THE LETTERS OF
EZRA POUND

19007-1941

edited by
D. D. PAIGE

Seive . . . € {701 ¢x BIPAwy
JA0ev éucov Sdedos, Zmetoov . . ..

FABER AND FABER
24 Russell Square
London



by the same author

*

SEVENTY CANTOS
MAKE IT NEW
SELECTED POEMS
GUIDE TO KULCHUR
ABC OF READING



Firse published in memli
by Faber and Faber Limited
24 Russell Square, London, W.C.1
Printed in Great Britain by
Western Printing Services Limited, Bristol
All rights reserved



CONTENTS

page
Foreword 19
Chronology 31
PART ONE: LONDON
1907
1. To Felix E. Schelling 16 January 35
1908
2. To William Carlos Williams 21 October 36
1909
3. To William Carlos Williams 3 February 41
4. To William Carlos Williams 21 May 41
1912
5. To Harriet Monroe (18) August 43
6. To Harriet Monroe (24) September 44
7. To Harriet Monroe October 45
8. To Harriet Monroe 13 October 45
9. To Harriet Monroe 22 October 46
10. To Harriet Monroe December 47
1913
11. To Homer L. Pound January 49
12. To Alice Corbin Henderson March 49
13. To Harriet Monroe March 50
14. To Harriet Monroe March 51
15. To Harriet Monroe March 52
16. To Harriet Monroe 30 March 53
17. To Harriet Monroe 22 April 55
18. To Isabel W. Pound May 56
19. To Harriet Monroe May 56
20. To Homer L. Pound 3 June 57
21. To Harriet Monroe 13 August 58
22. To Harriet Monroe 13 August 59
23. To Harriet Monroe 23 September 59
24. To Harriet Monroe (?September) 6o



191§

Contents

. To Alice Corbin Henderson
. To Amy Lowell

. To Harriet Monroe

. To Isabel W. Pound

. To Amy Lowell

. To Harriet Monroe

. To William Carlos Williams
. To Isabel W. Pound

. To Amy Lowell

. To Isabel W. Pound
. To Harriet Monroe

. To Harriet Monroe

. To Amy Lowell

. To Amy Lowell

. To Amy Lowell

. To Amy Lowell

. To Amy Lowell

. To Harriet Monroe

. To Harriet Monroe

. To Amy Lowell

. To Harriet Monroe

. To Amy Lowell

. To Amy Lowell

. To Amy Lowell

. To Douglas Goldring
. To Harriet Monroe

. To Amy Lowell

. To H. L. Mencken

. To Harriet Monroe

. To Harriet Shaw Weaver
. To Harriet Monroe

. To Amy Lowell

. To Harriet Monroe

. To Harriet Monroe

$9. To Harriet Monroe

6Go.

To Harriet Monroe

61, To Harriet Monroe

October
(?November)
7 November

November

26 November
8 December
19 December
24 December

8 January
January
20 January
31 January
2 February
23 February
11 March
18 March
23 March
28 March
April
30 April
23 May
(213) July
1 August
12 August
18 September
30 September
2 October
3 October
October
12 October
12 October
19 October
9 November
9 November

January
January
31 January

61
61
62
64
64

66

90
o1
92



Contents

62. To H. L. Mencken T8 February
63. To John Quinn 8 March

64. To Harriet Monroe (?*March)
65. To H. L. Mencken 17 March

66. To Harriet Monroe 10 April

67. To H. L. Mencken 18 April

68. To Harriet Monroe (?25) April

69. To H. L. Mencken 2 May

7o. To Harriet Monroe 17 May

71. To Felix E. Schelling June

72. To Harriet Monroe (August)
73. To the Editor of the Boston Transcript (August)
74. To Harriet Monroe 25 September
75. To Harrict Monroe 2 October
76. To Harriet Monroe 12 October
77. To Douglas Goldring (?22)) November
78. To Harriet Monroe 1 December
1916

79. To Harriet Monroe 21 January
80. To Harriet Monroe January
81. To Harriet Shaw Weaver (February)
82. To Harriet Monroe (February)
83. To Harriet Monroe 5 March

84. To Kate Buss 9 March

85. To John Quinn 10 March

86. To Harriet Shaw Weaver 17 March

87. To Wyndham Lewis March

88. To Harriet Shaw Weaver 30 March

89. To Iris Barry 17 April

9o. To Harriet Monroe 21 April

91. To Iris Barry 24 April

92. To Iris Barry 2 May

93. To Iris Barry (May)

94. To Harriet Monroe 5 June

95. To Iris Barry June

96. To Wyndham Lewis 24 June

97. To Wyndham Lewis 28 June

98. To Harriet Shaw Weaver 12 July

99. To Iris Barry 13 July

100, To Wyndham Lewis July

114
11§
115
116
117
119
121
122
123
124
124
127
128
129
130
130
131
132
134
135
135
135



101.
102.
103.
104.
10§.
106.
107.
108.
109.
110.
II.
112,

113.

1917
114.
115.
116.
117.
118.
119,
120.
121.
122.
123.
124.
125.
126.
127.
128.
129.
130.
131.
132.
133.
134.
13§.
136.
137.
138.
139.

Contents

To Harriet Shaw Weaver
To Iris Barry

To Iris Barry

To Iris Barry

To Iris Barry

To Iris Barry

To Iris Barry

To Iris Barry

To Iris Barry

To Iris Barry

To H. L. Mencken

To Harriet Shaw Weaver
To Felix E. Schelling

To Kate Buss

To John Quinn

To Harriet Shaw Weaver
To John Quinn

To Iris Barry

To Harriet Shaw Weaver
To Margaret C. Anderson
To Alice Corbin Henderson
To John Quinn

To Harriet Monroe

To Margaret C. Anderson
To Edgar Jepson

To Margaret C. Anderson
To Margaret C. Anderson
To H. L. Mencken

To John Quinn

To Harriet Monroe

To Wyndham Lewis

To Harriet Monroe

To Margaret C. Anderson
To Amy Lowell

To Margaret C. Anderson
To Edgar Jepson

To William Carlos Williams
To H. L. Mencken

To Harriet Monroe

10

19 July

(?20) July

27 July
August
24 August
(August)
29 August
(September)
11 September
22 September
27 September
14 November
17 November

4 January
10 January

22 January
24 January
25 January
30 January
(?January)
March
18 April
24 April

{ca. May)

29 May
(?June)
{?August)

12 August

21 August

21 August

2§ August

26 August

(230 August)

30 August
(September)
7 September
10 November
28 November
29 November

136
137
139
142
144
145
146
147
148
149
150
I5I
151

154
154
I55
156
159
160
160
162
163
165
165
167
168
169
169
170
172
173
175
177
179
179
180
180
182
183



140

191
141

142.
143.
144.
145.
146.
147.
148.
149.
150.
151,
1§2.
153.
154.
155.
156.

191
157
158
159
160.
161

192

162.
163.
164.
165.

Contents |

. To Margaret C. Anderson

8

. To Harriet Monroe

To Margaret C. Anderson
To Wyndham Lewis

To Margaret C. Anderson
To H. L. Mencken

To John Quinn

To Margaret C. Anderson
To H. L. Mencken

To John Quinn

To Margaret C. Anderson
To Edgar Jepson

To Edgar Jepson

To John Quinn

To John Quinn

To Marianne Moore

To Harriet Shaw Weaver

9
. To William Carlos Williams

. To H. L. Mencken
. To Marianne Moore
. To A. R. Orage

. To John Quinn

)

To T. E. Lawrence
To John Quinn
To James Joyce
To Hugh Walpole

166. To James Joyce

167. To T. E. Lawrence

168. To James Joyce

169. To James Joyce

170. To William Carlos Williams

171.
172,

173.

To William Carlos Williams
To William Carlos Williams
To Agnes Bedford

II

(?December}

1 January
(?January)
13 January
(?January)
2§ January
29 January
(?February)
12 March
3 April
(?April)
(?May)
23 May
4 June
15 November
16 December
17 December

28 January
(?January)
1 February
(?April)

25 October

20 April
19 June
(?June)
30 June
(?July)
?August
2 August
1 September
11 September
11 September
12 September
October

184

185
186
187
188
189
189
190
191
192
193
194
196
196
199
202
205

207
208
208
211
213

21§
216
217
218
218
218
219
220
220
224
22§
226



Contents

PART TWO: PARIS

1921
174. To William Carlos Williams
175. To Marianne Moore
176. To Agnes Bedford
177. To Wyndham Lewis
178. To Agnes Bedford
179. To Marianne Moore
180. To Agnes Bedford

-181. To T. S. Eliot
182. From T. S. Eliot
183. To T. S. Eliot
184. To Amy Lowell
185. To William Carlos Williams
186. To H. L. Mencken
187. To Kate Buss
188. To Wyndham Lewis
189. To William Carlos Williams
190. To Felix E. Schelling
191. To Harriet Monroe
192. To Amy Lowell
193. To William Carlos Williams

1923

194. To James Joyce

195. To William Carlos Williams
196. To Kate Buss

197. To William Bird

1924

198. To William Bird
199. To William Bird
200. To William Bird
201. To William Bird
202. To R. P. Blackmur
203. To Wyndham Lewis
204. To William Bird

12

2 February
24 March
April
27 April
?April
?April
May
24 December
(?January)
?January
10 March
18 March
22 March
?23 March
s April
4 May
8 July
16 July
19 July
(1 August)

16 January

9 February

12 May
{(?December)

10 April
17 April

7 May
(?November)
30 November
3 December
26 December

229
229
230
230
231
231
233
233
236
237
237
238
240
241
242
243
245
249
251
2§1

253
254
255
256

257
258
259
260
260
261
263



Contents

PART THREE: RAPALLO

1925

205. To James Joyce

206. To William Bird

207. To Simon Guggenheim
208. To H. L. Mencken
209. To R. P. Blackmur
210. To William Bird

211. To William Bird

212. To William Bird

1926

213. To E. E. Cummings
214. To James Joyce
215. To Harriet Monroe
216. To James Joyce
217. To Harriet Monroe
218. To James Joyce
219. To James Joyce

1927

220. To James Joyce

221. To Sisley Huddleston
222. To William Bird

223. To Harriet Monroe
224. To Homer L. Pound
225. To H. L. Mencken
226. To Harriet Monroe
227. To Glenn Hughes

228. To James S. Watson, ]Jr.

229. To Glenn Hughes
230. To Harriet Monroe

1928

231. To René Taupin
232. To H. L. Mencken
233. To James Vogel
234. To James Joyce
235. To Harriet Monroe

13

21 January

2§ January

24 February
February

26 March

18 August

24 August

11 November

10 November
15 November
15 November
19 November
30 November
25 December
25 December

2 January
13 February
4 March

23 March

11 April

27 April

24 September
26 September
20 October
9 November
29 December

May
3 September
21 November
23 December
30 December

267
267
268
270
271
272
273
274

275
276
276
277
278
280
280

281
281
282
283
284
286
286
288
288
289
291

292
295
296
298
299



Contents

1929

236.
237.
238.

239.
240.
241.

To James Vogel
To Charles Henri Ford

Penna.
To John Scheiwiller
To William Carlos Williams
To Agnes Bedford

1930
242. To William Carlos Williams

243
244

245
246

193

. To E. E. Cummings

. To E. E. Cummings

. To Harriet Monroe

. To William Carlos Williams

I

247. To Harriet Monroe

248

. To the Editor of the English Journal

249. To Harriet Monroe
250. To Lincoln Kirstein

251

. To Harriet Monroe

252. To H. B. Lathrop
253. To Harriet Monroe

1932
254. To John Drummond

255

. To John Drummond

256. To Langston Hughes
257. To John Drummond
258. To Harriet Monroe

1933
259. To William Bird

260. To William Rose Benét

2061.
262.
263.
264.
265.
266.

To E. E. Cummings
To Agnes Bedford
To John Drummond
To Harriet Monroe
To T. C. Wilson
To Mary Barnard

To the Alumni Secretary of the Univ. of

14

23 January
1 February

20 April

26 November

2 December
December

16 January
17 February
2§ March

24 October
22 November

January
24 January
27 March

(?May)

6 October
16 December
27 December

18 February
18 February
18 June

3 December
9 December

15 January

23 January

6 April
April

4 May

14 September

24 September

29 October

300
301

302
303
303
304

305
305
306
307
308

309
310
311
313
315
316
317

320
321
323
323
324

325
326
327
328
328
330
330
331



Contents '

267. To T. C. Wilson
268. To William P. Shepard

1934
269. To T. C. Wilson

270. To Sarah Perkins Cope
271. To Laurence Binyon
272. To Mary Barnard

273. To Robert McAlmon
274. To T. C. Wilson

275. To Mary Barnard

276. To the Princesse Edmond de Polignac
277. To Laurence Binyon
278. To Felix E. Schelling
279. To Sarah Perkins Cope
280. To John Drummond
281. To Mary Barnard

282. To Mary Barnard

283. To Laurence Binyon
284. To Mary Barnard

285. To W. H. D. Rouse

1935
286. To Henry Swabey

287. To E. E. Cummings
288. To C. K. Ogden
289. To Arnold Gingrich
290. To C. K. Ogden
291. To W. H. D. Rouse
292. To E. E. Cummings
293. To W. H. D. Rouse
294. To Henry Swabey
295. To W. H. D. Rouse
296. To T. S. Eliot
297. To W. H. D. Rouse
298. To W. H. D. Rouse
299. To W. H. D. Rouse
300. To W. H. D. Rouse
3o1r. To Harriet Monroe
302. To John Cournos
303. To Basil Bunting

1y

30 October
23 November

7 January

1§ January
21 January

22 January

2 February
(?February )
23 February
(?March)

6 March

April

22 April
30 May
13 August
13 August
30 August
18 December
30 December

24 January

25 January
28 January

30 January

7 February

22 February
February
February

3 March

18 March

28 March

17 April
April

23 May

6 June

13 August

25 September
December

331
332

334
335
335
336
337
338
339
339
340
341
342
343
345
345
347
348
349



1936
304.
30%.
306.
+307.
308.
309.
310.
311,
312,
313.
314.
315.

1937
*316.
317.
318.
319.
320.
32I.
322.
323.
324.
325.
326.
327.
328.
329.
330.
33L
332.
333.
334.
335.
336.
337.

?38.

1938
339-

’

To James Laughlin
To Henry Swabey

To Joseph Gordon MacLeod

To T. S. Eliot

To T. S. Eliot

To Laurence Pollinger
To Katue Kitasono
To Tibor Serly

To Eric Mesterton

To Gerhart Miinch
To Agnes Bedford

To Henry Swabey

T. T. S. Eliot

To H. L. Mencken

To Ronald Duncan
To W. H. D. Rouse
To F. V. Morley

To Laurence Pollinger
To F. V. Morley

To Laurence Pollinger
To Henry Swabey

To Ronald Duncan
To Hilaire Hiler

To Katue Kitasono
To John Lackay Brown
To F. V. Morley

To W. H. D. Rouse
To Michael Roberts
To Katue Kitasono
To W. H. D. Rouse
To W. H. D. Rouse
To Gerald Hayes

To Montgomery Butchart

Contents

To M. Butchart and R. Duncan

To T. S. Eliot

To Carlo Izzo

16

(?5) January

26 March

28 March

25 April

26 April
May

24 May
(September)
December
December
December

19 December

January
24 January
27 January

January

February

February

February

February
22 February
10 March
10 March
11 March

April

9 May

May

July
23 October
30 October

4 November
30 November
11 December
11 December
14 December

8 January

307
367
368
370
370
371
372
372
373
374
375
375



340.
341.
342
- 343
344
345-
346.
347-
348.
349-
350
351.

1939
3§2.
353.
354.
355-
356.
357-
358.
359-
360.
361.
- 362.
+363.
364.
365.

1940
366.
367.
.368.
369.
. 370.
371.
72.
373.
374.
378
376.

To Otto Bird

To Ronald Duncan
To James Taylor Dunn
To T. S. Eliot

To Laurence Binyon
To Laurence Binyon
To William P. Shepard
To Laurence Binyon
To Laurence Binyon
To Laurence Binyon
To Laurence Binyon
To Katue Kitasono

To Ronald Duncan

To Ronald Duncan

To Ford Madox Ford
To Hubert Creekmore
To Wyndham Lewis
To Ronald Duncan

To Henry Swabey

To Douglas McPherson

Content

To Tibor and Alice Serly

To Henry Swabey
To Douglas McPherson
To A. B. Drew

To Ronald Duncan
To George Santayana

To Otto Bird

To George Santayana
To T. S. Eliot

To Katue Kitasono
To T. S. Eliot

To H. G. Wells

To George Santayana
To Henry Swabey
To Ronald Duncan
To Sadakichi Hartmann
To Ronald Duncan

B

17

9 January
17 March

12 April

16 April

22 April

25 April
April

4 May

6 May

8 May

12 May

10 December

10 January
17 January
31 January
February
3 August
6 August
2 September
2 September
QOctober
31 October
3 November
7 November
7 November
8 December

12 January
16 January
18 January
22 January
1 February
3. February
6 February
7 March
14 March
20 March
30 March

398
400
401
401
402
403
407
407
409
410
412
414

41§
415
416
417
418
419
420
420
422
423
423
425
427
428

429
430
431
433
433
434
436
437
438
440



377.
378.

379
380.

381,
382,

383.

1941
384.

To Ronald Duncan
To Tibor Serly

To Henry Swabey
To Henry Swabey
To Katue Kitasono
To Katue Kitasono
To Katue Kitasono

To Katue Kitasono

Index

j-ontents

18

31 March
April

20 April

9 May

29 October

15 November

22 November

12 March

441
442
444
444
445
447
448

449

451



FOREWORD

[f\Pound, had any reputation as a letter-writer before 1915, and he
probably had, it was a private reputation amongst his)friends. When in
that year Harriet Monroe printed a few of his letters in Poetry (Chicago)
as hints to youthful talents, she made public another aspect of his genius.
His correspondence immediately began to acquire, deviously and, as it
were, subterraneously, an enviable reputation. It grew alike privately
and publicly, fed in the former instance by the passing about of letters
and in the latter by their scrappy publication in literary magazines, until
it became for about five years nearly as well-established as his legitimate
reputation.

But as Pound’s interest in those magazines waned or became diverted
and the editors no longer received letters to print in their back pages
under ‘ Correspondence’, the public part of that fame came, in the years
immediately following, almost to be forgotten. As for the private part:
he lost interest in certain of the young with whom he had corresponded
prior to 1920; and he moved to Paris. There the post-war young American
or Briton sought him out in person rather than by letter. And the scope
of his correspondence fell off thereby.

When T. S. Eliot wrote of him in the January 1928 number of The
Dial ‘His epistolary style is masterly’, the statement was almost a revela-
tion to a later generation. A few years afterwards, Margaret Anderson,
one of the editors of The Little Review, published her autobiography.
She remarked that Pound’s letters, flowing torrentially from London,
bearing blasts and blesses as startling as those in BLAST and accompany-
ing the manuscripts of Eliot, Lewis, and Joyce, might themselves have
filled an exciting number of the magazine. As earnest whereof she printed
about a dozen of them. They bore out her statement and Eliot’s as well.
Such meagre evidences—to which one must add those letters which Miss
Monroe printed in %er autobiography—were about all that appeared in
print.

But Pound’s really firm and unshakeable epistolary eminence came less
from the printed letters, one suspects, than from the direct reading of the
originals After he settled in Rapallo, his private correspondence became,
in fact, public in extent as it had always been in interest. By the thirties
it had taken on Napoleonic proportions and.he began-to keep a file of
carbon n copies of his letters— otherwise I couldn’t remember what I wrote
to thls or that bloke’. And the list of correspondents was indeed various,
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foreword

for in addition to letters from 6ld friends and contemporaries there came,
for the most part unsought, letters from instructors of history, from
diplomatic officials, from classical scholars, from politicians, from pro-
fessors of economics—from those of them, that is, who wanted frank
speaking along lines of unofficial thought.

Above all, letters arrived from ‘les jeunes’—as he never tired of calling
them—from batch after batch of them. Fifteen and twenty years after
those great days when he got himself, Eliot, Lewis, and Joyce into the
pages of a single magazine, each succeeding generation still considered
him as one of them, with, perhaps, a slight edge of experience, and still
sought him out. From as far off as Japan! The tone of his prose criticism,
with its coruscations, its ellipses, its dogmatisms, its gay carnival air, its
unwillingness to enjoy the safety gravity offers, its violence against en-
trenched stupidity and its championings of fresh writers—all that simply
encouraged them to approach him. A tremendous lure!

A little magazine was to be started in Nebraska or London? It had to
have Pound’s co-operation, or at least his blessing. Forthwith a letter
to Rapallo. One disagreed with the lists in ‘How to Read’? A letter to
Rapallo. One had written a forty-page poem which no editor wished to
print? A letter to Rapallo. Under such circumstances, given certain tastes,
desires, and perceptions, it became difficult not to meet someone who
corresponded with Pound. He wrote, one formed the impression, to
anyone.

Consequently you would one day meet a young man who had received
a letter from Pound or possibly had borrowed it from a friend of the
recipient. He would show a largish, square-shaped envelope, addressed in
blue ink with a sputtering pen and with a small blue stamp in the corner.
You would extract the sheets, unfold them. At the top framed in a heavy
rectangle, the Gaudier sketch of Pound. And then, as highly individual as
another person’s hand might be, two or three pages of typewriting, with
marginal interpolations in pen. The letter might begin: ‘Dear F/ Yrz/ to
hand. Partly horse sense an’ pawtly Nutrs.” And then continue with a
distinction between the ownership of the means of production and the
proper distribution of the fruits thereof, the whole being, perhaps, an
exhortation to a leftist to consider the ideas of Douglas and Gesell as
implements to Communism. Scattered through the letter might be scraps
of literary advice: ‘IF you are nuvvelizing, READ H/J// Learn How to do
it/ or one way of doing it// No excuse for iggorunce.” Or: ‘Poetical
prose??? Hell// The great writing in either p or p consists in getting the
SUBJECT matter onto paper with the fewest possible folderols and anti-
macassars. When the matter isn’t real, no amount of ornament will save
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it. The inner structure 1s the poetry. And the prose-poetry stunt is
merely soup/ lacking the rhythmic validity of verse. (By which I don’t
mean the cuckoo-clock of traditional British metric.) Great writer (Hardy)
has forgotten he exists. Got his mind on what he is TELLING.’

All of which was nothing like one’s previous experience of letters. I do
not mean in the abbreviations, the deliberate misspellings, the capitaliza-
tions and the use of slanted lines for much of his punctuation. One recol-
lects that at the time they scarcely bothered one; one was too interested in
what he was saying. Pound scattered such dicta with incredible profusion,
in letter after letter, with no apparent exhaustion of idea or of ‘ the glitter-
ing phrase’ to contain it. The impression may be incorrect, yet one holds
it firmly, that it would be difficult to find more than two dozen pages of
Keats’s or Shelley’s or Swift’s correspondence that would have any other
than biographical interest. The same seems true of Byron’s letters; but
those, in their racy informality of style and their brusque changes of
subject, bear some resemblance to Pound’s. But that is as close as one
can come to congeners. The simple fact remains that Pound’s letters are
unique.

He came, a sort of flaming Savonarola, into a literary world which, as
Wyndham Lewis has pointed out, preferred brilliant amateurism to a
professional concern for the arts. Pound saw the dangers to perfection
inherent in such an attitude. To him art was not something one could
practise a certain number of hours a day, with Saturdays and Sundays
‘off’. Art was instead a kind of life, a life which kept one’s ‘ private life’, in
the most ordinary sense, to a minimum.

This attitude is clear throughout his letters. He very rarely writes
gossip or sends news of himself. As one goes through thousands of pages
of letters, one remains impressed instead by his sustained devotion—I was
about to say to art—to humanity. He justly believed that humanity
deserved the best—in art, in ethics, in an economic system that would
insure the just distribution of goods. It was kept from the best by a few
simians who maintained themselves in offices of power only because the
really first-rate men had not concerned themselves with approaching those
who controlled the offices. A naive attitude, perhaps, but we find it ex-
pressed again and again in his letters. In such spirit he wrote to Harriet
Monroe on the 22nd of October 1912: ‘I'm the kind of ass that believes in
the public intelligence. I believe your “big business man” would rather
hear a specialist’s opinion, even if it’s wrong, than hear a rumour, a diluta-
tion." I shall return later to this aspect of Pound’s correspondence. For the
moment, I wish to emphasize its impersonal quality. His letters do not
concern themselves with ‘private life’—with what he scornfully calls
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Joreword

‘laundry lists’—but with the health of the arts. For that reason they have
at times a messianic tone. Considering the stakes at hazard, one doesn’t
wonder!

He was not, of course, the only man who held art in such seriousness,
but he was so constituted that he had not only abundant energies but
a civic sense acute to a degree which possibly only Americans can
understand. When Harriet Monroe wrote him late in 1931 that she
planned to retire, visit her sister in Cheefoo, and allow Poetry to die,
he replied:

“The intelligence of the nation more important than the comfort or
life of any one individual or the bodily life of a whole generation.

‘It is difficult enough to give the god dam amoeba a nervous system.

‘Having done your bit to provide a scrap of rudimentary ganglia amid
the wholly bestial suet and pig fat, you can stop; but I as a responsible
intellect do not propose (and have no right) to allow that bit of nerve
tissue (or battery wire) to be wrecked merely because you have a sister
in Cheefoo or because there are a few of your friends whom it would be
pleasanter to feed or spare than to shoot.’

As he recognized, the health of the arts, of economic ideas, could not be
the concern of a single person. He had to form, in so far as the power was
vouchsafed him, an avant-garde: in a military as well as in the literary
sense. He had to produce a generation that would battle for the arts with
the same vigour and tenacity with which he battled. The personal letter
was his means of contact, and his high aim determined its extent.

The editor, when naming off to Pound those from whom to solicit
letters for this edition, mentioned Jules Romains and got the following
reply: ‘ Nothing there. It was not necessary to repeat to Romains. He was
active.” And indeed, Pound’s best letters are those to people from whom
he had to remove some sort of inertia, whether of simple physical action
or of ignorance, and not, as one might think, to old friends and colleagues
like Joyce, Eliot,and Lewis. They had their own jobs to do and their own
ways of doing them. Discussion on these points was out of the question,
for they are what make those personalities interesting artists.

The bulk and interest of his letters to Harriet Monroe testify to no
physical inertia on her part. She was active enough. But he had to over-
come in her an inertia of ignorance. It was sometimes difficult for her to
understand quite simple things. In a note to his article entitled ‘The
Renaissance: I, The Palette’ printed in the February 1915 number of
Poetry, Pound had written: ‘I have not in this paper, set out to give a
whole history of poetry. I have said, as it were, *““Such poets are pure
red . . . pure green”. Knowledge of them is of as much use to a poet as the

22



Forewor

finding of good colour is to a painter.’ To 3&5 note Miss Monroe appended
hers, in which she declared that there was pure colour in Poe’s ‘Helen’,
in ‘Kubla Khan’, in ‘La Belle Dame Sans Merci’ and concluded with:
‘But certain Shakespearean songs and sonnets would be the basis of my
palette.” Pound wrote her with some irritation: * Your note is bewrying.
The whole point of a *“palette” is that it has various pure colours. Shx.
lyrics—maximum of their own tone or colour—yes. But “basis of palette”
is a foolish expression.’

Pound had to overcome as well her narrow conception of poetry. In
later years he wrote her frankly about her limitations: ‘[They] can be
pardoned ¢o you, but not tolerated in themselves, or for themselves.’
Fortunately she possessed enormous goodwill and courage. If| in the years
1912—17, she at the beginning rebelled against printing H.D., Frost, and
Eliot, she could ultimately be convinced by those letters issuing first from
10 Church Walk and later from § Holland Place Chambers. Even if—as
in the case of Eliot—it took six months! Doubtless she printed the best of
what came to her hand independently of Pound’s influence, but for years
the average measure of that verse can be taken from the following lines
chosen at random from a 1913 issue of Poetry:

Stream, stream, stream
Ok the willows by the stream;
The poplars and the willows
And the gravel all agleam!

But those lines measure not only Poetry; they measure as well the magazine
verse of the time. And the established magazines did not, of course, print
Pound or Eliot or H.D. or Frost. That glory was Miss Monroe’s. It
would be saying too much that Pound thrust greatness upon her; but one
wonders, had he not been there with that acute civic sense, with those
prodding letters ?

His correspondence with the young falls into the category of letters to
inactive persons. The young were learning; they stood at the verge of
action. Pound undertook, like an inspired pedagogue, to set them into
action fully armed with a knowledge of their personalities. He spent a
great deal of time and energy on them, even on those who showed little
talent, for they, too, might prove of use. ‘I don’t lay as much stock’, he
wrote Miss Monroe in 1931, ‘by teachin’ the elder generation as by teachin’
the risin’, and if one gang dies without learnin’ there is always the next.
Keep on remindin’ ’em that we ain’t bolcheviks, but only the terrifyin’
voice of civilization, kulchuh, refinement, aesthetic perception.” And he
did teach the rising generations. Those who produced, produced; those
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who did not produce at least Teminded others what that terrifyin’ voice
was.
In his four decades of activity, he received many hundreds of pages of
manuscript from the young, together with appeals for criticism. A pros-
pect of labours that might have staggered a professional instructor of
composition! But Pound assumed such fatigues as though they were
duties. When he discerned any talent, he replied with page after page of
detailed suggestions. When he did not perceive any interest in the work
he said so with what must have been a stunning frankness, as in a letter
of 1933: ‘I don’t think there is any chance for any yng. feller making a
dent in the pubk. or highly select consciousness by means of pomes writ
in the style of 1913/15. An thet’s flat and no use my handlin you with
gloves.’

Although most of his criticism was highly specific, he recognized that
thereby a danger inhered in it: that of impressing his own tone and per-
sonality upon the manuscripts submitted to him. (In his criticisms of the
work even of elder men, whose personalities might be presumed to be
fixed, he refrained from too much verbal suggestion. When he felt it
necessary, as in his word-by-word examination of Binyon’s translation of
the Purgatorio—here reduced to one-third its original length—he would
produce something (say a pseudo-Chaucerian pair of lines) out of tone
with the rest of the manuscript, so that the writer would be stimulated to
a new solution independent of Pound’s.) With his young ‘students’
(there seems to be no other word), he allayed the danger by giving them
reading lists that would serve to develop their own personalities and, at
the same time, answer certain problems of expression and thereby relieve
the pressure upon himself. In 1916 he put Iris Barry through a formidable
regimen. He was evidently pleased with the result, for the reading lists
and suggestions in that series of letters later became the basis of his
‘How to Read’.

He considered that his function was to save the young time and error,
and his aim, as he put it, to turn proselytes into disciples. After the publi-
cation of ‘How to Read,’ he referred his correspondents to that pamphlet.
If they had read it and had pursued, in so far as they were able, the recom-
mended readings, he offered advice and put them in touch with others of
his correspondents, generally those of the same city or college. And some-
times a young man so introduced would come weeping back in the next
letter that he did not agree with X, or Y, whom he had met through
Pound. A letter like that could make him explode into:

¢ If you are looking for people who agree with you!!!! How the hell
many points of agreement do you suppose there were between Joyce,
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W. Lewis, Eliot and yrs. truly in 1917; or *xtween Gaudier and Lewis in
1913; or between me and Yeats, etc.?

‘If you agree that there ought to be decent writing, something
expressing the man’s ideas, not prune juice to suit the pub. taste or
your taste, you will have got as far as any “circle’ or ‘world’ ever has.

‘If another man has ideas of any kind (not borrowed clichés) that
irritate you enough to make you think or take out your own ideas and
look at ’em, that is all one can expect.’

He constantly urged the young to form groups. It was very difficult. He
would seldom bring them to understand that ‘it requires more crit.
faculty to discover the hidden 109, positive, than to fuss about 9o%,
obvious imperfections’, or that, above a certain level, differences—of
taste, of view-point, of technique, of material, of belief—ought to exist.
They generally proved much less resilient than Miss Monroe. He once
persuaded her to allow Louis Zukofsky to edit a number of Poetry, the
‘Objectivist Number’. After the act, somewhat appalled at the result, she
wrote Pound that the number did not seem to ‘record a triumph’ for that
group. Pound agreed, but insisted that the point of the number was that
the mode of presentation was good editing: ‘The zoning of different
states of mind, so that one can see what they are, is good editing.” And he
continued: ‘ GET some other damn group and see what it can do. What
about the neo-Elinor-Wylites? . . . Or the neo-hogbutcherbigdriftites?’

Both the editorial and the propaedeutic advice of his letters formed a
part of his vast effort to create a milieu in which art could exist. Conscious,
as I have indicated, that it was not a job for a single person however great
his energies, he usually called into service existing institutions. For they
had, after all, an organization and contact with a part of the public. In
his great magazine ventures—Poetry, The Egoist, and The Little Review
—he employed already established facilities in order to provide space for
serious writers and to divert money to them. If, before 1917, The Little
Review did not print the best work available, it had shown at least
an attitude with which Pound could sympathize. He had simply to con-
vince the editors of the importance of printing Eliot or Lewis or Joyce
or some new poet who had sought him out in London or who had written
from some remote township in, say, Indiana.

But there was a job ancillary to that of providing a means of circulation
for contemporary writers, that of cleansing stables. He went at it with a
flaming American zeal, as John Brown had gone at slavery or Carrie
Nation at rum. Unlike them, he did not seek to destroy out of hand, for
his letters reveal that he thought well of nearly all organizations and
institutions, from magazines through universities to governments—in
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their ideal forms. A bad magazine or university or government had merely
departed from its ideal; perhaps because time had gone on and left it
struggling for aims that were no longer valid, perhaps because it had been
warped. The first of these did not bother him much. Such institutions,
while they lent a faintly musty odour of decayed thought to the ambience,
would die without his help. What moved him to decided action was the
warped institution, which he assumed might function properly but for
ignorance at the top, and consequently he bent his efforts to educating it.

This would seem to be an excess of optimism. But he partakes of that
American trait. Consider, for example, one of his earliest attempts to
reform an institution. In 1916 he wrote to Professor Felix Schelling of the
University of Pennsylvania suggesting that the English faculty institute a
“fellowship given for creative ability regardless of whether the man had
any university degree whatsoever’. He went on to name Carl Sandburg
as a candidate for such a fellowship. Professor Schelling replied with what
Pound regarded as the epitaph for the American university system: ‘The
university is not here for the unusual man.” Pound apparently learned,
for when in 1929 that university wrote asking him for money, he added
the following postscript to an already negative answer: ‘All the U. of P.
or your god damn college or any other god damn American college does
or will do for a man of letters is to ask him to go away without breaking
the silence.” But five years later in reply to a letter from Professor
Schelling he wrote: ‘ You ain’t so old but what you cd. wake up. And you
are too respected and respectable for it to be any real risk. They can’t
fire you now. Why the hell don’t you have a bit of real fun before you get
tucked under?’ A last-act repentance as the curtain falls!

Or consider, again, that he was not at all awed by the magnitude of
an economic reform that he had undertaken. Letters went out to friends
and acquaintances, senators and M.P.s, with astonishing fluency. Here,
perhaps, he may have lost a sense of proportion, but the matter was of
desperate urgency. He saw Europe drifting towards a war that could have
been avoided by a simple currency reform. Under such conditions,
nothing that promised alleviation was too remote for him to try. In 1934
he wrote to Salvador de Madariaga, an old acquaintance of his from
London days, asking him to introduce the theories of Douglas in the
Cortes of the new Spanish republic. After all, why not? Serious things
were at stake, and Spain kad given evidence that she wanted economic
justice for her people. The peak of his optimism is reached in a letter of
the 25th of September 1935, to John Cournos. ‘Are you,” he wrote, ‘in
touch with any of these Rhooshun blokes you write about in Criterion??
As there is no way of getting one grain of sense into Communists outside
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Russia, would there be any way of inducing any Rhoosian intelligentzia
to consider Douglas and Gesell ?*

Sanguine perhaps, but not comic. The well-being of millions of people
depends upon mankind’s adopting a system of economic justice. Pound’s
eagerness to approach every person or organization that gave any promise,
however slight, of moving towards that ideal is the gauge of his serious-
ness.

He never sentimentalized over humanity; in fact, its obtuseness fre-
quently irritated him. Nevertheless, what strikes one in nearly every
letter he wrote is his sustained devotion to it.

The present book owes its being to that devotion. It is one effort more
to communicate with an epoch.

If the editor has managed by the arrangement and selection of these
letters to illuminate Pound’s own work and to convey the history of the
chief artistic developments of the past forty years, in so much as these
touched Pound, he will have succeeded in his aim. There remains the
portrait of the artist’s personality. That emerges perforce; it is none of
the editor’s doing,.

The letters have come from various sources: from the recipients them-
selves, from collectors, and from libraries. The loss of many letters to
political confiscations, bombings, and climatic conditions—those, for
example, to Aldington, Dulac, Hemingway, and Rodker—suggests that
this collection has not been made too soon. Such early letters as are lost
may be presumed to be completely lost. Those of later years can often
be supplied by carbon copies, to which Mr. Pound has generously given
the editor access. These carbon copies have been used to fill in gaps left
by the editor’s inability to get in touch with correspondents or with
executors or to spare time-claimed correspondents the fatigue of search-
ing out the originals. In all cases he has sought the permission of corre-
spondents or executors to use the carbons. When he has not received
replies, he has nevertheless used the letters.

A NorE on THE EpiTING

Deletions. Deletions have been indicated by the following symbols:
— — — — indicates that one to twenty-five words or thereabouts have
been dropped; —/—/ indicates that about twenty-five to fifty words have
beendropped; and — / — / indicates that more than fifty words have been
dropped. The first of these symbols occurs frequently with proper names,
and in such juxtaposition generally indicates that the person’s address has
been deleted. All other deletions have been made in order to avoid
repetitions or to eliminate material of little general interest. In each letter
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the editor has aimed to keep deletions to a minimum and to present the
whole letter.

Suppressions. Names have been suppressed according to the following
scheme: (a) initial letter followed by periods—used when a harsh critical
comment, untempered by favourable remarks in other letters, is made
about a living artist;

(8) final letter preceded by dots when the comment is not critical or when
the name stands as a symbol of evil;

(¢) letters followed by a long dash when complete suppression is
desirable.

Notes. The editor has tried to avoid an excess of footnotes and where
possible has interpolated explanatory matter in the text between mon-
angular brackets.

Punctuation, Spelling, and Emphases. As has been indicated by several
quotations above, these are anything but normal, and they have put the
editor in considerable dilemma, for to hold to the letter would have made
abook intolerable to read, while to set all things aright would have missed
some of Pound’s epistolary savour. The editor has accordingly compro-
mised. The slanted line is replaced by more normal marks of punctuation,
but regularization has been avoided. Misspellings have been corrected.
Plays on spelling have been thinned out (but not eliminated) only when
they have come so thickly as to retard the reader. These changes are very
few. Pound’s emphases in his typed letters came more and more to be
indicated by capitals instead of by underlinings—evidently to avoid the
loss of time in going back and underlining a word. But even capitalized
words are sometimes doubly and triply underlined in ink. The editor has
indicated these capitalizations by italics when the words have not been
re-emphasized, and by small capitals when they have been.

The general aim has been to present a volume that can be read consecu-
tively with as little eye fatigue as possible. The editor alone is responsible
for these prettyings up. In short, the excellencies of the book are Mr.
Pound’s and the faults the editor’s.

Thanks are due to Mr. and Mrs. Pound and to the following individuals
and institutions: Charles Abbott, Director, Lockwood Memorial Library,
University of Buffalo; John Alden, Curator of Rare Books, University of
Pennsylvania Library; Richard Aldington; Margaret Anderson; Mary
Barnard; Agnes Bedford; Cecily Binyon; William Bird; Judith Bond,
Curator, Harriet Monroe Collection, University of Chicago Library;
Basil Bunting; Montgomery Butchart; Lena Caico; Sarah Perkins Cope;
John Cournos; Hubert Creekmore; E. E. Cummings; John Drummond;
Edmund Dulac; Ronald Duncan; T. S. Eliot; Arnold Gingrich; Douglas
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Goldring; W. W. Hatfield; Ernest Hemingway; Hilaire Hiler; Houghton
Library, Harvard University; Sisley Huddleston; Glenn Hughes; Lang-
ston Hughes; Joseph Darling Ibbotson; Maria Jolas; Norah Joyce; Katue
Kitasono; James Laughlin; A. W. Lawrence; Wyndham Lewis; H. L.
Mencken; Fred R. Miller; Marianne Moore; F. V. Morley; Gerhart
Miinch; New York Public Library; N. H. Pearson; Laurence Pollinger;
John Rodker; Olga Rudge; Peter Russell; George Santayana; John
Scheiwiller; Henry Swabey; René Taupin; Harriet Shaw Weaver; T. C.
Wilson; Donald Wing; and the Yale University Library.
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CHRONOLOGY

188§—30 October, born in Hailey, Idaho.

1901—7—College. 13 June 1907 received Master’s degree. Summer, went
to Spain as Harrison Fellow (University of Pennsylvania) to pursue
researches on Lope. Autumn, professor of Spanish and French at
Wabash College. Winter, Europe: Gibraltar, Spain, Venice.

1908—June, 4 Lume Spento published in Venice. To London. December,
A Quingaine for this Yule published.

1909—April, Personae published. Meetings with Frederic Manning, T. E.
Hulme, Ford Madox Hueffer (Ford), W. B. Yeats. Autumn, Exulta-
tions published.

1910—Lectures on Romance literature. First expression of aesthetic
principles in The Spirit of Romance. Provenga (poems), first American
publication. Summer, returned to America. Meeting with John Quinn.

1911—February, returned to London. Cangoni published.

1912—Ripostes published. First announcement of Imagism in the fore-
word to the poems of T. E. Hulme appended to that volume. Sonnets
and Ballate of Guido Cavalcanti. October, became foreign correspon-
dent of Poetry (Chicago).

1913—March, ‘A Few Don’ts by an Imagiste’ in Poetry (Chicago).
April, ‘ Contemporania’ poems published. Oriental studies begun.

1914—January, first of his notes on Joyce. February, anthology Des
Imagistes published. April, married to Dorothy Shakespear. June,
contributions to Lewis’s BLAST. September, ‘Vorticism® published
in The Fortnightly Review.

1915—April, Cathay published. Edited Poetical Works of Lionel Johnson.
Second number of BLAST. December, Catholic Anthology, intro-
ducing the work of Eliot.

1916—]une, Certain Noble Plays of Japan. Gaudier-Brreska, a Memoir.
Lustra.

1917—ANoh, or Accomplishment. Foreign editor of The Little Review.
June, July and August, first three Cantos published in Poetry. Dialogues
of Fontenelle. Passages from the Letters of John Butler Yeats.

1918—Pavannes and Divisions.

1919—Homage to Sextus Propertius. Quia Pauper Amavi. The Fourth
Canto. Economic studies begin.

1920—Collaboration with The Dial. Hugh Selwyn Mauberley. June,
meeting with Joyce. Instigations. Umbra.
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1921—Leaves England for France. June, settles in Paris. Poerns: 1918~
1921. Winter, maieutic efforts on The Waste Land.

19223—Attempt to launch ‘Bel Esprit’. Studies with Rousellot.

1923—Edits ‘The Inquest’ for William Bird’s Three Mountains Press.
Indiscretions.

1924—Antheil and the Treatise on Harmony. April, illness; leaves France
for Italy. XVT Cantos.

1925—February, settles in Rapallo. Composition of his opera #illon.

1926—Publication of Personae (New York).

1927—Translation of 7a Hio. His quarterly, Exile, launched. Wins Dial
award.

1928—‘How to Read’. Researches on Guido Cavalcanti approach
completion.

1930—Publication of XXX Cantos.

1931—Publication of Guido Cavalcanti Rime.

1933—Active Anthology.

1934—Make It New. ABC of Reading. ABC of Economics. Eleven New
Cantos.

1935—/efferson andor Mussolini. Social Credit: An Impact.

1937—Fifth Decad of Cantos. Polite Essays.

1938—Guide to Kulchur. July, ‘Mang Tsze’ published in The Criterion.

1940—Cantos LII-LXXI.
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1: To FeLIx E. ScHELLING
Wyncote, Pa., 16 January

My dear Dr. Schelling: I have already begun work on ‘Il Candelaio’
which is eminently germane to my other romance work and in which I
have considerable interest.

On the other hand, since the study of Martial there is nothing I approach
with such nausea and disgust as Roman life (Das Privatleben). Of course
if you consider the latter of more importance, I shall endeavor to make
my hate do as good work as my interest.
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2: To WiLLiaM CARLoS WILLIAMS
London, 21 October

Dear Bill: Glad to hear from you at last.

Good Lord! of course you don’t have to like the stuff I write. I hope the
time will never come when I get so fanatical as to let a man’s like or dislike
for what I happen to ‘poetare’ interfere with an old friendship or a new
one.

Remember, of course, that some of the stuff is dramatic and in the
character of the person named in the title.

The ‘Decadence,” which is one of the poems I suppose in your index ;
expurgatorius, is the expression of the decadent spirit as I conceive it. The
Villonauds are likewise what I conceive after a good deal of study to be an
expression akin to, if not of| the spirit breathed in Villon’s own poeting.
*Fifine’ is the answer to the question quoted from Browning’s own Fifine
at the Fair.’

Will continue when I get back from an appointment.

And once more to the breech.

I'am damn glad to get some sincere criticism anyhow. Now let me to the
defence. It seems to me you might as well say that Shakespeare is dissolute
in his plays because Falstaff is, or that the plays have a criminal tendency
because there is murder done in them.

To me the short so-called dramatic lyric—at any rate the sort of thing I
do—is the poetic part of a drama the rest of which (to me the prose part) is
left to the reader’s imagination or implied or set in a short note. I catch the
character I happen to be interested in at the moment he interests me,
usually a moment of song, self-analysis, or sudden understanding or reve-
lation. And the rest of the play would bore me and presumably the reader.
I paint my man as I conceive him. Et voila tout!

Is a painter’s art crooked because he paints hunch-backs?

I wish you'd spot the bitter, personal notes and send ’em over to me for
inspection. Personally I think you get 'em by reading in the wrong tone of
voice. However, you may be right. Hilda (Doolittle) seems about as
pleased with the work as you are. Mosher is going to reprint. W. B. Yeats
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applies the adjective ‘charming,’ but they feel no kindly responsibility for
the morals and future of the author.

As for preaching poetic anarchy or anything else: heaven forbid. I
record symptoms as I see ’em. I advise no remedy. I don’t even draw the
disease usually. Temperature 102—3/8, pulse 78, tongue coated, etc., eyes
yellow, etc.

As for the ‘eyes of too ruthless public’: damn their eyes. No art ever yet
grew by looking into the eyes of the public, ruthless or otherwise. You can
obliterate yourself and mirror God, Nature, or Humanity but if you try to
mirror yourself in the eyes of the public, woe be unto your art. At least
that’s the phase of truth that presents itself to me.

I wonder whether, when you talk about poetic anarchy, you mean a life
lawlessly poetic and poetically lawless mirrored in the verse; or whether
you mean a lawlessness in the materia poetica and metrica. Sometimes I
use rules of Spanish, Anglo-Saxon and Greek metric that are not common
in the English of Milton’s or Miss Austen’s day. I doubt, however, if you
are sufficiently au courant to know just what the poets and musicians and
painters are doing with a good deal of convention that has masqueraded
as law.

Au contraire, I am very sure that I have written a lot of stuff that would
please you and a lot of my personal friends more than 4 L (ume) S{pento).
But, mon cher, would a collection of mild, pretty verses convince any pub-
lisher or critic that 7 happen to be a genius and deserve audience? I have
written bushels of verse that could offend no one except a person as well-
read as I am who knows that it has all been said just as prettily before.
Why write what I can translate out of Renaissance Latin or crib from the
sainted dead?

Here are a list of facts on which I and 9,000,000 other poets have spieled
endlessly:

1. Spring isa pleasant season. The flowers, etc. etc. sprout bloom etc. etc.

2. Young man’s fancy. Lightly, heavily, gaily etc. etc.

3. Love, a delightsome tickling. Indefinable etc.

A) By day, etc. etc. etc. B) By night, etc. etc. etc.

4. Trees, hills etc. are by a provident nature arranged diversely, in

diverse places.

5. Winds, clouds, rains, etc. flop thru and over ’em.

6. Men love women. (More poetic in singular, but the verb retains the

same form.)

(In Greece and Pagan countries men loved men, but the fact is no longer
mentioned in polite society except in an expurgated sense.) I am not
attracted by the Pagan custom but my own prejudices are not materia
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poetica. Besides I didn’t get particularly lascivious in 4.L.S. However, in
the above 6 groups I think you find the bulk of the poetic matter of the
ages. Wait—

7. Men fight battles, etc. etc.

8. Men go on voyages.

Beyond this, men think and feel certain things and see certain things not
with the bodily vision. About this time I begin to get interested and the
general too ruthlessly goes to sleep? To, however, quit this wrangle. If
you mean to say that 4.L.S. is a rather gloomy and disagreeable book, I
agree with you. I thought that in Venice. Kept out of it one tremendously
gloomy series of ten sonnets—a la Thompson of the City of Dreadful
Night—which are poetically rather fine in spots. Wrote or attempted to
write a bit of sunshine, some of which—too much for my critical sense—
got printed. However, the bulk of the work (say 30 of the poems) is the
most finished work I have yet done.

I don’t know that you will like the Quingaine for this Yule any better.

Again as to the unconstrained vagabondism. If anybody ever shuts you
in Indiana for four months and you don’t at least wrize some uncon-
strained something or other, I'd give up hope for your salvation. Again, if
you ever get degraded, branded with infamy, etc., for feeding a person
who needs food,! you will probably rise up and bless the present and sacred
name of Madame Grundy for all her holy hypocrisy. I am not getting bit-
ter. I have been more than blessed for my kindness and the few shekels cast
on the water have come back ten fold and I have no fight with anybody.

I am amused. The smile is kindly but entirely undiluted with reverence.

To continue. I am doubly thankful for a friend who’ll say what he thinks
—after long enough consideration to know what he really thinks—and I
hope I'm going to be blessed with your criticism for as long as may be.

I wish you’d get a bit closer. I mean make more explicit and detailed
statements of what you don’t like.

Bitter personal note ??? * Grace Before Song’—certainly not.

1Pound spent the winter of 1907 at Wabash College, Crawfordsville,
Indiana, where he taught French and Spanish. After having read late one night,
he went into town through a blizzard to mail a letter. On the streets he found a
girl from a stranded burlesque show, penniless and hungry. The centennial
history of the college records that he fed her and took her to his rooms where
she spent the night in his bed and he on the floor of his study. Early in the
morning he left for an eight o’clock class. The Misses Hall, from whom he
rented the rooms, went up after his departure for the usual cleaning. They were
maiden ladies in a small mid-Western town and had let those rooms before
only to an elderly professor. They telephoned the president of the college and
several trustees; the affair thus made public, only one outcome was possible.
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‘La Fraisne’—the man is half- or whole mad. Pathos, certainly, but
bitterness? I can’t see it.

‘Cino"—the thing is banal. He might be anyone. Besides he is cata-
logued in his epitaph.

* Audiart’—nonsense.

‘Villonaud for Yule.” ¢ Gibbet’—personal ?2?

‘Mesmerism’—impossible.

‘Fifine’—ditto.

* Anima Sola.” ‘ Senectus’—utterly impossible.

‘Famam Librosque’—self-criticism, but I don’t see it as bitter.

‘Eyes’—nonsense.

*Scrip. 1g.’—ditto.

‘Donzella Beata’—ditto.

‘Vana.” ‘Chasteus.” ‘Decadence’—writ. in plural; even if not it is
answered and contradicted on the opposite page.

*The Fistulae’~—nonsense.

Where are they? I may be the blind one.

Now to save me writing. Ecclesiastes 2:24; Proverbs 30:19. This is the
arrant vagabondism. The soul, from god, returns to him. But anyone who
can trace that course or symbolize it by anything not wandering. . ..

Perhaps you like pictures painted in green and white and gold and I
paint in black and crimson and purple?

However, speak out and don’t become ‘powerless to write that you
don’t like.” There is one thing sickly-sweet: to wit, the flattery of those
that know nothing about the art and yet adore indiscriminately.

To your ‘ultimate attainments of poesy,’ what are they? I, of course, am
only at the first quarter-post in a marathon. I have, of course, not attained
them, but I wonder just where you think the tape is stretched for Mr. Hays,
“vittore ufficiale,” and Dorando Pietri, hero of Italy. (That was by the way
delightful to get in Italy and to get here one of the men who arranged the
events, one of the trainer sort who said Pietri would have never got there
if he hadn’t been helped.?) I wish, no fooling, that you would define your
ultimate attainments of poesy. Of course we won’t agree. That would be
200 uninteresting. I don’t know that I can make much of a list.

1. To paint the thing as I see it.

2. Beauty.

3. Freedom from didacticism.

-

1During the1908 Olympic Gamesin England, Pietri collapsed two or three times
in the last metres of the twenty-five mile marathon race. As hearose in final effort
and staggered toward the tape, an enthusiastic timekeeper rushed onto the track
and supported Pietri for three metres, to break the tape. Pietri was disqualified.
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4. Itis only good manners if you repeat a few other men to at least do it
better or more briefly. Utter originality is of course out of the ques-
tion. Besides the Punch Bow! covers that point.

Then again you must remember I don’t try to write for the public. I
can’t. I haven’t that kind of intelligence. ‘ To such as love this same beauty
that I love somewhat after mine own fashion.’

Also I don’t want to bore people. That is one most flagrant crime at this
stage of the world’s condition. 19 pages of letter ought to prove that. I am
hopeless. ‘Ma cosi son io.” Your letter is worth a dozen notes of polite
appreciation. Eccovi, an honest man. Diogenes put to shame.

Werite now that the bars are down and tear it up. You may thereby help
me to do something better. Flattery never will.

My days of utter privation are over for a space. — — — —

P.S. The last line page 3 of 4.L.S.! ought to answer some of your letter.

1 ¢ For I know that the wailing and bitterness are a folly.’
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3: To WiLLiam CarLos WiLLIAMS

London, 3 February

Deer Bill: May I quote ‘Steve’ on the occasion of my own firing: ‘Gee!!
wish I wuz fired!” Nothing like it to stir the blood and give a man a start
in life. Hope you shine the improving hour with poesy.

Am by way of falling into the crowd that does things here.

London, deah old Lundon, is the place for poesy.

Mathews is publishing my Personae and giving me the same terms he
gives Maurice Hewlett. As for your p’tit frére. I knew he’d hit the pike for
Dagotalia. When does he come over? I shall make a special trip to Ave
Roma immortalis to rehear the tale of ‘Meestair Robingsonnh.’

If you have saved any pennies during your stay in Neuva York, you'd
better come across and broaden your mind. American doctors are in great
demand in Italy, especially during the touring season. Besides, you'd
much prefer to scrap with an intelligent person like myself than with a
board of directing idiots, — — — —

4: To WiLLiam CarLos WILLIAMS

London, 21 May

I'hope to God you have no feelings. If you have, burn this before reading,
Dear Billy: Thanks for your Poems. What, if anything, do you want me
to do by way of criticism?

?Is it a personal, private edtn. for your friends, or??

As proof that W.C.W. has poetic instincts the book is valuable. Au

_contraire, if you were in London and saw the stream of current poetry, I

wonder how much of it you would have printed? Do you want me to
criticise it as if (it) were my own work?

I have sinned in nearly every possible way, even the ways I most con-
demn. I have printed too much. I have been praised by the greatest living
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poet. I am, after eight years’ hammering against impenetrable adamant,
become suddenly somewhat of a success.

From where do you want me to show the sharpened ‘blade’? Is there
anything I know about your book that you don’t know?

Individual, original it is not. Great art it is not. Poetic it is, but there are
innumerable poetic volumes poured out here in Gomorrah. There is no
town like London to make one feel the vanity of all art except the highest.
To make one disbelieve in all but the most careful and conservative pre-
sentation of one’s stuff. I have sinned deeply against the doctrine I preach.

Your book would not attract even passing attention here. There are fine
lines in it, but nowhere I think do you add anything to the poets you have
used as models.

If I should publish a medical treatise explaining that arnica was good for
bruises (or cuts or whatever it is) it would show that I had found out cer-
tain medical facts, but it would not be of great value to the science of medi-
cine. You see I am getting under weigh.

If you'll read Yeats and Browning and Francis Thompson and Swin-
burne and Rossetti you'll learn something about the progress of Eng.
poetry in the last century. And if you’ll read Margaret Sackville, Rosa-
mund Watson, Ernest Rhys, Jim G. Fairfax, you’ll learn what the people
of second rank can do, and what damn good work it is. You are out of
touch. That’s all.

Most great poetry is written in the first person (i.e. it has been for about
2000 years). The 3rd is sometimes usable and the 2nd nearly always
wooden. (Millions of exceptions!) What’s the use of this?

Read Aristotle’s Poetics, Longinus’ On the Sublime, De Quincey, Yeats’
essays.

Lect. I. Learn your art thoroughly. If you’ll study the people in that 1st
lecture and then reread your stuff—you’ll get a lot more ideas about it
than you will from any external critique I can make of the verse you have
sent me.

Vale et me ama!

P.S. And remember a man’s real work is what e és going to do, not what
is behind him. Avanti e coraggio
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5: To HarRRIET MONROE

London, (18) August

Dear Madam: I am interested, and your scheme as far as I understand it
seems not only sound, but the only possible method. There is no other
magazine in America which is not an insult to the serious artist and to the
dignity of his art.

But? Can you teach the American poet that poetry is an art, an art with
a technique, with media, an art that must be in constant flux, a constant
change of manner, if it is to live? Can you teach him that it is not a penta-
metric echo of the sociological dogma printed in last year’s magazines?
Maybe. Anyhow you have work before you.

I may be myopic, but during my last tortured visit to America I found
no writer and but one reviewer who had any worthy conception of
poetry, The Art. However I need not bore you with jeremiads.

At least you are not the usual ‘esthetic magazine,” which is if anything
worse than the popular; for the esthetic magazine expects the artist todo all
the work, pays nothing and then undermines his credit by making his
convictions appear ridiculous.

Quant & moi: If you conceive verse as a living medium, on a par with
paint, marble and music, you may announce, if it’s any good to you, that
for the present such of my work as appears in America (barring my own
books) will appear exclusively in your magazine. I think you might easily
get all the serious artists to boycott the rest of the press entirely. I can’t
send you much at the moment, for my Arnaut Daniel has gone to the pub-
lisher, and the proofs of Ripostes are on my desk, and I've been working
for three months on a prose book. Even the Ripostes is scarcely more than
anotice that my translations and experiments have not entirely interrupted
my compositions.

I'sincerely hope, by the way, that you mean what you say in your letter
—that it isn’t the usual editorial suavity of which I've seen enough—for I
am writing to you very freely and taking you at your word.

Are you for American poetry or for poetry? The latter is more impor-
tant, but it is important that America should boost the former, provided it
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don’t mean a blindness to the art. The glory of any nation is to produce art
that can be exported without disgrace to its origin.

T ask because if you do want poetry from other sources than America I
may be able to be of use. I don’t think it’s any of the artist’s business to see
whether or no he circulates, but I was nevertheless tempted, on the verge
of starting a quarterly, and it’s a great relief to know that your paper may
manage what I had, without financial strength, been about to attempt
rather forlornly.

I don’t think we need go to the French extreme of having four prefaces
to each poem and eight schools for every dozen of poets, but you must
keep an eye on Paris. Anyhow I hope your ensign is not ‘more poetry”’!
but more interesting poetry, and maestria!

If T can be of any use in keeping you or the magazine in touch with
whatever is most dynamic in artistic thought, either here or in Paris—as
much of it comes to me, and I do see nearly everyone that matters—I shall
be glad to do so.

I send you all that I have on my desk—an over-elaborate post-Brown-
ing ‘Imagiste’ affair and a note on the Whistler exhibit. I count him our
only great artist, and even this informal salute, drastic as it is, may not be
out of place at the threshold of what I hope is an endeavor to carry into
our American poetry the same sort of life and intensity which he infused
into modern painting.

P.S. Any agonizing that tends to hurry what I believe in the end to be
inevitable, our American Risorgimento, is dear to me. That awakening
will make the Italian Renaissance look like a tempest in a teapot! The force
we have, and the impulse, but the guiding sense, the discrimination in
applying the force, we must wait and strive for.

6: To HARRIET MONROE
London, (24) September

Dear Miss Monroe: — — — — I've just written to Yeats. It’s rather hard
to get anything out of him by mail and he won’t be back in London until
November. Still I’ve done what I can, and as it’s the first favor or about the
first that I've asked for three years, I may get something—*to set the tone.’

Also I’ll try to get some of the poems of the very great Bengali poet,
Rabindranath Tagore. They are going to be the sensation of the win-
ter. . . . W.B.Y. is doing the introduction to them. They are translated by
the author into very beautiful English prose, with mastery of cadence.
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I shall leave the ‘literati’ to themselves—they already support them-
selves very comfortably—unless there is someone whose work you parti-
cularly want. . . . We must be taken seriously at once. We must be ¢ke voice
not only for the U.S. but internationally. . . . I think we might print one
French poem a month. My idea of our poiicy is this: We support American
poets—preferably the young ones who have a serious determination to produce
master-work. We import only such work as is better than that produced at
home. The best foreign stuff, the stuff well above mediocrity, or the experi-
ments that seem serious, and seriously and sanely directed toward the broaden-
ing and development of The Art of Poetry.!

And ‘To HELL WITH HARPER'S AND THE MAGAZINE TOUCH'!

7: To HARRIET MONROE
London, October

Dear Harriet Monroe: — — — — I've had luck again, and am sending
you some modern stuff by an American, I say modern, for itis in the laconic
speech of the Imagistes, even if the subject is classic. At least H.D. has
lived with these things since childhood, and knew them before she had any
book-knowledge of them.

This is the sort of American stuff that I can show here and in Paris with-
out its being ridiculed. Objective—no slither; direct—no excessive use of
adjectives, no metaphors that won’t permit examination. It’s straight talk,
straight as the Greek! And it was only by persistence that I got to see it
atall.

8: To HARRIET MONROE

N London, 13 October
Dear Miss Monroe: I don’t know that America is ready to be diverted by
the ultra-modern, ultra-effete tenuity of Contemporania.? ‘The Dance’
has little but its rhythm to recommend it.

“The Epilogue’ refers to The Spirit of Romance to the experiments and
paradigms of form and metre—quantities, alliteration, polyphonic rimes

1 The italics were added by Pound in 1937, when this and several other letters
were printed in Harriet Monroe’s autobiography.
2 A series of his poems published in Poetry (Chicago), April 1913,
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in Cangoni and Ripostes, and to the translations of The Sonnets and Ballate
of Guido Cavalcanti, and The Canyoni of Arnaut Daniel (now in pub-
lisher’s hands). It has been my hope that this work will help to break the
surface of convention and that the raw matter, and analysis of primitive
systems may be of use in building the new art of metrics and of words.

The ‘Yawp’ is respected from Denmark to Bengal, but we can’t stop
with the ‘Yawp.” We have no longer any excuse for not taking up the
complete art.

You must use your own discretion about printing this batch of verses.
At any rate, don’t use them until you’ve used ‘H.D.’ and Aldington, s.v.p.

9: To HARRIET MONROE
London, 22 October

Dear Harriet Monroe: — — — — I’m willing to stand alone. . . . I make
three enemies in a line—*Noyes, Figgis, Abercrombie.’ ... I raise up for
Abercrombie passionate defenders (vid. R. Brooke in the next Poetry
Review). Even Brooke can find little to say for Noyes, and nothing for
Figgis.

Until someone is honest we get nothing clear. The good work is
obscured, hidden in the bad. I go about this London hunting for the real.
I find paper after paper, person after person, mildly affirming the opinion
of someone who hasn’t cared enough about the art to tell what he actually
believes.

It’s only when a few men who know, get together and disagree that any
sort of criticism is born. . . . I can give you my honest opinion from the
firing line, from *the inside.” I'm the kind of ass that believes in the public
intelligence. I believe your ‘big business men’ would rather hear a
specialist’s opinion, even if it's wrong, than hear a rumor, a dilutation. My
own belief is that the public is sick of lukewarm praise of the mediocre. . . .

It isn’t as if I were set in a groove. I read any number of masters, and
recognize any number of kinds of excellence. But I'm sick to loathing of
people who don’t care for the master-work, who set out as artists with no
intention of producing it, who make no effort toward the best, who are
content with publicity and the praise of reviewers. I think the worst
betrayal you could make is to pretend for a moment that you are content
with a parochial standard. You’re subsidized, you don’t have to placate the
publicat once. ...
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Masefield was acclaimed. Nobody dared to say one word the other way.
The people who cared were puzzled. Here was something strange—one
liked his plays, or his sea-ballads, or something. . . . One lady said, ‘It’s
glorified Sims.” Several people liked ‘the end.” Et ego suggested that he
would probably be the Tennyson of this generation. One man said: ‘He
will appeal to lots of people who don’t like poetry but who like to think
they like poetry.’ ...

If one is going to print opinions that the public already agrees with, what is
the use of printing em at all? Good art can’t possibly be palatable all at
once. . ..

Quiller-Couch wrote me a delightful old-world letter a week ago. He
hoped 1 did not despise the great name Victorian, and he wanted to put me
in the Oxford Book of Victorian Verse. This is no smzll honor—at least I
should count it a recognition. Nevertheless he had hit on two poems which
I had marked ‘to be omitted’ from the next edition of my work, and I've
probably mortally offended him by telling him so. At least I haven’t heard
from him again. This is what happens if you’ve got a plymouth-rock con-
science landed on predilection for the arts. . . .

If a man writes six good lines he is immortal—isn’t that worth trying
for? Isn’t it worth while having one critic left who won’t say a thing is good
until he is ready to stake his whole position on the decision?. ..

Twenty pages a month is O.K.—there’s that much good stuff written.
You don’t want the Henry Van Dyke kind—TI’ll write personally to any-
one you do want, — — — —

The French laugh, but it’s not a corrosive or hostile laughter. In fact,
good art thrives in an atmosphere of parody. Parody is, I suppose, the best
criticism—it sifts the durable from the apparent. — — — —

I’ve got a right to be severe. For one man I strike there are ten to strike
back at me. I stand exposed. It hits me in my dinner invitations, in my
weekends, in reviews of my own work. Nevertheless it’s a good fight.

10: To HARRIET MONROE
London, December

Dear Miss Monroe: Yes, the ‘Related Things’ is more to my fancy. I had
no intention of trying to exclude you from your own magazine but you
know as well as I do that you could have written the ‘Nogi’ in four lines
if you'd had time to do so.
Ive sent the 30 dollars to Tagore.
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For Gorp’s sake don’t print anything of mine that you think will kill
the Magazine, but so far as I personally am concerned the public can go to
the devil. It is the function of the public to prevent the artist’s expression
by hook or by crook. Ancora e ancora. But be sure of this much that I
won’t quarrel with you over what you see fit to put in the scrap basket.

I am, however, sending you a series of things? herewith which ought to
appear almost intact or not at all.

Given my head I'd stop any periodical in a week, only we are bound
to run five years anyhow, we’re in such a beautiful position to save
the public’s soul by punching its face that it seems a crime not to do
$0, ————

P.S. Yes, do chuck out ‘ the last one’—whichever it may be?—it’s pro-
bably very bad.

1 The *series of things’ were additions to the ‘ Contemporania’ poems.
2 “The Epilogue,’ vide supra, p. 4.
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11: To HoMmer L. Pounbp
London, January

Dear Dad: — — — — A deal of dull mail this A.M. Wrote yesterday

or day before, didn’t1? AtleastI can’t think of anything much that’s new.
Note from Tagore who has retired to Urbana, Ill., where, as he says, his

friends ‘ out of their kindness of heart’ leave him pretty much alone.

There is a charming tale of the last Durbar anent R.T. One Bengali here
in London was wailing to W.B.Y. ‘How can one speak of patriotism of
Bengal, when our greatest poet has written this ode to the King?’ And
Yeats taxing one of Rabindranath’s students elicited this response. ‘Ah! I
will tell you about that poem. The national committee came to Mr. Tagore
and asked him to write something for the reception. And as you know Mr.
Tagore is very obliging. And all that afternoon he tried to write them a
poem, and he could not. And that evening the poet as usual retired to his
meditation. And in the morning he descended with a sheet of paper. He
said “Here is a poem I have written. It is addressed to the deity. But you
may give it to the national committee. Perhaps it will content them.””

The joke, which is worthy of Voltaire, is for private consumption only,
as it might be construed politically if it were printed.

Well, I've got to get on to affari.

12: To ALice CorsiN HENDERSON
London, March

Dear A.C.H.: I enclose some more Tagore for the May number. The one
marked ‘10” has gone to The Atlantic, but if they haven’t yet accepted it
you can use it. It will save time for you to write them direct. Say that you
are going to use it unless they reply ‘by return post that they are.’

Have just discovered another Amur’kn.! VurrY Amur’k’n, with, I

1 Robert Frost.
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think, the seeds of grace. Have reviewed an advance copy of his book, but
have run it out too long. Will send it as soon as I've tried to condense it—
also some of his stuff if it isn’t all in the book.

13: To HARRIET MONROE
London, March

Dear H.M.: Congratulations on March. While it contains nothing wildly
interesting, it contains nothing, or rather no group of poems, which is
wholly disgusting. I think the average ‘feel’ of the number is as good as
you’ve done.

My prose is bad, but on ne peut pas pontifier and have style simul-
taneously. I didn’t set out for a literary composition or an oration. Still I
wish I'd done it a bit better—not that I care about convincing fools.
A formal treatise decently written would have taken forty pages any-
how.

I’'m glad you’re going to print *Bill,’ i.e. Wm. Carlos Williams.

McCoy needs licking worse than anyone else in March. The Davis per-
son has a tendency toward seeing things, also howling need of training,.
Noyes adapts ‘Bringing in the Sheaves’ less amusingly than Lindsay did
‘The Bloody Lamb,’ also Alfred still lolls on the Kipple.

Goethe is dead (in the physical sense).

‘I'am called liberty’ does not make a fetching termination to a poem.

Neither is there any valuable denouement in ending, full close, maxi-
mum impression desirable, etc., strong pull, ‘years’ and ‘ tears.” Harmless
rime, but to use it as ‘ornament’ on return to the ‘tonic’ especially after he
had spent a little thought on his rimes earlier in the poem. No, Mr. Tor-
rence, vous n’étes pas artiste.—/—/

Good god ! isn’t there one of them that can write natural speech without
copying clichés out of every Eighteenth Century poet still in the public
libraries? God knows I wallowed in archaisms in my vealish years, but
these imbeciles don’t even take the trouble to get an archaism, which might
be silly and picturesque, but they get phrases out of just the stupidest and
worst-dressed periods.

Oftin the stilly night I dallied in the glade
On the banks of the Schuylkill as often I strayed.

The Davis person has caught up with 1890, like Kennerly, only she plys
the Celtic oar.
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I think you are probably taking the best of what comes in, but I do now
and then have a twinge of curiosity about what is being cast out.

Honestly, besides yourself and Mrs. Henderson, whom do you know
who takes the Art of poetry seriously? As seriously that is as a painter
takes painting? Who Cares? Who cares whether or no a thing is really
well done? Who in America believes in perfection and that nothing short
of it is worth while? Who would rather quit once and for all than go on
turning out shams? Who will stand for a level of criticism even when it
throws out most of their own work ?

I know there are a lovely lot who want to express their own person-
alities, I have never doubted it for an instant. Only they mostly won’t take
the trouble to find out what is their own personality.

What, what honestly, would you say to the workmanship of U.S. verse

I want to know, we’ve got to get acquainted somehow. I don’t think I
underestimate the difficulty of your position.

I think so far as possible you and Mrs. Henderson should do all the
prose that is done at your end. Unless you find someone with special
knowledge on some special topic. The editorial staff ought by now to be
assuming a ‘tone,” a more or less uniform tenor—with an occasional pro-
test from without, if wITHOUT dares to dispute with us. — — ——

Oh well. Honestly, ‘They,” the American brood, have ears like ele-
phants and no sense of the English language. And as for Amur’k’n, Geo.
H. Lorimer and Geo. Ade speak it better than they do. To say nothing of
the G-lorious O. Henry deceased. And I think you are doing very well
with them.

Bynner is at least aware of life as apart from brochures. Yet he himself
is most aptly described in just that ultimate term ‘brochure.” And his tone
of thought smacks of the pretty optimism of McClure and E. W. Wilcox.
If America should bring forth a real pessimist—not a literary pessimist—I
should almost believe.

14: To HARRIET MONROE
London, March
Dear H.M.: Sorry I can’t work this review! down to any smaller dimen-

sions! However, it can’t be helped. Yes it can. I've done the job better than
I thought I could. And it’s our second scoop, for I only found the man by

1 His review of Robert Frost’s 4 Boy’s Will, Poetry (Chicago), May 1913.
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accident and I think I've about the only copy of the book that has left the
shop.

I’I;l have along some of his work, if the book hasn’t used up all the best
of it. Anyhow, we’ll have some of him in a month or so.

I think we should print this notice at once as we ought to be first and
some of the reviewers here are sure to make fuss enough to get quoted in
N.Y.

The Current Gossip (God what a sheet!!!!) seems to have taken
Tagore hook and all. Current Opinion (March number). However, it serves
as illustration of what I said a while back. These fools don’t xNow any-
thing and at the bottom of their wormy souls they know they don’t and
their name is legion and if once they learn that we do know and that we are
‘in’ first, they’ll come to us to get all their thinking done for them and in
the end the greasy vulgus will be directed by us. And we will be able to do
a deal more for poetry indirectly than we could with just our $5,000 per
annum.

And for that reason we can and must be strict and INFALLIBLE and the
more enemies we make, up to a certain number, the better, for there is
nothing reviewers like better than calling each other liars. The thing is to
herd the worst fools into the opposition at the start and then the rest can
occupy their combative impulses in slaying them.

15: To HARRIET MONROE
London, March

Dear H.M.: I hear that the /nternational is going to start on Vildrac and
Romains. If they haven’t printed their stuff (mere translations and pro-
bably bad), I think it our sacred duty to forestall them by printing that
D !!d rigamarole of C.V.’s at once.

Oh, oh, oh, this vulgar haste for journalistic priority, and from sancti-
fied me!!! at that. However we’ve got to be 1T, first in the hearts of our
countrymen, etc.

Frost seems to have put his best stuff into his book, but we’ll have
something from him as soon as he has done it, ‘advanced’ or whatever you
call it. Lawrence has brought out a vol. He is clever; I don’t know whether
to send in a review or not. We seem pretty well stuffed up with matter at
the moment. (D. H. Lawrence, whom I mentioned in my note on the
Georgian Anthology.) Detestable person but needs watching. I think he
learned the proper treatment of modern subjects before I did. That was in
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some poems in The Eng. Rev.; can’t tell whether he has progressed or
retrograded as | haven’t seen the book yet. He may have published merely
on his prose rep.
P.S. Who the deuce is Elsa Barker? Says she has 5600 lines in her last

vol., which sounds suspicious. Otherwise, personally agreeable with a
Christian Science voice.

16: To HARRIET MONROE

London, 30 March

Dear Miss Monroe: I'm deluded enough to think there is a rhythmic
system in the d stuff, and I believe I was careful to type it as I wanted
it written, i.e., as to line ends and breaking and capitals. Certainly I want
the line you give, written just as it is.

Dawn enters with little feet
like a gilded Paviova.

In the ‘Metro” hokku, I was careful, I think, to indicate spaces between the
rhythmic units, and I want them observed.

Re the enclosed sheet from your letter.! It never occurred to me that
passage (A.) would shock anyone. If you want to take the responsibility
for replacing it with asterisks, go ahead.

Personally I think it would weaken it to say ‘Speak well of John Wana-
maker who pays his shop-girls § dollars per week, and of others who do
the same.” Child labour needs a villanelle all to itself.

Passage (B.) honi soit! Surely the second line might refer to the chastest
joys of paradise. Has our good nation read the Song of Songs? No, really,
I think this ought to stay. The tragedy as I see it is the tragedy of finer

1 Miss Monroe had objected to the following passages:
A. Speak well of amateur harlots,
Speak well of disguised procurers,
Speak well of shop-walkers,
Speak well of employers of women.
P o employers of (from ‘Reflection and Advice’)
B. Go to0 those who have delicate lusts
Go to those whose delicate desires are thwarted.
(from ‘ Commission”)
C. O how hideous it is
To see three generations of one house gathered together.
(from ‘ Commission")
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desire drawn, merely by being desire at all, into the grasp of the grosser
animalities. G—d! you can’t emasculate literature utterly. You can’t
expect modern work to even look in the direction of Greek drama until we
can again treat actual things in a simple and direct manner.

Morte di Cristo! Read the prefaces to Shelley written just after his
death, where the editor is trying to decide whether Shelley’s work is of
sufficient importance to make up for his terrible atheism!!!

As to passage (C.): A poem is supposed to present the truth of passion,
not the casuistical decision of a committee of philosophers. I expect some
time to do a hymn in praise of ‘race’ or ‘breed,” but here I want to say
exactly what I do say. We’ve had too much of this patriarchal sentimen-
tality. Family affection is occasionally beautiful. Only people are much too
much in the habit of taking it for granted that it is always so.

In my opinion (B.) and (C.) ought to stand. (A.) I don’t care
about. —/—/

The ‘Pact’ and the ‘Epilogue’ could go. I should certainly substitute
the enclosed ‘Salutation’ for the ‘Epilogue,” and for the Whitman if there
isn’t room for both.

I can’t remember quite what I've sent you and what I haven’t, but I
won'’t trouble you now with other alternative pieces.

I shall send you two or three pages of very short poems later, if you
survive the April number. I'm aiming the new volume for about the
Autumn.

Again to your note: ‘Risqué.” Now really!!! Do you apply that term to
all nude statuary? I admit the verse ‘To Another Man on his Wife’ might
deserve it, but you're not including that. Surely you don’t regard the
Elizabethans as ‘risqué’? It’s a charming word but I don’t feel that I've
quite qualified.

As to getting out a number that will please me; I think it is a possible
feat, tho’ I'd probably have to choose the contents myself. When you do
finally adopt my scale of criticism you will, yes, you actually will find a
handful of very select readers who will be quite delighted, and the aegrum
and tiercely accursed groveling vulgus will be too scared by the array of
delightees to utter more than a very faint moan of protest.

I want the files of this periodical to be prized and vendible in 1999.
Quixotic of me! and very impractical ?

The good Hessler once assured the seminar that it might as well agree
with me in the first place because it was bound to do so in the end out of
sheer exhaustion. You may pay my respects to the U.S.A. at large and
assure them that this truth is of even wider application. Or Veritas pare-
valebit as I should have said some centuries ago.
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I po hope you’ll print my instructions to neophytes? (sent to A.C.H.)
soon. That will enable our contributors to solve some of their troubles at

home.
Oh well, enough of this, if 'm to catch the swiftest boat.

17: To HarRrRIET MONROE
Sirmione, 22 April

Dear H.M.: God knows 7 didn’t ask for the job of correcting Tagore. He
asked me to. Also it will be very difficult for his defenders in London if he
takes to printing anything except his best work. As a religious teacher he is
superfluous. We’ve got Lao Tse. And his (Tagore’s) philosophy hasn’t
much in it for a man who has ‘felt the pangs’ or been pestered with
Western civilization. I don’t mean quite that, but he isn’t either Villon or
Leopardi, and the modern demands just a dash of their insight. So long as
he sticks to poetry he can be defended on stylistic grounds against those
who disagree with his content. And there’s no use his repeating the Vedas
and other stuff that has been translated. In his original Bengali he has the
novelty of rime and rhythm and of expression, but in a prose translation it
is just “more theosophy.” Of course if he wants to set a lower level than
that which I am trying to set in my translations from Kabir, I can’t help it.
It’s his own affair.

Rec’d £28, with thanks, salaams etc.

Dell is very consoling,. It’s clever of him to detect the Latin tone.?

I don’t doubt that the things Frost sent you were very bad. But he has
done good things and whoever rejected ’em will go to hell along with
Harper’s and The Atlantic. After my declaration of his glory he’ll have to
stay out of print for a year in order not to ‘disappoint’ the avid reader.
Sérieusement, I'll pick out whatever of his inedited stuff is fit to print—
when I get back to London.—/—/

1‘A Few Don’ts by an Imagist,” Poetry (Chicago), March 1913. Vide ‘A Stray

Document,” Make It New.
3 The reference is to the epigrams in ‘ Contemporania.’ Floyd Dell had written

of them in the Chicago Evening Post, 11 April 1913.
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18: To Isasgr W. Pounp
Venice, May

Dear Mother: Your remarks on ‘low diet and sedentary life’ are ludi-
crously inappropriate—if that’s any comfort to you. As to the cup of joy I
dare say I do as well as most in face of the spectacle of human imbecility.

As to practicality. I should think with the two specimens you hold up
to me, you’d be about through with your moralization on that subject.
Surely the elder generation (A.F. and T.C.P.) attended to this world’s
commerce with a certain assiduity, and camped not in the fields of the
muses.

I don’t suppose America has more fools per acre than other countries,
still your programme of the Ethical Society presents no new argument for
my return.

All Venice went to a rather interesting concert at ‘La Fenice’ on Wed-
nesday; and [ also, thanks to Signora Brass, for the entrance is mostly by
invitation.

I don’t know whether you remember the very beautiful 18th century
theatre, but it’s a place where you might meet anyone from Goethe to
Rossini.

I enclose what I believe to be a Donatello madonna and an interior
which I don’t think you saw. At least I wasn’t with you if you did see it.

I can’t be bothered to read a novel in 54 vols. Besides I know the man
who translated Jean Christophe, and moreover it’s a popular craze so I
suppose something must be wrong with it.

Have you tried Butler? Way of All Flesh and his Diary (I think that’s
what they call it).

I shall go to Munich next week and thence to London.

P.S. The Doolittles are here, pére et mére. Also Hilda and Richard.

19: To HARRIET MONROE
London, May

Dear H.M.: I’ve been so fortunate as to get some prose from Hueffer. Itis
in a way excerpts from a longer essay and even so it is really too long, but
he is willing to let us have it as it stands and count it as twelve (or ten, we
ought to call it 12) pages.! I think we ought even to print a few pages extra

1 ‘Impressionism,’ Poetry (Chicago), September 1913.
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rather than cut it much, as it will be a considerable boost to our prose dept.
Have just sent it to typist by special messenger. Hope it will come in
time for Aug. as I'd rather have it there than with my lot of stuff in Sept.
However that must be as it may. It can’t go in later than Sept. as it is going
into a book here. The thing will be all the prose in the number except the
very brief notices. But it will be the best prose we’ve had or are likely to get.
Clear the decks for it, s.v.p.

20: To Homer L. Pounp
London, 3 June

Dear Dad: Thanks for your cheerful letter. If there is any joy in having
found one’s ‘maximum utility,” 1 should think you might have it, with
your asylum for the protection of the unfortunate. As for T.C.,, it is rather
fine to see the old bird still holding out, still thinking he’ll do something,
and that he has some shreds of influence.

I'll try to get you a copy of Frost. I'm using mine at present to boom
him and get his name stuck about. He has done a ‘Death of the Farm
Hand’ since the book that is to my mind better than anything in it. I shall
have that in the Smart Set or in Poetry before long.

Whitman is a hard nutt. The Leaves of Grass is the book. It is impos-
sible to read it without swearing at the author almost continuously. Begin
on the ‘Songs of Parting’—perhaps on the last one which is called ‘So
Long!’, that has I suppose nearly all of him in it.

We had a terribly literary dinner on Saturday. Tagore, his son and
daughter-in-law, Hewlett, May Sinclair, Prothero (edt. Quarterly Rev.),
Evelyn Underhill (author of divers fat books on mysticism), D. and
myself.

Tagore and Hewlett in combination are mildly amusing. (I believe
Hewlett’s Lore of Persephone is good, but haven’t yet seen it.)

Tagore lectured very finely last night. I enclose a note from Koli Mohon
Ghose, who has been translating Kabir with me. The translation comes out
in the Calcutta Modern Rev. this month.

Prothero is doing my article on troubadours in the Quarterly, as 1 think
I'wrote.

Am finishing the Patria Mia, book, for Seymour and doing a tale of
Bertrans de Born.

Hope Aug. Poetry will have some stuff by a chap named Cannéll whom
I'rooted up in Paris, a Philadelphian.
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W. R{ummel) is playing at Mrs. Fowler’s Friday, before his pub.
concert.

W. G. Lawrence down from Oxford yesterday. Good fellow, going out
to India next winter.

Am playing tennis with Hueffer in the afternoons.

I'm promised that 1 shall meet De Gourmont and Anatole France,
intime, next time I go to Paris; that also pleases me.

‘Ortus’ means ‘birth’ or ‘springing out’—same root in ‘orient.’
‘Strachey’ is actually the edtr. of The Spectator, but I use him as the type
of male prude, somewhere between Tony Comstock and Hen. Van Dyke.
Even in America we’ve nothing that conveys his exact shade of meaning,.
I’ve adopted the classic Latin manner in mentioning people by name.

Love to you and mother. Salutations to the entourage. Cheer up, ye
ain’t dead yet. And as Tourgeneff says, most everything else is curable.

21: To HARRIET MONROE
London, 13 August

Dear H.M.: Right-O. I am eased in my mind about the Hueffer matter.
If, yes it’s jolly well 1F, the poets would send in that sort of stuff. F.M.H.
happens to be a serious artist. The unspeakable vulgo will I suppose hear
of him after our deaths. In the meantime they whore after their Bennetts
and their Galsworthys and their unspeakable canaille. He and Yeats are the
two men in London. And Yeats is already a sort of great dim figure with
its associations set in the past, — — — —

I’'m sending you our left wing, The Freewoman. I've taken charge of the
literature dept. It will be convenient for things whereof one wants the
Eng. copyright held. I pay a dmd. low rate, but it might be worth while as
a supplement to some of your darlings. So far Johns and Kilmer are about
the only ones I care to welcome.

Orage says he has written you giving grounds for declining to ex-
change. I can do nothing more. Am beginning a series of articles in ZT%e
New Age next week, on ‘ The Approach to Paris.’

Will tell 7%e Freewoman to exchange. They will.

Miss Lowell is back from Paris, and pleasingly intelligent.

Yours, after a morning of trying to write prose. Disjecta membra,

58



1913—aetat 27
22: To HARRIET MONROE
London, 13 August

Dear H.M.: Here is the Fletcher. I'd like to use the full sequence. I sup-
pose that’s hopeless to suggest.

Of course my Lustra lose by being chopped into sections and I suppose
J.G.F. will have to suffer in like manner. Anyhow, do hack out ten or a
dozen pages in some way that will establish the tone and in some way
present the personality, the force behind this new and amazing state of
affairs.

Am sending the review of him and the Frost poem shortly.

Of course one of Fletcher’s strongest claims to attention is his ability to
make a book, as opposed to the common or garden faculty of making a
‘Poem,’ and if you don’t print a fairish big gob of him, you don’t do him
justice or stir up the reader’s ire and attention.

23: To HARRIET MONROE
London, 23 September

Dear H.M.: Lawrence, as you know, gives me no particular pleasure.
Nevertheless we are lucky to get him. Hueffer, as you know, thinks highly
of him. I recognize certain qualities of his work. If I were an editor I should
probably accept his work without reading it. As a prose writer I grant him
first place among the younger men.

I want you to use a bunch of Fletcher’s things before you use Lawrence.
In fact I send these things along only on the supposition that they won’t
delay Fletcher’s appearance. I should be glad however, if you would
choose what you want, at once, and return the rest. Lawrence ought to
have five or six pages. Fletcher ditto or more.

Upward is a very interesting chap. He says, by the way, that the Chinese
stuff is not a paraphrase, but that he made it up out of his head, using a
certain amount of Chinese reminiscence. I think we should insert a note to
that effect, as the one in the current number is misleading.
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24: To HARRIET MoNROE
London (? September)

Dear Miss Monroe: Heaven knows this is the briefest and hastiest of sum-
maries. And the facts—are old enough.

Yet you are dead right when you say that American knowledge of
French stops with Hugo. And—dieu le sait—there are few enough people
on this stupid little island who know anything beyond Verlaine and
Baudelaire—neither of whom is the least use, pedagogically, I mean.
They beget imitation and one can learn nothing from them. Whereas
Gautier and de Gourmont carry forward the art itself, and the only way
one can imitate them is by making more profound your knowledge of the
very marrow of art.

There’s no use in a strong impulse if it is all or nearly all lost in bungling
transmission and technique. This obnoxious word that I'm always bran-
dishing about means nothing but a transmission of the impulse intact. It
means that you not only get the thing off your own chest, but that you get
it into some one else’s. Yrs. ever pedagogically, — —— —

25: To Arice CorBIN HENDERSON

London, October

Dear Mrs. Henderson: I wonder if Miss Monroe can get my memento into
the ‘notes and announcements’ section—right away. I know the Mercure
is held as old-fashioned but Duhamel’s notes would be very good for
Sterling and various others if they could be got to read em. The sooner
we get this intercommunication working, the better.

Postscript. varii:

Dear Mrs. Henderson: I don’t see where we’re to find space for that
prose of Cournos’, but it is his own and is at least direct treatment of life.
And he is a good chap who has risked physical comfort for the good of his
soul in leaving a steady job.

Frances Gregg has done a permissible poem. I've told her to send it
direct with whatever else she thinks decent.

I wonder if Poetry really dares to devote a number to my new work.
There’ll be a howl. They won’t like it. It’s absolutely the /asz obsequies of
the Victorian period. I won’t permit any selection or editing. It stands now
a series of 24 poems, most of them very short.
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I'd rather they appeared after H.M. has published ‘The Garden’ and

whatever else of that little lot she cares to print, as a sort of preparation for
the oncoming horror. There’ll probably be 40 by the time I hear from you.
It’s not futurism and it’s not post-impressionism, but it’s work contem-
porary with those schools and to my mind the most significant that I have
yet brought off.

Butr they won’t like it. They won’t object as much as they did to Whit-
man’s outrages, because the stamina of stupidity is weaker. I guarantee you
one thing. The reader will not be bored. He will say ahg, ahg, ahh, ahhh,
but-bu-bu-but this isn’t Poetry.

Six years ago, there wasn’t an editor in the U.S. who would print so
staid and classica work as ‘La Fraisne.’

This series of poems is PREposterous. I refer you to the article ‘The
Open Door’ in the Nov. number.

I expect a number of people will regard the series as pure blague. Still, I
give you your chance to be modern, to go blindfoldedly to be modern, to
produce as many green bilious attacks throughout the length and breadth
of the U.S.A. as there are fungoid members of the American academy. I
announce the demise of R. U. Johnson and all his foetid generation.

26: To Amy LoweLL
London (? November)

Dear Miss Lowell: I'd like to use your ‘Ina Garden’ in a brief anthology
Des Imagistes that I am cogitating—unless you’ve something that you
think more appropriate.

As to the enclosed: J.G. apparently did go walking, but it don’t seem to
have taken him long.

Most of my intervening activities will be conveyed to you in print.

The gods attend you.

27: To HARRIET MONROE
London, 7 November

Dear H.M.: Re your letter of Oct. 13th etc. There is no earthly reason

why Poetry shouldn’t ‘reack England.’ ‘England’ is dead as mutton. If

Chicago (or the U.S.A. or whatever) will slough off its provincialism, if it

will begin to be aware of Paris (or of any other centre save London), if it

will feed on all fruit, and produce strength fostered on alert digestion—
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there’s no reason for Chicago or Poetry or whatever not being the stan-
dard.

We’ve a better list of contributors than any English magazine of poetry
(which ain’t saying much—but still ).

There’s a very decent notice of us in La Vie des Lettres.

Until ‘we’ accept what I’ve been insisting on for a decade, i.e., a univer-
sal standard which pays no attention to time or country—a Welditteratur
standard—there is no hope. And England hasn’t yet accepted such a stan-
dard, so we’ve plenty of chance to do it first.

I’'m trying to say as much in The Quarterly Review, but heaven knows
if 'll succeed. (They’ve printed my ‘ Troubadours.”)

I’m asking Hueffer for more prose, you seemed to like it.

About the change of format. Unless you can go on being subsidized
after the end of the § years, I think one must seriously consider it. I don’t
want a great wodge of prose, but about double what we have at present.

Again and again and again. The gods do not care about lines of political
geography. If there are poets in the U.S.??? Anyhow, they oughtn’t to be
poisoned in infancy by being fed parochial standards.

Galdés, Flaubert, Tourgenev, see them all in a death struggle with pro-
vincial stupidity (or Jammes in ‘La Triomphe de la Vie’). All countries are
equally damned, and all great art is born of the metropolis (or in the metro-
polis). The metropolis is that which accepts all gifts and all heights of
excellence, usually the excellence that is tabu in its own village. The metro-
polis is always accused by the peasant of ‘ being mad after foreign notions.’

By the way The Glebe is to do our Imagiste anthology. There’ll be
various reprints from Poetry.

Re the rest: All I want is that the ‘ American artist’ presuming that he
exist shall use not merely London, but Paris, London, Prague or wherever,
as a pace-maker. And that he cease to call him champion for having done
100 yds. in 14 seconds merely because there’s no one around to beat him
(world’s record being presumably 9 85/100).

28: To IsaBeL W. Pounp
London, November

Dear Mother: I plan to spend my birthday largesse in the purchase of four
luxurious undershirts. Or rather I had planned so to do; if, however, the
bloody guardsman who borrowed my luxurious hat from the Cabaret
cloak room (not by accident) does not return the same, I shall probably
divert certain shekels from the yeager.
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Upward’s Divine Mystery is just out, Garden City Press, Letchworth.
His The New Word has been out some time; the library may have the
anonymous edtn.

My stay in Stone Cottage will not be in the least profitable. I detest the
country. Yeats will amuse me part of the time and bore me to death with
psychical research the rest. I regard the visit as a duty to posterity.

Current Opinion is an awful sheet. Merely the cheapest rehash of the
cheapest journalistic opinion, ma ché/ No periodical is ever much good.
Am sending the Quarterly which is at least respectable. I hope you don’t
think I read the periodicals I appear in.

I am fully aware of The New Age’s limitations. Still the editor is a good
fellow—his literary taste — — — — is unfortunate. Most of the paper’s
bad manners, etc. . ..

I seem to spend most of my time attending to other people’s affairs,
weaning young poetettes from obscurity into the glowing pages of divers
rotten publications, etc. Besieging the Home Office to let that ass Kemp
stay in the country for his own good if not for its. Conducting a literary
kindergarten for the aspiring, etc., etc.

Richard and Hilda were decently married last week, or the week before,
as you have doubtless been notified. Brigit Patmore is very ill but they
have decided to let her live, which is a mercy as there are none too many
charming people on the planet.

Met Lady Low in Bond St. Friday, ‘returned from the jaws of death,’
just back.

The Old Spanish Masters show is the best loan exhibit I have yet seen.
The post-Impressionist show is also interesting.

Epstein is a great sculptor. I wish he would wash, but I believe Michel
Angelo never did, so I suppose it is part of the tradition. Also it is nearly
impossible to appear clean in London; perhaps he does remove some of
the grime.

Anyhow it is settled that you come over in the Spring. If dad can’t
come then, we’ll try to arrange that for the year after. I shall come back
here from Sussex (mail address will be here all the time, as I shall be up
each Monday). You will come over in April; at least you will plan to be
here for May and June. Once here you can hang out at Duchess St. quite
as cheaply as you could at home.

I shall go to a Welsh lake later in the season instead of going to Garda in
the Spring. Having been in the country thru’ the winter I shall probably
not need spring cleaning.

If I am to get anything done this day, I must be off and at it.

Love to you and dad.
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29: To Amy LoweLL
Coleran’s Hatch, 26 November

Dear Miss Lowell: I agree with you that ‘binding’ is better than ‘a-
binding’ and that ‘Harriet’ is a bloody fool. Also I've resigned from
Poetry in Hueffer’s favour, but I believe he has resigned in mine and I
don’t yet know whether I’m shed of the bloomin’ paper or not.

I'm deaved to death with multifarious affairs. I think Duhamel on
schools was amusing but more needed in Paris than here, where yr. humbl.
svt. is the only person with guts enough to turn a proselyte into a disciple.

W.B.Y. and I are very placid in the country.

Do send on yr. poemae. Perhaps I can pick some paragraphs out of the
Duhamel when I get a breathing space. Will use some of the last batch,
prose also—with a substitution of ‘paragraphs’ for ‘pages.’ If there are
translations you might mark what from. Or if your own you might say

$0. —— ——

30: To HARRIET MONROE

Coleman’s Hatch, 8 December

Dear H.M.: All right, but I do not see that there was anything for me to
have done save resign at the time I did so. I don’t think you have yet tried
to see the magazine from my viewpoint.

I don’t mind the award as it seems to be Yeats who makes it, or at least
‘suggests,” and as you have my own contrary suggestion for the disposal
of the money made before I knew Lindsay had been otherwise provided
for.

For the rest, if I stay on the magazine it has got to improve. It’s all very
well for Yeats to be ceremonious in writing to you, a stranger, and in a
semi-public letter. Nobody holds Aim responsible for the rot that goes into
the paper.

I am willing to reconsider my resignation pending a general improve-
ment of the magazine, and I will not have my name associated with it un-

ess it does improve.
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31: To WiLLiam CarrLos WiLLIAMS
Coleman’s Hatch, 19 December

Deer Bull: Thanks for your good letter. Almost you make me think for a
moment that I might come to America. Dolce nido, etc. There are still a
half dozen people there.

I suppose you’ve seen Demuth about 7%e Glebe —if not take my intro-
duction to Alfred Kreymborg — — — —. They ought to do yr. book.
They’re doing the anthology.

Iam very placid and happy and busy. Dorothy is learning Chinese. I've
all old Fenollosa’s treasures in mss.

Have just bought two statuettes from the coming sculptor, Gaudier-
Brzeska. I like him very much. He is the only person with whom I can
really be ‘ Altaforte.” Cournos I like also. We are getting our little gang
after five years of waiting. You must come over and get the air—if only
for a week or so in the spring.

Richard is now running the N(ew) F(reewoman) which is now to
appear as The Egoist. You must subscribe as the paper is poor, i.e. weak
financially. The Mercure de France has taken to quoting us, however. It is
the best way to keep in touch.

I wish Gwen could study with Brzeska.

Yeats is much finer intime than seen spasmodically in the midst of the
whirl. We are both, I think, very contented in Sussex. He returned $200
of that award with orders that it be sent to me—and it has been. Hence the
sculptural outburst and a new typewriter of great delicacy.

About your ‘La Flor’: it is good. It is gracious also, but that is aside the
point for the moment. Your vocabulary in it is right. Your syntax still
strays occasionally from the simple order of natural speech.

1 think I'shall print ‘La Flor” in T%e Egoist.

I think ‘gracious’ is the word I should apply to it also as a critic. It is
dignified. 1t has the air of Urbino. I don’t know about your coming over.
I still think as always that in the end your work will hold. After all you
have the rest of a lifetime. Thirty real pages are enough for any of us to
leave. There is scarce more of Catullus or Villon.

You may get something slogging away by yourself that you would miss
in The Vortex—and that we miss. It would be shorter perhaps if one of us
would risk an Atlantic passage.

Of course Gwen ought to come over. I haven’t heard from her for long,
and from V. only a newspaper cutting.
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Damn! Why haven’t I a respectable villa of great extent and many
retainers?

Dondo has turned up again after years of exile. He is in Paris, has met
De Gourmont. We printed a page of his stuff, verse, in The N.F. last
week. I think he will do something,.

If you haven’t had that paper, send for back numbers since Aug. 15th.

Cournos has just come in. Shall mail this at once.

32: To IsaBer W. Pounp
Slowgh (more or less), 24 December

Dear Mother: Am down here for a week with the Hueffers in a dingy old
cottage that belonged to Milton. F.M.H. and I being the two people who
couldn’t be in the least impressed by the fact, makes it a bit more ironical.

I can’t remember much of what has been going on. Tea with your Mrs.
Wards in the Temple on Sunday.

Yeats reading to me up till late Sat. evening;, etc.

Richard gone to Italy.

Dined with Hewlett sometime or other last week.

Have written about 20 new poems.

3 days later:

Impossible to get any writing done here. Atmosphere too literary.
3 ‘Kreators’ all in one ancient cottage is a bit thick.

Xmas passed without calamity.

Have sloshed about a bit in the slush as the weather is pleasingly warm.
Walked to the Thames yesterday.

Play chess and discuss style with F.M.H.

Am not convinced that rural life suits me, at least in winter.

Love to you and dad. Greetings of the season to Aunt Frank.
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33: To AMY LoweLL

Coleman’s Hatch, 8 January

Dear Miss Lowell: No, of course I'm not outraged or enraged or en-
wrothed—only there’s no use my trying to keep up correspondences.

I expected your stuff to have appeared (Poems) in The Egoist on Jan
1st, but I have given up direct control and so now I find they won’t be in
until Feb. 1 or 15. They’re all going in, I believe.

The cerebralist hasn’t come off, so don’t bother with it.

Yes, I resigned from Poetry in accumulated disgust, and they axed me
back. And I consented to return ‘on condition of general improvement of
the magazine’—which won’t happen—so I shall be compelled to resign
permanently sometime or other.

For instance C. Y. Rice in the Dec. number. Can? I? go on leaving my
name on a paper so that it misleads some guileless Frenchman to believe
that that is a ‘des meilleurs poétes anglais’????

I think ].G.F.’s in same no. shows up very well.

The trouble with yr. prose was that the Mercure reserves *translation
rights’ and it couldn’t have gone in without fracas.

I don’t however believe that there’s much use your sending in French
clippings. The new staff is so much nearer Paris. And ergo. . . . However, I
think we’d like a brief essay on ‘ America the lost continent,” ‘The Barren
West,’ ‘ The gt. occidental desert.’

Until you come over again and make some sort of arrangement, I don’t
believe there’s much use in your bothering.

Yeats sails on the 29th. I don’t know his Boston date but I have im-
pressed you on his mind from time to time. Do you want him ‘to dine’
only, or ‘to stop’? —/—/
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34: To IsaBeL W. Pounp

Coleman’s Hatch, January

Dear Mother: 1t is rather late in the day to go into the whole question of
realism in art. I am profoundly pained to hear that you prefer Marie
Corelli to Stendhal, but I can not help it.

As for Tagore, you may comfort yourself with the reflection that it was
Tagore who poked my ‘ Contemporania’ down the Chicago gullet. Or at
least read it aloud to that board of imbeciles on Poetry and told ’em how
good the stuff was.

I do not wish to be mayor of Cincinnati nor of Dayton, Ohio. I do very
well where I am. London may not be the Paradiso Terrestre, but it is at
least some centuries nearer it than is St. Louis.

I believe Sussex agrees with me quite nicely.

35: To HARRIET MONROE

London, 20 January

— | — | Postscript: As for your recent number, I would protest against
the substitution of ‘Bél’ for ‘Christ’ in Mr. Aldington’s ‘Lesbia.’! Mr.
Aldington is sufficiently devout but there is no need to pretend that every-
one subscribes to a bastard faith devised for the purpose of making good
Roman citizens, or slaves, and which is thoroughly different from that
originally preached in Palestine. In this sense Christ is thoroughly dead.
If one is trying to express the passing of the gods, in poetry that expression
is distinctly weakened by the omission of the one god or demi-god who is
still popularly accepted.

A hundred years ago the cast of the Venus de Medici at the Philadelphia
Academy of Fine Arts was kept in a carefully closed cupboard and shown
only to those ‘who especially desired to see it.” There was one day per
week reserved for ladies.

If Mr. Aldington believes more in Delphos than in Nazareth, I can see
no reason for misrepresenting his creed. For centuries our verse has

1 The lines originally read
And Picus of Mirandola is dead;
And all the gods they dreamed and fabled of,
Hermes and Thoth and Christ are rotten now,
Rotten and dank.
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referred to ‘ The False Mahound’ and thereby done violence to the feelings
of the countless faithful who alone maintain an uninterrupted prayer to
their prophet.

Mr. Allen Upward, whom you have printed to your honour, was, as
proconsul in Nigeria, always careful to explain to the natives that
Christianity was NoT the universal religion of England and that there were
many who looked upon it as a degrading superstition. I know that he per-
formed at least one ‘miracle’ by means of a gnostic gem, and reconverted
at least one Mohammedan.

36: To HARRIET MONROE
London, 31 _January

Dear H.M.: Here is the Japanese play for April.1 1t will give us some
reason for existing. I send it in place of my own stuff, and as my name is in
such opprobrium we will not mention who did the extracting. Anyhow
Fenollosa’s name is enough.

These plays are in Japanese, part in verse, part in prose. Also I have
written the stuff as prose where the feet are rather uniform. It will save
space and keep the thing from filling too much of the number.

There’s along article with another play to appear in 7he Quarterly. This
Nishikigi is too beautiful to be encumbered with notes and long explana-
tion. Besides I think it is now quite lucid—my lardlady and grocer both
say the story is clear anyhow. Fenollosa, as you probably know, is dead. I
happen to be acting as literary executor, but no one need know that yet
awhile.

I think you will agree with me that this Japanese find is about the best
bit of luck we’ve had since the starting of the magazine. I don’t put the
work under the general category of translation either. It could scarcely
have come before now. The earlier attempts to do Japanese in English are
dull and ludicrous. That you needn’t mention either as the poor scholars
have done their bungling best. One can not commend the results. The
best plan is to say nothing about it. This present stuff ranks as re-creation.
You'll find W.B.Y. also very keen on it.

1 Nishikigi, printed May 1914.
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37: To AMy LowEeLL
London, 2 February

Dear Miss Lowell: Yeats sailed Saturday, with your name and address
carefuly glued into his address-book. — — — —

I suppose The Egoist will run another six months. I don’t think an
American correspondent would save it; you can no more interest London
in the state of the American mind than you could interest Boston in the
culture of Dawson or Butte, Montana.

Your note would be O.K. in Boston, but here I don’t think it more than
echoes the general opinion of every expatriate that any inhabitant has met.
You refer to things like Schauffler which no one has heard of. It could
well appear in Poetry where it would cause a little salutary irritation. Here
it would merely be lost. I think 7%e Egoist might well use something
solider and more ‘reaching.’

Yes, I thought Fletcher came up very well in Poezry.

Etc. Interruptions. ...

May as well send this before it gets mislaid.

38: To AMy LowEeLL
London, 23 February

Dear Miss Lowell: It is too late to monkey with the Anthology.

Do you want to edit The Egoist? Present editrix writes me this A.M.
that she is willing to quit. (This is in confidence.) Of course there is a
string to it. The paper made enough in the first six months to pay for the
next three. It is assured up to June. That is, I think, fairly good when one
considers what it usually takes to get a paper started. I think they have
been timid. I think it would have paid better to pay an occasional ‘selling’
contributor than to trust too much to voluntary work. With any sort of
business management the thing ought to pay its expenses, or at least to
cost so little that it would be worth the fun. A clever manager could make
ita property (perhaps).

If the idea amuses you, you should make arrangements for American
distribution before you come over.

At present the paper is printed at Southport. An editress and editorial
secretary are paid, also useless office rent in London. Richard could per-
fectly well do all that for another ten dollars a month. I don’t know how
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many subscriptions your name is good for in Boston. We’ve had posters
well about, and the sales increase, very slowly, but still the thing is creep-
ing on.

If you want that sort of lark you could at least have a run for your
money.

If the damn thing took to buying contributions and possibly to selling

made solid. Of course one would fire Carter and Ricketts and the sex
problem.

If the thing were run seriously, I would, I think, get almost any-
one to write for half-rate for a while at least. There would be a certain
amount of creative work. And also a column of fortnightly information
for the provincial reader, for it is useless to try to circulate a paper that
implies that all its readers live in London and know everything that’s
on.
The Spectator and New Age etc. pretend to supply a ‘complete cul-
ture’ to every reader. It is a bore to the office, but I think it essential to
sales.

People who solidly subscribe to a paper year after year MusT feel that
they don’t need to subscribe to any other.

Anyhow. That it is.

39: To AMy LoweLL
London, 11 March

Dear Miss Lowell: Thanks for clippings. I don’t know anything more
about ‘The Fountain.’ I handed over the bunch of mss. and told ’em to
print the lot. I don’t know at which stage the Fountain leaked; anyhow I
haven’t got it, and you are at liberty to use it. Also to reprint anything that
has appeared in Te Egoist.

Les Imagistes may get a theatre (‘Little’ or ‘Savoy’) chucked at their
heads, the proposed date is May 26, but it isn’t yet settled. I'd like you to
appear and read some Fort or Jammes.

July is too late. However the whole thing may be transferred or deferred
till Autumn so I can’t feel justified in urging you to change the date of
your departure from Abyssinia.

Yeats was in Chicago, I dare say his mastery of rhythmic simultaneity
isn’t yet sufficiently complete to let him ‘Chi’ and ‘Bost’ on the same
day.
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40: To Amy LowEeLL
London, 18 March

Dear Miss Lowell: — — — — Re T%e Egoist. Of course you won’t get
it for nothing unless Miss Marsden can keep her corner or some corner to
let loose in. She has her own clientele who look for her.

About the policy and mistakes, you realize that nothing is paid for (save
the verse sometimes); Aldington and Miss Marsden and a couple of clerks
get a guinea a week. If people are writing for nothing they only do so on
condition that they write as they dammmm please. Also one can’t afford
time to write carefully.

I’m responsible for what I get into the paper but I am at present nearly,
oh we might as well say quite, powerless to keep anything out. I don’t
think I'd come to Boston save for a salary or guarantees that would equal
the present gross cost of the paper, or at least the ‘expenses.’

On the other hand I don’t give a hang where the thing is printed or who
runs it. Of course a strong staff is important . . . essential. It won’t come for
being whistled for.

You can ‘run’ a paper in Boston and have a staff here. To wit me and
Hueffer and anybody you’ve a mind to pay for.—’Arriet, as you know,
has that recommendation. Only she will try to pick out contributors for
herself which is usually, from the point of view of internationality or
English circulation, fatal. My flair is also at the service of anybody. That
may be a drawback. At least I'm getting jolly tired of pushing other
people’s stuff.

I’ll send your letter on to Miss Marsden anyhow.

I don’t see why you shouldn’t live half the year in London. After all it’s
the only sane place for any one to live if they’ve any pretence to letters.

Two days’ interruption

Guess there wasn’t much more than a signature to add.

I can’t answer all of your questions as 1 don’t own the paper. All I can
say is that I think you could make it go and that I'll back you if you try it.

I think everything in your letter perfectly sound.

41: To AMy LoweLL
London, 23 March

Dear Miss Lowell: T4e Egoist has just had £250 chucked at its head to do
as it likes with, so I'm afraid there’s no chance of your getting it in July to
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do as you like with. Still I dare say you’ll find some way of amusing your-
self when you arrive. I'm not sure a quarterly wouldn’t be cheaper and
more effective, and you could edit that from Boston quite easily.

Also a quarterly staff is at hand in Hueffer, Joyce, Lawrence, Flint, and
myself on this side and you and your crowd on the other. I should also
develop some more intimate connection with Vienna and Florence. We
could have whoever we liked for special articles or stories, but I think
Lawrence and Joyce are the two strongest prose writers among les jeunes,
and all the rest are about played out. And we could have anything Yeats
happened to do. And we should, I think, print a reasonable amount of
French, or else reprint a ten to twenty page selection from some French
poet in each number. This would be cheaper than trying new stuff and we
could get the man’s whole work before us instead of depending on the
scraps he happened to submit.

The French departments of the U.S. universities, or the Modern
Language Association or the Alliance Frangaise ought to back us up in
such an endeavour to promote international understanding. The whole
three of ’em ought to be tackled.

42: To HARRIET MONROE
London, 28 March

Dear Miss Monroe: — |/ — [ No, the Fenollosa play can’t wait. It won’t
do any harm to print it with the Yeats stuff in May. Every number ought
to be at least as ‘sublimated’ as such a number will be. If we can’t stay that
good we ought to quit.

The Hueffer can’t possibly wait past June. Both he and V (iolet) H(unt)
have done nothing but fuss and plague me about the delay supposedly till
June ever since I got the thing from them, and *printing it in America is
just like burying it” and he has turned down Monro of Poetry and Drama
when said H.M. tried to buy the thing from him. That was out of friend-
ship for me and because I had insisted on his waiting for English publica-
tion until after we had printed the poem.

Itis excessively inconvenient not to get the play done in April.

I have just come back from Blunt’s, he is giving us a batch of stuff for
July. I dare say he will send back the cheque for it; he seldom or never
accepts payment. And that will either help you out of deficits or give you
another prize for Johns or someone who needs it.

The Blunt stuff, glory of the name etc. ought to build up our position
with the older French reviews and ‘solidify’ us in other quarters. Besides
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it is good of its kind. And Macmillan is soon to bring out a collected
edition of him.

If I could be sure of even three or four good stiff numbers I might make
some sort of stand for a restart here, or even an English ‘publication’ of
Poetry, but the thing flopped so before that there has been no use * talking
it up.” Of course, circulating a magazine takes energy and a lot of time,
and for a person in my position it is purely impossible unless the magazine
really ‘means’ what I mean and keeps up the sort of pace I believe in.

Of course, until you do put out something ‘that will circulate in
England,’ no author of any standing will give, or expect to give, you any-
thing but American serial rights on a poem. However. I've chewed over
that sufficiently.

About the dates I propose for printing, I dare say I seem arbitrary But
I get stuff that no one else (save possibly Hueffer, and in many cases not
even Hueffer) could possibly get you. I do this by use, or abuse as you
like, of the privilege of personal friendship or acquaintance. If added to
that there is to be constant worry about dates of publication etc. delays,
etc. 1 simply can not go on with it, it is too wearing to a set of nerves that
have received few favors from circumstance. These people can’t be treated
like novices sending uninvited contributions to Harper’s.

Hang it all, the only way to sell a specialized magazine like Poetry is to
pack it full FULL of good stuff. You sent up the sales with the number con-
taining Yeats and myself a year or more ago. It ought to have kept on
going up at a steady rate. It would do twice as much good to everybody
concerned. Even the rotten poetasters that I object to having in at all
might get as much for one page as they now do for two or three and they’d
get corresponding advance in prestige. How can the bloomin provincial
poet be expected to keep a pace unless we set it ? If you’d only have some
faint trace of confidence in the American poet’s ability to hit the trail.

If  the public’ once got convinced that you meant business . . . that you
weren’t waiting for laggards . . . and trying to run an ambulance corps for
the incapable. .. aihiaiaiai !!! bopp!!!

‘Sublimated number’ be hanged. I dare say I'm vague and etc. but what
I’ve been wanting all along is some such standard as that Yeats-Fenollosa
number would be. Print it and don’t fall below it. Don’t accept till things
hit at least that level, don’t promise, leave the files open till the very going
to press on the chance that a really good thing may come in. Then if
nothing does come in use up some of your dead wood.

Precedent: that rotten Poetry and Drama, established itself solely by
Flint’s French number which everybody had to get; it was the first large
article on contemporary stuff. — ———
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P.S. Hang it all, I wrote something to you or to somebody months and
months ago about that damn Glebe thing.

Of course if you think any of the people I've sent in have the faintest
notion that you think the stuff is your ‘absolute property’ you are wholly
mistaken. A clever author like Newbolt or Masefield only gives his pub-
lishers ‘leave to print.’

No, the Glebe does not get the stuff for nothing. They pay a royalty on
sales the same as any other publisher would. I did not and do not regard
’em as a periodical. The book is issued as a monthly series, but it is issued
bound at the same time as what I suppose to be a separate book. I have
mucked in the filthy matter for the sake of a few young writers who need
money and that oblique means to it, reputation. If the unpunchable God
had any respect for my finer feelings. . .

Anyhow, I've begged the Hueffer and given my own stuff for lower
payment than I should have otherwise received for it, and paid one man an
advance for his poem. Why in hell do I bother?. ..

September is impossible for Hueffer, he has already refused another fine
offer.

For God’s sake if you’ve got a lot of second-rate stuff on hand and
accepted, for god’s sake get some one to pay the authors and then return
the stuff to them. It would be better to take the money out of Poetry’s own
fund and recoup on sales or go smash if necessary. Anything better than
water down the quality with stuff that ‘looks pale beside’. ...

43: To HarrIET MONROE

London, April

Dear H.M.: The author of the enclosed, X X , his wife and
infant are I believe starving or thereabouts. I have helped him and I sup-
pose I should do so still, but I'm “strapped.’ He tried to start a magazine
here on another man’s promises and he has got into such a mess that I
don’t think anyone else here will do anything for him.

The poor devil had been keeping his poems for his own magazine or I
suppose I should have had them to go over before.

Can you send him a cheque for the poem at once and print it when you
have relieved the present congestion?

Or does some supporter want to take him on: he has something in him,
enough at least to make him worth keeping on the planet a few months
longer.
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The last I had of him was to send him a telegraph order to buy food,
then he disappeared, ashamed to ask for more, and I heard nothing until
his wife found my address among his papers and wrote from Leicester (he
had been in London).

44: To Amy LoweLL
Coleman’s Hatch, 30 April

Dear Miss Lowell: — — — — By all means ‘ Astigmatize” me, trés honoré.
Joyce is the author of that Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man now in
The Egoist, and he is also in the Imagiste book.
We can consider what French stuffis worth using when you come over,
and jaw about possibilities.
Fletcher looking ‘real hearty’ to my amazement the last time I saw him.
I am on my head with Fenollosa notes and the expectable disturbances
of such a season.—/—/

45: To HARRIET MONROE
London, 23 May

Dear HM.: — | — / Cut out any of my poems that would be likely to get
you suppressed but don’t make it into a flabby little Sunday School lot like
the bunch in the November number. Now wHo could blush at ‘Lesbia

Anyway I haven’t any new things that will mix with the lot I've sent in.

You can leave out the footnote to * (A Study in) Aesthetics.’

The Hueffer good? Rather! It is the most important poem in the
modern manner. The most important single poem that is.

As for my only liking importations, that’s sheer nonsense. Fletcher,
Frost, Williams, H.D., Cannéll and yrs. v.t. are all American. You know
perfectly well that American painting is recognizable because painters
from the very beginning have kept in touch with Europe and dared to
study abroad. Are you going to call people foreigners the minute they care
enough about their art to travel in order to perfect it? Are the only
American poets to be those who are too lazy to study or travel, or too
cowardly to learn what perfection means? —/—/

Blunt hasn’t sent in his stuff, and I won’t stir him up, if you don’t much
want him. I don’t care about giving people the sort of stuff that they want,
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or using stuff in the old manner. If he remembers on his own account he
will have to go in in my place.

Rodker ought to go in fairly soon, not later than Sept.

As for importations. You know what a man’s painting is like when he
has never been out of, say Indiana, and has never seen a good gallery.

And what is there improper in ‘ The Father’?

Am I expected to confine myself to a Belasco drawingroom? Is modern
life, or life of any period, confined to polite and decorous actions or to the
bold deeds of stevedores or the discovery of the Nile and Orinoco by
Teethidorus Dentatus Roosenstein? Are we to satirize only the politer and
Biblical sins? Is art to have no bearing on life whatever? Is it to deal only
with situations recognized and sanctioned by Cowper? Can one pre-
suppose a public which has read at least some of the classics? God damn it
until America has courage enough to read Voltaire it won’t be fit for pigs
let alone humans, —/—/

46: To Amy LowELL
London, (213) July

Dear Miss Lowell: BLAST dinner on the 15th as I phoned this P.M.

Upward in yesterday. Will be glad to come to your dinner.

Richard will come to call on you Friday and help you make what pre-
parations and invitations you want. (H.D. will come too, but don’t men-
tion it as she is in retreat from all social appearances, feigning indisposi-
tion. This information is private.) If Friday P.M. don’t suit you, will you
write and name some other day? He is at no. 8 in this building.

47: To AMy LoweLL
London, 1 August

Dear Miss Lowell: It is true that I might give my sanction, or whatever
one wants to call it, to having you and Richard and ‘H.D.’ bring out an
‘Imagiste’ anthology, provided it were clearly stated at the front of the
book that ‘E.P. etc. dissociated himself, wished success, did not mind use
of title so long as it was made clear that he was not responsible for con-
tents or views of the contributors.” BuT, on the other hand that would
deprive me of my machinery for gathering stray good poems and pre-
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senting them to the public in more or less permanent form and of dis-
covering new talent—of which the already discovered will be constantly
jealous and contemptuous (especially R.A.), will fuss etc.—or poems
which could not be presented to the public in other ways, poems that
would be lost in magazines. As for example ‘H.D.’s’ would have been, for
some years at least.

The present machinery was largely or wholly my making. I ordered
“the public’ (i.e. a few hundred people and a few reviewers) to take note of
certain poems.

You offer to find a publisher, that is, a better publisher, if I abrogate my
privileges, if I give way to, or saddle myself with, a dam’d contentious,
probably incompetent committee. If I tacitly, tacitly to say the least of it,
accept a certain number of people as my critical and creative equals, and
publish the acceptance.

I don’t see the use. Morcover, I should like the name ‘Imagisme’ to
retain some sort of a meaning, It stands, or I should like it to stand for hard
light, clear edges. I can not trust any democratized committee to maintain
that standard. Some will be splay-footed and some sentimental.

Neither will I waste time to argue with a committee. I have little enough
time for my own work as it is. And all things converge to leave me all too
little for the part I should like to give to actual creation, rather than to
criticism, journalism etc.

If anyone wants a faction, or if anyone wants to form a separate group,
I think it can be done amicably, but I should think it wiser to split over an
aesthetic principle. In which case the new group would find its name auto-
matically, almost. The aesthetic issue would of itself give names to the two
parties.

Your proposition was not that you would find a publisher and that you
would prefer the stuff to be selected by a committee or by each contri-
butor, but that such an anthology would be published and that I could
come in or go hang. At least that was my impression which may have been
inexact. We may both have rushed at unnecessary conclusions.

48: To AMy LoweLL

London, 12 August

Dear Miss Lowell: I think your idea most excellent, only I think your

annual anthology should be called Pers Libre or something of that sort.

Obviously it will consist in great part of the work of people who have not
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taken the trouble to find out what I mean by ‘Imagisme.’ I should, as I
have said, like to keep the term associated with a certain clarity and
intensity.

A number of your contributors object to being labelled. Vers libre
seems to be their one common bond. Also if you use such a title (or any-
thing similar) there need be no bothersome explanation of my absence.

I think the annual will be very good for all concerned. I trust I shall not
as you say ‘take any one with me’; I have no desire to prevent anyone
else’s participation in the project. Also I will refrain from publishing
another anthology in America before 1916 if you think it likely to clash in
any way with yours. This offer is a little inconvenient as I had written to
that side of the water before you spoke to me of Macmillan. However I
recognize that the Aldingtons prefer Macmillan and I don’t want them to
incur any uncertainty about having their poems published together in
1915.

If you want to drag in the word Imagisme you can use a subtitle ‘an
anthology devoted to Imagisme, vers libre and modern movements in
verse’ or something of that sort. I think that will be perfectly fair to
everyone.

49: To DoucLAs GoLDRING
London, 18 September

Dear Goldring: Those people in Chicago have at last printed two of your
poems. I suppose you’ll get paid in a day or so.

I like your ‘Loredan’ now I see it in print. Though the interjected
‘Alice’ rhyming with palace, and the last line of ‘Hill House’ still stick in
my craw.

If you think it worth while to subject some more things to my captious
and atrabilious eye, I should be glad to see another lot of your stuff. I have
no means of guaranteeing that Poetry will print anything under six
month’s time, but I will try to hurry them as much as possible.

P.S. I should like to make up § or 6 pages of your stuff, but we have so
many points of disagreement that I’ll need a large lot to select from if T am
to do so.
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50: To HARRIET MONROE
London, 30 September

Dear H.M.: 1. Received with thanks, £18/10, receipt enclosed.

2. ENcLOSED also the first fruits of sin with Masefield. I have answered
to the effect that if they will delay publication until Nov. 1st I will do what
I can for them BuT the bloody Philip the King is a play not a poem and it is
54 pages long. I send you copy herewith under separate cover. You can
arrange as you like with Reynolds. — — — — If they delay, and if it is
impossible to print the whole play, which has no division into acts, there is
one alternative, i.e. that of printing the Messenger’s speech and part of an
endless dialogue between Philip and the Infanta. It would be perhaps
simpler to wait until ].M. has something else for us.

So far as the public is concerned it would be better to print the whole
play or nothing. If Heinemann does not delay publication, Reynolds
would probably sell you the play for a few pounds, butt. . . . You could
print the play, and have nothing else in the number, either prose or
verse.

3. I was jolly well right about Eliot. He has sent in the best poem I have
yet had or seen from an American. PRAY GOD IT BE NOT A SINGLE AND
UNIQUE succEss. He has taken it back to get it ready for the press and you
shall have it in a few days.

He is the only American I know of who has made what I can call ade-
quate preparation for writing. He has actually trained himself and modern-
ized himself on Ais own. The rest of the promising young have done one or
the other but never both (most of the swine have done neither). It is such a
comfort to meet a man and not have to tell him to wash his face, wipe his
feet, and remember the date (1914) on the calendar.

s1: To AMY LowELL!

[postcard]
London, 2 October
Congratulations.
Why not include Thomas Hardy?

1 See Letter No. 56.
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sa: To H. L. MENCKEN
London, 3 October

Dear Mr. Mencken: So far I only find novels. All more than 30,000 words.
I enclose a poem by the last intelligent man I've found—a young
American, T. S. Eliot (you can write to him direct, Merton College,
Oxford). I think him worth watching—mind ‘not primitive.’
His ¢ (Portrait of a) Lady’ is very nicely drawn.

53: To HARRIET MONROE
London, October

Dear H.M.: Here is the Eliot poem.! The most interesting contribution
I’'ve had from an American.
P.S. Hope you'll get it in soon.

54: To HARRIET SHAW WEAVER
London, 12 October

Dear Miss Weaver: Here is some copy for which I take no responsibility.
Rodker has some reason or other for wanting his essay printed as soon as
possible. He always has. Miss Heyman’s article might precede Rodker’s.
Please do not put it next to mine.

I shall have a rather longish article, that is about a page to a page and a
half, announcing the College of Arts.? I may be a bit late with it, but I

1 “The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock,’ not printed until June 1915.

2 This article became the basis of the following prospectus:

‘It has been noted by certain authors that London is the capital of the world,
and ““ Artis a matter of capitals”. At present many American students who would
have sought Vienna or Prague or some continental city are disturbed by war. To
these The College of Arts offers a temporary refuge and a permanent centre.

‘We draw the attention of new students to the fact that no course of study is
complete without one or more years in London. Scholarly research is often but
wasted time if it has not been first arranged and oriented in the British Museum.

‘The London collections are if not unrivalled at least unsurpassed. The
Louvre has the Venus and the Victory but the general collection of sculpture in
the Museum here is, as a whole, the finer collection. The National Gallery is
smaller than the Louvre but it contains no rubbish.
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particularly want it in. Said affair may be of a good deal of use to The
Egoist: it can’t be of immediate use.

For the rest I think The Egoist can very well ‘suspend publication
during duration of war.” That is better than shutting up shop altogether.

‘Without chauvinism we can very easily claim that study in London is at least
as advantageous as study elsewhere, and that a year’s study in London by no
means prevents earlier or later study in other capitals.

‘The American student coming abroad is usually presented with two systems
of study, firstly, that of “institutions” for the most part academic, sterile, pro-
fessorial; secondly, instruction by private teachers often most excellent, often the
reverse.

‘The College of Arts offers contact with artists of established position,
creative minds, men for the most part who have already suffered in the cause of
their art.

‘Recognizing the interaction of the arts, the inter-stimulus, and inter-
enlightenment, we have gathered the arts together, we rccommend that each
student shall undertake some second or auxiliary subject, though this is in all
cases left to his own inclination. We recognize that certain genius runs deep and
often in one groove only, and that some minds move in the language of one
medium only. But this does not hold true for the general student. For him and
for many of the masters one art is the constant illuminator of another, a constant
refreshment.

‘The college prepares two sorts of instruction; one for those who intend a
career in some single art, who desire practical and technical instruction, a second
for those who believe that learning is an adornment, a gracious and useless
pleasure, that is to say for serious art students and for the better sort of dilettanti.

‘The cost of instruction will vary from £20 to £ 100, depending on how much
the student wishes to do himself and how much he wishes to have done for him.
We recognize that the great majority of students now coming to Europe are
musical students, the next most numerous class are painters and sculptors; we
nevertheless, believe that there are various other studies which would be pursued
if students knew where to go for instruction.

‘We try not to duplicate courses given in formal institutions like the Univer-
sity of London, or purely utilitarian courses like those of Berlitz. London is itself
a larger university, and the best specialists are perhaps only approachable in
chance conversation. We aim at an intellectual status no lower than that attained
by the courts of the Italian Renaissance.

‘Our organization is not unlike that of a University graduate school, and is
intended to supplement the graduate instruction in ‘““arts”. This instruction is
offered to anyone who wants it, not merely to those holding philological
degrees.

‘A knowledge of morphology is not essential to the appreciation of literature,
even the literature of a forgotten age or decade.

‘M. Arnold Dolmetsch’s position in the world of music is unique, and all
music lovers are so well aware of it, that one need not here pause to proclaim it.
Painting and sculpture are taught by the most advanced and brilliant men of our
decade, but if any student desires instruction in the earlier forms of the art,
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From a practical point of view it is hopeless to try to increase the sales of
The Egoist during war time. The staff might be put on half pay if any one
wants to do it, but . . . the finishing up of things has not come suddenly.
Everyone has known that December would see at least ‘a suspension’
unless the unexpected occurred. If we ‘suspend during duration of war’
there will be reasonable colour to any efforts one might make, after war-
time, to recommence. Also, one could begin quite awhile AFTER without
damage. Pardon, if I am running out of my own province and giving
needless advice.

instruction in representative painting awaits him. The faculty as arranged to
date, though it is still but a partial faculty, is perhaps our best prospectus.’

Among the members of the faculty were the following: Henri Gaudier-
Brzeska, Wyndham Lewis, Edward Wadsworth, Edmund Dulac, Reginald
Wilenski, Arnold Dolmetsch, Felix Salmond, K. R. Heyman, Ezra Pound, John
Cournos, Alvin Langdon Coburn.

The prospectus continues:

‘As a supplement to the various courses in arts and crafts, we point out the
value of individual research in, and study of, the various collections of the South
Kensington and British Museums. We will endeavour to save the student’s time
by giving general direction for such work, and initiation in method, apart from
the usual assistance offered by the regular Museum officials.

‘In certain rare cases, the American college student, desiring more than his
degree, will find it possible to spend his Junior or Sophomore year in London
and return to his own University for graduation. Those desiring to do this
should of course submit to us their plans of study, together with a clear statement
of their requirements for graduation at the home college. Such students will have
to possess rather more than average intelligence.

‘If intending to take graduate work for higher degrees, they may, however,
find that this form of recess will give them a distinct advantage over their
colleagues, such as fully to compensate for the inconvenience and derangement
of undergraduate studies. It is always open to them to fill in routine courses by
application to the University of London (that is to say, ordinary mathematics or
classics), pursuing said courses in conjunction with their special work with the
College of Arts.

*(End of Prospectus.)

‘Remarks.—The college should come as a boon to various and numerous
students who would otherwise be fugging about in continental pensions, meeting
one single teacher who probably wishes them in the inferno, and dependent for
the rest on fellow boarders and public amusements.

‘Secondly, it would seem designed to form itself into a centre of intelligent and
intellectual activity, rather than a cramming factory where certain data are pushed
into the student regardless of his abilities or predilections.’ .. .
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55: To HARRIET MONROE

London, 12 October

GET SOME OF WEBSTER FORD’ St
STUFF FOR ‘POETRY’

Dear H.M.: Please observe above instructions as soon as possible. Poetry
is really becoming more or less what one would like to have it.

I will send in a letter in a day or so, NOT an article, replying to your
heresies. Why you deny the name of science or art to everything the public
don’t know, is beyond me.

As to Amy’s advertisement. It is, of course, comic. On the other hand,
it is outrageous. It is what one would expect of a lying grocer like...... n,
I don’t suppose she is much to blame. StiLL, for us to print it in Poezry is
wrong, even if it does pay a few dollars.

1 have always objected to the Berg Essenwein? ad. but this is a point
beyond it. If it dealt with biscuits or a brand of sardines ...... nand pos-
sibly the magazines publishing the adv. would be liable to prosecution.

56: To AMy LoweLL

[Pasted to the top of the first page is an advertisement of Amy Lowell’s
Sword Blades and Poppy Seed, reading: ‘Of the poets who to-day are
doing the interesting and original work, there is no more striking and
unique figure than Amy Lowell. The foremost member of the ‘Imagists’
—a group of poets that includes William Butler Yeats, Ezra Pound, Ford
Madox Hueffer—she has won wide recognition for her writing in new and
free forms of poetical expression.’]

London, 19 October

Dear Miss Lowell: In view of the above arrant charlatanism on the part of
your publishers, I think you must now admit that I was quite right in
refusing to join you in any scheme for turning Les Imagistes into an
uncritical democracy with you as intermediary between it and the printers.

1 Webster Ford was E. L. Masters’ penname.
2 Co-author of The Art of Versification, offered in the back pages of Poetry.
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While you apologize to Richard, your publishers, with true non-
chalance, go on printing the ad in American papers which we would not
see, save by unexpected accident.

I think you had better cease referring to yourself as an Imagiste, more
especially as 7The Dome of Glass certainly has no aspirations in our
direction.

I suppose you will really stop this ad sometime or other. Now that you
have presented yourself to the ignorant in so favorable a light, it won’t so
much matter. W.B.Y. was perhaps more amused than delighted.

I don’t suppose any one will sue you for libel; it is too expensive. If your
publishers ‘of good standing’ tried to advertise cement or soap in this
manner they would certainly be sued. However we salute their venality.
Blessed are they who have enterprise, for theirs is the magazine public.

P.S. I notice that the canny .. .... n in his ad refrains from giving a leg
up to any of the less well known members of the school who might have
received a slight benefit from it.

57: To HARRIET MONROE

London, 9 November

Dear H.M.: Your letter—the long one—to hand is the most dreary and
discouraging document that I have been called upon to read for a very
long time.

Your objection to Eliot is the climax. No—you are not at liberty to say
that she is Mrs. F. M. Hueffer. You are especially requested to make no
allusion to the connection.

I think that is all that needs an immediate answer, —/—/

58: To HARRIET MONROE
London, 9 November

Dear H.M.: No, most emphatically I will not ask Eliot to write down to
any audience whatsoever. I dare say my instinct was sound enough when I
volunteered to quit the magazine quietly about a year ago. Neither will I
send you Eliot’s address in order that he may be insulted.
Now about news, I don’t quite know what you can use. The stuff I had
in mind was material for write-ups of Lewis, Epstein, Brzeska and any
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other good stuff that might turn up. You said you couldn’t criticize stuff
you hadn’t seen. However I'll get you some photos if you think you can
make anything of it.

The general theory of the new art is, I think, made fairly clear in my
article ‘ Vorticism’ appearing in the September no. Fortnightly Review.

I don’t think I can get photos from Epstein unless you really want to
use them.

Now about topics of the moment. There is an exhibit of Rodin at the
South Kensington museum, good of its kind but it does look like muck
after one has got one’s eye in on Epstein’s Babylonian austerity. And
Brzeska’s work, for all that he is only 22, is much more interesting,.

Would it be any use to you to have photos of the better Rodin’s? A
couple are fine and some of ’em make me sick. Slime. No form.

Brzeska by the way is at the front, French army. 7 out of his squad of 12
were killed off a few weeks ago, when scouting. He has killed two ‘boches.’
The dullness in the trenches for the last weeks has bored him so that he is
doing an essay on sculpture for the next number of BLAST. Also he has
done a figure, working with his jackknife and an entrenching tool.

The exhibition of Modern Spanish Art at the Grafton is a fit exhibit to
hang where the show of the Royal Society of portrait painters hung
recently. MUCK. If it weren’t in “aid of the Prince of Wales fund’ one
would be inclined to sue for one’s shilling. On what pretence is it modern !
Most of the stuff that has any tendency at all is an archaism of one sort or
another. The preface to the catalog which I now look at for the first time is
as silly as the show, all anchored about 1875 and amateurish.

Picasso is not mentioned. Even Picabia is a large light in comparison
with their twaddle.

The one thing that stands out is the work of Nestor Martin Fernandey
della Torre. (This is not a fad.) Fernandez has four things, two pictures
and two black and white things. The two pictures are very different super-
ficially. Coburn and I did the show together and these things scattered
about were the only things of interest.

He paints hard and clear. As canvases of the masters of Leonardo’s time
might have looked when new. It is as if he had learned from Van Gogh
and, in the portrait of the young man ‘Joselito,” been younger and more
gentle. In the woman’s portrait ‘ La maja del abanico’ it is as if he had tried
to combine the Van Gogh hardness with the splendour, the ornateness, of
Seville or of the Renaissance period. _

The two drawings of dances are good, but not sufficiently so to make
one remember him apart from the show, had they not been seen with the
paintings.
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Wadsworth, a young painter, not nearly so important as Lewis, but
good, might interest you, as he has a bee for industrial centres and har-
bours. He is doing woodcuts at the moment. I suppose I could get you a
couple, or at least get you impressions of some sort that would give you an
idea, if it’s any use.

I’'ve mentioned Wadsworth, Epstein, Brzeska and Lewis in hurried
scribbles in The Egoist. Do you see it? I think it is sent in as an exchange,
but am not sure.

May Sinclair’s last book, The Three Sisters, is the best she has done. She
is just back from Belgium, went out with Red Cross, supposedly as a
secretary or something, but has been pulling wounded off the field, and
making Belgian interpreters run autos into more dangerous places than
they like, etc. She has kept her name out of the papers so far, although
everybody else has been appearing in large photos.

Wadsworth, along with Augustus John and nearly everybody, is drill-
ing in the courtyard of the Royal Academy, in a regiment for home
defence.

I was in a huge studio building, I should say the largest, in Chelsea, and
every man, save one ‘sculptor’ who makes monuments, had volunteered.

Wyndham Lewis, whose decorations of the Countess of Drogheda’s
house caused such a stir last autumn (and they weren’t very good either) is
now decorating the study of that copious novelist and critic, Mr. Ford
Madox Hueffer. 4nd, as I intimated in my note this morning, no, for
gawd’s sake don’t connect Violet Hueffer with F.M.H. There have been
enough suits for libel etc. I can’t go into the inner history at this moment,
but refrain from bracketing the two names.

I wonder if any of this is of the slightest use to you. Remember I don’t
know the least thing about what newspapers use. I once did two book
reviews but that is the extent of my services to the daily press so you'll
have to guide me more or less.

Getting pictures would be fairly simple, in the case of Rodin or
Fernandez. I suppose I'd have to buy the prints??

Conrad was reported lost either in Poland, or going thither at the out-
break of the war. 1 don’t happen to have heard recent news of him.
Cunninghame Graham volunteered, after having lived a pacific socialist.
He is to be sent off to buy remounts, as he is over-age and knows more
about horses than anyone else except Blunt.

Blunt has brought out a two volume collected edition. Also they say he
has barred his front door and put up a sign ‘BELLIGERENTS WILL
PLEASE GO ROUND TO THE KITCHEN.’ 1 dare say he is watching
Egypt at the present.
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Ricketts has made the one mot of the war, the last flare of the 9o’s:
‘What depresses me most is the horrible fact that they can’t a// of them be
beaten.” It looks only clever and superficial, but one can not tell how true
it is. This war is possibly a conflict between two forces almost equally
detestable. Atavism and the loathsome spirit of mediocrity cloaked in
graft. One does not know; the thing is too involved. I wonder if England
will spend the next ten years in internal squabble after Germany is beaten.
It’s all very well to see the troops flocking from the four corners of
Empire. It is a very fine sight. But, but, but, civilization, after the battle is
over and everybody begins to call each other thieves and liars inside the
Empire. They took ten years after the Boer War to come to. One wonders
if the war is only a stop gap. Only a symptom of the real disease.

However this isn’t news. I'll write you about the proposed College of
Arts in a day or so. I am too tired this evening, and the new prospecti
haven’t come in.

I don’t think you can use either that mot of Ricketts nor Blunt’s jape.
These things get public and make trouble.

Blunt’s collected edition and that rotten book of Masefield’s are the
book news. If that sort of thing is any use to you, or if America don’t get
it as soon as we do, I’ll keep an eye on publishers’ announcements for you.
You didn’t say what sort of news you could do with.

Fletcher is fleeing to the U.S.A. on Oct. 14th. I trust the Poetry Society
will turn out to meet him. Rodker wants to know if he could get work
there.

Tuesday, 10 November

The proof of the College of Arts prospectus has just come and I enclose
it. I was going to ask A.C.H. to give it publicity but I guess you can use it
as news quite as well. It is, obviously, a scheme to enable things to keep on
here in spite of the war-strain and (what will be more dangerous) the war
back-wash and post bellum slump. But it embodies two real ideas:

A. That the arts, INCLUDING poetry and literature, should be taught by
artists, by practicing artists, not by sterile professors.

B. That the arts should be gathered together for the purpose of inter-
enlightenment. The ‘art’ school, meaning ‘ paint school,” needs literature
for backbone, ditto the musical academy, etc.

I was going to ask A.C.H. to boom it, because I think it can be made a
valuable model, or starting point for a much bigger scheme for Chicago.
This thing here is done by artists in spite of the rich, but Chicago should be
able to do a really big thing, if, as they seem able to do, they can get
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money and the creative people working together . My third ‘ Renaissance’
article will outline something. With three year fellowships, life-endow-
ment, etc.

You see also, that while the vorticists are well-represented, the College
does not bind itself to a school. Vide Dolmetsch, Robins and in less degree
Dulac and Coburn.

Also the College should be of very real service to American students, I
have seen enough of them to know.

By the way, Dolmetsch’s forthcoming book ought to be good for a
column.
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59: To HARRIET MONROE
Coleman’s Hatch, January

Dear H.M.: There are two ways of existing in la vie littéraire. As De
Gourmont said some while since: ‘A man is valued by the abundance or
the scarcity of his copy.” The problem is fow, how in hell to exist without
over-production. In the Imagist book I made it possible for a few poets
who were not over-producing to reach an audience. That delicate opera-
tion was managed by the most rigorous suppression of what I considered
faults.

Obviously such a method and movement are incompatible with effu-
sion, with flooding magazines with all sorts of wish-wash and imitation
and the near-good. If I had acceded to A.L.’s proposal to turn ‘Imagism’
into a democratic beer-garden, I should have undone what little good I
had managed to do by setting up a critical standard.

My dissociation with the forthcoming Some Imagist Poets book, and my
displeasure, arises again from the same cause, which A.C.H. aptly calls
‘the futility of trying to impose a selective taste on the naturally unselec-
tive.”

A.L. comes over here, gets kudos out of association. She returns and
wants to weaken the whole use of the term imagist, by making it mean any
writing of vers libre. Why, if they want to be vers-librists, why can’t they
say so? But no, she wants in Lawrence, Fletcher, her own looser work.
And the very discrimination, the whole core of significance I've taken
twelve years of discipline to get at, she expects me to accord to people who
have taken fifteen minutes’ survey of my results.

My problem is to keep alive a certain group of advancing poets, to set
‘the arts in their rightful place as the acknowledged guide and lamp of
civilization. The arts must be supported in preference to the church and
scholarship. Artists first, then, if necessary, professors and parsons.
Scholarship is but a hand-maid to the arts. My propaganda for what some
,may consider ‘novelty in excess’ is a necessity. There are plenty to defend
'the familiar kind of thing, — — — —
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6o: To HARRIET MONROE

Coleman’s Hatch, January

Dear H.M.: — — — — Poetry must be as well written as prose. Its lan-
guage must be a fine language, departing in no way from speech save by a
heightened intensity (i.e. simplicity). There must be no book words, no |
periphrases, no inversions. It must be as simple as De Maupassant’s best °
prose, and as hard as Stendhal’s.

There must be no interjections. No words flying off to nothing. Granted
one can’t get perfection every shot, this must be one’s INTENTION.

Rhythm MusT have meaning. It can’t be merely a careless dash off, with
no grip and no real hold to the words and sense, a tumty tum tumty tum
tum ta.

There must be no clichés, set phrases, stereotyped journalese. The only
escape from such is by precision, a result of concentrated attention to what
one is writing. The test of a writer is his ability for such concentration AND
for his power to stay concentrated till he gets to the end of his poem,
whether it is two lines or two hundred.

Objectivity and again objectivity, and expression: no hindside-before-
ness, no straddled adjectives (as ‘addled mosses dank’), no Tennysonian-
ness of speech; nothing—nothing that you couldn’t, in some circamstance,
in the stress of some emotion, actually say. Every literaryism, every book
word, fritters away a scrap of the reader’s patience, a scrap of his sense of
your sincerity. When one really feels and thinks, one stammers with simple
speech; it is only in the flurry, the shallow frothy excitement of writing, or
the inebriety of a metre, that one falls into the easy—oh, how easy!—
speech of books and poems that one has read.!

Language is made out of concrete things. General expressions in non-
concrete terms are a laziness; they are talk, not art, not creation. They are
the reaction of things on the writer, not a creative act 4y the writer.

‘Epithets’ are usually abstractions—I mean what they call ‘epithets’ in
the books about poetry. The only adjective that is worth using is the
adjective that is essential to the sense of the passage, not the decorative
frill adjective.

1 1937. It should be realized that Ford Madox Ford had been hammering this
point of view into me from the time I first met him (1908 or 1909) and that I owe
him anything that I don’t owe myself for having saved me from the academic
influences then raging in London.—E.P. January 1937. Footnote from Harriet
Monroe’s 4 Poet’s Life.
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Aldington has his occasional concentrations, and for that reason it is
always possible that he will do a fine thing. There is a superficial cleverness
in him, then a great and lamentable gap, then the hard point, the true
centre, out of which a fine thing may come at any time.

Fletcher is sputter, bright flash, sputter. Impressionist temperament,
made intense at half-scconds.

H. D. and William C. Williams both better emotional equipment than
Aldington, but lacking the superficial cleverness. Ought to produce really
fine things at great intervals.

Eliot is intelligent, very, but I don’t know him well enough to make
predictions.

Masters hits rock bottom now and again. He should comb the jour-
nalese out of his poems. I wish Lindsay all possible luck but we’re not
really pulling the same way, though we both pull against entrenched
senility, —— ——

Sandburg may come out all right, but he needs to learn a /ot about How
to Write. I believe his intention is right.

Would to God I could see a bit more Sophoclean severity in the ambi-
tions of mes amis et confréres. The general weakness of the writers of the
new school is looseness, lack of rhythmical construction and intensity;
secondly, an attempt to ‘apply decoration,” to use what ought to be a
vortex as a sort of bill-poster, or fence-wash. Hinc illae lachrymae. Too
bad about Amy—why can’t she conceive of herself as a Renaissance figure
instead of a spiritual chief, which she ain’t.

Ebbene—enough of this.

61: To HARRIET MONROE

Coleman’s Hatch, 31 _January

Dear H.M.: Poe is a good enough poet, and after Whitman the best
America has produced (probably?). He is a damn bad model and is
certainly not to be set up as a model to any one who writes in
English. — ———

Now as to Eliot: ‘Mr. Prufrock’ does not ‘go off at the end.’ It is a
portrait of failure, or of a character which fails, and it would be false art to
make it end on a note of triumph. I dislike the paragraph about Hamlet,
but it is an early and cherished bit and T.E. won’t give it up,and as it is the
only portion of the poem that most readers will like at first reading, I don’t
see that it will do much harm.
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For the rest: a portrait satire on futility can’t end by turning that quint-
essence of futility, Mr. P. into a reformed character breathing out fire and
ozone.

Fletcher is no great judge of anything. He has a lawless and uncon-
trolled ability to catch certain effects, mostly of colour, but no finishing
sense.

I will let the unfortunate Ficke pass without complaint if you get on
with ‘Mr. Prufrock,’ in a nice quiet and orderly manner. I assure you it is
better, ‘more unique,’ than the other poems of Eliot which I have seen.
Also that he is quite intelligent (an adjective which is seldom in my mouth).

Yeats has sent five poems to his agent with note that they should be sub-
mitted to you; there are three here (in his desk) which will be sent either
direct or through the agent.

I know Poe wrote other poems besides ‘Et le corbeau dit jamais plus.’
I have bought them pomes, also Chivers’s pomes. I note: ‘yore,” ‘own
native,” “ Wont to roam,” ‘Naiad airs,’ ‘yon,” even in the cameo; and they
are bad for the budding. Also inversion and periphrasis: ‘bore’ out at end
of line for rhyme; and slight over-alliteration. These things one doesn’t
bother over so far as the gen. public is concerned and one accepts the inner
force of a poem, but it would be treacherous and dishonest to let them
pass in a thing set up as @ model. They are things that one may do by
accident or through inability but they are not things that one should
intend, ————

62: To H. L. MENCKEN
Coleman’s Hatch, 18 February

Dear Mr. Mencken: As I wrote I am “cleaned out’ of verse by a book and
two big batches of poems in Poetry and BLAST.

I'send all that I have. I did it this morning.! I think it has some guts, but
am perhaps still blinded by the fury in which I wrote it, and still confuse
the cause with the result.

Have sent word to various people that you want good stuff. Aldington
for light verse, W. L. George, Hueffer, May Sinclair, etc. Will see D. H.
Lawrence. Frost is in America, dull perhaps, but has something in him.
I have told him to see you or write. I should be glad if you could use his
stuff. He is much better than Wright’s protégé Kemp anyhow. He has
reality.

1 An unpublished poem ‘1915: February’.
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The prose writer I am really interested in is James Joyce. He is in
Austria; therefore I can’t write to him but you might. — — — — His
Dubliners, a book of short stories, has succeeded since I first wrote of him.
The Egoist is using a long novel® of his as a serial. It’s damn well written.

E. L. Masters — — — — (has written as ‘Webster Ford”) has some
punch but writes a little too much, and without sufficient hardness of edge.
He is worth watching and printing. He and Eliot seem to me for the
moment the most hopeful American poets—closer the thing, — — — —

63: To Joun Quinn

[/n The New Age of 21 January, Pound had published an article on _Jacob
Epstein in which he had written that the sculptor had ‘ pawned his ** Sun God”
and two other pieces’ for sixty pounds. And he continued: ‘ One looks out upon
American collectors buying autograph mss. of William Morris, faked Rem-
brandts and faked Van Dykes.’ On 25 January, John Quinn wrote to Pound
protesting against that sentence as a reflection upon himself. Quinn went on to
point out that he had given up collecting manuscripts; that he collected modern
art and not faked Rembrandts and Van Dykes and, indeed, had canvases by
Matisse, Picasso and Derain; that he was responsible for the new tariff law
which broke up the market in faked old masters. He inquired about the possi-
bility of getting some good work by Gaudier-Brzeska and, finally, suggested
that Pound might write for The New Republic.]

London, 8 March

My dear John Quinn: Thanks, apologies and congratulations. Tf there
were more like you we should get on with our renaissance.

I particularly congratulate you on having shed your collection of mss.
and having ‘got as far as Derain.” (Mind you, I think Lewis has much more
power in his elbow, but I wouldn’t advise a man to buy ‘a Lewis’ simply
because it was Lewis. Out of much that I do not care for, there are now
and again designs or pictures which I greatly admire.) However, there are
few such reformed characters as yourself, and I might have as well said,
‘medals given to John Keats for orthography, first editions of eighteenth
century authors,’ instead of ‘mss. of Wm. Morris,” which allusion would
not have dragged you into it and would have left the drive of my sentence

Y 4 Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man.
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about the same. I might have gone on about the way Morgan and a certain
old friend of his, whose niece I knew in Paris, used to buy, but Morgan is
such a stock phrase (and besides he has done some good in America by
bringing in Old Masters). Then there’s Ricketts now showing Old
Masters, collected for Davis I think it is. There are a lot of heads at the
fair.

I have still a very clear recollection of Yeats pére on an elephant (at
Coney Island), smiling like Elijah in the beatific vision, and of you plug-
ging away in the shooting gallery. And a very good day it was, — — ——

As to fake Rembrandts, etc., I carried twenty ‘Rembrandts,’ ‘Van
Dykes’ and ‘ Velasquez’ out of Wanamaker’s private gallery at the time of
his fire some eight years ago. [ know that they aren’t the only examples in
the U.S., so my sentence was by no means a personal one. My God ! What
Velasquez! I also know a process for Rembrandts: one man studies the
ghetto and does drawings, one the Rembrandtesque method of light and
shade and manner and does the painting, and a third does the ‘tone of
time.” However, that’s a digression. Let me go at your letter as it comes.

I haven’t seen much of Epstein of late. He and Lewis have some feud or
other which I haven’t inquired into, and as Lewis is my more intimate
friend I have not seen much of Jacob, though I was by way of playing for
a reconciliation. Jacob told me some time ago that the ‘Sun God’ was in
hock. He told me, just before the war, it was still in hock. I heard from
W.B.Y., after I had written the article and after it was in print, that you
had bought ‘an Epstein’ (‘an Epstein,’ not half a dozen.) — — — —

By the way, if you are still getting Jacob’s ‘Birds,” for God’s sake get
the two that are stuck together, not the pair in which one is standing up on
its legs.

However, let me apologize for my ignorance and make an end of it.

I congratulate you on the tariff law. Have they, I wonder, done as well
by the writers as by the painters? I wrote to the President (for all the jolly
sort of good that sort of thing does). I have to pay a duty if I am in Ameri-
ca and want a copy of one of my own books, printed in England. You
can’t get a book printed in America unless it conforms to the commercial
requirements. Rennert! had to pay some huge duty on his Life of Lope de
Vega, which is a standard and which got him into the Spanish Academy.
Only an English firm would risk the publication. The American law as it
stands or stood is all for the publisher and the printer and all against the
author, and more and more against him just in such proportion as he is

1 Hugo Rennert, once professor in Romance languages at the University of
Pennsylvania.
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before or against his time. If you are near the councils of the powers I
would be glad to make out a fuller statement. This detail is one of the
causes of American authors’ coming abroad and of the funereal nature of
all serious American periodicals. The printing is supposed to be so costly
that it is impossible to publish in America, especially in periodicals which
are, as are a few in London and Paris, largely in the control of writers or in
which they have influence.

Henry 1V took off the octroi from books coming into Paris some cen-
turies since, because they made for the increase of learning, and it is high
time America followed suit. The absurd tariff (25% it was) and the egre-
gious price the American booksellers stick on a foreign book, unneces-
sarily, ‘because of the tariff,” are just enough to prevent sales. Example, I
caught a publisher selling my Spirit of Romance at 2 1/2 dollars. No fool
would pay that for a six shilling book. Besides, that damn swindler had
bought the book at 3 shillings by special arrangement so as to be able to
sell it at the English price (I being paid as at 3/). These are merely personal
instances, but it is the sort of thing that goes on and keeps books by living
authors out of the U.S., and the tariff, which is iniquitous and stupid in
principle, is made an excuse. 4/ books ought to be on the free list, but
more especially all books of living authors, and of those the non-com-
mercial books, scholarship and belles lettres, most certainly.

About GAUDIER-BRzEskA: I naturally think Ive got the two best things
myself, though I was supposed by his sister to have bought the first one out
of charity because no one else would have it. The second one is half paid
for by money I lent him to get to France with. He is now in the trenches
before Rheims. However, there is, or was, a charming bas-relief of a cat
chewing its hind foot, and there are the ‘Stags,’ if you like them. However,
money can’t be of much use to him now in the trenches. I send him a
spare pound when I have it to finish up my payment on the ‘Boy with a
Coney.” But when he comes back from the trenches, if he does come, I
imagine he will be jolly hard up. In the meantime I will find out exactly
what is unsold and let you know about it. Coburn is doing a photo of one
of my own things of Brzeska’s and I hope it will interest him enough to go
on and do a portfolio, in which case you will be able to make your selec-
tion from the best possible photographs.

At any rate, I will write to Gaudier at once and see what he has, and
where it is, and how much he wants for it, and if there is anything that I
think fit to recommend I think Coburn will probably photograph it for
me. Then there will be no waste in dealer’s commissions.

Which brings me back to another hobby. Speaking of 30,000 dollars for
two pictures, I ‘consider it immoral’ to pay more than 1,000 dollars for
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any picture (save, perhaps, a huge Sistine ceiling or something of that
sort). Your Puvises are big pictures so it don’t hit you. But No artist needs
more than 2,000 dollars per year, and any artist can do two pictures at
least in a year. 30,000 dollars would feed a whole little art world for five
years.

My whole drive is that if a patron buys from an artist who needs money
(needs money to buy tools, time and food), the patron then makes himself
equal to the artist: he is building art into the world; he creates.

If he buys even of living artists who are already famous or already mak-
ing £ 12,000 per year, he ceases to create. He sinks back to the rank of a
consumer.

A great age of painting, a renaissance in the arts, comes when there are a
few patrons who back their.own flair and who buy from unrecognized
men. In every artist’s life there is, if he be poor, and they mostly are, a
period when £10 is a fortune and when £ 100 means a year’s leisure to
work or to travel, or when the knowledge that they can make £100 or
£200 a year without worry (without spending two-thirds of their time
running to dealers, or editors) means a peace of mind that will let them
work and not undermine them physically.

Besides, if a man has any sense, the sport and even the commercial
advantage is so infinitely greater. If you can hammer this into a few more
collectors you will bring on another Cinquecento.

(In sculpture I might let the price run over £200, simply because of the
time it takes to cut stone. Drill work is no damn good. Both Gaudier and
Epstein cut direct, and there may be months of sheer cutting in a big bit of
sculpture, especially if the stone is very hard.) Gaudier does mostly small
things, which is sane, for the sculpture of our time, save public sculpture,
ought to be such as will go in a modern house.

About The New Republic, I am afraid it is not much use, — — — I saw
and lunched with Lippmann when he was over here, but he didn’t seem
disposed to take any of my stuff. A poet, you know!!! Bad lot, they are.
No sense of what the public wants. Even Cournos, who isn’t exactly
modern, met Lippmann and said: ‘ You’ve heard of English stodge? Well,
there’s one stodge that’s worse. That’s American stodge.’

Even The New Age has nipped my series in the middle because I have
dared to write an article praising an American writer of vers libre, one
Edgar Masters. They say it’s an insult to their readers to praise vers libre
after they have so often condemned it. (God knows most vers libre is bad
enough. Still, Masters has something in him, rough and unfinished, ma')
If you told Croly of The New Republic that I was an art critic he might
believe you, but he’d think me very bad for his paper. The fat pastures are
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still afar from me. And I have a persistent and (editorially) inconvenient
belief that America has the chance for a great age if she can be kicked into
taking it. (Whereanent some remarks in 7%e Dial, here enclosed).

64: To HARRIET MONROE
London, (? March)

Dear HM.: — — — — You are in the same state as the late medieval
critics who insisted that Paul wrote good Greek because he was an in-
spired Christian. We now know he neither wrote good Greek nor repre-
sented the teaching of the original Christian. No matter.

You say you understand and then you just don’t. Whatever talent Poe
may have had, or anybody may have had, the only stuff to use as a model
is stuff that is without flaws, or stuff in which we see the flaws so clearly
that we may avoid them.

Laws do not begin with the man who puts them in print; whatever
‘laws of imagisme’ are good, have been good for some time.

One condemns a fault in Poe, not because it is in Poe. It is all right for
Poe if you like, but it is damn bad for the person who is trying uncritically
to write like Poe. (Incidentally no one who has tried to write like Poe
(verse: leave his prose out of it for the present) has done anything good.
Personally I think an ambition to write as well as Poe a low one: an ambi-
tion to write like Villon or Stendhal a great ambition.)

And there is no use implying that I lack reverence for great writers. My
pantheon is considerable, and I do not admire until I have thought; that is
to say I do not admire until I ¢have) tested. One has passing enthusiasms:
one finds in time lasting enthusiasms.

I don’t condemn any man who has made lasting or even more or less
durable art. But can’t you ever see the difference between what is ‘good,’
and good enough for the public, and what is ‘good’ for the artist, whose
only respectable aim is perfection?

I don’t think Pindar any safer than Poe. ‘Theban Eagle’ be blowed. A
dam’d rhetorician half the time. The infinite gulph between what you read
and enjoy and what you set up as a model.

‘The difference between enthusiastic slop and great art’—there’s a text
to preach on in your glorious unfettered desert for the next forty years.

Now about the (Catholic) Anthology: 1 believe Mathews is to publish it
though I haven’t the matter in writing. He says, yes.” (Admitted he hasn’t
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seen the contents, still I think the thing is fairly sure.) I have now got
about all the people I can use, — — — —

I have written to Sandburg, chosen two of his poems and want a few
more.

I have already commended Masters at the top of my lungs, but if he gets
facetious he can follow Bret Harte to the dung heap. As a matter of fact, I
think he keeps his ideal of form pretty constantly before him, though I
dare say he gets little encouragement. (Yes, my American mail is ‘in’ this
morning,.)

Bodenheim I am afraid I can’t use this time,! I've got to keep some
balance in the book. Nor yet Bynner. Nor Lindsay; he’s all right, but we
are not in the same movement or anything like it. I approve of his appear-
ance in Poetry (so long as I am not supposed to want what he wants), but
not in anything which I stand sponsor for as a healthy tendency. I don’t
say he copies Marinetti; but he is with him, and his work is futurist. And
anyhow I shall be unremittingly damned for putting so much American
stuff into the Arthology (which I don’t mind, but I decline to suffer for
what 1 don’t believe in). Jingles and Bret Harte. The easy thing.

You constantly think I undervalue élan and enthusiasm. I see a whole
country rotted with it, and no one to insist that ‘form” and innovation are
compatible. Most of the people who have heard of good writing are all
anchored at ’76 and have forgotten it. Dam ’em.

65: To H. L. MENCKEN
London, 17 March

Dear H. L. Mencken: I am glad Wilkinson has turned out something
acceptable. I came down with influenza within ten hours of getting back to
London, so have not been able to do or find anything until yesterday.

Cournos has translated a novelette from Sologub; you don’t want trans-
lations, but you do want novelettes so it might do at a pinch rather than
nothing,. His stuff is now with Constable; but if they have no objection to
its being used in a magazine before they do the book, I have asked him to
give you a shot at it, — — —

I will try also to get a complete ms. of Joyce’s novelette-length story
now running in The Egoist. They won’t mind its appearing in the S.S.

1 But some of Bodenheim’s poems were used, under the signature ‘M.B.’, as it
was decided that his full name might be objectionable at a time when England
was at war with Germany.
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here if you don’t. It had appeared in T%e Egoist in such snippets, and The
Egoist has so few readers that I don’t think it would matter, and a lot of
people (oh well, no, not a lot, I suppose, in the large sense of lot but
some) who want the whole story would buy the S.S. to get it. The use of
it in the S.S. might however cut into the firm who want it for book form.
I can’t tell yet. We’ll see if you want it before we begin worrying.

This is the first day I have had energy to go through my mss. I find the
enclosed which have not been published. I have made clean copies of the
best. I see reasons for an editor’s being reluctant. Still, Yeats likes ‘The
Temperaments.” He says I have achieved the true Greek (he should say
Roman) epigram. (Besides Bastidides is such a perfect portrait of a certain
distinguished author who wouldn’t recognize it, that I should greatly
regret not giving it, sometime, to the light of day.)

Sometimes I think ‘Before you Were’ has some guts. I don’t know
whether you will like it.

I have signed ‘Bishop Golias’ with a nom-de-plume as it is so far out of
the style of my present work, and I think a man ought only to print one
style at a time. FOR GOD’S SAKE DON’T LOSE THAT PARTICULAR MS. AS I
pON’T know whether I have another copy, and I am still too tired to make
out another.

I am afraid the two poems, ‘Prayer to a Lady,’ and its companion piece
lose a little force unless your audience know that Atys cut out his testicles
in a fit of religious enthusiasm.

However, here’s the bloody lot, and if any of it is of use to you, so much
the better.

Joyce is evidently beginning to be ‘the common man’ (commercially
even), for H. G. Wells’ agent wrote in to say that H.G. had put him on to
Joyce, and that he wanted to handle his stuff.

That is, I think, the sum of the London news that I have gathered in the
few days I've been up and about, save that we’ll have out another BLAST
soon, and that if you touch art, even en passant, Lewis (Wyndham Lewis)
and Gaudier-Brzeska are great artists though their stuff is still so far from
the public comprehension that I don’t expect many people to believe me
when I say so. Quinn has, however, written here to know if he can get a
good statue by Brzeska; and whatever Picasso has done or is about to do
in New York, I think Lewis will be able to go beyond it. I don’t know what
you intend about covers and posters for the S.S. but if you can get a man
with a great future whose work is visIBLE, mehercule! and at the same
rates, probably, as you would pay a nobody, it might in the long run pay,
merely as advertising,

I don’t know whether you have seen my article on Vorticism in The
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Fortnightly Review for last Sept. It is a moderately clear introduction. In
any case you might keep in mind the fact that Vorticism is not Futurism,
most emphatically NoT. We like Cubism and some Expressionism, but the
schools are not our school. Even though they are equally distant from
Manet or from Alma Tadema.

66: To HARRIET MONROE
London, 10 April

Dear Harriet: No! Had I spent more than 1 minute 38 seconds on the
parody on Lindsay—more per similar section of the poem—we had
neither of us achieved the result, the élan, the free bravura, the fecundity,
the felicity, the obvious rag-time of the cadence: jig jilly jig jilly jig, etc.
Perfectly good humoredly. He is better than most, than any one else of
your lot except Ford and Sandburg who are trying harder.

Lindsay’s top ambition is obviously Kipling, which is all well and good
so far as it goes. Effervescence, futurism, it is very ‘horrid’ of me not to be
enthusiastic about it, as I am for even the botches of some of the more
constipated authors.

The rural sarcasm of Indianapolis:! dear editor must have been smoking
cigarettes illicitly. Has discovered the old trick of turning the picture
upside down. Thoughtful man. Future before him. — — — —

Do get on with that Eliot.

67: To H. L. MENCKEN
London, 18 April

Dear Mencken: Here, at last, is the satire.2 If Nathan thinks it is too long,
I have not the slightest objection to his printing it as prose, though I
believe with the loose rhythm it will read more quickly if the rhymes come
at the ends of lines.

Also I don’t mind your cutting it, if you like—especially the 1st three
pages, but I can’t shorten it any more, and am inclined to think it would

1 The Indianapolis News of 11 March 1915 had printed Pound’s ‘Dogmatic
Statement Concerning the Game of Chess’ with the order of the lines reversed.
2 ‘L’Homme Moyen Sensuel,’ published in Pavannes and Divisions.
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be better, as it was in an earlier version, set down looser and longer. Note
that the guts of all satire (Don Juan, for instance) are in the digressions,
A propos de bottes, and that a Dorn Juan canto is about the shortest length
convenient for such digression. Note that they run from 800 to 1600 lines.
Well, I have done my job in a fourth part of that, i.e. about 240 lines.

My business instinct, such as it is, makes me think the most advanta-
geous thing all round would be to boom it as THE satire, ‘best since
Byron.” New York is accustomed to a new Keats and a new Shelley once a
fortnight and one might vary the note. It is not such an awful lie, if one
considers that nobody has written satire, in the best English jambic
tradition, since God knows when. Hood was sheer larks. Bret Harte merely
advised the virtuous American to beware of the dangerous oriental
Chinee. Arlington Robinson in ‘Miniver Cheevy’ satirizes one love
eccentric. Nobody has taken on the whole caboodle.

If it goes, I can turn you out an instalment every two or three months
and it ought to focus some stray attention on the §.§. — —— —

I think that my statements in the present whoop are intelligible. That’s
the intention. I have made my quiet classical remarks elsewhere, but here I
want “’em to know that they are being spoken to.” I think there is very
little that won’t be understood.

Anyhow, something has got to be done with it, printed as prose or as
verse. With occasional expunging if you like, though why bother? CaLL
it literature, lay weight on the traditional excellence and it will go. Point
out that Byron uses that naughty word ‘syphilis’ and thatI don’t. Observe
that ‘whore’ and ‘Jesus’ are left blank (sic...., ....,).

As to the best form. A long, really long narrative like Juan is probably
the best, but I am perfectly willing to recognize the exigencies of the S.S.
and make each rip self-contained, as this one is.

Also it is no stronger than some things you’ve printed. However . .
And it will thyme when spoken by the most catarrhal kitchen-canary (and
only then), — — — —

I think there are one or two couplets that ought to melt even the stern
heart of Nathan. And you might remind him that long poems can be
popular provided they aren’t too poetic. And we might cite examples even
among our contemporaries.

Part of the trick is a hurrying rhythm. Which was absent from your
‘Hot water bag’ poem, which by the way I liked very much and meant to
have sent my compliments via you to the author.?

1 ¢Certainly, It Can Be Done,” by John Sanborn, The Smart Set, April 1915,
pp- 389 ff.
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Anyhow, in the present poem, I've taken off more trimmings than I
should have, in a vain strife for a useless brevity.
God be with you.
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