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FOREWORD

There are three men who stand in specid relationships to this
Preface to Poetry. Dr. I. A. Richards, distinguished psychologist
and literary critic, now of Harvard University, is the source of many
of the linguistic ideas that undergird it, and has generously given
both encouragement and counsel. Dr. Albert W. Upton, professor
of English at Whittier College, long-time friend and colleague, has
served as motivation and guide in this work throughout the years
in which it has gradually taken shape. Professor John Holmes of
Tufts College, poet and critic, has during this final year of revision
and enlargement, not only stimulated the author with genera and
detailed comments on the manuscript, but aso supplied a wedlth
of suggestions and enriching materials. In humility, falling short of
what each of these men has certainly expected, the author feels that
ordinary thanks is by no means enough.

But the author is deeply grateful aso to many other persons who,
having read the preliminary edition or revised version of this Preface
to Poetry, contributed their numerous comments and critical sug-
gestions. to Dr. O. B. Badwin and Dr. Alfred L. Badwin, pro-
fessional psychologists, father and son, for their helpful reading of
BOOK ONE; to John L. Sweeney and Roberta Forsberg, orthologists
East and West, for their critical comments; to Leilla Glover and Ted
Robins, instructors in English, for their helpful consideration of the
preliminary edition; to Professor Richard B. Sewall of Yae Uni-
versity and Professor 1. J. Kapstein of Brown University for stimu-
lating notes on successive revisions; to the late William H. Wright
for advice as regards song-lyrics and their airs; to Benjamin G.
Whitten, librarian, for a final reading of the proofs; to Edris B.
Cooper and Clara Ddlas for help in the preparation of the manu-
script and publication of the preliminary edition; to Miriam N. Post
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Vi FOREWORD

and Betty Gardner, senior students, for a systematic reading of the
final manuscript; and to the classes of lower and upper division
students who, by invitation, have been so engagingly frank in their
oral and written comments upon the preliminary edition and the
revised chapters. To them all, again, thanks.

But no book making use of modern poetry is without its deep
obligation to those various persons and publishers who, for fee or
friendship, have granted permission for the reprinting of copy-
righted materials. To the requisite acknowledgments, which follow,
is added sincere thanks, both to the firms and individuals listed, and
dso to the many courteous and helpful persons who conduct the
permissions correspondence for the various publishers and literary
agents. And the hope is expressed that oversight in the recognition
of literary property, if such has occurred, will be forgiven.

The instructor may wish to turn at once to the Open Letter ad-
dressed to him, to be found in the Appendix. Others may prefer to
glance through the acknowledgments and preliminary tables as
further prelude to—the inevitable page one.

c.w.a
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BOOK ONE

TL@ Pre]face

Good wine needs neither bush nor preface
To meke it welcome, SCOTT






PART ONE
Orientation to Poetry

1
PRECONCEPTIONSAND POINTERS

For those who like it, no preface to poetry is necessary;
and for those who don't, no preface will serve to make it
welcome.

If this seeming paradox were true, the present volume might well
conclude with its beginning. But it is certainly not true, or a best
it is only true in part. For those persons already favorably disposed
toward poetry are often eager to know more about it; and those
who are ill disposed toward it, may be willing to undertake a study
of it that is bound to shed some new and perhaps interesting light
upon their language behavior. Nor is it impossible that, with in-
creased understanding, there will come a greater measure of en-
joyment as well as of appreciation.

Each individual reader of this Preface to Poetry will, of course,
come to it with a different body of experiences in this one of the
language arts. For one person will say, "Yes, | like poetry; | read
the Poet's Corner in the evening paper.” Another may respond, "Of
course | like poetry; | started writing verse when | was in gram-
mar school." A third, "I read and reread The Golden Treasury of
poetry, and love it al." It /nay be seen a a glance that these persons
are not liking the same thing, and that their "poetry” is abstracted
from widely different experiences.

I. PREJUDICES AND PRECONCEPTIONS

Those who honestly do not care for poetry aso have had widely
different experiences. Their prejudices often stem from early child-
3
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hood and school days. In some cases they may be traceable to the
well-meaning efforts of particular teachers who enforced the memo-
rization of unwanted poems or the mechanical scanson and an-
aysis of verse, or the unilluminating study of word history and
figures of speech that may have set up an early antipathy toward
poetry. Or these often enthusiastic mentors may have cloyed the
taste of their young charges with verbal sweetmeats; they may have
read verse that was utterly removed from their pupils lives, or

labored the hidden meanings of esoteric poems.
In early experiences such as these may sometimes be found the

sources of deeply entrenched adult prejudices, particularly among
men. Three such not uncommon attitudes toward poetry are these:
first, that poetry is sentimental and effeminate; second, that poetry
is a waste of time; third, that poetry is for the intellectuals and
highbrows.

There is no use denying it if you are one of those who does not
like poetry. It will be far better to face the fact squarely, and to
smoke out the prejudice upon which the dislike may be based,
tracing it to its source when that is possble. It may even be of
value to air your prejudice in discussion with others, describing it
rather than defending it, explaining it rather than arguing about
it. And then, with the skeleton out of the closet—put it quietly
back in again. For it is possible to put prejudice aside, quite con-
scioudly, and to give poetry another chance.

But only some of the readers of this book will have the prejudices
suggested above. We must now turn to a quite different group of
preconceptions found among some persons who like poetry as well
as among those who don't.

One of these is the notion that poetry is a mass of authors and
titles and dates and periods and influences and summaries of sub-
stance, the whole seasoned with selected quotations, critical opin-
ions, and a few rare anecdotes. "'To a Mouse' by Robert Burns
(1759-1796) was written in November 1785 following an experience
indicated in the subtitle, 'on turning her up in her nest with the
plough’; and was published the following year. . . ." These are
facts about poetry; they are a part of literary history, which is an
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interesting study in its own right; but surely these facts are not the
poetry itself.

A second preconception is that poetry is primarily a body of other
facts, definitions, formulae, rules, and arbitrary digtinctions:
“Ninety per cent of al English poetry is iambic. ... A feminine
ending is an unstressed syllable added to a line normally ending
with a sressed syllable. . . . The Spenserian stanza is iambic and

rimes ababbcbc'c’. . . . The rules do not permit a poet to use
homonyms as rime words. . . . Wen and eve are poetic words, but
butcher and skunk are not. . . ." The facts, definitions, and for-

mulae are, again, facts about poetry; they are a part of that science
of poetry known variously as versification, metrics, prosody, or
poetics. The arbitrary rules and distinctions are among the camp
followers of Poetry; surely they are not the poetry itself.

Yet a third preconception is that poetry is essentially long-faced,
the more solemn the better. Poetry, so conceived, should deal only
with the conventional sentiments regarding Death, God, Nature,
and Love; a good poem should aways have a message, a neat
moral on the up-lift side. This notion results from the confusion
of Poetry with Homiletics, but it does as much injustice to the one
art as it does to the other.

And there are yet other preconceptions held by some persons.

“It's not poetry unless it rimes . . . "Free verse, of course, isn't
poetry at al." . . . "No rea poetry has been written since Tenny-
on” . .. "If it's popular, that's a good sign it's not poetry.” . . .

These notions, together with the identification of poetry with liter-
ary history, with versification, and with pretty sermonettes, must
adso be left a the check-stand before going further.

2. PITFALLS AND POINTERS

Having put aside these hampering ideas and attitudes, the reader
should be further prepared for the journey he is about to take.
Some pitfalls lie ahead. A few positive suggestions may keep the
reader from stumbling into them. For convenience these pitfals
and pointers will be grouped as five friendly imperatives:
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1. Read poetry slowly. One of the pitfalls into which the reader
of poetry may easily stumble, is rapid reading. Indeed the trend in
the past few years has been to emphasize speed, and only a certain
sort of comprehension, in the teaching of slent reading. People
have been urged to overcome their tendency toward vocalization,
those lip movements and whisperings that betray consciousness of
the oral sound and feel of the words and that dow down silent
reading. But the full effect of a poem is in great measure dependent
upon the sound and feel of the ‘'words. If you read a poem as
rapidly as you do the morning paper, you will miss one of the
richest pleasures of poetry. A couple of centuries and more ago,
William Walker wrote this couplet:  °

Learn to read dow: al other graces
Will follow in their proper places.

Well, at least certain other graces may be the reward of slower
reading.

2. Read foetry over and over again. It is a mistake to think that
a single reading of a poem will suffice. A really good poem will
cal for severa readings—a first reading to spy out the land and to
get the feel of the thing; a second reading to get the sense of it
here and there where the meaning is not at once apparent; another
reading or so to get the full flavor of it. And this suggestion should
be carried further: Go back to your favorites among the great
poems, not merely to be lulled by the memory of your previous
thoughts and feelings, but to be challenged and stirred afresh. It is
atest of greatness in poetry that it will have something new to say
each time you come to it.

3. Read foetry aloud. Many people have fallen into the habit of
reading only silently. Now, in poetry, language is used in a way
caculated to appea particularly to the ear. Unless you have had
unusual experience in reading much poetry aoud or in listening
to the reading of others, you will not be able to get full enjoyment
from poetry when reading it silently. But here is a pointer: You
need not necessarily read it to anyone; for, particularly at first, you
will probably sound better to yourself than to others. Try to make
use of tones of voice pitch variations, rates of utterance, and
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changes in volume that are appropriate to what you are reading.
Do not tra-la-la it monotonously, but suit the "music’ to the mean-
ing. Then let yourself go, and read it out fulkhroatedly.

4. Read poetry with an alert mind. Do not succumb to the pit-
fal of your easy chair and radio accompaniment, or dide down
lazily on the end of your spine. Mogt of the world's great poems
are too rigorous for a hammock on a drowsy afternoon. Accept this
pointer for what it is worth: When reading poetry, assume an
appropriate physical posture in favorable physica surroundings. You
may not aways want to stand up, or pace your room, or St on the
edge of your desk; but you will certainly be freer in your bodily
movements when you do 0. Above al, be on the dert for the less
obvious clues and suggestions within the poem. Do not let the
"good things' get by you. And do not forget that the place and
posture for reading some poetry is on the hillside, sprawled in the
tall grass.

5. Read poetry with emotional relaxation. It is a mistake to look
upon the reading of poetry as a species of intellectual game, or as
selected problems in interpretation and metrical analysis. For poetry
is aimed more often a the heart than at the head. And you, the
reader, will do well to relax, and let the poem play out its melody
upon what used to be called your "heart-strings.” Do not misun-
derstand: this is not a suggestion that you indulge in an orgy of
sentimentality, or the cheap satisfaction of stock responses. How-
ever, it seems to be true that many readers in our time have de-
veloped a certain amount of emotional resistance, a protective
obduracy against various stimuli, saes appeals, and propaganda.
But it seems equally true that, unless the reader will alow his
feelings to be stirred by the great poems, there is hardly any use
in reading them at dl.

3. A PAIR OF POEMS

So much, then, for these preliminary suggestions about poetry.
Now for a poem or two. Need | suggeijt that you lay aside your
prejudices for the time being, and your preconceptions too, and
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that you try to avoid the pitfalls, making use of the pointers given
in the above paragraphs?

THE SERVICE
Burges Johnson

| was the third man running in a race,
And memory still must run it oer and o'er:
The pounding heart that beat against my frame;
The wind that dried the sweat upon my face
And turned my throat to paper creased and sore;
The jabbing pain that sharply went and came,

My eyes saw nothing save a strip of road
That flaunted there behind the second man;
It swam and blurred, yet ill it lay before.
My legs seemed none of mine, but rhythmic strode -
Unconscious of my will that urged, "You can!”
And cried at them to make one effort more.

Then suddenly there broke a wave of sound, —
Crowds shouting when the first man struck the tape;
And then the second roused that friendly din;
While | — | stumbled forward and the ground
All wavered 'neath my feet, while men agape,
But silent, saw me as | staggered in.

As gck in heart and flesh | bent my head,
Two seized me and embraced me, and one cried,
"Your thudding footsteps held me to the grind."
And then the winner, smiling wanly, said,
"No dream of records kept me to my stride —
| dreaded you two thundering behind!"

(z915)
THE HAMMER-THROW
Reuel Denney

Now he will dose the book, wak toward the window,
Stretch, shift, and turn, and saunter down
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Through the afternoon that brings the leaves down dowly,
To kick those leaves before him through the town.
As he comes out he feels dl loosely made,

His jaunty striding wears the very sun;

And he seems golden-jointed, and new-eyed.

Legs, arms, and lungs are al a happy one.

The wide and level field becams the daylight
Except when airs bring in the sudden sound

Of shoutings dimmed in deepy distances.

He rubs his hands. He walks upon the ground.

On spike, and nervy, and the nostrils sharpened,
Won by the weight as the weight is whirled by him,
He pivotsl—and the nerves cry out their question,
Centrifugal to heart and every limb,

Whether the world complete might be so lifted,
Whether it could be drawn so into the dervish

Of these locked knuckles and senses tight with joy:
Until, let dlip, the iron leaps from hand,

And from his throat a noise, a kind of laughter,
Follows from that spent body, robbed and trembling,
The way the bal flies, with the chain drawn after.

(1939)

Did you read "The Service' and "The Hammer-Throw" sowly
and thoughtfully? Are there any places, not clear at first reading,
that became clear on a second or third reading? Did you read them
out loud? And if s0, do you feel that you got into the swing of
the lines? Were you conscious of responding physicaly to the
strains and tensions suggested in the poems? Did you experience
any emotion at dl as you read the concluding lines of either of the
two poems?

These two poems, both by modern American poets and both
related to athletic experiences, are redly very different, as a close
study of them might indicate. Nor are they, for many readers, of
equal validity or worth. Further discussion of them, however, will
give way to three questions suggested by an earlier paragraph in
this opening chapter:

Would it seem to you that the writers of these poems are effemi-
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nate? Or that reading them is just a waste of time? Or that they
are somehow addressed to the highbrows?
| believe not.

SUGGESTIONS FOR STUDY

i. A Poetry Inventory. Before undertaking this "psychologica orien-
tation to language-art," the reader will do well to inventory his ac-
quaintance with particular poems, to check over his varied experiences
with poetry, and to take note of his "favorites' and "pet aversons."
Such a stock-taking may help the reader to determine just where he
stands, for it is from this point that every journey must begin.

(a) Firgt, turn to the "Tide Index" at the end of this book, and
check down the list four times with these questions in mind, and record
the number of your responses

1. How many of the titles do you recognize at all?

2. How many of the poems have you read but jorgotten?

3. How many have you read or studied, and remembered?

4. How many have you at some time memorized?

(b) But you certainly have read some other poems that you may
remember by title. List them in your notebook, and then check down
the list with the above second, third, and fourth questions in mind.
Record the number of your responses, and list them opposite the num-
bers you recorded from the "Title Index" count. Total these numbers
both verticaly and horizontaly.

(c) Now read down the next list of questions, and record your re-
sponses with an enumerated list of simple yes's and no's:

. Did you hear poetry read adoud during your childhood?

. Did any of your teachers read poetry aloud effectively?

Does your own or family library include books of poetry?

. Do you ever listen to radio programs of poetry?

Do you read such magazine verse as you encounter?

Do you ever read books of poetry voluntarily?

Have you ever listened to good poetry recordings?

. Have you taken a course in oral interpretation or verse choir?
. Have you taken a course in English or American Literature?

10. Have you ever written any verse of any kind?

11. Have you submitted verse in a contest or for publication?

12. Have you "placed’ in a contest, or had verse printed?

For how many of these questions did you make an affirmative re-
sponse?

(d) List your "favorite poems' and your "pet aversons Be candid,
and feel no obligation to rationalize your feelings. Count and record

©CENDUAWN PR
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the tota number of poems you might consider as belonging in each lig,

(e) A comparative study of the above responses with those of other
readers will give some indication of your individua point of departure
as you embark upon a reading of this Preface to Poetry.

2. Preferences and Preconceptions. The three poems here brought to-
gether are different in many ways. After reading them severa times,
decide which one you like the best; then seek reasons for your prefer-
ence, and write a one-page "rationalization" of your choice. A compari-
son of your reasons with those of other readers may bring out into the
light your particular preconceptions about poetry.

A RED, RED ROSE
Robert Burns

O, my luveis like a red, red rose,
That's newly sprung in June.

O, my luve is like the melodic,
That's sweetly played in tune.

As fair art thou, my bonie lass,
S0 deep in luve am |,

And | will luve thee till, my dear,
Till @ the seas gang dry.

Till @ the seas gang dry, my dear,
And the rocks melt wi' the sun!
And | will luve thee still, my dear,

While the sands o' life shal run.

And fare thee wed, my only luve,
And fare thee wed a while!
And | will come again, my luve,
Tho' it were ten thousand mile!
(1796)

THE HARBOR
Carl Sandburg

Passing through huddled and ugly walls,
By doorways where women haggard
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Looked from their hunger-deep eyes,

Haunted with shadows of hunger-hands,

Out from the huddled and ugly walls,

| came sudden, at the city's edge,

On a blue burst of lake-

Long lake waves bresking under the sun

On a spray-flung curve of shore;

And a fluttering storm of gulls,

Masses of great gray wings

And flying white bellies

Veering and wheeling free in the open.
(1914)

HOLY SONNET X
John Donne

Death, be not proud, though some have caled thee
Mighty and dreadful, for thou art not so;

For, those whom thou think'st thou dost overthrow,
Die not, poor Death, nor yet canst thou kill me.
From rest and deep, which but thy pictures be,

Much pleasure; then from thee much more must flow;
And soonest our best men with thee do go,

Rest of their bones, and soul's delivery.

Thou art dave to Fate, Chance, kings, and desperate men,

And dost with poison, war, and sickness dwell,

And poppy or charms can make us deep as well

And better than thy stroke. Why swell'st thou then?

One short deep past, we wake eternally,

And death shal be no more. Death, thou shalt die!
(1609, 1633)

3. Rereading a Favorite Poem. It has been suggested in the text that
the reader go back to his old favorites, not merely to be lulled by the
memory of previous pleasant reading experiences, but to be challenged
or stirred afresh. Now look up one of your favorite poems, perhaps the
first one on your list above. While checking the Index you may have
noted that it is reprinted in this volume; or you may prefer to use a
well-worn book from your library; or you may need to hunt it up in
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the Library.! In rereading this favorite poem, make use of the five
numbered suggestions in the text of this chapter. Then write a short
paper discussing your experiences with this poem: when you first en-
countered it, what in it appealed to you, why it continued to attract
you, how your experience with it has changed.

4. A Pair of Poems. Of these two poems based on the same story,
one is relatively easy to read, the other relatively hard. Some readers
find the first more enjoyable; but the second is likely to provoke more
discussion. Review the five pointers and pitfalls before proceeding.

Leigh Hunt, who wrote the first of the two poems, was a liberd
journalist and friend of the leading poets of his day. He borrowed his
story from Schiller's "Der Handschuh," but refers his readers to two
French sources. The King of the poem is the French monarch of the
early sixteenth century.

THE GLOVE AND THE LIONS
Leigh Hunt

King Francis was a hearty king, and loved a roya sport,

And one day, as his lions fought, sat looking on the court.

The nobles filled the benches, with the ladies in their pride,

And 'mongst them sat the Count de Lorge, with one for whom he
sighed:

And truly 'twas a gallant thing to see that crowning show,

Valor and love, and a king above, and the roya beasts below.

Ramped and roared the lions, with horrid laughing jaws;

They bit, they glared, gave blows like beams, a wind went with their
paws,

With wallowing might and stifled roar they rolled on one another,

Till al the pit with sand and mane was in a thunderous smother;

The bloody foam above the bars came whisking through the air;

Said Francis then, "Faith, gentlemen, we're better here than there”

De Lorges love o'erheard the King, a beauteous lively dame,
With smiling lips and sharp bright eyes, which aways seemed the
same;

LIf you remember the name of the poet, you can essily find the poem in the
author's Complete Works, if such is available. If you forget the name of the poet,
you may discover it by checking the title in Granger's Index to Poetry and Recita-
tions. If you can only remember an oft-quoted line or phrase, you may be helped
by using the Home Boot( of Quotations or Bartlett's Familiar Quotations.
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She thought, "The Count, my lover, is brave as brave can be;
He surely would do wondrous things to show his love of me;
King, ladies, lovers, dl look on; the occason is divine;

I'll drop my glove, to prove his love; great glory will be mine"

She dropped her glove, to prove his love then looked a him and
smiled;

He bowed, and in a moment legped among the lions wild;

The leap was quick, return was quick, he has regained his place,

Then threw the glove, but not with love, right in the lady's face.

"By Heaven," sad Francis, "rightly done" and he rose from where he
st

"No love" quoth he, "but vanity, sts love a task like that."

(1836)

The second of this pair of poems was inspired by the first, and was
written a few years later by Robert Browning. From title to final
couplet, it presents a quite different interpretation of the romantic in-
cident. Peter Ronsard, who is assumed to relate the story, was one of
a group of poets in the time of King Francis, as was Clement Marot.
The Naso referred to is more usually encountered as Ovid, the Roman

love poet.

THE GLOVE
Robert Browning

(PETER RONSARD loquitur)

"Heigho," yawned one day King Francis,
"Distance al value enhances!

When a man's busy, why, leisure
Strikes him as wonderful pleasure:
'Faith, and at leisure once is he?
Straightway he wants to be busy.

Here we've got peace; and aghast I'm
Caught thinking war the true pastime.
Is there a reason in meter?

Give us your speech, master Peter!”

| who, if mortal dare say <,

Neler am at loss with my Naso,

"Sre" | replied, "joys prove cloudlets.
Men are the merest Ixions' —
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Here the King whistled aloud, "Le's
—Heigho—go look at our liong"
Such are the sorrowful chances

If you talk fine to King Francis.

And o, to the courtyard proceeding,

Our company, Francis was leading,

Increased by new followers tenfold

Before he arrived at the penfold;

Lords, ladies, like clouds which bedizen

At sunset the western horizon.

And Sir De Lorge pressed 'mid the foremost
With the dame he professed to adore most.
Oh, what a face! One by fits eyed

Her, and the horrible pitside;

For the penfold surrounded a hollow
Which led where the eye scarce dared follow,
And shelved to the chamber secluded
Where Bluebeard, the great lion, brooded.
The King hailed his keeper, an Arab

As glossy and black as a scarab,

And bade him make sport and at once stir
Up and out of his den the old mongter.
They opened a hole in the wire-work’
Across it, and dropped there a firework,
And fled: one's heart's beating redoubled;

A pause, while the pit's mouth was troubled,
The blackness and silence so uitter,

By the firework's dow sparkling and sputter;
Then earth in a sudden contortion

Gave out to our gaze her abortion!

Such a brute! Were | friend Clement Marot
(Whose experience of nature's but narrow,
And whose faculties move in no small mist
When he versifies David the Psamist)

| should study that brute to describe you
[lium]Juda Leonem de Tribu.

One's whole blood grew curdling and creepy
To sec the black mane, vast and heapy,

I5
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The tail in the air stiff and straining,

The wide eyes, nor waxing nor waning,

As over the barrier which bounded

His platform, and us who surrounded

The barrier, they reached and they rested
On space that might stand him in best stead:
For who knew, he thought, what the amazement,
The eruption of clatter and blaze meant,
And if, in this minute of wonder,

No outlet, ‘'mid lightning and thunder,

Lay broad, and, his shackles al shivered,
The lion a last was delivered?

Ay, that was the open sky overhead!

And you saw by the flash on his forehead,
By the hope in those eyes wide and steady,
He was leagues in the desert already,

Driving the flocks up the mountain,

Or catlike couched hard by the fountain

To waylay the date-gathering Negress.

So guarded he entrance or egress.

"How he stands!" quoth the King: "we may well swear,

(No novice, we've won our spurs elsewhere
And so can afford the confession,)

We exercise wholesome discretion

In keeping doof from his threshold;

Once hold you, those jaws want no fresh hold,
Their first would too pleasantly purloin

The visitor's brisket or surloin:

But who's he would prove so fool-hardy?

Not the best man of Marignan, pardie!"

The sentence no sooner was uttered,
Than over the rails a glove fluttered,
Fdl cose to the lion, and rested:

The dame 't was, who flung it and jested
With life o, De Lorge had been wooing
For months past; he sat there pursuing
His suit, weighing out with nonchalance
Fine speeches like gold from a balance.
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Sound the trumpet, no true knight's a tarrier!
De Lorge made one leap at the barrier,
Waked straight to the glove—while the lion
Ne'er moved, kept his far-reaching eye on
The pam-tree-edged desert-spring's sapphire,
And the musky oiled skin of the Kaffir,—
Picked it up, and as calmly retreated,

Leaped back where the lady was seated,

And full in the face of its owner

Flung the glove.

"Your heart's queen, you dethrone her?
So should I!"—cried the King—" "'t was mere vanity,
Not love, st that task to humanity!"
Lords and ladies alike turned with loathing
From such a proved wolf in sheep's clothing.

Not so, I; for | caught an expression

In her brow's undisturbed self-possession
Amid the Court's scoffing and merriment,—
As if from no pleasing experiment

She rosg, yet of pain not much heedful

So long as the process was heedful,—

As if she had tried in a crucible,

To what "speeches like gold" were reducible,
And, finding the finest prove copper,

Felt the smoke in her face was but proper;
To know what she had not to trust to,
Was worth al the ashes and dust too.

She went out 'mid hooting and laughter;
Clement Marot stayed; | followed after,
And asked, as a grace, what it al meant?
If she wished not the rash deed's recalment?
"For I"—so | spoke—"am a poet:

Human nature—behooves that | know it!"

She told me, "Too long had | heard

Of the deed proved alone by the word:

For my love—what De Lorge would not dare!
With my scorn—what De Lorge could compare!
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And the endless descriptions of death

He would brave when my lip formed a breath,
| must reckon as braved, or, of course
Doubt his word—and moreover, perforce,
For such gifts as no lady could spurn,

Must offer my love in return.

When | looked on your lion, it brought

All the dangers at once to my thought,
Encountered by al sorts of men,

Before he was lodged in his den,—

From the poor slave whose club or bare hands
Dug the trap, st the snare on the sands,
With no King and no Court to applaud,
By no shame, should he shrink, overawed,
Yet to capture the creature made shift,

That his rude boys might laugh at the gift,
—To the page who last legped O'er the fence
Of the pit, on no greater pretence

Than to get back the bonnet he dropped,
Lest his pay for a week should be stopped.
So, wiser | judged it to make

One trial what 'death for my sake

Redlly meant, while the power was yet mine,
Than to wait until time should define

Such a phrase not so simply as |,

Who took it to mean just to die’

The blow a glove gives is but weak:

Does the mark yet discolour my cheek?

But when the heart suffers a blow,

Will the pain pass so soon, do you know?"

| looked, as away she was sweeping,

And saw a youth eagerly keeping

As dose as he dared to the doorway.

No doubt that a noble should more weigh

His life than befits a plebeian;

And yet, had our brute been Nemean—

(I judge by a certain cam fervour

The youth stepped with, forward to serve her)
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—Hed have scarce thought you did him the worst turn
If you whispered "Friend, what you'd get, first earn!"
And when, shortly after, she carried

Her shame from the Court, and they married,

To that marriage some happiness, maugre

The voice of the Court, | dared augur.

For De Lorge, he made women with men vie,
Those in wonder and praise, these in envy;

And in short stood so plain a head taller

That he wooed and won . . . how do you cal her?
The beauty, that rose in the sequel

To the King's love, who loved her a week well.
And 't was noticed he never would honour

De Lorge (who looked daggers upon her)

With the easy commission of stretching

His legs in the service, and fetching

His wife, from her chamber, those straying

Sad gloves she was always mislaying,

While the King took the closet to chat in—

But of course this adventure came pat in.

And never the King told the story,

How bringing a glove brought such glory,

But the wife smiled—"His nerves are grown firmer:
Mine he brings now and utters no murmur.”

Venienti occurrite morbol
With which mora | drop my theorbo.

(189

Before rereading "The Glove" glance through this paragraph of
notes. The theorbo, of the last line, is a double-necked lute, a stringed
instrument not unlike a mandolin; the next to the last line, of Latin,
is trandated, "Go to meet approaching ills" The earlier Latin line:
"That lion of the tribe of Judah." Ixion: a legendary Greek king who
dared to love Hera (Juno), and was bound to a revolving wheel for
punishment. Bluebeard: a lion so named actually was kept a a zoo near
Browning's home. Marignan: an Italian town. Kaffir: one of a South
African tribe of noted hunters. Nemean: Hercules dew the Nemean
lion as one of his "twelve labors"

Now go back to the poem and read it carefully. Is it perfecdy dear
to you what happens in the second half of the poem? who marries
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whom? and then what happens? And what the attitudes and reactions
are of the several characters in this romantic drama: De Lorge, the
"dame" the King, Ronsard, the "youth,” and the "beauty"?2

Note on the dating of poems. The date following each poem is usu-
dly that of first publication, but sometimes of the first publication in
book form; italic numerals indicate date of compostion. The c. is here
an abbreviation of circa (about) rather than of copyright. Thus, (c.1600,
1623) means. written about 1600, first published in 1623. Dating poems
is often difficult, at times impossible, with any certainty; and (? c.i'o0)
will indicate a very approximate date.

2The curious student may wish to go further and study various interpretations
of the poem, such as those to be found in W. Clyde DeVane, A Erowning Hand-
boo', F. S. Crofts, 1935, and in a number of articles from the Explicator, May,
1943; November, 1943; December, 1943; February, 1944.
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IN SEARCH OF POETRY

The question "What is poetry?' tempts one to formulate an
elaborate, hard-and-fast definition. But the essential thing, "the real
poetry of it," dips through one's fingers, like the pearl of medieva
allegory, to be logt in the growth of verbal weeds and grasses.

So we shall start out in our Search for Poetry by reading a poem,
and then by asking some questions about it. "Sea-Fever" by John
Masefield, English seaman and poet laureate, is probably well
known to you. It has been chosen for that reason. As you now
read it, slowly and aloud, whole-heartedly and repeatedly, try to
have as full and rich an experience of it as you can.

SEA-FEVER
John Masefield

I must go down to the seas again, to the lonely sea and the sky,

And al | ask is atal ship and a star to steer her by,

And the wheel's kick and the wind's song and the white sail's shaking,
And a grey mist on the seds face and a grey dawn breaking.

| must go down to the seas again, for the call of the running tide
Is a wild cdl and a clear cal that may not be denied;

And dl | ask is a windy day with the white clouds flying,

And the flung spray and the blown spume, and the sea-gulls crying.

| must go down to the seas again to the vagrant gypsy life,
To the gull's way and the whale's way where the wind's like a whetted
knife;
And al | ask is a merry yarn from a laughing fellow-rover,
And quiet deep and a sweet dream when the long trick's over.
(1902)

21
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Go back, now, and read it yet again before continuing with the
next paragraphs.

"Sea-Fever,” | am sure that you will agree, is a poem. Certainly,
if someone asked you the question, "What is poetry?* you might
wdl reply, "Why, 'Sea-Fever' is poetry—'Sea-Fever' is a poem."
But what do you mean when you cal it a poem; and what are you
referring to by the "if when we cdl it "a poem"?

When you spesk of the poem "Sea-Fever," are you thinking of
the printed verses, the words here on the page? Or are you think-
ing of what the words stand for—what they stood for in Mase-
field's experience, what he meant by the words? Or are you think-
ing of what the words do to you—what they mean to you?

I. SENSES OF THE WORD "POEM"

One cannot dismiss these questions -with an indifferent shrug, or
with the casua comment that the three things implied in these
questions are really one and the same. Look at the following state-
ments referring to "Sea-Fever" and using the word poem. You
will note that the word is being used in three quite different senses:

(a) "Masdfield's poem 'Sea-Fever' grew out of his deep hunger
for life"

(b) " 'Sea-Fever' is one of the poems found in most anthologies.”
(c) "This poem carries me away—down to the sea in ships. It is
the richest of my dreams, the essence of my wanderlust.”

(d) "It is a poem both sentimental and sing-songy—I don't like

it!"
(e) " 'SeaFever' used to be my favorite poem, but no longer. It
has log its old magic."

Notice that in the (a) statement the word poem clearly refers to
Masefield's experience, or to what the writer of it believed Mase-
field's experience to have been. But in the (b) statement the word
poem refers quite as clearly to the printed verses. In the statements
(c) and (d) the word poem refers to two different readers expe-
riences, both stimulated by the same printed verses. But what very
different experiences they were! What very different poems are re-



IN SEARCH OF POETRY 23

ferred to! And notice how, in the (€) statement, the word poem
refers to previous pleasant experiences and to a present unpleasant
experience, a one and the same time.

So it is that, athough nearly everyone would agree that "Of
course 'Sea-Fever' is a poem? some persons will mean one thing
and some will mean quite other things when using the words.
Therefore, in this Preface to Poetry, when it is important to call
attention to the particular sense in which the word poem is being
used, somewhat cumbersome phrases will be employed to indicate
which sense is intended. The following phrases or their eguivalents
will recur frequently in these pages. "the poet's experience,” "the
printed verses” and "the poem-reading-experience.

A few additional comments should be made about this poem
"Sea-Fever" before proceeding further. (In what sense or combina-
tion of senses am | using the word at this moment?)

When we think more closely of the poet's experience, for which
the printed verses stand, we are faced with a very real problem. Do
we mean his experience when the idea for the written poem first
flashed into his mind? Or when he scratched out the verses with
his pen (or worked them out in his head) riming "denied" with
"tide" echoing "gull's way" with "whaes way," repesating con-
sonant sounds in "whed," "white”" "whale" "whetted," "when"?
Or do we mean Masefield's experience when, the labor of compos-
tion done, he put down his pen and read over what he had written,*
with a certain feeling of satisfaction? Or do we mean that later
experience, prompted by some uncertainty, which led him to ques-
tion the opening phrase of each stanza® No one but Masefidd
himsalf will ever know exactly what the poet's experience was at
any one of these times, and exactly what thoughts and feelings he
intended to communicate to his future readers. And the chances
are that, when asked, he would merely repeat the words of the
printed poem, with perhaps a few random comments.

'For some readers the simple symbols poen?, poem” and poem’ would serve
to distinguish the three senses of the word.

2 The firgt line of each stanza of "Sea-Fever" is sometimes printed, "I must down
to the seas again . . .;" and sometimes, "I must go down to the seas again. . . ."
John Masefield now prefers the latter reading and, in response to enquiry, writes,
"l always insert the word 'go’ when | spesk the ling; and prefer to print it in the
published versions."
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When we turn to the printed verses under the title "Sea-Fever,"
again we are presented with a problem. Do we mean the printed
verses in your copy of this book? Or the somewhat different
printed page in Masefield's The Sory of the Round House, with
its somewhat different style of type, different line breaks, different
punctuation? Or should we mean the poet's original handwritten
MS, with whatever crossings-out'and writings-in may have been a
part of his creative effort? And in the case of "SeaFever," is the
printed poem the "I must down" version or the "I must go down"
version of the text? When we speak of the poem "SeaFever," we
must, then, be alert to the fact that we may be referring to a par-
ticular sat of printed verses in a particular book, or we may be
referring to an abstraction based upon various printings or even
various texts.

When we think of the poem-reading-experience, even closer at-
tention must be given to the problem of reference. For each and
every reader, the poem "SeaFever" will, of course, be different,
though they may al be reading the same or identical copies of the
printed poem. For the poem-experience is a complex pattern of the
reader's thoughts, feelings, and other internal goings-on, his amaz-
ingly individual subjective response stimulated by the poem on the
page. Indeed the poem-experience "SeaFever" will vary each time
it is read, even by the same reader.

Let us think, for a further moment, about "Sea-Fever," and the
relationship of the poet's experience, the printed poem, and the
reading-experience. | cannot know anything about the printed verses
except by experiencing them; and almost al that | will ever know
about the poet's experience is what | can find out about it by a
careful interpretation of his words.

/I should be your aim, then, to achieve an experience as nearly
lil(c that of the poet as you can, and you must not forget that the
poem on the page is the linf( between the two.

2. ASPECTS OF THE POEM-EXPERIENCE

Before pursuing the matter further, it might be well to read
another poem. But first, a few words about this particular, poet's
experience.
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He was a young man who liked, you may think strangely, to
read great literature. A friend had borrowed a rare old volume, the
lliad and the Odyssey translated into the full-throated, salty Eng-
lish of Drake and Shakespeare. The two young men sa up most
of the night reading aloud and by turns the exciting passages about
the Trojan War and the wanderings of Ulysses—stories that they
had previously known only in the dandified translation of Alex-
ander Pope till current in their time. Finally, and toward dawn,
John Keats walked home with stirring thoughts of the rich de
mesnes (or realms) of that ancient world, of the western islands out
beyond what we cal Gibraltar, of the many other noble works in
classicd literature, of the patron god of manly youth and of poetry,
of the planets and stars, of the discovery of the New World and of
the vast ocean beyond it as seen from the Isthmus. And before
going to bed, he wrote out a poem, which he sent next morning to
his friend, Charles Cowden Clarke®

Read the poem dowly severa times, but do not, for a reason that
will be clear later, read this particular poem out loud.

ON FIRST LOOKING INTO CHAPMAN'S HOMER
John Keats

Much have | travell'd in the realms of gold,
And many goodly states and kingdoms seen;
Round many western islands have | been
Which bards in fealty to Apollo hold.
Oft of one wide expanse had | been told
That deep-brow'd Homer rul'd as his demesne;
Yet did | never breathe its pure serene
Till I heard Chapman spesk out loud and bold:

Then felt | like some watcher of the skies
When a new planet swims into his ken;
Or like stout Cortez when with eagle eyes
He star'd at the Pacific—and al his men
Look'd at each other with a wild surmise—
Silent, upon a peak in Darien.
(1816)

8 S Amy Lowell, John Keats, Houghton Mifflin, 1925, vol. I, pp. i76fF.
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Now, in talking about the poem "On First Looking into Chap-
man's Homer," | can only describe my own experience. | cannot
tel you what you thought, felt, and "saw." Nor shal | presume to
tel you what you ought to have experienced. It is true that some
readers are more skillful than others in the interpretation of poetry,
that some readers have richer backgrounds or more active imagi-
nations or more sendtive feelings, but, even among such especidly
qualified readers, poem-experiences will be of marked variety. Still,
a short description of the present writer's poem-reading may be of
some value and interest to those engaged upon this chapter.

Although my experience in reading "On First Looking into
Chapman's Homer" possesses a notable unity, there are some six
interrelated aspects that may be profitably distinguished: The first
of these was my "seeing” the printed verses. This resulted from the
pattern of stimulation upon the retina of my eyes. This "sedng’
of the poem on the page was important, because the other five
aspects of the reading experience were a response to it.

The second aspect of my experience was the "hearing” of the
words in my mind's-ear, and my "feeling" them, amost as if they
were rolling off my tongue. This consciousness of what the words
would sound like, and of the fedlings that would accompany their
articulation, was definitely pleasing to me. | was aso conscious of
an underlying surging and variable rhythm, and an additional
interest attached to the recurrence of the riming sounds. the "gold,"
"hold," "told," and "bold"; €etc.

A third aspect of this experience condisted of the pictures that |
"saw" in my mind's-eye. There were several such views that were
especidly clear, particularly that of an excited astronomer peering
into his telescope, and the awe-struck explorer who realized his
discovery of a vast uncharted sea But there were other fleeting
images that emerged with the interpretation of individual words:
the textbook pictures of Homer, old and blind; a similar picture
of Apollo Belvedere; and tropical idand scenery. And there were
related images, not visual, but the imagined sound of "loud and
bold" speech, and the imagined smell of the clear fresh air of the
mountain peak.

A fourth part of my total experience stimulated by the printed
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verses, was the stream of my thoughts about the meanings of the
words. The way in which our thoughts serve to point to, or to
refer to, things—"things' in the broadest sense—is an interesting
problem that will be suggested in another chapter. It is enough at
this moment to point out this intellectual stream due to the activity
of the Central Nervous System, these thoughts of the things for
which the words stand, this following of the sense, of what it is
all about. It was as though | had made a rapid-fire running-com-
ment on the words as they streamed by in my consciousness. "Oh,
yes, bards is used to mean poets, like Milton and Tennyson and
John Masefield . . . fealty, a strange word, Medieval society, yes
the faithful relationship of vassa to overlord . . . Apollo, dassic
myths, Greek gods, Sun-god? (Doesn't fit in here), good-looks?
(No), god of poetry! . . . Homer—he wrote the Odyssey; Pend-
ope and her suitors, Ulysses and the Cyclops. . . . Chapman—
Shakespeare's rival poet (?), wrote Eastward Ho!, translated

Homer. . . . Cortez (ha! it was Balboa; | remember that)—well,
explorer anyway. . . . Darien—where's that? Oh, yes, Isthmus of
Panama. . . ." So much for the side comments, here only very

crudely suggested. The sense of my poem-experience seems to piece
itself together and, in substance, may be represented by the fol-
lowing summary:

John Keats says, "I have been a wide reader of great books, but |
had no knowledge of Homer till | came upon his works as put into
clear, strong English by Chapman. Then my feelings were like those
of the man who sees some new star for the first time, or like the fed-
ings of Cortez (= Balboa) and his men when, from the mountain top
in Panama, they had their first view of the great Pacific Ocean."

This will suffice for the present discussion of the sense of the poem
in my reading.

The fifth aspect of the poem-experience is the emotional stream
of activity that, for many persons, goes deeper than the thoughts
of the sense, and seems at times to involve the reader's whole being.
For me, a any rate, there is a successon of vague and fleeting
fedlings caused by past associations with particular words, and |
might suggest some of them in this way: "I certainly do li{e to
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travel . . . pretty scenery, green islands againgt golden sunset . . .
didn't care much for the classc myths, but like Greek sculpture
.. . Homer: Ulysses good times at the Court of Alcinadiis; the
gports and races were exciting . . . clean mountain air makes me
feel good dl over. . . ." So | might go on with a record of these
fedings that trail aong, in my experience, with the senses and im-
ages and sounds of the words. But it is the over-al feeling evoked
that is of greatest importance to me ,in this poem-experience. | have
experienced this emotion before: the tingling excitement | have had
in the sudden discovery of the amazing and the new. The sheer
thrill of my first precipitate in the high school chem lab; the first
view of the Sierra Nevada back-country from Kaiser Ridge; my
first sight of a spouting whale off South Laguna; my discovery of
Walt Whitman. And | believe that my feelings are somewhat like
John Keats fedlings when he discovered in Chapman's transla-
tion the bracing and invigorating air of Homer's epic poems.

But there is a sixth and final aspect to my experience. It might
be cdled the residuum, if by that we mean not only the bits of
experience that may remain in the memory for conscious recall, but
a0 the personality changes or shifts in attitude that may have re-
sulted as a part of the poem-reading-experience. In addition to such
phrases as "deep-brow'd Homer" and "the pure serene” and such
mind-pictures as that of the astronomer and that of the explorer
with his men, which are subject to recal from the vaults of my
remembrance, | venture to say that "On First Looking into Chap-
man's Homer" has left me somehow changed in my disposition,
more adert to discover and to be moved by the avesome, whether
in literature or in life.

In these six paragraphs, then, | have described a particular poem-
reading-experience—my own. A further consideration of some of
the problems therein suggested will form the substance of Part
Two of this book.

3. VALUE AND VARIETY

So far in our Search for .Poetry, we have asked the question,
"What is a poem?" and, after discovering several answers to that
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question, we have begun an exploration of the poem-insdethe
skin. Let us now turn our attention to a pair of poems that will
serve to carry this introductory orientation a step further.

The first of these two poems narrates an incident from the naval
Battle of the Nile (1798) in which the British under Nelson de-
feated the French in Abukir Bay. When -the French admiral,
Brueys, was killed, Louis de Casabianca took command, was
wounded, remained at his post, his son with him, and was blown
up with his ship.

CASABIANCA
FeliciaHemans

The boy stood on the burning deck,
Whence dl but him had fled;

The flame that lit the battle's wreck
Shone round him o'er the dead.

Yet beautiful and bright he stood,
As born to rule the storm;

A creature of heroic blood,
A proud, though child-like form.

The flames rolled on; he would not go
Without his father's word;

That father, faint in death below,
His voice no longer heard.

He called aloud, "Say, father, say,
If yet my task be done!"

He knew not that the chieftain lay
Unconscious of his son.

"Speak, father!" once again he cried,
"If 1 may yet be gone!"

And but the booming shots replied,
And fast the flames rolled on.

Upon his brow he felt their breath,
And in his waving hair,

And looked from that lone post of death
In still, yet brave despair;
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And shouted but once more aloud,
"My father! must | stay?"'

While o'er him, fast, through sal and shroud,
The wreathing fires made way.

They wrapped the ship in splendor wild,
They caught the flag on high,

And streamed above the gdlant child,
Like banners in the sky. '

There came a burst of thunder sound;
The boy,—oh! where was he?

Ask of the winds, that far around
With fragments strewed the sea—

With mast, and helm, and pennon fair,
That well had borne their part,—

But the noblest thing that perished there,
Was that young, faithful heart. (1829)

The second of these two poems, written about a century later,
takes the suggestion for its title from Macheth's words when he
hears of his Queen's death.*

"OUT, OUT—"
Robert Frost

The buzz-saw snarled and rattled in the yard

And made dust and dropped stove-length sticks of wood,
Sweet-scented stuff when the breeze drew across it.
And from there those that lifted eyes could count

Five mountain ranges one behind the other '

Under the sunset far into Vermont.

* See Macheth, V, v, 1628 for the full passage

... Out, out, brief candlel
Life's but a walking shadow, a poor player
That struts and frets his hour upon the stage,
And then is heard no more; it is a tale
Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury,
Signifying nothing.
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And the saw snarled and rattled, snarled and rattled,
As it ran light, or had to bear a load.

And nothing happened: day was al but done.

Cdl it a day, | wish they might have said

To please the boy by giving him the half hour

That a boy counts so much when saved from work.
His sister stood beside them in her gpron

To tell them "Supper." At the word, the saw,

As if to prove saws knew what supper meant,
Leaped out at the boy's hand, or seemed to leap —
He must have given the hand. However it was,
Neither refused the meeting. But the hand!

The boy'sfirst outcry was a rueful laugh,

As he swung toward them holding up the hand
Half in apped, but half as if to keep

The life from spilling. Then the boy saw all —
Since he was old enough to know, big boy

Doing a man's work, though a child at heart —

He saw all spoiled. "Dont let him cut my hand off —
The doctor, when he comes. Don't let him, sster!”
So. But the hand was gone already.

The doctor put him in the dark of ether.

He lay and puffed his lips out with his breath.
And then — the watcher at his pulse took fright.

No one believed. They listened at his heart.
Little—less—nothing! —andthat endedit.

No more to build on there. And they, since they
Were not the one dead, turned to their affairs.

(1916)

The fact that these poems were presented as a pair may have
made the reader attentive to the similarities and differences in the
two reading experiences. Both of the poems are narrative— they
involve characters "doing things." Both depict the death of a boy.
And there, for some readers, the similarities cease, and the many
differences begin. It is not to our purpose now to enumerate the
various sorts of differences that readers might point out — romantic,
realistic; heroic, commonplace; past, present; remote, immediate;
sentimental, restrained; etc., etc— but to introduce another problem.
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Despite the fact that "Casabianca' was long an e€ocutionary
favorite—"Eating peanuts by the peck,” from the parody, still
comes readily to tongue—it is what many people today would call
a "bad" poem. Despite the fact that "Out, Out—" may never enjoy
such popularity, it is what many people today would cdl a "good"
poem.

The first poem is a bad one for many because it is the stimulus
for mediocre poem-experiences; the second poem is a good one be-
cause it is the stimulus for valuable poem-experiences. "There is
nothing either good or bad" says Hamlet in an often carelessly
interpreted speech, "but thinking makes it s0." In their thinking
about a poem, in making their value judgments and in rationaliz-
ing them, readers will find themselves at wide variance one with
another. Some readers are surprised to find that competent scholars,
critics, and editors disagree in their evaluation of particular poems.
But that they disagree in many instances is not so surprising as
that they often do agree, though their generd agreement may re-
sult from widely different intuitive and rational processes.

But a further discussion of the Evaluation of Poetry must wait
until Part Three. Now a concluding comment will indicate the
direction that the reader should go from there, when he undertakes
further reading and study of poetry.

The eleven poems so far included in this volume have been
widely different. Each of them was written by a different poet, and
their dates and places of composition spread over three and a third
centuries and across the Atlantic. Some of these poems are called
lyrical, some narrative; each of them isin a different form, though
there are some close similarities in this regard, But more important,
the reading-experiences occasioned by these poems have been of
amazing variety: in subject matter and in theme, in mood and in
style; in the swing of their "music,” in the nature of their imagery,
in emotiona content. And, as has just been pointed out, these
poems have certainly been of varying vaue.

Keats speaks of "the realms of gold," of "many goodly states and
kingdoms," of the "western idands . . . Which bards in fealty to
Apollo hold." It is the purpose of this volume to open up to the
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reader the wide and varied expanses of Poetry where he too may
make exploration and discovery.

SUGGESTIONS FOR STUDY

1. Variations in a Poem. "A Red, Red Rose" by Robert Burns, re-
printed in the first chapter, begins with these lines:

O, my luve is like a red, red rose,
That's newly sprung in June.

O, my luve is like a melodic,
That's sweetly played in tune.

But sometimes it is printed in a version with the following first line
(and third line to match):

O, my Luve's like ared, red rose. . . .

Occasionally one sees—
My love is like ared, red rose. . . .

Sometimes the "O" is "Oh" and the "luve" or "Luve" is "love" or
"Love"

Consider the question: Just what effect might the apparently dight
variations in the printed poem have upon the poem-experience for a
particular reader? (a) As you read the entire poem, how do you fee
that it "goes'? Which of the readings seems best to fit the swing of
the lines? Which seems to you the most "musica"? (b) Are you in-
clined to pronounce "luve" and "love' identically? Is there, for you,
any difference in the overtones of their meaning? Which is more likely
to suggest "the girl loved," and which "the emotion of love"—my luve
or my Luve?

2. The First Draft of Keats Poem. We have said that it should be
the reader's aim to achieve an experience as nearly like that of the poet
as he can. The incident in Keats life that led up to his writing the
sonnet "On First Looking into Chapman's Homer" was narrated above
in an effort to bring the reader a step closer to the poet's experience.
It may be of somewhat similar help to the reader to study the facsimile
reproduction of the first draft of the poem.”

Compare this version of the poem with the one given in the text.
What are the principal verbal differences? What can you deduce from

® First published by Amy Lowell, John Keats, Houghton Mifflin, 1925 (vol. I,
op. p. 180), it is here reprinted by specid permisson of Mrs. Ada Russell and of
the Harvard College Library.
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them about the poet's credtive activity? Amy Lowell, hersdf a poet,
has traced many of the "bits and tittles of thought and memory" out of
which Keats made his sonnet, and the student especially interested in
the poet's experience may well refer to her study of John Keats, vol-
ume |, pages 176-83. There he will find the likely source of the "pure
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facsimile of the first draft of Keats "On First Looking into Chapman's
Homer"

serene’ that Keats added in revising the first draft, and the various bits
of reading from which Keats cregtive talent fashioned the bold similes
in the ladt lines of the poem.

3. A First Loo\ into Chapman's Homer. Keats wrote the sonnet after
his first reading from George Chapman's translation of Homer's great
epic poems, The lliad and The Odyssey.

(a) Refresh your memory of these two works, of which you have
doubtless some knowledge already, by consulting a ready reference
book, such as the Oxford Companion to Classical Literature, or one of
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the standard encyclopedias. Which of the epics ssems to you to have
been most influential in shaping Keats poem?

(b) Among the passages in Chapman's trandation that, according to
Clarke, gave Keas especid pleasure, is the one here reprinted, de-
picting the shipwreck of Ulysses.

from THE ODYSSEY Book V
Homer, trandated by George Chapman

This spoke, a huge wave took him by the head,
And hurl'd him o'er-board; ship and dl it laid
Inverted quite amidst the waves, but he

Far off from her sprawl'd, strow'd about the seg,
His stern till holding, broken off, his mast

Burst in the midst, so horrible a blast

Of mix'd winds strook it. Sails and sailyards fell
Amongst the billows, and himself did dwell

A long time under water; nor could get

In haste his head out, wave with wave so met

In his depression . . . ; but gat a length again,
Wrestling with Neptune, hold of her; and then

Sat in her bulk, insulting over death,

Which, with the sdt stream prest to stop his bregth,
He scaped, and gave the sea again to give

To other men. His ship so strived to live,

Floating at random, cuff'd from wave to wave. , , .

Ino Leucothea, ... she with pity saw

Ulysses justled thus from flaw to flaw,

And, like a cormorand in form and flight,

Rose from a whirl-pool, on the ship did light

And thus bespeak him: ". . . Thou shat not be unwise
To leave thy weeds and ship to the commands

Of these rude winds, and work out with thy hands. . . .
Take here this tablet, with this riband strung,

And see it dill about thy bosom hung;

By whose eternal virtue never fear

To suffer thus again, nor perish here.

But when thou touchest with thy hand the shore,
“Then take it from thy neck, nor wear it more;
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But cast it far off from the continent,

And then thy person far ashore present."
Thus gave she him the tablet; and again,

Turn'd to a cormorand, dived, past sight, the main.
Patient Ulysses: ". . . Not with thoughts too clear

Will 1 obey her; but to me appear

These counsdls best; as long as | perceive

My ship not quite dissolved, | will not leave. . . ."

While this discourse employ'd him, Neptune raised
A huge, a high, and horrid ses, that seized

Him and his ship, and tossd them through the lake. . ..

Then did Ulysses mount on rib, perforce,
Like to a rider of a running horse,
To stay himself a time, while he might shift
His drenched weeds, that were Calypso's gift.
When putting straight Leucothea's amulet
About his neck, he all his forces set
To swim, and cast him prostrate to the sess. . . .

. .. Two nights, yet, and days
He spent in wrestling with the sable sess;
In which space, often did his heart propose
Desath to his eyes. But when Aurora rose,
And threw the third light from her orient hair,
The winds grew cam, and clear was dl the air,
Not one breath tirring. Then he might descry,
Raised by the high sess, clear, the land was nigh. . . .
Then laboured feet and al parts to aspire
To that wish'd continent; which when as near
He came, as Clamour might inform an ear,
He heard a sound beet from the sea-bred rocks,
Against which gave a huge sea horrid shocks. . . .
The shores, the rocks, and cliffs, so prominent were.
"O," sad Ulyssss then, "now Jupiter
Hath given me sight of an unhoped-for shore,
Though | have wrought these seas so0 long, so sore. . . .
And should | swim to seek a haven esewhere,
Or land less way-best, | may justly fear
| shall be taken with a gde again,
And cast a huge way off into the main. . .
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While this discourse he held,
A cursed surge ‘gainst a cutting rock impelled
His naked body, which it gash'd and tore,
And had his bones broke, if but one sea more
Had cast him on it. But [Palas] prompted him,
That never faiPd, and bade him no more swim
Still off and on, but boldly force the shore,
And hug the rock that him so rudely tore;
Which he with both hands sigh'd and clasp'd till past
The billow's rage was; which scaped, back so fast
The rock repulsed it, that it reft his hold,
Sucking him from it, and far back he roll'd. . . .
Quite under water fell he; and, past fate,
Hapless Ulysses there had logt the state
He held in life, if, till the gray-eyed Maid
His wisdom prompting, he had not assay'd
Another course, and ceased t' attempt that shore,
Swimming, and casting round his eye t' explore
Some other shelter. Then the mouth he found
Of fair Callicoe's flood; whose shores were crown'd
With most apt succours; rocks so smooth they seemd
Polish'd for purpose; land that quite redeem'd
With breathless coverts th' others blasted shores. . . .

Then forth he came, his both knees faltering, both
His strong hands hanging down, and all with froth
His cheeks and nosthrils flowing, voice and breath
Spent to al use, and down he sunk to death.
The sea had sgak'd his heart through; al his veins
His toils had rack'd t' a labouring woman's pains.
Dead weary was he. But when breath did find
A pass reciprocal, and in his mind
His spirit was recollected, up he rose
And from his neck did th' amulet unloose,

That Ino gave him; which he hurl'd from him
To sea It sounding fell, and back did swim
With th' ebbing waters, till it straight arrived
Where Ino's fair hand it again received.

Then kissd he th' humble earth; and on he goes,
Till bulrushes show'd place for his repose
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Where laid, he sigh'd, and thus said to his soul:

"O me, what strange perplexities control

The whole skill of thy powers in this event! ..."
(?c.850 B.C.; 1614)

From the deep deep into which he falls, Ulysses is awakened by the
beautiful Nausicaa, princess of the land, and her handmaidens, who,
having washed clothes and bathed in the river, are enjoying a frolic-
some game of bal. Taken by her to her father's court, Ulysses is hos
pitably entertained with food and song and athletic contests®

To John Kests, the Elizabethan translation of Chapman came like a
breath of fresh air in a stuffy room, for he was accustomed to the trans-
lation of Alexander Pope, a few lines of which are here given for ready
comparison with the fina verse paragraph above:

from THE ODYSSEY Book V
Homer, trandated by Alexander Pope

That moment, fainting as he touch'd the shore,
He dropp'd his sinewy arms. his knees no more
Perform'd their office, or his weight upheld:
His swoln heart heaved; his bloated body swell'd:
From mouth and nose the briny torrent ran;
And logt in lassitude lay all the man,
Deprived of voice, of motion, and of breath;
The soul scarce waking in the arms of death.
Soon as warm life its wonted office found,
The mindful chief Leucotheas scarf unbound;
Observant of her word, he turn'd aside
His head, and cast it on the ralling tide.
Behind him far, upon the purple waves,
The waters waft it, and the nymph receives.
Now parting from the stream, Ulysses found
A mossy bank with pliant rushes crown’d;
The bank he pressd, and gently kissd the ground,
Where on the flowery herb as soft he lay,
Thus to his soul the sage began to say:

*The Odyssey is readily approached through other trandations. A recent prose
trandation is by T. E. Shaw (Lawrence of Arabia); the standard prose translation
is that of Butcher and Lang. The verse trandation of William Cullen Bryant is
il widely read.
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"What will ye next ordain, ye powers on high!
And yet, ah yet, what fates are we to try?( 1725)

(c) Now reread Keats' sonnet thoughtfully yet again. How has the
poem changed for you as a result of your own “first looking into Chap-
man's Homer"?

4. Firgt Thoughts. Read the following short poem a time or two.

SO WELL GO NO MORE A-ROVING
George Gordon, Lord Byron

So well go no more aroving
So late into the night,

Though the heart be ill as loving,
And the moon be ill as bright.

For the sword outwears its sheath,
And the soul wears out the breast,
And the heart must pause to breathe,

And Love itsdlf have res.

Though the night was made for loving,
And the day returns too soon,
Yet well go no more a-roving

By the light of the moon. (1817)

Now jot down some notes about the poem as you experienced it, your
first thoughts: what scenes and persons came to mind? what was the
meaning of it to you? what emotional response did you feel?

5. Second Thoughts. The above poem was sent by Lord Byron from
Venice to his friend Tom Moore in a letter, dated February 28, 1817,
that read in part as follows. "At present, | am on the invalid regimen
myself. The Carnival—that is, the latter part of it, and sitting up late
0' nights, had knocked me up a little. But it is over—and it is now
Lent, with al its abstinence and sacred music. The mumming closed
with a masked bal at the Fenice [a theatre in Venice], where | went,
as dso to most of the ridottos [masquerades with music and dancing],
ec, etc.; and, though | did not dissipate much upon the whole, yet |
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find The sword wearing out the scabbard* [an old French saying],
though | have but just turned the corner of twenty-nine."

Reread Byron's poem against the background of this letter, and make
some fresh notes. Then look back over your First Thoughts. In what
particulars is your experience now a different one?

Compare your notes with those of other readers. Are your Second
Thoughts more nearly aike than your First Thoughts?

6. Experiencing a Poem. The following is part of section #47 of
the long poem Walt Whitman wrote and rewrote over a period of a
dozen years. He gave it his own name as a title, but it is frequently
called "Song of Myself." (a) Glance back over the pointers in Chapter |
(pp. 6-7), and try to put them to use in reading this selection, (b) After
reading and rereading it, think over the six interrelated aspects of
the poem-reading-experience as they have been distinguished in this
chapter,

from SONG OF MYSELF
Walt Whitman

| am the teacher of athletes;

He that by me spreads a wider breast than my own, proves the width
of my own;

He most honors my style who learns under it to destroy the teacher.

The boy | love, the same becomes a man, not through derived power,
but in his own right,

Wicked, rather than virtuous out of conformity or fear,

Fond of his sweetheart, relishing well his steak,

Unrequited love, or a dlight, cutting him worse than sharp steel cuts,

First-rate to ride, to fight, to hit the bull's eye, to sail a skiff, to sing
a song, or play on the banjo,

Preferring scars, and the beard, and faces pitted with small-pox, over
al latherers,

And those well tann'd to those that keep out of the sun.

| teach straying from me—yet who can stray from me?
| follow you, whoever you are, from the present hour;
My words itch a your ears till you understand them.

| do not say these things for a dollar, or to f|II up the time while |
wait for a boat;

It is you talking just as much as myself—I act as the tongue of you;

Tied in your mouth, in mine it begins to be loosend. . . .
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The young mechanic is closest to me—he knows me well;
The woodman, that takes his axe and jug with him, shal take me

with him al day;
The farm-boy, ploughing in the field, feels good at the sound of my
_Voice;
In vessels that sail, my words sail—I go with fishermen and seamen,
and love them.

The soldier camp'd, or upon the march, is mine;
On the night ere the pending battle, many seek me, and | do not fail

them;
On the solemn night (it may be their last,) those that know me, seek

me... 5
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LANGUAGE AND ART

There are an amazing number of waking hours during which
we make use of language—conversing with our friends, listening
to lectures or broadcasts, reading books and papers, taking notes
and writing letters or reports. We carry on our business with words
—conferences, letters, contracts. Our entertainment is largely ver-
bal—cinema, radio, magazines. Our religious practices are in some
ways essentially linguistic—Mass, prayer, sermons, meditation. Our
scientific knowledge is developed, controlled, and transmitted by
language—hypothesis, classification, exposition. And we must not
forget that the chief cumulative record of the great Human Com-
edy is to be found in Literature.

In the past, people were all so busy making use of language in
their daily lives that they didn't pay much attention to exactly how
it worthed. During recent years, however, with the widespread ap-
plication of psychology to various fields of activity, there has de-
veloped a better understanding of our language behavior. We can
now see how advertising dogans work upon us;, we are dert to
the uses of propaganda; we may be more cautious in making gen-
eralizations and in using abstractions. The word "semantics' has
come into general use. The Tyranny of Words and Language in
Action have been best-sellers Popular articles in the press and
journals have followed upon the growing body of critical literature,
extending our knowledge of this new science of language. C. K.
Ogden and I. A. Richards, pioneers in this work, began publishing
their language studies some twenty years ago? It is to this new
movement in linguistic thought that this Preface to Poetry belongs.

! Stuart Chase, The Tyranny of Words, Harcourt, Brace, 1938; S. |. Hayakawa,
Language in Action, Harcourt, Brace, 1941

2The Meaning of Meaning (Harcourt Brace, 1923) is now in its fourth edition.
42
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I. THE ART FUNCTION OF LANGUAGE

Let us begin by pointing out that language has three distinct
functions. Look closely at the following examples:

FI NAL TOUGES
PUT ON PAGEANT

Finishing touches were put on the
stage of Hollywood bowl today for
the pageant "We Will Never Dig"
which tomorrow night will be given
its only performance in the west.

The cast of 1000 will be headed
by Edward G. Robinson, Edward
Arnold, Akim Tamiroff, Jacob Ben-
Ami, John Garfield. . . .

The mass memoria for more than
2,000,000 Jewish civilians killed in
Europe was written by Ben Hecht,
with musical score by Kurt Weill.

Hollywood bowl has been con-
verted for the performance into a
huge place of worship, draped in
black, with the Ten Commandments
inscribed on two 40 foot tablets on
the sage.

All races and creeds have endorsed
the pageant. Cochairmen include
Archbishop John J. Cantwell, Bishop
W. Bertrand Stevens and Rabbi
Edgar F. Magnin, and Dr. E. C.
Farnham, executive secretary of the
Church Federation, has lent his sup-
port to the production.

Now for the second example:

. . . "What does a person do when he looks at a picture?' This ques-
tion is obviously a very general one which may be restated as a series
of specific questions relating to the nature of the processes of perception
and attention while studying any work of art. Certain of these questions
relate to the characteristics of the picturp being observed. For example,
what is the effect of color or lack of color? What are the main centers
of interest in looking at a picture? Does the pattern of perception re-
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fleet the way the various parts of the picture are balanced? Other ques-
tions might be asked relating to the characteristics of the persons
looking at a picture. . . . Still other questions might have to do with
the conditions under which a picture is observed. . . .

Here is a third example:

FLOWER IN THE CRANNIED WALL
Alfred, Lord Tennyson

Flower in the crannied wall,

| pluck you out of the crannies,

| hold you here, root and all, in my hand,
Little flower — but // | could understand

What you are, root and all, and al inall,
| should know what God and man is.

(1869)

In the first example above, from the Daily News, language is
used solely for the purpose of communication. Such is the infor-
mational function of journalism. Here the facts gathered by the
reporter are put into words printed on news stock, delivered at the
door, and read at the breakfast table. If the reporter has been rea
sonably skilled, if no serious smudges blur the printing, and if
oneis arelatively able reader, the main facts about the forthcoming
pageant are communicated by means of language.

Note, however, that in the second example language functions
differently, or at least you may observe an added function. Here,
Guy T. Buswell, in his book How People Loo\ at Pictures, is
using language as a device for problem-solving. He is, as a heading
points out, stating and clarifying his problem, and he does this by
asking a general question for which he will try to find a scientific
answer. He then proceeds to ask a series of more specific questions,
some of which are here omitted. Asking these questions was a part
of Professor BuswelPs problem-solving. "What does a person do
when he looks at a picture?' Well, Buswell hypothesizes, that may
depend upon the kind of picture looked at, upon the person who
looks at it, and upon conditions at the time. Then he proceeds to
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gather scientific data bearing upon the questions. After interpreting
these data and sorting them out, he comes to certain conclusions,
which form the last three pages of the text of his book.

In the third example, "Flower in the Crannied Wall," language
serves what we shall call the art function of "emotional adjust-
ment." Its chief purpose is not to communicate information, nor to
proceed with the solution of a problem. Here we find words care-
fully chosen and arranged in such a way as to achieve a special sort
of effect in the reader. This special sort of effect is that complex
combination of rhythmic and sound patterns, image pattern, mean-
ing pattern, and feeling pattern outlined in the last chapter and
there called a poem-reading-experience. Whereas in the news item
and in the paragraph above about how we look at pictures, lan-
guage was used primarily to make statements and to ask questions
of fact, in Tennyson's poem language is used primarily to stimu-
late in the reader an experience of a specia sort, to suggest search-
ing thoughts, to stir feelings, and to shape attitudes.

When we put the sense of the news item into other words, noth-
ing of great importance seems to be lost:

Last minute details were completed at the Hollywood Bowl for the
staging of "We Will Never Die" which will be given tomorrow night,
one time only in California. . . .

The facts, by and large, are presented in this rewrite. So, too, when
one puts the sense of Mr. Buswell's paragraph into other words:

"What is one's behavior while in the act of seeing a painting?' That
question takes in more than may be answered a one time. So let us
put a number of specia questions about the make-up and operation of
our sense system and attention when an art-thing is under observation.

Here again, other words, or the same words differently arranged,
serve well enough. The substance of the exposition remains vir-
tually unchanged. But look at a similar rewording of Tennyson's
poem:

The writer says, as if to a smal flower, "I have taken you up by the
roots, from between the stones in this wall, and have you here in my
hand. That was not hard to do. But if | had in my mind al the facts
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of your plant structure, growth and development, and your place in the
design of things, | would be full of the knowledge of God and of man,
and of their relation one to the other."

In the first place, the reader may not be satisfied that the above
prose paraphrase is an accurate transcript of the sense of the poem.
In the second place, he will say a once that, granting the mere
sense of Tennyson's words has survived, or has even been made
clearer, "the real poetry of it" has been lost. The paraphrase, using
nearly twice as many words, seems to do only half as much work.
The special form of the poem to the eye is, of course, lost; the
patterned flow of the simple words, with the recurrent syllable
stress and sounds; the sharpness of the central image; the contrast
between the unmistakable meaning of the opening lines and the
enigmatic suggestion of the close; the deep stir of wonder and
humility—these things have evaporated in the translation! And
these things are the poem-reading-experience—or, at least, the most
characteristic parts of it!

2. THE PROBLEM OF MEANING

Before continuing our discussion of how words do their work,
let us observe another example of language in action. Remember
the pointers given in the first chapter (pp. 6-7), and read this
poem dowly and aloud, alert in mind and with an open heart. But
read it only once or twice before going on with the paragraphs that
follow it.

EUCLID ALONE HAS LOOKED ON BEAUTY BARE
Edna . Vincent Millay

Euclid alone has looked on Beauty bare.

Let al who prate of Beauty hold their peace,
And lay them prone upon the earth and cease
To ponder on themselves, the while they stare
At nothing, intricately drawn nowhere

In shapes of shifting lineage; let geese
Gabble and hiss, but heroes seek release

From dusty bondage into luminous air.
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O blinding hour—O holy terrible day,

When first the shaft into his vision shone

Of light anatomized! Euclid alone

Has looked on Beauty bare. Fortunate they

Who, though once only and then but far away,

Have heard her massive sandal set on stone.
(1920)

This poem, unlike "Hower in the Crannied Wall," may have
given you a hit of trouble in the reading. Perhaps some of the
words were strange or unusual to you, or you didn't get the sense
of them here or there. Euclid is, of course, the ancient Greek, the
"father of geometry," that branch of mathematics concerned with
the relationship of lines, angles, surfaces, solids. The capitalization
of aword like Beauty may mean, either that the writer is giving em-
phasis to his notion of an abstract thing, or that the abstraction is
personified—imagined as being a person. The word prate is often
used in the sense of idle or foolish talk or prattle. The phrase 'hold
your peace is common in Shakespeare as an order to be quiet, "hold
your tongue." Prone, as the opposite of "supine" usually bears the
sense of face downward. The word lineage is sometimes pro-
nounced as having three syllables, (lin'e-gj) or (lin'e.ij), and some-
times as two (lin'ij). It is often used to mean the line of one's
descent, one's ancestors; it is dso used, with disyllabic pronuncia-
tion, to refer to lines of printed matter, or to one thing's being lined
up with another; but in the poem, of course, the word may be used
in some other and perhaps quite obvious sense. Anatomize may be
used to mean to analyze or to dissect something so as to show its
structure.

When Edna St. Vincent Millay was a student at Vassar College
in 1914, a new theorem was discovered by a member of the Mathe-
matics Department, and this may, in the opinion of the poet's
biographer Elizabeth Atkins, have "brought home to Millay the
consciousness that the mathematician, as well as the word-wielder,
may be a poet."® She may aso have been reading Bertrand Russell,
who had just written: "The true spirit of ddight, the exdtation,

8 Elizabeth Atkins, Edna Q. Vincent Millay and Her Times, University of Chi-
cago Press, 1936, pp. 32-33.
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the sense of being more than man ... is to be found in mathe-
matics as surely as in poetry." Mathematics, Philosophy, Literature
were among the subjects of Edna St. Vincent Millay's study at
Vassar. Her first volume of poetry was entitled Renascence, and it
is no mere accident that "Euclid Alone—" is cast in a favorite form
of the Italian Renaissance, the sonnet, and that it echoes Shake-
gpeare more than once in its language.

Now your generad store of relevant information has been some-
what enriched, but without your being told what the lines of the
poem mean, or in which sense certain words are being used. So,
return to a careful rereading of the poem, which, for your con-
venience, is here again reprinted:

Euclid alone has looked on Beauty bare.

Let al who prate of Beauty hold their peace
And lay them prone upon the earth and cease
To ponder on themselves, the while they stare
At nothing, intricately drawn nowhere

In shapes of shifting lineage; let geese

Gabble and hiss, but heroes seek release

From dusty bondage into luminous air.

O blinding hour—O haly terrible day,

When first the shaft into his vision shone

Of light anatomized! Euclid alone

Has looked on Beauty bare. Fortunate they
Who, though once only and then but far away,
Have heard her massive sandal set on stone.

Did this second reading go better? There may still be some par-
ticular questions raised by this poem that might well be discussed.
But before doing o, let us take a genera look at the way in which
the language is doing its work.

The meaning of a poem—or of a news story or of a technical
book—is a very complex thing. That meaning will consst of the
meanings of the individual words and of their specia relationships
to one another in the utterance. But the over-al meaning of the
work will often seem to be greater than the mere total of these
separate meanings, and this is especially so in the case of poetry.
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Now, a word has meaning only when it is at work in a sentence,
and its meaning is dependent upon its particular use—upon the
words round about it; its relation to them, and to the genera drift
of what has been said; its relation to the time and the place; and
its relation to both the vital and the verbal experience of the person
using it. But there is till a common misconception that words have
absolute meanings. It is only in the technical vocabularies of the
exact sciences that certain words, each coined to name one definite
thing, are used under the formula: one word = one meaning. And
even these words, like "vitamin," get out into the nontechnical
world and quickly acquire new senses. No, for the most part, words
do not have absolute meanings, words have particular meanings
only in context. Take lineage, for instance, as used in the poem
abovet We are, truly, sense-making mechanisms; and our effort
to make sense out of the words before us, led to the rejection of the
"ancestor" sense and “printer's line" and "alighment"—senses of
the word recorded in the dictionaries. But the preceding words,
"shapes of shifting—," and the genera drift of what's been said
about Euclid, and our experiences with geometry—geometric fig-
ures, angles, lines—give us an appropriate sense: lineage = simply
"lines"

That's what it means to the writer of this book. What did it
mean to Edna S. Vincent Millay?

Well, to the poet, the word lineage, the phrase "In shapes of
shifting lineage," meant what she meant it to mean! (Notice how
the word "meant” here shifts its meaning.) And we will never
know what she meant for certain, really and absolutely, even if
Edna St. Vincent Millay were to write out an explanation of her
meaning—for we should then be faced with the problem of inter-
preting her explanation. So as careful readers, anxious to come as
close to the intended meaning as possible, we make use of dl the
relevant parts of the background of our experience, acquiring new
bits of information as needed, and keeping ourselves dert to al
the clues to be found within the work itself.

It has been recognized that words may operate with double

4By the way, how did you decide to pronounce the word? How many syllables
do you feel are called for by the "swing" of the line?
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meanings. When language is functioning purely for communica-
tion, this possible ambiguity is a great hazard, and the writer whose
business it is to "give us the facts" will make every effort to avoid
those word-relationships that will be open to two equally sef-con-
sgent interpretations. He is a downright knave, of course, if he
tricks us with an outwardly innocent statement that, once accepted,
is turned to sinister account. So, too, when language is used as a
tool in problem-solving, the writer will make an effort to pin down
his critical terms with working definitions, and strive to avoid those
constructions in his writing that may leave his sentences open to
several interpretations. For ambiguity is a fault when language is
serving these two functions.

But not so when language is serving its art function. The amaz-
ing capacity of words to suggest two or more equally suitable senses
in a given verse, to operate with two or more senses at the same
time, to convey a central meaning but with overtones and under-
tones of other senses—this is the great "resourcefulness of lan-
guage" to use |. A. Richards phrase. And poets have been egpe
cialy skillful in making use of the full carrying power of language,
supercharging their words often with a great pressure of meaning.

It is aso important to point out that the sense of an utterance is
only one aspect of its full meaning, which may be looked upon as
avery rich compound of intention, tone, and feeling, as well as the
mere sense of it.> The good reporter and the scientific writer will
use language in such a way as to communicate the facts in the
casxe, avoiding those "emotive" words that will show their strong
feelings about the subject and that will arouse similar feelings in
their readers. Not so the editorial writer and the feature writer, or
the popularizer of scientific material. They will make use of a
language well loaded with feeling, whether it is excitement or
prejudice, propaganda or sarcasm, for their intention will be to
play, at least in part, upon the readers feelings and to establish in
them certain attitudes. They will be using words for "emotional
adjustment,” very much as it is used in poetry. It is in language
serving this art function that the meaning will be the richest—and

® This matter will be considered in some detail in Chapter 7.
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about which there may be widest difference of opinion among
equally competent readers.
But let us return to Euclid—and to Beauty.

3. THE PROBLEM OF BEAUTY

The following paraphrase, in an intentionally controlled vocabu-
lary, is not set forth as the meaning of "Euclid Alone—." It is only
one reader's understanding of the sense of the poem, presented here
as a challenge to other readers who should develop their own inter-
pretations.

Euclid is the only man who has had a clear idea of what "the
beautiful" truly is. Let the teachers of art-theory put a stop to their
foolish talk about art-values—and, face down upon the earth, with no
thought of their fedlings, let them keep their eyes shut and give atten-
tion to the lines and angles of geometry formed in the mind's-eye.
Small persons will go on making their foolish noise, like common
fowl running about among the dirty farm buildings. But the great men,
stretching their wings, will get above the dust and up into the free
light air.

It was truly a blinding hour, a day of holy fear, when Euclid sud-
denly "saw" the beautiful relation of line to line, angle to angle, the
basic facts of geometry. Euclid is the only man who has had a full view
of "the Beautiful," in person and unclothed. To other persons, by
chance—once only and from a distance—no more than the sound of
her footfall!

And indeed the reader will come forward with his questions and
objections: "Where do you get the 'teachers of art-theory'? Any
one may 'prate of Beauty'—and most people do! And it's '‘Beauty,’'
not 'art-values,' of which they prattle” . . . "Edna . Vincent Mil-
lay doesn't tell them to shut their eyes. How do you get 'lines and
angles of geometry' out of 'shapes of shifting lineage'?'® . . . "Is

6 "Generally the sonnet is read as if concerned with geometric discoveries, but
patently the lines 'When first the shaft into his vision shone/ Of light anatomized'
have reference to an opticd discovery,” writes E. R. M. in The Explicator, October,
1942, wondering "what bearing Euclid's 'Optics may have upon the lines in ques-

tion." Other comments in explication of the lines are to be found in the next issue
of the same publication.
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it a 'holy terrible day' for Euclid or for mankind?" . . . "Why in-
terpret 'Beauty' as personified at the end of the poem when you
don't so interpret it at the beginning?' ... So the reader will not
be satisfied with any interpretative paraphrase except his own—and
he will probably not be quite satisfied even with that!

Without commenting upon the "music" aspect of the experience
of this poem, upon the pictures evoked in the mindVeye, upon
the feeling that it may stir, or the way it may readjust attitudes
either toward geometry or esthetics, let us proceed with another
poem, again by a contemporary American. The first three sections,
of this somewhat longer poem, will serve as a unit.

TWENTIETH CENTURY SONGS
Elsa Gidlow

1

Will ever the perilous dip of aplane's wing

Shake us like the swoop of a gull?

The roar of a plane's engine pass and |eave us desolate,
Likeagull'scry, for something wild, lost and beautiful ?
Will ever a building flung against the sky

Have power to halt the breath like a tree?

Or the great moan of a city, its ominous moan

Trouble the soul like the moan of the sea?

2

There is no telling what elder man will become,
What will stir him, what fire his marrow

Till he is shaken; nor, for him, from what bow
Will be shot Beauty's impalpable arrow.

He will be nourished at a sterner breast

Than that we sucked; the guiding mother-command
Will come from a stedlier throat; he will pluck flowers
That rain down golden from the riveter's hand.
Stedl, rhythm of stedl, harsh courage of sted

Will be in him, and men bred on these

(Let us suppose) will vibrate to sted's beauty

And have small need for trees.
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3
Man must be drunken, he must see his world
Now and again, through chaos. He must redl
Smitten somehow by Beauty. . . . Our wines paing,
He will get drunk on steel;
And on another, a keener wine—speed—
Wine of the stars inebriate in space.
Already, it confuses his blood; already he hears
The winds of high heaven laughing against his face.

(1932)

If for Edna St. Vincent Millay the secret of Beauty is sublime
perception of abstract spatial relationships, what is it for Elsa Gid-
low, who considers herself a little old-fashioned, and for "elder
man," as she calls the men of this age of steel?

The thoughtful consideration of the question, "What does
Beauty mean in these two poems?' would serve two purposes:
First, it would again illustrate for the reader the fact that the mean-
ing of a word is dependent upon its context. Second, it would in-
troduce him to the central and most troublesome problem in the
field of the arts. And of this troublesome problem, Beauty, we shall
say a few words—even at the risk of prating!

Let us launch this brief discussion with a few working defini-
tions, and say that poems taken al together make up Poetry (with
a capital P), and that Poetry is one of the three great branches of
Literature (with a capital L), and that Literature is one of the Arts.
Other ones of the Arts, let us go on, are Music, Theater Art, the
Dance, Painting, Sculpture, and Architecture, each of which may
be looked upon as comprising dl of the art works of its particular
sort. So Architecture is the total of al "well-designed” buildings;
Painting, al "artful" pictures; Music, al "significant" compos-
tions; and so on. Notice the weasel adjectives gnawing at the alll

For many people at least, only the beautiful buildings, only the
beautiful pictures, only the beautiful music may be called art. An