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W h a t is called its form may be simply that part of the poem that haddirect}
do w i t h time: the time of the poem, the time in which it was written, and the Y to
of recurrence in which the unique moment of vision is set. ?ense
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ciety (in part icular certain phases o f neoclassicism) is one o f the absurd disguises

that can help an art to survive, or merely one of the shrouds that are hardly more
than wasted efforts to lend decency to its burial.

The i n v e n t i o n o f a n e w f o r m of stanza was a
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rd to remain convinced that the form, insofar as i t isabstract,
what in the poem is inescapably technical. For us, for whom

everything is in question, the making keeps leading us back into the patterns of a

w o r l d o f art i f ice so intricate, so insidious, and so impressive, that of t
indistinguishable f rom the whole o f time.

In a world of technique motions tend to become methods. But the undepend-
able life that appears on occasion as poetry would rather die, or so it seems, than
fol low this tendency, and when a poet himself follows it farther than the source of
his gift warrants, his gains of technical facility are likely to render him the helpless
master of mere confection.

A n d yet nei ther technique nor abstract fo rm can be abandoned, finally. And
no d o u b t nei ther is dangerous in itself as long as each is recognized as no more
than a means, and is not made into an idol and loved for itself. (But it seems to be

characterist ic o f a technological age that means come to dwar f and eclipse or de-

stroy their ends.)

And certainly neither of them automatically excludes or implies the other.
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In an age when time and technique encroach hourly, or appear to, on the

source itself of poetry, i t seems as though what is needed for any particular nebu-

lous unwritten hope that may become a poem is not a manipulable, more or less

predictably recurring pattern, but an unduplicatable resonance, something that
would be like an echo except that it is repeating no sound. Something that always

belonged to it: its sense and its conformation before it entered words.
* & %

A t the same time I realize that I am a formalist, in the most strict andortho-
dox sense. For years I have had a recurring dream of finding, as it were in an attic,

en i t seems
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oetic f o r m : the set t ing d o w n o f a w a y o f hearing h o w poetry happens in
ads. The words themselves do n o t m a k e it. A t the same time i t is test imony of a

wo ; hearing h o w life happens in t ime. Bu t t ime does not make it.
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To recur in its purest forms (whether they are strict, as in Waller?s ?Go, Lovely
» or apparently unt rammel led, as in The Book of Isaiah in the King James

?on) poetry seems to have to keep reverting to its naked condition, where i
Versio . , where i t

rouches on all that is unrealized.
Our age pesters us wi th the illusion that we have realized a great deal. The agi-

tation serves chiefly to obscure what we have forgotten, into whose limbo poetry
herself at times seems about to pass.

revs

ds

Rose ,

+

W h a t are h e r e c a l l e d o p e n f o r m s are i n some c o n c e r n s the st r ic tes t . H e r e o n l y 3x

the poem i t s e l f c a n b e seen as i t s f o r m . I n a p e c u l i a r sense i f y o u c r i t i c i z e h o w i t

happens y o u c r i t i c i z e w h a t i t is .
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Obviously it is the poem that is or is not the only possible justification for any
form, however theory runs. The poem is or it is not the answer to ?why that form??
The consideration of the evolution of forms, strict or open, belongs largely to his-

tory and to method. The visitat ion that is going to be a poem finds the form it
needs in spite of both.

% %

The ?freedom? that precedes strict forms and the ?freedom? that follows
them are not necessarily much alike. Then there is the ?freedom? that accompa-
nies poetry at a distance and occasionally joins it, often without being recognized,
as in some proverbs. (?God comes to see without a bell.? ?He that lives on h o a

dances without music.?)
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