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1
INTRODUCTION
Thus human hunger nourisheth
The plen terrific - true design -
Makes music with the bones of death
And soul knows soul to shine.
Isaac Hosenberg.

The world of the private voicé, and the musings of
the personal poet, will always refuse to accomodate them=-
selves to the impersonal demands of critical detachment,
and the judging mind that veers towards categories, It
is ideally right that critical objectivity should not com~
promise itself by attempting sympathetic and mobile
perambulations through the poet's mind. This will confound
its necessary stability, but it is something different to
sympathlse, to meet the poet from a position of critical
strength and assurance., Isaac Rosenberg declared the
direction of his particular advocacy some 81x years before
Eliot was totwrite his famous essay on Blake, Rosenberg's
arch-master. For Ellot, it was the "hallucinated vision‘i of
Blake's personal genius,; (for others, it has proved a most
impersonal genius), that spoke too rebelliously for a critical

tradition that was constrained to exclude him. Rosenberg's

own declaration of critical faith was rather different.

1
J. Hayward (Ed.) °Blake', T.S. Eliot's Selected Prose.
(Harmondsworth, 1965) P. 162. -




When he speaks of a visionary, & wrebel, he is inclined to

embrace him merely as a pure-bred poet, an authentic volce.

In a letter to Edward Marsh:
I bvelieve that all poets who are personal - sece
things genuinely, have thelr place. One needn’t
be a Shakespeare and yet be quite as interesting
--= gnd I am sure that I have enjoyed some things
of Francis Thompson more than the best of
Shakespeare =-

To read this as a defensive personel apology and to
see Rosenberg as a poet whose work mexely involves dalliance
in the byways of unorthodox genius, 1s effectively to execute
the worst sort of injustice on an artist whose career evinces
a design to always write, as well as paint, withian the
Ysharp contours®J of poetic clarity. But Rosenberg was
both a Jew, and a poet who applauded poetic rebellion and used
language in an unusual enough way, it seems, to warrant
only a desultory critical response in the first five decades
of his posterity and consequently weave the myth of & noxious
obscurity asround his output.

It is posslibly legltimate to be reticent before

an allen culture, to defer commitment on a Jewish writer

when one is8 not aligned to the thought processes and frame

2

G. Bottomley and D.W. Harding, The Collected Works of
Isaac Rosenberg. (London, 1937) P. 294,

3
Works, P. 253.



of reference of Judalsm. However, the present writer is
not a Jew, and does not feel he is either culturally
embarrassed when he reads the poetry of Rosenberg, or
considering a poet who is elther desperately or selfl=-
consciously Jewish in his utterance. I am not denyling
the man's Jewish allegiances: his last request to fight
with the Jewlsh Regiment in Mesopotamia, or his promises: to
compose 'a battle hymn for the Judains',4 but his poetry
objectifies 1tself in a highly purposeful way, from a
subjective involvement in the processes of a particular,
minority culture or an esoteric code of belief.
Rosenberg'é prose recurrently demonstrates a

preoccupation with the problems of clarity. Obscurity
- becomes his greatest anathema:

I think with you (Marsh), that poetry should

be definite thought and clear expression, however

subtle. I don't think there should be any

vagueness at all -—=5
He makes use and demands of his culture, very rarely does
it use him, or bhully him towards general obscurity. It gives
him a whole basis of symbolism and metaphor that partakes of
themes that may have Jewlsh significance and overtones, but

are in essence universal, and as such, common to other non-

Jewlsh dimensions of>cu1ture and experience, His verse




embodies & poetic sensibility born into a culture whose

vast, controlling images emanate from Biblical and scriptural

myths and the 'ten immutable rules'6 on which the entire

western world, Gentile and Jewish, finds itself established.

His poem, The Jew, is a direct plea to be tTreated with

normal sympathies, without exception of reservation, with

the "blonde and bronze and ruddy',6 in criticism and

evaluation, as well as in society. He asks for no new

rules, no new standards for his Jewishness, but merely the

'ten immutable rules' that European man has generally, and

it seems, casually adopted. To interprete his 1life and work

as a peculiar instance, a special Judaistic case, is to

'sneer',6 patronise and misjudge both critically and culturally.

Rosenberg needed patrons to enable him consistently to write

and paint, but he can do without them as readers and critics.
Criticism that Justifies or emphasises his Jewish-

ness offers no service to an artist who strove for clarity

and universallty in his poetry. Jon 8ilkin for example,

identifies and connects the recurring images of suspeansion

and rootlessness in Rosenberg's poetry with an ‘awareness

of the rootless condition of Jewry.'7 He consequently argues

6
Ed. G. Bottomley and D.W. Harding, Collected Poesms of
Isaac Rosenberg. (London, 1949) P. 71.
7

Silkin, Jon, saac Rosenberg: The War, th ass and
the Jews'., Stand Vol. 4. No., 3. P. 35.




that the poet is both product and spokesman of the particular,
the racial, rather than the universal. A part of the intention
behind the present criticism aims at relating the expression
of similar sentiments to those artlculated by Rosenberg, by
other artists trapped, and reascting to similar potentially
symbolic environments, particularly thbse of the battlefield.,
A sensation of rootlessness is nelther particularly Jewish,

or forced peculiarly by a Judalstic culture or frame of
reference. Rosenberg may use the emblem of a suspended
Absalom in ChagrinB to suggest a young men's feeling of
emotional rootlessness, but the image itself depersonalizes,
and moves away from the specifically ethﬁic. And when

Rosenberg in the Trench Poems extends his poetical idea to

include the entire world "swinging in chemic smoke,°9 or

the disintegration and falling - away of the fearthment®s earth,'lo
he 1s similarly objectifying the human and universal responses,
not obscuring them, or suggesting they are a product of his
Judaism. A Canadian, for example, can suggest something very
similar, using similar images of roots, earth and sea, that
constitute such persistent patterns in Rosenberg's expression:

-~ 1t seemed to him that he had been deatched
from his roots and borne on %g the waves of a

very deep and dangerous sea.t

8 9
Poems. P. 635, Poems, P. 82.
10 11l
Poens, P. 86. Child, Phillip, God's Sparrows

(London, 1937). P. 243,



Thus, the present author feels entirely justified
in consistently introducing relevant, varied and often
cosmopolitan comparisons to emphaslise that the poet was not
writing as a Jew, but as a poetic and delicate sensibility,
who, with such other and traditional sensibllities, strove,
in the face of confusion and, for a pefiod, war, for clarity
and objJectivity. To illuminate the utterance of a poet con-
cerned in war, dividing his humanity from his poetic lidentity,
yet undergoing experiences similar in time and place to mil-
lions of others, the testaments of some of these other voices
will often serve to align Rosenberg with the greatest tradi-
tions of poetic response and expression rather than mark him
as an interesting, yet somehow dispensible side genius, a phe=
nomenon who wrote himself away to a tangent of abnormal utterance.

Silkin's bilas, for example, 1s based on preconception:
that Rosenberg, as a poet, was a conscilous, practising Jew.
This becomes as finally misleading as a bias founded on
anticipation or hindsight, that Rosenberg was to become a
'war poet.' After all, it may easily be conceived that Chagrin
and the later imagery of rootlessness, is 'war poetry' before
the event. The supposition could emerge, and the conjecture
manifest, that the theme anticipates dead soldiers *"hanging on

the old barbed wire,'l2 or the suspended bodles caught on the

12 :
Ed. Gardnexr B. Up the Line to Death: The War Poets,
1914-18, (London, 1964.) P. 79. Robert Service, another Canadian,
wrote a poem, On_the Wire on thls theme, making with it's war
symbolism & relevant comparison with Rosenberg'’s pre-war Chagrin
see Service, R. Rhymes of a Bed Cross Man. (Toroanto, 1917). P. 84,




trees and undergrowth of Mametz Wood, during the Somme
Offensive of July 1916. Private Frank Richards tells of

a German soldler suspended, like Absalom, in a tree,

'blown up by a large shell, ~- he looked like a man who had
13

been hung up on & hook and left there,? Both the ethnic
and the mllitary blases are plainly miéconceived, and both
lead to the assumption that Rossesnberg fits into one of the
dubious categories of either the ethnic artist, or the
'soldier’ poet. Such categories lead to preconceptions,
more misconceptions, inaccuracies and myths, and these have
been commonly woven around & critical response to the poetry
of Rosenberg.

If Rosenberg has a strange voice, & more private,
peculliar sound, and to Gosse he sounded like a Dane,lu
strident and bardic, the reason is more likely to lie within
his poetic langusge, and the 'fixing’l5 of half-grasped ideas,
with the accommodation within language of truths and ideas
funderstandable yet still ungraspable.'16 This dlictates his
unusually high pitch and the suggestion of unorthodox form.

It may also frighten his readers, but obstructions that re-

semble elither *hallucinated visions' or ethnic indulgences

simply do not exlst in his poetry.

13

uRichards F. 0ld Soldiers Never Die. (New York, 1966) P. 137.
14uessall C. A Bilography of Edward Marsh. (New York, 1959) P.434,
LoWorks, P. 216, LoWorks, P. 371.




My main thesis is that Rosenberg's work evinces a
central idea, a certain cyclical design and adherence to
a conscious theme that evolves frgm the confusion of the
early poems, through the apocalypse of the trench verse to
the final preoccupation with mythopoelc form. It is an
idea that involves tyranny and the rebellion against tyranny,
revelation and final reward, and it has of course, its
stereotype in Blake; and for Rosenberg the *reign of Blake
was yet to begin.'l7 There has been a common tendency to
justify those labelled *soldier poets' as mere lyrical
artlsts ﬁhose condition and environment force then 1hto a
defensive creative position where the only disciplined,
formal outlet flows in the lyric, the brief objective statement
of the sensations rising from war. Yeats' much quoted ob-
Jections to ‘war! poetry18 plainly emanate from here, and
Blunden, in his pamphlet on the *War Poets,' declares that 'it
is much lamented that his (Rosenberg's) poems &re not more numer=
ous: and he 1s not the only instance of this.'l9 The comment
implies that Rosenberg’s response to war separates itself
into various fragmented, unconnected lyrical statements

that constitute the Trench Poems, (itself, of course, an

17
18W0rks, P. 2500
Yeats W.B. "Introduction' The Oxford Book of
(New York, 1936)
19Blunden E. War Poets 1914-18. (London, 1958) P. 36.




editorial division), and that to label an artist a ‘war
poet' 1s effectively to 1limit his utterance to lyricism..
Plainly, a poet is such exigencies, constralned to write
on toilet paper, conditioned to synchronise his poetic
utterance with the last inch of a burning candle, whose
work 1s subjected to, and violated by,'the suspliclous army
censorshlp of the military mind, or who can so easily lose
his grubby manuscripts in the mud of trench activity, can
find little time for concentration on vast idéas of
thematic design. Short, lyrical bursts would appear
the only possible form for a poet who spent twenty almost
consecutive months in the trenches., Rosenberg's letters
are full of sad comments on the utilitarian, ruthless
squashing of his separate poetic identity, or the wasting
away of his poetical powers, beneath such crushing pressuréz

-=- all the poetry has quite gone out of me.

I seem to forget words, and I believeiif I

met anyone with ideas I'd be dumb.20
or

It is quite impossible to write, or think of

writing stuff now, so I can only hope for

hospital, or thé end of the war, if I want to
write.<

20

Works, P. 378.
21

Works, P. 359.
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or agaln,

It is only when we get a blt of rest and the

others might be gambligg or sguabblingzl add

a line or two, and continue this way.

»Such confessions are very polgnent, but they should
indicate that Rosenberg is not a *War Poet,' not a categorised
soldier amongst soldiers, or a man amoﬁgst men, with the
one message of human pity that has characterised the image
of Owen ever since criticism has pounced uncompromisingly
on what Blunden himself refers to as 'a hastily written
and obscurely amended Preface and contents found esmong his
papers.'23 "The true poets must be truthful,'24 said Owen,
but Rosenberg’s stance of truth was very different. It
is in no way a documentary truth,; or a ftruth to enlighten
those ignorasnt of the human depravity and suffering of the
Western‘Front. It may even prove to be an immoral specles
of truth. 'I like to think of nyself as a gggg,'25 Rosenberg
wrote to Bottomley some three weeks before his death, and
with some exceptlonsy his aspect of truth was the truth that
the artist distils from a symbolical,; amoral world, not the
human truths that a disillusioned and morally responsible

soldier sees in the wofld of men turned sickly and wicked.

22
Works, P. 317.
23
Ed. E. Blunden, 'Memoir' The Poems of Wilfred Owen. (London
1963). P. 40.
2l+Ibid. ’ P. L”lo

25Works, P. 379.
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So to call Rosenberg a 'soldier poet' is to mis-categorise
and place a wrong emphasis on one aspect of his artistic
vision., Despite Blunden's disappointment over the small
quantity of his poetic output from the trenches, he wrote
quite enough about war. Then he must move on to continue
and to complete the ldea. These apparént separate poetic
statements themselves are dovetailed into the ldea, a
part of one form:

-- the only way I can write, in scraps, and then 26
join them together -~ I havetthe ONE IDEA in mind--

For the poet's pragmatism, war was another ltem, a
convenient symbollical and metaphorical manifestation of his
apocalypse. But art and life were so distinct, so different.
In a fragment’before the war, he had said:

It is a valn belief that art and life go hand2
in hand. Art is, as it were another planet--!7

When Rosenberg writes as a man, with hlis poetic identity

non-existent, he writes with convictions, as-a soldier,

unpoetically, unrhetorically, teking a firm moral stance:
I never Joined the army from patriotic reasons.
Nothing can Justify war. I suBgose we must all
fight to get the trouble over.

But his real soldiering, his *blood and tears'29

26 _ 27

Works, P. 290. Works, P. 263.
28 29

Works, P. 305. Works, P. 335,
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was art, and as a poet, the war became the 'malign kiss!Bo

of the powerful Providence behind his designing idea that -

was to destroy the moulded, uncreative, and dull Earth, and all
this pettifogging, mercantile, moneyloving age, that
is deaf, deaf as theilr 1idol gold, and dead as that
to all higher ennobling influences,’

But from this destruction, to Rosenberg came revelation,

and the forceful idea to finally restore and re-animate a

new ‘pristine bloom;'30 an objective Zion.

The Trench Poems themselves, are often, particularly

the latter ones, ('Through These Pale Cold Days,' The Burning

of the Temple) concerned with relief and escape from war,
through the organic évolution of the poet's controlling
idea, rather than a conventional lyrical respdnse to it,
or an indulgence in its physical or immoral tremors. The
final effort of Rosenberg's poetic career, and also one of
the final efforts of his life, was the draftwork of The
Unicorn. This evinces a sensibility and poetic personality
struggling to transcend wartime lyricism, and achieve a

< mythopoelc form that completely overrides the indulgence

in a slingle thought, sensatlon or mood. Three weeks before

30

31
workSQ P' 3320

'On receiving News of the War.' Poems., P. 124.
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his death, and coinciding with the monstrous onslaught of
the enemy's Kaiserschlacht, Rosenberg was conceiving

The Unicorn, and developing in fragmentary form a poem

with far vaster formal aspirations than the lyric and the
stereotyped medium of the ‘war? or 'soldier' poet. He was
using his response to war to objectify something far wider,
‘abstract'! 32 or metaphysical;

I want it to symbolise the war and all the

devastating forces let loose by an ambitious

and unscrupulous will -=--33
Far from depending on an attitude, and finding 'begloried'32
embellishments to express 1it, Rosenberg was fulfilling his
own concept of what the experience of war should teach the
poet. The 'million feelings everybody feels'3 about war,
and the lyrical response were subject to his own vast idesa,
expressed through the impersonal mythopaelc technique, and
there 'concentrated in one distinguished emotion. " 32

So the 'war' utterance was not the apotheosis of
his expression, but merely a stage in a design, a part of
a cycle thaﬁ continued into certain further reaches in

Moses and The Unlcorn fragments. But the war, and its

symbolical utilisatlion by the poet in the Trench Poems like

32 ’
Works, P. 348. See the reference to Brooke.
33Works, P. 379.
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Dead Man's Dump radiates a sense of crisis in a poetic

sensibility, and a certain climax in the process of
poetical development. It becomes the period of poetical
truth for Rosenberg, the time when the tyranny appears to
grip 1ts firmest stranglehold, and the time when the gesture
of rebellion, the *weak scream'34 of pfotest, seems8 at its
most hopeless. But this is also the crisis'of revelation,
the substance and fulfillment of the ‘malign kiss,'35 and
the continuation of the 1dea towards the new birth and
reward of the pristine vision of ‘Lebanon's summer slope.'36
Of course, the continuation 1s fragmentary, only an
intimation of what was to come after the ‘saturation®’ of
the crisis of war, but to do the poet any Justice at all,
and attempt to percelve his direction and idea in its ful-
ness and complexity, the final intimations must be assessed
as an organic extension of Rosenberg's thene.

The experience of war, it seems, invites the dead-

end of lyricism, the cul-de-sac, the brief response adversely

conditioned for expression through a higher form. An

exceptional 'war poem' like Owen's Strange Meeting achlieves

34
35Dead Man's Dump, Poems. P. 84.

Ibid., ‘On Recelving News of the War.? P. 124,
361bid., 'Through these pale cold days.' P. 91.
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its distinction because within its brevity lles the conden-
sation of an entire cycle, - the 'hunt'3? for Beauty,
revelation through the apocalyptical expsriences of war,
and the resolution taking fruition from the vision benesath
the ground, in the *dull profound tunnel' 37 of war. In
Faulkner's short story Crevasse, soldiérs stumble through
a complete immersion in a physical, broken tunnel of war,
a collapsed sap,'and after the journey through the earth
see thé seasonal and cyclical development and evolution of
thelr experience, like.Rosenberg and his journey towards the
'summer slope,!
On his hands and knees like a beast, the captain
breathes, his breath making a hoarse sound. 'Soon
it will be summer,® he thinks === "Soon it will be
summer, and the long days.‘®38
- Substitute the symbolism of war and an infernal trench for

that of an unreal city and an "infernal® 39 subway, and we

approach Frye's cyclical reading of The Waste Land, -~ the

subterranean Journey through limbo and the final release
from the underworld. In this way, the "'war’ utterance of
both Owen and PFaulkner leave the specific areas of ‘war

literature® and can be seen within the main traditions of

37
Ed. E. Blunden, 'Strange Meeting® Collected Poems of
Wilfred Owen (London, 1963). P. 116=117.

38Faulkner W. 'Crevasse,' Those Thirteen. (London, 1963)

P 102

E e Ajioe

39

Frye N. T.S. Eliot. (London, 1963) P. 64us5,
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poetry from Dante to Elio’c.40

The poetry of Isaac Rosenberg also partakes of
this tradition and species of development. For a period
war becomes his metaphor, is ﬁtilised and forms a whole
reservolr of images, but is never grasped as reality or
gseen as an imaginative end in itself. 'As the poet moves-
deeper into his idea the metaphor of war is discarded, and
what evolves is malformed,; incomplete, only the gist of an
i1dea. But the ‘living eyes'41 of the rewarded, can see it
clearly, and the sharp lines of its shapq. The c¢ritic cannot,
and should not try to conjecture or snticipate the idea, but
to see the direction of iﬁages, thematic intimations and pat-
terns can reduce the floundering, and drive towards a com=-

prehension of the poet's whole meaning.

4o :
For some poets involved in war, thelr surroundings were
one symbolical face of the Inferno. "Trees in the Battle~
field"' said Blunden, ‘are already described by Dante‘.

Quoted in Marshal S.L.A. The American Heritage History of
World War I. (New York, 1966). P. 234, .

L1
Poens, P. 124.
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2

EARLY VISIONS.

~= Words break out like smothered flire through

dense and smouldering wrong.
Isaac Rosenberg.

Keate gave himself ten years to fully grasp hils own
vast Idea. Isaac Rosenberg could declare in 1916 that
emphatically, form 1tself was "Yust a question of ‘time"e2
For him, the artist was the epitome of a monumental patlience,
waliting for the harbinger of an idea, feeling its radiance,
and then, as the moment passed, pouncing:

You know how earnestly one must wait on ideas,

(you cannot coax real ones to you) and let as

it were a skin grow naturally round and through

then, 3
The fixing of ideas to him was violent, sudden; . a thrust after
an agonising vigil,the -only chance to capture '%hat holy,
amorous instant’4. The poet himself expresses his moment of
capture in terms of a fisherman with a monstrous catch:

And I have tried to hold in net like silver fish

the sweet starbeanms,

But all these things %re shadowed gleams of things
beyond the firmament.

}Poems, P. 44, 2Workss P, 372.
SWorks, P. 310, “jorks, P. 320.

5Poems9 P, 16 2,
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The process of poetry bécomes, initially, the directing of
expedients to trap the elusive, devices to corner the fleeting.
The fisher of ideas must prepare and gird himself to an attitude
of vigilance, for the ‘absolute necessity of fixing an idea
before it is lost because of‘theéituation it is conceilved
in"°6 There is'no relaxation fof this poet. He watches, tense,
with all senses sharp for just a 'glimpse'! of the Idea for
which he singlemindedly. yearns. And the sénsation of craving
that ravishes the artist is the will yearning.desperately to
fix his rootless emotion in form. Creation becomes completely
dynamic. The aritist forges his obportunity simulfaneously
with the fixing of his Idea in an act of the will, the
manifestation of an upsurge of violent energy. When God
himself created, it was because 'the will grew'.S When the
poet captures the Idea he becoﬁes himself all-powerful, his
will grows divine. But of course, complete, even partial
grasp is impossible, unthinkable; and such boasts are hollow:
Time will show
I could draw down the Heavens, I could bend
§o§eggaguiie—scorn§ng column with my hand
power,

But for Rosenberg, it seems, these flaunted succes-

ses were rare. His prose and letters are obsessed with his

'GWorkS, P. 317. - 7'The Poet I Poems, P. 177,
8§Creation" Poems, P. 158. 9‘Raphael' Poems, P. 165.
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repeated failures to fix his own Idea ir all its fullness.
For him, the great poets were those with one complete and
huge ldea, and the test of thelr greatness was the clarity
with-whioh they could articulate it.' Poetry itself was
'an infinite idea, expressed coherently, in a definite
texture'.,10 of course, much_of this theorising rises fronm
the abstracting mind of a very young.poet/artist, and one
who 1s struggling to express a sense of the organic wholeness
of his own poetic life and utterance. 'I believe that I am
a poet“,11 he had declared in a letter to R.C. Trevellyan,
and this was an assertion itself of Rosenberg's Wish to make
all his 6utpﬁt dependent on, and rising from the one 'Hominating
idea',t® The Idea itself was the basis of the large design,
the ‘plan terrific'?d that the poet could see stretching
before him in brief, visionary glimpses., The glimpse was the
seed of an organic idea that would evolve, grow to fruition.
gz may be but a thogght9 the nursi?ng fEEd
many thoughts, of many)high desire.
A poet does not write a;pargphrase of a 'plan terrific',

his entire utterence becomes his theme, but in that poem,

Creation (1913), there are certain images that do intimate the

Lo%orks, P. 290. Ilyorks, P. 352.
3'iWo:c'lcs, P. 371, I3'Ccreation' Poems, P. 159.
. lr‘

My Days' DPoems, P. 194,
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fulfilment of the archetypal cycle, an idea of death and
re-birth upon which Rosenberg, through personal vision, was
to base the fundamental evolution of his utterance. He talks
of 'the seed' that must be burned 'to live to green',l5 that
Moses 'huét die to live in Christ', and that 'the green plant
yearns for its yellow frult', - the yearning itself re -
emphasising the craving organic will sf.fhe artlst to create.
For Rosenberg this vastness of vision was a necessary pre =
requisite., Every utterance must be a component of this larger
design, the one Idea; and the haunting repetition of this
central, formaetive assertion makes much of his prose tedious,
if not neurqtic with aspiratioh, dismay, or the persistent
worries about his own inability to 'look at things in the simple,
large way that gréat poets do';l6”But the apparent phobia
manifests a highly earnest poetic sensibillity that struck
forward almost monomaniacally for a large design. It is not
the obsession_of a poet who 1s content with the fragmentary
and 1solated designs of the lyricist. Rosenberg was seeking
one Idea, and he knew what he wanted from it. It was another
effort however,uto effectively capture, articulate and objectify
something so '%efﬁific‘, that the poet must stand befors it in

absolute awe,

1S’Grea’cion’, Poems, P, 158-160, l6W0rkss P. 363
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With hils preoccupation for the absolute necessity of
clear poetic utterance haunting himy; Rosenberg may Justifiably
resent, with as much indignation as he can manage in a letter
to one of his early patronesses, an 'injustice, when my Idea
is not grasped,andiis ignored'.t! This frustration was
plainly as much a worry to himself as it would be an irritation
to any prospective reader who could'oﬁly perceive a malformed,
unfiﬁshed wisp of an idea from his poetry, - the sort of
intimation rece.ved from a reading of the Unicorn fragments.
that is igﬁorant )f‘his earlier work., To Rosenberg the poet
craved for the eip ession of 'some unfathomable, preponderating
idea’, which was o1ly 'hovering on the borderland of revelation'.18
It seemed that eve  if the‘poet succeeds in capturing his Idea,
it will never be the full expression, and the poet is left,
deprived and disappointed, his only ekpedient to ‘suggest'.i9
Of course, this, as a poetical premise may well be seized
upon as merely an excuse for the lazy or obscure expression.
of a poet incabable of finding the exact or appropriate word
or phrase to say accurately what he means. Declarations.and
assumptibns like this: |

-- genuine poetry,where the words lose all their
interest as words,and only a beautiful idea remains-l9

Mior xs, ®. 372. 18orks, P. 246,
19%orks, P. 262.
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invite a mode of utterance that may be nebulous, tndis-
ciplined and generally forgetful of the word itself as ﬁhe
instrument with which to fully grasp the Idea. In a 1914
poem called The Poet, "Rosenberg describes the process of
trapping the Idea through the senses, in the tranSient moment
before it vanishes, in this form, forever:

Yon bright and moving gapour
In a moment fades -—92

but the eye ltself has"énchored"the image, tethered the
component of the idea, agnd the poen itself becomes const-
ructed in this way,:through ’the rapid succession of images
and thoughts',2+

Rosenberg writes persistently in such terms with very
little reference to the actual ‘word' as the component of the
poem. He by - passes the word to the thoughf and Idea behind
it, there is no suggestion that the ‘word! must actually
accommodate or dilute the Idea in any way. The ‘word' is
almost irrelevant to him, such terminology would sully the
pristine Idea, compromise the glimspe of perfection, and this
may be the self -~ deception of an idealist. Strangely, he has
much to say. about the "1ines'22 cutting into his consciouéness
‘When he 1is painting, but not the "words' when he is writing.

When he turns to other poets, he concedes that he 'seldom

21

20t Tne Poet?,TII Poems, P. 140, Works, P. 245,

22Works, P, 251
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remembers the words of any poem'23 he reads. But this.is a
response to P.S. Flint, and 1s essentially a response to the
image, to which he reacts with his customary relish and craving,
the 'strange longing for an indefinite ideal, the reach of
hands’e24 Of course, a claim that Rdsenberg was generically

an lmagist stands little chance of - substantiation against

the extant evidence of the diffuse nature of his imagery, and
his own powerful inclinations towards an indulgence in rhetoric.
0dd fragments may exhibit an obvious experimental imagist
dabble: |

Amber eyes with ever such little red fires o
Face as vague and white as a swan in shadow -- 5

but ﬁhere is a tendency in Rosenﬁerg's poetry not to concente
rate the poem'as one particular, heavy = laden image. His
poetry involves either the ingenuity of a central extended
conceit, or the dovetalling of a group‘of recurrent images,

126 of art., When

synthesized in what he called the ‘trucible
the crucible bécomes the symbolical environment of war, the
heat becomes almost too intense;‘ the emotion itself burning
away the disciplines of objectivity.

But'Rosenberg'é poetry demonstirates a form that does

surrender itself uncompromisingly to the Idea, or to the image.

24Yorks, P, 3%26. 25'Fragment XVII', Poems, P. 218,

20yorks, P. 243,
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which becomes the glimpse or component of the Idea. Doing

this, it must necessarily, like the poetry of Blake, sacrifice
the clarity of reason;,. although to the poet this is hardly a
sacrifice; as Rosenberg points out, his poetry is 'ungras-
pable by the intellect',2! but still very ‘understandable’
as direct poetic thinking, the metaphor completely snubbing
the intellect. D.W. Harding's Scrutiny essay suggests that
Rosenberg ‘brought language to bear on the incipient thought
at an earlier stage of its developmént'.28 than the direct
thought in words, and this may be the result of the poet's
frustration rather than design. If the poet could never
actually and satisfactorily grasp the Idea, but only an in=-
timation, then that to him becomes only an idea perpétually
embryonic, in fact a not - quite idea, petrified in its
incompletenesé. It is only on the 'borderlaﬁda6f‘revé1ation'f9
and it remains there, to be gradually dssified by the industry
of.the poet; To articulate it in 1its incompletenéss as a mere
harbinger, a permanent presage; is to do somethihg very strange
and difficult with language. ‘It is to attempt to completely
express an incompleteness, and not‘neeessérily to incompletely
express a cbmpleteness° Consequently, we must Jjudge Rosenberg

on his capability to express.perfectly an incomplete Idea, We

2TWorks, P. 248,

28Harding D.W. 'Aspects of the poetry of Isaac Rosenberg',
Scrutiny III No. 4, (1935) P. 365,
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must judge him on his powers of expression, rather than

his powers of perception, frustrated as they were by an un-

finished picture. When this 1is seen in relation to the

additional difficulty of approaching Rosenberg, = and I

mean his own failure, -through oircumstance)to finish an

expression of an idea that was itself. necessarily incomplete,«

the reasons for the slow and often misconcéived critical

appraisal of the poet begin to make themselves very apparent.
His remarks on Emerson may serve to clarify. He saw

the poet only 'near the brink of some impalpable idea';, with

just 'a rumour of endlessness' or a 'faint savour of primordial

being'OBO Again, the common suggestion of the lmages 1s
elusiveness, the poet runs only in the wake of the Idea, he
does not achieve the necessary control to effect a finished
expression, At the most he is oqu allowed the most fleeting
moments of vision, and these are taunting, torturous moments
that appear.soleiy to be designed for frustration. The
momentary vision of the Idea itself appears quite intransigent,
staving away expression. It will slip and slide around the
poet,avoid both his glance, and his poetic lunge for capture

and crystallisatian. This is poetically expressed in Significance.

The Idea flirts, the poet craves, and instead of trapping the
idea, the poet finds a complete reversal. He himself is caught
within the power that the Idea exerts, wriggles behind the ret-

reaﬁing image, never beholding the whole vast shape:

3OWorks, P. 254,
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The cunning moment curves 1ts claws

Round the body of our curious wish,

But push a shoulder through its straitened liws~

Then you are hooked to wriggle like a fish.,J

This poem deflates any poetic vision of glory or wild

success, The poet must humiliate himself before the image,
before the glimpse. In Raphael, a dramatic monologue, the
'dazzling visions'J2 of the artist turn around and mock him.
They can afford to because they are in complete coantrol. The

Ideé will always defeat the purpose of the poet. Consequently

ww= Never have I rea%%ed
The nal;way of the purpose I have planned.

So the poet becomes victimised by a double - sided
pressure, itself a relative form of tyranny. He is tantalised
by the Idea which plays games, engineers machinations énd exerts
any expedient to avoid displaying itself in its organic
completeness. It persistently 'balks'd* the poet's urge to
perceive a whole shape, It lives on in the mind of the poet
as something. 'incomplete and imperfect, naimed',2> and conw
sequently its expressiogisgfng vague or indefinite, as the
poet struggles 1o make a complete shape of a mére intimationo

From the other side, the poet contends with the verbal

accommodation of the glimpse.  However much he may immerse

himself in the image, he must find words to express the

31Poems9 P, 116. 32Poems, P. 164,
33poems, P. 166, | 3%1Apt1, Poems, P. 213.
354 '

Works, P. 261,
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intimated Idea, the abortive grasp of the eternal and
ungraspable, the vague shadow of the 'limitless',36 which is
all that he sees, For Lascelles Abercrombie, reading
Rosenberg's poetry,

-= the concealed power in words cane
flashing out. 0 '

This declaration accommodates itself berfectly with the
concealed nature of the idea that the poet glimpses. If

he can find those words which conceal in themselves the Idea
they express: 1f he can choose words that within their

latent power intimate a vaster shape, the shape of the whole
fdea, then the mystery of the word itself permeates and
neutralises. the mystery of the Idea. The word Dbecomes the
means to see the whole Idea, %o grasp,control and articulate
it. Then the responsibilities of the poet to find the correct,
exact word with the right latenéy, to évoid any looseness or
gesture, become enormous. In the light of this, it is not
difficult to understand Rosenberg's obsessive attitude towards
clarity. It was a phobia necessary for the slightest success

with an aesthetic that was highly precarious:A'

3orks, P. 245,
37'Quoted in a letter'of‘Rcsenberg to Marsh: Works P. 302,
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If you do find time to read my poems, and I sent
them because I think them worth readin%g for
God's Sake! don't say they're obscure.
When Rosenberg was fifteen he gave a poem to a help=-
ful librarian of Whitechapel Public Library, as a gesture of

gratitude for various encouragements. The poem was called

an Ode to David'g Harp,2? and within this first item of

juvenilia, the poet'sees the protagonist, - in this case, an
eostaticlimage of himself, rising in bardic and prophetic fury
t0o re = animate his sleeping, lethargic and docile people.

Of course, this was also the controlling Idea behind the rebel=-
lious Moges, one of his last creations, and re-affirms that
similar themes and designs mreoccupled his poetic mind from

the initial to the'finél lines of his utterance, The‘stance
0of the ecstatic prophet, with his visionary '¢leams of the
soul'40 looking through the world to the core of truth, and
having no eyes for the superficies, is a common attitude
adopted by Rosenberg in his early and less mature poetry. Not
that it is Justifiable to emphasise the poet''s occasional more
dubious use of attitudinisation. He rarely indulges out of
swank or sulkiness. If he casts himself in a stance, he 1s
utterly consistent with 1t as an extension of his poetical
selfy; and utilises it as a means of exposition of his poetical
direction or inclination. He will even legitimately prelude

an attitudinised poem with a warning to the reader: so honeét

58Works, Po 298, 39poems, P. 205, -
40'When I went Forth', Poems, P, 23,



29

and earnest as to be unsubtle:

I said, I have been having some fits of despondency

%ately; thig ;s whit they generally end in?4iome
_ yronic sublimity of plaintive caterwauling:
And then he will sally forward into declamation and apostrophe
with the most arrant and obvious pose:

Godsy God! If thou art pity, look on me
. God! 4if thou art forgiveness, turn and see

The dark within, the anguish on my brow --
The poem of course, is very bad, filled as it is, with the
worst abuses of rhetoric andthe poseur, and demonstrating one
hypothetical direction of Rosenberg's latent decadence. -. But
the preface shows an acuté awareness of the problems of atititude
and tone, problems that were to take more intense significance
with the later war experience and humanitarian attraction
towards protest. The anti-war attitude may well have been a
terrible temptation for a poet so much~aware, and concerned
with a prophetic stance, and the experiences of 1916 may well
legitimately changé 'plaintive caterwauling'’®to.the sensitive.
voice of necessary human protest., But the OVGr-earnestﬁess
and consequent unsubtlety motivating the early verbal blasts
of the young poet, do tend to prohibit any domination of a
consclously ironic form of expression, uﬁdercutting the open
and excited nature of the prophetic attitude. Neither does

he, with significant later exceptions, manipulate his prophetic

stance to stand at odds and create a tension with the words

4ltppagment LVIIY, Poems, Po 232,
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that flow so enthusiastically. He is fiercely behind the
.prophetic earnestneéS’and inspiration of his words, unaware of
those literary devices that forge a disparity between a poet's
tone and his dloction. He 1s rarelykabove hls utterance
laughing or nalil-paring hé is more commonly bhehind it, des-
perately urging its validity, persuading of its truth and

not pointing to it ironically. For Rosenberg, the necessary
¢larity of his Idea could not risk the obscuring effects of
ambiguity and irony; _The messgge of the prophet, and his urge
to rebellion must not be misinterpreted. Consequently the
articulation of his poetic stand for rebellion seemed to

demand the ferociously direct: there was nelther roomAnor

time for the oblique. Plainly, at this stage, the control of
the prophetic tone, the discipline ¢of the sense of direct,
over~earnest and undiluted prophetic commission, was proving

to be the poet's primary formal problen;° The idea of the cycle,
and the movement toward the 'summer slope’, in fact the entire,
objective 'plan terrific’, was the essence of his prophecy,

the substance of his message, and it needed to be articulated
clearly, impersonally, freed from the various Jjuvenile ecstatic
exclitations, excrescences angd confusions.

Rosenberg's conception of the poet recalls, in at least

one of its ambiguities, that of Shelley. His identity is
divided when he speaks_from his poetic self; like the prophet

he calls and sings the story of Earth's.wrongsg4l

Z::l’The Poe"g",I Poamsg, P, 177,
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and in 'glimpses'

1

of inspiration sees the ultimate order,
and ‘the glory of the Heavens'. Then he becomes the re =
animéting force, preaching with rebellious energy,. a rebirth
for, '

A dead world, since oufselves are dead ~he
Ag prophet/leader/rebel, he poetically instals -and supervises
the 'Shedding' of the old world, to -herald the

Strange winds,new skies K and rivers which flow
Ilumined on the hill ==

He uses the idea of the bird of God; (like Shelley''s
rhetorical nightingale in the Defence,) singing to the soul
of the poet 'God'k fervent music' ¥3 e inevitability of this
inspiration behind the bird's plenitude of song, and its
endless pursuit, not unlike'that of the Houand of Heaven,
contrasts with the poet's own desperation in finding his own
Idea. ‘

Because the song flgﬂ in unasked --
I could not hide ==

The stance of the seer, with ears attuned to the inevitable
music of God,is“the reverse of that of the craving poet
lunging after an inevitably fading idea. When the seer adopts
the pose 0of the ecstatic prophet, girding himself into a self-

induced mood of poetic receptivity, he passes

42'Tne Poet' II, Poems, P. 155, ‘
43'God looked at me through Her Eyes', Poems, P. 190,
44%y Bird trilling it's Gay Heart Out', Poems, P. 129,
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Deep into the great heart of things

Tnat breathe the pure inefsaple mame,*5

. . . ?
and 1t becomes seeningly apparent that there is a sharp
distinction between the message of God, so radiantand available,
and the truths of the 'plan terrific', which remain so elusive.
From one stance the inspiration is inevitable, like the ceaseless
trilling of the bird it 'flows in unasked', and comes like
every ‘sunlight',44- From the other it seems almost impossible,
requiring a monumental force and exorcism. The prophet can
pass 'into the secret God, behind the mask of man';46 but the
poet cannot approach or violéte the sanctity and secrecy of
his vast Idea., When the relationship between the poet, the
God and»the Idea is examined, the apparent confusion, but final
reconciliation in ambiguity, becomes the only possible
resolution. When.a Godﬁs essentially hostile, the pdet may
find in the deity a dublous ssource of beauty. It seems he
must itrace am dternative God of perfection to settle and
comfort him: But, 'perfection must begin from worst',47 from
‘the apparent divine intransigence, and perfection actually

is that 'root'  for which the poet searches.

Apart from this beauty - in - ferocity, Rosenberg's

45'My Songs', Poems, P. 176. 44poems, P. 129,
46%The Poet' III, Poems, P. 140.
4T 0reation' Poems, P. 159.
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God is a deity with some other alarming ambiguities. Of
course, there is only one :Source of beauty and perfectlon,
and that is God:

Striving after the perfect - God, w28attain
nearer to perfection than before--,

and in a poem called Beauty (11),the poet identifies the

biblical symbol of God's presence - the burning bush, with
Beauty itself, and associlates 1t with the new Eden. It seems
that the pursuit of Beauty recoveré Eden, the 'summer‘slope',
and this becomes the direction of thf%poe‘ca Prye's comment
on Blake mskes itself very releﬁant here: |

The end of art is the recovery of Paradisea49
3o Beauty, God and#he Idea of perfection appear vitally
assoclated within the apparent mesh of images of the early
poetry. But if the recovery of Eden is to be effected through
the agency of Beauty, it 1s a beauty of a ferocious, ruthless
kind, and the poem carries through the idea of the flame to
indicate a dynamic purge of the 'clay walls'20 of the present
life. These are burnéd away, by Beauty, to discover a

pristine world:

Purged of the flames that loved the gand
Is the pure glow that has not sinned

Zir8Argument to 'Night and Day', Poems, P. 5.
49Frye, Northrop. Fearful Symmetry (Boston, 1965) P. 41.
501Beauty'II, Poems, P. 123,
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The poem anticipates On Receiving News of the War,written 1in

the same year, 1914, where the argument follows a similar
pattern with different symbols. Now the burning bush of
Beauty becomes the war, the 'crimson curse * that will
Corrode, consune, :
Gy back this wnivegee
pristine °

The burning beauty wiil_Consume the 'pale c0ld' 22 world of
snow, flxed in an icy mould of'the retrogressive and common-
place, The kiss of love in Beasuty 11 +that set the world
burning with Beauty, freed by the artist's genius and sanity,
becomes in the other poem a 'malign', insidious kiss that has
frozen the world in its mould.. Beauty becomes the instrument
of rebellion, to break the mould, and the war itself is the
beautiful, violent and feroclous agent of perfedtion, and
extension of God. As such it becomes a vade-mecumof beautiful
symbols. Sassoon speaks with a similar emblematical sense of
the violence of Beauty in another pre-combat poem."Addressing
his bayonet he says, .

Sweet sister, grant your soldier this:

That in good fury he may feel

The body where he sets his heel

Quail from your dowaward thrusting_kiss.53

The ‘kiss' itself will often be associated with death and

violence in the Trench Poems: 1t 1s the sign of a pact, a

5lpoems, P. 124,
52'Pprough these Pale Cold Days', Poems,P. 91,
5%8assoon, Siegfried. 'The Kiss', Collected Poems (London,l947)

L] l 6
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covenant with violence and beauty. In Rosenberg's poem,

The Dead Herogs, God's kiss is the kiss of death, the harbinger

of eternity, secured. throughthebeauty of violence. It needs
to be emphasised that all this does constlitute pre - war
utterance., Even .Rosenberg's artistic pragmatism was
destined to saften,in the face of the most 'terrific' stage
of his Idea, but it was alwa&s to dominate.

I have used these illustrations at this point %o
demonstrate one aspect of _Rosenberg’s God. When Beauty is
" the 'voice of deiy&the‘pitch is stern and ruthless, to
earthly eyes coﬁpletely immoral, but<to those eyes that know
the 'planAterrific' the violence is the necessary purge in
the cycle to recover and redeem the pristine bloom,; and the
new Eden. The artist who selects the war as a symbollc
substitute for the burning bush is one“who is  supremely,
and to igunorant eyes immorally,'impersonal in his utterance.
He is 1like the prophet who sees the juétice of God rolling down
like waters on his people, and that justiceaihe consequence of
God's great love for his people, He étandsAaside and aloof
with his prpphecy.. The ﬁoice of pity; at this stage, is com=-
pletely irrelevant and puny‘within the wider scope of the
providential 'plan terrific’,

But Rosenberg's God has other faces. He is whimsical
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and changeable:

«-w For an idle whimn, 55 *
God's dream, God's whim,

and violently moody:
And in God's glad mood he i§6glad, and in
God's petulance has pain =--

Gradually, in fact, God becomes allied with the tyrannical

elusiveness of the 'plan terrific'. The inexorable pursuit

by the deity in Thompsoh's Hound of Heaven reverses 1tself
to be the poet's chase fof'a glimpse of God, Jjust as he seeks
for a glimpse of the Idea. Like-the complete Idea, 1t eludes
him purposely and tormentingly:

My Mgker shunneth me.

Yea! he hath fled as far as the uttermost stgg,

Beyond the unperturbed fastnesses of night --
The point is universal enough. »There is nothing specifically
idiosyncratic about such a reléntless, single-minded pursuit. |
Ten years later it received perhaps 1its most critically ac-
claimed articulatién:

It eluded us then, bﬁt that's no matter -~ tomorrow

we will run faster, stregch out our arms farther --
And one fine morning -

So 1t 1s not surprising that thevpoet's;attitude to

such a tormenting and violent deity should often stiffen and

change. Even the poet can forget the reason behind the necessary

5§‘Fragment XLII', Poems, P. 227.

50%01er the Celestial Pathways', Poems, P. 178,

57T'Spiritual Isolation', Poems, P. 26, :

58Fitzgerald,P. Scott. The Great Gatsby (New York, 1925) P, 182,
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discomforts contained within the process and evolution of the
"plan terrific'. God, to the unknowing, the.unprophetic and
also to the man when‘he emerges from his poetic identity to
human normality, can take on the aspeot‘bf a 'bullying hulk",>?
a 'rotting miasma', completely decadent and tyrannicsal,
squashing rebellion and applauding obsequiousness. But these
of course, are the miscdnceptions of the commonplace mind,
the mind without poetic sanity or discovery. The poem God
presents a tyrant, a vision of a syphilitic, leprous, diabolical
potentate, a moﬁstrous apparition of the antithesis of providence.
And this is .the uninitiated's perception of.God, those who
only see the narrowvvisﬁon'of violence, and do not discern the
reason for it, and. the ultimate'evoiution to love and bliss,
After such a cycle:

God's mercy shines. ‘

And my full heart hath made record of this,

O0f grief that burst from ogf its dark confines

Into strange sunlit bliss.
Rosenberg is obviously trying his best not o sound like
Dr. Pangloss, and his dilemma will continue to exacerbate
alarmingly as fhe particular terror gradually becomes the
experience of war. But_the"pian terrific' is providentialg

God - iaspired; and of course, for the best. !

But while the vision is ignorant, false and human, in

59'God'9 Poems, P. 63, '
60134 Ballad of Whitechapel', Poems, P. 202,



38
fact, unprophetic, commonplace and necessarily imperfect, 1t
will turn to devices of 'God—guiling'96l to cheat God by
growing towards God through human Joy, which grows, rather
syllogistically, into divine 1OVeQ. Rosenberg gives the

ingenious argument of God Made Blind in a letter to Marshs:

Then we find another way of cheating God. Now
through the very Joy itself. For by this time we
have grown into love, which is the rays of that
Eternity of which God is the sun. We have become 6
God Himself. Can God hate and do wrong with himself?. 2
Rosenberg had been reading Donne avidly at this time (1915),
and the whimslcal similarity to poems like The Flea and their
baslic lack of seriousness are quite plain, But what is even
clearer is the mythological association that the narrator
has with Adanm, who tried to mislead God in the Garden of Eden,
of Cain who tried to cheat him after the crime. The poem 1is
a light banter; a featherweight‘and clever exercise in
ingenuity. The attitude of the narrator is plainly ironic,
quite at odds with the design of the 'plan terrific'. The

ingenious anthropomorphism has its precedent in Genesis, and

Rosenberg does something very similar in 'My Soul s Robbed !

Here the poet steals his soul from God, who is sleeping in a
drunken stupor, to give it to his sweetheart. The central lack

of seriousness undercutiing the usual earnestness is again evident,

61'God Made Blind', Poems, P. 41.
62 Works, P. 298-9, -
63 Poems, P. 134,



39

and the metaphysical'image, the central ingenuityﬁdoes run
through the poetry of Rosenberg, and:reaches a tightly

competent standard in Break of Day in the Trenches. The

tensiong between ingenulty and prophetioc seriousness, the
slick concéit and the burning synthesls of recurrent lmages
are the cause of more irony in Rosenberg's poetry than is
actually apparent.

In 1914 the poet was declalming:
I have lived in the underworld too long -- 964
and the next stage in the cycle was plainly close. Rebellion
itself, if it is necessarily violent, if»it involves an

‘ancient crimson curse' is easily caricatured. Thomas Mann's

Naphta, the earnest Jew of the rarefied atmosphere of

The Magic Mountain (1924), sees in the prospect of the
ritualistic, sacrificial 1914-18 blood-bath a precurser of
another 'pristine bloom', and- the attiéudé exists as a
fictional; hindsighted exaggeration of the sort held by

Rosenberg in On Receiving News of the War. But the terrific

plan of Rosenberg dictates thatphowever particularly evil or
immoral the rebellion may seem, umversally and ultimately 1t
becomes the dnstrument of a great beauty. In Rosenberg®s only,
rather desultory attemp® at fiction, a short story called

Rudolph, and onejthat appears heavily auﬁobiographical, a

H

)
O3 have lived in the Underworld too Long', Poems, P. 128,
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maturing woman snnouncess

We are born w%th wings, but we find our feet
the safest ==05

The -young artist characteristically rejects this. ZExperlence
has no ascendency over youthful vision. It is merely age:

) -- senile sneering, drug go truth.
The feigned rampart of bleak ignorance,6

and can discover nothing., In Blakian terms, the vislonary
can strip the gyves ofAcommonplace experience, for the
rebellion of truth:

Last night I stripped my soul of all glloy 6
Of earth that did ensphere and fetter it -=- 7

The present existence becomes subservient, subject to tyranny,
in 'a cage of "Egrth' where the prisoner only weeps§8 As in

On Recelving News of the War, snow and 'bleak wintriness'’

become the mould in The Exile, and the exile himself, heading
towards the sun, (' that eternity of which God is the Sun‘,)69
becomes the most audaoious rebel, Milton's personification

of release and regeneration in Areopagitica, shaking off the

emblems of dullness and incarceration, has a strong sense of
rebellious similarity with:

But when I started up at last,
I shook the fetters to the floor==/0O

ESyorks, P. 274. _

6610f Any 01d Man', Poems, P. 143,

67'Nigh% and Day', Poems, P. 10,

68t'mhe Cage', Poems, P. 184,

S99orks, P. 298-9, .
70'30 Innocent, you spread your Net', Poems, P. 181.
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and in Break In By Subtler Ways,he incites the revolt against

the commonplaceness: of ‘dulled c¢loseness'. Again the 'plan
terrific' is evoked, as the rebellious energy gains visions
of the 'perfect new chime', the %toll from the prophet's own
symbolical Jerusalem,

The ambiéuous visions of the city, the symbolical
city of the fallen, and the‘prophetic city of the regenerated,
constitute a recurrent bross—patterning in Rosenberg's imagery.
‘His actual environment, the pre - 1914 East End.of London, 1s

epitomised by H.M. Tomlinson in A1l Our Yesterdsys. See what

happens to the rebellioué in this dark world:
Those marshes, canal banks, and wharves were dlismal
with tales of what had happened to the disobedlient
children of near streets, and the characters who
haunted the forbidden land were darker by all
accounts than the treacherous mud.dfits channels.’?2
Rosenberg himself appears to move between at least three
visions of his city. He sees the dérk sea of the city, the

'tidal streets',”? in a way that recalls The Secret Agent, and

the city of 'lucre',74 the unreal, phantasmagoric city of Eliot,
the 'wide desolation' of faceless people

making up the pageant as they flow
In reeking passage to the house of death-=!2

71'Break In By Subtler Ways', Poems, P. 39, .

72Tomlinson H.M. All Our Yesterdays, (Toronto, 1930) P. 75
73'The Cloister', Poems, P, 43, :
7T4'Night and Day', Poems, P. 10,

75Ibid.,P. 7.
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In addition, he takes his own prophetic attitude, sees a

Sodon and Gomorrah of

Hell's harsh lurid %%le
== Por perilous loads of gin,’~

or the chaos, the 'Shrieking'vortex’77 of Pleet Street. Then

he can see a city transfigured before him by sunfire,. the
tumuls exacerbated by the light of noon, and made more intense
by its glares |
| But buildings glorified
Whose windows shine
And show the Heaven——78
Out of the many facesof this fallen city, the poet
distils a vision of his personal Zion. He refers to
"promised lands',’? he himself 'stands upon the shore of a
strange 1and'980.and in his prose he prdmises rewards when
.'the doors of the new religion have been opened to our knocking'.81
The pfomised city itself. stands as a %isionary embodiment of
the 'plan»terrific’e Even as an apprentice artist of sixteen,
Rogenberg had seen his citadel in terms of turrets, sun and
steeples, more like the conventional spires of EL Dorado, or

the pleasure dome, than the glum grandeur of the Jewish temple:

The gates of morning opened wide
On sunny dome and steeple

76'A Ballad of Whitechapel', Poems, P. 200,
T1'Pleet Street', Poems, P. 179. '

78'Night and Day', Poems, P, 1l.

T9'Wistfully in Pallid Splendour', Poems, P. 139.
8017y J.H. Amschewitz', Poems, P. 21:

BlWOI'kS, Pé 2860.



Noon ﬁleamed upon the mountalgwside
Throng d with a happy people.

Again the vision blazes directly through his poetical career:
the boy who dreams of the city of 'eternal summer' on the |
"mountain-side', is the same soldier who gropes in.his last
poem towards 'Lebanon's summer slopé' from out of the battle-

nist,

In A Ballad of Time, Life and Memory, Rosenberg sees
his cycle interms of a guotidian passage:
From dawn through day to dawn984
The poem continues to argue thét time controls the evolution

of life,which it leads through symbolical underworlds, and

Many waste plagﬁs
And dreams and shapes of death =~-

Then the summer slope is evoked, and through the agency of
memory, the 'Vvoice of summer is not dumb’. Rosenberg s first

pubiished poem, Night and Day (1912), preoccupies itself with

a similar passage througinight, day and finally a personified
twilight, who speaks to “the poet the truths that he craves to
hear,85 Throughout the poetry these images persistently re -
appear. Night means comfort to the poet, and not terror. It
is the ‘'shadow of the soul'86, and radistes warmth and maternal

comfort,87 as well as bestowing erotic caresses°88 Night

82t710n', Poems, P. 204

85'Throuvh These Pale, Cold Days', Poems, P. 91.
84Poems, P. 198-9. | : 851b1d., P. 19.
8O'A Ballad of Whitechapel', Poems, P, 202,

87 Fragment XXX', Poems, P. 222,

88'Nignt', Poems, P, 133,
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embraces me warm;

Round by nignt's arm.0o
There 1s the suggestion that night is a sensuous, often
rapfurous indulgence, a form of the mould that restrains the
energy and. rebelliousness of the poet. It is too comforting,
too warm. Day may be the time of the sun, the radiatioﬁ of
eternity, but this is violent beauty. To fhe man it is reckless,
formidable, shéer menace, a time of 'fiery trampliﬁg noofs'90
and apolalyptical intimations. It stands in the attitude of

war, and apparent ostentation:

Day's banners flamg on high
In gaudy disarray. 1

Between these two extremes is'Twilight° In Night and Day
twilight was the windowof God, the casement through which God
saw, and pronounéed his truﬁhs to the poet. In the very early
Zion , it "is through the eyes of twilight that the poet gains
his visilonjy; and the dawn, the breaking of night and day, the |
fleeting, ephemeral moment of visionary potency, 1is the period
to catch the Idea, to fix the transient and elusive image. The
time -of inspiration, ’consecration"oflthe moment, is

' -~ ‘the gate :
Of long-wished night, whilé day rides down the west .92

89'At Night', Poems, P. 141,
90'Night and Day', Poems, P. 9.
91'Pragment X1V', Poems, P. 216,
92'Love to Be', Poems, P, 173,
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The poet has three poems entitled Twilight,g3 and the
idea patterns itself throughout his utterance. He waits for
the dawn in the same way that he walts for his Idea, in hope
and trepidation, to grab the,truth as it passes from night
towards the formidable menace of déy, where the poet bows to
the awe, fears to follow. The truth there merges with eternity
_ and the sun, and the poet waits for the next dawn:

Ah! VWho of us shall wait foﬁ the dawn, while the
shadows of night disappearo9 '

Davn efféctively.is the me%aphor for the presgntg the mouent
when time is;neither past 6r future, but the opportunity for
fixing %he Idea. When the Idea is fixed in that ome ﬁoment,
and that is the poet's desperate wish, then the present itself
‘roars defiantly to fate and fime, in its 'freedom' from their
tyranny: |
| The loud roar =
of life_ar@gnd me is thy voice to fate
And timee- -

A1l these themes synthesize in Dawn Behind Night.96 The poet,

speaking inclusively andprophetically in the first person
plural, is subject to 'soul crushing scourges' associated with
wealth and capital. &e sees the world as a 'prison' enslaved

by these powers in the extremes of both day and night.

In the golden glare 8g the morning, in the solenn
serene.of the night. ‘

93P0ems, pp. 153, 162, 171.

94" rywilight' I, Poems, P, 171,
95'Mhe Present', Poems, P, 187.
96Poems, P, 203, '
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The release, the rebellion for freedom lies in the ship of

the dawn, with just the visionary 'glimpse of Heaven'90
behind i1t. The dawn becomes the vessel of freedom, the
fleeting period of passage to a far less menacing day, where
the 'sun’ of eternity shineé on” the summer slopes:

That will find us and free us, and9gake us
where its portals are opened wide.

The space that I have: devoted to Rosenberg's sarly
work does not constitute an effort to forge out a coherent
aesthetic from the multifarious fragments, Scraps and poeiry
of a greatef_designe Buf it is intended to show directions
and incipient themes that were to mature t0 & fragmentéry
fruitiono His first iyrics for examplé, published as Yfouth,
partook of a ‘scheme'97 eipléined in'a letter to Marsh. This
was a growth from the 'falth and fear' of a youth to the
‘oynic's lamp' of bitter experience, through to the "spiritualising’
behind the 'change and sunfire', This ends in love, when the
discoveries of the imagination explode all illusions. Such
a scheme may be-iather trite, popularly overworked or sus-
plciously oversimplified by a poet'é paraphrasé, but it assoc=
iates 1ltself with something archetypal. The movement towards
the sun and eternlty through a‘fheﬁatic utterance evinces an
apprentice poet who 1s grasping something organically vast,
and turning away from the separately - wrought sentiments of

his period's lyricism,

Tyorks, P. 292,
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What appeared to be fhe second part of the artistic

Process, Rosenberg plainly found as difficult.as the first
" capture of the Idea. ‘When the Idea was grasped, it was
grasped with the dross,_with unwanted excrescences that
violate the clarity and resonahoe of the pristihe Idea, It‘
came deformed and damaged:

You can only,_when the ideas come hot, seize them

with the skin in tatters raw, 8ge, in some parts

beautiful in others monstrous ==
And the early poems are often like this : - hybrid and
cluttered, the predominating Idea immersed amongst scattered
indulgences in what Xeats arbitrarily labelled 'windy rhetoric' .99
But 'all windy rhetoric'99 with no acknowledgement to the central
cyclical core beneath9 is completely unfounded. Similarly
Graham Hough’s dictum thét Rosenberg was 'killed before he had
énythingwto“say except about war‘,loo is quite ludicrous when
war happens to fit inside as an image ﬁarticipating in the very
iife of the truth of the 'plan terrific', the preconceived
design that accommodated war yet never‘lét war accommodate

it. Of course, the early verse points towards the Trench Poems,

just as the Trench Poems point toward the later-mythopoeic

forms. They grow organically, and to ignore the early work

98Works, P. 310,

99Quoted in Parsons I.M. flnuroduction , Men Who March Away.
(London, 1965). P, 26,
1001pia.,P. 22.
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1s to emasculate the poet's theme, to sever vital appendages,
and to approach the war utterance in a thematic vacuum. With
certaln established modes of expresslon behind them, the

Trench Poems begin to lose that mythical obscurity which the

sparing criticism devoted to Rosenberg has tended to attribute

to them,
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WAR: THE CRIMSON CURSE

Only putrefaction is free
And I, PFreedom, am not.
Isaac Rosenberg
To make oneself beloved one need only show pity.
1 show little pity,; or I hide 1t. == all was at
war with pity, friendship, memories =
Antoine de Saint-Exupery
(Trans. Stuart Gilbert)
i
A poet who could see the "true design® behind his
1
poetic commission "making music with the bones of death,’
will look further for his truth than to immerse himself in
a quest for either moral standards in a period of war, or
humaen - and necessarlly erroneous -~ reasoning with a diviae
Tdea. Both, to the impersonal vision of the artist, will be
blindness, mere sentimentality. .The'bones of death® will
become the instruments of the "iron' of war, and the nusic

the discordant frenzy that sounds through poems like Déad

Man's Dump, with all the cacophonous crashing of an escha-

tological universe. The poet's craving to manifest the
"plan terrific' will by-pass: the apparent relative truths of
human morality, to acHieve the absolute truth established
by design and form. This is the poet's Jerusalém, the real
world where 'sould knows soul to shine.’

It was Bosenberg's‘oontention'that *the artist can see

2
beauty everywhere --,' without making any concessions to

1
"Creation,' Poems. P. 159
“Works., P. 364
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morality. When other poets introduce reservations gquestion=-
ing the artistic or moral propriety of the potential symbol=-
ic media, ofvthe instruments of twentieth century warfare,—
and this is Jones:

Tt is not easy in considering a trench-mortar bar-

rage to give praise for the action proper to cheml-

cals « full though it may be of besuty. We feel a

rubicon has heen paszed between striking with a hand

weapon as men used to do, and loosing poison from

the sky as we do ourselves m—,3 -
Rosenber@ merely writes his poetry, without justification of
symbols or metaphor that to him, are utilised not despite
thelr vossible immoral natu'c*e§ but because ‘they participate
in his vast Idea and are formally relevant. When Herbert
Read said in retrospect that ‘war appesled to the imaging-
tion,'@'he was tacitly suggesting that war provided within
itself modes of expréssion that the pragmatism of the imper-
sonal artist may, or may not, seize to,articulaﬁe his control-
ling idea or plan. It ?resented itself as yet another means
of_relief, another reservoir of metaphor to ease the poet's
struggle for expression. The poet could grasp war as a huge
metaphor that was universal enough to aid the clarification
of his utterance. 'In the>face of the horror of twentieth
century warfare, the truth may be difficult enough for any
humane mind to accept, but the poetts impersonality, his pro-

vhetic distancing, makes it clear,

Read, for example, declares his business as a poet is

=

7

;Do Jones, 'Preface’ In Parenthesis. London, 1962), P, xiv
Read, Herhert, "The Impact of War' Annals of Innocsnce end

Fxperience. (London, 1946), P. 138
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not Lo condemn war:
I only wish to »resent the universnal asnects of =
narticvular event., Judgment may follow, but should
never precedes or become embroiled with the act of
voetry., It 1s for this reason that Milton's atti-
tude to his Satan has so often been misunderstond,-
And Rosenberg too, has been misunderstood in a wvery similar
way., J. H. Johnston for example, in his attempt to demon-

strate the 'evolution of the lyric-form' in his English Poetry

Fal

Ol

the Fiyrst World War, sees the genius of separated, lyric
utterances in Rosenberg®'s poetry, but misses the *plan ter-
rific,*® the ultimate indication of the poet's impersonality
and objectivity., For Johnston, Rosenberg is a poet of 'pity!
and vcompassiona"6 This is effectively a misleading slant
on a poet whose commission was fillled with the'appréhension
of symbolical truths from the'cruciblé, the burning images

of war, as a particularly exuberant aspect of the symbélical
world that the artist pérbeives around him. The Letters: are
so fretted with ROSenEerg°s conéern with art, or himself as
an artist, that the fact he is-a fighging man, & soldier who
—will only odcaSiOnally refer to the other men around him -
some, he tells, invfits of diarrhoea, -~ becomes almost dal-
liance in comparison with his concern for his art, or his ar-
tistic mentors, Bottomley or Abercrombie., His preoceupation

is with the world of art, not with the world of men, and as

the Trench Poems tell, the men in his poems are not simply

Pead, Herbert, "The End of a War® Poems 1914-1934., (London,
1035)9 P. 714' :
YJohnston, J. He, English Poetry of the First World War
(Princeton, 1964), P, 211
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nhuman projections of suffering soldiers; but impersonal com-
nonents of his Idea and his Jerusalem.
Prom a poet who perceives form in a time of the energies

of apparent chaos,- itself generated by such "inventlive en-
~inery'? that sunk the.L.usitania9 ~ it becomes clear that a
part of the 'everywhare! of access to bheauty is chaos and
war itself. This is not the beauty behind fragmented or ran-
dom lyrical moments: — Blunden's apprehension of a robin in
war,8 while outside of his wayward pastoral imagination ‘men
were killed from time to time,v9 or Aldihgton's momentary
slice of beauty in a world of 'carriont:

More beautiful than one cen tell,

More subtly coloured than a perfect Goya

And. more austere and lovely in repose

Than Angelo's hand could ever carve in stone,lo.

-but the form behind a whéle Idea that will accommodate certain
aspects of war within its expression, and pick what it choos-
es. The conditions, the war itself and its moﬁents, do not
compromise the Idea which will select}'even from the morally
unacceptable.

Another of Marsh'®s corpespondents, Francis Ledwidge,
wrote from the front that the war was "like the end of a beau-
tiful worlda’yl For Rosenberg, seeing the beauty and design

in iron, but also the beauty to come, it was like the beauti-

ful-end of a beautiful world, and the poet-prophet was stand-

7
*Tusitania,' Poems. P, 71

oBlunden, E., Undertones of War. (London, 1962), P, 97
7Ibid, P. 147
1054, Parsons, I. M., "Soliloquy 2,% Richard Aldington, Men
,4ho March Away. (London, 1965), P. 158
4“-‘-;;'-33?1:-351119 C.s A Biography of Edward Marsh. (New York, 1959),
P. 421 .
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ing back, with a huge, impersonal vision, to tell. C. K. Stéad's
acceptable dictum, that 'the solﬁier‘poets stood too close to
their subject,'lz'that ‘art' was not their 1ifé, unconscious~
1y noints to the antithetical and purely artistic preoccupa-
tions of Rogenberg, himself of course, ho member of the "solw-
dier' genre of poets. His soldiering was not hig life, but
the contortions of what to‘him was a lesser identity. His
letters show he was a poet, and his poems confirm he was a poet
in a highly poetical environment. As a Tighting man amongst
other fighting men with the: humanistic "inalienable sympathy
of man for man'l3 he hardly exlsts, until the moment of crisis

in Dead Msn®s Dumn.

One of the more common attitudes: of the author who writes
as s soldier, a man amongst men, evincing the standards of hu-
manity, is to rebuke his particﬁlar"deity for creating or tol-
erating such terrible events that fall within the passage of
war. The soldier willl be most concerned when he discovers
that his accepted providence 1s disinterested, impersonal, apa-
thetic or uncommitted to his responsibility:

-~ - it wasn't that I minded about those meh being

wiped out, but I wanted Deity - if it was Deity, -

to mind.Lt
He will also anticipate ceftain divine intervention,-manipu-
lation, or at least-active concern, - an expectation which,

when exploded, will be accepted, in its:dissibated‘state with

certain disillusionment. Prank Richards' soldier/seer/sage, -

12

14C. K. Stead, The New Poetic. (London, 1964), P. 40

1;Mdnning, Frederic, Her Privates: We. (London, 1964), P, 12
Child, Philip, God's . Sparrows. (London, 1937), P. 149
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the wisest soldier- comments on the Somme debacler
As the 01d Soldier had truly remarked some days
hefore, it was a glorious balls-up from start to
finish; and J. C. had not been very kind to our
Brigade ~-15 4

If this goes towards representing the soldier's case, it is

none of Rosenberg’s. In a poem called Marching: (A3 seen

from the left f‘ileu),16 he sees the soldiers, with théir "rud-.

dy necks / Sturdily pressed back.® They move like automatons,
uniform in khaki, theilr hands swinging up, suspended in nov-
ing symmetry, like so many ‘pendulums.' They cultivate per-
sonal glory, unaware of a greater control,; captivated by the
human ignorance of men thinking like heroes. But the vaster:
authority that moves  above and beyond them ls a -'subtler brain?
who will not fully reveal himself: He
beats iron

To shoe the hoofs of death 16

(Who paws dynamic alr-now.)
The stern, inflexible hard metal image associated with the sym-
bol of an equine death and apocalypse; 1s the power capable,

and inclined, to 'loose an iron cloud of war,'16

to submerge-
the knowledge of the Wérld in obscurity and 'darkness' as a
prelude to a greater_revelation. To the soldier, caught with-
in the horror of the cloud, and manifesting the sentiments of
humanity and truths antithetical to those of the poet who
knows and afticulate33 however fragmentarily the vaster design, .

such a poweris 'blind,' indiscriminate, insensitive and anar-

chic, He is a deity of misrule, impartial in his loosing of

15 .
Ric‘;’zards, Frank, 01d Soldiers Never-Die. (New York, 19656),
. 8L

18Poemso P. 66
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terror, and the soldier may say, as Hemingway's hero says:

-- it kills the very good and very gentle and the-
very brave impartially.

And this is very often the response of the 'soldiexr poet,’

the man of sentimeht,that associates litself repeatedly with
the poetry of war-as a lyrical form, full.of amazement, stupe-
faction or protest at the particular oceurrence that revolts
the humane,

Rosenberg, in Marggigg, remains impersonal, inhuman,
standing aside from the soldier's response, and commenting on
1t ironically. The power, the deity may be- 'blind’ L6 to the
soldier, but not to the poeﬁ who knows what comes before, and
what comes after, and how the war is the rubicon, the apoca-
lypse, Torged in iron through the 'inventive enginery'7 of
the providénce behind the ‘plan terrific.' And again in Lusi-
Egg;ng the ostensible fchaos,® that ironically has enough or-
der to *help;' 'give,' reason and create, 1s assoclated with
*dynamite and iron.' The partlcular moment of chaos becomes
a part of the universal design, and Pangloss again contemplates
the Portuguese Earthquake. But 1t 1s poetically apt that this
plan is one of 'iron,' that it does not bend to accommodate-
the particular instance or the human exception. When the ex-~
ception 1s the sinking of the Lusitanla, and the Idea remains
inflexivle, unconcerned, then it is morally completely un-
sound and misconcieved, but poetically, and ldeally, it retains

its detached and impersonal integrity.

17
Hemingway, Ernest, A Parewell to Arms. (Middlesex, 1961),

g 193.
Poems, P. 71.




56

Iron itself, and fire, are common enough images within
the corpus of literature that concerns itself with the Great
War, but for Rosenberg such images normally point to the pre-

sence of something greater than war. August 191419 is a poem

that unites the ingenious and central metaphor with the ‘eru-
cible? of burning thematic images, brought together and syn-
thesized through the ferocious energy of the poet's Idea. The
war is °fire,'19 consuning that inflammable portion of human-
ity, including the victuéls of life, and the reserves, the
‘ripe fields' 'granaries.' Of the elements of life, the *goldf
is gone, melted away in the temple.20 The sweetness, the
‘honey® is also gone, drained by the 'iron burning bee'21
that has ekXecuted such a formidable power. But the iron re-
mains the one; 1nflexible,'stefn element

. Left is the hard and cold, |
that now becomes the entlire constitution of life. After Aug-
ust 1914 and the 1ﬁmersion in war, the world is a world of
iron, and the sweetness and visible glory evaporate to leave
the Jjagged edges of iron, parallelling the exacerbation of the
"broken tooth'22 at the expense of all other beauties of the
mouth. In Rosenberg's war, the iron is all, controls all,

Iron are our lives

Molten right through our ybuth --22

The molten iron pouring into the overflowing mould, with no

regard to the control and lethargic order of the fallen world,

19

Poems, P. 70
§9°The Burning of the Temple,' Poems.
<lipead Man®s Dump,' Poems. P. 82
223 pyugust 1914,° Poems, P. 70

g
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is of course, the iron of the Idea that cuts forward imperson-
ally, inexorably, right through the world of men, morality and
the °ripe f1elds'22 of their own subjective standards. So

through August 1914, it becomes clear that the *iron cloud’

of Marching is, ironically, the 'iron love' of Dead Man's Dump,
with the same ' jagged fire'23 as 1ts executor. The poet, like
the prophet standing above, can see a love so absolute that

it will consume in order to re-generate, will beat out in or-
der to re-work. The impersonal vision 1lifts the obscure, sees
through the cloud and glimpses the love;;.the soldier still
flounders through'impressipns that are nebulous; sgeing only
the immediately andbparticularly apparent,

This distinction between poet.and soldier, vislonary and
men, is essentially the cause of the ambiguities that surround
Rosenberg’s idea of the soldier. It is also the cause of
much of the conscious iron&,_- and all this, coming from a
poet of whonm Hafding sald, he could"dg without 1rony;524
The mock=heroic 'titanid'25 aspedt of the twentieth=-century

gsoldier, and his organic relatiohship with past heroes *'hus=-

126

banding the ancient glory ’

contrasts 1h stature with the -

more realistic:

Grotesque and queerly huddled
Contortionists -=27

who Ile in such unmartlal attitudes aboard a troop ship. They

273 . ~

24ﬁDead Men's Dump,' Poems. P. 82 ,
Harding, D.W., YAspects of the Poetry of Isaac Rosenberg,’

Scrutiny V III No. 4. (March, 1935)

<5V8oldier, Lwentieth Century,' Poems. P. 87
§b°Marching,’ Poems. P. 66
7e7pe Troop Ship,' Poems. P. 70
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028 not with triumph or glory, but like Owen's soldiers,29

fsmile
with symbolic intensity intimating a stoical and sacrificial
suffering.

The soldier’s image is unsentimentally deflated and de-

bunked. in The Immortals, where with zealous energy the sol-
dier carries through his martvial commission:

I killed and killed with slaughter mad; 0
I killed till all.my strength was gone.>

He appears engaged in an epic contest with an immortal foe,
His hands are red with the "gore' of the enemy, a beast of
mythical powers of multiplication:

-~ for faster than I slew ,
They rose more cruel than before.

That this ostensible ﬁonumental force should in fact be a
‘dirty louse,’® ﬁuts the soldier-within a twentiéth century
perspective, away from illusions of personal élory, as well

as demonstrating that even the lice fall within the confines
of the 'plan terrific.® This itself forges an ironic truth
within the poem, as the soldier himseif sees the louse in
terms of a hostile and ggprovidéntiai Satanic agent., Similar-

ly it is the f*wizard vermin®' of the poem'Loﬁse Huntin@Bl that

cause the 'revel! and ritual of

Nudes - stark and glistening
Yelling in lurid glee.3l

Such ecstatic movement and rapture caused by lice, seen again

as devlish tormentors, may deflate the soldierly glories, but

23

2g'Home Thoughts From France,' Poems. P. 74 0
Blunden, E., (Ed.), *Smile, Smile, Smile} The Poems of Wilfred

Qwen. ‘London, 1963), P. 114

307The Immortals,' Poems, P. 78

319Louse Hunting,' Poems. P. 79
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it indicates a certain indefinite Joy; - a dance that follows
and celebrates a cathartic or tragic experience that ltself
suggests regeneration rather than an end. There is cause for
joy, ecstasy and not lamentation. This sense of Jjoy. in nggg
Hunting, and the wild, uptamed gestures, appear to be verbal
parallels to these in Rosenberg's graphic piece of 1912, Hark,

Hark, the Lark,32 where nude figures in ecstatic attitudes,

and ‘raging,' frenzied limbsyappear to be engaged in some

primitive rite. The lark itself of course, will cause fur-
ther joy,33 but the radlance of joy in despalr, celebration
in apparent tormentgshlnes frouw the obscure faces as it does

from the .gestures of Louse Hunting. These figures, with this

aspect, cease to have merely the nature of soldiers, They
even take off aﬁd discard their uniforms, losing thelr sol-
dierly identities in symbolic movements, and adopt a role, a
dence which celebrates some cause of joy.

The cause itself; - rebellion, becomes clearer from the

34
two closely related poems, Soldier: Twentieth Century and

Girl to Soldier on Leave.3> In the former the soldier speaks,

He refers to the 'pallid days® of tyfanny, a despotic control
that curtails freedom, exercieed by fcruel men' Who'heve

stolen the sun's power
With thelr feet on your shoulders worn.

In the second poem the girl speaks to her soldier lover. She

is fearful: the 'pallid days,.arid and wan'3> may have been

32

An Exhibil-~

p. P. 32

Silkin, J., and De Sausmarez, M. A Catalogue o
tion Held at Leeds Universitv- (Leeds, 15E9) o

"Returning, We Hear the Larks,® Eaéié. 'éf’éé
“Poems., P. 87

35Poems. P, 88
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tyrannical, sterile and miserable, but the ‘gyves® of such
an éxistence were secure and safe; and the man was controlled
by the woman, she may restrict his freedom. Even at the apex
of the tyranny - the Somme, and 60,000 dead in a day, = the
soldier’s ties to her, and the shackles of military authori-
ty were still "firm.' But in an adf of discovery, she relucw
tantly recognises a 'splended.rebel,° a transfiguration of
the soldier to.a formidable and dislodging force that works
to topple that 'cofd Prometheus® who

Wanes like a ghost before your power -=35
The previous oppressivehexistence which *tied the soul,*' and
the hostile, fallen.cities which "pressed upon' the soldier’s
growth, have been: destroyed By this rebellion as the last ‘
gyve °1oosens.5 The woman fears in the man such a wild and
perfecf freedon. SheAloées her conventlionally and unproduct-
ively structured securlty. When the man was a soldler, he was
subjected to both the oppressive ﬁilitary, and the oppressive
femininé power, two authorities. Now he is no longer a sol-
dier or a subjected lover, but a rebel, a free agent, and the
war has been his crisis and revelation, his moment of fiercest
oppression and his moment of release, S0 the overriding sense
is the one of joy that follows a catharsis.

Ford Médox Ford says something very similar in his Pa=

rade’s End. Tietjens, the protagonist, releases hinself from

another double-sided tyranny. He breaks from the dynamic pow-
er of his wife Sylvia, and finally ends any subjectlon to the

nilitary mind:
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Gone == Napoo finny! NO -- more -- parades.36
Of course, Tietjens himself, in the process of a new begin-
ning, finds another life, a freedom, where a men is allowed,
symbolically and archetypally to stand up on a hlll.37 This,
plainly, has its blblical and universal precedent:

And it shall come to pass in the last days, that

the mountain of the Lord's house shall be estab-

lished in the top of the mountains, and shall be

exalted above ghe hills; and all nations shall

flow unto 1t.3 ' o
-Rosenberg's soldiers who have had their visions of Zion, their
summer slope’ obscured by tyranny and noxious authority

" In endless hosts which'dérken 4
The bright-Heavened Lebanon, s

who have chaﬁged the paradaisal .. pools of their dreams, the
‘pools of‘sebrdn'40 for flooded shell-holes

They washed their grime in pools

Where laughing girls forgot

The wiles they used for Solomon,39
have, after the act of rebelllon,the nétion of release and
freédom coming through the'apocalypse‘of the war. This reve-
lation, coming through the vislonaryAeye of the poet/prophet
and his glimpses of the 'plan terrific'agives the soldﬂers an

enlightened new sight, a fresh objectivity. In the last

*Trench Poem,’ Through These Pale Cold Days, they in fact

see with living eyes 1o
How long they have been dead.

They have been released from a subjective, obscure immersion

36

Ford, F. M., No More Parades, (Toronto, 1965), P. 311
37pord, F. M., A Non Gould Stend Up, (Toronto, 1965), P. 73
2oIseiah. II, 2
“7%The Destruction of Jerusalem by the Babylonian Hordes,®
Poens, P. 90

OPoems., P. 91
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in the 'iron' cloud, and the future, the organic and cyclic
dlrection of the idea has been revealed to them. The three
thousand years“o of Jewlish history, an accommodating effort
of the poet to place his eternal idea in time, are working
towards regeneration. They, the men, the past soldiers have
transcended the world, the war and tyranny to be the compo-
nents of the new world, a new Jerusalem. In the terms of
Blake, the past soldiers are those who take up the string and
wind towards the Jerusalem. There is nothing specifically
Jewlsh here., Aunongst the debris of France the American sees
The arch in the cold glow of the light, yawning emp-
ty, profound, silent, like the gate to another city,
another world.41 '
The Canadian sees
on the horizon a dream city appearing with an un-
shellzd church spire and toy houses: the promlsed
land,¥2 '
and the Englishman applies the dream, provides for it politi-
cally, seeing his own Republic:
' I used to imagine an international party of excom=-
batante, united by their common suffering, who
would turn against the politicians and the profi-
teers in every country, and create a soclety based
on respect for the individual human being =--43
That such thoughts are wildly ideélistic, in practical
terms untrue, the historical repetitions of twenty years la-

ter were to prove. For Read, disappoihtingly ‘no such party

came into existence,'43 and for Sidney Keyes, who died in

L
Fauigner, W., "Ad Astra,' Those Thirteen. (London, 1958),
?e 1' )
ﬁQChild, P., God's Sparrows. (London, 1937), P. 309

“"“Read, H., ‘The Impact of War,' Annals of Innocence and Ex-
perience. (London, 1946), P. 146
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Tunisia, 1943, the development towards the promised city was

apparent, tempting, but misconcieved. It was falsely euphor-
ic, and its tTestament from the volices of Rosenberg's genera=

tion was made unreal by evenfsr

You'll find perhaps, the dream undef the Hill,
But never Canean, not any golden mountain,44

The 'plan terrific’ does not work to reduce this argument,
neither does it diminish in any way the standards and laws of
practicalityf It is not.cognizant of them, and it emerges ine-
dependently, poetlcally, creating its own standards of form.
Its shapes are not the shapes of moraliﬁy or history, but they
retain their own truth, and not despite events, but above e- .
venﬁs they prove their'own truth. |

| i1

Returning, We Hear the Larks is both a very vital part

of Rosenberg's'gplan terrific'vand a confirmation that his
utterance was universal enough to contain. and assimilate with-
in itself multifarious eléments of treditional expfession.
Rosenberg®s Larks,; as vislons and resonant agents of the Real
world of the poet°s Idea, emphasise their organic relationship

- with Keats' Nightingale or Shelley'’s Skylark, as well.as forn
another dimension of the vislionary bird of the trenches, which
for authors concerned with the Great War, held a varied, pro-
found and often oracular significance.

_For Tietjens in Ford's Parade®s End it is the supernatur-

al agent carolling the message of the new pristine world named

through °Bemerton.°45 For Tomlinson, and the pessimist sol-

4hGardner9 B.(Ed.), "Advice for a Journey,' by Sidney Keyes,
umhe Terrible Rain. (London, 1966), P. 30
3Ford, F.M., A Man Could Stand Up. (Toronto, 1965), P. 133
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dier of All Our Yesterdays, the nightingale's song represents

the foolish twittering of an ‘idiot .‘ra:l.rd“"’6 accepting insensi-
tively the lowest conditions of depravity and misery. For
Robert Graves the Lark takes'sides, ‘hanging® over his own
trench, swearing and screaming abuse at the Germans,47 and to
Read it is the Lark that is as "real'48 to him as his own fate
and environment are unreal:

-- a lark, a dot, a lark that was always singing.48
BEven to Frank Richards, the complete non-aesthete, the pro-
fessional éoldier

No shells coming over, no reports of riﬁles, and
the larks were up, singing beautifully,~9

and finally to Rosenberg himself; the lark is the messenger
of his oﬁn/real world, ﬁﬁe world of the ‘plan terrific.®
There are aspects of Rosenberg®s expression that plainly
owe a great deai to other poets. The poet‘s rapturous line:
Lo! Heights of night ringing with the sound of un-
seen larks 50, -
is very much like Francis Thompson's own

Hushed with the éooing of an unseen d.ove,51

in Menus Animem Pinxit. The metaphor of dangerous tides and

the elemental menace of the sea, 1s an image commonly grasped

in war,52 but it had been previously'and rather similarly

4? Tomlinson, H.M., All Our Yesterdays. (Toronto, 1930), P. 440
Letter in: Hassaﬁ, C., A Biography of Edward Marsh. (New York,
é959)9 P. 345
Read, H., *The Raid ¥ Annals of Innocence and Experience.
(Lonaon, 1946), P. 151
Richards., P. 112
SoPoevc P. 80
51Thompuong Francis, vManus Animam Pinxit, The Poems of Francis

u‘iOIﬁE;Suzn \.LJUILU.UI]., Ly)O} 9 P, /.L
52For Example David Jones is thinking of similar menaces with
his: o :
--the next wave came up slowly, as successive surfs
creep in to dissipate on flat shore. -Jones. P. 165
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utilised in Flint's Chrysanthemums,53 and metamorphosed to

joy, closely anticipating Rosenberg's surge of the larks. With
Rosenberg’'s own partiality to Flint's poetry in mind,54 and
the latter?s infectious sense of Joyousness:

my love who comes

will wave wide ripples of disquiet there

end a great tide of the eternal sea

will rise at her aggroach

and surge to song,
this becomes the poem that takes Rosenberg nearest to the Im-
aglist movement.

With this awareness of Rosenberg's tendency towards as-

similation,; the originality of his poem as a part of his con-

trolling Idea focusses itself. As in Louse Hunting the tired

soldler is attracted, aﬁd tempted by sleep. He ‘drags® his

limbs up a track that anticipates Dead Man®s Dump, and is a

part of the floﬁndering9 lnarticulate portion of humanity,
with all facilities dulled, that characterised Owen's soldiers
under .gas attack.55. The night itself, with Rosenberg norm-
ally a period of comfort and indulgence, to the soldier, para=-
doxically only shows menace and danger. To the soldier it is
sleep that is 'safe’ énd secure, a period of rest and insc-
tivity. But thén, instead of sleep, or the disturblng aspect
ofAthe lice, there is the disturbance in the rapture of the

birds, the source of the joy, strange® and sudden, which

53
Ed. Pratt, W., *Chrysanthemums,’ F. S. Flint. The Imagist
Poem. (New York, 1966), P. 46 :
S lovrks. P. 326 :
55Biunden, E., (Ed.). *Dulce et Decorum Est! The Poems of Wil-
fred Owen. . (London, 1963), P, 66
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in Louse Hunting had manifested itself in the dance. The

appiication of the image, the moment of vision, through a
double poetical hypothesis follows. Death may follow with

a Similarsuddenﬁessto the song, and to the "Hlind® men, in-
sensitive to the poet's Qéntrolling idea, the song itself will
be like a sop for fear and an illusion that even outside of
blindness would only reveal itself as the terrible and for-
midable ﬁenace of the éea. The image emphasiées two degrees
of the commonplace mind's ignofance of the divine Idea. The |

word *blind’® here assoclates itself with its previous inclu=-

sion in God Méde Blind or Marching, when it was used, ironi-
cally, to suggest a narrbw'attitude that sees no farther than
the particular discomfort. The second comparison evokes anoth-

er women, (compare Girl to Soldier on Leave), who unconscious=-

ly longs for secﬁrity, and gérries within herself the instru-
ments not of release, like the Daughtérs of War, but suspi-
cious, devlish. powers whose efflicacy gives her & certain po-
tential conﬁrol over the male. Her dreams. are as poetically
and as truthfully illegitimate as thoée,of-the blind man, be-
cause she wants only safety, control‘énd the”trapping of a
manly, rebellious freedom with her gyves, *kisses® and devices.
This, of course, points to the more ironical use of a simi-

lar idea in Daughters of War, and the function of the female

Lilith in the Unicorn fragments. She holds the serpent in
her.hair° With this she competes with the huge compulsive
powers of the Daugﬁters of War, to steal away the young war-
rior/rebels with theidecisive and menacing ‘kiss.' Beside

these perverslions, 1llusions and the misunderstandings. of
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blindness and the female self-will, all misinterpreting the
song of the Larks, the soldier, the would-be rebel, dynami-, °
cally %listens,' concentrates and absorbs the vision of the
Idesa, assoclating his own'joy with the rapture of the song
that destroys his urge ‘co.sleep9 overcones the soft, safe
indulgence of relaxation, and urges wakefuiness9 ﬁension and
rebellion, This is a vigilance that reflects the poet's own
attitude as he waits to grasp the elusive Idea. The Lark,
'°unseen° but heardg'?strangeé as an unworldiy essence, is an
eiuberant glimpse of the poet’é controlling Idea, struggling

to articulate itself.

After the louse and the bird comes the rat, and Breek of

Day‘ih thé'Trénches,56 Rdsenberg"s most well known, commonly

antholqgised, and possibly, second to Dead Man®s Dump, most

gfaphic piece. Frank Richards tells the story of a giant rat,
that appeared to a soldier who was éo‘tormented, by what
seemed to be an apparition that he propheslied that at his
moment of death the rat, like death's usher; would re-appear.
Sure enough, this was fulfilled, and even to the placid Ri-
chards this was 'a welrd experiehce.' To Rosenberg, the rat
gave a vislonary experience that was simllarly wierd, and the
rodent itself radliates a certain grotesquerlie whenever it is-
evoked in the literature of the Great War. In this poem the
rat is the'centralviﬁage, flexible and mobile, like Donne's
Flea moving in turn from one party to another, establishing

as the core of the poem a central, ingenious skeletal unity.

5%poems, P. 73
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The rat is 'smiling,? %droll® and ?sardonic,' and is attri-
buted flattering 'cosmopolitan sympathies® that hardly be-

come its more modest positlon in the s&éle of being. Such

a lack of seriousness again reflects Donne,57 one of Rosen-
berg’s great poets. The fat crosses the heavily ironic °*sleep-
ing green' that is, in fact, the "torn flelds,' mangled and
devoid of any such sergnity. The sense of disparity between
the vislon of the soldier‘and that of the poet again re-emerges,

(as in The Immortals), as the physical situation of the sol-

dier in his squalild trench9 trapped and overcome by the
spreading conditions of stagnation and attrition, 1s juxta-
posed against those youthful and dynamic movements of 'fine
linbs® and‘®athletes.®

Rosenberg’s poem begins in paradox. The darkness ‘crum-

bling éway°56 seems like a phrase from Bottomley's prophetic

End of thé World, 'the air was crﬁmbling.'58 The powerfully

disturbing qualities that Rosenberg saw59 in Bottomley's very

eschatological plece are here transferred to front line_ex-
'perience. That he should Ju%tapose this sense of the Earth's

dissipation with Druidism, according to Frye. the period when

57Ph111p Child was to .take the mock-levity even further. 1In
his Brother Newt to Brother Fly a conversation is fabricated
between & trench fly and a trench newt as a commentary on the
‘twisted ways of men.' Says the newt:
I see the curious way the creatures die ==

Thank God we have no souls to Justify,
Let®s dine on worms.
ghild, P., God's Sparrows. (London, 1937), P. 220
5 Bottomly, Gordon, ‘The End of the World,' Poems of Thirty
Years., (London, 1927), P. 8
2T e PN
JJHoriks. P. 370 -
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men was objectifying himself, becoming aware of the shapes of
his universegéo hints that the poem®s tensions will vary from
the semi-=serious to the deadly earnest. -So after the rat's

movements and the mock-herolces comes the thematic; metaphori-

cal intensity of poems such as August 1914, and Rosenberg’s

@crucible:f -~ the burnlng synthesls of images. The ingenu=
ity temporarily vanishes-and the indignation tightens: the
"bowels® ahticipate the female appetite of the Daughters of
"War as the 'torn.fields° antioipate'the_jagged edges of war
that refer back to_August 1914:

Bonds to the whims of'murder9

Sprawled in the bowels of the earth,

The torn fields of France.
Then comes the 'iron,® the inflexible element, the lack of
compromise with no ear to the soldier's indignation. This is
the stern and frenzied apocalyptical ‘hurling® of 'shrieking

iron end flame,' that points directly to Dead Man's Dump. As

the proud indignation behind the soldier's highly-pitched mo-
ral interrogation passes into more 1ngénuity, the poem appears
to relax, the ferrous elements softening to poppies°

At this point in the discussion, certaln questions arise.
Why has the poet used the *break of day® for the fixed moment
of his poem? This 1s the half-light, the twilight, the dusk
~of dawn, the only fleeting time that avails to catch the Idea,
when the poet must necessarily be at hils most vigllant. This
has become clear from the earlier poems, where the ephemeral

twilight became the one transient opportunity for crystallising

r4
®Oprye, N., Pearful Symmetry. (Boston, 1947), P. 129.
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the poet®s vislion. In Break of Day in the Trenches, the poet

utilises the morning stand-to, when the soldier watches, tense
and alert in the half-light, vigilant for the dawn attack, in
the same way that the poet waits for one glimpse of his Idea.
The onslaught and attack comes in the hour of half-light, the
weird and vpuzziihg light of dawn, with all its potential il-
lusions. David Jones explains:

Shortly before daybreak ali troops in the'line

stood in thelr appointed places, their rifles in

their hands -- with bayonets fixed, ready for any

dawn action on the part of the enemy. When it was

fully day and the dangerous half-light past, the -

order would come to "stand down and clean rifles.?

The same routine was observed at dusk. So that

hour occurring twice in the twenty-four, of ’stand-

to," was one of a peculiar significance, and there

was attaching to 1t a degree of solemnity --061
In the 1light of this; the poet and the soldier suddenly elide
into an idea of viglilance, But the conciuding apparent relax=-
ation from the mood of violentp tense and nervous expectation
indicates the end of the stand-to, and the perlod of dynamic
watchfulness questioning every horizon. The light brightens
and the "solemnity® decreases. The mock-complacency and talk
of 'safety? with the oncomlng day, however, become: heavily
ironic. Rosenberg’s ‘day’ as the corpus of his early work has
indicated, means menace, visible brightness, overwhelming vio-
lence, the antithesis of 'safety® and the peiriod:of rebellious

and huge energles. It corresponds to that *day' of Read's in

The End of a War:

Why must my day.

6 ]

‘Jones,  'General Notes® to In Parenthesis. P. 202
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Kill ny dreams? Days of hate.62

And he hears & bell, a mad tolling of Revelation:

But yes a bell 62
beats really on this alr, a mad bell.

The roots of the popples themselves grow fast in the ma=~
aure of human flesh that 1s strewn over the earth, but they
drop as fast as the men who fertilise themf Ironically enough,
as an earllier draft of the poem was to indicate, they are as
. Yrootless® as the soldiers: |
What rootless ?bépies dropping -»62A
The dust, be it from the ‘*crumbling® darkness, the °*torn’ earth
or the soldier®s own_‘body9 is particularly ominous for the sol-
dief who sees only the pafticular. For Bosenberg the moment
of dust had been the moment of truth and revelation:

-~ all things seen,
A hen men boneath the dust is lasd --63
That this poem partakes of, and 1s necessary to Rosenberg's
cyclical plan is clear. The day lies ahead, with its promise

| of rebellion and the continuation of the design. The poem
forms another episode. A separate, lyric statement it may
appear in an anthology, but its organic attachment to the "plan
terrific® gives it a greater and far more impersonalvmeaning.
It is not a poenm written'from within war, but from without,
detached and objective; If the reader is searching for, or

earnest to read a °war® poem with a ‘dawn® theme. that has

the more conventional sentiments of the &soldier® lyric:-

2

“Read, Herbert, ‘The End of a War,® Poems 1914-1934., {(London,
1935), P. 68 624

390%er the Celestial Pathways,® Poems. P, 178. Works. P.386



72

the attitude of protest, the elements of realism designed to

shockg'or the ironic nostalgia, Sassoon’s Breask of Day64 is

strongly recommended as a relevant comparison to the vaster

designs of Rosenberg.

For Rosenberg at least; Daughters of Wer was his ‘'best

66

poemo'é5 It was done, he wrote,’in the grand style,
‘most complete, most epico?67 It took him, he confesses ‘a

168 and it essentially indlicates a change in his

-year to write,
poetical emphasis towards mythopoeic form. In his letters he
tells how he desperately wants to give thé poem & uwnlversal

068 and is

significance. It involves All human relationship,
directed to the unfragm‘enﬁed9 the simply human. Now the fe-
male, for so long the intransigent force against rebellion,
the bulwark of tyrannical control, appears to ally herself and
her energy with rebellion. She becomes an agent of the Idea,
& component of the design, and a means of effecting its ful-
fillmwent., As the poem emphasises, she is a formidable ally.
The myth of the voracious female appetite, and women of
Amazonian stature, has its own personal idlosyncrasies and em-

bellishments through@ut Rosenberg’s utterance, It is there

in Returning, We Hear the Larks and Girl to Soldier on Leave,3

but it has a less sophisticated expression in some of the ear-

ly poems., It is clear that RHosenberg looked at women in his

6@Sa§soon, Siegried, Collected Poems, 1908~1956 (London, 1961),
P @ 2 )
65Works., P. 355

CHorks. P. 355

7'1‘"7 )
= WOYKE . Po 320

68Uorks° P. 319
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poetry with a certain suspicion:
' What virginal woven mystery

Guarding some pleadful, splritual sin,

So hard to traffic with or flee,

Lies in your chaste impurity?69
They have the power to obscure a man's vislon, destroy his ob-
Jectivity;: thelr flerce energy can free him to lose all con-
trol:

-- our lithe limbs

Frenzied exult till vision swins

In fierce, deliclous agonies.69
There is no doubt of thelr power to produce Jjoy, and the pro-
mise of re-generation, but they are too tempting, too succu-
lent, their power too inviting. The fate of the man confront-
ed with the woman appears to be his. inevitable and sensual

capitulation to self-indulgence:

While molten sweetest pains enmesh
The life sucked by entwining flesh.69 ‘

With such an aspect they Tempt the male To theilr own security,
away from rebellious action.

But Rosenberg®s early poem The Female God points to the

change and extension of the myth in Daughters of War. The wo=~

man becomes monumental, Amazonian, all powerful:

And your hair like massive forest trees
Shadows our pulses, overlined and dumb.

Thelr eyes show *infinities,' their hair *tumultuous locks.’
Beside them the man ls impotent, insignificant, 'a candle lost
in an electric glare.'70 in Rosenberg's painting of 1915, The

Pirst Meetlng of Adam snd Eve, the female is the larger fig-

6998&cred, Voluptuous Hollows Deep,’ Poems. P. 136
7% tpne Female God,' Poems., P. 130
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ure, vast and monumental, and the male appears lame in his
right foot. The woman’s energy can be totally destructive.
She ‘usurps! and °‘dethrones?! God, she is a King-breaker, now
a mighty rebel and the world is hers:

Yea! Every noment is delivered to you6
Our temple, our Eternal, our one God.’

She has within her'the ambiguities of regal majesty, dlvinity
and bestiality as

Queenﬁv'Goddessi Aninalt 70
and plainly.these qualities are there in the Daughters of War.

As eplc phenomena;, They are there in In Parenthesis, where

Jones refers to an °écorn sprite9"71 a femalé spirit that
"takes men to hersélf,’724and the soldiers themselves cry to
the Earth spirits, the 'maiden of the digged,places,'73 as
well as the Queen of the woods,7

Daughters of fohsv»x7 5Degins with the dance of the Amazons

with the spirit of man. The Dance has previbusly-indicated
physical rapture, joy and celebration, and here joy goes with
"freedom' and release. The man's spirit is naked;, as naked

a2s the dance of bare bodles in Louse Huntineg. When the body,

the ‘corpse’® is discarded like the uniforms, as a useless sack,
then the man removes the trappings of tyranny and subjection.
So his soul will dance in joy with the agents of release, the
Amazons. This is the time of perfect freedom, when 'soul:d

knows soul to shine.'76 The power and dompulsion behind the

‘7jIn Parenthesis., P. 178
727bid. P. 223

73Tbid. P. 176

7¥Tbid. P. 185

75Poems. P. 85 .
767Creation,’ Poems, P. 158
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female is enough to will and bear the soldler from the ’iron’®
wars, to an element that transcends them, softer, rarefied and
spiritually sensuous. There the Idea mollifles, loses the
stern and uncompromising texture of its passage through war,
and begins its movement towards thé 'summer slope.® The move-
ment of the ek:(:»l‘:r:‘*(}ding‘fauze:-sﬂ and their way through the iron
has been a burning.one, a purgation through the ‘flame of ter-
rene days’ to reach the sublimated state that emerges as the
poet’s Jerusalem. The feroclous energy of the female compul-
sion moves violently %hrough death and iron, to find the soft-
er element for the soidiersg'shortly to lose their military

identities. Death, as in Dead Man’s Dunp, is the moment of

breaking; - as the bones are crunched "so the soul can leap out.?75
Likewise, to the sensations of safety, sécurity and lefhargy,
and the inclination to | ,
-= take our wage of sleep and bread and warmth,
comes the fierce revitalisation of the Amazons® ‘everliving'’
power that breaks this complacency, céﬁsing new dynanism, drive
.ing the indﬁlgent behind ‘darkness® into'the flame of day.®
This is a love-=heat generated.with a force to subdue archangels,
and it has Jjoined itself to the providence.of the *plan ter-
rific.?
Thelr strength becomes a supporﬁ in a time of apparent
chaos. The providence behind the poet®s Idea makes the wo-
nen the rescuers, who plucked the soldiers to their own breasts
when’°the'earth-men°s earth fell away.'75 Here again, the
poet reminds, almost pauses, to emphaslse the impossible sub-

stance and inexpressible nature of his Idea. The thoughts of
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the one daughter are 'essenced to language,' accommodated in
words. by her9but concieved and grasped, she declares, as an
Idea far more elusive and inexpressiblé in its unsullied
reality. The woman speaks of males Yeaving a 'doomed earth,’
of an exodus, & release., Rosenberg, in a letter to Marsh
endorsed that the women take to them the ‘released gpirits

of the slain.earthumen.°77 Thelr previous "lips of ash,' their
human dust and cover for the soul, 1s associated with the 'dust
of old days,! or times in the past that cease to have impor-
tance as they anticiéatg the fulfillment of the pristine vi-
sion, = regenerafion "in other days and years.' The 'foices

sady,? pointing towards the soldier®s last weak scream in Dead

Manes'Dqu,78Have bgen metamorphosed into the joyous dance of
the souls. In this way, thé daughters themselves, despite the
unlikely Juxtaposition, are agents of the poet's providential
plan, following the rat, the louse and the bird. |

The cyclical désign of this poem 1s very apparent. Like

Owen's Sérange Meeting, Faulkner’s Crevasse, or The Waste Land,

the souls is_taken beneath the earth,'is relieved of crushing
tyrannies, purged of its corporeal excrescences and left free,
regenerated with a pristine, °shining? squl. In such a way
“the poem is eple, it involves one complete movement.within its
form, a'movement carried through economically, and uncompromis-
ingly - within the thematic design of the‘poet's controlling

Idea,

77
Woxr

78
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133

One day an engineer had remarked to Riviére9 as
they were bending over a wounded man, beside a
bridge that was being erected:
"Is the bridge worth & man's crushed face??
-- And yet, Riviere remarked on a subsequent oc-
casion, *even though human life may be the most
precious thing on Earth, we always behave as if
there were something of higher value than human
life.-~ = = But what thing??®

Antoine de Saint-Exupery

(Trans. Stuart Gilbert)

In Dead'Méﬁbs Dump, the ’prophetic gleams°79of Rosenberg
appear to fix themselves on an actual lncldent related in a
letter to Edward Marsh:g

I've written some lihes suggested by golng out wir-

ing, or rather carrying wire up the line gQu limbers

and running over dead bodies lying about.

This conception is related without pressure, a bland narration
of shocking facts that themselves provide a documentary spe-
cies of truth that would possibly work at odds with Rosenberg’s
own ldeas of poetic truth. Owen’s concern with the truth of
wér, - the truth hevsaﬁ expressed in the photographs he car=- -
ried around with him on hié leave, the shocking acts of warT,
the horror and death, necessarily involved himself, and his

poetry in a certain attitude of protest. This was cléarly

an anti-war posture. Dulce et Decorum Est;81 written for a

Miss. Jesse Pope of the Daily Mail, whose frequent chauvan-
istic contributions demonstrated no knowledge of the actual

facts about the war in France, was Owen essentially being

29°Daughters of War,® Poems. P. 85
Oyorks, P. 316

810wen, Wilfred, 'Dulce et Decorum Est --,' Poems. (Ed. Edmund
Blunden), London, 1963 P. 66 '
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“truthfu1°82 and coﬁing with the illusions. A part of his «
‘warning’ involved telling the facts, and investing the ter-
"rible truth about the war with his own imagination,; itself of-

ten petrifled in the attitude of protest.

" In his Trench Poems Rosenberg rarely formulates a stance

that ig not poetic. Moral reservations about trench experi-

ence are not the guiding design of his poetry. Dead Man's

Duunp however is en exception. There is a certain prolifera-
tion of horrorstthat‘have one dimension within the sphere of
protest, although the ppem'goes much further than the embel-
lishment of an attitude,4'°A'poet must put it on a bit thick°83
he once wrote, and at the back of his mind was a>scorn that
he planned to manifest after the war: |

If I get thiough this éffair without any broken

bqnes etc., I have a 1?t to say and one or two 83

shilling shockers that 11 make some people jump.
But poetry, plainly was not the province of 'shilling shock-
ers,® at least, not his poetry. For Rosenberg it was too pure
and idealistic a form for utillitarian purposes. War was an-
other item of experienée, an excellent fcrucible’ for the ap-
prehension arid formation of ideas, and not the opportunity of
converting art to propaganda. Even in his letters, he spares
the recipients those *blood curdling touches® that he might
have indulged himself in, had he wanted to tell the documented
truth rather than write poetry.

The most astonlshing feature of Dead Man's Dump is the

. Preface, P. 41
T iy D AEn
<\ iS5 e e JOV
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wild and remorseless energy that moves through the poem. Rosen-
berg wrote that a poem aims for "infinity,® brought about
"through movement, the rapild succession of images and thoughts,
as in nature itself,°84 and more than any other of the Trench

Poems, Dead Man'’s Dump evinces this. Art itself, was strong-

est when it was composed of strong and firm lines:

The lines must cut into my consciousness, the waves
of life must be disturbed, sharp and unhesitating --.85

This assertion of 1914 strongly anticipaﬁés bééd'Man°é Dump

and the mounting enefgy of the Tirst stanza. The lines avre
clear and sharp, the broken rails like thorns, the upright

stakes over which the_limbers somehow flounder; here are the

broken teeth (August 1914)86 and the sharp edges of war. Ro-
senberg’s own comments on Futurism appear to point towards.an
apprehension that is similarly 1:'1.01:,.c>'t,1s_9 yet riot expressed
poetically, ideally and not.with the compfomising dimension
of propaganda or protest:

Violence and perpetual struggle, = this is life.
Dynamic force, the constantaneous rush of elec-
tricity, the swift fierce power of steam, the end-
less contortions and deadly logic of machinery;
and this can only be expressed by lines that are
violent and struggle, that are mechanical and pure-
ly abstract. Thelrs is the ideal of strength and
sScorn.

As in the Trench Poems, the ‘iron' stage of the poet's 'plan

terrific’ is strong, and scornful of the particular discom-

fort, So for Dead Man®s Dump to succeed wholly, as a part

of the poet®s controlling Idea, iﬁ would be counstrained,

L ; )
?:};{orkso P. 243
85Tbid. P. 251
867August 1914, Poems. p. 70
87Works. P. 249
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without reservation, to follow the violent impersonality sug-
gested in this passage. Anything less would be a concession
to the particular instance, any subjective compassion a com-
promising, an attempt to bend the inflexible design.

However, the °brothers dear® introduces a note of com-
pession into the poem that remains deeply and permanently em=
bPedded within the monstrous energy of expression. Juxtaposed
with the imagery of a war of iron, - the rusty stakes like
bayonets and the jaggedfrails with the hard, heavy, formidable
and uncompfomiéing element of the metal of war, the plty ap-

pears pdwer18359 only aAges’curé° Of course, 'pity’ in Owen's

.sense, 1s too limited a word to use. Rosenberg’s ‘brothers

8

dear,? like Ford's ‘poor dearsg°88 goes beyond an expression
of mere pity to bedome the component:of a new republic, an

idea of Jerusalem. As such, they do not pity each other,

they should be joyful as in Louse Hunting. They are going
cnward, following the promise of the *plan terrific.® In the
light of thisgapocalybtical elements in the poem take on a
less obscure aspect; although in terms of the incident itself,
the results of the apparent chaos leave nothing more than a
protracted sensation of total suffering and destrudtion°

The second stanza follows a similar pattern to the first, =
the floundering energy, 1ncéssant cacophony and the ¢runch of
broken limbs. The ferocious movement of the wheels has simi-

lar symbolic overtones to 1ts use in Dos Passos® Three Soldiers.

Dos Passos® war too, is an iron war, thematiceally indicated

dFord, F. M. ‘'Antwerp,' Collected Poems. (New York, 1930),
P, 22 '
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in the chapter headings. The soldiers are pressed into the
‘mould’ of military insensitivity. When the metal ‘cools’ and
turns the product of the mould amok amongst the world of men,
sensitivity and rebellious individuality, as embodied in the
protagonist, are crushed, ®under the Wheels°°89 For Rosenberg,
the universe of war, iron and stern, had already shaken the
"rims? 99 of 1ts spfawling-wheéls in the face of the dying sol-

dier. Now, in Dead Man's Dump, the bodies feel no pain al-

though their veryléonstitution of humenity and flesh 15, em~
phasised as -

Man born of man aﬁd born 6f women . 2L
It is singularly ironic that the shélls are crying, demonstrat-
ing a dublous species of sensitivity, while what had been hu-
man remains blank, inexpressive. There are certain proximi-
ties here to Owen'’s preoccupation with-insensibility92 to con-
ditions that demand humen indignation. To Rosenberg it is
the dead who accept. The scarcely-living cah uﬁter their °weak
scream’ right up to the moment of deaéh, and this is not a
mere gesture, but a full indication of an exhéusted, depleted
and waning life. |

The third verse ilntroduces the inevitable growth and de-
cay, with the continuation of the cycle by the earth’s craving
to assimilate the dead. An earlier draft completed the stan-
za by four extra lines:

Now let the seasons know

gzDos Pessos, J. Three Soldiers. (New York, 1921), P. 5
Y9 The Dying Soldier,® Poems. P. 75

9lvpead Man's Dump,® Poems. P. 81
29Insensibility,’ Poems. P. 64



There are some less to feed of thenm

Nor Atituin her Traits and grein;o3 -
which suggest & completion of the cycle in seasonal terms, frul-
tion and harvest, But the inference here 1s plainly ironic.
The dead appear, at this stage, to be deprived completely of
the promise of the poet’s Idea, the latter half of the cycle.
The idea of a suspended® strength indicates the'poéition in
life when the promised c¢yclical development is incomplete,
when there ié no immediate vision of regeneration. In other
poems, theApoet can'Seg an end to the suspension, and a vision

of the escape from his limbo 1h

the pools of Hebron aggﬁn -
For Lebanon’s summer slope.

The separatioh of,fhe bedy and soulvinto the sack and es-’
sence is an image that Rosenberg was to re-work in his Egg§§°95
The sack, like a hempen, sack-cloth sandbag exposes the body
as a dull, lifeless bag. The souls themselves had gone down-
wards to the earth, away from theklight and the torture of God.

The Earth, like the Amazons of Daughters of War, walts with an

eager anticipation, greedy for the‘souls‘of ybung warriors,
The emphatic deﬁand: |

Who hurled them out? Who hurled?
goes beyond a mere rhetorical attitude, to the questioning of
the principles behind the workings of such a providence. Here
moxre than anywhere'else in Rosenberg's poetry the *plan terri-

fic' is challenged. Here is the evidence of the poetts tempta-

b d
9j§9rks. Editor's Note. P. 386
94V Through these Pale, Cold Days,? Poems. P. 91
95Poems. P. 47 '
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tion to compromise his own controlling Idea, when the compul-
sion towards morallity and compassion 1ls almost too strong.
The universal, far reaching providence of the Idea loses per-
spective against the force of the immediate and particular
horror. The impersonal artist seems almost overcome by his
moral ldentity as a man, as a_soldier,'and this rage and hu-
manistic indignation colours the next.stanza, with its in-
grained pity so deeply synthesised withih the poetry. The
abortive exiétence of the soldier here stands no chance in
the face of this 1ronvtruth9 showing no promise of mollifica-
tion. The nostrils and,mouth,'the life-giving organs,-are
"doomed® by the iﬁtractible providence with the aspect of iron.
Rosenberg took a &opy of Donne’s poetry with him to war, and
the stanza’s final concelt 1s a metaphysically-wrought syn=-
thesis of thematic images that re-occur through Rosenberg’s
utterance. The images are united through the bee, which like
the rat; goes from party to party, and alighté on the soldiers,
sucking the sweetness from young livess

The idea of burning, - the pyre of human. sacrifice with
the consequent shriek and babel, is carried through to the
8ixth verse, and the inexpressiveness of the watchers of the
ritual, their *usual thoughté untouchéd,° againgpoints to Owen's
awarenesses of 1nsensit1€itye‘ The mock heroics and ‘seening?
immortality reworks certain iméges of self-deception and the

real stature of the soldier in The Immortals and Louse Hunting}

Art had been 'blood and tears'96 for Rosenberg long before

96
Works. P. 335
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the outbreak of war, and Dead Man'®s Dump continues the poet's
preoccupation with images of blood, tﬁe ‘crimson curse.°97

The 'ichor® in the “glant®s’® veins is ironically deflated by
mortal fear, which becomes the cause of self-realisation and
knowledge of the truth of war in the factual, documentary sense
that war is horror, slaughter, = one of the truths that The

Red Badge of Courage or Le Feu will tell us. That it is mere-

ly a stage in a vast design, that it‘has no real truth separ-
ated from that design, and that its particular horror is sub-
ordinated to the providence of such a design, Rosenberg will
tell us.

The seventh verse suggests'fhat the higher, noble, and
more etherial elements, like alr and fire, have as much in-
transigence and more powér than those lower elements like iron,
which form the visible contours of the battleflield. When all
elements combine to surge agéinst the soldier, any sense of
time disappears, and the end becomes the ever-present. In
death they are out of time, within 1life time only means death,

But there is the conventional pity of war, the *dream’ of home

and the poet's compassion for -his soldiers. The ‘dear things,?®

recalling the *dear faces® of Home Thoughts from France,98 is
& gesture of pity that appears to partake of.'adhesiveness ’

in its Whitmanesque quality. To Rosenberg, Drum Taps was the
finest war poetry, and Whitman®s utterance itself, he declared,

was 'a roadway right through humanity.'99 Again the gesture

974 0n Receiving News of the War,' Poems. P. 124

3
90poems. P. 74

999Fragment on Emerson®, Works. P. 255
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itself, the commitment of love, pushes far into Rosenberg's
ungraSpéble sense of regeneration throﬁgh love, the love of
the providence behind the Idea, and those soldiers refined and
distilled as the components of that Idea. The poet himself
emphatically named ‘love® as fhis themeg“loo the cause and con-
stitution of his whole plan, guiding the soldiers to the sum=
mer slope.

The eigth stanza strikes a crisis like that of the ode
in 1anguage and gesture, dovetailed into a poetic ritual,
staged by a particuiar chaos, wrought by an apocalyptical en-
ergy and all "~suggested by 'vehement spontaneity and direct
vision.°101 The recurrent images show themselves: the 'bow-
els® of the earth9102 and an ‘iron’ love, = savage and momen-
tarily to the soldier,‘insensitive9 from a God/idea that so
loves his people that he will instigafe a 'terrific’ revela=
tion as a necessary harbinger to thelr freedom. In the sphere
of providence of this ominous darknes;9 the Earth is suspend-
ed, swinging in smoke and disorder. Here againgas in In War,
the alr itself 1is ‘untuned. 103 The kiss, ferocious and vio-
lent, is a part of the ritual, confirming to its potential com=-
ponents the plan’s covenant énd promise.of cydlical completion.

‘Blood curdling touches“104 dominate the ninth stanza,
as the verse moves away from apocal&ptical truths of some nysti-

cal revelation of almighty force, to the documentary horror

100&70@;3 . P. 265

%_8%1101‘1:5. . P. 249
”Compare. Break of Day in the Trenches and Daughters of War

104, In War,®' Poems. P. 70
Works. P. 350
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of a specific incident. The lmagery has moved from fire and

alr to earth,,aﬁd now settles on water, as a man’s soul: 'drowns’?
in conditions that deny even human love. The thematic paral-
lel with the cyclical Lycidas may not be colncidental here;

105 The dead man

Rosenberg had read, and approved of the poem.
is left, taut and stretched, unifying his death with>€he shrieks,
and high pitch of the poen, all pointing towards the discord

of broken men. He lies at the 'cross roads.? He is in the
W&y,'in the centre,; and nust form the basis for commitnment.

His body, lying theie, forces actlion, necessitates convictiong.
and prompts the choice between humanity &nd artistic imper-
sonality, here covered with the aspect of insensitivity. The
‘plan terrific’® is at its.crisis° At this point of the poem,

the result 1s in suspense, delicately balanced between the man's
convictions of a particular love that ignores the greater de-
sign, and the force of the plan itself, the poet's vision,

with its *theme’® of universal9 inmpartial love.

It is the etherial elements which metamorphose the face,
burn it black: -~ a fire which cquld cleanse only scorches and
leaves a humenity faceless, anticipating the further demage
done less subtly by the 1ronAwheels~and the baser elements.

Even the grass 1is more'healthy9 has more 1life.  Thils organic
vision of soldier'and grass, archetypcal enough, had its pre-

106

cedent with Whitman and Crane, but recurs: more than once

%gQWorkso P. 317
-- And there was a massacre of the young
blades of grass. They were being torn, burned
obliterated =-
W. Follett (Ed.) The Work of Stephen Crane (v. 2), (New York,
1962), P. 97 :
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in the Trench Poemsolo7 There 1s a cessation of nolse. The

silence seems almost as terrible with the calm after the cri-
sis. Again the poeﬁ seems to be following the ode form, with
the contemplation that follows the rapture of the song and the
promise of Joy. Ford Madox Fofd wrote of the ‘terror9108 of
the silence in the trenches, that followed the great roar of
the guns, Simlilarly the surge and shoék of the previous stan-
zas exaéerbate‘the sensation of poetical silence that follows,
Yet these are menacing quletnesses; silences that have "sunk?
almost to a vorticlist sillence that is again closély assoclated
with waterelo9 This water that follows the flre would suggest
an act of ablution, but at this moment ih the poem, the cycle
promises nothing fuftherg

The wheels are a relative tyranny, as well as & means of
rescue;, like the Daughters of War, for the slowly expliring sol-
dier. Again his hands are stretched, tautAand chaotic, yet
also in the gesture of ‘oenediétion9 on the crosg-roads, form-
ing a shape that can only be'highly religious., His soul-reaches
towards its centre, gropes towards the wheels which indicate
human, organic sounds. But the wheels appear as the agents

of an immoral, monumental insensitivity, the tyrannical ele-

lo?Compare The Burning of The Temple, where Solomon sees his
dreams, like soldiers
Are charred as the burnt grass...
Poems., P. 89 ‘
1OaFord9 F, M. A Man Could Stand Up. (Toronto, 1965), P, 146
10%9Wyndham Lewis® own impressions of Vorticism:
-= g wWhirlpool. At the heart of the whirlpool is-
a great sllent place where all the energy
is concentrated. And there, at the point
of concentration, 1s the vorticist. .
Quoted in Vioclet Hunt, I Have This To Say. (New York, 1926),
P, 211
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ments of a torturing God who wants no communication with blood,
pity or 1life, only thelr desﬁructionak The absolute horror of
the moment, the event, sees no furthef than itself. That all
this pain is the stage of a providential design loses all pos-
sibility in the face of such a moment. The tortuous questions
asked by the soldier are the highest intensification of root-
lessness in Rosenberg®s utterance, The soldier lies in complete
suspense, walting to be plucked away, ﬁhis time not by the
frenzied females, but by the lron wheels; the sternest possible
agent of a Providence that remainé invisible yet still inflexi~
| ble. As the pace of the poen quickens, going faster until the
last line, the wheels have no control.save their own massive
energy, 1ilke the voracious appetite of the daughters, eipres;
eing a complete and untainted freedqm, with no restriction.
In the crisis of the event this energy appears completely de-
structive, the antithesis to a creative providence, as the
word ‘break,’ like the waves, is repeaﬁed in three consecu-
tive lines, until the final ‘tide’ of destruction has deluged
the life. The "half-used life' cries out as 1t breaks with
the rest, in one last gesﬁure of protest end rebellious sensi-
tivity in a cracking, foundefing universe.'that has lost con-
trol of the energles of disintegration under the wheels and
the tide. The soldier is broken and drowned simultaneously,
and there 1s no sense of regeneration. The event itself does.
not promise, it ends. The wheels °bresalk,® the tide breaks,

end he himsel? breaks. The world of the poem is as 'strangely

decayed® as himselfl,; with

(=2 = FrmiiL T b - 2231 v 7 e

mentation of an

uncontrollable energy.
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The final stanza presents no sense of redemption or a com=
pletion of the cyeles The °summer'slope° is. forgotten in the |
pitiless ferocity of the moment.: There is an eagerness for &
complete death and release from the lron God, from the plan
itself, rather than a sense of confidence, promise, or even
faith in the poet's providential, controlling Idea which will
move on to its Jerusalem and full fruition. For the soldier,
the "they® of the poem are ominous forces. To him they are
not the cohorts of the beneficent design. There 1s a sense
of a revelation, an apocalypse, bﬁt instead of the four horse-
men, there are the hoofs of the mules. There is; however, a
more terrible extension, the extension of the machlne, the
futurist and twentlieth-century application of the myth: =
the wheelé of the rushing, crushing omnipresence of the in-=
domitable iron will and energy of God. |

Towards this, the upturned face; already charréd;ﬁstares.llo
The burnt face recalls the inarticulatg soldiers of The Troop
Ship, insensitlively trampling on each others’ faces.lll' The
sense of rapid movementvand cacophonous nolse is exacerbated
even more as the limber, with no foresight, no control, °crash-
es' round the bend. Against fhis riotous, thunderoﬁs crash 1s

the weak, expiring sound of the dylang soldier, to him the world

with the moment has

110Note Stephen Crane’s last stoxy The Upturned Face, in which
the sensitivity of some soldiers digging graves,; reacting to bury-
ing a dead soldler, petrified in the attitude of staring, for-
bids them to cover his face,
Stallman, R.W. (Ed.) The Red Badge of Courage and Other Stor-
ies. (New York, 1952), P. 1335

118 5ems. P. 70
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Gone as the mouth®s last sighs -112

The final problem 1s the graze. Why just a graze and not
the complete destruction? Why Jjust the mark, the sign and not
the crush like the *broken tooth'1l3 or the *broken men? 2+ |
Why not the entire facelessness of the man and the uncompro-
mising, impersonal loss of identity of the action, swallowed
up, purged by the gulding designs of the ‘plan terrific!?

Here is a humanity dea@9 but not facelesée The concession is
made to human pity and the man stands as a symbol, a sacrifice
to the horror of war, just as hisvlast sound is a 'scream?® of
protest. On the face of Rosenberg®s soldier, the graze, the
flesh broken with jJjagged edéesll5 fits the sense of dislocea-
tion behind the entire symbolical conception of the poem.

Dead Man®s Dump has constituted a contestﬂfar'greater

than mere tension, between moral honour in the most appalling
human conditions, and artistic integrity, 1mpersonality, and
the poet’s controlling truth that the_war was in fact a pro-
vidential_part of a vast deslign. The distance and physical,

continental detachment, of On Recelving News of the War, writ-

ten in South Africa, could afford to be more impersonal than
utterance from the "torn f‘ields’ll6 of actual conflict, and
2 poem based on such a visionary, phantasmogoric experience

as that which inspired Dead Man's Dump. For the precombat

112
'The Burning of the Temple,? Poems. P. 89

%-} ‘August, 1914,° Poems. P. 70
'From France,® Poems. P, 72
1157ne plerced,; broken skin, and the attitude of sacrifice may
well be Christ-like, with the concomitants of resurrection
and miraculous regeneration, but such a reading, I think would
‘indicate a dubious cyclical manipulation of a poem, that es-
sentially stops as the event stops,; finishes with the death.
116¢Break of Day in the Trenches,;' Poems. P. 73
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Rosenberg, accommodating the direction of the "plan terrific?

117

in On Recelving News of the War, the pain and horror of the

ferimson ourse“ll? was a stage to be passed over poetically to
reach the ‘pristine bloom® 117 to.f‘ollo'w° Such an end gave less
concentration, less magnltude to the Jjourney through blood and
death and the passage through war. But no hope, no shine of

regeneration radiates from Dead Man'®s Dump. It is Just war,

only war. For the soléier it is iancessant, universal war, a
world of contorted dead piled high. For him there is no Pro=-
mise, only death. In such events the poetic identlity, the im-
personality is almost impossible to completely assume, and

Dead Man's Dump becomes a monstrous test-plece for objective

expression. Rosenberg almost succeeds, but the temptation
towards the safety, security and normality of human compassion
isy, at the very crisis, too much, and the poem adds more dls-

gulse to an idea that 1s already desperately elusive.

11
' 7Poemsa P, 124
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4

THE GRASY? 0F MYTH
Rosenberg I only repeat what you were saying -
the shell and the hawk every hour are slaying

men and Jjerboas, slaying the mind.
Keith Douglas. (Bgyot, 1943).

The vasitness of the 'plan terrific’

reached a long

way back, as well as the long way forward to the summer slope.
As such, carrying on g deliberate continuilty with the past,
and expressing a cyclical vision common to much of the most
esteened universal utterance, its accommodation in tefﬁs of
mythology and archetypal controlling metaphors, was ultimstely -
necessary and inevitable. A 'war' poet is more likely than
Rosenberg, for example, to be one who thinks only on the
moment, the horror, and his necessary attitude to it as a
Tfighting man who retains the essentials of sensitivity. in a
time of Zross insensiti{rityo A sensecof discontinulty with
the vast, as well as disinterest in the future and possible
amelioration is likely to arise, as the moment, the event, and
the sentiments emanating from it - compassion, horror, indig-
nafiony exhilaration, = become all., This may well account for
the lyrical fastness amongst the utterance of 'war' poets, as
past, future and vaster designs. are lost in the separated
sensations of the lyricist, intensified and petrified in the
moment of wer, and exaggersted, made to lose all thematic
proportion by the emphasis on z passage of horror. This was

the poet's dilemma in Dead Man's Dump, and almost as an
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answer, he had turned to the myth in Daughters of War, to
deliberate formal continuity with %he past, and an acceptance
of a more widely and intuitively understood framework of
symbols and forms,

With his contribution to Georgian Poetry 1916=17,

(soelue's Song from his Moses,) Rosenberg became a Georglan.

Without peddling any categorical or formal considerations
about the Georglans, 1t suffices to say that they constituted
a soclal group under one iitle rather than a éategory; of
various, dilverse and highly individual talents, who followed

a mutual commission to pfoduce some of what Monro declared was
"the real poetry of modern England‘lin tpe face of the public
monopoly of- the Newbolt/Noyés, post~victorian axis. Rosenberg
%as another of the distinctive talents, with Marsh, the

shepherd of the Georglans,as his patron, and Abercrombie and

2
Bottomley, two of. the senior members, as his mentors., Of

course, 'distinctive', when applied to .Rosenberg amongst the

Georgians, 1is a leading word. In such a group themselves
with such a further strata of acquaintance, the name of
Rosenberg seems a weird and discordant sort of protuberance:

Marsh took Jim Barnes to dine with Mr. Asquith in
Downing st., and after dianer they had the

Prime Minister and J.M. Barrie to themselves when
the ladies retired from the table. ILater on in the
month there was a breakfast visit by Robert Bridges

1 .
Quoted in The New Poetic, P. 59.
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at Gray's Inn, charades with Rudyard Kipling at
Lady Desborough's party at Taplow, a -Yiddish
play at Whitechapel in company with Gertler and
Rosenberg, and a mission to Portsmouth with

Mr, Churchill. On the tenth Hugh Walpole
entertained him (Marsh) to tea gith Henry James,
Max Beerbohm, and H.G. Wells =~-

Arthur Waugh's comment on the Georgians, that it
was enough for them to accept 'individual whims and wayward
fancies in the place of firm philosophical ideals’,3 is a
dangerous formal generalisation. At least Bottomley and
Abercrombie, winding into the verse drama, setting a standard

for Moses and The Unicorn, spoke in far higher forms than

'individual whims'., But such a judgement is at least
indicative of certain massed promptings towards lyricism in
Georgian Poetry, and the contentment with the articulation of
sentiments within a brief, separate form. The 'firm ideal’
that Rosenberg evolved was plainly unsympathetic to the mere
lyrical response, but Monro considered it to be 'a lowering
of standards' to include hié poetry, despite Rosénberg's
xpower on the suri‘ace’e4 Even Bottbmley judged the poetry of
ﬁis eplstolatory pupil as an inconsistent 'gasp of beauty',5

and then a sink to exhaustion., He was firm that it lacked

both architectonics and intelligibility.

Hassall, C. A Biography of Edward Marsh,(New York, 1959) P.252-3.
Quoted in The New Poetic, P. 81.

Hassall, P. 420.

Ivid.,P. 402,

LS G I W)



But these aétually were critical comments on
Rosenberg's Moses, and plainly, they arise from thought
that has failed to give credit to the evolution of the poet's
design, and :efused to align itself to the growtih of his Idea,
being content with what appears as a lyrical fragment, Koelue's
Song, outside of the vaster design of the verse drama. To
Bottomley, all the rest of Moses was a 'farrago'”? Rosenberg
himself, in a 1etter to R.C. Trevellyan, tells of his purposes,
and ﬁhey are vitally and organically connected to his 'plan
terrific':
| Moses symbolises the fierce desire for virility,
and original gctign in contrast to glavéry of the
most abject kind.
And the play is about rebellion,.iosenberg's most concentrated
and intense comment on freedom. Moses himself is a rebel in
every way. The Biblical stereotype of-obedience to God is
wrought by Rosenberg to the violent egoist/hero;

An! I will ride %he dizzy beast of the world
My road - my way. : ‘

He approaches the pattern of the soldier/braggart:
Hahi I'm all a bristle. ILord! his eyes would go

wide 8.
If he knew the road my rampant dreams would race.

r ’ P
OWorks, P, 350, : mPoems, P, 53,
BEOemS, P. 49,
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The Biblical figure whose own brother became his priestly .
appendage, now has the aspect of the prophet and visionary,
to discard ‘his'own dull outer eyes' for "the living eyes
underneath'.” ée has visions of springing leopards, a
tornado, téaring up the roots of slavery,lo beconing in himself
the 'hammer',the lone rebellioué 'genius'’ in a world of
commonplace minds, to break the vulgar structure;

And your admirable byramids

And your interminab%g procession

0f crowded Xings =™+,
Like the Female God,‘he'grows toward the stature of a king -
breaker. He becomes Herculean hero/rebel/prophet, breaking
the 'meshes'12 or tyranny. His mégnanimity ils questionable
as hé veersrtowards caricature in his excesses. Rosenberg had
plans %o use the Judas Maccabeus myth to find a 3moré
magnanimous'l5 hero, and certainly Moses rebellious momomania
occasionally finds the protagonist appéaring rather ridiculous:

I am rough now, ahd‘new, and will have no tailor -=-=+2

But single - minded i'ebellions with its sudden violent

"power "preak', like the wheels of Dead Man's Dugp’through

the comfortable illusions of safety, was vitally necessary for

" Rosenberg, The sleep was overlong and too indulgent, too

9Poems, P2.49. . -~ O1p14., 2. s8.
HMipia., P, 48, 121pid., P, 55.
15Ipid., P, 48. 141p44,, P. 50.

15Works, P. 374,
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comfortable, the 'torpor'16 éf the souls in Egypt coerced
and tyrannical., All this is very similar to the Blakian
attitude to the Newtonian universe: order had come as a
dubious harmony, curtailing freedonm and virility, dislodging,
taning spohtaneity, and creating the man-~trained mind and the

pettinesses of authority. The ‘mould® of On Receiving News

N . 1
of the VWar, is now a groove':

Who has made of the forest a park?

Who has changed the wolf to a dog?

And put the horse in harnesi?

And man's mind in a groove? 7.
But Moses was written at war, under the firm stranglehold of
military suthority, and the mythopoeic expression of rebellion
represents a direction that follows a more strongly impersonal
and detached commitment to the next stage of the 'plan terrific'.
The period of dlavery in Egypt. itself is the passage of war,
the crisis of ityranny. The sléves, like the soldiers, have
'skin sacks for souls',1® they are humoured by rats;l8 they

are subjected to the experience of more'broken teeth',18 and

like the discordant stakes of Dead Man's Dump, 'their bones

stick out to fin?&he air'., The iron instruments of oppression9
previously the guns and rails of war to harass the soldiers,
are now the iron pincers used by the taskmasters to break the

teeth of their slaves, and the 'iron hurtling crane, oiled with

16Poems, P, 52, ' 17Poems, P, 51,
18Poems, o 47, 19poems, P. 48.
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our blood'19 destroys their own selves as it builds up the
pyramid, the embodiment of their subjection. Again, as in

Break of Dav in the Trenches, the blood mixes with dust;

the old Hebrew, like the soldler has
A1l his dried-up blood crumbled to dust=-,20

As in Dead Man's Dump they suffer the ultimate agonies:

All agonies created from the first day
Have_wandered hungry, searching the world for us,

21

and like Rosenberg's floundering soldiers, his subjected Jews
tTqsp 1 2 . e dal 22 he O H .

are life's inarticulate mass’'. The Old Hebrew, immune,

work hardened to suffering, is insensible, like Owen's

- soldiers, choosing slavery and turning away from rebellion:

By choice they made themselves immu
To pity and whatever moans in man--

The Jews only see the particular evil, the hostile God.
T™e 'plan terrific' is closed to their eyes, as 1t was to the
soldiers', through the agonies of the present:

God's unthinkable imagination ol
Invents new tortures for nature =-=°

The woman figure again is the lure towards safety, security,
the prophylactic to rebellion. The '5oft hair'2? falling

tnrough Moses' fingers 1s the same temptation that faced +the

soldier in Girl to Soldier on Leave aﬁd'Returning, We hear

the Larks.

1920ems, P. Sk 201pida.,P. 58,
2l1pid., P. B4, : 221pid,,P. 53

25'Insensibility', Owen, P, 65.
24Poems, P, 57.
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What Rosenberg has done 1is to find another metaphor
for subjection and rebellion. The war was one, and now the
application of the Moses myth 1s another, a 'parallel'925 It
partakes of the thematic expression that has gone right
through Rosenbefg's articulation of the 'plan terrific' and
recelved inevitable exacerbatioh and intensification, weaving
its symbolical expression through the experience of war. The
blood, the ‘crimson curse' is spilt, not by the German guns,
but the Egyptian pincers° ‘Here the compassion of a man in
the trenches 1s objectified into the indignation of a Jewish
slave:

For sh%gel Our brothers' twisted blood-smeared
SUNS == _

Again these 'brothers', [compare 'brothers dear's? in

Dead Man's Dump) are the potential components of the Idea of

the new land, the dity after the rebellion, the rnew Jerusalem
that the action of Moses will eventually establish. In their
false and adopted land of slavery, there is,like the 'tornm
fields'2% of trenchified France, only desolation, a landscape
of sterility, a 'dead universe',27 a»'white waste world.28

It is the debris world of The Waste Land walting for the

waters of re-generation, with

Only the mixin% mist and sky
And the flat earth,2?

2 Works,P. 373. S 20p,ems, P, 53.
27Poems, P. 81 ' : 28Poems, P, 73

29Poenms, P, 50,
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and it is also the terrain of the Western Front, walting for
the sign of the iron providence, or the daughters themselves,.
Now the providence materialises in the man, the virile superman
hero, Moses himself; 'I'm Qgg',3o he declares, and he has the
"iyon sinews'JL of providence. His thoughts, standing like
'mountains',’2 are fixed on that same summer slope and dreams
of Zion, 'limned turrets' and 'chinks of light‘933 The hero,
élready rebel, genius, prophet and giant, now becomes the
artist, not only the monumental workman delving his'quarry,34
but also the 'shaper‘,34 his fod 'sératching new schemes 1in
the sand'.’> He is engineer, architect, bringing fertility

to the wasteland, transparently the Cellini figure, man of»
every action and .thought. It is his own art, the energy of
his comnstruction, a rebellious freedom that defies all gyves
and fetters, that will shape fhe 'newer nature',

o0 grandly fashion these ggde elements
Into gome newer nature--. '

With this release for the components of the idea, the new
generation is established, where''so@l knows soul to shine'.o'
The world of time and the body disappears, and the soul's new

nature sings in joy, in rapture:

BOPoem%, P, 59. : 31Poems, P, 58,
32Poems, P, 50 ' 33Poems, P, 55,
34Poemsg P, 61, 35Poems, P, 55,
36Poems, P, 62. T greation', Poems, P. 159.
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Soul sack fall away ~

Angd show me what you holde 8

Sing: Let me hear you sing. 5
The man who dismissed Rosenberg as a mere windy rhetorician,
was in ten years time to articulate something very similar:
not in Jerusalem, but in Byzantium, as the worn being forgot
its corporeal constitution and revelled in 1ts soul:

An gged man is but a paltry thing,

A tattered coat upon a stick, unless 9
Soul olab its hands and sing, and louder sing—-3

"
Before his last- gesture, the final dispatch of the
taskmaster, in Ltself only a ‘small misdemeanour, & touch of
rebelliousness', a symbol of what is to come, Moses, the
prophet nowyilsees the providence behind 'the plan terrific'.
He sees how the 'barbaric love' of the particular instance,
the period of "horror, the stage of slavery, will soften, and

"sweeten to tenderness‘4o

on the summer slope. This may be
a reassurance that the ferocity of the love amply demands,
particularly when it manifests itself in the extremities of

Deam Man's Dump, when tenderness, or any idea outside of

time, is destroyed by the ultimate agony of the moment in time.
There, in the_apocalypse there is only one real world for the
soldier and poet, and that 1s France, the pile of bodles and
the shattered track. For Moses there is the promise of
'tenderness', a real promise of a real existence.

Previously he had declared:

38P0emg, ¥, 50°

39Yeets, W.B. 'Sailing %o Byzantium', Collected FPoems (London,
1965) P, 217.

.4OPoems, P. 61
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Only putrefaction 1is frgi
And I, Freedom, am nodb.

Nothing in Rosenberg's poetry more succinctly manifests his

dilemma. The artist must follow and trap his‘idea, his

ultimagte Freedom, the real Freedom at the expense of putrefaction,

moral corruption and a lesser, relative freedom on Earth,
'Rosenberg's utterance can never be that of a moralist if

he choses real Freedom, and he can never be a true artist if

he is content with merely being free, in 1ts relative, letharglc,

hunan dimension.  Such a.relative freedom is authoritarian,
makes rules and wars and gives orders, creates armies and
makes slaves to build pyramids, listens to woman, and sleeps
the comfortable sleep o?'indulgence at night. As such, it is
the freedom of arbitfary standards of control, and now the
Freedom of the artist moves above it, like Moses, in order

to destroy 1it.

Rosenberg's Unicorn frégmentss as the poet confessed,
were 'just a'basis‘°42 They'are dissatisfying drafts, struggles
of a poét to crystallize something inchoate and incomplete in

Iis mind, Even The Amulet, which through fear of loss he sent

home for typing, was only the "merest sketch, and the best'iwas
’yet to come’,43 Unfortunately, it never came, and Rosenberg's

earnestness to change The Amulet to 'something most clear,

41Poems, P, 51-2, . 42Works, P( 378,
“31pig., P, 317. #1pi4,, P, 319
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most extraordinary’,44 only materialised in the unfinished

shape of The Unicorn. The various correspondence that covers

Rosenberg's_desperation to clearly express what was to be his
last, culminating word on the war, once more demonstrates an
artist groping for the evasive i1dea, struggling for articulation
and, in impossible physical conditions, standing - to for
inspiration. In a letter to Marsh he wrote:
I am stuck in the most difficult part; I have to
feel a set of unusual emotions which i simply
can't feel yet ~- In my next letz r I will try
and seno an ides of the unicorn—~
Hhen the pressure seems too overwhelmingly formidable, the
artist's tormenting need for patience, walting on the Idea,
takes him towards the self -~ induced prophétic ecstasy and
excitation of the old testament nabli:

I have a way, when I write, to try and put myself 4
in the situation,and I make gestures and grimaces, 5

As a drama, The Unicorn was to be about 'terror';, the
"terror of hidden things'.45. Such a theme may appear to
accommodate itself perfectly as another intimation of the

'plan terrific', as a particular vision of the 'barbaric love'

behind it. But The Unicorn follows the crisis of Dead Man's
! ! A .
Dump, when the momentary  terror' of the soldier had eclipsed
“the general, providential design of the poet's Idea, Now,

in his last letter to his friend Miss, Seaton,46 the war

5 Ivid., P. 375,
o 1918, 'Miss, Winifred Seaton had advised and

arch 3th,
encouraged him since the time of his apprenticeship'.
Works, P, 389,
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itself had been confirmed in his mind as the agent of par-
ticular horror. The dream of the artist, it seems, has been
overcome by the physical oppression of the event, and the
personal vision of the soldier. Now, instead of Love, the
gulding design of the war, leading towards regenerationgthere
seemed only 'an ambitious and unscrupulous will'.47 Instead
of the music of the idea, there were only the 'devasting
forces' of war, which, to the poet, appeared to have lost 1its
relative aspect, and now became all, reality, the all of Dead

Man's Dump. For Saul, the 'ordinary'*S man 'into whose life

the unicorn bursts', there is only suicide, certain death,
inevitable destruction, like the fate of the soldier in

Dead Man's Dump.

In such fragments paradoxes remain, and often prove
formidable. What héd been an ‘unscrupulous will' in the letter,
has a somewhat different meaning in the text. The Nubian, a
black figuré with the herolc qualities‘of Moses; glant and
rebel:

Andthe.maagloomed; naked vast, and gripped the
whe'els ==

sees that the 'lightning of the heavens/Lifts an apoCalypse'.5O
‘Certain modes of expression adopted by Rosenberg had aiready
put the symbolical environment of the plece in terms of the

Western Pront: graphic descriptions of mud and slime

AL ]
Toris, B. 379, *1pia., 2. 375.

>a2

“49%oems, P. 95. ““Roens, P. 99.
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and the impossibilities of motion that appear similar to the

realism of Sassoon's Counter Attack?t

The glime clung
And licked and claggd and chewed the clogged
dragging wheels,

‘apocalypse' in terms of

When the Nubian describes the
"rushing sound/From pent eternities',55 and assoclates 1t

with 'this ecstasy of form',54'it seems that the design, the
formal 'plan terrific'is re-evoked, at leést in his own case,

as a release from the sterile, narrow life he leads:

I have no 1life at all
Only thin, golden tremors—moo

Angd yetaif he releases himself from this sterility only to
attacnh himself to the dubious substition of Lilith,; female

and mother, he is also directing himself towards more slavery. .
She is the female démon, the 'soroeress',55 the 'screech -

owl' of Isaiah,56 assoclated with night, long halir and dreams,57
which in “Rosenberg's poetry, have become thematic symbols of
the menace of apparent, hollow safety and indulgence. Although
she talks rather glibly of rebellion:

Can one choose to break? To gear,
To wearily bear, 1is misery.5

Lilith in fact embodiles the opposite like the girl who speaks
59

to the soldier on leave, she stands as a prophylactic against

completely free movement,

51'Counter Attack' & 'Attack', Sassoon, P. 70=71l. compare.

S2Poems, F. 94 531pid., P. 100.
54Tpid., £, 99. SDRoems, P. 97.

58Isaiah, XXIV 14.
57Ed. Singer I. The Jewish Encyclopaedia V.VIII (New York,1906) P.88.
58Poems, P, 98 5%1bid., P. 88.
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Weaving for men profound subtleties——éo
It is similarly ironic that éhe should wear %he amulet, itself
a preventive measure against such "screech - owls' as herself,
who would kidnap new-born infants. It is the Nubian who needs
the amulet, for self-protection against Lilith. In Bottomley's

Solomon's Parents (1906), another verse playlet, King David

makes the same mistake as the Nubian, associating Bathsheba,
temptress and Lilith figure, with comfort in the night:

Bathsheba, dread is the night that has fallen on us. 61
Has not the falling of night always drawn us together.'

Whether The Amulet constitutes legitimate poetic

ambiguity, mere confuslon, or a substantial portion of both,
is left to cfitical conjecture. The fragment appears to
concern the gesture of a misconceived act of rebellion, on the
part of the Nubian, that leads only to deeper subjection with
Lilith herself., Certainly the idea of regeneration through
rebellion is now here apparent, and any freedom becomes
completely superficial and pyrrhic: nothing but a defeated
hollow gesture,

The Unicorn itself, although another fragment, becomes

a little clearer, At least Rosenberg paraphrased the myth:

Now it's about a decaying rece who have never seen
a woman; animals take the place of women, but they
yearn for continuity. The chief's Unicorn breaks
avay and he goes 1n chase. The Unicorn is found
by boys outside the c¢city and brought in, and breaks
away again. »Saul, who has seen the Unicorn on his

60 ]
Ibid., 2, 97,
61

Bottomley, P. 92,
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way to the city for the weeks victuals, gives chase
in his cart. A storm comes on, the mules break
down, and by the lightning he sees the Unicorn

race by; a naked black like an apparition rises
up, and easily 1lifts the wheels Lfrom the rut, and
together they ride to Saul's hut. There Lilith

is in great consternation, having seen the .Unicorn
and knowlng the legend of this race of men. The
emotions of the black (the chief,)are the really
difficult part of my story. Afterwards a host of
blacks on horses, like centaurs and buffaloes, come
rushing up, the Unicorn in front. On every horse
is clasped a woman. Lilith faints, Saul stabs
himself, the chief plaogs Lilith on the Unicorn,
and they all race away. 2

The race of men stricken with sterility, strongly anticipates
Eliot's utilisation of the myth of the impotent fisher king

in The Waste Land. The emphasis again is on rebellion. The

word 'break', by now so thematic of rebellion is repeated twice,
and the action of the'black'lifts the wheels of human progress
'from the rut's The Unicorn itself would'appear'to be the
ultimate symbol of ferocious and rebellious energy, the energy
of God himself:

God brought them out of Egyp%* he hath as 1t were,
the streangth of the Unicorun. 5

It is untameable, fleet and active, an ideal symbol for the
elusive idea that will never be trapped or domesticated:
Will the unicorn be willing to serve thee, or abide

by thy crib? Canst6§hou'bind the unicorn with his
band in the furrow?

62 Works, P. 377. -~ O3Numpers XXIII 22,
64 sop XXATE 9-10 '



Saul gives chase to the untameable as the poet gropes after
his idea, both 'break down'.%5 Isaiah refers to the 'land
soaked as blood'66 after theArampant trampling of the Unicorn,
wnich itself points to the terrible energy of the war, and
the 'crimson curse', all within the divine love of the 'plan
terrific', just as the unicorn is assoclated with God nimself,®3
A1l biblical references poiﬁt to a huge and formidable ox -
lixe creature, beautiful in form. This is probably the
Assyrian 'vimu',®7 and the embodiment of a monstrous will,
assoclgted with the stern but éhaping will of God.68
To Saul, the ordinary man, the unicorn only means
"terror' in its sublimity. Like the soldier seeing the visiouns
of guhs and fire
: I cower, I quail
I am & shivering gress0®9 in a chill wind
This 1s no mortal terror --

His own environment has the rootless sterility of the 'torn

fields of France'.ll He lives in the midst of war:

65Rosenberg to Miss, Seaton (written in Hospital, 1916):
-~ He {the poet) knows that the most marvellously expressed
idea 1s still nothing== .
Works, P. 371.
661cpian XXXIV 7
6723, Hastings, J. Dictionary of the Bible,V.IV. (New York, 1902)
P. 834,
68HemingWay's description of the bull radiates a similar for-
midable beauty.
~- his head up, the great hump of his muscle on his neck
swollen tight, hils body muscles quivering--
"My God, isn't he beautiful! Brett said.
Hemingway, E. The Sun Also Rises. (New York, 1954) P, 139,
69%ote the re-working of the 'grass' image for soldiers. See
my comments on Dead Man's Dump.

7OPoems, P, 107, T1Byeak of Day in the Trenches. Poems, P.73.
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The roots of a torn universe are wrenched,
See the bent trees like nests of derelicts in
the ocean,

Tre'rushing' and ‘'sweeping' of this unicorn has the sane

uncontrollable power of the limber of Dead Man's Dump.

Jones too, was to use the mythical unicorn image. For him
it suggested the energies of violence behind the morning
assault. Again the unicorn ‘'breaks', is completely rebellious:

-= as to this hour
when unicorns breask cover -~,73

and this hour again is dawn; when the energy of the Idea fully
generates itself. Like the soldier under fire,Saul can ounly
see this energy as "'flashes',w"L 'two balls of fire casement
glaring'. 75 |
To Tel, the unicorn is something very different, just

as the war is som thing very different to the poet's vision
of design than 1t is to the soldier's grasp of moment.To Tel,
the beast embodies a release, a rescue .from sterility. He
craves for the unicorn as the poet craves to grasp his whole
providential Idea of universal design:

Man yearns and woman yearns and yearning is

Beaguty and music, faith and hope and dreams,

Religign, love, epdeavou§6 gtability

Of man s whole universe.
At this point the unicorn remains the symbol for the Idea,

the .general design to the poet, but in its stage of terror,

the particular torment of the man. The dichotomy of man/poet

T2 73

Poems, P, 111, Jones, P. 168.
74‘D- e ™n b B WL '7':\.. — = = =
o roems, F. 112, ‘“Poems, P. 111,
"®psems, P. 103.
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appears 1o have reached its fullest expression in the contiw
rasting attitudes of Saul andTel towards the unicorn. The
Unicorn tells us this clearly'enough, as it tells us that,
like the soldier an#his fate with the particular terror,
Szul dies. But from there onwards, the fragment becomes ob-
scure. Tel, like theApoet, is searching for re-generation,

and Iike the fisher king. %o rémove the gerility, to bring

fertility. A fragment called The Tower of Skulls describes
the features of this 'death's land', The 'layers of piled

up skulls’77 recall Dead Men's Dump and the battlefield, as

well as the domain of the fisher king. Yet shining from all
this dust, debris and desolation, is%he pronise of regeneration,.
When an 'aged flesh looks down' upon‘his "tender brood'.
He knows his fire is dust and seed.78

Tel however, the.impotent chief, looks not towards
the unicorn and the idea, the design for fertility, but’
towards woman, Lilith,the demon of uncreative séfety and the
antithesis of Freedom. She remainsto him
The incarnate female soul of generation.79
" But with Lilith is mythically associated destruction, desolation.
She is the 'séreeoh-owl{ that would haunt the rubble of Edom's
mined fortréss,So itself = ?art of the environment. of war.
So Tel is utilising the monstrous providential energy of the

unicorn only for the capture of Liiith, and the way to more

77Poems, P, 101. , 78Poems, P, 113,
79Poemsg P, 113, 80Igatan XXXIV 14.
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destruction., He is misusing the unicorn,~abusing the ‘'plan
terrific'. He is using the :$ource of rebellion. and
regeneration to carry the : source of tyranny and desolation.
Consequently his movement and rescue are both ironic. The
energy of the plan, the\'barbaric‘ love of God, crystallised
in the unicorn, is prostituted by Tel to become the beast of
burden, carrying the maker of menace; and this time 1t 1is
not the ironic apparent menace of Providence in the shape of
momentary terror, but the real menace of demons, of sorcery.

The Unicorn, as such, represents a final conscilously

ironic comment on the 'plan terrific’, now associated with God,
energy and strength as well as form, and all symﬁolised within

a synthesis of the beast itself. Like the soldier, and Saul,

Tel misreads the Unicorn. His interest is with the woman,

not the providential ideé; Tel himself is transparently the

poet, seeing.his idea, managing to ride the unicorn, articulating
the design, but being overwhelmed, andﬂovercome by the temp=-
tation of}the particular terror. by Lilith, or the horrific

sorcery of the moment, in Dead Man's Dump. Tel succumbed, but

the §oet ironically affirms his idea, his plan, in the face

of the most telling arguments of Lilith. These are thé barbaric
and particular agonies of his own providential design, his own
trench experiences. They speadily force a spreading insen-
sibility and massive obscurity over any hope of the Idea that
promises to 'sweeten to tenderness'. Even for Rosenﬁerg the

temptation of Lilith can be too devastatingly radiant:
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Sometimes I give way and am appalled at the
devastation this life seems to have made in my
nature. It seems to have blunted me., I seen
to be powerless to compel my will in any
direction, and all I do is without eunergy and
interest,

~--No drug could be more stupefying than our
work, (to me anvway), and this goes on like
that o0ld torture of water trickling, drgQ by
drop unendingly, on one's helplessness.

This was slavery, and the pestilential insensitivity that
formed the mind so preoccupled with rebellion. Such an

acute monomania in such perverse’ooﬁditions, more than
anything, needed the formal discipline of the myth, to

detach itself from a physical situation that says more to the
humén faculties of conmpassion thén.any impersonal shape. Those
shapes of the myth seek out the imagination, and they were

ultimately the completest way of avoiding the terrible

temptations of human pity.

Blletter to Miss. Seaton. (Feb. 1l4th, 1918) Works, P. 378.
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CAFTERWORD: THE LEGEND

= discover the direction of the impulse--
Isaac Rosenberg.

For the mind that seeks, within the testaments of
the fighting men of the Great War,the radiance of undistilled
pity, intense personal utterance; confided anguish that does
not caricature itself in morbld éxoeéses or speak with wild
declamations or easy attitudes, it can find them all in
Rosenberg. It will not find them in his poetry, but there,
boignant and real, in his letters;. A poef who can persuade
F.R. Leavis to veer from his producible texts by force of
legend:
It is fortunate that we have these letters. Without
them, impressive as the poetry is, we could not
haye regliied the extraordinary heroism lying
behind it,-
and make the estabiished hierophant Qf~critical impersonality

speak with such an efflux of critical sympathy and abstractions

on Rosenberg's Collected Works;

-~ the total effect should be, not only the recognised
enrichment of the English language by a dozen pages

of great poetry, but the enrichment of tradition by

a new legend. And Rosenberg belongs, not with
Chatterton, but rather with Keats and Hopkins.

-= a rare document orf %nvincible human strength,
courage and finess ==,< :

1FgR. Leavis 'The Recognition of Isaac Rosenberg', Scrutiny
V. 6 No. 2. (Sept. 1937) P, 232,

2Tpid,, P, 234,
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plainly radiates a certain mystique that will tend to obscure,
or at least colour, our monumenfal shibboleths of critical
detachments Rosenberg't letters, full as they are in
manifesting a heroic personsl onslaught on the crippling
conditions of a monstrous force of insensitivity, themselves
build up an idea.of the poet/hero, the one individual rebellious
mind straining against the enveloping tyranny of mindlessness:

Winter is not the least of the horrors of war. I

am determined that this war, with all its powers

for devastation, shall not master my poeting,

~= I will not leave a corner of my consciousness

-covered up, but saturate myself with the strange

and~§xtraordinary new cgndit%ons gf this 1life, ‘ 3

and it will all refine itself to poetry later on =-
Such is the heroic side of the poet's incorrigible pragmatism:
and to the human,_moral vision 1t had often appeared depraved,
pitilessly transcendent and unsympathetic.

But as well as the artist in war, the dimension of the
pdet as heroic outsider, Rosenberg wés also a Jdew, and the
little man so small, that he was constrained to joln the Suffolk
Bantams,- a regiment of men so sméll, that thelr standing
battle posture, as he pointed out, made them lookAas.if they
were sitting down. His letters show that he was poor, depen=-
dant on patronage, small, absent miﬁded, tubercular, of a
victimized ethnic group, and'a desperate énd formidable opponent

of insensitivity. In every way he satisfies the image of the

outsider, the lost man, When he returned to London on leave

orks, P. 373.
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in 1917, he wrote to Bottomley that, as a soldier home,

-« things here don't look quite right to me
somehows=

A writer can quite easily mould this lmage, caricature 1t fo
an accomnodating, sentimental character in the most nausesting
"way. There was 'unassuming little Rosenberg’,5 "impoverished
little Rosenberg',6 Rosenbérg "the boy'7 at twenty eight,
patronised sociallyaand not just financially}ouﬁ of any real
ldentity, madevscapegoat of all literary compassion:

If Brooke was a symbolic figure of the last of the

01d Warsi here_wgs anotheg sacrificial victim, a

sympol of war new style-~

WithAthese extensions, Rosenberg takeson a mythical

aspect; he becomes a semi-fictlional character whose empathetic
brightness can affect even Leavis, himself an old soldier.
Blunden, another ex-service man, can 'feel the passionate idea
of Isaac Rosenberg',” but whether this is.the iidea' of the
poet, the 'plan terrific"itself, or the sensigle glory that
radiates from the myth of the suffering, rebellious little
hero's sacrifioe.to the énginery-of insensibility, Blunden's
sympathetic criticism leaves ambiguous. The present author
has attempted to resist these rays, and soﬁght to be impersonal

in his treatment of Rosenberg's poetry. He has tried to trace

Morks, P. 377, - SHassall, P. 381,
61pid.,P. 382, TIbid., P. 401,

8 1pid.,P. 439,
9Blunden E. The War Poets: 1914-18 (London, 1958) P. 36,




the lines of the poet's controlling Idea, the ether, the

Real Substance, behind Rosenberg‘s utterance through its
accommodation in symbols and words, that he, the author, only
knowé poetically. He has tried to get above the infectious
pitys, to reach the level of the poet as he makes shapes of

the environment of Tyranny and war, InAdoing s0 he has
realised the impossibilites of cqmplete detachment and critical

pragmatism, just as the poet realised it, and expressed it

within the horror of Dead Man's Dump. Groping with fragments-
and Rosenberg's whole danon is the mere fragment of an ldea -
~is in itself an aspect of criticism that tends to compromise
with the appreciation of separate,or part-units of utterance

to find the whole Idea. It would be tempting enough to judge

Break of Day in the Trenches or DaughtersAof War just as fine,
complete, and separate individual utterances. They may be
this, but they also transcend this. They represent two stages,
two components, two links of many other links that suddenly,

violently and inadvertently stop with The Unicorn. For the

present writer, this pursuit of the poet's Idea has been all,

and he would Justify this approach, wilth Rosenberg, as a
legitinate, if sympathetic; siﬂglemindedness° .There is no fullness
in an Idea that exists in fragments, but there can be more than

in the isolated articulation of short - lived respounses,

lyrical cries in the dark. The way, the route, the direction
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of the ldea and the recognition of its essential mobillity,
is more important than the analysis of a coerced - -and un-
sympathetic pause at critical gun-point:

I think anybody can pick holes and find

unsound parts in any work of art; anyone

can say Christ's creed is a slave's creed, the
Mosaic 1s a vindictive, savage creed, and so on.
It is the unlique and superior, the illuminating
gualities one wants to find -~ discover the
direction of the impulse-=

101etter to Miss, Seaton, ¥Works, P. 371.
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