the world, and he had his way 
with women.' Besides this he made songs for either 
them or himself or for his more ribald companions. They 
say also that his wife was Countess of Dia, ' fair lady and 
righteous,' who fell in love with Raimbaut d'Aurenga 
and made him many a eong. However that may be, 
Count Guillaume made composition in verse the best of 
court fashions, and gave it a social prestige which it held 
till the accursed crusade of 1208 against the Albigenses. 
The mirth of Proven<tSl song is at times anything but 
sunburnt, and the mood is often anything but idle. The 
forms of the poetry are highly artificial, and as artifice 
they have still for the serious craftsman an interest, less 
indeed than they had for Dante, but by no means in
considerable. No student of the period can doubt that 
the involved forms, and especially the veiled meanings in 
the • trobar clus,' grew out of living conditions, and that 
these songs played a very real part in love intrigue and 
in the intrigue preceding warfare. The time had no 
press and no theatre. If you wish to make love to women 
in public, and out loud, you must resort to subterfuge ; 
and Guillaume St Leider even went so far as to get the 
husband of his lady to do the seductive singing. 

If a man of our time be so crotchety as to wish 
emotional, as well as intellectual, acquaintance with an 
age so out of fashion as the 12th century, he may try in 
several ways to attain it. He may read the songs them
selves from the old books-from the illuminated 
vellum-and h.e will learn what the troubadours meant 
to the folk of the century just after their own, as well M 
a little about their costume from the illuminated capitals. 
Or he may try listening to the words with the music, for, 

C I OI Troubadours: Their Sorts and Conditions. Quarterly Review, London, CCXIX. 437 (Oct. 1 9 1 3) 426-40. 
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thanks to Jean Beck and others, it is now possible to hear 
the old tunes. They are perhaps a little Oriental in 
feeling, and it is likely that the spirit of Sufism is not 
wholly absent from their content. Or, again, a man may 
walk the hill-roads and river-roads from Limoges and 
Charente to Dordogne and Narbonne and learn a little, 
or more than a little, of what the country meant to the 
wandering singers. He may learn, or think he learns, why 
so many canzos open with speech of the weather ; or why 
such a man made war on such and such castles. Once 
more, he may learn the outlines of these events from the 
' razzos,' or prose paragraphs of introduction, which are 
sometimes called ' lives of the troubadours.' And, if he 
have mind for these latter, he will find in the Bibliotheque 
Na.tionale at Paris the manuscript of Miquel de ]a Tour, 
written, perhaps, in the author's own handwriting ; at 
least we read ' I  Miquel de Ia Tour, scryven, do ye to wit.' 

Miquel gives us to know that such and such ladies 
were courted or loved or sung with greater or Jess good 
fortune by such and such minstrels of various degree, for 
one man was a. poor vavassour, and another was King 
Am.fos of Aragon ; and another, Vidal, was son of a 
furrier, and sang better than any man in the world ; and 
another was a poor knight that had but part of a castle ; 
and another was a. clerk, • and he had a.n understanding 
with a borgesa who had no mind to love him or to keep 
him, and who became mistress to the Count of Rodez. 
' Voila l'estat divers d'entre eulx.' 

There was indeed a difference of estate and fortune 
between them. The monk, Gaubertz de Poicebot, ' WllB 
a. man of birth ; he was of the bishopric of Limozin, son 
of the castalian of Poicebot. And he was made monk 
when he was a. child in a monastery, which is called Sain 
Leonart. And he knew well letters, and well to sing, 
and well trobar. t And for desire of woman he went 
forth from the monastery. And he came thence to the 
man to whom came all who for courtesy wished honour 
and good deeds-to Sir Savaric de Malleon-and this man 
gave him the harness of a. joglar and a. horse and clothing ; 
and then he went through the courts and composed and 

• Ralmon de Mlravo.l and Uc Brunecs respectively. 
t Poetlca.I composition, literally ' to  find.' 
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made good canzos. And he Bet his heart upon a donzella 
gentle and fair and made his songs of her, and she did 
not wish to love him unless he should get himself me..d e  
a knigh t and take her t o  wife. An d  h e  told E n  Savaric 
how the girl had refused him, wherefore En Savaric 
made him a knight and gave him land and the income 
from it, And he ms,rried the girl twd held her in grcn.t 
honour. And it happened that he went into Spain, 
leaving her behind him. And a knight out of England 
set his mind up,on her and did so much and said so much 
that he led her with him, and he kept her long time his 
mistress and then let her go. to the dogs (malamen anar) . 
And En Gaubertz returned from Spain, and lodged him
self one night in the city where she was. And he went 
out · for desire of woman, and he entered the alberc of a 
poor woman ; for they told him there was a fine woman 
within. And he found his wife. And when he· saw her, 
and she ·him, great was the grief between them and great 
shame. And he stopped the night with her, and on the 
morrow he went forth with her and took her to a 
nunnery where he had her enter. And for this grief he 
ceased to sing and to compose.' If you are minded, as 
Browning was in his ' One Word More,' you may search 
out the very song En Gaubertz made, riding down the 
second time from Malleon, flushed with the unexpected 
knighthood. 

' Per o.mor del belh temps suau 
E qua.r fin a.mor men somo.' • 

• For love of the sweet time and soft ' he besesches this 
' lady in whom joy and worth have shut themselves and 
all good in its completeness ' to give him grace and the 
kisses due to him a year since. And he ends in envoi to 
Savaric. 

' Senher sa.varic la.rc e bo 
V oa troba. hom tota fa.zo 
Quel vostre ric fag son prezan 
EI dig cortes e benestan.' t 

• • For love of the fair time and soft, 
.And because fine love calleth me to It...' 

t • MUord Savarlc, generous 
To thy lWJt bond, men find thee thus, 
That thy rich nets are food for pralee 
And courtly are thy words and t11Lys.' 
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La Tour has given us seed of drama in the passage 
above rendered. He has left us also an epic in his 
straightforward prose. • Piere de Maensac was o� 
Alverne (A.uvergne) a poor knight, and he had a brother 
named Austors de Maensac, and they both were tronba· 
dours and they both were in concord that one should 
take the castle and the other the trobar.' And pre
sumably they tossed up a marabotin or some such obsolete 
coin, for we read, • And the castle went to Austors and 
the poetry to Piere, and he sang of the wife of Bernart 
de Tierci. So much he sang of her and so much he 
honoured her that it befell that the lady let herself go 
(furar a del). And he took her to the castle of the 
Dalfin of Au�ergne, and the husband, " in the manner of 
the golden Menelaus," demanded her much, with the 
church to back him and with the great war that they 
made. But the Dalfin maintained him (Piere) so that 
he never gave her up. He (Piere) was a straight man 
(dreitz om) and good company, and he made charming 
songs, tunes arid the words, and good coblas of pleasure.' 
And among them is one beginning 

' Longa. saison ai esta.t vas amor 
Humils e francs, y ai fa.ich �:�on coma.n.' • 

Dante and Browning have created so much interest i n  
Sordello that it may not b e  amiss to give the brief account 
of him as it stands in a manuscript in the Ambrosiari 
library at Milan. ' Lo  Sordels si fo di Mantovana. 
Sordello was of Mantuan territory of Sirier (this would 
hardly seem to be Goito), son of a poor cavalier who had 
name Sier Escort (Browning's El Corte), and he delighted 
himself in chan�tons, to learn and to make them. And 
he mingled with the good men of the court. · And he 
learned all that he could and he made coblas and 
sirventes. And he came thence to the court of the Count 
of St Bonifaci, and the Count honoured him much. And 
he fell in love with the wife of the Count, in the form of 
pleasure (a forma de solatz), and she with him. (The 
Palma of Browning's poem and the Cunizza of Dante's.) 
And it befell that the Count stood ill with her brothers. 

• • For o. long time ho.ve I etood towo.rd Love 
Humble o.nd frank, and bave done his commands.' 
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And thus he estranged h:hrwelf from her, and. from Sier 
Sceillme and Sier Albrics. Thus her brothers caused her 
to be stolen from the Count by Sier Sordello and t.he 
latter cnme to stop with them. And he (Sordello) stayed 
a long time with them in great happiness, and then be 
went. into Proensso. where he received greal; honours from 
all thA good men and from the Count nnd from tho 
Countess who gave him a good castle and n wife of gentle 
birth.' 

The luck of the troubadours was as different as their 
ranks, and they were drawn from all social orders. We 
are led away far indeed from polite and polished society 
when we come to take note of that Gringoire, Guillem 
Figiera, 1 son of a tailor ; and he was a tailor ; and when 
the French got hold of Toulouse he departed into 
Lombardy. And he knew well trobar and to sing, and 
he made himself ioglar among the townsfolk (ciutadine). 
He was not a man who knew how to carry himself 
among the barons or among the better class, but much 
he got himself welcomed among harlots and slatterns and 
by inn-keepers and taverners. And if he saw coming a 
good man of the court, there where he was, he was sorry 
and grieved at it, and he nearly split himself to take him 
down a peg (et ades percussava de lui abaissar).' 

For one razzo that shows an unusual character there 
are a dozen that say simply that such or such a man was 
of Manes, or of Cata.loigna by Rossilon, or of elsewhere, 
1 a poor cavalier.' • They made their way by favour at 
times, or b'y singing, or by some other form of utility. 
Ademar of Ganvedan 1 was of the castle Marvois, son of 
a poor knight. He was knighted by the lord of Marvois. 
He was a brave man but could not keep up his estate as 
knight, and he became jongleur and was respected by all 
the best people. And later he went into orders at Gran 
Mon.' Elias Cairels 1 was of Sarlat ; ill he sang, ill he 
composed, ill he played the fiddle and worse he spoke, but 
he was good at writing out words and tunes. And he 
was a. long time wandering, and when he quitted it, he 
returned to Sarlat and died there.' Perdigo was the son 
of a. fisherman and made his fortune by his art. Peirol 
was a. poor knight who was fitted out by the Dalfin of 

• For example, Pelre Bremon and Pa.ln.zol, 
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Auvergne and mo.de love to Sail de Claustra ; and all we 
know of Cercamon is that he made vers and pastorelas in 
the old way and that • he went everywhere he could get 
to.' Pistoleta • was a singer for Arnaut of Marvoil, and 
later he took to trobar and made songs with pleasing 
tunes and he was well received by the best people, 
although a man of little comfort und of poor endowment 
and of little stamina. And he took a wife at Marseilles 
and became a merchant and became rich and ceased 
going about the courts.' Guillems the skinny was a 
joglar of Manes, and the capital letter shows him 
throwing 3, 5, and 4, on a red dice board. • Never had he 
on harness, and what he gained he lost malamen, to the 

. taverns and the women. And he ended in a hospital in 
Spain.' 

The razzos have in them the seeds of literary criticism. 
The speech is, however, laconic. Aimar lo Ners was a 
gentleman. • He made such songs as he knew how to.' 
Aimeric de Sarlat, a joglar, became a troubadour, • and 
yet he made but one song.' Peire Guillem of Toulouse 
• Made good coblas, but he made too many.' Daude of 
Pradas made cansos • per sen de trobar,' which I think 
we may translate • from a mental grasp of the craft.' 
• But they did not move from love, wherefore they had 
not favour among folk. They were not sung.' We find 
also that the labour and skill were divided. One man 
played the viol most excellently, and another sang, and 
another spoke his songs to music,"' and another, Jaufre 
Rudel, Brebezieu's father-in-law, made good tunes with 
poor words to go with them. 

The troubadour's person comes in for as much free 
criticism as his performance. Elias fons Salada was • a fair 
man verily, as to feature, a joglar, no good troubadour.' t 
But Faidit, a joglar of Uzerche, • was exceedingly greedy 
both to drink and to eat, and he became fat beyond 
measure. And he took to wife a public woman ; very fair 
and well taught she was, but she became as big and fat 
as he was. And she was from a rich town Alest of the 
Mark of Provenca from the seignory of En Bernart 
d'Andussa.' 

• Richard of Brebezleu (dlsia sons). 
t The 'joglar ' Willi the player and singer, the • troubo.rlour ' the ' tinder 

or composer of songs and words. 
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One of the nobleot figures of the time, if we are to 
believe the cht·onicle, was Savaric de Mauleon, a rich 
baron of Peitieu, whom I have mentioned above, son of 
Sir Reios de Malleon ; ' lord was he of Malleon and of 
Ta,Iarnom and of Fontenai, · and of castle Aillon and of 
Boet and of Benaon and of St Miquel en Letz and of the 
iolo of Ncra and of tho isle of Muea and '?f Nestdne and of 
Engollius and of many other go�d places.' As one may 
read in the continuation of .this notice and verify from 
the razzos of the other troubadours, • he was of the most 
open-handed men in the world.' He seems to have left 
little verse save the tenzon with Faidit. 

• Behold divers estate between them all ! • Yet, despite 
the difference in conditions of . life between the 12th 
century and our own, these few citations should be 
enough to prove that the people were much the same, 
and if the preceding notes do not do this, there is one 
tale left that should succeed. 

' The Vicomte of St Antoni was of the bishopric of 
Caortz (Cahors), Lord and Vicomte of St Antoni ; and he 
loved a noble lady who was wife of the seignor of Pena 
Dalbeges, of a rich castle and a strong. The lady was 
gentle and fair and valiant and highly prized and much 
honoured ; and he very valiant and well trained and good 
at arms and charming, and a good trobaire, and had 
name Raimons J ordans ; and the lady was called the 
Vicontesse de Pen a ;  and the love of these two was 
beyond all measure. And it befell that the Viscount 
went into a land of his enemies and was grievously 
wounded, so that report held biro for dead. And at 
the news she in great grief went and gave candles at 
church for his recovery. And he recovered. And 
at thil'l news also she had great grief.' And she . fell 
a-moping, and that was the end of the af:fair with St 
Antoni, and ' thus was there more than one in deep dis
tress.' ' Wherefore ' Elis of Montfort, wife of .William 
a-Gordon, daughter of the Viscount of Trozena; the glass 
of fashion and the mould of form, the pride of ' youth, 
beauty, courtesy,' and presumably of justice, mercy, long
suffering, and so forth, made him overtures, a�d success
fully. And the rest is a matter of so much sweetness and 
honey that I do not venture to transcribe it. 

If humanity was much the same, it is equally certain 
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that individuals were not any more liko one another ; and 
this may bo · better shown in the uncommunicative 
canzoni than in the razzos. Thus we have a pastoral from 
the sensitive and little known J oios of Tolosa : 

' Lau
'
trier el dous temps de pascor 

En una ribeira,' 

which runs thus : 

' The other day, in the aweet time of Easter, I went across a 
flat land of rivers hunting for new flowers, walking by th e 
aide of the path, and for delight in the greenness of things 
and because of the complete good faith and love which I bear 
for her who inspires me, I felt a melting about my heart and 
at the first flower I found, I burst into tears. 

' And I wept until, in a ahady place, my eyes fell upon a 
shepherdess. Fresh was her colour, and she was white as a 
snow-drift, and she had doves' eyes,' 

and the rest of it. 
And in very different key we find the sardonic Count. 

of Foix, in a song which begins mildly enough for a 
spring song : 

' Mas qui a flor si vol mesclar,' 

and turns swiftly enough to a livelier measure : 

' Ben deu gardar lo aieu bo.ston 
.Car frances aabon grans colps dar 
Et albirar ab lor bordon · 
E nous flzes in carcasses 
Ni en genes ni en gascon.' "' 

My purpose in all this is to suggest to the casual 
reader that the Middle Ages did not exist in tapestry 
alone, nor in the 

·
14th century romances, but that there 

was a life like our own, no mere sequence of citherns and 
citoles, nor a continuous stalking about in sendal and dillS
pre. Men were pressed for money. There was unspeak
able boredom in the castles. The chivalric singing 

* ' Let no mnn loorige nmld the flowers 
Wi thout n otont club ol nome kind. 
Know ye the French p.re stllf in otoUJ·s 
And olng not nil they have In mind, 
So trust ye not In Carcllllon 
In Genovese nor In Gllllcon.' 



C l O l ,  1 9 1 3  

C ! Ol Continued 

was devised to ligh ten the boredom ; and this very 
singing became itself in due time, in the manner of all 
thiJ?gB, an ennui. 

There has been so much written about the poetry of 
the best Proven�al period, to wit the end of the 12th 
century, that J oho,ll BB,Y nothin g of it. here, btlt shaJl con
fine the latter part of this essay to a mention of three 
efforts, or three sorts of effort which were employed to 
keep poetry alive after the crusade of 1208. 

Any etudy of European poetry is unsound if it does not 
commence with a study of that art in Provence. The art 
of quantitative verse had been lost. This loss was due 
more to ignorance than to actual changes of language, 
from Latin, that is, into the younger tongues. It is 
open to doubt whether the 1Eolic singing was ever com
prehended fully even in Rome. When men began to 
write on tablets and ceased singing to the barbitos, a loss 
of some sort was unavoidable. Propertius may be cited 
aa an exception, but Propertius writes only one metre. 
In any case the classic culture of the Renaissance was 
grafted on to medieval culture, a process which is 
excellently illustrated by Andrea Divus Iustinopolitn.nus' 
translation of the Odyssey into Latin. It is true that 
each century after the Renaissa:nce baa tried in its own 
way to come nearer the classic, but, if we are to under
stand that part of our civilisation which is the art of 
verse, we must begin at the root, and that root is 
medieval. The poetic art of Provence paved the way 
for the poetic art of Tuscany ; and to this Dante bears 
sufficient witness i n  his treatise • De Vulgari Eloquio.' 
The heritage of art is one thing to the public and 
quite another to the succeeding artists. The artist's 
inheritance from other artists can be little more than 
certain enthusiasms, which usually spoil his first work, 
and a definite knowledge of the modes of expression 
which goes to perfecting his more mature performance. 
All this is a matter of technique. 

After the compositions of Vidal and of Rudel and of 
Ventadour, of Bornelh and Bertrans de Born and Arnaut 
Daniel, there seemed little chance of doing distinctive 
work in the ' canzon de l'amour courtois.' There was no 
way, or at least there was no man in Provence capable 
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of finding a new way of saying in seven closely rhymed 
strophes that a certain girl, matron or widow was liko a 
certain set of things, and that the troubadour's virtues 
wore like another set, and that all this was very sorrow
ful or otherwi�e, and that there was but one obvious 
remedy. Richard of Brebezieu had done his best for 
tired ears ; he had made similes of ooaRta and of t.he stars 
which got him a passing favour. He had compared 
himself to the fallen elephant and to the self-piercing 
pelican, and no one could go any further. Novelty is 
reasonably rare even in modes of decadence and revival. 
The three devices tried for poetic restoration in the early 
13th century were the three tJBual devices. Certain men 
turned to talking art and resthetics and attempted to 
dress up the folk-song. Certain men tried to make verse 
more engaging by stuffing it with an intellectual and 
argumentative content. Certain men turned to social 
satire. Roughly, we may divide the interesting work of 
the later Proven�tal period into these three divisions. As 
all of these men had progeny in Tuscany, they are, from the 
historical point of view, worth a few moments' attention. 

The first school is best represented in the work of 
Giraut Riquier of Narbonne. His most notable feat was 
the revival of the Pastorela. The Pastorela is a poem in 
which a knight tells of having met with a shepherdess or 
some woman of that class, and of what fortune and con
versation befell him. The form had been used long before 
by Marcabrun, and is familiar to us in such poems as 
Guido Cava.lcanti's ' In un boschetto trovai pastorella,' or 
in Swinburne's ' An Interlude.' Guido, who did all things 
well, whenever the fancy took him, has raised this form 
to a. surpassing excellence in his poem ' Era. in pensier 
d'Amor, quand' io trovai.' Riquier is most amusing in 
his account of the inn-mistress a.t Sant Pos de Tomeiras, 
but even there he is less amusing than was Marcabrun 
when he sang of the shepherdess in ' L'autrier iost' una. 
sebissa.' Riquier has, however, his place in the apostolic 
succession ; and there is no reason why Ca.va.lcanti and 
Riquier should not have met while the former was on his 
journey to Ca.mpostella, although Riquier may as easily 
have been in Spain at the time. At any rate the 
Florentine noble would have heard the pastorelas of 
Gira.ut ; and this may have set him to his ballate, which 
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Reems to date from tho t.imo of his meeting with Mandetta 
in Toulouse. Or it may have don e nothing of t,ho kind. 
The only settled fact is that Hiquier was then the best
known living 'troubadour and near the end of h is course. 

The second, and to us the dullest of the schools, set to 
�xplaining the nature of love and its affects. The normsJ 
modern will probably slgke fi.U his cnrioBity for t,his so.rt, 
of work in reading one such poem ns the King of N avs,rre's 
' De Fine amour vient science e beautez.' ' Ingenium 
nobis ipsa puella facit,' as Propertius put it, or anglice : 

•·Knowledge and beauty from true love are wrought, 
A nd likewise love is born from this same pair ; 
These three are one to whoso hath trne thought,' etc. 

There might be less strain if one sang it. This peculiar 
variety of flame was carried to the altars of Bologna, 
whence Guinicello sang : 

' AI cor gentil ripara sempre amore, 
Come l'augello in selva alia verdura.' 

And Cavalcanti wrote : ' A  lady asks me, wherefore I wish 
to speak of an accident which is often cruel.' Upon this 
poem there are nineteen great and learned commentaries. 
And Dante, following in his elders' footsteps, has burdened 
us with a '  Convito.'  

The third school is the school of satire, and is the only 
one which gives us a contact with the normal life of the 
time. There had been Proven�al satire before Piere 
Cardinal ; but the sirventes of Bordello and de Born were 
directed for the most part ngainst persons, while the 
Canon of Clermont drives rather against conditions. In 
so far as Dante is critic of morals, Cardinal must be held 
as his forerunner. Miquel writes of him as follows : 

' Peire Cardinal was of V cillu.c of the city Pui Ma Donna, 
and he was of honom·able lineage, son of a knight and a lady. 
And when he wa.s little his father put him for canon in tho 
canonica major of Pui ; and he learnt letters, and he knew 
well how to read and to sing ; and when he was come to 
man's estate he had high knowledge of the vanity of this 
world, for he felt himself gay and fair and young. And he 
made many fair arguments and fair songs. And he made 
cansos, but he made only a few of these, and sirventes ; and 
he did best in the said sirventes where he set forth many fine 
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arguments and fair examples for those who u nders tttud them ; 
fot· much he rebuked the folly of this wodd and much he 
reproved tho false clerks, as his sirvontes show. And he 
went through the courts of kings and of noble barons and 
took with him .his joglar who sang the sirventes. And much 
was he honoured and welcomed by my lord the good king of 
Aragon r.md by honourable barons. And I, master Miquel de 
la Tour, escruian (scribe), do ye to wit that N. Peire Cardinal 
when he passed from this life was nearly a hundred. And I, 
the aforesaid Miquel, have written these sirventes in the city 
of Nomze (Nimes) and here are written some of his sirventes.' 

If the Vicontesse de Penn reminds us of certain ladies 
with whom we have met, these sirventes of Cardinal may 
well remind us that thoughtful men have in every age 
found almost the same set of things or at loast the same 
sort of things to protest; against ; if it be not a corrupt 
press or some monopoly, it is always some sort of 
equivalent, some conspiracy of ignorance and interest. 
And thus he says, ' Li clerc si fan pastor.' The clerks 
preliend to be shepherds, but they are wolfish at heart. 

If he can find a straight mo.n, it is truly mat tor for song ; 
and so we hear him any of the Duko of Narbonne, who was, 
apparently, making a fight for honest adminisliration : 

' Corns raymon due de Narbona 
MR.rques de proensa. 
V astra. valors es tan bonn. 
Que tot lo mon gensa, 
Quar de Ia mar de bayona 
En tro a valenca 
Agra gent falsae fellona 
Lai ab vii temensa, 
M(l.s vos tenetz vil lor 
Q'n frances bevedor 
Plus qua • perditz n.ustor 
No vos fan temensa.' t 

• Here l ies the difficulty o( nil this sort o( scholnrsh i p  I 1� this ' qua ' 
or ' que ' 1 The change of the letter will shift Ull into Irony. 

t ' Now is come from Fmuee what one did not nsk lor '--he i<� nddre�sing 
the man who Is 11tllndlng against the North-

• Coun t  Rnymon, Duke of Nnrbonne, 
Marquis of Provence, 
Your valour is sound enough 
To mnko up for the cowardice of 
All the rest of the gentry. 
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Curdinttl ia not conton t to ::�pend h i msolf in moro n.buso, 
like the littlo tailor Figcira, who rhymes Chris t's • mortal  
pena ' with 

' Car volctz totzjora portn.r lo. borso. plmm,' 

which is one way of Baying ' Judas ! '  to tho priostEJ.  I-Io, 
Cardinal, sees that the technique of honesty is not nlwnys 
utterly simple. 

' Li postilh, legat elh cardinal 
Fa cordon tug, y an fag establir 
Que qui nos pot de traisson esdi t·,' 

which may mean, ' The pope and tho legato and the 
cardinal have twisted such a cord that they have brought 
things to such a pass that no one can escape committing 
treachery.' As for the rich : 

' Li ric home an pietat tan gmn 
Del autre gen quon nc caym da bel 
Que mais volon tolre q lop no fan 
E mais mentir que tozas do bordelh.' '" 

Of the clergy, ' A ta.ntas vey baylia,' • So much the more 
do I see clerks coming into power that all the world will 
be theirs, whoever objects. For they'll have it  with 
taking or with giving '  (i.e. by granting land, belonging 
to one man, to someone else who will pay allegiance for 
it, as in the case of De Montfort), ' or with pardon or with 
hypocrisy ; or by assault or by drinking and eating ; or 
by prayers or by praising the worse ; or with God or 
with devilry.' We find him putting the age-long query 
about profit in the following. 

' He may have enough harnes8 
And sorrel horses and bays ; 

For from tho seo. at Bayonne, 
Even to V oJcnce, 
Folk would have given In (sold out), 
Dut you hold them In scorn, 
(Or, rending " l'nur," " acorn the gold."] 

So tho.t tho drunken French 
Alarm you no more 
Than n partridge lrlghteno o. hawk.' 

• • Tho rich men hnvo ouch pity 
Ii'or other folk-about no much 11.8 Cain ha.d lor Abel. 

For they would like to leave less than tho wolves clo, 
And to lie more than girls In o. brothel,' 
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Tower, wall, and palace, 
May he have 
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-The rich ma.n denying his God.' 
The stanza runs very smoothly to the end 

' Si mortz no fos 
Elh valgra. per un cen.' "' 

The modern Proven�o.l enthusiast who is in raptures 
at the idea of chivalric love (a term which he usually 
misunderstands), and who is little concerned with the art 
of verse, has often failed to notice how finely the sound 
of Cardinal's poems is matched with their meaning. 
There is a lash and sting in his timbre and in his move
ment. Yet the old man is not always bitter ; or, if he is 
bitter, it is with the bitterness of a torn heart and not 
of a hard one. It is so we find him in the sirvente 
beginning : 

' As a. man weepeth for his son or for his father, 
Or for his friend when dea.th ha.s taken him, 
So do I mourn for the living who do their own ill, 
False, disloyal, felon, and full of ill-fare, 
Deceitful, breakers-of-pact, 
Cowards, complainers, 
Highwaymen, thieves-by-stealth, turn'-coa.ta, 
Betra.yera, and full of treachery, 
Here where the devil reigns 

And teaches them to act thus.' 

He is almost the only singer of his time to protest 
against the follies of war. As here : 

' Ready for war, as night is to follow the sun, 
Readier for it than is the fool to be cuckold 
When he has first plagued his wife I 
And war is an ill thing to look upon, 
And I know that there is not one man dra.wn into it 
But his child, or his cousin or someone akin to him 
Prays God that it be given over.' 

He says plainly, in another place, that the barons make 
war for their own profit, regardless of the peasants. ' Fai 
mal senher vas loa sieu.' His sobriety is not to be fooled 

• • A hundred men he would be wor�h 
Were there no dea�h.' 
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With sentiment ei ther martial Oi' otherwise. 'fhol'O ia in 
him little of the fashion of feminolatry, and the gentle 
reader in search of trunk-hose and the light guitar had 
better go elsewhere. As for women : ' L'una fai drut.' 

' One turns Ieman for the sake of groat possessions ; 
And another because poverty is killing her, 
And one hasn't, "'Ven n. ohift. of coarse li nen ; 

And another has two and does l ikewise. 
And one gets an old man-and she is a. young wench, 
And the old woman gives the man an elixir.' 

As for justice, there is little now : • If a rich man steal 
by chicanery, he will have right before Constantine (i.e. by 
legal circumambience), but the poor thief may go hang.' 
And after this there is a passage of pity and of irony 
fine-drawn as much of his work is, for he keeps the very 
formula that De Born had used in his praise of battle, 
• Belh mes quan vey ' ; and, perhaps, in Sir Bertrans' time 
even the Provenc;al wars may have seemed more like a 
game, and may have appeared to have some element of 
sport and chance in them. But the 12th century had 
gone, and the spirit of the people was weary, and the old 
canon's passage may well serve as a final epitaph on all 
that remained of silk thread and cisclalons, of viol and 
gai saber. 

• Never again shall we see the Easter oome in so fairly, 
That was wont to come i n  with pleasure and with song. 
No I but we see it arrayed with alarms and excursions, 
Arrayed with war and dismay and fear, 
Arrayed with troops and with cavalcades, 
Oh yes, it's a fine sight to see holder and shepherd 
Going so wretched that they know not where they are.' 

EzRA PoUND. 

I I  PHASELLUS ILLE , 
By Ezra Pound 

THIS papier-m!Jche, which you see, my friends, 
1 - - Sruth 'twas the worthiest of editors. 

Its mind was made up in " the seventies, " 
Nor hath it ever since changed that concoction. 
It works to represent that school of thought 
Which brought the haircloth chair to such perfection; 
Nor will the horrid threats of Bernard Shaw 
Shake up the stagnant pool of its convictions ; 
Nay, should the deathless voice of all the world 
Speak once again for its sole stimulation, 
'Twould not move it one jot from left to right. 

Come Beauty barefoot from the Cyclades, 
She'd find a model for St. Anthony 
In this thing's sure decormn and behavior. 
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Reviews. 
There can be l i ttle doubt that we,  we the reviewers, 

we the readers, we the voice of  rumour, on dit 
etcetera, that the aforesaid we spend a deal too much 
of our time both in reading and in writing reviews. 
A single review in any s i ngle mentionable paper gives 
out no more than the puny preference of the puny and 
individual reviewer or at most the creaking and 
habitual voice of his organ. 

We propose the scientific norm. 
After years of assiduous study, after hours of 

patient comparison we are lead to believe that there 
are only n certain number of things that can be said 
about n book, or at  least abou t  any work of fiction, 
poetry or belles lettres. I neglect certain nuances 
and variants for there are, even in the exact science 
of m a thematics, certain n uances and fractions which 
we are permitted to. neglect when we make practical 
computations of certain sorts, .ns par example when 
dealing with " limits and variables. " 

Obviously the function and intent of all these 
pages of reviews which we have, daily, weekly, 
monthly, spread before us is that they should serve 
the public that the more intelligent public should be 
spared th� trouble �f reading 

.
the books reviewed and 

that the less intelligent pu�hc should be
. 
told what 

books it  had best read for ats moral and mtellectual 
advancement. • • , It is true thnt there exist 
certain contumacious persons who say, or at  least are 
reported to have said that " reviewing is not criti
cism , but rnerely n branch of publishers' advertising , "  
b u t  it is generally believed that such persona do not 
belong to the world of letters. 

Not only do we belieye that there are only a 
limited number of remarks that can be made about 
any given literary creation but we believe that · they 
nre, in actuality, made about s_o vast a pe_rcentage of 
the works actually published that we wall s11ve the 
reader considerable time by presenting h im with 
the following table of opinions. We believe that 
only those most versed in the productions of the day 
wil l  be able to remember a ny work about which they 
have not or m ight not h ave been said. 

Thus : 

TABLE. 
1 .  Mr. Henry James has never heard of this author. 

.:1. Mr. Thomas H ardy " ditto. " 
3· M r .  Yeats believes the author to be meritorious 

and possibly excellent, he regrets that he has 
not had time to read the work in question 
nnd refers the reader to Mr. T. Sturge Moore 
for a l ucid opinion. 

4 · Mr. Edmund Gosse says that i f  the young au thor 
w i l l  only go on in the way he has begun, he 
will add to English l iterature something 
which is unusual  r iches. 

5· Mr. Abercrombie thinks the work epoch-making. 
(>. Mr. Figgis considers that the merits of this 

11u thur, while approach ing those of Frank 
H arri s ,  Abercrombie and Shakespeare, do 
not in all points attain those of M r. 
Abercrombie. 

7·  Mr. Ezra Pound ' says that someone else has 
praised this book and that therefore it  must 
be b11d.  

8.  Mr. W. vV. G ibson avoids a defi n i te com mittal  
b u t  says of  the author : " vVhat ? Oh I l ike 
him awfully. " 

9· Mrs. Bea trice Hastings says this work is unadul
terated rott ,  besides the phrase " blue ships " 
on p. 4 1 1  is weak in comparison with the 
" B l ack Ships " of Homer (vide B utcher and 
Lang, book I I . )  

1 0 .  S i ster M ildred (West London Mission) says : " I 
thin!< the story is wonderful and very true. 
It will make a great impression . "  
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1 1 .  Rev. Father J ay (Shorcditch) : " The book is very 
very fine, it will be a tremendous success. ' '  
(Siinilar expressions · from T .  P .  O 'Connor, 
Archdeacons \Vilberforce and Sincl air,  
W ill iam Canton, R .  Leighton, and others.) 

1 2 . vVcary Haggs says : " I used this sort of book 
forty years ago, s ince when I have used no 
o ther. ' '  

1 3 . The " Spectator ' '  says : " This author goes 
from strength to strength . "  

1 4 .  Several people say i t  is the greatest book since 

1 5 .  Mr. Edward Thomas says the author h as a 
beautiful soul . 

1 6. M r. A lfred Noyes refuses to give 1111 opinion unti l  
he h11s had access to the publ isher's accounts. 
H e  i s  not sure whether the author is self
supporting. 

17 .  The " Evening News " says :  The author is a 
med ical doctor by profession, but his 
thoughts earlt, turned to l i terature (says the 
" IJ'aily Mail ') and he early begnn to publish 
his works privately. 

1 8. Mr. Courtney 's new typist says the book is 
published by MacMilstable nnd will therefore 
need half a r.olumn. 

I t  wil l  be seen that we have here the opinions it 
not of  al l  the leaders of thought at least of leaders 
who are typical of all the brands of thought now 
thought in England, As the number of clauses 
which apply to any given possible book is very 
greatly in excess of the number of those which do 
not 11pply, the reviews wi ll consist simply of the 
n u merals belonging to the r.lau.�es which do NOT 

npply. Thus :  

SAMPLE R EVI EWS. 

New Edition ol Flauber't : 1 1  4• That is to say : 

1 .  Mr. Henry James HAS heard of this author. 

4· Mr. Gosse does not think it will add much to 
English literature in any case. 

" Flowera ol the Wild ," by the honourable Florus Q. 
(second cousin to the Minister of F inance, or 
the conservative whip) : 3• That is to say : 

l'vl r. W. B. Y. considers that this young man is too 
beautiful to be anyth ing more than some fine 
lady's darling. 

" Lop dogs n n d  I ncubi ," by Vanv11n : So to.  

5 · Mr. Abercrombie does not consider i t  epoch
maldng. 

a o. Neither docs sister Mildred. 

If the subscriber will retaih the table given in this 
issue, he wil l  be able completely to follow all  current 
publica tions with very l itt le effort. 

z. 

The Approach to Paris. 
By Ezra Pound. 

v. 
I r Vildrac has laid himself open to the charge of a lmost 
profess ional kindliness, there are I think few who would 
bring such an accusat ion against M.  Laurent Tailhade. 

If ·the crowd of men who gather about " L' E!lort 
Libre" have set abou t c larifying the poetic d iction it is 
equally certain that the a u thor of " poemes Aristopha
nesques" writes in  accordance with a tradition of 
speech which has no need of clarification. 
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Tiiglich geht sic dort ·spaziereu, 
Mit zwei hasslich alten Damen-

w rote H e i ne with his  eye very much on the object. 
Cannell est maigre-un trait de bistre . . .  

wrote Gaut ier .  I think this  sort of clear presenta tion 
is of the noblest traditions of our craft. It is surely 
t he scou rge o f  fools. It is  what may be called the 
" prose tradition " of poetry, and by th is I mean th a t  i t  
i s  a pract ice o f  speech com mon to good prose and to 
good w� rse al ike .  It is to modern verse what the 
method of . Flaul>ert is to modern prose, a nd by that I 
do not m e a n  that i t is not equally common to the best 
work of the ancients. It means constatation of fact. 
It presents. It does not comment. I t  is irrefut:rble 
because it docs not present a personal predilection for 
any particular fraction of the truth. I t  is as communi
cative as Nature. I t is  as uncommunicative as Na ture. 
It is not a criticism of life, I mean it does not deal in 
opinion. It washes its hands of theories. It does not 
attempt to j ustify anybody '·s ways to anybody or any
thing else. It  ca lls a calf a calf, it  does not attempt ·to 
prove that the proverbial " two-year" old calf should 
have been brought to that age in six weeks. J.t is 
open to a ll facts and to a ll impress ions . 

i'ur le P.etit bateau-mouche, 
Les bourgeois sout entasses, 
Avec les enfauts qu 'on mouche , 
Qu 'on ne mouche pas assez. 

The presentative method does not attempt to " array 
the ox w i-th trappings. "  It does not attempt to give 
d i g n i ty to tha t which is without dignity, which last is 
" rhetoric , "  that is , an attempt to make important the 
un important, to make more important the less import
ant. I t  is a lie and a di stortion . 

The presentative method is equ ity . It is powerless to 
make the noble seem ignoble.  It fights for a sane 
valua t ion. I t  cannot bring fine things into rid icule. 
It wil l  not pervert a thing from its true use by trying 
to ascribe to it  alien uses. 

It is also the scourge of fools. 
Les femmes !aides qui dechjffrent des sonates 
Sortent de chez Erard, le concert tennine 
Et, sur le trottoir gras, elles heurtent Phryne 
Oilrant au plus offrant ) 'or de ses fausses naltes 
Elles vienuent d 'oulr Ladislas Tala point , 
Pianiste hongrois que le Figaro vante. 

This is what is called 1 1  rendering one's own time in 
the term s o f  one ' s  own tim e. "  Heine wrote in this 
manner, and so did Catullus, and so for that matter 
did Aris tophanes for whom M. Tailhade names the 
present volume. M. Tailhade h as translated Pe tronius · 
it is what one would expect him to do. 

' 

He invokes 11 pan urge daube et �annio craquete" very 
much as one has cried out in holy fervour. 

Sweet Christ from hell spew up some Rabelais. 

And in his premoni tory ballade he writes
Vous effarez le Mufle ivre de ca11 f. : 
Ce que j 'ecris n 'est pas pour ces charognes . 

" Mufle" is li terally " muzzle" or " snout ,"  and I 
suppose we may render his first fasciculus, " The Land 
of the Mugs," it is inscribed to that profound and 
delicate genius , Marcel Schwolr--

Trop de merluche et des lentilles copieuses 
----Seule rHection toleree aux croyants
Enjolivent de certains rots Cdifiants 
La constipation des personne6 pieuses. 

Dans ! 'omnibus aucunement blasphetnatoire 
Montent force nonnains, coiffes et canezou 
Et c'est un air de deuil en les boutiques 0� 
Sourit Ia poire du Bienheureux Peyreboire. 

Quelques petits enfants----dirai-je masturbes i 
Vers Saint-Sulpice, et leurs mai tres , larges abbf Du goguenot prochain , ejouissent Ia vue. s, 

He is, one finds, full of tricks out of Rabe.Iai-s and 
of Villon, and of mannerisms brought from the Pie· �UI 
He is a gourmand of great books; h.e is altoge

'
t� e. 

unabashed and unashamed. er 
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Entre les sieges oil. des garcons volontaires 
Entasse!lt leur chalants panni les .boulingrins, La famtlle Feyssard , avec des mrs sereins 
Discute longuement les tables solitaries. ' 

La demoisel le a lllis uu chapeau rouge vi! 
Dout s 'honore le bon faiseur de sa commune 
Et madame Feyssard, un peu hommasse et bn;ne, 
Porte une robe !outre avec d�s refleb d ' i f .  

He is  equally vivid in his-
QuATIER LATIN .  

Dans l e  bar o u  jamais l e  parfum des brevas 
Ne dissipa l 'odeur de vomt qui Ia navre 
Triompllent les appas de Ia mere Cadavre 
Dont le nom est fameux j usquc ches les Howas. 
Brune, elle fut jadis vant�e entre les brunes, 
Tant q ue son souvenir au Vaux-Hall est reste. 
Et c'est toujours avec bocoup de digil.ite 
Qu 'elle rince le zinc et detn.ille les prunes. 

The Louvre itself is versified with no less aptness-

Ces voyageurs ont des waterproofs d 'un gris jaune Avec des brodequins en alles en bateau ;  
Devant Reubens, devant Rembrandt, devant Watteau, 
lis s 'arrHent, pour consulter le Guide Joanne. 

When M. Tailhade parodies the antique is coo· 
siderably more than a parodist. He writes to his 
subject -and the 11 snatches of ancient psalmody" are 
b u t  a part of the music. The cadence and the rhymes 
are sufficiently rid iculous, and these also arc 11 mockery. 
That is to say, he is a sat irist, he does not imitate 
a form merely for the sake of imita ting. He plap 
with his old authors as easily as Lorenw de Medici 
played with the cadences of the " primi seool i" poets, 
as easi ly as Leopardi when he write s-

Tutti desti cantando erano i ga11i. 

E porporina i sempi temi cal li , 
etc . , 

in " Paralipomeni . "  Tailhade enjoys himself as Ul" 
vantes enjoyed himself with the " Diana" of Mont� 
mayor. It is a pleasing and erudite irony .

such aJ 
should fill the creative artist with glee and maght wen 
fill  the imitator with a species of apostolic terror. . 

Par example, this ballade " de Ia parfaite ad�� 
t ion , " how uncomfortable for those writers who th�ad 
tha t a derivative mysticism is  valid excuse for 
verses. 

BAI,I .. \0�.  fBr. 
Voici venir le Buffle, le Buflle des buffles ! -le Bud� 

Lui seul est buftle et tous les autrcs ne sont ifle,_lc 
boeufs. Voici venir le Duffle, lc Buffi� des bu e 
Buffle ! 

Le verbe sesquipedalier, 
Le discours mitre, Ia faconde Navanoise du Chevalit>r , 
A Poissy comme dans Golconde, 
Essorillent le pleutre immonde. 
Mais, loin de tout bourgeois nigaud, 
Hurle ta palabre f�conde : 
Sois grandiloque et bousingot. 

I I .  
D E  REG N I E R .  r:osJrioO 

If Laurent Tailhade has sought to follow the coO' 
of Aristophanic Greece, Henri De Regnier has ')11C 
tended himself with the tradition of vase-painterS· e tor ' th rn reader will, I suppose , be much annoyed WI of 1ht 
praising a man after he has been made a member rcire1 
French Academy, but I cannot b ring myself to 

fallen 
the " Odelettes" merely because misfortune haS 

upon their author since the date of their composition. 
Their " souplesse de rhythme" has not grown stiff 
during the sixteen years that have passed �ince their 
publication. 

Uu petit roseau m 'a suffi 
Pour faire fremir I 'her be haute 
Et tout le pre 
Et les doux saules 
Et le ruisseau qui chante aussi ; 
Un petit roseau m 'a suffi 
A fai re chanter Ia foret. 

These lin es and t he rest of this odelette hav e  long 
been recog-nised as M. De Ree-nier 's declaration of his  
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inten t .  Almost ony of the poems of this sequence 
would serve to show h i s  method of rhyme, and of the 
blending of rhyme-sounds, as par example :-

Si tu disais : 
\'oici I 'Automme qui vient et marchc 
Doucement sur les fueilles seches, 
l�coute le heurt de Ia hache 
Q u i ,  d 'arbre en arbrc, dans Ia foret 
Sape et s 'ebreche ; 
Rcgardc aussi sur le marais 
Les oiseaux tomber, fleche a flec!Je, 
Les ailes l aches . 

The author is, I suppose, the last of the Parnas
siens, or  a t  the least the last one who cou nts. His 
melody presents nothing that is any longer new o r  
startling. The perfection of h i s  melody will interest 
none save the lovers of melody. If Romains has tried to 
bring in new and incongruous gods, it is apparent to 
the lea st  observant diletta n te t h a t  M . De Regnier is 
quite content with divinities long since enshrined and 
established. I f  he has succeeded better than anyone 
else in  persuading the last faun to run through · his 
woodland,  that is his affair and the fau n 's.  I f  he has 
enticed the coyest goddess to reappear it  is no con 
cern o f  a n y  save her worshippers. If  his work has the 
beautiful fineness i t  is oi no importance-save to the 
lovers of beauty. 

] 'ai feint que les Dieux m 'a.ient parle ; 
Celui-la ruisselant d'algues et d 'eau, 
Cet autre Iourd de grappes et de ble, 
Cet autre aile, 
Farouche . . .  

What in God ' s  name has the world of  to-dav, a world 
of motor-<:ars arid steel architecture that pretends to be 
built of stone, e tc . , etc. , what has this world to do with 
a man who passes his time in such a manner, or with 
one who can write :-

Ma tristesse me vient de plus loin que moi-meme. 

We live in an era of progress and should con
gratulate ourselves continually. The last a u to-da-fe 
was held in  A .D. 1 759, but tempora mutantur,  our spirit 
outpours i tself, if  in 1 959 there remains upon this planet 
�ny man who dares to have a beautiful or  melancholy 
tn1otion he will certainly be stoned in public and his 
skeleton hung- from St. Paul 's. 

If  a man has no other innovations to offer, that is to 
sar. nothing b.ut a few perfect lyric forms, and if he 
Wishes to worship very ancient gods, it is perhaps well 
that he should do so in the most nearly perfect manner. 
There are those who consider that M . De Regnier has 
leit this more deeply than have certain of his  contem
JlOraries north of the Channel. It is fairly obvious t h a t  
there exists in Paris a n umerous a n d  clamorous younger 
generation who consider M .  De Regnier a back n u mber. 
It is equally obvious that there are among the English 
Writers many who h ave not attained to any standards 
fllore recent than those employed by this author. We 
1tnture to doubt whether there is in England any great �dy of serious criticism based upon a belief in the obso

.Scence of either their methods or of those of this distinguished academician. I have at least one friend who 
· tvcn ventures to doubt whether t·here exists in England 

I' at. t.he time of this present writing any body of serious 
, cr11Jcism whatsoever, but it is obvious that this doubt 
exists only in the mind of a very young man, one not 
yet�ompetent to write for the graver reviews. {By a serious critic I mean one reasonably con�ersaot  
with the practices and bases of  the art,  both d u nng the 
several thousand years of the known past,  and in the 
present, both in B ritain and beyond her 'borders. Of 
course a " serious "  critic is not necessarily competen t ;  
to be a competent  critic one should be possessed both of 
insight and of intelligence. I t  is thus to be seen that  a 
serious critic would be able to tell what part of a man ' s  
worlc is original and what part derivative. H e  should 
be able to tell what things are in accord with the most 
v ital tradition and what part are innovation. A com
petent critic would be able to tell whether the inno v a 
tions were significant or trivial, a n d  whether t h e  tradi-
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tion::�l part were able to stand comparison with the 
earlier resembling performance. 

As touching innovations in the specific art of metric, 
I think De Regnier has given us li ttle that we m igh t not 
have hnd from the au thor of lines, " Sopra un basso 
rilicvo" or of the " Ultimo canto d i  Safo. " Still he h ::� s  
�iven u s  something. On t h e  other hand,  there would b e  
; g r e a t  advance in

-
t h e  standard of English verse writing 

if the poets north of the Channel would learn to write 
w i th such li mpidity o�_syntax as De Regnier uses in h i s  
passage abou t the centaur :-

II s'avanca de quelques pas dans les  roseaux, 
Flaira le vent, benoit, repassa l 'eau. 

N evertheless, I do not believe that any man should 
need two thousand odd pages to say that he delights in 
gardens full of statues and running water and that 
Greek mythology is enchanting. 

This is the characteristic French limitation, we go to 
the work of these authors and there is scarcely one from 
whom we might not learn something to our adv an tage 
as craftsmen, but it  is nearly impossible to find a volume 
of French poems that one wants to read e n tire. From 
a dozen or so of compositions, you get a flair of per
sonality, of something new and entertaining, and then 
you simply cannot be bothered to go on cutting the 
pages. 

It would seem as if the French versifiers had become 
so engrossed in matters of craftsmanship as to forget 
that  the first requisite of a work of art is that .it he 
in teresting. It is of no use to aim an empty gun cor
rectly. I t  is  equal ly useless to fire a perfectly loaded 
gun unless you point i t  at precisely what you want to 
h i t .  By this pleasing allegory I mean to speak of style 
as  the perfect aiming and of " wh;Jt the man has to say" 
as the powder. 

I t  is certain that the method .of constata tion d rifts off 
imperoeptibly into description and that  pages of poetic 
description can have no interest save for those particu
la rly in terested in the things described, or for those in
terested in language as language. 

I I I .  
COR B I ERE. 

B u t  all France is not  Paris, and if  anything w�re 
needed to refute these generalities it could be found in 
the work of Corbiere. Tristan Corbiere is dead , but his 
work is scarcely known in England , and for all his  
having been a contemporary of Verlaine ·h is work can 
hardly be said to have been " published" unti l  the 'nine
ties. He has left only, one book and this alone would set 
hi m  apar t  from " the French poets" and place him in that 
very narrow category which contains Villon and Rim
baud. He was in fact Breton ;:nd had about as much 
affiliation w i th his Parisian contemporaries as had J .  M. 
Synge with the London ;:esthetes. 

Because pis versification is more English than 
French, because he was apparently careless of all versi
fication , I think that his one volume will lie half open 
on t he tables o f  all those who open it onL'C. They 
said he was careless of style, etcetera ! He was as  care
less of style . as a man of swift · mordant speech can 
afford to be. _ For the quintessence of style is precisely 
that i t  should be swift and murdant. It is precisely thal 
a man should not speak at all until he has something (it  
m a t ters very l ittle what) to say. 

Je voudrais etre alors chien de fille publique 
Lecher un peu d'amour qui ne soit pas paye ; 

Or earlier in the same poem :-
All si j 'etais un peu compris ! Si par pi tie 
Uue femme pouvait me sourire a moiti� 
Je lui di�ais : o!J viens, ange qui me con�oles ! 
. . .  Et Je Ia conduirais a ]'hospice des folies. 

The dots are in the original.  
Dam ne-toi, pure idole !  et ris ! et chante ! et pleure, 
Amante r et meurs d 'amour ! . . .  a DOS moments 

pcrd us.  
Or again by way of  encouragement. 

Cou ronne tes geuoux ! . . . 
Mais . . .  nous avons Ia pol ice, 

Et <JIIclque chose en nous d 'eunuque d de recors. 
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Thc·sc scraps are f ro111 h i s  Parisian g-asconad ings , h u t  
C\Tn in l'aris he looked the th i ng in the e y e  and was no 
more n 1 i nded to be· a " s ta nd-pa t -er " or to soo the the 
world or t h e  world-of-let ters with lla t lery than he would 
ha,·e  been to decei\'e h imself a bout  the stale of the 
Channel  off hi� na t ive vilh.1gc , the fish ing town where 
his  persona l appca r:. ncc had ea rned h i m  the nickn ame 
" an .'\n lwu " ( the corpse). 

He " sta nds , ' ' as the ph rase is, by h is songs o f  the 
B reton co:� s t ,  and the proper i n t roduction lo h i m  is  " L a  
Rapsode Foraine , ' '  o r  the song in i t ,  to S t .  Anne.  

Mere tail lcc a coups de hache.  

lliU o n  d e s  :�veugles ! Dcq u i l k  
Des viei l lcs ! Bras des nouveau-ucs I 
Mere de madame ta fi l l c ! 
Parente des abaudonu�s ! 

Des croix profonues sout tes rides 
Tes chc vcux sont blancs comme '

fi ls 

Fais veuir et conscn•e en joic 
Cenx a nai tre et ceux qui sont ues. 
Et verse, sans que Dieu te voic, 
L'eau de tes yeux sur l es damncs ! 

One garbles it so in quotation and it is much too long 
to give in full.  

The note of the sea is in the sound of his 

' Au Vmux RoscoFF. 
Trou de filibustiers, vioux nid 
A corsaire ! . . . 

Dors : tu peux fermer ton Ocil borgne 
Ouvert sur le large, et qui lorguc 
Les Anglais, depuis trois cent ans . . . . 

One has got a long way from that melange of satin 
and talcum powder which we are apt to believe to be 
French verse. And Corbiere himself is most capable of 
defin ing those qualit ies of the national l i terature which 
least at trac t  one. 

Ne m 'oiirez pas un tr6nc ! 
A moi tout seul je fris, 
Dr61e, cu rna sauce juane 
De chic et de mepris. 

Que les bottes vernies 
Pleuvent du paradis . .  

I t  was he who called H ugo "Garde national epique" 
and Lama rtine 

Inventeur de Ia wrmc ecrite, 
Lacrymatoire d'abonnes ! 

He is more rea l than the " rea l ists" because he 
still recognises that  force of romance which is a quite 
rea� and apparently ineradicable part of our life, he pre
ceded and thereby escaped that spirit or  tha t school 
wh ich was to sentimentalise over ug liness w i t h  a more 
silly sentimentality than the early romanticists h:1d 
shown toward " the beauties of n a t u re. " 

I n  short, I go on reading h i m  even though I have 
finished my article . 

I feel at presen t as if I had found an h poet to put on the l i ttle rack with Villon and Heine 
ot .er 

th e  poets whom one actual ly reads. Th is is, I dar� \VIlh 
h · f h th' f say an ent us1asm o t e momen t ,  a m g o no cr'[ '  • 

value. I tell i t  for what it is worth.  
1 leal 
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The Approach to Paris. 
By Ezra Pound. 

V I .  

WHEN I began these articles I had n o  intenti 
proclaiming that M. J ammes was the most im�� o( 
writer in France. I don ' t know that I shall 

} 111 uo so 
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even now. I t is foolish to say that " t his apple is 
h h · .. 1 d , more importa n t t an � at . .  qumce. on t �c�ow that 1 shal l  even ca l l h 1 111 the greatest of the hvmg French poet s , " for he completely escapes from all  con1putat' 

and from the ad ject ives of magni tude . Time was ': 
have heard,  when the peopk t rod upon Chi mbor�noe 
and Mrs.  Darbuld 's cousin bade her-- ' 

Seize, seize the lyre ! res u m e  the lolly strain. 
Time was, i t  was SC\'e;·al years bl'forc the tilllcs of 

t he wor thy Luc retia, when people, or at  lc.a�t bards 
d id go about seizing lyres and tom·toms, and when 1� 
" Enth us ia st " cnfrcnzied his  a ud ience or h is agora,  in 
his town or in h i s  Hellenic state rcsptctivcly . And 
V ictor Plarr t ells me th:J! savar::-c tribes still strut 
forth to war with their noble bards who do valianth· 
i n su l t  t he g randp:1 ren t s of t he tr ib:1I enemies, in , pre · 
su nwbly , t h e  lof t y  s t r a i n .  A nd Noyes is pcrsistcnth 
wi th u s ,  or ra ther he is a t  Yale,  or in Kansas, or i� 

the " Daily Jl'lai l" around the corner. And as long as 
Engla nd is England , she will have her lofty strain. 
" It is one dam 'd th ing a fter a nother, " and if it 
isn 't tribal wars, it wiU be post-Fahian pamphlets, and 
if the dea r nation can't have her grt'.'lt figures she will 
have her Hall  Caines and her Chestertons until the eod 
of the regime. And they ' ll have her lofty strains lor 
her. The w h ich is no concern of good letters. 

When the bard did actually toy with the pl�ctrum 
or flatter t'he Pythian victor, or present a tragedy with 
masks, we believe he had some relat ion to his da�·\1 
norma l ities. Someone was, may be,  :1mused, or the1r 
sporting inst incts were fla ttered , or they were paid to 
a ttend. 

, 'Avat«f>r)pp.<yy<� t�p.uot, 
T{va 8Eiw, Tl-.-' �pwa, r{va, 0' O.vOpa KlAt•O�uop.cv : 

began Pindar. How he'd have " done" a l.aa seball 
g'ame ! And what an ass you or I wou ld look if we 
began an account of the Derby with a qu ery .�s 1° 
" what God, what  hero, or what man , " it was littmg 1° 
shout for . . 

M. Fra ncis J a mmes does not ramp about scekmg 

barb i toi. The hair  of dear lute players would bt 
perfectly safe i.n h is keepi ng . . . l>t 

M. Jammes 1 s  a part of our normal l i fe ;  he IS not 1 ) I  
least bit  less a poet.  We read his books o

_
f ver�. 

1 is as if he entered our room. He speaks 111 a norllllt 
tone. He produces a conversation. He does 

d
no 

seem to monopolise i t .  He seems to speak, an
h

. 10 
wa i t and to a nswer . And then he says s()lllet 1ng. 
He �ys it without undue haste. He does n?t see: 
to be trying. \Ve a re pleased-a l ittle surpnsed-

few people ever do say anything. . rn• H . 
H " d  

. " we say In . e comes aga m .  e rops 111 , ·as . .. Ht 
countrv.  He gets the habit of " d ropping 10. . p 11 · reel ''• usually says something, and r::-radua l ly we l?e d thai man of " origin:1l m ind . " (If I am perm1ttc 

c liche.) . . akiog 
I think M: Jammes ca

.
n touch nothmR.wlth�ut M idaS· 

tha t thing hts own. It 1s �tter than be1�g .K1�r: vie" io 
I t  is, I th ink , the j:!'reat g1ft.  At  lea st 1t

. 
1s st. )I 

the fine sense . It is , in �he fine sc
.
nse, l. 1 teratu�c. thest 

is the manner of Monta1gnc . It ts, w1th bot 
men, na tura lness and humanity. t ,"  

They tel l  me " Verhaeren is the Rreatcst poetJe<l 
b r V h 

. I I have ca 
etcetera, · ut m uch o er aere.n 1s w wt · t ol 
elsewhere " Symtoma tic. " Th:1t is, it is . � sor �f. 
barometer . It is based on an economic cond1tton· rc as 
J ammes l1as based his work upon ou r n� tu ptorfl 
h umans , and the economic condition is bu t one �}10 
o f  this nature. . 'Jharcl<'• 

Th is a u thor del inea tes :J s  clea r ly :J S  Lau rent 1 � �. th  1hr . . . . 1 . t' 0 w• 1 b u t  he do�s
. 
s? �':nhou t 1 r.ntat10n.  rnla 10 h io r;reJl genera l a s 1 n 1 m t y  IS a p:1sston com,110n enoug 

·ods, and su fficien tly pardonable to the intell i!lent,  
��t i t  is not, af ter all, the h ighest of hu man emot 1ons. :od even scorn, w'hich is a very fine thing indeed, is �� the one thing essential. N e x t  to exaspera t ing 
··!.-� Muffle" there are few things more deligh tfu l than 
0 wa tch someone else do i t well .  And yet there are �jogs beyond t'his. M. J ammes oompares himself to 
1 donkey-

) 'aime l'tlne si doux, 

,..)lich does not mean " I  love the donkey , " but " I  l ike 
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l)le donkey walking about the holly trees. He waggles 
biS ears, and is on guard against bees; and he carries 
the poor people and the sacks full of barley. He goes 
pear the ditches with a little halting step. The lady 
with me thinks he is stupid because he is a poet , etc. " 
]1lis poem is not very important. Let us turn to 
2nother-

I was going to Lourdes by rail ,  beside a mountain 
1tream,  blue as air. The mou nta ins seemed tin in the 
;unlight, and they were singing, " Sauvez 1. Sauvez ! "  in 
tbe train. There was a crowd crazy, excited, all over 
dust and sunlight. 
There are cripples, a nd a priest in a pulpit covered 
�·ith blue cloth, and women who every now and again 
sing " Sauvez. " 

And the procession sings-
Les drapeaux 

se penchaient avec leurs devises en or. 
Le solei! Hait blanc sur les escaliers, 
dans !'air bleu, sur les clochers dechiquetes, 

Mais sur un branchard, portee par ses parents, 
son pauvre pere tete nue et priant, 

Et ses frhes qui disaient : " ainsi soit-it," 
une jeune fille sur le point de mourir. 

Oh ! qn'elle etait belle ! elle avait dix-huit ans, 
et elle souriait ; elle etait en blanc. 

Et Ia procession chantait. Les drapeaux 
se penchaient avec leurs devises en or. 

Moi je serrais les dents pour ne pas pleurer, 
et cette fille, je  me sentais l'aimer. 

Oh ! elle m 'a regarde un grand moment, 
une rose blanche en main, souriant. 

Mais maintenant oil es-tu ? dis, ou es-tu ? 
Es-tu morte 1 je t'aime, toi qui m 'as ''U. 

Si ti.t existes, Dieu, ne Ia tue pas : 
elle avait des mains blanches, de minces bras. 

Dieu ne Ia tue pas l -et ne serait-ce que 
pour son pere nu-tetc qui priait Dieu. 

LYou will see that t he author does not sentimental i se .  
H e  portrays a situation full of feeling, or emotion, and, 
if you like, of sentiment. He distorts nothing. H e  
does not try t o  make the thing any more pathetic than 
it was. He does not weep any imaginary tears, and he does not call upon the reader to weep any. As for 
being sentimental, you might as well calr " Steve" 
Crane sentimental. You m ight, if you l ike, say that �e next poem is irony. Yet, i s  i t  pr�cisely tha t ?  It 
IS simple and adequate statement. The author does 
not forbid you to add to it. I t  is simple and adequate 
statement-

La Jeune Fille . .  
The young girl is white ; she has green veins on her IVrists, inside her open sleeves. 
One does not know why she laughs. She cries out all 

o( a sudden, and this is shrill. 
Est-ce qu 'elle se doute 
q u'elle vous prend le  coeur 
en cueillant sur Ia route 

des fleurs 1 
On dirait quelquefois 
q u 'elle comprend des choses . 
Pas toujours. Elle cause 

Tout bas 
" Oh, ma chere ! oh I Ia Ia 

. . . Figure-toi . . . mardi 
je I 'ai vu . . .  j 'ai rri "-Elle dit 

comme c;a. 

Quand un jeune homme souflre 
d'abord elle se tait : 
elle ne rit plus, tout 

etonnee. 

Dans les petits chemins 
elle remplit ses mains 
de piquants de bruyeres 

de fougeres. 
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Ezra Pound ' s  Poetry and Prose: Vol. I 

Elle est grande, elle est blanche, 
elle a des bras tres doux. 
elle est tres droite et penche 

le cou. 
Finis. R ichard of S t .  Victor who was half a neo

platonist, tells us that by na ming over all the beautiful 
things we can think of, we may draw back upon our 
minds som(! vestige of  the unrememberable beauties of 
paradise. { I f  we are not givt<n to mystical devotions 
we may suspect that the function of poetry is, in  part, 
to draw back upon our mind a paradise, if you like, 
or, equally, one ' s  less detestahle hours a nd the 
outrageous hopes of one 's youth. " ; However that may 
be, I get a distinct pleasure wheri-·M. Jammes writes-
J 'ai vu, dans de vieux salons, des tableaux flammands, 
oil, dans une auberge noire, on voyait un type 
qui buvait de Ia biere, et sa tres mince pipe 
avait un point rouge et il  fumait doucement. 

And he had heavy ships, probably from China and 
the I ndies and so on-the poem is a bit long to quote 
here in full. Anyway, I get a vision of the old 
chateau-inn at La Tour, near Marueil, where I lunched 
slap in the m iddle of a Rembrandt. It is n.ot M .  
Jammes' picture; he i s  talking of a Dutch merchant; 
b u t  my picture is near er.ough ; he gives me his,  and 
he gives me back my own. I have the pleasures of 
oomparison, and mine is l ike enough for me to know 
that his is reliable. And when he writes " Le  
Pay san . . . .. " I get a very clear sight of the ruined 
Roca fixada crouched on its needle of rock and of an 
old peasant driving home his very scraggly herd of 
sheep and oows and goats, with a dog and a stray 
oolt or so, in attendance. And he had a son who was 
a waiter in Toulouse or  some such place. And if I 
married and increased the population I'd soon learn 
where the mo�ey goes and so on. M. Jammes' peaS<!. ll 
was on a different road ; his " brebis se mettent ';, 
courir fort parfois. . . . eel a fait d e  Ia poussiere. " 
My peasant a nd his crowd of bea5ts made no dust. I t  
was a n  evening all  pink and green like bronze. 

Of course, if you like to make compa risons you may 
say of the poem beginning " L'enfant lit l 'almanach" 
that Laurent Tailhade, with 'his Greek trad ition would 
have stopped when he finished the picture. He woulcl 
not have gone on to speculate about the child ' s  thoughts 
of  heaven. And M. De R egnier would have told us 
that the " Belier" was the ram which " Bore Phrvzus 
and H elle upon his  golden back . "  H e  would have 
described the beast in  a field with burrs gleaming one 
oolour in a fleece wh ich gleamed another, etc. I have 
no particular quarrel with any of these methods-

L'enfant lit l 'almanach pres de son panier d 'oeufs. 
As M. Jammes does not seem to repeat himself it 

would seem impossible to give anything like a com
plete impression of him in a review. One couJd . not 
omit the charming air  of tale-tell ing in his " Amstet
dam , "  nor the humour of " J e  m ' embe te, "  nor the 
delicacy of such poems as that beginning-

To seras nue dans le salon aux. vieilles choses, 
fine comme un fuseau de roseau de lumierc. 

It  might be claimed by one ' s  adversaries that Francis 
] ammes is for the most part only a causeur in verse , as, 
for example, i n  his " J �  pense a Jean-Jacques . . .  " I 
do not know. I think, however, that a man reading 
J ammes about A . D .  2500 might get a fair idea of our life, 
the life of A . D .  1 9 1 3 .  I think he might get a fairlv in
timate sense of this life and be drawn into it very uch 
as I have been drawn into some study of medireva :on
ditions by the reading of Dante. I do not for a me 1ent 
compare the four volumes of J ammes with the L :ma 
Commedia. M.  J ammes' work resembles the Mus : du 
Louvre far more than it  resembles the Acropolis but 
after all, the highest symbols of national desire a1 1d of 
our present civilisation are our great picture gall · ·ies. 
Each city must have one, from Edinburgh to Inc mo
polis, just as in the Middle Ages or in classic times ·ach 
city would have had its cathedral or its abbey or its 
temple. I admit that the sensation of transcending 
one's time is wholly and thoroughly delightful .  Never-
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theless i f  a poet manages to be, in sort ,  the acme and 
epitome of his time and of the civilisation from which 
he is sprung, I think i t  is all that we may justly demand 
of  him.  The people were given epics when they were 
given to building temples, and a " Commedia" wh;-n 
they were addicted to cathedrals. N ow they are dis
posed to hang,  in impressive buildings,  a multitude o f  
square yards o f  ca nvas of al l times a n d  countries and 
to gather bibelots,  and they have,  in return from the 
poet s ,  M.· De Regnier's collection o f  the an tiq ue and the 
various collections of J a m mes. 

I know that cathedrals are built even to-day, as a sort 
of " stunt " or propaganda. They are less interesting 
than such· spontaneous creations as the Metropolitan 
Life I nsurance building on Madison Square ; they are 
copies and adaptions. One might say that this new 
a rchitecture has also its parallels in  the attempted epics 
of Romains or in M. Barzun 's  pl ans for a sort of orches
tration in writing, of  which I ·will speak later. 

As for J a mmes and his common sense, he has per
haps put a good deal of i t  into the elegy :-

I l  \ 'a  neiger d n u s  q uelques jours. Je me souvieus de 
l 'au dernier . 

Mais moi j 'etais bete parce. que ces choses ne pouvaient 
pas changer et que c'est une pose de vouloir chasser les 
choses que nous savons.  

Thus far I have quoted from books written before 
1 goo, J ammes had also written two novels ,  ' ' Clara 
d ' Ellebeuse, ou l ' histoire d ' une a ncienne jeune Iit le"  
and " Al maide d ' Etremont, ou l ' h istoire d ' une jeunc fille 
passionnee. " " Le Triomphe de Ia Vie" is d a ted I <J00-
1 90 1 , the second part of this book, ' ' Existences, ' '  is of 

.. �,Eecial interest. " Et c' est �a qui s' appelle Ia v ie . " 
Huysmans in the preface to " A  Rebou rs , " done 

twenty years .after that book, writes as follows :-
On etait alors en plein naturalisme ; mais cette ecole, 

qui devait rendre l'inoubliable service de situer des 
personages reels dans des milieux exacts, etait condatnnee 

. a se rabii.cher, en pietinant sur place . . . .  S 'effor�ait 
. . .  de creer des etres qui fussent aussi semblables que 
possible a Ia bonne moyenne des gens . . . . L ' Education 
sentirnentale de Gustave Flaubert . . .  etait pour nons 
tous . . .  u ne veritable bible ;  mais i l  ne comportait que 
peu de moutures. II etait paracbeve, irrecorumen�able 
pour Flaubert meme ; nous en ebltions done, tous, reduits, 
en ce temps-Hi , a louvoyer, a rader par des voies plus ou 
moins explorecs, tout autour. 

" Paracheve ! "  I f  ! ' Education Sentimentale left little 
to be done with a young man loose on the town, 
" Madame Bovary". left an equally difficult problem for 
the next author who wished to treat " Mceurs de I ·o
vince. 1 '  

H uysmans escaped b y  putting a n  exceptionally d u ll 
young decadent in the midst of no milieu whatever. 
Francis Jammes was, in 1 goo, in m uch fuller naturalism 
than was the author of "A Rebours" i n  '84. 

To write a novel in verse as a series of scenes with 
the speakers marked as in a play, i s  nothing new or 

. strange. True, it has hardly been done successfully 
si nce Diego Puedeser composed the "Celestina , "  but 
no ma tter. The interesting fact is that Mr. J a m mes hns 
done i t  successfully. He has given u s  " Mceurs de 
Province" ;  he has given us more than that, he has 

given us the life of every small town in Fra 
the faint rumour of events and countries hence, 'iiith 
province. He has done this in 1 75 pages that �lllld tht 
, d , h b ' IS to m less space an w1t a out one tenth the nu say, 
words that a novelist would have needed. lllber or 

Except with Tourganev, l think we oft that the novelist gives u s  all of life except thee�h;�� which need a poet to see them. I think Jamlll� 
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left out scarcely anything that a novel write . have given us. The action moves swiftly yet 1h wa� 
not fail to convey the air of inestimable b�rcdo e d� 
presents his characters, and they are numerou

rn. l-ie 
delineates their specific brands of stupidi ty and sd l-ie 
abil i ty and their pathos. The book is a vig et�t. 
arrai gnm.en l of provincial life . . One ca nnot gnrb�:r: 
more senous, or the more trag1c scenes by l ilt ing th from their con t e x t .  I take \ wo , one from thr 1 II 

em 
soriee : ea Y uuli 

Le Poele (pense) 
C'est drole Cette petite sera bHe 
Comme ces geus-la , comme son pcre et sa mh Et cependan t elle a une grace irufinie. 

c. 
II y a en el le l 'iutel leg·euce de Ia beaulc.  
C 'est del icieux , son corsage qui n 'existe pas 
Son derr iere et ses pieds. Mais e.lle sera bH� 
Comme une oie dans deux ans d 'ici .  Elle v� jo . Benette (joue Ia \'alse des elles1)'· 

Chapter 25 (forty pages further on) : 
Le Lendemain Matin (Mme. Larribeau ouvre subitement Ia porte de la cbambre de Ia bonne . Larribeau en ral�c 

est ass is so us Ia bonne) . 
· 

Mme. Larribeau : Vvveu . . . .  Vvv'oeu . . .  ez . .  gueu 
gueu gueu gueu gueu. 

Larribeau et Jeanne : . . . . . 
Mme. Larribeau (etouffant ses cris a'VPC �on monchoir) 

Gueu gueu gueu gueu gueu-gueu gueu gueu guen gueu. 
Jeanne (s 'arrange et sourit) : . . . . 
Mme. Larribeau : Gueu g-ueu gueu gueu gueu . 
Larribeau (toujours eu cale<;on ,  a genous et les main' 

suppl ian tes)  : A . line ? 
Mme. Larribeau : Gueu g-ueu guen gueu guc11. 
Lnnibe�u : Ooooooooooooooo Aline ? . .  Aline ? 

Oo Aline ? . . .  
Mme. Larri beau : Guen gueu gueu g-ucn g-ucn.  
Larribeau : Les hommes �011t (]P� bmtes . . . . lr ne 

vol uais pas . . .  C 'a ete plus fort que moi . . .  C'Ctail 
( 'animal qui oarlait . . .  Je t'aime. Oooooo. 

Mme. Larribeau : Gueu gueu gueu gueu g-ueu. 
The book js, however, not only clever but f:!'rave. I! 
is exceptionally clever for al l  that-the usual phrases : 
not a dull moment, etc. , can a ll o f  them be applied . 
And beyond this there are such passages as the reverk 
in chapter twenty-one where the poet of the stor)· 
writes " J  'aurai bient6t trente-deux ans. " It is too 
long to quote just he re. 

H aving delineated the provinces in such a way t�t 
no ftll.neur, however bored with metropolitan life, w� 
ever be without at least one consolation, to wi t, �hat tl 
does not live in the provinces, M. Jammes ev1deo. Y 
attained such celebrity that he was able either to hve 
in Paris or to come there whenever he pleas.�d . I �  
not absolutely sure o f  my dates, but shortly after b!s 
he began to believe in the divine beneficence, an� 
next volume of poems bears a n ote stating that 

boli· of them were written " a  pres mon retour au ca\·nd cisme . ' '  There is a notable difference between the 1 ts 
of man who " returns ,"  and the kind of man who gc 1 
converted-a d iffe rence in favour of the fonn��ngs 
feel that the discussion of this later work than rather to a detailed study of Jammes' developme�t cDJl' 
to a hurried and rather superficial survey of t e sees 
temporary poetry of France. I think M. Jamme� 0 8 
quite clearly, and that the " return " is . mor.: 1 a

thl', l iterary pose. To the critic not wholly in �ympa �· 
most religious poetry is apt to seem as the Wh1stlcr �)ler 
turnes seemed to certain critics, " merely 800 
unsuccessful attempt to paint the night . " ailS 

On the other hand it  is quite clear that there aWmaD 
a very definite place in our own l i terature for thf1 cit�" 
who will do for the English or A merican �rna 

cc>. ' '  wha t  J a m m � s  has done for the  French in  " Ex1sten 11.jJI. 
And that  is a silly sort of thing to say ,  for no one 
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THE SERIOUS ARTIST. 
By EzRA PoUND. 

I. 

I T is curious that one should be aslced to rewrite 
Sidney's " Defence of Poesy " in the year of 
grace 1913· During t he intervenin� centuries, 

and before them, other centres of civihsation had 
decided that good art was a blessing and that bad 
art was criminal, and they had spent some time and 
thought in trying to Hod means whereby to distinguish 
the true art from the sham. But in England now, 
in the age of Gosse as in the age of Gossen we are 
asked if· the arts arc moral. We are aslccd to define 
the relation of the arts lo economics, we arc asked 
what position the arts are to hold in the ideal 
republic. And it is obviously the opinion of many 
people less objectionnble than the Sydney Webbs that 
the arts had better not exist at all. 

I take no great pleasure in writin� prose about 
resthetic. I think one work of art IS worth forty 
preface,; and as many apologire. Nevertheless I have 
been questioned earnestly and by a person certainly of 
good will. It is as if one said to me : what is the 
use of open spaces in this city, what is the usc of 
rose-trees and why do you wish to plant trees and 
lay out parks nnd gardens ? There are some who 
do not take delight in these things. The rose springs 
fairest from some buried C�Csar's throat and the dog
wood with its flower of four petals {our dogwood, 
not the tree you call by tha t  name) IS grown from 
the heart of Auc11ssin, or perhaps this is only fancy. 
Let us pursue the matter in ethic. 

It is obvious that ethics are based on the nature of 
man, just as it is obvious that civics are based upon 
the nature of men when living together in groups. 

It  is obvious that the good of the greatest number 
cannot be attained until we know in some sort of 
what that good must consist. In other words we 
must ICnow what sort 9f an animal man is, before 
we can contrive his maximum happiness, or before 
we can decide what percentage_ of that happiness he 
can have without causing too great a percentage of 
unhappiness to those about him. · • • 

The arts l iterature, poesy, are a sc1ence, JUSt as 
chemistry i1s a science. Their su�ject is man1 ma�

kind and the individual! • The subj�t of chem1stry 1s 
matter considered as to 1ts compos1t1on. 

The arts .give us n great percentage of the lasting 
an� unassa.'lable data regarding . the nature of man, 
of 1mma!enal man, of man cons1dcred as a thinking 
and sentient creature. They begin where the science 
of medicine leaves off or rather they overlap that 
science. The borders of the two arts overcross. 

From medicine we learn that man thrives best 
when duly washed, aired and sunned. From the arts 
we learn that man is whimsical, that one man differs 
from another. That men differ among themselves as 
leaves upon trees differ. That· they do not resemble 
each other as do buttons cut by machine. · 

From the ar�s also we learn in what ways man 
rescmble.s and m what way he differs from certain 
other ammals. \Ve lcnrn that certain men are often 
more akin to certain especial animals than they are · 
to other men of different composition. We learn 
!hat  all men do not de.sire �he same things and that 
1 t  would therefore be l,nequllable to gh·e to all men 
two acres and a cow. 

It would be manifestly int�quitable to treat the 
ostrich and the polar bear in the same fashion 
granted that it is not unjust to have them pent up 
where you can trent them at all. 

An ethic based on a belief that men are different 
from wh at they are is !""nnife.stly stupid. It is stupid 
to apply s.uch an ethic as 1t 1s to apply laws and 
morals des1gned for a nomadic tribe, or for a tribe in 
the state of barbarism, to a people crowded into the 
slums of n modern metropolis . Thus in the tribe it 
is .well to beget c�ildren, �or the more. strong male 
ch1ld�cn you ha\'e 10 the tnbe the less l ikely you nrc 
to be bashed on the head by males of the neighbour
ing tribes, and the more female children the more 
rapidly the tribe will increase. Conversely it is 11 
crime rather worse than murder to beget children in 
n slum , to beget children for whom no fi ttin� pro
vision is made, either as touching their phys1cal or 
economic wellbeing. The increase not only alflkts 
the chlJd born but the increasing number of the poor 
keeps down the wage. On this count the bishop of 
London, as an encourager of this · sort of increase, is 
a criminal of a type rather lower and rather more 
detestable than the souteneur. 
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I cite this as one exarnple of inequity persisting 
because of a continued refusal to consider a code 
<.levised for one state of. society, in its (the code'&) 
relation to a different state of society. It is as if, in 
physics or engineering, we refused' to con�idcr a 
force designed to affect one. mass, in its relation (i.e. 
the fo�cc's) to another mass wholly d iffering, or in 
some notable way differing, from the first mass. 

;\s inequities cnn exist becnusc of rl:'fusnl:; to 
consider the actualities of a l aw in relation to a social 
condition, so can inequities exist through refusal to 
consider the actualities of the composition of the 
masses, or of the indh·iduals to which they arc 
applied. 

If nll men desired above everything else two acres 
and a cow, obviously the perfect state would be th at 
state which gave to each man two acres and a cow. 

If any science save the arts were able more pre
cisely to determine what the individual does actually 
desire, then that science would be of more use in 
providing the data for ethics. 

In like manner, if any sciences save medicine and 
chemistry were more able to determine what things 
were compatible with physical wellbeing, then those 
sciences would be of more value for providing the 
data of hygiene. 

This brings us to the immorality of bad art. Dad 
art is inaccurate art. 1t is nrt that makes false 
reports. If a scientist falsifies a report either deli
berately or through negligence we consider h im as 
either a criminal or a bad scientist according to th� 
enormity of his offence, and he is punished or 
despised accordingly, 

· 

If he falsifies the reports of a maternity hospital 
in order to retain his position nnd get profit nnd 
advancement from the city board, he may escape 
detection. If he declines to make such falsification 
he may lose financial rewards, and in either case his 
baseness or his pluck may pass unknown and un
noticed save by a very few people. N evertheless 
one does not have to argue his case. The layman 
knows soon enough on hearing it whether the physi
�ian is to be blamed or praised. 

If an artist falsifies his report as to the nature of 
man, as to his own nature, as to the nature of his 
ideal of the perfect, as to the nature of his ideal of 
this, that or the other, of god, if god exist, of the 
l ife force, of the nature of good and evil , if good and 
evil exist, of the force with which he believes or 
disbelieves that, that or the other, of the degree in 
which he suffers or is  made glad ; if the artist 
falsifies his reports on these matters or on any other 
matter in order that he may conform to the taste of 
his time, to the proprieties of a sovereign, to the 
conveniences of a preconceived code of ethics, then 
that artist lies. If he l ies out of deliberate will to 
lie, if he lies out of carelessness, out of laziness, out 
of cowardice, out of any sort of negligence whatso
ever, he nevertheless lies and he should be punished 
or despised in proportion to the seriousness of his 
offence. His offence is  of the same nature as the 
physician's and according to his position and the 
nature of his lie he is responsible for future oppres
sions and for future misconceptions. Albeit his lies 
are known to only a few, or his truth-telling to only 
a few, Albeit he may pass without censure for one 
and without praise for the other. Albeit he can only 
be punished on the plane of his crim.e and by nothing 
save the contempt of those who know of his crime. 
Perhaps it is  caddishness rather than crime. How
ever there is perhaps nothing worse for a man than 
to know that he is  a cur ond to know that someone 
else, if only one person, ·knows it. We distmguish very clearly between the physician 
who is doing his best for a patient, who is using 
drugs in which h e  believes, or who is i n  a wilderness, 
Jet us say, where the patient can get no other medical 
aid • .  We distinguisli, I say, very clearly between the 
failure of such a physician, and the act of that physi
cian, who ignorant of the patient's disease, . bemg in 
reach of more skilful physicians, deliberately denies 

C t 06 Continued 

an ignorance of which he is (Juite cons<;jQu.s, refu�cs 
to consult other physicians, tries to · pre,;ent the 
patient'11 h aving access to more skil{ul pbysicimis, or 
deliberately tortures the patient for ' his own encls. 

C?nc does not need t<? �cad black r,rint to lear·n this 
eth1cal fact about phys1cmns. Yet 1t takes a deal of 
talking to com·inel! a layman that bad art is '' irn� 
morn!. " And that good nrt however ." immoral " it 
is, is  wholly a thing of virttlf", Pur�ly and simply 
that good nrt enn �oT be immoral. By good art I 
mean art that bears true witness, I mean the art 
that is  most precise. You can be wholly precise in 
representin� a vagueness. You can be wholly a liar 
in pretendmg that the particular vagueness was 
precise i ri  its outline, If you cannot understand this 
with regard to poetry, consider the matter in term s 
of painting. 

If you ha\'e forgotten my statement that the arts 
bear witness and define for us the inner nature und 
conditions of man, consider the Victory of Samo
thrace and the Taj of Agra, The man who carved 
the one and the man who designed the other may 
either or both of them have looked l ike an npc, or 
like two apes respectively. They may have looked 
l ike other apelike or swinclilce men. \.Ye ha\·e the 
Victory and the Taj to witness that there was some
thing within them differing from the contents of apes 
and of the other swinelike men. Thus we learn thnt 
humanity is a species or genus of animals capable of 
a \'ariat10n that will produce the desire for a Tnj or 
a Victory, and moreover capable of effecting that Taj 
or Victory in stone. We know from other testimony 
of the arts and from ourselves that the desire often 
o\'ershoots the power of efficient presentation ; we 
therefore conclude that other members of the race 
may have desired to effect n Taj or a Victory. \Ve 
even suppose that men have desired to effect more 
beautiful things nlthough few of us are capable of 
forming any precise mental image of things, in their 
particular way, more beautiful than this statue or 
this building. So difficult is this that no one has yet 
been nble to effect a restoration for the missing head 
of the Victory. At least no one has done so in stone, 
so far as I know. Doubtless many people have stood 
opposite the statue and made such heads in their 
imagination. 

As there are i n  medicine the art of diagnosis and 
the art of cure, so in the arts, so in the particular arts 
of poetry and of literature. There Js the art of 
diagnosis and there is  the art of cure. They call one 
the cult of JJgliness and the other the cult of beauty. 

The cult of beauty is  the hygiene, it  is sun , air 
and the sea and the rain nnd the lake bathing. The 
cult of ugliness, Villon, Baudelaire, Corbillre, 
Beardsley are diagnosis. Flaubert is  diagnosis. 
Satire, if  we are to ride this metaphor to staggers, 
satire is surgery, insertions and amputations. 

Beauty in art reminds one .what is  worth while. 
I am not now speaking of shams. I mean beauty, 
not slither, not sentimentalising about beauty, not 
telling people that beauty is the proper and respect
able thing. I mean beauty. You don ' t  argue about 
an April wind, you feel bucked up when you meet it. 
You feel bucked up when you come on a swift moving 
thought in Plato or on a fine line in a statue. 

Even this pother about gods reminds one that 
something is worth while. Satire reminds one that 
certain things are not worth while. I t  draws one to 
consider time wasted. 

The cult of beauty and the delineation of ugliness 
are not in mutual opposition. 

II. 

I have said that the arts give us our best datn for 
determining what sort of creature man is. As our 
treatment of man must be determined by our know
ledge or conception of what man is, the arts provide 
data for ethics. 

These data are sound and ·the data of generalislng 
,psychologists . and social theoricians is usually 
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unsound, for. the serious artist is scientific and the 
theorist is usually empiric in the medireval fashion. 
That is to .say a good biologist will make a reasonable 
number of observations of -any given phenomenon 
before · he draws a conclusion, thus we read such 
phrases as " over 1 100 cultures from the secretions 
of the respiratory tracts of over soo patients nod 30 
nurses and attendants. " The results of each observa
tion must be precise and no single observation must 
in itselr be taken ns determining a general law, 
although, after experiment, certain observations may 
be held as typical or normal. The serious artist is 
scientific in that he presents the image of his desire 
of his hate, of his indifference as precisely that, a� 
precisely the image of his own desire, hate or indiffer
ence. The more precise his record the •more lasting 
and unassailable his work of art. 

The theorist, and we see this constantly illustrated 
by the English writers on .sex, the theorist constantly 
proceeds as if his own case, his own l imits and predi
lections were the typical case, or even as if it were 
the universal. He is constantly urging someone else 
to behave as he, the theorist, would l ike to behave. 
Now art never asks .anybody to do anything, or to 
think anythig; or to be anything. It exists as the 
trees exist, you can admire, you can sit in the shade, 
you can pick bananas, you can cut firewood, you can 
do ns you jolly well please. 

Also you are a fool to seek the kind of art you 
don't l ike. You are a fool to read classics because 
you are told to and not because you like them. You 
are a fool to aspire to good taste if you haven 't 
naturally got it. If there is one place where it  is 
idiotic to sham · that place is before a work of art. 
Also you are a foot not to have an open mind, not 
to be eager to enjoy something you m1ght enjoy but 
don' t  know how to. But i t  is not the artist's place 
to ask you to learn, or to defend h is particular works 
of art, or to insist on your reading his books. Any 
artist who wants your particular admiration is, by 
just so much, the less artist. 

The desire to stand on the stage, the desire of 
plaudits · has nothing to do with serious art. The 

- serious artist may like to stand on the stage, he may, 
apart from his art, be any kind of imbecile you like, 
but the. two things are not connected, at least they 

. are not concentric. Lots of people who don 't even 
pretend to be artists have the same desire to be 
slobbered over, by' people with less brains than they 
have. 

The serious artist. is usually, or is often as far from 
the a:grum vulgus. as is the serious scientist. Nobody 
has heard of the abstract mathematicians who worked 
of the determinants that Marconi made use of in his 
co�putntions for the wireless telegraph. The public, 
the public so . dear to the journalistic heart, . is far 
more concerned with the shareholders in the Marconi 
company. 

The permanent pro{>erty, the property given to the 
race . a t  large is prec1sely these data of the serious 
scientist and. or the serious artist ; of the scientist as 

. touching the relations of abstract numbers, of mole-
cular· energy, or the composition of matter, etc. ; of 
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the serious artist, as touching the · nature of man, of 
indiv.iduals. · 

Men have ceased trying to conquer the world, and 
to acquire universal knowledge. Men still try to 
promote the -ideal state. No perfect state will be 
founded on the theory, or on the working hypothesis 
that all men are alike. No science save the arts will 
give us the requisite data for learning in what ways 
men differ. 

The very fnct that many men hate the arts is of 
value, for we are enabled by finding out what part of 
the arts they hate, to learn something of their nature. 
Usually when men say they hate the arts we find that 
they merely detest quackery and bad. artists. 

In the case of a man's hating one art and not the 
others we may learn that he. is of defective hearing 
or of defective intel ligence. Thus an intelligent man 
may hate music or a good musician may detest very 
excellent authors. 

And all these things are very obvious. 
Among thinlcing and sentient people the bad artist 

is contemned as we would contemn a negligent physi
cian or a sloppy, inaccurate scientist, and the serious 
artist is left in peace, or even supported and 
encouraged. In the foil' and the outer darkness no 
measures are taken to distinguish between the serious 
and the unserious artist. The unserious artist being 
the commoner brand and . greatly outnumbering the 
serious variety, and it being to the temporary and 
apparent advantage of the false artist to gain to 
rewards proper to the serious artist, it is· natural thnt 
the unserious artist should do all in h is power to 
obfuscate the lines of demarcation. 

Whenever one attempts to demonstrate the differ
ence between serious and unserious work, one is toltl 
that " it is merely u technical discussion. " - I t has 
rested at that-in England it has rested at that for 
more than three hundred · years. The · people · would 
rather have patent medicines than scientific . treat
ment. They will occasionally be told that art . as. art 
is not a - violation of God's most holy laws. They 
will not have a specialist 's opinion as to what art is 
good. They will not consider the " problem of 
style. " They want " The value of art to life " and 
' '  Fundamental/ issues. ' '  

A s  touching · fundamental issues : The arts gh·e us 
our data of psychology, of man as to his interiors, 
as to the ration of his thought to his emotions, etc. , 
etc . ,  etc. 

The touchstone of an art -is its prec1s1on. This 
precision is of various and complicated sor�s and only 
the specialist can determine whether certain works 
of art possess certain sorts of precision. I don 't 
mean to say that any intelligent person cannot have 
.more or less sound judgment as to whether a certain 
work of art is good or not. An intelligent person 
can usually tell whetlier or. not a person is in good 
health. It is none the less true that jt takes a skilful 
physician to make certain. di;�gnoses or to tliscern the 
lurking disease beneath the, appearance of vigour. 

It is no more possible to g1ve in a few pages, full 
instructions for knowing a masterpiece than if would 
be to give full instructions for all medical diagnosis. 

(To /Je lonfillued.) 
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Religjo, 
O R  TH E CHILD'S G UIDE TO K N �.h'V L EPG E. 

What is a god ? 
A god is an ctern�l Sl1Jte of mind. 
\Vhat is a faun ( 
A faun is au elemental creature. 
What is a nymph ? . 
A nymph is .;t_n elemer)tal cre�ture. 
When is a god manifest ? 
When the states of mind take form. 
When does a man �co�c a g(JP il 
When he enters one of these states Qf mind. 

\Vhat is the nature of the forms whereby a god 1s 
manifest ? 

They are variable but ret'<lin cert:a in  distinguish i n g  
characteristics. 

Are all eternal states of mind god s ?  
\Ve consider them so to be. 
Are all d ura•ble states of mind god� ? 
They are not. · 

By what characteristic may we know the divine 
forms ? 

By beauty. 
And if the presented forms are unbeau tiful ? 
They are demons. 
If they are grotesque ? 
They may be well�minded genii.  

What are the kinds of knowledge ? 
There are immediate knowledge and hearsay. 
Is hearsay of any v>alue ? 
Of some. 
What is the greatest hearsay ? 
The greatest hearsay is the tradition of the gods. 
or what use is this tradition ? 
I t  tells us to be ready to look. 
I n  what manner do gods appea r ?  
Formed and formlessly. 
To what do they appear when formed ? 
To the sense of vision. 
And when formless ?  
To the sense of knowledge. 

May they when formed appear to a nything save 
the sense of vision ? · 

We may gain a sense of their presence as if they 
were standing behind us. 

And in  this case they may possess form ? 
We may feel that they do possess form. 
Arc there names for the gods ? 
The gods have many names. It is oy names that 

they are handled in the tradition. 
Is there harm in using these n ames ? 
There is no harm in thinking of the gods by their 

names. 
How should one perceive a god, by his name ? 
It is better to perceive a god b)' form, or by the 

sense of knowledge, a nd,  after peroeiving him thus, 
to consider his name or to " think what god it may 
be, " 

Do we know the n umber. of the gods? 
It would be rash to say that we do. A man should 

be content with a reasonable n umber. 

C106a Religio, or The Child's Guide to Knowledge. New Freewoman, I. 9 (15 Oct. 19 13) 173--4. 
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What are the gods of this rite ? 
Apollo, and in some sense Helios, Diana in some of 

her phases, also the Cytherean goddess. 
To what other gods is it fitting, in harfTl()Oy or in 

adj u nction with these rites , to give incense ? 
To Ko� and to Demeter, also to lares and to 

oreiads and to certain elemental creatures. 
How is i t  fitting to please t hese Jares and other 

creatures ? 
It is fitting to please and to nourish them with 

Aowcrs. 
Do they have need of such nutrimen t ?  
I t  would be foolish to believe that they have, 

nevertheless it bodes well for us that they should be 
pleased to appear. 

Arc these things so in the East ? 
This rite is made for the West. 

To tire Editor of Tm; NEw FREEWO:'>IAN. 
THE OR·DER OF THE BROTHERS !\I I NOR. 

MAOA�r. 
The " Chancellor " oC -the Angel Club is, from his 

writing, a very 1ntelligent man. As the unknown powers scn<l 
but few intelligent men to .this planet, I will say that he i� 
one oC the most Intelligent men of our g-eneration. I do not 
ask his name, for It Is well that Intelligence should remain 
lmfersonal and anonymous. 

do not know that I core to retire to a Cree stnte. My 
natural cruelty permits me to toke some pleasure In the ontlcR 
of .a capital. 1\fy means ore acarcely sufficiently Independent to 
permit me to retire to Mt. Athos or to an Island In the Aegean, 
olso I am, I dare say, without that wisdom whl.:h the Chancellor 
demands Cor admission to his order, neverthele� I petition him 
to consider u ccrtoln request, a requr.st from onother unfounded order; we muy call It the Brothers .Minor. 

He SII)'B In his article : " All thoughtful mlnde are now awake 
to the fact that we are being drawn Into the ·�dow oC another 
durk oge." I cannot answer Cor all thoughtful minds, Cor I 
know only a few thoughl·Cul people. I can only say thot for 
110 long a• I can nmember thinking at all, I can remember 
wanting some pyramid safer than thot or Cheop• wherein to 
preserve the things that I care for against the forcC8 now 
monUest In the world. I have longed {or 110me order more 
humane than the Benedictines who should preserve even the 
vestiges of our present light agaln5t that 6lngle Coree whereof 
tho " ha '-penny " press and the present university and 
educational systems are but the •ymptoms of surface. I 
have longed to do, or to see done, {or such an order, 110tnethlng 
oC whut St. Benedict and Casslodorus did for the Benedictines 
of the sixth century of our era. Namely, to place the greot 
works In their keeping and to enjoin upon them certain atten
tions. Nota I I  h wu only with l'e�ard to the pa�an works, 
the works that did not fall under the system of mstructlon, 
th3t this precaution was or much l:fle. . 

I wont un order to (oster the arll 01 the ohurch orders 
fostered painting. 

N3turally I do not want such an order to be academic, but 
the gods alone can avoll l t  In that regard. Neither do I labour 
under the delusion that such an order would be all availing, 
or, beyond a certain point, even useful. 

In any case I ask the Choncellor or the Angel Club to 
consider taklng such an order, In eome measure for his 
accomplice, an order secular, In propordon as his order would 
seem to be monastic ; an order of poor men who must for food's 
sake, as •well os for art's sake, l'emaln 6cattered abrond In the 
world. 

· 
In so Car as he cares Cor the truth, I would remind him that 

the mediaeval penalty Cor heresy was the stoke. For modern 
heresy-and the only modern heresy Is an uncontrollable pro
pensity Cor telling the truth-lhe penalty Is starvation, or ot 
least forced and Irregular �astlng, which doth Uttle good to the 
soul. 

I suggest that he add to his clubs proposed utilities ; thot he 
consider the subsidizing of artists, that Is, of ortlsts of recogniz
able value. .U his club Is o nation, he may as well ha\'e an 
" cstobllshed church " : the church of Genius ;, Crueenr. · 

EzRA PouND. 
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The Approach to Paris. 
By &ra Pound. 

V I I .  
BREVITY is the o n e  virtue t h a t  our writers d o  not need 
to learn from the French. It is the one virtue which the 
French writers persistently refuse to acquire. [ do not 
mean that England has no writers who should learn to 
write less. And the French, on the other hand, may 
produce an occasional writer who does not write too 
much. There is  the stock example of Rimbaud. 

But Rimbaud is not really an exception, he did not 
learn to produce little. H e  simply quit writing. I drag 
in Rimbaud because h e  is a difficult case. He does not 
belong in a discussion of living writers except on the 
ground that the · living writers in Paris might have 
learned certain things from him. (\s an act�al f?�t I 
think Rimbaud was probably more nght than h1s cnt1cs, 
when he wrote :-

Que com prendre a ma parole ? 
11 fait qu'elle fuie et vole ! 

However, one cannot neglect a poet who has written : 
Teodent leurs oremus risibles et tetus. 
Aux femmes c'est bien de faire des banes lisses 
A pres l es si.;_ jours noirs ou Dieu les. fait sou1frir ! 
Elles bercent, tordus d 'etranges pellsses, 
Des especes d'enfants qui pleurent a mourir. 

Yet Rimbaud' s work, or at least a great part of it , 
is perhaps more comparable to the beautiful forms "!ade 

I by chance in some process like the oxidisation of s1Iver 
crystals than to figures carved by an artist. As one 
often finds in vel}' early work of one' s own, chance 

' I . d 'th great 
hints of things that are on y reacqUire WI . f 
labour so one might find in Rimbaud's  work promise f 
things' that the rest of the French writers have scarce Y 
yet acquired. One is not forced on this account to rn· 
sider Rimbaud as their teacher, or as a man born be ore 
his time. per 

In "T�te de Faune" he has produced an almost 
tha; feet example of a�ost exactly the sort of. beauty 

of. we are, in this particular month and year, m searc
h h d 

I am not sure that we would notice the poem if we a 
not come, by our own route, to this precise desire. rk 

For what it is worth, Paris had Rimbaud'.s W? h; 
Certain · things had been done haphazard. Pans m•�e- · 
have learned from this work a certain sort of conc�ay 
ness. Yet Rimbaud' s work is presented in such a�ted 
that I am not sure that anyone oould or can be ex) adY to learn from Rimbaud anything that he ·has not a re 
found out for himself. ndef• 

By that I mean that Rimbaud should neither be ll 
estimated as a poet nor over-estimated as a factor in 
the development of the art. 

As for prose-poetry , I suppose no one will deny that 
it is at least as old as Ossian. Rimbau d ' s  " Aube" and 
"Vierge Folie" do not need any charm of novelty, and 

· things like " V illes 1 1  are a great comfort. I t  is  true that 
they are bitten with the pox of rhetoric, but a know
ledge of them enables one to take the wind of many 
later sails. " Des groupes de beffrois chan tent les idees 
des peoples" and all that fashion of speaking. Yes, 
it is often a great oomfort to know that bad artists have 
not even that flavour of novelty upon which they pride 
themselves. From amateur mystics and from all rheto
ricians and more espeCially from amateur French 
mystics and from French rhetoricians " Good Lord de
liver us ! 1 1  

Rim baud does not belong i n  either o f  these categories. 
I t  is true that he can scarcely ever Jet out a noun un
chaperoned , but in return we must remember that his 
own faults so displeased him that he left off composing. 
He has left some things perfect and some things in
stinct with vigour and some of curious interest. I men
t ion Rimbaud in this place because I think certain 
English readers and critics are apt to estimate present
da� poets in France without taking due count of his pre
existence, and because they seem to give credit for cer
tain discoveries to those who have · not really made 
them. 

2. 
There remain numerous writers whom one might 

discuss at some length. I shall not write of Verhaeren 
for everybody writes of Verhaeren, o�S� K<)�<u!Jw xai'pw1 
·rl� wo>.Ao/,.; J.ll• ��:al tiill< cplpn. Besides, what m b�aven'� 
name can one say of Verhaeren ? I believe him t h e  
sincerest o f  m e n .  When he writes as in " Les 
Pauvres " 

or : 

plus Jo11rds de p�iue et cle fardeany que les toits des cassines brunes 
parmi les dunes .  ' 

aux gestes las et indulgent 
he is a very fine poet, and when he speaks of the 
Flamand country he speaks as hardlv anvone has been able to speak since Wordsworth, aO:d when he writes a bout " le bondissant tocsin des verites vivantes etc. II h • ' , ) etc. , e 1s JUSt a hopeless rhetorician with great 
"nobility of soul. " ' 

3·  
And there is M. le Prince des Poetes, Paul  Fort, with a delicate, ironical and kindly temper. 
." Pourt.ant,  I a Ia  meme heure, ou peu s 'en faut 

(d1�es-m01, qu est une he�re devant Dieu ? un jour ? un 
mms ?  un an ?-un an, vmre, ce n'est pour lui le temps 
de manger une poire), a cette hour done War
wick , qui s 'etait avise de retrOoer Lancast�e pour 
s'im mortaliser, 1 1 and so on. One must read Fort aloud 
?r hear him so read. .H e  is delicacy and charm, and h� 
IS much more civilised than we shall ever care to be and 
he is what they call "The Last Bohemian. 1 1  

.\o . exhibit Paul ·Fort to . a foreign public b y  means of 
cr1t1C1Sm ! It would be hke trying to exhibit butter
flies with a threshing machine. 

Ce soir, on vend des fleurs sur le Pont au Change. L'air par bouffees, sent la tubereuse et la poussiere. C'est 
demain Sainte-Marie. Une heure doree coule au fond d u  ciel occidental e t  sur les quais, e t  jette un eclat fauve au 
milieu de Ia foule. On voit le mouvement trouble de Ia plac du Chatelet. · 

1 9 1  

Sept heurs vout �onner a !'horologe du Palais. L'occi
dent, sur Paris, est comme un lac d'or plain. Dans l 'est 
nuageux gronde un onrge incertain. L'air est chaud par 
bouffees, a peine l'on respire. Et je songe a Manon et 
deux fois je soupire. L'air est chaud par bouffees et berce 
l'odeur large de ces fleurs qu'on ecrase . . .  On soupire en 
voyant de frais coure.nts violets s 'etirer sous les arches 
du Pont-Neuf qui �udroie sur le solei! morant. "Tu le 
sais, toi, Manon, s1 je t'ai bien aimee I "  L'orage gronde 
au loin. L'air est ·chaud par bouffees. 

It is as natural . 1s that. I give part of a strophe and 
one whole strophe from a poem oontaining five. 
l I do not know that he has given a name to his system 

of metric. We shall probably adopt the Greek system 
of quantitative verse in English before we try this 
subtle combination of accordes. Also the Greek system 
is probably more germane to the .'lature of our speech. 

I shall not preach Paul Fort.in these islands for I do 
�ot think these islands want him. Poetry is not 
like an economic idea, there is  no reason why any 
person, or nation, should accept the kind of poetry it 
does not like. 

Or pe�h�p� this is a misstatement ; perh3ps I should 
say that 1� 1s m the nature of economic ideators to try to 
make natiOns· and persons accept distasteful ideas. 

. The difference is that good poetry is free; i t  is at the 
dtsposal of anyone who wants it;  and wealth is not
hence the difference between the position of the critic 
of poetry and that of the economic ideator. It is the 
f�nction of the. art-critic to bring his public, as expedi· 
t10usly as posstble, to those works of art i n  which they 
may talce pleasure. 

4 · 
I shall not write of Paul Claude! until I have had 

further opportunity to read his prose as well as  his 
verse-and then Claude! has the cry. Perhaps he will 
have a craze like Maeterlinck and Bergson and then 
I shall not have to write about him. ' 

5· 
Among the men who are neither old nor young, 

Andre Spire is well worth attention. He has learned 
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not to slop over: The quality of his charm is perhaps 
best presented by quotation. " Dames Anciennes" 
begins with him in his attic, " le po�le de faience 
blanche," etc. 

Mche, le printemps aux doigts tiMes 
A soulev� l 'espagnolette 
De mes fenetres sans rideaux. 
Faitcs taire toutes ses voix qui montent 
Jusqu 'a rna table de travai l .  

C e  soot les amies de ma mere 
Et de Ia mere de ton pere, 
Qui cause de leurs maris morts, 
Et de leurs fils partis. 

Avec, au coin de leurs levres, 
Ces moustaches de cafe au Jait ? 
Et dans leurs mains ces tartines ? 
Dans leurs bouches ces kouguelofs ? 

Ce soot des cavales anciennes 
Qui machonnent le peu d 'herbe douce 
Que Dieu veut bien leur Iaisser. 

Mere, les maitres sensible 
Lftchent les juments inutiles 
Dans les pr�s, non dans moo jardin ! 

Sois tranquille, moo fils, sois tranquille , 
E11es ne brouteront pas tes fleurs 

Mere, que n 'y occupent-elles leurs levres, 
Et leurs trop courte,; dents trop blanches 
De porcelaine trop fragile ! 

Moo fils, fe,nnez votre fenelre. 
Mon fils, vous n 'etes pas cretien ! 

In the earlier work " Et Vous Riez , "  he writes with 
a deal more eagerness; with a rather fine, embittered 
impatience, first with his literary friends because they 
persist in concerning themselves exclusively with their 
craft, instead of attempting to uplift the prole
tariat ; second, with the proletariat -because it won ' t  let 
him civilise it,  and won 't  civilise itself in three weeks. 
The book is a sort of a utobiography of Che modern 
Faust in pilgrimage. The modern Faust does not 
wish to conquer the world ; he does not desire to 
dominate the whole province of knowledge ; he desires 
to a·rrange the equitable social order. It is a finer 
ambition. And then, no one has conquered the world 
-to his own satisfaction, .and no one has attained to 
universal knowledge. So Spire says they told him to 
sing for the people, dance-songs for their children, etc. , 
and " cris pour ses coleres, "  and then he met the best 
sons of the people. 

Les sombres militants, plus tristes que moi-meme. 

lis m' ont dit . . .  
Assemble les oiseaux . . . 
Et chante leur. 
Mais tenter d'exalter ces hommes sans desi!'S, 
Ce peuple qui se traine I 
Tu n'as done pas encore regarde ses yeux vides ? 
Viens avec nous, 
Rythme-nous des injures P.<JUr fouetter son dos lilou. 
Par crainte de nos coups II levera Ia tete, 
Et, nous le Jancerons contre ceux qui ·l'oppriment . 
II n'a pas releve Ia tete. II a gemi : , 
"A quoi Lon ces graQ.ds cris sur mes epaules lasses. 
Mes yeux regarderont tousjours mes pieds trop 

lourds. 
J'ai cru longtemps, j 'ai cru me posseder u n jour. 
Mais, chaque lois qu' un peu de seve m'est donnee, 
L'un de vous me Ia prend, pour s'en (aire homme." 

I think Spire is honest and that he writes from him
self. Among the younger men Jouve seems to me to 
show promise and Apollinaire has brought out a clever 
book. 

6. 
M. Henri-Martin Barzun has an idea that we should 

write poems like orchestral scores with a dozen voices 
at once. The page would look not unlike the page of 
J ammes quoted in last week's essay. People do read 
orchestral scores. I suppose one could learn to read 
five or ten lines at once or at least to imagine that the 
five or ten sounds represented in the different lines were 
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al1 going on at once. There are in this plan both opportu
ni ties and dangers. One might save a good deal of 
time-in dispen.;ing with descriptive . passages of the 
novel for example. One might represent the confusion 
of metropolitan life where too much does certainly 
happen all at once. M. Barzun offers a mode of syn
thesis that is not to be despised. Of course there are 
any number of objections. If you insist in being all 
apperception and all sorts of apperception at once you 
are in danger of paralysing thought ; of bringing all your 
other faculties to a standstill. Art is , at least to some 
extent, selection. If you merely drape an idea in this 
complicated paraphernalia you have not much advanced. 
At the same time there is no reason why solos of dear 
thought or emotion should not emerge like arias from 
the grumbling of M. Barzun's orchestration:! 

M. Barzun's " Hymne des Forces" moved me, 
although I thought i t  rhetorical. I t  seemed to me sig
nificant that the voice of the mass should have come 
so near to being coherent. M. Barzun is nowhere near 
being content. with the book above-mentioned. The 
polyphonic method wi� be justified when a great work 
1s presented through 1t. In the meantime there Is no 
use blinding oneself to the fact that the next great work 
��y be written in thi� manner. It is not an impossi
bility, and M. Barzun IS not altogether an imbecile. 

7· 
It is not possible for me to discuss a.ll the fifty-three 

authors contained in Van Bever and L�ataud's antho
logy. There are a host of younger writers who will 
doubtless .receive fitting recognition at the hands of 
Mr. Flint. My i ntention at the outset was to write in 
conversational tone of my personal adventure ; of such 
French poetry of to-day as had seemed of interest to 
one as easily bored as I am. 

A curious objection has been brought forth that I 
breathe " too freely in the atmosphere of PaTis for great 
res.pect." Now the good artist is not a mastodon nor 
the l ion of Androcles that one should be constrained 
or ill at ease in his presence. The good artist is a 
person whose intelligence functions-at least in certain 
directions-exceptionally well .  As intelligence is as 
rare as it is. charming, one takes delight either in the 
presence or m the works of a good artist. One is only 
oonstrained in the presence of a good artist when he 
happens to possess very bad manners, a nd bad manners 
are not inseparable from the good artist. Of course, 
bad �anners in anyone but a good artist do not make 
one ill at ease-one merely passes the o ther way · b 
with a good artist one's interest in b.im and his �0 u� 
may have led one into an exposed position one m 

r 
have displayed this interest rashly or in s�ch a w:y 
that. 

his display of bad manners is sudden and disco! 
certtng. 

Wherever an artistic standaTd exists one does not 
de�and oonstraint, one does not demand that the 
art1st be a member of the London County Council 
Sir Dash, or Lord UnTel, in order that one may resp�� 
him. W�er� a scientific s�nd_ard e�ists we demand 
of the SCJent1st only that h1s d 1scover1es · or his know
ledge be so_und and i,nterestin�. . Where no artistic 
standard ex1sts a man s work IS JUdged by his respec
tability and his social position. Only in a state of 
Victorian darkness can the oversquashing " Great 
Figure" exist. I ntelligent respect does not afflict 
one's respiration. 

My contention was tha t Paris is rather better off for 
poets than London is, or if you like, " that Paris is 
twenty, at least twenty, years ahead of the other 
worlds of letters. " This is perhaps a rash statement. 
I have no intimate acquaintance with the state of 
l i terary affairs in Tibet, or in Kiev, or in 
Umhatuumgam. It is possible that London is not 
second or third , but ninth. Still, I do not think Madrid 
or Rome will enter the contest, nor yet Budapest. Let 
us, however, be safe; let us say that Paris is better off 
a_!._ the moment than London. • 

� Dant� defin�d poetry as a composition of words set 
to mus1c. Wtth the_ passage of the centuries poetry 
has been gradually dtvorced from the a rt of music as 
the term " music" is generally used , i .e. , from mel�y 
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of pitch-variation. The art of mustc whri.� st iU  
remains to the poet is that of rhythm ,  and of a 
sort of melooy dependent on the order and arrangement 
of varied vowel and consonantal sounds. The rhythm 
is a m atter of duration of individual sounds and of 
stress, and the matter of the " word melody" depends 
largely on the fitness of this duration and stress to the 
sounds wherewith it is connected. · 

In <1f'terrn ining the rela tive st;�le �f art i11 Paris :�n•i 
in  London , one would consider rhythm, word melody, 
and the composition of words , of words that is, coo
sidered as language not as sound . 

As to rhythm, I doubt if there is in England at the 
time of this writing, anyone whose rhythm and word 
melody are comparable to those of Remy de Gourmoot 
or of Paul Fort, or of De Regnier iu the " 04elettes." 
I think there is no one who writes English as well as . De Regnier writes French, or whose work has the 
quality of seeming so modo pumice expolitu"}· 
Neither have we a satirist comparable to Laurent Tad
harde, nor yet a poet who delineates his time as clearly 
as does Francis Jammes. 

Nor, for that matter, can I see about me any youn.g 
man whose work is as refreshing as Romaips'. I� IS 
true that there are a few writers wpo are attempting 
a simplification of structure, somewhat like that 
a ttempted by the crowd gathered about " L'E��rt 
Libre " ; but for the most part both writers and cntJCS 
in England are so ignorant that if a man attempt these 
finer accords and simplicities there is har<lly an�one 
who can tell what he is up to. Neither do I belie.� 
that the excellences referred to will appear in Engl!s 
writing until ·11t least twenty years after their respect•"e 
appearances in France. And with that I rest my cast· 
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AN CORA 
Good God I They say you are risqu(/ 
0 canzonetti, 
We who went out into the four A. M. of the world,  
Composing our albas; 
We who shook off our dew with the rabbits ; 
We who have seen even Artemis a-binding her sandals, 
Have we ever heard the like ! 0 mountains of Hellas l 

Gather about me, 0 Muses ! 
When we sat upon the granite brink in Helicon 
Clothed in the tattered sunlight, 
0 Muses with delicate shins, 
0 Muses with delectable knee-joints, 
When we splashed and were splashed with 
The lucid Castalian spray, 
Had we ever such an epithet 
Cast upon us l  

SURGIT FAMA. 
Fragmtnl from an unwritablt play 

There is a t't:uce ·among the gods, 
Kore is seen in the North 
Skirting the blue-gray sea 
In gilded and russet mantle. 

C109 POEMS. Poetry, III. 2 (Nov. 1913) 53-60. 
ContenJs: Ancora-Surgit fama. Fragment from an unwritable play-The Choice-Aprii--Gentildonna-Lustra (I. [The 
Rest]; ll. [Les Mill win]; ill. Further lnstructions)-Xenia (I. The Street in Soho; ll. "The cool fmgers of science delight 
me"; III-V [A Song of the Degrees, I-III] ; VI [Ite]; VII. Dum capitolium scandet). ("Xenia, I-VII" reprinted in Paideuma, 
Orono, Me., X. 2 (Fall 198 1 )  240-1 .) 
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· The com has again its mother and she, Leuconoe, 
That failed never women, 
Fails not the earth now. 

The tricksome Hermes is here; 
He moves behind me 
Eager to catch my words, 
Eager to spread them with rumor; 
To set upon them his change 
Crafty and subtle; 
To alter dtem to his purpose; 
But do thou speak true, even to the letter:  

"Once more in Delos, once more is the altar a-quiver. 
Once more is the chant heard. 
Once more are the never abandoned gardens 
Full of gossip and old tales." 

THE CHOICE 

It is true that you say the gods are more use to you 
than fairies, 

But for all that I have seen you on a high, white, noble 
horse, 

Like some strange queen in a story. 
It is odd that you should be covered with long robes 

and trailing tendrils and flowers; 
I t  is odd that you should be changing your face and 

resembling some other woman to plague me; 
It is odd that you should be hiding yourself in the cloud 

of beautiful women, who do not concern me. 

And I, who follow every seed-leaf upon the wind I 
They will say that I deserve this. 

Three spirits came to me 
And d rew me apart 

APRIL 

To where the olive boughs 
Lay stripped upon the ground : 

Pale carnage beneath bright mist. 

QBNTILDONNA 

She passed and left no quiver in  the veins, who now
Moving among the trees, and clinging 

in the air she severed, 
Fanning the grass she walked on then--endures : 

Gray olive leaves beneath a rain-cold sky. 
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LUSTRA 

I 

0 helpless few in my country, 
0 remnant enslaved l 

Artists broken against her, 
A-stray, lost in the villages, 
Mistrusted, spoken-against, 

Lovers of beauty, starved, 
Thwarted with systems, 
Helpless against the control ; 

You who can not wear yourselves out 
By persisting to successes, 
You who can only speak, 
Who can not steel yourselves into reiteration; 

You of the finer sense, 
Broken against false knowledge, 
You who can know at first hand, 
Hated, shut in, mistrusted : 

Take thought. 
I have weathered the storm, 
I have beaten out my exile. 

II  

The little Millwins attend the Russian Ballet. 
The mauve and greenish souls of the little Millwins 
Were seen lying along the upper seats 
Like so many unused boas. 

The turbulent and undisciplined host of art students
The rigorous deputation from " Slade"-
Was before them. 
With arms exalted , with fore-arms 
Crossed in great futuristic X's, the art s tudents 
Exulted, they beheld the splendors of Cltopatra. 

And the little Millwins beheld these things; 
With their large and anaemic eyes they looked out upon 

this configuration. 

Let us therefore mention the fact, 
For it seems to us wortliy of record . 

I I I  Furtha Instructions 

Come, my songs, let us express our baser passions. 
Let us express our envy for the man with a steady job 

and no worry about the future. 

You are very idle, my songs, 
I fear you will come to a bad end. 
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You stand about the streets. You loiter at the comers 
and bus-stops, 

You do next to nothing at all. 
You do not even express our inner nobility, 
You will come to a very bad end. 

And I ?  I have gone half cracked. 
I have talked to you so much 

that I almost see you about me, 
Insolent little beasts ! Shameless ! Devoid of clothing ! 

But you, newest song of the lot, 
You are not old enough to have done much mischief. 
I will get you a green coat out of China 
With dragons worked upon it. 
I will get you the scarlet silk trousers 
From the statue of the infant Christ a t  Santa Maria 

Novella ; 

Lest they say we are lacking in taste, 
Or that there is no caste in this family. 

XENIA 
I .  Tlu Strut in Soho 

Out of the overhanging gray mist 
There cJme an ugly li ttle man 
Carrying beautiful flowers. 

II  

The cool fingers of science delight me;  
For they are cool with sympathy, 
There is nothing of fever about them. 

III  

Rest me with Chinese colors, 
For I think the glass is evil. 

IV 

T
.
he wind moves above the wheat

With a silver crashing, 
A thin war of metal. 

I have known the golden disc, 
l have seen it melting above me. 
I have

.
known the stone-bright place, 

The hall of clear colors. 

v 
0 glass subtly evil, 0 confusion of colors ! 
0 light bound and bent in, 0 soul of the captive, 
Why am I warned � Why am I sent away ? 
Why is your glitter full of curious mistrust ?  
0 glass subtle and cunning, 0 powdery gold I 
0 filaments of amber, two-faced i ridescence! 
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VI 

Go, my songs, seek your praise from the young and 
from the intolerant, 

Move among the lovers of perfection alone. 
Seek ever to s tand in the hard Sophoclean light 
Awl take your wounds from it gladly. 

VII Dum Capitolium Scandtt 

How many will come after nie 
singing as well as I sing, none better; 

Telling the heart of their truth 
as I have taught them to tell i t ;  

Fruit of my seed, 
0 my unnamable children. 

Know then that I loved you from afore�time, 
Clear speakers, naked in the sun, untrammelled . 

Ezra Pouttd 

PORTRAIT D'UNE FEMME 
By Ezra Pound 

yoUR mind and you are our Sargasso Sea, 
London has swept about you this score years 

And bright ships left you this or that in fee : 
Ideas, old gossip, oddments of all things, 

Strange spars of knowledge and dimmed wares of price. 
Great minds have sought you-lacking someone else. 

You have been second always. Tragical? 
No. You preferred it to the usual thing: 

One dull man, dulling and uxorious, 
One average mind-with one thought less, each year. 

Oh, you are patient, I have seen you sit 
Hours, where something might have :Boated up. 

And now you pay one. Yes, you richly pay. 
You are a person of some interest; one comes to you 

And takes strange gain away: 
Trophies fished up ; some curious suggestion; 

Fact that leads nowhere; and a tale for two, 
Pregnant with mandrakes, or with something else 

That might prove useful and yet never proves, 
That never fits a comer or shows use, 

Or finds its hour upon the loom of days : 
The tarnished, gaudy, wonderful old work; 

Idols and ambergris and rare inlays, 
These are your riches, your great store; and yet 

For all this sea hoard of deciduous things, 
Strange woods half sodden, atid new brighter stuff: 

In the slow float of differing light and deep, 
No t there is nothing ! In the whole and all, 

Nothing that's quite your own. 
Yet this is you. 

Cl lO PORTRAIT D'UNE FEl'vlME. Smart Set, XLI. 3 (Nov. 1913)  88.  
(In English.) Reprinted from Ripostes (1912)--A8. 
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Rabindranath Tagore. 
HIS SECOND B OOK INTO E NGLISH. 

" The yellow bird sings in their tree and makes 
my heart dance with gladness. 

We both live in the same village, and that is our 
one piece of joy. 

Her pair of pet lambs come to graze in the shade 
of our garden trees. 

If they stray into our barley field, I take them up 
in my arms. 

The name of our village is Khanjana, and Anjana 
they call our river. 

My name is known to all the village, and her name 
is Ranjana. " 

It is always better to quote Mr. Tagore than to 
review him. It is always m uch more convincing. 
Even when I tried i:o lecture about him I had to give 
it up and read from the then proofs of Gitanjali. 

Mr. Tagore has come and gone, he has been wept 
over and he has been prayed over and they tried to 
get him into the academy and they tried to make him 
poet laureate. He suffered many fools with great 
patience. He went as quietly as he came. With
to use his own words-" With no exaggerated idea 
of his own importance. ' '  His attitude w as  the same 
llhe last time I saw him as it was alrn<>St the 
first when he said to me quite simply, " What is it 
that

' 
you see in these translations ?  I did not know 

that they would interest a European . "  
If  his admirers have confused h i s  position i n  

English l iterature with his position i n  Bengal litera
ture it is equally certain that he has not. If  his 
ento�rage has presented him as a religious teacher 
rather than as an artist, it is much to be lamented. 
" I do not wish to be represented in English by 
Gitanjali alone, " said this author whose voice has 
almost as many shades as one might have expected 
from Voltaire ; and whose sense of humour is as 
delicate as that of any writer in Paris, :1 tJ who 
might have written as well as another, 

" Ouquel j 'ay plus q u 'autre galle. " 
He has written something of the sort, and wa� 

vastly amused at the consternation which it caused 
among the pious of New York. 

Why the good people of this island are unable to 
honour a line artist as such ; why they are incap;�.IJic, 
or apparently incapable, of devising for his honour 
any better device than that of wrapping his life in 
cotton wool and parading about with the effigy of a 
sanctimonious moralist, remains and will remain for 
me an unsolvable mystery. 

Rabindranath Tagore is not to be confused with 
that jolly and religious bourgeois Abdul Baha ; nor 
with any Theosophist propaganda ; nor with any of 
the various missionaries of the sexen and seventy 
isms of the mystical East. 

In Gitanjali he gave us the poems of his later l ife, 
poems which Davray of the Mercure de France calla 
" plus pur que les psaumes de David." It is n 
phrase which only a Frenchman would apply to the 
work of that barbarous Hebrew king. 

Let us clear away the rubbish. Let me deny that 
Mr. Tagore is, in any exnct sense, a mystic. Let us 
confine ourselves to a consideration of his art, as 
such, and as such sufficient. 

Let us say that ·Mr. Tn�ore has an emotional 
contact with nature, an intuition more beautiful, in 
its own peculiar way, than any I have yet found in 
poetry. I do not mean to say that there are not 
other beauties just as beautiful. I do not mean to 
say that his sense of the l ife-flow unci sun-flow is 
more beautiful than the mythopceic sense. It  is 
different. 

The Gardener. By Rabindranath Tagore. (Mac
millan & Co. 4/6 net.) 

Ezra Pound's Poetry and Prose: Vol. I 

It is by virtue of this sense that his poems, his 
poems translated as they now are into French and 
English have a certain place in world-literature, n 
place quite different from that whioh the origiruals, 
furnished with all sorts of rhyme and technical fine
ness, hold in the literature of contemporary India. 

In Gitanja!i he gave us the reflective songs of his 
l ate period, in " The · Gardener " 11  h.e gives us the 
Theocritan idylls of l1is youth. lie gives us pure 
Ima'gisme in such verses as : 

" Over the green and yellow rice fields sweep the 
shadows of the autumn clouds, followed by the 
swift-chasing sun. · 

The bees forget to sip their honey ; drunken with 
light they foolishly hum and hover ; and the ducks in 
the sandy riverbank clamour in joy for mere nothing. 

None shall go back home, brothers, this morning, 
none shall go to work. 

We will take the blue sf<y by storm and plunder 
the space as we run. 

Laughters fly floating in the air liks foams in the 
Rood. 

Brothers, we shall squander our morning in futile 
songs. " 

(I give the poem as it originally appeared in 
English, the later \'ersion is available in ' '  The 
Gardener. ") 

I am not writing this article {or ll'fr. Tagore 's 
admirers, who have already canonized and deified 
him and set him with a tin harp on the right hand of 
God the Father Almighty world without end amen. 

There have been various attacks on Mr. Tagore. 
Some have <�Ccused him of insincerity. They think 
that no man can be sincere unless .he is also 
embittered. 

Some have said that he was reaping credit really 
due to the older writers of India. I think they do 
not know how diligent Mr. Tagore has been in his 
endeavours to get e�rlier Hindi and Bengali poems 
edited and translated. I know that it was he who 
urged the Bengali edition of Kabir and I know that 
he has helped with the English translation of that 
author, and that he has urged other translations. 

I do not think that an appreciation of Mr. Tagore's 
work need in any way interfere with an appreciation 
of Pratara Chandra Ray's heroic translation of the 
Mahabhdrata. The slow recognition of this latter 
work is a disgrace to the English world of letters, 
but Mr. Tagore cannot be held responsible. 

The fact · t�at this great classic is practically 
unavailable is a disgrace to English publishers. 
They have printed a rhymed synopsis, which is about 
what one might expect. 

To say that Mr. Tagore did not compose the 
Mahabharata, is to say that Meleagar did not write 
the Odyssey. I cannot see that it pertains. Mr. 
Tagore is a lyric poet, it is with lyrists that one 
should compare him, and among them he will find 
his position. 

ln ,estiroating his lyriCs the critic should consider 
two things : the original anti the translation. Any 

translation is a makeshift, it is one side .of_. an · 
original. Conalder what would re�aln of mos� . of 
our best loved songs if they were turned .into .German 
prose, or into Italian or Russian prose. Cons�der 
that ' in any volume of Mr. Tagore's lyrics aU the 
subtle varieties of rhyme order and of cadt.nce :which 
diversify a collection of .the originals, must of neces
sity be lost-. The refreahn;�ent which would :CQme in 
the change from one meter to another is of necessity 
sacrificed. The intelligent reader will do more than 
read the prose, he will try to reco.nstr.uct .SOme .idea 
of the anginal, of the long hyper-feminine rhymes, 
of the rhyme-arrangements like those .of .the pleiade, 
of the long bars of the .Oriental ragini. He will .try 
to fit into this sound .picture the meaning .expressed 
in translation. No one but .an imbecile ever tdes to 
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read a translation without attempting in some way to 
reconstr.uct the original setting. 

With that in mind the reader may turn to the 
poem (44), " Reverend sir, forgive this p.air .of 
sinners , "  or to 49 which is  even less set in the 
English, or to 57 or 6:.r, or to 43 where he re-echoes 
the delicacy of La Chastelaine de St, Gjlles, which 
itself echoes an older ballad, 

" Nus ue uois lt:s le Lui:� aller 
Sam: son compaignette . "  

" No, my friends, I shall nev.er be an ascetic, 
whatever you may say." 

I think what I am trying to say abQut .these poems 
is that one must read each poem as a whole and then 
reconceive it as a song, of which yo.u have hall 
forgotten the words. You must see them not ns 
you see stars on a flag but as you half see stars in 
the heaven. 

The. joy is in the undcr-runni,ng !JUality of the 
emotion, not in verbal felicities. . H as where only 
the wise will seek it. 

" I tried to answer, but o�r language had been 
lost and forgotten. our names would not 
come to my mind. " 

" Yes, Tagorc is a good lover " (as a frie�d from 
Burmah has said of him). It is not the Vita Nuovn 
but' it is as delicate. He kisses a chance-passing 
blind girl and says : you are !IS blind as your flowers. 
Where the young Dante would have wr.itten, and 
does write constantly " Donna, gloriosa, della mia 
mente, "  Tagore sees the figure always or pear.ly 
always out of doors, or at least nlllong real surrountl
ing ; as if " Col/lando ed isceglfendo fior da fiore. " 
He belongs " nel Paradiso terrestre . "  

" Volsesi in sui vermigli ed in sui gialli; " 
. . . . . . . 

" Non di piu colpo, clle soave vcnto. 
. . . . . . 

" Ed una melodia dolce correva 
Per l�aer luminoso. " 

·How many of the lines of .th.ese canti are in 
keeping with :Ra�indranath 's content I . How they 
come bact< upon one's mind as one repc;ls hiin. l 

· 

EZRA POUND. 

C l l l  

The Serious Artist. 
I li.-EMOTION AND POESY. 

0 DVIOUSLY, it is not easy to be a great poet. 
If it were, many more people would have done 
so. At no period in history has the world Ler.n 

free of people who have mildly desired to be great 
poets and not a few have endeavoured conscientiously 
to be such. 

I am aware that adjectives of magnitude are held 
to savour of barbarism. Still there is no shame in 
desiring to give great gifts and on enlightened 
criticism does not draw ignominious comparisons 
between Villon and Dante. The so-called major poets 
have most of them given their tJWn gift, but the 
peculiar term " major " is rather a gift to them from 
Chronos. I mean that they have been born . upon 
tht: stroke of their hour and that it has been given 
them to heap together and arrange and harmonize 
the results of many men's labour. This very faculty 
for amalgamation is a part of their genius and it is, 
in a way, a sort of modesty, a sort of unselfishness. 
They have not wished for property. 

The men from whom Dante borrowed are remem• 
bered as much for the fact that he did borrow as for 
C1 12 
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their own compositions. At the same time he gave 
of his own, and no mere compiler and classifier of 
other men's discoveries is given .the name of " major 
poet " for more than a season. 

If Dante had not done a deal more than borrow 
rhymes from Arnaut Daniel and theology from 
Aquinas he would not be published by Dent i n ·  the 
year of grace 1913, 

We might come to believe that the thing that 
matters in art is a sort of energ,Y, something more 
or less like electricity or radio-activity, a force trans
fusing, welding, and unifying. A force rather like 
water when it spurts up through very bright sand 
and sets it in swift motion. You may make what 
image you like. 

I do not know that there is much use in composing 
an answer to the often asked question : What is the 
difference between poetry and prose ? I believe that poetry is the more highly energized. 
But these things are relative.. Just as we say that a 
certain temperature is hot and another cold. In the 
same way we say that a certain prose passage " I s  
poetry ' '  meaning t o  praise it, and that a certain 
passage of verse is " only prose " meaning dispraise. 
And at the same time " Poetry I I I" is used as a 
synonym for " Bosh I Rott I I Rubbish I l l ' The 
thing that counts is " Good Writing." 

And " Good writing " is perfect control. And it 
is quite easy to control a thing that has in It no 
energy-provided that it be' not too heavy and that 
ypu do not wish to make it move. 

And, as all the words that one would use in writing 
about these things are the. vague words of daily 
speech, it is nearly impossible to write with scientific 
preciseness about " prose and verse " unless one 
writes_ a complete treatise on the " art of writing, "  
defining each word · a s  one would define the terms in 
n treatise on chemistry. And on this account all 
essays about " poetry " are usulilly not only dull but 
inaccurate and wholly useless. And on like account 
if �ou ask a good painter to tell you what he is 
trymg to do to a canvas he will very probably wave 
his hands helplessly and murmur that " H�
-eh-he can't talk about it." And that if you 
" see anything at all, he is quite--eh-more or less-
eh-satisfied. " 

· 

Nevertheless it has been held for a shameful thing 
that a man should not be able to give a reason for 
his acts and words. And If one does not care about 
bein� taken for a mystificateur one may aa well try 
to giVe approximate answera to questions asked in 
good faith. It might be better to do the thing 
thoroughly in a properly accurate treatise, bu·t one 
has not always two or three spare years at one's 
disposal, and one is dealing w1th very subtle and 
complicated matter, and even so, the very algebra of 
logic is itself open to debate. 

Roughly then, Good writing is writing that i s  
perfectly controlled, th e  writer says just what h e  
means. He says it with complete clarity nnd sim
plicity. He uses the smallest possible number of 
words. I do not mean that he skimp• paper, or that 
he screws about like Tacitus to get his thought 
crowded into the least possible space. But, granting 
that two sentences are at times easier to understand 
than one sentence containing the double meaning, 
the author tries to communicate with the reader with 
the greatest possible despatch, save where for any 
one of forty reasons he does not wish to do so. 

Also there are various kinds of clarity. There is 
the clarity of the request : Send me four pounds of 
ten-penny nails. And there is the syntactical sim
plicity of the request : Buy me the kind of Rembrandt 
I like. This last is an utter cryptogram. It pre
supposes a more complex and intimate understanding 
of the speaker than most of us ever acquire of 
nnyone. It  has as many meanings, almost, as there 
are persons who might speak it. To a stranger it 
conveys nothing at all. 

It is the almost constant labour of the prose artist 
to translate this latter kind of clnrity into the former ; 
to say " Send me the kind of Rembrandt I like " in 
the terms of " Send me four pounds of ten-penny 
nails." 

C1 12 The Serious Artist, ill.-Emotion and Poesy. New Free:�voman, I. 10 (1 Nov . 1913)  194-5. 
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The whole thing is an evolution. In the beginning 
simple words were enough : Food ; water ; fire. Both 
prose and poetry are but an extension of language. 
Man desires to communicate with his fellows. He 
desires an ever increasingly complicated communica· 
tion. Gesture serves up to a poln.t. Symbols may 
serve. When you desire something not present to 
the eye or when you desire to communicate ideas, 
you must have recourse to speech. Gradually you 
wish to · communicate something less bare and 
ambiguous than ideas. You wish to communicate 
an idea and its modifications, an idea and a crowd of 
its effects, atmospheres, contradictions. You wish to 
question whether a certain formula works in every 
case, or in what percent. of cases etc. etc. etc. you 
get the Henry James novel. 

You wish to communicate an idea and its con
comitant emotions, or an emotion and its concomitant 
ideas, or a sensation and its derivative emotions, or 
an impression that is emotive, etc. etc. etc. You 
begin with the yeowl and the bark, and you develop 
into the dance and into music, and into music with 
words, and finally into words with music, and finally 
into words with a vague adumbration of music, 
words suggestive of music, words measured, or 
words in a rhythm that preserves some accurate trait 
of the emotive impression, or of the sheer character 
of the fostering or parental emotion. 

When this rhythm, or when the vowel and conso
nantal melody or sequence seems truly to bear the 
trace of emotion which the poem (for we have come 
at tilSt to the poem) is intended to communicate, we 
say that this part of the work Ia good. And · � this 
pi\rt of the work " is by now " technique. " That 
" 4cy. dull , pedantic " technique , that  ull bad nrtisls 
rai.l against. It is. only a part of tech nique , it is 
rhythm, cadence, and the arrangement of 's<?unds. 

· • Also the '.' prose, " the words and their sense ··ri�st 
�e such as fit the emotion. Or, from the other �id�1',; 
tdeas, or fragments of ideas, the emotion and con· 
comita:nt emotions of this " Intellectual and Emotional 
Complex " (for we have come to the . intellectual and 
emotional . complex) must be in harmony, they must 
form . an organtsm, they must be an oilk sprung from 
one acorn. 

· · 
When you have words of a l ament set to the 

rhythm and tempo of " There 'l l be a Hot Time in 
the Old Town to-night " you have either an inten· 
tiona! burlesque or you have rotten art. Shelley's 
" Sensitive Plant " is one of the rottenest poem� 
ever written, at least one of the worst ascribable to 
a recognized author. It j iggles to the same tune as 
" A  little peach fn the orchard grew. " Yet Shelley 
recovered and wrote the fifth act of the Cenci. 

II.  
It is occasionally suggested by the wise that poets 

should acquire the graces of prose. That is an 
extension of what has been said above anent control. 
Prose does not need emotion. It may, but it neetl 
not, . attempt to portray emotion. 

Poetry is a cenfaur. The tbinkrng word, ananging, 
clarifying faculty must move and leap with the ener
gizing, sentient, musical faculties. It is precisely the 
difficulty of this amphibious existence that keeps 
down the census record of' good poets. The nccom
plished prose author will tell you thnt he 1 1 can only 
write poetry . when he has a belly-ache " nncl them-:e 
he will argue that _poetry just isn ' t  an art. 

, 
I dare say . t�11r�. are very good marksmen who 

JUst can ' t  shQI?� fr(lm a horse. 
Likewise if a gopd marksman only mounted a fl'W 

times he might never acquire any · proficiency in  
shooting from the saddle. Or leaving metaphor, I 
suppose that what, iri the long run, makes the pcet 
is n sort of persistence of the emotional nature, and, 
joined with this, a peculiar sort of control . 

The. sayin&' that " n lyric poet might as well die nt 
thirty " IS stmply saying that the emotional nature 
seldom survives this age, or thnt it  becomes, at any 
rate, subj ected nnd incapable of moving the whole 
man. Of course this is a general ity,  and, ns such , 
-inaccurate, 
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. I t  is true that most people poetize more or less, 
between the nges of seventeen and twenty-three. The 
emotions nre new, and, to their possessor, interesting, 
and there is not . much mind or personality to be 
moved: As' the man, as his mind, becomes a he11vier 
and heavier machine, ·a  constantly more complicated 
structure, it requires a constantly greater voltnge or 
emotional energy to set it in harmonious motion . . . It  
is certain that the emotions increase in vigour ns n 
vigorous mnn mature!. In the case of Guido we 
have his atrongest worlc at fifty. Most importnnt 
poetry has been written by men over thirty. 

" En I '  an trentiesme de mon eage, " begins Vi lion 
and considering the nature of his l ife thirty would 
have seen him more spent thnn forty yenrs or mnre 
orderly living, . 

Aristotle will 'tell you that " The npt usc of metn· 
phor, being as it is, the swift perceptton of relations, 
Is . the true h.all-mark of geniu�. " That abundance, 

· that . ,eadiness of the image is indec;d one of the 
surest . proofs .. that . the . mind is up borne upon the 
emotional·. surge. . . . . . . . . 

: 'ny �· apt ·\l!le, '.' J should DRY it ·were well to under-. 
at'lind; il swlitneas, .alt:nost a violence, an� ce�tainly n 
vividness. This does .not menn elaboratton nnd 
CQmpllcati<)n. . . . . . . · . . 

There Is anQtber poignancy which I do no.t care .to 
annl)'ze . �nto col'{lponent parts,. if, inc;Jeed, such vi\'i· 
section is , possible • .  lt . is not the fo�rnnl phrn.sing of 
Fli!ubert (which. you have seen recently prmsed by 

another wriler in these col um ns) much as such 
formality is desirable  and noble. It is such phrasing 
as we find in 

1 1 Ern g\a J 'ora che Yolgc il d isio 
t\ i navigan t i 1 1  

O r  t h e  open ing o f  t h e  bal lata which begins : 
1 1  Perch ' io non spero di tornar gin mni 

13allntelta, in. Toscana . " 
Or 

1 1  S 'ils n 'ayment fors que pour ! 'argent , 
On ne Jes 11yme que pour I 'heurc. ' ' 

Or, in its contex t : 

" The tire that st irs about her,  when :;he 51 i r s , "  

or, in i ts  so d i fferen t  setting , 
1 1  Nc maeg werigmod wyrcle widhstondan 

nc se h reo hyge helpe gerremmnn : 
for dhon domgeorne dreorigne oft 
in hyrn breostcofan binclnth faeste. " 

For these things have in them that passionate 
simpl icity which is beyond the precisions of the 
intellect. Truly they nrc perfect as fine prose is 
perfect , but they are in some way different from the 
clear statements of the observer. They are in somr� 
wny different from that so masterly end ing of the 
Herodi;�s : 1 1 Comme elle etait  tres Jou rde i ls  Ia  por
taicnt alternati\'ement," or from the consta tation i n  
St. J ul ian Hospi tal ier : " E t  ! 'idee l u i  vient d 'employer 
son existence au sen· ice des autres. ' '  

The prose author has shown the triumph o f  his 
intellect a nd one knows that such t riumph is not 
without its sufferings by the way, but  by the \'cr:;es 
one is brought upon inc pnssionate moment. This 
moment has brought with it nothing that \'iolatcs t !te 
prose simpl icit ies. The intellect has not found it but 
the in tellect has been moved. 

There is  l i t tle but folly in seeking the l ines of 
d i\'ision , yet i f  the two arts must be divided we mav 
as well use that l ine as any other. In the \'crs

'
e 

something has come upon the intel ligence. In t h e  
prose the intelligence has found a subject for i ts  
observations . The poe tic fnct pre-exists. 

I n  a different way, of course , the subject of the 
prose pre-ex ists. Perhaps the difference is undc

monstrable, perhaps i t  is  not even communicable ln 
any save those of good will . Yet I thinlt this orderl i
ness in the greatest poetic passages, this quiet 
statement that partnl<cs of the nature of prose nnd is 
yet nftont nncl tossed i n  the emotional surges, is 
perhaps as true a test as that men tioned by lhe C:re!'k 
theorician. 

J.:;m,\ Powm. 
(To bt ronlimmf.) 
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The Divine Mystery." 
' '  I was sitting like Abraham in my tent door in 

the heat of the day, outside 11 Pagan city of Africa, 
when the lord of the thunder appeared before me, 
going on his way into the town to call down thunder 
from heaven upon it. 

1 1  He had on his wizard's robe, hung round with 
magical shells that (at tied as he moved ; and there 
walked behind him a young man carrying a lute. 
I gave the musician a piece of silver, and he danced 
before me the danoo that draws down the thunder. 
After which he we�t his way into the town ; and the 
people were gathered together in the courtyard of 
the kiQg's hou se ;  and he danced before them all. 
Then It thundered for the first time in many days ; 
and the king gave the thunder-maker a black goat
the immemorial reward of the performing god. 

1 1  So begins the history of the Divine Man, and such 
is his rude nativity. The secret of genius is sensitive
ness. The Genius of the Thunder who revealed 
himself to me could not call the thunder, but he 
could be called by it. He was more quick than other 
men to feel the changes of the atmosphere ; perhaps 
he had rendered his nervous s:r.stem more sensitive 
still by fasting or mental abstraction ; and he had 
learned to read his own symptoms as we read a 
barometer . .  So, when he felt the storm gathering 
round his head, he put on kis symbolical vestment, 
and marched forth to be its Word, the archetype of 
all Heroes in all Mysteries. , .  

S o  begins the most fascinating book o n  folk-lore 
that i have ever or,:ned. I can scarcely call it a 
book on " folk-lore, ' it is a consummation. It is a 
history of the development of human intelligence. It 
is not a mass of theories, ·it is this history told in 
a series of vivid and precise illustrations, -like the 
ono I have chosen for quotation, It is not a 
philosophy, yet it manages to be an almost complete 
expression of philosophy. Mr. Upward has been 
' '  resident ' '  in Nigeria ; he has had much at first 
hantl, and in all his interpretation of documents he 
has never for an instant forgotten that documents 
arc but the shadow of the fact. He has never for
gotten the very ·real man inside the event or the 
history. It is this which distinguishes him from 
all the encyclopredists who have written endlessly 
upon corn gods, etc. 

Moreover, he thinks. 
He thinks, il pmse. He is intelligent.  Good God I 

is it not a marvel that in the age of Cadbury and 
Northcliffe, and the 11 Atlantic Monthly " and the 
present 1 1  English Review, "  etc., etc. ,  ad nauseam, 
is i t  not an overwhelming· wonder that a thinking 
sentient being should still inhabit this planet and be 
allowed to publish a book I I 

Very well then. Mr. Upward is intelligent. He 
is cognizant of the forces of intell igence anti has 
traced, in some measure, their influence. He has 
traced the growth of religion and superstition from 
the primitive tvpe of the thunder-maker to the idea 
of the messiah: He has traced many of the detest
able customs of modern life to t·heir root-s in 
superstition. 

The first half of the ;book is  planned, if it can be 
called so, on the slow recognition of the sun. That 
is to say, primitive man turns from his worship of 
the dead, and of the earth and of various fears, to 
a worship of the life-giving Helios. The solar 
missionary says it is unnecessary to bury a man in 
the cornfield in order that crops shall rise by virtue 
of his spirit. The Aten disc is  explained. The 1 1  Dies l rae " turns out to be a relic of fire worship. 
The 1 1 Divine Mystery " necessitates a new trans
lation of the bible. And if the ecclesiastical mind 
were not ossified beyond all hope of revivification 
we should see the introductory notes above the 
chapters abandoned in favour of something related 
to truth. 

•Tho Divino Mystery, By Allen Upward. (Garden 
City ·Press; Iof6.) 

Mr. Upward has left the chnrming pastoral figure 
of Jesus in n more acceptable light than have the 
advocntes of " That religion which the Nazarene has 
been accused of having founded. "  
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He has derived the word God from the word Goat , 
which will be a satisfaction to many. He has related 
prophesy to astrology, and has shown thl' new eras 
to be related to the ascent of the successive signs of 
l hl' %Odiac in which the oun appears, changing· hb 
mansion about once in each eight centuries. · 

The book itself is n summary, u leisured summary, 
that does not cut corners, or leave one with 
insufficient information. Still it  contains so much 
and so much of vivid interest that it is very nearly 
impossible to review it. · 

I t  is a hook .full of suggestion for half a dozen 
sor•ts of specialist, at the same time it is legible and 
so clearly written that one has no need of specialized 
knowledge to read it. 

I, personally, find in it clues and suggestions for 
the Provencal love customs of the Middle Ages-in 
the chapter on early marriage laws. Modern 
marriage is, apparently, derived from the laws of 
slave concubinage, not from the more hooourable 
forms of primitive European marriage. So much 
for the upholders of " Sacrament. " 

It is great satisfaction to find a nice, logical 
book, where all the cunting fools who have 
plagued one are-no, not " abused, 11 but where an 
author, writing in a gentle and reasonable tone, 
presenting simple fact · after simple fact, undermines 
their ·position, and &haws them naked in all their 
detestability, in all their unutterable silliness. 

The lovely ·belief in a durable hot hell dates back 
to the Parsee who squatted over a napthn volcano. 
And various other stupidities still prevalent ore shown 
to be as l ittle . inspired by either divine or human 
Intelligence. It is a great book for liberations. 

Someday, when the circulationists are neatly for
gotten, people will take note of Mr. Upward's work 
in fundamentals. His 1 1  The New Word " will be 
recognised, instead of being ranted about by a few 
enthusiasts. 

He is wholly cureless of certain matters ; he is 
apparently quite willing that his .work should be 
immortal in general belief, instead of being 
11 preserved " in specific works. 

This author is a focus, that is to say he has a 
sense of major relations. The enlightenments of our 
era have come to him. He has seen how the things 1 1  put together. "  

I t  i s  plenslng to know that the ordinary native's 
hunt in Africa sets out .Wlith an ark of the covenan t  
every whit as sacred as the j u n k  box which the 
Israelites carried before them. 

Especially if one has been " reared in the Christian 
faith " and been forced to eat at the same table with 
ministers and members of the Y.M.C.A. , i t  is pleasant 
to know for certain just what part of their conversa
tion is pure bunoomb. 

I do not wish to lead anyone into the belief that 
this is an impious book. I believe Allen Upward to 
be one of the devoutest men of the age. He insists 
that the real God is neither a cad nor an imbecile, 
and that is, to my mind, a fairly good ground for 
religion. 1 1  All that has been was right, and will be wrong. " 
He shows that even the crusades of ·the earlier and 
now detestable religions came i n  their own time 11s 
liberations. . 

It is a ver)' difficult work to review. How Mr. 
Upward has managed to tell so many inter�sting 
facts in three hundred pages, is somewhat beyond 
me. It is,  I must repeat, a clarifying book, it is 
not a set of facts very rigorously chosen in proportion 
to their interest. The idea of the goddess, the mother 
goddess, is analyzed ; queenship and kingship and 
the priesthood are treated. Mr. Upward is not only 
perspicacious, but his mind is balanced by nature 
and by a knowledge of the Chinese classics. He i!l 
nowhere content with 11 sham. 

S peaking in moderation, I sup[!Ose one might call 
" The Divine Mystery " a book indispensable to 

C1 13 The Divine Mystery. New Freewoman, I. 1 1  ( 15  Nov. 1913)  207-8. 
A review of The Divine Mystery, by Allen Upward. 
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clergymen, legislators, students of folk-lore, and the 
more intelligent public. 

I do not write this as a specialist ; but judging by 
those points where Mr. Upward's specialitA coincides 
with my own, I should say that he was led a 
scholarshio not only wide but precise. He shows 
remarkable powers of synthesis. 

However correct or inoorrect I may be in my 
estimate, of this at least I am certain : no sane man 
will be bored during the hours he gives to the 
·reading of this book. 

EZRA PouND. 
C1 13 

The Serious Artist. 
IV. 

Ln poc!sie, avec ses oomparaisons obligees, sa 
mythologie que ne croit pas le pol!te, sa di�nite 
de style a In Louis XIV.,  et  tout l 'attira1l de 
ses ornements appelc!s poetiques, est bien 
nu-dessous de Ia prose dl!s qu'il 11'agit de donner 
une idc!e claire et prc!ci� des mouvements du 
coeu r ;  or, dans ce genre, on n'emeut que par 
Ia clarte. "-Stendhal. 

AN D  tha t  is precisely why one employs oneself i n  
seeking precisely t h e  poetry that shall be 
without this flummery, this fustian ll. lo 

louis X IV. , " farcill de (omme. " The above critigue 
of Stendhal's does not apply to the Poema de C1d, 
nor to the parting of Odysseus and Calipso. In the 
writers of t-he duo-cento and early tre-cento we find 
a precise psychology, embedded in a now almost 
unintelligible jargon, but there nevertheless. If  we 
cannot get back to these things ; if the serious artist 
cannot attain this precision in verse, then he must 
either take to prose or give up his claim to being a 
serious artist. 

It  is precisely because of this fustian that the 
Parnassiads and epics of the eighteenth century and 
most or the present-day works of most of our 
ocntempora'ry versifiers are pests and abominations. 

As the most efficient way to say nothing is to keep 
quiet, and as technique consists �rcisely in doing .the 
thing that one sets out to do, m the most effic1ent 
manner, no man who takes three pages to say nothing 
o:m expect to be seriously oonsidered as a technician. 
To talte three pages to say nothing is not style, i n  
the serious sense of that word. 

There are several kinds of honest worlt. There is 
the thin� that will out. There is the oonscientious 
formulation, a thing of infinitely greater labour, for 
the first is not labour at all, though the efficient doing 
of it may depend on a deal of labour foregoing. 

There is  the " labour foregoing," the patient 
testing of media, the patient experiment which shall 
avail perhaps the artist himself, but is as likely to 
avail some successor. 

The first sort · of work may be poetry. 
The second sort, the conscientious formulation, is 

more than likely to be prose. 
The third sort of work savours of the laboratory, 

it concerns the specialist, and the dilletanti, if that 
word retains any trace of its finer and original sense. 
A dilletnntc proper is a person who takes delight in 
the nrt,  not a person who tries to interpose his 
inferior productions between masterwork and the 
public. 

I reject the term connaisseursh.ip, for " con
naisseurship " is so associated in our minds with a 
desire for acquisition. The person possessed of 
connaisseurship is so apt to want to buy the rare a t  
one prioe a n d  sell i t  at  another. I do not believe that 
a person with this spirit has ever seen a work of art. 
Let me restore the foppish term dilletante, the 
synonym for folly, to its place near- the word dilello. 

C l l4 
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The dilletante has no axe to grind for himself. I f  
h e  be artist as well, he will b e  none the less eager 
to preserve the best precedent work. He will drag 
out " sources " that prove him less original than his 
public would have him. 

As for Stendhal's stricture, if we can have a poetry 
that comes as close as prose, pour donner une idie 
claire et pdcise, let us have it, " E di vmire a til} io 
studio guanlo posso ; • • cite Ia mia vita per alquanti 
anni Juri. " • • • And if we cannot at tain to such 
a poetry, noi altri poeti, for God's sake let us shut 
up. Let us " Give up, go down, "  etcetera ; let us 
acknowledge that our art, liko the art of dancing in 
armour, Ia out of date and out of fashion. Or let 
us go to our ignominious ends knowing thnt we have 
strained at the cords, that we have spent our strength 
in trying to pave the way for a new sort of poetic 
art-it is not a new sort but an old sort-but let us 
know that we have tried to make it more nearly 
possible for our successors to recapture this art. To 
write a poetry that can be carr·ied as u communication 
between intelligent men. 

To this end io studio gua/1/o posso. I have tried to 
establish a clear demarcation. I have been chal
lenged on my use of the phrase " great art " in an 
earlier article. It is about as useless to search Cor 
a definition of " great art " as it is to search for a 
scientific definition of life. One knows fairly well 
what one means. One means something more or less 
proportionate to one's experience. One means some
thing quite different at different periods of one's life. 

It is for some such reason that all criticism should 
be professedly personal criticism. In the end the 
critic can only say " I like it," or " I am moved," 
or something of that sort. When he has shown 
us himself we are able to understand him. 

Thus, in painting, I mean something or other 
vaguely associated in my mind with work la·belled 

Durer, and Rembrandt, and Velasquez, etc. , and 
with the painters whom I scarcely know, possibly of 
T'ang and Sung-though I dare say I 've got the 
wrong labels-and with some Egyptian designs that 
should probably be thought of as sculpture. 

And in poetry I mean something or other asso
ciated in my mind with the names of a dozen or ·more 
writers. 

On closer ana1ysis I find that I mean some<thing 
like " maximum efficiency of expression " ;  I mean 
that the writer has expressed something Interesting 
in such a way that one cannot re-say it more 
effectively. l also mean something associated with 
discovery. The artist must have disoovered some
ihing�ither of life itself or of the means of 
expression. 

Great art must of necess)ty be a part of good art. 
I attempted to define good art in an earlier chapter. 
It must bear true witness. Obviously great art must 
be nn exceptional thing. It cannot be the sort of 
thing anyone can do after n few hours' practice. It  
must  be the ·result of  some exceptional faculty, 
strength, or perce�tion. It  must almost be that 
strength of perception working with the connivance 
of fate, or chance, or whatever you choose to cnll 
it.  

And who is to judge ? The critic, the reviewer, 
however stupid or ignorant, must judge for himself. 
The only really viscious criticism is  the academic 
criticism of those who make the grand abnegation, 
who refuse to say what they think, if they do think, 
and who quote accepted opinion ; these men are the 
vermin, their treachery to the great work of the past 
is as great as that of the false artists to the present. 
H they do not care enough for the heritage to have 
a personal conviction , then they have no licence to 
write. 

Every critic should give indication of the sources 
and limits of his knowledge. The criticism of 
English poetry by men who knew no language but 
English, or who knew little but English and school
classics, has been a marasmus. 

When we know to what extent each sort of 
expression has heen driven, in, say, a dozen ·great 
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l i teratures, we begin to be able to tell whether a 
given work has the excess of great art. \Ve would 
not think of letting a man judge pictures if he knew 
only English pictures, or music if he knew only 
English ·music-or only French or German ·music for 
that matter. 

The stupid or provincial judgment of art bases 
itself on the belief that great art must be like the 
urt that it ha!l b .. ?<7n r>e!lred to reapect. 

EzRA PouND. 
C l 14 

I kon 

It  i s  in art the highest busi ness to create the beautiful 

image ; to create order and profusion of images that we 

may furnish the life of our minds with a noble surrounding. 

And if-as some say, the soul survives the body ; if 

our consciousness is not an i ntermit tent melody of atrings 

that relapse between whiles into silence, then more than 

ever should we put forth the images of beauty, that going 

out into tenantless spaces we have with us all that is need

ful-an abundance of sounds and patterns to entertain us 
in that long dream ing ; to strew our path to Valhalla : to 

give rich gifts by the way. 

E. P. 
Cl l 4a 
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C 1 1 4a IKON. Cerebra/is/, London, I (Dec. 19 13) 43. 
A prose poem, signed: E. P. 

203 



204 Ezra Pound's  Poetry and Prose: Vol. I 

PEALS OF IRON 

Firt' and Wint', by John Gould Fletcher. Grant Richards 
London. 

Tht' Dominant C1'ty, by John Gould Fletcher. Max 
Goschen, London. 

Sing, 0 ye poets, sin� on, 
Of golden summer s gales; 

Of patented magic casements, 
And copyright nightingales ! 

Thus Mr. Fletcher in the earlier book, while he still 
sat under the aegis of Verlaine. Mr. Fletcher has left 
that aegis. He has left his native Arkansas. It is five 
years since he took that step which would seem to be 
almost impera tive for any American who has serious 
intentions toward poetry. He left the virgin republic 
of the west as a duckling departs from a hen. For five 
years he has kept an indifferent silence, and now with an 
equally indifferent bravura, he p uts forth five volumes 
a t  once--some �f them, or at least some parts of them 
good , a nd at least one of them important. 

And I did not rush 
To print my teething pains, 

he says in an earlier work. Whatever lines in these 
books may be classified under that title have been given 
out with deliberation. Yet having been convinced by 
Tlu Dominant C1'ty that this author is not wholly a fool ,  
one is heartened for the search of  the other books. And 
even these are not without their charm, a re not without 
touches of beauty, of mockery and of grimness. Here is  
an author set  to  portraying the real;  he is  contemporary, 
he has heard of the city of Paris, and even if his book 
had been written in French it would not be called old
fashioned. This would be bad enough in an English
man, but in an American, in a compatriot of five thousand 
professors of literature who have never heard of any 
French author since Beranger, i t  is wholly and simply 
a ppalling. 

Mr. Fletcher's English is not . always good, for he is 
trying to use the speech of his time, which renders him 
inelegant, and he does not escape all the prevalent faults 
of his continental contemporaries; that is to say, he falls 
into rhetoric and into using abstractions. Yet he talks 
about a factory as if it were a factory and not a mytho
logical beast. He can at his best be concrete and grim 
and specific. He still likes to lump his "griefs," and 
things of tha t  sort, into some general term, and he still 

' writes of life, hope, pleasure, death, lust, and that sort 
of thing, but  so does the great Verhaeren. At leas t  Mr. 
Fletcher has never mentioned 

u bondiuant toCJin Ju 11lritb vioantu. 
As with Barzun's HymM du Forcu, I have here come 

upon a work that moves me, although my own canons 
suffer violence. E. P. 

C l lS  Peals of Iron. Poetry, ill. 3 (Dec. 19 13) 1 1 1-13. 
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ZENIA 
By Ezra. Pound 

WHO am I to condemn you, 0 Dives, 
I who am as wucL. embittered 
With poverty 

As you are with useless riches? 

II 

As cool as the pale wet leaves 
of lily-of-the-valley 

She lay beside me in the dawn. 

III 

(EPITAPH) 

Leucis, who intended a Grand Passion, 
Ends with a willingness-to-oblige. 

IV 
Come let us play with our own toys, 
Come my friends, and leave the world to its muttons, 
You were never more than a few, 
Death is already amongst you. 

v 
She had a pig-shaped face, with beautiful coloring, 
She wore a bright, dark-blue cloak, 
Her hair was a brilliant deep orange color 
So the effect was charming 
As long as her head was averted. 

VI 
I join these words for four people, 
Some others may overhear them. 
World, I am sorry for you. 
You do not know the four people. 
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VII 

As a bathtub lined with white porcelain, 
When the hot water gives out or goes tepid, 
So is the slow cooling of our chivalrous passion, 
0 my much praised but-not-altogether-satisfactory lady. 

VIII 
The bashful Arides 
Has married an ugly wife, 
He was bored with his manner of life, 
Indifferent and discouraged he thought he might as 
Well do this as anything else. 

Saying within his heart " I  am no use to myself, 
Let · her, if she wants me, take me," 
He went to his doom. 

IX 
All the while that they were talking the new morality 
Her eyes explored me. 
And when I arose to go 
Her fingers were like the tissue 
Of a Japanese paper napkin . 

. x 
SIKULACRA 

Why does the horse-faced lady of just the unmention
able age 

W a1k down Longacre reciting Swinburne to herself, 
inaudibly? 

Why does the small child in the soiled-white imitation 
fur coat 

Crawl in the very black gutter beneath the grape stand? 
Why does the really handsome prostitute approach me 

in Sackville Street 
Undeterred by the manifest age of my trappings? 

XI 

(TAYE CAT) 
11 It rests me to be among beautiful women. 
Why should one always lie about such matters? 

I repeat : 
It rests me to converse with beautiful women 
Even · though we talk nothing but nonsense, 

The purring of the invisible antennre 
Is both stimulating and delightful."  
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Revjews. 
"Tho Tompora. 

Mr. Williams' poems ore distinguished by . the 
vigour of their crilotionnJ colouring. He m.akes u 
bold effort to express him��el{ directly and convinces 
one that the emotions expressed are veritably hie own·, 
wherever he 11howa truces uf reading·, it would seem to 
be a snure against which he struggles, rather than u 
support to lean upon. It Is this that gives one hopes 
for his future work, and it is his directness coupled 
with the effect of colour-and the peculiarly vivid and 
rkh range of colour in which his emotions seem to 
present themselves, " gold against blue " to his 
vision-that produces the individual quality of his 
verse. His metres nlso are .bold, heavily accented, 
and built up as. part of himself, 

The mood of " The Tempers " varies from that of 
the splendid " Postlude 11 (which appeared in these 
pages some weeks since-in a group of poems headed 
" The Newer School "), with its 

" Let there be gold of tarnished,masonry, 
Temples soothed by the sun to ruin 
That. sleep utterl,y. 
Give me hand for the dances, 
Ripples at Phihe, in nnd out, . 
And lips, my Lesbian, 

· Wall flowers that once were .flame. " 

to the macabre humour of " Hie facet, " wh ich I quote 
entire. 

" The coroner's merry little children 
· Have such twinkling brown eyes, 

Their father is not of gay men 
And their mother jocular in nowise, 

Yet the coroner's merry little children 
Lough so easily. 

They laugh because they prosper. 
Fruit for them is upon all branches. 

Lo I how they jibe at loss, for 
Kind heaven fills their little paunches I 

It's the coroner's merry, merry children 
Who laugh so easily. 

At times. he seem-· Ia dimger of driftin�;, into imagina• 
tiVe reason, .but the vigour of his dloglcalness . is 
nearly always presen.t to save him ; and he is for the 

· mo.st ·part content to present his image, or the bare 
speech of his protagonist, without border or comment, 
as he does in the " Crude lAment 1 1 : 

" The men that wen� a-hunting . 
Are asleep ln the snowdrifts. 

You have kept the fire burning I 
Crooked fingers that pull 
Fuel from among the wet leaves," 

or. in the more or less unintelligible rune of " The 
Ordeal," where . someone is · evidently praying to the 

· fire-spirit to save a companion from ·witchcraft or 
some other magic. · · · 

One is disappointed that Mr. ' Williams has not 
given n larger volume, · nnd 'one hopes for more to 
come, · E, P. 

C 1 17 
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0 F · course you never · kno\y where you are, in 
treating a foreign :work of your own day. I n  
your own count'ry . ·. oi· . ln  · .your own prop.er 

language you know, if you know· your subject at all ,  
that there a r e  a dozen or so serious work�r�, ns for 
the rest you can divide them fairly easi ly into well
meaning amatems, charlatans, and i l l"menning a m n
teurs. There are also the stationary, who are beyond 
the pale of description, 

But in a foreign tongue you never qu i te know. 
You know what moves and what pleases you, the 
rest is  approximation. The finer shades may escape 
you. You are never quite sure of the cliches. You 
never know the precise moment at which the adjec t ive 
" tiede " should have been for once and all discarded. 

You know fairly clearly that there came a time 
when you personally ceased to be able to read French 
verse that went in slabs on the pages. · You know 
vaguely when a new book seems like ninety-eight 
other books you have opened. · · 

I think t h e  one thing which does not escape you 
is a passionate vigour of language, or some new form 
of intensity. One does not doubt Corb iere . It docs 
not require a critic to find him. With impressionist� 
i t  is  undoubtedly different. An impressionist is one 
who does not seck to impress us. An impress ionist 
cares l i ttle either about us or himself. He is neither 
pleased nor displeased with his subject. H e  is  mildly 
pleased to be conscious. 

This attitude is  so irritating to some that we have 
fallen into new movements. 

We have ninety-eight new schools of Passionate 
l ndignationists who move under all sorts of names i n  
divers sorts of North-West, a n d  no one dares say 
" Hawk " to a Henshaw for fear that he might be 
mistaken. 

I h;we received a pleasing book from M. Puul 
Castiaux. After what I have said I cannot call 
M. Castiaux an impressionist. I had better quote his 

" PAYSAGE. " 

" De fines Loiles d 'araignee tombert du ciel.  
I I  pleut li n et perpctuel 
Du ciel distant au ciel prochain de ma fcn�trl!. 
La cendre minuscule et tt!nue de lu plu ie 
Choit leutement, comme une trame de soie grise 
BrCllee par l.es annt!es, imperceptible poudre. 

Un peu de l 'ame omniprc!sente de Ia pluie 
Vient jusqu'  a moi et  mouillc un peu mon cll!ur 

lasse. 
La bruine plane sur les Loits roses ct bleus, . 
Sur les rochers massifs e t  gris, 
Et sur ce petit villiage de la;bas. 
H ier  si clair, 
I mpuissant aujourd'hui,  e t  cherchant a talons . 
De pointe, avec l 'c!pc!e l u isant du clochcr 
L'a.:ur dormant bien haut sur des coussins dc pluic. 

U n  bateau gros et bas 
Passe entre les rochers accroupis sur l 'enu vertc1 . 
Avec des voiles couleur du temps et du pays, 
Pour sa besogne si mer-b.-mer de tons les jours. 

Et quelque part, une batteuse mckanique 
Ronlle suns rc!pit, ronfle depuis le matin, 
Encombrant le  silence II plat sous le ciel gris, 
Ronfle et vrombit, 
Avec son bruit pareil 11 celui qui ferait . 
Un lourd frelon geant rOd ant sur Ia campagne . " 
Such is the paysage as M. Castiaux und perlwps 

other writers have seen it. 
E. P. 
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Poems. 
BY E:.:R.\ Poul\u, 

I'UIITHER JNSl'RUCTIOJ\S, 

Come, my songs, let us cxpreas our baser pnssiona . 
Let us express our envy for the man with a steady jol> 

and no worry Rbout the future. 
You are very idle, my songs, 
I fear you will come to a bad end.· 
You stand ohout the streets. You loiter 01! the 

corners · and · bus-stops, 
You, do next to nothing 111 all. 
You do not .evef! express our inner nouil ity , 
You will come to a very bad end. 
And I ?  I have gone half crocked . 
I have talked to you s.o much 

that I almost see you about me, 
Inwlent little beasts ! Shameless ! Devoid of 

clothing I 
But you, newest song of the lot, 
You arc not old enough to h ave done much mischief. 
I will get you a green coat out of Ch ina 

with dragons worked upon it.  
I will get you the scurlet silk trousers 
From the statue of the infant Christ at Santa Maria 

Novella ; 
U:st they say we are lacking in taste, 
Or that there is no caste in this family. 

LES �II I.LWI:'>. 
The l i ttle M illwins attend the Russian Hallet. 
The mauve and greenish souls of the l ittle  Mill•vins 
Were 6een lying along the �ppcr seals 
Like so many unused boas. 
'fhe turbulent ond undi�iplined host of art students-
The rigorous deputation from " Slade "-
Was before them. 
\Vith arms exalted, with fore-arms 
Crossed in great futuristic X 's, the art studen ts 
Exulted, they beheld the splendors of Cleopatra. 
And the l i ttle M il l  wins beheld these th ings ; 
\Vith their large and anremic eyes they looked out 

. upon thls  configuration. 
Let . u s  therefore mc

.
ntion the fact, 

l'or it seems to us worthy of record. 
AN CORA. 

Good ( iod ! They say you arc risque ! 
0 can:<onetti ,  
'v\'e who went out into the four a.m. of the world 
Composing our oluas ; · 
We who shook off our dew with the rabbits ; 
We who have seen even Artemis a-binding hr 

sandals, 
Have we ever heard tho like I 
0 mountains of Hel!as I 
Gather about me, 0 Muses I . 
When we sat upon 'the granite brink in Helicon 
Clothed in the tattered sunlight, 
0 Muses with del icate shins, 
0 Muses with delectable knee-joints, 
When we splashed and were splashed with 
The lucid Castalian spray 
Had we ever such an epithet 
Cast upon us l. .. 

APIIIL. 

Three spirits ·-came to me' 
And .drew me apart 

. To where the olive boughs . 
Lay stripped upon the. ground : 
Pale carnage beneath bright m ist. 

GENTrt.OQNNA, · 
She passed ·and left no quiver in the veins , whcr·now
Movang among the trees, and cl inging 

in the air she severed, 
Fanning · the graSII she walked on then-endures : ·· 
G ray olive leaves beneath n roin-cold sky. 
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SURGIT I'AMA. 
There is truce . amoQg. th� gods, 
Korc is seen in the North 

. 

Skirting the bl ue-gray sea 
In gilded nnd russet mantle. 
The corn has ogain ita mother nnd �he, LeucJno�, 
That failed never women, foils not the curth now. 
The tricksomc Hermes is  here ; 
He moves uehind me 
Eager to catch my words, 
Eager to sprend them with rumour ; 
To set upon them his change 
Crafty and subtle ; 
To niter them to his purpose ; 
llu.t do thou !!peak true, c\'en to the letter : 
" Once n)orc in Delos, once more is the altar a-quh·er, 
Once more .is the c!Jont heard , · ' 

Once more are the neYer abandoned gardens 
Full of gossip and old tales. " 

CON\'JCTIO!\'S, 

J,  

Rest me with Chinese colours, 
For I think the glass is eYil. 

II, 

The w ind tno\'cs abo,·c the whcat-
\Vith a sih·er crashing, 
,\ thin war of metal. 

I haYe known the golden -disc, 
I h ave seen i t  melting abo\'e me. 
I ha\'c known the stone-bright place, 

The hall of clear colours. 
Ill.  

0 glass subtly evil, 0 confusion of colours I 
U l ight uound and bent in,  0 soul of the coplh·e; 
Why am I warned ? 'vVhy am I sent away ? · 
Why is your glitter full of curious mistrust ? . 
0 glass subtle and cunning, 0 powdery G'old ! 
0 filaments of amber , two-faced iridescence ! 

Til� CIIOH.:Jl. 
It is true that  you say the gods :Ire more usc to you 

than fa iries, . 
llut for all that I ha\'c seen you on a h igh , white, 

noble horse , 
Like some strange queen in a story. 
It is odd that you should be covered with · long 

robe5 and trailing tendr.ils and flowers ; · ·  · ! .  
I t  is odd that you should be changing your I nee and 

resembl ing �ome other woman to plague me ; 
I t  is odd that you should be hiding yourself in· the 

cloud of the beautiful women, .• who do not 
concern me. 

And I, who follow e�·cry seed-leaf upon the wind l 
They will say that I deserve ' this. 

TilE RHST, 

0 helpless few in my country, 
0 remnant enslaved I 
Artists broken against her, 
A-stray, lost in . the villages, 
Mistrusted, spoken-ogainst, 
Lovers of beauty, starved, 
Thwarted with systems, 
Helpless against the control ; 
You who can not wear youtscl \'es out 
By persisting to successes, 
You who can only speak, 
Who can not steel yourselves into ·  reiterat ion ; 
¥ ou or �he finer sense, 

. 

Broken against false knowledge, 
You who can know at lir3t hand, 
Hated, shut in, mistrusted : 
Take thought.  
I· have .weathered the storm, .. . . 
I. h ave ·beaten ;out my exile •. 
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Ford Madox Hueffer. 

M 1:. h>IW ti L\ I lox I I U!!FFEU i5 presen ted to U5 a5 
the fat her or at least the shepherd of.  Eng l ish 

I 1 1 1prcssionist wr i ters-not t h a t  M r .  H ucffer 
1s an i n s t i t u t ion.  Mr. H uc ffer is youn ger by u 
decode t ha n most of t he English I ns t i t u t ions. ll'lr. 
l l u cll cr ha s preached " Prose " in t h is I sland ever 
since I c;1n rc men 1 bcr . He has cr ied w i t h  u high an d 
sol i t ary voi.:c and with a l l the fervors of a new 

co nver t . " Prose" .  is his own importation. There 
is no one else with whom one can discuss i t .  One is  

t h an k fu l for l\ l r. H ueffer in land full of indig·enous 
i n 5 t i t u t ions lilce Gosse, and Saintsbury, nnd the 
" l l ai ly tl l a:l " professor a t  Cambr idge for the reluc
t a nce of Abraha m 'to talce these three upholders of 
obsolete 13ritish taste to his once commodious bosom 
i s  a recurr i ng irritation to nearly every young art ist .  

tl ! r .  I l uc ifer having set himself agains t them and 
their numerous 5piritual progeny, it  is bu t natural 
t h a t  he is " no t talcen seriously " i n  I nstitutional 
qu;lrtcrs. 

tl l r. I l ucffcr has written some forty bootes,  very 
g-ood, <j u i t c  bad, nnd indifferen t .  He can nod, some
tinles,  c..loes wr i te prose. I mean Prose with a very 
hig cap i tal letter.  Prose that really delights one by 
its l imp id i ty. 

i\ nd now they have collected his Poems. And he 
h a s  w r i t t e n  a charmingly intel l igent and more or less 
inconseq uent  preface. He has written a prc[ace that  
one c a n  ta ke seriously as crit icism because he decl ines 
to l ie . He fran ldy says what he l i lces-n paradigm 
for al l would-be crit ics. And for ·the most part the 
t h i n g s  he l i kes arc good and the things he d i sl i kes 
abom inab le. 

It is  true that he invents a class of German lyricists, 
anc..l endows them with quali ties more easy to find 
an1ong t h e  French write rs.  He supposes a whole 
t r ibe of ! !c ines, but  no matter. The thing that he 
pra ises is  g-ood ; i't is c..l irect speech and vivid 
i 1 npression. 

i\ s fo r the poems th!!mselvcs one docs nol ncec..l to 
be a devotee of let ters to  be amused by " Sussmund 's 
Address t o an Un k nown God . "  It is a " conversa
tion " such as one , m ight hav.e , heard from • lhe author 
i n  any c..lrawing-room a t  any one of his mo{c cx<.��
peralcd moments this five �e:irs. 1 ' We' f�cl· Lh;;�t t h a t  
a u thor h a� expressed ,h lrnsel f • · an� 1' .Iias·. ' ffi.irrorf.d .' thc  
worl d  of h 1 5  day. !its '"llrl d .that 1 s ; · Lonoon, a c1rde 
of d ine rs anc..l writers., And h i� refrain . ' ' 

" G oc..l ,  J i l l  rny pursc.-and let me go · awa,y�· "
. 

is i l s  5oti l .  cry an<\ i ts sum of all w i�dom. 
The acme o( jnt�l l igencc is aga in reached in 1 1  The 

Three-Ten . ' '  

" \·Vhm i n the  pri 1i1c of May-Day lime dead lovers 
went  a-walking, . 

l low brigh t the"gTass in lads'  eyes was, how easy 
poe ts tal king. ' ' 

I ! e re were green h i l ls, " e tc. 

The stanza i s rather obscure, but  we learn that  he 
i 5  com par i ng t h e  past and present, the fields of Bays
water with the present ·pavement ,  and implying the 
d i fference in custom. l:;fe' ends, 

" B u t  see , but see I The clock marks 'three above 
t h e  K ilburn Station, 

Those maids, thank. God I arc · 'neath the sod and 
al l  t heir generation. "  

I t  is a l ight song, but  one has only to open the pages 
of Cowper to return o n� sing it with fervour. · 

" Collected Pooms ." ,' Ily Ford Madox H ucffer, 
(Max Goschcn· . 5/- net.) 
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Of course Mr. H ueffer is obscure , but  a f t er lcnow
ing his poems for t h ree or four years one lind5 

. oneself repea l ing h is  ph r a ses with a n  ever-i ncreasing 
p;1ss ion . 

\Vhen Mr.  I l uc ffer is not reactive ; when he is not 
' '  ge t t i ng th i ngs off his chest ' '  a 1Hl off al l  ou r chest� 
a l t oget h e r ,  he 5hows him self  capable of s imple,  q u i t e  
norm a l ly poet ic poe t ry ,  a s  in " Finch ley l{oad . "  
" \' o u  ohould b e  a q ueen or u d uchess ra t her , " 

In some very ancien t duy and place as follows ; 

1 1 Lost in a great land, silt ing ;!lone 

And you 'd say to  your shipmen ; ' Now talcc your 
ease, 

To-morrow is lime enough for the seas . ' 
And you 'd set your bonc..lmen a m ilc..ler rule 
And let  the chilc..lren loose from school. 
No wrongs to right and no sores to fester. 
I n  your s m a l l ,  grea t  hall 'neath a fircl i t c..la'is ,  
You'd sit ,  with 111c a t  y o u r  fee t ,  y o u r  j es t er 
S trolc ing your shoes where the secc..l pe a rls Jl isten , 
And t u l lc ing n!y funcies. And you, as your way is,  
Would somelunes hcec..l and a t  t imes not l is ten 
But  sit  a t  your sewing and l oo lc at  the brands.

'
" 

M r. Hueffer has in his poems t h e  two faces t h a t  
o n e  has long known i n  h i s  nove l s-the keen modern 
satires as i n  that nail  of pompos it ies " M r .  l'lc ight  " 
<� nc..l .th� ple�sant post-pre-Ruphacl i te  tnpestry as we 
h nd 1s 111 suth chap t er5 as t h ; 1 t  un the you ng- lcn ig h t 
of Edgerton in his ba t h , or in " The Young Lovel . " 

. H is cmo.t ions make war on h i s  w i l l ,  hut h is  percep
t ion of objects IS e x r.el lcn t . From a technical po i n t 
of view the lir5t poems in the hook arc wor t hy of 
serious study. Because o f h i s  long prose t r a i n i n g  
M r .  H u e ffcr h a s  brough t  into English verse cer t a i n  
q u a l  i t  ics w h ich youn g·er writers would t lo wel l  t o  
consider. I s a y  young-er wr it ers for t he o l d  ones a n· 
n oos t ly past  hope. 

. I �lo not  me<l ll tha t one shou l d  swallow the i l n p res
SIOUISl  1u ann cr whole or w i t hou t d ue discrinl i n .a l io n .  

In  " The S tarl i ng " the na t ura l ness o f  t h e  langu;q ; c  
a nc..l t he 5ua v i ty w i t h  w h ich the rhyme-sounds lose 
t hem se.l ve5 in the llow of the reading· ,  arc worthy ol 
em u la t iOn . 

N a t uralness of speec h can of cou rse be l earn ed 
froon Francis J a uunes and ot he r lo'rcnch wr i t ers , but 
i t  is  new and refresh ing in  con t e o n porary Ent:l ish .  

A s  M r. I l ueffer i n h i s  opening b o w  declares h i mself  . to he, not a poet. but merely a very d i s t ing-u i�hed 
\ll ltalcur .stepping- Into \'crsc fro1n l hc s i :-o l t' r  a r t , one 
1iecd not  carp a t  h i s occasional  l a pses. i\ nd t h ere i s  
1 1 0  doub t whatever that this  is  the most i m po r t a n t  
book of verse o f  t h e  season , a n d  t h u t  i t  moreover 
'1)1a rks a phase in  the cha nge w h ich is·-'·or at lea�; 
'wh ich one hopes is com i ng- over Engl ish vpn;e,  (I  
refer t o  the first t hree sections o! the boo lc , the 
repr ints of e arl ier work n eed not come i n t o  d i srus
sio�J . ) .  M r  . . H u�ffer h a s  a l s o  t he g i f t  f o r  m a k i n g
lyncs t hn t  w i l l  S ing,  as for c x ;nllple t h e  " Tandara
dei " more or less after Von der Vogd we i d e ,  and 
" The Three-Te n " wh ich I h a ve men t ioned.  This  
is no despicuble g i ft anc..l there is no m a n  now l i v i n g  
in  Eng-land w h o  is  possessed of i t  in more no I able 
degree . 

H a n g- it a l l ,  i f " a l yric " means a song c a lc u l a t ed 
l o be sun�· to 1n u sic s.uch as we k now i t ,  we would nol  
he far  wrong- i n  ca l l ing M r .  l l udfo:r t h o: best lyrist  i n  
Eng land . T h i s  metier he cert;o i n ly lcnow� and h e  
calculates for b o t h  &mposer a n d  vn.:a l isl . The 
1 1 Tanda rade i " is one of the  few th ing-s in modern 
Engl ish that 13rahms m igh t h a ve set w i t hou t being
wholly d isg-usted . 

209 
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EDITORIAL COMMENT 

THE TRADITION 
Ptnitus tnim tibi 0 Phoebe attributa ut cantu.r. 

UHE tradition is a beauty which we preserve 
and not a set of fetters to bind us. This 
tradition did not begin in A. D. 1870, nor 
in 1 776, nor in 1632, nor in 1 564. It d id 
not begin even with Chaucer. 

The two great lyric traditions which most concern us 
a re that of the Melic poets and that  of Provence. From 
the first arose practically all the poetry of the " ancient 
world," from the second practically all that of the modem. 
Doubtless there existed before either: of these traditions 
a Babylonian and a Hittite tradition whereof knowledge 
is for the most part lost. We know that men worshipped 
Mithra with an arrangement of pure vowel-sounds. We 
know that  men made verses in Egypt and in China, we 
assume tha t  they made them in Uruk. There is a Jap
anese metric which I do not yet understand, there is 
doubtless an agglutinative metric beyond my compre
hension. 

As it  happens, the conditions of English and forces in 
the English tradition are traceable, for the most part,  to 
the two tradi tions mentioned. I t  is not intelligent to 
ignore the fact that both in Greece and in Provence the 
poetry attained i ts highest rhythmic and metrical bril
liance at times when the arts of verse and music were 
most closely knit together, when each thing done by the 
poet had some definite musical u rge or necessity bound 
up within it. The Romans writing upon tablets did not 
match the cadences of those earlier makers who had com
posed to and for the Cythera and the Barbitos. 

As touching the parallel development of the twin arts 
in the modem world, it may be noted that the canwn of 
Provence became the canwnt' of Italy, and that when 
Dante and his contemporaries began to compose philo
sophic treatises in verse the .ron or accompaniment went 
maying on its own account, and in music became the 
sonata ; and from the date of that divorce poetry declined 
until such time as Baif and the Pleiade began to bring 
Greek and Latin and I talian renaissance fashions into 
France, and to experiment in music and " quantity." 

The Italians of that century had renewed the art, they 
had written in Latin, and some li ttle even in Greek, and 
had used the Hellenic meters. DuBellay translated 
Navgherius into French, and Spenser translated Du
Bellay's adaptations into English, and then as in Chaucer's 
time and times since then, the English cribbed their 
technique from over the channel . The Elizabethans 
" made " to music, and they copied the experiments of 
Paris. Thus as always one wave of one of these traditions 
has caught and overflowed an earlier wave receding. 
The finest troubador had sung at the court of Coeur de 
Lion. Chaucer had brought in the " making " of France 
and ended the Anglo-Saxon alliterative fashions. The 
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C \ 21 Continued 

canu�n of Provence which had become the canwne and 
sonnet, had become Afinnesang; it had become the balladc 
and it became many an " Elizabethan "  form. And at 
tha t age the ·next wave from Paris caught it, a wave part 
" Romance " (in the l inguistic sense) and part Latin .  
But Provence i s  i tself Latin, in a way, for when the 
quantities of syllables had been lost through the ba rbarian 
invasions, rhyme had come in as courtly ornament. The 
first fragment of Proven9al poetry is Latin with a Prov
ent;al refrain. 

Dr. Ker has put an end to much babble about folk 
song by showing us Summa is ycummm in written 
beneath the Latin words of the first known example of 
a canon. 

I I  

A return to origins invigorates because it  i s  a return 
to nature and reason. The man who returns to origins 
does so because he wishes to behave in the eternally 
sensible manner. That is to say, naturally, reasonably, 
intuitively. He does not wish to do the right thing in the 
wrong place, to " hang an ox with trappings," as Dante 
puts it .  He wishes not pedagogy but ha rmony, the 
fitting thing. 

This is not the place for an extensive discussion of 
technical detail .  Of the uses and abuses of rhyme I 
would say nothing, save that i t  is neither a necessity nor 
a taboo. 

As to quantity, it is foolish to suppose that  we are 
incapable of distinguishing a long vowel from a short 
one, or that we are mentally debarred from ascertaining 
how many consonants intervene between one vowel and 
the next. 

As to the tradition of vus fibre: Jannaris in his study 
of the Melic poets comes to the conclusion that  they 
composed to the feel of the thing, to the cadence, as have 
all good poets since. He is not inclined to believe that 
they were much influenced by discussions held in Alex
andria some centuries a fter their deaths. 

If  the earnest upholder of conventional imbecility will 
turn at random to the works of Euripides, or in particular 
to such passages as Hippolytus, 1268 et Seq., or to Alkutis 
266 et seq., or idem 455 et .uq., or to Phoeniuae 1030 et 
circa, or to almost any notable Greek chorus, i t  is vaguely 
possible that the light of rur.r lihre might spread some faint 
aurora upon his cerebral tissues. 

No one is so foolish as to suppose that <J. musician 
using "four-four" time is compelled to use always four 
quarter notes in each bar, or in "seven-eighths" time to 
use seven eighth notes uniformly in each bar. He may 
use one �. one � and one � rest, or any such combina
tion as he may happen to choose or find fitting. 

To apply this musical truism to verse is to employ 
uers libre. 

To say that such and such combinations of sound and 
tempo are not proper, is as foolish as to say that a painter 
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should not use red in the upper left hand comers of his 
pictures. The movement of poetry is  limited only by the 
nature of syllables and of articulate sound, and by the 
laws of music, or melodic rhythm. Space forbids a com
plete treatise on melody at this point, and forbids equally 
a complete treatise on all the sorts of verse, alliterative, 
syllabic, accentual, and quanti ta tive. And such treatises 
as the latter a re for the most part useless, as no man can 
learn much of these things save by first-hand, untram
meled, unprejudiced examination of the finest examples 
of all these sorts of verse, of the finest strophes and of the 
finest rhyme-schemes, and by a profound study of the 
art and history of music. 

Neither is surface imitation of much a vail, for imita
tion is, indeed, of use only in so far as it connotes a closer 
observation, or an attempt closely to study certain forces 
through their effects. Ezra Pound 

Ferrex on Petulance. 

M Y gracious, superior and I need scarcely say 
elder friend constantly remonstrates with me 
for the petulance of me and my generation. 

He says I cannot get Lord Howard de Walden to buy 
" The Times " and suppress it, or Lord Alfred 
Douglas to assassinate the most odious editor of a 
very odious monthly, or, in short, have any effect 
on superior circles unless I lay aside all petulance, 
and persuade my generation to do so. 

1 1 In short, the younger generation is ill-fed, and its 
petulance betrays its ill-feeding, and therefore no 
superior person will believe in the loftiness and un
biasedness of its ill-fed opinion." True it is that the 
younger generation is ill-fed and worse-mannered. 
No longer do kings in African cities array the 
aspiring writers in flowery-broidered robes, to 
observe the Kalends of Mahumet. No lonl("er doth 
W. E. Henley from the. lowlands of Scotland put 
forth an regis of style above the head of the rising 
author. My elder and superior friend talks of three 
guineas a page as minimum wages, my younger and 
extremely superior friend talks of Paris where no one 
gets paid at all-and the annalists prate of thtt 
nineties. 

C l 22 

In all this there is no high moral lesson. Ouis 
accurat� loquitur, nisi qui 'Vult putld� loqul? 11 Who 
speaketh elaborately but he that means to speak 
unsavouredly ?" as Florio has rendered it. . 

" A  generation came down to I:on,don resolved to 
spealc as they wrote. " For all that d1sastrous decade· 
men spoke with the balanced sentence. There wa:J 
great awe in the world. 

And then there came to London a generation that 
tries to write as it speaks-and these young- men are 
termed petulant-a praise by faint condemnation ? 

Let us admit the defect. We cannot read Thomas 
Browne to develop a cadence, or rather If we did, or 
even do, the cadence escapes us when we become hot 
in composition. 

\Ve have attained to a weariness more hivhlv ener
gised than the weariness of the glorious nlneiles, or 
at least more obviously volcanic. We see on the one 
side the elaborate prose period and we see on the 
other some highly systematised smu�rness-as for 
instance " The Times,"  and when we try to treat one 
with the other, when we try to speak of, say, " Tbe 
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Signed: Ferrex. 

Times " with, say, the cadence of Urn Burial, we 
lose the connection. There is within us nothing to 
�ay beyond the Gallic 1 1 live letters ," it is so with 
many things that have outworn their day. We feel 
that we have showed all possible moderation lr we 
have been able to dilute our profane and emotional 
utterance into any sort of syntax at all. 

We gaze, glance, or animadvert upon any one of a 
number of organs and institutions no one of which 
has ever, in any emergency, or upon any tide of 
impulse, been known to depart from its professional 
position of supporting the upper dog. We do .not 
see through the eyes of romance nor of lmpressaon
ism. These org-anisations do not represent a worthy 
stolidity. They no longer affect one as Lions in 
Trafalgar Square. They exist In the open. They 
aslc for concessions of territory, or for concessions in 
intellectual territory. They criticise books wlth.an elabo
rate pomposity of Ignorance that no longer deceives 
nnv but rustics. And In the face of this are we in the 
he�t of our declining routh expected to stretch the 
one word merde over ea�=:hteen elaborate paragraphs ? 
Arc we expected to wnte of these things with such 
involved ambiguity that people with whom we dine 
Inter will not know that their relatives have been 
insulted ? Are we to carry the courtesy of Urbino 
to the shambles ? 

You will say that we should preserve a lofty 
indifference-surely we have mentioned these things 
very seldom. We have gone our own gait-and 
they call that 1 1 neglecting lire,"· and 1 1  devitalising 
one's writing. " There is some excuse, even for 
Monsieur Marinelli, not much-but a little. 

• • • • 

It is possible that England tolerates only two sorts 
of writers : the institution or the outlaw, and that 
being the case, a young writer �oul

,
� prob�bly far.c 

better in writing for "Modern Socaety than 10 contri
buting to " The Spectator "-a serious writer I mean 
--one who had some hunger for immortality and 
some hope of meeting De Maupassant in the not too 
celestial paradise. 

At any rate, let me draw to the end of my gentle 
homily cautioning the " young writer " to seek out 
henccf�rth a not too honied suavity in dealing with 
" current questions," for by this means. alone sha.ll he gain empery over the moderate mands of has 
elders. 

FER REX. 
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PORREX ON FERREX. 

W E must really explain that Ferrex is a fine 
specimen, pule her ac fortissimus, sarcinis 
aptissimus, but he fails to understand our 

passions. It may be that we as the youngest genera
tion are truly well opinioned of our parts, that we 
write with truculence rather than with that air of 
triumph which designates and distinguishes those 
authors who are getting well on toward forty. For 
all that I am in unison with a certain distinguished 
papist who says that certain things do not matter. 
As for influencing the suet-like minds of our pros
perous forerunners-why should we bother ? These 
men will probably die in due season and we shall be 
left to insult above thei r  tribe with a placid insou
ciance. Why should we bother to express ourselves 
at length and in flowing periods ? Is it not cogent 
argument enough to say we see through you, you are 
a kettle of wind and transparent ?  Is it not enough 
to insure them that their tombstone will not endure a 
day beneath our hands ? 

This criticism by institutional method that Ferrex 
rails at is not .really a force that matters. Saintsbury 
cannot possibly matter in 1941,  he is as little alive as 
William of Orange. 

As for petulance among the younger writers, I 
confess I do not much find it-save possibly in some 
weeklies. 

They may sar, that we are lacking in deference for 
our elders, but 1f we consider these elders we see that 
in their youth they may have had causes for deference 
to Browning and Fitzgerald and Rossetti. Yet 
what have they left us ? 

The decade of vilanelle left us nothing and the 
hypcr-;;csthetes left us a fine large stench to grow up 
in,  And as for the survivors : what have they to do 
with the deeds of our timorous laureate, or with the 
cult of  the u tterly innocuous, or with an academir. 
committee which has made itself the laughing-stock 
of Europe by failing to elect Rabindranath Tagore ? 

Surely there was never a time when the English 
" elder generation as a whole " mattered less or had 
less claim to be taken seriously by " those on the 
threshold, 1 1  

C 1 22a PORREX, 

1\IR.  HAWKINS ON MR. CARTER. 
'l'o the Etlitor of THE EaoiST. 

MADAM, 
Dear Editor if  yewll fergive me fer being so 

konfideshul loike wot i wants to say is this that ere 
Untly Carter cs a jolly good chap e i s  wot i allways 
ses is wots the good of it  all ? all this ere poetry and 
stile and tawkin and jawin yer cad off like the missus 
does i f  yer as a drop but Untly cs got stile e as 
tawk abaht shikespier and g. r. Sims wy they aint 
nowheres i n  it. i ses give me n feller wot knows is 
bisness i ses nn dont go gassin abaht things wot 
fellers like us dont know nnd dont want ter know i 
scs oo wants ter ere a lot o jaw abaht immiges and 
forun langwidgcs and sich ? call it  dam blarsted forun 
cheek i do H youll pawdon me missy fer sayin so 
thow yewre a b.a.  still i rckkon the bord schools 
good enuf fer Untly and me and chaps lilce us wot 
as to root the kuntry 

dear missy i wants yew ter write an tell Untly 
that me an my mates we loike is stile we do an H he 
loikes ter kum dahn a r  elly baht arf pas n ine satdy 
nite weel giv im a nice ot dish a pigs troters and 
sum beer an pudin an if so be e loikcs a gaime o 
aipny nep we don min taikin a hand or a bit o kok
fightin like jes ter amewse us pore fellers an tell 
Untly from us that e ort to be primminnister e ort 
its n shime thats wot it is fer a feller like that ter 
be waisted on jurnalissum dear missy tell im not 
ter ferget next satdy arf pas nine crooks elly ol kent 
rowd clos ter the ol megpy and gawd bless yer Untly 

C 1 23  Henery Hawkins. 
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A Curious H istory. 
TH E  following statement having been rcoeived by 

me from an author of lcnown and notnblo 
talents, and the stale of the case being now, 

so far as l know, precisely whnt it  was at the d a te 
of his last let ter (November 3oth), I h:we thmwht 
it more appropriate to print his communication 
entire than to indulge in my usual hiwoekly c:omnwnl 
upon books published durwg the fortnight. 

Mr. Joyce's statement is as follows :-. 
The following letter, which gives the history of a 

book of stories, was sent by me to the Press of the 
United Kingdom two years ago. It  was published 
by two newspapers so far as I know : " Sinn · Fein " 
(Dublin) and the " Northern Whig 1 1  (Belfast). 

SJR, 

Via della Barriera Vecchia 32 I I I . ,  
Trieste, 

Austria. 

lllay I ask you to publish this letter, which 
throws some light on the present conditions of 
authorship in England and Ireland ? ·  

Nearly six years ago Mr. Grant Richards, 
publisher, of London, signed a contract with me for 
the publication of a book of stories written by me, 
entitled " Dubliners . "  Some ten months later he 
wrote aslcing me to omit  one of the stories and 
passages in others which, as he said, his printer 
refused to set up. I declined to do either, and a 
correspondence began between Mr. Grant Richards 
and myself which lasted more than three months, 
I went to an international jurist in Rome (where I 
lived then) and was advised to omit. I declined to 
do so, and th4t MS. was returned to me, the publisher 
refusing to publish, notwithstanding his pledged 
printed word, the contract remaining in my posses
sion. 

Six months afterwards a Mr. Hone wrote to m e  
from M arseilles to ask me t o  submit !'he M S .  to 
Messrs. Maunsel, publishers, of Dublin. I did so ; 
and after about a year, in July, Igog, Mc&srs. 
Maunsel signed a contract with me for the publication 
of the book on or before 1st September, 1 9 10. I n 
Deoember, 19091 Messrs. Maunscl's manager begged 
me to alter a passage in one of the stories, " Ivy Day 
in the Committee Room , "  wherein oome reference 
was made to Edward V I I .  I agroed to do so, much 
agilinst my· will; aiK! ·altered one or two phrases. 

·MeSsrs. Maunscl -Continually postponed the date of 
· public·atiori and ;.in 'the end wrote, asking me to omit 

the passage or to change it radically. I declitled to 
do either, pointing out that Mr. Grant Richards, of 
London, had , raised no objection to the passage 
when Edward V I I  • .was .alive, and that . I  could not 
.sec why an Irish . publisher should raise an objection 
. to it when Edward V I I .  had ,passed into history. 
· I su(n:esJ<:d arbitration or a. deletion of the passage 

with. 0: prefatory note o.f explanation by me, but 
Messrs. Maunsel would agree to neither. As Mr. 
Hone (who had written to me in the first instance) 
disclaimed a)l responsibility in the matter and any 
connection with . the firm I took the opinion of n 
solicitor in Dublin, who advised me to omit the 
passage, informing me that as I had no domicile in  
the United Kingdom I could not  sue Messrs. Maunsel 
for breach of contract unless I paid £)oo into court, 
and that even if I paid £100 into oourt and sued 
them, I should have no chance of getting a verdict 

in my favour from a Dublin jury if the passage in 
dispute could be taken as offensive in any way to the 
late King.. I wrote then to the present King, 
George V . ,  enclosing a printed proof of the story, 
with the passage therein marked, and begging him 
to inform me whether in his view the passage 
(certain allusions made by a person of the story in 
the idiom of his social class) should be withheld (r_om 
publication· .as offensive to the memory of his father. 
His Majesty's private secretary sent me this reply :-

C l 24 . 
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Buckingham Palace. 
The private secretary is commanded to acknow

ledge the receipt of Mr. James Joyce's letter of the 
rst instant, and to inform him that it is inconsistent 
with rule for his Majesty to express his opinion in 
such cases. The enclosures are returned herewith. 

n th August, 191 1. 
(The passage in dispute is on pp. 1 93 and 194 of 

this edition f�om the words But look to the words 
play fair.) 

. I wrote this book seven years ago and hold two 
contracts for its publication. I am not even allowed 
·to explain · my case in a prefatory not•: : wherefore, 
as I cannot see in any quarter a chance that my rights 
will be. protected, I hereby give Messrs. Maunsel 
publicly · permission to publish this story with what 
changes or deletions they may please to make, and 
shall hope that what ther may publish may resemble 
that to the writing of wh1ch I gave thought and time. 
Their attitude as an IriS'h ·publishing firm may be 
judged by Irish · public opmion. I, as a writer, 
protest against the systems (legal, social, and cere
monious) which have brought me to this pass. 

Thanking you for your courtesy, 
I am, Sir, 

· · Your obedient servant, 

1 8th August, I91 I · 
jAMBS jOYCE, 

· r waited nine months after the publication of this 
letter. Then I went . io Ireland arid entered into 
negotiations with Messrs. Maunsel. They asked 
me to omit from the collection the story, " An 
Enco"unter," passa�s In '' Two Gallants," the 
" Bcuitding �ouse, ' . " A ·Painful Case, " and to 
change: ever-yWhere· through the bOok the names �f 
restauran.ts, . cake-shops, ra_ilway . stations, public
houses, laundries, bars;· and other pla�s of business. 
Arter:havin·g ar�u� �gainst th�ir poir;�t .or vie;-v. d�y 
after day for ·'SIX weeks and after hoVI!lg' la1d the 
matter'before two solicitqrs (y.>lio, while they informe<l. 
me . that the ·publishing . firm . had inade a . brea�li of 
contract, refu·se(J to take· up· my ·case. or· to allow 
their· nam�"t�"be .as5oC.iate:4 v(it� it. in. any wa�}! t 
con!iented m·despa1r_ to all these changes on !)OndJhon 
th.at the· book wer�r brought out without delay and 
tno ·original'"text ·we·� restored in future .editions, if 
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such were called for. Then Messn. Mauosel asked 
me· tO· pay into their bank os securiiy £• ;ooo ·�r to 
find two sureties of £soo each. I declined to do 
either ; and they then wrote to me, informing me that 
they would not publish the book, altered or . un
altered, and that if I did not make them an offer 
to cover their losses on printing it they would sue 
me to recovt-.r same. I offered to pay sixty per cent. 
of  the cost of printing the first edition of one 
thousand c.-opies if the edition were made over to my 
or<;ler . . This oiTer was accepted, and I arranged with 
my brother in Dublin to publish and sell the book 
for me. On the morning when the draft and agree
ment were to be signed the publishers informed me 
that the matter was at an end because the printer 
refused �o hand over the copies. I took legal advice 
upon th1s, and was informed that the printer could 
not claim the money due to him by the publisher 
until he had handed over the copies. I then went 
to the printer. His foreman told me that the printer 
h�d decided to forego all claim to the money due to 
lllm. I asked whether the printer would hand over 
the complete edition to a London or Continental firm 
or to my brother or to me if he were fully indemnified. 
He sa1d that the copies would never leave his 
printing-house, and added that the type had been 
broken up, and that the entire edition of one 
thousand copies would be burnt the next day. I left 
Ireland the next day, bringing with me a printed 
copy of the book which I had obtained. from the 
publisher. 

Via Donato Bramante 4, I I . ,  
Trieste, 

3oth November, 1913.  

jAMES jOYCE. 

The other events in the world · of publication have 
been the appenrance of a new volume of poems by 
Arthur Symons. The publisher neglects to send it to 
us for review. A· similar complaint against him 
appeared recently in " The Outlook, "  over a popu):ir 
novel, 

" The English Review " for the month contains 
the outpourings of Messrs. Crowley, Edmund Gosse, 
and George Moore. Mr. Moore has succeeded in 
falling below even his usual level of mendaciou& 
pusillanimil y. 

EZRA POUND. · 
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Cl25 Continued 

A'OPIA 

Be in me as the eternal moods 
of the bleak wind, and not 

As transient things are-
gaiety of flowers. 

Have me in the strong loneliness 
of sunless cliffs 

And of  grey waters. 

Ezra Pound' s  Poetry and Prose: Vol. I 

Let the gods speak softly of  us 
In days hereafter, 

The shadowy flowers of  Orcus 
Remember Thee. 

THE RETURN 

See, they return ; ah, see the tentative 
Movements, and the slow feet, 

EzRA PouND 

The trouble in the pace and the uncertain 
Wavering ! 

See, they return, one, and by one, 
With fear, as half-awakened ; 
As if the snow should hesitate 
And murmur in the wind 

and half tum back ; 
These were the "Wing'd-with-Awe," 

Inviolable. 

Gods of the winged shoe I 
With them the silver hounds 

sniffing the trace of air ! 
Haie l Haie l 

These were the swift to harry ; 
These the keen-scented ; 
These were the souls of blood. 

Slow on the leash, 
pallid the leash-men ! 

EzRA PouND 
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I will get ,me to the wood 
Where the gods walk garlanded in wisteria, 
By the silver-blue flood move others with ivory cars. 
ThP-re come forth many maidens 

to gather grapes for the leopards, my friend. 
For there are leopards drawing the cars. 

I will walk in the glade, 
I will come out of the new thicket 

and accost the procession of  ma:idens. 

LIU CH'E 

The rustling of the silk is discontinued, 
Dust drifts over the courtyard, 

EzRA PouND 

There is no sound of footfall, and the leaves 
Scurry into heaps and lie still, 
And she the rejoicer of the heart is beneath them : 

A wet leaf that clings to the threshold. 

EzRA PouND. 

FAN-PIECE FOR HER IMPERIAL LORD 

0 fan o f  white silk, 
clear as frost on the grass-blade, 

You also are laid aside. 
EzRA PouND 

TS'AI CHI'H 

The petals fall in the fountain, 
the orange coloured rose-leaves, 

Their ochre clings to the stone. 
EzRA PouND. 
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TO HULM E  (T. E.) AND FITZGERALD 

Is there for feckless poverty 
That grins at ye for a' that I 
A hired slave to none am I, 
But under� fed for a' that ; 
For a' that and a' that, 
The toils I shun and a' that, 
My name but mocks the guinea stamp, 
And Pound's dead broke for a' that. 

Although my linen still is clean, 
My socks fine silk and a' that, 
Although I dine and drink good wine
Say, twice a week, and a' that ; 

For a' that and a' that, 
My tinsel shows and a' that, 
These breeks 'I I  no last many weeks 
'Gainst wear and tear and a' that. 

Y e see this birkie ca'ed a bard, 
Wi' cryptic eyes and a' that, 
Aesthetic phrases by the yard ; 
It's but E. P. for a' that, 
For a' that and a' that, 
My verses, books .and a' that, 
The man of independent means 
He looks and laughs at a' that. 

One man will make a novelette 
And sell the same and a' that. 
For verse nae man can siller get, 
Nae editor maun fa' that. 
For a' that and a' that, 
Their royalties and a' that, 
Wib time to loaf and will to write 
I'll stick to rhyme for a' that. 

And ye may prise and gang your ways 
Wi' pity, sneers and a' that, 
I lmow my trade and God has made 
Some men to rhyme and a' that, 
For a' that and a' that, 
I maun gang on for a' that 
Wi' verse to verse until the hearse 
Carts off me wame and a' that. 

WRITTEN FOR THE CENACLE OF 190<) VIDE INTRO

DUCTION TO "THE COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS OF T. E. 

HULME," PUBLISHED AT THE END OF "RIPOSTES." 
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The Bourgeois. 

O
N E  of the boudoir school of journalists, or rather 

I �hould say " bedroom Journalists " for tha 
term " boudoir " suggests the l ightness of a 

rather higher �hase of the social order, at any rate 
one of those illegitimate descendants of Suetonius 
hail made a rather interesting error. He has 
attacked Mr. Yeats because Mr. Yeats has, accorqing 
to him, attacked the bourgeoisie. As a matter of 
fact Mr. Yeats was, in the particular speech referred 
to, attacking the aristocracy, which needs it, but no 
matter. The journalist has given his impression. 
He says that Mr. Yeats attacked the bourgeoisie and 
that Mr. Yeats talks as iC he wasn't born of the 
bourlij'eoisie, to wit the middle classes. And with 
our t1morous laureate chattering about pure English, 
and especially about the adoption of foreign words 
we feel it is necessary to assist, at this poirit,  the 
lexicographers. 

The word " bourgeois " is not applied to the 
middle classes to distinguish them from the aristo
cracy. It might be but that is scarcely its historical 
usage. The bourgeoisie is a state of mind. It is as 
a term of opprobrium, used by the bohemian, or the 
artist in contempt of the citizen. The bourgeoisie is 
digestive. The bourgeois is  the lineal descendant of 
the " honest citizen " of the Elizabethan. The 
" honest citizen " was the person who was so over
joyed when he found out that Ben Jonson had made 
him a cuckold. He gained in distinction not because 
Ben Jonson was a great author, but because Ben 
Jonson sometimes appeared at  court. The bourgeois 
is, roughly, a person who is concerned solely with his 
own comfort or advancement. He is, in brief, 
digestive. He is the stomach and gross intestines of 
the body politic and social, as distinct from the artist, 
who is the nostrils and the invisible antennre. 

I do not mean to say that there never was an ideal 
bourgeois who was a notable person, a power in the 
Hanseatic league, a lesser Cosima, an upholder of 
liberties, a senator of Strasbourg, qui porte sa bour
geoisie comme une marquise. I mean simply that the 
word is  scarcely ever used with this honorific signifi
cance. It  has become a term of contempt. I t  has 
replaced the term epicier, or rather i t  has not replaced 
that term of contempt, for " epicier " was used l>y 
the aristocracy as a term of contempt, whereas 
" bourgeois, "  as a discourtesy, has come from the 
artist. 

So that our journalist is as inaccurate i n  his 
language as i n  his facts. He has m istaken a term 
which is the censure of a whole code of morals and 
of ethics for a term of social snobbery, which is 
perhaps natural, ns he himself would fall under either 
censure. 

BASTI!lN VON H!lLMIIOLTZ. 
C126 

john ·  Synge and the Habits of 

Criticism. 
"

S
HE was so fine, and she was so healthy that 

you could have cracked a flea on either one 
of her breasts, " said the old sea captain 

bragging about the loves of his youth. It seems a 
shame that the only mao who could ha\'e made any 
real use of that glorious phrase in literature, is dead. 
He has fallen prey to a dull and scholastic biographer 
who has gathered facts from the very parasites and 
detractors whom Synge has so causticly described as 
attending his funeral, " small but select. " 

It is a comment on the general passion for the 
perfectly innocuous that this. writer of theses should 
have listened to all witn�sses . .  irrespective of their 
C 1 27 
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vigour or sympathy or intelligence, and that he 
should have taken, not those salient details which are 
in accord with, or in a sort of complimentary antithesis 
to the man Synge as manifest in his work, but that 
he should have presented a sort of drab least common 
denominator. It is not important. It is not surpris-
ing. It will do not particular harm to Synge's 
memory. It. is a tabulation of certain facts and 
dates and as such might be left to the museum 
catalogue without comment, were it not a symptom 
of the scholastic process everywhere at work obscur� 
ing the v itality of literature and bringing comfort to 
mediocrity. Rousseau in the hands of his disciples 
has become as pestilent almost, as Christ in the 
hands of the empire created christians. The " Con
fessions " having done their work have left a field 
for Bergson and for a democracy of commentators 
who believe not only that every man is created .free 
and equal with a divine right to become an insignifi
cant part of a social system but that all books are 
created equal and that all minds are created equal 
and that any distinct and distinguishing faculty 
should be curtailed and restricted. 

Carlyle idealized the hero. The Victorian age 
went in for great figures and the world was over
run with people pretending to be great figures. Our 
decade has reacted against great figures and the 
scholast has become ashamed. The publicist has 
become apologist. They are now pretending that 
there never were any great figures and they arc 
trying to prevent the possibility of recurrence. The 
mediocre have set up a cult of mediocrity, and deal 
in  disparagement. And the parly that should be 
making opposition, the indignant, ha\'e lost their 
clear-sightedness, they arc so honest that they can 
only express their bitterness in abuse. They have 
not yet conspired. 

There is no truce between art and the vulgo. 
There is a constant and irrefutable alliance 
between art and the oppressed. The people 
have never objected to obscurity in  ballads. 
The bitterest nnd most poignant songs ha\'c 
been often written in cypher---of necessity. I t  
i s  n o t  for nothing that Verdi 's name was cheered 
hysterically after his operas ; was cheered for i ts  
h alf secret anagram V.E. R.D. I . ,  Vittorio Emanuele 
Re d '/talia, cheered in c ities where in Verdi 's  
obscure, but not  quite sufficiently obscure, chorus 
1 1 Liberta " had been changed by the censors to 
1 1 leal ta. " 

The oppressed have never set a hand against their 
artists but the half taught have always done so, the 
bureaucracy have always done so, and a bureaucracy 
is not only political but literary, it demands the semi
efficient. 

There is a bond between the artist and the inventor 
and the able man in a system. Each is feared by 
the ineffic:ent man who holds the administrative 
grade just above him. I have seen an inventor 
treated by capitalists exactly as a good writer before 
he is 1 1 recognized , "  is treated by inefficient editors. 

It is not a question of profession but of tempera
ment. The consumer, the digestive man fears the 
dynamic man. He is perfectly right to do so. The 
dynamic man exists. Nothing can inhibit his exis
tence. He exists on a desert island. Starve him, 
you give edge to h is style and double the acidity of 
his will force. Against h im society has but the one 
weapon, seduction. 

The static man has no existence apart from his 
system. Let us take the anonymous 1 1  Times " 
reviewer, or better still l\·Ir. Gosse who is what every 
1 1  Times " reviewer would like to be, or Dr. Nicoll 
who is a degraded sort of Gosse. Consider any one 
of these people apart from their automatic position. 
Mr. Gosse would exist as the author of " Father and 
Son ' '  and be universally respected. The rest would 
disappear, they would have not even that ephemeral 
and faintly stuffy and venomous existence which is 
now permitted them. Hence their necessity for 
hanging together. Hence their necessity of keeping 

C l 27 John Synge and the Habits of Criticism. Egoist, I. 3 (2 Feb. 19 14) 53-54. 
Signed: Bastien von Helmholtz. A brief paragraph was reprinted in Agenda, XVll. 3/4/XVill. 1 (Autumn/Winter/Spring 
1979/1980) 7 1 .  
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the administrative power out of the hand!l of an 
occasional genius who would see through them and 
sweep them out of " published opinion, "  

Here i s  an unconscious revelation i n  the "Times" : 
" Among the best things in the Cambridge. anthology 
is Mr. Brooke's ' Grantchester ' and Mr. Fleclcer's 
' Golden Journey to Samarkand. '  But we are most 
concerned with the younger men. ' '  

Now that appears t o  say very little apart from 
being slightly ridiculous, for one would suppose that 
Mr. Brooke was about as ncar to puberty as any man 
producing serious poetry could be expected to be,' 

The press having no ambition for literature, having 
no ideal that it is willing to work for save an ideal 
of mediocrity, welcomes about twenty per cent. of 
new writers indiscriminately. It praises the first 
book or so and damna the rest. That is, it tries to 
swell the numbers nnd importance of . the lo.wer 
literary world. It  wishes the young men� lP enter 
and remain expectant of press favours. It wants a 
proletariat of young writers who still believe in the 
mtelligence or potential intelligence of reviewers. . 

The " Times " is a particularly poisonous source 
for the very reason that it is still, despite its Jlaws, 
the best of the dailies. A " Times " reviewer knows 
more than most men. As the jap11nese ambassador 
l!aid of Gladstone : " He seems so very well informed 
about all countries except Japan. " . . . 

The " Times " reporter fools you until he tackles 
n subject that you really know something ribout. 
Ever after you discount htm. He knows the accepted 
platitudes of every subject. He is therefore against 
the discoverer. He is like the professor who rejects 
new facts because they would make it necessary for . 
him to rewrite his lectures. Having nothing at stake 
he is placid. He writes better than the believer for 
he has nothing to think about save his paragraphs. 
He is stupid, he is even ridiculous but he is never 
dLo;composed. He is suave and unreliable and 
c:redible, nnd he is therefore a menace. 

DASTJI!N VON HIILMHOLTZ, 

C127 

The New Sculpture. 
I .  

SOME nights ago Mr. T. E. Hulme delivered to  the 
Quest Society an almost wholly unintelligible 
lecture on cubism and new art at large. He 

was followed by two other speakers equally unintelli
gible. With the artists themselves fighting through 
the obscurities of a new convention it is foolish, or 
very nearly so, to expect a critic-even an amateur 
critic-to put forth generalities which shall wholly 
satisfy both artist and public. 

One may stand and say '·' I believe. "  One can say 
with equal dignity " This stuff is a d-n sight more 
interesting than Rodin at his plaster�astiest or than 
the Florentine Boy. " But whether one can lay down 
axioms of criticism that will not only lurve but eonvey a 
meaning is a thorny outrageous question. 

The Greeks ! I I  Even the Greeks whose sculpture 
reminds all rightly constituted young futurists of 
cake-icing and plaster of Paris ; even the Greeks had 
one ideal for their drama and another for cutting 
stone. They had Praxiteles to make them super
fashion plates ; immortal and deathless lay-figures, 
and ·they had tragedy to remind them of �hao� and 
death and the then inexplicable forces of destiny and 
nothingness and beyond. 

Their sculpture has at �ertain recurring periods 
been an ideal for super-resthetes and matinee girls. 
The placid have excused the Greek drama by the 
Aristotelian fable that it was made for purgation, 
that you beheld Clytemnestra and then retreated 
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home to do differently. You exhausted your unseemly 
emotions by the use of vicarious horror and returned 
to an orderly life. 

22 1 

Of course the Greeks never did return to an orderly 
life. They were addicted to more disreputable vices 
than can be mentioned in modern society or even in 
" �odern Society. " \.Yith the exception of n few 
plausible writers they were probably the most un
plea::ant $et or people who ever nxisted, so that 
taking it ull in all, it is not necessary to believe that 
the Aristotelian theory is pragmatical. 

Mr. Hulme told us that there was vital art and 
gtomtlrie art. Mr. Lewis compared the soul to a 
bullet. I gathered from his speech that you could 
set a loaf of bread in an engine shop and that this 
would 1101 cause said loaf to produce cubist paintings. 

A third speaker got himself disliked by saying that 
one might regard the body either as a sensitiOted 
receiver of sensations, or as nn instrument for carry
ing out the decrees of the will (or npressioning the 
soul, or whatever you choose to term it). These two 
views are opposed and produce two totally opposed 
theories of resthetic. I use the word resthetic para
doxically, let us say two theories of art. 

Finding this statement unfavourably received and 
wishing to be taken for a man of correct and orthodox 
opinions ; trimming his words to the wind, he then 
said that you could believe that man was the perfect 
creature, or creator, or lord of the universe or what 
you will, and that there was no beauty to surpass the 
beauty of man or of man as conceived by the late 
Sir Lawrence Alma-Tadema ; or that on the contrary 
you could believe in something beyond man, some
thing important enough to be fed with the blood of 
hecatombs. 

This last seemed to cheer the audience. fdr, 
Hulme had also expressed lt. 

II. 

Humanism having had no chance In the occident, 
in lire, I mean, save for an occasional decade which 
has usually been followed �y some pest like the 
counter-reformation or Praise-God Barebonea or the 
most estimable S. Webbs & Co. , Humanism has, I 
waa about to write, taken refuge in the 11rts. 

The introduction of Djinns, tribal gods, fetiches, 
etc. into the arts is therefore a happy presage. 

The artist has been for so long a humanist I He 
has been a humanist out  of  reaction. He has had 
sense enough to know that humanity was unbearably 
stupid and that he must try to disagree with it. But 
he has also tried to lead and persuade it ; to save i t  
from itself. He has fed i t  out  of  h is  hand and the 
arts have grown dull and complacent, like a slightly 
uxorious spouse. 

The artist has at last been aroused to the fact that 
the war between him and the world is a war without 
truce. That his only remedy is slaughter. This is 
a mild way to say it. Mr. Hulme was quite right in 
11aying that the difference between the new art and 
the old was not a difference in degree but a difference 
in kind : a difference in intention. 

The old-fashioned artist was like a gardener who 
should wish to turn all his garden into trees. The 
modern artist wishes dung to stay dung, earth to 
stay earth, and out of this he wishes to grow one or 
two flowers, which shall be something emphatically 
1101 dung, not earth. The artist has no longer any 
belief or suspicion that the mas�, the half-educated 
simpering general, the semi-connoisseur, the some
times collector, and still less the readers of the 
" Spectator " and the " English Review " can in any 
way share his delights or understand his pleasure in 
forces. 

He knows he is born to rule but he has no intention 
of trying to rule by general franchise. He at least 
is born to the purple. He is not elected by a system 
of plural voting. There has been a generation of 
artists who were content to permit a familiarity 
between themselves and the " cultured " and, even 
worse, with the " educated," two horrible classes 
composed of suburban proressors and their gentler 
relations. 
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This time is ·fortunately over. The artist recog· 
nises his life in the terms of the Tahiytian savage. 
His chance for existence is equal to that of the bush
man. His dangers arc as subtle and sudden. 

He must live by craft and violence. His gods are 
violent gods. A religion of fashion plates has little 
to say to him, and that little is nauseous. An art of 
the fashion plates does not express him. 

There is a recognition of this strife in the arts-
in the arts of the moment. 

Those artists, so called, whose work does not show 
this strife, are uninteresting. Ther, are uninteresting 
because they are simply insens1ble. And being 
insensible they are not artists. 

One therefore says that Epstein is the only sculptor 
in England. One hears whispers of a man called 
Gill {the present author knows nothing about him). 
And more recently one has come into contact with 
the work of a young sculptor Gaudier-Brzeska (repro
duced in this issue). 

It is not to be denied that Mr. Epstein has brought 
in a new beauty. Art is to be admired rather than 
explained. The j argon of these sculptors is beyond 
me. I do not precisely know why I admire a green 
granite, female, apparently pregnant monster with 
one eye going around a square corner. 

When I say that I admire this representation more 
than an earlier portrait of  the same monster (in the 
�hape of a question mark) I am told " I t is more 
monumental . "  

These men work in a n  unchanging world. Their 
work permits no argument. They do not strive after 
plausibility. I think we are sick to death of plausi
bilities ; of smooth answers ; of preachers who 
" prophecy not the deaths of kings. " 

It is easier to get at our comfort, our exultation, 
our quiet in this new sort of sculpture, it  is easier, I 
am trying to say, to get at or explain this by negative 
statements. We are sick to death ·or the assorted 
panaceas, of the general acquiescence of artists, of 
their agreement to have perfect manners, and to 
men�ion · absolutely nothing unpleasant. We are 
equally sick of the psycho-intellectual novel-the 
analytical method of pretending that all hateful things 
are interesting and worthy of being analysed and 
recorded. 

Therefore this sculpture with its general combat, 
its emotional condemnation, gives us our strongest 
satisfaction. 

A sculpture expressing. desire, and aware of the 
hindrance, a sculpture recognising inertia and not 
trying to persuade us that there is any use in 
analysing that inertia into seven and seventy sorts of 
mental and temperamental debility, such a sculpture 
has come to us in good hour and aU one can say is 
that one is grateful and that it  is very difficult to 
express this gratitude, 

Realism in literature has had its run. For thirty 
or more years we have had in deluge, the analyses 
of the fatty degeneration of life. A generation has 
been content to analyse. They were necessary. My 
generation i, not the generation of the romanticists. 
We have heard all that the " realists " have to say. 
We do not believe in Eutopias, we accept all that the 
realist has said. We do not think his statement 
complete, for he has ofte11 dissected the dead and 
taken no count of forces. To the present condition 
of things we have nothing to say but " meriie 1 1 ; and 
this new wild sculpture says it. 

The artist has been at peace with his oppressors 
for long enough. He has dabbled in democracy and 
he is now done with that folly. 

We turn back, we artists, to the powers of the air, 
to the djinns who were our allies aforetime, to the 
spirits of our ancestors. It is by them that· we have 
ruled and shall rule, and by their connivance that 
we shall mount again into our hierarchy. The 
aristocracy of entail and of title has decayed, the 
aristocracy of commerce is decaying, the anstocracy 
of the arts is ready again for its service. 

Modern civilisation has bred a race with brains 
like those of rabbits and we who are the heirs of  the 
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witch-doctor and the voodoo, we artists who have 
heen so long the despised nrc about to take over 
control. 

And the public will do well to resent these " new 1 1  
kinds of art. 

EZRA PouND, 

An Essay in  Constructive 

Criticism. 
\Vrru APOLOGIIlS TO MR. F - - D  M-o-x H- -FF- R 

IN THil ' '  STOUTLOOK, ' '  

0 F course you know, or, i f  you don't know, you 
jolly well ought to know that it's a jolly 
difficult job to introduce a sporting page into a 

quiet literary review like THE EGOIST, However golf 
is golf and as I have noticed-for I look about a bit 
and see a Jot of things that you and your likes would 
never think of seeing-I have noticed, I was about to 
say, and will say in the run of a page or so that 
golfers get jolly narrow-minded and get into clubs 
and pay no attention to the great mass of people 
who don 't  know a eleele from a bunl<er, and I think 
it a perfect shame so I am going with a certain non
ch alance to be sure, I am going to start some free 
and constructive criticism to broaden the golfing 
mind. 

And now if you'd believe it, though you won 't,  
for you don't  run around with such a variegated Jot 
of folk as I do, but there are a lot of nice quiet well
dressed people, not people like us who wear made-to
order boots and Scotch tweed, but nevertheless people 
whose opinion the golfing world should attend to. 
There are a lot of such people, members of the 
saddlers' guild and of the protective Dorcas associa
tion who go whole days with never a hole of golf or 
so much as reading the newspaper accounts of the 
matches. 

.And of course this is journalism and this is der alte 
England (perfide albion, my aunt Cynthia always 
used to call it) so I can't get on to my point much 
quicker than I 'm doing at present. And any way 
there are a lot of silly golfing prejudices to be got rid 
of before we can chat comfortably together. Now 
prejudice is n very grave thing and a very J utish 
thing and there is a lot to be said about Jutes and 
gravity but I ' m  on prejudice and that reminds me of 
a prejudice of my own about n chap who used to use 
pink clubs. Always hated that chap for using pinlc 
dubs but now by jingo after all these years, and I 
think it a crying shame that even I had to wait ten 
years to get over that prejudice and find out what a 
fine game he plays . . • just my sort of game. 
He don 't  play golf, he just gives the impression of 
it. . • . Beautiful form, of course not much 
direction-THANK GOD I not much direction • , , 
doesn't get his ball into .the holes but that is a rather 
silly thing to do with a �;elf-ball anyhow. And I 
think it a crying shame With Ouimet winning a cup 
in America that that splendid chap with the pink golf 
clubs has never had his due recognition among 
golfers. I do Indeed, my dear friend. 

Well now there's a friend of my aunt's who 
practically never plays golf, or rather he don 't play 
the regulation golf, shinny he calls it, hits the ball 
all right, it 's a game like hockey or Celtic hurling 

but I hate everything Celtic. But it  doesn' t  
much matter, my point is that golfers ought to quit 
playing golf that is only appreciated by �olfers. 
They ought to play a good vigorous colloquial .sort 
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of game that will appeal to <.:haps like myself who 
have a go at  literature in our spare moments. They 
ought to play the sort of golf that interests one's 
li terary fnends, if one's got 'em. It 's  silly to get 
clubs that appeal to a golfer and not to an artist like 
Wyndham Lewis. And if you only ran about with 
l i terary and art istic people like I do you 'd jolly well 
see that the country will go to pot if the British 
golfer don't  broaden his  m ind, and throw away his 
stupid conventions. 

Now I 'm not a member of any golf club. I don't  
l ike that  sort of organisation, i t  limits the game. 
llut they wanted me to protest to the committee. 
Dam the commi ttee says I (like my friend 
B ullheim who resigned from the House of Lords 
because he didn't like the sort of Jews he 
had lo meet there), you want me to bring a 
perfectly obscure body of men into the glare of 
publicity, you want me to martyrise 'em and establish 
'em in the hearts of the people. I jolly well won't. 
And that reminds me of another golfer or rather he 
was a pugilist, John L. Sullivan, and he was nn out 
an ' outer till he was done for by Fitzsimmons (vide 
fool-uote). Well anyhow despite my uncle's interrup
tion Sullivan gave the impression of being a sports· 
man and the only thing that matters is the impres
sion. So in following numbers I 'm going to instruct 
the reader in constructive criticism of golf by giving 
my impression of such noted golfers as Rachel 
Annand Taylor, R. A. Scott-james, Joseph Conrad 
and Christina Rosetti. 

H ERRMANN KARL qEORG jESUS MARIA. 

FooT-NOTE.-My grand nephew in law is at  this, as 
a t  most points, wilfully mendacious. It was not 
Fitzsimmons but " Gentleman Jim " Corbett who, 
in my grand nephew in law's vulgar phrase, " did 
for " Mr. John L. Sullivan, who now has a public 
house named after him.on Lower Broadway, New 
York, not far from Walt Whitman's old Dwelling. 

Your obedient svt. WILLIAM MicHAEL R-s·TTI. 
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A CORRECTION • 
. To !It( EdiiM', THE EGOIST. 

MADAM, . . . .. 
By 50111C slight error, my note entitled .. The BourgeoiS 

has appeared <wer the signature of my brothef', Bastien von 
Helmholtz. BAPTISTE \'ON' HEUW?LTZ. 
(We offer to our contributor sincere apologjes Cor the onr9Jght.-

Eo. , TJI& EaqrsT.] . .  
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HOMAGE TO WILFRID BLUNT 

On Sunday, January 18th, a committee of poets
Messrs. W. B. Yeats, T. Sturge Moore, Frederic Man
ning, John Masefield, Victor Plarr, F. S.  Flint, Richard 
Aldington and Ezra Pound-presented to Wilfrid 
Scawen Blunt " in token of homage," a reliquary carved 
in Pentelican marble by the brilliant young sculptor 
Gaudier Brzeska, ornamented with a female nude re
cumbent and an inscription, " Homage to Wilfrid Blunt." 

Mr. Blunt is perhaps known in  America rather for 
his various political martyrdoms than for his poems. 
His claims upon posterity would, however, be sufficiently 
established if he had written no more than the double 
sonnet With Esther: 

He who has once been happy is for aye 
Out of destruction's reach. His fortune then 
Holds nothing secret; and Eternity, 
Which is a mystery to other men, 
Has like a woman given him its joy. 
Time is his conquest. Life, if it should fret, 
Has paid him tribute. He can bear to d ie, 

He who haa once been happy I When I set 
The world before me and survey its range, 
Its mean ambitions, its scant fantasies, 
The shreds of pleasure, which for lack of change 
Men wrap around them and call happiness, 
The poor delights which are the tale and sum 
Of the world's courage in its martyrdom; 

When I hear laughter from a tavern door, 
When I see crowds agape and in the rain 
Watching on tiptoe and with stifted roar 
To see a rocket fired or a bull slain, 
When misers handle gold, when orators 
Touch strong men's hearts with glory till they weep, 
When cities deck their streets for barren wars 
Which have laid waste their youth, and when I keep 
Calmly the count of my own life and see 
On what poor stuff my manhood's dreams were fed 
Till I too leam'd what dole of vani'ty 
Will serve a human soul for daily bread
Then I remember that I once was young 
And lived with Esther the world's gods among. 

Mr. Blu nt is about the last man who has been able 
to use the old-fashioned Elizabethan " grand style " 
effectively. 

The reliquary contained the following verses of 
homage signed by the committee : 

Because you have gone your individual gait, 
Written fine verses, made mock of the .,..orld, 
Swung the grand style, not made a trade of arr, 
Upheld Mazzini and detested institutions; 

We, who are little given to respect, 
Re1pect you, and having no better way to show it, 
Bring you this stone to be some record of it. 

Beneath this there was an interesting collection of 
manuscripts : Mr. Manning's Kor(, Mr. Plarr's Epita

phium Cythm'stria� from the firs t  book of the old Rhymers' 
Oub, Mr. Moore's Th� Dying Swan, an unpublished 

Cl31  Homage to Wilfrid Blunt. Poetry, III. 6 (Mar. 1914) 220-3. 
This account by Ezra Pound of the presentation "in token of homage" to W. S. Blunt, on Sunday, 1 8  Jan., of "a reliquary 
carved in Pentelican marble by the brilliant young sculptor Gaudier Brzeska," reprints the "verses of homage signed by the 
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appeared also in Edith Finch's Wilfrid Scawen BlunJ 1840-1922 (London, Jonathan Cape [ 1938]), p. 337. 
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poem by Mr. Yeats called When Helm Lived, The Return, 
M r. Masefield's Truth, Mr. Flint's Third Poem in Un
rhymed Cadence, and Mr. Aldington's In Yia Sistina. 

Mr. Blunt said, in his speech of acceptance, that this 
was the first time in his life that any admiration of his 
poetry had been expressed to .him ; tha t he had been 
honored only as a politician and as a breeder of horses. 

The committee had proposed a large dinner of honor, 
but Mr. Blunt pleaded age as an excuse, and preferred to 
receive the committee in private. This he did with great 
charm, regaling us with the roast flesh of peacocks a t  
Newbuildings, a sixteenth-century defensible grange in 
Sussex. 

Had he accepted the dinner he might have had about 
him all the reputable poets of England , save those who 
hold official positions; for he is a little Englander and 
has never ceased to protest against the tyrannies and 
swindles of the Empire, " a  Semitic invention of Dis
raeli's." As it was, the committee may be considered 
representative of the present vitality of English verse, 
although there were, among the younger men, unavoid
a ble omissions, as follows : Mr. D. H. Lawrence, who is 
in I ta ly;  Mr. Padraic ' Colum, now in Ireland ; Mr. 
James Joyce, in Austria; and Mr. Rupert Brooke, some
where in the South Pacific. Still it was a fairly complete 
sort of tribute, representing no one clique or style but a 
genuine admiration for the power behind all expression, 
for the spirit behind the writing. 

Mr. Yeats, replying for the committee, summarized 
this admira tion as follows : 

When you publi�hed your first work, it was at the very height of the 
Victorian period. The abstract poet was in a state of glory. One 
no longer wrote as a human being, with an address, living in a London 
street, having a definite income, and a definite tradition, but one wrote 
as an abstract personality. One was expected to be very much wiser 
than other people. . . The only objection to such a conception of 
the poet was that it was impossible to believe he existed. . • 
Now instead of abstract poetry�you wrote verses which were good poetry 
because they were, first of all, line things to have thought or to have 
said in some real situation in life. • . We are now at the end of 
Victorian romance--completely at an end. One may admire Tenny
son, but one can not read him. • . If I take up today some of the 
things that interested me in the past I can no longer use them. They 
bore me. Every year some part of my poetical machinery" suddenly 
becomes of no use. . . 

Stendhal said it some time ag;l, and said i t  rather 
better, for he was writing instead of speaking impromptu : 

La polsw, avec su comparaisons oblighs, sa mythologi� qtu 11e croit 
pas It po�w. sa digniti dt stylt a Ia Louis X I Y, ft tCHlt r auirail dt Stl 
or��emtnts apptles poet•'quu, tst bim au-dusous dt Ia prose d�s qu'il 
s'agit dt donntr unt idk dairt at precise du mouvtmtnts du t:otur; or, 
dans u gtnrt, on n'emtut qut par Ia darte. 

It is poetry's job to catch up. 
For an unabridged account of the speeches see 

The Egoist for February l st. 
Ezra Pound 
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EZRA POUND 

1 .-ALBATRE 

TH I S  lady in the white bath-robe, which she calls a peignoir, 
Is, for the time being, the mistress of my friend, 

And the delicate white feet of her little white dog 
1\re not more delicate th�n s

.
he is, 

Nor would Gautier himself have despised their contrasts in whiteness 
As she sits in the great chair 
Between the two indolent candles. 

1 1.- SOCI ETY 

TH E  family position was waning, 
And on this account the little Aurelia, 

Who had laughed on eighteen summers, 
Now bears the palsied contact of Phidippus. 

l i i .-TO FORM IAN US' YOUNG LADY FR I E N D  

(After VALERIUS CATULLUS) 

ALL Hail I young lady with a nose 
by no means too small, 

With .a foot unbeautiful 
and with eyes that are not black, 

With fingers that are not long, and with a mouth undry, 
And with a tongue by no means too elegant, 

You are the friend of F ormianus, the vend our of cosmetics, 
And they call you beautiful in the province, 
And rou .are even compared to Lesbia. 

\ 
0 most unfortunate age r 

I V.- CO ITUS 

TH E  glided phaloi of the crocusses 
are thrusting at the spring air. 

Here is there naught of dead gods 
But a procession of festival, 
A procession, 0 Julio Romano, 
Fit for your spirit to dwell in ! 

Dione, your nights are upon us. 
The dew is upon the leaf. 
The night about us is restless. 

C l 32 [EIGIIT POEMS] . Poetry and Drama, London, II. 1 (Mar. 1914) 20-24. 
Contents: Albatre-Society-To Fonnianus' Young Lady Friend--Coitus-Heather-The Faun-Tempora-A Transla
tion from the Proven\=al ["Dornpna pois de me no'us cal"] of En Ber!Ians de Born. 
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V.�H EAT H E R  

THE black panther treads at m y  side 
And above my fingers 

There float the petal�like flames. 

The milk-white girls 
Unbend from the holly-trees 
And their snow-white leopard 
Watches to follow our trace. 

VI.-THE FAU N  

HA ! Sir, I have seen you sniffing and snoozling 
about among my flowers. 

And what, pray, do you know about horticulture, 
you capriped ? 

,. Come, Auster ; come, Apeliota, 
And see the faun in  our garden ; 
But if you move or speak 
This thing will run at you 
And scare itself to spasms." 

VI I.-TEMPORA 

10 ! lo l Tamuz l 
The Dryad stands in my court-yard 

With plaintive, querulous crying. 
(Tamuz I lo ! Tamuz I )  
Oh no, she is not crying : " Tamuz." 
She says, ,. May my ·poems be printed this week ? 
The god Pan is afraid to ask you, 
May my poems be printed this week ? " 

VI J I.-A TRANSLATION FROM T H E  PROVE NCAL 
OF  "EN B-E RTRANS DE BORN 

Original composed about 1 185 A.D. 

TAD Y, since you ca re  nothing for me, 
.L And since you have shut me away from you 
Causelessly, 
I know not where to go seeking, 
For certainly 
I will never again gather 

.. 
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Joy so rich, and if I find not ever 
A lady with look so speaking 
To my desire, worth yours whom I have lost, 
I 'll have no other love at any cost. 

And since I could not find a peer to you, 
Neither one so fair, nor of such heart, 
So eager and alert, 
Nor with such art 
I n  attire, nor so gay, 
Nor with gift so bountiful and so true, 
I will go out a-searching, 
Culling from each a fair trait 
To make me a borrowed lady 
Till I again find you ready. 

Bels Cern bel ins, I take of you your colour, 
For it's your own, and your glance, 
Where love is ; 
A proud thing I do here, 
For, as to colour and eyes 
I shall have missed nothing at all 
Having yours. 
I ask of M idons Aelis (of Montfort) 
Her straight speech free-running, 
Tha.t my phantom lack not in cunning. 

At Chalais of the Viscountess, I would 
That she give me outright 
Her two hands· and her throat, 
So take I my road 
To Rochechouart, 
Swift-foot to my Lady Anhes, 
Seeing that Tristan's lady Iseutz had never 
Such grace of locks, I do ye to wit, 
Though she'd the far fame for it. 
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Of Audiart at Malemort, 
Though she· with a full heart 
Wish me ill, 
I 'd ·have her form that's laced 
So cunningly, 
Without blemish, for her love 
Breaks not nor turns aside. 
I of Miels'de'ben demand 
Her straight fresh body, 
She is so supple and young 
Her robes can but do her wrong, 

H er white teeth, of the Lady Faidita 
I ask, and the fine courtesy 
She hath to welcome one, 
And such replies she lavishes 
Within her nest. 
Of Bels Mirals, the re5t : 
Tall stature and gaiety, 
To make these avail 
She knoweth well, betide 
No change nor turning aside. 

Ah, Belz Senher, Maent, at last 
I ask naught from you 
Save that I have such hunger for 
This phantom 
As I 've for you, such flame-lap. 
And yet I 'd rather 
Ask of you than hold another, 
Mayhap, right close and kissed. 
Ah, lady, why have you cast 
M e  out, knowing you hold me so fast ? 
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'rhe Causes and Remedy of the 
. Poverty of China. 

[N'oTE.-The following M S S .  was left with me by a · Chinese official.  I m ight have treated it · in 
various wa'ys. He ' suggested that I should 

I(  . .  i-cwri'tcS' h. ' ' � l' m ight excerpt the passages whetebf 
I disapprove but I prefer to let it alone. At a 
time when Ch ina has replaced Greece in the 
intellectual l ife of so many occidentals, i t  is inte
resting to sec in what way the occidental ideas 
are percolating into the orient. vVe h ave here 
the notes of a practical and techn ical Chinaman. 
There are also some corrections, I do not know 
by whom, but I leave them as they are.--'
EZRA PouND.] 

C l 33 

Exhibition at the Goupil Gallery 

THE exhibition of new art now showing at the 
Goupil  Gallery <leserves the attention of every
one interested in either painting or sculpture. 

The latter art is represented by the work of Epstein 
and of Gaudier Brzeska.  I endeavoured to praise 
these men about a month ago and shull again so 
endeavour. 

J acob Epstein has sent i n  three pieces : a " Group 
of birds " placid with an eternal placidity, existing 
in  the permanent places. They have that greatest 
quality of art, to wit : certitude. 

" A Bird Pluming itself " is l ike a cloud bent back 
upon itself-not 11 woolly cloud, but one of those 
clouds that are blown smooth by the wind. I t  is 
gracious nnd aerial. 

These things are great art because they arc 
sufficient in themselves. They exist apart, unper
turbed by the pettiness and the daily irritation of a 
world full of Claude Phillipses, nnd Saintsburys and 
of the constant bickerings of uncomprehending 
minds. They infuriate the denizens of this super
ficial world because they ignore it. I ts impotences 
and its importances do not affect them. Represent· 
ing, as they do, the immutable, the calm thorough
ness of unchanging relations, they are as the gods 
of the Epicureans, apart, unconcerned, unrelenting. 

This is no precious or affected self-blinding aloof
ness. Mr. Epstein has taken count of all the facts. 
He is in the best sense realist. 

The green ftenite woman expresses all the tragedy 
and enigma of the germinal u niverse : she also is 
permanent, unescaping. 

This work infuriates the superficial mind, it takes 
no count o'f this morning's leader ; of transient con
ditions • .  It has the solemnity of  Egypt. 

It is no use saying that Epstein is Egyptian and 
that Rrzeska is Chinese. Nor would.: I say that the 
younger man is a follower of the elder. They 
approach l ife in different manners. 

Brzeska is in a formative stage, he is abundant 
and pleasing. His animals h ave what one can only 
c ull a " snuggly , "  comfortable feelin�, that might 
appeal to a child. A very young chald would like 
them to play with if they were not stone and too 
heavy. 
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or the two animul groups, his stags are the more 
interesting if considered ns a composition of forms. 
" The Boy with a Coney " is " Chou," or suggests 
slightly the bronze nnimals of  that period. Brzeska is as 
much concerned with representing certain phases of 
animal l ife as is Epstein with presenting some austere 
permanence ; some relation of life and yet outside it. 
It is us if some realm of " Ideas," of Platonic pat
terns, were dominated by Hnthor. There is i n  his 
work an austerity, a metaphysics, like that of Egypt 
-one doesn't know quite how to say it. All praise 
of works of art is very possibly futile-were i t  not 
that one finds among many scoffers a few people of 
good will  who arc eager for this new art a nd not 
quite ready. 

It is perhaps unfitting for n layman to attempt 
technicalities, the planes of M r. Epstein's work seem 
to sink away from their outline wath a curious deter
mination and swiftness. 

Last evening I watched a friend's parrot outl ined 
against a hard grey-silver twilight. That is a stupid 
way of saying that I had found a new detail or a new 
correlation with Mr. Epstein's stone birds. I saw 
nncw that something mnsterful had been done. I got 
a closer idea of a particular kind o£ decision. 

II. 
It is much more . difficult to Bpeak of the painting. 

It is perhaps further from one's litera� .habit, or it 
is perhap11 !IO close to one's poetic hnhat of creation 
thnt pros,e. is Ul got to fit it. 

Wyndham Lewis is well represented, especially by 
his " Columbus. " 

One can only pause to compliment the Countess 
Drogheda that she has set a good example to London. 

Mr. Etchells has gained greatly in iitrength. 
Edward Wadsworth has shown a nu mber of 

canvases with brilliant and interesting refractions. I 
would mention especially the moods " Scerzo " and 
" Vivace, "  and his " Radiation " which is the 
" pictorial equivalent " of a foundry as perceived
and there is no need to ridicule these terms before 
having considered them-as perceived b,Y the retina 
of  the intelligence. It  is expressed an terms o f  
arabesque. 

I n  general one may say to the uninitiated curious 
that cubism is an art of patterns. It  differs from the 
pre-renaissance Italian patterns, and from the Japa
nese or from the pattern of art of Beardsley in that 
these arts treat a Aat  space. They make a beautiful 

C1 33 [Introduc tory note to the first instalment cf] 1l1e Causes and Remedy of the Poverty of China. By F. T. S .  Egoisl, L 6 ( 16  
Mar. 19 14) 105. 
(fhe same note was repeated before the second and third instalments in the Egoisl, I. 7 (1 Apr. 1 9 1 4) 1 3 1 ,  and I .  10 (l5 
May 19 14) 195 .)  
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Conlenls: I. [Sculpture]-11. [Painting). Part I was reprinted as "Ezra Pmmd's Estimate" in Jacob Epstein's  Lei There Be 
Sculp/Ure ([1940]}---B45-pp. 7 1 -72. 
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arrangement of Jines or colour shapes on a flat sur· 
face. Their first consideration is the flat space to 
be used. 

Cubism is a pattern of solids. Neither cubism nor 
these other arts of pattern set out primarily to mirrour 
natural forms. Thus one is removed from Andrea 
del Sarto and Carlo Dolce and from the discussions 
of art in " II Cortegiano " and from all those people 
who are preoccupied with mimicry. 

It is difficult to speak of the rest of this exhibit in 
detail, one may as well fall back upon impressionism 
as some of the painters have done. 

There were so many pictures and so many people. 
They were a glittering confusion. There was some
one after Van Gogh. And some one doing music 
halls not quite a Ia Degas. And there were people 
complaining about the Camden Town group and 
people very much relieved to find that there was still 
something which didn't threaten their early habits of 
thought. And it was-I mean the private view 
was-as they say in the " Times," " A very brilliant 
occasion. " 

EZRA POUND. 

THE CARESSABI !.ITY OF THE GREEKS. 

T(/ till Editqr, THE EGOIST. 
MADAM, . 

Your correspondent, Auceps, complains that I have not 
stopped to quote the whole o f  Reinsch's " Apollo " in my tooo
word nrtlcle on " The New Sculpture." H e  Is ungry because 
I have not filled my page with !dens out of Pater and the 
Encyclopa.dia Britannica. He is more Interested In preserving 
the label " Hellenic " than in lh� vitality of the nrts. The 
difference between serious controversy nnd journalistic contro
versy Is that, In the former, one Is oeeking n precise definition 
nnd, In the latter, one Is trying to " do in " one's opponent. 

I will therefore try to restate the disputed passages of my 
article ruther than spend space In the analysis of the young 

. Auceps who Is sufficiently apparent In his letter. 

. J,. ' 
·.The gods forbid lhnt ·.I should set · myself. up :�s an nrt critic. 

I do not much believe .In nriy .criticism· of the ort.s save that 
\Vh.ich Is made by artists, that Is' I v.:·ant it. pal n te� .on painting, 
a ·poet on verse, n musician ·on mus1c. Their cnhclsm can be 
technical und exact. 

Beyond this t here Is a realm ol . opinion. The layman can 
�ay that he likes or that he· dhllkes. lie m a y  explain his reasons. 
They may be Interesting. If he Is a. th�ughtful man or a man 
akllled In some other ·art they very: probably are Interesting. 
Tlt�.Y: nre NOT, .or In most cases they nre not In the least ·likely 
I() \le the artlat'• reason a. . . . . . · .. .  · 
:· 1 iai .for . lnslan�e that Ep1steln Is n v�ry .great sculptor al)d 
tlint' after·· him · · Brzeska · Is tnore Interesting than any other 
sculptor in England. I don't in the least suppose that I like 'a 
work ol Epstein '8 for the same reasons that he likes It, I I  I 
were more interested in form than in anything else I should l>e 
u sculptor and not a writer. Epstein working in form produces 
something which moves me who am only moderately in terested 
in lorm. Rummel who is interested in sound produces a com· 
position ol sounds which moves me who am only moderately 
sensitive to sound. I, il I am lucky, produce a composition of 
words which mo,·es someone else who is only moderately 
interested in words. · . 

This faculty lor being moved is not criticism but appreciation,: 
Ther� is no need t9 con.lu�e, them . . I t. interests me t?. find l.hnt 
my sure.si crith:' Is a contemporary . Painter who · knows my good 
work from my bad-NO'f by a critical process, at least not by a 
technical process. It is interesting philosophically or \\:halever 
you choo�e to rail it. Anyhow it indicates a " lifo " or u same· 
ness somewhere that we are both trying with our imperfect 
means to get at. 

Our alliance must be with our own generation and usually 
with workers in other arts. No two of us have precisely the 
same function, and it  is certain that the universe will not so 
suddenlv alter its method that any two of us will suddenly come 
into complete understanding or accord. 

I I .  

Regarding- this pother about the Greeks : Some IP.w o f  u s  are 
at last liberated from the idea thut " 'I'H £  BEAUTI F U l. " is 
the caressable, the physically attracth·e. 
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Art is not particularly concerned with t he caressable. 
The modern renaissance, or awaltening, is \'ery largely due to 

the fact that we have cr.ased to regard a work ol art as gopd 
or bad in accordance with whether it approaches or recedes from 
the " An t ique," the " classical " models. 

\Vc have come to recognise that that Greek work wus not a 
un iform and unattainable perfection, but that out ol a lot ol 
mediocre work ; out of a lot ol remnan ts and fragments there 
remain certain masterpieces :o be set apart and compared with  
other masterpieces from Egypt and lrom I ndia and from Chino, 
and po�sibly from the sou th seas and other districts equally 
remote from Victorian or Pa teresque culture. · 

Let us confess that we have derived more pleasure from · the 
works of \Vyndhom Lewis than from the works ol Poussin or 
of Apelles. 

Let us take note that the Hellenist no longer takes his stand 
upon Tadema and Praxiteles. 

Let us confess that we admire some G reek works more than 
others. Even the young Auceps may do some service In defend· 
ing speci fic Greelt works from the general contempt which .is 
beginning to be hurled upon " the Greek , "  the Greek " as a 
whole," tlw Patcrine sentimentalesque Hellenism. But he will 
not perlonn this sen·ice by refusing to see the Ioree of other 
c.on�·�ntion�, by res�lu tely entrenching himself in prejudice. By 
hm111ng Ius porcept1ons. 

London. EzRA PouND, 

On Certain Reforms and 
Pass-Times. 

" TH E  Church of England, "  began my friend 
Bullheim, " is a cross between a comedy and 
an annoyance. " 

As a loyal churchman I hastened to contradict this 
slander upon the ark of out faith. 

· :" The church of England," continued my friend 
·oonheitn, " is undoubtedly an annoyance, it rings 
bells in our noisiest cities, thereby adding to the 
already intolerable clatter of modern life. It is 
nndoubtedly a comedy for it ends in unhealthy 
c11rate·s · and it  culminates in bishops who commemo· 
rate the fall 'of our first parent in the pattern of their 
arrayment. The head of the English church is the 
Emperor of India, When in York he is a heretic to 
the faith of Scotland whereof he is likewise the 
rightful and lawful head. When in Berwick-on-Tweed 
he is either an atheist or a Buddhist for the Royal 
Borough of Berwick is neither fish, flesh nor fowl, 
ne1ther Scotch, English nor Ulsterian, therefore the 
religion ol the king of England when he rests in 
Berwick-on-Tweed is, we suppose, a holy mystery to 
which a'u answers are equally heretical, and • • " 

" My dear Bullheim," I expostulated, " you , • • " 
" l , "  continued the imperturbable Bullheim, " was 

about to say that the late Edward the seventh was of 
so tactful, retiring and conscientious a nature that he 
w

,
ould ·n.ever journey to Berwick for fear of straining 

h1s conacience and , , • " 
" My dear Bullheim, "  I finally .stopped him, " do 

any of these things really matter?" 
" Really matter I ! Do you take me for a writer 

of paragraphs in the ' Evening Eve ' ?  It isn't so 
mach th&t ·they matter as that they contain that salt 
of. incongruity which causes me to speak of the 
Anglican religion as comic, now I, as an Englishman, 
fail · to see why I should leave the church of my 
fathers • • • " 

" No one, " said I, " has the least desire to see 
you fon;ake AI Koran, or the Cabala or the Talmud, 
or' wha�ver ·they calHt. " 

The above rather stupid conversation with an old 
but casual friend, a thing slight enoagh in itself, set 
me to thinking : Man, in the words of Shakespeare, 
Bacbn, Tolstoi and others, " is an animal no better 
than · woman, or any other animal." " Man is a 
loquaciol!& creature l allible in regard to all matters 
save those which toncern its stomach, and even in 
gastronomits not wholly above the commission of 
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mistake&. Man is egregious and gregarious. Man 
may be divided into several species and some of it 
goes to cllurcll. Some of it does not go to places of 
public worship but ·maintains that such places are 
useful, or curious, or omamentill or monumental, or 
that the buildings serve as demonstration of how 
modern buildings ohould not be erected. In facl 
there is no limit to the varieties of opinion regarding 
the old but not immemorial institution, " religion. " 

" He was so old that he was an atheist , "  said a 
friend of mine about a character in some obscure 
Russian novel. Years and years ago in the time of 
Darwin and · Huxley there actually were such people 
;�s atheists, and .back before that -there were deists, 
and all this is vel-y, very difficult to explain to a little 
child, end if I 'hadn't two young ·children I wouldn't 
mind it at all. But how is one to explain all  this to 
a child or a ·savage ? I ask ·the gentle reader, 01· the 
intormation column, ·br anyone a t  all that yo·u like, 
or· -the ·Bi&hop of Zanzibar whom · nobody does seem 
to like though $Ollie of his confrllres support him, I 
uk, i.n··all· humility, tfOW it one to explain all this, or 
any part of this, or nothing but this, to either a child 
or a M!Vage i' 

And besides this there is nothing more annoying 
� .ha�ing chimes nellr one's house, chin:'es that are 
Ul rung', ana· ·oft rung, and rung at llll "tlme·s out of 
season. For t"hey ring chimes at weddings, and in 
Morocco they beat tom-toms at  weddingr. to drown 
out the shrieks of the bride who is usually nine or 
twelve year& of age, and dislikes the ceremony, and 
with all this and with motor-lorries belching amoke 
in .ona's face whenever one rides down Kensington 
gore 1 -oa.n't help wondering why, really why, we pay 
the parson, or keep up a lot of ludicrous institutions. 

I ' m  quite serious about this matter though my 
style is a -little confused. But wouldn't we be really 
better with no institutions at al l ?  . With 11 really 
clean sweep of the matter ? I sn't it, I mean, the 
way out, the solution ? For the noble Lords want 
to hang the socialists, and the socialists, a loquacious 
and tiresome people, want to deport the noble Lords, 
and nearly everyone who is anything wants to do 
something to someone who is someone else. It don' t  
really matter to m e ,  for I never meet a noble Lord, 
and l never want to meet a socialist, but my grand

· mother; or rather my great aunt, for my real grand
mother really died before I was born, but any way 
the old lady always did want me to do something 
for the advancement and uplift of humanity, and if 
you want to advance and uplift humanity there is 
nothing like writing in the press to do it, and do it 
quickly. 

In ·fact the -cause of humanity, the machinery for 
the advancement of humanity by writing in the daily 
press has itself become, in our happy age, an art, a 
science, an institution, and of course there is no use 
trying to do 11nything until you get an institution to 
do it. So I flatter myself, or rather I don't,  I just 
feel my real value when I say that, even if. my tone 
is somewhat light, that, I am actually contributing 
to the progress of the race by this little causerie. So 
I will go on with my argument. 

My friend Bullheim was r.eally wrong about the 
-church, for if the church was really comic it wouldn't 
be an annoyance. And if we want complete peace 
we simply must do away with all institutions and 
return to a state of savagery more primitive than that 
of the Fabian society, and then we shall have com
plete peace and no contentment, and contentment is 
bad for a man, for as soon as a man is really . con· 
tented he stops trying to develop his higher .nature, 
and every public speal<er and every .owner or editor 
of a daily paper and nearly every influential man, all 
of 'em, the whole lot believe that man has a higher 
nature and that he is sent into this world to deveiop 
it and that he wants to develop it and that therefore 
he shouldn ' t  be contented or he won't. And that 
always did seem to me a contradiction, or rather a 
baseness in some politicians, who in arguing against 
those in power, say that the governed are discon
tented. But life is very complex. 

C l36 Continued 

23 1 

Life is so very complex that even a simple question 
like this as to whether we ought or ought not to huvc 
any institutions at all, seems to lend i tself to a great 
lot of quite different treatments. 

I begin with the church because the church is 
undoubtedly an institution, and I ITI'Id it  unpleasant 
to have anythinl? to do with a man who knows so 
l ittle about musiC as the curates nnd vicar of -this 
parish. Q11akers re<:ogntse thr�ir incapacity for pro , 
clueing music at z I a.m. on Sunday and therefore 
keep quiet, but churchmen and nonconformists to a 
man and a woman-with a few notable and eccentric 
exceptions-do not recognise anything of tlte sort. 
It therefore narrows itself down to a question of 
whether we &hall abolish the churches or teach nil 
curates to distinguish between .  Bach and Debussy, 
nnd to teach all congregations to sing 'Or · to listen, 
and ns this latter is manifestly impossible, I think we 
had better abolish the churches, or at  least limit them 
by ·a local option law as is done with saloons, ·for a 1 1  pub " may be noisy if it is just under your window, 
but you can hear a church a block off and a church is 
therefore the greater nuisance of the two, 

And the form of this essay may be a bit puzzling 
but I assure .the gentle reader that it is modelled on 
the first and last speech which I ever heard in the 
House of Commons, which my irreverent Scotch 
friend calls a 1 1  j aw-house. " ·  And therefore I don ' t  
see .why we shouldn't abolish that too, for it also i s  
a n  institution. and the cause of countless dissensions. 
They talk abo1..1t abolishing the Lo(ds (I heard of that 
evea in lta!y), why not the Commons ? 1 1  WHY NOT 
�HE CoMMONS I I I ? "  as the 11 Evening Eve " would 
say. 

1 realise, regarding these reforms, that it  is not so 
much "' question as to whether they are desirable as 
to " whether they are feasible, "  and if feasible, in 
how far they may be carried out without endangering 
gov.ernmental stability, social stability, moral stability 
and ecclesiastical stability. 

Having decided those points it will be necessary to 
consider whether any of these four kinds of stabil ity 
.are desirable, or inevitable or insupportable. And 
thls cannot be decided without some animadversion 
upon the .agents, that is upon those who are to des-ire, 
support. or avoid these various stabilities. And the 
trouble with all modern argument is that it simply 
will not consider serious matters with that detailed 
and perfected thoroughness which was, in happier 
ages, bestowed even upon matters which now appear 
to us trumpery and effete and metaphysical. 

We therefore s!le that we cannot properly or 
fittingly undertake the discussion of these affairs 
without discussing, first, the educational system and 
deciding whether Mazzini was right in saying 11 the 
only remedy is to educate." And that is a very 
grave question to raise, for it opens the old problem 
propounded by t,{achiavelli, viz. 11 Is it better to be 
governed by one fool or by several ? "  

Poor Machiavelli I he said, " If  the people are 
behaving stupidly, some intelligent person may arrive 
and persuade them to do differently, but a foolish 
and obstinate prince, who can dissuade him ? "  Poor 
Machiavelli, he l ived at  a most interesting time, in 
an age fairly dripping with tyrants, and he believed in 
democracy. Democracy had existed for him only as 
an intellectual pass-time. 

We live in the ·presence of democracies, and there 
is not one of us who does not believe in his holy of 
holies that a " government, of the people, by the 
people and for the people " is the worst thing on the 
face of the earth. We therefore indulge in intellectual 
pass-times like Machiavelli, we agitate for forty-nine 
oorts of freedom, all theoretical. We would l ike 
freedom. from the tyranny of the Gas and Coke com
pany -or from our just debts. This would not be an 
intellectual pass-time, but a relief. I t  can never 
therefore become a political issue, or a moral issue 
or an ecclesiastical issue. In the face of such a 
m onstrous injustice as gas bills, coke bills, coat bills 
we can utter nothing save cheques. 

It is therefore impossible that any broad-minded 
man should have " principles " regarding a reform 
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of, or a rc;formation of, ·gas bills, for a principle must 
be something one ·can talk about. It must be some· 
thing high, lo£�y, impracticable. It must lead us 
toward something useless and undesired, which 
we, ·ourselves, do not want or need and 
by which we can in no wise benefit. We 
should dther believe or pretend that it will confer 
inestimable benefit on someone whom we have not 
met and who.m we never will meet, and preferably 
upon 'B 'Clllss not a person, or better yet a nation • 

. This is the quaintest of quixotisms for at no time 
in the blst,ory or the world has a " nation " ever 
profited ·by any o.ne thing or measur�. And this 
brings us to �e wholly unsolvable problem : If every· 
one -devoted himself to getting what he or she wanted, 
instead or agitating for something suppo�edly desired 
by � vague and indefinite " they, " would we or would 
w� not see the country not •• gciing to " but actually 
arriving· at that v9gue and indefinite bourne called 
categoricany •• The Dogs 

. ., P . I ask all these various 
q�stions, -ana propound all theSe arguments in that 
sort of serlo4s helplessness· which "is the hall-mark 
and ·ear-mark or ,tlie �gp'ec11illy modern man. It" all 
c!epends on the vote. 

HERMAN CARL GEORO }ESUS MARIA. 

" T H E  PERFECT POET." 
(To the. Ed itor.) 

S i r,-Mr.  Arohor'1 lfTI!.Cioua art icle la 
�vldontly l..oiH'<I on m l.oundoreln u d l nl! .  Ho 
opp<>uo l o  t h i n k  l h a l  lho f t w  paltOnK•• 
fro10 nn lll'licle of m l o�. quolt,J l..r yuur  
i n lervio wH, coDII,lri�o """"' 1101'1 of " tlt>en· 
loRUO " or  " h opl �loRue." '!'ho " Deco.
IOI! U O " I LM l t  i• n frul(m�nt.>ry orib from 
11 lonR�r Eu y v t i u n  tlocumeol,  eo I oup. 
po��o thoro lo "out! prt>Cetlent for bolnR 
e l i g h t l y  m il<ru vn.,cn t:etl ; dluc" <>Y<-11 u,., 
Iamon• pnlrinrchul  d j i n u  of tho llohrewo, 
• JII"" N>ll t l .r.  huo n o t  ••copo<l !hal  fnt.e. I 
m uh l ,  howbV()r, lu t b j :t  iutttu.n c..a a&k .vou 
ld corn•cl ct•r l ll i ll u\ icsu.ppN'hflndiour�. 

" l tn n l( i • m o " n•  n t oc h u kll l  term may I><• 
u:-.t·d i n  t wo bt>lll\(\h, '' Ly r i c l<1tu · • mt·lllll'\ n 
hUrl of l"wl r.Y w h t> ro m u alc itt j u"' l  ftH'(· i u u  
i t t>('  I (  i u tu a rt icu l a t e OfH'OCh.  " l ul&«i•mto " 
i n  " t h io H<Jrt of une wou ld m�an t h n l  OKJrl ol 
po<•l r)' •r l • • rJ pn i n ll n �  o r  ac u l pt u ro lo J u•t 
" ft � re i nf:{ ' '  i tlir l f, or J uttl  " hu n l i n K " i n to 
n rt i c u l ol<o O Jil'l'C h .  I <l >o l i k e  l..ol h  t ho wo rtl .1 
" (ul'ci.n g " a n ti " hu l'til i n 11 " in l u i• oo n n l'l'· 
l iu u ; i l  irt n p r\.OCt-t.e tL.<� g rn<: i u\lrt htt t hu l td 
l u o  l rt•o hud fo N· J n �  no i <l., t h • lfrl>ll n . hon l h .  

• · l mu.gibmu " 1 1 1 u. It� i m Jw r \ u n t  M• n"e 
i1 a lrnu u pJtl i t-•1 mor� o r  l �tt h.>oM.'Iy to 
Ct.•l '( � l ll pb.l'\11111 u (  IIIJ OWII work 1\Jlti lo \ h u t  
( • f  n f t  . .,.. uf rn)"' ( r i t r ldA ,  i n  t la i 11  none.u i t  llu�t 
n o  t;(' l lurul  i 1\l� rt., ... l, uud U\ny IJ.o l o f t  o u t  u( 
l hto cl ibeu�ion .  
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Tho t h rtt<" pri m D. r:t te nele o( lnut. S_ is nu• 
UN' he! tlo w n  i n  �I I". F. S. Fl i n t'• I i l l i<• 
u r t > c l u  in " l 'ot•t ry " f"r :'.l u r c h ,  1 0 1 3 .  Th<·.v 
V•lt!'r'\\. ILU (olluw � : 

I .  ll i n�·t t n•u t m�n l of t l••  " th i ng ,"  w l1 1•l h••r r-u l1j 1'1.' l l \"O u r  oiJ jt-<'l l f'o .  
2 .  'fo Uhe fih-.ol u t• h· no wor.l  t h a t  d ltl not 

oo u l .- iuutu  to t i,. l' "''•� u t u l lo n .  
3 .  A I'\  rt,.: n n l i n t:"  r h y t h m : t o  e<HI.qK)M\ ; , ,  M•(] \H·IH.'� o f  t he I I I Utdt•o }  phrn!'rt'1 nul I l l tot:·qut•1 1n· uf n lll fll T'\'Il(lriH..' .  

� y  n o  o u l l t·<l " U OIJialoiJUO " ( w i t h  n o  
IU}'nl icul cou11Jt u l ionrt,  H . v .p . )  i "  l llk. t· l l  
f rum " loi iKl' r  a rt idtt hy ruyntalt ,  'J'I 1 i 1  
" r n lido ,. W ll ri  o n g i u n l l v  dt"l'l iS'nNI K!i n 
MHl o( p r i llll'r a l i p  lo l>t, t• nt·lo41E'd w i t h 
m u n UHC r l llU. n·jt•<:lt•ll by t he tU\IUc A rHrr i 
ca.u wu.�nii l l (\ ,  " Pol·t r �· ."  ,..· L ic h  h n e  fl'( 
i t �t, l f  l li l� q u i x o t 1c t �k.l!l of ti l i r r i ••K u p  
M.l l l lo  lll· n e r n l  a u t t: r�l  i n  l hn l  nrt  i n  t l1 tt 
t l u r k:  con t i n e-n t ; a wl of ucct> l .:ro. t l n'( o r  
" l i w u l u t i nw l L t· Y o u nrt• r  A m u rlr..a. n w n t c•rri 
t o  u h i g h t> r  effici\• I IC'J.  No w h ere lu l tw 
l i �t l  o( m i 1 1 u h• c a u t wrut b u n ,  1 said o u o  w ord 4 K R I IJHt f' ()•O I I l a. fl r i ( l' ,  I Ju t  & U J  rool 
can IX' OJ>Ot�I U II O'OUO. � 011 ! o( l b o  CUll ·  
l i onH nppl.r l'(jll a i i J  M -�11  to lhu w ri t i ng ol 
11r�e. ' 

l n  no <IL-•� h a v o  I n t l • m v tod to mou n t  
U l l \'  of t rMh t innnl  r<��t. l r n .  Ad o n o  c r a l lb
r u ft n  t o  auot ln.•r J l. n " '' g i v t"n u (ttw " t i ,>rt . "  
o r ,  i t  .HHl l i k e, I h u ,· o g i n · u  uv..· a�· a f ,., .. u( t il l'  l' i m ld t•-tt " t rntlc.·-M:c r t bi. . "  l� i1 t o  
b,• oh56tYtc t b o t  I t \ o  llol c l a i m  for I h t> � �  
b r i e f  h i u t d  u u y  b l l pc r n n t u r o. l  t-flic i cnc \· .  I h � ·· • root " " �l(tos l ed t h u t  t h •y w o uhl uu i o  
l-.>t'ht ' "  lu·rf' t l u · rfl w t' r (' rwt pode IH.•foro. 

EZ IL\ POU :"'Il .  
l l o l l. l n <l · lJi uN'-l.' h •nl i><"r•. K •noil iKlon,  \\' . 
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Allen Upward Serious. 
By Ezra Pound. 

' · IT is a curious thing about England " ? ? ?'? No, it is 
nnl a " curious" thing" about England or about any· 
where else, it is a natura l habit of il mal seme d' Adamo thal they neglect the clear thinker in h is own day. 
1\nd i f  a man have done valuable work of one sort,  and 
have,  at the same time, done vendible work of another, 
the vendible work will kill him among the little clique 
who decide whether or no one is to be ' ' taken 
seriously. " So Mr. Upward is known for short stories 
of a sort, and not for two books, as in teresting philoso
phically as any that have been written in  our time. 

Qf course, any man who thinks is a bore . He will 
either make you think or he will despise, irritate and 
insult you if  you don't ,  and all this is very distressing . 

What for instance could be more distressing to a 
1vooden-headed imbecile, fat with his own scholastic 
oonceit, than such a clearly-written paragraph as that 
which follows ? 

" That old talk about the Gods, which is called 
myth.,Jogy1 is confused in many ways, partly because all 
language ts confused, partly because it is a layer of 
many la ngua�es . When the talkers no longer used the 
beast as an 1dol they used it as a symbol ,  in short a 
word ; when they no longer slew the real Christ at Easter 
they named the sun at Easter, Christ. Their language is 
tangled and twisted beyond our power wholly to unravel 
because it was beyoud their power ; because it began as 
a tangle wbeu man's mind was still a blur, and he saw 
men as trees walking, and trees as men standing stilt. 
How hard the old cloistered scholarship to which the 
Nohels of a bygone age gave their endowments has toiled 
to understand the word glaukopis given to the goddess 
Athene. Did it meau blue-eyed or grey-eyed, or-by 
the aid of Sauskrit-merely glare-eyed ? And nll the 
time they hnd not onlv tbe word glaux �taring tbem in 
the face, but they had the owl itsel f  cut at lhe foot of 
every statue of Athcne and stamped on every coin of 
Athens, to tell them that she was the owl-eyed goddess, 
the lightning that blinks like an owl. For what is 
characteristic of the owl's eyes is not that they glare, 
but that they su ddenl y leave off glaring like l ighthouses 
whose light is shut off. We may see the shutter of the 
lightning in that mask that o\·erhangs Athene 's brow 
and hear its click in the word glaukos. And the leafage 
of the olive whose writhen trunk bears, as it were, tbe 
li ghtning's brand, does not glare but glitters, the pale 
under face of the leaves alternating with the dark upper 
face, and so the olive is Atbeue's tree and is  called 
;!lnukos. Why need we carry owls to Oxford ? "  

That i s  Lhe sort of clarity and hard writing that one 
finds all  through "The New Word . "  Of course, i t  is 
very irri tating : if  you suggest to Mr. Upward that his 
mind is as clear as Bacon's, he will agree with you. I f  
you sugg�st t o  M r .  Upward that h i s  m iddles a r e  less 
indefinite than Plato's, he will agree with you. If  you 
suggest to him that one man who thinks is worth a 
dozen ambulating works of reference, he will agree 
with you ; and all this is very annoying to the supporters 
of things at  large , for our ambulating works of refer
ence are far more numerous than our thinkers. 

The writer of this present essay has suffered from a 
modern education ; he has met a number of ambulating 
works of reference ; his respect for the mnemonic mind 
has been lessened by co11tact, and by the presence in the 
modern world of the cinematograph and the gramo
phone . 

Mr. Upward has taken up the cause of intelligence, 
of the perceptive man ; it is the heigh t of qu ixot ism on 
his part. If you refer to him as a thinker, if you say his 
mind is less messy than Bergson ' s, they tell you he 
writes detective stories. Yet if " The N ew Word" and 
"The Divine Mystery" had been written by a civil 
servant or a clerk in  a dry goods shop, or by a broken
down parson, they would have been acclaimed as great 
works. They would h ave been patted on their covers 
by " The Edinburgh, "  etc. 

But there is something so degrading-at least, one 
would think that there were something so degrading in 
the practice of writing as a trade-that anyone who has 
once earned a livelihood , or part of it,  obviously and 
openly,  by popular writing, can never be seriously re
garded by any great number of people. And then, of 
course, "he does too much . "  The populace, the read
ing populace, is like the fat critic in " Fanny ' s  First 

Play , "  it cannot conceive the same man doing two kinds 
of work, or at least it  won ' t. It is perfectly logical. 
It is insanely logical . 

On the other hand, one clear, hard paragra ph like the 
one quoted is enough to queer a man's chances. 
" How, " say the professors , " is th is man a classicist ? 
Why does he not slide to h is t rade ? Why does he e x 
pose o u r  patient error ? To hell with him ! "  

" How ! "  says t h e  windy logomachist , who bel ieves 
that if a thing is worth doing it is worth doing badly.  
" Clear, h ard , serious, specialised writing from a 
journalist.  Damn him . ' '  

And then, of course , there's the church ; nearly every
body has an uncle or a cousin who gets paid for be
lieving, officially , in the established church. It won ' t  
d o  t o  think about religion t oo  seriously o r  else we' ll 
have to scrap the lot : all the established salaries. \Ve 
must not treat this gentleman too gravely. Le t us 
label him a brilliant superficial writer. So it goes. 

Mr. Upward has taken up the cause of the sensitive ; 
and the sensitives are too few and too indolent to sup
port him, save in their s low and ultimately victorious 
manner. 

Of course, what Mr. Upward says will be believed in 
another twenty or fifty or a hundred years, just as a lot 
of Voltaire ' s quiet thrusts are now a part of our gospel. 
M r. Upward will be nicely buried and no living curate 
will be out of a job, so that will be all riliht. 

M r. Upward takes on the lot of 'em. If he were oon
tent to poke fun at one science . . .  ah ! But he says 
most scientists are stupid, or someth ing of that sort : 
most of the rank and file-but what is the use of talk
ing about mosts ? 

Let us �.earch for Mr. Upward ' s dangerous and 
heretical doctrines. Most mild is their aspect. Thus : 

" When, instead o{ thinking of m�u one by one :yon 
think of them al l at once and call your thought h nrnauth· ,  
you have merely added a new word to the rliction:�ry 
and not a new thing to the contents of the u u i \·ersc. "  
That ought t o  b e  fairly obvious. 

" Altruism is the princi ple that m .mkiod OUf:ht to 
serve those wh o :�re �rrdn:.: i t ,  but not those who n rc not 
servi ng i t . "  

Ah ! 
" It used to he written . . . ' A 11 wen are liars . ' . . .  

' It repented t!Jc Lord that he had made mau. ' No one 
1\'nuld do.re to say such thi ngs about Humanity . "  

2JJ 

" The re l igion of Humanity is not the worship of t!J� 
best mau nor of the be�t i n ·  m a n .  It is the 1vorsh i p  of 
the middling mao. " 

Th is begins to look ugly. 
And still he goes on. H e  draws an invid ious compari 

son between science and " scientology. "  He propounds 
riddles. He asks : " \Vhen is the good not good ?" and 
answers, ' ' \Vhen it is an abstract noun . ' '  Perplexing ! 

" In the beginning the ( ;oat created heaven aud earth . "  
I t  is the astrological goat,  but i t  gets the church man 's . 

" The religion which that Idea l ist (i.e. , Christ) has been 
accused ol founding." 

" The ultimate nature of l\Iaterialism is the worsh ip 
ol fixitr under a hundred names." 

" I think that no two meu have ever had wholly the 
same religion, and I am sure no two men ought to. " 

" Whatever is bas been right and will be wroug ." 
" The Churchmen ho.d no doubt that Aquinas was a 

saint. . They. appljed a simple test Dl.td found that, ho:;v
ever unpart1al nu�ht be the sumuuug up, th� vcrdtct 
was always in tbe1r favour. " 

" To-day this book (Aquinas), the greatest book of 
Catholic Theology , ranks as a curiosity rather than as 
l iterature . Aud that is not because, like the book of 
Copernicus it bas done its work , but because no oue any 
longer hopes that it can do any work . "  

' '  The bloodiest iconoclasts tbe world has ever seen 
ou$ht not to whine so miserably when their own idol is 
belllg washed . ' ' 

Of course, Mr. Upward should not assail the scien
tists, the ph ilologists and the churchmen all in one book. 
What faction will come to his aid ? What formed 
party will support him ? 

The clear-headed logician has lost sight of P.sycho
logy, of crowd psychology. One should always com
promise with fools, one should. always be .sur� to pl�ase 
a majori ty of the dullards, 1f one destre 1mmed1ate 
results. 

C137 Allen Upward S erious. New Age, XIV. 25 (23 Apr. 1 9 14) n9--80. 
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\\'hat ! \ot desire i m mediate resul l s ? Do I suggest 
than any man is content to await the verdict of the future, �r a t  least of the next genera tion ? 

Suppos i ng I du ? 
. . . . 

Of course, I am not an Impartial JUdge . I thmk ;Ill 
c:;tablished churches an outrage, sa\·e in  so far as they 
teach med icine and courage to the more obfuscated 
heathen,  ilnd t hey don ' t  do such a lot of that. 

But on the whole they ilre nearly as grea t a pest as 
were t h e  ' · fa t  bellies of the monks towilrd the end of 
the 0\ l iddle Ages" ; they sit  in  fa t l i \· ings ; they lead 
l ives of intellectual sloth supported by subsidies origin
ally i ntended, at least in  part, for " clerks, "  for clerics 
who were supposed to need a certain shelter wherein 
to conduct the intellectual l i fe of the race. One de
mands purely and simply that people oust the parson 
from h is feathered eyrie, and p u t  in it some construc
tive person, some thinker, or artist, or 5cientilic ex
per imenter , or �orne teacher ?f something ?�" ot�cr, 
which he can h1msell take senouslv, and wh1ch m1gh t 
concei \·ably be of some use to the' race. They might 
l ake to reading Confucius . . .  i f  i t  a mused them. Or 
they might even talk seriously about their professed 
religion instead of playing the barrister. But  this is a 
matter aside. It is one of the minute corollaries of t-.·l r. 
Upward's work as I understand it. It is a part t>f what 
he calls " Altruism. "  

I recognise the danger o f  leaving Mr.  Upward at 
large. Not an immediate peril ! I recognise also the 
need of some sort of delayed book reviewing. I mean 
that the present advertising system provides that all 
books of whatever merit shall be praised by a certain 
number of people the instant they appear ; that certain 
kinds of books, or certain particular books, shall be 
largely circulated ; and that certain, practically all, 
books, save books of verse, go into desuetude within a 
year or so. 

There should be a new sort of semi-critic, semi
reviewer, to go over the mess of books that are a few 
years old and pick out the few worth saving, the few 
that he still remembers. It is something of that sort 
that I am trying. 

We all recognise the type of writer produced by 
present conditions, who keeps in the public eye by a 
continuous output of inferior work. He is known !or 
his persistent ubiquity. Damn him ! I want some more 
efficient machinery for the preservation of the sort of 
writer who only writes when he has something to say, 
who produces odd sorts of books in  uncommercial 
sizes . 

I think also that we should try to discriminate be
tween the real man and his secqndary emanations. Does 
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it matter the least whether Mr.  Upward plays golf or 
writes detective stories i n  the ifltervals between his 
serious work ? 

I present Mr. Upward's dicta rather jerkily, partly 
because I think the readers of THE N Ew AGE are 
he-artily sick oi my writing, aud partly because I be
lieve they do not want their pabulum diluted, and that 
they are able to build up the intellectual consequences of 
a given theme. However, I cannot quote Mr. Upward 
entire, and I cannot adequately represent his trend in 
scattered quotations, so I must needs make a partial 
summary of  certain things that he stands for, or that h appears to me to stand !or ; certain conclusions which � draw more or Jess from his books. 

1 .  That a nation is civilised in so far as it recGgnis 
the SQecial faculties of the individual, and makes u:s 
thereof. You do not weigh coals with the assayer': balance. 

1a. Corollary. Syndicalism. A soci al order is well balanced when the community recognises the special 
aptitudes of groups of men and applies them. 

2. That M r. Upward's propaganda is for a s;:ndicat 
of intelligence ; of thinkers and authors and artists. 

2a. That such a guild is perfectly i n  accord with 
Syndicalist doctrines. That i t  would take its place wit h 
the guilds of more highly skilled craftsmen. 

3· That Mr. Upward " sees further into a mile-stone etc. , "  I mean that his propaga nda is for the rt�o�:ni: 
Lion of the man who can see the meaning of data, not 
necessarily as opposed to, but as supplementary to ,  the 
man who is only capable of assembling or memorising 
such data. N oTE.-This latter sort of man is the onlv 
sort now provided for by the American Uni�·crsil;. 
system. I can not speak for the English . 

· 

Aristotle said something about " the swift perception 
of relations. " He said it  was the hall mark of gen1us. 

The " Century Magazine" wants to bring its fiction 
" as near to truth, and make it as interpretive of life, as 
conditions allow" ( " Century l\"l agazine" for September, 
1 9 1 3 ,  page i9 ' •  col. 2, lines 29 and JO). Mr. Upward 
has nothing to do with this spirit. " As conditions 
allow" ! ! ! ! ! ! " Let the bridge come as nea r to bear
ing the strain of traffic ' a s  conditions a llow. ' "  

4· That since Christ's notable success-in gaining a 
reputation, I mean-a number of people have desired to 
" save the world" without undergoing the incon· 
venience of crucifixion. 

5· That Mr. Upward is a \·ery capahle thinker, and 
t1lat he deserves more a t tention than he now gets. 

MAY, 1914. 

Cl37 Continued 

NISH IKIGI 

I 
[ The Noh stage has one set scene for all plays. A con

ventional form of plot is that the Waki or subsidiary charac
ter shall go a journey and meet with some genius loci or 
some returning spirit. In NrsHIKIGI (Love-wands, or 
Charm-sticks) the Waki is journeying near 111 ount Shinohu 
and meets the ghosts of two loverr.] 

Cl38 

Cl38 NISHIKIGI [TRANSLATED FROM THE JAPANESE OF MOTOKIYO BY ERNEST FENOLLOSA). Poetry, IV. 2 
(May 19 14) 35-48. 
Edited by Ezra Pound. 
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C l 38 Continued 

P AR'f FIRST 
Waki, a Priest. There never was anybody heard of Mt. 

Shinobu but had a kindly feeling for it ; so I ,  like any other 
priest that might want to know a l ittle bit about each one 
of the provinces, may as well .be walking up here, along the 
much travelled road. 

I have nut yt:t ut:eu auuut the t:ast country, but now I 
have set my mind to go as far as the earth goes, and why 
shouldn't I, after all ?--seeing that I go about with my 
heart set upon no particular place whatsoever, and with no 
other man's flag in my hand, no more than a cloud has I I t  
i s  a flag of the night I see coming down upon me. I .wonder 
now, would the sea -be that way, or the little place Kefu that 
they say is stuck down against it. 

Shite and Tsure. [ The ghosts of two lovers long dead, 
and not yet really united. ] Times out of mind am I here 
setting up this bright branch, this silky wood with the charms 
painted i n  it as fine as the weave you'd get in the grass-cloth 
of Shinobu, that they'd be still selling you in this mountain. 

Shite. [ To Tsure.] Tangled, we are entangled. Whose 
fault was it, dear ? Tangled up as the grass patterns are 
tangled up in this coarse cloth, or as the little Mushi that 
lives on and chirrups in dried sea-weed. We do not know 
where are today our tears in the undergrowth of this eternal 
wilderness. We neither wake nor sleep, and passing our 
nights in a sorrow, which is in the end a vision, what are 
these scenes of spring to us ? This thinking in sleep of some
one who has no thought of you, is it more than a dream ? 
And yet surely it is the natural way of love. I n  our hearts 
there is much and in our bodies nothing, and we do nothing 
at all, and only the waters of the river of tears flow quickly. 

Chorus. 
Narrow is the cloth of Kefu, but wild is that river, that 

torrent of the hills, between the beloved and the bride. 
The cloth she had woven is faded, the thousand one 

hundred n ights were night-trysts watched out in vain. 

ff/ aki. [Not recognizing the nature of the speakers.] 
Strange indeed, seeing these town-people here. 

They seem like man and wife, 
And the lady seems to be holding something 
Like a cloth woven of feathers, 

While he has a staff or a wooden sceptre 
Beautifully ornate. 
Both of these things are strange ; 

I n  any case, I wonder what they call them. 
Tsure. [ The woman.] . As for this, it is but a narrow 

cloth called hosonuno ; 
I t  is just the breadth of the loom. 

Shite. [ The man.] As for this, it is merdy wood 
painted, 

And for both of these things this place is famous. 
Would you be wishing to buy them ? 

Waki. Indeed, indeed, as for the cloths of this place 
and the lacquers, they are famous things that I have already 
had opportunity to hear about, and yet I still wonder why 
they have such great reputation . 

2"'1 C J J  
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Tsure. Ah, well now, that's a disappointment. Here 
they say perfectly for the wood " Nishik:igi" and "Hosonuno" 
for the woven stuff, and yet you come saying that you have 
never heard why, and never heard the story. Is it rea
sonable ? 

Shite. No, no, that is reasonable enough. What can 
people be expected to know of these affairs when it is more 
than they can do to keep abreast of their own ? 

Both. [To the Priest.] Ah well ,  you look like a person 
who has abandoned the world ; it is reasonable enough that 
you should not know the worth of wands and cloths, with 
love's signs painted upon them, with love's marks painted 
and dyed. 

Waki. That is a fine answer. So you would tell me that 
Nishikigi and Hosonuno are names bound over with love ? 

Shite. They are names in love's list surely. Every day 
for a year-for three years come to their full-were wands, 
N ishikigi, set up, until there were a thousand in all. And 
they are in song in  your time, and will be. " Chidzuka" they 
call them. 

Tsure. These names are surely a by-word. 
As the cloth hosonuno is narrow of weft, 
More narrow than the breast, 
We say it of any love 
Whose breasts are hard to come nigh to. 
It is a name in books of love. 

Shite. 'Tis a sad name to look .back on. 
Tsure. A thousand wands were in vain. 

A sad name, set in a story I 
Shite. A seed pod void of the seed, 

We had no meeting together. 
Tsure. Let him read out the story. 

Chorus. 

I 
At last they forget, they forget. 
The wands a; � no longer offered , 

The custom is faded away. 

The narrow cloth of Kefu 
Will not meet over the breast. 
'Tis the story of Hosonuno, 
This is the tale : 
These bodies, having no weft, 
Even now are not come together. 

Truly a shameful story I 
A tale to bring shame on the gods. 

Ah names of love, 
Now for a little spell, 
For a faint charm only, 

II .  

For a charm as slight as the binding together 
Of pine-flakes in I washiro, 
And wishing over them toward the sunset, 
We return, and return to our lodging. 

The evening sun leaves a shadow. 
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Waki. Ah, go on, tell out all of the story. 
Shite. It is an old custom of this country that we make 

wands of mediation, and deck them with symbols, and set 
them before a gate, when we are suitors. 

Tsure. And we take up a wand of one we would meet 
with, and let the others lie, for a hundred nights it may be, 
or for a thousand nights in three years, till there are a 
thousand wands here in the shade of this mountain. 

And here is the funeral cave of such a man, who had 
watched out the thousand nights--a bright cave, for they 
have buried him with all his wands. The wand-cave they 
call it. 

W aki. I will go to that love-cave ; 
It will be a tale to take back to my village. 
Will you show me my way there ? 

Shite. So be it, I will teach you the path. 
Tsure. Tell him to come to this side. 
Both. Here are the pair of them 

Going along before the traveller. 

Chorus. 

We have spent the whole day until dusk 
Pushing aside the grass 
From the over-grown way at Kefu. 
Where, indeed, is the love-cave ? 

0 you man, cutting grass on the hill, 
Please set your mind on this matter. 

''You'd be asking where the dew is 
"While the frost's lying here on the road. 
"Who'd tell you that now ?" 

Be that as you will, yet we are in earnest. 

Shite. There's a cold feel in the autumn. 
Night comes. 

Chorus. 
And storms ; trees, giving up their leaf, 

Spotted with sudden showers I 
Autumn I Our feet are clogged 
In the dew-drenched, entangled leaves. 
The perpetual shadow is lonely, 
The mountain shadow is lying alone. 
The owl cries out from the ivies 
That drag their weight on the pine. 

Among the orchids and chrysanthemum flowers 
The hiding fox is now lord of that lovt:-cave, 
Nishidzuka, 
That is dyed like the maple's leaf. 

They have left us this thing for a saying. 
That pair have gone into the cave. 

[Sign for the exit of Sllite nnd Tmre.] 
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PART SECOND 

[ The Walli has taken tlte posture of sleep. His respect
ful visit to the cave is beginning to have its effect.] 

Waki. [Restless.] It seems that I can not sleep 
For the length of a cricket's horn-
Under October wind, under pines, under night I 
I will perform voice-service to Butsu. 

Tsure. Aie l honored priest, 
You do not dip in one river 

Beneath the same tree's shadow 
Without bonds in some other life. 

Hear sooth-say, 
Now is there meeting between us, 

Between us who were until now 
I n  life and in after-life kept apart. 

A d ream-bridge over wild grass, 
Over the grass I dwell in. 
0 honored, do not awake me by force. 
I see that the law is perfect. 

Shite. [Supposedly invisible.] It is a good service you 
have done, sir, 

A service that spreads in two worlds, 
And binds up an ancient love 
That was stretched out between them. 

I had watched for a thousand days. 
I give you largess, 
For this meeting is under a difficult law. 
And now I will show myself, in the form of Nishikigi. 
I will come out now for the first time in color. 

[ The characters announce or explain their acts, as these 
are mostly symbolical. From now on comes the final Janet 
which both chorus and the two chief actors are explaining.] 

Chorus. The three years are over and past-
All that is but an old story. 

Shite. To d ream under dream we return. 
Three years I . . . And the meeting comes now I 
This night has happened over and over, 
And only now comes the tryst. 

Chorus. Look there to the cave 
Beneath the stems of the Suzuki I 
From under the shadows of the love-grass
See ! see how they come forth and appear
For an instant I . . . Illusion I 

Shite. There is at the root of hell 
No distinction between princes and commons ! 
Wretched for me I 'Tis the saying. 

W aki. Strange I what seemed so very old a cave 
Is all glittering-bright within, 
Like the flicker of fire. 
It is like the inside of a house. 
They are setting up a loom 
And heaping up charm-sticks. No I 
The hangings are out of old time. 
Is it illusion ? Illusion I 
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Tsure. Our hearts have been in the dark of the falling 
snow, 

We have been astray in the flu rry, 
You should tl�ll better than we 
How much is illusion-
¥ ou who arc in the world ! 
We have been in the whirl of 

those who are fading. 

Shite. Indeed in old times Narihira said
And as he vanished with the years-
"Let a man who is in the world tell the fact." 

It is for you, traveller, 
To say how much is illusion. 

Waki. Let it be a dream, or a vision, 
Or what you will, I care not. 

Only show me the old times over-past and snowed under I 
Now I Soon I While the night lasts I 

Shite. Look sharp then, for old times are shown. 
Faint as the shadow-flower shows in the grass that bears it, 
And you've but a moon for lanthorn. 

Tsure. The woman has gone into the cave. 
She sets up her loom there 
For the weaving of hosonuno, 
Thin as the heart of Autumn. 

Shite. The suitor for his part, holding his charm-sticks, 
Knocks on a gate which was barred. 

Tsure. In old time he got back: no answer, 
No secret sound at all 
Save 

Shite . .  The sound of the loom. 
Tsure. I t  was a sweet sound like katydids and crickets-

A thin sound, like the Autumn. 
Shite. It was what you would hear any night. 

Tsure. · Kiri. 
Shite. Hatari. 

Tsure. Cho. 

Shite. Cho. 

Chorus. [Mimicking the sound of crickets.] 
Kiri, hatari, cho, cho, 
Kiri, hatari, cho, cho, 
The cricket sews on at his old rags 
With all the new grass in the field-sho, 
Churr, isho, like the whir of a loom : churr. 

Chorus. [A ntistrophe.] 
Let be, they make grass-cloth in Kefu, 
Kefu, the land's end, matchless in the world. 

Shite. That is an old custom, truly, 
But this priest would look on the past. 

Chorus. The good priest himself would be saying : 

Even if we weave the cloth, hosonuno, 
And set up the charm-sticks 
For a thousand, a hundred nights, 
Even then our beautiful desire will not pass-

Nor fade nor die out. 
Shite. Even today the difficulty of our ml".eting is remem· 

bered, 
Is remembered in song. 
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Chorus. 

That we may acquire power, 
Even in our faith substance, 

We will show forth even now. 
And though it be but in a d ream

Our form of repentance. 

[Explaining the action.] 
There he is carrying wands 
And she has no need to be asked. 
See her within the cave, 
With a cricket-like noise of weaving. 
The grass-gates and the hedge are between them,
That is a symbol. 
Night has already come on. 

[Now explaining the thoughts of the man's spirit.] 
Love's thoughts are heaped high within him, 
As high as the charm-sticks, 
As high as the charm-sticks, once colored, 
Now fading, lie heaped in this cave. 
And he knows of their fading, he says : 
I lie a body, unknown to any other man, 
Like old wood buried in moss. 
It were a fit thing 
That I should stop thinking the love-thoughts. 
The charm-sticks fade and decay, 
And yet 
The rumor of our love 
Takes foot and moves through the world. 
We had no meeting 
But tears have, it seems, brought out a bright blossom 
Upon the dyed tree of love. 

Shite. Tell me, could I have foreseen, 
Or known what a heap of my writings 
Should lie at the end of her shaft-bench ? 

Chorus. 
A hundred nights and more 
Of twisting, encumbered sleep 

And now they make it a ball a<', 
Not for one year or for two only 
But until the days lie deep 
As the sand's depth at Kefu. 

Until the year's end is red with autumn, 
Red like these love-wands, 

A thousand nights are in vain. 
I 'too stand at this gate-side-
You grant no admission, you do not show yourself, 
Until I and my sleeves are faded. 
By the dew-lilce gemming of tears upon my sleeve, 
Why will you grant no admission ? 
And we all are doomed to pass, 
You, and my sleeves and my tears. 
And you did not even know when three years had come 

to an end. 
Cruel, ah cruel ! 
The charm-sticks 

Sllite. Were set up a thousand times. 
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Then,· now, and for always. 
Chorus. Shall I ever at last see into that room of hers 

which no other sight has traversed ? 

Shite. H appy at last and well-starred I 
Now comes the eve of betrothal-

We meet for the wine-cup. 

Chorus. How glorious tl.e sleeves of the dam:<: 
That are l ike snow-whirls I 

Shite. Tread out the dance. 

Chorus. Tread out the dance and bring music. 

This dance is for Nishikigi. 
Shite. This dance is for the evening plays 

And for the weaving. 

Chorus. · For the tokens between lover and lover I 
It is a reflecting in the wine-cup. 

Ari-aki

The dawn ! 

Chorus. 

Come ! we are out of our place
Let us go ere the light comes ! 

[ To the Waki.] 
We ask you, do not awake. 
We all will wither away, 
The wands and this cloth of a dream. 

Now you will come out of sleep, 

You tread the border and nothing 
Awaits you-no, all this will wither· away. 
There is nothing here but this cave in the field's midst. 
Today's wind moves in the pines. 
A wild place, unlit, and unfilled ! 

Translated from the Japanese of Motokiyo 
by Emest Fmollosa. 

THB LATER YEATS. 

Responsibilities, by W. B. Yeats. The Cuala Press, Church

town, Dundrum. 
I live, so far as possible, among that more intelligently 

active segment of the race which is concerned with today 
and tomorrow ; and, in consequence of this, whenever I men

tion Mr. Yeats I am apt to be assailed with questions : "Will 
Mr. Yeats do anything more ?", "Is Yeats in the movement ?", 

"How can the chap go on writing this sort of thing ?" 

And to these inquiries I can only say that Mr. Yeats' 
vitality is quite unimpaired, and that I dare say he'll do a 
good deal ; and that up to date no one has shown any disposi
tion to supersede him as the best poet in England, or any 
likelihood of doing so for some time ; and that after all Mr. 
Yeats has brought a new music upon the harp, and that one 

man seldom leads two movements to triumph, and that it is 
quite enough that he should have brought in the sound of 

keening and the sk:irl of the Irish ballads, and driven out 

C139 

C139 The Later Yeats. Poetry, IV. 2 (May 1914) 64-69. 

A review or Re.1pon�ibilities: f'oerm and a Play, by W. B. Y cats. 
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the sentimental cadence with memories of The County of 
Mayo and The Coolun,· and that the production of good 
poetzy is a vezy slow matter, and that, as touching the greatest 
of dead poets, many of them could easily have left that 
magnam parlem, which keeps them with us, upon a single 
quire of foolscap or at most upon two ; and that there is no 
need for a poet to repair each morning of his life to the 
Pia:n:a dei Signori to tum a new sort of somersault ; and 
that Mr. Yeats is so assuredly an immortal that there is no 
need for him to recast his style to suit our winds of doctrine ; 
and that, all these things being so, there is nevertheless 
a manifestly new note in his later work: that they might do 
worse than attend to. 

"Is Mr. Yeats an Imagiste ?" No, Mr. Yeats is a 
symbolist, but he has written des Images as have many good 
poets before him ; so that is nothing against him, and he has 
nothing against them (les Imagistes) , at least so far as I 
!mow--except what he calls "their devil's metres." 

He has written des I mages in such poems as Braseal and 
the Fisherman,· beginning, "Though you hide in the ebb and 
flow of the pale tide when the moon has set ;" and he has 
driven out the inversion and written with prose directness in 
such lyrics as, "I heard the old men say evezything alters" ; 
and these things are not subject to a changing of the 
fashions. What I mean by the new note-you could hardly 
call it a change of style-was apparent four years ago in his 
No Second Troy, beginning, "Why should I blame her," and 
ending-

Beauty like a tightened bow, a kind 
That is not natural in any age like this, 
Being high and solitary and most stem ? 
Why, what could she have done being what she is ? 
Was there another Troy for her to bum ?  

I am not sure that it becomes apparent in partial quota
tion, but with the appearance of The Green Helmet and 
Other Poems one felt that the minor note-1 use the word 
strictly in the musical sense-had gone or w�s going out of 
his poetzy ; that he was at such a cross roads as we find in 

Voi che intendendo il terzo ciel movete. 
And since that time one has felt his work becoming gaunter, 
seeking greater hardness of outline. I do not say that this is · 
demonstrable by any particular passage. Romantic Ireland's 
Dead and Gone is no better than Red Hanrahan's song about 
Ireland, but it is harder. Mr. Yeats appears to have seen 
with the outer eye in To a Child Dancing on the Shore ( the 
first poem, not the one printed in this issue) .  The hardness 
can perhaps be more easily noted in The Magi. 

Such poems as When Helen Lived and The Realists 
serve at least to show that the tongue has not lost its cun
ning. On the other hand, it is impossible to take any inter· 
est in a poem like The Two Kings-one might as well read 
the Idyls of another. The Grey Rock is, I admit, obscure, 
but it outweighs this by a curious nobility, a nobility which 
is, to me at least, the very core of Mr. Yeats' production, the 
constant dement of his writing. 

In support of my prediction, or of my theories, regarding 
his change of manner, real or intended, we have at least two 
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pronouncements of the poet himself, the first in A Coat,"" 
and the second, less formal, in the speech made at the Blunt 
presentation. t The verses, .tf Coat, should satisfy those who 
have complained of Mr. Yeats' four and forty followers, that 
they would "rather read their Yeats in the original." Mr. 
Yeats had indicated the feeling once before with 

Tell me, do the wolf-dogs praise their fleas � 
which is direct enough in all conscience, and free of the 
" I I I  I' d . th I . g amour. ve not a wor agamst e g amour as 1t appears 
in Yeats' early poems, but we have had so many other pseudo
glamours and glamourlets and mists and fogs since the 
nineties that one is about ready for hard light. 

And this quality of hard light is precisely what one finds 
in the beginning of his The Ma!li : 

Now as at all times I can see in the mind's eye, 
In their stiff, painted clothes, the pale unsatisfied ones 
Appear and disappear in the blue depth of the sky 
With all their ancient faces like rain-beaten stones, 
And all their helms of silver hovering side by side. 

Of course a passage like that, a passage of imaf!isme, may 
occur in a poem not otherwise imaf!iste, in the same way 
that a lyrical passage may occur in a narrative, or in some 
poem not othenvise lyrical. There have always been two 
sorts of poetcy which are, for me at least, the most "poetic ;" 
they are firstly, the sort of poetcy which seems to be music 
j ust forcing itself into articulate speech, and, secondly, that 
sort of poetry which seems as if sculpture or painting were 
just forced or forcing itself into words. The gulf between 
evocation and description, in this latter case, is the un
bridgeable difference between genh1s and talent. It is per
haps the highest function of art that it should fill the mind 
with a noble profusion of sounds and images, that it should 
furnish the life of the mind with such accompaniment and 
surrounding. At at:�Y rate Mr. Yeats' work: has done this in 
the past and still continues to do so. The present volume 
contains the new metrical version of The Hour Glass, The 
Grey Rock, The Two Kinf!s, and over thirty new lyrics, 
some of which have appeared in these pages, or appear in 
this issue. In the poems on the Irish gallery we find this 
author certainly at prise with things as they are and no longer 
romantically Celtic, so that a lot of his admirers will be 
rather displeased with the book. That is always a gain for 
a poet, for his admirers nearly always want him to "stay 
put," and they resent any signs of stirring, of new curiosity 
or of intdlectual uneasiness. I have said the The Grey Rock 
was obscure ; perhaps I should not have said so, but I think 
it demands unusually close attention. It is as obscure, at 
least, as Bordello, but I can not close without registering my 
admiration for it all the same. E�ra Pound. 

• Vide this lasue, page 60, t VWe Poii:TRY tor March, 19H, ]). 223. 
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MR. HUHFFBR AND THB PROSB TRADITION IN VHRSB 

Collected Poems, by Ford Madox Huefler. Max Goschen, 
London. 

In a country in love with amateurs, in a country where 
the incompetent have such beautiful manners, and person� 
alitics so fragile and charming, that one can not bear to 
injure their feelings by the introduction of L'Ompetent criti· 
cism, it is well that one man should have a vision of per· 
fection and that he should be sick to the death and discon
solate because he can not attain it. 

Mr. Yeats wrote years ago that the highest poetry is so 
precious that one should be willing to search many a dull 
tome to find and gather the fragments. As touching poetry 
this was, perhaps, no new feeling. Yet where nearly every
one else is still dominated by an eighteenth-century verbalism, 
Mr. Hudler has had this instinct for prose. It is he who 
has insisted, in the face of a still Victorian press, upon the 
importance of good writing as opposed to the opalescent 

word, the rhetorical tradition. Stendhal had said, and Flau
bert, De Maupassant and Turgenev had proved, that uprose 
was the higher art"-at least their prose. 

Of course it is impossible to talk about perfection with
out getting yourself very much disliked. It is even more 
difficult in a capital where everybody's Aunt Lucy or Uncle 
George has written something or other, and where the vic

tory of any standard save that of mediocrity would at once 
banish so many nice people from the temple of immortality. 
So it comes about that Mr. Hueffer is the best critic in 

England, one might say the only critic of any importance. 
What he says today the press, the reviewers, who hate him 
and who disparage his books, will say in about nine years' 
time, or possibly sooner. Shelley, Yeats, Swinburne, with 
their "unacknowledged legislators,'' with "Nothing affects 
these people except our conversation," with "The rest live 

under us ;" Remy De Gourmont, when he says that most men 
think only husks and shells of the thoughts that have been 
already lived over by others, have shown their very just 
appreciation of the system of echoes, of the general vacuity 

of public opinion. America is like England, America is very 
much what England would be with the two hundred most 
interesting people removed. One's life is the score of this 
two hundred with whom one happens to have made friends. 
I do not see that we need to say the rest live under them, 
�ut it is certain that what these people say comes to pass. 
They live in their mutual credence, and thus they live things 
over and fashion them before the rest of the world is aware. 
I dare say it is a Cassandra-like and useless faculty, at least 
from the world's point of view. Mr. Hueffer has possessed 
the peculiar faculty of .,foresight,'' or of constructive criti
cism, in a pre-eminent degree. Real power will run any 
machine. Mr. Hueffer said fifteen years ago that a certain 
unknown Bonar Law would lead the conservative party. 
Five years ago he said with equal impartiality that Mr. D. 
H. Lawrence would write notable prose, that Mr. De Ia 
Mare could write verses, and that Chanu would make 

Conrad popular. 

C140 Mr. Hueffer and the Prose Tradition in Verse. Poetry, IV. 3 (June 1914) 1 1 1-20. 
A review of Collected Poems, by Ford Madox Hucffer. Reprinted as "The Prose Tradition in Verse." 
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Of course if you think things ten or fifteen or twenty 
years before anyone else thinks them you will be considered 
absurd and ridiculous. Mr. Allen Upward, thinking with 
great lucidity along very different lines, is still considered 
absurd. Some professor feels that if certain ideas gain ground 
he will have to rewrite his lectures, some parson feels that if 
certain other ideas arc ac��:ptcd he will have to throw up his 
position, They search for the forecaster's weal points. 

Mr. Hueffer is still underestimated for another reason 
also : namely, that we have not yet learned that prose is as 
precious and as much to be sought after as verse, even its 
shreds and patches. So that, if one of the firlest chapterll 
in English is hidden in a claptrap novel, we cannot weigh 
the vision which made it against the weariness or the con
fusion which dragged down the rest of the work:; Yet we 
would do this readily with a poem. If a novel have a forq� 
as distinct as that of a sonnet, and if its workmanship be ·as 
fine as that of some Pleiade rondel, we complain .  of the 
slightness of the motive. Yet we would not deny praise to 
the rondel. So it remains for a prose craftsman like Mr. 
Arnold Bennett to speak: well of Mr. HueHer's prose, and for 
a verse-craftsman lik:e myself to speak: well of his verses. And 
the general public will have little or none of him because 
he does not put on pontifical robes, because he does not take 
up the megaphone of some known and accepted pose, and 
because he malces enemies among the stupid by his rather 
engaging frank:ness. 

We may as well begin reviewing the Co/luted Poems 
with the knowledge that Mr. Hueffer is a k:een critic and a 
skilled writer of prose, and we may add that he is not 
wholly unsuccessful as a composer, and that he has given us, 
in On He(Jf}en, the best poem yet written in the "twentieth
century fashion." 

I drag in these apparently extraneous matters in order 
to focus attention on certain phases of significance, which 
might otherwise escape the hurried reader in a volume where 
the actual achievement is uneven. Coleridge has spok:cn of 
"the miracle that might be wrought simply by one man's feel
ing a thing more clearly or more poignantly than anyone 
had felt it before." The last century showed us a fair 
example when Swinburne awoke to the fact that poetry was 
an art, not merely a vehicle for the propagation of doctrine. 
England and Germany are still showing the effects of his 
perception. I can not belittle my belief that Mr. Hudler's 
realization that poetry should be written at least as well as 
prose will have as wide a result. He himself will tell you 
that it is "all Christina Rossetti," and that "it was not 
Wordsworth, for Wordsworth was so busied about the ordi
nary word that he never found time to think about le 
mot jusle. 

As for Christina, Mr. Hueffer is a better critic than I 
am, and I would be the last to deny that a certain limpidity 
and precision are the ultimate qualities of style ; yet I can 
not accept his opinion. Christina had these qualities, it is 
true-in places, but they are to be found also in Browning 
and- even in Swinburne at rare moments. Christina very 
often sets my teeth on edge,-and so for that matter does 
Mr. Hueffer. But it is the function of criticism to find what 
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a given work: is, not what it is not. It is also the faculty of 
a capital or of high civilization to value a man for some rare 
ability, to mak:e use of him and not hinder him or itself by 
asking of him faculties which he does not possess. 

Mr. Hueffer may have found certain properties of style 
first, for himself, in Christina, but others have found them 
elsewhere, notably in Amaut Daniel and in Guido and in 
Dante, where Christina herself would have found them. 
Still there is no denying that there is less of the ore rotundo 
in Christina's work than in that of her contemporaries, and 
that there is also in Huefter's writing a clear descent from 
such passages as : 

I listened to their honest chat : 
Said one : "Tomorrow we shall be 

Plod plod along the featureless sands 
And coasting miles and miles of sea." 

Said one : "Before the turn of tide 
We will achieve the eyrie-seat." 

Said one : "To-morrow shall be like 
To-day, but much more sweet." 

We find the qualities of what some people are calling 
"the modem cadence" in this strophe, also in A Dirge, in 
Up Hill, in-

Somewhere or other there must surely be 
The face not seen, the voice not heard, 

and in-
Sometimes I said : "It is an empty name 

I long for ;  to a name why should I give 
The peace of all the days I have to live ?"

Yet gave it all the same. 

Mr. Hueffer brings to his work a prose training such 
as Christina never had, and it is absolutely the devil to try 
to quote snippets from a man whose poems are gracious 
impressions, leisurely, low-toned. One would quote The 
Starling, but one would have to give the whole three p11ges 
of it. And one would like to quote patches out of the curious 
medley, To dll the Dead,-save that the picturesque patches 
aren't the whole or the feel of it ; or Sussmund's capricious 
d ddress, a sort of Inferno to the Heaven which we are print
ing for the first time in another part of this issue. But that 
also is too long, so I content myself with the opening of an 
earlier poem, Finchley Road. 

As we come up at Baker Street 
Where tubes and trains and 'buses meet 
There's a touch of fog and a touch of sleet ; 
And we go on up Hampstead way 
Toward the closing in of day. • • • 

You should be a queen or a duchess rather, 
Reigning, instead of a warlike father, 
In peaceful times o'er a tiny town, 
Where all the roads wind up and down 
From your little palace-a small, old place 
Where every soul should know your face 
And bless your coming. 

I quote again, from a still earlier poem where the quiet 
of his manner is less marked : 

Being in Rome I wonder will you go 
Up to the Hill. But I forget the name 

Aventine ? Pincio ? No : I do not know 
I was there yesterday and watched. You came. 

(I give the opening only to "place" the second portion of the 
poem.) 

Though you're in Rome you will not go, my You, 
Up to that Hill • . .  but I forget the name. 
Aventine ? Pincio ? No, I never knew . • •  
I was there yesterday. You never came. 
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· I  have that Rome ; and yon, you !lave a Me, 
You have a Rome, and I, I have my You ; 
My Rome is not your Rome : my You, not you . 

. . . . . . For, if man knew woman 
I should. have plumbed your heart ; if  woman, man, 
Your Me 5hould be true I . . .  If  in your day
You who have mingled with my soul in dreams, 
You who have given my life an aim and purpose, 
A heart. an imaged form-if in your dreams 
You have imagined unfamiliar cities 
And me among them, I shall never stand 
Beneath your piUars or your poplar groves, • • •  
Images, simulacra, towns of dreams 
That never march upon each other's borders, 
And bring no comfort to each other's hearts I 

I present this passage, not because it is an example of 
Mr. Hndier's no longer reminiscent style, but because, like 
much that appeared four years ago in Songs from London, or 
earlier still in From Inland, it hangs in my memory. And 
so little modem work: does hang in one's memory, and these 
boob created so little excitement when they appeared. One 
took them as a matter of course, and they're not a matter 
of course, and still less is the later worlt a matter of course. 
Oh well, you all remember the preface to the collected poems 
with its passage about the Shepherd's Bush exhibition, for it 
appeared first as a pair of essays in PoETRY, so there is no 
need for me to speak: further of Mr. Huefier's aims or of 
his prose, or of his powe.r to render an impression. 

There is in his work: another phase that depends some
what upon his knowledge of instrumental music. Dante has 
defined a poem as a composition of words set to music, and 
the intelligent critic will demand that either the compositioft 
of words or the music shall possess a certain interest, or that 
there be some aptitude in their jointure together. It is true 
that since Dante's day-and indeed his day and Cassella's 
saw a re-beginning of it-,.music" and ,.poetry" have drihed 
apart, and we have had a third thing which is called ,.word 
music." I mean we have poems which are read or even, in a 
fashion, intoned, and are ,.musical" in some sort of complete 
or inclusive sense that makes it impossible or inadvisable to 
"set them to music." I mean obviously such poems as the 
First Chorus of .dtalanta or many of Mr. Yeats' lyrics. The 
words have a music of their own, and a second "musician's" 
music is an impertinence or an intrusion. 

There still remains the song to sing : to be "set to music," 
and of this sort of poem Mr. Hueffer has given us notable 
examples in his rendering of Von der' Vogdweide's Tan
daraiJei and, in lighter measure, in his own The Three-Ten : 

When in the prime and May-day time dead lovers went a-walking, 
How bright the grass in lads' eyes was, how easy poet's talking ! 
Here were green hills and daffodils, and copses to contain them : 
Daisies for floors did front their doors agog for maids to chain 

them. 
-

So when the ray of rising day did pierce the eastern heaven 
Maids did arise to make the skies seem brighter far by seven. 
Now here's a street where 'bus routes meet, and 'twixt the wheels 

and paving 
Standeth a lout who doth hold out flowers not worth the 

having. 
But see, but see/ The clock strikes three above the Kilbum 

Station, 
Those maids, thank God, are 'neath the sod and all their gm

eration. 

What she shall wear who'll soon appear, it is not hood nor 
wimple, 

But by the powers there are no flowers so stately or so simple. 
And paper shops and full 'bus tops confront the sun so 

brightly, 
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That, come three-ten, no lovers then had hearts that beat 90 
lightly 

As ours or loved more truly, 
Or found green shades or flowered glades to fit their loves more 

duly. 
And se.e, a,

nd set I 'Tis ten past three above the Kilburn Station, 
Those matds, thank God/ are 'neath the sod and all their gen

eration. 
Oh well, there are very few song writers in England, 

and it's a simple old-fashioned song with a note of futurism 
in its very lyric refrain ; and I dare say you will pay as little 
attention to it as I did live years ago. And if you sing it 
aloud, once over, to yourself, I dare say you'll be just as 
incapable of getting it out of your head, which is perhaps one 
test of a lyric. 

It is not, however, for Mr. Huefier's gift of song-writing 
that I have reviewed him at such length ; this gift is rare but 
not novd. I lind him significant and revolutionary because 
of his insistance upon clarity and precision, upon the prose 
tradition ; in brief, upon efficient writing--even in verse. 

E�:ra Pound. 
Nott�, Mr. Huefl'er Is not an lma�tfl, but an lmpre����lonlst. 

Contusion has arisen because of my Inclusion of one of hiB poerna In 
the AtJtllolog{t� dee lmag{ett�e. E. P. 

Cl41  

FAN-PIECE FOR HER IMPERIAL LORD. 

By Ezra Pomul 
0 fan of white silk, 

clear as frost on the grass-blade, 
You also are laid aside. 

TS' AI CHI'H. By Ezr• POUfiC 
The petals fall in the fountain, 

the orange coloured rose leaves, 
Their ochre clings to the stone. 

Cl41  [TWO POEMS] .  Poetry and Drama, IT. 6 (June 1914) 194. 
Colllellls: Fan-Piece for Her Imperial Lord-Ts'ai Chi 'h. Reprinted "From the Anthology des Imagistes"-B7b. 
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Reviews. 
Poetry : A M11ga:dne of Verse, '1' HIS forlorn hope was started in cllicago about a 

year and a huiC ago. And in the dark ocd
dentul continent its cditress raised the quixotic 

standard, 1 1  \Ve intend to print the best poetry 
written in English. " And the odd th ing is that thi� 
provincial paper should, to some extent,  have done it .  
I don 't  mean constantly or consistently, but every 
now and ngain some really good poem finds its way 
to the light in  these small pages, and every now and 
again they print a presentable number. It is also 
safe to say that they print more important poems 
t han all the rest of the American magazines put 
together. 

One is not much concerned with American maga
zines, any more than one is concerned with the 
colonial pres�. It interests one to learn that 1\fasefield 
and l'ilson Young hnve arrived in New Zealand 
simult aneously, nnd that they are simultnncously 
hailed as 1 1  leaders " of English something or other, 
r.nd in  the snme wny, one occasionally opens nn 
American periodical in  search of the grotesque. 

So it is  nil the more surprising to find nn American 
paper . that seems every now and again, for the 
fraction of a number to be trying to introduce an 
international standard. 

There have been numbers of 11 Poetry " that bored 
one, let us however give praise now that we have the 
opportunity. The May number contains n very 
interesting group of poems by W, B. Yeats, nine 
pages, in  his slightly more modern manner, harder, 
gaunter than his enrlier work. It contains the first 
of the Fenollosa translations from the Japanese 1 1  Noh. " I t  is beginning to be whispered that Ernest 
Fenollosa was one of the most Important men of his 
time · that he was part, in some way, of a sort of 
obsc�re renaissance ; that h i s  work on Chinese and 
Japanese art was. onl� a p�rt. of the work �e accom
plished as lmpenal Comm1ss1oner of Arts m Jap�n. 
lt  i�  known that h e  left a great mass of manuscnpt 
relatin� to Chinese and J apanese verse. The play 
" Nish1kigi " which appears in  this number ?f 
Poetry is to be produc.ed by N ugent Monck m 
England this coming September. 

The May 11 Poetry " contains ulso work by Cannell 
nne! Dliss Carmen, a modernish criticism of Yeats' 
later work nnd nn editorial which should enlighten 
the foreign reacler somewhat concerning the sort .of 
·imbecility which the Editress h a s  hod to contend With 
in her own district. From this side of the water one 
can only wonder, perhaps, that such odd fish as 
1 1 The Dial " persist into our era, hod we not their 
l ike about us even in " Liberal " Englan<l. 

One must' congratulnte M iss Monroe on this 
number and one might even promise her that if she 
would "modernise herself considerably more, and stay 
'modernised, she might find some support from the 
more intelligent reader who won't bc borcd !o sub
scribe to her paper as .it h�s been, but who hl<es �n 
occasional number, wh1ch 1s usually unprocura�le m 
gngland, because there is no demand lor .the mter
mediate numbers. The current number 1s  one of 
th�se which are worth getting. 

BASTif.N vox !-I r;DIJIOI,T7.. 

C 1 42 

First Novels. 

TH E R E  is no peace between art nnd any 
commercial system . "  There is no truce with 
Adam Zad. : I do not know that there is any 

need to write an article on this subject but one would 
like to call the attention of the gentle reacler to the 
last wheeze of 11 the Publisher," the general adver
tising of 1 1 First Novels. " Is this o sincere con
structiYe effort on the part of the publishers ? Are 
these persevering, self-sacrificing philanthropists 

C 143 
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trying to lind new talent ; to fish up unrecoguised 
gc:niu� from its obscurity � 

" I n th e  days of Charlemagne 
Did the people get champagne ? 

Guess again . ' '  

1\ o n ,  m e s  enfnnts.  Lest any great ar t i st  rise amoug 
you, Jest any man should gather to himself the power 
resulting from superiority there is this  fresh and 
fut i le  assau l t .  They want the mediocre. They waul 
to swell the ranks. They don't want to pay the good 
author his price. They have erected one barrier 
between l iterature and the public in  the form o f  the 
Haii-Canitc, the " popular " author. I t  i s  they who 
hr�\·e made him, with his excessive demands for 
payment. And now they are trying to unm ake h im. 
One doesn ' t  much cnre. I t  is a bnttle of spiders. 
B u t  one docs want to lceep on the nlert, one wants 
t o  be quite frank in the expression of one's alertness. 

There will he two sets of flim-flam between the 
serious writer nnd the public ; between tlie sincere 
'writer nnd the " general reader. " We are to have 
not only thc popular author but we are to have the 
" First-novelist " vide All the daily papers and all  
the publishers' catalogues. 

I have heard the good H illary Delloc, or Deljoc as 
his ancestors would perhaps have spelled it, I have 
heard him complaining most eloquently that the 
D ritish public so treated its poets, namely that it 
caressed and flattered them for a year or two in the 
houses of the rich and then let  them starve. But 
now it goes over to prose. The first novelist is to be 
caught up, paid handsomely, led to think l iteraturc 
will  support him, and then, as i n  most cases he won 't  
have any gift,  he wil l  be dropped. H e  will  be no 
good for anything else. H e  wi l l  fill  the 1 1  ranks , "  
he will bent down the price of good work, he will 
simply have to live by his pen. 0 cave ! That is all, 
merely caveat publimm, un.•eat scriptor. 

I s  there any reason why we should be flooded with 
incompetent work ? I s  there any reason why H udson 
for instance should n ' t  be shoved down the throat of 
the rabble instead of this harvest of incompetents ? 
d e aven knows Mr.  Aldington 's  article is all too tepid 
in its praise of this author. 

H ave we no good writers in England that we 
should be perpetually reminded of bad ones ? I s  
English prose i n  the hopeless condition one might 
be led to suppose from any of the daily or weekly 
publications of this renlm from the dry-rotted 
" Spectator " and the Giddy one-a-penny " Times " 
to the Goss-ridden " New \Veekly " ?  

vne sits wondering what to read, one t akes in 
despair to French authors. r�nd yet even after one 
hns read something not written in English and 
thereby disqualified oneself, for ever, from making a 
Jiving from the English press-I mean one has lost 
one's respect for Goss, Sainstbury, Quiller-Couch 
& Co.-even then one comes bnck to read English 
and finds a few bearable and enjoyable and living 
authors. !'hat is to say one finds Hudson, the author 
of  the 1 1 Purple Land , "  nnd James, and F. M .  
H ueffer, a n d  Conrad, a n d  D. H. L-awrance a n d  a 1 1  chnp named Tomlinson " and James Joyce who is 
now i n  these columns, and Cunninghame-Graham. 

Let us hear no more of 1 1  first novelists. " If 
1 1  The publisher " wnnts to advertise his wares let 
him ut  lenst pretend thnt they have some virtue other 
than that of being a first emanation. M ind you this 
is not un attack on new writers, a writer 's  newness 
is not a fatal obstacle to his goodness. I don ' t  in the 
least believe that England is destitute of authors who 
can stand the strain of comparison with writers 
abroad nor do I believe that they are numerous, nor 
do I b�lieve that they ure all known to the public, 
but Jet them have honourable introduction if they 
nre new, not this latest catch-penny trick of the 
shopkeeper. 

DAPTISTf. VON HP.LMIIOI.TZ. 
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Revolutionary Maxims. 
" The position of Keats among o u r  poets i s  no 

longer questioned, " 
-Ernest de Selincourt in the 

Times Literary Supplement. 
" a f<rancis Jommes. " 

-7'imes Literary Supplement. 
" Leighton, who, with alf his perfect ion of manner 

and his gCl1uine goodness of heart, was n little too 
Olympian, and a little too cosmopolitan, to be the 
head of a l>ody of British artists. " 

-Times Literary Supplement. 
" Claude! almost unheard of in England. " 
" Is there no translator brave enough to undertake 

' L'Otage,' the most accessible of his plays, or 
·• L 'Annonce Faite l\ Marie,'  so like the poems of our 
own Pre·Raphaelites ?" 

·-Times Literary Supplement. 

" \Vhatever we think of the poet's message and 
his mission, there is enough truth, life, and poetry 
in these dramas to make them intensely in teresting. 
The public whkh enjoys Thomas Hardy's ' Dynasts ' 
or Doughty's plays of Britain should not find them 
extraordinarily d ifficult. ' ' 

-" The Thunderer." 
" The burning story of Parnell's • • . . • " 

-Times Literary Supplement. 

" No one who has been privileged to visit Rio de 
Janeiro will dispute the appropriateness of the title 
given to his book. ' '  

-Times Literary Supplement. 

" Men have been tired o( the merely intellectual 
pastime called thinking." 

-Times Literary Supplement. 

Mv CoUNTRY I 
" Muscular effort, human d ignity : these arc one to 

the English ; his very morality is muscular. Gradu· 
ally from her page there rises the grim and colossal 
figure of the Englishman whom Taine dtcr his 
manner evoked, awe-stricken , admiring in a ' sacred 
horror. ' No weary Tit-an, he lards the earth as he 
treads. Mountainous, he hides lava-streams of 
passion beneath a pall of ice. His religion is deep, 
sil��t, sombre, ent1rely personal. A. rebel at heart, 
he yet craves for ·authonty, for certamty, that so he 
may clear the ground for incessant action. His is a 
dQmb tragedy, fought within himself by his profound 
p(ide· and still fllOre profound humility. A Stoic , 
dogged in endurance, needing sternly to repress 
·tbe 'fire · within him, his heart is all sweet with 
-�nderness nnd loyalty, though he would rather die 
t�&ll reveal himself." 

-Times Literary Supplement. 

" Tho oP!ning ·�apter on Ancie�t Sit�s i.s a very 
uselul. and llifotmmg aununary, wntten m JUSt pro
portion and with rewaint. 

'' It is, however, the other six chapt1:rs which , to 
our mhid, give the book a permanent value. They 

·deaorlbe' for ua tho dwcllioge, the furniture, the 
lllJ'P.Iements of the native Cypriotes. " 

· · · · -TittUs . Literary Supplement. 

".- �a.wrltten a capital story of Jove and of the 
Stock Exchange." -Times Literary Supplement. 

" Sir Sidney Colvin's  discriminating comment. " 
-Times Literary Supplement. 

" Amon g the admirers of  \Vagner-and who is not 
among them ?" 

-Times Literary Supplement. 

" llut i f  this is,  as Johnson asserts. " 
-1'imcs Literary Supplement. 
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" l\I r. Uowles's previous \'olume en t itled 1 1\-Iy 
Garden in Spring 1 1 was eagerly bo�ght by garden 
lovers and is sti l l  on sale. " 

-Times Literary Supplement advt. 

" His wise counsel, learn to tolerate your own 
\\'ork. ' ' 

-1'imcs . Literary Supplement on " Dowden. "  

GRBilK AHl', 
" No one will quarrel with the statement that 

' though po,�er of expressi�n is the .
artist's gift , the 

soul that sluncs through h1s work 1:1 the soul of a 
nation . '  " • 

-Times Literary Supplement. 

" Its ending, and the sequel-both in the life of 
Doris , and her mother-bring ont with force and 
restraint, and towards the close with no little pathos 
the futility of this kind or theorising, nnd the true; 
and firmer principles which arc emphasized by the 
actual cxpcnences of life. " 

-:-1'imcr Literary Supplement. 

" The open spaces of nature nrc the chief but not 
the only, inspiration of these little pieces: Their 
virtu<; i.s that every one of them has in it something 
of ongmal thought ; the contemplative spirit which 
runs through them always gets from its subject some· 
thing fresh and individual. "  . 

-Times Literary Supplement. 

" TH E  ENGLISH SPRING." 
-Times Literary Supplement (headline.) 

" Fashions-especially l iterary fashions-mny be 
trivial things in themsel\'es ; yet in the sum-total of 
fashions n certain not altogether superficial tendency 
or the mind may be discovered. "  

-Times Literary Supplement. 

" Joshua, for example, is considered under three 
divisions-the Faithful Servant, the Victorious 
Soldier, nnd the Resolute Reformer. Under the first 
we have nearly four pages devoted to a description 
of the man and the book which bears his name. " 

-Times Literary Supplement. 

" Mr. Haile's treatment of Cardinal Allen's life is, 
of necessity, greatly concerned with contemporary 
history. " 

-Times Literary Supplement. 

" TH E  ROYA LACADEMY. " 
THE INNER LIFE OF THE ROYAL ACADI!MY , "  

-Times Literary Supplement, p. 23 1 ,  ADVT. 

" TH E  ACADEMY [<'ROM WITH I N . "  
THE INNER LIFE O F  THI! RoY,\L Ac,\DEMY, with an 

account of its Schools etc." 
" Mr. Leslie, who is still a practising painter, is 

79 years old, and as his father used to take him in 
to carry his brushes on varnishing days when he 
was a boy of nine, he has seventy years of nctual 
Academic experience to look back upon. " 

-Times Literary Supplement, p. 23:1. 

" More thnn once he will suggest to us n Pindnr 
disguised in the mantle of St. Thomns Aquinas ; he 
is often as unreal ns II Greco I "  

-Timu Literary Supplement. 

From the Celtic name of London there follows a 
strong presumption that there was a Celtic village or 
town, but as i t  has left no mark i t  was probably n 
small place . "  

-Idem. 

" The Life of Charles, Third Earl Stanhope. " 
-Adv. , idem , p. 236. 

" The Life of Charles, Third Earl Stanhope . "  
-Times Literary Supplement, p. 2J4• 

Quotations from the Times Literary Supplement, London; selected, anonymously, by Ezra Pound. 



C 1 44, C 1 45,  C l 46, 1 9 14  

" The· poet, therefore, is n o  idle singer o f  a n  ernply 
day ; his heroes, too, urc men of nctio n . "  

-Times Literary Supplt!mcnt. 

" Too often we lind ourscl\'cs saying, ., I t  mny be 
so, but,  on the other h and, i t  mny not. ' " 

-Times Liternry Supplemen t .  

THE DANClERS OF OCCULTISM, 
To the Editor THE Ec:olsT. 

MADIIM, 
I trust no one will take Mr. Dlnna too seriously. Mr. 

Dlnns c\'ldentl)· belie,·ea In a gcnerul djlnn like jcho\'ah having 
drolla du Seigneur over nil his female connections. If the gay 
droll• du Scllj'ncur O\'cr ull hl• fcmulo conn�tlotl•· : �lr • .  Diona 
objrct• to �1. Do Uabnll•, permit mo lo objrct lo Z.tr. Blnno. EzRA l'oUND. 
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Wyndham Lewis. 

M
R. WYNDHAM LEW I S  is one of the greatest 

masters of design yet born in the occident. 
Mr. Lewis has in  his " Timon " gathered 

together his age, or at least our age , our generation, 
the youth-spirit, or  what you will, that moves in  the 
men who are now between their twenty-fifth and 
thirty-fifth years. 

It i s  no easy matter to express the Zeitgeist nor 
even immediately to comprehend it when we find it 
laid forth before us i n  word or in  diagram. 

·The " man in the street " cannot be expected to 
. understand ·the "Timon" at first sight. Damn the man 
.·in the atrtet, once and for all, damn the man in the iltreet who Ia · oniy In the atrcet because he hasn't int.j:ll!g�.nc� enougll .to pe Jet in to any\v�cre else, 
and who does ·not m the least respect htmself for 
being in the street, any more than an artist would 
respect himself for being hung in the Royal 
Academy. 

13ut the man whose profoundest needs cannot be 
satisfied by Collier or  by Mr. Sargent's society pretties, 
the man who has some sort of hunger for l ife, some 
restlessness for a meaning, is wil l ing to spend six 
months,  any six months, in a wilderness of doubt if 
he may thereby come to some deeper understanding ; 
to some emotion more intense than h i s  own ; to some 
handl ing of l ife more competent than his own 
fumbling about the surface. 

So it is amply worth while taking half a year to 
get nt  the " Timon, "  fumbling about ,  looking a t  
Matisse anti Cezanne a nd Picasso, a n d  Gauguin and 
Kandinski, and spoiling sheet after sheet of paper in 
learning just how difficult i t  is to  bring forth a new 
unit o f  design. 
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As there is poetry which is creation and not merely 
11 spreading of Keatsian decoration O\'er different but 
:�i rn ilar surfaces, so is there design which is creation 
nnd not merely applying the formula of Manet to 
different vistas, 

So one throws these two accompanying blocks at 
the spectator. The flying harp and the tom-cat or 
whatever it is.  One throws them with the same con
fidence and with the same indifference that Giotto 
sent back his circle to the pope or whoever it was 
who wanted a sample of workmanship. Maestria is 
evident in  small works as in  great ones. If  you 
cannot see the control and skill and power in these 
two designs, God help you. 

" But what are they ?" " What is it ? "  etc. When 
Ruskin was tell ing Oxford and the wives of  the 
O x ford dons about the effects that could only be got 
with the pallet-knife, Pater wns learning " that ull 
the arts approach the conditions of music. " It is 
therefore to be expected that lovers of mediocrity 
wil l  object to any art that attains to the conditions 
of music. 

The rabble and the bureaucracy have built a god 
in their own image and that god is Mediocrity. The 
great mass of mankind are mediocre, that ia 
axiomatic, it is a definition of the word mediocre. 
The race is however divided into disproportionate 
segmen t s : those who worship their own belly-buttons 
and those who do not. · 

There are some of us who do not need to be told 
that it is a nasty thing to marry off a young girl to 
a diseased old gentleman whom she disl il<es, and 
who therefore have no need, no profound spiritual 
need of Mr. Collier's presentation o f  that fact. . 

If a man hnve g·athered the force of his generation 
or of his clan, i f  he has i n  his " Timon " expressed 
the sullen fury of intelligence baffled, shut in  by the 
entrenched forces of stupidity, if he . have made 
" Timon 11 a type emotion and delivered it In· llnes 
nnd masses and planes, i t  is  proper that we · should 
respect him in a way that we do not respect men blaring out truisms or doing an endless embroidery 
of sentiment. 

I n  Mr. Lewis'  work one finds not a commehtator but a protagon ist. He is a man · at war'. He haS', 
in superlative degree, a sense of responsibility and 

of certitude. He does not declare gaily that the 
intelligence can exist without aid of the body. H e  
declares sombrely, i f  you will, b u t  indubitably that 
the intelligent god is incnrm\le i n  the universe, in 
struggle with the endless inertia. 

Our life has not the pageantry of \Vaterloo to gi\'e 
us a send-off for the beginning or a new " Chartreuse 
de Purme. " This is no cause for complaint. From 
the beginning of the world there has been the 
traditional struggle, the struggle of  Voltaire, of 
Stendhnl and of Flaubert, the struggle of driving the 
shaft or intelligence into the dull  muss or mankind. 

I daresay one's own nrt seems always the hardest. 
One feels that Mr. Lewis has expressed this struggle. 
One feels that in literature it  is almost impossible to 
express it  for our generation. One h as such trivi;�l 
symhols urrayed against one, there is only " The 
Times " and all that i t  implies, and the " Century 
Magazine " and its l ikes and all  that they imply, and 
the host of other periodicals and the states of mind 
represented in them. It  is so hard to arrange one'11 
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ma�s and opposition. Labour and unarchy can find 
their opponents in " capital " and " government. " 
llut Lhe mind aching for something that it can hqnour 
under the nHme of " civilisation, "  the m ind, seeing 
that state afar off but clearly, can only flap about 
pettishly striking at the host of trivial substitutes 
presented to it. One's vr.ry contentions are all in the 
nHture of hurricanes in the traditional teapot. 

The really vigorous mind might erect " The 
Times , "  which is of uo i riiiJOrlance, into a symbol of 
the �tate of mind which " The Times " represe n t s ,  
which is a loathsome stale of m i n d ,  a m alebolgc of 
obtuseness. 

And having done so, some msthete left over from 
the nineties would rebuke one for one's ' lack of 
aloofness. 

I have heard people accuse Mr. Lewis of Jack of 
aloofness, yet Mr. Lewis has been for a decade one 
of the most silent men in London. 

Whenever a man finds the accepted media of an 
art. , insufficient or unsuitable for expressing his 
particular content, and having found them inadequate 
develops new media of his own he is accused of 
" trying to attract attention " by strangeness. Any 
man who uses a means of expression which Lord 
Haldane cannot understand must naturally be trying 
to appeal to Lord Haldane's particular mentality. 

·I have also read in some reputable journal that one 
shouldn't use irony i n  England, because it wouldn't 
be understood. 

Therefore I will not use irony, I will say quite 
squarely and openly that Mr. Lewis is a great artist. 
I suppose that I am writing for the few people who 
no longer eY.pect one to argue about cubism and 
expressionism. I suppose that everyone save Sir 
Claude Philips has ceased to take Picasso as a joke. 

I sit here at my typewriter with two little black 
designs on the wall before me ; they give me pleasure. 

I have here also the design out of " Timon, "  
marked act I I I . ,  and a Japanese print which is 
curiously cubist. Plenty of people admire the latter 
and I am at a loss to know why they cannot admire 
the former. I have also another " full-sheet " black 
and white design out of the " Timon, "  the one with 
the big circular arrow, and that seems to me the 
strongest of them all, the one that has most moved 
me to this rhapsody. 

I think if anyone asked .me what I mean-not what 
I mean !Jy any particular statement, but what I mean, 
I c.ould point to that design and say " That is what 
1 mean " with more satisfaction than I could point to 
any other expression of complex intense emotion. I 
me.an that Mr. Lewis has got into his work some� 
thing which I recognise as the voice of my own age 
an age which has not come into its own, which i� 
different from any other age which has yet expressed 
itself intensely. We are not les jtunu of " The 
thirties " nor of " the nineties " nor of any other' 
decade save our own. And we have in Mr. Lewis 
our most articulate voice. And we will sweep out 
the post century as surely as Attila swept �cro.ss 
Europe. We can therefore be content to hve 1n our 
own corner, and to await to be pleased by the deaths 
of survivors of an age which we detest. That is 
not, I suppose, a courteous remark but it  is a qujtc 
true one. Whatever energy may have been in the 
V ictorian age, and whatever, may have· been the 
virtues of distinct individuals who reached .towards 
ours, i t  is certain that the voice of Victorianism is 
now only the meowing of understrappera and sub· 
editors and survivors and that one need not pro
foundly mind it. I t  is an annoyance to. see water
logged minds in administrative positions, but i t  is 
no more than an annoyance. It is a bore that the 
p;csent members of the Royal Academy cannot go 
with their works to Buenos Aires and New Zealand, 
l'l•d that space and nir should be occupied by the 
remnants of divers msthetic movements. We who 
are not yet thirty or forty are ineffably bored by the·sc 
anomalies. There is no reason why we should not 
say so, or why we should not deride young men who 
still prowl among the marcescent remains. All of 
this boredom and derision and so on, being quite 
distinct from the very sincere respect we feel for any 
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man of ourselves who brings great art  to the world, 
a nd very distinct also from the respect · which we 
f�cl fo� great artists who, expressed the· life of their 
l imes 111 the past. Th1s IS not futurism. The 
futuri�t s  arc evidently ignorant of tradition. They 
have learned from their grandfathers that such and 
such things were done in r Bso and they conclude that 
lfl5o was all " the past . "  We do not desire to cut 
ourselves off from the past. We do not desire to 
cut ourselves off from g-reat art  of auy period, we 
only demand a recognition of contemporary great 
art, which cannot possibly be just like the great art 
o r  any other period. 
. At no time in the world has gr�at art been exactly 

l1ke the great art of any other t1me. A belief that 
great art will always be like the art of 185o is 
" Pastism , "  n belief that �reat art will always be like 
the art of 1 9 1 1  is " futunsm . "  One hopes that one 
is not afflicted by either of these diseases. 

One hopes that one likes Confucius, and that one 
has faith in a sort of germinal perfect. 

It is one of the hardest things in the world to say 
anything sensible about works of art a t  all. 

Mr. Lewis has said what there was to say. He 
has expressed great things in the " Timon. " He 
has presented cool beauty in his later " Portrait of 
a typical English Woman. " There is no doubt 
whatsoever about his mastery over his craft. 

One can only stand by and say " Credo , "  and the 
cursed thing is  that one cannot make even the slate
ment of one's belief in the form one would like to 
mHke it. One can't " get the punch " into one's 
article, because of ' ' the pressure of time, " from the 
sheer and damnable fact that i f  " I , "  in  the present 
cHse, take time to go bade and rewrite this article i n  
t h e  way, o r  in approximately the way, i t  should b e  
written, it means a shortage in m y  accounts. 

EzRA PouND. 

Revelations. 
" Poetry in Germany has  a very ancient history . "  

-Timu Literary Supplement. 

" Tennyson ' s  art and craft for long forbade Mr. 
Catty ' new effort. ' " 

(One. column to Mr. Catty.) 
-Timts Literary Supplement. 

" Poets, like Picrrots, indeed, in the dars of their 
youth should think no longer than a mmute at a 
t ime, at any rate while with pen in hand . "  

-Times Literary Supplement. 
· " An Englishman, even if at times he can mouth 
the formuiHs of democracy, tends to accept the 
assurances of the highly born and still has a sneaking 
belief that what he reads in a newspaper must be 
true , "  -Times Literary �upplement. 

" Fortunately, however, it is not necessary to 
clccide whnt a lyric i5 or is  not in  order to appreciate 
i t  or to judge it ; and although Mr. Lees has not, we 
think, led off very well, the rest of his volume con· 
tains a sound and workmanlike account of the 
principal German lyrical poets and of their work. " 

Model of sentence construction from 
-T1'mes Literary Supplement. 

" Thr.se are only spots in the sun." 
-Times Literary Supplement. 

" There i s  · one consolation in the prospective 
Gcr.man empire in Mesopotamia-which might have 
been im English one if General Francis Chesney 's  
Euphrates scheme had been adopted eighty years 
ago-and that is that a rchmolog1cal explorntion is 
sure to be liberally encouraged." 

E1eample of fluidity from 

C 1 47 
-Times Literary Supplement. 

Quotations from the Times Literary Supplement, London, with one short one from the Times, London; selected, anony
mously, by Ezra Pound. 
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" Labour �hould be less dangerous and more 
democratic than a monopoly controlled by n section 
of Capital . "  -Timu Literary Supplement.  

Coming on. 
" It  has been said that doctors when they write 

well write very wc11 ; and Dr. R aymond Crawfurd 
writes \'cry wc11. " 

( Fine opening, but why not begin with the words 
1 1  Dr. Raymond , " &c. ?) 

" Dr. Crawfurd stops at 1 8oo. "  Excellent I 
" The Prophet himself knew the allurement of the 

desert, the thirst for the .camel's  milk, and warned 
his followers that this ' passion for milk will lead you 
to nbandon the centres of reunion and to return to 
nomad existence.' " -Timer Literary Supplement. 

" Russian letters haye regained their pristine 
purity. ' '  -Times Literary Supplement. 

" Besides being, as the title indicates, an attempt 
to prove the transcendent 'merits of orthodoxy, it is 
really a comprehensive review of all the great works 
on religion, a digest of all the great systems of 
philosophy. nnd an exhaustive analysis of the human 
soul. " -Times Literary Supplement. 

1 1  For too many people the cooking of breakfast in 
t he early morning i s  peevish work. ' '  . 

-Times Literary Supplement. 
" The whole book, in truth , is  like an essay on 

the good will of the human family, a sort of study 
that goes to prove how real goodness is inherent in 
most people, which is an agreeable theme in itself, 
all the more to be commended because it is  carried 
out with a certain graceful· acceptance of the Dickens 
tradition." -Times L1terary Supplement. 

" One shudders slightly to read such phrases a s  
' we are no mopes, I hope , '  or ' they became simply 
round-headed,'  or to imagine a woman exclaiming 
' Don't you understand that I at:n entirely through 
with you ' to a man who has told her thaChe no 
longer loves her. ' '  -Times Literary Supplement. 

" Lucille is a ·heroine worth>' of love , "  
· -Literary Cnticism in Tl1e Times. 

" He sees tbat this question of Church versus 
Dissent is  one of the great problems of the day . ' '  

--Times Literary Supplement. 
" The book is wor·thy of its publishers. "  

-TifiUs Literary Supplement. 

" THE BROAD H IGHWAY." 
Times Literary Supplement advt. ( ?  or confession). 
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POEMS 
BY 

EZRA POUND. 

SALUTATION THE THIRD. 

Let us deride the smugness of u The .Times " : 
GUFFAW .l 

So much the gugged reviewers, 
It will pay them when the worms are wriggling in their vitals ; 
These were they who objected to oewoess, 
H EJ{ E  are their TOMR·STON ES. 

Tbey supported the gag and the ring : 
A little black B()X contains them. 

SO shall you be also, 
Y ou slut-bellied obstructionist, 

You sworn toe to free speech aod good letters, 
Y ou fungus, you continuous gangrene. 

(;ome, let us on with the new deal, 
Let us be done with Jews and Jobbery, 

Let us S PIT upon those who fawn oo the JEWS for their money, 
Let us out to tile pastures. 

P E IU1Al)S I will die at tWrty, 
Perhaps you will have the plcas�re of defiling my paup.:r':; grave, 
1 wish you JO Y , 1 proficr you ALL my assistance. 
It has been your H ABIT for long to do away with true poets, 
You either drive them mad, or else you blink at their suicides, 
Or cl1>e you coliJane their drugs, and talk of insanity ancl genius, 
ll U T  I will not go mad to please you. 

I will not FLATT EI� you with an early death. 
0 li ,  N 0 ! I will stick it out, 

I will feel your hates wriggling about my feet, 
And I will laugh at you and mock you, 
And I will olfer you consolations in irony, 

0 fools, detesters of Beauty. 

I have seen many who go about with supplications, 
Afraid to say how they hate you. 

H E H E  is the taste of my HOOT, 
t;Al( ESS it, lick ofi the U LA C R I N (i .  

C 148 POEMS. Blast, London, 1 (20 June 1914) 45-50. 
Contents: Salutation the Third-Monumentum aere, etc.--Come My Cantilations-Before Sleep--His Vision of a Certain 
Lady Post Mortem [Post mortem conspectu]-Epitaphs (Fu I; Li Po}-Fratres minores [with first two and last lines 
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MONUMENTUM AERE, Eto. 
You say that I take a good deal upon my&ell ; 
That I strut in the robes of assumption. 

in a few years no one will remember the t '  buiio," 
No one will remember the trlval parts of me, 
The comic detail will not be present. 
As. for you, you will lie in the earth, 
And it is doubtful If even your manure will be rich enough 
To keep grass 
Over your grave 

COME MY CANTILATIONS. 

Come my contllatlons, 
Let us dump our hatreds Into one bun·ch a·nd be done With tlie·m, 
Hot sun, clear water, fresh wind, 
Let me be free of pavements, 
Let me be free ol the printers. 
Let come beautiful people 
W earlng raw silk of goml colour, 
Let come th'e grac-eful speake·rs, 
t·et come the ready of wit, 
Let (ome the ·gay of manner, the Insolent and the exulting. 
We speak ot liurnlsbe·d lakes, 
A.n:d of dty air, a.a clear as m·etal. 

BEFORE SLEEP. 

I. 

The lateral vlbrattona carers me, 
They leap and care1s me, 
They work pathetically In my favour, 
They seek my flaanclal good. 

She of the spear, stands present. 
The gods of the underworld attend me, 0 Annuls. 
To these ore they of thy company. 
With a pathetic solicitude, they attend me • .  
Undulant, 
Their realm is the lateral courses. 
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II.  

Ligkt l 
I am up to follow thee, Pallas. 
Up and out of their caress-es. 
Y cru were gone up as rocket, 

Ezra Pound's  Poetry and Prose: Vol. I 

Bending your passages from right to left and from left to right 
I n  the Oat projection of a spiral. 
Tile gods of drugged siC'cp attend me, 
W ishing m·e well. 
I am up to follow thee, Palla's. 

HIS VISION OF A CERTAIN LADY 
POST MORTEM. 

A brown, fat babe sitting in the lotus, 
And you were glad and laughing, 

With a laughter not of this world. 
It is good to splash in the water 
And laughter is the end of all things. 

EPITAPHS. 

FU I.•  
" Fu I loved the green bills and tbe white clouds, 

Alas, he died of drink., 

LI PO. 

And Li Po also died drunk. 
He tried to embrace a moon 
In the yellow river. 

FRATRES MINORES. 

Certain poets here and in France 
Still sigh over established and natural fact 
Loog since fully discussed by Ovid. 
'!'bey bowl. They complaiu in delicate and exhausted metres 

•pq I waa bora Ia 554 A.D. au4 died In 630. Thl• Ia hla eplt.aph very moth •• lac wrote 11. 
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WOMEN BEFORE A SHOP. 
The gew-gaws of false amber and false turquoise attract them • 
. .  Like to like nature." These agglutinous yellows ! 

L'ART. 

tireen arsenic smeared on an egg.white cloth, 

Crushed strawberries I · Come let us feast our eyes. 

THE NEW CAKE OF SOAP. 

Lo, how it gleams and glistens Jn the sun 
Like the cheek of a Chesterton. 

MEDITATIO. 

When I carefully consider the curious habits of do�&, 

I am compelled to admit 
That man is the superior animal.  

When I consider the curious habits of  man, 

I confess, my friend, I am puzzled. 
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PASTORAL. 

" The Greenest Growth of M aytint.e . " -A .  c. s. 

The young lady opposite 
H as such bea·umul bands 
That I sit e·nchanted 

While she combs her hair in decollete. 
I b8ve no shame whatever 
In watching the performance, 
Tile barcneas of her dcllcete 

Hamls and lingers does not 
In the least embarras·s me, 

BUT UOd forbld that I sbOl.tld gain further acquaintanc·e, 
For b:er laughler frightens even the street hawker 
Ail'd fb'e alley Cllt dfmi or a migraine. 
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VO RTEX .  

·POUND. 

The vortex Is the point of maximum .energy, 

It represents, In mechanics, the greatest emclency. 

We use the words " greatest efficiency " In the precise aeue-as they would be 
used In a text book of M E CHANICS. 

You may think of man.as that toward which perception moves • . . You .may thJnk 
or him as the TOY of circumstance, as the plastic substance RECEIVING 

Impressions. 

O R  you may think of him as DJ R ECTING a certain fluid force agalnJt 
circumstance, as CONC EIVING Instead of merely observing and reflecting. 

THE PRIMARY PIGMENT. 

The vortlclst relies· on this alcJne ; on the primary pigment or his art, 
nothing else. 

Every conception, every emotion presents itself to the vivid cooscloiUII,e•• 1o 
some primary form. 

It Is the picture that means a hundred poems, the music that means a hundred 
pictures, the most highly energized statement, the statement that has not yet SPENT 
ltseU It expression, but which Is the most capable of expressing. 

THE TURBINE. 

All experience rushes Into this vortex. All the energized past, all the past that 
is living and worthy to live. All MOMENTUM, which Is the past bearing upon us, 
RA C E; RACE·MEMO RY, ln�tinct charging the PLACID, 

NON· EN E R G I Z E D  FUT U R E. 

The D ES I G N  of the future In the grip of the human vortex. All the past that 
ls vital, all the past that ls capable of living into the future, Is. pregnant In the 
vortex, N 0 W. 

Hedonism Is the vacant place of a vortex, without force, deprived of past and ol 
future, the vertex of a stil spool or cone. 

Futurism ls the disgorging spray of a vortex with no drive behlnd It, 

D I S P E RSAL. 

C 149 Vortex. Pound. B/a.�t. I (20 June 1 9 1 4) 153-4. 
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EVERY C O N C E PT, EVERY EMOTION P Q ES ENTS ITS E L F  TO 
'TH E  V I V I D  CONSCIOUSNESS I N  S O M E  P I U MA�Y FO � M .  I T  
B E LONGS T O  T H E  A RT O F  T H I S  F O �l\t .  I F  S O U N D ,  TO MUSIC ; 

I F  FORMED WORDS,  TO LIT E RAT U R E ; T H E  IMA G E ,  TO PO ETRY ; 
FORM, TO D ES IG N ; C O LO U R  IN PO S ITION, TO PAI NTING ; F O � M  
O R  D ESIGN I N  TH R E E  P LAN ES,  t o  S CU L PTU � E ; MO V E M ENT T O  
TH E DANCE O R  T O  T H �  R H YTHM O F  M U S I C  O R  O F  V E R S E S .  

Elaboration, expression of second intensities, of dlsperlledness belong t o  the 
1ecoodary sort or artist. Dispersed arts H A D  a vortex. 

Impressionism, Futurism, which Is only no accelerated sort of Impressionism, 

D ENY the vorte:��. They are the CO R PS E S  of VO �TIC E S .  PO P U LA R  
B E LI EFS, movements, etc.,  nre the C O R PS ES O F  VO RTI C ES.  Marlnettl 
II a corpse. 

THE MAN. 

Tile vortlclst relies not upon similarity or analogy, not upon likeness or mlmcry. 

In painting he does not rely upon the likeness to a beloved grandmother or to 
a caressable mistress. 

VO RTICISM Is art before It has spread Itself Into a state of Oacidlty, of 

elaboration, of secondary applications. 

ANCESTRY. 

" All arts approach the conditions or muslc."-Pa/er. 

" An Image Is that which presents an Intellectual nod emotional complex In an 
Instant of tlme."-Pound. 

" You are Interested In a certain painting because It Is an arrangement of llne1 
and coloun."-Whistler. 

Picasso, Kandlnskl, father and mother, classicism and romanticism of the 
movement. 

POETRY. 

The vortlcist will use only the primary media of his art. 

The primary pigment of poetry Is the I MAG E .  

The vortlcist will  not allow the prlmury expression of any concept o r  emotion 
to drag ltseU out Into mimicry. 

In painting Kandlnskl, Picasso. 

In poetry this by, " H .  D." 

Whirl up sea -
Whirl your pointed pines, 
Splash your great pines 

On our rocks, 
H url your green over us, 
Cover U1 with your pools of Or. 

C ! 4 9  Continued 
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SU FFRAGETTES. 

THERE i o  perh�pu nothing· more c'njoy�blo, nolhinH 
110 sustaining to the inner senw of one's owu 
nobil ity th�n to suffer martyrdom or exile {or the 

onke of a cuuoe or of �n idcu w hi ch one believes noblo. 
M i3s Chrioto.bel Punkhurst hus o.bout o.s much intellect, 
O.d a guinea-pig but ohe h o,o o. !lllnse of vo.luoo, of sub
j ective emotionul values, which io  sound beyond queotion, 
A nd Sylvia, her uiuLor, is u.lso gelling u. lot out of lifo. 
H is glorious und s t imuluting to ride on a stretcher nt 
the hcnd of a loyal mob. I do not pity these young 
Indies. I regard them with envy, o.t lonot they " will 
hnve lived," they will nlwnyu h ave tho.t to look b nck 
upon if they survive it. 

As to " tho cnuse," it is juot-11.nd in a oense nbsurd. 
I mean there is only one vnlid nrgument o.gainst tho 
sufCrnge. The clique which runs this country must, oh, 
nt n.ll costs, m1tJt keep up the fiction thnt the 1:ole io of 
some use. 

Thoy fenr presumnbly thnt i f  the musses should over 
fmd out or begin to beliove in tho incompetc.nce o f  tho 
yote, they would then begin to net. We suppose thnt 
lhey would be shot 1 Let us ccnao to tnlk nbout " ifs. " 
It ouito tho convenience of our rulers th�t we should 
believe in voting, in sufCrnge no a universal · pnnnceo. !or 
our own stupidities. A o  a syndico.liot, somewhnt 
ntrll.bilious, I diobelicve vigorously in any recognition 
of politicll.l institutions, of the Fnbinn Society, John 
G o.loworthy, and so on. 

Tho duty of litero.to men o.nd o! nll women is to keep 
alight some epnrk of civilisn.tion nt tho summit of thingo. 
It is tho duty of everyone who is intelligent enough to 
rend this paper to upend hie or her energies settin� somo 
model o( life to tho ro.bble n.nd to ngos to como. It is 
not our duly to fuss p,bout. Sundo.y closing or minimum 
wngo or n.ny other nttempt to mnko hell lcus hell-liko 
for the lower ci!Lsseo. 

lfc:On.omicu nre no b the muddlo that they nro mnde out 
to bo. W cro it  not for tho hideous immorulitic� 
preached by the est�blished churches we ohould go o.t 
this m n.lter uomewhn.t slro.ightcr. Btn.tcs nro not run 
by pnternostors. Economics oro prngmatico.l. And 
simple. If IL !nmily of two ho.vo two hundred or even 
one hundred pounds a ycnr of more o r  less rcgulnr 
income, thoy cnn livo us befits rotiono.l l itcro.te unimnlu. 
If lhcy hn.ve children, or if they ho.ve too mnny, they 
s ink. 

Tho rich n.ro those who do not hnvo too m any children. 
Tho poor n.ro those who do h!Lvo too mnny children. 
H to.koo n genorntion or ao to estnbliuh the cln.sscs. 

A sensible mo.n or womo.n ntlempts to enrn food, nnd 
not to h!Lve more wives, husbnnds, nnd children thnn he 
or she co.n support. 

He or she will not wusto his or her energy in mucking 
with politics or economics but in keeping nlight tho 
fln.mo of science nnd lmowledgo and the nrts, !Lnd in 
setting a fino exnmplo of living. 

It i s  only the discoveries of science nnd of  geniua thnt 
remo.in. You can preach till you nre blue nbout the 
iniquitous folly of being l!Lxcd to support IL few wnr
trusts, a few factories th!Lt provide war genr nnd wnr 
seo.roa. You have h!Lif a billion sterling set up agninst 
you. Submarines, nnd Ulivi if he perfects his machine, 
do tho job before or  withou t you. Tho .needs pass. 
Politics nre fit for a certain t.ypo of nrrceted man. A 
medirevo.l king was n sort of high sheriff. No one now 
cares o. ho.ng about medimvnl kings o.nd no one wnnto to 
be chief of police. 

Only a !ow people, o.nd those not of tho nicest, hn.ve 
IUJY h!Lnkedng o.ftcr the job of Prime Miniuter. Some 
one ought to be employed to look p,fter our lro.ffic nnd 
6tlWIIge, one gro.nts thn.t. Dut a SUpcrinlcndenco o( 
tro.ffic o.nd sewo.go is not tho sole function of miLn .  
Certain stupid o.nd honest people should, doubtless, be 
delego.ted for the purpose. There politics ends !or the 
enlightened mo.n. 

'l'ho enlightened mnn should foregnther with other 
enlightened men o.nd plot for tho preservation o[ 
enli ghtenment. Tho.t is  to s!Ly, he should !orm his  
syndical;. The joinero, e tc., who ho.vo intercots in  
common should form their  syndicnts. 
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'l'h ouo uyuclieo,Lu uhouJd work on thingu no they urc, 
on inevitable nnd implo.co.blo hootil itie�, on vnriouo 
formo of sloth o.nd n.vnrice. One puts up with tho infamy 
of nn over-slocl�ed government service, nnd a lot of lnzy 
ever-paid parsons, etc . ,  otc. , becnuso life is too ohort to 
wnuto it reforming or trying lo reform this inferno. 

A s  for feminine su!Imgo in its relations to present 
condiLiona. 

We hnve to do no� with justice, not with truth-n-o 
b11n iu Lul', no judijo, 110 politici11u duulu with, 0 1  uo!Lrchea 
fo1· lheHu t.h iugu. We l11we l.o do with uouwlhiuiS liku 
tho lo.ws of bridge-whist, which do not pretend Lo be 
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o. rooenrch after justice o.nd the primnl veri ties. 
\Ve hnve "' oet of more or less competent, more or 

le88 nvo.ricious, more or leon woll-menning personG who 
" must," or at Ions� will, under all circumotnnccs, think 
1\bou� their  own presorvo.tion, nnd ndvnnlllge. Th<ly 
nre in  chnrge of n. mechanism cnlled the " state." They 
rUJl it by chicnne and catch-words. The catch-words 
nre a very powerful part of ehicn.ne. The cntch-words 
are limitedly capable of both good o.nd evil. They miLY 
even run nwo.y with their inventors. I mean n mo.n 
who gets on by bawling " juotico " mo.y in rare cnsos 
get himself caught in n. no.sty corner where h e  hns to 
play nccording to whntever co.tch-word he h as uued or 
invented. He may even respect tho wordo, nnd they may 
be a po.rt of his " better no.ture." 

Now there is no known definition of 1 '  justice " as thnt 
tenn ia .  usod in representative governments, limited 
mono.rchion, oonstitutiono.l monn.rchlos, oto. , which eo.n 
bo used ngo.inst the prooent demnnd !or tho en!ranehiso
ment of women. Thoir domo.nd io irrevocably juut. 

Any minister, u.ny mnn impassioned !or " justice " 
must grnnt thn.t tho demo.nd for suffrage io just. 

On tho other ho.nd i t  is fooliuh. It  is  foolish becnuse 
it is  o. domnnd for o. shndow, o. uuolcss thing, but i t  i s  
n thing t o  which tho women hnvo every " right. " 

Tho suffragettes ns n body nro foolioh, not only 
bec<�.uso they dcmu.ml o. shndow, but becnuoe o[ their 
tncti cs. They seem to hnvo very l i ttle intellect baek 
of their en.mpnign, o.nd yet the proposi lion before them 
i�  so difficult thnt they hnvo need of o. very gront den.l 
of intellect if they nre to win out. 

I don't meo.n thnt they nro ull utter imbeciles. Their 
position is  very difficult. I t  is  quito possible thnt if  nil 
tho " mn.le " " intellec t "  in tho country went over to 
the ir side they would not even then hold the cnrdo for 
a win. 

Ao for thci1· nclions of Into ; It i s  rot to any " we 
deplore violence " ; we nll liko the violence so long o.R they 
don't smnoh our own windows. We nil like to see big 
headlines. Wo like the pnpe1·s to ho.vo rncy bits of 
news i n  ' em. W o  like to rend of bombs n.nd explosions. 
Tho unde1·grndunte in nil of us survives up to that extent 
-unle�s wo have property o r  interests i n  do.nger. 

'fo bo logicnl, however, tho ouf(mgetteu should destroy 
only nu.tiono.l property. They nro, strictly spoaking, 
outln.wB. They nro, however, outlo.ws enjoying as much 
rrotection from tho sto.te by which they are outlawed 
n.s d o  tho nctivo members of thnt stnte, i.e. , the voters. 
It mn.y not be tho height of prudonco to forfeit thn.t 
even incomple te protection from violenco nnd some other 
sortn of nnnoynncc. They o.ro outlo.wn under a truco, ·  
under a truce which they hnl'e every " rigM " t o  forfeit 
if  they choose. 

Their right to nttuclc in thnt caso i n  tho righ t t o  
nttnck n ntiono.l propel"! y, no.tionnl pictures, etc. , n o t  
pictures belonging to Mr. Snrgent. Their smnshing o f  
nntionnl tronsureo ia  more commondnble, for insto.nce, 
lhnn would be o. sm11Bhing of M r. Asquith, who is  not 
o. national tronsuro, but only the treo.oure of a fnction. 
So thnt in  so fnr n s  they h!Lvo rcfrn.incd from nasnssinn
tiOJ1u, etc. ,  they ho.vo been wise. They hnve been more 
j ust  thnn their opponents. 

Their o.ttnck on o. hospitnl docto.· would seem o.lao 
logico.l. No mn.n is by virtue of his contrn.ct ns prison 
surgeon bound to tnko part i n  t orturea worthy of  a 
modirovnl dungeon. The enrgoon would seem to b o  
cxcoeding the functions domanded of  h i m  b y  his state 
or syndicnt. I t  is  nnturnl th11b o. hostilo ayndicnt. nhould 
single him out for a pnrticulo.r vcndett!L. I doubt if thnt 
wretched mo.lo hnd o.nyone's sympnthy. 
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The practical qu�stion is not one of " justice " ; it iK  
simply, will  the country give the vote to women out o[  
sheer boredom 7 

Will exaggera ted ennui und exaaperution drive " tho 
ruling syndical " to 11 just uct. These maligned women 
(who are for the moat part misrepresented by the Preas), 
oro they foolish beyond measure 1 A revolution is a 
successful rebellion. If the ruling syndicnt recognises 
the outlawry and withdt·awa ita ta.cit habitual protection 
of the ouLiu.wu, have th ey any chuuco of oucce1W ouffi· 
cicnt to warrunt their wu.r 1 

I meu.n simply that u. general who takes certain risks 
in wn.r is courtmu.rtio.lled if ho fails. 

Peraonu.lly I want them to vote. They have played 
a. sportin g gn.me. If men like B alfour of Burleigh have 
a. " righ t "  to play a certo.in silly form of tip-cat called 
voting, then women who are willing to die for an idea 
(however stupid) hu.ve nn equal right to spend a few 
minutes a year in o. stuffy polling booth. 

1 1  Ultimately " . • • one says, 1 1  they muut win." 
Ideas, however stupid, tho.t people are willing to suffer 
for, always 11 win." I meo.n they get o. run for their 
money, they rule, sooner or later, for o.n indefinite 
period. Those who oppose the uuffrage lay up for them· 
selves a period of future infa.my. That much they can 
promise themselves. A certain number of people will 
spit upon their tombs. 

I write from outside the struggle. It is all one to me 
whether these women want to vote about district inapeo· 
tion of milk�ano, or whether they wo.nt the right to 
walk on

_ 
shepherds' stilts. 

The forcea age.inat them are sufficiently diaouaaed 
ehewhere. They ha.ve for them, boredom, the wea.rinen 
of 11 the unjust judge." They have the mob'• tacit 
approval of viole.nce, of anything that causes excitement, 
they have their own conviction, their own love of adven· 
ture, their ho.tred of traditional forms ol leminine ennui, 
they have the force of male sentimentality or chivalry 
.working in their favour. They have the " justice " of 
their cause, for whatever that bagatalle may be worth. 
The intellectuals' ha.tred of politioi&na and of politics 
ia  in their favour, this is only the pa.saive favour of 
Npectators who will do nothing for them uave talk now 
and then. 

They have the passionate fury th&t official caddiahneu 
or the apeotacle of Bir Almroth Wright stirs up in the 
intelligent mind. 

The Mak mind does not want to be bothered with 
Asquith or Wright or their kind. Politics is unfit for 
men, it mo.y be good enough for women, we doubt it 
The male mind does not want a state run by women, 
or by " old women." Torture disgusts the mn.le mind. 
The male parent disturbed by a row is apt to chastise 
aJl the disturbers quite impartially. 

In the middle ages the " affairs " were, we auppoao, in 
t-he hands of J ewa and lawyers. The mu.le muddled. 
He fought and occasionally won castles and lost them by 
chico.ne. I( the control of the state were in " mo.le " 
control, women would ha.ve the vote for the asking . . .  
and it would do them no good. 

This o.rgument, like u.ll political arguments, runs in 
a circle. Unlike political arguments it confesses ita cir
cularity. 

[!. ] 
As for the o.nti-militanta, t&x-resiatera, etc., nothing 

has at n.ny time prevented these people from summoning 
a women's parlia.ment. It would h&ve no lego.l utatus 
but it could deliberate, and its decisions, if they were at 
all sensible, would carry weight. They could recommend 
laws to the House of Commons. The opening of polls 
lor delegates, suffrage, anti-suffrage and all, would force 
the women who " do not want votes 11 to vote for dele
gates to the women's congress or else to see " feminine 
opinion " effectually recorded against them. Mrs. 
Humphry Ward, !or whom permit me to express my 
contempt in passing, would have to appear in ouch a 
contest, or else keep quiet. 

[li.] 
One aupposea the talk about deadlock is all humbug, 

but even if there were a deadlock nothing would prevent 
the prouent ministry from inutituting u. women's chamber 
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(women elected by woman'u  voto) and giving it tho right 
lo initiate legisla.tion on questions of wom&n's lo.bour, 
and such other mo.ttera as concern women in pa.rticulur. 
Such powers could be olowly increiL!Ied if the chamber 
proved competent. 

'fh&t would do o.w&y with the objection to giving the 
suffrage to a. lot of untrained voters. 

A divioion of the houses o[ government into a male 
and female is far moro in accord with contempor&ry ide&a 
lh1L11 u divioiou o ithe houses into " cou1mono " and 
" lords . " One would, of course, hate to abolish that 
picturesque relic " The Lordu,"  though the thought of 
being even ll!lighUy controlled by a. body containing 
bishops is  bo th painful and ridiculous. 

BASTIEN VON HELMHOLTZ. 

REVELATIONS. 
" In ' Paradise Loot ' the C}Jic type, a s  wo now under

& Land i t, has perfected and exho.usted itself. The force, 
not of nature, but of tho supcrno.tural, can no farthe l' 
go. " 

-'l'i 111cs Literary Suppl emen t. 

" I! Homer is authentic, so is Milton, though w i th 
u sl ight difference. " 

-Ycu, a. slight difference. 
1'imu Literary Supplement. 

" Before yellow fever was introduced the climo.te must 
have been delightful, and the Yucatccos of to-day aro 
extremely lively and energetic." 

-Time1 Li ter&ry Supplemen t. 

" Mr. Abercrombie has judged the great epics ; and aa 
his judgment coincides generally with th&t of the secure 
world, it iu  the beat of teatimonieo to its soundness. " 

-1.'imu " Li terary. " 

" To him , as to all Yorkahireme.n, the horae was a 
noble animal ." 

-Idem. 

" These men are robust, self-opinionated, stout lovers 
of their friends, haters of a.ll shams, enthusiastic, fi11ry, 
impatient of contradiction, rebels who would dominate 
for the beat of motives." 

- 7  and a T-ime• Reviewer commends t-hcm 1 

" This is a very interesting and ouggeativo book 
written by a lady profeusor who holds a post under the 
Ft·ench Govemment. The writer holds very advanced 
viowu ; ohe much prefers the French girl of to-day to 
the French girl of yeoterday, and she is otrongly in 
favour of secularized education." 

-Timu Literary Supplemen t. 

" This is the last volume of what ho.d been, to in
n umerable readers who desire to keep in  touch with 
Paris life, a. truly delightful series. " 

-Timu Literary Supplement. 

" Cities all over the world havo their particulnr 
characteristics." 

-1.'imu Literary Supplement. 

" If ,  then, people, invested their money which they 
they do no t spend on necessaries, and did not w aste it 
on diamond n e ckla.ceo and motor-cars and high living, 
and all the petty pomps and shows of everyday life, 
more of the neccsa&ries of life, such as boots, would be 
produced, and there would be more wages, and moro 
profits ILild more new capital with which to produce 
utili more boo ts . 
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1 1  Of course nobody will  deny tha� there i s  good deal 
of  truth in all  this." 

-Economics in 'l'imca Li terary Supplement. 

1 1  'l'hose who think with him, etc. · . . will find 
him a helpful and stimulating guide. " 

-Time.• Literury Supplement. 

• 1 1  A fiturly of pasnion which is not. without. power
m t�e person of o. young Devonshire doctor, happily 
mo.n·Jed, who come11 under the spell of an alluring (hn l l  
French) degenerate a n d  ente111, t o  the r u in  of h i s  career 
on a wild intrigue of erotic abandonmenlr-until, ns th� 
story proceeds, his moral sanity reasserts i tself." 

-Ith•m. 

" FOOTPRINTS OF THE A N CIENT SCOTTISH 
OHURCHElS." 

- 1  

" JOHN LONG'S POPULAR NOVELS." 

-Time.� Literary Supplement advt. 
1 1  In Milton epic poetry culminates and Mr. Aber

croUlbie, who is nothing if not a Miltonian, explains 
why." 

-'l'imca Litern.ry Supplement. Why 1 
1 1  There are so many critics n.nd their cri ticisms are �o 

very varied, n.nd so few observers really como with open 
m inds n.nd observe with the stricUy impersonal impar
tiality which should be the mark of tho sciontist. Somo 
insist that our policy is overripo [or dissolution, o thers 
tho.t it is an outro.ge upon tho sncrod namo of civi lian
lion, whilo o. third sot opint1 that all is [or tho best in tho 
best of all posoible states. The Chief of Ichnlkaranji 
bi�longs rather to the third category, n.ncl in giving 
ample evidence of the keonneso of hio obsorvationo hnR 
with the perfectio.n of politeness allowed himself to b':J 
dumb u.s to the 'uhortcomings of  hio hoo ts and ho.o per
mittee] tho hnJ\d of courteoy to turn nsido the doubtlc�s 
well-merited ocourge of reproof." 

-Idem. 

1 1  For many years past there hn� exioted an indefinnblc 
projudico in tho West against Armenians." 

" 25o. n et. 
1 1 Strong i s  the power of family life." 

-Idem. 

-Idem . 

1 1  Not thus did travelle1·s write in tho old dayo when 
lbe G rand Tour was made in a pout cho.ioe ; but time� 
ha vo chnnged. "  

Have they 1 

-Idem. 

1 1  H e  lets h i s  wsthetie judgment choose its own sweet 
courac, Rnd ns his stando.rd of taste is  high he waotes 
no time on the tribal lo.y or  the bo.llad." 

-Ditto. 

" H  is no new thing to discover how much m ay be 
glen.ned from well-harveoted fields by a skilful and 
pntient toiler. " 

-Zeus. 

" ThiM method and thio attitudo of mind have great 
merits, but it muot be confessed that they aloo have 
rather serious defects." 

-Idem. 

" In Tasso and Camoeno the consciouoness of Europe 
awakens." 

-7'ime.� Literary Supplement. 

1 1  The general moral of the whole volume we tRke to 
be, that importo.nt as the study of war on lOJJd io to 
mil ito.ry officers and th 6 ntudy of war on the sea to no.val 
officero, and difficult as the puroui t of both these studies 
must be, alike from the no.turo of the co.oe and from 
tho intractability and inacceooibility of much of their 
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mfl.t.eriPJ, yd fo.r moro important, o.nd certainly not lens 
difficult, is  t.he oynthetic otudy of war simultaneou6ly 
conducted both on land and on the oea. "  

· 

-Time.� Literary Supplement. 

" They are very human letters ; and the humliJlity of 
them flashes upon ua when we inquire which of tho 
mnny &ighto he saw excited the young tro.veller'n keencnt 
udmiration. H wno not the Parthonon, or  Bt. Sophin, 
o r  St. Poter'o, or liJlything in any of tho museums or 
picture gallerieG-it wau Lady Hamilton." 

-'l'ime! Literary Supplement. 
Denouement. 

" NElT SALES. 

(Since we followed 'l'he Engliah. RtL"iew and 1 CIUll a down ' 
to a penny) · 

Tho net sales for the ten isoues oince the change in 
lhe price of '1'/oe Tiuua ho.ve been as followo :-

Iooue of Mo.rch 10 3r>,r>30 
" " " 26 42,942 

, April 2 43,830 
" " 9 43,1 70 

etc. " 
-1.'ime.� Literary Supplement. 

" What tho lyric really io, he diocusoeo in his opening 
chapter, but decides, so far 1111 we can gather, that tho 
lyrio io really indellno.bl&-something, o.s M r. E. B. 
Reed puts it, 1 above n.ny formuln. tho.t may be devised.' " 

-Time.� Literary Supplement. 

" On Tueoday next Messn. Mo.cmillan wiii isoue u. 
volume entitled 1 The Mind of the Di sciples,' by the 
Rev. Neville S. Talbot, Fellow, Tutor, and Chaplain of 
B al liol Oollege, Oxford, written for those membero o[ 
the Church who, whilo the oearch Cor historico.l truth i n  
regnrd t o  Christianity becomco more o.nd more complex 
nnd specalioed, may fcc! i "  doubt respecting what they 
•h oul<l believe onrl teach . "  

-'l'·imcs p,gain Litero.ry Supplement. 

" This study of the Egyptian Queen will command tho 
attention due to the work of a writer who as lnspector
Genero.l of Antiquities for the Governm�nt of Egypt, 
ho.o had [or m any yeo.ro a close asoocio.tio.n with 
A!exandria, Cleopatro.'s co.pitnl, and o. do.ily familiarity 
With G reek and Egyptian antiquities ; and the more so, 
porho.ps, as far as the general public is concerned 
b�caus� he �o.s definitely avoided encumbering hio po.ge� 
w1th h1stonco.l references and nppo.ratuu. His object !n eotimo.ting Cleopatra, io to realioe more fully thn� 
13 usuo.lly dono her own point of view, her difficultieo, 
and the moral stnndard of her time ; and so to award 
her o. fairer judgment. " 

-Ditto. 

1 1  It  is u l l  to  the good, therefore, that they should b e  
out of the common ruck ; they have a consiotency of 
their own, n.nd their creator must not be judged by other 
people's stando.rdo. That is  to say, Mios Kaye-Smith 
has reached an enviable utage among no1·eliato. '' 

1 1  Lucille Js a heroine worthy of love. ' '  

-D i tto. 

-Literary C'riticism in 1.'/ce 1.'imcs. 

1 1 He sees thut this que6lion of Church eersus D ioocnt is 
o.ne of tho greo.t problema of the day." 

-'l'imes Litero.ry Supplement. 

" Virile in  method, tho scope of the action aloo is far· 
flung. Whether i n  tho English scenes or amidot the arid 
setting of the Eaalr-whethcr :Mara or Venus be in the 
aaccndant-Mr. Wren mukeo his p\ungeo boldy." 

-'l'imcs Literary Supplement .  
(Chnsto nnd restro.ined.) 
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11 DUBLINERS " AND MR. JAMES 
JOYCE. 

FREEDOM from sloppiness is eo rare in contem
porary English prose �hat one migh t  well say 
&imply, " Mr. Joyce's book of short stories is prose 

ft·ee from sloppiness," and leave the intelligent reader 
ready to run from his study immediately to -spend thrP.e 
and sixpence on the volume. 

Unfortunately one's credit as a critic is insufficient to 
. produce this result. 

The readers of TnE EaoiBT, having had Mt·. Joyce 
·under their eyes for some months, will scarcely llleed to 
ha.ve his qualities pointed out to them. Both they and 
the paper have been very fortunate in his collaboration. 

Mr. Joyce writes a clear hard prose. He deals with 
subjective things, bu t he presents them with such clarity 
of outline that he might be dealing with locomotives 
or with builders' specifications. For that reason one 
can read Mt·. Joyce witho u t  feeling that one is con
ferring a favour. I m ust put this thing my own way. I 
know about 168 authors. About once o. year I read 
scmething contempora-ry without feeling that I am 
softening the path for poor Jones or poor Fulo.no de Tal. 

I can lay down a good piece of French wrHing and pick 
up o. piece of writing by Mr. Joyce without feeling as 
if my head were beilllg stuffed through a cushion. There 
a.re still impressionists_- about and I dare say they claim 
Mr. Joyce. I admire impressionist writers. English 
prose writers who haven't got as far as impressionism 
(tha.t is  to say, 95 per cent. of English writers of· prose 
and verse) are a bo1·e. 

Impressionism has, however, two roea.nings, or perhaps 
I had better say, the word " impressionism " gives two 
different " impressions." 

There is a school of prose writers, and of verse writers 
for that matter, whose forerunner wa.s Stendha.l and 
whose founder was Flaubert. The followers of Flaubert 
deal in exact presentation. They are often so intent on 
exad presentation that they neglect intensity, selection, 
and concentration. They are perhaps the most clarifying 
and they have been perhaps the roost beneficial force in 
modern writing. 

There is another set, mostly of verse writers, who 
founded themselves not upon u.nybody's wt;ting but upon 
the pictures of Monet. Every movement in painting 
picks .up a few wri ters who try to imitate i n  words w h a t  
someone has done in paint. Thus o n e  writer saw a 
picture by Monet and talked of " pink pigs blossoming 
on a hillside," and a later writer taJked of " slate-blue " 
hair and " ra.spberry-coloured flanks." 

These " impressionists " who write an .imitation of 
Monet's softness instead of writing in imita.tion of 
Flaubert'a definiteness, are a bore, a grimy, or perhaps 
I should say, a rosy, floribund bore. 

The spirit of a decade strikes properly upon oJI of the 
arts. There are " paraJiel movements." Their ca.uses 
a.nd their effects may not seem, superficially, similar. 

This mimicking of painting ten or twenty years late, 
is not in the least the same'as the " literary movemen t " 
parallel to the painting movement imitated. 

The force that leads a poet to leave out a moral 
reflection may lead a painter to lea.ve out representa.tion. 
'l'he resultant poem may not suggest the resultant 
painting. 

Mr. J oyce'a merit, I will not say his chief merit but 
his most engaging merit, is that h e  carefully avoids telling 
you a lot that you don't w an t  to know He presents his 
people swiHly and vividly, he does n o t  sentimentalise 
over them, he does not weave convolutions He is  a 
realist. He does not believe " life " would be all right 
if  we stopped vivisection or if we instituted a new sort 
of " economics. " He gives the �hing as it is. He is  not 
bound by the tiresome convention that any part of life, 
to be interesting, must be shaped into the conventional 
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fot·w of a " otot·y ." Since De Maupassant we have had 
so many people trying to write " stories " and so few 
people preoenting life . .  Life for the most part does not 
ha.ppen i n  neat little diagrams and nothing is  more tire
some than the continual pretence that it  does. 

Mr. Joyce's " Araby," for instance, is  much better t. · n  
a " story," i t  i R  a vivid waiting. 

It is surptising that Mr. Joyce is It-ish. One is so tired 
of the lriBh or " Celtic " imagiuation (or " phantasy " 
a.s I think they now call it) flopping a.bout. Mr. J oyco 
does not flop about. He defineH. He is not an institu
tion for the promotion of  Irish peasant industries. He 
accepts an international standard of prose wri ting and 
lives up to it  . 

He gives us Dublin as it presumably io. He does not 
d escend to .farce. He does not rely upon Dickensian 
caricature. He gives us things a.s they are, not only for 
Dublin, but fo1· every city. Erase the local nameo and 
a few ·Speeificu.lly loco.) allusions, and a few historic 
events of the past, and substitute a few different local 
names, aJiusions and events, and these otories could be 
retold of any town. 

That is to say, the author is quite capable of dealing 
with things about him, and dealing directly, yet these 
details do not engross him, he is capable of getting at 
the univerHal .element beneath them. 

The mn.in situations of " Madame Bovo.ry " or of 
" Doila Perfecta " do not depend on local colour or upon 
local detail, that is their strength. Good writing, good 
presentation can be specifically local, but it must not 
depend o n  loca-l ity. Mr.  Joyce does not present " types " 
but individuals. I mean he deals with common emotions 
which run through all races. He does not bank o n  
" Irish character. " Roughly speaking, It-ish literature 
has gone through three phases in our time, the shamrock 
period, the dove-grey pel;od, and the Kiltartan period. 
I think there is  a new phase in the works of Mr. Joyce, 
He writes as a. contemporary of continental writers. I 
do not mean that he \Vl'itea as a faddist, mad for the 
last note, he does not imitate Strindberg, for instu.nce, 
or .Ba.ng. H e  i s  not ploughing the underworld for horror. 
He is not presenting a maca.bre -subjectivity. He i s  
cla.saic i n  tha.t he deals with normal things and with 
norma.) people. A committee room, Little Chandler a 
nonentity, a boarding house full of clerks-these are il ia  
subjects and he treats them all in  such a manner that 
they are worthy subjects of art. 

Francio Jammes, Charles Vildrac and D. H. Lawrence 
have written short narratives in verse, trying, it would 
seem, to present situations as clearly as prose writers 
have done, yet m ore briel:ly. Mr. Joyce is engaged i n  a 
similar condensa.tion. He ha.a kept to prose not needing 
the privilege supposedly accorded to verse to justify his 
method. 

I think that he excels most of the impressionist writers 
beca.use of his more rigorous selection, because of his 
exclusion of all unnecessary detail. 

There is a very clear demarcation between unnecessary 
detail and irrelevant detail. An impressionist friend of 
mine talks to me a good deal about " preparing effects," 
a.nd -on that score he justifies much u nnecessary detail, 
which is not " irrelevant," but which ends by being 
wearisome and by putting one out of  conceit with h i s  
narrative. 

Mt·. J oyce'a more rigorous selection of the presented 
detail marks him, I think, as belonging to my own 
generation, that is, to the " nineteen-tens," not to the 
decade between " the 'nineties " u.nd to-day . 

At any rate these stories and the novel now appearing 
in serial form are such as to win for Mr. Joyce a very 
definite place among English contempomry prose writers 
not merely a place in the " Novels of the Week " column : 
and out· writers of good clear prose are so few that we 
cannot a.fford to confuse ot·  to overlook them. 

EznA PoliNO. 

" Dubliners," by James Joyce. GrOJlt Richards. 3s. 6d. 

C 1 52 "Dubliners" and Mr. James Joyce. Egoist, I. 14 (15 July 19 14) 267. 
A review of Dubliners. (A quotation from this review, printed in seven lines, appeared on page [ 1 ]  of Extracts from Press 
Notices of Dubliners by James Joyce ([ZUrich? The Author? 1914?]), a two-page leaflet measUiing 19 .1  x 12.7 em., issued 
in COIUlexion with the publication of the book.) 
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AGAIN. 

1 1 G reaLness of birth -and fine correctne·ss of manners 
came natural to him. " 

-Times Li tern,ry Supplement. 

1 1  lie wa� -sensiti v e ,  fastidious, utunanied, fragile of 
hen,I Lh,  a.od nervous over such hen,lth as he might ha.ve 
enjoyed ; in the affairs of his spiritual life a true lover 
of religion, pure and undefiled ; in his home life, a most 
perfect and del ightfu l  brother and friend." 

-Times Literary Supplement continuing. 

11 Then, too, the spread of the English language Md 
l iterature are agencies of unification never before 
known.11 

-Times Literary. 

" Take the relations with the Mother Country to the 
Colonies ; we !Lre upt to a3sume, as Sir Charles Lucas 
points out in h is  chapter upon ' Administration,' thut 
there are two pa.rties only concerned ."  

-Times Literary. 

" Mr. Philip has not omitted to see Dalecarlia; he has 
inspected one of the iron districts." 

-Time3 Litemry Supplement. 

" SWEDEN IN SUMMER " 
-Idem. 

" Across this scene of incipient terror waltzes, as airy 
!Ls CL sylph, the Austrian attache." 

-The same. 

" Mr. BlLring writes (or the avemge man . "  

-The same. 

" As he con(esses in n. dedicatory letter to Mr. H. G. 
WeUs, the author wus piqued CLt discovering by accident 
how very greatly Russia may be misunderstood in th i s  
country. " 

-Times Litorary Supplement. 
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1 1 There is  something mngnificcn� n.nd fo.scin�:��ing in 
the very ideo. of a survey of the British Empire." 

-Same. 

11 Leads us out of the little !Lims and thP conventional 
considerations to the simple duty of following the co,ll 
o[ who.t we know to be t.he t.ruth . "  

-Yd again.  

1 1  N. D.-TheHo Novels a r e  among t.he succc•se• of the 
Sen.son, and are all in 2nd Editions, except " Sunrise 
Valley," which has reached, etc." 

-1'imcs Li tern.ry Supplement advt. 

1 1 This book embodies the results of an inquiry sug
gested by the Birmingham City CounCil in to the ' ca.uses 
of the deterioratiott in character and ecuning capacity ' 
which has been observed to take place in n. great number 
of the working boys of th!Lt city within two or three 
yea.rs from the time at which they lcn-ve the elementary 
school. The author obtained from the Juvenile Labour 
Exchange names !Lnd particulars, etc ." 

-'l'·imcs Litera-ry Su pplemen t. 

" This fiction rn.nges the world's oceans. Its men and 
women are of divers races, of four continents. Even i ts 
simplest seaman is something of a mre bird ." 

-'l'·imcs, of course. 

" In spite of  all this never were sheep more rigorously 
divided from goa-ts than were Greeks from Turks-as 
perhaps may be shown by Aunt Kulliroii's CLttitude." 

-'l'·imcs Literary Supplement. 

" But comedy, flourishing in a world which gravely 
doubts the necessity of lCLughter, hlLs too often been held 
in an undeserved suspicion. " 

-Same. 

" This i·s not biography. 'v\' ell,  then, is it  science 1 
Eocpende Hannibalem : weigh Galton, account for him : 
discover in him the Prometheun pa,.ticulant undiquc 
decerptam : go back to o.ll the stocka and strands 
and bloods und blends that you can find : are you not 
ln.nded, at lust, in surmioes und hypotheses, in proba
bilities lLnd possibilities 1 

-Same. 

C 153 Northcliffe's Nice Paper Again. Egoist, I. 14 (15 July 19 14) 278. 
Quotations from the Times Literary SupplemenJ, London; selected, anonymously, by Ezra Pound. 
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AUGUST, 1914 

POEMS 

TO K A A O N  liVEN i n  my dreams you have denied yourself 
to me, 

You have sent me only your handmaids. 
' 

THE STUDY IN AESTHETICS 

The very small children in patched clothing, 
Being smitten with an unusual wisdom, 
Stopped in their play as she passed them 
And '  cried up from their cobbles : 

Guardal Ahi, Guarda! ch'e b'eal 

But three years after this 
I heard the young Dante, whose last name I do not know
For there are, in Sirmione, twenty-eight young Dantes and 

thirty-four Catulli ; 
And there i..ad been a great catch of sardines, 
And his elders 
Were packing them in the great wooden boxes 
Fot the marlcet in Brescia, and he 
Leapt about, snatching at the bright fish · 
And getting in both of their ways ; 
And in vain they commanded him to sta fermol 
And when they would not let him arrange 
The 6sh in the boxes 
He stroked those which were already arranged, 
Murmuring for his own satisfaction 
This identical phrase : . 

Ch'e biea. 

And at this I · was mildly abashed. 

The good Bdlaires 

THB BBLLAIRES 

Aus meinen grosscn Schmerzen 
Mach' ich die kleinen Lieder. 

Do not understand .the conduct of this world's affairs. 
In fact they understood them so badly 
That they have had to cross the channel. 

Nine lawyers, four counsels, five judges and three proctors 
of the King, 

C 1 54 POEMS. Poetry, IV. 5 (Aug. 19 14) 1 69-77. 
Conlenls: To KaA.ov-The S tudy in Aesthetics-The Bellaires-Salvationists, l-ID-Amities, I-IV [the fourth in 
Latin]-Ladies [originally "Le donne") (Agathas [originally "Agathas intacta"]; Young Lady; Lesbia ilia; Passing 
[originally "Passante"])-The Seeing Eye-Abu Salamrnanun-A Song of Empire. 
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Togetlu::r with the respective wives, hUBbands, Bisten and 
heterogeneous connections of the good Bdlaires, 

Met to discuss their affairs ; 
But the good Bdlaires have so little understood their affaiu 
That now there is no one at all 
Who can understand any aff--&r of theirs. Yet 
Fourteen hunters still eat in the stables of 
The good Squire Bellaire ; 
But these: may not suffer attainder, 
For they may not belong to the good Squire Bellaire 
But to his wife. 
On the contrary, if they do not belong to his wife, 
He will plead 
A 11freedom from attainder" 
For twdve horses and also for twelve boarhounds 
From Charles the Fourth ; 
And a further freedom for the remainder 
Of horses, from Henry the Fourth. 
But the judges, 
Being free of mediaeval scholarship, 
Will pay no attention to this, 
And there will be only the more confusion, 
Replevin, estoppel, espavin and .what not. 

Nine lawyers, four counsels, etc., 
Met to discuss their affairs, 
But the sole result was bills 
From lawyers to whom no one was indebted, 
And even the lawyers 
Were uncertain who was supposed to be indebted to them. 

Wherefore the good Squire Bellaire 
Resides now at Agde and Biaucaire. 
To Carcassonne, Pui, and Alais 
He fareth from day to day, 
Or takes the sea air 
Between Marseilles 
And Beziers. 

And for all this I have considerable regret, 
For the good Bellaires 
Are very charming people:. 

SALVATIONISTS 

I 

Come, my songs, let us speak of perfection
We shall get ourselves rather disliked. 

II 

Ah yes, my songs, let us resurrect 
The very excellent term Rusticus. 
Let us apply it in all its opprobrium 
To those to whom it appl ies. 

267 
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And you may decline to mak:e them immortal, 
For we shall consider them and their state 
In delicate 
Opulent silence. 

III 
Come, my songs, 
Let us take arms against this sea of stupidities-
Beginning with Mumpodorus ; 
And against this sea of vulgarities
Beginning with Nimmim ; 
And against this sea of imbeciles
All the Bulmenian literati. 

AMITlltsl 
Old friends the most. 

W. B. Y. 

I 

To one, on returning certain years after. 

You wore the same quite correct clothing, 
You took: no pleasure at all in my triumphs, 
You had the same old air of condescension 
Mingled with a curious fear 

That I, myself, might have enjoyed them. 

Te tJoila, mon Bourritnne, you also shall be immortal. 

II 

To anotlur. 

And we say good-bye to you also, 
For you seem never to have discovered 
That your relationship is wholly parasitic ; 
Yet to our feasts you bring neither 
Wit, nor good spirits, nor the pleasing attitudes 

Of discipleship. 

III 

But you, hos amic, we l:eep on, 
For to you we owe a real debt : 
In spite of your obvious flaws, 
You once discovered a moderate chop-house. 

IV 

Isle fuit 'Vir incultus, 
Deo laus, quod ut sepultus, 
Vermes lwbent tius tJUitu-

A-a-a-a-A-mtn. 
Ego autem jovialis 
Gaudtbo in conlubernalis 
Cum jocutida ftmina. 

LADIES 
Jlgathas 

Four and forty lovers had Agathas in the old days, 
All of whom she refused ; 



C l 54, 1 9 14 

Cl 54 Continued 

And now she turns to me se;-:king love, 
And her hair also is turning. 

Young Lady 

I have fed your lar with poppies, 
I have adored you for three full years ; 

And now you grumble because your dress doei> not fit 
And because I happen to say so. 

Memnon, Memnon, that lady 
Who used to walk about amongst u.s 

With such gracious uncertainty, 

Is now wedded 
To a British householder. 
Lugete, f/ eneres! Lugete, Cupidinesquel 

Passing 

Flawless as Aphrodite, 
Thoroughly beautiful, 
Brainless, 
The faint odor of your patchouli, 
Faint, almost, as the lines of cruelty about your chin, · 
Assails me, and concerns me almost as little. 

THB SERINO RYB 

The small dogs look at the big dogs ; 
They observe unwieldly dimensions 
And curious imperfections of odor. 

Here is a formal male group : 
The young men look upon their seniors, 
They consider the elderly mind 
And observe its inexplicable correlations. 

Said Tsin-Tsu : 
It is only in small dogs and the young 
That we find minute observation. 

A B U  SALAMMAM M-A SONG OF E MPIRE 

Being the .rort of poem I would write if King George V !hould 
have me chained to the fountain before Buckingham Palace, 
and should give me all the food. and women I wanted. 

To my brother in chains Bongo-Bongo. 

Great i:> King George the Fifth, 

for he has chained me to this fountain ; 
He feeds me with beef-bones and wine. 

Great is King George the Fifth
His palace is white like marble, 
His palace has ninety-eight windows, 
His palace is like a cube cut in thirds, 

?.69 
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Abu Salammamm-A Song of Empire 
It  is he who has slain the Dragon 

and released the maiden Andromeda. 
Great is King George the Fifth ; 

For his army is legion, 

His army is a thousand and forty-eight soldiers 
with red cloths about their buttocks, 

And they have red faces like bricks. 
Great is the :King of England and greatly to be feared, 

For he has chained me to this fountain ; 
He provides me with women and drink:s. 

Great is King Geor�:;e the Fifth 
and very resplendent is this fountain. 

It is adorned with young gods riding upon dolphins 

And its waters are white like silk:. 

Great and Lofty is this fountain ; 

And seated upon it is the late Queen, Victoria, 

The Mother of the great Icing, in a hooJHlcirt, 

Like a woman heavy with child. 

Oh may the king live forever I 
Oh may the Icing live for a thousand years I 
For the young prince is foolish and headstrong ;  
H e  plagues me with j ibes and sticks, 

And when he comes into power 
He will undoubtedly chain someone else to this fountain, 

And my glory will 
Be at an end. 

E�:ra Pound. 
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GOD IN LONDON. 
A .D. 1914. 

SO .ME views without comments : special ones of thll 
state of intelligence in Britain in tho year 1914 : 
absent-mindedly soapshotled by 11 The Times " of 

this year's date. We put them on record lor the diver
aion of the alightly increased host of intelligent who 
will bo louud offering fllJlcy pricoo for co.rly copico l)f 
Tm: EooiM'l' . two hundred years or so hence. The occ11,· 
sian is the framing of a new motto for the Londnn 
County Council upon their inclusion of additional areas 
into Larger London. The appended suggestions for 
mottoes have been offered in response to an invitation 
iasued by 11 The Times,'' from whose pages we extract 
them. They provide their own commentary. 

• • * 
First 11 The Times " :-11 The selection of a motto 

for London is no easy task, but if it i"s W(lrth doing at 
all, it is  worth doing well. What principles should 
guide our choice 1 Should the words, which must be 
few, state a fact or express an aspiration 1 The sen· 
tence founded on Tacitus, 1 The sweetness of the place 
holds us,' made & statement at onco simple and interest
ing, and one which was in many ways in accordance 
both with the feelings of Londoners and with the spirit 
of a tolerant and ·rather easy-going age, in that it spoke 
of the pleasure of living in London rather than of the 
greatness of the city or the reoponaibilities of the 
citizens. H would have been a natural, :if not a wholly 
creditable, product of our time . . . . But . . .  i1� it. 
fiiOTal toru it il far inferior to tM motto of the City, 
Domine dirigt no& • • • But among the poots tho locu• 
clauku• on London is in Spenser. From him we might 
borrow the petition - ' Sweet Thames run soltly . '  
Thousands must know these words, even it they know 
nothing elBe of Spenser's. T-he Thames has made 
London ; its watera will glide past the County Council's 
new senate-house ; is it not worthy ·to be held in remem
brance 1 We throw this out merely as a auggeaMon, and 
we invite our readers to come forward with others." 
And they come forward. 

• • • 
11 God encompaBB us."-G. Binney Dibbl�e. 
1 1  A goodly he-ritage."-Henry Lygon. 
1 1  God guide us." -11 R. L. A." 
11 God our help. "-Rev. A. W. Lawaon. 
" The Majesty of London is our Ca.re."-Everard 

G�een. 
" With God's help faithful and free. "�ffry Drage. 
11 God of Mercy Guard us, Guard us " ;  11  Guide our 

. Counsels 0 Lord."-E. A. Harthill. 
)I He shall stand at the right hand of the poor " ;  

'" 0 prosper Thou our handywork."-George Berwood. 
" Lord direct us. "-Norton. 
" Lord Guid!l us."-William Thompson. 
11 Onwards London."-Robert GladstonP.. 
" "Freely ye received, Freely give."-G. H. Weeks. 
1 1  Ood with us."-Lord Mexborough. 
1 1  Dwell toget,her in Unity " ;  11 Order js heaven's first 

law."-Dean of St. Pauls. 
" L'*' not your own interests move you but rather the 

wishe11 of the public."-Arthur G. M. Hasilrige. 
11 God encompsae sll.' '-Rev. E. D. Stone. 
11 God encompasseth us. "-11 R. C. S. 
11 God encompass her."-Mr. C. V. B agot. 
11 God encompass."-Mr. J. F. Nicholson. 
11 Beautiful for situation, the joy of the w-hole earth " 

(Ps. xlviii, 2).-Rev. · A. S. W. Young. 
11 For. God and the common weal."-Rev. W. J. 

Batchelor. 
" God our Help. "-" R. S. M." 
" Le�, Kindly Light."-Mr. H. 0. Huokisson and 

" R. W. R." 
" Lord keep our city " ; or " God, en�ompo.ss our city." 

" Long Years in London.'' 

" In tho peaco thereof shall ye havo peace " (J"cr. :xxi x.). 
- -Rev. B. Levy. 

" God'� Providence i� mine inheritance " ;  or " God 
guard ua."-Mr. A. E. Snelson. 

" Hitherto the Lord r.ath hclved u�.' '-Mias Emily 
Davies. 

" Fight the good fight " (1 Tim. vi, 12).-M: Grove. 
" God gllu.l"ll ihu ux.le."-Tho llllv. Lionel B. Lewi.!!. 
" Pe!l.Ce be within thy wallo.' '-Mr. J. Wooehouso. 
" God's grace our guide."-Sir Henry Samuelson. 
" God fend and lur�her ua."-·Mr. A. G. Watson. 
" God guard the Nation 's honrt."-Mr. H enry Shar-

man. 
" Excel in all t-hings but in goodness most."-E. A. 

%�� . . 
" Thou shalt love thy neighbour as thyscll."-Mr. J. 

H. Hodge. 
" Not by might nor by power.' '-Mr. W. Marsba.ll. 
" The Lord is our strength.'' - Mr. H. Montefiore 

Schlo86. 
11 Broad is our heritage, may our n.ims be hlgh."-

Canon Parkinson. · 
" Burrcunded with God's Protection " (Milton).-" D." 
" London. "-.Mr. J. Draper Bishop. 
" My word is my bond."-Mr. W. Robinson. 
" For the King and the Nation."-Mrs. Stavrinirle:�. 
1 1 London, the -heart of the Britiah Empire. "-Mr. 

F. W. D. Mitchell. 
" There is no wealth but life."-Mr. E. K. Allen. 
" Queen of Commerce."-Mr. W. A. Maggll. 
11 Our word and Truth,''  or " Truth and our Word."-

Mr. Edward Belsha.w. 
" Labour and Wn.it."-Mr. F. M. P. Higgins. 
" I  stand for freedom.' '-"W. P. E." 

27 1 

" She sits serene " (8mollett).-" Falmouth." 
" Live o.nd let live.' '-Mr. W. Nicholls. 
" Be first in endea.vour. "-Mr. Emile Bucher. 
" God's Free Men."-" X. t:. " . 
" Move On."-Mr. Robert A. Johnson. 
" London, the heart of the World.''-" E. V. " 
" Let us be au example. "-" H. R. K." 
" .l:le just and fear not.''-Miss Evelyn Clarke. 
" Principlea, not men. "-Dr. W. W; Hn.rdwicke. 
" Onward and upward. "-Mrs. T. W. Morrison. 
" How London doth pour out her cit.zens " (Bhake-

apeare).-.Mr. John Booth. 
" Augusta.''-.Mr. C. McNa.ught. 
" Now more august '' (Dryden, " An. Mir. ," 295).

Mre. A. W. Verrall. 
11 Grea.t England's glory and the World's wide 

wonder " (8penser).-.Mr. R. Cromwell Edwards . 
" Grea.t is London.''--Mr. J. Stephens. 
" Flow Tho.mes, flourish London.''-Mr. T. E. Morris. 
" London grea.t and noble. ''-Mr. John Lloyd. 
" London's thrift, God's gift. "-Rev. W. H. Langhorne. 
11 Faith, Fellowship, and Fortitude. "-Rev. J. Phillips-

Dickson. 
" Charity never faileth."-Mr. G. P. Ridley. 
" .Me, too."-Owen John. 
" London for Ever. ''-Lieutenant-Gcneral A. F. Gatliff. 
" God give us ayde " or " God giveth the increo.se."-

" G. K. B.'' 
" Faith then greatness."-Mr. A. J. Keen. 
" Lord, may London ne'er be undone. ' '-Mr. J. W. 

Oddie. 
" Here's to London Town.''-Mr. John Denham Po.r· 

sons. 
" Counsel in Councii.''-.Mr. G. Smith. 
" Strong w ith a Spirit Free " (M. A rnold).-Mr. G 

Rothnie. 
" Advance.''--Mr. J. Lomasney. 
" iHome.''-Mr. E. B. de Colepepper. 
" London, the glory of the Western side, throughout 

the World is lovely London fo.med " (G. Peele).-Mr. A. 
W. Lockhart. 

C154a God in London. A.D. 1914. Egoist, I. 15 (1 Aug. 1914) 286. 
Suggested mottoes for London, extracted from tl1e Times, London. Unsigned, but almost certainly by Erra Pound. 
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THE GLAMOUR OF G. S. STRE ET. 
rll HEHE i� iu the work of Mr. G. S. Street u �implo 

and naive constatation. 1 1 It iu with pleasure. " 

. . .  Yes it iM with very great pleasure that I pause 
amid my Iurieo to state this. The generation of men 

who have preceded me is in the main so loathsome. 
The very mention of their names Ji.lla me with ·such a. 
no.uaeo., tho.t J tun glad of a chunge. It io a demand of 
the oyatern not a mere craving for the bizarre that leads 
me thus to risk the scorn of my contemporaries o.nd 
speak well of a book wri tten in the 1 1  'nineties " or even 
in 1000. " 'rhe older men o.re such lice. " 

Thus from a frien dly bookcase I take out works that 
are quite unknown to me and my 1 1 clique "-y3ij, poople 
who do not know how my friends detest euch other, 
ignorant olc.l novelists and such like, are said to call it 
a cliqu�. I take down, I My, hooks that are quite new 
to me and reM! with pleasure. Mr. Street unfolds hia 
panorama. so deftly , . , like the descent of disease in 
" Candide," JJe unfolds the life of the richly uncultured. 
Let us refer to ·his " Bantocks," they might have been 
the proprietors of powerful " organs, " alas it waa only 
a. bo.nk. The vision of rigging finance through the Press 
bad not desconded upon them. 

We, the young men of my decade, with out• coarser 
touch are too prone to abridgment, we do not make 
ourselves oo a.musing. Mr. Street is ncl'or in haste, his 
style is, I think, liB nea.r perfect, at least it is as nea.r 
the most fitting as mortal stylist may attain. His 
sentence is brief and revealing. He raises no moral 
issue. He m oves with gracious precision. He solves 
such multiludinoua doubts. We ha.vo always wondered, 
!or instance, who buys Mr. Collier's pictureR ;  who 
lives in ouch and such houoeo ; how . . , in God' .a name 
how the consummate idiocy of o. country can put up with 1 1 The Times " and Lord . . , and Lord . . . LLDd all the 
other institutions ;  and why Mr . . . . isn't hanged . 

All these and a wo rld of minor matters are explained 
to us.  I feel we should revive Mr. S treet. I feel that 
we of this generation should tum toward hiin, that our 
soulu should imitate the commendable ounllower and 
learn at . . .  should receive his beneficent ray.s. He 
brings ouch calm to the mind. He melts away one's 
resentment. He epreGds before us such a world. A 
world that is dnlting " out of our ken." One supposes 
it  drift& on to somewhere. Somewhere in the baclc
wnters of Mayfair, somewhere in the sinks of Belgravia 
or the atews of B LLyswater ouch people exist. 

But literature and the excitable world are loo.sing 
touch with them. Suburbia is invading the novel. The 
short story i s  a prey to the 8trindbergio.n backwash. 
But no one doe.s " this sort of people." For instance, 
there wo.s a loathsome woman in court the other day 
who said " W&a absinthe a drink, she didn't know about 
such things ! "  You didn't wonder her daughter had 
gone to the bGd. You were mildly surprised that the 
coroner ha.d u.t.tributed her fall to auffragette dictrinea, 
but you didn't know how the mother thought, you didn't 
know the state of mind that h11d produced that coroner. 

Now all these people belong to Mr. Street's England. 
And the censor of playa baa just taken the bann off 
Ibsen's " Ghosts," and this is an up-to-date country. 

I suppose Mr. Street has, or had, or however one is to 
put it, a. better prose style th11n anyone who wrote here 
in the " 'nineties." This is o. very rash atLLtllment, !or 
I do not upend the greater part of my time reading " the 
'nineties," but it is so refreshing to come, in English, 
modern, prose, upon a sophisticated mind thLLt one is a 
little off guLLrd. Mr. Street has no pose. When I look 
over tho list of dull duffers who compose the " Academic 
Committee of the Royal Society of Literature," I find 
no trace of his name. 
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I cnn only recall again the grave wo.rningo that have 
been wasted upon me. I can only remember again that 
I ha.ve been cautioned agLLinot the use of irony, that I 
have been told wh!Lt " can not be clone." For instance, 
" you m�.;stn't <lt!nigrcl' A.  Mary F. Robinson. " 11 No 
pnper will stand it." 

· 
How well I remember that lesson : I had been �Jil•cn 

certa.in books to review, by the uprightest of critics on 
th� most impartial of dailies. One book wao silly, o.nd 
in the innocence of my heart I said ao. I had no more 
books to review. And I sorely needed that money. 

Now, Mr. Street's books expluin such matters. Aftor 
reLLding them cne understands 1 1  tho finer feelings " 
which keep this great city together. 

And then Mr. 'Street is such IUl example. . An 
example, I mean, about using irony and about beautiful 
writing. Sister Myrtle inn't quoted about enjoying hio 
ninetieth thousand. 'fhe grateful millions do not h1111g 
in suspense at his name. He does not own a. motor or 
oven a privo.te yacht, though I once saw him crossing 
tho Cbannel. . 

I do not hep.r ·his name spoken with awe m the literary 
gatherings of my contemporaries, or even oy ouch elder 
literati a.u my liability to sudden and unspeakable bore
dams obill permits me to frequent. 

Neither ha.o Mr. Street aougbt to assuage me in pri
vate. He ha.a regarded me with o. fra.nk and gonia! 
aversion, ouch as one would ahow to a dangerous bit 
of flotsam which might contain explosives or at least 
stinging fish. His newly-found books delight me on their 
own, and Wla.ided, account. Ono envios Mr. Street his 
great patience. Ono feels that !.is decade may ha.ve 
something aa.id in i ts favour. Or perhaps not his 
decade, 

One feels rather that he may have something wh ich 
we oorely lo.ck in our own decade. We are perhaps too 
prone to na.mo the detestable, to BLAST it outrightly. 
To say we wish so-and·so were deGd and such thing!!. 
abolishec.l. But Mr. Street's writing io like some subtle 
fluid which both annihilates and preserves. (I believe 

arsenic has some such o.ction.) The dead fonn of his 
era. are, so t.o speak, clearly dincerniblo in his bottle 
of alcohol. And we lo.ck his touch. Wo are no l onger 
able to sny : Lord N orthcliffe was ouch and ouch, and 
ouch and such. We have nover aet eyes on Northcliffe. 
We don't evon know th nt he reads his own paper, and 
we say vut aud out, " Damn Lord Northcliffe l" holding 
him renponsible for '' The Times," which doesn' t so 
much really matter. 

How different ·io Mr. Btreet'.s sweetneso ! How gently 
and how simply he lays bare the quiet life of " The 
Bantocko." With what infinite patience must he have 
oat at So-and-so'o dinners. With what fortitude must 
he ha,ve gone daily abroad. With what consummate 
patience must he bLLve laboured at hio writing till every 
phrase tello. Surely no word io wasted. It gently 
ripples along, 

The late 'nineties seem to have hovered between 

Gomorrah o.nd Hampstead. That is to say, I don't 
know. I waan't he re, but u.s nearly as I can compu.te 
tho time it must have been so. By " Hamp-stead " I 

m�an the und�:rtow. The pre-R&phu.elite doctrine of 
love on a full stomach giving way to vegetarianism ; 
Morrisism declining into the Fabians, etc. Amid a.ll 
thi s rummage our author treads with delicate feet. Aa 
much ilf his personality as gleams through hio w rWugs 
would lead us to picture him au one with a. distinguished 
love of ease , , . for which we feel the moot profound 
sympo.thy. 

Hio own Aympathy with more spacious days imp arts 
8. cortain np!Lciou.onaoo to his style, a. certain breadth 
of vioion. Ezn.&. PouND. 
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EDWARD ·wADSWORTH, 
VORTIC I ST. 

An authorised appreciation by EzUJ. PouND. 

" IT is no more ridiculous that one ahould receive or 
convey nn emotion by an arrnngement of planoa, 
or by nn arrangement of l inea 11nd colours than 

that one should convey or receive such an emotion by 
un unu.ngeweul. of muu.icul not-eo." 

That proposition io oeli-ev-ident to oll eave the more 
retarded typeo of mento.my. 

Programme music is, for the most part, inferior music. 
Painting that relies on mimicry rather than on 11 arrange
men t "  iu for the moot part inferior painting. 

Innocuous people come to roe o..nd tell me that all 
vort.icist painters are olike, or that they nre like modern 
paintero of other schools, etc. They say wi�h fluttering 
voices, 11 I don't see where this new nrt is yoina,'' etc. 

The new n.rt i n so fnr as i t i o  the art of Mr. Lewin, 
Mr. Etcbella and Mr. Wadsworth iJ, If you want art 
that is  11 going," go to the Royal Portrait Painters' 
show, that art i s yoina, pa8lling, marasmic. The 
futurists bad a good painter named Severini, they still 
have a good painter, an expressionist named Balla. The 
vorticista have at least three good painters and more 
coming on . 

These painters arc no� all alike, they are none of them 
like Balla. One of them agrees w-ith what Kandinaky 
has writlen, but his work is not in the least like 
Kandinsky's. The new painters nre no more 11 all alike " 
than Chinamen are 11 all alike." To the unoboerving or 
untrained mind all Chinamen m ay look alike. A good 
vorticist painting is more likely to be mistaken for a 
good expressionist painting thnn for Lhe work of Mr .. 
Collier. I trust no one would mistake the work of even 
a vorticiat otudent for the work of any R.A. or A.n.A. or 
n. P. P. or anything of that oort. 

A Zulu might be unable to tell the difference between 
a Lavery, a John and a ·Sargent. They are " all alike, " 
yet even George Moore could tell the difference between 
them. These men all work " on more or less the same 
principle." You would explain their differences partly 
in terms of technical efficiency, partly in terms of taote 
and personal i ty. A good John is oomething different 
from a good or a bad Sargent. Even a good Lavery is 
something different from a mediocre Sargent. 

These statements are absurdly oimple, but they nre no 
more simply absurd than the generol talk one hears 
about the new art, and the general tone of the preos 
thereanent. 

II. 
The vorticiot movement -i o a mo1•ement of individuals, 

for individualo, for the protection of individuality. It 
there is such a proceHo 1\8 evolution it i8 closely aDJIO· 
oio.ted with the different.iation of apeoiea. HumaD.ity 
has been intereoting, more interesting than the rest of 
the animal kingdom because the individual .baa been 
more easily diocernible from the herd. The idiosyncraoy 
is more aoliont. 

The vorticiat movement is not leas unanimous becauoe 
ito two beat known painters, Mr. Lewis and Mr. Wado
wortb, are quite different, both in their works and in 
their modus vivendi . 

Mr. Lewis io a reatleos, turbulent intelligence bound to 
mo.ke himaeU felt. If he ·had not been o. vorticiat painter 
he would have been o. vorticio� something aloe. He is r1 
man full of sudden, illuminating an tipathieo. I remember 
o. remarkable otudy by bim in the 11 English Review " 
(before i� fell into its preoent condition), I remember hio 
comments, years ago, of some French otory or other, a 
mind always full of thought, subtle, swift-moving. 

A man with his kind of intelligence is bound to be 
always crashing o.nd oppooing and breaking. You can 
not be as intelligent, in that sort of way, without being 
prey to the furies. 

If, on tlie other ·hand, Mr. Wadsworth h11d not been a 
vorticiaL painter he would have been some other kind of 
painter. Being o. good painter, born in  England in ouch 
and such o. year of our era, the time, the forces of nature, 
etc. , have made ·him a vorticiat. It ia n.s hard to conceive Mr. Wadsworth expressing himoelf in any other medium 
save paint as it is to conceive !Mr. Lewin remaining 
unexpreooed. 

'l'hia ulmoub too obvious difference iu lemparamenl. 
hiL!J, n o.turo,lly, o. resulting difference -in the work of these 
two men. One's difforentio.tion of the two groups of 
pictures arranges itself almost as  a aeries of o.ntithiaea. 
Turbulent energy : repose. Anger :  placidity, and so on . 

H is natural that Mr. Lewis should give uo pictures of 
intelligence gno,ohing tMth with stupidity, that bo 
o.hould choooe 1 1 Timon 11 for o. uubjed, and that bo 
should stop design and burnt into ocathing criticiom, as 
iu hiu druwllig of ceutau t u  lillU oucred virgiuu. 

H is oquo.Uy naLmal that Mr. Wnduworth shot�ld take 
hio delight in ports and harbours and in the verna.\ 
proceoseo of n o.turo ; o..nd that oven hio mo.chinery should 
tend toward an oriental angular grace. 

I can not recall any painting of Mr. Wadsworth's 
where be aeemo to be o..ngry. There is o. delight in 
mechanical beauty, a delight in the bf!lau ty of ohipa, or 
of crocuaeo, or a delight in pure form. He l iked this, 
tno.t, or tho o ther, and so he sat down to paint it. 

I truot the gentle reo.der io accuotomed to tnke plenoure 
in 1 1 Whiotler n.nd the Japo.nose." Otherwise he ho.d 
beUer otop reading my article until he -has treated him
nell to some further dro.ughts of education. 

From Whistler and the Japanese, or Chinese, tho 
11 world," tbo.t i s  to say, the fragment of  the English· 
speaking world tho.t spreads i toe!I into print, learned to 
enjoy 1 1 arrangements " of colours o.nd mo.oaeo. 
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(A word -here about representative art : At the vorticiot 
dinner, o. large genUeman inclining to futurism said that 
some tell you they 11 represent "  and some that they 
1 1  don't represent," etc. The vorticiot can represent or  
not as  he likes. He dtpcncl&-dependo for his  artistic 
effeclr-upon the arrangement of spaces and line, on the 
primary media of his art. A resemblance to natural 
forma is of no consequence one way or the other.) 

I have hang-ing before me one of Mr. Wadsworth's  
arrangements i n  pure form, called (simply because i t  
is necessary to call pictures something or other for ease 
of reference in conversation) 1 1 Khn.k.i." lL .happens to 
have a khaki-ish sort of colour for ground and is there. 
fore easy to remember no 1 1  Khaki." 

This pidure does not 1 1  look like " anything, save 
perhapo a Chineoe or Japaneoe painting with the repre
sentative patches removed. The feeling I get from t.hia 
picture is very much the feeling I geL from certain 
eastern paintingo, and I think the feeling that went into 
it is probably very much the name as that which moved 
certain Chinese paintero. It is a feeling that moves men 
to paint in periods b'efore their form or 11 school " of art 
has decayed and become sentimental. 

I have at my right an amazingly .fine line block of 
1 1 Vliaaingen," The 1 1 motif "  is sh ipo in n harbour, U 
is a very fine organiantion of forms. That is to say, 
there are o. whole lot of forms, all in keeping, and all 
contrihuting to the effect. There is no use saying that 
the maets and eailo are like the lances in a Paolo Ucello. 
They are not. Yet one might uay that _the o rganiuation 
of forma was g()od in Wadsworth's  drawing and -in tho 
well-Jmown Ucello for aomewhnt similar or even for the 
''enJ 1amc reason. This is n. bad way to criticise. One 
only refers to some old picture for the eake of getting 
the reader or the spectator who is hostile to,  or un· 
fo.mi liar w i th, the new painting w consider -it from an 
impartial position, 

There io a definite, one might say a musicol or a music
like pleasure for the eyo in noting the arrangement of 
the very o.cute triangles combined lik'e 1 1  noteo in a 
fugue " in this drawing of Mr. Wadsworth' a. One is 
much more at ease in oomparing this new work to m uuic. 

I recall a black and white of ·Mr. Wo.doworth'u, a 
thing like a oignal arm or nome other graceful un
explained bit o f  mo.chinery, reaching ou�, and alone, 
across the picture, like a. Mozart theme skipping nn 
octave, or  leaving the baoo for the treble. 

It is posoibly wrong to try to lind names for one's 
pleasureo. The pleaoureo of any one art are bent ren
dered in the terms of that art, yet one may perhaps 
1 1 talk around them 11--<lne cannot -help it, in fact. It 
is impossible to bear a fine musician without saying later 
that one has heard him, and without m nking comments, 
ending, of course, with 1 1 but what is  the uae in talking." 
One doesn't talk while the muoic is going on. One 
doeon't pretend that one's comments have the value of 
painting. When one sees aome form of beau ty attacked, 
uome beautiful form uncomprehended, one tolreo u p  its 
defence, automatically almont. It io n atural to praise 
nnd defend thooe who have given us plea-sure. 
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SOME REJECTED MOTTOES. 
The following appropriate mottoeo for London were 

not published in the " Times " :-

" Geourgeois. "-'l'he King. 

" '  Oddo on and evens,' 

Cries the bell of St. S tepheno."-Lloyd George. 

" Shekled and Shawn."--G. B. ·Shaw. 

" Harmsworthy. "-Northcliffe. 

" All my realm reels back into the beast. "-Mrs. Pank-
·hurst. 

" BOOM-STIR ! ! ! !  "-Marinetti. 

" Aphrod.ite· Panda.moo. "-Professor Geddes. 

" To my heart, 0 Israel. "-Cecil Chesterton. 

" Hell, etC. , eW. "-Father Vaughan. 

" The .Star-spangled manner. "-Ambassador Page. 

" God bleso my unmitigated ha'pennyness. "-" Daily 
Mail." 

" London, the .human touch that means so much."
Victor V. Branford. 

" The Mitey Atom. "-Marie Carelli. 

" In me behold the jumpaboutity New Age. "-A. Rip-
vanwinkle Orage. 

" 'Appy and gloriuth. "-Lord Chief Justice. 

" I  play the (party) game. "-Mons. Hilaire Belloc. 

" There's no place like RHome."-Popc G. K. Ches-
terton. 

" ny my Parl iament (Act) ye shall know me. "
Ailquith. 

" Tush, Mush and •Slush," or " Tosh, Bosh and Slosh. " 
-God (new version). 

C157 Some Rejected Mottoes. Egoist, I. 16 ( 15  Aug. 1914) 318 .  
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VOH.'riCISM. 

•• h is no more ridiculous that a person shou ld receive or convey 
an emotion by means of o.n o.rrangement of shapes, or planes, 
or colours, than that they should receive or convey such emotion 
by an arrangement of musical notea." 

I suppose this pl':opositiou i1:1 self-evident. \Vhistler said us 
much, tome years ago, o.nd Pater proclaimed that 01 All o.rto 
approach the conditions of m usic." 
. Whenever I say this I n.ru greeted with o. storm of " Yes, 

,but . . . .. " " But ·why lisn't ,this :art futurism ? '' " Why 
isn'.t ? " •• Why don 't ? " o.nd o.bove o.ll : " What, in Heaven's 
no.me, has it got to do with your Imagiste poetry ? " 

Let me explain at leisure , and in nice, orderly, old-fashioned 
prose. 

\Ve o.re o.ll futurists to the extent of believing with Gu illaume 
Appollouaire th1lt " On ne peut pas porter par tout avec soi le 
cadavro de son pere." But " futurism," when it gets into o.rt, 
is, for the most part, a descendant of impressionism . It . is a 
sort of accelerated impressionism. 

There is another artistic descent vid Picasso and J(andinsky ; 
vid cubism and expressionism. One does not complain of nco
impression or of accelerated impressionism and " simultaneity," 

· but one is not wholly so.tisfied by them. One has perhaps other 
needs. 

Jt is very difficult  t.o make generalities about three art.s at 
once. I shall  be, perhaps, more l ucid if I gi ve ,  briefly, the 
history of the vorticist art with which I o.in most intimateiy 
connected , that is to say , vorticist poetry. Vorticism has been 
n.nnounced a s  inCluding such and such painting and sculptur(' 
aD.d " Imagismc " in verse. I shall explain " I  magisme ," and 
t hen proceed to show its inner relat ion t.o certain mooem 
p:linl ings and sculpture. 

r mngisme, in so far ns it has been known at ul l , has hct>n 
!mown ch iefly us a styl iRt ic movement ,  ns a movement of crit.icism 
rather than of creo.tion . This is natural , for,  despite nil possihl<' 
celerity of publ ication , the public is always, nnd of. nece88ity • 

. ,;orne years behind the n.rtists' actual thought. Nearly nnyonc 
is ready to accept " Imagisme " ns n department of poetry, just 
aR one o.ccepts " lyricism " na a. department of poetry . 

• There is a. so'rt of poetry where music, Bheer melody, seems 
M if it were just hursting into speech .. 

C158 Vorticism. Fortnightly Review, XCVI (N.S.). 573 (1 Sept. 1914) (461 ]-47 1 .  
Reprinted in Gaudier-Brzeska ( 1916)-Al O-pp. 94-109. 
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There is another sort of poetry where painting or sculpture 
seems as if it  were '1just coming over into speech." 

The first sort of  poetry has long been called " lyric." One 
is accustomed to distinguish easily between " lyric " and " epic " 
and " didactic. "  One i s  capable of finding the ·" lyric " passages 
in a drama or in a long poem not otherwise " lyric." This division 
is in the grammars and school books, and one has been brought 
up to it. 

The other sort of poetry is as old as the lyric and as honourabl� . 
but, until recently , no one had named it.  Ibycus and Liu 0h 'o 
presented the " Image ." Dante is a great poet by reason of 
this faculty , and :Milton is a wind-bag because of his lack of it, 
The " image " ig · the furthest possible ·remove from rhet.oric. 
llhetoric id the art of dressing up some unimportant mat.ter so 
as to fool the audience for the time bei ng. So much for the 
general category. Even Aristotle dist-ing11ishes between rhetoric, 
" which is persuasion ," and the analytical examination of truth . 
As a " critical " movement, the " Imagisme " of 1912 to '14 set 
out " to bring poetry up to the level of prose." No one is so 
quixotic as to believe that contemporary poetry holds any . such 
position . . . •  Slendhal formulated the need in his De L' Amour :-

" Ln pol!sio nvec sea comparoisons obligt!cs, sa mythologie que ne croit 
pos Je poHe, so dignHtS do style n lo Louis X IV. et tout 1 'attiroil de sea 
ornaments oppeM pol!tique, est bien ou dessous de Ia prose d�s qu'il s'agit 
de donner uno idt!e claire ot prt!cise des mouvements du creur, or dans oo 
genre on n 'emcut que pnr Ia clarM." 

Flaubert and De Maupassant lifted prose to the rank of a 
finer art, n.nd one has no patience with contemporary poets who 
escape from all the difficulties of the infinitely difficult art of 
good prose by pouring themselves into loose verses. 

The tenets of the Imagiste faith were published in . March , 
1913, as follows :-

I. Direct treatment of the " thing ," whether subjective or 
objective. 

II. To use absolutely no word that does not contribute to 
the presentation. 

III. As regarding rhythm : to compose in sequence of the 
musical phrase, not in sequence of the metronome. 

There followed a series of about forty cautions to beginners, 
which need not concern ns here. 

The arts have indeed " some sort of common bond , some inter
recognition."  Yet certain emotions or subjects find their most 
appropriate expres,sion in some one particular a.rt. . The :lwork 
of art which is most .. worth while ., is the work which;· would 
need a h'mdred works of any other kind of art � explain it. · A 
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fine statue is the ·core of a. hundred poems. A fine poem is a 
score of symphonies. There is music which would need a. 
hundred paintings to express it. '.fhere is no synonym for the 
Victory of Samothrace or for Mr. Epstein's fiemitcs. '!'here is 

no pa,inting of Villon'a Freres HumaiTts. Such works a.re what 
we call works of the .. first. intensity." 

A given subject or emotion belongs to that artist, or to that 
sort of artist who must know .it most intimately o.nd moat in
tensely before he can render it adequately in his art. A painter 
mua� know much more about a. sunset than a. writer, if he is 
to puf it on canvas. But when the poet speaks of " Dawn in 
russet mantle clad," he presents something which the painter · 
cannot present. 

I said in: the preface to my Guido Cavalcanti that I believecl 
in o.n o.baolute rhythm. I believe tho.t every emotion and every 
pho.se of emotion has some toneless phrase, 8ome rhythm-phrase 

· to  express it. 
(This belie£ leads to vcrs librc and to experiments in quantita

tive verse.) 
To hold a. like belief in a. sort o{ permanent metaphor is, ns 

I understand it, " symbolism " in its profounder sense. It is not 
necessarily a belief in a. permanent world, but it is a. .  belief 
in that direction. 

· 

Imagisme is not symbolism. The symbolists dealt in •• associa
tion ," that is, in a. sort of allusion, almost of allegory. They 
degraded the symbol to the status of a. word. They made it 
a. form of metronomy. One can be grossly " symbolic," Cor 
example, by using the term " cross " to mean " ttial ." The 
symbolist's &ymbols have a fixed value, like numbers in o.rith
metic, like 1 ,  2, and 7. The imagiste's images have o. variable 
significance, like the signs a ,  b ,  and x in algebra. 

Moreover, one docs not want to be called a. symbolist, because 
Rymbolism has usually been associated with mushy technique. 

On the other hand, Imagisme is not Impressionism, though 
one borrows, or could borrow, much from the impressionist 
method of presentation. But this is only negative definition. If 
I nm to give n. psychological or philosophical definition •• from the 
inside ,'' I can only do so autobiographically. The precise state
ment of such o. matter must be based on one's own experience. 

In the " search for oneself,'' in the search for " sincere self
�xpression ," one gropes, one finds some seeming ·verity. One says 
" l  a m " this , that, or the other, o.nd with the words scarcely 
uttered one ceases to be that thing . .  

I bego.n this search for the real in n. book called Persona . . , 
casting off, na 1t were, complete masks of the self in each poem. 
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I continued in long series of. translations, which were but morf' 
ela borate masks. 

Secondly, I made poems like " The Return ," which is an  
objective reality and has a compl icated sort o f  significance , l ikl' 
Mr. E pstein's " Sun God ," or Mr. Brzeska's " Boy with a. Coney . "  
Thinlly, I have wri tten " Heather," which represents a state of  
consciousness, o r  " i m plies," or " implicates " it .  

A R ussian correspondent,· a fter having called it  a symbol ist 
poem , and having been convinced that it was not symbolisn t .  
said slowly : " I  see , you wish t o  give people new eyes , not t o  
make them see some new particular thing." 

'l'hese two latter sorts of poems are impersonal , and that Cad 
brings us back to what I sa id about absolute metaphor. They 
are Imngisme, a nd in so fa r as they are Imagisme, t.hey fal l i n  
with the new pictures a nd the new sculpture. 

Whistler said somewhere in the Gentle A rt : " The picture is 
interesting not because it  is Trotty V cg , but because it  is a n  
arrangement in colour." The minute you have admitted tha t ,  
you let i n  the jungl e ,  you let in nature and truth and abundance 
and cubism and K:mdinsky , and the lot of us. Whistler nn1l 
Kandinsky and some cubists were set to getting extraneouR 
matter out of their art ; they were ousting l iterary values. The 
Flaubertians talk a good deal about " constatation." " The 
'n ineties " saw a movement against rhetoric. I think all these 
things move together, though they do not , of course , move in step. 

The painters realise that what matters is form and colour. 
MusiCians long ago learned that programme music wns not the 
ultimate music . Almost a nyone can realise that to use o. symbol 
wit.h a n  ascribed or intended meaning is,  usuaily, to produce very 
bad nrt. We all  remember crowns, and crosses , and rainbows, 
and what not in atrociously mumbled colour. 

The Image is the poet's pigment.1 . The painter should use his 
colour because he sees it or feels it. I don ' t  m uch care whether 
he is representative or non-representa-tive. He should depend , 
of course , on the creative , not upon the m imetic or representa
tional pad in his work. It is the same in writing poems, the 
a nthor m ust USC his image oecn.use he sees it or feels it ,  nnt 
hccausc he thin){s he can use it  to bnck up some creed or some 
system of ethics or economics. 

An image, in om· sense , is real because we know it directly. 
If it have an age-old traditional meaning this may serve o.s proor 
to the professional student of symbology that we have etoofl 
in the deathless light,  or that we have walked in some particular 

(1) The ima�e haa been defined na " that which preaente o.n intellectual and 
emotionnl complex in nn instant of time." 
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lUbour of hio t.raditionb.l patadiao; but that is not our affair. 
It is our nfl'o.ir to render the inwg_e as we hMre perceived or · 

conceived it. 
Browning'o •• Sordel.lo 88 is onu of the futesl tnaiJks ever prl,� 

6Cnted. Dante's •• Paradiso " ira the most wonderful image. By 
t_hat I do not mean that it is a perseveringly imagistic performance. 
'l'hb permanent pa.rt is lmagiflme; the test: the discmi.rncs with 
tile calendar of sliints I!.Ild the discussions abbot the Da.ture of 
the mood, are philology. The form of o_phere above sphere, tho 
varying reaclies of light, the mitiutim ·of pearls upon foreheads, 
a"ll tbes.e are parts of the Imag(J. "The image is the poet's 
pigment J with that in mind you can go aheaa lind apply .Kaiidm� 
sky; you can transpose his chapter on tl1b iai:ig\iage of form 
and cblour and apply it to the writing of verse. As 1: canno£ 
rely on yoor ho.ving read :Kanamsky's Ueber dda Gewtige in der 
Kunst, I must go on with my autobiography. 

Three ye:x.rs ago in Paris I got btlt of a " metro " train . at 
La Concorde ,  and saw suddenly a. beautiful face, and then nrlotlier 
and another, o.nd then a .beautiful child's face, and then another 
beautifti1 woman, o.nd I tried a�l that day to find words for 
what this ha.d meant to me, and I could not find any words that 
11eemed tO me wdrthy, rir as lovely as that sudden emotion. And 
that evenirig, is I werit hotM a.lbng the Rue Ra.ynouard , I was still 
trjirig, ru1d I fou*d , suddeiily, the e:il:pre89ion. I ao not inean 
tho.t I found words , but there came ail equation . . .  not in 
sp·eecb; but in little splotchea of to�our. It was just that-a 
" pa.ttetri ," or hardly a paHerii, if by " pattern " you mean wine
thing with 9. " repeat " in it. But it was a: word , the beginning, 
for me, of a language in colour. I do riot iiieari that I was 
unfamiliar with the kindergarten stories about colours being like 
tones iri music. I think thil.t sorl of thirig is nonsenao. If you 
try to m:ike notes permanently correspond with particular eolours ; 
it is like tying narrow meanings fO symbo1s. 

That evening , in the Rue Ro.ynoua.rd, I realised quile vividly 
that if I were a. painter , ot if I had, ofteri, tliat kind of emotion , 
or even if I had the eiiergy td get paints and brushes and keep 
at it ,  I might found a �ew f!Chool of painting, bt " non-tepre"senta
t i ve .. · painting , a pa.intirig that would sj>e·ak only by o:iro.ngetrients 
in colour. 

And BO when I came to read Kandinskf's chapter on the , . . . 
language of foim and eolour, I foiind llttte· thaf_ was new to me. 
:{ only felt that 8omeorie else uridenitObd what_ I .un·?��?�·. O:n� 
had wriften it out very clearly. It 6e"ems· lfiziM naturo.� � rb.e 
that o.n artist shOuld have just ti.s ri:nl.ch plea.Sure in an arrange

ment of planes or in a pattern of figures, as in painting portraits 
VOL. XOVI. N.B. H H 
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of tine ladies, or in portraying the Mother of God as the 
symbolists bid us. 

When I find people ridicurwg the new a.rts, or mak ing fun 
of the clumsy odd terms that we use in trying to talk of theUl 
amongst ourselves ; when they laugh a.t our talking about the 
" ice-block quality " in Picasso , I think it is only because thC'y 
do not ' know what thought is like, and that they aro familiar 
only with argument and gibe and opinion. That is to say , they 
can only enjoy what they ho.ve been brought up to consider enjoy
able , or what some essayist has talked about in mellifluous phrases. 
They think only " the shells of thought," as De Gourmont call!l 
them ; the thoughts that have been already thought out by otherR . 

Any mind that is worth calling o. mind must have needs beyond 
the existing categories of language , just as a. painter must hav� 
pigments or shades more numerous than the ex isting names of 
the colours. 

Perhaps this is enough to explain the words m my 
" Vortex " 1 :-

" Every concept, every emotion, presents itseU to the vivid consciouooes" 
io some primary fonn. It belongs to the art of this fonn." 

Tha.t is to say, my experience in Paris should have gone into 
paint. If instead of colour I had perceived sound or planes in 
relation ,  I should have expressed it in music or in pculpture. 
Colour was, in that instance, the " primary pigment " ;  I mean 
that it was the first adequate equation that came into conscious
ness. The Vorticist uses the " primary pigment." Vorticism is 
art before it has spread itself into flaccidity, into elaboration a.ntl 
secondary applications. 

What I have said· of one vorticist art can be transposed for 
another vorticist art. But let me go on then with my �wn branch 
of vorticism, about which I can probably speak with greater 
clarity. All poetic language is the language of exploration� Since 
the beginning of bad writing, writers have used images 88 orna
ments. The point of Imagisme is that it does not use im�ges as 
ornaments. The image is itself the speech: The image is the 
word beyond formulated language.· 

I once saw a small child go � an electric light switch a.nd say, 
" Mamma, can I open the light? " She was using .the age-old 
language of exploration, the language of art: It was a. sort of 
metaphor, but she was not using it as ornamentation. 

One is tired of ornamentations,  they a.re all a trick, and any 
sharp person can learn them. 

· 

The Ja.panese have had the sense of exploration. They have 

(1) Appearing io the Joly oomber of . Blaet. 
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understood the beauty of this sort of knowing. A Chinaman said 
long ago that if a man c-nn 't sa.y what he has to say in twelve 
lines he had better keep quiet. The Japanese have evolved the 
still shorter form of the hoklm •. 

" The fallen blonsom flies book to ita bra nob : 
A butterfly." 

'fhat is the substance of a very well-known lwkku. Victor 
Plarr tells me that once, when he was walking over snow with 
a Japanese naval officer, they came to a place where a cat had 
crossed the path, .and the officer said, .. Stop, I am making a 
poem." Which poem was, roughly, as follows :-

.. The footsteps of the cat upon the snow : 

•. · (are like) plum.bl0880ms." 

The words .. a.re like " would not occur in the original, but I 
add them for claritY.. 

The .. one image poem " is a form of super-position, that is 
to say it is one idea. set on top of another. I found· it· useful in 
getting out of the impasse in which I had been left by my metro 
emotion . I wrote a thirty-line poem, and destroyed it because 
it w:ls what we call work .. of second intensity." Six months later 
I made a poem half that length ; a year later I made the follow
ing hokku-like sentence :-

" The oppariLion of  th ese  faces in  the crowd : 
l'ct.als, on a ·wet, black bough." 

I dare say it is meaningless unless one has drifted into u. certain 
vein of thought.' In a poem of this sort one is trying to record 
the precise instant when a. thing outward and objective transforms 
itself, or darts into a thing inward and subjective. 

'rhis particular sort of etmsciousneAs has not been identified with 
impressionist art. I think it is worthy of attention . 

'!'he logical' end of impressionist art is the cinematograph. The 
f>tatc of mind of the impressionist tends to become cinemato- · 

graphicaL Or, to put it another way, the cinematograph does 
awav with the need of o. Jot of impressionist art. · 

'l'iu.'rc are two opposed ways of thinking of n. nian ; firstly, you 
tuay think of him as that toward which perception moves, as the 
to�· of circumstance, as the plastic substance receioing impres
sions ;  secondly, you may think of him ns directing a certain 
fluid force against circumstance, as conceioing instead of merely 

(1) Mr. Flint. nnd Mr. Rodker have made longer poema depending on a 
aimilar pr�aent.ation of matttr. · So alao have Richard .Aldington, in hia In Via 
SMtina, and " H. D." in her Orta4, which latter poema gpreu m� lt.ronger 
emotio111 tha.n that io m7 linu here given. 

H H 2  
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reflecting and observing; One does not claim that one way is 
better than the other, one notes a. diversity of the temperament. 
The two camps always exist. In the 'eighties there were sym. 
bolists opposed to impressionists, now you hb.ve vorticiiHii , which 
is, rooghly speaking, expressionism , neo-cubism ,  and imagism 
gathered together in one camp a.nd futurism in the other. 
Futurism is descended from impressionism. It i1:1, in so far as 
it is ah att ttioveo:ieiit, a klhd of accelerated impressionism. It  ill 
a spreading, or atitface art, as opp<)sed to vorticism, which is 
intensive. 

'!'he vorticist has not this curious tic for destroying past glorieA. 
I have no doubt that Italy needed Mr. Marinetti, but he did not 
set on the egg that hatched nte1 and as I am wholly opposed t o  
his rcsthetic principles I see no reason why I, and various men 
who agree with me, should be expected to call ourselves {uturistA. 
We do not desire to evade comparison with the past. We prefer 
that the comparison be made by some intelligent person whoRe 
idea. of '' the tradition " is not limited by the conventional taste 
of four or five centuries and ane continent. 

\Torticism is an intensive art. I mean by this, that one i11 
concerned with the relative intensity, or relative significance, of 
different sorts of expression. One desires the moot inteD86, for 
certain forms of expression are " more intense " than others. 
They are more dynamic. I do not mean they o.re more emphatic , 
or that they are yelled loude't. I can explain my meaning best 
by mathematiCQ. 

Thlrre are fout· different ititensities Of rllathematica.t e%pr�sion 
known td the ordinarily itttelligettt 'irttdergr!duate, namely ! the 
arithttteti<:d.l ; the a.lgebta1d, the gedmettical , . ttnd that Of t�nalytical 
'geometry. 

For h�ata:ttce , you can wtite 
3 :>dJ + 4 � 4 = 6 x l>, 

cit. differentlY'; a-+ 4'-= oi. 
That is merely convets!ttid.tt ot' i• ot'ditt!Uj · cotfiln.dti eeriM. ,; It is 
a sitnpte stateil'ie:ttt of otie fact, il.Ird does nob implica.UI arJ.y other; 

Secondly , it is ttoe that 
89 + 411 = fYII, &' + 8i::i(11, 91 � 1211 = 1D-, 39'+ 52J= 65'. 

These ate t�.II sepidiite' fiidts, otre mtt.y Wish to triention their 
u11detlying similariey : it is a bote to · fl�k iil>Ont each one in 
turt�. Ohe expresses their .. algebrsi'c relation " &8 

a' + �·= cS . .  
That is 'the language of philosophy.  IT·1.'-MAKE S NO 

PICTtJ'R:m. This kind of statement app1iea to a 1ot ot loots, bot 
it does 11ot gyip 'bold of HeWett, 

Thirdly, when one studies Euclid one tinas that' the relation 
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qf a11 + b'=o• applies to the ro.tio between the oquares on the 
'wo qides of o. right�angled triang�e and the square on the 
hypotenuse. On() otiJI writes it a� + M = cP, but one bas begun to 
talk about form. Another property oF quality of life has crept 
into ona's matter" Until then onq hiLd dealt only with numbers. 
Dut eve-p this statement does not create form. The piotpre ftJ 
given you in the proposition about the square on the hypotenuse 
of the right-angl�d triangle being e,qua.l to the sum of the squares 
on the iwo oth{'ll' sides. Statements iA plant'�' or deacriptive 
geometry �re like talk about art. They are a. criticism of the 
form. The form is not created by them. 

Fourthly'· '\Y6 coiQe to De11cartio.n . or If analytical geometry." 
Space is ·copceived as aepa.ro.ted by two or by three axes (depending 

· on whether one is treating form in one pr more planes) . One 
refers points to these axes by a. series of coefficients. Given the 
idiom, one is able actually to create. 

Thus , we learn t}lo.t the equation (x - a)' + (y - b)� ... rt governs 
the circle. It is the circle. It is not a. particular circle, it is any 
circle and all oircles. It is nothing that is not a circle. It is 
the circle free of space and time limits. It is the universal, 
existing in perfection , in freedom from" apace and time. Mathe
matics is dull as ditchwater until one reaches o.na.Iytics. But in 
analytics we come upon a new way of dealing with form . It is 
in this way that art handles life. The difference between art 
and analytical geometry is the difference of subject-matter only. 
Art is more interesting in proportion as life and the human con
sciousness are more complex and more interesting than forms and 
numbers. 

This statement does not interfere in the least with ,. sp(>n,�• 
ta.neity ., and " intuition," or with their function in art. I vassed 
my last exam .  in mathematics on sheer intuition . I saw where 
the l ine had to go, as cleo.rly 8.8 I ever saw an image, or felt 
caelestetn intus tngorem. 

The statements oC f• analytlcs " are If lords " over fact. They 
o.re the thrones a.nd dominations that rule over form nnd recur
rence. And in like manner are great works of art lords over fact, 
over race-long recurrent moods, 'and over to-morrow. 

Great works of art contain this fourth sort of equation. They 
cause form to come into being. By the ••image ·� I mean such 
a.n equation ; not an equation of mathematics, not something 
about a ,  b, and c, having something � do with form, but about 
sea , cliffs, night, having something to .do with mood. 

The ima.�e· is not an idea.. It is · a rnd.fa.nt node or cluster ; it 
is what I can, and mus' perforce, call a VORTEX,  tram whloh, 
and through which� and into whloh, ideaa are panst&ntly rushln�:. 
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In decency one can only �ll it a VORTEX. And from this 
necessity came the name " vorticism ." Nomina 8Unt consequentia 
rerum, and never was that statement of Aquinas more true than 
in the case of the vorticist movement. 

It is. as true for the painting and the sculpture as it is for the 
poetry. Mr. Wadsworth and Mr. Lewis are not using words, 
they are using shape and colour. Mr. Brzeska. and Mr. Epstein 
are using 11 planes in relation," they are dealing with a. relation 
of planes different from the sort of relation of planes dealt with 
in geometry, hence what is called " the need of organic forms 
in sculpture."  

I trust I have made clear what I mean by an .. intensive art." 
The vorticist movement is not a movement of mystification , 
though I dare say many people " of good will " have been consider
ably bewildered. 

The organisation of forms is a. much more ,energetic and 
creative action than the copying or imitating of light on a. ha.y
staek. 

There is undoubtedly a language of form and colour. It is 
not a symbol ical or allegorical language depending on certain 
meanings having been ascribed , in books, to certain signs and 
colours. 

Certain artists working in different media have · managed to 
understand each other. They know the good and bad in �b 
other's work, which they could not know unless there · wel'6 a 
common speech. . 

As for the excellence of certain contemporary artists, all I 
can do is to stand up for my own beliefs. I believe that Mr· 
Wyndham Lewis is a very great master of design ; that be ·��s 
brought into our art new units of desigri. and new· manners . of 
organisation. I think that his series 1 1 Timon " is U. great work. 
I think he is the most articulate expression of my own decade. 
If you ask me" what his 1 1 Timon " means, I can reply by aSking 
you what the old play means. For me his· designs are a creation 
on the same motif. That motif is the fury of . intelligence baffled 
and shot in by circumja.cent stupidity . .  It is ru1 emotional motif. 
Mr. Lewis's painting is nearly always emotional . 

Mr. Wadsworth's work gives me plea.Snre,. .sometimes like the 
pleasure I have received from Chinese and Japanese prints e.nd 
painting ; for example, I derive such pleasure from Mr. Wads� 
worth's .. Khaki ." Sometimes his work gives me a pleasure ·which 
I can only compare to the pleasure I have in .music', in 11\usiC a.s 
it was in Mozart's time. If a.n outsider . wisbes swiftly to Ull�er
stand this new work, he can do worse than a.pproaeb it ip the 
spirit wher�in he approaehes mnsie. 
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rt• Lewis is Bach." No, it is incorrect to aay that " Lewis is 
Bach," but our feeling is that certain works of Picasso and certv.in 
works of �wis ho.ve in them oomething which is to painting 
who.t certain qualities of Bach are to music. Mosie was vorticist 
in the Bach-Mozart period , before it went off into romance ann 
sentiment and description. A new vorticist music would come 
I rom a new computation of the mathematics or harmony, not from 
a mimetic representa�ion of dead cats in a. fog-hom, alias noise
tuners. 

M'r. Epstein is too well known to �eed presentation in this 
article. 1\fr. Brzeska's sculpture' is so generally recognised in 
all camps that one does not need to bring in a. brief concerning it. 
1\fr. Brzeska. has defined sculptural feeling as u the appreciation 
of mo.sses in relation," and sculptural ability as .. the defining o( 
these masses by planes." There comes o. time when one is more 
deeply moved by that form of in

.
telligence which ·can present 

.. masses in relation " tho.n by tl!at combination of patience and 
trickery which can make marble chains with free links and 
spin out bronze until it copies the feathers on a genern.l 's hat. 
Mr. Etchells still remains more or le88 of _a. mystery. He is on 
his travels ,  whence he has sent back a few excellent drawings. 
It ct�.nnot be made too clear that the work of the vorticists and 
the .. feeling or inner need " existed be! ore the general noise 
about vorticism. We worked separately, we found an underlying 
ngreement, we decided to stand together. · 

EzRA PoUND. 
(1) T am often aaked whether there ean be a long imag)ete or vorticillf. poem. The Jnpnne��e, who evolved the hokku, evolved al110 the Noh plays. In the best 

" Noh " the whole play may conaist. of one image. I mean it is gathered about 
one ima�e. Ih unity consists in one im&ge, enforced by movement and music. 
I �ee nothing against. a long vorticist. poem. 

On the other hand, no artist un poaeibly get. a vortex int.o every .poe� or 
pistoro he doea. One wotild like t.o do 110, bot it.. is �ond one. Certam �hmge 
"<'ern t.o demand metrical expresnion, or expreMJOn m a rhythm more ag1tated 
than the rhythm• acceptable t.o prose, and th� eobj�:. t�o��b they 

.
do

" 
not. 

ronlain a vortex, may have aome interest., an mt.ereat aa . .  cnl1c1.sm o.f hfe . or 
of art. It ia natural to expreu these things, ILild a TOrtJCJ� or 1magiate �ter 
mny be juatilied io presenting a certain amount of work wb1ch Is �ot "'?rt.u:wn 
or ima�;iame, ju.at u he might. be j n.tiliod in printin� � pur;ely didactic pi'OIII 
article. Unfinished aketcbe. and drawing. han a llimilar mtere.t. ; they an triala and &Uempt.a toward a vortex. 
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COMMENTS AND REVIEWS 

THB AUDIB'NCB 
I 

DHAVE protested in private, and I now protest 
more openly, against the motto upon the cove·r 
of PoETRY. The artist is not dependent upon 
his audience. This sentence is Whitman tired. 
You have only to compare Whitman to my 

mutton-headed ninth cousin, or to any other American of 
his time who had the "great audience," to see the difference 
of result. 

And for all that, Whitman was not such a poet as Dante, 
who never gave way, and from whom we have the tradition 
of an answer more becoming to genius : "Quem stulti nu11is 
odisstnt." When they asked him who was wisest in the city 
he answered, "He whom the fools hate worst." 

The artist is not dependent upon the multitude of his 
listeners. Humanity is the rich effluvium, i t  is the waste and 
the manure and the lKiil, and from it grows the tree of the 
arts. As the plant germ seizes upon the noble particles of 
the earth, upon the light-seeking and the intrepid, so does 
the artist seize upon those souls which do not fear transfusion 
and transmutation, which dare become the body of the god. 

I ask you, had Synge an audience in his life-time ? He 
was hounded or despised by a half-educated, Zoroastrian 
rabble of ''respectable" people more stupid and sodden than 
is to be found even in America. He had a scant handful 
of friends. Had Dante the popular voice ? He had his 
youthful companionship with Guido, and correspondence 
with a man from Pistoja and with the latinist De Virgilio. 

Must we restrict this question to poets ? I ask the 
efficient man in any department of life. Can we have no 
great inventors without a great audience for inventors? Had 
Curie a great audience ? Had Ehrlich for his bacilli ? Can 
we have no great financier without a great audience ? Had 
the savior of the world a great audience ? Did he work 
on the magazine public ? 

Is there any usc carrying it further? Did not the 
disciples of Confucius beg him to do something popular ? 
Have we not his imperturbable answer? "So you wish me 
to become famous-shall I take up archery or charioteering ? 
I shall tak:e up charioteering." 

It is true that the great artist has in the end, always, his 
audience, for the Lord of the universe sends into this world 
in each generation a few intdligent spirits, and these ulti
mately manage the rest. But this rest-this rabble, this 
multitude--iloes not create the great artist. They are aimless 
and driling without him. They dare not inspect their own 
souls. 

It is true that the great artist has always a great audi
ence, even in his l ife time ; but it  is not the vulgo but the 
spirits of irony and of destiny and of humor, sitting within 
him. Er.ra Pound. · 

C 159 The Audience. I. Poelry, V. 1 (Oct. 19 14) 29-30. 
(Part IT. following, is by Harriet Monroe.) 
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.Att. 8.--THE CLASSICAL DRAMA OF' JAPAN. 
BY one of the more unexpected turns of chance there has 
come into my possession a most interesting and, I think I 
may safely say, unique set of documents relating to one of 
the greatest and least-known ads of the world, the 1\rt of 
the classical Japan·ese drama, generally called Noh (accom· 
plislmwut). 'l'hese papets consist of uoiies and lectures by 
the late Ernest FanollmJa, sometime Imperial Commissioner ' 
of Arts in Tokyo. Prof. Fenollosa's life was one of the 
romances of scholarship. It might not be too much to say 
that he saved Japanese art to Japan ; he did at least as much 
as any other single person. So far as possible, I shall print 
these documents as they stand.-E. P. • 

The Japanese people have loved nature so passionately 
that they have interwoven her life, and their own, into 
one continuous drama of the art of pure living. I have 
written elsewhere t of the five Acts into which this life
drama falls, particularly as it reveals itself in the several 
forms of their visual arts. I have spoken of the universal 
value of this special art-life, and explained how the 
inflowing of such an Oriental stream has helped to 
revitalise Western Art, and must go on to assist in the 
solution of our practical educational problems. I would 
now go back to that other key, to the blossoming of 
Japanese genius, which I mentioned under my account 
of the flower festivals ; namely, the national poetry, and 
its rise, through the enriching of four successive periods, 
to a vital dramatic force in the 15th century. Surely 
literature may be as delicate an exponent of a nation's 
soul, as is art ; and there are several phases of Oriental 
poetry, both Japanese and Chinese, which have practical 
significance and even inspiration for us, in this weak, 
transitional period of our Western poetic life. 

We cannot escape, in the coming centuries, even if 

• For earlier blbllogro.pby of the Nob I would refer to Capt. F. Brlnk.lcy'1:1 
' Japan, Its History, Arts and Literature ' (London : Jack), Vol. III (1903), 
pp. 21-48 ; on pp, 37 1f. b11 gives a translation ol one of tbeae plays ; also 
to an essay by F. V. Dlcklns, In Vol. 11 of hls work ' Primitive and Medieval 
Japanese Text.s ' (Oxford, 1006), with a tran�;lo.tlon of another play ; and 
to Prof. M. C. Stopes' ' Plays of Old Japan ' (London, 1913), In which she 
glvea a list ol English referenceu to the Noh, and of playa translated. 

t ' Kpocba of Cblneat� o.nd J apo.nese Art,' by Ernest Fenollosa, London : 
Heinemann, 1911. 

C 1 60 The Classical Drama of Japan [Edited from Ernest Fenollosa's manuscripts by Ezra Pound]. Quarterly Review, CCI. 441 
(Oct. 1 9 14) 450-77. 

?.87 

Includes, as examples, a Saibara, a Kagura, quotations from "Atsumori" and "Nishikigi," and two Noh plays in full, 
"Kinuta" and "Hagoromo." A short introductory note, signed: E. P., ends: "So far as possible, I shall print these documents 
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we would, a stronger and stronger modifiCa.tion of our 
established standards by the pungent subtlety of Oriental 
thought, and the power of the condensed Oriental forms. 
The valuo will lie, partly, in relief from the deadening 
boundaries of our own conventions. This is no new 
thing. It can be shown that the freedom of the Eliza
bethan mind, and its p'ower to range over all planes of 
human experience, as in Shakespeare, was, in part, an 
aftermath of Oriental contacts-in the Crusades, in an 
intimacy with the . Mongols such as Marco Polo's, in the 
discovery of a double sea-passage to Persia and India, 
and in the first gleanings of the Jesuit missions to 
Asia. Still more clearly can it be shown that the 
romantic movement in English poetry, in the later 
18th century and the early 19th, was influenced and 
enriched, though often in a subtle and hidden way, by 
the beginnings of scholarly study and translation of 
Oriental literature. Bishop Percy, who afterwards 
revived our knowledge of the medieval ballad, pub
lished early in the 1760's the first appreciative English 
account of Chinese Poetry ; and Bishop Hood wrote an 
essay on the Chinese theatre, seriously comparing it 
with the Greek. A few years later Voltaire published 
his first Chinese tragedy, modified from a Jesuit transla
tion ; and an independent English version held the 
London stage till 1824. Moore, Byron, Shelley and 
Coleridge were influenced by the spirit, and often by 
the very subject, of Persian translations ; and Words
worth's ' Intimations of Immortality ' verges on the 
Hindoo doctrine of reincarnation. In these later days 
India powerfully reacts upon our imagination through 
an increasingly intimate knowledge . . . .  

A form of drama, as primitive, as intense, and almost 
as beautiful as the ancient Greek Drama nt Athens, still 
exists in the world. Yet few care for it, or see it. In 
the 5th century before Christ, the Greek 'Drama arose 
out of the religious rites practised in the festivals of the 
God of Wine. In the 15th century after Christ, the 
Japanese Drama. arose out of religious rites practised in 
t.he festivals of the Shinto Gods, chiefly the Shinto God 
of the Kasuga temple at Nara. Both began by a sacred 
dance, and both added a sacred chorus sung by priests. 
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The transition from a dance chorus 1;o drama proper 
consisted, in both cases, in the evolving of a solo part, 
the words of which alternate in dialogue with the 
chorus. In bbth, the final form of drama consists of a 
few short scenes wherein two or three soloists act a 
main theme, whose deeper meaning is interpreted by 
the poeticeJ comment. of: t.hA chorun. Tn hoth, the speech 
was metrical, and involved a clear organie structure of 
separate lyrical units. In both music played an important 
part. In both, action was a modification of the dance. 
In both, rich costumes were worn ; in both, masks. The 
form and tradition of the Athenian drama passed over 
into the tradition of the ancient Roman stage, and died 
away in the early middle ages fourteen centuries ago. 
It is dead, and we can study it from scant records only. 
But the Japanese poetic drama is alive to-day, having 
been transmitted almost unchanged from one perfected 
form reached in Kioto in the 15th century. 

It has been said that all later dramo. has been 
influenced by the Greek ; that the strolling jugglers 
and contortionists, who wandered in troupes over Europe 
in the middle ages, constitute an unbroken link between 
the degenerate Roman actors and the miracle plays of 
the church which grew into the Shakespearean drama. 
It is even asserted that, ·as the Greek conquest gave rise 
to a Greco-Buddhist form of sculpture on the borders of 
India and China, Greek dramatic influence entered also 
into the Hindoo and Chinese drama, and eventually into 
the Noh of Japan. But the effect of foreign thought on 
the Noh is small in comparison with that of the native 
Shinto influences. It is as absurd to say that the Noh 
is an offshoot of Greek drama as it would be to say that 
Shakespeare is such an offshoot. 

There is, however, beside the deeper analogy of the 
Japanese Noh with Greek plays, an interesting secondary 
analogy with the origin of Shakespeare's art. All three 
had an independent growth from miracle plays-the 
first from the plays of the worship of Bacchus, the 
second from the plays of the worship of Christ, the third 
from the plays of the worship of the Shinto deities and 
of Buddha. The plays that preceded Shakespeare's in 
England · were acted in fields adjoining the churches, 
and later in the courtyards of nobles. The plays that 
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preceded the Nob, and even the Noh themselves, were 
enacted, first in the gardens of temples or on the dry 
river�beds adjoining the temples, and Jatar in the court
yards of the daimio. On the other hand, the actual 
modus of the Shakespearean elrama is practically dead 
for us. Occasional revivals have to borrow scenery 
and other contrivances unknown to the Elizabethan 
stage, and the continuity of professional tradition has 
certainly been broken. But in the Japanese Noh, though 
they arose one hundred years before Shakespeare, this 
continuity has never been broken. The same plays are 
to-day enacted in the same manner as then ; even the 
leading actors of to-day are blood descendants of the 
very men who created this drama 450 years ago. 

This ancient Lyric Drama is not to be confounded 
with the modern realistic drama of Tokio, with such 
drama, for instance, as Danjuro's. This vulgar drama is 
quite like ours, with an elaborate stage and scenery, with 
little music or chorus and no masks ; with nothing, in 
short, but realism and mimetics of action. This modern 
drama, a ghost of the 5th period, arose in Y edo some 200 
years ago. It was an amusement designed by the 
common people for themselves, and was written and 
acted by them. It therefore corresponds to the work of 
Ukiyo-ye in painting, and more especially to the colour 
prints ; and a large number of these prints reproduce 
characters and scenes from the people's theatre. 

As the pictorial art of the 5th period was divisible 
into two parts-that of the nobility, designed to adorn 
their castles, and that of the common people, printed 
illustration, so has the drama of the last 200 years been 
twofold-that of the lyric Nob , preserved pure in the 
palaces of the rich ; and that of the populace, running 
to rea1ism and extravagance in the street theatres. 
To-day, in spite of the shock and revolution of 1868, 
the former, the severe and poetic drama, has been 
revived, and is enthusiastically studied by cultured 
Japanese. In that commotion, the palaC'es of the 
Daimios, with their Noh stages, were destroyed, the 
court troupes of actors were dispersed. For three years 
after 1868 performances ceased entirely; But Mr 
Umewaka Minoru, who had been one of the soloists in 
the Shogun's central troupe, kept guard over the pure 
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tradition, and had m o,ny stage directions or ' tenets ' pre� 
served in writing along with the texts. In 1871 he 
bought an ex..{laimio's stage for a song, set, it up on the 
banks of the Sumida river in Tokio, and began to train 
his sons. Many patient pupils and old actors flocked to 
him ; the public began their patronage ; he bought up 
collections of costumes and masks at sales of impovero 
ished nobles ; s,nd now his theatre i.s so thx·onged thnt 
boxes have to be engaged a week beforehand, and five 
other theatres have been built in Tokio . . . .  

For the last twenty years I have been studying the 
Noh, under the personal tuition of Umewak.a. Minoru and 
his sons, learning by actual practice the method of the 
singing and something of the acting ; I have taken down 
from Umewaka's lips invaluable oral traditions of the 
stage as it was before 1868 ; and have prepared, with his 
assistance an� that of native scholars, translations of 
some fifty of the texts. 

The art of dance has played a richer part in Chinese 
and Japanese life than it has in Europe. In prehistoric 
days, when men or women were strongly moved, they 
got up and danced. It was as natural a form of self
expression as improvised verse or song, and was often 
combined with both. . But the growing decorum of a 
polite society tended to relegate this dancing to occasions 
of special inspiration, and to professional dancers. These 
occasions were roughly of two sorts-formal entertain
ments at Court, and religi�us ceremonial. The former, 
which survives to this day in the Mikado's palace, repre
sented the action of historic heroes, frequently warriors 
posturing with sword and spear. This was A.ccompanied 
by the instrumental music of a full orchestra. The 
religious ceremonial was of two sorts-the Buddhist 
miracle plays in the early temples, and the God-dances of 
the Shinto. 

The miracle plays represented scenes from the lives of 
saints and the intervention of Buddha and Bodhisattwa 
in human affairs. Like the very earliest forms of the 
European play, these were pantomimic, with no special 
dramatic text, save possibly the reading of appropriate 
scripture. The Japanese miracle plays were danced with 
masks ; and the temples of Nara are still full of these 
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masks, which date from the 8th century. It is clear that 
many popular and humorous types must have been 
represented ; and it is barely possible that these were 
remotely derived, through Greco-Budd.hist channels, from 
the masks of Greek low comedy. In these plays the God 
is the chief actor, sometimes in dramatic relation to a 
human companion. The God always wears a mask. The 
solo part is established ; and herein the play differs from 
the Greek, where the original rite was performed by a 
group of priests, or (in the comedy) by goats or fauns. 

The most certainly Japanese element of the drama 
was the sacred dance in the Shinto temples. This was a 
kind of pantomime, and repeated the action of a local 
god on his first appearance to men. The first dance, 
therefore, was a God-dance ; the God himself danced, 
with his face concealed in a mask. Here is a difference 
between the Greek and Japanese beginnings. In ·Greece 
the chorus danced, and the God was represented by an 
altar. In Japan the God danced alone. 

The ancient Shinto dance, or pantomime, was probably, 
at first, a story enacted by the local spirit, as soloist-a 
repetition, as it were, of the original manifestation. 
Shintoism is spiritism, mild, nature-loving, much like 
the Greek. A local spirit appeared to men in some 
characteristic phase. On the spot a Shinto temple was 
built ; and yearly or monthly rites, including pantomime, 
perpetuated the memory of the event. Such things 
happened all over the country ; and thus thousands of 
different stories were perpet�_ated in the dances-hence 
the wealth of primitive material. The thing can be seen 
to-day in every village festival Even in great cities like 
Tokio, every district maintains its primitive village spirit
worship, that of some tutelary worthy who enacts the old 
story once a year on a specially made platform raised in 
the street, about which the people of the locality congre
gate. The plays are generally pantomime without text. 

In the Shinto dance the soloist has no chorus. He 
performs some religious act of the spirit, though this is 
often turned into rude comedy. This dance takes the 
form of a dignified pantomime. It is not an abstract 
kicking or whirling, not a mere dervish frenzy, but is full 
of meaning, representing divine situations and emotions, 
artistically, with restraint and with the chastening of n. 
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couventiona.l beauty which makes every posture of the 
whole body-head, trunk, hands, and feet-harmonious 
in line, and all the transitions from posture to posture 
balanced and graceful in time. A flashlight glimpse 
across such a dance is like a flashlight of sculpture ; but 
the motion itself, like a picture which moves in colour, i s  
like the art o f  music. There is a n  orchestral accompani
ment, of flutes, drums B.nd cymbalR, Blow, fa,st, low, 
passionate, or accented, that makes a natural ground
tone. Akin to these are the moving street-pageants, 
which are like early European pageants, or even those of 
to-day in Catholic countries. 

Thus the three sources of the Noh, all belonging to 
the first period, are, in the order of their influence, (1) the 
Shinto God-dance, (2) the W a.rrior Court-dance, (3) the 
Buddhist sacred pantomime. 

As · the old Chinese Court-dances were modified in 
the. aristocratic life of the second period, it was natural 
that lovers of poetry should begin to add poetical 
comment to the entertainment. Thus the next step con
sisted in the addition of a. text for the chorus to be sung 
during the solo dance. They were already used to 
accompany their verses with the lute. 

In the first of the five periods, Japanese lyric poetry 
reached its height. It was quite different from the 
Chinese, as the language is polysyllabic, the sentences long 
and smooth, the tone gently contemplative. About the 
year 900, when the capital had been removed to Kioto, 
the longer and straggling verse structure went out of 
fashion. A tense stanzaic form had come into almost 
universal use. This fashion may be referred to Chinese 
influence. Rhyme, however, was not introduced. The 
lines, usually of five or seven syllables, are rich and 
sonorous. Soon afterwards the passion for composing 
and reciting this Japanese poetry became so powerful 
among the educated classes, especially in the cultured 
aristocracy at Kioto, where meii and women met on 
equal terms, that the old court entertainments of dance 
and music had to be modified to admit the use of 
poetic texts. At first, the nobles themselves, at their 
feasts or at Court ceremonies, sang in unison songs 
composed for the occasion. The next step was to 
write songs appropriate to the dances ; finally the chorus 
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of nobles became a trained chorus, accompanied by 
Court musicians. Thus by the end of the ninth century 
there was a body of performers definitely associated 
with the Court, with a minister in charge of it. There 
were two divisi�ns. The composition of the texts and 
the composition of the music and dances were allotted 
to different persons. At this stage the old Chinese 
subjects fell into the background, and subjects of 
Japanese historical interest, or of more national and 
lyric nature, were substituted. 

Thus arose the Court entertainment called Saibara, 
which ceased to be practised after the 12th century. 
Most of the details of it are hopelessly lost, though a 
few texts remain from a manuscript collection compiled 
about the year 900. The music and dance are utterly 
lost, except so far as we can discern a trace of what they 
must have been, in the later practices of the Noh. It is 
interesting to find that the very names of some of the 
pieces in Saibara are identical with those used in Noh 
five centuries later. The Saibara pieces are very short, 
much like the lyric poems of the day ; and they are often 
so lyrical, or so personal, as hardly to suggest how they 
may have been danced. It is also u ncertain whether 
these brief texts were repeated over and over, or at 
intervals during the long dance, or whether they were 
a mere introduction to a dance which elaborated their 
thought. • The following Saibara will serve as example : 

• 0 you white-gemmed camelia, 
0 you jewel willow, 

. Who stand together on the point of Taka.sago's laughing sands I 
This one, since I want to get her for mine, 
That one, too, since I want to get her for mine-
0 you jewel willow I 
I will make you a thing to hang my cloak on, 
With its tied-up strings, with its deep-dyed strin&'s. 

• Prof. Fenollosa, In an earlier hall-sentence which I have omitted, 
would seem to underestimate the effect of the dance on European art forme. 
H was from the May-day dance and dance-songs that the Proven94l poetry 
probo.bly arose. By stages come strophe and antlstrophe tenzone, the 
Spanish loa and entremes. See also W. P. Ker, • English Mediaeval 
Literature,' pp. 79 et seq., for the spread of the dance through Europe·and 
the effect on the lyric fonns. Compare also the first Saibara given In the 
text with the Proven�! • A I' entrada del t.emps clar.' 



C 1 60, 1 9 1 4  

C 1 60 Continued 

Ah I what have I done ? 
There, what is this I am doing ? 
0 what am I to do ? 
Perhaps it may be that even my soul has been lost I 
0 that·! have met 
'l'he lily flower, 
The first flower which bloomed this morning ; 
Have met 
Thelily flower, 
That little lily flower, 
The Lily flower I ' 

This new combination of dance and song soon spread 
from the Court ceremonies to the religious rites of the 
God-dances in the Shinto temples, not, however, to the 
Buddhist, which were too much under the influence of 
Hindu and Chinese thought to care for Japaneae verse. 
In Shinto dances the subject was already pure Japanese, 
and fit for Japanese texts ; and it may very well have 
occurred to some priest, in one of the thousand Shinto 
matsu'ris (god-dances) going on all over the land, to sing 
a poem concerning the subject of the dance. By the end 
of the ninth century, in the second period, this custom 
had 'Qecome common in the great Shinto festivals, in the 
Mikado's private chapel, and at Kasuga. The texts were 
sung by a trained chorus ; and here is a second difference 
from the line of Greek advance. In Greece the chorus not 
only sang but danced ; in Japan the chorus did not dance 
or act, but was merely contemplative, sitting at the side. 
The songs so sung were called Kagura. 

A few examples of these ancient Shinto texts for 
J(agura have come down to us. They are not exactly 
prayers ; they are often lovely poems of nature, for, after 
all, these Shinto gods were a harmless kind of nature 
spirit clinging to grottoes, rivers, trees, and mountains. 
It is curious to note that the structure of the texts is 
always double, like the Greek strophe and antistrophe. 
They were probably sung by a double chorus ; and this is 
doubtless the basis of the alternation or choric dialogue. 

Here is a kagura, sung by a. priestess to her wand : 

Strophe. ' As for this mitengura, 
As for this .mitengura, 
It is not mine at all ; 
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It is the mitengura of a god, 
Called the Princess Zoyooka, 
Who lives in heaven, 
The Mitengura. of a God, · The Mitengura of a God.' 

Ezra Pound' s  Poetry and Prose: Vol. I 

Antistmphe. ' 0 how I \\-ish in vain that I could tm·n myself 
into a mitengurv,, 

That I might be taken into the hand of the 
Mother of the Gods, 

That I might come close to the hetu·t of a God , 
Close to the heart of a God 1 ' 

We have now come to the point where we can deal 
with this mass of playwriting as literature. The plays 
are written in a mixture of prose and verse. The finest 
parts are in verse ; ordinary conversation lapses into 
prose ; the choruses are always in verse. 

It appears that the first period of Japanese civilisu.
tion supplied the chance elements for the Noh, that is, 
the dances and certain attitudes of mind. The second 
period supplied the beginnings of literary texts. The 
third period, dating from the end of the 12th century, is 
marked by the rise of the military classes and supplied 
naturally a new range of dramatic motives. The land 
was filled with tales of wild achievement and knight
errantry and with a passionate love for individuality, 
however humble. The old Court customs and dances of 
the supplanted nobles were kept up solely in the peaceful 
enclosures of the Shinto temples. New forms of enter
tainment arose. Buddhism threw away scholarship and 
mystery, and aimed only at personal salvation. As in 
contemporary Europe, itinerant monks scoured the 
country, carrying inspiration from house to house. Thus 
arose a semi-epic literature, in which the deeds of martial 
heroes were gathered into several great cycles of legend, 
like the Carolingian and the Arthurio.n cycles in Europe. 
Such were the Heibe epic, the Soga cycle, and a dozen 
others. Episodes from these were sung by individual 
minstrels to the accompaniment of a lute. One of the 
most important effects of this new epic balladry was to 
widen greatly the scope of motives acceptable for plays. 

As for comedy, another movement was growing up in 
the country, from farmers' festivals, the spring sowing of 
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the rice, and the autumn reaping. These were at first 
mere buffooneries, or a gymnastic contest arranged by 
the villagers for their amusement. 'fhey were called 
Dengaku, 8. rice-field music. Later, professional troupes 
of Dengaku jugglers and acrobats were kept by the 
Daimios in their pala..ces, and eventually by the authorities 
of the Buddhist and Shinto temples, in ordm· tu l.l,ttmct 
crowds to their ; periodic festivals. Such professional 
troupes began to add rude country farces to their stock 
of entertainments, at first bits of coarse impromptu 
repartee, consisting of tricks by rustics upon each other, 
which were probably not out of harmony with some of 
the more grotesque and comic Shinto dances. About 
the 12th and 13th centuries, these two elements of 
comedy-the rustic and the sacred-combined at the 
Shinto temples ; and actors were trained as a permanent 
troupe. Such farces are called Kiogen. In the later. part 
of the 14th century, towards the end, that is, of the 
third period, Dengaku troupes of Shinto dancers advanced 
to the incorporating of more tragic subjects, selected 
from the episodes of the balladry. The god-dancer now 
became, sometimes, a human being, the hero of a 
dramatic crisis-sometimes even a woman, interchanging 
dialogue with the chorus, as the two ancient Shinto 
choruses had sung dialogue in the Kagura. 

It was not till the fourth period of Japanese culture, 
that is to say early in the 15th century, when a new 
Buddhist civilisation based upon contemplative and 
poetic insight into nature had arisen, that the inchoate 
Japanese drama, fostered in the Shinto temples, could 
take on a moral purpose and a psychologic breadth that 
should expand it into a vital drama of character. The 
Shinto God-dance, the lyric form of court poetry, the 
country farces, and a full range of epic incident, in short 
all that was best in the earlier Japanese tradition, was 
gathered into this new form, arranged and purified. 

The change came about in this way. The Zen parish 
priests summoned up to Kioto the Dengaku troupe· from 
Nara, and made it play before the Shogun. The head 
actor of this Nara troupe, Kwan, took · the new solo 
parts, and greatly enlarged the scope of the music of the 
other acting. During the lifetime of his son and grand
son, Zei and On, hundreds of new plays were created. 
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It is a question to what extent these three men, Kwan, 
Zei and On, were the originators of the texts of these 
new dramas, and how far the Zen priests are responsible. 
The lives of the former are even more obscure than 
is Shakespeare's. No full account exists of their work. 
We have only stray passages from contemporary note
books relating to the great excitement caused by their 
irregular performances. A great temporary circus was 
erected on the dr:y bed of the Kamo river, with its storeys 
divided into boxes for each noble family, from the 
Emperor and the Shogun downwards. Great priests 
managed the show, and used the funds collected for 
building temples. The stage waa a raised open circle in 
the centre, reached by a long bridge from a dressing-room 
outside the circus. 

We can now see why, even in the full lyric drama, 
the God-dance remains the central feature. All the slow 
and beautiful postures of the early dramatic portion 
invariably lead up to the climax of the hero's dance (just 
as the Greek had planned for the choric dances). This 
often comes only at the end of the second Act, but some
times also in the first. Most plays have two Acts. During 
the closing dance the chorus sings its finest passages, 
though it will have been already engaged many times in 
dialogue with the soloist. Its function is poetical com
ment, and it carries the mind beyond what the action 
exhibits to the core of the spiritual meaning. The music 
is simple melody, hardly more than a chant, accompanied 
by drums and flutes. There is thus a delicate adjustment 
of half a dozen conventions appealing to eye, ear or 
mind, which produces an intensity of feeling such as 
belongs to no merely realistic drama. The audience sits 
spellbound before the tragedy, bathed in tears ; but the 
effect is never one of realistic horror, rather of a purified 
and elevated passion which sees divine purpose under all 
violence. 

The beauty and power of Noh lie in the concentration. 
All elements-costume, motion, verse and music-unite 
to produce a single clarified impression. Each drama 
embodies some primacy human relation or emotion ; and 
the poetic sweetness or poignancy of this is carried to its 
highest degree by carefully excluding all such obtrusive 
elements as a mimetic realism or vulgar sensation might 
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uemand. Tho emotion is always fixed upon idea, not 
upon personality. The solo parts express great types of 
human character, derived from Japanese history. Now 
it is brotherly love, now love to a parent, now loyalty to 
a master, love of husband and wife, of mother for a dead 
child, or of jeeJousy or anger, of self-mastery in battle, of 
the bat.t.le p.Fh'lsion itself, of t.he dinging of .n. ghost. to th0 
scene of its sin, of the infinite compassion of a Buddha, 
of the sorrow of unrequited love. Some one of these 
intense emotions is chosen for u. piece, and, in it, elevated 
to the plane of universality by the intensity and purity 
or treatment. Thus the drama became a storehouse of 
history, and a great moral force for the whole social order 
of the Samurai. 

After all, the most striking thing about these plays is 
their marvellously complete grasp of spiritual being. 
They deal more with heroes or even we might say ghosts, 
than with men clothed in the flesh. Their creators were 
great psychologists. In no other drama does the super
natural play so great, so intimate a part. The types of 
ghosts are shown to us ; we see great characters operat
ing under the conditions of the spirit-life ; we observe 
what forces have changed them. Bodhisattwa, devas, 
elementals, animal spirits, hungry spirits or pseta, cunning, 
or malicious or angry. devils, dragon kings from the 
water-world, spirits of the moonlight, the souls of flowers 
and trees, essences that live in wine and fire, the semi
embodiments of a thought-all these come and move 
before us in the dramatic types. 

These types of character are rendered particularly 
vivid to us by the sculptured masks. Spirits, women, and 
old men wear masks ; other human beings do not. For 
the 200 plays now extant, nearly 300 separate masks are 
necessary in a complete list of properties. Such variety is 
far in excess of the Greek types, and immense vitality is 
given to a good mask by a great actor, who acts up to it 
until the very mask seems alive and displays a dozen 
turns of emotion. The costumes are less carefully 
individualised. For the horo parts, especially for spirits, 
they are very rich, of splendid gold brocades and soft 
floss-silk weaying, or of Chinese tapestry stitch, and are 
very costly. In Tokugawa days (1602-1868) every rich 
daimio had his own stage, and his complete collection of 

299 



300 

C160 Continued 

Ezra Pound' s  Poetry and Prose: Vol. I 

properties. The dancing is wonderful-a succession of 
beautiful poses which make a rich ni.usic of line. The 
whole body acts together, but with dignity. Great play 
is given to the sleeve, which is often tossed back and 
forth or raised above the head. The fan also plays a great 
part, serving for cup, paper, pen, sword, and a dozen 
other imaginary stage properties. The discipline of the 
actor is a moral one. He is trained to revere his profes� 
sion, to make it a sacred act thus to impersonate a hero. 
He yields himself up to possession by the character. He 
acts as if he knew himself to be a God, and after the 
performance he is generally quite exhausted. 

The following brief sketches of the plots of two Noh 
plays will give some idea of the subject-matter of this 
drama. In • Dojoji ' a girl is i n  love with a priest, who 
flees from her and takes shelter under a great bronze 
temple bell which falls over him. Her sheer force of 
desire turns her into a dragon, she bites the top of the 
bell, twists herself about the bell seven times, spits flame 
from her mouth, and lashes the bronze with her tail. 
Then the bell melts away under her and the priest she 
loves . dies in the molten mass. In • Mukesaka ' the boy
wanior, Uoshiksimi, fights a band of fifteen giant robbers 
i n  the dark. They fight with each other also. One by 
one, and two by two, they are all killed. At one time all 
are dancing in double combat across stage and bridge. 
The Noh fencing with spear and sword is superb in line. 
In the conventional Noh fall, two robbers, facing, who 
have killed each other with simultaneous blows, stand 
for a moment erect and stiff, then slowly fall over back
ward, away from each other, as stiff as logs, touching the 
stage at the same moment with head and heel. 

In the play of • Atsumori ' there is an interesting 
ghost, taken from the Epic cycle of the • Yoritomo.' 
Atsumori was a young noble of the Heibe family who 
was killed in one of Yoshitsumi's decisive battles. The 
priest who opens the final scene tells the story thus : 

• I am one who serves the great Bishop Homeri Shonim in 
Kurodain temple. And that little one over thet•e is the child 
of Atsumori who was killed at Ichinotani. Once when the 
Shonim was going down to the Kamo river, he found a baby 
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about two years old in v.. tattered l)n.sket under u. pine tree. 
He felt great pity for the child, took it home with him, and 
cared for it tenderly. "When ·the boy had grown to be ten 
years of age and was lamenting that he had no parents, the 
Shonim spoke about the matter to an audience which came 
to his preaching. Then a young woman came up, !J,nd cried 
excitedly, " This must be my child." On further enquiry he 
found it was indeed

. 
the child of the famous Atsumori. 'l'he 

child, having heard all this, is most desirous to see the image 
of his father, even in a. dream, and he has been praying 
devoutly to this effect a.t the shrine of Kamo Miojin for 
seven days. To-day the term is up for the fulfilment of his 
vow, so I am taking him down to Kamo Miojin for his last 
prayer. Here we are at Kamo. Now, boy I pray well ! '  

During his prayer the boy hears a voice which tells 
him to go to the forest of Ik.uta ; and thither the priest 
and the boy journey. On arrival, they look about at the 
beauty of the place, till suddenly nightfall . sur.prises 
them. • Look here, boy, the sun has set I What, is 
that a light yonder ? Perhaps it may be a. hoUBe ? We 
will go to take lodging there.' A straw hut has been 
set at the centre of the stage. The curtain in front of 
it is now withdrawn, and the figure of a very young 
warrior is disciosed, in a mask, and wearing a dress of 
blue, white and gold. He begins to speak to himself : 

' Gowun I Gowun I The five possessions of man are all hollow. 
Why do we love this queer thing-body ? The soul which 
dwells in agony flies about like a bat under the moon. The 
poor bewildered ghost that has lo�t its body whistles in the 
autumn wind.' 

They think him a man, but he tells them he has had 
a half-hour's respite from hell. He looks wistfully at 
the boy, who wishes to seize him, and cries, • Flower 
child of mine, left behind in the world, like a. favourite 
carnation, how pitiful to see you in those old black 
sleeves I '  Then the spirit dances with restraint, while 
the chorus chants the martial scene of his former death. 
' Rushing like two clouds together they were scattered 
in a whirlwind.' Suddenly he stops, looks off the stage 
and stamps, shouting : 

' Who is that over there ? A messenger from hell ? '  
' Yes, why do you stay so late ? King Gruma is angry.' 
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Then the grim warriors frantically rush across the 
stage like Valkyrie, and Atsumori is forced to fight with 
a spear in a tremendous mystic dance against them. 
This is a vision of his torment transferred to earth. 
Exhausted and bleeding he falls ; the hell fires vanish ; 
and crying out, • 0 how shameful that you should see 
me thus,' he melts away from the frantic clutches of the 
weeping boy. 

Among the most weird and delicately poetic pieces 
is ' Nishikigi,' in which the hero and heroine are the 
ghosts of two lovers who died unmarried a hundred 
years before. Their spirits are in the course of the play 
united near a hill-side grave where their bodies had long 
lain together. This spiritual union is brought about by 
the piety of a priest. Action, words and music are vague 

.and ghostly shadows. The lover, as a .young man, had 
waited before the girl's door every night for months, but 
she from ignorance or coquetry had refused to notice 
him. Then he died of despair. She repented of her 
cruelty and died also. 

The play opens with the entrance of the travelling 
priest, who has wandered to the ancient village of Kefu 
in the far north of the island. • He meets the two ghosts 
in ancient attire. At first he supposes them to be 
villagers. He does not seem to notice their dress, or, 
if he does, he apparently mistakes it for some fashion 
of the province. Then the two ghosts sing·- together, as 
if muttering to themselves : 

' We are entangled-whose fault was it, dear ?-tangled up 
as the grass patterns are tangled up in this coarse cloth, or 
that insect which lives and chirrups in dried seaweed. We 
do not know where are to-day our tears i n  the undergrowth 
of this eternal wilderness. We neither wake nor sleep, and 
passing our nights in o. sorrow, which is in the end a 'vision, 
what are these scenes of spring to us ? This thinking in sleep 
of some one who has no thought for you, is it mor� than a 
dream ? And yet surely it is the natural way of love. In 
our hearts there is much and in our bodies nothing, and we 

• The plo.ys very often represent a person or people wo.nderiqg o.bout. 
There Is no change of scene ; the cho.ro.cters or chorus simply say that they 
O.l'O In such or such a place or tho.t they o.re going along such o. roo.d. 
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do nothing at all, and only the waters of the river of teats 
flow quickly.' 

Then the priest says : 

' It is strange, seeing these town-people hm·e. I might suppose 
them two married people ; and what the lady gives herself 
tho trou ble of cv"nying migh t be fl, piece of cloth woven. fl'om 
birds' feathers, und whn,t the rmm has is n. Fnvord, paiulfed 
red. It is indeed queer merchandise.' 

Gradually they tell him tho story-they do not say 
at first that it is their own story. Two people had lived 
in that village, one of whom had offered the nishikigi, 
the charm-sticks, the ' crimson tokens of love,' night 
after night for three years. That was the man, of course ; 
and the girl, apparently oblivious, had sat inside her 
house, weaving long bands of cloth. They say that the 
man was buried in a cave and all his charm-sticks with 
him. The priest say8 it will be a fine tale for him to 
tell when he gets home, and sn,ys he will go see the tomb, 
to which they offer to guide him. Then tho chorus for 
the first time sings : 

' The couple are passing in front and the stranger behind, 
having spent the whole day until dusk, pushing aside the 
rank grn.ss from the narrow paths about Kefu. Where, 
indeed, for them is that love-grave ? Ho I you farmer there, 
cutting grass upon the hill, tell me clearly how I am to _get 
on further. In this frosty night, of whom shall we ask about 
the dews on the wayside grass ? '  

Then the hero, the man's ghost, breaks in for a 
moment : ' 0, how cold it is in these evening dusks of 
autumn ! ' And the chorus resumes : 

' Storms, fallen leaves, patches of the autumn showers, 
clogging the feet, the eternal shadow of the long-sloped 
mountain, and, crying among the ivies on the pine tree, an owl ! 
And as for the love-grave, dyed like the leavea of maple with 
the tokens of by-gone passion, and like the orchids and 
chrysanthemums which hide the mouth of a fox's hole, they 
have slipped into the shadow of the cave ; this brave couple 
has vanished into the love-grave.' 

· 

After nn interval, for the changing of the spirits' 
costumes, the second Act begins. The priest cannot sleep 
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in the frost, and thinks he had better pass the night in 
prayer. Then the spirits in masks steal out, and in 
mystic language, which he does not hear, try to thank 
him for his prayer, and say that through his pity the 
love promise of incarnations long perished is now just 
realised, even' in dream. Then the priest says : 

' How strange I That place, which seemed like an old 
grave, is now lighted up from within, and has become like 
a human dwelling, where people are talking and setting up 
looms for spinning, and painted sticks. It must be an 
illusion I '  

Then follows a wonderful loom-song and chorus, com
paring the sound of weaving to the clicking of crickets ; 
and in a vision is seen the old tragic story, and the chorus 
sings that • their tears had become a colour.' ' But now 
they shall see the Recret bride-room.' The hero cries, 
' And we shall drink the cup of meeting.' Then the 
ghostiy chorus sings a final song : 

' How glotious the sleeves of the dance 
That aro like snow-whirls.' 

' But now the wine-cup of the night-play is reflecting the 
first hint of the dawn. Perhaps we shall feel awkward when 
it becomes really morning. And like a dream which is just 
about to break, the stick and the cloth are breaking up, and 
the whole place has turned into a deserted grave on a hill, 
where morning winds are blowing through the pines.' * 

As a final illustration of the Noh we now give two of 
these plays in full. In the first of these, entitled ' Kinuta ' 
(' The Silk-board '), the plot is as follows : 

The Waki, a country gentleman, has tarried long in 
the capital. He at last sends the Tsure, a maid-servant, 
home with a message to .his wife. The servant talks on 
the road. She reaches the Waki's house and talks with 
the Shitei (the wife). The chorus comments. Finally the 
wife dies. The chorus sing a death-song, after which 
the husband returns. The second Shitei, the ghost of 
the wife, then appears and continues speaking alternately 
with the chorus until the close. 

Husband. I am of Washuga. of Kinshu, unknown and of 
no repute. I have been loitering on in the capital entangled in 

• A complete translation of this play appeiU"S in • Poetry ' for May 1914.  
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many litigations. I went for a casual Visit, and there I have 
been tarrying for three full years. I have become anxious, 
over-anxious, about affairs in my home. I shall send Yugiri 
homeward ; she is a maid in my employ. Ho I Yugiri l I am 
worried. I shall send you down to the country. You will go 
home and tell them that I return at the end of this year. 

Maid-servant. I will go, Sir, and say that then yon are 
surely coming. [She starts on her journey.] 'l'he day is 
advancing and I, in my travelling clothes, travel with the day. 
I do not know the lodgings, I do not know the dreams upon 
the road, I do not know the number of the dreams that gather 
for one night's pillow. .At length I am come to the village-it 
is true that I was in haste--I am come at last to W ashuga. I 
think I will call out gently. ' Is there any person or thing in 
this house ? .  Say that Yugiri is here in the street, she has 
just come back from the city.' 

Wife. Sorrow !-
Sorrow is in the twigs of the duck's nest 
And in the pillow of Kare the fish, 
Sorrow between mandarin lovers, 
And at being held apart in the waves, 
Sorrow-
There is more sorrow between the united 
Though they move in the one same world. 
0 low ' Remembering-grass,' 
I do not forget to weep 
At the sound of the rain upon you, 
My tears are a rain in the silence, 
0 heart of the seldom clearing. 

Maid-servant. Say to whomsoev.er it concerns that 
Yugiri has come. 

Wife. What I do you say it is Yugiri ? There is no need 
for a servant. Come to this side I in here I How is this, 
Yugiri, that you are so great a stranger ?  Yet welcome. I 
have cause of complaint. If you were utterly changed why 
did you send me no word ? Not even a message in the current 
of the wind ? 

Maid-servant. Truly I wished to come, but his Honour 
gave me no leisure. For three years he kept me in that very 
ancient city. 

Wife. You say it was against your heart to stay in the 
city ? While even in the time of delights I thought of its 
blossom, until sorrow had grown the cloak of my heart. 

Chorus. As the decline of autumn 
In a country dwelling, 
With the grasses failing and fading-
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Upon what shall she lean to-morrow ? 
A dream of the autumn, three years, 
Until the sorrow of those dreams awakes 
Autumnal echoes within her. 
Now former days are changed, 
They have left no shadow or trace ; 
And if there were no lies in all the world 
Then there might come some pleasure 
Upon the track of men's words. 
Alas, for her foolish heart I 
How foolish her trust has been. 

Wife. What strange thing is it beyond there that takes 
the forms of sound ? · Tell me. What is it ? 

Maid-servant. A villager beating a silk-board. 
Wife. Is that all ? And I am weary as an old saying. 

When the wandering Sobu of China. was in his Mongol 
country he also had left a wife and children and she, aroused 
upon the clear cold nights, climbed her high tower and 
beat such a silk-board, and had perhaps some purpose of her 
heart. F.or that far-murmuring cloth could move his sleep
that is the tale-though he were leagues away. Yet I have 
stretched my board with patterned cloths, which curious 
birds brought through the twilit utter solitude, and hoped 
with such that I might ease my heart. 

Maid-servant. Boards are rough work, hard even for the 
poor, and you of high rank have done this to ease your 
heart I Here, let me arrange them, I am better fit for such 
business. 

' 

Wife. Beat then. Beat out our resentment. 
Maid-servant. It's a coarse mat ; we can never be sure. 
Clwrus. The voice of the pine-trees sinks ever into the 

web ! 
The voice of the pine-trees, now falling, 
Shall make talk in the night. 
It is cold. 

Wife. Autumn it is, and news rarely comes in your 
fickle wind, the frost comes bearing no message. 

Clwrus. Weariness tells of the night. 
Wife. Even a man in a very far village might see . .  
Clwrus. Perhaps the moon will not call upon her, saying :  

' Whose night-world is this ? '  
Wife. 0 beautiful season, say also this time is toward 

autumn, ' The evening moves to an end.' 
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Ch01'US. The stag's voice has beut her heart toward sorrow 
Sending the evening winds which she does not ::�ee: . 
We cannot see the tip of the branch. 
The last leaf falls without witness . 
There is an awe in the shadow, 
And even the moon i3 quiet, 
With the love-grass under the eaves. 

Wife. My blind soul hangs like a curtain studded with dew. 
Clwl"US. What a night to unsheave her sorrows-

An hour. for magic-
And that clock stands high on the palace ; 
The wind rakes it from the north. 

Wife. They beat now fast and now slow-are they silk
workers down in the village ? The moon-river polll'3 on the 
west. 

Chorus (Strophe). 
The wandering Sobu is n.sleep in tho North country 
And here in the East-sky the autumnal wind is working about 

from the West 
Wind, take up the sound she i::� beating upon her coarse

webbed cloth. 
Chorus (Ant-istrophe). 

Beware of even the pines about the eaves, 
Lest they confuse the sound. 
Beware that you do not lose the sound of the travelling storm, 
That travels after your travels. 
Take up the sound of this beating of the cloths. 

Go where her lord is, 0 Wind ; my heart reaches out and 
can be seen by him, I pray that you keep him still dreaming. 

Wife. Aoi I if the web is broken, who, weary with time, 
will then come to seek me out ? If at last he should come to 
seek me, let him call in the deep of time. Cloths are changed, 
by recutting, hateful ! love thin as a summer cloth I Let my 
lord's life be even so slight, for I have no sleep under the 
moon. 0 let me go on with my cloths I 

Chorus. The love of a god with a goddess 
Is but for the one night in passing, 
So thin are the summer cloths I 
The river-waves of the sky 
Have cut through our time like sheat·s, 
They have kept us apart with dew. 
There are teat'S on the Kaj i leaf, 
There is dew upon the helm-bar 
Of the skiff in the twisting current. 
Will it harm the two sleeves of the gods 
If he pass ? 
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A floating shadow of the water grass, 
That the ripples break on the shore, 
0 foam, let him be as brief. ' 

Wife. The seventh month is come to its seventh dB.y ; we 
are hat·d on the time of long nights, and I would send him 
the sadness of these �n thousand voices-the colour of the 
moon, the breath-colour of the wind, even the points of frost 
that assemble in the shadow. A time thn.t brings awe to the 
heart, a sound of beaten cloths, and storms in the night, a 
crying in the storm, a sad sound of the crickets, make one 
sound in the falling dew, a whispering la.menta.tion, hera, 
hera, a sound in the cloth of beauty . 

.Maid-servant. What shall I say to all this ? A man has 
j ust come from the city. The master will not come this year. 
It seems as if . . . .  

Chorus. The heart, that thinks that it will think no more, 
grows fainter ; outside in the withered field the crickets' 
noise has gone faint. The flower lies open to the wind, the 
gazers pass on to madness, this flower-heart of the grass is 
blown on by a wind-like madness, until at last she is but 
emptiness. [The wife dies. Enter the husband, returning.] 

Husband. 0 pitiful hate, for my three years' delay, work
ing within het• has turned our long-drawn play of separation 
to separation indeed. 

Chorus. 
The time of regret comes not before the deed, 
This we have heard from the eight thousand shadows. 
This is their chorus-the shadowy bla.des of grass. 
Sorrow I to be exchanging words 
At the string-tip-
Sorrow I that we can but speak 
With the bow-tip of the adzusa l 
The way that a. ghost returns 
From the shadow of the grass
We have heard the stories, 
It is eight thousand times, they say, 
Before regret runs in a. smooth-worn groove, 
Forestalls itself. 

Ghost of the wife. Aoi I for fate, fading alas and unformed, 
all sunk into the river of three currents, gone from the light 
of the plum flowers that reveal spring in the world I 

Chorus. She has but kindling flame to light her track. 
Ghost of the wife. And show her autUIIllL'I of a. lasting moon. • 

And yet, who had not fallen into desire ? It was easy, in the 

• I.e. a moon that hall no phases. 
Vol. 221.-No. 441. 
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rising aud fu.lli.ng of the smoke u.nd l•he fire of thought, to sink 
so deep in desires. 0 heart, you were entangled in the 
threads. ' Suffering ' and • the Price ' are their ·names. There 
is no end to the lashes of .Aborasetsu, the jailor of this prison. 
0 heart, in your utter extremity you beat the silks of 
remorse ; t;o the end of nJl false desire Ka,rroa shows her 
hate. 

Clwrus. 
Ah false desil'e and fate I 
Her tears are shed on the silk-board, 
Tears fall and turn into flame, 
The smoke has stifled her cries, 
She cannot reach us at all, 
Nor yet the beating of the silk-board 
Nor even the voice of t.he pines 
But only the voice of that sorrowful punishment. 

Slow as the pace of sleep, 
Swift as the steed of time, 
By the six roads of changi::J.g and passing 
We do not escape from the wheel, 
Nor from the flaming of Karma, 

Aoi l Aoi I 

Though we wander through life and death ; 
This woman fled from his horses 
To a world without taste or breath. 

Glwst of the wife. · Even the leaves of the kudj u-grass 
show their hate of this underworld by the turning away of 
their leaves. 

Clwrus. The leaves of the kudj u show their hate by 
bending aside ; and neither can they unbend nor can the face 
of o'er-shadowed desire. 0 face of eagerness, though you 

· had loved him truly through both worlds, and hope had 
clung a thousand generations, 'twere little avail. The cliffs 

. of Matsuyana with stiff pines stand in the end of time ; your 
useless speech is but false mocking, like the elfish waves. 
Aoi I Aoi I Is this the heart of man ? 

Glwst of the wife. It is the great, false bird called 
' Taking-care.' 

Clwrus. Who will call him a true man-the wandering 
husband-when even the plants know their season, the 
feathered and furred have their hearts ? It seems that our 
story has set a fact beyond fable. Even Sobu, afar, gave to 
the flying wild-duck a message to be borne through the 
southern country, over a thousand leagues, so deep was his 
heart's current-not shallow the love in his heart. Kimi, 
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you have no drowsy thought of me, and no dream of yours 
reaches toward me. Hateful, and why ? 0 hateful ! 

Chorus. She recites the Flower of Law ; the ghost is 
received into Bu�u ; the road h.ae become enlightened. Her 
constant beating of silk has opened the flower, even so 
lightly she has entered the seed-pod of Butsu. 

The plot of the second play, on titled ' Hagoromo ' 
(' The Feather-Mantle '), is as follows. The W aki, a 
priest, finds the Hagororrw, the magical feather-mantle of 
a tennin (the Shitei of the play), an aerial spirit or celestial 
dancer, hanging upon a bough. She demands its return. 
He argues with her and finally promises to return it 
if she will teach him her dance or part of it. This is 
done. The Chorus explain the dance as symbolical of the 
daily changes of the moon. The words about • three, five, 
and fifteen ' refer to the number of nights. In the finale 
the tennin is supposed to disappear, like the mountain 
slowly hidden in mist. The play shows the relation of 
tho early Noh to the God-dance. 

Pmst. Windy road of the waves by Miwo, 
Swift with ships, loud over steersmen's voices I 
Hakuryo, taker of fish, head of his house, 
Dwells upon the barren pine-waste of Miwo. 

A fisherman. Upon a thousand heights had gathered the 
inexplicable cloud. Swept by the rain, the moon is just 
come to light the low house. A clean and pleasant time, 
surely. There comes the breath-colour of spdng ; the waves 
rise in a line below the early mist ; the moon is still delaying 
above, though we've no skill to grasp it. Here is a beauty to 
set the mind above itself. 

Chorus. I shall not be out of memory 
Of the mountain road by Kiyomi 
Nor of the parted grass by that bay, 
Nor of the far seen pine-waste 
Of Miwo of wheat stalks. 

Let us go according to custom. Take hands against the 
wind here, for it presses the clouds and the sea. Those men 
who were going to fish are about to return without launch� 
ing. Wait a little, is it not spring ? will not the wind be 
quiet ? This wind is only the voice of the lasting pine-trees 
ready for stillness. See how the air is soundless, or would be 
were it not for the waves. There now I t�e fishermen are 
putting out with even the smallest boats. 

Priest. Now I am come to shore at Miwo-no ; I disembark 
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in Subarn ; I see nil -that they speak of on tho shore. An 
empty sky, with music, a rain of flowers, strange fragrance 
on every side. All these are no common things, nor is this 
cloak that hangs upon the pine-tree. As I approach to 
inhale its colour, I am aware of mystery. Its colour-smell is 
mysterious. I see that it is surely no common dress. I will 
take it now and return and make it a treasure in my house, 
to show to tbe aged. 

Tennin. That cloak belongs to some one on this side. 
What are yon proposing to do with it ? 

Priest. This ? this is a cloak picked up, I am taking it 
home, I tell you. 

Tennin. 
That is a feather·ma,ntle not fit for a mm·tal to bear, 
Not easily wrested from the sky-tro.versing spirit, 
Not easily taken or given. 
I ask you to leave it where you found it. 

Priest. How ? is the owner of this cloak a tennin ? So be 
it. In this downcast age I should keep it, a rare thing, and 
ma�e it a treasure in the country, a thing respected. Then I 
should not return it. 

Tennin. Pitiful ! Thera is no flying without the cloak of 
feathers, no return through the rether. I pray you return 
me the mantle. 

Priest. Just from hearing these high words, I, Hakuryo, 
have gathered mm·e and yet more force. You think, because 
I was too stupid to recognise it, that I shall be unable to 
take and keep hid the feather-robe, that I shall give it back 
for merely being told to stand and withdraw ? 

Tennin. A tennin without her robe, 
A bird· without wings, 
How shall she climb the air ? 

Priest. And this wol'ld would . be a. sorry place for her to 
dwell in ? 

Tennin. I am cnught, I struggle, how shall I . . .  
Priest. No, Hakm·yo is not one to give back the robe. 
Tennin. Power does not attain 
Priest. To get back the robe. 
Chorus. Her coronet • jewell ad as with the dew of tea.rs, 

evan the flowers that decorated her hair drooping and fading, 
the whole chain of weaknesses t of the dying tennin can be 
seen actually before the eyes. Sorrow I 

• Vuu exampiCH of st.atc hcad-dre!JB of kingfisher fenthero, in the South 
Kensington Museum. 

t The chain of weaknesses, or the five ills, diseases of the tennin : (1) The 
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Tennin. I look into the flat of heaven, peering ;  the cloud 
road perplexes itself ; we are lost in the rising mist ; I have 
lost the knowledge of the road. Strange I a strange sorrow I 

Chorus. Enviable colour of breath, wonder of clouds that 
fade along the sky that was our accustomed dwelling I Hearing 
the sky-bird, accustomed and well accustomed, hearing the 
voices grow fewer, the wild geese fewer and fewer, along 
the highways of air, how deep her longing to return I Plover 
and seagull are on the 'vaves in the offing. Do they go ? or 
do they retm·n ? She reaches out for the very blowing of 
the spring wind against heaven. 

Priest (to the Tennin). What do you say ? Now that I 
can see you in your sorrow, gracious, of heaven, I bend and 
would return you your mantle. 

Tennin. It is clearer. No, give it this side. 
Priest. First tell me your nature, who are you ? Tennin I 

Give payment with the dance of the tennin, and I will 
return you your mantle. 

Tennin. Readily and gladly, and then I return into 
heaven. Yon shall have what pleasure you will, and I will 
leave a dance here, a j oy to be new among men, and to be 
memorial dancing. Learn then this dance that can turn the 
palace of the moon. No, cor.ue here to learn it. For the 
sorrows of the world I will leave this new dancing with you 
for sorrowful people. But give me my mantle, it is needful 
as a part of the measure. 

Priest. Not yet, for, if you should get it, how do I know 
you'll not be off to your palace without even beginning your 
dance, not even a measure ? 

Tennin. Doubt is of mortals ; with us there is no deceit. 
Priest. I am again ashamed. I give you your mantle. 
Glwrus. The young maid now is arrayed ; she assumes 

the curious mantle ; watch how she moves in the dance of 
the rainbow-feathered garment. 

Priest. The heavenly feather-robe moves in nccord with 
the wind. 

Tennin. The sleeves of flowers are being wet with the 
rain. 

P1-iest. All tht·ee are doing one step. 
Gharus. 

It seems that she dances. 
Thus was the dance of pleasure, 

hanakadzusa withers ; (2) the haooromo is stained ; (3) sweat comes from 
the body ; (4) both eyes wink frequently ; (5) she feels very weary of her 
palace of heaven. 
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C l 60 Continued 

Suruga, dmlCiug, bl'Ought to the sacred easii. 
Thus was it when the lords of the e verlasting 
Trod the world, 
They being of old our friends. 
Upon ten aides their sky is without limit, 
'I'hey have named it, on this account, the enduring. 

Tennin. The j ewelled axe takes up the eternal renewing, 
the palace of the moon-god is being renewed with the jewelled 
n.xe, and this is always recurring. 

Chorus (commenting on the dance). 
The white koromo, the black koromo, 
Three, five into fifteen, 
The fi gure that the tennin is dividing. 
There are heavenly nymphs, Amaotome,• 
One for each night of the month, 
And each with her deed assigned. 

Tennin. I also am heaven-born and a maid, Amaotome. 
Of them there are many. This is the dividing of my body 
that is fruit of the moon's tree, Katsuma..t This is one part 
of our dance that I leave to you here in your world. 

' 

Chorus. The spring mist · is widespread abroad ; so 
perhaps the wild olive's flower will blossom in the infinitely 
unreachable moon. Her fl.O\very head-ornament is putting 
on colour ; this truly is sign of the spring. Not sky is here, 
but the beauty ; and even here comes the heavenly, wonderful 
wind. 0 blow, shut the accustomed path of the clouds. 0 you 
in the form of a. maid, grant us the favour of your delaying. 
The pine-waste of Miwo puts on the colour of spring. The 
bn.y of Kiyomi lies clear before the snow upon Fuji. Are not 
all these presages of the spring ? There are but few ripples 
beneath the piny wind. It is quiet along the shore. There 
is naught but a fence of j ewels between the earth o.nd the 
sky, and the gods within and without, :f: beyond and beneath 
the stars, and the moon unclouded by her lord, and we who 
are born of the sun I This alone is between, here where the 
nioon is unshadowed, here in Nippon, the sun's field. 

Tennin. The plumage of heaven drops neither feather 
nor flame to its own diminution. 

Chorus. Nor is this rock of earth over-much worn by the 
brushing of that feather-mantle, the feathery skirt of the 
stars-rarely I how rarely I There is a magic song from 

• Cf. ' Pnrndiso,' xxill, 25. ' Quale nel plenllunll screnl Trivia ride tm le 
ninfe eterne.' 

t A tree something like the ll\urel. 
l ' Within nnd without,' gei, gu, two pnrl;s of the temple. 
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Ezra Pound ' s  Poetry and Prose: Vol. I 

the east, the voices of many and many, and flute and she, 
filling the space beyond the cloud's edge, seven-stringed I 
Dance I filling and filling. The red sun blots on the sky the 
line of the colour-drenched mountains. The flowers rain in 
a gust ; it is no racking storm th!Lt comes over this green 
moor, which is afloat, as it would seem, in these waves. 
Wonderful is the sleeve of the white cloud whirling such 
snow here. 

Tennin. Plain of life, field of the sun, true found.::.tion, 
great power I 

Chorus. Hence and for ever this dancing shall be called 
' A  revel in the East.' Many are the robes thou hast, now of 
the sky's colour itself, and now a green garment. 

Semi-Clwrus. And now the robe of mist, presaging spring, 
a colour-smell as this wonderful maiden's skirt-left, right, 
left I The rustling of flowers, the putting-on of the feathery 
sleeve ; they bend in air with the dancing. 

Semi-Chorus. Many are the joys in the east. She who is 
the colour-person of the moon takes her middle-night in 
the sky. She marks her three fives with this dancing, as a 
shadow of all fulfilments. The circled vows are at full. Give 
the seven j ewels of rain and all of the treasure, you who go 
from us. After a little time, only a little time, can the mantle 
be upon the wind that was spread over Matsubara or over 
Ashilaka the mountain, though the clouds lie in its heaven 
like a plain awash with sea. Fuj i is gone ; the great peak 
of Fuj i is blotted out little by little. It melts into the upper 
mist. In this way she (the Tennin] is lost to sight. 
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." ON THE I M BECI LITY O F  T H E  
RI CH." 

lly BAOTIE� vo� Hr.Ll!IIOLTX. , 

" 1  'l' is cmious thut the ril'h hflvo no sense. " " I t i� 
curious," auid my friend, " thnt out of so runnY 
mil lionaires thero is not o11r1  not even that ul �l 

ass Carn egie, who lmu uny intelligence ,"  

" The rich," said another of my f l'ie,nds ( even ns I,  n 
poor· scrivener), " thl' rich, dnmn them, come in here 
und sit on my chest, nnd tnlk of how fine it would bll 
i(-if this, that and the other, nnd if  1 succeed in  
doing thio, tho.t o.nd the other·, And it never· occuro 
to them tho.t with one-tenth of their a rye11 t .•cc 011 l i lJUiclc 
1 could ' vie with Cosima ' nnd build up the excellent 
world. Tho.t I don' t mind. Thtl poor fools hnvc n u  
im agin11tion. Tiley never· think what 11 nHin of sen�u 

could do with their money. Dut worse than that thr.ir 
pu�i llanim ity never ouggests to them tho.t they

' 
might 

l r.nd a hand , that they might, ns it were , hold up thei r 
r,nd. " 

I have heard them talk over schemes and approve, 
nnd know that others w ere giving their time and work 
time and work tho.t they might have used to more selfish 
advancement, etc., etc. But the men who help are 
poor men, or they are poor men comparatively. 

I know one mun who ho.s £3,000 u year and spends 
£1 ,000 of it on literature. I know one who has several 
hundreds und spends a reo.aonable percent11ge on the 
11rt� . . A dubble.r with n <'Up i tal of about £aoo,ooo spends 
nothwg, but thmka about spend ing a few pounds. Five 
wua the lust amount over which I heard him dcliberatipg. 

A few poor men spend inculculable lubour and help 
with ao.les Rnd jobs generally. ' 

An anarchist puper in America, " The Uevolutionary 
Almunack, " seems to be the only puper in thnt countr-v 
which keeps abreast of continento.l thought. I snv thf� 
with uurpl'ise. I had no intentions of 11nnrchy . ' 

But the whole burden of civilisntion has shifted. In 
the time of Leona rdo the burden \\'1\S d ivided between 
the artists nnd the eupito.Hsts. 

In our time the burden rests on the nrtists nnd on 11 
few friend ly nnd ob�eure people, mo�tly of the m idd le 
<·lass or below it. 

I hold n bric! lor no clnss. That is to say my hnte for 
nll clnsse� is 11bont even. My life is n serieR of  contm?ictions� because I lind myself incu.pnble of putting hnte 
mto actron . Hate cnn be for a muss, but one's action� 
n re always nguinst some individnnl. I me lt before the 
individual. I give w11y to pity. The swine suv thnt I 
" huve a good heart." 

· 

Let that be. I have nn affection for the arts. In the 
morass of " modern life," I believe that the nrts are 
the only things worth keepinK up. 

Religion is only the mess thnt is mndc whene1•er 
pdcsts try to exploi t the arts to their, i.r.. , the priest�', 
own profit. P riests nnd most pro fessors nre uncre11tive. 
Their fnnl'tion is pnmsitic. 

In . nny ca�e, nll org11nised rel igiou is  n stntc gmft or· 
n pr1c�t graft : the on l,1· ll'lle rel igion is tho r<•veln tion 
m ade in the arts. 

I don't cure whether or no the cnpitn list system 
decuys, but for the good brothers who hope th at it is 
clccn,ving, I ean only say " be of good cheer'. " O n e  of thu 
fin est symptoms of its rottenn ess is that the cure of th e 
1ut� ha� been gi1•en over to the poor,  and to the jnst
nbove-pool·. And the bnlnnce of power rests w i th the 
arts. 

So fme is the bnlnncc of power that it nlwnys r·ests 
with the nrts. As Hlow ly ns n jcwel le1· 's scales tip for· 
nn eyelnr.h, uo slowly do lcgislnti ons, nnd,  mor·e than 
paper lcgislnt ions , nctunlitieH follow the n 1-ts. 

How o ft<'n do w u  hl'nr· snid " YPu n rc governed by 
Rousseuu." 

You will soon be ruled b1· n stiffer hand thnn Jean-
J ncque�' . 

· 

With the refuse of the debnsed business clns� contr,ol
ling nine-tenths of pl'inted publication, with the Pr·ess 
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s,rst.em !LS it  is,  the intellectuo,l Sl\l' ing lhu tcnn " Lhe 
in tellectual " l i fe of to-day is in

' 
u \l'or·se m e s s  tl11;n wns 

eYCI' the poli t.ical life o f  the middle 11ges. 
One cn,n o n ly hope for somo protection of the l\l'ts 

like the churchly protection of knowledge of the middle 
np;cs. This " tnwe o f  lhe n r Ls " will  come : this sct•nrity 
o f  artistic creation. B u t  the fonndntion wil l  uot b� 
from t h e  rich. It wil l  nut be a " rich young man of  

�\ssi� ! " w h o  shnll  fonn d i t ;  i t  wil l  be n lllliltl of  the 
l l l t.P l l lg<'nt p o o r  nnd nenr·poor. lt w i l l  be n� fnnnti<·nl 
nlmost. as the m edirevnl rel igious. H wi l l  hate uuu 
contemn the world. H w ill be n dnmnnblc n u isance. 

'fhc medirevnl church wns a do.mnnble nuisance. The 
artists of the renaissance were not o. dnmnnble nuisnnce, 
though the pedo.n try of the rcno.issnnce probub l,v wus. 
No, not quite thnt, the pednutry of  tho r·ennis�nuce \I'll� 
cnjoyabll• in itM own dil,V, thnngh n o  rnudcrn wonld 
stnnd it. 

I don't know that I want to prevent this cloistrntion. 
I state the fact for who.t it is worth. Tho rich of our 
time compnro unfo.vournbly with the rich o f  the fifteenth 
century. The system which supports them is rotten. 
They will go down. They will ho.ve no friends to bre11k 
their full, · I  doubt if they will all die in time to escape 
the eight of their own d egrnd11tion. If they do die in 
time they will die in the knowledge th11t they huve left 
no glory behind them, that their memory ia d espised. 

The odd thing, the only thing that puzzles one in the 
matter is  that their misanthropy is  either disguised or 
unconscious. They do not even get the Blltiafndiona of 
hatred. 

One ia d11mn'd if one can aeo why they bother. They 
go about professing interest in this, that nnd the other. 
They seem to sniff at life from the edges, They to.lk 
about " ha p py lives," ad infinitum. 

They a.�e a conaumm11te sterility. They put their money 
on all thmgs save the permanent and the constructive. 

They ?iffer greatly nn:rong themuelves. That may 
seem cur·1oua, but even lep1dop tera, or whatever thoy ure 
differ. 

' 

Of the tw� richest men whom I know one is a pleasant 
nss and the o ther is an unpleasunt ass. I h11ve observed 
vurieties among tho rich , many varieties but they nre 
all  alike i n  one thing, I have never kn�wn nny reully 
rich person to make him or herself uncomfortable for 
the sake of any other person or cause-not for one 
moment. I have ueen them suffer pain, chagrin etc. 
I have seen them suffer humiliations that I would not 
dream of being put to, but they suffer these things 
always from inaction, o.lways bcco.use of some want of 
audacity. 

I am not going to burst into any preen of praise about 
the poor. Po verty is indeed 11 cloak for every envy and 
for every form of niggnrdliness-these thin!(B o.re effects 
of a cause. The virtues, the wasteful virtues, slip in 
between, as if  by accident, as if they were 11 gift from 
strango gods. 

I am not preach ing a morn!. 
N a thing but a. love of perfection, or of " God, " or of 

" th e  untellable beauty," or something of that sort will  
make a. human being into the sort of person one wlahcs 
to meet. And nothing but such love, plus some reason
able cho.nce o f  seeking tho.t perfection, or tho.t " God " 
or that " untellable beauty," will k eep said human being 
o. bc111'8.bl e companion. 

The " love " ia, I suppose, " innate," or an " accident " 
or a " predestin11tion," or whatever one likes to call i

1
t · 

the " chance of seeking " is, I ouppose, the concern of 
m11n'a economic and legislative faculties. One gets 
bored with " economiuts " o.nd all their gullery because 
they keep har�ing on the " chance " and bcc�uae they 
wunt to preucnbe what one ohnll do with it. 

• * * * 
It ia, indeed, more difficult for a rich man to get into 

good company than for 11 camel to get into the B11th 
Club. I don ' t mean that the rich don ' t  meet nice people ; 
but they never get more tho.n the shells. The nice people 
meet and eat and depart without becoming acquainted. 
I know, a t  a pinch, two dozen interesting people, 1111 of 
whom ho.ve m et·D. certain number o f  rich , and I do not 
know one in the Jot who hao any respect for any rich 
man, or who hua ever given o. confidence or un intimate 
view of life to uny one of the lot. 

C161  "On the Imbecility of the Rich." Egoist, I .  20 (15 Oct. 1914) 389-90. 
"By Bastien von Helmholtz." 
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I have listened, 'but I have oeldom heard of money 
well spent. I once knew of a very rich man who wo.s 
encouro.ging leo.rnin,;, but he told m e  to my face that 
he didn't care about how " learning " wao " encouraged," 
" that he knew nothing about all that," " that he only 
wanted to erect o. memorial to hio father." 

" II o.dmettait troio ariotocratieo, Ia noblesse, le  clerge 
et Ia litterature," wrote llenan of o. certain suave cleric. 
" The nobility " is being oo noble at present that I must 
revise my original sentence, but, even so, we no longer 
respect the claus, we respect the individual of it. The 
time when on'l might have looked on o.ny sort of clergy 
as an 1 1 arislocracy II is 80 long gone that one CO.n only 
look upon the idea as a quaint bit of bric-a-bro.c. There 
remaino an aristocracy of  the creative arts and an 
aristocracy of inventive science. 

· 

THOSE AMERICAN 
PU BLICATIONS.  

By BAFTIBTE VON HELYHOLTZ. 

1 T is alw11yo nice to oee one'o ide au adopted, or even 
adapted, if one have a mildly cynical senoe. of 
humour. I have just taken from a friend's table the 

prospectuo of a new American " weekly review," which 
is to " reapect no taboos." This phrase has a fo.miliar 
cadence. Can it be that we have seen it on the 
announcement of our old friend, TRll Eaout 1 

Of course the prospectors say nothing about Tm: 
Eaoxet. They do not even invite my friend to' contribute 
at a remunerative rate • • • •  though he has done a 
good de11l of work for Tm: Eaoxst in one way or anotb,er. 
'£hey invite him to subscribe fourteen bob to " co
operate effectively " in the " eatablishment " of such a 
journal. They say that " every subscription received 
prior to publication will be particularly encouraging." 

Of course they o.re particularly encouraging. H is only 
about three years since the Edilor of the " Atlantic 
Monthly " wrote to one of our distinguished novelists 
asking her to remove the " trousera " from a bedroom 
scene. The trousers in question were hung over a. chair
back , . .  in a perfecUy respectable and conjugal cham
ber. The male hen conducting the " Atlantic " could not 
face the fact ; he could not permit or expect his readers 
to face the !act that husbands hang pants, breeches, or 
trouaers over chair-backs when retiring for the night. 
We suppose they should have been concealed in a cup
board or hidden behind the washstand. 

The American ma.gazinists are " o.  fair treat." No 
wonder this new lot are encouraging. Their ideo. about 
taboos is o. good one, derivative, but good. 

They compare favourably with the " Century." The 
" Century " has, of course, a n ew and up-to-date editor. 
It is  only a few montha since he sent a letter to one of 
our friends--{Mr. Pound, to be precise)-to tell how 
modern he wa.o. E. P. wao delighted. He had one 
of his periodical apo.smo of  hope and belief in his 
country. He i s  nothing if  not patriotic. The next morn
ing the poor editor opoiled his good work. Ho inad
vertently oent on acme copies of hio paper to prove how 
modern he was. 

One of his editorials ran : " The Century Mngazine I I 
wan ts to bring its fiction " o.s near to truth and make 
it as interpretative of life aJ conditicnJ allow." 

Them pants a.ga.in I 
Breeks o.re o. circumstance. 0 America I E. P. said it 

showed, i.e., the desire to get somewhere near the truth, 
showed " 11 gleam of senoo in a pusillanimous void." 
However, he was not really discouraged till he co.mo to 
some piouo wails abou·t the so.credne;;s of relation 
between editor and contributor. " Tho contributors . 
make the magazine and the magazine maim Ilia 
contributors," wrote the pious Mr. Y o.rd. 
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Thio last i s  so exact an o.nalysia of the reaoon why 
America. no longer produces anything worth calling art 
or literature that our friend has never since a1•gued with 
me as to the hopelesonesa of anything being produced 
there, except magazine articles on politics . . . .  which 
are, to my m ind, damned uninteresting, but no m atter. 

" Th e  maaa�ine makCJ the contrib11tor·a." That i s  
America o f  to-day. That is why all t h e  b e s t  American 
nrtist.o enc1tpe, Ill., Ill. 'l'he l i ttle ole\ lndiea, mnle nne\ 
femllle, of those o.ged editorial offices, dare not face the 
fact of individual personality ; of writero who will not 
he made. 

Indeed we should welcome a new American publica
tion, w i th o. set of idlu fix.CJ some twenty years newer. 
A publication looking forward to o. " new burot of 
democratic accomplishment." 

PRELI MINARY ANNOU NCEM ENT 
OF THE COLLEGE OF ARTS.* 

IT has been noted by certain n.uthora that London i�  
the capital of the world, and " Art is o. mo.ttel' of 
capitals." At present many American students who 

1\'ould have sought Vienna or Prngue or some con
tinental city a.re disturbed by war. To these The College 
of Arts offers a temporo.ry refuge and a permanent 
centre. 

W e  draw the attention of new students to the Co.ct thnt 
1'10 course of study is complete •without ono or more years 
in London. Scholarly research is often but wasted time 
i (  it ha.s not been first arranged and oriented in tho 
British Muoeum. 

The London collectiono are if not unrivalled a t  least 
unsurpassed. The Louvre hns the Venus and the Vict{}l'Y 
hut the general collection of ·sculpture in the Museum 
here is, as 11 whole, the fine1· collection. The N o.tionnl 
Gallery i� smaller tho.n tho Louvre but it con�aino no 
rubbish. 

Without chn.uvinism we can very cnsily claim thnt 
study i n  London is at lenst as advantageous llS study 
elsewhere, o.nd tho.t a year's study in London by no 
means prevents earlier or later study in other capitals. 

The American student coming abroad is usually prc
Kentcd with two systems of study, firstly, thn,t of 
" institutions " for the moat part academic, sterilo, pro
fessorial ; secondly, instruction by private teachers often 
most excellent, often the rcrversc. 

The College of Arto offers contact �v1th artiuts of 
established pooi tion , creative minds, men for tho mo�t 
part who have already suffered in the CllUSe of their art. 

Recognising the interaction of the arts, the intcr
stimulous, and inter-enlightenment, we have gathered 
the arts together, we recommend that each student shall 
undertake some seconp or auxilinry subject, though thi11 
i�  in all cases left to his own inclination. Wo recogniEe 
that certain genius runo deep and often in one groove 
only, and that somo minds move in the language of one 
medium only. But this doeo not hold true Cor the general 
�tudent, For him nnd for mn.ny of the mMtcra one art 
i�  the constant illuminator of another, o. conKtant 
l'cfreshment. 

Tho college prepares two oortH of inMlruction ; one fur 
thooe who intend u. career in oomo single art, who desire 
prn.cticnl nne\ technical instruction, n Hccond for thonc 
who believe Uiat learning iH an adornment, n gl'D.cioua 
and u seless pleasure, that is to sa._y for seriouM nrt 
Rlndente nnd for the better oort of dilettanti. 

'fhc cost of instruction will very from £20 to £ 1 00, 
depending on how much the student wiohes to  do him· 
Hell nnd how much he wishes lo have done for him. 
We recognise that the great majority of students now 

• This lnt<lre.Ung pro•pcctn• comC3 to hnnd, Ita valuo IY ouch that wo hMten to 11rlnt It onUro. 
C l 63 
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coming to Europe o.ro musical atudon !.G, lho next moat 
numerous claos d.re painters o.nd sculptors ; we n overthe
le-sa, bel ieve that there are variouu other utudiea which 
would be puraued if otudenta knew where to go for 
iustruction, 

We try not to duplicate courses given in formal insti
tu tions like the University of London, or purely 
u tili tarian coursea like lhoae of  Berl i tz. London i3  
i tself a lnrger universi ty, nnd the best Gpeciuliats n r e  
perho.pu only a,ppronchable  in  chance converRntion. We 
o.im ut an i n tellectual atatus no lower thaw that  attai ned 
by the courts of the Italian Renniasnnce. 

Our orgn.niso.tion is not unlike that of a University 
gmduu,te-school, and ia intended to supplement the 
graduate instruction in " o.rto . " This instruction is 
offered to anyone w ho wants i t ,  not merely to those 
holding phi lological degrees . 

A knowledge of morphology b not essential to the 
o.pprcciation of l itero.ture, e\·cn the litern.ture of a for· 
gotten o.ge or decade. 

· 
M. Arnold Dolmdsch'a poRition in the world of muNic 

is unique, nnd a,ll music lovers are ao well awaro of i t, 
that one need not here pause to proclaim i t. Painting 
n.nd sculpture are taught by the most advanced o.nd bril
liant men of our decade, but if any student deaires i n
s truction in the earlier forms of the art, i nstruction in 
representative po.inting awaits him. The faculty as 
n.rranged to dn.te, though i t  is  still but a partial faculty, 
i s  perhaps our best proRpcctns. 

SCULPTURE. 
Atelier of Sculpture GAVDIEII·Botz£BKA 

PAINTING. 

Atelier of Painting Wn:onAll I.tana 
Aasisbant, and Director of the Atel ier, H. 8AliDL:us. 

Atelier of Design EowARll W J.li$WOR1'11 

Representa.tiona.l Paint ing (miniature) 
Private instruction MJ.TmLut: Huu:-; 

Portraiture, o.nd the History of Occidentai Painting 
Itr.u n >ALJ• WILEliSKI  

(Writer on tho Hiatory of the Fine A rt� to  
" The Athenaeum ") 

Etch ing nnd D1·y Point \VM, l'. Hoau�" 

MUSIO. 
. . .  A n �OL[I DollltrscJJ 

Mo11�:n:-; l:iu1·null!:liTU : . . •  
Violin St:NYBI (nrrangcfllent pend ing) 
'Uello l•'t:LIX S.lLiolONU 

A ssiutant, H EATil lcr. En:Lillr., 

l'i nno K. R. H r.ntA:o; 

Auaistllnt, 0LAJlYS HullL'I'OX, 
Voico . . .  RooEnT nE DHoucE 
Diseuse A r.ta:TTr. lo'ont:T 
Lecturer on modem ltu�sinn Composers . . . Euw1:-; EvAI'(U 

LETTERS. 
Comparat ive Poetry Et.nA f'••n111, M.A. 

Author of "Per6onae," "Exultations," " The 
Spiri t of Romance " (a study of the mcd i..,val 
poetry of ln.tin Europe), " 'l'he A ppronch lo 
Pnl'is " (n, aer ies of papers denting •with the 
contemporary poetry of Fmncc, " N ew 
Ago "), etc., t1·anslator of Guido l':n·nl
canti 's " Rnllate " n.nd of tho " Cnnr.oni of 
Amnu t DMicl " ;  Contributor to  " The 
Quarterly Review, ' '  " The Fortnightly Re
view," l'tc., Sometime Fellow in fionann icH 
of tho Univl.'rsity of Penn'sylvanin, now in 
charge of the Into Ernes� Fenollosa's papers 
dealing with Chinoso lyric poetry nnd the 
J apo.nese stage. 

lluusian Novelista . . .  IV.lN Kousuuxt: (JonN Coun:-w•) 
'franslu.tor of various tales by Gogol, 
Korolenko, Dostoyevaky, Gorky, 'l'urp:enev, 
Chckov, Androyev, Sologub, Remizov, etc. 
(World's Mu.sterpiece series), Contributor to 
" The Forum , " " LippincoU'a, " " The 
Mask," etc. 
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Itn�sinn Contemporary 'l'hough l ZI N A I O A  VANOJ::ItOWA 
Publinhed works: Sovcn volumes of easnys in 
Rnsuio.n. Contributor to " Tho Fo1·lnightly 
Review," otc. 

D ro.mntic-Uriticiam . . . Ct:c:n, bKLt:t:-Donm.\X 
Lato clramntic crilic of " The New York 
Tribune," general European rcpresen lntivc 
of the Oliver Moroaco Uompany (Loo Angelcu 
and New York). 

l'HOTOGUAI'HY. 
Stud io ALVIN LANGuo:o; <Jouunx 

GRAFTS. 

(in course of armngement). 
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Si�ver nnd Ornament . . .  L.I UOJLnon\· I::IAXUIIJ:: I ll 
Pottery 
Furniture and Reproduction . . . 
Book-bind ing (Pia.in Letter llluminn t ing, 'fool· 

work, Inlay, Restorat ion) . . .  G .  l:i t;·JT LII"FI: 

Printing C HAS. T. J.\COUI ( Man-

Engrav ing, Wood-cut 
Meta.lwork 
Enamel 
Jewels 

aging Pn rtnor of the 
C'hiswick Preas). 

" The Crafts become the Fine A .·ts wlwn men of 
�"fficient cu lture ma inta in them . " 

THE DANCE. 
XVI. Century Dances M no. Douu:racu 

Communications should be addressed to the Secre
lariu.l Offices, 6, Holla.nd Place Chnmbcru, Kenaington , 
London, W., to Vaughn Baron, Sec. 

:\a a. supplement to the val'ioue couraeu in n rts nnd 
cmfta, w e point out the value of individual research in, 
and 6tudy of, the vnl"iouu collcctiong of the Sou th 
Kensington, nnd British Museums. We w ill en
den.vour to save the student's time by giving general 
c.!iroction for such w01·k, nnd initiation in method, apart 
f1 om the usual asaistnnce offered by the regular Museum 
oflicia.ls. 

In certain rare cu.ses, the American college studen t ,  
desiring more tho.n h is degree, will find i t  possible t o  
upend h i s  Junior or Sophomore year in  London and 
return to hia own Unh·ersity for gradua tion. Those 
desiring to do this should of courac submit to ua their 
Jllnns of s tudy, together with a clear statement of their 
requirements for gmduntion at the home college. Such 
sludenta will  have to posseRs rather more than o.vcrage 
intelligence. 

If intend ing to luke graduate work for h igher degrees, 
they may, however, find tha t  this foa·m of rcceu., will give 
them a. distinct ndvantu.ge over their colleu.gues, such 
us fully to compensate for the inconvenience and de
rangement of undergraduu.te studiea. It is always open 
to them, to fill in routine courses by application to the 
University of London (that is to any, ordinary m nthe· 
m n tics or classics) pursuin .� su.id courses in conjunction 
with their spccin.l work with the College of Arta, 

(Eutl of Prosprcl.us). 

llt:liARKs.-The college should come u� a boon to 
various u.nd numerous studenta who would otherwise be 
fugging about in continentu.l pensions, meeting one 
single toucher who probu.bly wiahes them in the inferno, 
and dependent for the rest on fellow boarders and public 
amusements. 

Second ly , it  'Would HCem deHignoo to fcmn i laelf into 
11. centre of i ntelligen t  and intellectual activity, rather 
than a. cra.mming factory where certain da.La. arc puahed 
into tho utudent rego.rdleaa of hie ab ili ties or pre
dilectiona. 

We note with interest that M.  Dolmetsch's book on 
" The Interpretu.tion of The Music of the XVII. and 
X VIII. centuries " is u.nnounced IU about to appear. 
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MOPBRN GllORGlCS 

North of Boston, by Robert Frost. David Nutt, London. 
It is a sinister thing that so American, I might even say 

so parochial, a talent as that of Robert Frost should have 
to be exported before it can find due encouragement and 
recognition. 

Even Emerson had sufficient elasticity of mind to find 
something in the "yawp." One doesn't need to like a book 
or a poem or a picture in order to recognize artistic vigor. 
But the typical American editor of the last twenty yean 
has resolutely shut his mind against serious American writ
ing. I do not exaggerate, I quote exactly, when I say that 
these gentlemen deliberately write to authors that such and 
such a matter is "too unfamiliar to our readers." 

There was once an American editor who would even 
print me, so I showed him Frost's Death of the Hired Man. 
He wouldn't have it ; he had printed a weak pseudo-Mase
fieldian poem about a hired man two months before, one 
written in a stilted pseudo-literary language, with all sorts 
of floridities and worn-out ornaments. 

Mr. Frost is an honest writer, writing from himself, 
from his own knowledge and emotion ; not simply picking 
up the manner which magazines are accepting at the moment, 
and applying it to topics in vogue. He is quite consciously 
and definitely putting New England rural life into verse. 
He is not using themes that anybody could have cribbed out 
of Ovid. 

There are only two passions in art ; there are only love 
and hate--with endless modifications. Frost has been hon
estly fond of the New England people, I dare say with spells 
of irritation. He has given their life honestly and seriously. 
He has never turned aside to make fun of it. He has taken 
their tragedy as tragedy, their stubbornness as stubbornness. 
I mow more of fann life than I did before I had read his 
poems. That means I mow more of "Life." 

Mr. Frost has dared to write, and for the most part 
with success, in the natural speech of New England ; in 
natural spoken speech, which is very different from the 
"natural" speech of the newspapers, and of many professors. 
His poetry is a bit slow, but you aren't held up every five 
minutes by the feeling that you are listening to a fool ; so 

perhaps you read it just as easily and quickly as you might 
read the verse of some of the sillier and more "vivacious" 
writers. 

A sane man knows that a prose short story can't be 
much better than the short stories of De Maupassant or of 
"Steve" Crane. Frost's work is interesting, incidentally, 
because there has been during the last few years an effort 
to proceed from the prose short story to the short story 
in verse. Francis Jammes has done a successful novel in 
verse, in a third of the space a prose novd would have 
taken-Existences in La Triomphe de Ia Pie. Vildrac and 
D. H. Lawrence have employed verse successfully for short 
stories. Masefield is not part of this movement. He has 
avoi4ed all the difficulties of the immeasurably difficult art 

C I 64 Modern Georgics. Poetry, V. 3 (Dec. 1914) 127-30. 
A review of North of Boston, by Robert Frost. Reprinted, with the omission of two paragraphs, as "First American Notice, 
III, by Ezra Pound," in Recognition of Robert Frost . . .  Edited by Richard Thornton ([ 1937))-B40-pp. 50-53, in Lhe 
section "Early Recogni tion." 
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of good prose by using a slap-odash, tlabby ve.r,;e which h.u 
been accepted in New Zealand. Janunes, Vildrac and 
Lawrence have lived up to the exigencies of prose: and have 
g-.Uned by brevity. This counts with seriom artistll. 

Very well, then, Mr. Frost holds up a mirror to nature, 
not an oleograph. It is natural and proper that I should 
hav.:: i:o wuu:: a&roaJ to gd priui:tJ, 01. i.hat "H. D.''�wilL 
her clear-cut derivations and her revivifications of Grc:ece-
should have to come abroad ; or that Fletcher-with his tic 
and his d iscords and his contrariety and extended knowledge 
of everything--should have to come abroad. One need not 
censure the country ; it is easier for us to emigrate than for 
America to change her civilization fast enough to please 
us. But why, IF there are serious people in America, de
siring literature of America, literature accepting present 
conditions, rendering American life with sober fidelity
why, in heaven's name, is this book of New England eclogues 
given us under a foreign imprint ? 

Professors to the contrary notwithstanding, no one ex
pects Jane Austen to be as interesting as Stendhal. A 
book about a dull, stupid, hemmed-in sort of life, by a person 
who has lived it, will never be as interesting as the work 
of some author who has comprehended many men's mannen 
and seen many grades and conditions of existence. But Mr. 
Frost's people are distinctly real. Their speech is real ; he 
has known them. I don't want much to meet them, but I 
know that they exist, and what is more, that they exist as 
he has portrayed them. 

Mr. Frost has humor, but he is not its victim. The Code 
has a pervasive humor, the humor of things as they are, 
not that of an author trying to be funny, or trying to "bring 
out" the ludicrous phase of some incident or character 
because he dares not rely on sheer presentation. There i� 
nothing more nauseating to the developed mind than that 
sort of local buffoonery which the advertisements call "racy" 
-the village wit presenting some village joke which is 
worn out everywhere else. It is a great comfort to find 
someone who tries to give life, the life of the rural district, 
as a whole, evenly, and not merely as a hook to hang jokes 
on. The easiest thing to sec about a man is an eccentric 
or worn-out garment, and one is godforsakenly tired of the . 
post-Bret-Hartian, post-Mark-Twainian humorist. 

M r. Frost's work is not " accomplished," but it is the 
work of a man who will make neither concessions nor pre
tences. He will perform no money-tricks. H is stuff sticb 
in your head-not his 'fOrds, nor his phrases, nor his ca

dences, but his subject matter. You do not confuse one of 
his poems with another in your memory. H is book is a 
contribution to American l iterature, the sort of sound work 
that will develop into very interesting literature if persevered 
in. 

I don't know that one is called upon to j udge between 
the poems in North of Boston. The Death of the Hired 
Man is perhaps the best, or The Housekeeper, though here 
the construction is a bit straggly. There are moments in 
Mending Wall. The Black Cottage is very clearly stated. 

Ezra Pound 
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. .  ' 
DEAD l O N E  

C 1 65, C 1 66, C 1 67,  1 9 1 4  

ANOTHER G A i n  O N  G ER M A N  T R A D &  
To the Editor, THE RaoiST. 

E
M PTY are the ways, 

Empty are the ways of this land 
And the flowers 

MADAM, 
It hoppens as how o gen t  leH two doccyments in my bus 

the other day, o.nd a� they .sorter concern you I thort Id tell you 
about em. In one of em, n cu.ttylog of pic«hure:� by Captain 
Craig (pmps it  nint l-hc Captain),  how"umever, I red that now 
we're m nk ing 6U�h " fuss nbou t cnpshuring forun tro.de i t  m igh t  
b e  uMeful t o  cnpshure n b i t  o f  o u r  own. I lhort this wM 
al right. England for the Engl ish is my molter. But I Heccl 
Inter in your paper, the Eggcrlst, as how the gent wot wrote 
tlli� (I think hill n ame WRS Cornnos, and John), had signed his 
name to n announcement 1\JI() was on the ennermy's 11ide 110to:�pik. 
'fhe onouncement WIIS called " Preli minary Announcement of 
the College of Arts." Prnps you saw it. I oint got no doubt 
hut wot it wos a grc11t onouncement. Only I aint bin able to 
find anybody wot could tell me wot it was 1\bout and ns I 
coudent rnoke it out myself •:onscrkently I aint able to say if  
it  wo.s �rent or not. But l seed as how i t  W l\ 11  11igned by a Jot 
of furrmers ond lu1d sumth i ng to do with cul5hure and tlw 
BritiHh l\looseurn (the same where the mummies come from). 
So I 11n.ys to myself, '·' Hello, i ts nnnuther l i ttle 1lodge to 
cnp�hure Germnn tmcle." I arst my driver wot he thort about 
it. He only snid, " Bl i mey." Bob's a careful man. Wel l ,  
clear madam, he got t o  clo m y  lnr�t jurn<>y. So I must sign 

Bend over with heavy heads, 
They bend in vain, 
Empty are the ways of this land 

Where lone 
Walked once, and now does not walk 

But seems like a person just gone. 

C l 65 

mpeH ) ours respectrull 
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THE WORDS OF MING MAO " LEAST AMON G 
'l'RE DISCIPLES OF KUNG-FU-TSE." 

Mr. Loft.us Hare's article on Yang..Chu, in the last 
issue <>f THE EGoiST, is most interesting, but let me add 
here Ming-Ma<>'s l"eply to Yq.ng Chu, especially to the 
remarks on Confucius, as follows :-

Yang-Chu says that Kung-fu-tse had never a day's 
joy in all his life, yet we read that the Master Kung 
\\·as <>nee rapt into three days' revery, or as the Taoists 
say, ecstasy by the mere sound of certain beautiful music. 
To say that a man so capable of resthetic pleasure hns 
never a· day's joy, is manifest folly. 

As for Yang and his relation to Egoism, it was Kung 
who gave true instruction, seeing that he taught that 
a man's joy should rest in the dignity of his own mind 
and not in the shiily-shally <>£ circumstance. Thus he 
died serene though it were among fishermen. 

As for Ch'ieh and Chow, their pleasures depended on 
their having been born to imperial position, their luxury 
was bestowed upon them, how shall hereditary emperors 
who are born with such opportunity for revels be set 
up as examples for men of common fortune, who, even 
if they had the capacity for debauch, would, if they 
desired to exercise it, spend all their lives in a. vain 
desire for trappings and for numerous women in brocade, 
and for pavilions and caparisoned horses 1 

The counsels <>f Y ang-Chu are in no sense Egoism, 
since they teach a man to depend on all things save 
himself. This dependence on self is . the core of 
Confucian philosophy. 

M. M. 
C 1 67 

C165 DEAD lONE. Poetry and Drama, II. 4 (Dec. 19 14) 353. 
Reprinted as "'lone, Dead the Long Year."' 

Cl66 181 Another Raid on German Trade. Egoist, I. 23 (1 Dec. 1914) 447. 
In dialect, signed: Alf Arpur. Almost certainly by Ezra Pound. 

C167 The Words of Ming Mao "Least among the Disciples of Kung-Fu-Tse." Egoist, I. 24 ( 15  Dec. 19 14) 456. 
Signed: M. M. Contributed by Ezra Pound. 
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