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Carl Rakosi: You remember last time we talked about the energy of language

in the poem "Behold the Rib" and that the source of that dynamic language,

language energy (I talk about language as if it were a human being, but as
a matter of fact, language as a medium for human beings is not a dead thing
out there somewhere. It really does seem to have, in poetry and in literature,
an inner vitality of its own, which by the way is one of the reasons why it's
risky to tamper with language, because that energy, that life, and the source
of it, has been developed over centuries of use by people, millions of people),
came from two places: one was the wonderfully imaginative and creative use
of language which American blacks developed; the other was the passion of
the author in his own subject matter. I mean he was overwhelmed by it, and
when it came out, it came out with the energy which his imagination had put
into 1t |

Language energy can come from a different source, too. I'm going to read
two poems by Jonathan Williams to illustrate this., Williams comes from North
Carolina, so this is a language of Appalachia, of rural folk. It has a
strange vitality--I can't put my finger exactly on where it's coming from,
but when I see it and hear it inwardly, as one can do, I hear its personality
and the extraordinary energy of that personality. You'll see it in a moment
when I read it, but when you read it on the page, you will get it too. It
forces the reader to hear it. So this is white Appalachian idiom. It's
called (by the way, it's very amusing, the poem itself), "Lee Ogle Ties a
Broom and Ponders Cufes for Arthuritis'--not "arthritis" but "arthuritis."
Now "arthritis" of course is standard English but when you say, "arthuritis,”

immediately you're alerted; what comes to your mind are certain people who




hadn't gone to the university but who are talking folk speech. Folk speech has

a distinctive character of its own.

LEE OGLE TIES A BROOM & PONDERS CURES FOR ARTHURITIS

lands them fingers really
dreadfulled me I

couldnt tie

nary broom one

had to soak em in water
hot as birds blood

then I heared this ol man from Kentucky say
takes a jug of apple juice just juice not cider
pour the epsum salts to it and

take as much as you kin

bein fleshy I kin take

right smart but

boys you know it moves a mans bowels
somethin terrible

well boys it just

naturally killed that arthuritis
lost me some weight too

and I

still tie thesehere brooms

pretty good

I'11 read the other which is in the same vein: "Ol Man Sam Ward's
History of the Gee-Haw Whimmy-Diddle." I have no idea what a Gee-Haw Whimmy-
Diddle is but it doesn't matter. I think you have to be in North Carolina

to know,

OLD MAN SAM WARD'S HISTORY OF THE GEE-HAW WHIMMY-DIDDLE

some folks say

the injuns made 'em
like lie detectors
called'em

hoo~-doo sticks

feller

in Salisbury, North Caylini
mide the first
whimmy-diddle I seen




I whittle seven

kind:thisuns king

size, thisuns jumbo, thisuns
extry large

"here's a single, here's omne
double, here's a triple and why right here
here's a forked 'un

been whittlin' whimmy-diddles come
ten year, I reckon you'd

care to see my other toys,

boys, I got some fine
flipper-dingers, fly-

killers and bull-roarers, I can

kill a big fly at 60 feet
watch here

(both from Jonathan Williams AN EAR IN BARTRAM'S TREE, New Directions, 1969.)

It just bristles with energy. It's electric with it. Where does the
energy come from? I don't know, it's just there, one has to hear it.

This happened before with John Synge. Synge heard the remarkable folk
character of Irish speech, especially in the Aran Islands where he spent
some time. After which he kind of got lost in Paris for a while, and then
wrote his plays in which the characters had this speech, this electric emnergy.
You know that it's solid. This is the language of a people, not of an indi-

vidual; no man, no single man, made it. It has a singular beauty, singular

beauty. It is far more beautiful than anything Yeats fancied up in his poems.

What happened with Yeats was, he had an idealized image of the Irish, for
which he wrote in an idealized language, but he was never able to capture
the actual language of the Irish. It's as if he were writing out of a myth.
And the language is therefore much softer, it doesn't have the realistic
brilliance or solid character of the actual speech that Synge heard. Yeats
himself recognized this and brought Synge back to Ireland, and he was then

honored for what he had achieved.




In Williams' poems another thing that gives the language energy is that
it corresponds to and reveals the individual character of these two people.
The man who is old Sam Ward is not Lee Ogle. So that in really good human
speech, you get individual character, which you never get from a more standard-
ized language.

I don't know how we, living in big cities, can get this kind of brilliance.
As I said, language has been deteriorating. Something dreadful has happened
to it actually, and it's getting worse. It's homogenized, it's reduced

to a tiny vocabulary, it's unimaginative, and we've gotten into the frame of

mind of not using our imaginations when we speak. We take the easiest way of

expressing something, and that's deadly to a language, deadly. But the writer
must not do this. If he's going to be a writer he must exert himself and
break loose from that kind of easiness and comfortableness.

In that connection, one can learn something from Mallarme's definition
of poetry. His friend, Degas, had been struggling without success to unravel
the obscurities and grasp the ideas in a Mallarme poem and in vexation had
complained that he couldn't understand what Mallarme was driving at, to which
Mallarme, in his very superior, sophisticated manner, responded, "My dear

' Well, there's an important

Degas, poems are made with words, not ideas.’
point there, and that is, that it is, in the final analysis, the language

that you use, your mastery of it, your gkill with it, that will determine
whether a particular poem is good enough to re-read again and again. It's

the language that counts. As well as, of course, the other things that have

to do with the spirit of poetry. All that has to be in. But you can have
marvelous spirit, great imagination, you can have a great human experience

to express, it will do you no good unless the language that you use is notable.

Now this is one reason why we must distinguish between writing a human document

——there's a lot of writing that is serious, that is well-worth reading as a




human document, that is not poetry at all--and writing a poem, it does

no good to put the format into poetic lines, that will not make it a poem.
One of the other characteristics of poetry which I mentioned earlier, was

music. The music, the cadence of lines, That we see less and less of these

days. I don't know what is happening, whether people's ears are worse and

we're actually becoming deafer (it's a possibility) or whether we're just

oriented in other directions. But surely one of the most beautiful aspects
of language is the music that's in speech and writing. Here's a piece by
Joyce in which he forces the reader to listen to the music of his lines, you
can't avoid it. This is in conventional form with regular rhymes. Now Joyce,
as you know, had a beautiful tenor voice and almost became a professional
singer, so he must have had a great ear, one of the greatest ears. In fact,

the great beauty of Finnegan's Wake is the music there. (By the way, I

regard that not as a prose piece but as an epic poem. It's been mis-classi-
fied. That is an epic poem if ever I heard one.)

This is a poem he wrote as quite a young man.

All day I hear the noise of waters




Now Joyce used perfectly standard English in this poem but he heard a
music as he was conceiving it, in relation to what he perceived; he heard it
inwardly, and he then transmitted it. Now there's great beauty there. So
I can suggest that the next step for you to take-—at this stage you're naturally
absorbed in subject matter, in something to write about--but the next stage
is to be aware of the language for expressing this. After all, millioms of
people have subject matter to write about but millions of people do not have
this intuitive interest in language. That's a specialized thing.

Would you like to--anybody--comment on this? May I have some feedback

from you on this part?

Q: What's the best way to go about that? Reading other people's poetry?

CR: I think so, yes. I'm glad you asked the question. Read the good poets,

and listen. I mean, pick up Finnegan's Wake and listen to that music. It's

remarkable and it's very clear, very clear.

Q: I like to walk down the street and listen to what people say...I lived in
Ireland and I stayed in the same places as Joyce and the others, but I noticed
how patronizing people seemed on the street, as if they were talking to little
children. In America too, it's worth listening...if you really open your ears
and listen to how people do talk, not only just the dialect but the arrange-
ment of the conversation. Like this morning I was walking down the street

and heard a conversation that was like a part ppening to a play, it was
exactly the same as Malanchtha by Gertrude Stein. It was this emotional
argument between two lovers and it just repeated each phrase three times and

I realized that in real emotion, im a really turbulent emotion between two




people in love, it is exactly the same...people will repeat something exactly

the same or arrange it to stress what they think because it's almost inarticulate,
but yet on the outside, just walking down the street hearing this, it's not so
beautiful-sounding as in a play. So outside of reading words, I'd say to

hear, to appreciate music, to realize that we all do talk in rhythmic pattern,

we are our own grammar, and how we produce our meaning systems by the rhythmic
measure of where we put intonation or stress, or what words we use more than
others becomes a musical arrangement and that you'll be walking down the street

and hear some musical arrangements, so keep your ears open.

CR: Yes, you're making a very good point, David, that is right, it can still

be heard in some places. I'm not saying human speech has become totally
devoid of imagination and character in this country. You'll still hear it
among working men, for example. You will hear it in bars, where men are
relaxed. I don't know about women, I must ask you about that, where you might
hear it in the conversation or talk of womew. I don't know. What's been your
experience?

But you do have to look for it, I mean that's true, so you point is good.

Q: In churches?

CR: You hear it in churches? Really? Working wives maybe, working women?
This is a problem in England too. The curse of contemporary poetry in
England has been the standard university English, which is perfectly adequate
to express ideas, very suitable, but not to express poetry. The young poét

in England who I think has introduced something new and fresh, a vigorous
quality, into the language of English poetry, is Roy Fisher. I met him a

couple of years ago when I was giving readings in England. I said, "How




come in your poetry I can recognize something authentically British and I can't
recognize that in the other English poets? 1Is it because their language is

too smooth, too stylized, too much alike?" And he said, "The reason is, I
never went to a British university." He's made his living as a jazz pianist

in Birmingham.

So this is a problem. As society becomes more civilized, more centralized

in big cities, and everybody goes to universities, our speech tends to become

standard university English. It's a great problem.

Q: Carl, who was the guy you were trying to remember the other night?

Roy Fisher.

Q: Yes, I was trying to get hold of a book of his. I've been reading a

book called Five Back Country Poets. It's right in that area; the dialect

and the accents are just incredible. You know, one neighborhood can't under-
stand another. So when you were talking about where is this--for me, that's

where it is.

CR: Yes. Well now, the Scotch poets, that's a different story. They've held
on to speech idiomf It's wonderful, really wonderful. You know when you

hear it all right that it's the real thing. The only point I wanted to make to
you on this is simply to shift your attention a bit from subject matter to
language. Mallarme was absolutely right, poems are made with language, not

ideas.




OK. I now have something to show in a specific way, what I mean by the
particular. You remember I was saying that a poem has to be proved, in somewhat
the same way that a theorem in geometry has to be proved. In a poem it has
to be proved by the particular. You're making some generalizations, and the
reader, who is a very sceptical cuss, is not going to believe it unless you
prove it by the particular, by something that would demonstrate that you must
in fact have felt the way you did or that what you've concluded rests on
some particular facts. There is in France a very curious poet, now in his
70s, called Francis Ponge. He himself doesn't think of himself as a poet, and
maybe he doesn't write poetry, but the French regard him as a poet. What he
does, you see, is look at the tiniest object in nature, and as he looks at it
with more and more concentration, his imagination begins to work on it, and
something is created as a result. So he actually starts from the other end.
Where the poet will usually start with the general and then introduce the
particular, although it doesn't have to be that way of course, he starts from
the particular, from the smallest possible particular. He is a little
1ike the French entomologist Fabre, who looks at a bee, for example, the life
of the bee, and it goes on and on and on and before you know it, you have an
epic poem about the bee. Similarly the ant.

This Ponge piece is called "Notes Toward a Shell." He is looking at
a shell. "A shell is a little thing but I can make it look bigger by
replacing it where I found SHz Gk

I'm going to stop for & minute. Just think about that. He's introducing
something highly metaphysical at that point. "A shell is a little thing but

I can make it look bigger by replacing it where I found it." As a matter

of fact, this is actually what happens. Once he's taken it from where it

was lying, looked at it and then replaced it, it is not the same object any

longer. I don't know why, but it does, in fact, look bigger, if you've ever

had that experience.




" _.by replacing it where I found it on the vast expanse of sand. For
if I take a handful of sand and observe a few grains, then each grain indivi-
dually, at that moment none of the grains seems small to me any longer. And
soon the shell itself, this oyster shell or lumpet or razor clam, will appear

to be an enormous monument, both collosal and intricate...”

Now, you see, he suddenly leaps into imagination. He's looking at this

thing running through his fingers and there are a few grains of sand left and
at that point the shell will appear different (he's holding the shell in his
hand apparently), it will appear to be an enormous monument. So you've got
this transformation--you've got the shell in a different perspective than when
it's lying in the sand and you're at some distance from it. Now it's very
close to you, right up to your face, and there it appears " ..an enormous
monument both collosal and intricate like the Temples of Angkor." The poet
now has moved in on the scene. Now if he had stopped short of that, you know,
it would have been interesting observation, worthwhile, but no more; but then
as he's looking (this might be a lesson in writing, the creative process of
writing), as he's looking and continuing to look, and changes the perspective
of the thing from where it lay to close up, this way, that way, the poet moves
in, the poet's imagination moves im. " . .like the Temples of Angkor or the
Church of Saint Maclou or the Pyramids and with a meaning far stranger than
these unquestioned works of man." And the metaphysician has moved in, the
philosopher, the thinker. Not simply the imagination of the poet, but now
the thinking poet, the speculative, philosophical poet. "If I then stop to
think that this shell, which a tongue of the sea can cover up, is inhabited
by an animal, and if I add an animal to this shell, if I add an animal to

this shell by imagining it back undér a few inches of water, you can well
understand how much greater and more intense my impression becomes, and how

different from the impression that can be produced by even the most remarkable




of the monuments I have just mentioned."

Well, Ponge is a very modest man, very unpretentious, you know. He's just
following his actual observation, and then his poetic imagination moves in
and the thinking part of him moves in and he lets it go where it will go.
This has charm, therefore, because of his unpretentiousness. He doesn't
pretend to be a philosopher or a great poet, he doesn't even reagrd himself
as a poet. The thing to learn from this is that there are great possibilities
in the particular, limitless possibilities perhaps--well, I don't know about
limitless, but great. To the person who has imagination, who has an accurate

eye to start with (Ponge's powers of observation are precise; he also has

imagination), who's able to have his imagination move in on a particular, and

then have the thinking part of himself move in on it too, the particular
becomes a poetic reality. The shell here has become a poetic reality. Abso-
lutely convincing, nobody could dispute the authenticity of it. What I see
so much in writing courses, unfortunately, is not this great talent in obser-
vation, nor the patience to wait for penetrating observation, or the modesty
to go with it. I find instead very pretentious kinds of generalizations that
lie out in the atmosphere somewhere unbacked by any actual, particular
experience. Or the experience may have been there but the author simply
either didn't feel it necessary to put it in or didn't know how to do it.

Let me get some feedback from you on this.

Q: Intellectually I'm very aware of what you're saying, but sometimes when

I write a poem, I think I've got the particular in and I'm very proud that

I've got the particular in there, but it may sometimes be remote from really
what I was writing about. You know, it may be a detail to describe something
that maybe the reader won't get, yet it is really real... Something that Larry
Fagin pointed out to me the other day. I mean it's not real for the reader,

necessarily, even though it may be a detail. It's almost as if you had taken




a detail and plastered it on like stucco or something.

CR: Well, when I use the term particular, I don't mean just any detail,

Novels are full of details but they are not essential reality. In poetry the

particular would be that particular which is the basis from which generaliza-
tion is made; in other words, there's a functional relationship and dependency
between the particular in a poem and its generalization or its overall state-
ment and feeling. We get into the most difficult problem in poetry when we
try to particularize feeling, or feelings, because feelings are, in fact,

kind of free floating, and they don't have a specific shape. Therefore, to
provide the particular is not so easy. It's much easier to do with an intel-

lectual generalizationm.

Q: Thinking about what you're just saying now, there's a quote by Bertolt
Brecht about politics, that it's a springboard into creativity but for the
inadequate, politics are a crutch. In a way, it's sort of what you were just
talking about, because I think a lot of people are afraid to talk about their
feelings, because they're afraid of being alienated, that people won't under-
stand them, that everyone's very cynical, and that if you expose your private
self | it's dangerous. You know, in today's kind of television mythology
everyone wants to talk in generalities, so there's mass communication. So

if you do want to talk about passion, you use politics or you use social
issues rather than going behind the feelings that have created politics and
social issues. Everyone is just saying it's all breaking down but no one

is prepared to go.back in and try and find out the reasons, because that's

really jeopardizing your own self.




CR: Yes, yes, that certainly is true. But even in ordinary everyday human
relationships we have that problem of expressing feelings. I don't have that
problem myself, maybe because my origins are European, not English. After
all, a great part of my own professional life as a psychotherapist dealt with
that precise problem of, say, a man and a wife not ever being able to express
their actual feelings towards each other. Certainly not negative feelings.
Scared to death of negative feelings. But surprisingly, almost as frightened
of positive feelings. I mean, you would not expect people to be afraid of
positive feelings, of feelings of affection, yet they are almost as afraid
of them as of hostile feelings. This comes out of the natural life situation
in American society. And the American poet of course has, then, in writing
the same problem. After all, he was born into an American family.

This is worth talking about, -the psychology of self-expression. Let's
get some feedback on that, because it really could be more helpful to you

than any comments I could make on the texts of your poems.

Q: I was thinking of a project that I'm working on in California to do

poetry with individuals that are recent dischargees from psychiatric institu-

tions. They're in residential treatment facilities...and that's one of the
things that I'm interested in, how to get them to express their feelings, their
poetic sensibility...in terms of like distancing themselves from it, like say

OK choose an object of nature or any object to describe their feelings.

CR: Yes, yes.

Q: What's been your experience in encouraging that? How does that work?

Because you can see these people are angry or depressed, but they don't express




CR: It takes a lot of time and a lot of concentrated development of the other

S

person's confidence and trust. First of all, he has to begin to understand

that he will not be destroyed by the expression of his feelings. As a matter
of fact, far more problems are created in a human relationship by the failure
to express strong feelings than by the expression of them. This is because
feelings can't be totally concealed from the other person, and pretending

that they are not there forces the two people into a pact of dissimulation and
prevents the situation that is causing the angry feelings from being resolved.
And a situation that is unresolved, festers and metathesizes. The fact is,
angry feelings never hurt anybody. The feeling that they do is an illusion
formed in early childhood.

Curiously, love too is feared. Now why should the expression of love,
deep love, feel threatening? This has a curious basis. It has to do with
perhaps a fear of being hurt, first, of being rejected, that the other person
may not love so deeply, for we expect reciprocity and assume that the rela-
tionship can't endure without it--a somewhat illusory game. On the other
hand, love does demand personal involvement and a person may, therefore, avoid
expressing his feelings in order to avoid being forced into something in which
he feels insecure.

So these are some of the curious grounds for the reluctance, the fear, of
expressing deep feelings in human relationships. They carry over into writing,
simply because we live as human beings before we live as poets. And yet what
do we expect of poetry? We certainly do expect affection in poetry. What would
it be without it? Pretty cold; just objects of intellect, the things that

produce so much intellectualism in poetry.




Q: The thing that I find hard in all this, you know, is that writing

a poem is pretty much digging deep in and conveying a feeling. The thing I'm
so pissed off about me is that I'm so dependent upon other people's response.
So you know, I'll write this thing and I'll say, "Damm, it's good," you know,
and then I'll read it and maybe I'll get a good response, you know, like,
"Gee, that really hit the nail on the head,” and maybe hit another group and
they'll say, "Gee, it just doesn't do it for me," and I'll be crushed. And

I'm really finding that out incredibly--not incredibly, excuse me--

CR: (laughter) All right, I can put on my evaluation of you that you've
learned something. (Note: I laughed because in a previous session I had

cited the word, incredible, as an example of lazy, sloppy English).

Q: But I'm finding that out in this class too. It's just that I don't know,
it's a whole different experience, it's a tender thing, poetry is, especially
when it's new and I'm so susceptible to whatever people feel. In a way, sl

somehow contradicts the essence of poetry.

CR: Well, I must say I'm a little uneasy at the tendency of the present
generation to always stick with one's peers. Uneasy about it because poetry
is individual, a poet has to be an individualist. Poetry is written in a
solitary place where there's quiet. It's a private matter and if you're
always mixing with your peers, if your whole life is with them, and certainly
if you depend for reassurance Or confirmation of your work on the feedback

of peers, you're going to be in trouble. It'll drive you crazy. Somebody's
gonna like it and somebody else is not going to care‘for it. And furthermore,
are they giving you what they really believe? And is their opinion worth

a damn to start with? Are they good critics? Why assume that your peers are




good critics? I wouldn't. I wouldn't.

My experience in the only writing class that I was ever in was interesting
from that point of view. The teacher was William Ellery Leonard, a famous
poet in his day. He demolished an early poem of mine and made fun of it in
class. Now I could have stood his criticism but he made fun of it. You would
have thought that would have destroyed me, but it didn't destroy me at all.

I thought, "Well, that son of a bitch doesn't know what he's talking about!
Really, he's just old-fashioned, he doesn't know." Well, it wasn't a very
good poem and I didn't keep it, but it doesn't matter, the point is not to

be dependent on the opinion of others. There are some people of course,
whose opinion I value highly. For example, when I was in my 30s, I used to
get feedback from Louis Zukofsky which was useful to me. I could have done
without it, but it was useful to me and I respected it because he had a great
critical mind. But there aren't many great critics around. So don't depend
on your peers' opinion. You may be much better than they are. I'm not saying
that your work is necessarily going to be good for that reason. But psycho-
logically there has to be a core of confidence in you. Otherwise you can't

move ahead. A center, a hard center of confidence.

...which comes from peer opinions, and--

CR: No! It will never come from peer opinions, never. I don't know, franmkly,

why I had it. Maybe it had something to do with the integration of my personality.
I knew if I was going to depend on all kinds of other people, it would just
fragment me. But young people of my generation had a tremendous amount of

self-confidence. They were individualists.

Did you find that it built up as you went along, kind of?




CR: I had it right away. Right away, yes.

—

Q: I think that's just the essence of maturity for anyone who works a
profession or job. It's a matter of confidence and inherent strength. And

the difference, I think, to start, might be that during and after the 50s it
was a credit system and so people were insulated psychologically much beyond
other individuals who when they reached around 18 or 17 would either go to the
university or they'd go out and work. They had to have that innate sense of
character to realize they were going to do it themselves. They were going to
have to cough up. So as a masculine trait, you know, the father would take

the child and throw him out in the water, and make‘him swim back. So these
harsh cruel things worked. And the best image that I could say in being strong
as a person as regards myself personally is that it's like the essence of
forging. You fire the steel and then you put it in water and temper it. Being

a creative person is even more delicate because you're on an edge where there's

an enormous amount of tension, which if you're an artist you create in order to

develop your subject, whether it's a poem or a piece of sculpture, especially

in the arts because for the most part, people demand so much in their ignorance
or out of their slothfulness from the artist that the artists themselves have

to make even more tension, so what I would say is that 80 per cent of all
conversation amongst all the writing students has to do with confidence: please
tell me that I can write. Now let's say that to establish yourself in a field,
or to appreciate someone's work, means a lot of hard work, but the main thing
that young people have to realize is that they're going to have to comnstruct
from their self, they're going to have to be their own critic. Then they'll

be respected because something will emanate from their own strength; something
will come out of the poem, once they can do that, but until they can do that,

I don't think any poems Or an art or anything will ever really appear except




by accident. Because that emanates from who the person is. And that gets
all the way into your particular. To me the most particular would be the
kernel, the essence, and in everything is a diagram, whether it's a shell,
a blade of grass, a microcosm, and in that diagram, as the philosopher said,
the smallest point, can tilt the whole universe. That point is probably
unfathomable, or it's a belief itself, but it holds us--well, it holds my
self together. That quality, that's what life's all about. When you throw
that in the fire, what remains is what you really are. And everything else
will eat at you until you are the person that you truly are. And if you can
accept that quickly and stop crying about it, and then draw from that each
day, each moment, where there's a confirmation of that in nature, either

you see the shell, or you see a snail climbing up Mt. Fuji or something impos-

sible, something, any confirmation of the life force which is the human spirit,

then that's all the greatness that one has to be in contact with, and then

greatness will arise through any kind of articulation of it.

CR: Yes. Well, to get back to my own case, I think one of the things that

gave me self-confidence was that I was a good reader of the greatest poetry.

I read it avidly, it gripped me, and having that in me, I knew when I was

good and when I wasn't. In other words, the only teachers, the best teachers,

are the great writers themselves. Everything else comes secondhand. The greatest
teacher is Shakespeare. The greatest teacher is Blake. The greatest teacher

is, you name it--Sappho. Now, does every person have the capacity to get

into great poetry and to learn from it? I don't know, really. But if you

can do it, you have the only teacher that you need. Nobody needs to go to

a writing class in order to learn to be a poet. That's a foolish idea. You

can learn grammar and punctuation from writing courses and you can get some




little help, yes, but you will never learn how to be a poet that way. No,
never. Gee, maybe I shouldn't say that. But this is your problem, relation-
ship to peers. Maybe you should talk more about it. I'm on the outside

when it comes to this. I'm merely an observer.

Q: I think you have to develop a sense of humor, to work with that. I really
enjoy taking the same poem to several different people and get completely
different reactions. And, you know, if I've finished a poem, I've finished

it and I'm not usually going to change it. But it's really interesting to
see, because, like, what one will hate about it, another will really like.

It becomes just really funny, because you've expressed yourself. All you're

ever really expressing some ways is yourself, your own a@ssence, so it's there,

and what one person likes about me is probably what the other person can't
stand. And it's in the poem. So that's part of it too. You have to have

a sense of humor about yourself.

CR: But would any of your peers be competent to help you with the language

of a poem? With language as a medium?

Q: Yes. Then also I can show it to teachers tco. However, if you take
everything that everyone says about you all that serious, you're going to

be in a lot of trouble.

CR: Well, you'd be very confused. I can see nothing but confusion ahead for
somebody who keeps taking his poems out for a reaction from peers. For one
thing, there's a very great difference in taste among people, let alone

competence to react to a poem with a good head on one's shoulders.




Q: Also, what Pound reiterated many times about "making do." I feel that
at Naropa it's very typical to make do because of the political workings of
groupings of personalities, whether for money or because this is how artists

do cohere together in order to make themselves credible. So one has to be

strong when merging with a group and have a sense of humor, not take himself

too seriously; otherwise the group becomes arrogant and can't hear its indi-
vidual members. I feel that it's very healthy for young poets now to leap,

to listen to the drum of their own heart and to beat their own path because

I feel that the influence of some of the people who teach here can, you know,
if one's open, lead to something, to making something totally new. But for
the most part if one is to interject oneself into a group, he will more or
less assimilate and be co-opted into changing his sensibilities in order to
get published or to make money and win acceptance, I notice a lot of artistic

groupies, and how that changes. Ted Berrigan says the same in Talking Poetics:

he says, "Watch out." Historically you can check it out. Every group that's
at the forefront has done that, has listened to the group that came before
them but they had something a little bit different that they wanted to say

and they understood how one gets co-opted. Because loneliness, being alone,
is strength, and then the loneliness of being alone possibly attracts other
minds and new forms develop, mot so much as an antithesis to, but as a reaction
to the fa ct that that it's a different feeling, it's a different world. We
do have change. So on those questions, you know, mostly one has to be his

own critic and have his own confidence, but not so he can't see or hear
others, and realize that the masters or the professionals or people who came
before went through the same trial of endurance, the same situations, and
merged to become the voice, and that they truly wanted that voice rather than
any old voices they could draw from and wanted to create their own semsibility

which would be their own voice which would be new, because everyone is different.




We're not clones yet.

CR: No, we will never be clones, no. The human spirit fights against that,

it doesn't submit entirely.

Q: Only if the spirit wishes to go along with comfort. That's why the sharpest
hit of today was when you said the word "comfort." That's the biggest enemy

for any real sensitive person; not to take the easy way out.

Q: But for me the easy way out would be to sit up in my cabin and write this

stuff and just say, "Wow, I'm a poet! You know, here it all is." The hard

thing is to come here and to put it in front of you, for example. Not just

peer groups. I can rationalize peer groups, you know, but I can't rationalize
someone I respect. When I heard your poetry the other night, I was just taken
back, so when you say something about a poem, it really penetrates. It really
hits. Now maybe that's because my core isn't as strong as yours, but that's

taking chances and I think you have to take some of those chances.

CR: I can suggest one other thing to you. I don't know whether you're at

this particular level of critical power but it's helpful to lay a poem aside
for six months and then come back to it and see what you have, and ask yourself
the question, "Is this interesting language?” "Is the subject matter inter-
esting?" Some very unfo tunate conclusions have been drawn from Williams'
efforts to see how far he could go in making the ordinary events of life

into poems. This was a necessary direction to go when he began to write,

in terms of where poetry was then. But there must be a million young people

in this country today who believe that all they have to do is to put some

particular observation down on paper and they have a poem. Not so. The




subject matter also has to be interesting. Now I'm not saying that it has

to be poetic in the conventional literary sense, just interesting. I remember

when I was Visiting Poet at Michigan State, a yoﬁng woman handed in a poem

that was about her fingernails. Well (laughter), you know, you've got to use
your intelligence too. You know damn well that you're not going to make any-
thing interesting out of your fingernails no matter who you are--you could

be Joyce. There has to be judgment here as to what is going to be interesting
to other people. By the way, that's another criterion; it's not simply being
interesting to yoﬁrself, because you can be fooled there. If you've gone through
a certain human experience, sure it's interesting to you. Or if you're writing
about yourself, of course you're interested in that, it's you. But is somebody

else going to be interested in that? No, not necessarily, not at all.

Q: I don't agree with you. I feel that the imagination can make everything
interesting. And Whitman said the same thing, every part of his body was

as holy and equal as every other part.

CR: Well, you can make the fingernail interesting if you can do what Francis
Ponge did with the shell. But his was not simply a poem about a shell. What
you're talking about now as a possibility would not be a poem about a finger-
nail. This girl had written a seven line poem about a fingernail, pericd.

No, we must recognize our limitations. Don't take Whitman too seriously

on this. Or Blake. Blake, you might say, could do all sorts of things that
the rest of us couldn't do. One must recognize one's own limitations. And

the limitations of one's imagination. It's not limitless. It's not limitless.
And if you expect it to be limitless, you'll write a kind of grandiose poetry

that is not good. You see, Ponge is solid because he doesn't try to go beyond




his limitations; he doesn't pretend that what he is writing is everything. He
doesn't go beyond what he knows he can do with his imagination and his ideas.
Now I love Whitman, but I don't take him seriously when he talks that way.
You go as far as you can, yes. I do differ with you on this, therefore, David.
It's very easy to say, "The imagination can make everything interesting,"
but you produce a poem that will do this. If you do it, I'll retract my
statement.

But to get back to Dan's point now, the important thing is to develop
your own critical faculty in this respect. What can I say about that except
to tell you what questions to ask yourself when you're looking at your own
poem after you've laid it aside for some time. If you look at it shortly
after you've written it, you're not going to see very much that's different
from what you were seeing at the time you were writing it, you're not detached
enough; you're not seeing it as it is—-that is, as an entity outside yourself.
A poem really doesn't have anything more to do with you once it's written and

completed. So in a sense, you have to wait until you are removed enough from

your absorption in it to be able to look at it objectively as a thing outside

yourself, At that time; you ask yourself, "Is it interesting enough? Are
there other things that should be put in to make it interesting? And not
merely interesting but also significant? Is the language interesting? The
language must always be interesting no matter what--and the language must have
energy, enough energy to move you. Has your imagination really done anything
with your subject matter? Also, are the particulars in there that would bring

this poem to 1life? 1It's always the particulars that bring a thing to life,

not generalizatioms.

Q: Getting back to talking about feelings in poems--it seems like when I try

to do that, it becomes stale, it's just myself always there and not getting




away from myself, the "I," expressing the feelings that I'm having, that big

persona, that big ego...

CR: Oh, I know. There is behind your question your knowledge, apparently,
that this is not pleasing to others when they read this. That's true. Who
wants to read about somebody's I I I all the time? That's just a human char-

acteristic. Well, why must it always be about the I I I?

Q: I'm talking about personal feelings that I'm trying to express.

CR: Well now, personal feelings are not quite the same thing; they're uni-
versal. They are yours but they are also universal because others also have

them. I may not understand your question.

Q: To me the expression of feelings is personal and I'm getting the message

from various people that there's no room for that in poems.

CR: Who are these people?

Q: I guess it was Creeley the other night that pointed out the difference
between private and personal, that the private is the creative and the personal

is not, in writing.

CR: I fail to get the distinction.

Q: The private coming from that inner place like you were talking about,

that center.




Q: ...like basically instead of having I I I dealing with personal feeling,

becoming the private without it, and that is the I without the I I I.

CR: Somebody is not thinking very clearly here. I don't know. If you're

talking about feeling, then it's personal, it's in the I. No one objects to

that.

Q: I guess the question is how to express that without having the I in

there.

CR: Well, you have other optionms. You can express it fictionally, by changing
from the first person to the third person, or even to the second person.
Ashbery's always talking about the I in the second person: "You do this,

you do that." 1In other words, you can remove it from yourself a bit. When
you do that, you do have far more latitude for movement. T don't do it wvery
often because I sounds more suitable to my character, my own personality.

I like the directness of I, but I know nobody wants to have too much of the I,
no reader, so one has to do it with restraint. But there are these other
options open to you. Or you can make it completely fictiomal. Put it into

an as-if world.

Q: I guess sometimes that dilutes it so much that I feel I'm really not ex-

pressing myself.

CR: It does dilute it a bit, you're right, because it is not direct, that's

true.




Q: What I've been hearing is that if the I is in the poem physically, there's

still a problem. But I agree with you, I would much prefer to say I.

CR: It's a matter of preference too. And also a matter of one's ability
to carry it out as I. The psychology of the I poem is really quite different
from the psychology of the You poem and the He poem because you detach yourself

from responsibility for what you've said when you fictionalize it in He or You.

Q: You can also use One if you've got a bunch of complicated information to

get over succinctly.

CR: Yes, but not in poetry. I can't remember a poem that expresses feeling that
can get by with the use of '"one."
Q: Anyway, these arguments about keeping I I I out of the poem, just keeping

the word "I" out, sound really ridiculous to me.

Q: I think what you're saying is the essence of what he's saying, to keep

that gushiness, the self, out of it.

CR: Also, one of the considerations is, how big is that I that's speaking
here? The reader will tolerate a small I but not a big one. Unless it really

is a big I.

Q: It's actually more presumptuous to use you for something like that. When
peoms say, "you," it's implied that, well, everybody does this. You walk out
on the street, and you pick your nose... I walk out on the street,l pick my

nose, is what they really want to say.




CR: That's true. It's an evasion, yes. And You is much more of an evasion

than He or She, because the real person in it hides in a universal.

Well, this has been great fun. Our last session is over, and the time

has come to give you back your manuscripts. OK.
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TO CQRTAN LANGUAGE POETS, NOT TO TAKE THEIRFJDEAS S0 SERIDUSLY

To the tunme and words :
of The Willow Song in THE MIKADO

By a tree and a river an exiguous linguist
sat singing, "Zukofsky} Zukofsky} Zukofsky!"
And I said to him, "Superbird, why do you sit,
singing, 'Zukofsky! Zukofsky/ Zukofsky?'
fla it lyricrasthenia, birdie, ® 1 eried,
"or a concept too big for your little inside?"
With a shake ogxgight little head, he replied,
"Oh Zukofsky, Zukofsky, Zukofsky."

LANGUAGE POET

LANGUAGE POET, TOM-TIT
TOM-TIT, A LANGUAGE POET

RE TOM-TIT, A LANGUAGE POET ON TOM-TIT, A LANGUAGE POET




TO CERTAIN LANGUAGE PDETS, NOT TO TAKE THEIR IDEAS SO SERIOUSLY

To the tune and words
of TheWillow Song
Cin The Mik: =

By a tree and a river an exiguous linguist

sat singing, "Zukofsky, Zukofsky, Zukofsky!"

And I said to him, "Super-bird, why do you sit,
singing, 'Zukofsky, Zukofsky, Zukofsky?

Is it lyric asthenia, birdie,' I cried,
or a concept too big for your little inside?"

With a shake of his tight little head, he replied,
"Oh Zukofsky, Zukofsky, Zukofsky."

?br (ore

‘consuik\ifttgenstein.
R Sl
For more

consult Wittgenstein




so on through to the climax. The second character, the

romantic virgin:

with the overt showiness of
covert magic which
Rakosi ridicules these T
by the manner in which he ex erates the The "millions” are

e " v

gaping”; his "entertainment” is a "miracle.” Her "orbs” are "won-

derous” and "witching”; and she blazes in her "intangibles.”

"

"Wanted” is a preposterous advertisement for writers:

WANTED

Expert experiences black on white

by men who are all white from the midriff

to the arches through the lowest joints
Their required whiteness seems .an ironic indication of their accept-
ability to the American public, a superficial innocence.

We train you in accepted imagery,

the sights of love, and other popular sports,

and keep your eyes pealed for the gems of gab.

So far, this seems to reveal the young Rakosi's scorn for the popu-

lar, accepted poet, but the next two lines suggest that he's also

i

~talking about himself, as a Jewish poet whose "larnyx" is "without

gentile déformations.”

Diction or fact, it's all one to the_larnyx,5  i
“that -is5, one without gentile defotrmations. :

37
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WRITTEN IN EXASPERATION OVER SOME PREPOSTEROUS STATEMENTS
BY A LANGUAGE PDET
With apolégies to The Willow Song
in The Mikado

By a tree and & river an exiguous linguist
sat singing, "Zukofsky! Zukofsky! Zukofsky!"
And 1 said to him, "Wittgenstein, why do you sit,
ginging, 'Zukofsky! Zukofsky! Zukofsky!'

Is it lyric ashhenia, Wittgie," 1 cried,

"or a concept too big for your little inside?"
With a shake of his tight little head, he replied,
"Oh Zukofsky, Zukofsky, Zukofsky."




ON TOM=-TIT, A LANGUAGE POET

By a tree and a river an exiguous linguist

sat singing, "Zukofsky! Zukofsky! Zukofsky!"
h\Witt eenstein,

And I said to him, why do you sit,

singing, 'Zuknfskyiﬁéukcfsky! Zukofsky!'

Hlehnde il yrie asthenia,%biﬁgfz," I ecried,
"or a concept too big for your little inside?"
With a shake of his tight little head, he replied,
"Oh Zukofsky, Zukofsky, Zukofsky."

Note: To the tune and words of The Willow Song in The Mikado.

Carl Rakosi




ON TOM=TIT, A LANGUAGE POET

By a tree and 2 river an exiguous linguist
sat singing, "Zukofsky! Zukofsky! Zukofsky!"

And I said to him, "Superbird, why do you sit,

singing, 'Zukofsky! Zukofsky! Zukofsky!'

"ls it lyrxic asthenia, birdie," I cried,

"or a concept tho big for your little inside?"
With a shake of his tight little head, he replied,

"0Oh Zukofsky, Zukofsky, Zukofsky,"

Note: To the tune and words of The Willow Song in The Mikado,

Carl Raknsi




A grouping of poets under a name is always misleading because it

implies an entity that is not there and characteristics that apply to some

2| S

mambess and not to Dthe%gﬁ A poet 1S/an en£§ty. It is not safe or wise to say
more. Nevertheless, it does happen. Take the Objectivists. When Harriet

Moproe, th edltor Uf POETRY ielded to pressure from Pound to let Zukofsky
72— ¢ j ug’yz;p Le ﬁf-—-ff(?/ ety L oecdl - \vlei WT €=y : /hS léa“lﬁ 4

85 she insisted on a pame for the&P%Etsaeixi?uﬁgeizijfgqi

for inclusion, and he had to make one up, but he dldn't want tD name them

edit a spec;al

anything because all he had dgne wégﬁferret out tﬁe /besF young talent in

America at that £IE§*§ﬁ§Tselect their best work The only name that would
have suited .2ll of us , therefore, and been accurate was one that denoted
Z's critical standards, which he had derived from Pound, and his personal
taste. Of course once the name was used, it made us a group, but in reality
we were not and never thought we were. The same sort of thing must be true
of the Language Poets, and I am not willing to%éo down that path ané?try to

respond to them as if ghey were an amxkyx entit




Carl Rakosi

The emotions and the intellect mix very poorly. In fact, they don't
mix at all., They exist on different planes, and when they do meet, their
tones clash. No sooner does a person feel something, then the mind butts in:
looks, describes, interprets, denatures, absorbs, controls, encapsulates.
Its wit and precision make it so complacent that it assumes it has improved

on the original, or at the very least, made an even exchange. The trouble

is that when it's through, the emotion is no longer there, only an ectoplasm.

This is a fundamental problem in writing.

Ah, youth! With what condescension and disdain it spurns all poetry

a lyrical impulse,




One by onex then. I won't use names. A, for example, has an amazipg
talentfor akmkiskimgx extinguishing poetry. How he does it, I don't k%ow,
and I'm not interested.ir<fipdimg=emut, but I heard him give a reading once

and I sat there, dumbfounded, trapped, the minutes creeping mercilessly as

(o) -
M{_cﬁf»tc*}t z 2 -r'}é;"’c/(’.f

he read what sounded like a treatise, and.I cursed him for it. I didn't think
anything outside an engineering mesweldy/handbook could be that dreary. Talk -
about dead! Yet A has a strong, lively intellect. He is the only language
poet I have heard read.

1 have, however, read a=few poems by others. These poems deserve high
marks fes=mental -beldness—esnd—n¥ , for a very refined sensibility in

language and 1ngequ1ty in managln%h l' one poem by Bernstein, in fact,

s nlmble way wi anguage N = fniceical
. reminding me of Zukofsk ~t2d for a tbae#)lmﬁastm of rich wory -sounds and
salet) Ao bornecetTeTlpn 2. Aoty e AP spurping
imalgery and metaphcf They deserve credit %DD forkthe watered-down Wms,
type of poem andPthe products of the Iowa B School and ghe trumped up "tragedy"

ot tha confessional poem*Tﬁevertheless, these poems are not where I want to

be. ; — R TR e T
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George Oppen and I have been friends for over sixty years although
we did not meet or correspond with each other until 1971. This is under-
standable only if you know George. The way it happened was that we sat
around his kitchen table in San Francisco and talked and ate cheese and
bread, and the more we talked and the more I looked into his steady eyes,
the deeper down we got to something solid and brotherly between us, older

than he or I. That is how we became old, old friends in one night.

George is a tough old bird. He's the only man I know who can get away

with the curious notion that feelings don't have to be expressed in poetry;
they can be assumed from the situation. He gets away with it because he's
patient and his eye will not let itself be distracted from its object.
George has a great eye, precise and irreducible. If you sit still and
look hard enough, you can see what it sees. What it sees feels like the

gnarled bark of an oak tree. The tree is there too. You can put your weight




/
They are hermetic not because the author's nature was hermetic or

because the nature of reality seemed hermetic to him or because his exps.

O
have been hermetic but by linguistic §§:zmp ion and flat. As a recult the

el e 28 -4 )’*tr( [/ 'R‘ f(, i { pelGce ‘L‘ &£ T
poems are artifacts dBVDld of the human qualltles iy 3 hermetlé poetry of t%
7l 1.5 bz .

: \ P A =S
past, their %ystery and unreé&lved yearning. ; poems are sealed casks
with no air moving in or out of them and I find myself un ble tg. relate to

ﬁ.i;_—hcfﬁg,.ﬁc—&ﬁ: 7<,,-"'f )fz of Pptere (_-ﬁ g‘("j7c¢f -
them in a human way. All I can do is recognlze their lin tic excellence./ J=
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We use.so-little of our imagination that when we create the unexpected,

it looks as if we have transcended even ourselves.

Left alogne the.imagination confounds more than.it clarifies. This
shows that it was not meant to be utilitarian and belongs to a different
faculty, the aesthetic.

Thoughts and emotions are attracted to a work of art but when you
talk about its meaning or the emotion it evokes, you are not talking

about its essential character.

Now that philosophers have entered the modern world and turned their
attention to utilitarian subjects, the field has been left to the poets.
Does our ancient interest mean that there is some correspondence

between our quest for form and the impulse to discover the nature of being?

1f one ds not really turned on by poetiyy he has no defence against

mistaking -facility forthe real thing.
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mained a hero for Rochberg. In the 1972
“Reflections on Schoenberg,” he accu-
| rately describes Schoenberg as a man
| who “lost touch with the primitive in-
stinct of the musician’s ear,” who “suc-
cumbed to abstraction and rationaliza-
tion,” and“miﬁ

_methodology.” gy.” Yet his final judgment on
Schoenberg’s career is that “miraculous-
ly he succeeded more than he failed.”
The loyalty is touching, but the logic is

bafﬂmg Rochberg seems finally unwill-
_ing (or unable) to admit that Schoen=

berg’s perverse granting of priority to the

mind over the ear brought about the fail-
e oy
ure of his own carcer, and that it is
‘Schoenberg who is directly responsible
for much that is wrong with twentieth-
century music. This is one of the two
grave faults of this extraordinary book.
The other is Rochberg’s failure to un-
derstand that what he now sees as the
great disaster that has overtaken all the
—— — —
arts in the twentieth century—aFnd of
rauonal nadness . . . which dcllgh_ts in

manipulation for it n sake” and has

roduced “forms of art totally devoid of
human content”




Some form
of tonal implication seems almost to be
“necessary if music is to satisfy the ear as
€ “well as the mind. Finally, a reading of
W hs e e 7 (el gras wo g1

b cited the McCarran-Walter Act—
dangerous subversives—in refusing
t enter this country.

he Baltimore Sun points out, is that

 pro-wolf and, worse, pro-seal and
. Small wonder the Immigration and
im.”

“What Mowat has done,” observes
obe, “‘is write a book called Sea of
b feeling and sound documentation,
of species of animal life.”

" asks The Globe. ““lt could be, in the
eaucratic guardians of our borders.”

ht has been banned. But Sea of

ich The Seattle Times describes as

ust’ reading that Rachel Carson’s

e was " reflices to be silenced. As
10 VQ OCs
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A WORD WITH CONSCIENCE

"You should do/ something"
MEDITATIONS

MEDITATION

"Lord, what is man?"

MEDITATION

"Psychologist,/ my mental spider"
Y g f

MEDITATION

Bifigne couldiwmite/ lilkesSts
MEDITATION

"reverence, His great"
MEDITATION

"What is the nature/ of quinte
MEDITATION/ "What are Animals
"How base the answer/ must be"
MEDITATION

These Ldivnes o ftenihear!
MEDITATION

"The 'old man/ ‘drew the line"
MEDITATION: MELANCHOLY
"bachelor of music"

THE AGE

"I shall/not prevail"

Augustine"

ssence? !
Foxed

EELLEETEDS PRASE

LITTEE-MEDITATIONS

xwxze XXNXEE KEX XK RREXME
THE DWARF

My STBERTA

MEMOIR

THE "ORDEAL OFIMBSES

THE- ARTI.ST

OBSERVATIONS

DAY BOOK

EX CRANIUM, THE POET

MY EXPERIENCES IN PARNASSUS

(el g
)L







THE ANGLICAN PRESENCE

"Turning as from an instrument"
ORIGINS

"In the salt warp"
FIGURES IN ANCIENT INK

"In the dense scopes"
EXTRACTS FROM A PRIVATE LIFE

"Your second cousin, an obscure"
THE WEDDING '

"Between the two gold"
NIGHT THOUGHTS

"After the jostling on canal streets"
EQUIPODISE

"This commanding/ young head"
HANDEL

"The piccolo of heaven"
TREMBLING ACOLYTE

"Blond youth"
DEATH SONG

"Young utopia of spring"
MANIFEST AND LONELY

"The eyes are centered"
PARAGUAY

"In the early hours"
FLORA AND THE OGRE

: "Let her quince knees sag"

THE JANUARY OF A GNAT

"Snow panels, ice pipes, house the afternoon"
RETURN, SWEETLLARITES

"with streamers blowing"
FANTASY

"One must have sullen wits"
HOMAGE TO WALLACE STEVENS

"Clear me with this master music"
YOUTHFUL MODCKERIES
CONCEPTION

"A plankwalk to the sea"
THE WINTER GARDEN

"the musical revue
REVUE 1

“From Simaid te Killarmey, & comic burst!
REVLUES 2

"They say in dreams they have a peetweet's view"
SUPERPRODUCTION

M5t, Louis songbirds in Atlanta"
CHARACTERS

"one of our brassy beefeaters"
WANTED

"expert experiences black on white"
SYLAT A

"Trot out the negro singers, ladies,
FRANKFORT AND BETHLEHEM

"this postcard has the Christmas"
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me a note here or just arrive there and ask for me at
the time stated above.

This is apparently how they first meet. Williams will remember

in his Autobiography: "one day I met Louils Zukofsky in the city

after I had been sketched for a caracature by a person named

Hoffman. Louis and I became good friends.”61 This friendship

brings Zukofsky to Rutherford by April, and repeatedly thereafter,

affording, as Pound will write, "some pleasure and consolation"

to them both.6a

Williams at the time feels that he's been working in isolation.
Attention from other writers does more than flatter himj; it
provides the "natural friendly stimuli on which we rest, at least,
in our lesser moments."

Wwilliam Carlos Williams was born in Rutherford on Constitution

63

Day, 1883. Mike Weaver writes:

His father was an Englishman, said to have been born
in Birmingham; his mother in Mayagllez, Puerto Rico,

to a basque mother and a Jewish father. His middle
name was taken from his mother's brother who practiced
medicine in Panama City. If his ancestry was in any
way Spanish it was more by cultural adoption than by
blood. He was half EZnglish, one-quarter Basque, and
one-guarter Jewish.

The facts of Williams' life are well-known. His Autobiography

64

can be ,supplemented by Reed Whittemore's biography. The facts

medical
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The linguistic approach: |like a surgeon dissecting a body and examining

the parts and how they connect to each Dther and function in order to under-
: p - Dpreess T Gz g ey Z b
stand a man's life and know how to live.:; Hopeooda - 7 S “?(%(/{Géaazaﬁ
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This approach, if I am not mistaken; erives from recent French 1lit,

( e T (4%_/
theory which has made ¢ i splash in ademwc c1rc?es among Young Tugks) //
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d a big pame Tor-its prooonents ..a thdory whwch has made hash of poetry.
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a@d from dlttgensteﬁn, who in his intellectual rigor has been therapeutic

for poetry, autﬂzs aﬁter all a, OSp pursuit of truth as it *s dwscer—
nible to a philosoph f4;éf&ﬁiiﬂé j%?éx ngégz de' & to how tewrite, u?hesgﬁtV
apercus,(éﬁaésgﬁ in thezr high compression and density and their high
abstraction are already in the mode of postry and nothing more can be done

with them without doing violence to tkemx their integrity.
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Ordinarily it's not worth while{for a puet\to spend time stewing over
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somebody else's reasons for writing the way he does. In the last analysis

only the individual poem matters, and one is judged by that only. We have
have no interest’in
had great poems from people who not 1nterested 1n theory and lousy poems
no need gustlfy heir work by theory
from very persuasive theorists. Hegever when a t

h sucb as rﬁtand
the Langaguage School thesxy to Her fxemxErxmsied nxxxtsxxh @:TféEZately

sets out to remove all referentiality and hence meaning from poetry, except
their pundits
in the somewhat mystical sense in which they claim claim language per se,
© L ,language as convention and sound — 3
conventions anda—




I can understand how they might have become what they are. A young poet
starting out, feeling the continual presence of poetry of the past and present,
feeling its power and influence, knows in his bones, and he is not wrong,
that to get anywhere he has to do something different, be his own man somethow.
The force of his own creatlve 1mpulse also brings him to this conviction.

A= E/z =4 - Ege 7z .»H(' T s ter <
M But hcw7/ve can't dgFTt Q& draw1ng on his llfé'experlences, he hasn't had
enough yet. And the chances are that he's not going to be able to do it by
drawing on the dlst%gctness of his personality, his individuality, for that
may not be there xthex yet, either because it's not developed enough to make
itself known strongly or because, for one reason or another, he represses it
from expression, justifying the rejection by protective rationalizations.
In this situation there is one thing he can draw on, the seemingly boundless
potentialities of language as it interacts with his imagination and intelligence
Note, I did not say, the boundless potentialities of his imagination and
intelligence as it interacts with language,because with them, language comes
first.

I say I can undestanéﬁ/ﬁut I can't be sympathetlc. How can one be s

pets =
sympathetic to«aﬁgee% who excludeg so much of h;s own humanity and above all
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the humanity of the reade of who 1t must be Emembered ,1 am one, and
fancy themselves little Witt ens{e*n s ﬂwJ_L hetreiczl WL

who fancies himself a little Wi tgenst81n and wh w;ll camm e pnly with other
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This is an awfully long answer to a questlon What did you . have in mind
when you asked it, Georgev B el 4 {?t‘ cafCorey WZit
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By a tree and a river anitxiguous linguist
sat singing, "Zukofszy, Zukofsky, Zukofskyh"
And I said to him, tS' -bird, why do you sit
singing, 'Zukofsﬁ@fyZukofsky, Zukofsky?
Is it lyric asthenia, birdie,""l cried,

or a si t ud%ﬂkgncept in your little inside?"

With a shake of his little head, he replied,

"Oh Zukofsky, ZuMofsky, Zukofsky."
Mngécbaz%%

(Gertrude Stein or Laura Riding can be subdtituted)
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FIE NN RCHEES

Alfter the bath she touched her hair

with Orange Leaf and smiled.

Heury is gone. Who are yout

Fumous ashwood stationary violins
all ni{;llt made l)ri;’;ht da capo
constant as s(mciiir gruvit_v.

5() lh(ﬁ LlHl[JI'Ci 48 wWerce [)ui‘ away.

\\rc were togetller on }’{l(‘lltr} :=.nc§. lJCIi(‘}]C’.S.
bl‘cnhf&sts on t}m ocean,

taxis tfu-ougln the andcnlmrger Tor.

A%ong Lllc Danul)c

onion stew and cart hack,
sheep under the Ca:'put!)i:ms.
tlae cheese upon the mclc.

The heifers licked their noses.

f\long the Boston limited

COm!’ﬂ(’,I’Ciﬂl SCI’V;CE.

The table in the boarding house
was cleared, the cloth folded.
The rooms contained a few flowers,
chocolate boxes, women,

a Jaundry l)ag’;.

the lipstick on the dresser.

The men fed militm‘y service in the Empire.




PHIEC L OB ST R

to W. Carlos Williams

Fastern Sea. 100 (uthnms.
green sand, [!(‘])l)lrs,

i)l‘()l(r,“n Sil(‘“ﬁ.

Off Suno Sultf. 60 fathoms,
gray snnd. pel)ljh‘s.

11 IR
bubbles rising

plusmn—l)cnrer
and slow-

motion benthos!

) e ]
The hs]nm'_\' vessel lon drops

anchor here conccting

plzmltton smears and fauna.

Plasma-bearcr, visible sea
purge, sbonge anc{ kclpleaf.

}‘Iahc}'stus the Sea Bottle

resem])[es emernlcls
: aﬂd 15 tl‘l(‘ ]nrg';cst

cell in the world.

\’oung sea-horse
I iippoc:lmpus twenty

minutes old --




m:})uc{_\' has ever
seen this marine

freak blink.

It radiates on

tt‘I'Il‘IiN&] \'Cl'i.'(_’l)I'él

a L'omi) 0{ twenty

upri;_';]ﬂ' spines
and curls

its 1'00]1_\-’ tail.

Saltﬂ U.S]l ]olgster
bull encrusted swims v

i)ac]:\\'arcls {‘1'0111 fl]tf l'Otil .
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THE ENGLISH IN VIRGINIA, APRIL_ 1607. (based upon the works of Captain John
Smith)

They landed and could / see nothimg.but/ meadows and tall/ trees....cypress,
nearly three/ fathoms about at the/ roots,/ rising straight: for/ sixty or
eighty feet/without'a branch/. In the.woods were/ cedars, oaks, and/ walnut
trees;/ some beech, some elm,/ black walnut, ash,/ and sassafras/ mulberry
trees in/ groves;/ honey-suckle:and/ other vines hanging/ in clusters on/
many trees./ They stepped on/ violets and other/ sweet flowers,/ many kinds
in many/ colors; strawberries. and raspberries were on the ground./Blackbird
with red shoulders were flying about/ and many small birds, some red, some
blue; /The woods were full of . deer;/ and running everywhere fresh water
brooks, rundles, springs and creeks./ In the twilight, through the thickets
and tall grass, creeping upon -all fours....the savages, their bows in their

mouths.

P REZNIKOFF
/
; i

Obg & ‘prancanlet et tﬁings speak for themselves.

Dd4fﬂ EAL, 1§5ﬁdt 2.8 {.“) %&7ﬂcibfzéizddxtﬂJ{i}df%;eqtd7' (lJ LVJZ/(/é {f
%va&”é{ Loso et e A e ! ( ) €M7, apéfhﬂ*’ ’-’é"“*(/‘trf

#uc-&»% el

c_,_wrr’fw( ﬂMﬁu)—/JD ,:,(,\ o b&w-)tét, &‘{/\t&k-- / 3

ASYLUM PRODUCT
Brown and black felt, unevenly stitched with purple thread; what unhappiness

is perpetuated in the brown and black of this pincushion, lunatic?

Obji principles: be simple, direct; get to the heart of a thing immediately.




of wars o western (7 j« )

wmdzand storm / :

ol 8

of politics/I am sick with a poet'é\s '
vanity}le islators

of the unacknowledged

world(it is dreary
to descend

and be a stranger féow
shall we descend

who have become strangers in this wind that
rises like a gift
in the disorder|the gales

of a poet’s vanity] it our story shall end

untoldfto whom and
i
to what are we ancestral we wanted to know

if we were any good

out therej the song

he wind has blown the sand about ,‘}
[
and we are alonejthe sea dawns

change

in the sunrise verse with its rough

beach-light crystal Fxtreme

sands dazzling under the near -
and not less brutal feel{ journey
in light

and wind
and fire and water and air the five

bright elements /
the marvel

of the obvious and the‘marvel
of the hidden is there /
in fact a distinctiox{ dance

of the wasp/wings dancp as
of the mother-tongues Fan they

with all their meanings
dance? O

O 1 see my love I see her go

over the ice alone I see .

]
myself Sarah/Sarah I see the tent
in the desert my life




narrows, my life

is another|I see :

him in the desert[ I watch
him Fle is clumsy

and alone lmy young
brothet he is my lost
siste:tL her small

voice among the peoplej;ithe salt
l

and terrible hills whose armies

have march f(and the caves
of the hidden
people

Fear

once once only in the deluge

of minutes a tree
a city

a stone in the road waiting

stones eagles seagulls sliding
sideways down the wind I cannot find

a way to speak :

of this the source
the image the space

of the poem our

space too great
or too small where the world rides the words
speak of too little

time remaining
fearful

of sorrow in this once once only
among atomis, eagles, and alone

The American Poetry Review
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FOR MY ‘MOTHER Creeley

Tender/ semi-/ articulate flickers/ of your// presence, all/ those years/

past// now,522£§§-/ five, impossible to/icount them// one by one,:  like//
addition, substraction, missing// not one. The last/ curled up, in/ on yourself,/
position you take/ in the bed, hair/ wisped'up// on your head, a/ top knot, body/
skeletal, eyes// closed against,/ it must be,/ further disturbance-// breathing

a skim/ of time, lightly/ kicks the intervals....// days, days and/ years of
kixksxkhexxrkexyaks it,/ work, changes,// sweet flesh eaught/ at the edges,/
dignity's faded// dilemna. It/ is your 1life, oh/ no one's// forgotten anything/
ever.// They want/ to make you// happy when/ they remember. 'Walk/ a little, get//
up ‘how, die’/ safely,easily, into singleness, too tired with it to keep on :and

an. Waves break at the darkness uhder the:rgad, sounds ini the faint night's
softness. Look at them, catching the light, ‘white edge as they turn....

always again and again. Dead one, two,i three hours: . i.all these minutes pass.

Is it was dit,.ever you alone égajn. How‘lang ynﬁ kepf gt it, ‘your,pride, your
lovely, confusing discretion.. Mother, I love .you.+..for whatever that means,
meant...more than I know, ‘body ga@e me ﬁy own , gensf@us,'inexorﬂble place.of

you. T feel the mouth's sluggishness, slips on turns of things said, to you,

too soon, too late, wants to go back to beginning. Smells of the hospital

room,, the doctor ‘she respondsito new,; the order....get me there. "Death's

1"

Tet you :outi.." 'comesitrue, thisg that, endlessly circular.life, and 'we . came

back to see you one last time,/ this time? Your head shuddered, it seemed,

your eyes wanted, 1 thought, to see who it was. I am here,/ and will follow.

’
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foreshadowed
surrealist
night speech

gn the media,

ites Tirst robot,

Carl Rakosi
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{jﬁEQC ATOR 'S (PROJECTION

-1‘\;‘»(‘.'\#
(pnr, Wu—ot« (Oby Carl Hakpal ..o o :
& : S Gz WA e WAL T p ‘ of Vi

<4 / < /8

\ 7, L : Vo o ” LA PNS KT 2y
oY e O ATE ,'gf Clea/ C 7 hegpelVd A i ' e :

\ f
When I\ sterted v“'tnnv poetry, efter total mmﬁrrmnn inthe quant:c
Crnd it T IR S e s AN P g i T &
oeis, it sekwmef to me 3t nmetapherx \— the ged in pner:§ body i 4h4ch
he shuﬁ@d)his splendor ond transcendefc€, whe motivating force behind writing
itself, This bolief led me to write some dreadful poems, which in time led
mR to my re-=education. Dut ‘the fereling that ther s en affinity bectween

sore_degp part of my nature end the metspbor never left me, ond 1 remained

4
soma high

loyal toc it st heart and continued to wes this inmvisible bearer of bountiful
¥
i g A, 2 7 ] ‘,;
i o T S Ml S ,hf%m,ngbQigﬁaaf,b borg=t 1
exr power in the imaginztion, I% time 1 learneg oqﬁp ﬂn%ac .Oab

gifts, ton rich at times fﬂ&-ﬂﬁf?ﬁmﬁﬁﬁh, ho geemad to, apparr on call from
metanhors that would stsnd behind their promises and beaccountable forf“‘*kﬂd

diﬁffaticu and ¢ i3 Mﬂtaphmrﬂ with a conscience, in '‘gther words, ——

<y prt y . . :
%& "Mataphors we anacgar (! hear someane scren g.) "Are ynu out

2 ,mz-

ungf your mind? Hao an a metaphor haveﬂn conscience? What are yoy, trying tu

mufc 2 : 7 Gﬁé—r(g, & \“ L 27
el = Tl == ) Sy w?"—f/\{ ﬁ,{ ;
b(‘), Judaize t‘.'fa.:t m.a.l/j I __‘{( é r~ ,\/'?52"?}’1'—« ; -‘_/q']_{zg L4, (/ M rﬁ’;‘/’

. O e D e (,“f‘(ue.ﬁ =
1 can make m ol.ﬁ by examining a stanza fram yoem by Oalmore thWHrtz,
f Y
THE MIND IS AN ANCISHT \AMD FAMOUS CAPITAL:

"Tha mind is a city like Londan,

n

A Smoky and popUlough—sewmenemmse’

\3;;-0ﬂﬂﬁlﬁg A grand view. Large meaninge resaonate from it,

imminent. Yet the metaphor fits, " The reader is content teo be
carried slong at this great height wherevay this Frospero has a mind to

-~ ’ =

take him. Thern follows:

coming averpopulated, Is it poss
jze what he had in the first metaphor? Or is
ase of pushing on in greesd for still more effact, insensitive to the
atmosphare and the confusing side-affects? Whichever, the
still thare but they ere ne longer charismaotic. And the
ent whispsrs, "Art thou really Prospero?”

rtheless, the grand view conticuss in the sscond modifier, gternal.

it goes with Rome and what we feel is true'of its referent, the mind., But
she

actual ruin stares the poem in the face and disbelief rushes in at the word,

ruined, YWhy "ruined?® This term for the mind is no product of thought or

.

soul-searching., It is the oldest and most hackreyed conceit in Remantic




—sk ?M/g

Tvc fellow has made me forget that the metaphor has a referent, subject,

ﬁdttﬂr, and that the best argument for the metaphor is that it endows the
referent wl*h~thca ‘gugl ta%u. We expect more of a metephor, therefore, than
aof a Flmwm*._ Iﬁ g & ?t has a raferant, we nmust expect it to be for

/ ~

Furvnt.a;, SN g 1 Tt :
oA oy S AR i make it a dull fellew A
7o . ntire ly woulc 2 it o dull fellew, CESSNRp /
& gt & e R AL i Al p ;
amou £ v 2" @ [l ?9 nn éxistence in language, (?m gxistence alwnys there

and \never identical to suhjgﬁt matter. The question 16, how much?
g ; A NarlYn . <2< \1,— -"/ )7,2 ;
anstier comeg from man's cgﬂ%pct;nﬁ ta sarth: it doepén't Wﬂttar how 'rfuch 80

long as it dossn't dr?rﬂ¢¢ fraom subject matter, Fgr why should ong, be willing
to give up one jot of that! 1 sse ne nsed to. ﬁq{ can have both,

Fut this n 1*&5%3w uw outside literary annqider stions, ?J ’thc amount
of guii“rﬁyﬁuttl -ch{ 2 “JQ &V; w*ll;rg ko ﬁncr:f“ce or canpg%,_“‘ﬂ prnEéﬁ/ﬁ

=/ s _ﬂr/,r‘? t._
nn his’ c'}vvznufi ﬁuYuhGlG y..it he” %0 térrad primarily in @afd, thaere is

nothing to re s»igln hin 1E?T§$ ing a1l ¢t o/way to FUPHUEST/iut if his feelings

for the outer world ~ra solid 4pd ¢ nedgfdl character, ﬁe']’ keep his head
against the clarismna —pf x aimnh Wil Ug;fLﬂiilQRfmf’cha isma alone,

e e R T A f““—"—( T

e e e NS

hut can have both tha aaxﬁ@ and mataphor?
T Hext rasc 11 is matsﬁ%mr or ths post's own aggrandizement which turns

attention away Trom the poem to beam in on hig powers of imaginsticn and

language. {ne is ehntitled to ag nmuch sra]fwaggWgﬁﬁ_m.@y

with in uﬂ’ fictional world but Pg* vt the BROONEES of th” poem, Thls is a .w

)fnrm nfr'"tcrrgty. -H_—%—H7%Ei;i

Then come metephore ich Emy nnd perpetucts wxat4ng for the ruﬁc—g?\jfﬁ%%
WritingeseseBafa, Writing ss an egox nead, ap agains tngtzng sut of lyric
impulse. Soma ego need is mﬁzwsyﬂ in a person but if fhuiix the driving force,
it laoads to ﬂUdt&J without an inherent reason for being, ‘hﬂ u! timate contamie-
ngtion, and to a mindleass overpopulation of writing in which norone's indivie
duslity can survive, A plagus of locusis would be preferable,

Then therez are metaphors in place of &hixk subject matier and thought,

e

and metasphors ﬁﬂ which the poet can escape from personality, and metephore
BELEPNG WALEN T BREh ) R EEpRoL:
rug

by which ha can slip into a druggsd state, snd motaphoxs thaot teske over and
2 e iy _ TR ent

lead him by the nose, and so on.

But T have run ahead of myself. Lenking back te my beginnings, I see now
that there wes only one kind of poetry which moved me then, the lyrical, With
what condoseension and disdain I expelled everything else! Out! Outside the
pzxy panla! The wemory is embarrassing.

Then ore day 1 myself transgressed, It happened afier reéding Cumming's
poam, PBuffale 0ill, I think in The Dinl. What delight! R

N m‘” Tt touched s nerve in me

ST — ey




that I didn't know 1 hed, and 3 poem came to me 2s a counterpoint, a take-off
on early Westerns., It w: e opposite of lyricsl, of romantic, of mystical,
the opposite of sverything 1 had done up to then; and it was without metaphor.
1 didn't have to "compose® it . The poem practically wrote itself. Form didn't
eem to metter to it., It was fun writing, but 1 dismissed it as negligible,
Some time later, on another binge, 1 wrots THE EXFERIMENT WITH A RAT,
This poem tock more composing, more form, but again no metaphers, and the
opposite of lyrical, etc. This poem I took more seriously. With the writing
of my AMERTCANA auitﬁ, mostly dore without metapbor, it became appsrent that

(]

a differert gef part of my nasturz had broken out.....humnr, satire, my bond
o the everyday world.XRxux ke Thes2 poems hzd certair things in comman:
all kad a point to maks, 2 reslistic matter to reproduce, for which they
needed no azssistance from metapbor, It would have been extrs baggage, a
distraction, an esnemy to the simple state in which =211 mental points have to

be made.

[\\

flow of a stary by the amb:gu:tweS\%liJnrer richess of metaphor® Similarly,

arrative pup}ry, too, spurnspmetaphor. Whno wﬁqﬁs to be stopped in the

in poetry in whlch the action itsel

tands for a lwrger meaning, the metaphor

only 1mpedes the symbolism. But no matter, the metaphmr still haunts me,.
T know that what I was at my beginnings.....romantic, lyrical, idealistic....

e e

had to have wwtaphmra. In addition, I was possessed by the mu¢1c af pomtry;

mverpcwerlrg, inchoate fepllnna.....elegzac, rhapsodic, myst1Cﬂl- by s

nse of supernatural pres sences rlcse by ‘who would move out of their shadowy

limbe and make themoelve~ kpmww to me if I allnwnf myse 1F to go to them and

stood at the gdge, altlnolrﬁnuld you try to express theux things

1al Jumguageﬂ Would you even be willing to admit ta them as non-metapho-

states? : 4

T
In twap duress, metmnhnr came to my aid.....a8 it comas\to evorybndy'”

fnr it is a primary tool invented early 1n our mvnlutznn tﬂ cone fwith impe

fectlnr at both ends of the communica t:on drnracg-.vz.h s8OME Fect or
e e e Tl 4—4. s

Tts crpacity to krow cx:ct]y and in
S e ey _ iliblc)’
fu11 what w8 Are PXpBrJCﬁ Jwg from i égﬂﬂb%xginveuf and what is MPFOIE us,

nnd with *mperfpctlnn Jﬂ ]apgu1ge, in JtSVMEpFCIfy Tn ranradUﬁﬂ Gcht]y ar

_fully. Thus the met: hor is staple in s«nrym y twlx. The Nomrrt We

For nercentiéb OT WO ds, we reach\for an

”IPWngt fEﬂEE}OﬂPl f rm.

If we are medita tJﬁq, thp cogn:t:vs and “lingual imperfectipons are for

.w"

more complex, If, for ex=ample, I am looling at a tree!;what am I experiencin




The rc"' no paint "n ..:\"rg that qgquestion if no demands are made on me

erluHUL the experiesnce., In that casag, experience ig knowing. But if I

——

reproduce it, neither rx_uw_lunhnprv~t nor the language of di
i ki ] ool Mo A bt bl S

;:tiltﬁin?Fit is equal to the task.
s 1f 1 %;;%he: aslk the questiion, what is bel

Just tzxving to underst | my own guestion, And

run dnta a wall, ¥ tha2 real tree

1 assume that the tree is what ! see

# physical description. Nut if | sense,
| there, something sui genexris thet ic not 1,

its own purpnose and destiny thal is rmot what the scie

structure or its composition and function, then !'m in trouble heceuse
not have mccess to these things. I must icvent sonething tu »

charices esre, ['11 start with a metaphor,

And if I went to reproduce the tree's xmxim eesthetic effect on ne,

pnarticular beauty and grace, or my connection to it when [ think of its durant

ats

heart, its destiny reletive to man, the mystery of its grest presence.....

; & . 3
the enumeratJOH{ however true, is never complete ﬁﬁd\dﬂ oot bping
iR gt ey A

closer to the integrel that is so movirg about 2 tree; that %5 an a
) SR ) L8

.

plane from its parts and uttrzbutas.....zf 28 I said, 1 want to

T

211 that, direct statement and descriptive words are of no use. If, in

adaition,

I want to express my feelings 2bout all this, for suxe I na?d help and must
f

invent the metaphorical tuols for it. 1 see that, almost without thinki
A

I have already o ne gome of this in the words 1 used.)

/ (
A0 St "0331 TF“ 6 '\I have more antree to a tres

to the waell on which it sits and spigs, bwt does that matter?

ddles nrcver stopmed anyone, not the soltipsist himself, from fo.

natural hent anrnd inturtisan,

[« S ¢

Pierre Reverdy plays this themes to death. ‘o=t e writes, "Is

?:g,

not

in the datum but in the observant mind," 1 se » 51 or such & dichotomy

except in Reverdy's own rasstural bent towards solipsism, for if it held, S
mﬂbbmﬁﬂm-~“-’~‘
S % cond by oty B (coary AEEF guany S R O SRIENTNRy ™ Siena

S follow that the b subject of @A roatry is the wind

poet/solipsist himself, ”9 know that hpavy presence, that
ulu

dre 2Am fron whch one caﬂ not aww&vﬂbmrau 2 ocutside
We knnw ltB working pr:ncnnle, that subject matterx

only the art of expressing it; that poelry has no responsik
outside the poet himself, the man of u ending surrealist




e

o

Jf __ would pause with his needle in the air.”

H({tu e,

extravaganza., Unfortunately for h:m, Nﬂlﬂﬂb the naturp aﬁ,tha reader, has
boring to DthBES.

Lesving the metaphor for a moment for a larger field, 1 have to add
that it is a fundamental problem in writing tﬁ;*ﬂfhe emotions and the intellect

mix vary poorly. In fact, they don't mix at all, not onll_ppcau§g_ibg3r tcnes

e e e i e ———— e ————— —_—

e E e kel :
clash and they exist on dlffBrPFt : planes, but no sooner dnes ne feel Qomethlng,

then the mind butts in: ¥ }looks, q§sqr:bes interprets, dpnatureg, abvmrbs,
: it el Sl e s

cantrmlJ, Pncap:ulatas. It imagines that it has made an eQ;B pxchunggbbpc?Lre

a7

{1t does th13 wzth qraat wlt prp.?&:on and eclat, The fact is that it has

cho1ca. 16k i at dad not move in on the emotion, it WOuld _have ﬂothlhq to do

- =

and no ;Eggggﬁfcr being.‘The trouble is that whpn it's through the emotion

is no longer there, nnly Ke hagtﬂleectoﬂlmsm?ﬂ4nt Pmotlcn without intellect

18 slob.

See »/ur Lc : «;*'1 Iproceiinm ‘-LL s (,_)f M <3 M((":M&?Z;
Arriuh & oy e (7 g & y@fu S trzift»’“ ;
ch tu do thla, then, with as 1it119 loss to the emotion a nossible. 77

By confining the intellect to suggestion, and by expressing the emotion in
the medium in which it is mest directly expressed, music; in a poem, the
music of the lines. Or in a medium which uses the associations that geo with
certain images and configurations., This excerpt from Denise lLevertov's poem,
ILLUSTRIOUS ANCESTORS, is an example.

"Well, 1 would like to make
poems dirsct as what the birds said,
hard as & floor, sound as a bench,
mysterious as the silence when the tailor

T The first three similes here need no comment; they are definitive. But

who is this tailor in the 4th simile? Well, from the context,

"TheX@amx Rav.”

of Northern White Russia declined

in his youth to learn the

language of birds because

the extraneocus did not interest himj nevertheless

when he grew old it was found

he understood them anyway, having

listened well, and as it is said, ‘prayed

with the bench and the floor.,'"

he is that slightly mystical charazcter out of Yiddish literature and




: )

lowly, obzcura, philesophical, which
nows only to Him, He and the
shtet]l atmosphere, a5 we know ity from thig literature,
from whers Levertov's father came, As zuch, tho poem i35
nostalgia. Thie ch is a single plane, The words, mystericus en

and !

wauld peuns wid is noedlie in the air, howaver,tronsporiP us to
plane, This sinile s much riche an its referent,
and rasonent,
port was sayving that she wisghed
unimpartant now,
ihig tallor ig an far moars hyonotic charsctar
the historical itailor or the tailor aout of nootaolgi The wmyx siwile hes made
him a Tigure of nystary vhoerein the suthor he heralds: tizia] ol - JRURPIPN
heraldic, at fixet
heraldic of the
madi tnt1w“ ; 2legaly : . :
‘%&/F‘n',: ; ivnTSa, N S ; A DN ANTE DY "Ut’;&ct
AT RN ST Tarigd Qo that m’fm:t)
pRge, ,,_t___,__ B 4 ___1;}«1?::.-:}?*9&-'1
“_its author. The qqn tions in this habitat,
the wvoi t‘“cf’r\"“.‘&: thing 'th:fi!'. is mpiter there,

"

vere nnt set by referent or author, Vhen they enter it, therefore, they have

' .

to underge a transfornation and abide by those conditions. Belzocian reality

ie tnken in by them end ceases to exist as gsuch, It becomes dbwvr*nr.ls Fd

aenthetic gpoce. Above all, it h&cmwﬁs wnhHWCE'
— e —

erabide in the rasl \».'{"sz‘:ltﬁ. In U.-:'ss enhancenent ek 1i
o e % -

nr':t;:r"' Figld for expressing his dt:r:rrr:ft lengings for fronscendiNCCaeeeees

i —_—— _—-—'—-—-H—.____________,__.._ —

ie this not the xery pir of the EoUl?e00eato go beyarnd the ordinary,

P e — —— R SR S A - =2 et

hevnrd fhe‘nxrt‘1wn“ toe, bey“"r vt his mind con know and hig eyes con ses

.__“,__‘ — e

.md his hard con wr:"l (\‘t"* se u‘tlﬁ" fr*r n rl;h'?*‘ft'f less than migic in laiguage )

fn hnve uo 1 an imnomnit @rﬁtnﬂ w:gn the verd es uywbal “.d

»

‘§§ﬂnﬁfnﬁ;s zferant into o *r54(1r thﬂnﬂ erd E%E zuther into &

being, : e

S Are thesge ~spirntions rot roman -Jc:’ Ag ‘m o vriting itsel
Ard slgo lyrical? J....the romantic sings, Where else can ono's lyricel
impulees and rhapoadiec Tselings ga but in this snhancemant? Or all thksa
these vague, elegize fealings and prasgntimants of the mystical that dog

the prnet, Or the grandaose impulssee of his ego, and his need fur immortality
«eos.his double.




1 < ﬁuﬂigyﬁ

\Eizfrfthlg netuﬂhor and you- taka off in » snlf—:artalnpﬁ, tlmplrss space

capsule, where William Jamﬁs once snt when he wrote, 'Immmrta ty is one of

L SIS —

the great gpiritusl needs of man-" and Lev Lunts when he wrote in the Serapion

uanzfegto, "Art is as real as life ;trelf and, like life, has no gosl or
[ung._ It ex;“?s;__l?fg{j_ie_ga_ it rrust. ﬁ_,,,_____,,,,,, R
From matter %o trope, 1ﬁta Am”gﬂ.....tha imag aﬁ.:;; way of knowing,
f making wmatter conform to :2& mode of pcrcaptlon....%zmw well I know this
7 e other pole, &aé,ﬁfﬁé?

divine transmutatlsn'éth I pulled equally towards

| yeaen—bo—dowitat tho! ﬁtegﬁ designer, Nicolei Akimov, lenged=fex. YWriting during
{ : : o :
the early, sanguine period of Russian Communism, he said, "My fondest dresm

5 tn develop the expressiveness of things to a8 point where I need not be
shamed to put them on the stage beside the best of actors. As yet, this
waits in Utopia, but I should cver supeedd succeed in bringing upon the

if
stage a chair, the si gh of whnch would make the audience, to a man,
1 would die in peace." | [_=f= f KMH,( eSO

Exrctlg how I feel! So I stand by what I nee wio%e:
——u-"‘“—.

"Latte‘, :

with this look

1 wed thee
and become
thy very
attribute.

I shall

be thy faithful
spouse,

true
ta thy nature,

for 1 love
thmel
more than Durer

laved & seaweed.,”
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0 great Psychology, you are everywhere. I found you even in ancient
Babylon, in Gilgamesh.

"This epic," you cried, in your sure, tutorial voice, "ls a story of
man's boundless potentialities, but it was too early in history to dare to
avow them, so the authors made a hero whom no one on earth could stand up to
but not so daring and mighty as to provoke the gods and bring destruction
down on the people. In fact, to make sure that no one could mistake their
intentions, they kept some things out of his grasp, proof that they were not
setting up a man to rival the gods. And they left certain things unclear,
such as his origins and the circumstances of his birth, while other things
were unmistakably definite: viz., that this was a lone case and only Gilgamesh
could have done what he did; that the events in the story happened long before
memory and .there were no survivors to hold responsible; that it was, after all,
only a story. We're not going to be held resREREXRXr accountable and punished
every time our mind plays at make-bélieve, are we?

Then for good measure, they slipped in a Serpent. Here was our hero,
celebrating the greatest event in his life, the possession of the plant of
eternal youth. You can imagine the collossal Shlndlg that was' In the midst

ment
of it, he could not resist taking his eyes off the plant?to congratulate

himself. When he came to, the |:Jla]§?'§ ?lg gone. The Serpent had slipped in
s

the ‘’kind of huyman fal%ﬁem that would put

at ease and incline
comp&assion.

Thus, as far back as Babylon, Psychology was already on the side of the

during the hubbub and stolen it. towards
gods and disclaimed any intention except to entertain.

"Very astute," I thought to myself. "Psychology must be the prototype
of the proverbial cat that always falls on its feet, But tell me, Puss,
aren't there powers higher than Gilgamesh? And if so, where does that leave
your analyzing?"

In any case, it is clear that behind Gilgamesh were sensible men who
liked to tell earthy jokes. How else account for making the gods themselves
favor Gilgamesh, as if the very heavens had to admire so much daring? And
why else would the goddess Aruru, in order to save the people from being
destroyed by Gilgamesh's violence, make a counter-force out of the raw stuff
of animal life and then tame it by mating it with a knowing woman? I can hear
men laughing in their beer at that.

And if the gods were listening, they must have chuckled when Gilgamesh,
after much danger and travail, crossed the waters of death and made contact

at last with Utnapishtim, who possessed the secret of eternal youth, and




discovered to his amazement that this hero par excellence, this savior of

mankind, was doing nothing in his everlasting existence but sit quietly in

the shade with his wife.

Carl Rakosi




old country ballad

God,

"if I had known
I was going
to live to 97

I would have

took better

care of myself."

Carl Rakosi




Minneapolis, Minn. 55409
LhS]l 8. Colfax Ave.
Feb. 5, 1969
Dear ¥rau Hesse:
Mr. Jameg Laughlin has asked that I trace my connsction with the
Objectivist movement for you,to go along with the mimecgraphed blography you already
have.
My comnection with Objectivism began with a letter from louls Zukofeky,
then unknown to me, in 1930, inviting me to contribute to & apecial mumber of the
magazine Peetrywhich he was going to put together and edit himself under the barner

of Objectivism. Ve was a great admirer of Lzra Pound's, of both his critical ideas

and his poetry, and had seen my work in Pound's magazine The Exile, and wrote, “Permit

me to say that your poems are the best in America---these U.S5.A.~--that I have seen

since, well 1926. * My poems led off that issue of Poetry and & considerable number
appeared in 1932 in The Objectivists Anthology, which Zukofsky alsc put tegether end
edited with infinite care. From that time on, Zukofeky, Ceorge Oppen, Charles Heznikoff
and I became known as The Objectivists. In fact,this is how we sre known to this day .
This is interesting because Fzra Found, T.S5.Eliot, Kenneth Rexroth, Basil Munting,
William Carloes Williames and Robert MeAlmon were also in the anthelogy, bu:?wera the
only ones to get stuck with the name,

Since I lived in New York for only a short period, I did mk not get
to meet Oppen and Reznikoff, but Zukofsky and I hed a long, intensive correspondence
on questions of poetice, mostly having to do with my own vork, and we nsed to get
together when T was in New York. We had quite a few critical ideas in common but our
poetry vas as unlike as two poets could be. This was true of all the work in the
Anthology. Only Resznikoff and I can be zaid to have had zome affinities. In spite of
the diversity, however, all of the pieces in the Anthology did live up to a very

i

rigorous standard of what a good poem must be. il LR =

P

What was that? Zukofsky tried to define it but was not really sueéesafuliw :
not
at least/to my satisfaction. He was better at saying what it was not: "Fak o

mongering, the lack of a process of words acting on u particulars show up as rot in

all times.m™

N SR L



For myself, I found the term Objectivist useful. It conveyed a meaning which was,
in fact, my goal: to present objects in their most essential reality and to make of
each poem an%bject.....meaning by this, obviously, the opposite of a subject; the
opposite, in other words, of all forms of personal vaguensss; of loose bowels and

streaming, sometimes screaming, consclousness. And how does one makgﬁthe subjective

experience from which a poem issues into an obaect“ By icelinp the experience
sincerely, by discriminating particularity, by honesty and intelligence, by mmmimiim
imagination and crafstmanshipecse...qualities B not belonging to Ubjectivists alone,

cbviously.

e

let's see how this system wcrks when applied to a few contemporaries. Take| A.w.,
i 1 y !’j"’

3
‘lan American poetess who has J¢5t wcn tne Fulitger prize. Her experiencé is sincerely

2

felt but not objectified. The result is dull, pretiy awiul. Which proves again that
it is not the experience which provides the basic interest (experiences are nut1th;1i

—
different from sach other) but the nature of the objectification. in example of a

il
different kind is W.H.A. His experiences are thorougnly and ingeniously objectified,
but the experience conveyed in the "object" moves veryﬁweak ¥+ The impression is
that the experience was not thoroughly felt, whether sincere or not, and that the

whole person was not involved. Therefore not all of the reader is involved. Ruk We

“'s
have to setile here for twﬂ.A s intelligence and skill, which are aufficipnt to ba_ Vs

intarestiﬁg and pleﬁiurable in themaelves. ”tfxiﬁL M?f i

3. { Rk Ln o }

: \v;ing back ;;k to Ehe making of an ohgactlvist“ bLem; as the basic inrm for a
particular experience is 1ound and the poem begins to g take shape and fill in, all
the insatiable tyrannies of language, which we only borrowe....the form, the cadence,
the associationg, etc.....s86t up requirements of their own which must be followed in
order to complete the writinge. In this sense the author experiences the poem as am
object; & real thing outside himself which works on himj an organiem, as it were,
with distinct characteristics. Once the poem ig completed, the author becomes like
everyboay elsge, a reader, ai and it is no longer possible to experience the poem as

anything but an objeet, which is there now to reenter the poet's subjective if it can.




¥ell, I hope this will do for the time being. And thank you and Dagmar Henne

for your great help.

Cordially

i | -
A et el g ‘
7 e s / 3

K.___,.xg,__,’/"’f\ / \ e S

Carl Reskosi
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gociety which Marxists, ever intent on d people, proposed, writers,

88 communication axpaxte, including poets, had an honored place, and if one
gould get to the cantax af’ the actlan, wh:u;:h was thai ';u.gazlne, The New Masses,

e T

a placa aof power. ﬁut thﬂ hanor was pald anly to amml r.realism or to exalta=-

7
}

=

“-{aﬁ it ﬁtlll i&’f whiﬁh ﬁwept CnanPia and the
Wt 1t How avi

B thm Elﬂck Daath. Thekdlffnrence then was that
f llvallhamd and sven wmd up in prison if you

dlSﬁkdﬁﬂﬁ7
who Bas ﬂﬁ._ g be
Vauu ¥ get thp pacturu. _
Abnut your hmak of poema; 1 was struck by dits’ graat variety and honest

obaervatlnns am:l faund a. trua I‘J(JBth sensibility .m 1'!:

3 M‘.

With best wishes,




e g A A gt e,
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(&uwﬂ [rae 4

I should marry & hav & altho my wife never stood in
my way, it became ossible.... there were too

many things I had to give my time to, My profession absorbed me
completely during the day, & i i
fession, i i i

mind would be Jumping
i It was impossible,
Another fact » I was a Marxist - sy
» & the communis%ab& magaz:'mega w"@‘f:e
. 1% had some social purpose
influen el e Sl
_Poetry too. I couldn't
For either a year or two,
8 8oing to get pPhysically
By nE I finally Stopped. Now,
ever does not die. That isn't something
you have it. You can stop the expr
I wrote many arti i
hem now, are ]
I speial work that I wrote
‘case; *suparvison,-fi,cdﬁ%an't not use my literary
&Y' were coming out there " bu hought e
@ poetry again. ted i 5t _Deopl e < By
neﬁﬂylk”aﬁletter‘framrﬂn ' ler;, just a year ¢
L g from social Work, in which he expressed
ork & said he had first come across it at the
.4 he; judent,
thi ould find in the magazines
gerred”whether“I”hadpany new work or
. That's what started me off again. As a
Nths before I decided'toﬂretire, I started
e again,' & T've been writing ever ginpe... this was
ﬂyifﬁ;gmy_w,*queﬁtion. about the pPoetic impulse - I wanteq
; @ emphasize, that does not die. You éxpress it even in your
,sn,ﬁﬁxglatiqnahipgto‘people. The other social workers didn't know
v Tiwmet g writer,'but”they digd Y ben name, Carl Rakosi, &
i f mine.... I wrote over 60
sl cl. ‘ ] i1t comes out in some way...
- Whemidid.ycuﬁb 71 2L2ected Prose? How far back does
LiBhe Wark e RV B B g B

_ AEEY. Aanel 1 'cantt give you a datei. .
'm 1 find the b 0% most fascinating. .., of utmost relevance. .. the
L Pedenance, . iwhat it Says about criticism, the critic - what
"E?g“itﬁheckons;for.g;. we're experimentalist, we'
"itofovertly show our brains, & yet You have shown,
of honesty in your book, there's g need for gz reader, a need for
a2 eritical response, an undeniable, basic need for recognition...

d_\\
~ FINIS tape runs out
(s




20 March 19B8B

Dear Andy:

So much time has elapsed since the
interview that I was unable to fill in the
obvious lacunse and the missing last portion,

3 B : introduction
Will vou please méntion this in the
as well zs the fact that the interview took

place late at night, long.after my bedtime, and

that my brain felt as if it were wrapped in

wool.

With best wishes,




Carl Rakosi 126 Irving St. San Francisco, CA 94122

30 Octs 1987
Col

Dear Jim:

A thousand apologies for taking so long to answer your letter.
Perhaps "taking so long" is not the right way to put it. What happended was
that Leah (my wife) got cancer about a year ago and I became completely
absorbed in its practical and psychological consequences. She's now in re-
mission, and my bondage to it is too, for the time being.

In your letter you said you had unanswered questions in your mind about
what force in Marxist thinking would make one stop writing and "not knowing
precisely what was behind that force, what underpinnings in this country so
work against the poet, continue to work against him," Two different matters,
I'11 take up the second first. It's not that structural forces are working
against us, it's that they're working outside us, we have no place in them,
are not a part of them, meaning by that that American society from the very
beginning has been and is materialistic, practical, commercial and has never
had a national culture to counteract that, a national culture like the national

cultures of E eastern Europe or Persia or the Middle East in which poetry has

an honored place. Here poetry is just not a part of things. That's bad enough

but our macho-esque mores makefl it seem rather wmmmamiikmx unmanly for a man

to be doing. We can write or not write, of course, as we please, Nobody is
going to stop us; that's our private affair. But nobody bot other poets and
critics are going to be paying any attention. Which doesn't keep us from
writing, of course; what it does do is deprive us of social backing and respect
for our work. To fill the void, we make frantic efforts to win respectability
and admiration from people in the business, critics and other poets, but this
doesn't work because that's not where the void is. We pay a heavy emotional
price for this omission. I have no doubt that it distorts our work, and es=
pecially what we write about it,....we constantly overplay our hand. But we

go on writing anyhow, as I would have too if two other things had not happened
along the way.

One was the Great Depression of the 1930's when I became convinced
along with millions of others that Capitalism had failed, was finished, that
the only remémdy was some form of socialism. The suffering of people was so
great that we were all swept along in a mass movement of such extraordinarily

imperative moral urgency that it subsumed our critical faculties., In the ideal




Per’suac{fm J
society which Marxists, ever intent on 4 people, proposed, writers,

as communication experts, including poets, had an henored place, and if one
could get to the center of the action, which was the magazine, The New Masses,
a place of power, But the honor w%gi*%iakg%égkto social realism or to exalta=-
tion of the working man. If you didn writl<...and I didn't, I wrote lyrical
poetry....you were flayed and boiled alive for pandering to the decadent
tastes of the bourgeoisie by the editor, Mike Gold,and his editorial assassins.
This happened to Reznikoff, for example. It made me feel there was something
wrong with me (and of course with lyric poetry) for not being able to write
what was expected of all good men. Sounds outrageous now, doesn't it? but
it was deadly real then. This had gomething to do with my stopping to write
but the main thing was that I couldn't work all day as a social worker and
psychotherapist, spend time with my wife and children, socialize with our
friends, do the chores around the house and write. I would have had to be up
all day and all night.

Your N.Y. Times essayiffst didn't get it right. The problem after World
War 2 was not a pressure to conform, The problem was the Cold War mentality ,
President (Truman then) like the Black Death. The differefMﬁé‘é‘ i

you could lose your means of livelihood and even wind up in prison if you

"us" against the Communists (as it still is), which swept Congress an%{the

were found to have associated with a Communist (and McCarthy labeled any
dissident a Communist) or with someone who had ever been seen with someone

who was said to have been seen with an alleged Communist or fellow traveller.

t9i3£§§58t the picture.
T ANout your book of poems: I was struck by its great variety and honest

observations and found & true poetic sensibility in it,

With best wishes,




THE NAROPA INSTITUTE
EMPLOYMENT AGREEMENT -~ SUMMER 1987

Employment agreement between The Naropa Institute and
Rakosi

, a faculty member for summer 1987.

Faculty member agrees to teach 2 classes (6/29 & 7/1), give 1
Poetry reading (6/29) and interview a select # of students (6)

Dates § Times

Honorarium $500.

Travel 1 Rount -Trip supersaver San Fransisco/Denver

Housing Apartment at Varsity Townhouse Apartments

The Naropa Institute reserves the right to cancél the class, intensive

at dedct i full paying
participants have not registered. In the case of cancellation, The
Naropa Institute shall immediately notify the faculty member by
telephone and follow-up letter. No compensation shall be payable in
the event of a timely cancellation. '

All salaries are subject to with holding deduction unless other
arrangements have been made. Salaries will be paid upon completion

of class, intensive or workshop.

S Lcmuc, Ljfcuqcu)—/ A L

Dlrector, The Naropa Simmér Institute : Date

Faculty member Date

Social Security #

Address 2130 ARAPAHOE AVENUE + BOULDER, COLORADO 80302 +  303-444-0202

A NON-PROFIT EDUCATIONAL CORPORATION




22 April 2887

Dear Jacgueline Gens:
The time schedule looks

fine. No need to change the Wednesday evening

clase to Wednesday afternoon, I1'11 be leaving

Thursdey morning, as I had planned, However,

I'*m thinking of coming in to Boulder on Monday

morning instead of Sunday. Any problem with that?
Since there's going to be a class on me on

Mordey afterncon, 1'l1 add to it by filling up

my evening class. that day with reflections on

my development as a poet and with refXXmmtiumsx

w recollections of the other Objectivists. Then

for my second session on Wednesday evening, I'd Xxke

like to take up student work. 5o would you please

ask each student to submit one poem on which

he/she would like feed=back?

Cordieally, oty

e C7e

) v

"L 175
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Editorial Note

Now in his eighties, Carl Rakosi continues to
search for clarity and honesty in his poetry. The
directness of his poetry illuminates the world of con-
crete objects while it explores the ground between
desire and fulfillment.

Michael Heller writes concerning Rakosi's poetry:
"This poetry, then, is concerned not only with
rendering the concreteness and feel of an actual
world but also with accurately depicting the life of
emotions as they swarm between object and person. . ."

Carl Rakosi inspires a movement of poetry begun
in the 1930's called the Objectivist Movement. Other
recognized leaders are Louis Zukofsky, George Oppen
and Charles Reznikoff, all with concerns of clarity
and honesty of expression.

In the following introduction, Rakosi not only
explores the connection between his poetry and his
Jewish experiences, but also tackles the question of
a Jewish aesthetic and the Objectivist Movement.

Why were so many of the Objectivist poets Jewish
and is there something in the movement that struck
a cord in their Jewish experience?

The following poetry can be found in Carl
Rakosi's recently published book, The Collected Poems
of Carl Rakosi.




FOREWORD BY CARL RAKOSI

In my youth, in the 1920's, I would have scorned
appearing in a Jewish poetry magazine. It would have