Patrick Anderson “Capital Square”, “War Dead Irving Layton”, “Veteran”
Capital Square
Danger is silent in the bloodless square:                                                                                                                The boxing bruite of strone half hides his fist,							        The moon in the haunt of the weight is a heavy ghost						         And the sun is a toastmaster, 									        The punishing facades disguise their skill                                                                                                              And fountains play before the parliament of standstill.
You may go freely through the paved immense                                                                                              Slowness, the architectural snow;                                                                                                                        Admire the statues stiffened in the silence                                                                                                        With No upon their lips and the heart at zero,                                                                                                  Until having made circles you understand                                                                                                            You are a pigmy held in a stone hand.
No warmth is here, only an abstract good;                                                                                                         Your dead shall never bleed nor your love return;                                                                                            Children ask here no gifts no the hungry food…                                                                                                  But now and then four walls of added men                                                                                                      Swing into symmetry, with a stone noise                                                                                                        Harden and echo at a statue’s voice.
· fallen soldiers in this poem are separated from the real war, and the ideological war that is occurring
· what it counts to be human? What is our humanity? How is the human, both live and dead?  reflected through stone, coldness, bloodless
· the war is an abstract ‘good’ (at the ideological level) 
· the devastation and distortion of the human is ok
· what are the external forces that allow us to talk about war and human as an abstraction of good
· the human is merely a pigment in the stones hands (the smallness of the human in relation to the external forces become evident)
· there is no warmth or love, no gifts or food in this poem
· the things that feed us (love) are absent and these greater forces with their stone noise
· what is the real conflict of war? The real conflict is about something else, must determine what that is




Margaret Avison “Snow” “The Dumbfounding”
Snow
Nobody stuffs the world in at your eyes.	
The optic heart must venture: a jail-break
And re-creation.  Sedges and wild rice
Chase rivery pewter. The astonished cinders quake
With rhizomes. All ways through the electric air
Trundle candy –bright discs; they are desolate
Toys if the soul’s gates seal, and cannot bear, 
Must shudder under, creation’s unseen freight.
But soft, there is snow’s legend: colour of mourning
Along the yellow Yangtze where the wheel 
Spins an indifferent stasis that’s deaths warning.
Asters of tumbled quietness reveal
Their petals. Suffering this starry blur
The rest may ring your change, sad lisenter. 								                                           

-“Snow” (sonnet)
- her pre-conversion poetry
- she's very difficult to read
- she is trying to recreate the dazzle of the whiteness of snow when you look up at it, the more we read the poem the more we understand it
- the way simple objects such as snow radiate a deeper meaning of spirituality
- you can only see this lightness, God and the divine through your eyes which is the souls gate, if you can bear creations unseen freight
- the acting of seeing for this author, is venture, it is linked to identity (eye behind the I)
- seeing is a willed activity, consciousness effort “nobody stuff the world in at your eyes”
-if you were to see for yourself you have to get out of your point of view, system and boundaries
- this is the jailbreak Avison is suggesting
- to create the dazzling of snow, she needs to go out of what we are use too and go away from what we are suppose to see in conventional ways, she blurs boundaries (there are none and no borders)
- the jailbreak Avison is talking about is the gospel paradox, one must loose themselves in order to find themselves

Earle Birney - “Dusk on the Bay”  “Death of a War”
- nature does not provide refuge, doesn’t provide any solace and doesn’t hide us from war
- nature becomes a metaphor for war
- technology has transformed nature (enviornment and human nature), hostile and in different to man
- death and dismemberment
- the natural phenomenon being describe with diction focused on the war scene (regimented lamps, arrested rockets, rising moon that is sinister)
- nature dissolves into a battlefield imagery
[image: ]- the free verse nature of this poem, even though they are playing around in an English Bay and thoughts connect to one another, relates to war (your own thinking is now so focused on the war, it is ever present, and independent existence cannot exist because war is all around us)
- symmetry that happens (imagery above and imagery below are replayed)
- the common place of people is replayed
- takes same images to show destructiveness of war
- as the poem ends (apocalyptic disaster) 

[image: ]or



	


Death of a War - Earle Birney- possibility of a new society that can come from love and reason
	- man is a killer-creator (capable of both) and with the war being over, man has the choice to choose between them (either killing or creating
- if man doesn’t choose right, he will become extinct
- moments of building (races of man) you can let hate override and man becomes extinct, or let reason build something new (up to man)
	
“Vancouver Lights” -Bernie
- attempting to make his own explanation of war, to make sense of chaos
- symbolism (lightness and darkness)
- the conflict is not between God and man but man himself
- not a cosmic other, not God who ahs brought this war upon us…we have
- man is a creative force, we have our dreams but our dreams are combusting because man also has a destructive force
- war is manmade, it is not some external thing that has happened to us
- references Prometheus
- man is the source of his own light, and he may be a tiny glowworm in the universe but the light will turn to darkness based on his own actions
- man has to power to make his own destiny

Birney - “Dusk on the Bay”
- nature does not provide refuge, doesn’t provide any solace and doesn’t hide us from war
- nature becomes a metaphor for war
- technology has transformed nature (enviornment and human nature), hostile and in different to man
- death and dismemberment
- the natural phenomenon being describe with diction focused on the war scene (regimented lamps, arrested rockets, rising moon that is sinister)
- nature dissolves into a battlefield imagery
- the free verse nature of this poem, even though they are playing around in an English Bay and thoughts connect to one another, relates to war (your own thinking is now so focused on the war, it is ever present, and independent existence cannot exist because war is all around us)
- symmetry that happens (imagery above and imagery below are replayed)
- the common place of people is replayed
- takes same images to show destructiveness of war
- as the poem ends (apocalyptic disaster) 

F.O. Call- To A Modern Poet
[image: ]
[image: ] 
To a Modern Poet -F.O. Call
- published after the war, asking poets “What has been born?”
 there has been great agony and devastation so again, what has been born?
- he is one of Canada’s earl modernists and his collection of poems do advocate free verse (his war poems don't have free verse) 
- says the modern poet should be writing about better things because there are already such horrible things happening (wants society to recover beauty)
- alienation and fragmentation has blinded us to the world, isolated us (modernity)
- we’re blinded and all we see is sorrow and this could be because of mechanization and technology
- wants to move away from the urban industrialization world, we need to return back to our origins
- a return to searching for our authentic experiences (a pre modern way of life, tradition and order in which we see in nature, and an intimate community)
- he is talking about poetry that is anti-modern, that is modern
- modernity has created and unreality, we’re blinded and have a false consciousness
- we need to return to nature



Grey Knitting - Katherine Hale
	All through the country, in the autumn stillness,
    A web of grey spreads strangely, rim to rim;
And you may hear the sound of knitting needles,
    Incessant, gentle,—dim. 

A tiny click of little wooden needles,
	5

	    Elfin amid the gianthood of war;
Whispers of women, tireless and patient,
    Who weave the web afar. 
Whispers of women, tireless and patient–
    “Foolish, inadequate!” we hear you say;
	10

	“Grey wool on fields of hell is out of fashion,”
      And yet we weave the web from day to day. 
Suppose some soldier dying, gayly dying,
    Under the alien skies, in his last hour,
Should listen, in death’s prescience so vivid,
	15

	    And hear a fairy sound bloom like a flower—

I like to think that soldiers, gayly dying
    For the white Christ on fields with shame sown deep,
May hear the fairy click of women’s needles,
    As they fall fast asleep.
	



- inconsistency to create a national collective ideals about the war
- this poem encouraged knit for the men in the war, and women became united (felt like they were part of the war, form of patriotism)
- as men are off at war, they should not be idle and should be doing their own acts of devotion to the men on the filed
- women knitting is also related to loyalty, being faithful to their men that are out on the front
- first 2 stanzas- collective unity
- 3rd stanza- differentiating men and women’s efforts of the war (women’s is inferior and inadequate) Maintain the fabric that is being torn apart between man and nation.

A.M. Klein “Portrait of the Artist as a Landscape” “Indian Reservation: Caughnawaga” “meditation Upon Survival” 
· McGill Group- High Modernism
· Poetry- depersonalization or impersonality
· Subjective to objective- emphasis on subject
Imagism
1. Seeing + Fixing the object
2. Analyzing the object in relation to other objects
· No importance on object
WWE Ross
· Focus on external object rather than perceiver
· Detailed object, juxtaposed to another subject
Impersonality and McGill Group and Klein
· Viewing the landscape
· Not about the particular, but the universal
· Historical amnesia
· Including recognition of indigenous people 
· Klein was sympathetic to the McGill group, yet lacked personal interest
· Cult of impersonality
· Did not jam for the decontextualizaition of realty and the historical amnesia produced 
· On an extended historical crisis WWI-WWII
· Appreciated the intensity of the modernist reaction against the continuing chaos and violence of contemporary history
· Depersonalization/ impersonality was not something he was willing to do 
Meditation Upon Survival
At times, sensing that the golgotha’d dead
Run plasma through my veins, and that I must live
Their unexpired six million circuits, giving 
To each of their nightmares my body for a bed-
Inspirited, dispirited-
Those times that I feel their death-wish bubbling the
Channels of my blood-
I grow bitter at my false felicity-
The spared one- and would almost add my wish
For the centigrade furnace and the cyanide flood

However, one continues to live, through mortally.
O, like some frightened, tattered, hysterical man
Run to a place of safety- the hole way run-
whose lips, now frenzy-foamed, now delirium-dry,
cry out the tenses of the verb to die,
cry love, cry loss, being asked: And yet unspilled
your own blood? Weeps , and makes
his stuttering innocence a kind of guilt-
O, like that man am I, bereaved and suspect,
Convicted with the news my mourning breaks.

Us they have made the monster, made that thing
That lives through cut in three: the severed head
Which breathes, looks on, hears, thinks, weeps, and is bled
Continuously with a drop longing
For its members’ remembering!
And, the torn torso, spilling heart and lights
And the cathartic dregs!
These, for the pit! Upon the roads, the flights-
-O how are you reduced, my people, cut down to a limb!- 
Upon the roads the flights of the bodiless legs.

Myself to recognize: a curio;
The atavism of some old coin’s face;
One who, though watched and isolate, does go-
The last point of a diminished race-
The way of the fletched buffalo.
Gerundive of extinct. An original.
What else, therefore, to do
But leave these bones that are not ash to fill0
O not my father’s vault- but the glass-case
Some proud museum catalogues Last Jew
· Post holocaust
· Intense identification with the history
· The dead town becomes part of his body, a voice in his mind
· The dead remain
· Voices of suffering create an unbearable pain- wishes death
· Wishes he was dead too
· Poet riddled with all of these voices within him
· Tragedy of the holocaust brings mourning and death wish upon those who survive
· Stuttering innocence/ guilt
· Survival is condemned not through death, but from being passed over 
· Holocaust has rendered Jews worthless of life
· Reduced to inanimate object- Last Jew
· Aware man victimizing fellow men
· Bears this burden- trying to make the past stay on
· Does not come to terms with the holocaust
· Only was the tragedy stays vital is via the poet
· His attempt to articulate this tragedy- how do you bear witness to such a thing?
Two Part Career
1929-1944 Jewish Tradition/ Employs biblical rhetoric
2nd phase coincides with the 1940s
· Uses simpler style
· FR Scott + PK Paige + Anderson
· Ideals involve social responsibly
Klien is a solitary writer- does not involve himself with clichés
· March 1944 is his transformation of writing
· Gives up old themes
· Language change
· Looking for new meanings
[image: ]Indian Reservation: Caughnawaga
Where are the braves, the faces like autumn fruit,
who stared at the child from the coloured frontispiece?
And the monosyllabic chief who spoke with his throat?
Where are the tribes, the feathered bestiaries? -
Rank Aesop's animals erect and red,
with fur on their names to make all live things kin! -
Chief Running Deer, Black Bear, old Buffalo Head?
Childhood, that wished me Indian, hoped that
one afterschool I'd leave the classroom chalk,
the varnish smell, the watered dust of the street, 10
to join the clean outdoors and the Iroquois track.
Childhood; but always, - as on a calendar, -
there stood that chief, with arms akimbo, waiting
the runaway mascot paddling to his shore.
With what strange moccasin stealth that scene is changed!
With French names, without paint, in overalls,
their bronze, like their nobility expunged, -
the men. Beneath their alimentary shawls
sit like black tents their squaws; while for the tourist's
brown pennies scattered at the old church door, 20
the ragged papooses jump, and bite the dust.

· Portraits of indigenous life
· That is on the verge of extinction
· Natives are due to suffer a long humiliating death
· Lost Jew, Lost Indian
· Traditions that define their community have been overwhelmed
· Kept on the reserves
· Plight of the indian and plight of the Jew “Ghetto”
· Loss of a childhood dream
· Contrast between the kid idea of the native from books, and the true version of the native
· Present reality of the indian plight cannot be ignored
· Trying to provide order in this sadness- rhyming scheme 
· Too grim itself to ignore
· The _____ themselves reference a syntactical attempt to create a coherent meaning
· One again, poetics subjective retrospective
· Subject becomes central, then we understand the past
· Like the lost, Jew in a museum, the native is also in a museum, wherein the tourists purchases them

Portrrait of the Poet as a Landscape
· Devoted role of the poet in society
· Compared to Elliots wasteland
· Probing the maker of creativity
· Canvasing the make that makes up the poet

Not an editorial-writer, bereaved with bartlett,
mourns him, the shelved Lycidas.
1"0 actress squeezes a glycerine tear for him.
The radio broadcast lets his passing pass.
And with~the police, no record. Nobody, it appears,
either under his real name or his alias,
inissed him enough to report.

It is possible that he is dead, and not discovered.
It is possible that he can be found some place
in a narrow closet, like the corpse in a detective story, 10
standing, his eyes staring, and ready to fall on his face.
It is also possible that he is alive
and amnesiac, or mad, or in retired disgrace,
or beyond recognition lost in love.

We are sure only that from our real society
he has disappeared; he simply does not count,
except in the pullulation of vital statistics -
somebody's vote, perhaps, an anonymous taunt
of the Gallup poll, a dot in a government table -
but not felt, and certainly far from eminentin
a shouting mob, somebody's sigh.

0, he who unrolled our culture from his scroll the
prince's quote, the rostrum-rounding roar -
who under one name made articulate
heaven, and under another the seven-circled air,
is, if he is at all, a number, an x,

a Mr. smith in a hotel register, -
incognito, lost, lacunal.

II

The truth is he's not dead, but only ignored like
the mirroring lenses forgotten on a brow
that shine with the guilt of their unnoticed world.
The truth is he lives among neighbours, who, though they will
Allow,
Him  a passable fe11ow,think him eccentric, not solid, 
a type that one can forgive, and for that matter, forgo
.
Himself he has his moods, just like a poet.
sometimes, depressed to nadir, he will think all lost,
will see himself as throwback, relict, freak,
his mother's miscarriage, his great_grandfather's ghost,
and he will curse his quintuplet senses, and their tutors
in whom he put, as he should not have put, his trust.

Then he will remember his travels over that body -
the torso verb, the beautiful face of the noun,
and all those shaped and warm auxiliaries!
A first love it was, the recognition of his own.
Dear limbs adverbial, complexion of adjective,
dimple and dip of conjugation!

And then remember how this made a change in him
affecting for always the glow and growth of his being;
how suddenly was aware of the air, like shaken tinfoil
of the patents of nature, the shock of the belated seeing 
the lonelinesses peering from the eyes of crowds; 
the integers of thought; the cube-roots of feeling
Thus, womed to zenith, sometimes he hopes again,
and sees himself as a character, with a rehearsed role:
the Count of Monte Cristo, come for his revenges;
the unsuspected heir, with papers; the risen soul;
or the chloroformed prince awaking from his flowers;
or - deflated again the convict on parorle
III
He is alone; yet not completely alone.
Pins on a map of a colour similar to his, 60
each city has one, sometimes more than one:
here, caretakers of art, in colleges;
in offices, there, with arm-bands, and green-shaded;
and there, pounding their catalogued beats in libraries, -
everywhere menial, a shadow's shadow.
And always for their egos - their outmoded art.
Thus, having lost the bevel in the ear,
they know neither up nor down, mistake the part
for the whole, curl themselves in a comma,
talk technics, make a colon their eyes. They distort
such is the pain of their frustration - truth 
to something convolute_ and cerebral. 
How they do fear the slap of the flat of the platitude! 
Now Pavlov's victims, their mouths water at bell,
the platter empty.
See they set twenty-one jewels
into their watches; the time they do not tell!
Some, patagonian in their own esteem,
and longing for the multiplying word,
join party arid wear pins, now have a message,
an ear, and the convention-hall's regard. 80
Upon the knees of ventriloquists, they own,
of their dandled brightness,· only the paint and board.

And some go mystical, and some go mad.
One stares at a mirror all day long, as if
to recognize himself; another courts
angels, - for here he does not fear rebuff;
and a third, alone, and sick with sex, and rapt,
doodles him symbols convex and concave.

O schizoid solitudes! O purities
curdling upon themselve.s! Who live for themselves, 90
or for each other, but for nobody else;
desire affection, private and public loves;
are friendly, and then quarrel and surmise
the secret perversions of each other's lives.

IV
He suspects that something has happened, a law
Been passing, a nightmare ordered. Set apart,
he finds himself, with special haircut and dress, 
as on a reservation. Introvert.
He does not understand this; sad conjecture
muscles and palls thrombotic on his heart.

He thinks an impostor, having studied his personal biography,
his gestures, his moods, now has come forward to pose
in the shivering vacuums his absence leaves.
Wigged with his laurel, that other, and faked with his face,
he pats the heads of his children, pecks his wife,
and is at home, and slippered, in his house.
So he guesses at the impertinent silhouette '") ~
that talks to his phone-piece and slits open his mail.
Is it the local tycoon who for a hobby
plays poet, he is so epical in steel
The orator, making a pause? Or is that man
He who blows his flash of brass in the jittering hall?

Or is he cuckolded by the troubadour
rich and successful out of celluloid?
Or by the don who unrhymes atoms? Or
the chemist death built up? Pride, lost impostor'd pride,
it is another, another, whoever he is,
who rides where he should ride.
V
Fame, the adrenalin: to be talked about;
to be a verb; to be introduced as The;
to smile with endorsement from slick paper; make
caprices anecdotal; to nod to the world; to see
one's name like a song upon the marquees played;
to be forgotten with embarrassment; to be-
to be.

It has its attractions, but knot the thing;
. nor is it the ape mimesis who speaks from the tree
ancestral; nor the merkin joy ...
Rather it is stark infelicity
which stirs him from his sleep, undressed, asleep
to walk upon roofs and window-sills and defy
the gape of gravity.
VI
Therefore he seeds illusions. Look, he is
the nthAdam taking a green inventory
in world but scarcely uttered, naming, praising,
the flowering fiats in the meadow, the
syllabled fur, stars aspirate, the pollen
whose sweet collision sounds eternally.
For to praise

the world - he, solitary man - is breath
to him. Until it has been praised, that part
has not been. Item by exciting item -
air to his lungs, and pressured blood to his heart. -
they are pulsated, and breathed, until they map,
not the world's, but his own body's chart!
And now in imagination he has climbed, 
another planet:' the better to look
with single camera view upon this earth 
its total scope, and each afflated tick, 
its talk, its trick, its tracklessness - and this, 
this he would like to write down in a book!
To find a new function for the declasse craft
archaic like the fletcher's; to make a new thing;
to say the word that will become sixth sense;
perhaps by necessity and indirection bring
new forms to life, anonymously, new creeds -
0, somehow pay back the daily larcenies of the lung!

These are not mean ambitions. It is already something
merely to entertain them. Meanwhile, he
makes of his status as zero a rich garland,
a halo of his anonymity,
and lives alone, and in his secret shines
like phosphorus. At the bottom of the' sea.



1st Section
· Poet is meaningless in real society
· Possible he is dead- just ignored
· Poet is eclipsed by the local tycoon- only matters as a state
· No longer makes anyone feel
· Poet of past unrolled- old poet was important
· Isolated from society
· Embodies the reinvigoration of language
· Language becomes body “self expression becomes transformational”
· Self expression, language, allows for renewal 
· Upon revealing this, become even more disconnected from society 
· Finds himself disconnected, language has given him renewal- creativity is a form of resurrection
2nd Section
· Some sort of freak- viewed + thought of
· Remembering what language can do – sets him further apart from our real society
· That war embodies this nightmare order divorced from his own reality
· All you have are distorted truths
· Poet as an atom
· Returning us back to the long forgotten garden of eden
· Notion of inventory- if you want to know oneself, take an inventory 
· Historical traces of our past
· Take inventory- stock of historical cases
· Infinite traces in what he must take up
· Historical traces in what we are – our consciousness- our understanding of self
· One poet must given utterance to life to any community
· Must bring forms to life
· Articulate more place in the social/cosmic landscape
· Poet music remain anonymous- unnoticed feature of the landscape
· A liberated figure

Raymond Knister

The Hawk
Across the bristled and allow fields,
The speckled stubble of cut clover,
Wades your shadow.

Or against a grimy and tattered
Sky
You Plunge

Or you shear a swath
From trembling tiny forests
With steel of your wings-

Or make a row of waves
By the heat of your flight
Along the soundless horizon.

- the hawk is a spec on the horizon
- on each tree stanza, there is a contrast
- the bird is juxtaposed to a morbid landscape - gives us the power of the bird via its contrast
-we never catch the bird (we never identify it in its entirety) we never see it as a whole, only as it parts
- elusiveness that is the essence of the hawk
- through imagism he captures that the bird is mythical, he doesn’t have to tell us 
- dynamism of the bird   diminished silent landscape all equal the elegance of the mythical creature
- his work was published in American, and some European magazines, but got little response

“My poems and stories were so Canadian and came so directly from the soil that Canadian editors would have nothing to do with them… they weren’t mortally subversive, nor eccentric mannered, these attempts. It seems gruesomely significant that not a Canadian editor would have anything to do with them.” - Raymond Knister

The Plowman’s Song
Turn under, plow,
My trouble;
Turn under griefs
And Stubble

Turn mouse’s nest,
Gnawing year;
Old roots up
For new love’s tears.

Turn, plow, the clods
For new thunder.
Turn under, plow,
Turn under


- about a farmer that wants to plow to perfect burrow but fails every time, but believes that some day he finally will
- each imagist poem is either emotional (The Hawk) or in this poem is philosophical in the quest for perfection
- vision, realization  after all he does in his efforts, he looks back in discontent but continues in his task
- the quest for the expression of reality
- imagists try to get away from all the flowery words, and speak in the ‘real’
- trying to do a piece of work (poetry, author) and not looking back
- farmer hasn’t reached his goal, its almost unreachable
- where the past and tradition hamper the present and the future
- its about a farmer, but its much more

Irving Layton “Veteran”
- imagistic in the sense of human form being broken down, “crippled”

[image: ] Irving Layton - “The Improved Binoculars”
- we killed God, (God is dead, we lost our container)
- religious belief (steeples fall on their knees symbolizes religion loosing power)
- truth itself has gone up in flames
- what use to be a governing principle, a foundation is no longer there (religion)
- now governed by inhumanity, isolation and lovelessness
- an apocalyptic city that he is witnessing from above through his improved lens, it is a rejuvenating flame
- that thing that will be born again will stumble again
- the ideal poet has a prophetic vision 
- seeing the world fresh and from his own personal angle that is aware of the darkness that plagues the human sole
-we will always have an eternal return
* Greta and suicide and the flaming house, it is destructing and a rejuvenating plan
* eternal return is marked throughout the double hook




Dorothy Livesay (poem is way too long to include)
Call My People Home – 
[image: ] [image: ]
- different prose and poetic examples, its free verse, lyrical poetry with political expression
- preformed on radio (with background music)
- imagistic affects
- form of poem - does the poem accomplishes what it wants to do? (compatibility of lyrical and political expression)
- she is merely a witness, not written from personal experience
- performance or poem? Documentary poem for radio
- we have an announcer that sets the stage for us
- imagery of film over a landscape or scene of action
- moments of animation (the fishing fleet, the vulnerability of boats in rough seas)
- nature becomes a metaphor for war, but also the hostility that these men will see when they come back to land (fishing fleet, the men on boats)
- the shoreline at some points is clam
- tranquility of the moon
- throughout these imagistic moments when nature gets evoke
- the fisherman has struggled hard to get what he has, fisherman compares his boat to falling asleep in the arms of a woman
- the boat becomes a woman, domestic comfort and love
- extending this metaphor to the life giving force of sexual relations in order to describe the relation between a fisherman with his boat (boat becomes a life giving force)
- loss of the boat is the loss of love, and the loss of life
- fisherman admits he obeys, as a blind man
- lack of resistance to the eventual evacuation of Japanese Canadians
- the fisherman cooperate with gov’t to search boats because they have nothing to hide
- fishing fleet from the perspective of the 1st generation, and 2nd too
- shows how each generation responds to the government order (1st = passive, 2nd screams back at gov’t)  different relation to Canada that these two generations have
- 2nd generation  born into the land, their motherland
- the idea of being an animal, non human  extended in the third section in the letter and tries to evoke the detainment of the Japanese (where they put livestock)
- you cant think of what’s happening here in BC without thinking of what’s happening in Nazi Germany
- Japanese Canadians have to make a choice, to move east to the Prairies in the unknown space but be with their families or stay and be separated
- final stanza speaks in awareness to their situation (not a resolution)
- ends with a note of hardship being bestowed on this community
- ends on a bleak note, a moment when the Japanese are in exile
- wants poem to do social change
- trying to life the federal ban on Japanese Canadians and allowing them to go home
- but the poem failed (at least to Livesay)  written so close to the end of the war, which is why people didn’t respond






After Hiroshima - Dorothy Livesay

[image: ]
- not about visions and revelations, religion cannot explain this, it comes back to man
- world of fear that ahs been created, but in this world she describes man divided consciousness
- in this world of fear he has decided to divided his consciousness and ignore the violence and destruction that man has created


Day and Night - Livesay
- documentary poetry, social documentary, reports conditions people face
- intend to create social change by getting the reader to have sympathy with the oppressed
- attempt to mobilized the masses into social change, produce the mass and mobilize it
- joining different voices and genres
- class struggle, class vs. class and race struggle, race vs. race

I
- long view outside factory to inside factory
- creating visual scene, commanding movements and describing the ritual line movements of assembly work (dehumanizing work, enslavement to the movements of the machines)

II
- rhythm, jarring and heavy meter, echoes mechanical dance
- cracks and whacks  overseer whips (slavery), black and white workers

III
- unidentified speaker attempting tor rally workers out of their ‘sleep’ by reminding them of their everyday reality (poor wages, class), he's advocating for protest and apposed to false consciousness
- the workers are taken up with popular culture and this can create a false consciousness and lets them escape their harsh reality
- revolt, resistance  “Tear up all silence”
- capitalism works people against each other
- anti lynching

IV
- another speaker/voice, similarities between himself and his black co-worker (no difference between someone who is black and white in capitalist society)
- social relation between black man and white man, this stands in contrast to mechanical relationship, they have the same problems (family, home, children, work)
- but then we see the divide happen, those who manage factory and worried about interracial solidarity
- the black workers shows no submissiveness towards authority & he might say to much one day
- the solution to this is to cut down the black worker (lynching) and letting him know what his place is, he would become an example (did not want workers to join forces)
- putting race against race for exploitation of workers
- something organic about black worker “he flowers at night”, black spiritual
- author secularizes the black spirit/biblical story, instead of Lord it is boss (capitalist)
- Gospel turns to Marxist literature give faith in revolution 

V
- another  speaker remembers the pastoral, a return to nature
- hatred and bitterness is essentially apart of capitalist society
- unidentified voices working together, union work happened at night
- the call for collective mobilization

VI
- the dehumanizing process has not been fully accomplished
- there is still new life, there is laughter
- revolution will come from the factory itself
- using the mechanical dance to overthrow the system
- using the masters tools against the master

“The Third Eye” – Macpherson
Of three eyes, I would still give two for one.
The third eye clouds: its light is near gone.
The two saw green, saw sky, saw people pass:
The third eye saw through order like glass
To concentrate, refine and rarify
And make a Cosmos of miscellany. 
Sight, world and all to save alive that one
Fading so fast! Ah love, its light is done.

- the connection of myth and literature in order to provide a kind of structure and system to understand the cosmos
- what is the third eye?  the inner eye, mystical vision, perception beyond ordinary sight, representing different forms of seeing
- combining visionary eye with poetic eye
- depiction of third eye diming  but its function is still made clear (sees cosmos, order, it refines)
- physical eye is incapable of seeing order, forms and relations
- poetic says she would do anything to keep this third eye, pay any price to retain the weakening third eye or else the visions will be lost when the third eye fades out
- what does light do? Gives light, order and meaning
- gives meaningful order by assembling the cosmos (system and structure)
- understanding mans place to cosmic landscape, nature
- this human construct is fragile
“The Anagogic Man” - Macpherson 
- referencing Noah and the Arch
- what is the golden bubble? The dream of art, the work that supports the world, the golden bubble is fragile
- this poem sues Christianity as a mythology
- Noah is an artist, carries fertility, carries the world (the world is a container with things in it, a human construct)
- the dream of art itself makes available to man the sun, the stars, the figures of the Gods
“The Fisherman”
- Noah can contain creation, this is not the case for the fisherman (could be an allusion to Christ)
- Ark 
- “But now…”  moving into something else, no longer have a container, no longer have a way of reading our world that gives it meaning or order
- the fisher is outside of this cosmos
- he still fishes and is able to catch but he cannot catch his creatures two-by-two, he cannot create ordering in the universe
- he takes things in but all it is, is endless elaboration (what post-modernism is ultimately about)
- without a close art form, ritual or tradition, all he manages to do is consume
- all he can do is consume and in the end he is consumed
- about the inability to create foundations, without some sort of close art form that’s mediating our relation to each other and the world we will keep consuming and ultimately be consumed
-author leaving faith open
- God will rescue us from our endless elaboration
- Christian humanism


The Wind Our Enemy - Marriett
- documentary poem, influenced by Livesay
- collage of multiple voices, polyphonic collective voices
1st 3 Stanzas
- Wind, Wind, Wind  main subject of poem, how it affects others, personified as a vicious predator and the only way to describe the wind is how it affects objects
- we get objects (a farmer, a barn) but only in fragments
- we get fragments, the parts the wind has left behind

Wind flattening its gaunt furious self against
the naked siding, knifing in the wounds
of time, pausing to tear aside the last
old scab of paint.

Wind
surging down the cocoa-coloured seams
of summer-fallow, darting in about
white hoofs and brown, snatching the sweary cap
shielding red eyes.

Wind
filling the dry mouth with bitter dust
whipping the shoulders worry-bowed too soon,
soiling the water pail, and in grim prophecy
greying the hair.


II
The wheat in spring was like a giant's bolt of silk
Unrolled over the earth.
When the wind sprang
It rippled as if a great broad snake
Moved under the green sheet
Seeking its outward way to light.
In autumn it was an ocean of flecked gold
Sweet as a biscuit, breaking in crisp waves
That never shattered, never blurred in foam.
That was the last good year ...
In Flanders Field - John McCrae
In Flanders fields the poppies blow
Between the crosses, row on row,
That mark our place; and in the sky
The larks, still bravely singing, fly
Scarce heard amid the guns below.

We are the Dead. Short days ago
We lived, felt dawn, saw sunset glow,
Loved and were loved, and now we lie
In Flanders fields.

Take up our quarrel with the foe:
To you from failing hands we throw
The torch; be yours to hold it high.
If ye break faith with us who die
We shall not sleep, though poppies grow
In Flanders fields.


- originally a doctor from Guelph, and a doctor in the War
- died in pneumonia is a military hospital, wrote the poem after the burial of a man he knew from Canada

- similarly this poem and Scott’s the ‘collectiveness’ is still there, but its more haunting
- romantic is also there but could be argued that McCrae was not for the war unlike Scott
- reference to the sky, this poem is also very abstract & symbolism becomes very important
- ghosts are still present, but again more haunting
- ethical and moral purpose, sacrificing themselves fro the living

- be faithful to the dead or the sacrifice of the dead will be lost
- spatial distance/divide between those above and below the living and the dead
- between the 2nd and 3rd stanza can we find a unified world? (between living and dead?)
- uniting the living with the dead, and offer the torch as a symbol of continuity
- poem doesn’t end in a united world, the unity doesn’t happen (thus the world remains separate)  a focus on only one of the two groups, the focus of the dead
-refuses the consolation of collective identity  poem ending without offering a justified resolution
- the poem articulates anxiety about wars and communal life
- whether you agree with war or not, if you don't participate you should feel guilty
- there is no effort to suggest the glorious sacrifice of war (not Christ like soldiers)
- thematically unresolved poem
-this poem is not a sonnet (has 15 lines) it is a rondeau which has three stanzas and 15 lines, all lines 8 syllables
- 1st stanza pastoral Christian landscape but the dead are not tucked away in the graveyard, the dead is the speaking/poetic voice
- Freud would say the dead is the uncanny, they are supposed to be hidden but come to life through these verses
- uncanny voices of the dead undermined the Christian moral landscape, deconstruction of literary tropes
- some ways this is a modernist poem (Christian pastoral meets the surreal)
- third stanza, doesn’t give Christianity as the solution but emphasizes the need to find meaning (meaning to find faith in the human)
- not a reflection of patriotism, more dissonances of what the poem is ‘supposedly’ about

P.K. Page
- part of the Preview Group (or PVue Group) good friends with Klien and influence by him and Scott
- poets should move away from nature and come into the city
- she was well aware of what was going on in modern society, psychology
-continues the modern theme of modern personality
-no private experience given in society in her poems, nor social context
- Livesay and Klien are in rejection of (something)
- mode of personality *probably a question about this

“The Stenographers”
1st stanza
- alienation on the home front
- the meter s irregular, violence 
- the city itself has a military discipline to it
3rd
- world of childhood and memory now
- the natural world she uses to comment on the contemporary world
- conflict of the external demands of the city and the internal desire of natural world
-the conflict doesn’t go well for the stenographers
- nature no longer has vines and leaves, instead sterile icecaps (external world is static, “terrible calm”)
- loss of individuality, they’re a group now
- poem  accumulating images, imagist poem? Almost post imagist imagism (imagism on steroids) b/c there is constant images and metaphors thus an accumulation and this is her signature aesthetic
- the reflection of images could be a representation of the stenographers and their inability to hold onto certain things
- what do these accumulation of images do?
- does it take away any social commentary that she tried to do
- the affect of consciousness (constantly changes) the inability to locate our self in an external reality, caught up in an urban world

If It Were You
- the ego is attempting to create and control our external world, our reality
- its an impulse from childhood to have some sort of control over our external world
- childhood painting on a sidewalk, the rain has made disappeared
- subject is unable to distinguish his reality, distinguish green from blue and all landmarks are gone
- useless reputation of reality
- the moment of becoming lost, unable to navigate oneself and the boundary between self and other internally and externally collapse
- the conscious and the unconscious collapse too
- tries to create reality through art, and artistic creation
- tries to control his external reality, calls upon Ariel, Orpheus (literature) and their representation of the world so he can figure out his orientation in it
- classic literature and archetypes don’t answer his calls and don't work
- denial of disintegration by subject, by trying to keep the divide between unconscious and conscious self 
- at the beginning was a simple madness (green and blue) and now the sun becomes a football and integration of images
-incapable of the most basic responses to the world, in a state of confusion and causes the subject to slash own risks
-cannot make the distinction of his own body and somebody else’s
- this attempt to create and control our own realities is the source of our madness






























Page - Reflection in a Train Window

There is a woman floating in a window -
transparent -
Christmas wreaths in passing houses
shine now in eye and now in hair, in heart.
How like a saint with visions, the stigmata
marking her like a martyr.
Merged with a background of mosaic
she drifts
through tenement transoms, independent stars,
while in between her and herself the sharp
frost crystals prick the pane with thorns. .
She without substance, ectoplasmic, still,
is haloed with the reading lamps of strangers
while brass and brick pass through her.
Yet she stirs
to some soft soundless grieving and tears well
in her unseeing eyes and from the sill
her trembling image falls, rises and falls.
- women that is a reflection, transparent women
- she is unattached to her surroundings or any other person
- woman is not the subject of the sentence (at beginning) and she becomes the object
- the sense of her own self as an object
- she yearns for the Christmas reef, and for the emotional, physical and intellectual health  wanting to be subject and substantial
- she's like a saint with visions  simile and this reduces the external world as a projection of her unconscious, but at the same time the objects that she passes act like they are marking her, a source of her pain
- the wreath - means vibrancy, joy, happiness, Christmas
- the psychological conflict that she is facing is caused by civilization itself, and the frost crystals on that pane threaten to obliterate the reflection on the window, she is without substance and ectoplasmic
- she is a trembling image that rises then falls then rises
- the poetic quest of the 1940’s that we see in the Preview Group, wrote from 1940’s to 50’s and then they all went silent, all for specific reasons
- Page went into art
- they all separated because they couldn’t create and achieve an aesthetic about the isolation of the psyche, a fractured society





Newfoundland - 1923 - E.J Pratt
Here the tides flow,
And here they ebb;
Not with that dull, unsinewed tread of waters
Held under bonds to move
Around unpeopled shores—
Moon-driven through a timeless circuit
Of invasion and retreat;
But with a lusty stroke of life
Pounding at stubborn gates,
That they might run
Within the sluices of men’s hearts,
Leap under throb of pulse and nerve,
And teach the sea’s strong voice
To learn the harmonies of new floods,
The peal of cataract,
And the soft wash of currents
Against resilient banks,
Or the broken rhythms from old chords
Along dark passages
That once were pathways of authentic fires.

Red is the sea-kelp on the beach,
Red as the heart’s blood,
Nor is there power in tide or sun
To bleach its stain.
It lies there piled thick
Above the gulch-line.
It is rooted in the joints of rocks,
It is tangled around a spar,
It covers a broken rudder,
It is red as the heart’s blood,
And salt as tears.

Here the winds blow,
And here they die,
Not with that wild, exotic rage
That vainly sweeps untrodden shores,
But with familiar breath
Holding a partnership with life,
Resonant with the hopes of spring,
Pungent with the airs of harvest.
They call with the silver fifes of the sea,
They breathe with the lungs of men,
They are one with the tides of the sea,
They are one with the tides of the heart,
They blow with the rising octaves of dawn,
They die with the largo of dusk,
Their hands are full to the overflow,
In their right is the bread of life,
In their left are the waters of death.

Scattered on boom
And rudder and weed
Are tangles of shells;
Some with backs of crusted bronze,
And faces of porcelain blue,
Some crushed by the beach stones
To chips of jade;
And some are spiral-cleft
Spreading their tracery on the sand
In the rich veining of an agate’s heart;
And others remain unscarred,
To babble of the passing of the winds.

Here the crags
Meet with winds and tides—
Not with that blind interchange
Of blow for blow
That spills the thunder of insentient seas;
But with the mind that reads assault
In crouch and leap and the quick stealth,
Stiffening the muscles of the waves.
Here they flank the harbours,
Keeping watch
On thresholds, altars and the fires of home,
Or, like mastiffs,
Over-zealous,
Guard too well.

Tide and wind and crag,
Sea-weed and sea-shell
And broken rudder—
And the story is told
Of human veins and pulses,
Of eternal pathways of fire,
Of dreams that survive the night,
Of doors held ajar in storms.


- bold, manly, red-blooded verses
- distinctively North American
- influence by the Group of Seven  raw, and vigorous nature
- Pratt emphasizes the violent bond between nature and man
- the power of nature and how it works, its an executioner
- tension between exaltation and grief, the negative and the positive, man and nature, absence and presence, here and the not, held and moved  contradictions
- when your reading it, you don't pause where you usually would pause (creating the rhythm of the tides)
- man is dynamically changed by nature
- the essential but violent bond of man and nature
- violent aspects of Canadian environment

The Shark - E.J Pratt - 1923
- sea creature to a machine
- the shark with the human world, for a moment the shark appears familiar and unthreatening
He seemed to know the harbour,
So leisurely he swam;
His fin,
Like a piece of sheet-iron,
Three-cornered,
And with knife-edge,
Stirred not a bubble
As it moved
With its base-line on the water.

His body was tubular
And tapered
And smoke-blue,
And as he passed the wharf
He turned,
And snapped at a flat-fish
That was dead and floating.
And I saw the flash of a white throat,
And a double row of white teeth,
And eyes of metallic grey,
Hard and narrow and slit.

Then out of the harbour,
With that three-cornered fin
Shearing without a bubble the water
Lithely,
Leisurely,
He swam—
That strange fish,
Tubular, tapered, smoke-blue,
Part vulture, part wolf,
Part neither—for his blood was cold.

New Paths - Scott
- not an imagist poem but an imagist experiment
- reject the past, and embrace the untouched, Canadian landscape
- describing the land as an image, impression of the land is fresh, free and virgin
- imagist poem would explain that to us b/c it trusts us to know what the image is about

The Lonely Land -AJM Smith
- based off Tom Thomson, The Jack Pine (1917)
- hard diction
- imagist poem, creates and shapes colour of northern landscapes
- conflict between elemental nature and animate nature (ducks and trees)
- the first two stanzas make it imagists and the last few make it not
- if you explain what has been said before, it is NOT imagist

WWE Ross - free verse
- radical when you think of him in relation to Bliss Carmen
- Ross was working in isolation, he was trying to do something new
- trying to do modernism, imagism and free verse
- no appreciation or acknowledgement, we didn’t know about them until the 1960’s





If Ice
				If
Ice shall melt
				If
Thinly the fresh
Cold clear		water
Running		shall make
Grooves in the sides
Of the ice;
If life return

		After death
Or depart not at death,
Then shall buds
Burst into		May-
Leafing, the bloods of May
Appear like stars
On the brown dry
		Forest-bad


On the Wire- Robert Service
- author was middle aged when he went to Europe, and wrote what he saw and reported it back to Canadian newspapers and later became and ambulance driver
- reported graphic descriptions of bodies (burned, mangled, disfigured) and this information was kept from Canadian newspapers
- these bodies are threatening because they harm the thought of national strength and stability (a soldier is an example of strength and bodies coming apart contradict bodies coming together)
- his thoughts then came out through his poetry
- in the poem, images of bodily destruction is everywhere and an increasingly fragmented and alienated world is seen
- complete loss of self, existential suspension, war interrupts life
- how do you make meaning when the human subject is “Shattered beyond repair”
- the only solution and the only self possession and unity can come from suicide
- “Man on the wire” become a metaphor for the war
 the lives of all those affected by the war becomes suspended 
- fading versions of selfhood
O God, take the sun from the sky!
It's burning me, scorching me up.
God, can't You hear my cry?
'Water! A poor, little cup!'
It's laughing, the cursed sun!
See how it swells and swells
Fierce as a hundred hells!
God, will it never have done?
It's searing the flesh on my bones;
It's beating with hammers red
My eyeballs into my head;
It's parching my very moans.
See! It's the size of the sky,
And the sky is a torrent of fire,
Foaming on me as I lie
Here on the wire . . . the wire. . . .
Of the thousands that wheeze and hum
Heedlessly over my head,
Why can't a bullet come,
Pierce to my brain instead,
Blacken forever my brain,
Finish forever my pain?
Here in the hellish glare
Why must I suffer so?
Is it God doesn't care?
Is it God doesn't know?
Oh, to be killed outright,
Clean in the clash of the fight!
That is a golden death,
That is a boon; but this . . .
Drawing an anguished breath
Under a hot abyss,
Under a stooping sky
Of seething, sulphurous fire,
Scorching me up as I lie
Here on the wire . . . the wire. . . .
Hasten, O God, Thy night!
Hide from my eyes the sight
Of the body I stare and see
Shattered so hideously.
I can't believe that it's mine.
My body was white and sweet,
Flawless and fair and fine,
Shapely from head to feet;
Oh no, I can never be
The thing of horror I see
Under the rifle fire,
Trussed on the wire . . . the wire. . . .
Of night and of death I dream;
Night that will bring me peace,
Coolness and starry gleam,
Stillness and death's release:
Ages and ages have passed,--
Lo! it is night at last.
Night! but the guns roar out.
Night! but the hosts attack.
Red and yellow and black
Geysers of doom upspout.
Silver and green and red
Star-shells hover and spread.
Yonder off to the right
Fiercely kindles the fight;
Roaring near and more near,
Thundering now in my ear;
Close to me, close . . . Oh, hark!
Someone moans in the dark.
I hear, but I cannot see,
I hear as the rest retire,
Someone is caught like me,
Caught on the wire . . . the wire. . . .
Again the shuddering dawn,
Weird and wicked and wan;
Again, and I've not yet gone.
The man whom I heard is dead.
Now I can understand:
A bullet hole in his head,
A pistol gripped in his hand.
Well, he knew what to do,--
Yes, and now I know too. . . .
Hark the resentful guns!
Oh, how thankful am I
To think my beloved ones
Will never know how I die!
I've suffered more than my share;
I'm shattered beyond repair;
I've fought like a man the fight,
And now I demand the right
(God! how his fingers cling!)
To do without shame this thing.
Good! there's a bullet still;
Now I'm ready to fire;
Blame me, God, if You will,
Here on the wire . . . the wire. . . .



















F.G Scott “Requiescant” meaning 
On lonely watches, night by night, 
Great visions burst upon my sight, 
For down the stretches of the sky 
The hosts of dead go marching by.
Strange ghostly banners o'er them float, 
Strange bugles sound an awful note, 
And all their faces and their eyes 
Are lit with starlight from the skies.
The anguish and the pain have passed 
And peace hath come to them at last 
But in the stern looks linger still 
The iron purpose and the will.
Dear Christ, who reign'st above the flood 
Of human tears and human blood, 
A weary road these men have trod 
O house them in the home of God!



- author is a patriotic man, Scott headed out onto the street before the war declared to hear the news and hearing people talk about Canada’s role - claims that he felt the need to fulfill his duty and go to war despite dangers and family he would had to leave behind
- nothing could shake his devotion for the war, the purpose and the men who fought, despite all the devastation and the living nightmare
- the poem is the retelling of the visions in the trenches, he’s looking upwards towards the sky and visions of the ‘beautiful sky’
- the speaker is alone, and is watching the sky
- the host of the dead go marching by, eyes and starlight
 romanticizing the dead, soldiers actions are not futile, soldiers are noble and duty bound
- soldiers are defenders of humanity, and they are the supreme sacrifices
- their sacrifices are the same with Christ
- and the final stanza is a Christian resolution, a collective fantasy with militaristic solidarity
- poem begin with individual destruction and ends with a Christian resolution
- almost a way of recollecting the dead with collective (Christian) effort
- collective effort that joins the dead and the living to defend humanity







New Paths - Scott
- not an imagist poem but an imagist experiment
- reject the past, and embrace the untouched, Canadian landscape
- describing the land as an image, impression of the land is fresh, free and virgin
- imagist poem would explain that to us b/c it trusts us to know what the image is about

Child of the North,
Yearn no more after old playthings,
Temples and towers and gates
Memory-haunted thoroughfares and rich palaces
And all the burden some inheritance, the binding legacies,

Here is a new soil and a sharp sun

Turn from the past,
Walk with me among these indigent firs,
Climb these rough crags
And let winds that have swept lone cityless plains,
Gathering no sad tales of past endeavor,
Tell you of fresh beauty and full growth

The Canadian Authors Meet (poem)
- Scott talks about the members of the CAA as expansive puppets, a group of unknowns
- addresses a female poet and they think female and poets are incompatible 
- talks about the CAA and their poetry as being feminine 
- attacking Victorian saintliness, sexually repressed 
- superficiality of CAA, and refusal to recognize poetry at home and abroad
- unoriginal work 
- turned to international modernism as inspiration
- created their own stand of modernism

- AJM Smith argues for a kind of poetry that would: 
displace a derivative Victorian literature
 respond to the rapid technological changes of the early 20th century
 acknowledge changing philosophical, religious and scientific ideas
- Smith calls for direct and concrete perceptions of the world and a poetry of “absolute simplicity and sincerity”
- did not shun conventional forms, meter or rhyme but their awareness of modernist experiments with free verse and imagism allowed them to generate new forms, irregular rhythm
The Lonely Land
Cedar and jagged fir
uplift sharp barbs 
against the gray
and cloud-piled sky; 
and in the bay 
blown spume and windrift by the wind
and thin, bitter spray
snap 
at the whirling sky;
and the pine trees
lean one way.
A wild duck calls 
to her mate,
and the ragged
and passionate tones
stagger and fall,
and recover,
and stagger and fall,
on these stones - 
are lost 
in the lapping of water
on smooth, flat stones.
This is a beauty 
of dissonance, 
this resonance 
of stony strand 
this smoky cry
curled over a black pine 
like a broken
and wind-battered branch
when the wind
bends the tops of the pines
and curdles the sky 
from the north
This is the beauty
of strength
broken by strength
and still strong.
 Arthur Strigner’s Open Water (1914) - lacked formal innovation, technical dexterity emerged which resembled a strained posture of acrobatism
- transitional poet
[bookmark: _GoBack]beginning of modernist poetry

Bertram Warr (quote that is apart of the handout we already have)
- in England at the time of the breakout of WWII, tried to help out with Red Cross but forced into War (flying I think) and dies at age 25
- advocating the poets to remind us what is human (what drives us is the search for truth, love, passion, beauty)
- going to see poems that talk about loss, but a new future, a hope for a better future, and moving forward, very emotional poems

“War Widows”
- the torn place has created an emptiness and timeless place that causes no pain
- nothing much matters
- the loss of her loved one is still with her, the memories still remain but are bundled and stored away with time
- loss of life but loss of the hope of life for those who have the knowledge of death
- these thoughts create a quiet aloneness
- the lack of form in this poem, expresses the illogic 

“The End of the World”
-diction of poem demands an act of abandonment of the world, to rise up out of the slashed earth and bloodiness
- rise up to the sky, and out of the darkness of the mundane world
- moments (crying, leaping ect) erupts into joy as mankind sings
- separation between Man and God, ideological conflict and hope is what is needed, God will shine his light and creation will happen
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