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Introductlon

‘Thts book is not about beroes Englzsh Poetry is not yet fit to speak

5 Of them. ‘

\Nor is it about deeds, or lands nor anything about glory, honour,

j ngbt majesty; dominion, or power, except War.

‘Above all I am not concerned with Poetry.

My subject is War, and the pity of War.

The Poétry is in the pity. :

Yet these elegies are to this generation in no sense comsolatory. They
f' way be to the next. All a poet can do today is warn. That is why

i the true Poets must be truthful.

R, —WiLrrep OwWEN
(in a preface to the book
be mever had time to pre-
pare for publication)

G Tfd it were the pr1v1lege of an editor to dedicate an anthology this
collectlon of verse would be dedicated to Wilfred Owen, who was
the greatest war poet of World War 1. His influence upon contem-
porary poets' has been marked and his own poems are as true a
‘commentary upon World War II as upon the war in Wthh he gave
‘his own life. His lesson that “the Poetry is in the pity” has been
:ell learnt by poets of a later generation even though that lesson
as been ignored today, as in his day, by those in power editorially
s well as politically. »
The true modern poets are poets of cornpassmn The pity that
Owen'so deeply felt for the soldier in the trenches has been ex-
.tended by{them into compassion for all who suffer everywhere, not
ohly in combat, but from the evils of poverty and social pressures
intoletable to human bemgs .Long before 1939 the poets were writ-
‘ing poetry of warning, foreseemg the battles, the falling of bombs,
the abysses of cruelty. That poetry is familiar to many who will
‘read this anthology.

‘But T do not address this introduction to those who are well-




acquainted with the best contemporary poetry. I address it to those

- for whom this may be the first large collection of good contem-
porary verse brought to their attention. o

/" There are many who, because they are unfamiliar with the pub- - :
_/ lications in which good modern verse is likely to appear, believe:
% that World War II has not produced fine war poems. Often, in the.
popular press, the cry is raised “Where are the war poets?” The

war poets of this war have been writing since 1929; the trouble is
that the popular press is not “where” real poetry.is to be found:

The general run of periodical editors fears to print anything but .

~ sentimental versifying on the premise that good poetry is over the
heads of their readers. Book publishers succumb to the same temp-

tations of gross circulation as.do editors; therefore we have the sit- -
uation in America that, while Rupert Brooke is always in' print, the

work of Wilfred Owen is unobtainable at the present writing. Re-
sistance to good poetry in general is intensified when it has war or
the problems of war as its subject matter. : . :

This fesistance to true poetry at the time that it is still. contem-
porary is often blamed upon the technical innovations of creative:
poets,

adheres much more closely to the great English poetic tradition’,
than does sentimental versification (such as the countless empty and-

‘bombastic imitations of Whitman), not only in craftsmanship; per- .
and subject matter, but in form as well. Technical im-:

ception,
provements and experiments have always been characteristic of

poetic greatness. Further, the best living poets, far from being more:
fully use speech-terms and
images drawn from daily contemporary life, whereas the poetasters_
luxuriate in obsolete language (and now pretentious sentiments).
copied from the poets of past times, surely much more of a private

private in language than poetasters,

“academic lingo than the normal vocabulary of daily life.
The unpopularity of

confirms the reader who likes it in a false concept either of himself '
" or of social circumstances, or both. It eases him of responsibility:
in the matter of acquiescing in sending young, men to.
death to protect himself. This kind of “escape” is also given by cer--

and guilt

‘tain popular poetry which is accepted as “good.” For mstance, lines
like Rupert Brooke’s : v
4

i upon their departure from- traditional forms, or upon their
- “private” language., Actually the important contemporary poetry .

the true poem and, conversely, the 'pop‘u-;
larity of the false poem, could be much better explained in psycho- )
logical terms. In the case of war poems, patriotic bombast generally

. “If 1 should die, think only this of me;
S That there’s some corner of a foreign field
. That is for ever England. There shall be
“ v In that rich earth a richer dust conceéaled . ..

divert the attention of the reader from any mental image of the sol-
dier’s mangled body to the concept of the soldier’s placid accept-
ance of being a bit of soil “for ever England”; Alan Seeger’s “I
h’.aye‘fa‘_;re'ndezvous with Death” conjures up a picture of the sol-
d;_?_lf’s easy death in a cloud of noble ecstatics, which effectually
P:@Ye‘ri.t?y‘the‘death rattle from being. mentally heard. (The poet .
who gives his life in battle most certainly has the privilege of writ-
ng such verse. But has the civilian reader exactly the same right to
g?pﬁngj his thoughts of war to such sentiments? Rather, I think
such a r_(:ader is accepting an intellectual and emotional sacrifice of
‘he"spldler, as well as his physical sacrifice. It is much as if a soldier
ote home to his mother that he was safely behind the lines when
he was really in action, in order to save her from worry. But pub-
ished poetry does not have the same latitude as a private letter; it'is
Iways better when it is strictly truthful.)

'1In definitely bad patriotic versification (usually written by civil-
ans) this i.characteristic‘ of giving the reader’s conscience and hu-
manitarianism 2 rest is much more pronounced. A close inspection
Q‘f ,;today’sv magazine “war poetry” leads one to believe that both
W,rltgp’-ar‘ld reader, while deeply concerned over ravaged towns in
Bé.lfglunijo‘r:Czechoslovakia, are peculiarly callous about what the
eighbor’s boy is going through on the beachhead. I should not like
o believe that they are really callous. But most people do not have
he! courage to face honestly the facts of others’ intense suffering.
It is easier to have the attention diverted, conscience soothed, and
the guilt of responsibility converted into a conviction that the suf-
+ fering is justified since it is in a noble cause.

F or example, Edna St. Vincent Millay, in her “Thanksgiving,
1942” (New York Times, Noveinber 22, 1942) says, “Give thanks:
that men vell-clothed, men well commanded,/Well-fed . . . Now
take the dvenging path . . . ,” which slurs over the real sufferings of
' th¢.3rnenf with the soothing, but irrelevant, idea that the men are
well-clothed, well commanded and well-fed and, by the use of the
botbastic “take the avenging path,” obscures the meaning of the
seritence which is that we are to give thanks that our men are fight-
ng in dangerous combat. Neither Miss Millay nor her readers could
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probably stomach the plain statement. Further on she says, “Let us
give thanks that we/Although surrounded by so many bands en-
slaved, are free. . . ” which in plain language would read “Let us
. give thanks that we are so much better off than the other fellow”
“an attitude quite divergent from an honest “There, save for the
grace of God, goL....” : o '
Now that is a sentimental piece of verse written by an American
civilian, designed to be read by American civilians, pe(;f)le them-
selves out of danger because they are protected by a wall of living
young flesh, much of which will be mangled. I very much doubt if
any serviceman who has seen combat would enjoy reading it. 1
very much doubt if any close relative of such a serviceman would
enjoy it. (Although I have called sentimental verse “popular” it
reaches the general masses no more than does true poetry since the
- majority of the American public avoids reading anything at all that
looks like verse. I sometimes wonder if this avoidance of “poetry”
could not be blamed upon the very fact, that sentimental verse,
rather than the reality of poetry, is published in the popular press,
and its falsity is instinctively felt by those who sample it, thereby
giving them a distaste for the form.) Those interested in making a
complete analysis of “Thanksgiving, 1942” will, when reading the
complete poem, see that the above quoted lines do not improve in
meaning when given in full context. And this “poem” is typical of
hundreds that are widely published. A. sham patriotism cloaks the
real statement which amounts to either-acquiescence or rejoicing in
the fact of war. But with true poets the poetry is in the pity and
the statement is in the honesty with which the poet explores his
own heart. o
As a contrast to the poem examined above, I ask the reader to
study closely a war poem peculiarly fitted to illustrate my present
thesis. It is also written by a woman, a civilian. “In Distrust of

Merits,” by Marianne Moore, is the direct commuinication. of honest
feeling by one ready to search her own heart to discover the causes -

of war and accept her full share of responsibility for its effects.

Those able to read -and experience such a poem expand their own . 3

capacities for compassion.

A true poem is always an honest poem. The honesty contributes -
to that precision and unity which are characteristic of poetry that -
will live. And, in order to understand such a poem, the reader must

be' equipped with a like honesty. He must seek neither an anodyne
for the ache of conscience nor escape from full responsibility. It is
6 .

o2 social as well as a moral misfortune that, as Robinson
“Truly men bate the truth, they’d liefer/Meet o tiger om the road.”

* - When the poets warned of the approach of war, before its out-
break, they were most strongly "accused of using: “private” lan-

| ‘guage. But, after the event, what could see i
| m clearer tha
 from W. H. Auden’s “Spain”: R these lines

Jeffers says,

« . " ‘
Yesterday the theological feuds in the taverns
And the miraculous cure at the fountain;

~ Yesterday the Sabbath of witches; but to-day the struggle.

Yesterday the installation of dynamos and turbines
>

Tbe construction of railways in the colonial desert;
. Yesterday the classic lecture ‘

On the origin of Mankind. But to-day; tbé struggle.”

or George Barker’s statement in his “Munich Elegy No. 17

> f‘Tbe tr.agedy is Time foreshadowing its climax.
Thus in the.stage of time the minor moth is small
But proplae_'szes the Fokker with marvelloys wings
¥ - Mottled with my sum’s gold and your son’s blood.”
or John Peale Bishop’s philosophy in . .
;ma ny in 1932: pPsSp phy in “The Return” written in Ger-

S “We did not know the end was

' ’ coming: nor wh
P It came; ; -

only that long before the end
- -Were many wanted to die. Then vultures starved

e - And sailed more slowly in the sky.”

. Yeafs, too, in “Th. ‘ i ‘
. X e Second Coming” wrote ex i
war 1o s , g ven earlier of the
. P :
“Things fall apart; the centre cannot hold;
lMere anarchy is loosed upon the world,
~ The blood—dzmmed tide is loosed, and everywhere
The ceremony of innocence is drowned . . .?

, » ignoring the changes of now which
: ilf the problems of peace are to be Igightly Solve‘g, 1ch must be faced

7



I have included in this collection oily such poems as seem to me
written with an emotional comprehension of all that war implies.
There are no sham patriotics; there are poems of sensitive patriot-
ism, such as that of Gervase Stewart who offered his life willingly
for an England which he wished to be better than the old, while he
yet honestly expressed his fear that the desired social changes might
not come to pass. o :

In the first pare I have placed poetry written during or about
World War 1. All of the poets except Hardy and Yeats were in

uniform during that war and four were killed in action. I consider
the work in this section contemporary for a number of reasons. .

World War 1 was the opening phase of World War 1I. Wilfred
Owen'’s book, written in the midst of battle, was not published until
1920 and his great influence has been upon poets now alive. Others
whose poems appear in this section are still actively at work: E. E.
Cummings, Robert Graves, and others. I have reprinted Rupert
Brooke’s “The Great Lover,” partly because it helped to establish

him as one of the important poets of that war, partly to show the -

difference between his handling of the theme of love and the more

realistic and sensitive approach to the subject of the poets in Part

Two. A

The second part, the largest in the book, is devoted to poems by
poets in the armed services, American and British. I have included
what I consider the best of a great deal of good work that came to
me from all parts of the world. It may well be that I have missed
the most important poet of World War II; his work may not yet
be written, or, if written, it may not have come to my attention.
But extraordinary talents are here represented, such as those of Roy
Fuller, Julian Symons, F. T. Prince, Henry Treece, Karl Shapiro,
Dunstan ‘Thompson, Randall Jarrell, all of whom show fine accom-
plishment as well as great promise. John Manifold, an Australian,
has a lyrical brilliance and rich solidity of greater value than the
works of Rupert Brooke and Alan Seeger combined. It is to be
regretted that we shall have no fulfillment of maturity from Tim-
othy Corsellis, Alun Lewis, Sidney Keyes, Bertram Warr, Gervase
Stewart, and others, whose splendid promise died with their bodies
‘killed in action. : , _

‘In the first and third parts I have limited the subject matter to
themes directly or indirectly related to war, but when the poets
were in the armed services I allowed a wider range, including
poems of love, parting, social consciousness and local legend, since
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the poems were written while the poet was directly pressed upon
by the exigencies of war. It is interesting to note that there are
fewer poems of apprehension and guilt (and more of freedom) in
the:second than in the third part. This may be due to the fact that
much of the work written by civilians was produced -before the
‘jﬁ:n?lhﬂare—up of the war, or to the more objective life of men in
_‘mfor-m; or, pe}’haps, because those in the services are so busy fac-
Ing the facts with their bodies that they have to let “all the duties
pf their souls go unperformed,” as one of them says. I have not been
oo strictly critical of every poem in this section; perhaps some of
:them‘,‘lf tgken out of the context of 1945 and placed in the Golden
Age of Literature or the Westminster Abbey of Perfection would
‘séem thin. But today they are poems for us. Even an irrelevant
‘spiritual remark by one who has pledged his life is of import. Each -
hgs been 1n_cluded not because he is a soldier, sailor or airman, but
bccausfe he is a poet who happens to be in uniform. That all of these
men have managed to write in spite of full hours of regimentation
active duty and risk is our good fortune, ’
1 The third part is made up of the work of important contem-
porary poets who are not in uniform. It might have been fairer to
tl}e _Engl.lsh civilian poets to have included them in the services
section since they have endured as much danger and engaged in
almost ‘as much defensive battle action as the military, but some
kind of arbitrary division was necessary. ' :
_'.vTI}is civilian section contains those poems which I believe most
certain to communicate the realities of this war to the generations
to come. It includes those remarkable poems which began to appear
in 1929, wzi]rning of the imrtl)llinence of ‘war and revealing the social
; situations that must inevitably bring war upon us. We are de

\ mdel?‘te‘d to W. H. Auden fo}; mu’c% of thisP human record?n(;(?e%li};
. “Spain,” “August for These Islands” and “September 1, 1939” are
such great documents of the fact of war that they alone would
r.make him- the major war poet of the first half of the century. In-

: dee.d, the poetry of George Barker, Stephen Spender, Louis Mac-
Neice, Herbert Read and other British poets, and of E. E. Cum-
.- mings, Wallace Stevens, Robinson Jeffers and Marianne Moore
mong the Americans, combine in perhaps the best documentation
~of the approach of war that any literary period has produced.
Whe.n we realize that thebe same poets have continued, and are
continuing;, in the production of poetry of like major quality deal-
.Ing with the human essentials of the catastrophe and again warning
9




“us of the dangers and necessities of the coming peace, we realize
our indebtedness to them individually and as a group. ‘

This book makes no pretense of presenting the best work ever
written ‘by the poets included, but only those poems which
can be considered war poems since they are written either about
the causes of war, the approach of war, the particularities of the
poet’s situation in war and like subjects. It is only in the part
devoted to work by men in uniform, as I have'said before, that

1 have allowed the poet full range of poetic matter, whether

-

related to war or not. All of the poets included are poets of-

compassion, therefore 1 have called them THE war PoETs, for
only those who feel the tragedy of the occasion show the full mean-

ing of war and thus deserve the title. Too, I have confined my

choices to poems written in English although there is much excel-
lent war poetry in other languages. But proper representation of
World War poetry in all tongues would have required so long a
time for compilation and presented such difficulties of translation
and choice, that it was out of the question. ‘

Immediately following is a symposium of commentary upon

poetry and war, written by the poets themselves. Not all, or even
half, of the poets have contributed. Some who were queried felt
they could add nothing to the subject that was not already said in
their poems; some felt that, as civilians; they should leave such com-
ments to the poets in the armed forces; others could not be reached

in time for publication. But on the whole it is an indicative cross- -

section of what poets think of poetry and war and how they recon-
cile man’s noblest thought with his worst action. The comments
available are so various and illuminating that they may be taken as
representative. : Y

At the same time the almost unanimous opinions of the poets can
be examined as a means to understanding some of the main human
issues of war. It may be wondered that the poets, each without
consultation with the others, should so closely agree in opinion. It
is rare for any group of people, of diverse occupations, ages, coun-
tries and experience, to hold an opinion in common upon any
controversial subject. In order to understand why the poets do so,
we must understand the nature of a poet, that in which he differs
from the rank and file of other human beings. The poet is a poet
because he is blessed (or cursed) with exceptional sensitivity to the
truth. A real poet is always, in'some sense, a prophet or seer. And
the truth would not be the truth unless it were a real and unchange-
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le factor, at least in its own period of time. The poet has, in place
: .ﬁ opinion, perception, clear n accordance with his degree of in-
sight into reality. Hence each poet arrives at the same conclusion,
‘1o matter from what milieu of circumstance he may ‘start. "This
' qllecthn of commentaries is 2 kind of Gallup poll of the soul and
ve receive a hint of the accuracy of the statements from the fact
th?t the poets are in fundamental agreement. I am sure that it is a
{far better preface to the poems than these notes of mine,
N J;The poet’s poem has always outlived the names of battles gen-
r?ls.and statesmen; our war poetry as a whole is perhaps the ’docu-
ment of our time that will outlive all the rest, It js the essential
Whlte Book of'that realm, the human spirit, a statement of the case
for man as an individual, the real recording of our suffering, our
defeat and our victory. &
New York Ciry, , Oscar WiLLiawms,
December 31, 1944,
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‘hpmaglfbeings in the socalled world. Proudly and humbly, I say to-
these human beings: = , ,

“O my fellow citizens, many an honest man believes a lie.
; fhough;ypu are as honest as the day, fear and hate the liar. Fear
and hate him when he should be feared and hated: now. Fear and
hate him where he should be feared and hated: in yourselves,

“Do n()t:' hate and fear the artist in yourselves, my fellow citizens.
Honour him and love him. Love him truly—do not try to possess
hm‘m, Trust him as nobly as you trust tomorrow.

¢ Only the artist in yourselves is more truthful than the night.”

 Comments by the Poets

E. E. CUMMINGS: p S g
IS SOMETHING WRONG?—“Is something wrong with Amer- -
ica’s socalled creative artists? Why don’t our poets and painters and '}
composers and so. forth glorify the war effort?; Are they Good |
Americans or are they not?” . . L Al
First: are they Good Americans. . . . R :
~when I was a boy, Good Americans were—believe it or don’t f
—adoring the Japanese and loathing the Russians; now, Good
Americans are adoring the Russians and loathing the Japanese. |
Furthermore (in case you were born yesterday) yesterday Good !
Americans were adoring the Finns; today Good Americans are.
either loathing the Finns or completely forgetting that Finland -
exists, Not even the fact that twice during my lifetime Good Amer-
icans have succeeded in disliking the Germans can convince me §
that any human being (such as an artist) is a Good American:
Second: why don’t they glorify. . . . ‘ ‘ -
when you confuse art with propaganda, yot confuse an act'of
God with something which can be turned on and off like the hot i§
water faucet. If “God” means nothing to you (or less than noth- §
ing) T'll cheerfully substitute one of your own favorite words, i
“freedom.” You confuse freedom—the only freedom—with absolute
tyranny. Let me, incidentally, opine that absolute tyranny is what
most of you are really after; that yout socalled ideal isn’t America
at all and never was America at all: that you'll never be satisfied
until what Father Abraham called “a new nation, conceived;in
liberty” becomes just another subhuman superstate (like the -
“great freedom-loving democracy” of Comrade Stalin) whereian
artist—or any other human being—either does as he’s told or tuins
into fertilizer. i
Third: is something wrong. . . . _ !
all over a socalled world, hundreds of millions of servile and in-
solent inhuman unbeings are busily rolling and unrolling in the
enlightenment of propaganda. So what? There are still a few erect
12 ‘

WAR——You ask about war: ‘one must be self-deluded, if one sim-
pl{ﬁes sognethmg so muddled as a 20th century complete war into
causes, Clth(?r good or bad. The only clear thing that I can see is
hat humanity has walked into a mess: the only clear duty is to
qnzldgavour to regard the mess as clearly as possible, and to endeav-

letter of Rilke’s in which he said that the whole possibility of
uman sufferlqg has already been, and is always being, experienced.
t is the' quantity, not the quality or depth of suffering, which has
cen increased by this war. That helps one, not to be indifferent. .
Wthh‘lS impossible, but not to be taken in by surprise and by'thf;,
‘lewd rhetoric of a war, and to keep at least that degree of sanity
ne had before Chamberlain’s voice announced over the air that
England was fighting with Germany.
. Should one’s poems before have been about roses, and now about
‘lqod? O‘r‘sl.louldn’t the blood and roses, the mortality -and life,
ave been mixed, as they always have been, at the times when ;
riter was most deeply possessed by life?
:In this country, the'Black Militia of the Pen ask where the war
oets are; and they only mean, where are the thumps on the tub,
hs:_glo'rale poems. They don’t mean, where is Goya saying “I sav‘;
15, or Whitman recording a fight under the eternity of the
.moon, or Wilfred Owen saying “Red lips are not so red.” If one
-moves among the dying and bewildered as Goya did, or Owen, or
:Whltman, one may write about those direct experiences or draw
: 13



sptain DONALD ST AUFFER:
POETRY AND WAR—War does not change poétry in its nature
I.1n its use, and many of us will be glad that this is so. In compen-

. g - : ) . . Lo

them. If a war pushes one into a civilian job (as it has pushed me),
‘one is still in the midst of life. A war may numb you, as Rilke was.
numbed, or it may complete your sense of life. You must believe in
the value of men, and war means that you must not weaken in that
belief. If ‘there is such a thing as a War Poet, it must mean someone’
whose vestigial heart swells only when vast quantity of suffering
mills all around him, a poet normally indifferent to the intensity
~.and quality of individual suffering. So only Peace-time Poets matter
at all. Pity, or saeva indignatio, is not only to be caused by an air-
raid or a concentration camp. . 1

sation, however, we must remember that poetry does not change
ar. All our fine talk about the uplifting spiritual values of art, all
uraction of resolutely withdrawing from a coarse and cruel world
‘the beautiful citadel of poetry, cannot affect the nature of war.
If I may mix two clichés, an ostrich hiding its head in an ivory
wer-is no worthy solution in relating war and poetry.
The question is not a choice between war and poetry. To view
as a dilemrmna makes war more purposeless and poetry more inef-
fectual than in actuality they are. Cutting off either war or poetry
ésr;a_,‘spmt'ual experience maims our capabilities as conscious human
l;le}ngs,"and diminishes the responsibility that we can and should
assume. In the Olympian hierarchy, Mars and Apollo were not op-

Captain JOHN MANIFOLD: ,

WAR, POETRY AND THE INDIVIDUAL-I don’t think I've
rémch to say about them. You can only,di), three thing; ?boFtawar—g pOSéd’ deities, like Ormazd and Ahriman; they were independent
ht in it, protest against it, or ignore it. I'm not capable of ignoring " spiritual forces whose swav and - me . X

it?as YeatsPignoredgthe 1914—18gwar. Pour moi, le I7)1'zonde egtérieur r&pected. y power men recognized and nightly
existe. And, idiotic as it is, I don’t protest against it, or rather not - Tt s
basically. Opposition is probably a better attitude for preserving * as to consider that they are unalterable opposites. If we. must avoi?l '
one’s “poetic integrity” in, but while people are being shot at I'd § . ‘the dilemma of choosing one or the other, we must also resist the
sooner be in the danger area. The process of fighting a war isn’t. emptation to identify them, Only by accepting them both as jm."
very different from living in an alleged state of peace. Not from the portant parts of human experience and by trying to relate them
way I am living, anyhow. I'm still nomadic, exposed to rather more thay, we do justice to the two forces and to our gwh intelligence

- boredom and rather more danger, surrounded by fewer friends of +.I do not wish to try to establish a case for either war or J :tc :
fewer different nationalities, subject to the same alternative of inac- t the expense of the other, nor even a case for war and P (:31: ry
tivity and furious concentration. The war has, confirmed more of I;Iuman nature being what it is in its weaknesses strengths rft;)d gy ‘
my beliefs than it has destroyed. I still think that the human race is - §_ sires, both war and poetry will continue to subs,ist' verg “;ell it ﬁ_
on the average rather likable, that nationality is no more imgOrtant ut benefit of defense or argument. [ should like to cc))rnsider tlll iv
than class or occupation in making people likable or not, that au- lose and mysterious relationship; and the strange fact that dif’fer eir
thority is-bad for the soul and responsibility good for it, and that hough the two are, intimate contact of the one with the other se s
once a thing becomes official it’s dead and damned. The war has o bring out the finest qualities both in war and in poet T}elms
given me a lot of experience that I share with other people, which re mutually sustaining. poetry. Lhey
1s one of the real bases of poetry, and has considerably influenced e :
my style and vocabulary, which is another. I like using precise
words and phrases which have not had the meaning dulled out of
them, and military vocabulary provides plenty of them—‘“reser-
tion,” “defilade,” “échelon,” “revetment,” for example; all good
lively words fit for metaphors and exact images. But on the average ‘most profound beli ! _
I think I should still be writing as I do even if the-war we spent our [ st protound beliefs best expressed. That is the simple reason for
lives waiting for had not actually been declared. ' ;
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MARK VAN DOREN:

NOTE ‘ON‘POETRY AND WAR-The best war poets I know
Te"H(.)“m»er and .Sl.lakespe.are; and in modern times, Thomas Hardy.
] hre dlfference is interesting. War could be beautiful to Homer and
.l‘x.ake‘,speare because it could be tragic. It has ceased to be that, or
at any rate fully that; now it is all catastrophe, with nothing’ to
. tide otir measurement of its meaning. It is epidemic calamity, dur-
ing which all or most of us suffer dumbly. Hardy among n);;)dern
Docts 15 éth_e best instance of the dumb sufferer; dumb, not in that he
ays nothing, but in that his statements cancel out, leaving unde-
fined and unresolved the miseries caused in us by wars which no
one wants, but in which everyone assists. I suspect any war poet
now who says he knows what the current calamity means—includ-
ng Lther:‘_folne who says it means nothing at all. It means what later
menwﬂl decide it meant; we are too early for that, and at best can
fOte 1§/V)1vth honesty the feelings it makes us have. The deéper the
eghpg'g; the more difficult to express. I respect most the poet who
13 illing to let inconsistencies appear among the thoughts he is
moved to think. He is trying to measure what cannot be measured
yet, and he is not to be blamed if in the dark he takes up a variety of
ruéle}fs‘._H«_s.‘ls most to be praised when he restricts himself to those
thgtfpe,l rxght; and, it should be unnecessary to add, when he writes
well. War 1s no different from any other subject. The best poetry
a,bput_l‘tl;l‘s the best poetry, and our final judgment must be not of
th? poet’s feelings as such, but of his art. .

dizct a war without basic conviction and passion. And though the
" convictions are often hidden, indirectly expressed, or not stated. at
all, the democracies cam act because they believe in the worth of'
‘men, in man’s right to own himself, in the inviolability of the in-:
. dividual human spirit, in truth so far as we can ascertain it, and in'
justice in intention even if in execution it often falters and fails..
Our poetry has made these beliefs sharper, more evident to us, and"
more precious. These are beliefs, not velleities; we are ready to de-
fend them, to implement them. Perhaps the greatest blindness of the::
totalitarian states in judging the democratic way of life springs
from their philosophy of fear. They have failed to realize that the
brutal ruthlessness of masters towards vassals, which the democra-
cies by nature cannot manifest, may find its match in the courage
that comes from the brotherhood of free men. The spirit of tragic:
_ poetry and the spirit of such a war as we are now waging lift up.
human nature by conceiving that there are principles and qualities
and convictions in man far more important than his mere existence.
The willingness to give up his own life stamps the hero’s actions -
and beliefs with an exalted seriousness. :

Sergeant VERNON W ATKINS:

ART AND WAR—No poet is made by war,‘which is productive ‘
of no good. But a poet’s work may be potentiated by his experience :
of war, and of suffering. In the last war Wilfred Owen’s poetry
found a new power the moment he lost faith in poetry. The work
of every true poet is shaped by his belief or by its inversion, dis-
trust; it was distrust in art which made Owen’s greatest poems. His -
art is caught up in the heaven of pity. .
~ Yeats, on the other hand, knew that war cannot touch a poet "
while he keeps his faith in joy; and Yeats leaves us “Lapis Lazuli” -
celebrating the indestructible faith in art. His pity is caught up in-
the heaven of art. The truest statements about war are made under.’
one’s breath, and the most false on public platforms. Bad art and -
false gods motivates war as much as national greed. That is why a-
poet should write always from his own footprint, which, wherever :
it is, if it’s truthful, is at peace. : "

i
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JULIAN SYMONS:

POETRY AND THE WAR-It is only on a superficial plane, I
think, that one can talk of “poetry” and this war having any direct
relation. And even on this plane it seems to me that there are reall
I:wl? ;_que,)stlon.s and- twlcl) answers: what sort of poetry will be (and
s being) written in this war; a

i‘ght)giberwritten, ; and what sort of poetry should (or
For vthg first question: it is obvious that the beating of a drum is
 congenial sound in wartime. There has been a good deal of drum-
t?c;qngm this war. And there has been, by way of superficial con-
trast or opposition, a lot of beating of the individual drum, by
writers who saw with horror and surprise that this war threatened
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their standards of life, and have been moved to express the impor- springs welling up on these objects, which may only incite, but not
tance and value of those standards. All this could be (and by som ;ﬁﬂy cause, the resulting words on paper. POCI‘IY 1S a complex, es-
of us was) foreseen; and it could be foreseen also that the beaten sential operation of the spirit; this is one of the easy and dangerous
drum, whether patriotic or individual, would lead to nothing very’ observations. |

much in the way of poetry. . , L The poetry comes out of the chaos. Chaos is present to the poet
~ For the second question: I don’t believe that the “war poet” ‘B in war in violent forms. He may recognize in this violence his true
ement, a reduction to terrible simplicity of what he knew in the

exists.’ All poets are war poets, and peace poets too. It is - pointless,
to “demand” of poets in this or perhaps in any war any degree of heart before. Gigantic objectifications tossed and forced on sky,
nd and‘sea only emphasize the essential fact of struggle. Thus, a

participation or support of one side or another. Most of the best.
oet knows war without objective war in the world; it was conflict

lyrics have been written a long way from the battlefield. It is a.
he foot of his mind that impelled him to the masking of these

truism just worth repeating that the preservation of indiyidual in-
tegrity is an important thing for a poet; and an interest in humanity: nflicts in the apparent resolution and order of works of art. In a
aléctical sense, all poetry is war poetry.

is another important thing. If our poets were more interested in
Poems technically or substantively about war come down from
ient -times. It would be difficult to evaluate such actual war

men, and less in themselves, we might have had some better war
oetry through the ages. Rather, the ages have already evaluated

poems. ] P ‘ ,.
But these are only minor and ‘partial illuminations because, I be-
em. Likewise, it is a matter of taste whether one or another
odern ' war poem is ¢considered of the essence of the type, or of

lieve, the question does not permit serious treatment. Quest'iqns
about “poetry and the war” are still basically questions about the
position of the writer in capitalist society, which you will not ex- ¢ ¢éssence of the author, or of the essence of what it is thought a
pect me to answer here. So perhaps I.should have said merely that ar poem ought to be. '
two years spent in the Army gave me feehngs of comradeship ~would not venture to say whether young poets, alive yet, or
which it is difficult for the petty—bourge(')ls intellectual to fCCl ex- dead, will write of have written Poe‘try Superior to that Perfom..
leiin peace time, due to their confrontation of the holocaustic
umstances of the present conflict. The imponderables of this.

cept in such conditions; and gave me also the most bitter contempt
and distaste for the. bureaucracy and class-distinction with which
problem are unresolvable. I am inclined to believe that the man who
st write poetry will write it. The war may present or force a

the British Army is permeated. In the Army I had the useful ex-
perience of seeing this bureaucracy and class-distinction from the: ‘
subject; it may bring out a poet, or shock him into insensibility of -

bottom of the social scale; in civilian life ’'m halfwgy up it. TI}CSe;i
two feelings, of comradeship and bitterness, I've tried to put into & slence. It may kill him: Or germinate the best war poems for ex-
‘ L liation years after the event.

some poems.

: War is another kind of show than the peace show, intractable,
ofoundly ingrained in man’s nature. It is the evil standing up. A
oet: may .cope with these examples, as he can with the natural
shows of normal peacetime phenomena. The best war poetry will
1scend war, just as it transcends nationalistic or sectarian bound-
ies; which is to say that the best war poetry will have to be of the
irit. Like God, it will have to be on both sides, or on none. It
ill'be applicable to different peoples and centuries.

e universality of utterance I claim for the best war poetry
inds to make it less about war than about man. Therefore, it 1s
about the spirit; judgment upon it cannot be limited to its context,
must run the whole gamut of poetical possibilities. It is the Jack
19
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Lieut.-Conmander RICHARD EBERHART:

A NOTE ON WAR POETRY—Generalizations ‘about war }
poetry are easy and dangerous to make. War le'n@s the poet ob.je‘c‘gs’ ;
upon which to exercise his perceptions. These objects are ~.mult1fan-
ous; they may or may not be seized upon: They may impinge upon *
the sensibility in curious and differing ways. It cannot be .sald‘:'-‘
whether the poetry resulting will be superior to poetry conceived 7
against other sets of objécts, in other times. Objects themselves are
loose determinants; the poem will result from endless subjective ;
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of a suﬁ'iciency and abundance of these spiritual qualiﬁes which
condemns most war poetry to the particular.” - o

it is the poet’s function to seek out the germ of all war, to isolate
and parade it as a warning against future disease of this sort and as a
cure for the present disorder.

I feel that it is the poet’s duty as a man to fight, physically; but
‘mdintain that it is his duty as a poet to heal the results of that
fighting now, and to attempt to: prevent such horror for the future.
- I am aware that this is all commonplace stuff, but it is the only
statement I am capable of. :

Flight Lieut. HENRY TREECE:

- THE WAR AND MY POETRY—Naturally, I cannot yet see the
size or the full implications of the war, nor shall I for some years,
- I suspect: it has become so much of a habit. However, how it
“strikes me at this moment is this: When the war became inevitable,
I was greatly perturbed as a person—since I did not believe in the
necessity of war, and, moreover, had personally reached a state of
living which 1 regarded as near-perfect for my needs; as a poet, I
do not think that I was really affected. My poems and those of the
Apocalyptic Group, which I had started with J. F. Hendry, had
long sensed and expressed an ultimate disintegration, and the neces-
sity for the individual to control the political and philosophic Ma-
chine. My poetry, that is, had known that all this would happen,
and had prepared itself for the chaos. ‘ IR

I volunteered for the Royal Air Force in order to fulfill a social
duty: so that I should not be ashamed of myself as the years went
on. As a poet, I was naturally cynical of such behaviour. Neverthe-
less, the impetus of my prewar craftsman energy .carried me
through the first two years of war, my work retaining much of its
prewar character. Gradually this impetus wore off and 1 was
unable to produce more than a very thin trickle of verse: this being
due not only to the limitations imposed on me by Service duties,
but also to the fact that the purpose of my poetry, its warning
nature, was now no longer required. The catastrophe had hap-
pened. Then, as a reaction to the complexity of the difficult early
war years, my poetry became simple and often nostalgic. I wanted
~ only to end the war and become a quiet, private person again. Now,
after five years of war, there is so little to write about. War, as I
see it here and now, is not the material of poetry. Lasting poetry
must go down deeper than the superficial appearances of war ma-
~ chines; It must seek out the spirit of man in pain and glory, and
must express that spirit and that pain and that glory in simple terms,
in those fundamental statements to which the mechanisms of con-
temporary warfare are irrelevant. ' , Co

This war, the last war—and possibly the next war—are all the
same war, whether fought with flamethrowers or stone axes; and
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FREDERIC PROKOSCH:

S
REGARDING WAR POETRY—The anxiety to unearth a body
of poetry which might be labeled “war poetry” is, at present, an
ihclination both conspicuous and curious. The fact is, of course,
that there is really no such thing as pure “war poetry,” “war
poetry” being a catch phrase which came into prominence during
the last war owing to the popularity of poets like Rupert Brooke,
Sa‘s‘sqon,"Graves, etc. (If I am not mistaken, the poets we now ad-
mire most as war poets—like Wilfred Owen and Isaac Rosenberg—
were less popular than men like Graves and Sassoon and their verse
had far less circulation than books like Counter-Attack or Over the
Brazier: in other words, it was long after World War I that critical
discrimination made itself felt.)

i: The interesting point is this: Why are we so anxious to cultivate
a'body of war poetry? The reasons are several, and symptomatic;
shall mention, cautiously and hesitantly, some possible reasons.
,;‘(,vl.“j—:The .emotional decay noticeable in contemporary poetry.
There is a curious absence of love poetry; there is a really curious
bsence of any striking and informing passion among the more
alented poets. Perhaps we feel, instinctively, that the war might
esuscitate a direct emotional vigor which we feel is lacking in our
oetry. o
2—The centrifugal heterogeneous tone of most contemporary
oetry. A decade ago, for example, it was apparently felt that a
”(’)'nsistcnt social approach might present a core, a kind of tradition,
round which the scattered, peripheral instincts toward poetry
might collect, and thereby give substance and coloration to all that
odgepodge. More recently other tendencies have emerged; and
0w, perhaps, the war as a magnet toward which emotions might
ot 21
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been there all along. Homer’s Iliad is full of anti-war poetry: all of

what Owen called “the pity of war” is in Andromache’s speech to

Hector and Hector’s answer. Aeschylus who fought at Marathon,

d was more proud of it than of all his poetry, did not omit to -
mention the mud and the lice, “the sleeping on crowded decks,”

“;he rations that never reached us,” and he added:

more uniformly gravitate; in short, as a universal theme, which we
certainly stand in need of. S L

3—A ‘sense of guilt. One can’t help being struck by one thing;
the poets at the front write poems about peace; home, nostalgia, etc.
It is mostly the “poets” safely beyond the reach of the bomberswho
specialize in rhetoric about Lidice, air raids, foxholes, etc. I suggest,
tentatively, that this very noticeable passion and indignation at a
safe distance may be a form of compensation for the sense of g‘\ﬁlt )
deriving from inaction, a luxuriant steam bath of secondhand and
third-rate emotions. Our best contempotary poems do not belong
to this group, assuredly. .

i “Heavy is the murmur of an angry people

: Performing the purpose of a public curse.”

‘Because these things are so, some of the best war poetry has been
written by poets who have never been near a battle field—witness
Thomas Hardy, Rilke, Rimbaud. But by the same token almost all
of the poetry glorifying war has been written by people who have
never been near a battle field. And those who do not understand
these things about war will do well to stay away from war poetry.

M/Sergeant SELDEN RODMAN:

WAR POETRY—War does not produce poets, any more than it
produces artists or composers. On the ‘contrary, it produces con-|
ditions infinitely hostile to art. All that can be said is that whereas it '
is impossible for an active soldier to compose music, and miraculous
to find anything like the Guadaleanal Private’s “Stretcher Bearers™ |
coming out of modern war, the serious poet, if he is hardy enough,
and lucky enough, can continue to write poems. There will not .
be good novels, or good plays, or even good war books written '
until the war is over—there never have been—but there will be, and
there are, good poems. (Poems that will stand up with the best |
have been written in the present war by Gervase Stewart, Timothy
Corsellis, Karl Shapiro, Roy Fuller-and Alun Lewis, to mention
only a few.) The nature of the lyric permits it. The tools are the
same as 2 map-maker’s or a dispatch-bearer’s. The immediate, over
whelming personal experience is there. But first, and as fully -
clothed as Pallas from the head of Zeus, there must be the poet. He"
cannot learn his trade in a foxhole. ‘ :

All serious war poetry is anti-war poetry. - .« i

Tt has been said that anti-war poetry began with the poems of
Wilfred Owen, or a little earlier, with “Dover Beach.” But that is.
not so. Owen was simply the first to describe the peculiar atmos
phere of mechanized war, and the soul of man afflicted by its sick--
nesses. “Dover Beach” was unique because it came at the end of the .
longest period of peace and complacency in man’s memory—a ‘time
during which a great deal of pseudo-war poetry had been written—
and lifted the veil rather rudely on the “darkling plain” which ha ;
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KVALLACE STEVENS:
POETRY OF WAR~—The immense poetry of war and the poetry
of a work of the imagination are two different things. In the pres-
ence of the violent reality of war, consciousness takes the place of
¢ imagination. And consciousness of an immense war is 2 con-
sciousness of fact. If that is true, it follows that the poetry of war
as a consciousness of the victories and defeats of nations, is a con-
-sciousness of fact, but of heroic fact, of fact on such a scale that the
mere consciousness of it affects the scale of one’s thinking and
‘constitutes a participating in the heroic.
. It has been easy to say in recent times that everything tends to
become real, or, rather, that everything moves in the direction of
reality, that is to say, in the direction of fact. We leave fact and
‘come back to it, come back to what we wanted fact to be, not to
,What it was, not to what it has too often remained. The poetry, of a
‘work of the imagination constantly illustrates the fundamental and
ehdless struggle with fact. It goes on everywhere, even in the
ﬁ‘pie'riods that we call peace. But in war, the desire to move in the:
ditection of fact as we want it to be and to move quickly is over-
:whelming.
Nothing will ever appease this desire except a consciousness of
act as everyone is at least satisfied to have it be. '
: 23




var, would learn 4 lot by taking the trouble to read them. The
vp’o;egryf is in the vision, in the coherence behind the words, and not
-simply in the language: it is a poetry conceived in the intellect and
he emotions working together, a fusion never very satisfactory to
~those lacking in both or either. But you have only to live with men
“on'4 field of battle or in action, in a ship or at any aerodrome, to
inderstand. it.

S/Lieutenant ALAN ROSS:

POETRY AND WAR—The writing of poetry on active service is °
very largel dependent on persqx.lalcircumstances,:and the tone and ]
attitude of the poetry iscondmonec! by (2) the temperament of ;
the poet and. (b) the type of impact, ideologically and actually, the :
war has made on the poet. ; o
- The poet who has seen war at its source and who has been in -
action is in a particularly exciting position, because he 1s abl(; to
write most accurately about the atmosphere of war, the behaviour *
_of men closest to its heart, the personal reaction to fundamental .
" emotions, pity, fear, love, and situations of de.spa1r. and heroism.
Most importantly he can write at first hand with his whole mind "
and body (the noncombatant cannot do this, because he is writing |
about something he has not experienced in the flesh, and so can--
not identify himself with the feelings of those taking part without |
straining the imagination and being aware either of a false emphasis |
in himself or in the mind of the reader). NS :

It is only possible to write under active service conditions whjep ‘
the mind and body are balanced, and not divorced: when there 1s -
a measure of belief in the end, if not in the means. It is possible to-
write well heroically or anti-heroically, realistically and of things
remote from the war, emotionally and dispassionately, about bore-
dom and about courage—because war contains all these things, but
it is not possible to write if there is no basic acceptance of the fact
of war or if there is an avoidance of it. i . o

The poetry of this war has been notably vfree from sentimentality .
and from false heroics. For the most part it has been extremely
sensitive of the atmosphere, of the conditions of existence, of the:
change and developments underlying the ideology of statesmen,
and the reaction of the servicemen to them. It has been uniformly
insistent on the values for which men are dying, on the rational
ordering of the issues, and the rational condemnation of the means:
when they become ends. It is not easy to write poetry when you'
are fighting 2 war which in detail has so many contradiction.s a}nd
in outline has so many essentials. When in a particular case it is 2
necessity and yet is bad in itself, when both the necessity and the
evil cannot be too strongly emphasized, when the poetry should be
both, in a sense an inspiration and a testimony, andvyet also a
deterrent. :

Those who so emptily and arrogantly decry the real poets of this
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MURIEL RUKEYSER:

WAR AND POETRY-The subject of poetry cannot be re-
tricted. There is no way to speak of ‘war as a subject for poetry.
Wat enters all our lives, but even that horror is only a beginhing.
‘The war is in our poetry only so far as it is in our imaginations, as
| meaning, as a relationship, or simply as a fact. It has not been in
much of our poetry because the meanings of this war have been
ost; and through this the fashion in writing is aversion, wit, or
~easy mysticism and easy despair. We have been told by our gov-
ernments—we have allowed our governments to tell us—to win the
war. first, and work out the meanings afterwards. This policy
bréeds more war, and nothing else. '

' For myself, war has been in my writing since I began. The first
blic day that I remember was the False Armistice of 1918. And
now the terms “soft peace,” “hard peace,” that are being passed as
“¢urrency seem to me only other words for war, and war seems to

e the after-image of many failures to react to truth at the time

-that truth first happens. We confess by this war that we did not

react to fascism as it arrived. But now the fact that it might be a

war ‘against fascist ideas has slipped away. So that the war for those

oncerned with life, the truth which is open to all, is still ahead. It

s a-struggle in which poetry also lives and fights. a

A poet said to me, “You bring the world in too much. Poems

should not be written about the war. Are you not afraid of guess-

ng wrong?” I deny all of this. Again, I do not believe in any rule

-about the subject of poetry. If you do not love the world you be-

come the slave of the world. As for guessing wrong, I am not afraid

. of that. The war I think of is the common fight that is going on,

the old same war, the struggle that gives these wars a touch of life

—a fight which expresses itself in many ways among the people,

always to make more freedom accessible to all. Peace, it seems to
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‘the: time I 'was shocked to discover that there were men whose
recollections of an old war remained the most cogent experiences
of their lives. A year later, ten thousand miles from home, I under-
stood better what it was they persisted in reliving and rewriting:
e compatison of the old peace with the old war seemed to be the
expression of their fate rather than their wish.
There is no need to discuss the private psychological tragedy of
2 soldier. It is not the commonplace of suffering or the plati-
tudinous comparison with the peace, or the focus on the future that
ould occupy us; but the spiritual progress or retrogression of the
man in‘waft, the increase or decrease in his knowledge of beauty,
government and religion. ,
_:We know very well that the most resounding slogans ring dead
tera few years, and that it is not for poetry to keep pace with
public speeches and the strategy of events. We learn that war is an
affection of the human spirit, without ary particular reference to
“values.” In the totality of striving and suffering we come to see the
great configuration abstractly, with oneself at the center reduced in -
size but not in meaning, like a V-letter. We learn that distances and
W spatial arrangements cannot disturb the primordial equation of
man equals man and nation nation. We learn finally that if war can
teach anything it can teach humility; if it can test anything it can
test externality against the soul.
I'have not written these poems to accord with any doctrine or
system of thought or even a theory of composition. I'have nothing
to offer in the way of beliefs or challenges or prosody. I try to
write freely, one-day as a Christian, the next as a Jew, the next as
-soldier who sees the gigantic slapstick of modern war. T hope I
lo-not impersonate other poets. Certainly our contemporary man
should feel divested of the stock attitudes of the last generation, the
stance of the political intellectual, the proletarian, the expert, the
salesman, the world-traveler, the pundit-poet. Like the jaded king
in the fairy tale we should find our clothes too delicately spun for
the eye to see; like the youngster in the crowd make the marvelous

me, is not the lack of fighting. I want an end to false armistice.
Peace, 1 think, is the force that works for creation and freedom,
that fights war. I want that. I want peace which is a way in which
peoples can work together for a wide creativ_e life. T believe that
poetry is a part of that, of the means which is peace, and of the
~ living changing goal. ' ‘ 5

EDWIN MUIR:

WAR AND POETRY—As for the question of poetry and war, I
don’t feel I have much to say about it, or rather that,there is. S0
much to be said about it that I hardly know what to say. I think -
war has been written about so much by the great poets, Homer, |
Virgil, Shakespeare (especially in H enry V, but also 'in.c1de.r_1tally in
many of his other plays) because it gives such a striking image Qf_
tragic fate, and.is a situation necessarily tragic: 'élmost;al! the ele-
ments of tragedy are contained in it. We cannot see this war as
Homer and Virgil saw the Trojan War and the wars fo}lowmg it,
or even as Tolstoy saw the Napoleonic invasior} of Russxa,. ‘becgmse
we are part of it and are involved in it. But it has modlﬁed our
feelings and thoughts, and consequently'the things Wthh we write,
whether these are directly about the war or not. This .Can_be seen
very clearly in contemporary French poetry,:and I think in Eng-
lish' poetry as well; where this change of feeling and thought is
seen least is, I think, in some of the war poetry (or perhaps rather
patriotic poetry) written by men of my own and now older gener-
ation in the conventional tradition. The war comes ditectly into
poetry only, it seems to me,'wher_x it Crystallizes,into'an i'ma‘gefln.
the poet’s mind; but its indirect influence may be seen in many
things, an inflection, a sequence of thought, 2 sudden ,referen‘ce,‘a
mood of sorrow. I think this indirect reference is about the most
that we can hope to expect just now; the best of contemporary -,
French poetry 1s inspired by it, and the best of the English, too.

“discovery that our majesty is naked! -

Corporal KARL SHAPIRO: - L
SINCE THE WAR BEGAN, I have tried to be on guard against.
becoming a “war poet.” I remember reviewing some works of cer-
tain of the Georgian writers during my first weeks in the army; at
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Licutenant. HUBERT CREEKMORE:

WAR AND POETRY—On the surface, war and poetry are mu-
tudlly inimical. War destroys what poetry would make; poetry
P 27



poems on the Spanish War are probably the best war poems that
‘have been written since World War I, but even here the poet lays
himself open to the charge of sentimentality. The subject is too
large and looms too near; it crushes the writer. All we can do is to
provide footnotes, the small, detailed camieos of our own experi-
ence.

combats the elements from which war springs. Yet, reaction to-
war is such that its very violence stimulates more poetry. The shiv-
ering brutality and suffering, the distant longing and love create a
tension. Sensibility becomes so keyed that slight, formerly ignored-
incidents register vividly. Everything strikes with a hitherto un--
known and brilliant acuteness, until somewhere in the silent locked
depths, feeling tries to organize, explain, express and perhaps
justify. The phenonienon is evident in the large body of writing by
men in service who are novices at poetry and whose work will’
never see print. : ' _ -
Poets who were writing before 1941 probably have a broader
historical, social and economic background than previous war
poets. Because the basis of this war involves exactly those factors
in their background, their poetry cannot echo completely conven-
tional sentiments. Althougrl no one is likely to confine the sprawl
of this war ‘in a single poem, the collected work should form a
mosaic of the responsibility, the purpose, the.feel, the look of!it, .
and the human being in it, that may possibly be new. New, be-
. cause that background of the poets brings war into a mature per-
spective. We may expect a shift in emphasis from the traditionial
“Wwar acting on man” to “man acting in war.” - i
Of two poetic attitudes toward war—the cathartic (“dulce et de-
corum”) andthe antagonistic (“War-is hell”)—the former died, I
think, in 1918. Today’s poets will not want the catharsis of the
military monument and the paean of courage, but rather that of
man progressing. From them will emerge, I believe, a.detached ;ind .
reasonable compromise position: war 75 hell, but hell is sometimes
expedient; and as we go through it, let’s be men, not.so called in-
bombast, sycophancy and intrigue, but by virtue of justice in our:
own hearts. ' fo

Squadron Leader JOHN PUDNEY:

THE WAR POET is a modern legend, originating from the
soldier-poets of the last war, Rupert Brooke, W%fred Owen, Rob-
ert Graves and many others. This poetry reached wide appreciation
’aft‘e;.- the’ war. Robert Graves, who survives, lives to write his
‘Ig‘réateriPOetry‘ upon themes dissociated from war:

'+ The poet has always followed his nose. Where that deep con-
sciousness of humanity is for him he will seek his themes. Walt
Whitman or the great Soviet poet Mayakovsky may find them in
the conflict of the mass. Gerard Manley Hopkins or Beddoes may
find them in individuals. The classification of war as a theme is
ifrelevant. : :

. I'have written poems for ten years or so, and the coming of war
seetned to bludgeon all desire or need for self-expression. Then in
the Royal Air Force T met circumstances which drove my thoughts
into the shape of verse. Whether I lost my friends or ‘whether I
noticed the splendid summer cornfield in the midst of the blitz is
fot, ultimately important, but at the time I needed to write and,
writing, happened to write war poetry. If my work expressed any-
thing of the bright objective humanity of the flying people I am
content.

- On the subject of war poetry I think we are inventing a non-
sensical category. Poetry survives the longest wars. :

Lieutenant GAVIN EWART: S

POETRY AND THE WAR—Personally, I feel very strongly that
the best poems about war (modern war) have already been written.
—most of them by Wilfred Owen before he died in 1918. In a good
many cases, all we can do today is to rewrite the poems of ithe

earlier war. For this reason I find myself very shy of the war as a
subject, although there is always room for good war reporting. 1
feel, however, that this is better done in prose. Stephen Spender’s
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JOHN BERRYMAN’
ON WAR AND POETRY-I should be sorry if the relation

between ; one of man’s most destructive and ‘witless activities
and one of his most purely and intelligently creative activities
should seem to be very close or sétisfactory. I do not think it has
been so,—is less and less, as war loses its human countenance and
(O 29



living is hard enough. But poetry is not civilized. It takes its themes
where it finds them, and some permanently interesting to it are
thrown up by war: fear, departure, courage, loss, ambition, loyalty,
intrigue, madness, faith and death. Whether its themes will engage
the poetry of a particular man is another matter. There are not
many poets, and there are no rules. War is an experiénce, worse
than most, like illness or a journey or belief or marriage; those who
“have” it will be affected in different degrees, in different ways;
some trained to speech will talk about it, others trained equally and
affected strongly will have nothing to say; those affected most—
the dead—will be most silent.

.f"i‘hornas Hardy’s Poem on the
~ Turn of the Century

THE DARKLING THRUSH

I leaned upon a coppice gate
When Frost was specter-gray,

And Winter’s dregs made desolate -
The weakening eye of day.

The tangled bine-stems scored the sky
Like strings from broken lyres, .

And all mankind that haunted night
Had sought their household fires.

The land’s sharp features seemed to be
. The Century’s corpse outleant;
His crypt the cloudy canopy,
The wind his death-lament.
The ancient pulse of germ and birth
Was shrunken hard and dry,
And every spirit upon earth
Seemed fervorless as 1.

At once a voice burst forth among
The bleak twigs overhead

In a full-hearted evensong
Of joy illimited;

An aged thrush, frail, gaunt and small,
In blast-beruffled plume,

Had chosen thus to &ng his soul
Upon the growing gloom.

So little cause for carolings
Of such ecstatic sound
Was written on terrestrial things
Afar or nigh around,
That I could think there trembled through
His happy good-night air
Some blessed hope, whereof he knew
And I was unaware.

30 —December 31, 1900



NAMING OF PARTS

y we have naming of parts. Yesterday,
ad daily cleaning. And tomorrow morning,
e shall have what to do after firing. But today,
‘we have naming of parts. Japonica
like coral in all of the neighbouring gardens,
And today we have naming of parts.

is the lower sling swivel. And this

ipper sling swivel, whose use you will see of, -

you are given your slings. And this is the piling swivel,
ich in your case you have not got. The branches

e gardens, their silent, eloquent gestures,

hich in our case we have not got.

e safety-catch, which is always released
n easy flick of the thumb. And please do not let me
one using his finger. You can do it quite easy
have any strength in your thumb. The blossoms
Tagile and motionless, never letting anyone see -
Any of them using their finger.

‘you can see is the bolt. The purpose of this

the breech, as you see. We can slide it

backwards and forwards: we call this

> spring. And rapidly backwards and forwards
bees are assaulting and fumbling the flowers:

ney call it easing the Spring.

all 1t easing the Spring: it is perfectly easy

‘€ any strength in your thumb: Like the bolt,

blfeﬁﬁch, and the cocking-piece, and the point of balance,

our case we have not got, and the almond-blossom |

ll of the gardens, the bees going backwards and forwards,
“today we have naming of parts. | |
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‘Bi‘ographical Notes
Part One
_ THE POETRY OF WORLD WAR T

W. R. RODGERS SEAN JENNETT

: WILFRED 'OWEN (1893 1918) rnanaged to think and write while

the front line in the trenches of World War I. What he wrote, in
thc poetry,. in his preface, in much of his prose contained in letters,
s a ma]or contribution to English poetry. He joined the Artist’s
Rifles in 1915 and served in France from 1916 to June, 1917, at which
time he was invalided home for fourteen months. He returned to
the front where his gallantry in saving his men brought him the
‘Military Cross. He was killed in action while directing the construc-
tion of a bridge across the Sambre Canal. Exactly one week after his
death the Armistice was signed.

s . RUPERT BROOKE (1887-1915) is the poet of World War I who has
Cpl. RANDALL SW ‘ _ chiefly occupled the popular favour. He enlisted at the outbreak of
P PALL SWINGLER | that war and saw service in Belgium. He was placed in a training
camp in Dorsetshire for some months and then, in February, 1915,
sailed for the Dardanelles with the British Expeditionary Force. He
- contracted blood-poisoning en route and died at Skyros on April 23,
1915.

NICHOLAS MOORE

ROBINSON JEFFERS

THEODORE SPENCER

cated at Harvard. In World War I he served in the Ambulance
Corps and, through an error of the censor’s, in a detention camp.
Cummings’ battle against the causes of war, the stupidities of soclety
and dishonesty have continued up to the present moment, even when
e has had to fight alone. His contribution to Amerlcan literature is
~.of major quality.
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meeting the overwhelrmng demands made upon an officer serving in

E E. CUMMINGS was born in 1894 in Cambndgc, Mass and edu-
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ROBER’ ‘ ' 1  Clisita
OBER 'EHSR&};Eg “I/_:;s born in 1895 and was educated at Charter
e fr e served three times in France in the sam
regiment as iegfried .Sassoon-. His early work was well recéived an
the ang u;n;s established his reputation as a war poet. But as hi

- s anthology are ‘ )
of which he now approves. His prose W%}r’ks intc}iz(;):l (}:’ri‘t";zfsrfr’lozzls

novels; his Collect Db 1
Hoase ected Poems were p}lbhshed in 1938 by Random

THO : ; i
ﬁftyl\iléi&ShtI—Iz}?DY (1840-1928) began writing verse at the age o
jmportfnt ,0 ? Ee; ; long career as a novelist. He is one of’ thegmo
important of | ng ish war Poets, whose work has not been sufficientl
Sions, N pecially in the' Um.ted States. Difficulty in obtaining permis
sions ;so Efgv;:teddth{s e(;htlor from using as many of Hardg’sP poem

ve desired. It is recommend that
lock up three poems in especial: The Manecl{lzoléztlae;ea;lne thil;z l;
)

“The Breaking of Nations,” -
Was A Great Ca)lcm. ns,” and the Armistice poem, And Ther

HERBER i n Y
CrOSSIC)}; Is{'(]:i}‘ﬁg Vg:lilf)gnarlﬂi 1&293}; n%j Yorkshire, and educated é
ossley” , , at the University of Leeds
;‘(;rlr:lmlssmged to the Yorkshire Regiment in ?9(1)5‘ a::c:ldss.ef'—lve‘dw?’
: e:e 'len. Belgium, reaching the rank of Captain. His first v‘:lunlln
ppeared in 1915. He has continued to gain in distinction and influ

ence with the years ishi .
. , publishing su : ,
cism. p g successive volumes of verse and criti-

ISAA » ‘
advg- si{?ifilljnBtERG (;1 890-1918) in spite of the impediments of -
adverse cit S ::lnces, 1mpe_rfect education and life in the trenches,
s o W:r I;ro uce I_sIui‘ﬁcu:nt poetry to make him an importan,"
prord War hEoet. ¢ was apprenticed in trade at fourteen but:
e bmp . 1;11 to gsgape the depressing job, and his abilities as a ;
painter bro :%alz n;rn a t\frvo and a ha'lf year period at the Slade School: |
But his true talen was for poetry in which he struggled persistent! %
For exact ex pression. He _]omed the army in 1915 and in spité of th}; ,
fort slo regimented hffe and trench warfare managed to produce

im volume of work which was later gathered together ang edit::; |

by Gordon Bottomley and i :
on April 1, 1918. Y published in 1922. He was killed in action

SIEGFRIED SASSOON was b rn- i ' (.: m

- : s born in 1886 and educited idge.

During the First World War he served in the Roya(; Watelslil F?leidligfs. E§
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* with the rank of Captain and

~ years and is now living in Wiltshire.

' ALAN SEEGER (1888-1916) was born in New
~ Harvard. He

 WILLIAM BUTLER YEATS (1

rreceived the Military Cross. The ap-

earance of his book Counter-Attack in1918 established him as one
of the few important poets of World War L He has continued to
publish volumes of both poetry and prose throughout the “armistice”

/

York and educated at
there when war came.
which he served for
He was killed on the

went to Paris in 1913 and was
He quickly cnlisted in the Foreign Legion in
two years, almost always in action at the front.
Fourth of July. :

865-1939) is not thought of as a war

oct and saw no war service in 1914-1918. But his reading of the
social dilemma gave due warning of our chaos, hence his inclusion

here. His worl has greatly influenced most of the poets of this gen-
- eration. In this case, t00; "publisher’s permissions were difficult to
obtain, hence Easter, 1916 and Lapis Lazuli which the editor wished

to include are unfortunately not in this anthology.

Part Two

IN THE ARMED FORCES

POEMS BY THE MEN
AND AMERICA

OF ENGLAND

WILLIAM ABRAHAMS (Sérgeant, Us. Army) Was born in Boston,
1942; prior to induction an

1919; Harvard; inducted in the army,
© associate editor of Vice Versa; presently writing 2 novel for Simon &
. Schuster.: ) '

BRIAN ALLWOOD (Pilot, RAF.) born 1920 was killed in Italy on
June 30th, 1944; worked for some time in Mass Observation, joined
and went abroad to

the RAF. in 1941, married September 1942
North Africa in November of the same year; mentioned in dis-
. patches June 1943; is buried at Caserta. L

JACK BEECHING (Petty Officer Radio Mechanic, Royal Navy)
clerk, labourer, sales-

writes: “Before the war 1 worked as mechanic,

man, etc., the usual run of employment fora semiskilled uneducated

young man. T've published a good deal of verse in anthologies and
magazines; 2 book of verse, Dance Without Music and a novel are
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forthcoming; my poems aren’t about the fighting war because I'm -
not in it—all we see are crashes, casualties and survivors, and we ex- -
perience only discomforts, not danger like the infantry. A good. deal

of my poetry nowadays is unprintable——mostly ballads for my mess-
mates.” ‘

WALTER BENTON “(Lieutenant, U.S. Army) is 36 years old; 4 -
graduate of Ohio University; in the army since 19423 has appeared in -
many magazines; a book of poems This Is My Beloved is now in its
sixth printing. S

" EARLE BIRNEY (Major, Canadian Army) was born in 1904 in Cal-
gary, Alberta; University of British Columbia, and took his M.A.
and Ph.D. in Toronto; in 1943 was awarded a Fellowship by The

Royal Society of Canada; literary editor of The Canadian Forum
1936-1940; one book, David and Other Poems.

DAVID BOURNE (Pilot Officer, R.A.F.) was born in 1921 and was
killed in action in 1941; educated at Cranbrook, Kent; volunteered
for the R.ALF. in 1939, commissioned as Pilot Officer January 1941;
in company (each in their own Hurricane) with his Squadron
Leader he shot down an enemy bomber which was pursuing a con-
voy in the North Sea; the Squadron Leader was forced into the sea,

but was saved by Pilot Bourne’s promptness; David Bourne' was
killed when intercepting another enemy bomber.

NORMAN BRICK (Flight Sergeant, R.A.F.); little is known of this

poet; he has appeared in Henry Treece’s collection, Air Force Poetry
and in Keidrych Rhys’s Poems from the Forces.

JOHN CIARDI (Sergeant, U.S. Air Force) was born in Boston, 1916;
Bates, Tufts and University of Michigan; one book of poems Homze-
ward To America, 1940; Instructor in English, Kansas City Univer-
sity 1940-1942; signed on as Aviation Cadet May 1942, washied out
September 1943; assigned as Central Fire Control Gunner, B-29, 1944.

TIMOTHY CORSELLIS (Pilot Officer, R.A.F.) was born in 1921;
educated at Winchester; before volunteering for the R.ALF. at the
age of 18 he worked in AR.P. (Air Raid Precaution) during the
blitz in London; killed in action in 1941; contributed to all the im-
portant anthologies of war poetry published in England..

LOUIS O. COXE (Lieutenant, U.S. Navy) was born in 1918 in Man-
chester, N.H.; St. Paul’s school; Princeton; taught English at Brooks
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- School, North Andover, Mass. until he joined the Navy in 1942; at

present a senior lieutenant in command of a small escort vessel in the
- Pacific, where he has been serving since May 1943.

HUBERT CREEKMORE (Lieutenant, United States 'Nava'l Rés'e;v-'e)
" was educated at Columbia University; has appeared with stories,

‘poems and reviews in many magazines; two books o'f vef’se. Pe‘rsonal
Sun and The Stone Ants; on editorial s.taff of "‘G}smo —a literary
magazine of writing by men in the serv1ce—.w.hlle in the South Pa-
cific; enlisted in Navy'in Spring 1942, commissioned in 1943.

PAUL DEHN (Major, Intelligence Corps, R.A.) was born in 1912;

Shrewsbury School; Brasenose College, Oxfo.rd; betwe'en 1934 and

" 1939 was a film critic, dramatic critic, columnist and crgme-rfaporter;
1939-1944, from Private in 3rd Battalion London Scottish, via Com-
mando, to Major in Intelligence Co;ps.

‘RICHARD EBERHART (Licutenant Commander, USN.R.) was

born at Austin, Minn., 1904; four books of verse of which the latest

is Poems, New and Selected (new Directions); stationed at present at
Wildwood, N. J.

: born in Penn.,
: DERICK EBRIGHT (Sergeant, U.S. Army) was |
FR1];:12; attended art school in Philadelphia; enlisted in the 13th Coast

Artillery in 1939; has published verse in many magazines.

GAVIN EWART (Lieutenant, Royal Artillery) was born in London,

1916; educated at Wellington College & Christ’s College, Cambridge;
worked as commercial traveller, publisher’s reader, hte:,rary and ad-
vertising odd job man until 1939; Overseas (North Africa and Italy)
as a subaltern in the Royal Artillery since January 1943.

JAMES FORSYTH (Captain, British Liberation Army) was trained as

a Painter and Sculptor and held exhibitions in native .Sc.otland', in

- 1937 came to London and wrote; in 1941 was c.omrmssmned to a
Welsh Regiment in Treland; in June 1944 landed in F.rance and has
been fighting ever since as Captain and Signal Officer in an Infantry
Battalion.

G.S. FRASER (Sergeant, British Army) was bor{l in Scotland 25 };;:ars
ago; at St. Andrews’ University became editor of Tb_e .C% e,}g\e
Echoses; was a journalist in Aberdeen, his home town; joine the
army at the beginning of the war; was on the sfaff of PARADEi(t ci::
army magazine in Cairo, and has lately been in Eritrea; a book o
poems Homze Town Elegy, 1944.
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ROY FULLER (S/Lieutenant, RN.V.R.) was born at Oldham, Lanca-
shire, 1912; conscripted to the British Navy in April 1941, transferred
to the Fleet Air Arm six months later; three books of poems, the lat-

est of which is A4 Lost Season, published by Hogarth Press, 1944..

BERNARD H. GUTTERIDGE (Major, South East Asia Command, )
British Army) was born in 1916; educated at Cranleigh; now ﬁghting
in Burma with the 36th Division (Infantry); has been away from .
England for more than three years; the first poem of his group in this ‘
anthology was written about the hills in which Alun Lewis is buried. :

JOHN HAY (Sergeant, U.S. Army) is 29 years old; Harvard; in 1939 ' -}
and 1940 lived in Washington, D.C,, as correspondent for the ..}
Charleston, S.C. News and Courier; drafted in April 1941 and in'the " ©'§

infantry for a year before coming to the staff of Yank, the army

weekly; has just come back to the states after eight months in
Panama.

ALFRED HAYES (Private, U.S. Army) was born. in London 1911;

has appeared in many magazines and anthologies with his poems. One  § ' peoy MADDOW (S/Sergeant, US. Army Air Force) was born in
‘ Passaic, N.J.; at college he shifted from chemistry to biophysics to

book of verse The Big Time; at the present in Italy.

RAYNER HEPPENSTALL (Private, British Army) was born in :

Yorkshire in 1911; has served four years in the British army; three

books of verse; has written feature programmes for the B.B.C. and B
published two novels and a critical history of the ballet called “Apol- = 1"

.ogy for Dancing.”

RANDALL JARRELL (Sergeant, U.S. Army Air Force) was born" | ) S e London;
in 1914; Vanderbilt; one book of poems, Blood for a Stranger; in' {1  Jersey, US.A. in 1914; before the war was a journa st m ’
1942 enlisted in the Air Corps as a pilot, washed out after about 30 ' §:

hours flying; now a C. N. T. operator at Tucson, Arizona; Little . 1

Friend, Little Friend, a new book of war poetry is scheduled for 1945. -

ledge. |

STANLEY KUNITZ (S/Sergeant, U.S. Army) was born in Worces- . :

ter, Mass. in 1905; Harvard; two books of verse, Intellectual Things
and Passport to the War; Poetry awarded him the Oscar Blumenthal
Prize for Lyric Poetry in 1941; before entering the army in 1943 was
editor of the Wilson Library Bulletin; now serving with the Air
Transport Command.

468

i ‘ ; ‘ d in a
s ioining Army Education Corps’ as Sergeant; has appeared in
L Iliulr(:ber %f anth};logies and has just finished a novel of service life.

i ALUN LEWIS (Lieutenant, British Army) was born in 1915-,-."caught
. in a Welsh secondary school; two boolfs of poems o_f wh}ch the

.’ latest Ha! Ha! Among the Trumpets has just been p\'lbhshed in Eng-

. land by George Allen & Unwin; was killed in an accident May 1944,
" while on active service in India.

g . ’ . . .« . ‘. - bom in

" FMANUEL LITVINOFE (Licutenant, B'ntlsh Army) was bo

* London in 1915; wrote two novels which were destroyed in the
London bliti; has served in the army for 5 years; three books of

- poems.’ :

i ‘WILLARD MAAS (Private, US. Army) was born in Lindsay, Cali-

' rt of his li ' ch
fornia in 1911 and spent the early part of his life on an orange ran
ir(:- San Jodquin Valﬁ:y; was educated at San Jose State College and
University of California; author of two books of verse.

po'st-gradu‘atc work in mathematics; was une{nployed for a number
of years; worked in a die factory, then as assistant at Bellevue; then.
as relief investigator; many years in the ﬁeld of documentary ﬁl}I:lSé
has been to South America on the film job; has not yet publis e

his first book; now with the Army Air Force Motion Picture Unit.

_ H. B. MALLALIEU (Captain, Royal Artillery) was born in New

has contributed to many magazines and anthologies; now on active
. service in Italy.

! JOHN MANIFOLD (Captain, Intelligence Corps, Middle East Forces,
SIDNEY KEYES (2nd Licutenant, R.A. British) was born in 1922 = {

and killed in action in the last days of the Tunisian .campaign in ’i
1943; his second book of poems has just been published by Rout- - §:

Australian) was born in Melbourne, 19153 educated at Geelong Gram-
mar School and Jesus College, Cambridge; wor.ked as sc}.m(.)lmagter
and as journalist in England, later as trgnslator with a .pubhshmg ; r?

in Germany; escaped from Germany in 1939. and joined the Bmtlst
Army; married in 1940; served in West Africa, and at the presen
time is in France; two .books of verse, and a2 new one, Sonnets,
Chiefly Satirical in preparation.

i ban Light Infantry,

MICHAEL C. MARTIN (Signaller, qual Dur , try,

South African) has contributed to Keidrych Rhys’s anthology; no
other facts known about this poet.
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;, PATRICIA LEDWARD (Driver, A'TS. British) wis born in 19205 -




I
|

" bo Miles Gity) Mont s lived in llg.illings,vMont., for
. 1019'in Miles City; Montana; has inl for
i t;(;n;fela?ri?]or:ie book g verse Spring Comes in. Many Ways, jus
published. R o
‘ ~was born 5
LD ODMAN (M/Sergeant, U.S. Army) wa L9
SE%BSI 11‘3)31:»011; 1932 fo(unded, with Alfred M limgtzﬁrtre\,d t]:l\;;,1 tl':lditc)lz;l-
« Sense” which they jomtly e : 43;
monthlyrrﬁggzngz)(;rll(-length poems; edited the well k.nown colle((i:t;(zzz
:;lr;:\?eri Anthology of Modern Poétry (Moderr;) ng)r;ri};) 1:;:;2 e
ight; lutionists, a play publishe )V
A i O i1 Port au Prince; at present,
Haitian Government in £o ; ent
v&fi(t):ﬁ‘fi‘igltl::ﬁat;lx]teCoilllmander Richard Eberhart, Sergeant Rodman 18 L
at work on a new anthology of war poetry. . |

WILLIAM MEREDITH (Lieutenant, USNR.) was born 'in
New York City in 1919; worked on The New York Times as cop
boy and later as a reporter; in 1941 was inducted into the Army
serving for eight months as a noncommissioned officer in Army Air
Forces Public Relations before being discharged to enter Naval Avia
tion; received Navy wings and commission in October 1942; ha

served since as a pilot in the Pacific area; one book of poems, Love''
Letter From an Impossible Land. !

HOWARD NEMEROV (Lieutenant, U.S. Air Force) was born i

New York City in 1920; Harvard; with the Royal Canadian’ Air

Force, but transferred to the U.S. Air Force in 1943; now stationed
in England.

. J. ELGAR OWEN (L/Bdr. Australian) appeared with his poerrif
“Maturity” in SALT, the Australian Army Education Service maga- :
zine; due to difficulties of wartime communication, there .is no':
further biographical data on Bdr. Owen.

FRANK TEMPLETON PRINCE (Captain, British Army) was born . §
in 1912 at Kimberley, Cape Provirice, South Africa; went to school - 4 -
. at Christian Brothers College, Kimberley; Balliol College, Oxford,
1931-1934; spent a year at the Graduate College, Princeton, N. J.; 3

married; one book Poems, Faber & Faber, 1938; spent six months in -4 | AL AN ROSS (S/Lieutenant, R.N.V.R., British) was born in Indi
the Middle East, but is at present stationed in England. .- > A

- N 1 jve was born 1909 in Philadel-
: ED“',IN R.O LF]:\:t (tP\;l: "‘;ee,a:-sI Sm ngr:i):l) as member qf Internatxc{'nal
a h}a’ g SP:t of the time in the Mackenzie-Papineau Batta 10111
Brlgad(el.s’ ng’aand the rest in the Lincoln Bat'talion (Amelzlce;gt)); t(g)f-
(S:tn; ljlkragon-Catalan retreat (March—Apnl 1938) and in Fetr,:u oy
,If)eﬁsive (]uly-September 1938); entered US Arr;lzh;nsame it
1943, but, was medically discharged late autumn o ‘

books: The Lincoln Battalion and To My Contemporaries, poems.

. ir
4 " in 1922; lived in France and Eng;a_nd'é (S);ior;lr;s Jgtllnsgetgfl S‘;‘:;‘cﬁ‘n_
JOHN PUDNEY (Squadron Leader, R.A.F.) was born in England, 4 Arm in 1942, subsequently ser\;i ac;::ad io a ‘)jrestroyer flotilla; has just
and before the war he worked for the News Chronicle and the B. B. ' §. voy route; NOW 2 Staﬁ, of.ﬁce;‘ aok of prose and poetry about the war.
C.; has written ten books, including poetry, short stories, 2 novel and" . : ) completéd an impressionist bo p
a travel book; as Squadron Leader he has been.in Malta, Italy, the 3.
Western Desert, Canada, the U.S. and Persia; latest book of poems q
Flight Above Clouds; has edited, with Henry Treece, an anthology ‘-
Air Force Poetry published in England. ‘ A

‘ (Corporal, US. Army, Paciﬁc. Area) was t.)orn in

K%ﬁ%irfgﬁp I\}II;? irs 1911;-, drafted into the army in 1941,dar’;flb;;1 12;1:1

ft for P,mstralia- his last two books Perso, Place and " i;n d

vl;’ tLe(;ter have be:zn widely acclaimed; at the present sFauor:;al i
D:ltch Indies; expected back in the US. by the time

aPP ears.

AM’ i SN.R.) was born at “Winn-
AY SMITH (Lieutenant, U Win-
W;I;}alilf. L 1918, next door to Huey Long on Shakespeare’s birt

HENRY REED (Private, British Army) has contributed to Keidrych
Rhys’s second war anthology; no other facts known at the present.

KEIDRYCH RHYS (Gunner, R.A., British) is the editor of Walef,

a well-known literary magazine; one book of poems, The Van Pool;
editor of a number of anthologies including the ab_ly edited war col-

i day”; Washington University (St. Lquii,gg’if)-l)l a::e:vfgggebﬁ{;riﬁ;
lections, Poems from the Forces and More Poems from the Forces. : rial Scholarship; eplistel(‘l ltrgsitljnsd ltI;u: Fre,nch Sloop La Grandiére
' - _ S N i d Furopean theatres; .
DICK ROBERTS (Corporal, U.S. Army) was given an honorable dis- 1 ?:2134043:5 Us. 1§aval Liaison Oﬂicer.
charge on the 25th of November 1944 after two years of service;

| 471
470 |




 DONALD A. STAUFFER (Captain, Aircrafe Unit, US, Marine’ |
; o : 7 on, taught .
E;lghsh.at prlc.:eton; editor of The Intent of the Critic; a gz;vti)ﬂﬁ?l:‘j
‘(;V. axl') o Ei;tcrét:ms;fn The Nature of Poetry to be published after the i

3 ~Apt. Staufter writes: “I've served in aviation in the Mapine |~ |
(’Zorps as an Air Combat Intelligence Officer since Septemte)er f;;:;e L

Corps) was born in Colorado, 1902, Princeton; from 192

sole black record for official reports. Poetry, and even business talk

| JOHN THOMPSON, JR. (Sergeant, US. Air Force) was born in

about poetry, does not require formality of precisely that kind.”

STEPHEN STEPANCHEV (Lieutenant, A.E.F. Mission to

and until his induction taught at Purdue; his comment on Poe

in October 1944 from F rance) have never arrived,

Gllzng-ASE STEWART (.Lieutenant, R.AF, British) was born in | 1
0; e.ducated at Cambridge, where he was Chairman of Deb, o £

and Editor of Granza; joined the Fleet Air Arm in 1940 was ! i
missioned a Sub Lieutenant and became 2 pilot; killed in a,ction ;3:;— i

- one book of poems No Weed Death and another forthcoming from’ e

John Lane, The Bodley Head.

RANDALL SWINGLER (Corporal, Royal Signals, Brirish Army) = |
Las orn in 1909; novels3 poems, critical essays; has been editor of i
¢ft Review and Our Time; called up into the army in 1941, and . B

i VERNON WATKINS (Sergeant, Royal Air Force) 38 years old, is a

since has seen active service in North Africa and-Italy

J[{)LIAl\.T SYMONS (Trooper, Royal Armoured Corps, British) was o
orn n 1912; largely self-educated; edited 1937-1939 Twentieth |
Century Verse, a “little” magazine of verse and criticism; two books % 5

| of verse, Confusions abour X (1939), The Second Man ’(1943)- one e
anthology, An ‘Anthology of War Poetry (1942); one dete::ti‘ve L
Story; many oddments; in' preparation The Ides] Critic, critical - )
essays, another detective book, a book of stories of army I,ife- con- 't !
scripted as Trooper into Royal Armoured Corps, April 1942” dis. 9.

charged Jan. 1944 with injured arm, still a Trooper.
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wvas born in Jugoslavia in 1915; atrended the University of Chieage, | |

and War and his biographical note (which he wrote he was sending HENRY TREECE (Flight Lieutenant, Royal Air Force, British) was

Q

DONALD THOMPSON (Gunner, British: Army) has just celebrated

his 25th birthday in the Middle East where he has been serving since
1939 with the British army; some of his verse was broadcast in
London last year, some is to appear in a Forces Number of Poetry
London, and John Lane, The Bodley Head, will shortly bring out
his first volume of poetry.

| DUNSTAN THOMPSON (Corporal, US. Army) was born in New

London, Conn,, in 1918; Harvard; one of the founders of Vice Versa,
the verse publication of the late thirties; a first book Poems has been
widely acclaimed; now with a Films Division of Office of War In-

formation, stationed in London.

1918; has lived in Grand Rapids, Mich.; Kenyon College; at present
an instructor in an Air Force ground school at San Antonio.

born in 1912; author of four books of verse the latest of which is
The Black Seasons (Faber, 1944); co-editor of The New Apoca-
lypse, The White Horseman, W artime Harvest, Transformation, Air
Force Poetry, The Crown and the Sickle; editor of a symposium on
- Herbert Read (Faber); generally known as the leader of the Apoca-

'l‘ypsc school of poetry.

BERTRAM. WARR (Sergeant, Royal Canadian Air Force) was born

in 1917 and killed in action in 1943; one of the two Canadian poets
represented in this anthology; his poems have appeared in Henry

- Treece’s Air Force Poetry, and in Keidrych Rhys’s collections; no
other biographical data available.

Welsh poet; in peacetime lives near Swansea; contributes widely to
the literary magazines; one book of poems Ballad of the Mari Lwyd

(Faber & Faber).

s EDWARD WEISMILLER (2nd Lieutenant, U.S. Marine Corps Re-

serve) was born in Monticello, Wis. in 1915; spent a year at Swarth-
more College; Cornell College, Mt. Vernon, Ia.; Rhodes Scholarship
1938-1939; taught English at Harvard 1939 to 1943; commissioned at
a 2nd Lieutenant 1943; one book of poems The Deer Come Down;
at the present stationed somewhere in France.
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Part Three ™

WAR POEMS BY THE CIVILIAN POETS
CONRAD AIKEN, one

: of America’s distinoyi
Georgia in 1889; was istinguished

lass poet at Harvard an

criticism to fiction an

of moderq poetry for The Modern Library. .

Wf H. AUDEN was born in 1907,
,nan?ed after St Wystan (patron saEn
a stlc.k in the ground which grew into a ¢
English poets and the acknowledged
older) poets during the thirties and

be -a literary event of first 1;1

" been promised by Random House for early 1945.

U.S,, and a New Directions pamphlet; now in England.
JOHN BERRYMAN was born in
group of his poems was publishe

.(F ir‘st Series); a pamphlet Poers
Ing in Princeton.

JOHN PEALE

Mercersburg and Pri
. > s rinceton; managing edi ;
1921; in 1942 Director of the Publications B8 csor Vanity Fair

the Coordinator of Inter-Am
with Edmund
1943, appointe
Literature, but was obli

cause of ill health. John Peale B;
o John Peale Bisho

1914; Columbia and Carhbﬁdge;

(New Directions, 1942);

Academy

GENE DERWOOD lives on Upper New York Bay.
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agnitude)  has'. | :

. . a=
d in Five ¥ oung Awmerican Poets
now liv-' 4.

. BISHOP was born in Charles Town, W. Va,, 1 892i'- - |

Program in the Office of '
four books of verse, one. e

p died of a heart attack April -

%

R

s KENNETH FEARING was born in Chicago, 1902;

LLIAM EMPSON was born in 1906, educated at Cambridge; has
occupied chairs 'in English Literature it Universities in Japan and

: “f | China; author the well known Seven Types of Ambiguity, a book
" of criticism; one book of verse, The Gatbering Storm; was lecturing

“on English Literature in the Peiping National University while it

d 1 was refugeeihg in 1937-1939, is still on the books and hopes to go

back; at present doing B.B.C. work on broadcasts in Chinese; mar-
; ried in 1941, two children.

; University of
‘Waisconsin; has written a number of novels but is best known for his

; . poetry; five volumes of verse, including his Collected Poems pub-

lished by Random House in 1940.

ROBERT FROST was born in San Francisco in 1875; he spent some

time in Dartmouth, in Harvard, in teaching and in farming until 1912

when he went to England; there he found friends in the literary
world with the result that his first book of verse, A Boy’s Will was

published in London in 1913; since then he has published many
volumes of poetry the latest of which is A Witness Tree.

GEOFFREY GRIGSON writes: “I was born in 1905, the youngest of
seven sons of a Church of England clergyman, and was brought up
.in a Cornish village, in a family in many ways governed still by a
mid-nineteenth century and pre-industrial ethos. My ancestors were
country lawyers, doctors, and more clergymen. Five of my brothers
have been killed in the two wars. I took an English degree at Oxford,
"and then slid into journalism, and slid:out again, after discovering
that elderly journalists believed their own lies, and that journalism
was as corrupt and contemptible as writing advertisements. Editing
New Verse was an attempt to get my own mind straight, and to
establish some balance between order and the fantastic, and to clip
the exuberance of English sentiment and stupidity. Most of my
poems are rooted in Cornwall. My admirations, as far as they are
fixed, are the incorruptibility of Wyndham Lewis, the poems of -

‘ Dryden, Avden, and John Clare, the drawings of Samuel Palmer and |
Henry Moore, the example of Blake, the limestone districts of Eng-
.land and Europe, the orderly excitement of the paintings of Stubbs,
Poussin, and Uccello. My aversions—two of them—are the social
corruptibility of English authors and the muddle-headedness of
Stephen Spender. I am married and have three children, and my
politics—my religion, too—are implicit in the statements I have just
made. I would add money to my aversions.”
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ROBINSON JEFFERS was born in 1887; was educated by prlvate lt'

tutors and by his father, and had many years in private schools in
Switzerland and Leipzig; studied at University: of Pittsburgh and
Occidental College, Los Angeles (A.B. 1905. D. Litt. 1937); Um-
versity of So. California (Doctor of Humane Letters 1939); attended
medical school at U.S.C. for three years; did postgraduate work in
literature at University of Zurich; married Una Call Kuster of Los
Angeles in 1913; has lived on a cliff in Carmel, California, since
September 1914; two long sojourns with his wife and sons in the
- British Isles 1929 and 1937; member National Institute of Arts and
Letters; many volumes of poetry; Selected Poetry published in 1938
-Be  Angry At the Sun, 1941.

SEAN JENNETT is a young poet whose first book Always Adam
was published last year by Faber & Faber; has contributed to many
anthologies and literary publications in England.

JAMES LAUGHLIN was born in 1914, Pittsburgh; started New Di;
rections in 1936 while an undergraduate at Harvard

- ARCHIBALD MAC LEISH was born in Glencoe, Illm015 1892, ed
cated at public schools in Illinois and at Hotchkiss School; graduated
from Yale and from the Harvard Law School; served in the Field:
Artillery of the A.E.F.; practiced law briefly in Boston and taught' -
at Harvard; lived in France from 1923 to 1928; worked as an editot:

of Fortune from the beginning of that magazine until 1938; was afi:

officer of Harvard UmverSIty in 1938-39 and was appointed theé;
Librarian of Congress in 1939; has published some 15 volumes of
verse, including The Hamlet of A. MacLeish, New Found Land,
Conguistador, (Pulitzer Prize 1932) and Pub_lzc ‘Speech, as well asl
two verse plays for radio, The Fall of the City and Air Raid; has just:
been appointed Assistant Secretary of State, in charge of cultural
relations. - : ;

LOUIS MACNEICE was born in 1907; Marlborough and Oxfotd;,'
(Greek: London University); several books of verse, a play, trans-. 2
lations, a novel, poetic criticism; his collected Poems 1925-1940 pub- Y

lished early in 1941; was in the United States during 1940 but went
back to England in the fall of that year.

MARIANNE MOORE was born in 1887; Bryn Mawr, 1909; assistant, i
New York Public Library, 1921-1925; acting editor, The Dial, 1925- . '}
1929; Observations, 1924; Selected Poems, 1935; contributor of verse' FE
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and criticism to magazines, won the Shelley Memoriai Award for
1940; Harriet Monroe Award for 1944; What Are Years, 1941 Nev-
ertheless, 1944,

NICHOLAS MOORE is one of the better known of the younger Eng—

lish poets has contributed widely. to literary magazmes in both

England and America; author of several volumes of 'verse, all _pub-

lished in London; was the editor of Seven, one of the little verse
' magazmes of the late thirties,

EDWIN MUIR was born in Orkney in 1887 lived for a long time in’
‘Glasgow, then in London, then in various Continental cities, Prague,
Dresden, Vienna, Forte dei Marmi, St. Tropez, Menton, then in

London again; now in Edinburgh; a good deal of literary criticism
and -several volumes of poetry, including The Narrow Place,

- Journeys and Places, V ariations on a Time Theme; an autobiography,
. The Story and the Fable. '

FREDERIC PROKOSCH was born in 1908 in Madison, Wis.; Haver-
ford College; Yale University, King’s College, Cambridge (fellow in
Chaucerian research); five novels, four books of verse, the latest of

“which is Chosen Poerns published in England; has just come back
from spending two years in Sweden at a “listening post” for the

OWIL

ANNE RIDLER was born at Rugby, 1912; worked for séme years
with Faber & Faber; several volumes of verse; editor of A Little Book
of Modern Verse.

MICHAEL ROBERTS was born in 1902; King’s College Tnmty
College, Cambridge; has publlshed a great many books of criticism,
and two anthologies, one of which The Faber Book of Modern
Verse is considered the best collection of modern poetry published
in the last decade; one book of poems, Orion Marches, 1939.

"W. R. RODGERS, an Ulsterman of 33, was first discovered by the

Enghsh magazine Horigon; his first and only book, Awake! and
Other War Poens has been widely acclaimed; has contributed to all
four of the New Poems series of annual anthologies edited by the
: present editor.

' 'MURIEL RUKEYSER was born in New York in December 1913;

Vassar; four books of verse of which the latest is Beast In View from
which the selections in this anthology were taken; one biography,
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Willard Gibbs; worked in the Graphics ‘Division of the OVVt in

1943; now working on a play, The Middle of the Air.
DELMORE SCHWARTZ was born Decemnber 1913 in Brooklyn,

N. Y.; University of Wisconsin, New York University and Harvard; °

Briggs-Copeland Instructor in English Composition at Harvard; now

the poetry editor of Partisan Review; In Dreams Begin Responsi-

bility, 1938; Shenandoah, 1941; Genesis, 1943,

WINFIELD TOWNLEY SCOTT was born in Haverhill, Mass. in s

1910; Brown University; Shelley Memorial Award, 1939; five books

of verse, the latest of which has b .
Y. Crowell. ich has been promised for 1945 by Thomas

JOHN SINGER is a young English poet now working in Glasgow;

one book of verse The Fury of the Living, published by William E

Maclelan, 1942; founder and editor of Million—New Left Writing.
EDITH SITWELL was born in Yorkshire in 1887 and has lived in

London since 1914;. published her first book of verse in 1915 and has . |

re .
sifice had a succession of volumes, including criticism, history, bi-
k]

ography and fiction; anthologies, too; her latest book of poems, pub- - g

lished in 1944, rounds out thirty years of noteworthy work.

BE}‘,IRI\LARD SPENCER was born in 1909; Marlborough and Oxford; Z
as been a schoolmaster, tutor and advertising writer; once editor 012 "

Ozxford Poetry; at present teaching at the University in Cairo.

THEODORE SPENCER was born in Villa Nova, Pa. 1902; Princeton
Carflbrlqge and Harvard; Associate Professor of English ,at Harvard’
University; author of tvx{o books of verse, The Paradox in the Circle
§1941) andrrAn Act of Life published by Harvard University Press in
944; Shakespeare and the Nature of Man, originally a series of
Lowell Lectures, was published in 1942. re .

STEPHEN SPENDER was born in 1909 in London; University Col-

lege School and Oxford; poems, plays, criticism, translations, short

WALL.ACE STEVENS was born in 1879 in Reading, Pa.; Harvard;
prac'tlced law in New York; lives in Hartford, Cor;n. ar’ld is vice:
PresldenF of Hartford Accident and Indemnity Company engaged
in handling claims; two books of verse in 1942, Parts of a Ii"orl%i gnd
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Notes Toward A Supreme Fiction, the latter published by the fine
Cumniington Press. ._ L :

ALLEN TATE was born in Kentucky in 1899, and gradhated from

*Vanderbilt University in 1922; free lance in New York 1924 to 1928;
S was awafded a Guggenheim fellowship, 1928, and spent two years in
- France; in charge of creative writing under the Creative Arts Pro-

.gram, Princeton University, 1939 to 1942; author of two biographies;

. 'six volurnes of verse, of which the latest is The Winter Sea, beauti-

- fully hahd-printed by The Cumnﬁngton Press; also, a novel, The
Fathers; two volumes of criticism, Reactionary Essays in Poetry and
Ideas and Reason in Madness; Chair of Poetry, Library of Congress

" 1943-1944; editor of Sewanee Review, 1945.

'DYLAN THOMAS was born in 1914 in Wales; Swansea Grammar

School; his first three books published in England were combined
into one volume The World I Breathe by James Laughlin in 1939;
another selection New Poems was published in pamphlet form in
1942 by New Directions; a still later book Deatbs and Entrances is

: being published in England in 1945; at the present writing film
" scripts for a living. ‘

‘ ’MARK. ;VAN DOREN was born in Illinois, 1894; University of

Tllinois, Columbia University (now professor of English there); liter-

o ary editor The Nation 1924-1928; three novels, six volumes of criti-

cism (a seventh, Calliope, in preparation); ten volumes of verse, of

- which the latest was The Seven Sleepers, 1944; the first, Spring
Thunder and Otber Poems, 1924, was written after World War I
service in that war from September, 1917, to December, 1918, 1st Lt.
Infantry; service in this war, civilian.

" ARTHUR WALEY was born 1n 1889; Rugby; King’é College, Cam-
- bridge; Hon. LLD,, Aberdeen; is known as a leading authority on

Chinese literature and translator of Chinese poetry; his 170 Chinese

_ Poemsisa standard work.

‘ROBERT PENN WARREN was born in Kehtucky in 1905; Vander-

bilt University, University of California, Yale and Oxford; 2 founder

and an editor of The Southern Review; three novels; Selected Poems,
1944, Professor of English at the University of Minnesota; at present
- the Chair of Poetry, Library of Congress.

Y.VOR WINTERS was born in Chicago in 1900; University of Chi-
cago, and the University of Idaho for two years; associate professor
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