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LOVE LETTER
FROM AN IMPOSSIBLE LAND.

These are the exile islands of the mind,
All the charts and history you can muster
Will not make them real as the fog is real
Or crystal as a certain hour is clear
If you can wait.
Write to me often, darling.

By WILLIAM MEREDITH COMBED by the' cold seas, Bering and Pacific,

Thrown up hurriedly for a late-crossing people,

These are unsettled mountains where | walk,

They dance at the center still and spout new ash;
The teeming salmon remember in their courses

When they were not, and the winds run into the hills
By an old habit,

Now | am convinced there is nothing to fear,
Now on these islands you are all I want;

They shake and change and finally enchant;

But | have wished you a bawdy darling and here
Often, 1, rootless and needing a quick home,

Here | have seen such singular strange visions,

So moving strong in beauty

You would not believe them, no

Not if your very lover told you so

At night remembering, stirred in my sleep. at night.

One was, in the orange time of morning,
The smoking peak Shishaldin in a glory;

continued



LOVE LETTER

FROM AN IMPOSSIBLE LAND  con/inuea

(Eastward | saw, oh, | remember eastward

Pavlof, the black volcano, throwing flame

At night, to seaward, when beacons were forbidden.)
Empedocles’ element, neither earth nor fire;

And when | put a wing across the cone

(Snowy, and striking deeply at the memory),

It drew me, too, driven and weary

What with the war: and those foolish citizens my thoughts.

Another, the humorless mounds, the kitchen middens
Built in the painful winds that blow forever.

Watch the slow procession laying them clown -~

(An almond-eyed people, parent to Incas and Indians)
Shell upon shell, bone upon bone, until

See they have builded there a little hill!

A thousand years, seated by this cold harbor, eating fish,
In what was to prove only a delaying action.

You are one for the day 1 landed there in sunshine,
Porcelain little village with your white Russian church,
Your far-eyed children and hollow-barking malemutes

That romp on the beach, cluttered with boats and flowers.

Whet). was June gentleness set in so alien a land,

In a calendar with so few sunny saints?

A moon miracle are the milky hills at\llight

With streamers of snow dancing in the moon at the summits,
An ageless dance with the peculiar rhythm of zero, '
And the wind creaking like a green floe.

And now | write you from such another vision.
As the haunted men who wrestle a weariness

Or women who languish from no sickness known
In books a century back, am | alone

In the shee~ time of hilltop happiness.
Deft on the harbor | have put behind
The lovely gray vessels for their battles wait.
Twenty-four blue sailors anticipate
Orders of drill that drift up on the wind.
And stiff on the apron are the pretty planes
That waddle to the water and drum away,
Leaving me stammerer, inept to say
Why in their simple duty there is pain.

1

You will see in thi~passage | am wanting you.

Providence occurs to me;

I will salvage these parts of a loud land

For symbols of war its simple wraths and duties,
Against when, like the hut-two-three-four  sailors
Disbanded into chaos by Fall-out,

I shall resume my several tedious parts,

In an old land with people reaching backward like many

curtains,
Possessing a mystery beyond the mist of mountains
Ornate beyond the ritual of snow.

The moth sky of evening and the moth sea
Linger into night and coupling sleep.

Sleep for us here is a leaping down safely in silk
From the flaming bull's-eye plane of day,

Stricken ship that twists and thirsts for the metal sea,

We lie in khaki rows, no two alike,
Needing to be called by name
And saying women's names.

Now the moth descends, but when the dove?
God keep us whole and true, my distant love.

Reprinted wiJh Jhe permission of William Meredith
irom LOVE LETTE& FROM AN IMPOSSIBLE

LAND, Yale UnillerJiJy Press. Copyrighl ® 1944
W jJliam Meredith.



THE ALUMNAE NEWS tries to keep alumnae abreast
of faculty research and writing,

but there is never enough space to do justice

to the subject. Here then is an issue

devoted entirely to the writing of faculty -

a poem by William Meredith and

articles by Susanne Langer,

Rosemond Tuve, and Edward Cranz.

WILLIAM MEREDITH

WHEN William Meredith was a young Navy
pilot in World War Il, his first collection of
poems was published, a slim volume entitled Love
Letter from an Impossible Land. It was one of The
Yale Series of Younger Poets, and the title poem,
which appears on the two previous pages, won the
Harriet Monroe Lyric Award. Since then he has
written two more volumes, Ships and Other Figures
and The Open Sea and Otber Poems, and he has
risen from a poet of promise to one of prominence.
Today he is one of a small elite. Time magazine
listed him last year as one of seven poets of proven
powers, describing him as a "master of compression.”
In 1955 Mr. Meredith came to the College,
where he teaches the writing of poetry and fiction.
He has read his poetry and lectured at the College
and on many other campuses, and he has twice read
his poetry at the Library of Congress. His Shelley
edition was published in 1962 in De!! Books Laurel
Poetry Series.
Mr. Meredith's knowledge of opera won him
a fellowship in 1960 from the Ford Foundation for
a study of opera libretti with the Metropolitan Op-
era and the New York Opera companies. His own
three-act opera, "The Bottle Imp,” was produced
in 1958 in Wilton, Connecticut.



ONCE upon a time a student,
catalogue,

is 'philosophy

osophical ?"

Art is not philosophical at all; philosophy
two different things. But there is nothing one cannot phi-
losophize about ~ that is, there is nothing that does not
offer some philosophical problems.  Art, in particular,
sents hosts of them. Artists do not generally moot
matters  explicitly,  though they often have
working notions of a philosophical  sort -
only have to be put into the right
questions, or at least to move them
answers.

What, exactly, is a philosophical  question?

A philosophical  question is always a demand for the
meaning of what we are saying. This makes it different
from a scientific question, which is a question of fact; in
a question of fact, we take for granted that we know what
we mean - that is, what we are talking about. If one
asks: "How far from here is the sun?" the answer
statement of fact, "About ninety million miles.” We assume
that we know what we mean by "the sun" and by "miles"
and "being so-and-so far from here." Even if the answer
is wong - if it fails to state a fact, as it would if you
answered “"twenty thousand miles"” we still know what
we are talking about. We take some measurements  and
find out which answer is true. But suppose one asks: "What
is space?" "What is meant by ‘here”?" "What is meant
by ‘the distance’ from here to somewhere else ?* The an-
swer is not found by taking measurements or by making
experiments  or in any way discovering facts. The answer
can only be found by thinking -  reflecting

paging through a college
asked me in evident bewilderment:  "What
of art? How in the world can art be phil-

and art are

pre-
such
fairly good
notions  that
words to answer our
along toward their

is a

on what we

mean. This is sometimes simple; we analyze our meanings
and define each word. But more often we find that we
have no clear concepts at all, and the fuzzy ones we have
conflict with each other so that as soon as we analyze
them, i.e., make them dear, we find them contradictory,

senseless, or fantastic. Then logical analysis does not help
us; what we need then is the more difficult, but also more
interesting  part of philosophy, the part that cannot be
taught by any rule - logical construction. We have to
figure out a meaning for our statements, a way to think
about the things that interest us. Science is not possible
unless we can attach some meaning to "distance” and
"point" and ‘"space"” and ‘"velocity,” and other such fa-
miliar but really quite slippery words. To establish those
fundamental meanings  is philosophical work; and the
philosophy  of modern science is one of the most brilliant
intellectual ~ works of our time.

Reprinted ~ with tbe permission 01 Chborles Scribner's soils from
PROBLEMS OF ART by Susanne Langer. Copy-i gbs 1957
Susenne K. Langer.

Left. Ruth Currier and Company ;I "Quartet" at the American
Dance Festival, Connecticut ~ College, surmner, 1962. Photo by

Fannie Meleet".

is not so well
just now.

The philosophy  of art
it is full of Jife and ferment
philosophers and intellectually  gifted
questions about the meaning of "art,” of “expression," of
"artistic  truth,”  "form,"  "reality,” and dozens of other
words that they hear and use, but find-to  their surprise-
they cannot define, because when they analyze they
it is not anything
The construction of a coherent theory - a set of con-
nected ideas about some whole subject -  begins with the
solution of a central problem; that is, with the establishing
of a key concept. There is no way of knowing, by any
general rule, what constitutes a central problem; it is root
always the most general or the most fundamental one you
can raise. But the best sign that you have broached a
central  philosophical issue is that in solving it you raise
new interesting questions.  The concept you construct has
implications, and by implication builds up further ideas,
that illuminate  other concepts of the whoJe subject, to
answer other questions, sometimes before you even ask
them. A key concept solves more problems that it was
designed  for.

developed,  but
Both professional
artists  are asking

what

mean coherent and tenable.

IN philosophy  of art, one of the most interesting prob-

lems-c-one that proves to be really central-is the mean-
ing of that much-used word, “creation." Why do we say
an artist creates a work? He does not create oil pigments

or canvas, or the structure of tonal vibrations, or words of
a language if he is a poet, or, in the case of a dancer, his
body and its mobility. He finds all these things and uses
them, as a cook uses eggs and flour and so forth to make

a cake, or a manufacturer  uses wool to make thread, and

thread to make socks. It is only in a mood of humor or
extravagance that we speak of the cake Mother “created."
But when it comes to works of art, we earnestly call them
creations.  This raises the philosophical  question: What

What is created?
issue, it grows

what is created

do we mean by that word?

1£ you pursue this
closely related questions:
and how? The answers

into a complex of
in art, what for,
involve just about all the key
concepts for a coherent philosophy of art: such concepts
as apparition, or the image, expressiveness, feeling, motif,
tram/ormation.  There are others, but they are all inter-
related.

It is impossible in one about all the

to talk, lecture,

arts, and not end with a confusion of principles and illus-
trations.  Since we are particularly concerned,  just now,
with the dance, let us narrow our discussion and center
it about this art. Our first question, then, becomes: What
do dancers create?
Obviously, a dance. As | pointed out before, they do
not create the materials of the dance - neither their own
7



SUSANNE LANGER

MRS. Langer, who for much of her life has been
concerned with the problems of aesthetics, is
considered one of the important thinkers of her era
in this field. Her interest in explaining the mys-

teries of art has resulted in a philosophy of aesthetics

that was described in aNew Yoreer profile as
"among the most comprehensive, systematic, and
professionally coherent endeavors of its kind." She
is one of a handful of women in her profession
and is regarded by fellow-philosophers and the wide
audience who read her works as an extraordmarily
creative and stimulating thinker.

Her work extends well beyond the aesthetic
field, but she is known chiefly for two books, Phi-
losophy in aNew Key (1942) and Feeling and Form
(1953). When the latter book was published, a
review in the Literary Supplement of the London
Times called it "the most complete system of aes-
thetics to be enunciated and argued since Croce."
She wrote one of the pioneer books on symbolic
logic, Introduction to Symbolic Logic (1937). and
Problems of Art: Ten Philosophical Lectures (1957),
from which a chapter is reprinted in this issue. Her
most recent book, Philosophical Sketches, came out
early last year, and she is now at work on a book
entitted Mind: An Essay on Human Feeling.

Mrs. Langer came (o the College in 1954 as
professor of philosophy and chairman of the depart-
ment. She is now professor emeritus of philosophy
and a research scholar at the College. She holds
honorary degrees from Wilson, Wheaton, and Mt.
Holyoke Colleges and from Western College for

Women. She is a member of the American Academy
of Arts and Sciences.



THE DYNAMIC IMAGE

Continued

bodies, nor the doth that drapes them, nor the floor, nor
any of the ambient space, light, musical tone, the forces
of gravity, nor any other physical provisions; all these
things they use, to create something over and above what

1s physically there: the dance.
What, then, is the dance?

THE dance is an appearance; if you like, an apparition.

It springs from what the dancers do, yet it is some-
thing else. In watching a dance, you do not see what is
physically before you - people running around or twist-
ing their bodies; what you see is a display of interacting
forces, by which the dance seems to be lifted, driven,
drawn, closed, or attenuated, whether it be solo or choric,
whirling like the end of a dervish dance, or slow, centered,
and single in its motion. One human body may put the
whole play of mysterious powers before you. But these
pov,“ers, these forces that seem to operate in the dance, are
not the physical forces of the dancer's muscles, which actu-
ally cause the movements taking place. The forces we
seem to perceive most directly and convincingly are created
for our perception; and they exist only for it.

Anything that exists only for perception, and plays no
ordinary, passive part in nature as common objects do, is
a virtual entity. It is not unreal; where it confronts you,
you really perceive it, you don't dream or imagine that
you do. The image in a mirror is a virtual image. A rain-
bow is a virtual object. It seems to stand up on the earth
or in the clouds, but it really "stands" nowhere; it is only
visible, not tangible. Yet it is a real rainbow, produced
by moisture and light for any normal eye looking at it from
the right place. We don't just dream that we see it. If,
however, we believe it to have the ordinary properties of
a physical thing, we are mistaken; it is an appearance, a
virtual object, a sun-created image.

What dancers create is a dance; and a dance is an
apparition of active powers, a dynamic image. Everything
a dancer actually does serves to create what we really see;
but what we really see is a virtual entity. The physical
realities are given: place, gravity, body, muscular strength,
muscular control, and secondary assets such as light, sound,
or things (usable objects, so-called “properties”}.  All
these are actual. But in the dance, they disappear; the
more perfect the dance, the less we see its actualities. What
we see, hear, and feel are the virtual realities, the moving
forces of the dance, the apparent centers of power and
their emanations, their conflicts and resolutions, lift and
decline, their rhythmic life. These are the elements of the
created apparition, and are themselves not physically given,
but artisticaUy created.

Here we have, then, the answer to our first question:

what do dancers create? The dynamic image, which is the
dance.

This answer leads naturally to the second question:
for what is this image created?

Again, there is an obvious answer: for our enjoyment.
But what makes us enjoy it as intensely as we do? We do
not enjoy every virtual image, just because it is one. A
mirage in the desert is intriguing chiefly because it is rare.
A mirror image, being common, is not an object of won-
der, and in itself, just as an image, does not thrill us. But
the dynamic image created in dancing has a different char-
acter. It is more than a perceivable entity; this apparition,
given to the eye, or to the ear and eye, and through them
to our whole responsive sensibility, strikes us as something
charged with feeling. Yet this feeling is not necessarily
what any or all of the dancers feel. It belongs to the dance
itself. A dance, like any other work of art, is a perceptible
form that expresses the nature of human feeling - the
rhythms and connections, crises and breaks, the complexity
and richness of what is sometimes called man's "inner
life,” the stream of direct experience, life as it feels to the
living. Dancing is not a symptom of how the dancer hap-
pens to feel; for the dancer's own feelings could not be
prescribed or predicted and exhibited upon request. Our
own feelings simply occur, and most people do not care
to have us express them by sighs or squeals or gesticulation.
If that were what dancers really did, there would not be
many balletomaniacs to watch them.

What is expressed in a dance is an idea; an idea of
the way feelings, emotions, and all other subjective expe-
riences come and go - their rise and growth, their intricate
synthesis that gives our inner life unity and personal iden-
tity. What we call a person's “inner life" is the inside
story of his own history; the way Jiving in the world feels
to him. This kind of experience is usually but vaguely
known, because most of its components are nameless, and
no matter how keen our experience may be, it is hard to
form an idea of anything that has no name. It has no
handle for the mind. This has led many learned people to
believe that feeling is a formless affair, that it has causes
which may be determined, and effects that have to be dealt
with, but that in itself it is irrational - a disturbance in
the organism, with no structure of its own.

Yet subjective existence has a structure; it is not only
met from moment to moment, but can be conceptually
known, reflected on, imagined and symbolically expressed
in detail and to a great depth. Only it is not our usual
medium, discourse - communication by language - that
serves to express what we know of the life of feeling.
There are logical reasons why language fails to meet this
purpose, reasons | will not try to explain now. The impor-
tant fact is that what language does not readily do-present
the nature and patterns of sensitive and emotional life -



Such works are expressive forms,
is the nature of human feeling.

is done by works of art.
and what they express
So we have played our second gambit, answering the
What is the work of art fer _. the
dynamic image ? To express its creator's
felt, emotive life. To set forth directly
A work of art is a composition of
balance and unbalance, rhythmic
yet continuous unity. life is a
natural process of such tensions, balances, rhythms; it is
these that we feel, in quietness or emotion, as the pulse
of our own living. In the work of art they are expressed,
symbolically shown, each aspect of feeling developed as
one develops an idea, fitted together for clearest presenta-
tion. A dance is not a symptom of a dancer's feeling, but
an expression of its composer's knowledge of many feelings.

second question:

dance, the virtual
ideas of immediate,
what feeling is like.
tensions and resolutions,
coherence, a precarious

THE third problem on the docket - how is a dance

created? - 1s so great that one has to break it down
into several questions. Some of these are practical questions
of technique - how to produce this or that effect. They

concern many of you but not me, except in so far as solu-
tions of artistic problems always intrigue me. The philo-
question that | would peel out of its many wrap-
What does it mean to express one's idea of some
process?

sophical
pings is:
inward or "subjective"
It means to make an outward image of this inward

for oneself and others to see; that is, to give the
events an objective symbol. Every work of art
it be a dance, a statue, a picture,
is an outward

process,
subjective
is such an image, whether

a piece of music, or a work of poetry. It

showing of inward nature, an objective presentation  of
subjective  reality; and the reason that it can symbolize
things of the inner life is that it has the same Kkinds of
relations and elements.  This is not true of the material
structure;  the physical materials of a dance do not have
any direct similarity to the structure of emotive life; it is
the created image that has elements and patterns like the

it is a created ap-
is objective; it seems to be
charged with feeling because its form expresses the very
of feeling.  Therefore, it is an objectification of
life, and so is every other work of art.

life of feeling. But this image, though

parition, a pure appearance,
nature
subjective
in this fundamental  re-
great domains of art, such as
Something  makes

IE works of art are all alike
why have we several

and music, poetry and dance?
from each other that people with superb
talent for one may have none for another. A sensible
person would not go to Picasso to learn dancing or to
Hindemith  to be taught painting. How does dancing, for
instance, differ from music or architecture or drama? It

has relations with all of them. Yet it is none of them.

spect,
painting
them so distinct

10

among the several great

that arise in their

What makes the distinction
orders of art is another of those problems
turn, uninvited, once you start from a central question; and
the fact that the question of what is created leads n-un one

issue to another in this natural and systematic w;ly makes
me think it really is central.  The distinction  I-.tween
dancing and all of the other great arts - and those
from each other - lies in the stuff of which th'_ ,'irtual
image, the expressive form, is made. We cannot ..0 into
any discussion of other kinds, but only reflect a li .te fur-
ther on our original query: What do dancers creak What
is a dance?

As | have said before (so long before that p'i'! have
probably forgotten),  what we see when we watch dance
is a display of interacting forces; not physical forces, like
the weight that tips a scale or the push that topples a

column of books, but purely apparent forces that seem to
move the dance itself. Two people in a pas de deux seem
to magnetize each other; a group appears to be animated
by one single spirit, one Power. The stuff of the dance,
the apparition itself, consists of such non-physical  forces,
drawing and driving, holding and shaping its Ilif The
actual, physical forces that underlie i\'s soon
as the beholder and arrangements,  tl-c work
of art breaks,

it disappear.
sees gymnastics
the creation fails.

- not
created
move-

is made purely of spatial volumes

actual space-filling things but virtual volumes,
solely for the eye - and music is made of passage;
ments of time, created by tone - so dance creates a world
made visible by the unbroken
dance a different art all the
Events, Time, and Powers are all
so all the arts are linked by intricate
That is a big

AS  painting

of powers, fabric of p,t:sture.
That is what
others. But as Space,
interrelated  in reality,
relations, different among different
subject.
Another

is the meaning
it. We have had enough pursuit

makes from

ones.

problem which naturally presents itself here
of dance gesture; but we shall have to skip

of meanings, and | know

from experience that if you don't make an end of it, there
is no end. But in dropping the curtain on this peep-show
of philosophy, | would like to call your attention to one
of those unexpected explanations  of puzzling facts that
sometimes arise from philosophical  reflection.

Curt Sachs, who is an eminent historian of music and

remarks in his fF orld History of Dance that, strange
the evolution of the dance as a high art

At the dawn of civilization, dance
a degree of perfection that no other
Societies limited to savage liv-

and as yet

dance,
as it may seem,
belongs to pre-history.
had already reached
art or science could match.
sculpture,  primitive

ing, primitive architecture,

continued on page 20



ROSEMOND TUVE

A CITATION accompanying a $10,000 prize for
distinguished scholarship in the Humanities,
given to Miss Tuve in 1960, reads in part: .
when she presents a lucidly composed and quietly
written paper at a learned meeting, [Miss Tuve] is
probably
literary misconceptions."
"illuminates

in the act of exploding a generation of

Furthermore, it went on to

say, she one matter as she corrects

Kohy Cambridge

another, and thereby gives scholarship the substance
that enables criticism to proceed in insight, and her-
self offers shining examples of both."

A scholar of the literature and tbcnght of Eng-
land in the Middle Ages, the Renaissance, and the
17th Century, Miss Tuve is a giant in her lield. Her
book, Elizabethan and Metaphysical Imagery (1949),
commanded enormous respect in the scholarly
world and won her the Rosemary Crawshay award
from the British Academy. In the last ten years she
has written A Reading of George Herbert and Im-
ages and Themes in Five Poems by Milton. At
present she is working on another book, Sixteenth
Century Inheritances, based on material presented
in the Christian Gauss Seminar at Princeton Uni-
versity.

Miss Tuve has been a member of the faculty
for 28 years and was recently named the lirst Henry
B. Plant Professor. She travels frequently, lecturing
on other campuses, doing research in libraries here
and abroad, and from time to time serving as a
elsewhere.

She is a fellow of the American Academy of
Arts and Sciences and holds honorary degrees from
Augustana, Wheaton, and Mt. Holyoke Colleges.

Her article, "More Battle than Books," which
begins on the following page, was originally part of
a symposium on The Teaching of Literature.

visiting professor

11



THE traditional issue in a

symposium on "the

teaching of literature," the ex-

pected, the comfortable, the

scarred and symbolic bone, is

the place of philological, lit-

erary-historical and "research"

considerations in that teach-

ing, and in training those who

are to teach. | shall pick this

bone but little, and that little in whispers. 1 do not take

it very seriously. | take seriously that unhappy figure in

whose name the contentions are evoked - the student

who is not taught what he needs, does not need what he

is taught, and does not much enjoy what he learns. But

I would put forward another worry, a cause for deeper
disquiet.

This worry will sound like the mere making of ex-
cuses until | have done with fixing the responsibility for
the difficulties. | have reference to the decreasing number
of first-class people among those students who are to be
the teachers of literature. And beyond that, to the increas-
ing difficulty of making good teachers of literature out of
those. multitudes needed to "teach English" up and down
America, an increasing difficulty because more and more
is left to be done at the highest levels of training. Other
things have increasingly supplanted, at the lower levels,
those things which were fundamental to the future training
of teachers of literature. These embarrassments are but a
part of the larger difficulty. Literature as an aesthetic ex-
perience for students seems to have shrunk in the last
hundred years. The disquiet behind all these is a disquiet
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More Battle than

about the character and values of American culture. 1 fear
that the major obstacles to good teaching of literature lie
outside the profession and outside the training, though I
fear also that the profession and the training do little to
counter them.

To this point | shall return. As concerns the first,
perhaps if one asks the questions, one may be saved the
embarrassment of answering them. Do the colleges get
the best human material (is the "best" in education given
to the most teachable young people) ? of those, do the best
go on to higher studies? of those, the best go into teach-
ing? of those, into the teaching of literature? But let that
pass, let that pass, said Simon Eyre's wife.

Teachers of literature, like the rest of the profession
of which they are part, and the institutions in which lit-
erature is taught, have given over one of their professional
tasks in a way which would have caused chaos had it been
the practice in the professions of medicine and law. When
the world, the press and the parent have laughed at scholars
and literary men with the Scorn of "As if the students
were professionals,” or "they teach as if they wanted to
produce another race of scholars and critics,” we have
laughed loud and long as earnest of our Innocence, recog-
nized that the all-round man of this particular world could
make do with but two Shakespeare sonnets, added two of
Dylan Thomas's to relate Shakespeare's "to the student's
world," and hurried off to the meeting of the Committee
on Curricular Change. What wonder if the Schools of
Education have taken up with alacrity the job of squaring
off all our well-rounded pegs? while the Graduate School
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hurriedly introduces the two pegs it gets from the lot to
the problem of what a sonnet can be, and do, by pouring
Petrarch, Drayton and Daniel onto the ashes of two for-
gotten Shakespeare items? In a very true sense, magister
noscitur 11011 fit, but few professions try to make it happen
by laughing at their own sterility. In addition to their
other responsibilities, college and university English de-
partments face - or ought to - a strict professional task,
of fearsome scope and delicacy.

Willy nilly, out of "the English major" are going to
come (and they may be either good or bad): A. scholars
and critics; B. college teachers; C. the army of high-school
English teachers (1. the M.A. group, 2. the rest) * A and
Band C must all also be part of a group, D., which covers
them but which A. B. C. does not cover: D. the readers
of good books, for pure love. These four have one funda-
mental necessity in common, as far as the teaching of lit-
erature is concerned; all must read decently. | shall not
define it now; we all mean pretty much the same thing
when we say of the Freshmen, the Ph.D. candidates, the
reviewers, that they simply don't know how to read. This
at least, then, we can teach everyone at once without loss,
and this must be taught at all costs.

There are certain reasons why the costs come so high.
One of these is a fact about education in a democracy which
we could think of some way around, but haven't. At each

"I do not include the creative
should be ob~treperous
to his measure

writer, who will be and probably
under any system; we cannot cut our cloth
partly because he never comes twice the same size.

But anyhow he is probably better off, like Yeats, in walking naked.
| suppose he must in these days and times take a B.A.; it should
probably not be in English but in a foreign literature, in politics

or economics or fine arts or philosophy.

stage of the educational process the push of the crowd
against the gates has weakened the standards. Enjoyment
(a sine qua 11011; literature by definition should and must
involve pleasure) gets defined as "liking without thinking
too hard"; Steinbeck and Galsworthy begin to look safer
than Pope and Spenser; and the 2 in 10 who would enjoy
Pope more than Steinbeck don't know he existed; gram-
mar disappears for similar reasons, and the syntax of any
sentence written as early as Dr. Johnson becomes unman-
ageable except via class discussion. Spenser, Pope, Johnson,
including tools to