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The reader knows himself as he was twenty years
ago and he has also in mind a vision of what he would
be, some day. Oh, some day ! But the thing he never
knows and never dares to know is what he is at the
exact moment that he is. And this moment is the

only thing in which I am at all interested. Ergo,
who cares for anything I do ? And what do I care ?

|

By the road to the contagious hospital
under the surge of the blue
mottled clouds driven from the

northeast — a cold wind. Beyond, the

waste of broad, muddy fields
brown with dried weeds, standing and fallen

patches of standing water
the scattering of tall trees

All along the road the reddish
purplish, forked, upstanding, twiggy
stuff of bushes and small trees

with dead, brown leaves under them
leafless vines —

Lifeless in appearance, sluggish
dazed spring approaches —



They enter the new world naked,
cold, uncertain of all

save that they enter. All about them
the cold, familiar wind —

Now the grass, tomorrow
Lhe stiff curl of wildearrot leaf

One by one objects are defined —
It quickens : clarity, outline of leaf

Bul now the stark dignity of
cntrance — Still, the profound change

has come upon them: rooted they
grip down and begin to awaken
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I The inevitable flux of the seeing eye toward meas-

uring itself by the world it inhabits can only result

in himself crushing humiliation unless the individual
raise to some approximate co-extension with the
universe. This is possible by aid of the imagination.
Only through the agency of this force can a man feel
himself moved largely with sympathetic pulses at
work —

A work of the imagination which fails to release
the senses in accordance with this major requisite —
the sympathies, the intelligence in its selective world,
fails at the elucidation, the alleviation which is —

In the composition, the artist does exactly what
every eye must do with life, fix the particular with
the universality of his own personality — Taught by
the largeness of his imagination to feel every form
which he sees moving within himself, he must prove
the truth of this by expression.
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When in the condition of imaginative suspense
only will the writting have reality, as explained
partially in what preceeds — Not to attempt, at that
time, to set values on the word being used, according
to presupposed measures, but to write down that
which happens at that time —



To perfect the ability to record at the moment

« When the consciousness is enlarged by the sympa-

thies and the unity of understanding which the

imagination gives, to practice skill in recording the

force moving, then to know it, in the largeness of
its proportions —-
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127 "That is, the imagination is an actual force compar-
able to electricity or steam, it is not a plaything
but a power that has been used from the first to
raise the understanding of —- it is, not necessary to
resort to mystecisism — In fact it is this which has
kept back the knowledge I seek —

The value of the imagination to the writer consists
in its ability to make words. Its unique power is to
give created forms reality, actual existence

released from observing things for the purpose (}
writing them down later. He would be there to
enjoy, to taste, to engage the free world, not a
world which he carries like a bag of food, always
fearful lest he drop something or someone get more
than he,

A world detached from the necessity of recording
it, sufficient to itself, removed from him (as it
most certainly is) with which he has bitter and
delicious relations and from which he is independant
— moving at will from one thing to another — as
he pleases, unbound -— complete



and the unique proof of this is the work of the
imagination not ‘¢ like >’ anything but transfused
with the same forces which transfuse the earth — at
lIecast one small part of them.

Nature is the hint to composition not because it
is familiar to us and therefore the terms we apply
to it have a least common denominator quality
which gives them currency — but because it possesses
the quality of independant existance, of reality
which we feel in ourselves. It is not opposed to art
but apposed to it.



