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‘e, and it was not all verse, by any means, my love for the real life of words
kizeased until I knew that I must live with them and i them, always. I knew,
Wi fact, that I must be a writer of words, and nothing else. The first thing was
feel and know their sound and substance; what I was going to dowith those
poyds, what use I was going to make of them, what I was going to say through

wi would come later. T knew I had to kpow them mest intimately in all
Wi r forms and moods, their ups and downs, their chops and changes, their
¢ds and demands. (Here, I ami afraid, I am beginning to talk too vaguely. I
st like writing about words. because then I often use bad and wrong and

poetry in the Leginning because I had fallen in love with words. ; .
poerns [ knew were nursery rhyraes, and before I could read them f& ftile and woolly words. What I'like to do is to treat words as a craftsman does
_ ey i wood or stone or what-have-you, to hew, carve, mould, ccil, polish and

I had come to love just the words of them, the words alone. What'thie s i

stood for, symbolised, or meant, was of very secondary importance; whi e plitie them into patterns, sequences, sculptures, fugues of sound expressing
tered was the sound of them as I heard them for the first time on the jitie lyrical impulse, some spiritual doubt or conviction, some dimly-realised
the remote and incomprehensible grown-ups who seemed, for some e Imoust try to reach and realise.) It was when I was very young, and just
to be living in my world. And these words were, to me mw.mr..n ucnz.,. : ool that, in my father’s study, before homework that was never done, 1
the sounds of musical instruments, the noises of wind sea. and Gl o know one kind of writing from another, one kind of geodness, one
rattle of milk-carts, the clopping of hooves on nor.n._m,m . nmm firgering pnil:of badness. My first, and greatzst, liberty was that of being able to read
branches on a window pane, might be to someone, deaf from birth. & sz iything and anything I cared to. I read indiscriminately, and with my eyes
miraculously found his hearing. I did not care what the words g sngmng out. I could never have dreamt that there were such goings-on in the
much, nor what happened to Jack & Jill & the Mother Goose rest of il wild between the covers of books, such sand-storms and ice-blasts of words,
cared for the shapes of sound that their names, and the words deser urh slashing of humbug,? and humbug too, such staggering peace, such
their actions, made in my ears; [ cared for the colours the words cast farmous laughter, such and so many blinding bright lights breaking across
eyes. I realise that I may be, as [ think back all that way, romantii Iyust-awaking wits and splashing all over the pages in a million bits and
reactions to the simple and beautiful words of those v:ﬁwwo.o.am, but lizes-all of which were words, words, words, and each of which was alive
all I can honestly remember, however much time might have Falsthod Rigver in its own delight and glory and oddity and light. (I must try not to
memory. I fell in love—that is the only expression I can think of— sl uke these supposedly helpful notes as confusing as my poems themselves.)
and am still at the mercy of words, though sometimes now, kn owing ali {wiote endless imitations; though I never thought them to be imitations but,
their behaviour very well, I think I can influence them m_mm_.rm% and haye: &4 sither, wonderfully original things, like eggs laid by tigers. They were imita-
learned to beat them now and then, which they appear to enjoy. I tum bl Yins of anything 1 rw_uv/m—“..mm to be reading at the time: Sir Thomas Browne,
words at once. And, when I began to read the nursery rhymes mnwa mysel, : % Quincey, Henry Newbolt, the Bellads, Blake, Baroness Orczy, Marlowe,
later, to read other verses and ballads, I knew that I had discovered the Uhams, the Imagists, the Bible, Poe, Keats, Lawrence, Anon., and Shake-
important things, to me, that could be ever. There they were seeming] \pzare ® A mixed lot, as you see, and randomly remembered. I tried my callow
less, made only of black and white, but out of them, out of their own helf Qi at almost every poetical form. How could I leam the tricks of a trade
came love and terror and pity and pain and wonder and all the other vt nless | tried to do them myself? I learned that the bad tricks come easily; and
abstractions that make our ephemeral lives dangerous, great, and he bt 412 good ones, which help you to say what you think you wish to say in the
Out of them came the gusts and grunts and hiccups and heehaws of nr@ Fust meaningful, moving way, I am still learning, (But in earnest company
mon fun of the earth; and though what the words meant was, in its owm Wit aust call these tricks by other names, such as technical devices, prosodic
often deliciously funny enough, so much funnier seemed to me, at ( Siperiments, etc.) ;

almost forgotten time, the shape and shade and size and noise of th e woidl Fhie writers, then, who influenced my- earliest poems and stories were,
they hummed, strummed, jigged and galloped along. That was the . Wuie simply and truthfully, all the writers I was reading at the time, and, as
innocence; words burst upon me, unencumbered by trivial or po pa:see from a specimen list higher up the page, they ranged from writers
association; words were their spring-like selves, fresh with Eden’s di @i sthool-boy adventure yarns to incomparable arid inimitable masters like
they flew out of the air. They made their own original associations & flbhe: That s, when I began, bad writing had as much influence on my stuff
sprang and shone. The words, ‘Ride a cock-horse tc Banbury Cross” e goad: The bad influences I tried to remecve and renounce bit by bit, shadow
haunting to me, who did not know then what a cack-horse was nos 10 il
damn A_..rm_. e Banbury Cross might be, as, much later, were such lina 2000
Donne’s, ‘Go znd catch a falling star, Get with child a mandrake rooi"? _.ﬂ
also I could not understand when I first read them. And as I read mo o

DYLAN THOMAS

Poetic Manifesto

You want to know why and how I first be i iich
. egan to write poetry, and w

or kind of poetry I was first moved and influenced _UW. ¢ 2

To answer the first part of this question, I' should say I wanted

3 m&qu or.misleading talk. (1905). Christopher Marlowe {1564-1593): En-
) B’ Thomas Browne (1605-1682): Znghsh glish dramatist. Imagists: early twentieth-century
-and physician. Thomas De Quincey (1785-- poets who wrate in direct, clear, image-based free
- English writer famous for his Confessions of verss, as proposed by Ezva Pound (1885-1972)
¢ Emghah Opium-Eater. Henry Newholt (1862— and others. Edgar Allar: Pae (180:9—1849): Amer-
%) English lawyer and writer of nautical ican poet and fiction writer. joln Keats (1795—
kv William Blake (1757-1827): English poet 1821} Englist. Romantic pcet. D. H. Lawrence
it pnnter. Baroness Orczy {1855-1947): Hun- (1885-1930): linglish poet and novelist.

1. From “Go znd Catch a Falling Star,” by English poet-John Donne (1572-1631}. goan-born author of The Scarles Plmpernel
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by shadow, echo by echo, through trial and error, through delight and disg
and misgiving, as I came to love words more and to hate the heavy ham
that knocked them about, the thick tongues that had no feel for. thex mu
titudinous tastes, the dull and botching hacks who flattened them ait iy
a colourless and insipid paste, the pedants who made them moribazd.
pompous as themselves. Let me say that the things that first made m#
language and want to work iz it and Jor it were nursery rthymes and folf. a
the Scottish Ballads, a few lines of hymns, the most famous Bible stax
the rhythms of the Bible, Blake's Songs of Innocence, and the quiti
prehensible magical majesty and nonsense of Shakespeare heard.
near-murdered in the first forms* of my schoal, .

Y r newspaper scientific-potboilers who have, 1 me.mmhmu <.=_|
i Mwommwﬁﬁ%mﬂv_w%oaM _.Wnomano:, m%m ofa mn.s. modern poets, En_ﬂﬂ&um
; uden,® who have attempted to use psychoanalytical wr.ﬂwmm..u_om% and theory
same of their poems. I have read only one voww of Freud’s, .H_S Interpre-
i of Dreams, and do not recall having rmmu.. E.m_.._mummm by it in msw_ imum
4gein, no honest writer today can possibly mg_m being Hénmunwmm_u% reu ;
hrough his pioneering work into the Unconscious mbm _u.% the in :—M:nm o

lisse discoveries on the scientific, philosophic, and artistic ﬁa.ﬁr of s con-
temporaries: but not, by any means, necessarily through Freud’s own writing.

. To your third question—Do I deliberately utilise devices of -.Em_.ho. H_._ﬁrﬁ_.
uxd word-formation in my writing—I must, of course, answer .§ﬂr an imme-
Wiiite, Yes. ] am a painstaking, conscientious, involved and devious craftsman
seords, however unsuccessful the result so often appears, and to ”.—.-mnmﬁm
wring uses I may apply my technical m.E.wamH:m._B,._ use everyt :..mm. an
smything to make my poems work and move in the directions I want mnm
to, old tricks, new tricks, puns, portmanteau-words, paradox, w:.:%oﬁ. par:

ywmasia, paragram, catachresis, slang, mmmosmsnm.ﬂ rhymes, M_oim M meom.
sprung thythm.” Every device there is in _msmcm.mo is there to be use wom
will. Poets have got to enjoy thernselves sometimes, and the mm&—mndmﬂﬂﬂ
arivolutions of words, the inventions and contrivances, are all part of the
ity that is part of the painful, voluntary work.

You zsk me, next, if it is true that three of the dominant influences
published prose and poetry are Joyce, the Bible, and Freud.s (I P
my ‘published’ prose and poetry, as in the preceding pages I have bee
about the primary influences upon my very first and forever unpubs}
juvenilia.} I cannot say that I have been ‘influenced’ by Joyce, wham | ¢
mously admire and whose Ulysses, and earlier stories I have read a gred!
I think this Joyce question arose because somebody once, in print;:
on the closeness of the title of my book of short stories, Portrait of 4
As a Young Dog to Joyce's title, Portrait of the Artist as a Young Mo, /
know, the name given to innumerable portrait paintings by thcir artisty
‘Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man'—a perfectly straightforwar, (i
Joyce used the painting title for the first time as the title of a literasy v
I myself made a bit of doggish fun of the painting-title and, of &
intended no possible reference to Joyce. I do not think that Joyce fuis

H.A.ch. next question asks whether my use of combinations of words to create
-.i."um&:m new, ‘in the Surrealist way’, is according to a set formula or is

Jpontaneous. i ' 0T
any hand at all in my writing; certainly his Ulysses has not. On the . There is a confusion here, for the Surrealists’ set formula was to juxtapose
hand, I cannot deny that the shaping of some of my Portrait stories s il unpremeditated.

owe something te Joyce's stories in the volume, Dubliners. But th
ners was a pioneering work in the world of the short story, and;
storywriter since can have failed, in some wa » however little, to hawe b
efited by it, £
The Bible, I have referred to in attempting to answer your first que s
Its great stories of Noah, Jonah, Lot, Moses, Jacob, David, Solomao
thousand more, I had, of course, known from very early youth; the g
thythms had rolled over me from the Welsh pulpits; and I read; for-my
from Job and Ecclesiastes; and the story of the New Testament is parka
life. But I have never sat down and studied the Bible, never.co i
echoed its language, and am, in reality, as ignorant of it as most broughis
Christizns. All of the Bible that I use in my work is remembered fronych
hood, and is the common property of all who were brought
English-speaking communities. Nowhere, indeed, in all my writing !
any knowledge which is not commonplace to any literate person, I igy=y
a few difficult words in early poems, but they are easily looked-up arid w 1
in any case, thrown into the poems in a kind of adolescent showing-offwhig
I hope I have now discarded. .
And that leads me to the third ‘dominant influence’; Sigmund F
only acquaintance with the theories and discoveries of Dr Freud-
through the work of novelists who have been excited by his case-

et 1 it clearer if I can. The Surrealists—(that is, mnvmw.ummrmﬁ.m,
”,m,m%“mﬂ Mmﬂp%—«aﬂnouw above ﬂmemEvl..Smﬁm a coterie .Om painters m.nm writers in
Paris, in the nineteen: twenties, who did not believe in the conscious mm_m.nwom
ﬁmrsmwmm. To put it in another way: They were artists $-.5 were dissatis e
usth both the realists—(roughly speaking, those who _H._oa_ to put m.ﬂ«d Hw.u
._m_lﬂ._n and words an actual fepresentation of %—.ﬁ.ﬁ n.rmw :,bwmﬁ.-nm to be ,rm
seal world in which they lived)—and the impressionists who, roughly spea ﬂm
Inp again, were those who tried te give an impression mum what they imagine
4 be the real world. The Surrealists wanted to &40. into nrm. m1vnoumnm“.ﬂ=w
niind, the mind below the conscious surface, and dig up n_pmﬁm. E..:.mem HM
there without the aid of logic or reason, and put them down, illogic Mr an
witeasonably, in paint and words. The Surrealists mm..ﬁz. ed arh.r as | nﬂ”m
uarters of the mind was submerged, it was the function of e Manmr o
gither his material from the greatest, submerged mass of the mind rather
tian from that quarter of the mind which, like the tip of an _nm_ummm. nﬂﬁw-
truded from the subconscious sea. One method the m:ﬂ.mwrwnm smon_,._s rmﬂu
‘pnetry was to juxtapose words and images that had no nuno_..-m,_ _.n—mﬁﬂum ip;
snd out of this they hoped to achievs a Ebm. of ms_gncﬂmn_ozm_. oM -.nmn_r
.1@@5 that would be truer to the real, imaginative world of the mind, mostly

1 H - ican : words made from the blendin, Omgaicn.mm.
W Lw_ H. Auden (1907-1973): Anglo-American ﬂs.& words: . e %ﬁﬁﬁ:& :
Metri ing a variabl ber of syl- alteration of letters. Catachresis: intentional mis-
W&ﬁnﬂ”&—ﬁwﬂsﬁhﬁmwﬁ muﬁ:”m.ﬂﬂuﬁ %nnwhm use of a word or figure, as in a strained or mixed

4. Grades (British). £ D _.,... , T
e i i = mbml.._ \ Manley Hopkins (1844-1889). Portmanteau- metaphor.

5. Sigmund Freud (1856-1939); Austrian found- Irish novelist,
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submerged, than is the poetry of the con:
H.mncdm_ and logical relationship of ideas,
This is, very crudely, the credo of the Surrealists, and one with %l
profoundly disagree. I.do not mind from where the images of a paew
dragged up: drag them up, if you like, from the nethermost sea- of the hid
self; but before they reach paper, they must go through all the rationa
cesses of the intellect. The Surrealists, on the other hand put th
down together on paper exactly as they emerge from chaos m——o@ donas
%,.,_“w.mm words or put m__unE in order; to them, chaos is the shape andu
1s seems to me to be exceedingly presumptuous; the ists
nrmn érm.ﬁnﬁw-. they dredge from _&&W wn_unowmn_.o:m mm?mmm_MH:MwW”_ﬂMpE.
paint or in- words must, essentially, be of some interest or value. I demy
01m of the arts of the poet is to make comprehensible and mumn:_mm.
1:@5 emerge from subconscious sources; one of the great main useg:
intellect is to select, from the amorphous mass of subconscious mEmwm&M

wﬂmm mem.: best further his imaginative purpose, which is to write nrm._unﬁ

scious mind that relies upgss
objects, and images. 34

el

And question five is, God help us, what is my definition of Poets
I, Eﬁm.:.., do not read poetry for anything but pleasure. I read
poems I'like. This means, of course, that I have to read a lot of poemsif
like before I find the ones I do, but, when I do find the ones I do, ther
can say is, ‘Here they are’, and read them to myself for pleasure. . !
Read the poems you like reading. Don’t bother whether they're ‘impoy
or if mr.m%__ live. What does it matter what poetry is, after all? If %o:ﬂ .
definition of poetry, say: ‘Poetry is what makes me laugh or cry or %Hsﬁ
makes my toenails twinkle, what makes me want to do this or that ornat
and let it go at that. All that matters about poetry is the enjoymen:
Tc&mﬁu tragic it may be. All that matters is the eternal movement
it, the vast undercurrent of human grief, folly, pretension, exaltation éz.
rance, however unlofty the intention of the poem. - -
You can tear a poem apart to see what makes it technically tick,
to yourself, when the works are laid out before you, the vowels, thesse

nants, the rhymes or rhythms, ‘Yes, this is i. This is wh

. : y the poem n
wn%m MM“ It is because of the craftsmanship.’ But you're wmow again §_§.

You're back with the
craftsmanship alway

something that is not in the poem can creep, crawl, flash o

j » thunderin
The joy and function of poetry is, and Emw, the cel o OF S
is also the celebration of Cod. Iy 1s, » the celebration of man, il i

1951

il
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mystery of having been moved by words. ,Hr.

"

s leaves holes and gaps in the works of the poeni:ss tha
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THE PLEASURE mw_zn_v_.m

1§ essay, the English poet Philip Larkin argues for a reclamation of pleasure as the
i efend of poetry. Poetry must return to its primary function of capturing an emotional
| nce and commnunicating it to the reader if it is to regain an audience wider than
w:demic critics, scholars, and their students Larkin worries that “once the other end
il the rope is dropped” between poet and gereral reader, poetry becomes self-involved
Wil obscure, because untested by the challerige of communicating to a reader with a
Wferent education or experience. “Hence, no pleasure. Hence, no poetry.” First printed
i liisters 2.3 (1957), the zssay has been reprinted from Required Writing (1984).

. PHILIP? LARKIN
‘g .
The Pleasure Principle

1
|

# sometimes useful to remind ourselves of the simpler aspects of things
sally regarded as complicated. Take, for instance, the writing of a poem.
ebnsists of three stages: the first is when a'man becomes obsessed with an
wotional concept to such a degree that he is compelled to do something
Mout it, What he does is the second stage, namely, construct a verbal device
at will reproduce this emotional concept in anyone who ‘cares to read it,
vhiere, any time. The third stage.is the recurrent situation of people in
ent times and places setting off the device and re-creating in themselves
wisat the poet felt when he wrote it. The stages. are interdependent and all
neeessary. If there has been no preliminary feeling, the device has nothing
\sxeproduce and the teader will experience nothing, If the second stage has
it beeni well done, the device will not deliver the goods, or will deliver only
\ few goods to-a few: people, ‘or will stop- delivering them after an absurdly
oit while: And if fhere is no third stage, no successful reading, the poem
wm hardly be said to exist in a practical sense at all. :

' What a description of this basic tripartite structure shows is that poetry is
“smivtional in nature and theatrical in operation, a skilled re-creation-of emo-
ka1 other people, and that, conversely, a bad poem is one that never
Judeeeds in doing this. All modes of critical derogation ‘are no more than
\pffeient ways of saying this, whatever literary, philosophical or moral ter-
mnology they employ, and it would not be necessary to point out anything
\lerobvious if present-day poetry did not suggest that it had been forgotten.
IMaeem to be producing a new kind of bad poetry, not the old kind that
1Aés toimove the reader and fails, but one that does not even try. Repeatedly
he 1s confronted with pieces that cannot be understood without reference
livorid their own: limits or whose contented insipidity argues that their
ititfors are merely reminding themselves of what they kiiow alrzady, rather
iBén 1e-creating it for a third party. The reader, in fact, seems no longer
wesent in'the poet’s mind as he used to be; as someone who must understand
1ind enjoy the finished product if it is to be a success at all; the assumption
‘aow is that no one will read it, and wouldn’t understand or enjoy it if they
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