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THE ISOLATION OF
MODERN POETRY

By DELMORE SCHWARTZ

HE characteristic of modern poetry which is most discussed is
of course its difficulty, its famous obscurity. Certain discus-
sions, usually by contemporary poets, have done much to illumin-
ate the new methods and forms of contemporary poetry. Certain
other discussions have illustrated an essential weakness inherent in
all readers, the fact that the love of one kind of writing must often
interfere with the understanding of another kind. Wordsworth was
undoubtedly thinking of this weakness when he wrote, in his just-
ly well-known preface, that

It is supposed that by the act of writing in verse an Author makes
a formal engagement that he will gratify certain known habits of as-
sociation; that he not only apprises the reader that certain classes of
ideas and expression will be found in his book, but that others will
be carefully excluded.

This seems to me to be a perfect statement of the first barrier
which intervenes between the reader and any kind of writing with
which he is not familiar. But it is far from being sufficient as a
defense of modern poetry. Wordsworth was engaged in defend-
ing his poetry against the habitual expectations of the reader ac-
customed to Dryden, Pope, and Johnson. It is necessary now to
defend the modern poet against the reader accustomed to Words-
worth. The specific difference between such a poet as Words-
worth and the typical modern poet requires a specific explanation.

There is another defense of the modern poet which seems ut-

This content downloaded from
170 A7 52 7S on Fri 17 Anr 20194 N7-59-25 TTTC



210 KENYON REVIEW

terly insufficient to me. It is said that the modern poet must be
complex because modern life is complicated. This is the view of
Mr. T. S. Eliot, among others. "It appears likely,” he says, “that
poets in our civilization, as it exists at present, must be difficuls.
Our civilization comprehends great variety and complexity, and
this variety and complexity, playing upon a refined sensibility,
must produce various and complex results.”  Mr. Eliot’s explan-
ation seems to me not so much wrong as superficial. I need hard-
ly say that Mr. Eliot is seldom superficial in any regard; here, how-
ever, I think he is identifying the surface of our civilization with
the surface of our poetry. But the complexity of modern life, the
disorder of the traffic on a business street or the variety of reference
in the daily newspaper is far from being the same thing as the dif-
ficulties of syntax, tone, diction, metaphor, and allusion which
face the reader in the modern poem. If one is the product of the
other, the causal sequence involves a number of factors on dif-
ferent levels, and to imply, as I think Mr. Eliot does, that there is
a simple causal relationship between the disorder of modern life
and the difficulty of modern poetry is merely to engender misun-
derstanding by oversimplification.

Now obscurity is merely one of the peculiar aspects of modern
poetry. There are others which are just as important. Nothing
could be more peculiar than the fact that modern poetry is lyric
poetry. Almost without exception there is a failure or an absence
of narrative or dramatic writing in verse. With the possible ex-
ception of Hardy and Robinson, it is impossible to think of any
modern poet who will be remembered for his writing in any form
other than that of the lyric.

It is obvious by contrast that the major portion of the poetry
of the past, of poetry until we reach the latter half of the 19th
Century, is narrative and dramatic as well as lyrical in its most im-
portant moments; and it is equally evident that all of that poetry
is never obscure in the modern sense.

I need not mention further characteristics of modern poetry
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which co-exist with its obscurity and its limitation to the lyric form.
The two characteristics seem to me to be closely related to each
other and to spring from the essential condition of the modern
poet. The way in which this condition, if that is the adequate word
for what I mean, the way in which this essential circumstance af-
fects the modern poet is a rather involved matter, but had better be
stated bluntly and crudely at this point. The modern poet has been
very much affected by the condition and the circumstance that he
has been separated from the whole life of society. This separation
has taken numerous forms and has increased continually. It is a
separation which occurs with an uneven development in all the
matters with which the modern poet must concern himself. Dif-
ferent poets have been differently affected, and their efforts to cope
with this separation have been various. But there is a common
denominator which points to a common cause.

The beginning of the process of separation, if one can rightly
discern a beginning in such things, is the gradual destruction of the
world-picture which, despite many changes, had for a long time
been taken for granted by the poet. Amid much change, develop-
ment, and modification, the Bible had provided a view of the uni-
verse which circumscribed the area in which anyone ventured to
think, or use his imagination. It would of course be a serious mis-
take to suppose that this view of the universe had not been dis-
turbed in numerous ways long before the modern poet arrived
upon the scene. But it is doubtful if the poet before the time of
Blake felt 2 conflict between two pictures of the world, the pic-
ture provided by the Bible and the one provided by the physical
sciences.

In Blake’s rage against Newton and Voltaire, in his interest,
as a poet, in the doctrine of Swedenborg, and in his attempt to
construct his own view of the universe, we come upon the first
full example of this difficulty of the poet. There is a break be-
tween intellect and sensibility; the intellect finds unreasonable
what the sensibility and the imagination cannot help but accept
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because of centuries of imagining and feeling in terms of definite
images of the world. Milton’s use of a Ptolemaic cosmology,
though he knew that the Copernican one was mathematically su-
perior, is an example from a still earlier period; it shows with ex-
actitude the extent to which the poet depended upon the traditional
world-picture of Western culture. After Blake, the Romantic poets
are further instances; not only were they intensely interested
in new conceptions of the world, new philosophies; but in turning
to Nature as they did, they displayed their painful sense that the
poet no longer belonged to the society into which he was born,
and for which, presumably, he was writing his verse.

But these authors are not modern poets. And it was not un-
til the middle of the 19th Century that the progress of the physical
sciences brought forth a body of knowledge which was in serious
and open conflict with the picture of the world which had been
in use for so long a time. This conflict had been going on, of
course, for centuries, but it was not until we come to an occasion
like the publication of the Darwinian theory that the conflict be-
comes so radical and so obvious that no poet of ambition can ser-
iously avoid it. I am not referring to any conflict between relig-
ious doctrine and scientific knowledge, for this conflict, if it actual-
ly exists, is hardly the direct concern of the poet at any time. It is
a question of the conflict between the sensibility of the poet, the
very images which he viewed as the world, and the evolving and
blank and empty universe of 19th Century science.

The development of modern culture from Darwin and Huxley
to Freud, Marx, and the author of The Golden Bough, has mere-
ly extended, hastened, and intensified this process of removing the
picture of the world which the poet took for granted as the arena
of his imagination, and putting in its place another world-picture
which he could not use. This is illustrated broadly in the career
of such a poet as Yeats. Hearing as a young man that man was
descended from the ape, Yeats occupied himself for many years
with theosophy, black magic, and the least respectable forms of
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psychical research, all in the effort to gain a view of the universe
and of man which would restore dignity and importance to both
man and the universe. We may invent an illustration at this point
and suppose that when Yeats or any other modern poet of similar
interests heard of how many inillion light years the known regions
of the universe comprise, he felt a fundamental incongruity be-
tween his own sense of the importance of human lives and their
physical smallness in the universe. This is merely a difficulty in
imagining — one has an image of a very small being in an endless
world; but that’s just the point, the difficulty with images. The
philosopher and the theologian know that size is not a particular-
ly important aspect of any thing; but the poet must see, and what
he has had to see was this incongruity between the importance
man attributes to himself and his smallness against the background
of the physical world of 19th Century science.

Now this is only one aspect of the poet’s isolation; it is the
aspect in which the sensibility of the poet has been separated from
the theoretical knowledge of his time. The isolation of the mod-
ern poet has, however, taken an even more difficult form, that of
being separated by poetry from the rest of society. Here one must
guard against a simple view of what this separation has amounted
to in any particular context. It is not a simple matter of the poet
lacking an audience, for that is an effect, rather than a cause, of
the character of modern poetry. And it is not, on the other hand,
the simple matter of the poet being isolated from the usual habits
and customs and amusements of his time and place; for if this
were the trouble, then the poet could perhaps be justly accused of
retiring to his celebrated ivory tower; and it would then be quite
reasonable to advise the poet as some have done: to tell him that
he ought to get “experience,” see the world, join a political party,
make sure that he participates in the habitual activities of his
society.

The fundamental isolation of the modern poet began not with
the poet and his way of life; but rather with the whole way of
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life of modern society. It was not so much the poet as it was
poetry, culture, sensibility, imagination, that were isolated. On
the one hand, there was no room in the increasing industrializa-
tion of society for such a monster as the cultivated man; a man’s
taste for literature had at best nothing to do with most of the ac-
tivities which constituted daily life in an industrial society. On
the other hand, culture, since it could not find a place in modern
life, has fed upon itself increasingly and has created its own auton-
omous satisfactions, removing itself further all the time from any
essential part in the organic life of society.

Stated thus, this account may seem abstract and even implaus-
ible. It would be best before going further to mention certain
striking evidences of what has taken place. There is, for instance,
the classic American joke about how bored father is at the opera
or the concert; the poet too has been an essentially comic figure,
from time to time. But this homely instance may seem merely the
product of vulgarity and lack of taste. A related tendency which
has been much observed by foreigners is the belief in America that
women were supposed to be interested in literature, culture, and
"“such things,” while men had no time for such trivial delights be-
cause they were busy with what is called business. But this in-
stance may seem local in that it is American and inconclusive since
it has to do with the poet’s audience rather than with the poet him-
self. There is then a third example, one which seems almost dra-
matic to me, the phenomenon of American authors of superior
gifts going to Europe and staying there. Henry James is the most
convincing case; one can scarcely doubt that he lived in Europe
because there the divorce between culture and the rest of life, al-
though it had begun, had by no means reached the point which
was unavoidable in America. George Santayana, Ezra Pound,
and T. S. Eliot are cases which come later in time; we do not know
exactly why these men went to Europe; the significant fact is that
they did not come back to America. I do not merely wish to sug-
gest a critical view of the role of culture in American life, for the
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same process was occurring in Europe, though at a slower rate and
with local modifications. The important point is the intuitive re-
cognition on the part of both the artist and the rest of the popula-
tion that culture and sensibility — and thus the works by means
of which they sustained their existence — did not belong, did not
fit into the essential workings of society.

At this point, it might be objected that culture has never play-
cd a very important part in the life of any society; it has only en-
gaged the attention and devotion of the elect, who are always few
in number. This view seems utterly false to me, and for the sake
of showing briefly how false it has been historically, I quote one
of the greatest living classical scholars on the part that dramatic
tragedy played in the life of Periclean Athens. Werner Jaeger
writes that

After the state organized the dramatic performances held at the
festival of Dionysus, tragedy more and more evoked the interest and
participation of the entire people . . . . Its power over them was so
vast that they held it responsible for the spirit of the whole state

. il is no exaggeration to say that the tragic festival was the cli-
max of the city's life. (Paidera, p- 245-246.)

No contrast could be more extreme than this one between the
function of the Greek dramatist and that of the modern poet in
their respective societies.

One significant effect of this divorce has been the poet’s avow-
al of the doctrine of Art for Art's Sake, a doctrine which is mean-
ingful only when viewed in the context in which it is always an-
nounced, that is, to repeat, a society which had no use and no need
for Art, other than as a superfluous amusement or decoration.
And another significant and related effect is the sentiment of the
poet, and at times his convinced belief, that he has no connection
with or allegiances to anything else. Nowhere is this belief stated
with more clarity than in the following prose poem by Baudelaire,
who in so many ways is either the first or the typical modern poet:
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The Stranger
“Whom do you love most of all, enigmatic man, tell me? Your
father, your mother, your brother, or your sister?”
“I have neither father, mother, brother, nor sister.”
“Do you love your friends then?”

"“You have just used a word whose meaning remains unknown
to me to this very day.”

Do you love your country, then?”

"1 ignore the latitude in which it is situated.”

“Then do you love Beauty?”

"I love her with my whole will; she is a goddess and immortal.”

“"Do you love gold?”

“I hate it as you hate God."”

“Well then: extraordinary stranger, what 4o you love?"”

"I love the clouds . . . the clouds which pass . . . far away . . .
far away . . . the marvelous clouds!”

It would be possible to take this stranger who is the modern
poet with less seriousness, if he were merely affecting a pose, at-
tempting to dramatize himself or be clever. The shocking pas-
sages in modern poetry have sometimes been understood in this
way as Bohemianism, and the conventional picture or caricature of
the poet has been derived from this Bohemianism, considered as a
surface. But the sentiments which Baudelaire attributes to his
stranger are the deepest feelings of the modern poet. He does
feel that he is a stranger, an alien, an outsider; he finds himself
without a father or mother, or he is separated from them by the
opposition between his values as an artist and their values as re-
spectable members of modern society. This opposition cannot be
avoided because not a government subsidy, nor yearly prizes, nor
a national academy can disguise the fact that there is no genuine
place for the poet in modern life. He has no country, no com-
munity, insofar as he is a poet, and his greatest enemy is money,
since poetry does not yield him a livelihood. It is natural then
that he should emphasize his allegiance; his devotion to Beauty,
that is to say, to the practice of Art and the works of art which
already exist. And thus it is that Baudelaire's stranger announces
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that what he loves most of all is to look at the clouds, that is, to
exercise his own sensibility. The modern poet has had nothing to
do, no serious activity other than the cultivation of his own sen-
sibility. There is a very famous passage in Walter Pater advising
just this course.

From this standpoint, the two aspects of modern poetry which
I marked at the start can be seen as natural and almost inevitable
developments. In cultivating his own sensibility, the modern poet
participated in a life which was removed from the lives of other
men, who, insofar as they could be considered important charac-
ters, were engaged in cultivating money or building an industrial
society. Thus it became increasingly impossible for the poet to
write about the lives of other men; for not only was he removed
from their lives, but, above all, the culture and the sensibility
which made him a poet could not be employed when the proposed
subject was the lives of human beings in whom culture and sen-
sibility had no organic function. There have been unsuccessful ef-
forts on the part of able poets to write about bankers and about
railroad trains, and in such examples the poet has been confronted
by what seems on the surface a technical problem, the extraordin-
ary difficulty of employing poetic diction, meter, language, and
metaphor in the contexts of modern life. It is not that contem-
porary people do not speak or think poetically; human beings at
any time in general do not speak or think in ways which are im-
mediately poetic, and if they did there would be no need for
poetry. The trouble has been that the idiom of poetic style and
the normal thought and speech of the community have been mov-
ing in opposite directions and have had little or no relationship to
each other. The normal state of affairs occurs when poetry is
continually digesting the prose of its time, and folk art and speech
are providing sustenance for major literary efforts.

Since the only life available to the poet as a man of culture
has been the cultivation of his own sensibility, that is the only sub-
ject available to him, if we may assume that a poet can only write
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about subjects of which he has an absorbing experience in every
sense.’ Thus we find that in much modern poetry, the poet is writ-
ing about other poetry, just as in modern painting the art works
and styles of the past have so often become the painter’s subject.
For writing about other poetry and in general about works of art
is the most direct way of grasping one’s sensibility as a subject.
But more than that, since one can only write about one’s sensibility,
one can only write lyric poetry. Dramatic and narrative poetry re-
quire a grasp of the lives of other men, and it is precisely these
lives, to repeat, that are outside the orbit of poetic style and poetic
sensibility. An analogous thing has, of necessity, happened in the
history of the novel; the development of the autobiographical
novel has resulted in part from the inability of the novelist to
write about any one but himself or other people in relation to
himself.

From this isolation of poetic sensibility the obscurity of mod-
ern poetry also arises. The poet is engaged in following the min-
utest movements, tones, and distinctions of his own being as a
poetic man. Because this private life of his sensibility is the chief
subject available to him, it becomes increasingly necessary to have
recourse to new and special uses of language. The more the poet
has cultivated his own sensibility, the more unique and special has
his subject, and thus his method, become. The common language
of daily life, its syntax, habitual sequences, and processes of as-
sociation, are precisely the opposite of what he needs, if he is to

t The connection betwen the way in which an author lives and his writ-
ing is of course a complicated one. But how close the connection is and
how effective can be seen if we ask ourselves: would Eliot have written
The Waste Land as we know it, if he had lived in London? would Pound
have written the later Cantos, if he had not lived on the Italian Riviera?
would ecither have written, using culture as they have, if they were not ex-
patciate Americans? Certainly Joyce might not have written Finnegan's
Wake if he had not taught in a Berlitz school and Perse could not have
written Anabase if he had not been sent to Asia as a diplomat, and Yeats
might not written his later poetry, if he had lived on Lady Gregory's estate.
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make poetry from what absorbs him as a poet, his own sensibility.

Sometimes, indeed, the poet has taken this conflict between
sensibility and modern life as his subject. The early fiction of
Thomas Mann concerns itself repeatedly with the opposition be-
tween the artist and the bourgeoisie, and in such a story as "Tonio
Kroger” we see the problem most explicitly; the artist feels at
home nowhere and he suffers from an intense longing to be nor-
mal and bourgeois himself. Again, there is the famous device of
modern poetry which was invented by Laforgue and used most
successfully by T. S. Eliot, the ironic contrast between a past in
which culture was an important part of life and the present in
which the cultural monument sits next to vulgarity and insensitiv-
ity. This has been misunderstood very often as a yearning to go
back to a past idyllically conceived. It is nothing of the kind; it
is the poet’s conscious experience of the isolation of culture from
the rest of society.

I would like to cite one more instance of this condition. Four
years ago one of the very best modern poets lectured and read his
own poetry at Harvard. As a normal citizen, this man is an
executive of an important corporation. It may reasonably be pre-
sumed that most of his writing is done on holidays and vacations.
At the conclusion of his reading of his own poetry, this poet and
business man remarked to one of the instructors who had wel-
comed him: "I wonder what the boys at the office would think of
this.”

But I have spoken throughout as if this isolation was in every
sense a misfortune. It is certainly a misfortune so far as the life
of the whole community is concerned; this is evident in the char-
acter of popular taste, in the kind of fiction, play, and movie which
is successful, as compared with the popular authors of the 19th
Century, who were very often the best authors also. But on the
other hand, it seems to me that the period of modern poetry, the
age which begins with Baudelaire, is undoubtedly one in which the
art of poetry has gained not only in the number of fine poets, but
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in technical resources of all kinds. If the enforced isolation of
the poet has made dramatic and narrative poetry almost impos-
sible, it has, on the other hand, increased the uses and powers of
languages in the most amazing and the most valuable directions.

I have also spoken as if this isolation of the poet had already
reached its conclusion. Whether it has or not, and whether it
would be entirely desirable that it should, may be left as unan-
swered and perhaps unanswerable questions. It is true, at any
rate, that during the past ten years a new school of poets has at-
tempted to free itself from the isolation of poetry by taking society
itself as the dominant subject.* The attempt has been a brilliant
and exciting one in many ways; the measure of its success is not
yet clear, particularly since it has been inspired by the present
crisis of society; and its relative popularity may also be limited
to contemporary and transient interests. But the very nature of
the effort testifies in its own way to the isolation which haunts
modern poetry, and from which these poets have been trying to
escape.

2 These are the poets who, significantly enough, have invented the re-
current figure of “the island,” as a symbol of isolation. From the point
of view of this essay, the leading themes of the Agrarian-Regionalist poets,
such as Tate and Ransom, would represent another, very different effort to
get back to the center of the community and away from the poet’s isolation.
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I’N whirl about, denounce them, saying
Thatthey are shameless, they are treacherous,
No more my friends, nor will I once again

Not for our cemmon love or old times’ sake:
They whispered behind my back, they mimicked me.

y, I too have done this,

Cruel for wit’s sake, behind my dear friend’s back,
And to amuse betrayedhis private love,

His nervous shame, her habit, and their weaknesses;

1 have mimicked them, I have been treacherous,

se their being weighed

I know the reason

For wit’s sake, to amuse, bec
Too grossly for a time, to be superior,
To flatter the listeners by this, the intimate,

Fearing from time to time that they
Denounce me and reject me, say once

What an unheard-of thing it is, in fine,
To love another and equally be loved!
What sadness and what joy! How cruel it is
That pride and wit distort the heart of man,
How vain, how sad, what cruelty, what need,
For this is true and sad, that I need them

And they need me. What can we do? We need
Each other’s clumsiness, each other’s wit,
Each other’s company and our own pride. I need
My face unshamed, I need my wit, I cannot
Denounce them once for all, they cannot

Turn away. We know our clumsiness,

Our weakness, our necessities, we cannot
Forget our pride, our faces, our common love.

VII

/

I'am to my own heart merely a serf

And follow humbly as it glides with autos
And come attentive when it is too sick,

In the bad cold of sorrow much too weak,
To drink some coffee, light a cigarette

And think of summer beaches, blue and gay.
I climb the sides of buildings just to get
Merely a gob of gum, all that is left

Of its infatuation of last year.

Being the servant of incredible assumption,
Being to my own heart merely a serf.

I have been sick of its cruel rule, as sick

As one is sick of chewing gum all day;
Only inside of sleep did all my anger
Spend itself, restore me to my réle,
Comfort me, bring me to the morning
Willing and smiling, ready to be of service,
To box its shadows, lead its brutish dogs,
Knowing its vanity the vanity of waves.

But when sleep too is crowded, when sleep too
Is full of chores impossible and heavy,

The looking for white doors whose numbers are
Different and equal, that is, infinite,

The carriage of my father on my back,

Last summer, 1910, and my own people,

: g The government of love’s great polity,

The choice of taxes, the production

Of clocks, of lights and horses, the location
Of monuments, of hotels and of rhyme,
Then, then, in final anger, I wake up!
Merely wake up once more,

once more to resume
The unfed hope, the unfed animal,
Being the servant of incredible assumption,
Being to my own heart merely a serf.




VIII

A}araham and Orpheus, be with me now:
You\saw your love’s face abstract, the weak-kneed stilts,

(As one\who scrutinizes mystery, the air,)

How poised on nothing, weighted on the air,

The toucheti, seen substance, the substance of care:
Surround me%e round me, be with me like the air,
Abraham and Orpheus, be with me now.

You sxénd knew, and knew how near “no more,”

Love love exhausts and time goes round and round,
Time circles in its idi(‘)t\ defeat,

And that which circles falls, falls endlessly,

Falls endlessly, no musica\ﬁhapes the air

Which did, can, shall resto\te the end of care,

For love exhausts itself and time goes round,

I shudder in the traffic, buildings stand,

Wwill fall and night will fall, the electric light be snapped
To spread its yellow genius on the\floor,

And you knew too who knew and knew “no more”

That love exhausts itself and falls an

time goes round.
Abraham and Orpheus, be with me n&'
No longer the grandstand, nor the balcor}y

Nor the formal window gives me cool perspective:
Love sucked me to the moving street below,

I see the price of care, turning to keep,

I am a price, [ turn to keep, I care,

But time which circles dissipates all care,

As you knew too, who lifted up the knife,

And you, musician in the after-life,

Drowning in the shadow all love always bears,

As every solid thing must shadow in the light:

I ask your learnéd presence, I care and fear,

Abraham and Orpheus, be near, be near.

s e i i s Ui

IX

“the withness of the body”
—WHITEHEAD

The heavy bear who goes with me,

A manifold honey to smear his face,
Clumsy and lumbering here and there,
The central ton of every place,

The hungry beating brutish one

In love with candy, anger, and sleep,
Crazy factotum, dishevelling all,

Climbs the building, kicks the football,
Boxes his brother in the hate-ridden city.

Breathing at my side, that heavy animal
That heavy bear who sleeps with me, ,
Howls in his sleep for a world of sugar,

A sweetness intimate as the water’s clasp,
Howls in his sleep because the tight-rope
Trembles and shows the darkness beneath.
—The strutting show-off is terrified,
Dressed in his dress-suit, bulging his pants
Trembles to think that his quivering meat ,
Must finally wince to nothing at all.

That inescapable animal walks with me

Has followed me since the black womb ’held
Moves where I move, distorting my gesture ’
A caricature, a swollen shadow; ’
A stupid clown of the spirit’s motive,
Perplexes and affronts with his own darkness
The secret life of belly and bone, ’
Opaque, too near, my private, yet unknown
Stretches to embrace the very dear ,
With whom I would walk without him near,
Touches her grossly, although a word ’
Would bare my heart and make me clear,
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Stumbles, flounders, and strives to be fed XI @
Dragging me with him in his mouthing care, 1 Dedication in Time

Amid the hundred million of his kind, :
The scrimmage of appetite everywhere.

heart beating, my blood running,
The light brimming,

X My eyes blinking, the air flowing,

The clock(s quick-ticking,
A do\g‘}a ed Ego, the snowflakes as kisses i g, time dying,
Fluttered, ran, came with me in December, -. Time perpetually perishing!
Snuffing the chill air, changing, and halting, ime i ! Time is farewell!

There where\ walked toward seven o’clock,

Sniffed at some'interests hidden and open, ' Abide with me: do not go away,

Whirled, descen , and stood still, attentive, But not as the dead who do not walk,

Seeking their peace, the stranger, unknown, 5 And not as the statug in the park,

With me, near me, kissed me, touched my wound, ? And not as the rock which meets the wave,

My simple face, obsessed anhd pleasure bound. ' But quit the dance fromy which is flowing
Wishes and turns, gestures and voices,

“Not free, no liberty, rock that you carry,” Angry desire and fallen tomorrow,

So spoke Ego in his cracked and hatsh voice, Quit the dance from which is flowing

While snowflakes kissed me and satisfied minutes, Your blood and beauty: stand still with me.

Falling from some place half believed andwunknown,
“You will not be free, nor ever alone,”
So spoke Ego, “Mine is the kingdom,
Dynasty’s bone: you will not be free,
Go, choose, run, you will not be alone.”

We cannot stand still: time is dying,
We are dying: Time is farewell!

Stay, then, stay! Wait now for me,
Deliberately, with care and circumspection,
Deliberately
Stop.

“Come, come, come,” sang the whirling snowflakes,
Evading the dog who barked at their smallness,
“Come!” sang the snowflakes, “Come here! and here!”
How soon at the sidewalk, melted, and done,

One kissed me, two kissed me! So many died!

While Ego barked at them, swallowed their touch,
Ran this way! And that way! While they slipped to the ground,
Leading him further and farther away,

When we are in step, running together,
3 Our pace equal, our motion one,

Then we will be well, parallel and equal,
: Running together down the macadam roa
Walking together,

Controlling our pace before we get old,
While night collapsed amid the falling, i Walking together on the receding road,
And left me no recourse, far from my home, Like Chaplin and his orphan sister,

And left me no recourse, far from my home. ‘ Moving together through time to all good.




Because time is in you, ineluctable

adow, named by no syllable.
Acti
Your owni

at shadow, as if death were now:
acts then, then you know.

Son:
My father has taught me

Father:
Be guilty of yourself in the full lookin

Q

The Ballad of the Children of the Czar

The children of the Czar
Played with a bouncing ball

In the May morning, in the Czar’s garden,
Tossing it back and forth.

It fell among the flowerbeds
Or fled to the north gate.

A daylight moon hung up
In the Western sky, bald white.

Like Papa’s face, said Sister,
Hurling the white ball forth.
11

While I ate a baked potato
Six thousand miles apart,

In Brooklyn, in 1916,
Aged two, irrational.

When Franklin D. Roosevelt
‘Was an Arrow Collar Ad.

O Nicholas! Alas! Alas!
My grandfather coughed in your army;,

Hid in a wine-stinking barrel,
For three days in Bucharest

Then left for America
To become a king himself.

II1

I am my father’s father,
You are your children’s guilt.

In history’s pity and terror
The child is Aeneas again;

Troy is in the nursery,
The rocking horse is on fire.

Child labor! The child must carry
His fathers on his back.

But seeing that so much is past
And that history has no ruth

For the individual,
Who drinks tea, who catches cold,

Let anger be general:
I hate an abstract thing.

SO




v

Brother and sister bounced
The bounding, unbroken ball,

The shattering sun fell down
Like swords upon their play,

Moving eastward among the stars
Toward February and October.

But the Maywind brushed their cheeks
Like a mother watching sleep,

And if for a moment they fight
- Over the bouncing ball

And sister pinches brother
And brother kicks her shins,

Well! The heart of a man is known:
It is a cactus bloom.
A%

The ground on which the ball bounces
Is another bouncing ball.

The wheeling, whirling world
Makes no will glad.

Spinning in its spotlight darkness,
It is too big for their hands.

O pitiless, purposeless Thing,
Arbitrary and unspent,

Made for no play, for no children,
But chasing only itself.

The innocent are overtaken,
They are not innocent.

They are their father’s fathers,
The past is inevitable.

VI

Now, in another October
Of this tragic star,

I see my second year,
I eat my baked potato.

It is my buttered world,
But, poked by my unlearned hand,

It falls from the high chair down
And I begin to howl.

And I see the ball roll under
The iron gate which is locked.

Sister is screaming, brother is howling,
The ball has evaded their will.

Even a bouncing ball
Is uncontrollable,

And is under the garden wall.
I am overtaken by terror

Thinking of my father’s fathers,
And of my own will.




And I remember tha
Are moved by clouds arken midnight.

The Sin of Hamlet

The horns in the harbor booming, va
Fog, forgotten, yesterday, conclusion,
Nostalgic, noising dim sorrow, calling
To sleep is it? I think so, and childhood,
Not the door opened and the stair descended
The voice answered, the choice announced, the
Trigger touched in sharp declaration!

And when it comes, escape is small; the door
Creaks; the worms of fear spread veins; the furtive
Fugitive, looking backward, sees his i\
Ghost in the mirror, his shameful eyes, his mouth diseased

Tired and Unhappy, You Think of Houses

Tired and unhappy, you think of houses
Soft-carpeted and warm in the December evening,
While snow’s white pieces fall past the window,
And the orange firelight leaps.
A young girl sings
That song of Gluck where Orpheus pleads with Death;

Her elders watch, nodding their happiness

To see time fresh again in her self-conscious eyes:
The servants bring the coffee, the children retire,
Elder and younger yawn and go to bed,

The coals fade and glow; rose and ashen,

It is time to shake yourself! and break this

Banal dream, and turn your head

Where the underground is charged, where the weight
Of the lean buildings is seen,

Where close in the subway rush, anonymous

In the audience, well-dressed or mean,

So many surround you, ringing your fate,

Caught in an anger exact as a machine!

Paxlez-Vous Francais?

Recumbent mematteénd, while absently
The barber doffs the n

Caesar proposes, Caesar pr
Pride, justice, and the s \
Brilliant and strong on everyone,
Speeding one hundred miles ah ho
Caesar declares the will. The barber
Planes the stubble with a steady h
While all in barber chairs reclining,

In wet white faces, fully understand
Good and evil, who is Gentile, weakness an

And now who enters quietly? Who is this one
Shy, pale, and quite abstracted? Who is he?
It is the writer merely, with a three-day beard,
His tiredness not evident. He wears no te.
And now he hears his enemy and trembles,




The Ballet of the Fifth Year

Where the sea gulls sleep or indeed where they fly
Is a place of different traffic. Although I
Consider the fishing bay (where I see them dip and curve
And purely glide) a place that weakens the nerve
- Of will, and closes my eyes, as they should not be

(They should burn like the street-light all night quietly,
So that whatever is present will be known to me),
Nevertheless the gulls and the imagination

Of where they sleep, which comes to creation

In strict shape and color, from their dallying

Their wings slowly, and suddenly rallying

Over, up, down the arabesque of descent,

Is an old act enacted, my fabulous intent

When I skated, afraid of policemen, five years old,

In the winter sunset, sorrowful and cold,

Hardly attained to thought, but old enough to know

Such grace, so self-contained, was the best escape to know.

Sonnet: The Beautiful American Word, Sure

The beautiful American word, Sure,

As I have come into a room, and touch

The lamp’s button, and the light blooms with such
Certainty where the darkness loomed before,

As I care for what I do not know, and care
Knowing for little she might not have been,
And for how little she would be unseen,

The intercourse of lives miraculous and dear.

Where the light is, and each thing clear,
Separate from all others, standing in its place,
I drink the time and touch whatever’s near,

And hope for day when the whole world has that face: 7Z
For what assures her present every year?
In dark accidents the mind’s sufficient grace.

At star-pierced midhi % after the chapel bell
ed hard!)

Bar and bough of shadow; by my
They have not slept so long and the

“We studied the radiant sun, the star’s pure s
Darkness is infinite! The blind can see
Hatred’s necessity and love’s grave need
Now that the poor are murdered across the sea
And you are ignorant, who hear the bell; ’
Ignorant, you walk between heaven and hell.”

Sonnet: O City, City

To live between terms, to live where death
Has his loud picture in the subway ride,
Being amid six million souls, their breath

An empty song suppressed on every side,
Where the sliding auto’s catastrophe

Is a gust past the curb, where numb and high
The office building rises to its tyranny,

Is our anguished diminution until we die.




Whence, is ever, shall come the actuality

Of a voice speaking the mind’s knowing,

The sunlight bright on the green windowshade,
And the self articulate, affectionate, and flowing,
Ease, warmth, light, the utter showing,

When in the white bed all things are made.

 BY ARTHUR RIMB

‘7 Trdnslated by Delmore Schwart:




But that ad ever died. Knew the illusion of death confused with the
reality of the a of dying,

Knowing at last that deatli

(Knowing the wish, the hope, thewill, the luxury and ignorance of the
thought that man can ever die)

Hearing the thunder of the news of wakin,

inconceivable among the living

om the false dream of life
that life can ever end.

Summer Knowledge

Summer knowledge is not the winter’s truth, the truth of fall,
the autumn’s fruition, vision, and recognition:
It is not May knowledge, little and leafing and growing green,
blooming out and blossoming white,
It is not the knowing and the knowledge of the gold fall and
the ripened darkening vineyard,
Nor the black tormented, drenched and rainy knowledge of birth,
April, and travail,
The knowledge of the womb’s convulsions, and the coiled cord’s
ravelled artery, severed and cut open,
as the root forces its way up from the dark loam:
The agony of the first knowledge of pain is worse than death,
or worse than the thought of death:
No poppy, no preparation, no initiation, no illusion, only
the beginning, so distant from all knowledge
and all conclusion, all indecision and all illusion.
Summer knowledge is green knowledge, country knowledge,
the knowledge of growing and the supple recognition
of the fullness and the fatness and the roundness of ripeness.
It is bird knowledge and the knowing that trees possess when
The sap ascends to the leaf and the flower and the fruit,
Which the root never sees and the root believes in the darkness
and the ignorance of winter knowledge
—The knowledge of the fruit is not the knowledge possessed
by the root in its indomitable darkness of ambition
Which is the condition of belief beyond conception of

experience or the gratification of fruition.

Summer knowledge is not picture knowledge, nor is it the
knowledge of lore and learning.

It is not the knowledge known from the mountain’s height, it

is not the garden’s view of the distant mountains of hidden fountains;

Itis not the still vision in a gold frame, it is not the
measured and treasured sentences of sentiments;
It is cat knowledge, deer knowledge, the knowledge of the
full-grown foliage, of the snowy blossom and the rounding fruit.
It is the phoenix knowledge of the vine and the grape near
summer’s end, when the grape swells and the apple reddens:
It is the knowledge of the ripening apple when it moves to the
fullness of the time of falling to rottenness and death.
For summer knowledge is the knowledge of death as birth,
Of death as the soil of all abounding flowering flaring rebirth.
It is the knowledge of the truth of love and the truth of growing:
it is the knowledge before and after knowledge:
For, in a way, summer knowledge is not knowledge at all: it is
second nature, first nature fulfilled, a new birth
and a new death for rebirth, soaring and rising out
of the flames of turning October, burning November,
the towering and falling fires, growing more and
more vivid and tall
In the consummation and the annihilation of the blaze of fall.

~0



Once and for All / O

Once, when I was a boy,

Apollo summoned me

To be apprenticed to the endless summer of light and consciousness,

And thus to become and be what poets often have been,

A shepherd of being, a riding master of being, holding the sun-god’s
horses, leading his sheep, training his eagles,

Directing the constellations to their stations, and to each grace of place.

But the goat-god, piping and dancing, speaking an unknown tongue or the
language of the magician,

Sang from the darkness or rose from the underground, whence arise

Love and love’s drunkenness, love and birth, love and death, death and
rebirth

Which are the beginning of the phoenix festivals, the tragic plays in
celebration of Dionysus,

And in mourning for his drunken and fallen princes, the singers and
sinners, fallen because they are, in the end,

Drunken with pride, blinded by joy.

And I followed Dionysus, forgetting Apollo. I followed him far too long
until I was wrong and chanted:

“One cannot serve both gods. One must choose to win and lose.”

But I was wrong and when I knew how I was wrong I knew

What, in a way, I had known all along:

This was the new world, here I belonged, here I was wrong because

Here every tragedy has a happy ending, and any error may be

A fabulous discovery of America, of the opulence hidden in the dark
depths and glittering heights of reality.

\GupMnt

Cupid is
The king of flutes.
Cupid’s kiss




But all day long the rivets pulse, and cables
Crescent a river newly, cradle a word. . . .
—Will the\gray sky gather the world to death?
Over the hush and sleep an iron breath

Tremendously fx% . \No wind nor snow
Refutes this fleshed geometry, this birth,
Curving the strength of\life over the earth.

\
\

Saturday’s Child

I think of blue confetti, amusement parks

And lighted Christmas trees, while darhivals
Parade like Roman candles in my mind \. .
How should I dumb this rage? What should I say?

Within the pagan tent of holiday

Grow memories to brood upon and cheris

—And fling on Monday from the gargoyled church
Of consciousness into a weary heart

Whose large remorse requires expectation
Of every joy that Saturday donates

To taunt that synthesis of monotone

And toil and firecrackers which is life.

At This Moment of Time

Some who are uncertain compel me. They fear

The Ace of Spades. They fear

Love offered suddenly, turning from the mantelpiece,
Sweet with decision. And they distrust

The fireworks by the lakeside, first the spulft,

Then the colored lights, rising. / )
Tentative, hesitant, doubtful, they consume

Gret;ﬁly Caesar at the prow returning

Locked h&% stone of his act and office.

While the brass band brightly bursts over the water

They stand in t%eg;)wd lining the shore,

Aware of the water'beneath Him. They know it. Their eyes
Are haunted by water.

Disturb me, compel me. If it\s not true

“That no man is happy,” that is hot

The sense which guides you. If W&lre
Unfinished (we are, unless hope is a bad dream),
You are exact. What will come next

Has not yet come. You tug my sleeve

Before I speak, with a shadow’s friendship,

And I remember that we who move

Are moved by clouds that darken midnight.

Metro-Goldwyn—Mayer

Ilooked toward the movie, the common dream,
The afi and she in close-ups, nearer than life,
And I accepted such things as they seem,

The easy poise, the absence of the knife,
The near summer happily ever after,
The understood question, the immediate strife,

Not dangerous, nor mortal, but the fadeout
Enormously kissing amid warm laughter,
As if such things were not always played out

By an ignorant arm, which crosses the dark
And lights up a thin sheet with a shadow’s mark.




/
America, Americal! &

I'am a poet of the Hudson River and the heights above it,
the lights, the stars, and the bridges '
I'am also by self-appointment the laureate of the Atlantic
—of the peoples’ hearts, crossing it
to new America.

I'am burdened with the truck and chimera, hope,
acquired in the sweating sick-excited passage
in steerage, strange and estranged
Hence I must descry and describe the kingdom of emotion.

For I'am a poet of the kindergarten (in the city)

and the cemetery (in the city)
And rapture and ragtime and also the secret city in the heart and mind
This is the song of the natural city self in the 20th century:

It is true but only partly true that a city is a “tyranny of numbers”
(This is the chant of the urban metropolitan and metaphysical self
After the first two World Wars of the 20th century)

—This is the city self, looking from window to lighted window
When the squares and checks of faintly yellow light

Shine at night, upon a huge dim board and slab-like tombs,
Hiding many lives. It is the city consciousness

Which sees and says: more: more and more: always more.

Two Lyrics from Ki 9’s Carnival, A Masque

I. ARIA

“—Kiss me there where pride is glittering
Kiss me where I am ripened and round fruit
Kiss me wherever, however, I am supple, bare and flare



The processtan of possession,
The motion of meuning and
The meaning of mornin,
The mastery of meaning.

The praise of poetry is like the clarity of the ts of the mountains.

Seurat’s Sunday Afternoon Along the Seine

To Meyer and Lillian Schapiro

What are they looking at? Is it the river?

The sunlight on the river, the summer, leisure,

Or the luxury and nothingness of consciousness?

A little girl skips, a ring-tailed monkey hops

Like a kangaroo, held by a lady’s lead ,

(Does the husband tax the Congo for the monkey’s k.eep?) ;
The hopping monkey cannot follow the poodle dashing ahead.

Everyone holds his heart within his hands:

itude
A prayer, a pledge of grace or gratitu '
A devout offering to the god of summer, Sunday and plenitude.

The Sunday people are looking at hope itself.

They are looking at hope itself, under the sun, free from the teething

anxiety, the gnawing nervousness
Which wastes so many days and years of consciousness.

The one who beholds them, beholding the gold and green .

Of summer’s Sunday is himself unseen. This is because he is .
Dedicated radiance, supreme concentration, fanatically threading

The beads, needles and eyes—at oncel—of vividness. al.ld permanence.
He is a saint of Sunday in the open air, a fanatic disciplined

By passion, courage, passion, skill, compassion, love: the love of life and
the love of light as one, under the sun, with the love of life.

Everywhere radiance glows like a garden in stillness blossoming,

Many are looking, many are holding something or someone
Little or big: some hold several kinds of parasols:
Each one who holds an umbrella holds it differently
One hunches under his red umbrella as if he hid
And looked forth at the river secretly, or sought to be
Free of all of the others’ judgment and proximity.
Next to him sits a lady who has turned to stone, or become a boulder,
Although her bell-and-sash hat is red.
Alittle girl holds to her mother’s arm
Asiif it were a pPermanent genuine certainty:
Her broad-brimmed hat is blue and white, blue like the river, like the
sailboats white,
And her face and her look have all the bland innocence,
Open and far from fear as cherubims playing harpsichords.
An adolescent girl holds a bouquet of flowers
As if she gazed and sought her unknown, hoped-for, dreaded destiny.
No hold is as strong as the strength with which the trees,
Grip the ground, curve up to the light, abide in the warm kind air:
Rooted and rising with a perfected tenacity
Beyond the distracted erratic case of mankind there.
Every umbrella curves and becomes a tree,
And the trees curving, arise to become and be
Like the umbrella, the bells of Sunday, summer, and Sunday’s luxury.
Assured as the trees is the strolling digni
Of the bourgeois wife who holds her husband’s arm
With the easy confidence and pride of one who is
—She is sure—a sovereign Victorian empress and queen.
Her husband’s dignity is as solid as his embonpoint:
He holds a good cigar, and a dainty cane, quite carelessly.
He is held by his wife, they are each other’s property,
Dressed quietly and impeccably, they are suave and grave
As if they were unaware or free of time, and the grave,
Master and mistress of Sunday’s promenade—of everything!
—4s they are absolute monarchs of the ring-tailed monkey

@




If you look long enough at anything

It will become extremely interesting;

If you look very long at anything

It will become rich, manifold, fascinating:

If you can look at any thing for long enough,

You will rejoice in the miracle of love, .

You will possess and be blessed by the marvelous blinding radiance of love,
you will be radiance. . -

Selfhood will possess and be possessed, as in the consecration of marriage,
the mastery of vocation, the mystery of gift’s mastery, the deathless
relation of parenthood and progeny.

All things are fixed in one direction:
We move with the Sunday people from right to left.

The sun shines

In soft glory

Mankind finds

The famous story .

Of peace and rest, released for a little while from the tides of weekday
tiredness, the grinding anxiousness

Of daily weeklong lifelong fear and insecurity, .

The profound nervousness which in the depths of SoBSCUSTESS

Gnaws at the roots of the teeth of being so continually, whether in sleep or
wakefulness,

We are hardly aware that it is there or that we might ever be free

Of its ache and torment, free and open to all experience.

The Sunday summer sun shines equally and voluptuously

Upon the rich and the free, the comfortable, the rentier, the poor, and those
who are paralyzed by poverty. .

Seurat is at once painter, poet, architect, and alchemist: ,

The alchemist points his magical wand to describe and hold the Sunday’s
gold,

Mixing his small alloys for long and long .

Because he wants to hold the warm leisure and pleasure of the holiday

Within the fiery blaze and passionate patience of his gaze and mind

Now and forever: O happy, happy throng,

It is forever Sunday, summer, free: you are forever warm

Within his little seeds, his small black grains, @

He builds and holds the power and the luxury
With which the summer Sunday serenely reigns.

—Is it possible? It is possible!—

Although it requires the labors of Hercules, Sisyphus, Flaubert, Roebling:

The brilliance and spontaneity of Mozart, the patience of a pyramid,

And requires all these of the painter who at twenty-five

Hardly suspects that in six years he will no longer be alive!

—His marvelous little marbles, beads, or molecules

Begin as points which the alchemy’s magic transforms

Into diamonds of blossoming radiance, possessing and blessing the visual:

For look how the sun shines anew and newly, transfixed

By his passionate obsession with serenity

As he transforms the sunlight into the substance of pewter, glittering,
poised and grave, vivid as butter,

In glowing solidity, changeless, a gift, lifted to immortality.

The sunlight, the soaring trees and the Seine

Are as a great net in which Seurat seeks to seize and hold

Allliving being in a parade and promenade of mild, calm happiness:

The river, quivering, silver blue under the light’s variety,

Is almost motionless. Most of the Sunday people

Are like flowers, walking, moving toward the river, the sun, and the river
of the sun.

Each one holds some thing or some one, some instrument

Holds, grasps, grips, clutches or somehow touches

Some form of being as if the hand and fist of holding and possessing,

Alone and privately and intimately, were the only genuine lock or bond of
blessing.

A young man blows his flute, curved by pleasure’s musical activity,
His back turned upon the Seine, the sunlight, and the sunflower day:.
A dapper dandy in a top hat gazes idly at the Seine:

The casual delicacy with which he holds his cane

Resembles his tailored elegance.

He sits with well-bred posture, sleek and pressed,

Fixed in his niche: he is his own mustache.

A working man slouches paralle] to him, quite comfortable,
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Lounging or lolling, leaning on his elbow; smoking a meerschaum,
Gazing in solitude, at ease and oblivious or contemptuous
Although he is very near the elegant young gentleman.

Behind him a black hound snuffles the green, blue ground.
Between them, a wife looks down upon

The knitting in her lap, as in profound

Scrutiny of a difficult book. For her constricted lock

Is not in her almost hidden face, but in her holding hands

Which hold the knitted thing as no one holds

Umbrella, kite, sail, flute or parasol.

This is the nervous reality of time and time’s fire which turns

Whatever is into another thing, continually altering and changing all
identity, as time’s great fire burns (aspiring, flying and dying),

So that all things arise and fall, living, leaping and fading, falling, like
flames aspiring, flowering, flying and dying—

Within the uncontrollable blaze of time and of history:

Hence Seurat seeks within the cave of his gaze and mind to find

A permanent monument to Sunday’s simple delight; seeks deathless joy
through the eye’s immortality;

Strives patiently and passionately to surpass the fickle erratic quality of
living reality.

Within this Sunday afternoon upon the Seine

Many pictures exist inside the Sunday scene:

Each of them is a world itself, a world in itself (and as a living child links
generations, reconciles the estranged and aged so that a grandchild isa
second birth, and the rebirth of the irrational, of those who are forlorn,
resigned or implacable),

Each little picture links the large and small, grouping the big

Objects, connecting them with each little dot, seed or black grain

Which are as patterns, a marvelous network and tapestry,

Yet have, as well, the random freshness and radiance

Of the rippling river’s sparkle, the frost’s astonishing systems,

As they appear to morning’s waking, a pure, white delicate stillness and
minuet, .

In December, in the morning, white pennants streaked upon the
windowpane.

He is fanatical: he is at once poet and architect,

Seeking complete evocation in forms as strong as the Eiffel Tower,
Subtle and delicate too as one who played a Mozart sonata, alone, under
the spires of Notre-Dame.

Quick and utterly sensitive, purely real and practical,

Making a mosaic of the little dots into a mural of the splendor of
order:

Each micro pattern is the dreamed of or imagined macrocosmos
In which all things, big and small, in willingness and love surrender

To the peace and elation of Sunday light and sunlight’s pleasure, to the
profound measure and order of proportion and relation.

He reaches beyond the glistening spontaneity

Of the dazzled Impressionists who follow

The changing light as it ranges, changing, moment by moment, arranging
and charming and freely bestowing

All freshness and all renewal continually on all that shows and flows.

Although he is very careful, he is entirely candid.

Although he is wholly impersonal, he has youth’s frankness and, such is his
candor, ’

His gaze is unique and thus it is intensely personal:

It is never facile, glib, or mechanical,

His vision is simple: yet it is also ample, complex, vexed, and profound

In emulation of the fullness of Nature maturing and enduring and toiling
with the chaos of actuality.

An infinite variety within a simple frame:

Countless variations upon a single theme!

Vibrant with what soft soft luster, what calm joy!

This is the celebration of contemplation,

This is the conversion of experience to pure attention,

Here is the holiness of all the little things

Offered to us, discovered for us, transformed into the vividest
consciousness,

After the shallowness or blindness of experience,

Aft]:r the blurring, dirtying sooted surfaces which, since Eden and since
irth,




Make all the little things trivial or unseen,

Or tickets quickly torn and thrown away

En route by rail to an ever-receding holiday:

—Here we have stopped, here we have given our hearts

To the real city, the vivid city, the city in which we dwell

And which we ignore or disregard most of the luminous day!

... Time passes: nothing changes, everything stays the same. Nothing is
new

Under the sun. It is also true

That time passes and everything changes, year by year, day by day,

Hour by hour. Seurat’s Sunday Afternoon along the Seine has gone away,

Has gone to Chicago: near Lake Michigan,

All of his flowers shine in monumental stillness fulfilled.

And yet it abides elsewhere and everywhere where images

Delight the eye and heart, and become the desirable, the admirable, the
willed

Icons of purified consciousness. Far and near, close and far away

Can we not hear, if we but listen to what Flaubert tried to say,

Beholding a husband, wife and child on just such a day:

Ils sont dans le vrail They are with the truth, they have found the way

The kingdom of heaven on earth on Sunday summer day.

Is it not clear and clearer? Can we not also hear

The voice of Kafka, forever sad, in despair’s sickness trying to say:

“Flaubert was right: Ils sont dans le vrail

Without forbears, without marriage, without heirs,

Yet with a wild longing for forbears, marriage, and heirs:

They all stretch out their hands to me: but they are too far away!”

eceptive Present,
the Phoenix Year



