
 
 
 
 
 



    

    




    [image: The cover of the recommended book]


The Gods of the North: an epic poem



Oehlenschläger, Adam

8596547215905

227

Buy now and read (Advertising)

In "The Gods of the North: an epic poem," Adam Oehlenschläger masterfully weaves a tapestry of Norse mythology, skillfully marrying vivid imagery with a lyrical style that captures the grandeur of ancient deities and the richness of their legendary narratives. Set against the backdrop of Romanticism, Oehlenschläger's work invokes the natural world as both a character and a canvas, reflecting the literary context of the early 19th century where nature and myth converge. Through dynamic poetic forms and rhythm, he invites readers into a realm where gods interact with mortals, illuminating the cultural and historical significance of Norse tradition through a contemporary lens. Oehlenschläger, often regarded as the father of Danish Romanticism, was deeply influenced by the fascination with folklore and mythology during his time. His extensive travels across Europe and engagement with various literary movements inform the depth of character and emotion in his poetry. These experiences culminated in a desire to reintroduce Scandinavian heritage to a broader audience, making "The Gods of the North" a pioneering work that celebrates native legends. This epic poem is a must-read for those intrigued by myth and poetry alike. Oehlenschläger's rich narrative and passionate reverence for Norse lore invite readers to explore the complexities of life, death, and destiny, ensuring a profound connection to themes that resonate through time and culture.
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In "Ireton, a Poem," Thomas Bailey embarks on a deep exploration of the historical and political nuances surrounding the tumultuous period of the English Civil War. The poem stands out for its rich imagery and emotive language, inviting readers to experience the fervor of revolutionary fervor and the moral complexities faced by its protagonists. Bailey's narrative style is characterized by a blend of lyrical expression and keen philosophical insight, reflecting his engagement with Romantic ideals while threading in historical realism. Thomas Bailey was a poet deeply influenced by the socio-political landscape of his time, as well as by the Romantic movement that sought to reconcile human passion with historical reality. His background in literature and history affords him a unique perspective on the events that shape human experience, particularly in relation to themes of justice and individual agency. This context enriches "Ireton" and underscores the author's dedication to articulating the struggles of his characters through a historically informed lens. Readers of both poetry and history will find "Ireton, a Poem" to be an invaluable addition to their collections, offering a profound interpretation of the human condition during a formative moment in British history. Bailey's masterful command of language and his ability to evoke emotion make this work essential for anyone interested in the interplay of history and poetic expression.
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The Complete Poetical Works of John Milton presents a comprehensive collection of the celebrated poet's writings, encapsulating his profound engagement with themes of divine justice, free will, and human frailty. Milton's literary style exhibits a remarkable mastery of blank verse, employing rich imagery and complex syntax that reflect his deep theological and philosophical reflections. Covering seminal works such as 'Paradise Lost,' 'Paradise Regained,' and his exquisite sonnets, this compilation not only showcases the evolution of Milton's poetic craft but also situates it within the socio-political upheaval of 17th-century England, a time marked by civil war and profound ideological shifts. John Milton (1608-1674), a prominent figure in English literature and a staunch advocate for civil liberties, was influenced by his fervent belief in Puritanism and his experiences during the English Civil War. His profound personal convictions and political engagements often intersect with his artistry, leading him to explore the intricate relationship between man and the divine, ultimately crafting narratives that challenge both his contemporaries and future generations. Milton's blindness later in life added a poignant layer to his reflections on vision, insight, and the human condition. This anthology is an essential read for anyone seeking to delve into the rich tapestry of Milton's thought and artistry. It is not merely a collection of poems but an invitation into a dialogue with one of literature's most formidable minds. For students, scholars, and poetry enthusiasts alike, Milton's works offer a timeless exploration of the human spirit's conflicts and aspirations.
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In "A Defence of Poesie and Poems," Philip Sidney masterfully articulates the inherent value and significance of poetry as an art form. Written in the late 16th century, this seminal work blends prose and verse to argue for poetry's capacity to inspire virtue and moral integrity, positioning it as a crucial vehicle for both artistic expression and societal reform. Sidney's eloquent style, marked by rich imagery and eloquent rhetoric, reflects the Northern Renaissance's ideals while addressing the tension between classical influences and emerging vernacular traditions. His assertions are not merely theoretical; they resonate with the cultural and philosophical inquiries of his time, particularly in response to contemporary critiques of poetry's purpose and value. Philip Sidney (1554-1586), a courtier, soldier, and poet, was immersed in the complexities of the Elizabethan cultural milieu. His experiences in court and his palpable passion for literature profoundly informed his defense of poetry. Sidney's personal struggles with the limitations of his social position and the political arena inspired him to emphasize poetry's potential for freedom of expression and its role in shaping moral character, thus reflecting the Renaissance spirit of exploration and innovation. "A Defence of Poesie and Poems" is an essential read for anyone seeking to delve into the philosophical underpinnings of literature and its social impact. It invites readers to appreciate not only the craft of poetry but also its transformative power, making it a vital work for both scholars and poetry enthusiasts alike.
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In "Poems 1918-21, Including Three Portraits and Four Cantos," Ezra Pound showcases his pioneering modernist style, blending imagery, rhythm, and a variety of forms that challenge traditional poetic conventions. This collection reflects Pound's response to the tumultuous social and political landscape of the post-World War I era, characterized by disillusionment and a quest for artistic innovation. The inclusion of "Three Portraits" and "Four Cantos" exemplifies his commitment to capturing not only the zeitgeist of his time but also his belief in the transformative power of art. Throughout these works, Pound's use of economy in language, alongside rich allusions to culture and history, invites readers into a complex interplay of thought and emotion. Ezra Pound, a central figure in the modernist movement, was deeply influenced by his experiences in Europe and his interactions with contemporaries such as T.S. Eliot and Gertrude Stein. His fervent desire to redefine poetry and expand its expressive capabilities stemmed from his early studies of classical literature and his fascination with various cultural artifacts. As a critic, editor, and poet, Pound's dedication to language and form laid the groundwork for much of 20th-century literature. This collection is a must-read for anyone intrigued by modernist poetry and the intricacies of Pound's vision. Readers will find themselves challenged and inspired, as Pound deftly navigates intricate themes of identity, war, and the nature of artistic creation. "Poems 1918-21" not only enriches our understanding of Pound's oeuvre but also serves as an essential touchstone in the evolution of modern poetry.
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Many years ago when I was a boy at school, we had over our class an ancient and spectacled schoolmaster who was as kind at heart as he was ferocious in appearance, and whose memory has suggested to me the title of this book.

It was his practice, on any outburst of gaiety in the class-room, to chase us to our seats with a bamboo cane and to shout at us in defiance:

 Now, then, any further foolishness?


I find by experience that there are quite a number of indulgent readers who are good enough to adopt the same expectant attitude towards me now.

STEPHEN LEACOCK
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I. Stories Shorter Still
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Among the latest follies in fiction is the perpetual demand for stories shorter and shorter still. The only thing to do is to meet this demand at the source and check it. Any of the stories below, if left to soak overnight in a barrel of rainwater, will swell to the dimensions of a dollar-fifty novel.

(I) AN IRREDUCIBLE DETECTIVE STORY
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HANGED BY A HAIR OR A MURDER MYSTERY MINIMISED

The mystery had now reached its climax. First, the man had been undoubtedly murdered. Secondly, it was absolutely certain that no conceivable person had done it.

It was therefore time to call in the great detective.

He gave one searching glance at the corpse. In a moment he whipped out a microscope.

"Ha! ha!" he said, as he picked a hair off the lapel of the dead man's coat. "The mystery is now solved."

He held up the hair.

"Listen," he said, "we have only to find the man who lost this hair and the criminal is in our hands."

The inexorable chain of logic was complete.

The detective set himself to the search.

For four days and nights he moved, unobserved, through the streets of New York scanning closely every face he passed, looking for a man who had lost a hair.

On the fifth day he discovered a man, disguised as a tourist, his head enveloped in a steamer cap that reached below his ears. The man was about to go on board the Gloritania.

The detective followed him on board.

"Arrest him!" he said, and then drawing himself to his full height, he brandished aloft the hair.

"This is his," said the great detective. "It proves his guilt."

"Remove his hat," said the ship's captain sternly.

They did so.

The man was entirely bald.

"Ha!" said the great detective without a moment of hesitation. "He has committed not one murder but about a million."

(II) A COMPRESSED OLD ENGLISH NOVEL

SWEARWORD THE UNPRONOUNCEABLE
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CHAPTER ONE AND ONLY
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"Ods bodikins!" exclaimed Swearword the Saxon, wiping his mailed brow with his iron hand, "a fair morn withal! Methinks twert lithlier to rest me in yon glade than to foray me forth in yon fray! Twert it not?"

But there happened to be a real Anglo-Saxon standing by.

"Where in heaven's name," he said in sudden passion, "did you get that line of English?"

"Churl!" said Swearword, "it is Anglo-Saxon."

"You're a liar!" shouted the Saxon, "it is not. It is Harvard College, Sophomore Year, Option No. 6."

Swearword, now in like fury, threw aside his hauberk, his baldrick, and his needlework on the grass.

"Lay on!" said Swearword.

"Have at you!" cried the Saxon.

They laid on and had at one another.

Swearword was killed.

Thus luckily the whole story was cut off on the first page and ended.

(III) A CONDENSED INTERMINABLE NOVEL
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FROM THE CRADLE TO THE GRAVE OR A THOUSAND PAGES FOR A DOLLAR

NOTE.-This story originally contained two hundred and fifty thousand words. But by a marvellous feat of condensation it is reduced, without the slightest loss, to a hundred and six words.


 (I)




Edward Endless lived during his youth
 in Maine,
 in New Hampshire,
 in Vermont,
 in Massachusetts,
 in Rhode Island,
 in Connecticut.

 (II)




Then the lure of the city lured him. His fate took him to
 New York, to Chicago, and to Philadelphia.




In Chicago he lived,
 in a boarding-house on Lasalle Avenue,
 then he boarded—
 in a living-house on Michigan Avenue.




In New York he
 had a room in an eating-house on Forty-first Street,
 and then—
 ate in a rooming-house on Forty-second Street.




In Philadelphia he
 used to sleep on Chestnut Street,
 and then—
 slept on Maple Street.




During all this time women were calling to him. He knew
 and came to be friends with—
 Margaret Jones,
 Elizabeth Smith,
 Arabella Thompson,
 Jane Williams,
 Maud Taylor.




And he also got to know pretty well,
 Louise Quelquechose,
 Antoinette Alphabetic,
 Estelle Etcetera.




And during this same time Art began to call him—
 Pictures began to appeal to him.
 Statues beckoned to him.
 Music maddened him,
 and any form of Recitation or Elocution drove
 him beside himself.

 (III)




Then, one day, he married Margaret Jones.
 As soon as he had married her
 He was disillusioned.
 He now hated her.




Then he lived with Elizabeth Smith—
 He had no sooner sat down with her than—
 He hated her.



Half mad, he took his things over to Arabella Thompson's flat to live with her.


The moment she opened the door of the apartment, he loathed
her.
 He saw her as she was.



Driven sane with despair, he then—

(Our staff here cut the story off. There are hundreds and hundreds of pages after this. They show Edward Endless grappling in the fight for clean politics. The last hundred pages deal with religion. Edward finds it after a big fight. But no one reads these pages. There are no women in them. Our staff cut them out and merely show at the end—


 Edward Purified—
 Uplifted—
 Transluted.



The whole story is perhaps the biggest thing ever done on this continent. Perhaps!)



















II. Snoopopaths; or, Fifty Stories in One
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This particular study in the follies of literature is not so much a story as a sort of essay. The average reader will therefore turn from it with a shudder. The condition of the average reader's mind is such that he can take in nothing but fiction. And it must be thin fiction at that—thin as gruel. Nothing else will "sit on his stomach."

Everything must come to the present-day reader in this form. If you wish to talk to him about religion, you must dress it up as a story and label it Beth-sheba, or The Curse of David; if you want to improve the reader's morals, you must write him a little thing in dialogue called Mrs. Potiphar Dines Out. If you wish to expostulate with him about drink, you must do so through a narrative called Red Rum—short enough and easy enough for him to read it, without overstraining his mind, while he drinks cocktails.

But whatever the story is about it has got to deal—in order to be read by the average reader—with A MAN and A WOMAN, I put these words in capitals to indicate that they have got to stick out of the story with the crudity of a drawing done by a child with a burnt stick. In other words, the story has got to be snoopopathic. This is a word derived from the Greek—"snoopo"—or if there never was a Greek verb snoopo, at least there ought to have been one—and it means just what it seems to mean. Nine out of ten short stories written in America are snoopopathic.

In snoopopathic literature, in order to get its full effect, the writer generally introduces his characters simply as "the man" and "the woman." He hates to admit that they have no names. He opens out with them something after this fashion: "The Man lifted his head. He looked about him at the gaily bedizzled crowd that besplotched the midnight cabaret with riotous patches of colour. He crushed his cigar against the brass of an Egyptian tray. 'Bah!' he murmured, 'Is it worth it?' Then he let his head sink again."

You notice it? He lifted his head all the way up and let it sink all the way down, and you still don't know who he is. For The Woman the beginning is done like this: "The Woman clenched her white hands till the diamonds that glittered upon her fingers were buried in the soft flesh. 'The shame of it,' she murmured. Then she took from the table the telegram that lay crumpled upon it and tore it into a hundred pieces. 'He dare not!' she muttered through her closed teeth. She looked about the hotel room with its garish furniture. 'He has no right to follow me here,' she gasped."

All of which the reader has to take in without knowing who the woman is, or which hotel she is staying at, or who dare not follow her or why. But the modern reader loves to get this sort of shadowy incomplete effect. If he were told straight out that the woman's name was Mrs. Edward Dangerfield of Brick City, Montana, and that she had left her husband three days ago and that the telegram told her that he had discovered her address and was following her, the reader would refuse to go on.

This method of introducing the characters is bad enough. But the new snoopopathic way of describing them is still worse. The Man is always detailed as if he were a horse. He is said to be "tall, well set up, with straight legs."

Great stress is always laid on his straight legs. No magazine story is acceptable now unless The Man's legs are absolutely straight. Why this is, I don't know. All my friends have straight legs—and yet I never hear them make it a subject of comment or boasting. I don't believe I have, at present, a single friend with crooked legs.

But this is not the only requirement. Not only must The Man's legs be straight but he must be "clean-limbed," whatever that is; and of course he must have a "well-tubbed look about him." How this look is acquired, and whether it can be got with an ordinary bath and water are things on which I have no opinion.

The Man is of course "clean-shaven." This allows him to do such necessary things as "turning his clean-shaven face towards the speaker," "laying his clean-shaven cheek in his hand," and so on. But every one is familiar with the face of the up-to-date clean-shaven snoopopathic man. There are pictures of him by the million on magazine covers and book jackets, looking into the eyes of The Woman—he does it from a distance of about six inches—with that snoopy earnest expression of brainlessness that he always wears. How one would enjoy seeing a man—a real one with Nevada whiskers and long boots—land him one solid kick from behind.

Then comes The Woman of the snoopopathic story. She is always "beautifully groomed" (who these grooms are that do it, and where they can be hired, I don't know), and she is said to be "exquisitely gowned."

It is peculiar about The Woman that she never seems to wear a dress—always a "gown." Why this is, I cannot tell. In the good old stories that I used to read, when I could still read for the pleasure of it, the heroines —that was what they used to be called—always wore dresses. But now there is no heroine, only a woman in a gown. I wear a gown myself—at night. It is made of flannel and reaches to my feet, and when I take my candle and go out to the balcony where I sleep, the effect of it on the whole is not bad. But as to its "revealing every line of my figure"—as The Woman's gown is always said to—and as to its "suggesting even more than it reveals"—well, it simply does not. So when I talk of "gowns" I speak of something that I know all about.

Yet, whatever The Woman does, her "gown" is said to "cling" to her. Whether in the street or in a cabaret or in the drawing-room, it "clings." If by any happy chance she throws a lace wrap about her, then it clings; and if she lifts her gown—as she is apt to—it shows, not what I should have expected, but a jupon, and even that clings. What a jupon is I don't know. With my gown, I never wear one. These people I have described, The Man and The Woman—The Snoopopaths—are, of course, not husband and wife, or brother and sister, or anything so simple and old-fashioned as that. She is some one else's wife. She is The Wife of the Other Man. Just what there is, for the reader, about other men's wives, I don't understand. I know tons of them that I wouldn't walk round a block for. But the reading public goes wild over them. The old-fashioned heroine was unmarried. That spoiled the whole story. You could see the end from the beginning. But with Another Man's Wife, the way is blocked. Something has got to happen that would seem almost obvious to anyone.

The writer, therefore, at once puts the two snoopos—The Man and The Woman—into a frightfully indelicate position. The more indelicate it is, the better. Sometimes she gets into his motor by accident after the theatre, or they both engage the drawing-room of a Pullman car by mistake, or else, best of all, he is brought accidentally into her room at an hotel at night. There is something about an hotel room at night, apparently, which throws the modern reader into convulsions. It is always easy to arrange a scene of this sort. For example, taking the sample beginning that I gave above, The Man, whom I left sitting at the cabaret table, above, rises unsteadily —it is the recognised way of rising in a cabaret—and, settling the reckoning with the waiter, staggers into the street. For myself I never do a reckoning with the waiter. I just pay the bill as he adds it, and take a chance on it.

As The Man staggers into the "night air," the writer has time—just a little time, for the modern reader is impatient—to explain who he is and why he staggers. He is rich. That goes without saying. All clean-limbed men with straight legs are rich. He owns copper mines in Montana. All well-tubbed millionaires do. But he has left them, left everything, because of the Other Man's Wife. It was that or madness—or worse. He had told himself so a thousand times. (This little touch about "worse" is used in all the stories. I don't just understand what the "worse" means. But snoopopathic readers reach for it with great readiness.) So The Man had come to New York (the only place where stories are allowed to be laid) under an assumed name, to forget, to drive her from his mind. He had plunged into the mad round of—I never could find it myself, but it must be there, and as they all plunge into it, it must be as full of them as a sheet of Tanglefoot is of flies.
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