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undiscovered continent, and I wiped it quickly away. I felt an
importance that I had never dreamed before.
‘Open it and see what’s inside,’ I was told.
My fingers atremble, I complied, smellmg the fresh leather and
118
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seeing an official-looking document inside. It was a scholarship to
the state college for Negroes. My eyes fded with tears and I ran
awkwardlyoff the floor. I was overjoyed. I didnot even mind when
I discovered that the gold pieces I had scrambled for were brass
pocket tokens advertising a certain make of Detroit automobile.
When I reached home everyone was excited. Next day the
neighbours came to congratulate me. I even felt safe from my
grandfather, whose deathbed curse usually spoiled my triumphs.
I stood beneath h photograph with my briefcase in hand and
smiled triumphantly into his stolid, black, peasant‘s face. It was
a face that fascinated me. The eyes seemed to follow everywhere
I went. That night I dreamed I was at a circus with him and that
he refused to laugh at the clowns no matter what they did, then
later he told me to open my briefcase and read what was inside
and I did, finding an official envelope stamped with the state
seal and inside the envelope I found another and another, endlessly,
and I thought I would f d of weariness. ‘Them’s yours,’ he said.
‘Now open that one,’ and 1 did and in it I found an engraved
document containing a short message in letters of gold: ‘Read it,’
my grandfather said. ‘Out loud!’
‘To Whom it May Concern,’ I intoned. ‘Keep This Nigger-Boy
Running.’ I awoke with the old man’s laughter ringing in my ears.
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SAN FRANCISCOand Northern California have recently become
busy centres of intellectual and creative activity, differing radically
from general American trends of the ’thirties. A generation
is rising that is remarkably alive to new orientations-new
methods of expression, new moral and intellectual concerns. It is
largely a post-war generation; the pre-war Pacific coast was,
putting it mddly, a cultural desert. Many of the new writers and
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artists came with the general influx of Easterners and MiddleWesterners during the war; some were conscientious objectors
who had been sent to concentration camps in the west; and some
were people who found they could work here far better than in
wartime New York.
It is still too early to catalogue all this turbulent activity, but I
should say that the p r e v a h g direction is toward anarchism and’
varieties of religious personalism. By and large, the attitude is
similar to that for which Now, Poetry London, Poetry Quarterly and
Transformation are spokesmen in England. Here, as in England,
it is an attitude born of disgust with the bankruptcy of pre-war
radical intellectuals who tended to statism in one form or another.
The new people flatly reject those who, in the ’thirties, were
voicing their indignation at capitalism and the State in the pages
of Partisan Review, and who were not at all reluctant about
selling themselves to the Office of War Information or simply
keeping their mouths shut for the duration. The popularity of
Henry Miller, a wartime arrival here, rests largely on his inspiring
denunciations of the war, of his protest against the mass use of
human lives to perpetuate a diseased society. Who, among the
pillars of Partisan Review, turned ‘defender of the Four Freedoms’,
could have been capable of writing Murder the Murderer which
in the simplest terms said the same thmg most radicals had said
five or ten years before!
One of the few poets here whose reputation was established
before the war is Kenneth Rexroth, long a resident of San
Francisco, an advocate of pacifist-anarchism for many years.
Excerpts from his two books of poems (In What Hour and The
Phenix and the Tortoise) have recently ap eared in several English
magazines. Rexroth extended the boun aries of objectivism and
intentionally emphasized the anti-rhetorical image to develop a
moving, highly personalized poetry. His long phdosophicalpoem,
The PhEnix and the Tortoise, is excellent for its erudition and
metrical structure, and for its vision of the tragic interplay-of
individual and society; both tone and thought are at once
religious and revolutionary.
Of the younger poets, William Everson, born in California, is
notable for a unique earthiness and direct honesty rarely found
in the thick literary quarterlies run by university-bred intellectuals.
He has written and printed on his own press several booklets. His
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best work to date is that written in a Civilian Public Service
Cam for conscientious objectors. These poems (War Elegies and
Wal port Poems) are intensely experiential and deal, as Everson
has said, with ‘a kind of life that has become almost universal: the
life of the camp, the life of enforced confinement, individual
repression, sexual segregation’, the life of rmllions who, by the
nature of our society, were, and are still being, forced into conscription, concentration, labour and prison camps. His poetry has
been praised highly in many quarters, and soon a collected edition
is being brought out by New Directions.
In most cases the poetry written out here seem to differ considerably from the usual thing one sees nowadays. There is a
tendency to write simply, to say what is important only, that
which deals with love, death and the personal experience. Most
of it reflects, less and less, the experimentalism of the ’twenties and
early ’thties. There is Robert Duncan, author of the recent
Heavenly City, Earthly City, a rather incantatory kind of poetry,
very impassioned and, stylistically, akin to Mdton and Surrey.
Thomas Parkinson, who acknowledges affinities with Crabbe and
Cowper, writes some very moving, personal poetry. Richard
Moore’s elegiac and pastoral poems have a quiet, almost restrained, quahty about them, influenced, largely, by Chinese
poetry. Sanders Russell writes what he calls a ‘poetry of mental
images’, of a quietist, closely Oriental turn of mind. Another
young poet who as yet has not published widely, is Robert Stock,
attempting a personalization of a mystical-religious tradition in
esoteric Christiaity. Also notable is Janet Lewis, author of the
recent Bravery $Earth, for many years a writer of well-balanced
lyrical poetry in a modern, yet traditional, vein. Of the younger
generation, we have a very promising talent displayed in the
work of Patricia Umsted who has recently appeared in the little
magazines. There are others, of course, young poets in their
twenties of varying degrees of talent, of whom it is perhaps not
necessary to speak at the moment. What I am getting at with
these brief sidelights (which in themselves may not prove very
important) is that there seems to be less interest in foreign importations than was the case with the writers who appeared
between the pages of transition. The influence of symbolism, of
the baroque or, for that matter, of surrealism, is not as apparent
as before, though it most certainly dQescantinue to be assidated
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in the poetry. The tendency is away from the over-rhetorical
so popular a decade ago with imitators of Hart Crane.
Most of the local writers I mentioned above, including C.O.s,
painters and other intellectuals, gathered together in an anarchist
discussion group which held weekly meetings, in San Francisco,
with the purpose of clarifying and re-evaluating libertarian
thought. In the past, San Francisco had been quite a centre for
anarchism. Emma Goldman and Alexander Berkman were here
in the years before World War I, publishmg their magazine The
Bomb. Bakunin, himself, was here in the last century, California
being the last outpost of the Black International. In the hey-day
of Stalinism there remained only small, social groups cut off from
the major political and intellectual stream. But slowly, and with
the general discrediting of traditional socialist radicals, most young
intellectuals have come to an entirely different point of view than
what was represented by the major radical tendencies of the
immediate past. Around here there has developed a non-doctrinaire anarchism, thoroughly lacking in the illusions of mneteenthcentury thought; in short, a moral criticism of existing society.
It is influenced by the dynamic vitalism of D. H. Lawrence, the
Lawrence of The Fantasia of the Unconscious and The Plumed
Serpent; by such works as Berdyaev's Destiny of Man and Slavery
and Freedom that set forth a revolutionary Christian personalism,
basically consistent with the orthodox tenets of anarchism; and
by Albert Schweitzer whose interpretation of values, in The
Decay avld Restoration ofCivilization, is & undeniable contribution.
Living in a world of progressive inhumanity, at the tail-end of
Western civilization, those who reject society have come to
assume that the main vahdity of anarchism lies in terms of the
individual's moral and social opposition ; it is a phdosophy of life
for those who intend to keep themselves as clean as possible and
who are ready to meet any drastic invasion of the State with a
resistance of the whole personality.
Out of these meetings, there came the impetus towards the
creation of a magazine. Entitled The Ark, it was planned as a
gathering point for writers and artists dedicated to independent
and non-statist positions. The first issue is appearing shortly with
the inclusion of several English writers-Alex Comfort, George
Woodcock and D. S. Savage, as well as such Americans as Paul
Goodman, E. E. Cummings, Kenneth Patchen, etc. Also, as I am
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writing this, I am informed of a proposed international journal
of ethics and phdosophy Mr. Rexroth is to edit. Proceeding from
a libertarian basis, it will endeavour to include work by Berdyaev,
Martin Buber, Suzuki, Roger Caillois, Camus, etc.
Independent of any movement is Circle, edited from Berkeley
by the poet George Leite. It has pursued for nine issues a policy
of publishing avant-garde literature and art from all corners of the
world, as well as being an outlet for those living in this area. Leite
is also the inaugurator of Circle Editions, whch have recently
brought out books by Lawrence Durrell, Zero and The Black Book,
and Albert Cossery’s Men God Fotgot. Also being published from
Berkeley is Contour, the first number appearing currently. In the
past, the publisher of N e w Directions, James Laughlin, has given
space to several California writers and is planning currently a
little anthology of their poetry for the next Annual. Another
publisher, Bern Porter, is continuing in the same direction, already
having brought out books by several young poets around here,
including Robert Duncan, Leonard Wolfe (Hamadryad Hunted)and myself (Erotic Poems).
That the d u e n c e of the various currents I have described is
growing, can be evidenced by the numerous activities the San
Francisco Bay Area has recently witnessed, ranging from poetry
readings to the openings of new galleries and the public showings
of avant-garde movies. And, in the midst of all this, a certain note
of notoriety was struck by the appearance in a national monthly
magazine, of wide circulation, Harper’s for April 1947,of a sneering, in fact, libellous article by a personahty described best by the
word ‘stahnoid’. Entitled ‘The New Cult of Sex and Anarchy’,
it presented a very falsified picture of the general scene. Besides
getting all mixed up about who represented what, the author
accuses everyone with an anarchist position as being a follower
of Wilhelm Reich‘s sometimes dubious psychology of orgastic
potency. It is true that in many intellectual circles here, as elsewhere, Reich‘s analysis of sexual disorganization in modern
society, resulting from-and developing out of-the interplay of
recent social and political currents, has attracted quite a response
and, in some, an adherence. But in spite of the basic truthfulness
of his fmdings, I know of few who have taken his word as
the final one or who view his theories of biophysics with
much approval. The Harper‘s article also went on to further
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misrepresentations that have finally prompted, largely, the recent
editorial drive the Hearst papers, through the efforts of the San
Francisco Examiner, directed against Henry Miller, particularly,
and the influence of anarchism, generally. Miller, who is not really
affiliatedwith anarchism, has been living in the Big Sur redwood
country south of San Francisco for several years. It is easy to be
too critical of m e r ’ s writings. He probably is not as great as his
admirers would have one believe. It is also true that he mixes up
Vivekananda and astrological readings with what is otherwise
serious, well-directed writing. By what Miller says, and through
his fabdous efforts to get heard, he has emerged as a force of no
small importance. He has consistently denounced what needs to
be denounced. His protest is designed, primarily, for the unsophisticated who may find him as the only voice-of his kind
audible, and through him be led to the sounder values of others in
the past who have said the same things. Miller’s world-view is
that of an angry, yet humble, individual who refuses to make
peace with a society in which inequahty and brutahty have
probably degraded the human personality to a point never before
witnessed in hstory. His cry is the death cry, to be sure; to
some it may also be an expression of the coming of spring.
Attackmg Miller as a ‘phdosopher of hate and doom’, the
articles against him have culminated in a Hearst drive to oust him
and his influence from the Big Sur country. Again, the old
stupidity and bigotry of America are at work, and may easily
culminate in violence; such a move, even if it does not lead to
open violence by the defenders of the status quo, is a reminder,
to all those who may have forgotten, that unless a writer toes the
line, or keeps quiet, he remains an implacable enemy of an order
of things whose God is Mammon and a nation now living off the
blood ofwar and the spiritual, economic and social disorganization
. of the rest of the world.
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THEsecond summer of the European War I spent in New York.
I lived in a room just below street-level on Lexington above
34th, wrote a good deal, tried not to think about Europe, and
listened to music on a smali gramophone, the only thmg of my
own, except books, in the room. Haydn’s London symphony,
his last, I heard probably fifty times in two months. One night
when excited I dropped the pickup, creating a series of knocks at
the beginning of the last movement where the oboe joins the
strings which still, when I hear them, bring up for me my low,
dark, long, damp room and I feel the dew of heat and smell &e
rented upholstery. I was trying as one says to come back a little,
uncertain and low after an exhausting year. Why I decided to do
this in New York-the enemy in summer equally of soul and
body, as I had known for years-I can’t remember; perhaps I
didn’t, but was held on merely from week to week by the motive
which presently appeared in the form of a young woman met the
Christmas before and now the occupation of every evening not
passed in solitary and restless gloom. My friends were away;
I saw few other people. Now and then I went to the zoo in lower
Central Park and watched with interest the extraordinary behaviour of a female badger. For a certain time she quickly paced
the round of her cage. Then she would approach the sidewall
from an angle in a determined, hardly perceptible, unhurried trot;
suddenly, when an inch away, point her nose up it, follow her
nose up over her back, turning a deft and easy somersault, from
which she emerged on her feet moving swiftly and unconcernedly
away, as if the action had been no affair of hers, indeed she had
scarcely been present. There was another badger in the cage who
never did this, and nothmg else about her was remarkable: but
this competent disinterested somersault she enacted once every
five or ten minutes so long as I watched her-quitting the wall,
by the way, always at an angle in fixed relation to the angle at
which she arrived at it. It is no longer possible to experience the
pleasure I knew each time she lifted her nose and I understood
again that she would not fail me, or feel the mystery of her
absolute disclaimer-she has been taken away or died.
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