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G L O R I A ! 
Emanuel Carnevali, the black poet, the empty man, the New Y o r k 

which does not exist, the end of Others: i f I have said nothing to 
you until this time i t is because i t is no longer in my tongue to say 
anything, because what I have to say is in my fingers now, i n a few 
swillish back numbers of Others, because i t is i n two or three other 
men's bellys. 

A n d yet, old as I have become, I ' l l shake i t out in a dance for 
you. I ' l l dance for you now and I ' l l dance st i l l on a proper occasion 
when I have grown so ankylosed that only a grimace is left me. 
I celebrate your arrival. 

It is for you we went out, old men in the dark. I t is for you 
that the rubbish stirred and a rat crawled from the garbage, alive! 
in that filth. What else was Others at that time: a rat in the gar
bage heap of New York . A n d now by God you come with a belly 
sticking to your back and you show us what we are, rats. The 
stench had already told us that we were alive. 

There is nothing to despise now but vermine: Others. 
Others has come to an end. I object to bringing out another 

issue after this one. Others is not enough. It has grown inevitably 
to be a lie, like everything else that has been a truth at one time. I 
object to its puling 4 x 6 dimension. I object to its yellow cover, 
its stale legend. Everything we have ever done or can do under these 
conditions is being done now by any number of other M A G A Z I N E S 
O F P O E T R Y ! Others has been blasted out of existence. W e must 
have a new conception from the bottom up or I w i l l not touch it . 

Do we want to publish our own filth? Is that what we want? 
The reason for our having been alive is here! What do I 

care i f Carnevali has not written three poems I can thoroughly 
admire? Who can write a poem complete in every part surrounded 
by this mess we live in? The man is smashed to pieces by the 
stupidity of a city of s**tas**s. H e wi l l not allow me to take a 
line out of a poem—"eyes like spittle", "—the rocking-chair held 
him as God held A d a m at the creation". H e is right. I am wrong 
when I yell technique at him. H i s poems are bad, ful l of nonsense 
because he is filled with death, day in day out: because he is young. 
H i s poems wi l l not be constructed, they cannot be. He is wide open! 
H e is black, speckled with flashes. B u t he is wide, Wide , W I D E 
open. H e is out of doors. H e does not look through a window. 

W e older can compose, we seek the seclusion of a style, of a 
technique, we make replicas of the world we live in and we live 
in them and not in the world. A n d T H A T is Others. The garbage 
proved we were alive once, i t cannot prove us dead now. B u t T H A T 
is Others now, that is its lie. 

The man is becoming crazy before he starts. H e already begins 
to scream for success, for a large success like V ic to r H u g o ! 
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I t is an impossible situation. When the proprietor of The D i a l 
asks him for a paper on Papin i which he prepares and has returned 
to him "because it does not coincide with the P R E S E N T policy of 
the magazine" and no explanation, he goes into an acute mania. In 
a chance moment he attacks insanely not the proprietor but an 
editor and says A L L the true things that should be said about an 
editor of such a magazine. Then a few days later I get the follow
ing letter from another wri ter : 
Y o u were in to an Others Theatrical Society meeting last night, at 
which M r . Carnevali let loose a flood of profane vituperation upon 
the head of M r . Clarence Br i t ton , Assistant Ed i to r of The D i a l . 
M r . Br i t ten is only a salaried employee of The D i a l and so has 
no final say in the acceptance of manuscripts. Le t the ferocious 
M r . Carnevali go after actual conservatives and reactionaries i f he 
feels in a destructively crusading mood. B u t when he attacks help
less radicals t ry ing now and then to squeeze something good into 
the magazine that employs them he simply makes a sil ly ass of 
himself 

A n d this is reputed to be the center of American civil ization! 
I t is so patently a rubbish heap, this New Y o r k , so rankly putrefying 
that no poet can live here unless he acknowledges that he is putrefy
ing. I f he does not, there w i l l remain such deadly fumes as this. 

Jesus, Jesus save Carnevali for me. H e is only beginning to 
disintegrate. Since he cannot appeal to an intelligence that does 
not exist give him the only alternative of being consciously a black 
man. B u t he is slipping into the afternoon at 21. (Why cannot I 
leave hands off him with my nonsense?) I believe he wi l l go crazy 
or quit rather than write in a small way. 

Bu t what good i f he quit? H e is a reader. The French techni
cians have him already more or less at stance. They are his poison. 
W h y are they poison? Because they whisper to h im: death, death, 
death! Rimbaud, L a Forge, Corbiere, they offer him solace. They 
prove to him that he is foredoomed. I am right this time. 
T H E Y are failures for the same reason that I am a failure, 
because they make a technique out of their vision of perfection. 
They can W R I T E better than any of us. Y e t they refused to 
write beyond a certain logical horizon. They were C O M P L E T E 
men. Which proves, T O M E , only that they are dead men. Car
nevali perhaps you wi l l do as they did. It is impossible to remain 
alive plastered with leucorrheas and vomitings. 

In France one goes mad or wipes art from his brain. In this 
country one retreats to an Others. One slips back (but one M I G H T 
have written better stuff) one slips back at last with savage resent
ment—like a beast with a bone in his throat. 

W e salute you. 
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P O E T R Y 

I too, dislike i t : there are things that are important 
beyond a l l this fiddle. 

Reading it , however, with a perfect contempt for it, 
one discovers that there is in 

it after a l l , a place for the genuine. 
Hands that can grasp, eyes 
that can dilate, hair that can rise 

i f i t must, these things are important not because a 

high sounding interpretation can be put upon them 
but because they are 

useful; when they become so derivative as to 
become unintelligible, the 

same thing may be said for a l l of us—that we 
do not admire what 
we cannot understand. The bat, 

holding on upside down or in quest of something to 

eat, elephants pushing, a wi ld horse taking a rol l , 
a tireless wolf under 

a tree, the immovable crit ic twinkling his skin like a 
horse that feels a flea, the base

ball fan, the statistician—case after case 
could be cited did 
one wish i t ; nor it is valid 

to discriminate against "business documents and 

school-books"; al l these phenomena are important. 
One must make a distinction 

however: when dragged into prominence by half poets, 
the result is not poetry, 

nor t i l l the autocrats among us can be 
"literalists of 
the imagination"—above 

insolence and tr ivial i ty and can present 

for inspection, imaginary gardens with real toads 
in them, shall we have 

it. In the meantime, i f you demand on one hand, 
in defiance of their opinion— 

the raw material of poetry in 
al l its rawness and 
that which is on the other hand, 

genuine then you are interested in poetry. 
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NUN SNOW: 
A pantomime of beads. 

Earth Voice. 
Is she 
thoughtless of life, 
a lover of imminent death, 
N u n Snow 
touching her strings of white beads? 
Is it her unseen hands 
which urge the beads to tremble? 
Does N u n Snow, 
aware of the death she must die alone, 
away from the nuns 
of the green beads, 
of the ochre and brown, 
of the purple and black— 
does she improvise 
along those soundless strings 
in the worldly hope 
that the answering, friendly tune, 
the faithful, folk-like miracle, 
will shine in a moment or two? 

Moon Voice 
Or peradventure, 
are the beads merely wayward, 
on an evening so soft, 
and One W i n d 
is so gentle a mesmerist 
as he draws them and her with his hand? 

Earth Voice 
Was it F u l l Moon, 
who contrives tales of this order, 
and himself loves the heroine, 
N u n Snow— 

Wind Voice 
Do you see his beads courting hers? 
lascivious monk !— 

Earth Voice 
Was it F u l l Moon, 
slyly innocent of guile, 
propounder of sorrowless whimseys, 
who breathed that suspicion? 
Is i t One W i n d , 
the wily, scholarly pedant— 
is it he who retorts— 
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Wind Voice 
L i k e olden allegros 
in olden sonatas, 
a l l tales have two themes, 
she is beautiful 
he is beautiful, 
with the traditional movement, 
their beads court each other, 
revealing a cadence as fatally true 
as the sum which follows a one-plus-one— 
so, why inquire further? 
Nay, inquire further, 
deduce it your fashion! 
N u n Snow, 
as you say, 
touches her strings of white beads, 
F u l l Moon, 
let you add, 
his lute of yellow strings; 
and, Our Night 
is square, nay, 
Our Night 
is round, nay, 
Our Night 
is a blue balcony— 
and therewith close your inquisition! 

Earth Voice 
Who urged the beads to tremble? 
They're s t i l l now! 
Fallen, or cast over me! 
Nun, Moon and W i n d are gone! 
A r e they betraying her?— 

Moon Voice 
A s k Our Night— 

Earth Voice 
D i d the miracle appear?— 

Moon Voice 
A s k Our Night, 
merely a child on a balcony, 
letting down her hair and 
black beads, a glissando— 
ask her what she means, 
dropping the curtain so soon! 
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C O L L E C T O R S 

The barnacle o f c rowds— 
L i k e a tuck 
O n a finished sk i r t , unnot iced— 
H e collected his m a t e r i a l 
C o v e r t l y : 
A ragp icker , 
A scavenger of words . 

A n d the gleanings 
O f his hear ing 
H e w o u l d costume 
I n his own words , 
A n d parade before 
A l istener. 

So that now, 
A c r o s s the tea-cup, 
H e was t e l l i ng 
O f his research, 
O f his s tudy, 
O f his deep thought-out 
Conclusions . 

A n d the l ady , 
Connoisseur of o l d thoughts 
B o u n d i n new g i l t b indings , 
S m i l e d app rova l 
A t the finding 
O f another cur io 
T o place 
I n her long ga l le ry . 

T H E R O O M IS AS W E L E F T IT 

The room is as we lef t i t 
B u t mel lowed to a heightened 
D i g n i t y . 
The chairs 
H a v e summer coverings 
O f cobwebs, 
The teakwood lamps are there, 
A n d s t i l l the bed sags 
T o the center, 
A n d the table throws 
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I ts weight o f shadow 
O n the spread . . . . 
. . . F o l l y to have left the room unused: 
Y o u d i d not mer i t such a nicety . . . . 

A ragged ache of l i g h t 
S i f t s th rough the dus t : 
Blo tches 
A grotesque of the present 
U p o n the pat terns of the past . . . 
M y hands are bru ised by surfaces 
I do not see, 
M y fingers fa l ter up and down 
A t racery of years, 
I sense the echo of a voice 
I do not hear, 
I a m not sure the breath I ho ld 
Is mine. 

DESTINY 

Parcae , here I a m 
W i n d i n g a love-sunrise 
A r o u n d m y spr ing-so i l heart, 
A n d cover ing m y eyes 
W i t h s i lver-blue moonl ight . 
A n d l ike the sagebrush 
I shal l fo l low you to the desert. 
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H A Z E L D E A N 
She is beau t i fu l i n her p r u d i c i t y 

W h i c h is persuasive i n i ts sweetness, 

A n d appeals to the finer sensibil i t ies 

O f men. 

The b loom of her you th is also beaut i fu l . 

The cleverness of her repartee is fel ic i tous. 

H e r love is beaut i fu l . 

She is conscious o f her love 

A n d the ph i l t e r of her eyes. 

A l a s , her beauty w i l l not endure, 

E x c e p t her in t r ins ic goodness 

W h i c h is her soul's beauty. 

H e r woman's i n tu i t i on 

H a s taught her some things, 

A n d her hear t ; 

B u t she has no capac i ty for books, 

She is nescient o f the ponderance of l i fe 

A n d a help-mate's phi losophy of l i fe 

W h i c h are the l a s t ing beauties of l i f e ; 

F o r an i l i t y disputes somatic charms. 

W h e n I have t i r ed w i t h m y lucubra t ions 

A n d taxed w i t h the lore o f books 

A n d the g r a v i t y of the universe, 

The lightness of her heart and downy ta lk , 

The freshness o f her naïve self 

Offer me a d ivers ion of thought. 

Sometimes I t a lk w i t h her about her lovers 

W h o are near the age of her ; 

F o r I a m older than she is. 

Th i s gives me the advantage 

O f a more extended lover 's past, 

W i t h a tenta t ion of romance 

W h i c h she delights to hear related, 

Because, t r u s t i ng to chance and her g i r lhood 

H a s denied her 

Extens ive , tentative romance. 

H e r inscient heart knows I love her, 

B u t ra ther as a filigree g i l l 

( I have loved her hand t ac tua l ly ) 

A n d she has also discerned 

T h a t the love-wor ld o f ours 

Is a d ream-wor ld , 

B e i n g too f r a i l and smal l 

T o hold the future w i th its realit ies. 
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L I L L I A N 
She's a l i t t l e rus t ic beauty 
I n the qua in t v i l lage of m y boyhood, 
B u t the s i m p l i c i t y of her manner 
Pleases me 
Since I've re turned f rom the c i ty 
F o r a b r i e f vis i t , 
H a v i n g e luded the charms 
O f accomplished women 
W i t h a b i t o f dash and adventure. 

She is younger than I am, 
B e i n g a minoress. 
I reached m y m a j o r i t y 
T w o years ago. 

H e r flavicomous head 
Reaches to m y shoulder. 
I l i ke to look down into her blue eyes 
W h i l e she looks up into m y face. 

Sunday afternoon, 
W i t h some of her chums and some of mine, 
W e sauntered down to the spr ing , 
J u s t below the br idge. 
She sat down on the elevated p l a t f o r m 
O f concrete 
A n d let her feet dangle over the edge 
O f the enfonced t i le , 
W h i l e the water, f rom the i ron-pipe 
Be low, 
T r i c k l e d into the creek. 

H e r s i lken hose betrayed 
The symmetry of her crus, 
The comeliness of her ankle. 
I looked at her and smiled and said, 
"Oh , that I were a scu lp to r . " 
Then waggish ly I looked—wel l , in to the sp r ing . 
She smiled, blushed a l i t t l e , 
Then shif ted her pos i t ion . 

I can ' t say that she's i n love w i t h me, 
A l t h o u g h , I ' m sure, that m y waggery , 
Man i fe s t ed now and then, 
A n d m y c i ty ways 
A p p e a l to her as a novelty. 
I can' t say that I 'm deeply i n love w i t h her. 
B u t I admire the l i t t l e rus t ic beau ty ; 
F o r the s i m p l i c i t y of her manner 
Pleases me. 
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D O R A N O R T H E R N 

I met her at her aunt 's. 
She was psychic sunshine 
A n d somatic wi tchery . 

She was f rom K e n t u c k y , 
A n d re turned to K e n t u c k y 
W h e r e she d i e d ; 
B u t her sunshine d i d not go in to the grave. 

She had a heart to love y o u w i th , 
B u t she l i k e d to t u r n coquette, 
N o w and then, i n the mids t o f her love. 

W e sat on the sofa one night , 
The ph i l t e r of her smile 
W e n t s t ra ight to the c i tadel o f m y heart. 

I surrendered for that night , 
She knew i t was j u s t for that night . 

She was l i s ten ing while I t a l k e d : 
" W e w i l l b u i l d us a house," I said, 
" A l i t t l e log-cabin , y o u know, 
B a c k of some man's cornfield, 
O n the creek, i n the woods. 

W e w i l l whitewash i t 
A n d p lan t i vy a round the door, 
W h i c h w i l l c l imb up the w a l l 
A n d drop down i n b i g green clusters. 

Y o u can raise chickens 
A n d I ' l l raise hogs 
A n d we ' l l d r i n k creek-water 
A n d l ive i n perfect bliss and ignorance." 

She def t ly c lasped her magnet ic hands 
W h i c h l a y i n her v i r g i n lap 
A n d leaned nearer to me 
W i t h her p re t ty face a t i l t 
A n d smiled coquett ishly and said, 
" I n m y imagina t ion 
I can see that beaut i fu l l i t t l e home." 



O T H E R S Mitchell Dawson Page 13 

T O DIVERSE C O N T E M P O R A R I E S 

1. 

The roots of o ld thoughts blossom underground, 
Achieve a puta t ive and da rk f r u i t i o n : 
The po l len o f imagined passions 
Spr ink le s dead leaves of grass, 
W h i c h rust le d r i l y 
T o the wind 's perver ted lashings ; 
A n d a l l the weather-cocks po in t nor th 
O r south or east or west 
A t y o u r mere b rea th ing ; 
B e a u t y has reached its menopause 
A n d sleeps serenely ster i le— 
T h o i ts dreams are teeming. 

2. 

O holy scarab, 
Squa t t i ng upon the mantle-shelf 
W i t h wise antennae raised 
T o the admi ra t i on of the d rawing- room, 
Does no one know 
T h a t y o u have been 
U p o n the v i l lage road, 
R o l l i n g dung-bal ls 
I n the m o r n i n g sun, 
W i t h other tumble-bugs? 
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E A R T H Y A N E C D O T E S 

E v e r y t ime the bucks went c l a t t e r ing 
Over O k l a h o m a 
A firecat b r i s t l ed i n the way. 

Whereve r they went, 
They went c la t t e r ing , 
U n t i l they swerved, 
I n a swift , c i r c u l a r l ine , 
T o the r ight , 
Because of the firecat. 

O r u n t i l they swerved, 
I n a swift , c i r c u l a r l ine, 
T o the left, 
Because of the firecat. 

The bucks c la t tered. 
The firecat went l eap ing , 
T o the r ight , to the left, 
A n d 
B r i s t l e d i n the way. 

L a t e r , the firecat closed his b r igh t eyes 
A n d slept. 

LIFE IS MOTION 

I n Ok lahoma , 
Bonn ie and Josie , 
Dressed i n cal ico, 
D a n c e d a round a stump. 
They cr ied , 
"Ohoyaho, 
Ohoo" . . . 
Ce leb ra t ing the marr iage 
O f flesh and a i r . 
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E A S T E R D A W N 

1. 

D a w n at m y window . . . 
D a w n , a spent runner res t ing on white stones, 
stones o f Grace Church , 
stones o f F i f t h Avenue , 
stones of the a rch at W a s h i n g t o n Square— 
touch ing now w i t h a gaunt pa l lo r 

the winged V i c t o r y above m y bed. 

2. 

S h a l l I too press—how much of m y essence?— 
i n a cube of space— 

make pebbles of dreams for the dawn to rest on? 
S h a l l I break this infinite c i rc le of myself , 
closed yet forever expanding, 
to fling m y t a l l white thought l i ke a l i l y 

under the r u n n i n g feet of dawns? 
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M Y SECRET 

O l d Vassa lboro sleeps upon the hi l ls 
beside the Kennebec, where i t has slept 
th rough many quiet years. 

F o r the first t ime, 
bu t yesterday, I passed a long the road 
that forms i ts on ly street. A t either hand 
a few great houses dozed beneath great elms 
drowsy w i t n m o r n i n g dampness and J u n e heat. 
S u c h is the ancient v i l lage . I t is l ike 
an aged woman nodd ing on a porch . 
I passed as reverent ly as i f I passed 
some aged woman nodd ing on a porch , 
for, at one hand, I saw the ru ined cel lar of a great, o l d house that 

burned, last sp r i ng— 
the homestead of a b lood I w i l l not name; 
and, as I passed, 
I looked for a g raveyard 
i n which is bu r i ed 
a woman whose name I should not ut ter 
lest i t be heard by another woman. 
I t is because I love both women. 
Be low, 
afar , 
stretched the vast va l ley i n a passionate haze, 
a verdant expanse of lovely decl ivi t ies 
g rand w i t h the sight 
of ancient farms 
of l ong established opulence. 
I cannot u t ter the name of the woman 
who must have looked across that val ley 
scores, hundreds o f times, 
d reaming , perhaps o f me. 

L i t t l e p inks , I hope, are g rowing on her grave. 
I hope the b i rds s ing, often, near the m o u n d — 
the warbler , 
the ca tb i rd— 
and I k n o w that I should b r i n g some flowers, sometimes, when I 

can, and place them against the stone that bears the name I 
cannot utter. 
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P O E M E E R O T I Q U E (Grieg) 

H o w do y o u know that I do not love you? 
Because I have never sung of m y love? 
A r e y o u not s ick of the songs o f men? 

I sha l l not s ing. F o r I have heard the w i ldca t c a l l i n g at midn igh t . 
I shal l not s ing . F o r I have heard the rob in w a r b l i n g at dawn. 

I sha l l not even speak. F o r I have seen two snakes bask ing side 
b y side i n the noonday sun. 

I shal l not even speak. F o r I have seen the dragonflies, by twos, 
d a r t i n g above the swamps. 

D o w n by the r ive r an o ld road 
runs th rough the pines, a long the bank. 
The r ive r g l i t ters th rough the pines 
a t one hand. A t the other hand 
loom the first pines o f a dark , deep wood. 
One never meets another, there. 
Once i n a whi le a d is tant shout resounds— 
a swimmer 's shout— 
indolen t ly , 
w i l d l y pure , 
l ike the ba rk of a fox 
or the bleat o f a lamb, 
somewhere afar . 
Once i n a wh i l e 
a c a t b i r d sings 
w i t h i n the wood. 
E v e r y day 
the ca tb i rd sings, 
once i n a whi le . 

T o m o r r o w , le t us w a l k a long the road, 
and I w i l l let the c a t b i r d s ing m y song. 
B u t we must be as si lent as two snakes. 
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T O W— 

N o t a w o r d . I love y o u even now as I have never loved— 
even now, 
even you . 
Y e t not a w o r d to me. 

I t is too late. Y o u r let ter d i d not give me one smal l t h r i l l , even 
though i t seemed that you were th r i l l ed . 

I t came as the l igh t of candles comes, though of candles that are 
brought to a feast 

after the guests have met i n darkness and have dispersed. 
The feast that 1 p repared for you has long since soured, cold, 

untouched, 
and flies 
and moths 
swarm i n the l igh t you b r i n g to me— 
many flies, 
many moths. 

I t is too late. Candles at dawn are ghastly, and I a m at the dawn 
of another d a y ; 

quiet dawn. 
D o not speak. 
K n o w that m y love for y o u is l ike the vast, hot l igh t that spreads 

abroad, these days, upon the mighty , ro l l i ng , p loughed and 
har rowed hi l l s beside the dread, majest ic Kennebec. 

K n o w that m y love for you is as constant, as v i r i l e , as s trong, as the 
beaming flood that bears that name. 

Y e t not a w o r d to me. 
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S E R E N A D E 

Come on, don' t be a f r a id y o u ' l l spo i l me 
i f y o u l igh t the gas i n y o u r room 
and show me 
that y o u have heard m y cries. 

A r e y o u so poor i n kisses 
that you ' re so s t ingy w i t h t hem; 
and is y o u r heart so ravaged 
that y o u won' t let me p i c k there 
one or two flowers 
to s t ick i n m y jacket ' s 
button-hole? 

1 p l a y m y serenade 
beat ing w i t h m y clenched fist 
on a gong and a d r u m . 
W h a t I want is to give you 
the sound of what a m a n is. 

I love m y eyes and l ips 
better than y o u r s ; 
besides, the dampness o f the night 
pierces m y shoes. 

I can be as capr ic ious 
as y o u can be, don' t w o r r y ! 

Come on, open that window 
or I ' l l go home. 
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L E A V E T A K I N G 
Trans la t ed by E m a n u e l C a r n e v a l i 

Love , this is not y o u r moment. 
D a y s i n which I w o u l d hide i n another body l ike the grooved 

stone i n the meat of the peach. 
B l a c k s i l k nights w i t h accompaniment of r ivers and neopol i tan 

jealousies. 
M o r n i n g s o f blue ba th ing , o f gay ra in , w i t h the memory of 

kisses under the dome of the umbre l l a of ' ' true fame." 
H o u r s a l l mine signed by the fire and the smoke of c igare t tes ; 

minutes of beatific amnesia between one and the other streetcar r a i l . 
D a y s , nights, mornings , hours, minutes o f personal l i f e , but 

wi thout crude colors. 
G r e e n shutters, shutters drawn-to , how many eyes are l ook ing 

f rom behind y o u r s t r ips? B e h i n d the whi te cur ta ins , too, some 
woman who has not yet l i t the l i g h t is w a i t i n g . Over the terraces 
fac ing the fields the eyes of ch i ld ren are reflected i n the irises and 
the bourgeois odor of red-velvet roses is a r i s ing . 

H o w slow the clouds g o ! F r o m one square to the other the 
breech has t ime to become clear a g a i n ; the smoke of the t r a i n 
sa i l ing on the hor izon toward the mine coun t ry leaves them s lowly 
behind. 

L o v e , this day also cannot be yours . 
Pass and pass again , shamelessly, under m y window, so l ong 

and sk inny i n fashionable ski r ts . Y o u do not weigh, over the rec
tangles of the sidewalk, more than the shadow stretched under y o u r 
l i t t l e boots. 

I n the t ime o f the ancient Romans women were perhaps more 
corpu len t ; I see their n ipples l i ke round and w r i n k l e d scars over 
breasts of pol ished b r o w n wood. B u t today, even i n the most 
squal id hours of the calmest day, the b i g bourgeois g i r l s , their faces 
ye l low w i t h lust, can' t be missed i n the dus ty sunl ight of the suburban 
roads. F r o m what sheets d i d their arms of l azy embroiderers come 
this morn ing? A n d why do they look w i t h so m u c h cur ios i ty f rom 
under the b lack hedges of their lashes, as i f every male were ready, 
for them, to c l imb the stairs of the c i ty -ha l l ? 

N o t h i n g do ing w i t h mar r iage licenses, g i r l s . A n d y o u r l ips are 
a l ready bleached as when one has d r u n k vinegar . T o kiss y o u we 
shal l wa i t for the n ight and the shadows of the boulevard , fa r f rom 
the lamp-posts . A n d we shal l pu t our hands on your faces only , 
for the rest can' t be as ha rd as i n y o u r school-days. H o w wet y o u 
must be w i t h this heat and w i t h so many desires! I a lmost feel 
under m y hand the wet ha i r of y o u r a rm-pi t s and the dampness 
descending down the center of you r corset. 

It 's too late this m o r n i n g also, love. Y o u ' r e not ugly , dressed 
so i n white and yel low, i n tango and s t rawberry . B u t a l l these 
people l o o k i n g f rom the doors of d r u g stores, over the br idges of 
the factories, f rom behind the panes of the t a i lo r and especial ly 
f rom inside the bar , where every th ing shines, soaked as i n a ba th
room— 
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W e w i l l go over the h i l l s . W e w i l l go back to the furzes that 
have only an odorless tuf t at the top of the l o n g stalk, a l ready flabby! 

W h o w i l l gather the clusters of wis te r ia except the cava l ry 
soldier who has l a i d beside h i m the b i g clean sword i n order to 
squeeze nearer his p l u m p brunette? 

E v e n i n g bells, don ' t hope any th ing any longer. None w i l l come 
for the avemar ia now that i t is no more co ld outs ide—and it 's a 
long while since y o u ceased to move me. 

F r o m a t i r ed volcano which one can' t see the dank ashes of 
evening come down i n da rk balloons. Between two t a l l and white 
houses the sun finishes b u r n i n g i n the red of a wagner ian furnace. 

There isn ' t a single reason to go down again after we have 
c l imbed up here. A l l the va l ley is filthy w i t h the l i fe of the day 
and on the mountains opposite the dr ink ing-p laces k ind le their l ights 
l ike the tabernacles of the madonnas and the footl ights of the stage. 

O n the F r e n c h background of a pa in ted- in hothouse a b i g whore, 
ro l l ed up i n a b lue th ing , sings w i t h her mouth and her nose, p r o m 
enading f rom one w i n g to the other, as i f they weren' t y e l l i n g at her. 
She too was a ch i ld , v i r g i n and lean, i n some p a r t o f the past and 
her aunts gave her five cents on a ho l iday when she had behaved at 
mass. D o n ' t look at her face, y o u b lackguards . D o n ' t th ink ev i l . 
T h i n k of the real flowers that are far f rom here. So m u c h rice 
powder there is on her face and so much water has passed over her 
flesh that she is as white as the purest l ady . I see her f rom tonight 
fo rward , a l ready i n the bed whence she w i l l not be able to l i f t 
herself alone. The sheet folded over is white as her face and that 
mouth of hers that sang and smiled now asks for no th ing but a 
glass of water—that mou th which w i l l remain forever half-closed i n 
the common grave of the unknown ones. 

Love , this evening too, it 's too late. Y o u don' t know where I 'm 
going. E v e r y door is shut and I haven't the keys w i t h me. It 's 
the hour when even Mendelsohn's exercises which descend to the 
infinite f rom the first floors and the g u r g l i n g dit t ies o f aloof thugs, 
move me. 

A l l the doors are shut and a l l the eyes are shut behind the shut 
windows. W h o should have keys to open your doors and a l i t t l e 
goodness to re-open w i t h a caress your eyes! 

N o o n has d r i ed a l l m y sweetness. W h e n the b r a i n has thought 
every o rgan is quiet. I can w a l k wi thout second-thought a long the 
empty and l u n a r streets, l ike a n ight pol iceman who doesn't th ink 
o f the sorrows hidden behind the perpendiculars o f the wal l s . 

The w i n d follows me to the oval pool and the lamps shine be
tween the threads for me only . There is no melancholy i n m y 
banished heart but I can no longer remember the j o y of those nights 
when I was not alone i n m y bed and there was another breath near 
m y sore l ips . 

Goodbye, love. Goodbye for this evening and for this l i f e . 
There isn ' t t ime enough left us. I go back home, fast steps, because 
the silent drops of the noc tu rna l m o r n i n g again wet the street that 
had d r i e d an hour ago. 
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B O G E Y M A N 
I was then a tenant of one of those red, furnished-room houses 

i n the Wests ide . I l ived on the second floor. U p s t a i r s there was 
the sink. That ' s where I went to wash myself . U p the stairs , each 
step of the stairs had lost i ts hor izon ta l i ty and threatened to f a l l 
to the floor below. F r o m a sky l igh t w indow b u l g i n g i n the ce i l i ng 
an evergrey day oozed. A n d I was often a sk ing God-knows-whom 
what d iabol ic extremes or what ex t r ao rd ina ry device of economic 
pover ty had made the l a n d l o r d pa in t the wal ls green. D a r k sh in ing 
green. S h i n i n g i n winter . Swea t ing i n the summer l ike a degener
ate's face. U p s t a i r s there was the s ink. B y the s ink the toilet . 
A n d f rom the toi le t . . . ah, on ly censurable words can say what 
weighed down upon the furnished-room-house, d r y and c racked w i t h 
o ld red pa in t on i ts face and choked b y the tenants' breath and the 
mul t i tud inous dust of the carpets that were fullsome w i t h unswept 
years ! 

I went to wash myself . The g i r l was s t ra ightening the rooms. I t 
was two P . M . The g i r l had d ropped the b room and its s t ick had 
fa l len w i t h a tock upon one of the ha l l - room doors. The g i r l had 
gone into a room. The tenant of the insul ted door came out. A 
great white nose that s tuck out of two hol low grey cheeks and a 
moustache l ike a threat. 

— L i s t e n , he c r ied . 
— Y e s . 
H e s lammed the door open and I th ink what I saw is also 

censurable. H e took a book i n his hands. Shook the book before 
my eyes, 

— I gotta fon da d ichonary book, see! 
— Y e s . . . . we l l . . . . w h a t . . . . do you? 
— See? 
— D o y o u want to sell i t ? I don't want to buy i t . 
— M a b b e I no speak english. L i s t e n . . . 
H i s b i g teeth appeared and disappeared, monstrously. 
— I got ta fon da d ichonary book. M a b b e you good . . . I no 

say y o u no good. . . . mabbe. H u make noise bump m e . . . . I k i c k . . . . 
no can shleep. . . . I gib y o u fon da k i c k . . . . you no stand? I good, 
you no good, y o u no see, mabbe, I no say. . . . 

A n d then, w i t h a last great push, w i t h long-burs t ing expans ion: 
— I gib you fon da dichonary book. 
I understood at last that he wanted to throw i t at me. I 

exp la ined : 
— I d idn ' t do any th ing w r o n g to you . I can' t unders tand. 
I t was the damn broomst ick had awakened the m a n and a l l his 

night w i t h h im, his night da rker for his ignorance of english. 
So I went downstairs and laughed. B u t something more hap

pened. I d idn ' t know he was a n ight worker . Perhaps I d idn ' t care 
how many night workers there were i n the house. I sang a l l the 
t ime. T h a t is, I used to scream uproar ious ly o ld songs and B r a h m ' s 
Wiegen l i ed which I had j u s t learned and K - K - K - K a t i e , beau- t i fu l 
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K a a a a - t i e ! One day as he passed m y door, the P o l e — f o r he was a 
Pole—shouted : 

— N o can sleep. Some people make noise. I fix. 
H e shouted i t so fea r fu l ly and l o u d l y that i t came upon me 

and shook me l ike thunder shakes a window. I t was threatening and 
ominous. * * * 

Y o u pass i n the street and look sideways and down, and side
ways. H a r d l y y o u l i f t y o u r eyes f rom the b roken s idewalk before 
you . A s far as to see the sky y o u r head never twis ted . A n d a 
mother points y o u out to her c h i l d , — S h ! L o o k at the bogey man . 
They are a l l against you . A l l they who k n o w english. They enjoy 
k n o c k i n g at y o u r door, they who won' t see how much y o u need 
y o u r sleep, and you mus t get ang ry at yourself , because y o u 
know these creatures who go to vaudevil les and pu t on queer 
neckties on Sunday m o r n i n g , y o u know they're awake m a k i n g a 
noise which they have a r igh t to make, be ing more beau t i fu l than 
you , k n o w i n g english. W h a t was there came to y o u and revealed 
i tself? W h a t were the new things? The wife y o u m a r r i e d i n 
P o l a n d and is dead one year now: two months after the wedd ing , 
that new t h i n g y o u knew i t to be a shape of the eternal misery . 
A l l are against you . W h e n y o u open y o u r eyes y o u see a b roken 
s idewalk, b roken w i t h i ts own t ragedy and not y o u r own. I f y o u 
wou ld sometimes l i f t them y o u w o u l d see a sky that can' t abso
lu te ly have any th ing to do w i t h you . Because—a g i r l t o l d y o u 
about y o u r nose, about y o u r sma l l b r o w n eyes, t o ld y o u y o u weren' t 
nice look ing , remember?—well , that 's why. A s for me, I wasn' t 
the one to th row the b room against y o u r door bu t I don' t care 
how much the b room awoke you . Y o u th ink the w o r l d is a garden 
of h a p p y ch i ld ren and you ' re a bugbear, don' t you? W e l l , no one 
knows better than y o u do. Y o u have seen one face of t ru th , i t is 
the whole t r u t h to y o u who couldn ' t see any other, and y o u are 
sna r l i ng at i t . P o o r dog, snar l , and bi te i f y o u can, bu t i t ' s a b i g 
c i ty , i t 's m a n y people, i t 's too many things are y o u r foe. 
E i g h t — G L O R I A — 7 7 3 3 ffl 

I love y o u because y o u scream. Because i f y o u thought that 
sometime they ' l l gag y o u and throw y o u i n the nuthouse y o u w o u l d 
scream more. I beg you , don' t stop screaming, sna r l i ng and feel
i n g l i ke a m a d dog must feel when he wa lks w i t h his t a i l under 
his be l ly . Y o u cou ld w i t h some effort become a definite un t ru th , 
a pleasant one. Y o u are an uncouth ve r i ty now. L o o k i n the 
face o f these houses, look s t ra ight i n the face of the lunchroom 
cashier g i r l who takes w i t h p re t ty fingers the co in y o u hand her 
w i t h t r e m b l i n g ones. B o g e y man , look s t ra ight i n the w a r m eyes 
of any ch i ld , out o f you r frozen deep eyes. I promise y o u — 
something there is you r hands w i l l set t r emb l ing forever, i f y o u w i l l 
bu t look and touch. Someth ing y o u ' l l f ind that w i l l go fo l lowing you , 
hav ing i r revocab ly heard your uncompromis ing voice. A n d some
body w i l l stop c a l l i n g y o u insane, somebody w i l l stop c a l l i n g you 
insane and he won' t say one w o r d more for the rest of his l i fe . 



S U P P L E M E N T 



B E L L Y MUSIC 
I am i n the field against the s tup id i ty of the c r i t i cs w r i t i n g 

i n this count ry about poe t ry today. I t begins w i t h F le tcher ' s pol i te 
nonsense, worse than nonsense, C U L T I V A T I O N A N D T H E W I L D 
I N C O N T E M P O R A R Y E N G L I S H P O E T R Y . W h a t is the 
sense of this ca rd-board shoebox of E n g l i s h flamflam? W h a t good 
is i t to us? F l e t che r have y o u forgot ten how to exist that y o u 
have to purvey to us such oatmeal m u s h : O x f o r d P o e t r y 1918 and 
"the col lect ion ca l led , Twelve Poets"? F r o m F le t che r pass th rough 
the sul len b a c k b i t i n g of A . C . H . , as i f sand had gone to her head, 
to a l l the vacuit ies of an U n t e r m e y e r controversy. F o r re l ie f t u r n 
to new sources, a ter r i f ic j u m b l e of ass in ini ty ( i n The M o d e r n 
School) under the heading, N E W P O E T R Y , signed b y some god
less F r a n k V . A n d e r s o n ! A Reedy 's M i r r o r p r i n t i n g only poems of 
top ica l and p o l i t i c a l interest . A G R E A T R E F O R M P A P E R , 
The L i b e r a t o r , p r i n t i n g such a taxic d r i v e l as Sandburg 's , L i a r s . 
E v e n f rom the hand of an ar t is t , C a r l , such stuff is inexcusable. 
T H E M I D L A N D , dea l ing w i t h the midd le west ! A n d that p i n k 
harp bespangled a t roc i ty T H E L Y R I C w i t h these two aeschylusean 
t i t les on the front page, F A L L E N W O R L D S and L I F E A N D 
D E A T H (the first eleven lines of which la t t e r piece happen to be 
wel l w r i t t e n ) . A n d these people are hav ing a pr ize contest w i t h 
W I L L I A M S T A N L E Y B R A I T H W A I T , M a r g u e r i t e W i l k i n s o n and 
samuel ro th as judges—and no one cares!—and the number of 
books submi t ted to the contest approaches the 300 m a r k — a n d the 
last week m a y b r i n g i n another h u n d r e d — B R R R R R R R . The same 
page brandishes another head ing : O N W I T H T H E P R O P A 
G A N D A F U N D ! wh ich due to a pale O I mis took to be O N W I T H 
T H E P O P G U N F U N D ! Thus we see that poe t ry is flourishing 
since the renaissance of 1902. A n d there are other magazines and 
cr i t i cs . B u t Geoffrey Parsons who runs a co lumn i n the N e w 
Y o r k T r i b u n e every Sunday , a si lent co lumn of readable verse, is 
wor thy of at tent ion. W h e r e does such a m a n have to keep h i m 
self? W h y is i t not possible for h i m to be edi tor o f some w o r t h 
whi le sheet? A n d the L i t e r a r y Diges t , the most p o p u l a r college 
paper i n A m e r i c a : i t also runs a contemporary verse section. T H E 
P A G A N : a filthy first three pages about a m a n named Joseph K l i n g 
and what he wants to sel l y o u and what he has sold you , w i t h an 
over fu l table o f contents and T H E N a s tory b y J . P . Jacobsen, 
t rans la ted f rom the D a n i s h , of such fine feel ing that one is 
ashamed for i t as one is ashamed for a l a d y who has to go in to the 
wash room of a r a i l w a y stat ion. 

That ' s a l l very we l l bu t i t 's no j o k e . H o w I S one to go about 
ge t t ing something done i n this wel ter? 

I n the first p lace—although i t was not t rue five years ago— 
a l l the "good stuff" there is to p r i n t does somehow get upon the 
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page i n some crazy fashion today. O r to be more exact, among 
them the various poet ry magazines and magazines that p r i n t poe t ry 
do achieve some k i n d o f a read ing for whatever rea l ly good stuff 
they have the intel l igence to pu t upon their pages. B u t what the 
dev i l do I care for that? O F C O U R S E they do that much . The 
A m e r i c a n ed i to r i a l—and c r i t i c a l m i n d is h ipped on the question o f 
"good stuff" especially i f i t be " love ly ." B u t for the reason that 
A m e r i c a n editors, c r i t ics , publishers do no more than this they mer i t 
only to be branded and ignored. 

A n d now they are p r a i s i ng H . L . D a v i s ' , P r i m a p a r a . T h e y are 
good songs. N o t h i n g could be lovelier than, The Sweet T a s t i n g , 
R u n n i n g V i n e s i n a F i e l d , A F i e l d by the River—"leaves . . l i ke 
money sp inn ing" , —''the l igh t of their dresses between quick w i l l o w 
leaves"—Oh damn loveliness. Poets have wr i t t en of the b i g leaves 
and the l i t t l e leaves, leaves that are red, green, ye l low and the one 
th ing they have never seen about a leaf is that i t is a l i t t l e engine. 
I t is one of the things that make a p lan t G O . 

Perhaps J e a n S t a r r U n t e r m e y e r I S a great poet bu t ce r ta in ly 
no one could guess i t f rom the disease of such c r i t i c i s m as that by 
F . V . A n d e r s o n i n The M o d e r n School or even f rom A m y Lowe l l ' s 
g inger pop i n Poe t ry . 

Perhaps a m a n does get a bellyache at 19, perhaps he does 
r u n to verse for a id , perhaps the result is a lovely poem, perhaps 
i t does sooth the c r i t i c a l faculties of a hundred good people afflicted 
w i t h s imi l a r bellyaches. B u t I deny that this has any th ing to do 
w i t h the question as between excellence and mediocr i ty . 

I deny that one wri tes because he cannot l ive. Ca rneva l i is 
wrong . T r u t h w i l l not k i l l poetry . A r t is N O T a bas ta rd th ing . 
I wou ld wr i te no mat ter what other choice I had. A n ar t i s t is N O T 
forced out of l i fe , he refuses i t . H e does so w i l f u l l y . H e wri tes 
i n order to escape the mechanical perfect ion of sheer existence H e 
writes to assert h imself above every machine and every mechanical 
conception that seeks to b i n d h im . H e wri tes to free himself, to 
annihi late every machine, every science, to escape defiant through 
consciousness and accuracy of emotional expression. A n d this can 
never occur u n t i l he is conscious of and takes d i s c r im ina t i ng gr ips 
upon the first brains of his generation. 

M e n c k e n wou ld have every poet k i l l e d at 26 bea t ing Osier 's more 
democrat ic d i c tum by 34 years. Th i s sounds exac t ly l ike what i t is, 
the b r a y i n g of a superf icial jackass . 

A l d i n g t o n cannot unders tand that one need not P R E F E R L a 
Grosse M a r g o t ( A l d i n g t o n ' s , L e t t e r to L a Grosse M a r g o t , i n The 
D i a l ) to H e l i o d o r a i n order to wr i t e good poetry . E v e n i n the 
flare o f such a l i fe as V i l l o n ' s he remains b l i n d so that perhaps after 
a l l one has to pa rdon A m e r i c a n editors their taste for loveliness— 

myrrh- t ressed H e l i o d o r a 
bah, bah, bah, b a h ! I repeat V i l l o n ' s cu r t answer: 

Ven te , gelle, gresle j ' a i mon p a i n cui t . 
A n d A l d i n g t o n , " W e do not need to in te rpre t this hor ro r i n con-
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fused geometric shapes of sul len color or to tor ture the Muse ' s 
mouth to the utterance of harsh discords ." F r e s h f i sh! 

It is s i m p l y that the brains have not passed the m a r k set by the 
p o s t - D a r w i n i a n botanists, etc. I t is impor t an t not to igore the 
Copern ican theory, the voyage of Columbus , not because these 
things make a damned b i t of difference to any one, especial ly to 
a poet, but because they s t ick unconsciously i n a man's crop and 
perver t his mean ing unless he have them sufficiently at his fingers' 
t ips to be ware of them. A n d the m a r k of a great poet is the extent 
to w h i c h he is aware of his t ime and N O T , unless I be a fool , the 
weight o f loveliness i n his meters. A n d I cannot see any th ing w o r t h 
s t r i v i n g for save greatness. 

These " love ly" singers are the peasants of the w o r l d and have 
a peasant's feel ing for lovely ladies. I have long suspected i t and 
now I a m convinced. These chance lovely poems ( I must omi t 
A l d i n g t o n ) are the s ing ing of a peasantry. I t is this s ing ing that 
A m e r i c a is witnessing. I t is this that biases A L L our c r i t i c i sm . 
I t is upon this basis that the j u d g m e n t wh ich p r o m p t e d Mencken ' s 
remark is made : thoughtless s inging . T o th ink means to stop s ing 
i n g only when you deny the power of release i n thought. 

Wha teve r can be said against her, and whatever can be said 
for H a r r i e t M o n r o e who d u g up good work when everyone else was 
sleeping, M a r g a r e t A n d e r s o n is the on ly one of them a l l who gets 
up a magazine which is not a ragbag. 

I praise the L i t t l e Review. I praise M a r g a r e t A n d e r s o n . I t is 
not necessary to agree w i th a m a n or woman i n order to praise h im . 
B u t i t I S necessary to be envisaged by something D E F I N I T E and 
not a fogbank before one can praise i t . I feel that M . A . has defi
n i te ly made up her m i n d as to each th ing she p r in t s and that to the 
best of her ab i l i t y she is s t r i v i n g to express i n this way a definite 
S O M E T H I N G , a something moreover that is the B E S T that she 
knows how to do and not a conglomerate o f what-is-expected-of-
her. A n d be ing so The L i t t l e Rev iew can never be a mere bundle 
of snippets, i ts a i m to purvey the B E S T t idbi ts , i ts great purpose 
to have something of everyth ing on its b i l l o f fare. I t is at wors t 
the expression of M . A ' s personal i ty , the personal i ty of a woman of 
complete l a c k o f j u d g m e n t i n l i t e r a r y matters . B U T she judges 
whole. She is l i m i t e d O N L Y b y her own ignorance, her own s tu
p i d i t y and that is fine and rare i n an edi tor . I t is a l l w i t h her the 
expression of a something C O M P L E T E . W h a t she does is not an 
accident. She does not select a poem because i t is lovely . I f she 
finds something to praise i t is for a constant, u n i f o r m and sus
ta ined reason. Y o u can re ject her and know W H Y but unless y o u 
are s t u p i d y o u cannot overlook what she is saying. She praises 
M a r y G a r d e n for the complete consciousness of her art , she omits 
to notice whether M a r y ' s voice is lovely or d iscordant . B U T she 
impl ies that M a r y does a l l there is to be done w i t h the voice she 
has and that this is better than any one else is accompl i sh ing on 



Page .28 Supplement O T H E R S 

the contemporary operat ic stage. Th i s is the B E G I N N I N G of 
a r t i s t ic c r i t i c i sm. R e a d the L i t t l e Rev iew. 

G r a n t e d loveliness, granted a w o r l d popula ted w i t h H e l i o d o r a s , 
there I S something else w o r t h t r y i n g for. G r a n t e d that I a m ob
sessed w i t h the fu t i l i t y of this A m e r i c a n habi t of hang ing upon the 
l ips of loveliness. S a y I cannot wr i te as w e l l as D a v i s , I have not 
the locale, the s tabi l i ty , anything—the youth . M y you th w e ' l l say 
was crass, steeped i n a m a d ignorance. Y e t I a m not forb idden 
f rom s inging. I t is damnable nonsense to th ink to anchor a poet 
on his B y r o n i c adolescence of body and m i n d or to th ink to grant 
h i m on ly the province of cyn ic i sm. I began when I was twenty. 
I B E G A N then. O T H E R S saw its incep t ion when I was t h i r t y , 
when I had a l ready proved a fa i lure t ime after t ime. A n d yet I 
s ing. A n d i f m y voice is c racked at least no one can H E A R s ing
i n g as I can nor pu t i t in to the throat so per fec t ly . Whose throat 
is yours and which is mine i f not the one in to wh ich I P U T the 
music . A n d I w i l l fight to insist that I am not voiceless. I insist 
that i t is I , I , I who P U T S the music in to the throats of those i n 
whom I H E A R m y music . 

I ' l l s ing when the veins below m y be l ly are c lo t ted sol id . I f this 
were not t rue i t w o u l d be the veins that s ing and i t is the veins 
tnat s ing for the c r i t i cs here, most of them, the veins of the be l ly . I 
am I and I am a song and that is a l l I am. 

There I S a way to come th rough the loss o f you th or first 
you th and the loss of love and the loss o f every th ing and i t is not 
a poem, one poem, i t is not a folk melange. I t is art . 

I f ind mat ter for serious at tent ion i n E z r a Pound ' s discordant 
sh r i ek ing : to he l l w i t h s ing ing the States and the p la ins and the 
S i e r r a Nevadas for their horses' v igor . 

I t is the N E W ! not one more you th fu l singer, one more lovely 
poem. The N E W , the ever las t ing N E W , the ever las t ing defiance. 
E z r a has the smell of i t . A n y m a n can s l ip in to the m u d . A n y 
man can go to school. 

Perhaps I am a sul len suburbanite, coward ly and alone. P e r 
haps i t is t rue that I have not seen the cocottes of M o n t m a r t r e or 
the L a d y D i a n a . Perhaps i t is a preposterous l o n g i n g for the 
weal th of the w o r l d . I sit a b l inded fool , w i t h wi thered hands 
stretched out into the nothingness a round me. Perhaps this is a 
sickness. Perhaps what I c a l l m y s ing ing is a stench b o r n out of 
these sores. I deny that that makes any difference. A T L E A S T I 
A M T H A T . O r i f the answer is that no one w i l l l i s ten to m y s ing
i n g or even c a l l i t s ing ing I say that they cannot help l i s ten ing and 
that—it doesn't mat ter one way or the other. Perhaps i t is a l l 
a va in regret, an insane determinat ion to wa lk f o r w a r d and back
w a r d at the same moment, a c l i n g i n g to a you th I never enjoyed 
except i n m a d athlet ic excesses and s t i l l bo rn ecstasies of loneliness. 
A T L E A S T I T I S T H A T . A t least I exist i n that. W h o shal l 
say how I shal l set down the words that w i l l c a l l up H e l i o d o r a ? A n d 
this that I have set down hereabove, a l though i t be iden t i ca l i n 
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every w o r d , every sentence, d i s jo in ted and decomposed as i t is and 
wi thout answer—with that wh ich I had set down ten years ago, 
i t is for a l l that N O T the same for now I T I S C O M P O S E D and 
T H A T is the answer. 

T o r e tu rn to the c r i t i c s : I bunch them a l l as one. They are a l l 
sophomoric, p u l i n g , nonsensical . T a k e the best of them, A i k e n , 
A . C . H . , H a c k e t t , A m y L o w e l l , what do their c r i t ic i sms amount to 
more than an isolated percept ion of ce r ta in values. They p i c k over 
the dead bones. N e v e r is their c r i t i c i s m a new S I G H T of a 
S O U R C E , a flash in to the future of art , wings under which a poet 
might spread his sparrow's wings and mount to the sky! They 
S E E nothing. I t is never a confidence i n the p u r g a t i o n by thought . 
I t is a p u l i n g testiness i n most cases or a benign ignorance i n 
others of the purpose of the work w i t h wh ich they are deal ing. 
Imagine a m a n ac tua l ly sensing the i n sp i r a t i on that is i n a poem. 
Never . H i s pa th must be sopped of r a i n water , the edges cut free 
of even the long grass, the way paved and S W E P T before an 
A m e r i c a n c r i t i c w i l l w a l k in to a new work . W h e r e is a m a n who 
has a head for smashing through underbrush? I not only want h i m 
I demand h im. W i t h the help o f a rea l c r i t i c the work that even 
such a sma l l group, such an inadequate group as the O T H E R S 
cou ld swing w o u l d have at least the beginnings of that splendor 
which—would be so out of place i n A m e r i c a , l ike J . P . Morgan ' s 
watch c h a i n ! There is not the whisper of protest . There are only 
sa lar ied employees of G R E A T magazines who t r y to get r a d i c a l stuff 
into their master 's per iodicals when they are able to or the budget 
al lows. 

A l l the c r i t i cs appear to see is a lineless ghost which they are 
sure is G R E A T and which they are equal ly sure that some l i v i n g 
scrivener I S N O T . So they must d rop back and do the best they 
can for us. Does i t ever enter their heads that the benefits of 
thought are not E N T I R E L Y denied them because they happen to be 
A m e r i c a n s . They never gl impse the poss ib i l i ty , vague I admit , that 
they have a chance T O L E A D ! T h e y prefer the safe bel ly posture 
when the shrapnel is bu r s t ing . A n y m a n can lead the w o r l d i f he 
have the courage, the insight , the bra ins . N o t to wish to lead is to 
acknowledge the imposs ib i l i t y of hav ing the intel l igence. W e are 
gi f ted among the cr i t ics of this count ry w i t h men and women of 
neat ly ta i lo red serv i l i ty . 

I t is accurate enough to p lead lack of knowledge. Y e s , the sheer 
knowledge is l a c k i n g . I do not ask a c r i t i c to come out of dense 
ignorance and exceed the best in fo rmed F r e n c h m a n or G e r m a n 
i n P a r i s or M u n i c h . I ask only for them to conceive the P O S S I B I L 
I T Y of thought. I t is not necessary to know E V E R Y T H I N G in 
order to begin a th ing . I even deny the overwhelming advantage 
to a th inker of a head packed w i t h strat if ied in fo rmat ion . Some 
insurgence of thought is necessary but even a D E S I R E to th ink 
w o u l d be welcome. 

L e t the men and women associated under the name O T H E R S 
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be ca l led inadequate poets unwor thy of thought. T h a t does not 
absolve a c r i t i c f rom T H I N K I N G . Say the discussion is upon the 
meri ts of cer ta in poets who wr i t e free verse: the statement is made 
that a poet is a poet whether he wr i t e i n free verse or not and 
that i t is j u s t as easy or E A S I E R to wr i t e poor stuff i n free verse as 
in the other var ie ty . Jesus C h r i s t ! i f this isn ' t the p i d d l i n g o f a 
microcephal ic what then is i t ? I t is T R U E , i t is overwhe lming ly 
T R U E but for Chr is t ' s sake what has i t got to do w i t h w r i t i n g 
poet ry? I ask i n Chr is t ' s name where is someone who knows some
th ing about free verse and who w i l l po in t out i ts excellences over 
any other sort i n those departments where i t possesses these excel
lences. W h e r e is an analys t to state the perfections that can be 
achieved i n free verse and i n no other way? W h e n this has been 
done, when some O N E amer ican c r i t i c has B E G U N to th ink, then 
and then on ly w i l l any m a n have a r igh t to say what is good and 
what is not good, then only w i l l someone be able to say that I a m a 
good or a bad poet. 

There are a few men and women w r i t i n g poetry , a few poets who 
are per fec t ly conscious of what they are doing , who are not i d l y 
dabb l i ng i n a new fo rm because i t is new bu t who are w r i t i n g i n 
free verse because i t is the O N L Y f o r m that approximates the 
mean ing which after mature thought they are t r y i n g to pu t for
w a r d . I t is easy to be understood i f y o u do that which is stale. 
B u t free verse is the O N L Y f o r m that C A N C A R R Y T H E N E W 
M E A N I N G that is impera t ive ly requi red today. I t is the O N E 
verse fo rm that embodies the qua l i ty of thought which can be desig
nated as modern . A n d i t is on ly the modern which is w o r t h ex
pressing. The denotations, the connotations of a l l this, the side
l igh t i t casts on re l ig ion on phi losophy on abstract thought—these 
things exist and they are impor t an t and no poet has the t ime or the 
a b i l i t y to go into them. 

B u t a c r i t i c w i l l waste hours on this or that U N D E B A T A B L E 
qua l i ty i n a poem or a new book of poems: is i t passionate or color
fu l or l ewd or S U B T L E or does i t exhibi t a p red i lec t ion on the 
poet's p a r t for uxorious seclusion or nomadic prof l igacy or indeed does 
the poet wear p ink s i lk underwear or b low his nose thumb fashion? 

W h a t the hel l do I care i f a m a n or woman is or is not pas
sionate or tender w i t h his ch i ldren or loves his wife or she her 
husband or whether he is d ramat ic , l y r i c a l , whether his lines are 
short or long, whether he wri tes o f T a h i t i or B a c k B a y , whether he 
represents the negro race, the Chinese, the r iver ra t? B U T has he 
a vision into the desolate P R E S E N T . Love , yes, bu t love as i t is 
affected by the violence of present day thought : music , yes, bu t music 
as i t is affected by the present day revelations concerning the dead 
or l i v i n g idola t r ies of yesterday. I don' t give a d a m n about a i r -
planes and a i rp lane poetry but I do give a d a m n about the dis
t raught b r a in that must find its release in b u i l d i n g gas motors and 
in ba lanc ing them on cloth wings i n i ts agony. 
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I t is N O T true that we can s ing the o ld songs. The o ld poetry 
w i l l N O T do. Its whole fo rm is inadequate, i t is lousey w i t h m e d i 
aeval f i l th . I t is N O T true that W h i t m a n w i l l do— 

Clean , new! clean as the t read of a locomotive wheel— 
M o d e r n c r i t i c i s m that I am able to f ind is character ised by a 

deadly fear for the future. I t is t rue that modern verse has i ts 
cliches j u s t as the o ld d i d , i t is impor t an t to say so, i t is impor t an t 
for the bad wr i te rs to realize that they are bad wr i te rs—but i t is 
s ickening to hear N O T H I N G E L S E . 

M a y b e the cr i t ics have more to say than we realize and that 
they are ton ing down their t a lk to our ears! L e t them give their 
generous imaginat ions the throt t le . W e are s t a rv ing for splendor. 
W e w i l l c r a w l weak ly after them as best we can. 

O r better than tha t ! I ask the cr i t ics only to comment on that 
which comes to them second hand, on essays about poe t ry or let 
them mouse over the personal qualif icat ions of some anthology p u r 
veyor. O r they m a y be l icensed to notice and discourse upon the 
rambl ings of some ignoran t Y a l e professor and his p u r b l i n d excur
sions in to a movement o f which he is as un informed as is one depar t 
ment o f a univers i ty o f another across the quadrangle . Th i s is the 
very p roof needed of the scientific qua l i ty of the ignorance we are 
fac ing . 

A n d what does i t lead to, this s immer ing of shal low kett les. I t 
leads to cer ta in "necessities." I t generates a demand for a ce r ta in 
type of work . I t has about i t the seductive qua l i ty of p re t ty under
garments. I t leads to a M a x w e l l Bodenhe im do ing "essays" so stale, 
so devoid of the vaguest h int of his whileome po ignancy of feeling 
that a N O R T H A M E R I C A N R E V I E W accepts and pays for one 
of them. 

W h a t good i n God ' s name can come f rom this sort of th ing? 
Does a m a n not S E E that he is s t r ipped bare, shaved and gelded 
before he is pe rmi t t ed to appear before that audience? Is i t not a 
s ign i n i t se l f that he is impotent , empty handed, that he has a l lowed 
himself to be subverted? 

I f i t must come to that I prefer E z r a P o u n d to anyone. Say 
the m a n is dead, say he began to die the first t ime he set foot on a 
gangplank . H e at least went abroad rather than do something 
worse. H e went because he H A D to. H e went because i t was too 
easy to remain i n this country . I wish he were here today. H e 
was not a lways dead and so H E C A N N O T B E D E A D N O W . 

I a m not one damned b i t interested i n social ism or anarchy 
but I a m interested and deeply interested i n the b r a i n that requires 
socia l ism and anarchy and br ings i t on, j u s t as T am interested i n 
m o r b i d i t y — a release, an assertion, a necessary release an impera t ive 
assertion. A n d I want E z r a P o u n d i n this count ry because coated 
over as i t m a y be he has I N S I G H T into this b ra in . 

B u t i f m y j u d g m e n t is i n f i rm i n this mat te r i t only fur ther 
emphasizes the need. 
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I t is the youth , I have seen w r i t t e n somewhere, that won the 
w a r : i t is to the you th then that we mus t look for the energy 
that w i l l c a r r y us—etc., etc. The dev i l w i t h y o u t h ! W h a t does 
you th care or what do I care for i t? W h a t significance has youth? 
Whence does this wished for energy of you th come except f rom 
youth's blackness of heart and fresh muscles. I t is a l ie that there 
is any significance i n you th because the b r a i n is young . The new 
is not i n any way rela ted to the work of a B E G I N N E R bu t to that 
of a M A S T E R . H e is young . H e is the unborn. . I t is perhaps 
even impossible for h i m to have his c r i t i cs . W h a t is the difference 
between 17 and 70? I see none save a cer ta in harden ing and weak
ening of the flesh. There are far more impor t an t differences between 
ind iv idua l s of the same age than that. A n d the need I S G R E A T 
for the percept ion of these differences. 

O f what significance is i t to blazon a name of such dimensions 
as that of J o h n Dewey on the ed i to r i a l page of a pape r : I N 
C H A R G E O F T H E R E C O N S T R U C T I O N P R O G R A M : I f y o u 
ignore the interdependence of thought and art , i f y o u f a i l to adopt 
an enlightened, fu l l y awake po l i cy t o w a r d one of the m a j o r arts 
i n a l i v i n g phase instead of a sapless po l i cy o f makeshif t? B u t 
what of J o h n Dewey? Say that he doesn't give a d a m n about T H E 
D I A L , that he is interested only i n his section. M y G o d is that 
not sufficient condemnation of the whole scheme he w o u l d advocate? 
I f he, a ha rd thinker , do not s tand on his feet and D E M A N D 
excellences i n any th ing that he is associated w i t h i t is an aspersion 
on the qua l i ty of his conception, that i t has not the intel l igence one 
would have expected f rom the semi-barbarous I r i sh of E m a i n e or a 

p r imi t i ve Confucius . I t is a s t igma upon the nature of modern 
inqu i ry , this sort of approach toward a reconstruct ion. I D E 
M A N D that J o h n Dewey do something, not to wake up but to em-
place an intel l igence i n his associates on T H E D I A L that w i l l give 
modern A m e r i c a n poets an adequate oppor tun i ty to place upon 
paper i n a p a y i n g magazine what they have to say. B u t why p i ck 
on T H E D I A L ? 

I M U S T demand what I do. I must fight back at the s tup id i ty 
a round me. I acknowledge inadequacy of in fo rmat ion , e l i p t i c a l 
statement, too vague generalizations S O M E T I M E S . I a m not a lways 
a fa i r c r i t i c . I am a m a n do ing that which does not fit his t u r n 
of m i n d . I th ink i t impor tan t to state these things. A more able 
scholar, a cooler b r a i n w i t h a wider fund of i n fo rma t ion more 
acutely focused—since these things are unenlisted in the impor tan t 
matters which concern me I wr i te to f i l l the gap, to emphasize a 
need which I don't know better how to make apparent . 

w. c. w. 






	Front Cover
	Contributors
	Gloria!
	Poetry, by Marianne Moore
	Nun Snow: A Pantomime of Beads, by Alfred Kreymborg
	Poems by Marian Strobel
	Collectors
	The Room Is as We Left It

	Destiny, by William Saphier
	Poems by Alva N. Turner
	Hazel Dean
	Lillian
	Dora Northern

	To Diverse Contemporaries: I-II, by Mitchell Dawson
	Poems by Wallace Stevens
	Earthy Anecdotes
	Life Is Motion

	Easter Dawn: I-II, by Lola Ridge
	Poems by Wallace Gould
	My Secret
	Poeme Erotique (Grieg)
	To W—

	Serenade, by Emanuel Carnevali
	Leavetaking, by Giovanni Papini
	Bogey Man, by Emanuel Carnevali
	Supplement
	Belly Music, by W. C. W.

	Back Cover

