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from the Preface to Line, Number One,
Spring 1983:

As a journal of the Contemporary
Literature Collection, Line will reflect in its
content the range of the collection. The
materials it plans to publish--archival items,
interviews, essays, review/commentaries, and
bibliographies--will be related to the line of
post-1945 Canadian, American, and British
writers whose work issues from, or extends,
the work of Ezra Pound, William Carlos
Williams, H.D., Gertrude Stein, and Charles
Olson.

The editorial board encourages the
submission of manuscripts, though a brief
letter of inquiry preceding a submission can
prevent needless disappointment. Comments
by readers are also welcome.




NOTES ON CONTRIBUTORS

As Line moves into its second year, the financial resources for the
publication of criticism and scholarship continue to shrink. In the
face of these constrictions which threaten the life of any journal in
these post-modern times, it has been a great relief to receive a
number of supporting comments from readers. Perhaps Line is
beginning to make its way through the critical labyrinth.

We are pleased in this issue to feature James Laughlin, whose New
Directions publishing enterprise helped shape the literary history of
this century; "The Art of Publishing," a lengthy interview of
Laughlin has recently been published in two parts by The Paris
Review, numbers 89 and 90 (Fall and Winter issues). Warren
Tallman's Godawful Streets of Man, a collection of essays published
by Open Letter (Winter 1976-1977), is still required reading for
anyone interested in modern writing. Douglas Barbour's The
Harbingers is available from Quarry Press, and NeWest has just
published his Visible Visions: The Selected Poems of Douglas
Barbour., Daphne Marlatt's How Hug a Stone was published by
Turnstone Press; her "Postscript to Steveston' was written for a
new edition of Steveston scheduled for publication this fall by
Longspoon Press. Sheila Watson and the Double Hook, a collection
of essays on Sheila Watson edited by George Bowering, is
forthcoming from Golden Dog Press. Lionel Kearns's latest book,
Convergences, is available from The Coach House Press. Sharon
Thesen's most recent book of poems, Holding the Pose, is also
available from The Coach House Press. Miriam Nichols wrote a
study of Robin Blaser for her M.A. thesis; she is working on a Ph.D.
in the English Department at York University. Shelley Wong is a
promising graduate student in the English Department at Simon
Fraser University.
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JAMES LAUGHLIN

ON NEW DIRECTIONS AND NEW DIRECTION WRITERS:
SELECTED COMMENTS FROM A VISIT TO SIMON FRASER
UNIVERSITY

EDITED BY ROY MIKI

James Laughlin visited the West Coast, a guest of the
English Department at Simon Fraser University, for a
three-day programme, March 16-18, 1982. He gave a
lecture on William Carlos Williams, a seminar on Ezra
Pound, a reading of his poems, and graciously
participated in a lengthy question and answer session
focussing on the history of New Directions. Laughlin is
a wonderful, free and easy talker, and in conversations
that shifted continuously from one subject or writer to
another, he offered invaluable stories arising from his
life as a major publisher in touch with nearly all the
import avant garde writers of this century. And these
stories, given the vitality of his critical perceptions as
reader and editor, were inevitably accompanied by sharp
and penetrating insights into the publishing world of
modern writing and the work of writers, such as Pound
and Williams, who shaped the direction of New
Directions.

Part I of what follows is excerpted from the
session on the history of New Directions, March [7th,
which Robin Blaser helped moderate. Part Il is taken
from an informal interview on Williams conducted at the
Sylvia Hotel, March 18th, where James and Ann Laughlin
stayed. The tapes of these two occasions, in length
about three times the amount selected, were transcribed
by Karen Leach. All the Laughlin events at Simon
Fraser University were recorded by Curtis Vanel. The
tapes are located in the Contemporary Literature
Collection.



ROY MIKI: If you're interested in reading more about James
Laughlin, there have been two interviews, one in The American
Poetry Review for November/December 1981, and another one in
The 7’\:rt of Literary Publishing: Editors on Their Craft, edited by
Bill Henderson; there is also his selected poems from City Lights
Books, In Another Country, and the first issue of Conjunctions,
edited by Bradford Morrow.

JAMES LAUGHLIN: Otherwise known as conjunctivitus.

RM: This issue of Conjunctions is an inaugural double issue, and it's
devoted to James Laughlin. There are statements and works by
Creeley, Fitzgerald, Snyder, Paz, Sorrentino, Mary de Rachewiltz,
Tennessee Williams, Eva Hesse, Rexroth, Levertov, and so
on--many, many writers. And we could add to the list, Lorca,
Cocteau, Eluard, many of the most important Surrealist poets of
this century, besides Williams and Pound, of course. The number of
writers that have passed through New Directions is really
phenomenal. I was trying to think of a metaphor to begin a
discussion of New Directions, and Pound provides it, I think, in his
sense of a vortex as a particular centre for a lot of foci; the vortex
offers a meeting point for them and makes visible an entire
sequence of relationships and inter-relationships. When Pound
suggested that Laughlin start New Directions, and Laughlin went
back to Harvard and decided, okay, I'll be a publisher, he began
soliciting manuscripts from many writers who weren't in print at the
time. He also began a really monumental project, the New
Directions Annuals. In the first twelve issues, Laughlin used the
first three or four pages to make pronouncements about the state
of American culture, the state of American and European
literature, the relationship of publishing to the economic order, and
he proposed all kinds of sweeping changes in the existing state of
publication, so that at some future point it may even be possible for
literary publishers to survive without becoming merely commercial.

I was trying to figure out where we should begin, and it's just
occurred to me now. [ love this statement by Michael McClure in
Conjunctions, because it's closer to my sense of New Directions and
not to that of someone living, say, in 1936. McClure says this:

1 visited the library and found the shelf with cummings
on it. The book made bright stripes and stars in my




mind. When I returned it [ combed the U.S. poetry
section. I think I took home Eliot and Pound. Later,
when I brought back The Cantos, the librarian pointed
and asked, "Do you understand that?" I said sure and
walked out with William Carlos Williams in my hand. It
didn't occur to me that there was anything to
comprehend but the music and the experience--the
being--of the poem.

I began combing the stacks reading modern poetry
ranging from Auden to Viereck and Yeats. Soon I was
reading Rimbaud, and Gertrude Stein, and James
Laughlin, and the sets of the New Directions Poets of
the Year, and Kenneth Rexroth, and Kenneth Patchen,
and Rilke's Book of the Hours. It became clear that the
books I cared about most of all were published by New
Directions. It became an obsession to read the poetry
and criticial works about poetry published by New
Directions. I searched through the New Directions
Annuals for more poems or short plays by Lorca. I read
Kafka's Amerika, and Djuna Barnes' Nightwood, (and in
my first year of college Nausea by Sartre). These New
Directions works were making new niches in my
mind--stages with giant fantasies enacted upon them,
new places, new loves, new thoughts, huge visionary
faces, and areas of darkness, light, and color that had
never existed before.

I'm not sure what time McClure is talking about, but Robin might be
able to help.

ROBIN BLASER: McClure is talking about the mid-fifties. What I
find so striking is that all of us with any vintage, when we say
anything about New Directions, immediately want to say what it
was like to run into the New Directions material. I'm glad Roy used
the term "vortex" because one striking thing that shows up in the
festschrift, the double issue of Conjunctions in honour of Laughlin,
and throughout the history of New Directions, is that it wasn't
simply a school. The fact that my interest and that of many here
may fall on Williams, Pound, and Stein is that New Directions,
James Laughlin at the centre, really drew to its publishing world a
whole range of the interests of modern writing in the U.S., without
its becoming eclectic in that bad sense, what we're used to in
university magazines, for example. It was always quality, but it
was broad so that you got Delmore Schwartz, and so on. Donald
Hall, who from where I stand seems to me to come from the other
side of the tracks, has done an invaluable job in a little essay in
Conjunctions, reprinted from the New York Times. It's just lovely,
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the information, so I'm expressing my gratitude to Donald Hall. He
opens his remarks with "I was fourteen when I found the New
Directions series Poets of the Year," and then explains the
wonderful story I hadn't heard about, the Book of the Month Club

suing to make you, James, change the title of the series from
"Month" to "Year." This discussion is supposed to be informal

today, and it really is for the audience to talk, but I wanted to take
my example: I'm not fourteen, instead I'm twenty; I come out of
Twin Falls, Idaho and when I get to San Francisco and meet Robert
Duncan and Jack Spicer and New Directions, the ground of it all,
I'm still worried about Hiawatha and Evangeline, and the most
modern voice would be Vachel Lindsay in what I think is still a
marvellous poem: "How, how,' he said. 'Friend Chang,' I said, / San
Francisco sleeps as the dead——/Ended license, lust and play: / Why
do you iron the night away?"--"The Chinese Nightingale.," Anyway,
I came unprepared to deal with the twentieth century. And since
it's my view that poetry deals with the history of everything, and
that was the whole job of learning, New Directions was the ground
of that learning, including the stuff I like so much, the Pound, the
Williams, the Stein.

So I think we have an extraordinary opportunity to talk to
James Laughlin today about the way in which New Directions
started. If you don't like this question, James, tell me and we'll
just move right along, but I read somewhere that a great majority
of men of achievement somehow always have an older woman, not
their mother, behind them, and it's often a grandmother. Well there
happens, in snooping around about James Laughlin, to be an Aunt
Leila. So I wanted to open simply with that, to see if you'd talk
about that wonderful woman, and the way in which she actually, in
some sense, guides New Directions.

JL: She was a wonderful woman. Her only problem was that she
was such an executive that she should have been born a man. She
lived in a beautiful house in Connecticut where she took me in when
[ got tired of my native city of Pittsburgh. I lived there for many
years, and when 1 married, she built a house for me across the road.
She was a woman of extraordinary, and sometimes almost
oppressive, spirituality. It was her general practice to get on the
telephone every morning at 7 o'clock and call up all the cousins in
the family to tell them what they were to do that day. I was
summoned in to her sitting-room after breakfast, and I would sit
there for about two hours listening, chiefly to family history, and to
the traditions of this glorious bunch of bourgeois profiteers, from
which I spring. 1 wish that tape recorders had existed then; I could
have stuck one under my chair. It was really so great to hear these
fantasies about one's own background. But she was very
sympathetic; she had no child of her own and I was named for her
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father, so she spoiled me outrageously. She was the one who, along
with my father, put up almost all the money for starting New
Directions, which never made a dime for the first twenty-five
years. Of course, she didn't ever read the books. All that she knew
about them was what her so-called friends would tell her on the
telephone. They would call up and say, "Leila dear, have you seen
the latest book James has published? I really hate to bring it up,
but...." Yet her affection was great enough that she rode over
these little difficulties. I would give her copies of the books and
they would just get stacked up somewhere in the house. She never
really interfered, which was the wonderful thing. I think the only
big row that we ever had was over Henry Miller, when she did
actually read a few naughty pages and got pretty upset. She told
me, "James, this sort of thing is not what your family stood forl"

But she continued to support and to indulge me. She had an
unusual helper in this endeavour, an angel in Heaven named Lester.
She communicated with Lester through a medium in Pleasantville,
New York, who did automatic writing. She would send her worries
about me and my career to Lester, and then the answer would come
back in wonderful automatic writing produced by the medium,
saying, perhaps, "Dearest Leila, do not worry about James. He
means well and is basically a good boy. If you are patient, he will
stop doing some of these things that bother you, and he will end up
all right." This consoled her. I still have the letters in a shoebox at
home, and they're terribly touching; Lester was probably, I suppose,
the best friend I had to keep New Directions going. And I'm afraid
that I have not changed my ways over the years. I have continued
to publish the kind of books that I liked, or that my friends liked,
without regard to whether they were written by communists or
fascists, or any kind of other beast; if I liked the book, I published
it. And that is the way we have got along.

But I should put in that so many of the books I have published
have come through suggestions from other writers on the list. New
Directions has thus become over the years, in a strange way, a kind
of a writers' family publishing outfit. So many of them have
suggested good books. I think particularly of Henry Miller who kept
recommending books, and who suggested Herman Hesse's
Siddhartha. Henry had received a manuscript of a translation of
this book from an English lady. He liked it very much and sent it
to me. He said, "You've got to publish this." I read it and I thought
it was a nice book, but it seemed to me a once-over-lightly about
Buddhism, with sugar coating. So I said, "Well, let's wait Henry,
let's wait a little bit." But Henry kept writing me. He would end
every letter by asking, "When are you publishing Siddhartha?" So
finally, to humor him, I published Siddhartha. The first year it sold
400 copies; the second year, I think was about 700 copies. Then the
Hesse boom in the colleges began, and it mounted and mounted. In
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the end we were selling a quarter of a million copies a year of
Hesse's Siddhartha; it still sells about 75,000 a year. So this is why I

say New Directions is a family business, not my own family, but the
family of our writers. Kenneth Rexroth suggested so many good
writers to me, people such as Denise Levertov and Gary Snyder and
others, and Bill Williams suggested various writers whom we
published. It's always been that way. Snyder himself has suggested
writers. So I think of it as a kind of a family writers' endeavour.
It's not a co-operative; they don't get anything out of their kindness,
except a few copies of the book, but it is a family writers'
endeavour, and that's the way I intend that it should stay.

RM: Could you talk about your decision to become a publisher?

JL: The decision to become a publisher came from Pound. I had
left Harvard after my freshman year, where I was quite bored, and
got leave of absence to go abroad to try to be a writer. Well, I
didn't get to be a writer, but I did meet some wonderful people. I
worked for a month for Gertrude Stein, if you can believe it, trying
to write press releases for her American lecture tour. If you have
ever tried to boil down twenty pages of Steinese into one page of
American journalese, you'll know what a task it was. But after |
left her, I went down and studied with Pound in what he called his
Ezuversity, which was a sort of a free academy for anybody who
wanted to listen. The lectures took place at meals in what he called
the Albuggero Rapallo. He carried on for at least an hour,
sometimes longer, a continuous, fascinating monologue on every
possible subject. It would usually begin with a discussion of the
morning's mail, which could have come from any place in the world
and be about anything. Then he would go on to things like poetry,
history, economics, the anthropology of Frobenius; you name it, he
was interested in it, and he was very brilliant on all of it. The other
good thing about the Ezuversity was that there was no tuition, so a
student could stay there for some time. And then he would lend us
his books from his personal library. The best part of the books were
the marginalia, sometimes scathing, when he was reading some text
from Palgrave's Golden Treasury which was his béte noir.

I was, at that time, trying to write poetry; I'm afraid it was a
pathetic imitation of Pound's work, the less good elements in his
work. He crossed out almost everything in the poems I showed
him. After I had been there six months or so, we faced up to it. He
said, "Jas, you're never going to make a writer, you haven't got it."
And [ said, "Well boss"--I used to call him boss--"what am I going to
do?" "Well, you might try to be useful." And I said, "Well, what's
useful?" "Well, you might try to 'assassernate' Henry Seidel
Canby!" For those of you who are young, I should explain that
Canby was the editor of the magazine [The Saturday Review] that
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Norman Cousins later ran, who proved in one essay that there was
no character development in Ulysses. Then we thought a bit about
how we were going to do away with Canby and how I was going to
get away with it. Finally he said, "You can't do it, you're too
dumb!" So we thought about second choices. He ruminated and
said, "Well, you might be a publisher." This was an idea that had
never struck me; I didn't know anything about publishing. But that's
what we decided it was going to be. He said, "You go back to
Harvard and finish your course and get that sheepskin. Then your
family will be so pleased that they'll give you some money to
become a publisher." That's just the way it worked out. | went
back--I didn't do very well; I didn't work very hard; I spent most of
my time doing things which we should not discuss, but I did get the
diploma. And when I got the diploma my dear father, God bless him
in Heaven, presented me with a cheque for a hundred thousand
dollars, which I invested in blue chip securities, and which lasted me
in publishing for eight years. Ezra did his part by writing to his
friends who needed a publisher. Now, it might seem odd in that
period that these good writers—people such as Williams, Kay Boyle,
Bob McAlmon, Cocteau, various others--should need publishers, but
they did, because of the Depression. This was 1936, and the New
York houses still were not taking any risks in publishing the wild,
experimental, highbrow writing that these people were turning out.
And they, all of them, had good manuscripts. So I wrote around to
them, and they were very generous in sending me things. They
didn't seem to mind that I was only 21 and had never published a
book. They just sent me stuff, and we wrote simple contracts
saying that any wealth would be shared and off we went. I learned
the whole publishing business, really, from the printers—I never
went to publishing school—and from bookstore people, and from
librarians. I would go around and talk to the buyers in bookstores or
talk to librarians, talk to printers, talk to binders, and they showed
me how to do everything. We made our little mistakes; for example,
in the first number of the New Directions Annual, I forgot to
number the pages, which was a little odd, but gradually one

learned. And one also learned patience, because it was a very hard
push at first. I used to go out on the road in my car during what
was called the "reading period" at Harvard, when you didn't have
any classes, and I wasn't going to do the reading anyway. I would go
off in my car and drive as far west as Omaha where there was a
scary woman named Mrs. Matthews in Matthews' Bookstore. She
would say, "Are you back here again with your crazy junk?" "Yes,
Mrs. Matthews, I have several very important new books by Ezra
Pound and William Carlos Williams." "Who the hell are they?"
"Mrs. Matthews, I did tell you about them, last year." "Oh yes, 1
guess you did. Well O.K., I'll take one of each." So one gradually
learned, slowly things got better and sales began to build up. And
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God bless Frances Steloff of the Gotham Book Mart in New York.
They should put up a monument to her and to that place because
she, from the very beginning, was stocking the early books of
William Carlos Williams, even though nobody would buy them, and

from the very moment that I started, she would carry my books and
put them in the window. Just that exposure began to get them

known a little bit. Then there were various early reviewers who
were kind, and a great many who would make terrible fun of the
books, or would simply ignore them.

The first New Directions book, done by the printer for The
Harvard Advocate in Vermont, was called Pianos of Sympathy.
[Blaser had earlier surprised Laughlin by showing him a copy of this
first New Directions book.] It was written by a classmate of mine
in Harvard called "Montague O'Reilly," but his real name was
Wayne Andrews and he is now a very eminent professor of cultural
history at Wayne State University. He had grown up in Paris with
his family, and had gotten to know some of the Surrealists. He
wrote a delicious little story about an old gentleman who had a very
strange coupling of fetishes. The two fetishes are the strings in his
piano and girls with long hair, who would lean their hair into the
strings in his piano and then he plays it. (Wayne is going strong;
New Directions will publish his book on Surrealism soon.) That was
my first effort, and you can imagine the impression it made in the
Laughlin and Carlisle homes. But then I went on to do much more
serious things. My first really serious book was the poetry of
Dudley Fitts, the great Greek translator who had been my master
at Choate; that was a very beautiful, fine book and got good reviews
and I think we actually sold out 400 copies of it. And then I went on
to Williams's great novel, White Mule, which is the first volume of
his Stecher Trilogy, the story of his wife's family who were really
named the Hermans. They were a German and Norwegian couple
living in Rutherford, and Williams did the anatomy of their lives
through three generations. His wife, Flossie, is born on the first
page in a wonderfully poetic passage. I don't suppose there has ever
been such a good book about childhood.

ON EZRA POUND AND THE BOLLINGEN PRIZE

AUDIENCE: I would be interested to hear Mr. Laughlin's view of
the Bollingen Prize controversy with Ezra Pound.

JL: That's pretty sticky. [ think that unquestionably
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the Pisan Cantos was the most distinguished book of poetry of that
year, no doubt about that, and the board of judges who selected it,
which included Eliot and Tate and MacLeish and others, were
perfectly correct in making the award. On the other hand, I can,

without sympathizing with it, understand the public relations
feelings of the Library of Congress, which was the administrator,

when they had a torrent of abuse in the press because a prize had
been given to a man who was under indictment for so-called
treason. Of course, Ezra was never a traitor. In his Rome
broadcast, he really was, as he announced, only trying to preserve
the U.S. Constitution. You could spend a lot of time tearing apart
the ridiculous arguments of the people who attacked the decision;
you can question the arguments of the people who defended it, who
said that there is a complete separation between an author's
attitudes, even his content, and his poetic product. Personally, |
have never been very much upset by Ezra's so-called Fascism, or by
his anti-Semitism because, working with him and keeping in touch
with him over the years, | understood the reasons for both of those
things. As you know, some time in the 1920s he came under the
influence of A.R. Orage, the editor of the New Age in London who
was very much interested in Social Credit, which was the theory of
Major C.H. Douglas. I won't attempt to analyze Social Credit--it's a
bit complicated--except to say that it is an economic concept of
credit rather than debt. And I may say that I'm probably the last
remaining member of the Boston Social Credit party. In my better
days, I used to go in the Boston subway handing out leaflets about
Social Credit and directing the recipient how he could get a
pamphlet on the subject. I am still a Social Crediter; I still believe
that debt of almost any kind--I mean, this whole business of the
government running up a trillion dollar debt on which the taxpayers
pay enormous interest, this whole mess of businesses being financed
by borrowed debt, lending money to Brazil so that bankers can
make millions in interest--I agree entirely with Ezra that this is all
nonsense. We should have a credit system in which money, as Ezra
used to say, would be a ticket, the right to issue these tickets being
reserved in the Constitution of the U.S. Congress and not run by a
semi-autonomous body known as the Federal Reserve Board, or any
bloody bank in the country that wants to issue money. Very few
people realize that a bank can create money ex nihilo--out of
nothing. You think that if you go to a bank and take out a loan, you
are borrowing the money that somebody else has deposited there.
This is not true. According to the banking laws, the bank may issue
about ten times their deposits in credits which they enter on their
books as, believe it or not, deposits. This was what used to make
Ezra boil and why he wanted to see Social Credit reform. He also
felt that wars were made by international bankers who loaned
money to the armament makers on both sides.

16



One reason that Pound became entranced with Mussolini was
that he read something Mussolini had written which led him to
believe that Il Duce was on to the bankers. I remember Ezra saying
to me, "He's on to the bankers." He hoped that Mussolini, being a
dictator, would have the power to federalize credit and that
something like "social credit" would develop. He was also interested
in Mussolini's ideas about a guild system for labor, Of course, Ezra's
fascism was a fantasy. Mussolini wasn't going to do anything about
any of this. But the time when Ezra went to see him was rather
interesting. After much supplication, Ezra finally got an
appointment. He marched down that long hall and into the huge
office that Mussolini had, and there was the great man sitting in his
uniform, and some secretary had carefully placed on the corner of
the desk a copy of the Cantos. Mussolini picked it up and said, "Ma,
questo & interresante." Ezra was in seventh heaven. He thought:
today poetry, tomorrow Social Credit! Mussolini played along with
him for ten minutes, or whatever the appointment was, got him to
autograph the book, and then thanked him for coming. The
following week Mussolini had a big shuffle in his cabinet. Ezra read
about it in the papers and he picked out a name, I think it was
Polizzi, and said, "Ah, Polizzi, he's my man." But, of course,
nothing ever happened. Things went on as before; the Italian
bankers continued to run the system and promote the Ethiopian war
and the Spanish war, so that they could go on financing what were
called, in a book Ezra gave me to read in the Ezuversity, the
Mercanti di Canoni, the Merchants of Arms.

If that explains how Ezra fell for Mussolini, who can blame
him? He was such an idealist. He was a hopelessly childish
idealist. He thought that he was going to save the world, and he
thought that it was a poet's function to save the world. He would
work for his paradiso terrestre. He thought he was going to do it
through his advocacy of Social Credit and through the parts about
economics that he put in the Cantos. I sympathized, though I knew
it was hopeless.

As for the anti-Semitism, that had begun a little even when I
was with him in Rapallo in 1934. But then it took the form mostly
of jokes, jokes about Sir Montague Norman, who was the head of
the Bank of England, or other bankers. It was pretty innocuous. But
then as his paranoia developed, especially through his sufferings
during the war, his anti-Semitism increased. I discussed his case
very fully with Dr. Overholser, the head psychiatrist of St.
Elizabeths Hospital in Washington, where Pound ended up when he
was declared "of unsound mind," after being brought to this country
to stand trial as a traitor for having made the really obnoxious
Rome broadcasts. Overholser told me, "There's nothing we
psychiatrists can do for him. He is too old, he is too set in his ways,
he has become a custodial case. The typical paranoid picks out a
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scapegoat, be it his wife, or someone else--someone on whom he
can blame his failures and his troubles. You must judge him
medically not morally." In Ezra's case, the scapegoat was the
Jewish banker. He was always very pleasant--you know the old
saying, "some of my best friends are Jews"--to Zukofsky. He had
many Italian Jewish friends. He saved the life of, and looked after,
the sculptor Henghes, whose real name was Heinz Winterfeld
Klusmann. There were many others whom he helped. It didn't do
any good to point out to him that, statistically, there were more
gentile bankers than there were Jewish bankers. He just couldn't
see it because he had blinkers. I've always felt about the
anti-Semitism that, regrettable as it was, one can, as Dr.
Overholser said, look at it as a medical case, rather than a moral
case. | used to argue with Ezra about it when I first went to
Rapallo. His answer always was, "Jas, how can a man whose name
is Ezra be an anti-Semite?" Or he would tell me, "Go read the Book
of Ezra." Actually, he was a little off there because I think the
part about usury is in the Book, not of Ezra, but of Nehemiah. He
persisted in these errors to his own great sorrow; they hurt him, no
doubt about it. They hurt him particularly in the Bollingen
controversy. But I've always agreed with Dr. Overholser that one
must look on his aberrations as a medical situation. Paranoids have
their scapegoats.

1 did make efforts at various times to combat the
anti-semitism. In"Canto LII" there are big black bars. This is
because Ezra had written a violent attack on the Rothschilds,
calling them the "Stinkschulds." 1 found out that there was, living
in New York, a member of the family, who was a fine woman, a
patron of the arts. I decided I would not get into a libel suit with
her. So I used the black bars. I cowardly blamed it on the printer; I
said, "The printer was afraid that he would be sued for libel." Then
there was another case where there was some pretty strong
anti-Semitism in a new book and I wrote to Ezra, "How would you
feel if we put in the contract for this book that there would be
nothing anti-Semitic in it?" I got a wonderful card where he said
that he did mind; he did not think it was a "pubber's" (a publisher's),
duty to tell the author what to write, but that if there was to be a
prescription against any one particular religion, there would have to
be a prescription against all religions. Thus there would have to be
a prescription against Mennonites, Muslims--he had a whole long
list, and he said, "even Calvinists." You couldn't get the man to be
serious about the problem. It was a blind spot.
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AUDIENCE: You have so many good writers coming out of New
Directions, but which writers are you sorry you missed?

JL: My big miss was Beckett. I had a good chance to get on to

Beckett because my friend John Slocum, a college friend, had sent
me Watt with great enthusiasm. Beckett hadn't yet signed up with

Grove Press. For some reason, I don't know, I was going on a trip or
something, I didn't read it right away, and by the time I got back,
Beckett had signed up with Grove and is, of course, permanent
there. I didn't publish Lolita, although I was great friends with
Nabokov and his family, because [ felt that the effect of Lolita on
my Aunt Leila would not be, shall we say, salubrious. I missed out
on Tom Merton's Seven Storey Mountain because I went skiing for
the winter. The agent sent it in and I thought, this looks pretty
heavy to go in my suitcase, so I just left it sitting on the desk, and
by the time I returned she'd gotten peeved with me and sent it to
Bob Giroux. But I think in that case it was just as well that it was
published by Harcourt because it was a book that required a lot of
special promotion to put it across. | came out of it perfectly well
because Tom and | had become friends when I did his Thirty Poems,
at the behest of Mark Van Doren. Tom wrote so many books that he
really needed three publishers, let alone two. He gave me many
books: Seeds of Contemplation went through eight printings. He
was, with Rexroth, one of my very dearest friends. | went down to
the monastery in Kentucky every year, and because [ was a source
of income, Father Abbot, who was a graduate of the Harvard
Business School, would let me take Tom out for the day in a rented
car. As soon as we got off the monastery property, Tom would
shuck his robes and put on bluejeans and a sweater and a little
beret, and we would tear around the bars of the countryside. | have
never seen any man who could consume more beer without any
visible effect.

ON NABOKOV

JL: Nabokov was introduced to me by Harry Levin at Harvard. He
called The Real Life of Sebastian Knight to my attention, which I

loved immediately, a beautiful novel. [ also did the book on Gogol,
which Nabokov says contains, though I have never found them, four
or five leg pulls about me. He was a great jokester, in complicated
jokes that probably came from his passion for chess. I got to know
him well. I once had a ski lodge out in Utah, and he came out one
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summer to collect butterflies. We had some hair-raising adventures
climbing over the mountains in pursuit of rare butter{lies that he
knew were there because a French lepidopterologist had been
through the region around 1870. We did find most of the butterflies
he wanted, but why we weren't killed, I don't know. We would go up
snowfield to the peaks and then the snow would freeze as we started
to come down. We were wearing sneakers and we would start to
slide. One time we were up on Lone Peak and we slid faster and
faster, and down below was a great chasm we were going to drop
into. Volya, always the master of any situation, holds out his
butterfly net and with it catches a piece of rock, and the rock
holds. I grab hold of his feet and pull myself up to the rock. He
breaks off part of the handle of his butterfly net, and we cut steps
in the snow all the way down the snowfield. We got home to the
lodge at about dawn the next day.

ON THE NAME "NEW DIRECTIONS"

JL: I think that Gorham Munson thought it up. Pound had put me in
touch with Gorham, who had a Social Credit magazine called New
Democracy. He said Gorham should give me a couple of pages an
issue for literary material, and he did. I always thought that it was
Gorham who had invented the name, "New Directions in Prose and
Poetry," which was the heading for these pages in the magazine.
Then some scholar who was studying the Munson papers at Wesleyan
reported that wasn't so, that I thought it up and Gorham approved
it, but I have no recollection of anything except that it was
Gorham's idea. It seemed suitable for what we wanted to do. We
wanted to present new kinds of writing. But of course there have
been plenty of jokes about it. We get letters addressed to Old
Directions. Ezra, in his letters, refers to it in two ways, either as
Nude Erections or as Lewd Directions, but I don't think we have
ever been really very efficient pornographic publishers--not that I
have anything against good pornography, just haven't had the chance
to break through. I mean, Lester might not have liked it.

AUDIENCE: You make it sound like the most natural thing in the
world that you would have gone to see Stein and Pound in, what,
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1932 or earlier. What was it that put you on to those writers?

JL: Dudley Fitts at Choate had started me reading them. He
introduced me to Eliot and to Williams and to Pound and to Stein.

He had all the books in his room and he used to let me come up
and read whatever | wanted. He was a great man--a great

teacher. He was also a fine poet.

ON WILLIAM CARLOS WILLIAMS

RM: Let's begin with your first meeting.

JL: I'm bad on dates, but it must have been about 1936. [ came
back from Rapallo to Harvard in the fall of 1935. I wrote to
Williams that winter--Pound had already written him about
me--and Williams wrote, "Come on down to Rutherford, I'd like to
meet you." I took the bus from New York out to Rutherford walked
to Ridge Road, the main street of the town where he lived. I came
to a very simple little wooden house where it said, W.C. Williams,
M.D. on the door. He had his office in one half of the house, and his
living quarters in the other half. I rang the doorbell and this nice
lady, Floss, answered the door. "Oh, you must be Jim Laughlin.
Come on in, Il get Bill out of the office as soon as he's finished
with his next patient." Soon he came into the parlour and we took
to each other immediately. He was a man of great charm and
amiability. He loved people. I used to call him--I made up a phrase
for Bill—the "non-cutaneous man," the man who had no skin. There
was never anything between him and the person he was talking to;
there was no embarrassment, no pretension. And this could be a
person of any class of society. I've always had the feeling that this
wonderful, open quality that he had he may have inherited from his
mixed blood, particularly from the Spanish ancestry--Spanish people
are usually very open. He was very easy to talk to; he asked me
what 1 was doing at Harvard, why I wanted to be a publisher, what
books of his I had read. We talked on in an easy fashion and became
very friendly. It was agreed that as soon as I could raise the money
he would let me publish his novel White Mule which was finished and
had been shown to several New York publishers, who had all turned
it down. 1 had great help in the preparation of the book from the
poet and printer, Sherry Mangan who was a friend of John
Wheelwright's. He lived in Boston, working at the Plimpton Press
in Norwood as a designer. He designed the book and gave it its
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beautiful format and decided on the white cloth binding because the
book was called White Mule. Of course, White Mule, as you know,
was the name of a famous whisky--I believe it no longer exists--and
Williams chose that name because he said that White Mule gave him
a kick and that his wife gave him a kick, and the book was the story
of her life and her family's life, beginning with Floss being born on
the first page.

RM: Before you went out to Rutherford, did Williams, for you, have
any reputation in the Unites States?

JL: He had a reputation for me because Dudley Fitts had put me on
to reading some of the early books of poetry. I knew who he was,
but I think he was very little known to the general public. He was
known to the writers and painters with whom he associated; he was
known to people like Marianne Moore and the group connected with
The Dial and The Little Review who followed advanced writing.
When I began going around the country in my car selling White Mule,
I found that none of the bookstore buyers knew who William Carlos
Williams was--or very few of them.

RM: Though the novel was, in quotation marks, a "success?"

JL: In a modest way, it was a success. It had some excellent
reviews. The one that I remember best was Alfred Kazin's. It had a
number of other good reviews and the first edition which was, I
think, a thousand copies sold out in a few months. Then Bill got
rather panicky because I was off skiing in New Zealand and he
didn't know what to do. He got a hold of my father who said, "Well,
print some more." Bill said, "Well, how am I going to do that?" So
my father called up the printer and guaranteed that he would pay
for the job.

RM: Was White Mule a turning point for Williams, a movement
away from being an underground writer?

JL: Yes, it certainly was. It was the first book of his that got
around. People began to realize that there was this baby doctor in
New Jersey who wrote good books. Stylistically, of course, it was a
big reversal from the complexity of the Improvisation books, though
there had been in between, stylistically, two transition points:

there had been In the American Grain, which is still a little bit like
the Improvisations but tells more of a story, concrete stories, and
then there had been the novel, A Voyage to Pagany, which was
published by Macauley, a firm that went out of business. This is
straight narrative, the story of his trip abroad when he took a year
off and wandered around Europe seeing things and people.
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RM: Why do you think Williams is so important to twentieth
century writing? What distinguishing quality of his writing, to you,
makes him utterly unique?

JL: There are several things. You have, first of all, a wonderful
imagination at work; he had as fine an imagination as anyone. You
have the freshness of the writing, the getting away from trite kinds
of expression both in poetry and prose. And you have the dynamic
of this terribly strong-minded man who was obsessed with words and
language. There, when you start using the terms, "words" and
"language," you come close to the central Williams. He was one of
the first—others have done it since—who decided that you did not,
when you started out to write a book, plot out what the book was
going to be about, and write. You started with some language or an
idea, and then you let that language and that idea shape the form
and direction of the book. I like to think that he turned the faucet
on, and let the water run. It was the word, and the concept of
language begetting language, language creating language, which
informed the best of all his work in both poetry and prose. You see
this right up to the end.

RM: That's right. And you see that theory of writing being built up
in the Improvisations. The Improvisations would be a kind of testing
ground?

JL: Yes, with the Improvisations he began to experiment with the
ideas that he picked up from Gertrude Stein and from painting, and
although I can't find the books in his personal library, I think that
he was reading some of the Dadaists, probably Tzara and others. |
think he was familiar with their work, though I'm unable to prove it:
[ can't find the books at the Penn Library; I can't find the books in
his house; I can't find the books at Buffalo.

RM: I would think a good project would be to track down in detail
his trip to Paris.

JL: Yes. When he was in Paris he got to know Sylvia Beach. Sylvia
would have had in her library, in her shop, or her friend Adrienne
Monnier, who had a French bookshop across the street there on the
Rue L'Odéon in Paris—either one of them would almost certainly
have had Dadaist books. Bill could have borrowed these books. And
from his autobiography we know that he met Philippe Souppault,
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who would have had Dadaist and Surrealist books.

RM: How would you define the difference between Pound and
Williams?

JL: One big difference is that Pound drew on the past much more
than Williams. Williams's only real excursion into the past was the
historical essays of In the American Grain, whereas Pound was
constantly going back to the Greek, going back to the Latin. He
spent twenty years going back to the Provengal. His early poetry
derives from Browning and Rossetti and a little bit from

Swinburne. Pound goes back into Chinese, into the world of the
Adamses and Jefferson. For me both the Cantos and Williams's
Paterson are mosaics, in which fragments are put in perspective and
opposition. Pound was constantly recreating scenes from the past,
mixing them with the present, mixing them with his own memories
of what he had experienced himself. The poem is a mosaic by a
man who is trying to establish a whole personal world culture, going
as far back as the Chinese.

RM: And Williams?

JL: Williams used the past in In the American Grain and, of course,
in the historical clippings in Paterson. Williams makes his mosaic
with detail from the local, with what "Dr. Paterson" encounters in
the New Jersey life around him. Pound is international, Williams is
local. 1 think that is a very profound distinction. Metrically, also,
there is a great difference between them. So much of Pound's
early work, and particularly his translations from the Provengal and
the Italian, constantly use archaic language. You have to go to the
OED to find out what some of the words mean. Whereas Williams,
once he had gotten out of his Keatsian phase, what he was writing
at Horace Mann School and Penn, used strictly contemporary
language. Reading Paterson, you don't have to look up much;j
they're all the words that we all use. This is his obsession with "the
American idiom," American speech as it is, and particularly
American rhythms. His ear heard the stresses in the speaking
around Rutherford. In the correspondence Pound is continually
urging Williams to come to Europe because the literary past and the
"action" are in Europe. But Williams insists that the important thing
is place--the place where the poet lives, the place where he knows
the people, the place where he hears the people talk, and where he
is writing about things that he daily sees, daily knows and daily
hears around him. In that sense they are very different kinds of
writers. You could say that Williams undertook Paterson to emulate
the Cantos, to write his own long poem, but the poems in their
structure are so very different.
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RM: Yes, the distinction you make is beautiful; that's good. Was
Williams a difficult writer to work with, from your point of view as
a publisher?

JL: No, he made no fuss at all. In fact, the only problem with
Williams was to get him to look over his manuscripts, after he had
had them typed by Kitty Hoagland, who was one of his friends in
Rutherford. Bill did his own original typing on the machine in his
roll-top desk. In the early years he used that miserable yellow
paper. You've heard the story; when he married, Papa Herman gave
him a ream of this terrible yellow copy paper which is now
decomposing in the Buffalo library. Bill would type out his stuff on
these sheets, but he wasn't a very good typist--this shows in his
letters——and then, when he wanted to assemble a book, he would
give them to Kitty Hoagland to do on white paper with a better
typewriter. The problem was to get him to go over them. He
wouldn't proofread them or check the order. As a result, the
chronology of the collected poetry volumes is often odd. Nor did he
always keep carbons when he sent poems to magazines. "Lost"
poems are constantly turning up.

RM: So once Williams gave you a manuscript he just preferred to
see it in print?

JL: Yes, that was it.
RM: He didn't phone you, or write to you and say, "perhaps this . . ."?

JL: Oh, occasionally he would find some poem in his desk that he
had forgotten about and send it in, but there was no fussing at all.
The books came out and he would give me a few suggestions, maybe
of reviewers to send them to, or something of that kind, but he
wasn't demanding. We did occasionally give a party for him, but he
never expected anything. It was a pleasure for him if it happened.
He wasn't like Delmore Schwartz who would, during the production
of a book, write in every day with some strategem saying, "Now,
we want to get so-and-so to review this book, so you write to him,
and you tell him this . . .," or, "You send him such-and-such a book
and then maybe he will review my book." This was constant with
Delmore.

RM: That's what I was thinking about, whether Williams did this
kind of thing.

JL: Bill didn't do that. He might keep a list of people he had met
who had shown interest in his work, and suggest that books be sent
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to them. He never demanded anything. Writing and doctoring were
his business and publishing was my business. Of course, there did
come the time when he switched over to Random House, imagining
that more advertising and promotion would get him wider sales, but
that didn't work out. Random House sold about the same number of
copies that we sold. Now that may have been because the people
at Random House weren't really interested in him, I think they
probably weren't--but he was not difficult.

RM: I would like to get your memory of the composition of
Williams's final book, Pictures from Brueghel.

JL: The final book he picked out with one finger on the typewriter
after he taught himself to type again following a major stroke.

RM: Did he ever talk about this final book in terms of his entire
work?

JL: I think that the last book--"Asphodel, that Greeny Flower" was
in it, and some other very great poems--meant an enormous amount
to him because he felt by then that he had gotten the metric and
tone that he had been looking for all his life. He developed a crush
on Brueghel. He had a big volume of Brueghel's paintings and, as
you know, the book begins with ten scenes from Breughel, where he
puts the paintings into words in an almost Objectivist way.

RM: Did you have any conversations about the relationship between
those poems and the paintings?

JL: I remember his showing me the Brueghel book and saying,
"Gosh, isn't that wonderful; wasn't this guy marvellous?" And I said,
"Yes, I always loved Brueghel." He said, "I'm going to write a little
series of poems about these paintings," and I said, "Great, do it'"
But there are so many other perfect poems in that last book. He
was a doctor and he knew it would be his last book. This would be
his final statement. It's just a shame that he died before they gave
him his Pulitzer Prize. He had had some prizes, but he never really
had, until the 60s, the recognition that he deserved.

RM: Is there one Williams text you published that you are
particularly fond of, or that is particularly vivid in your mind?

JL: My favorite is the "Asphodel." It's a glorious poem. I agree
with Auden that it is the finest love poem of the century. It's so
fluid and it modulates so beautifully. It covers so many themes in
his life and his life with Floss. She comes through so strongly. He
had really made it, you see, and he knew he had made it; after all
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those years of uncertainty, when he was always doubting if he was
on the right track. He kept telling me: "The language, the
language, how am I going to find the right language, and make it
work?" There was so much, not torment, because I think he was,

except for his illness, a pretty happy man; he loved his practice, he
loved his family, but he had so much lack of confidence about his

work over the years. He would send me something and he would

say, "Is this any good?" He wasn't sure. But then, I think at the

end, he knew that he had found his way and he had hit it, and the
ship was coming into harbour.

WILLIAMS AND POUND

When you come back to the comparison of the two men, I
think one of the strangest things was that they were able to remain
close friends all their lives, except for the period when Bill was
giving Ezra hell because of the broadcasts. Bill was waving the flag
and said, "I have two sons in the Navy and this son-of-a-bitch is
over there making these broadcasts and I can't stand it, I'm going to
kick him in the teeth." Otherwise, they were very good friends,
although they were continually arguing. Ezra told Bill to come to
Europe to live, and Bill told Ezra to come home and find his roots.
Things like that. When Ezra was put in St. Elizabeths, at first Bill
wouldn't go down to see him. He said, "Naw, that bastard, I'm not
going to see him." But then he began to remember all the good
times he had had with Ezra in Europe, and their letters, and the fun
they had had as students at Penn, and he gave in and he went down
and he saw him, and I think he made a couple of visits to the
hospital. Then, when Ezra was released, and was to take the ship
back to Italy, Bill invited him to come to Rutherford for their last
reunion.
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WARREN TALLMAN

NEAL'S SCHOOL

From a talk given at the Jack Kerouac Conference, Naropa
Institute, Boulder Colorado, celebrating the 25th Anniversary of the
publication of On the Road (July 23-August 1, 1982).

Walt wrote out that song of taking to the Open Road, "afoot and
lighthearted," and occasionally in his long lifetime he did, New
Orleans, the Mid-West, Canada, but not all that often, the trains
were terrible in those days--big spitoons--so mostly Walt didn't. It's
easiest to imagine him on train trips down from Brooklyn and
Mannahatta to Washington D.C. and back, beard wrapped around his
ears, trying to get some sleep. And Mark Twain has Huck all set,
one of the more famous American thought/ impulses to "light out
for somewhere." But Samuel Langhorne Clemens never did get
around to sending Huckleberry on such a journey, possibly because
he found it increasingly desirable when another adventure began to
stir in his Mississippi River head, to climb into bed, place where
Proust more or less lived. Stevenson's magic land of counterpane.
Thomas Wolfe is a much closer predecessor, those train-whistle
blues in the night of the big wind and the high sky, from Natches to
Mobile . . . as is Wolfe's big-voiced, OUTGOING writing style, a
variety of ENFORCED prose freedom, you can't go home again.
There is an obvious difference and gain in Jack's prose, so much
more flexible, indigging and INDWELLING, you can't leave home
ever. Or, let us say, had Jack his pappa's penchant for poker, the
cards would have been close in against the chest, tip that full house
a downward glance. Full house.

In which, hi Maw. Home. As anecdotes accumulate moving
Jack's legend into binding biographical assumptions.he is
increasingly seen as somehow in thrall to mémére, particularly
those times she supported his writing habits, and some others,
shades of Bernard Shaw's "I didn't throw myself into the struggle for
existence. I threw my mother," Jack's mémére down at the shoe
factory, though not exactly afoot or lighthearted, except perhaps in
the kitchen, hungry kids, apron strings and deep dish apple pie. So,
in ways, it's true that the attachment is more excessive than
ordinary, Freud lives, but in other ways it ain't necessarily so.
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Take, for instance, a smaller than usual French Canadian family in
New England, only three kids, and soon enough, too soon, only two,
Ti Jean sole son and heir; Catholic of course, cathedrals, choirs and
confessions, weight of the world; not to be forgetting nickel and

dime depression-years closenesses, unfair weight of empty pockets
on the mind; never to forget death of the father including death

agony promises to pa of an always home for mémére. It is not
likely, taking these for all in all, that the excesses would be natural,
including a natural confusion with regard to women in a Catholic
world where Ma and Mary are both contrary. So...one might
guess that the problem was not Jack's attachment to his mother.
The problem may have been simply his mother, her disbelieving
belief in her son's writing quest; her small-town, ethical suspicions
of the hair-scarey companions he dutifully shepherded in through
reluctant screen doors, her own and only living son himself getting
hairier and hairier, scarier and scarier, goodness, gracious, sakes
alive, had Allen Ginsberg been her boy, Ti Irwin, she probably
wouldn't have let Jack into the house, you bad boys you.

There is also, as his biographers haven't yet quite sorted out,
glimpsed everywhere in the wings of great broken-hearted house
Jack built, his oh so sentimental (that's an American journey), his
naive, his independent, gregarious, outgoing, irascible, his, you
know, dad, pa, pop, father, Leo, Coeur De Leon, out of olden
Canada, even France mayhap, Leo contending in the lists: with fate
for undeserved unkindnesses to the Kerouac clan, bad luck followed
by worse, mark this well Ti Jean; with city hall for keenly-felt,
vaguely particularized indignities and injustices, no liberty, no
equality, no fraternity in frogtown bastilles of Lowell factory brick;
and closer still to home, with hit list authorities, coaches and
athletic directors from high school track and football days on
through to Fleur de Lis Columbia, arch villain Lou Little, Libble,
Lout, for failures to recognize the prowess and indubitable
pre-eminence of Coeur de Leon's sole surviving son and heir, Ti
Jean, the dauphin lives, not simply good better best but great,
greater, and oh, American immortality, THE GREATEST, mark this
also well, singing all time, minding no time, mark this well. A
paternalistic heavy heavy hanging over a young son's dreaming head,
do you believe in magic in a young boy's heart. In D.H. Lawrence's
world mamma is the activating force for son's dream of human life,
his dad passive, down at the Sun & Moon tavern. As the house that
Jack built comes into clearer focus I think it likely that Leo will
loomn up as active force and mémére as more nearly like a dozen
million other American mothers, all wondering, "where is my
wandering boy tonight, down at WHICH lighthouse saloon?"
Denver, Mexico City, Chicago, Seattle, New York, San Francisco,
Cheyenne.

Jack's flute on the Cody tapes in Visions of Cody, his
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preoccupation with Neal's hobo, wino dad. Surely a high point on
the Cody tapes Jack and Neal, Dulouz and Cody, blasted out of
their minds, reading letter Neal's dad wrote to Neal's sister
inquiring whereabouts of son Neal, brains waving in the California
dawn of the human mind itself as sixth sense, Mind as Agonistes,
athlete to the cause. And very soon on the tapes one of the
funniest moments as Jack--is he being sly?—wants to phone
everyone and whomsoever in Denver, locate Pop Pomeray at once,
get him on a bus instanter, Jack's marvellous remembering mind,
true Agonistes, scrambling for names, streets, house numbers, as
Neal backpeddles furiously, knowing his dad isn't Jack's dad,
knowing his wino dad's habits, last thing in the world he and Carolyn
need, THAT DAD, not Jack's, landing in midst of their domicile.

In high school, at Horace Mann, and, for a frustrated while at
Columbia, Ti Jean was a scatback, 5'10", fast piston legs, say
160-170, who probably had field vision, Charles Olson territory,
composition by field. Should an excited teammate inadvertently
touch a scatback on say his shoulder as a running play begins,
chances are that back will be 20 years down the field, stride
running, as teammate's inadvertent hand hovers in the air or vacuum
just created, scat. Football fields are 150 feet wide, 300 feet long,
in all 45,000 square feet of space. Pour in 22 players, and several
officials enforcing a lot of rules, you have a kind of pressure-cooker
containment of diverse physical forces. In which cooker the athlete
gifted with field vision has certain advantages. He, for instance,
can take in the location and movement of all other persons on the
field at a glancei a gestalt kind of eye, as he heads toward an
opening that will not have occurred until he arrives, down the nights
and down the days. It's a little like being able to forecast an
immediate future. The touchdown is scored even as the run begins,
a Zen sort of thing.

But at an even more active and important level the athlete
with field vision, able to locate the other 21 players on the field
instantly, experiences an ingathering confirmation of his own
physical presence and force in that field. The glance by which he
takes them in simultaneously pulls him into the field of force at
play, way Henry James is said to have entered rooms in his
elephantine age, all of him, at a stride, into the field of force at
play. In Jack's instance, one man with the strength of 22. Well, not
quite, since |1 of the others are an opposed force. And football
fields in the 1930's and 40's could be problematically lumpy and
frequently wet, at which times the ankle mechanism can turn
Achilles to the runner's cause, chin skids on blades of autumn
grass. Likewise, the other 21 players who do dumb unexpected
things, stumble, slip, fall down in front of you, all asprawl, fly
through the air, chin again, more blades of grass. Then come the
referee and head linesman, making mistakes, huge whistles in their
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mouths, Lou Little a great recruiter of athletes to Elysian fields of
Columbia, but not as coaches go, let's face it, one of the brightest.
Frustration sets in, a chill at knee height, injuries follow, his heart
in hiding, hears Beethoven one fine spring 194 day, da da da daaa,

and so long Lou, you Lout, ta ta, I'm off to the writing races. Gets
lucky. Meets Cassady, meets Ginsberg, meets Burroughs from over

yonder on the river, St. Louie woman, deep down a gambling man.
First Neal, a new athlete in our western world. The track
oval, basketball court, football field, baseball diamond, hockey
arenas, all these begin to become museums of the athletic arts with
university regents, chamber of commerce princes and wild card
entrepreneurs as the curators, collecting athletes, Steinbrenner
prowling the black market. Somewhere in lst 3rd Neal tells one of
the all-time sandlot tall tales, hurls a forward pass so sky high, 70
yards say, gives him time to scurry on down Groucho Marx fashion,
having thrown it, also catches it. Huck lied a lot too. But a tale
that would have tickled Jack's fancy. To participate in the
organized athletic arts you do have to kinda, dammit, go to school,
which wasn't Neal's style, business administration 100, business
administration 200, business administration 300, straight A's for
Mohammed Klutzowitz until some halfback from Pennsylvania,
stove in his head, coach, why have those cash registers stopped
ringing in my ears, don't ask me Klutz, ask your agent. During
which era, Neal, the nonpareil, graduates with mile-high honours
from parking lot 100, yeah team, car borrowing 200, on the dean's
list there, city driving 300, police scholarships galore, and
crosscountry driving, |7 hours from Denver to Chicago on the trail
of the lonesome cadillac. Nice thing about Neal's league, the cheer
leaders get to play too, co-educational drive-in theatres,
restaurants and motels, times out in lovers' lanes, Professor
Cassady will now present his demonstration lecture on the
integration of fraternities and sororities. Enter Jack and
remember, remember. Remember Mark Twain, the scaredy-cat
tagalong apprentice to the great, greater and greatest Mississippi
river pilots. Remember too that however adept Ti Jean may have
been in his football days, he too becomes the scaredy-cat, admiring
Neal's driving genius. Remember too that chronologically one of
the first great poems to emerge from this era is not Ginsberg's
1955 Howl but his 1953 "Green Automobile" which, if it wasn't one
of Neal's cars, should have been and probably was. And Allen's
driving abilities are such that one wonders, in a wistful sort of way,
if he's ever driven one at all. It's true in 1965 he did acquire a
volkswagon van, make a house a home, but kept Gary Snyder or
someone around to do the driving. And legend has it that Burroughs
inclined to drive cars, automobiles if that's what he called them, as
though they were horse drawn, some kind of a surrey, fringe on
top. Remember Walt crossing Brooklyn ferry, all 1200 feet or years
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of it, one of the great journeys; and Twain's Mississippi, all 1200
miles or more. Gives way to Neal's high octane rushes, Denver to
Chicago, San Francisco to North Carolina, North Carolina to New
York and back, Mexico, San Francisco again, Denver, Chicago, New
York. Pony express, one car gives out, little exhausted there I'd
say, grab another. A main reason Neal's legend lives, simplest
things last, millions of American kids still do now in the 1980's look
to their dad's, their own, someone's car as the one sport which still
does offer liberty, equality, fraternity and lots of sorority, in a
world where the organized sports have been stolen from them by
their greedy elders. As with Walt's horse cars and ferry boats,
Twain's Mississippi, Neal's Huckleberry driving, is gone forever, still
here today, sure sign of a classic, 55 miles per hour.

But it isn't simply Neal's driving genius, the Jackson Pollock
of cars, that caught Jack's fancy. As he could drive, lickety-split,
so could he talk, shifting the conversational gears into as many
forward directions as needed at any deliciously mad moment, let's
talk all night. Given the redeeming mindlessness of the athletic
arts at their best, Neal carries that secret over, and certainly it's
one of Creeley's secrets too, a mindlessness of conversation in
which the only interest is in IT, the thing itself, IT. Literature
makes for strange bedfellows, such as T.S. Eliot's great take on
Henry James, "a mind too fine to be violated by ideas." Neal
violated by human life itself, human life, turkey tossed into silences
of jailhouse—it takes a heap of Heaven to make a jail a
home--reading, reading, reading, Schopenhauer, Dostoevsky,
Nietzsche, Kafka later, the new wave French revolutionaries.
Contrast here is crucial. See several million middle class American
kids, good as gold, good as Tom Sawyer and Becky Thatcher,
practising the organized American University Intellectual Sports,
countless thousands of English Department Lou Little—professors--
"but what does it all mean," opposite Neal, Kafka manifested,
sweat-wise on his glistening brow, and that suprerne anxiety gesture
Jack captures so well, his broken, bandaged, Freudian thumb uprist,
as the hand circles clockwise and counterclockwise on the belly,
direct solar plexus knowledge of time, yes now, ahem, ahem, ahum,
Dostoevsky you say, yummy, yummy, yummy, I've got Proust in my
tummy, well, well, well. Somewhere in LONESOME TRAVELLER
Jack arrives where he was perhaps always headed, when he realizes
mind as the 6th sense, began perhaps with Keats's realizing that
those lovers, that silence on the urn, were inside his own skull, "and
I \]viél .Pe a priest and build a fane in some untrodden region of my
mind.

Mind itself as a 6th and perhaps most important sense. In
realms of male North America, Walt-style homoerotic love, as
between one young man and another, strong arm draped over strong
shoulders, buddy-buddy, Jack's love for Huckleberry Neal will
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always be I'm sure exemplary, quote, "Yes he's mad, and yes, he's
my brother." In realms of mind, beyond the cars and the
conversations, Neal rushes Jack forward into another mind
dimension, New York jazz, Chicago jazz, San Francisco jazz during
those gone-gosling days, middle of the century, and waves of snazzy
black men, most of their names lost in legend, blowing their brains
out, their brains I repeat, horn down in the cellars of America, then
on up through the roof, the ITNESS of the mind, mind itself, Neal's
own eyes in a fine frenzy rolling. I think Allen Ginsberg is right to
emphasize the importance of the tape passages in the middle of
Visions of Cody, the great companion volume of On the Road, Neal
flipping records, now hear this, hear this, and oh yes this, the
ITNESS of the jazz as powerful then in an awakening America as
Lorca's Duende was powerful in blood-soaked Spain, Neal and
Carolyn feeling very mellow and lonesome, Jack with some kind of
toy flute tootling some little tweets, leans and lies reclined, no
longer interested to be a halfback at Pennsylvania, a quarterback
at Yale as well, sly Jack, well aware he has his own brand of IT, his
own fine writing frenzy to take place in a land of heart's desire
somewhere beyond Neal's Huckleberry house. Reading Mark Twain
we realize that Huck will lose out, it's Tom Sawyer and Becky
Thatcher who will go off to college just because they are NICE kids,
turn into Tom and Daisy who aren't quite as nice to Gatsby, turn
into Scott and Zelda. So Neal's athletic genius in realm of cars, in
realm of conversations, in realm of jazz, the Grecian profile, gives
way to that realm in which Jack proves out the superior athlete,
the writing game, American style.
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GEORGE BOWERING

CUBAN LETTER FROM LIONEL KEARNS

For two decades, wherever I have lived, Calgary,
London, Montreal and Vancouver, I have had a Cuban
poster on my wall. It measures 84cm x 58cm (33.5ins x
23ins) and is black and yellow with bé&w photographs.
One photograph shows bombed or shelled structures, and
the other, larger one shows an old Black man carrying a
wounded girl in his arms. Large white letters proclaim:
"cobardes: este pueblo jamas ser4 vencido" (cowards:
this people will never be defeated). At the bottom of
the poster is the information that it was promulgated by
the "comision de orientacion revolucionaria de la
direccion nacional del PURSC  Mayo 1964." Recently
somebody brushed against the hoary document and tore
it into two pieces, so after a while I took it down.

And re-read the back of the poster. There Lionel
Kearns had filled the space with a letter written in
ballpoint. Though I have always remembered nearly
everything said in that letter, it was a pleasure to bring
it back into a seeming present.

31/8/64 | 2] Rapsey Street, Curepe, Trinidad (and
strangely enough Independence Day)

Well Dammit George ole soul and of course Ange and then
again if there are any young Bowerings on the way well hats off to
them and my best wishes to boarders, visitors or even burglars.

But especially to you ole George, friend and compadre, lone
waiter in 4 AM Mexico gloom wow what a great encounter and then
2 days later you end up the foreign scourge of the mustachioed
Airport traffic control--too proud to pay bribe, demanding if not a
severe prison term at least deportation, and that's the last I see of
you, the cop disappearing with a screw-driver in one hand and your
licence plate in the other mumbling no comprendo and you're
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following him shouting obscenities. It struck me at the time as an
ill omen, especially when taken with the earth-quake etc. the night
before, and sure enough it was an ill omen because as you know
damn well I left all my underwear at your place, and thinking that
you would leave it at Sergio's for when I got back (and you didn't
you bastard) I managed to sweat through 6 weeks in the Cuban
tropics with only one pair--actually from time to time I borrowed a
pair from Chris Farnhi--but even so for a man who is prone to
"cossack's crotch" [ was in a bad way.

But perhaps better to omen loss of underwear than gusano
bomb aboard plane or other major misadventure--actually not much
chance because gusanos love planes--and after you and me & folks
have lost track of one another they are putting me and the rest of
the group through the mill C.I.A. style with questions and big Cuba
stamps and photographs grim-face with numbers under your chin
along side desperate revolutionary looking characters who actually
turn out in the end to be like everyone else who goes to Cuba and
sees for himself, desperate revolutionaries. (AsI am one, and as
you will be one too, after you've been to Cuba.) So finally we all
stagger aboard rickety old Cubana Airliner which soon is rattling
away to the promised island and aboard which is big juicy Cuban
airline stewardess, the first real Cubana I have encountered, (and
they should be encountered whenever possible) who is talking a
strange kind of Spanish like through her nose and leaving off "s" and
giving out great beakers full of delicious liqueur (3 different colors)
free, as many as you like and shrimp cocktails and caviar--oh ho
already the Soviet influence we are saying and perhaps it's true, but
damn good to eat. And listen George when you want this big
stewardess to come rushing down the isle to lend some kind of
comfort guess what you call her--not Senorita or anything like that
but Companera, and in Cuba it's always like that, everyone is
companero or compafera, no B.S. or fuss about who to call Sefior or
joven or Captain or fuck-face—and that is really convenient when
one starts to get around, and everyhody calling you companero too
and that makes you feel pretty good.

Well after a great meal (even on the plane) the first of many
eaten as we are skirting the coast of Yucatan and heading out over
the white-capped Caribbean--no-body actually knowing what is the
score over there in that Cuba place--remember our discussion the
night before me actually wanting to stay in Mexico (and now [
wouldn't trade a month in Mexico for a day in Cuba) however,
feeling at that time somewhat apprehensive thinking everybody
starving in Cuba--austerity etc. will they imprison me on Isle of
Pines for having this bulge around my stomach? But soon enough
the old isle is in sight and everyone gives a great shout of joy which
to some extent is relief and the pilot, Companero Mondragon as a
matter of fact, is announcing over the loudspeaker that sure enough
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we're in sight of Cuba Territorio Libre de América, this last phrase
not making too much sense at the time but meaning plenty
later--right now meaning a lot and I will have to tell you—my gosh I
got a lot to tell you--but back to my story there is the solid earth
under our wing-tip green with mountains & little green tooth-picks
that turn out to be (naturally) palm trees when we get closer and
roads and settlements and then I whip on my new glasses that give
me (as you remember) super telescopic vision and pick out traffic
moving along all the roads--mostly big trucks it looks like--by the
way those same glasses I lost 3 weeks later at our baseball game in
Santiago de Cuba with Fidel up on the mound whistling the old
pelote at me squatting down behind the plate--first time I'd played
ball since you & me & Willy & yr young brothers were out slammin
them around the vacant field in front of your house in Oliver--well
anyway this was omened too, it stikes me now, by your address in
Mexico the only calle beisball in the world, well anyway I couldn't
wear the glasses under the catcher mask so gave them to Hans the
mad Trotskyite who was actually a rookie umpire in the Major
Leagues and is now a Ph.D. psychology candidate at the University
of Western Ontario. He gave my glasses to companero Munoz,
another of our group, whose only claim to fame is that he spiked
Raul Castro on second base, but he gave my glasses to someone
else who was pissed off because he couldn't get into the game and so
threw my glasses away for spite. This is what is known as left-wing
factionalism. But I got that guy marked and after our revolution
we'll see what revolutionary justice does for him. But back to the
flight in and the old plane is just bumping down at José Marti
airport and everybody piling off among hoards of news reporters and
photographers and T.V. camera-men and pretty little Cubanitas
rushing up with bundles of flowers which are sticky & awkward in
the heat & if you remember I left Mexico with my suit on so I was
sweating sweating and damn tired & the place on first impression
very drab compared to Mexico and me thinking look at all these
soldiers with guns & even babes in uniform with hip pistoles and
rifles—what I'm not aware of at this time is that everyone in Cuba
has a gun & is encouraged to carry it when on official duty and that
all the buildings are guarded by militiamen all the time and that
the members of the Rebel Army have all sorts of non military
offices to perform because of the manpower shortage. And so in a
day or so one gets used to it (also some students wear same kind of
military clothes and so are mistaken for soldiers. So anyway with
minimum of red tape at customs & immigration (actually none) and
a few brief speeches by the President of the Cuban University
Students and a visit to the money changing counter where you get
$1 U.S. for $1 Cuban (this was a shock) we were finally roaring
through the hot Afro-Cuban night toward Habana at 90 or 100 miles
an hour in our 2 streamlined rattling Czechoslovakian buses, the
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what I'm told, having no first hand experience with such
matters--and by the way that's called Socialist Emulation and it
works at every level or at least it's supposed to and it's kind of
scary but that's about all I can really say against the Revolution. K.

In the summer of 1964 my wife and I were living in Mexico City,
having driven there from Calgary after the end of classes at the
university there. Lionel Kearns, who had just finished his "Stacked
Verse" thesis at U.B.C., stayed with us for a weekend before going
to Cuba on a student work tour. Kearns had lived in Mexico before,
but this was his first visit to the country in seven years. I met him
at the deserted airport in the wee hours, with some Mexican beer
in my car, and he immediately suggested a guided tour of the city,
which we accomplished, though I had difficulty convincing him not
to hire a mariachi band in Garibaldi Square at that time in the
morning.

The earthquake was a big one, lasting for a few minutes. It
cracked the national treasury building and the Hilton Hotel,
knocked out 70% of the capital's power, and was thought by many
residents to be an omen concerning the national election held the
following day.

"Gusano" literally means "worm," but in Cuba is the term for
an enemy of the revolution.

Although Mexico City was the only airport in the region that
was continuing service for Cubana Airlines, U.S. pressure was
sufficient to make the Mexican officials identify all passengers who
left for Havana.

Sergio Mondragbn was co-editor with his wife Margaret
Randall of El Corno Emplumado, the bilingual journal that was one
of the most important organs of the poetry renaissance of the 1960's.

"Willy" is William Trump, the old friend to whom my first
novel is dedicated. He was a non-writing friend of the Tish crowd.

We lived in a barrio in which the streets were named after
sports. I had the great fortune of renting a small house on Baseball
Street (Calle Beisbol).

Kearns, like all of us constantly learning revolutionary
language, no longer uses terms such as "babes."

"Becadas" means scholarship students.

Kearns flew from Cuba to Trinidad, and thence to Britain,
where he enrolled at the School of African and Oriental Studies,
London University.
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A NOTE BY LIONEL KEARNS

I stayed in Cuba eight weeks. At that time there were students
from all over the world, invited by the Cuban government to see
first hand how their revolution was working. The other Canadian
students and [ spent two weeks wheel-barrowing cement on a school
construction site in the Sierra Maestra, and then travelled around
the whole of the island. I speak Spanish, so I was able to encounter
and converse with a great number of Cuban citizens, including a
number of Cuban writers. My translations of various Cuban poets
appeared in the 1968 anthology Con Cuba, edited by Nathaniel Tarn.

My Cuban experience was not entirely the fun fest that this
letter implies, as can be seen by my various other writings that
testify to these events. It was, however, a very important episode
in my life.
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DAPHNE MARLATT

DISTANCE AND IDENTITY: A POSTSCRIPT TO STEVESTON

In 1974, the first edition of Steveston appeared with two distinct
narratives: that told by Robert Minden's photographs in the first
half of the book, that told by my poems in the second. In 1984 we
have gained some distance on that book and see its story as a single
narrative told in two distinct modes that wind around each other.
One either wants to establish distance between two separate
identities as that necessary space in which to see them, or one
wants to close the distance between them in an effort to
experience what they share. Ten years ago we wanted to highlight
the difference, the distance between our two "takes," although we
had been working very collaboratively for over a year and despite
the fact that both photography (as its name asserts) and poetry are
forms of writing, one with light, the other with words. Certainly
both register, through the photographer's "eye," the poet's "ear," the
imprint of place or person on the "taker's" imagination. We had
spent weeks, months haunting the docks and streets of Steveston,
one taking photographs, the other taking notes, and all the while we
were equally "taken" by the place.

We shared a common sense of being outsiders and were
fascinated with the inside-outside reversals this took. In a fishing
town with a largely Japanese-Canadian population, we were clearly
outsiders who knew nothing about fishing, nothing of the language
we heard around us, and very little of the culture we saw in many
homes. As white middle-class Canadians, we represented a
mainstream they had felt very much on the outside of, particularly
during the war when they were forced out of their homes as "enemy
aliens" and sent to camps in the interior. We had our own
experiences of being outside--Robert with his Toronto Jewish
background, me with my childhood experience as an immigrant
from Malaysia--and we identified with them in ways which surprised
us as much as it must have surprised them. There was something in
Steveston which drew us, over and over again, and which our work
attempted to enunciate--something under the backwater quiet, the
river hum of comings and goings, the traffic of work, that was
"shouting" at us to tell it.

How we told it was very much the result of differences in our
sensibilities and modes of working. Robert was drawn primarily to
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people, to specific people who, like messengers, announced
themselves to his camera. Only with effort did he photograph the
place. I was drawn to the river, to the tidal town at the Fraser's
mouth where it pours into the sea, as much as to the people who had
spent most of their lives in this place. As I pored over historical
photos of Steveston and listened to life-stories of fishermen who
had started fishing with their fathers, the place I saw was
superimposed on the place as it had been. Yet the poem, like the
river, is constantly seeking to arrive in the now, bringing all of the
past it has passed through with it, while the photograph takes us
back into the moment of its taking, specifically then.

Each of the photographs in Steveston radiates "presence,"
conveys the actual presence of its subject in a way that is
immediately apprehendable: a sense of identity, declaratively
present, a face (a lifetime) crystallized in an instant. Susan Sontag
in fact calls photographs "maps of the real" because "a photograph
is never less than the registering of an emanation (light waves
reflected by objects)--a material vestige of its subject."! The
poems have verbal vestiges of their subjects embedded in them
(their own words) but they do not shimmer with this sense of actual
presence and are not located in time as a photograph is. They range
through layers of time, levels of meaning, they gather narrative
momentum and disappear into their own conclusion.

The photos, and this is the gift of their suddenness, thrust up
into our mutable present with the definitive reality of fossil
moments lifted from a time and place we can never go back to. In
the photograph, the subject, always somewhere/someone else, looks
out at us from a distance we try to bridge by looking back into the
frame. But the poem is not lifted from a time since gone, it exists
in continuing time, because, in the time it takes to read it, we
re-enact the forward-streaming of its sentence or sentences, its
thought, all that it touches upon. In its associative weight spilling
over linebreaks, in its rhythms that breathe the rhythms of its
original speaker's coming to "see" (understand), the sentence (and
the reader-listener following the sentence) spills out of
separateness as one sentence spills into the next and a river spills
into the sea: the erotic flow of issuance, arrival in the connected
here-and-now, is re-enacted in each reading. Differently, the
photograph, in fact its very poignancy, "holds" us in the distance
between the photographer's look at the subject and the subject's
look back, "caught." A still photo: a disjunction: a still life in
possession of itself, is only for an instant. Or as Roland Barthes
puts it: "a kind of Tableau vivant, a figuration of the motionless
and made-up face beneath which we see the dead,"? the
that-has-been. In its presentation of identity (this person, this
place) standing before us, the photo is incontrovertible, while the
poem, less presence than presentiment, runs in a sort of controversy
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between what can be identified and what remains nameless, what
has been said and what is yet unsayable.

So it is startling for me to see the black-and-white evidence
of the ground of a poem on the page beside it--and arbitrary, in
some ways, that this is the image, rather than some other. Ten
years later, I cannot remember or imagine the instants on either
side of the instant that is pictured here forever. The poem, running
into its imaginal world, carries bits and pieces of that ground with
it, driftwood I bump up against (names, outdated prices) but it
gathers in a momentum of thought beyond that ground. For the
ground remains that which underlies the poem, gives rise to it, as
the subject, no longer subject, walked out of the frozen instant of
the photograph-taking into the momentum of her or his life.

In the narrative of the book as a whole, photographs and
poems punctuate each other. If the photo stands as a period, a
crystal moment in the flow of the poem, the poem surrounds the
photograph with commas, with what is ongoing. As two forms of
writing preoccupied with imprint, both the photos and the poems
can be read as traces of the literal "scratching" place or person
(subject) make on the (writer's) imagination, yet this doesn't quite
account for the imprint or inscription writing itself is, the
I-was-here scratched on a rock, a page, a negative. So Robert
selects what the shutter release takes, and crops ever closer to the
image he recognizes as essential, just as I gather this detail or that,
editing the drift of a poem closer to what I recognize as
"meaning." Lost in the multiple phenomena of all that is "out
there," we find ourselves in what we recognize in the photograph,
the poem--a double take that is both "us" and "them." In this
volleying between subjectivity and subject, taker and what is taken,
the distance between our two narratives closes. And in the
startling alternation between the already-taken presence of a
subject and the escape of that subject into the ongoing and nameless
lies the point at which this double narrative begins.

NOTES

L. Susan Sontag, On Photography (New York: Dell, 1977), p.

158.

2. Roland Barthes, Camera Lucida, trans. Richard Howard

(New York: Hill & Wang, 1981), p. 32.
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DOUGLAS BARBOUR

LYRIC/ANTI-LYRIC:SOME NOTES ABOUT A CONCEPT

en hommage a Robert Kroetsch

A shortened version of a paper first read January 18, 1984 in the
Faculty of Arts General Interest Series at the University of Alberta

M.H. Abrams's definition of "lyric" in A Glossary of Literary Terms
seems simple enough: "Greek writers identified the lyric as a song
rendered to the accompaniment of a lyre. The term is now used for
any fairly short, non-narrative poem presenting a single speaker
who expresses a state of mind or a process of thought and feeling."
But there are many contemporary poems which interrogate the
form and concept of lyric even as they apparently display them, and
others which seek to transcend aspects of the lyric imagination
without fully denying the lyric power of language.

Perhaps one entrance to the literary/critical concept of
"lyric/anti-lyric" can be made via a comment of E.D. Blodgett in a
"dialogue" with Rob Dunham, in CVII:

DUNHAM: Speaking of Orpheus, I note that most
reviewers tend too easily to identify your work as lyric
poems and you as a lyric poet. Do you regard yourself as
the writer of lyric poems?

BLODGETT: No. I regard myself as someone who
speaks one word and then another. I can't think of
anything less lyrical than that. The very conception of
the poem, to me, is how to move from word to word.
This is present in "phoenix" when [ talk of "the awful the
of beginnings." It's difficult to know how to begin, and
how to end. The problem is to use a lyrical form and not
to be lyrical. You were quite right in talking about
"breath" and "wind" as being creative signs in these
poems, but in order to see those words as signs one has



to cease thinking of Orpheus as a lyric poet. He is a
guide with signs.

DUNHAM: But he is the lyrist.

BLODGETT: He is the lyrist, but what is his song? His
song is a song about silence. That's the ambiguity of the
non-lyric.

DUNHAM: The term, "lyric," has been reduced by
making it merely the personal voice. 1 wish there were
some way that we could recover the sense of lyrist as
you have just described what Orpheus is.

BLODGETT: When one adopts the use of Orpheus in a
poem, one has already abandoned one's self as a
particular individual.

Elsewhere in this conversation, Blodgett speaks more fully of his
deliberate and increasingly successful attempt, during his first
three books, "to strip himself of his empirical self," that is, to rid
himself of the lyric ego. That he has not been alone in this
endeavour is one of the themes of much of what follows.

II

In his recent Poetry as Discourse, Antony Easthope argues
that the English tradition, from Sidney's time to Eliot's, forms a
single discourse, one of the signs of which is the attempt in poetry
to deny the enunciation (the speech-event) as much as possible in
order to raise to an almost perfect presence the enounced (the
narrated event, which could be the act of speaking of a specified
speaker), an activity designed "to offer an absolute position to the
reader as transcendental ego." Whether or not one agrees with
Easthope's Derridean poetics, his points invite stimulating
argument. He suggests that the poetic discourse of the fixed and
transcendental ego began in the Renaissance, and offers a medieval
ballad as an example of a floating or unfixed I/eye. At the end of
his study, he examines Pound's poetry to show how, in the grand
attempt "to break the pentameter, that was the first heave" (Canto
81), Pound also broke from the transcendental ego as fixed centre of
the poem's universe. And, with this break, if we turn again to
Abrams's definition of modern lyric with its "single speaker who
expresses a state of mind" etc., we see that Pound's "heave" was
determinedly anti-lyric, even in what we might still call lyric: say
his famous haiku-like poem of 1913:

"In a Station of the Metro"
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The apparition of these faces in the crowd;
Petals on a wet, black bough.

Easthope contrasts this poem with Eliot's "Morning at the Window."
In Eliot's poem, though "signifiers are given licence to 'float' in
their own autonomy," it is "only so they can be correlative to an
incoherent state of mind. In Pound the effect is always more
radical." Although Eliot's poem undermines "the referential effect"
and is therefore evidence "that language can no longer be treated as
a transparent medium through which the represented speaker knows
a supposedly external reality," there is still a single speaker who
lyrically 'recognizes' that "subject and object [can] no longer [be]
represented as reciprocally held in place." That is to say, although
certain (Easthope would say "conventional") aspects of "the
referential effect" are undermined, "the poem still represents a
speaker, an T aware of itself and its feelings, even if these cannot
be confidently assigned between external sensation and internal
thought." How, in contrast, is the effect more radical in Pound's
poem?

Three phrases, the title being one, are juxtaposed
without verbs. They are not unified as expressions of a
state of mind and the reader is led to consider how these
faces in the crowd are like--and unlike--petals on a
bough, not to identify with a speaker represented as
seeing things that way. With this poem Pound is well on
his way to the theory of the ideogram. Though
idiosyncratic, this outlines a programme for a complete
break with the inherited poetic discourse.

And, one might add, a break with the conventions of lyric, even if
the acute perceptual imagism of the poem still seems lyric to us.
(And, parenthetically, | would not want to be misinterpreted as
arguing that Pound, or any other modern or contemporary poet, has
broken entirely with either traditional discourse or with lyric as a
poetic possibility. The power of lyric in its myriad forms is too
great; it tends to revive and renew itself in every generation.
Pound continued to create lyrics after he wrote "In a Station of the
Metro," but he also embarked on projects which transcended
lyric--the Cantos--or subverted it—Hugh Selwyn Mauberley, which
is, | believe, a set of anti-lyrics. Seeing them as such, containing
what Easthope calls a "shifting 'I'' when it appears in the Cantos, is
another way of comprehending them without making what Donald
Davie calls the common misreading of them "as if H.S. Mauberley
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