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He stands among partial men for the complete man, and apprises us not of his wealth, but of the
common wealth. ... Notwithstanding this necessity to be published, adequate expression is rare. I
know not how it is that we need an interpreter, but the great majority of men seem to be minors,
who have not yet come into possession of their own, or mutes, who cannot report the conversation
they have had with nature. There is no man who does not anticipate a supersensual utility in the
sun and stars, earth and water. These stand and wait to render him a peculiar service. But there
is some obstruction or some excess of phlegm in our constitution, which does not suffer them to
yield the due effect. Too feeble fall the impressions of nature on us to make us artists. Every
touch should thrill. Every man should be so much an artist that he could report in conversation what
had befallen him. Yet, in our experience, the rays or appulses have sufficient force to arrive at the
senses, but not enough to reach the quick and compel the reproduction of themselves in speech.
The poet is the person in whom these powers are in balance, the man without impediment, who sees
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and handles that which others dream of, traverses the whole scale of experience, and is representa-
tive of man, in virtue of being the largest power to receive and to impart.... The poet is the sayer,
the namer, and represents beauty. He is a sovereign, and stands on the centre. For the world is
not painted or adorned, but is from the beginning beautiful; and God has not made some beautiful
things, but Beauty is the creator of the universe. Therefore the poet is not any permissive poten-
tate, but is emperor in his own right.... The world being thus put under the mind for verb and
noun, the poet is he who can articulate it. For though life is great, and fascinates and absorbs; and
though all men are intelligent of the symbols through which it is named ; yet they cannot originally
use them.... The poets are thus liberating gods. The ancient British bards had for the title of their
order, “ Those who are free throughout the world.” They are free, and they make free.... Poetry
and prudence should be coincident. Poets should be lawgivers; that is, the boldest lyric inspiration

@
should not chide and insult, but should announce and lead the civil code and the day’s work.
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The sign and credentials of the poet are that he announces that which no man foretold. He is
the true and only doctor; he knows and tells; he is the only teller of news, for he was present and
privy to the appearance which he describes. He is a beholder of ideas and an utterer of the neces-
sary and causal. For we do not speak now of men of poetical talents, or of industry and skill in
metre, but of the true poet. I took part in a conversation the other day concerning a recent writer
of lyrics, a man of subtle mind, whose head appeared to be a music-box of delicate tunes and
rhythms, and whose skill and command of language we could not sufficiently praise. But when the
question arose whether he was not only a lyrist but a poet, we were obliged to confess that he is
plainly a contemporary, not an eternal man. He does not stand out of our low limitations, like a
Chimborazo under the line, running up from a torrid base through mn the climates of the globe,
with belts of the herbage of every latitude on its high and mottled sides; but this genius is the
landscape-garden of a modern house, adorned with fountains and statues, with well-bred men and
women standing and sitting in the walks and terraces. We hear, through all the varied music, the
groundtone of conventional life. Our poets are men of talents who sing, and not the children of
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music. The agrument is secondary, the finish of the verses is primary. For it is not metres, but a
metre-making argument that makes a poem, — a thought so passionate and alive that like the spirit
of a plant or an animal it has an architecture of its own, and adorns nature with a new thing. The
thought and the form are equal in the order of time, but in the order of genesis the thought is prior
to the form. The poet has a new thought; he has a whole new experience to unfold; he will tell
us how it was with him, and all men will be the richer in his fortune. For the experience of each

®
new age requires a new confession, and the world seems always waiting for its poet.
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I find that the fascination resides in the symbol.... It is nature the symbol, nature certifying the
supernatural, body overflowed by life which he worships with coarse but sincere rites.... Beyond
this universality of the symbolic language, we are apprised of the divineness of this superior use
of things, whereby the world is a temple whose walls are covered with emblems, pictures and com-
mandments of the Deity, — in this, that there is no fact in nature which does not carry the whole
sense of nature; and the distinctions which we make in events and in affairs, of low and high, hon-
est and base, disappear when nature is used as a symbol.... Small and mean things serve as well
as great symbols. The meaner the type by which a law is expressed, the more pungent it is, and
the more lasting in the memories of men; just as we choose the smallest box or case in which any
needful utensil can be carried.... We are symbols and inhabit symbols; workmen, work, and tools,
words and things, birth and death, all are emblems; but we sympathize with the symbols, and being
infatuated with the economical uses of things, we do not know that they are thoughts. The poet,
by an ulterior intellectual perception, gives them a power which makes their old use forgotten, and
puts eyes and a tongue into every dumb and inanimate object. He @mnom.?mm the independence of

Q@
the thought on the symbol, the stability of the thought, the accidency and fugacity of the symbol.
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He uses forms according to the life, and not according to the form. This is true science. The
poet alone knows astronomy, chemistry, vegetation and animation, for he does not stop at these facts,
but employs them as signs. He knows why the plain or meadow of space was strown with these
flowers we call suns and moons and stars; why the great deep is adorned with animals, with men,
and gods; for in every word he speaks he rides on them as the horses of thought. By virtue of
this science the poet is the Namer or I anguage-maker, naming things sometimes after their appear-
ance, sometimes after their essence, and giving to every one its own name and not another’s, there-
by rejoicing the intellect, which delights in detachment or boundary. The poets made all the
words, and therefore language is the archives of history, and, if we must say it, a sort of tomb of
the muses. For though the origin of most of our words is forgotten, each word was at first a stroke
of genius, and obtained currency because for the moment it symbolized the world to the first speaker
and to the hearer. The etymologist finds the deadest word to have been once a brilliant picture.
Language is fossil poetry. As the limestone of the continent consists of infinite masses of the shells
of animalcules, so language is made up of images or tropes, which now, in their secondary use, have

@
long ceased to remind us of their poetic origin.
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As the eyes of Lyncaeus were said to see through the earth, so the poet turns the world to glass,
and shows us all things in their right series and procession. For through that better perception he
stands one step nearer to things, and sees the flowing or metamorphosis; perceives that thought is
multiform ; that within the form of every creature is a force impelling it to ascend into a higher
form ; and following with his eyes the life, uses the forms which express that life, and so his speech

@
flows with the flowing of nature.
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The use of symbols has a certain power of emancipation and exhilaration for all men. We seem
to be touched by a wand which makes us dance and run about happily, like children. We are like
persons who come out of a cave or cellar into the open air. This is the effect on us of tropes,

®
fables, oracles and all poetic forms. Poets are thus liberating gods.
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There is good reason why we should prize this liberation. The fate of the poor shepherd, who,
blinded and lost in the snow-storm, perishes in a drift within a few feet of his cottage door, is an
emblem of the state of man. On the brink of the waters of life and truth, we are miserably dying.
The inaccessibleness of every thought but that we are in, is wonderful. What if you come near to
it; you are as remote when you are nearest as when you are farthest. Every thought is also a
prison ; every heaven is also a prison. Therefore we love the poet, the inventor, who in any form,
whether in an ode or in an action or in looks and behavior, has yielded us a new thought. He
unlocks our chains and admits us to a new scene. This emancipation is dear to all men, and the
power to impart it, as it must come from greater depth and scope of thought, is a measure of

intellect. Therefore all books of the imagination endure, all which ascend to that truth that the



writer sees nature beneath him, and uses it as his exponent. Every verse or sentence possessing
this virtue will take care of its own immortality. The religions of the world are the ejaculations

®
of a few imaginative men.

{2 26 STARAE 1) 00 0 AR A OIS B 6K &K L R A0 96 10 QIR ERER L 4610 € — N X ) = Q5 0\ #
I Q00 1 O WWRERHI L S ours@ A H P KON RO A d8. Q407 RR N e <O A I - HKNRSHE 0 B
80 4 V'R A0 R OHE<L B<IT VR E VAR © 2% QL0 RIKERZIE- YTEe v M XN
R 5 RONVEK R EHELON A RLOHLR{D FELHL<RVEP VN ¥ v 'K (Henry James
Sr.) WaR0un® EHEE MM EHLNHWG 5 HE<PRe (Y RN T LON—<1T1 e 1L 1—=<1D° o
PO A O 1N H e K SRS HUEBIRNE Q0 U S0 N DK S YT KRR IER O 48 S IRA SN
QA RULEGRL R SR <EHMEZ LB VRV 480407 (0815 QDR mE NS
A3 a0 ) I FBUTER Y Avs0 A0 © 1¥48100° v OV RIKEWN R SV MRV Sy ¢
P E< R MR ERE N ) VK O A0S S el w000 HE<HHKERGEIE L 4 5 WEIB VK S
5 Q Mol NI 4 1Y 5 00 £ ORI R <IT 1 2840 48 5 VP X 42° 1) S EHQH IR B % O QMR
OFH L NI AT IRV KD =R N % R NNIEVEEE OV 5507 EHEQ §8m 1) HE O 3
B QNE L0 ABTEIHOR" H b K O U v <K SRR L M40 Do EEY QKR
RO<LHVVERL KB 830U 5000 M KAWHSIAN0 O 5404 S0MER4Q0° @y’ i
<L BIMRE U BEA0 ) VR VLS 5 R O<TEQEFINENRORSLS SN 1 v A K BIEE SN QP a-se°

Hr NG MI> R MO S RSITH



HY KN M >R MO SV VE
H Y XN Qo P ANe A < S EFEI N 500 ) VR D B U AR HKERN B 1 I AU 5 1) L 8
o KN I VB VARER" VOFEQ MR < —N XN NG ) TS S A S A KA
1 a0 | Y KON I HK L R e 4~ NN = MO S O OHHI O Y SR VOKENIKR N
NHEB UL S S0 Y Y KON B IR RN A 500 ) UNBHIR D 42201 4R100° 1 S
NRFRH VK IUELORVYS VR0 U280 00" 2R H P KN Qi NEVEEE B H 1 £
O P 50 UESQ R0

=

DR BEBUACRNENE2H F KN QHECMANBRIENRe VORLES200 | Quid 0010
#2 [0 > RX ] (Bacchus) KRV 33V oR% W L 4°

BACCHUS
Bring me wine, but wine which never grew
In the belly of the grape,
Or grew on vine whose tap-roots, reaching through
Under the Andes to the Cape,

Suffer no savor of the earth to scape.



Let its grapes the morn salute
From a nocturnal root,

Which feels the acrid juice
Of Styx and Erebus;

And turns the woe of Night,

By its own craft, to a more rich delight.

We buy ashes for bread;
We buy diluted wine;
Give me of the true, —
Whose ample leaves and tendrils curled
Among the silver hills of heaven
Draw everlasting dew ;
Wine of wine,
Blood of the world,
Form of forms, and mould of statures,
That I intoxicated,
And by the draught assimilated,
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May float at pleasure through all natures;
The bird-language rightly spell,

And that which roses say so well.

Wine that is shed

Like the torrents of the sun

Up the horizon walls,

Or like the Atlantic streams, which run

When the South Sea calls.

Water and bread,

Food which needs no transmuting,
Rainbow-flowering, wisdom-fruiting,
Wine which is already man,

Food which teach and reason can.

Wine which Music is, —

Music and wine are one, —



That I, drinking this,

Shall hear far Chaos talk with me;
Kings unborn shall walk with me;
And the poor grass shall plot and plan
What it will do when it is man.
Quickened so, will T unlock

Every crypt of every rock.

I thank the joyful juice

For all I know ;—

Winds of remembering

Of the ancient being blow,
And seeming-solid walls of use

Open and flow.

Pour, Bacchus! the remembering wine;
Retrieve the loss of me and mine!
Vine for vine be antidote,
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And the grape requite the lote!
Haste to cure the old despair, —
Reason in Nature’s lotus drenched,
The memory of ages quenched;
Give them again to shine;
Let wine repair what this undid;
And where the infection slid,
A dazzling memory revive;
Refresh the faded tints,
Recut the aged prints,
And write my old adventures with the pen
Which on the first day drew,
Upon the tablets blue,

®
The dancing Pleiads and eternal men.
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Wine that is shed
Like the torrents of the sun
Up the horizon walls,

Or like the Atlantic streams, which run

When the South Sea calls.

That I, drinking this,

Shall hear far Chaos talk with me;
Kings unborn shall walk with me;
And the poor grass shall plot and plan

®
What it will do when it is man.
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Food which needs no transmuting,

Rainbow-flowering, wisdom-fruiting,
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Wine which is already man,

®
Food which teach and reason can.
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And write my old adventures with the pen
Which on the first day drew,
Upon the tablets blue,

e
The dancing Pleiads and eternal men.
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