Take-home Final Exam

English 317

Fall 2004

Due Weds., Dec 15th, 9am 

This exam consists of four exhibits, one each for Williams, Loy, Stein, and Zukofsky.  In place of a question, each exhibit provides you with a pair of texts: a literary passage (in some cases an entire poem) and a critical passage.  Your task is to type a modest, essay-format (1-2 pages with introduction and conclusion) discussion of the exhibit's two items that conveys: 1)  some part of your understanding of the given author as a modernist, 2) your insight into the form and meaning of the literary text.  

Hints: You may choose to refer to other texts in your discussion, but there should be a thorough commentary on the exhibit itself.  You are not responsible for rehearsing everything you might know about an author or even everything you might be able to say about a single exhibit; choose an approach that allows you to explore a single, chosen dimension of the exhibit.  

	1.  William Carlos Williams

Thursday

I have had my dream--like others-- 

and it has come to nothing, so that 

I remain now carelessly 

with feet planted on the ground 

and look up at the sky-- 

feeling my clothes about me, 

the weight of my body in my shoes, 

the rim of my hat, air passing in and out 

at my nose--and decide to dream no more.


	There is a constant barrier between the reader and his consciousness of immediate contact with the world.  If there is an ocean it is here. …Writing is not a searching about in the daily experience for apt similes and pretty thoughts and images.  (Williams, Spring and All 177, 207)

	

	2. Mina Loy
from "Virgins Plus Curtains Minus Dots"

See the men pass

Their hats are not ours

We       take a walk

They are going somewhere

And they      may look everywhere

Men's eyes        look into things

Our eyes          look out

A great deal of ourselves

We offer to the mirror

Something less to the confessional

The rest     to Time

There is so much       Time

Everything is full of it

                  Such a long time

Virgins may whisper

'Transparent nightdresses made all of lace' 

Virgins may squeak

'My dear      I should faint'

Flutter…… flutter ……. flutter …..

…'And then      the man—'

Wasting our giggles

For we have no dots

. . . . .

(21-23)


	Loy uses poetry investigatively: for thought, for hypotheses, for demonstrations.  She writes what both I and Michael Palmer have, independently, called the 'analytic lyric.'  She resists easy or cliched poetic pleasures by her impasto phrases, filled with multi-valent allusions to discourses of biology, religion, philosophy, psychology.  Such phrases are deeply condensed; they are tamped down; they are explosive nuggets.  They often distill an almost instransigent emotional knowledge, and sometimes a deep, proud pain.  Each is intensive in its own right; together, linked by a sometimes opaque syntax, they make for a chunky, abrasive texture whose argument is sometimes difficult to decipher. There are very few sets of literary works that could sustain an analogy with both cubist and metaphysical practices, but Loy's is one.  This is a poetry which is absolutely not soothing. Reading it, one understands how much poetry is downright soothing, even if also witty, and how thoroughly poetry as a cultural institution acquiesces in that consoling task.

On Course Website, and see Ereserve: From "A Letter on Loy," Rachel Blau DuPlessis.  Mina Loy: Woman and Poet. Orono, ME: National Poetry Foundation, 1998.  499-501


	

	3. Gertrude Stein
A VERY VALENTINE.

Very fine is my valentine.

Very fine and very mine.

Very mine is my valentine very mine and very fine.

Very fine is my valentine and mine, very fine very mine and mine is my valentine.

from: "Idem the Same: A Valentine to Sherwood Anderson" (475-6)


	If the attention could envision the whole of writing, let us say, at one time, moving over it in swift and accurate pursuit of the modern imperative at the instant when it is most to the fore, something of what actually takes place under an optimum of intelligence could be observed. It is an alertness not to let go of a possibility of movement in our fearful bedazzlement with some concrete and fixed present[. . . .]

Writing, like everything else, is much a question of refreshed interest. It is directed, not idly, but as most often happens (though not necessarily so) toward that point not to be predetermined where movement is blocked (by the end of logic perhaps). It is about these parts, if I am not mistaken, that Gertrude Stein will be found.

"The Work of Gertrude Stein," William Carlos Williams [and Louis Zukofsky] (E-reserve or Stein Assemblage on webpage) http://www.chss.iup.edu/sherwood/Courses/Engl317F04/Docs/Gertrude Stein Assemblage.doc



	


	4. Louis Zukofsky
	

	From "A"-10

Paris

Paris

Of your beautiful phrases

Is fallen

The wire service halted

Go ahead Paris
London tunes in the Nazi broadcast already on

New York feels the raid over 

Tours in the noon-hour cafés

Cannot hear Paris

Come over the air

Stares as into a bomb crater

At all the announcements

Of baseball scores that matter

Or do not matter a damn

The song passed out of the voices

As freedom goes out of speech

All the people of Paris

Mass, massed refugees on the roads

Go to mass with the air and the shrapnel for a church

A Christian civilization

Where Pius blesses the black-shirts

Kyrie

Kyrie eleision

They sang 

the song passes out of the voices one whisper

. . . .

The Giver of life makes the dying come

There's nothing like it

To the bombed districts under the stringed lights of the bombers

Their super-sights

From which nations are running

All resemblance to what lives or is dead coincident with thoughts not waiting for tears

Let a better time say

The poet stopped singing to talk


	As the narrative of American poetry during the 1930s has it, writers of otherwise incommensurable camps came to see the relation between art and society as a central issue (Nelson 17).  While for many the choice between aestheticism and realism dichotemized the possible responses, Louis Zukofsky's poetry of this decade reflects the intersection between a high modernist aesthetics and a left-wing politics with a deep concern for history (Scroggins 49, 54).  In this light, his "Program 'Objectivists' 1931"--the foundational essay for what has subsequently seemed a heterogenous group of writers--defines the Objectivist poem as enmeshed in "the direction of historic and contemporary particulars" (268). . . . . A little-noted sheet of paper held among Zukofsky's archives at the University of Texas conceives of the relation of art and society in a scenario perhaps only articulable at the precise moment in the course of American poetry and history:

It's obvious a poet lives in his time and can't escape it, and he writes because he lives in his time.  Today obviously he can't escape even to the so-called ivory tower, for he's likely to find it's in the Chrysler Bldg.  A poet's technique keeps up with the working materials of his time, just as other craftsmen and workers keep up with theirs. . . . It is unfortunate that the poet to-day has [not] carried over into his job the business of the division of labor as other workers, because good poetry is a product (sic) more of dealing with specific tasks, than of poetic sentiment. . . .Yes, it would be nice if poets could forget themselves get together and one do this about a poem, and one suggest this and the other cadence, etc. and produce a cooperative poem which would be a product of their combined labor and not of individual sentiment. 

Interesting for its content and context as a public intervention, it advances an image of the poet working alongside other laborers, rather than as a bard speaking for nation or tribe. 

Sherwood, "Introduction," A Useful Art: Essays and Radio Scripts of Louis Zukofsky



