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In the near-half century that a kindly fate has allowed me to know Alec Hope, I never heard him raise his voice. Perhaps, obliged to shout a warning, or to hail a taxi, he could bellow with the most raucous of us. But it is not his style. Some years ago, a testy bureaucrat tried to put him under pressure:


 


‘Come now, Professor Hope—what can poets actually do for


Australia?’


‘They can justify its existence.’


With such command of silken deadliness, why should he ever need to shout?


That small story tells more about him than the mere fact of an unaffectedly beautiful speaking voice. It shows his passionate commitment to poetry, his belief that poetry not only explains mankind, but perhaps even excuses it. And his calm refusal to be browbeaten affirms his high estimation of the dignity and importance of the poet. With God nowadays forgotten, and religion dead, perhaps only poetry remains to purify, to light and to redeem the human spirit. Not for nothing, his first published book of poems opens with the epigraphical quotation:


 


Men must either bear their guilt and weakness


Or be a servile instrument to powers


That darken knowledge and corrupt the heart.


_________


Alec Derwent Hope was born in Cooma, New South Wales, in 1907. He was the son of a Presbyterian clergyman who served as a padre in World War I. Hope’s upbringing in the manse was just such as you may imagine. As duty moved his Reverend father from one church posting to another, the boyhood of the future poet was spent in the countryside of New South Wales and Tasmania. Experience and observation from such a life appears all through his work. This may surprise those who insist upon gum-trees and boomerangs as the only authentic badges of Australian identity, and it is true that they will scan his poems in vain for a single swagman or jumbuck. But where else did Hope learn how a bird lines its nest, or how a pool lies limpid in the arms of its enfolding rocks? One of Hope’s late poems, an elegy for his friend James McAuley, speaks of the shared delight of both poets in Tasmanian scenery:


 


It was my island too, my boyhood’s home,


My land of similes ...


 


Hope gained his early education through the state schools, including Bathurst High. Sydney’s Fort Street High School (nursery to so much Australian genius) saw the completion of his secondary phase. Religion, in the sense of churchgoing and orthodox Christian belief, slipped from him during his teens; transformation into an undogmatic agnostic does not seem to have been an agonizing struggle. Yet no poet’s being is more deeply instinct with spiritual values, or with the conviction that man’s redemption lies outside and beyond the realm of crass materialism.


The symbols, the myths, the enlightenments of his Christian upbringing remain and appear everywhere in his work: from the Old Testament, Adam and Eve, Cain and Abel, Lot and his daughters, Sodom; from the New Testament, his tender and ironic ‘Easter Hymn’, Judas, Lazarus, Pontius Pilate.


He attended Sydney University, graduating in Arts in 1928, and was much impressed by the remarkable (indeed, to respectable persons, the scandalous) Scot, John Anderson, longtime Professor of Philosophy. Sydney’s legendary poet and classicist, Christopher Brennan, was leading his brilliant career towards its alcoholic end during Hope’s undergraduate years. There was, alas, no academic contact between the old poet and the embryo one, but they met once, fittingly enough, in a hotel urinal, as later pages tell.


Hope’s route to postgraduate studies at Oxford lay through a scholarship, of which in those days there were so few that his winning one alone sufficiently indicates his outstanding qualities. He left Oxford in 1931, and his years at the ancient seat of learning were undoubtedly a profitable interlude during which he broadened his scope and his learning. But it did not culminate in academic distinction, and he left with the widely recognized Oxford wooden spoon—a third class honour.


The incidental opportunities which his Oxford period gave him for travel in Europe were richly employed, as were the journeys of his later life; in the best sense of the word, he is the most cosmopolitan of poets. When his verses refer, for example, to the mysteries of ancient Greece, you may be sure that the poet has visited the sites of their celebration, and absorbed their sense of place.


When he returned to Australia in 1931, he spent six years in a variety of jobs, with intervals of unemployment. In Sydney, he was for a time a college tutor, a school teacher and a vocational psychologist in the Commonwealth public service. He moved to Canberra to take charge of a trades school for apprentices, and in the raw, almost primitive national capital he met Penelope Robinson, to become his wife of fifty years. She was a remarkable lady, whose girlhood had been spent in the highly uncivilized Gulf of Papua with highly civilized parents.


None of these engagements except the last really appealed to him, though even the dreariest of them gave the future satirist material for his pen. How many people who sat around meeting tables with this polite young man would later recognize ghosts of themselves:


 


You will meet Caiaphas upon committees.


You will be glad of Pilate’s casting vote.


 


They were days when few young Australians even dreamed of what today would be called a ‘career path’. Under the black cloud of deep economic depression, even the most brilliant seized thankfully whatever jobs they could, performed them in greater or less contentment, gained their university degrees (some of them by attending evening lectures) and hoped that something would turn up. An eminent Australian who is also something of a poet, Sir Paul Hasluck, described a similar period in his own life in an autobiography which he titled Mucking About. So it was with Alec Hope.


In 1937 he was appointed lecturer at Sydney Teachers’ College, and his feet were set upon the academic path that they would never really leave until his retirement in 1968. From time to time throughout his life he has complained that the demands of teaching (and later of professorship) have been a distraction from his true vocation—writing, and in particular the writing of poetry. But, as he justly said, ‘If I tried to earn my living at poetry, I should simply starve to death’.


Yet he is a superb teacher, one who never faced an empty lecture theatre in his life. His perceptive criticism in journals such as Quadrant and Meanjin and in his books is also a form of teaching. Almost forgotten today is The Argonauts, a marvellous radio programme for children, broadcast daily by the ABC during the 1940s. It was, for young people, a triumph of imaginative participation of which one form was their submission of their own work for reading on air. Hope, in the character of ‘Anthony Inkwell’, was for long the firm yet encouraging radio critic who guided, chided and led them towards an understanding of their own language.


But of course the antithesis he draws between his teaching and his poetry-writing is a misleading one, and well he knows it. Though none of his poems betrays its duty to be true first of all to itself, few of them lack their lesson. Consider the twenty stanzas of ‘The Return from the Freudian Isles’, written in 1942 when Hope was thirty-five. It is a poetic achievement of breathtaking force, but it is also a hilarious send-up of the idiocies of Freudian psychology. Few of the other frauds and foibles of modern life have escaped his scourging.


One of his students at the Sydney Teachers’ College was James McAuley, ten years younger than his teacher, already a poet. The student offered, uninvited, to read and to advise on the poems he had heard on the grapevine that Hope had in manuscript. In the following pages, Hope tells the story of this brash undertaking, which he says was virtually the only lesson in poetry-writing that he ever had, and a sharp lesson it was. McAuley always denied the incident, but Hope insists it happened, and that McAuley simply forgot about it.


What is the truth? Though I can prove nothing, I have an opinion. During 1944 and 1945 McAuley and I, as junior officers, occupied for over a year nearby rooms in an army sleeping hut in Canberra. He was then about twenty-seven and I about twenty-two. My education had stopped at School Leaving—what we would now call Year Eleven. Discovering at last the ecstacy of private study, I was struggling hard with the poems of John Donne. I shall not forget Jim McAuley’s patient and illuminating help, given in hours sacrificed from his own work. (He was then in spare time engaged on his famous satire, ‘The True Discovery of Australia’). But neither will I forget his lapses—very occasionally—into sharp and humiliating criticism. It hurt, and it also did me a power of permanent good. I accept Hope’s superior memory and Hope’s version of the incident in 1937.


Beyond all speculation is the deep and fruitful friendship which the poets enjoyed until McAuley’s untimely death in 1976.


The celebrated Ern Malley hoax occurred towards the end of World War II, while Hope was still in Sydney. This is not the place to retell that literary legend in detail. It was a skilful landmine laid by the poets Harold Stewart and James McAuley, to explode the highflown literary and poetic nonsense then being promoted into vogue by Max Harris and his pretentious magazine Angry Penguins. The demolition was successful, and its relevance for our present purpose is that A. D. Hope was ‘in on the secret’ as the plot was formed. He highly approved its intention; in fact, he had himself contemplated something similar, but forbore when he discerned the superiority of the Stewart–McAuley plan.


Hope’s sense of poetic values was outraged by the obscure, undisciplined verse then gaining acceptance as ‘modern’. Much of it was without rhyme or metre; much of it, wandering across the page, seemed to be exercises in typographical perversity rather than essays in poetic composition; much of it had no meaning for the reader and, in some cases, very little for the writer either.


Alec Hope despised such easy self-indulgence; both his intellect and his integrity demanded lucidity and rationality. A poem should be accessible to any attentive, educated reader; it should draw at need from the inexhaustible bank of cultural and historical reference accumulated by the entire Western tradition, including the ancient classics and the Bible, and all that flowed from them. For anyone prepared to approach it thoughtfully, a poem should illuminate some aspect of being. And it should be built of words which had been not gathered anyhow and flung together like rubble for a bush chimney, but chosen severely for their precise meanings and subtle intonations. Finally, a poem should be crafted with respect for the rules of English prosody, whose rhyme and metre are not shackles for a true poet, but wings on which he soars.


In 1945 Hope left Sydney to become senior lecturer in the English Department at Melbourne University whose Professor, Ian Maxwell, was already well known to Hope. The ‘In Memoriam’ for Maxwell, written in 1979, shows the warm attachment between them.


I met Hope in 1946, though no amount of brain-wracking has succeeded in reminding me of the moment of our acquaintance. He was sixteen years older than I, who was a battling ex-serviceman undergraduate of twenty-four. We used to drink sometimes with a small group at the old Swanston Family Hotel, a comfortably run-down 19th Century pile on the corner of Swanston Street and Little Bourke, at the fringe of Chinatown. Although he would occasionally produce for the company some handwritten trifle—a squib, or a verse of high-grade bawdy—I simply had no idea that this quiet, amusing man was a notable scholar and a great poet. After a few beers, with the 6 o’clock bar closing of those days drawing inexorably on, Alec would say: ‘No—don’t order another one for me. I must be getting home to Penelope.’ I would laugh to show that I, too, was a literary man, and had caught the allusion to wandering Ulysses. Repetition wore the joke a bit thin, I thought, until I discovered that Mrs Hope’s name was Penelope.


As my course was History, we had no academic contact, but I used also to see him quite often at the dingy old lodging house at the tree-lined top end of Swanston Street, opposite today’s St Mary’s College. The place had a grand, two-storey terrace front to it, but denizens preferred access from the lane at the side. It was an illusion, of course, but it sometimes seemed as if the entire staff of the Melbourne University English School used to reside there or to flop there, and half the student body as well.


Alec was always the centre of an animated group, of which those who did not adore him admired him. The wonder is that he did not become the guru of some cult, but as I look back over those forty-five years I see now that such a corrupting relationship was never in prospect; the man’s integrity forbade it, and so did the unsleeping irreverence of his razor-sharp sense of humour.


Quite recently, over lunch at the Australian National University, Hope jeered about those who demanded a following’, who wanted to be Australia’s public wise men, ‘even if they have to wear a funny hat as a trade mark’. Patrick White in particular had provoked him, because he had just then called a press conference about some current controversy: ‘I have a statement to make’. Hope, quietly: ‘Who does he think he is?’ The history of tension between Australia’s two most famous writers was already decades long, going back to Hope’s excoriating disparagement of White’s prose as pretentious and illiterate verbal sludge. White’s feelings were ruffled further by the poet’s published opinion that, in the long run, Martin Boyd’s novels would come to occupy a higher place in Australia’s literary canon than White’s. Often thereafter the Nobel Prize winner would refer to Hope as ‘the slit-eyed Professor’.


His reputation for savagery as a critic grew during his Melbourne period, though it had begun earlier. The Jindyworobak movement, especially as represented by Rex Ingamells and Ian Mudie, felt his lash. The Jindies’ perfectly sincere desire to ‘naturalize’ Australian culture was led up the dead-end lane of insisting—almost—that every literary work must display its proper quota of didgeridoos, boomerangs and witchetty grubs. Their absurdities made them fair game for Hope, whose review ‘Corroboree on Parnassus’ produced shocked offence.


Meanjin published his review of Max Harris’s truly absurd novel The Vegetative Eye, and at once people began saying in hushed voices that Clem Christesen had got himself a genuinely fierce literary critic at last. The title of that article suffices to tell us all we need nowadays to know: ‘Confessions of a Zombie’. The scars, apparently, linger still. Even in 1991 Alister Kershaw, in HeyDays, speaks bitterly of Hope’s ‘gunning down’ of Max Harris, and of his ‘hand-rubbing’ enjoyment in his ‘life’s mission to put writers in their place’.


After World War II, the Communist Party tried to promote itself as the only true custodian of the ‘old’ Australian tradition. It was in truth a hijack campaign: Henry Lawson, Joseph Furphy, Dad and Dave, Waltzing Matilda and all the shearers and swagmen of the 1890s were to be marshalled willy-nilly as progenitors of the new Australian Marxist society. Overland magazine was a vehicle for this venture in cultural annexation, while theatre and folksongs were also to play their part. Such a movement was repellent to Hope, and he resisted it.


His association with Ern Malley, his Vegetative Eye and Jindyworobak critiques and his aloofness from the spurious Marxist revivification of the shearers permitted the canard—and it was a canard—to spread that Hope was antipathetic to Australian literature.


An accusation more ill judged would be hard to frame. At that time Australian writing commanded virtually no attention in university courses, and the received academic view might have been summed up in the question: ‘What Australian literature?’ Hope, to the contrary, urged its inclusion in the syllabus for the Arts degree, and himself published some engagingly sympathetic essays on Australian literary topics. He discerned, for example, both the interest and the virtues in William Charles Wentworth’s celebratory prize poem ‘Australasia’, published in 1823. His comparison of Henry Lawson with Steele Rudd, in 1956, was a real illumination. He was perceptive about Henry Handel Richardson and Miles Franklin, and when he was harsh towards Katharine Susannah Prichard she deserved it, for prostituting literature to politics. His Australian preoccupations were not restricted to the upper flights of ‘pure literature’. He showed us the inwardness of the connections between Steele Rudd’s stories and Norman Lindsay’s illustrations. He thoroughly appreciated the Aussie qualities of our comic strips, such as ‘Wally and the Major’. Yet somehow, in some minds, all his yeoman labour for the literature of his native land seemed to melt away after any occasional teasing sally:


 


Australian poets, you recall, prefer


The packhorse and the slip-rail and the spur.


 


There went Hope again! Sending up Australian poetry!


It was the penalty he paid for his breadth of knowledge, his catholicity of taste, and his calm sense of proportion. He knew that Australian writing had begun to burgeon, and that its growth encouraged hope; indeed, already some worthwhile early fruits had been gathered in. It was a garden in which he himself intended also to labour. But he saw it truly for what it was, and what it remains: strong new shoots springing from the trunks of the great trees grown through five hundred years of earlier English literature. Not for anything would he praise it beyond its worth. An honest critic, as he once wrote, wrestles for his soul like Jacob with the angel.


In 1951 he accepted the foundation chair of English at Canberra University College, a new institution allied to Melbourne, but soon to achieve independence as the Australian National University. The College was at first quartered in the colonnaded buildings which still stand as the earliest part of the Canberra City shopping centre. Students, meeting him here for the first time, were startled by the distinctive yet mysteriously familiar tones of their new professor’s voice. Yes, they had indeed met him before, as ‘Anthony Inkwell’ of the radio ‘Argonauts’.


Here he continued to grumble about the teaching which encroached on time he would have preferred to devote to poetry; he would jeer at the ‘youthful folly of earning a living’ as a distraction from the proper use of his energies. I for one never took such complaints quite seriously. He enjoyed watching young minds expand under the wonderful lucidity of his lectures, and he drew generous joy from the later achievements of brilliant pupils.


A fire which severely damaged part of the College buildings destroyed the manuscripts of poems and other writings upon which he had been working for years. The legend goes, that in those days, before the appearance of today’s ubiquitous photocopier and word-processor, these works had existed only in two forms: in the unique holographs which had just vanished in smoke, and in the poet’s mind. Such a blow might have embittered or even unhinged some writers. The Roman Hope bore it with the stoic calm of a Pliny or a Marcus Aurelius. Hope has since disclosed that he had prudently distributed copies. So therefore (as he himself wrote) ‘exit Pliny and Marcus Aurelius’.


When the landscape of Australian poetry comes to be surveyed from the perspective of a later century, a tall feature will be observed to rise above the plain in 1955, for in that year was published The Wandering Islands, Hope’s first book of poems. He was already forty-eight, far beyond the mid-point of man’s allotted three-score years and ten.


He had offered the manuscript to Melbourne University Press, which had a reputation for sympathy to poetry. Its founding manager, Frank Wilmot, had himself been the poet ‘Furnley Maurice’; MUP’s imprint had appeared on such slim but distinguished volumes as The Poems of Lesbia Harford and This Night’s Orbit by R. D. FitzGerald; in 1946 it had issued Under Aldebaran, the first book of poems by Hope’s student-mentor, James McAuley.


Any sanguine feelings that this might have given Alec Hope were dashed. After a considerable wait, a letter of rejection; after a further interval, the manuscript was returned. During the quarter-century that I was myself Director of MUP (1962–1988) I saw no file relating to The Wandering Islands. It may, with others, have been lost in the Press’s several office moves. But I was told, on authority which I believe, that the rejection followed a report by a member of the Board of Management that some of the poems were too sexually outspoken, and that publication would damage the Press’s reputation. Not until a decade later was Hope’s now famous name lured at last into MUP’s list, beginning with a little survey pamphlet designed to bring up to date H. M. Green’s useful conspectus, Australian Literature 1900–1950.


It can hardly be said that by rejecting The Wandering Islands MUP did itself a good turn, but at least it did the poet no harm. The Sydney firm of Edwards & Shaw not only accepted the manuscript, but produced the book in a most handsome and striking edition. I was given my copy as a birthday present, and remember my surprised delight. The dull green cover bore on its front no title, simply the name ‘A. D. Hope’ printed in dusty gold. The slim gold spine spelled out in full the title and the author’s name. The end-papers—outrageously advanced—were crimson, but purple on their reverse sides, adding boldness to elegance. It was beautifully typeset, and printed on a delightful paper. If Edwards & Shaw had published nothing else in its life, The Wandering Islands was a proud achievement.


The seventy-four pages sandwiched between those startling end-papers contained forty-two poems, all short, with only one extending beyond two pages. Some had appeared before in ‘little’ magazines, of which five are thanked in the Acknowledgements. Though a small and discerning audience had long ‘known’ him from these occasional appearances, publication of this book seemed strangely to lift his voice and presence to a higher order. It was almost as if a man who had tootled hitherto on a tin whistle suddenly burst upon the ear conducting a symphony orchestra. Small as this corpus was in relation to the stream of poems and other writings which were to follow, the collection forced realization that here was a poet of formidable power, capacity and range.


The fame that followed took more shapes than one, and Hope’s sense of humour was well able to handle the more absurd aspects: ‘Oh, Professor Hope!’ gushed a woman for whom he had just autographed a copy. ‘Oh Professor—to meet you, actually in the flesh!’ ‘Well, I’m usually there’, murmured the poet.


The poems in The Wandering Islands offered no examples of his facility in the Augustan, the heroic couplet, nor of the powers of sustained creation exhibited so splendidly in his later, longer works such as Dunciad Minor and The Age of Reason. These and his many other books successively delight readers as they continue to appear, seemingly ‘without haste but without rest’, into his old age. Nevertheless, that first volume alone was sufficient to engender strong opinions about his creation; as these feelings have persisted, we might as well consider them now, in relation not only to his first book, but to later work as well.


It was (and to some extent it still is) said that his sexual interest is somehow tasteless, extreme and obsessive. Such, certainly, was the view of the reader who recommended MUP not to publish The Wandering Islands. It is also claimed that his satiric view of mankind and of life is too harsh, too savage. (Nobody had the temerity or blindness to disparage his craftsmanship, his lucidity or his learning.)


The first charge has, to me, always seemed wholly misconceived, and to have been the product of squeamishness or dirty minds. Old-time prudery, lingering quite strongly into the 1950s, might have been startled; his work—in ghastly modern locution—was ‘explicit’. So it was, on occasion, exquisitely so, and no grown person should have shrunk from it. A little more perception, perhaps a little more loving capacity in themselves, would have revealed the passionate tenderness of Hope’s idea of sexual union between man and woman. The act of love was—or it ought to be—a celebration of mutual fulfilment which re-created their bodies and saw the lovers’ spirits ‘from their timeless anguish freed’. His work is so replete with examples that to quote extensively were tedious; the three stanzas of ‘Chorale’ (1955) sum it all up.


Less frequently remarked is Hope’s view of love as a joyous act of fruitfulness, of generation. In ‘Imperial Adam’ our first parents learn ‘the jolly deed of kind’; in ‘Chorale’ we hear the ‘womb, sighing for the wasted seed’; ‘The Walker’ tells the horror of nascent life aborted:


 


Banned with drug and knife,


Whom your coward heart destroyed


In the gates of life.


 


Hope has occasionally, and not very percipiently, been given through his verse the character of the male sexual opportunist—even (to lapse once more into the awful argot of our day) a ‘male chauvinist pig’. Cited against him have been bawdy trifles tossed off to amuse, such as the unpublished ‘On a Fine Day in Summer’:


 


The sun doth shine,


The world is mine,


My bones are full of marrow;


O for a wench


That has a trench


Where I might push my barrow!


Big tits and little wits


Do often go together,


But who would want


A talking cunt


In such fine fucking weather?


Even extreme feminism might be improved with a touch of toleration and humour.


In 1964 Weidenfeld and Nicolson published a large and handsome anthology, edited by William Cole and with a Foreword by Stephen Spender. It was titled Erotic Poetry, and I congratulated Alec—the boy from the Australian bush—upon his strong representation in such a sophisticated international collection. Although—as I recall—Hope had fewer poems than Robert Burns, he had more than Shakespeare. ‘Publishers like “erotic”, you know’, said the poet, a little wistfully. ‘It sells more copies, I suppose; but I would have preferred it to be called “Love Poetry”.’


So much for sex; what about savagery? As we saw, Hope’s flaying of Max Harris, the Jindyworobaks and Patrick White brought shocked gasps and upraised hands. This showed how weak colonial stomachs were. Perhaps, just after World War II, there was some excuse for queasiness. Close-knit and cosy, the Australian literary establishment was a small and threatened sect, with a tiny audience and a minuscule market for its work. Dog could not afford to eat dog. Today, that excuse has vanished, but hypersensitivity to criticism remains. We see a horde of writers pee in rotation in each others’ pockets as they daisychain their way around the Literature Board, supplicatory hands extended for the grant that ‘peer approval’ will eventually produce.


Hope’s offences had been no more than to offer a few bracing tastes of the quality of criticism which daily awaits writers in England and America, and which is there accepted as wholesome discipline. However sound and honest Hope’s critical insights might be, they were too tart; Australian teeth were set on edge; Hope was ‘savage’.


It is also said that, literary criticism aside, his view of human nature, of human motivation and character is too low, too cynical, too harsh: in short, ‘too savage’. In the age of the gulag and the gas chamber, one might ask just what quantum of savagery would be about right? The useless answer exposes the foolish question.


Vincent Buckley very truly pointed out that Alec Hope sees mankind as a metaphysical being, never as a political one. Hope would probably go along with Goethe’s delineation of Faust:


 


Twin brethren dwell within me, twins of strife,


And either fights to free him from the other;


One grips the earth in savage lust of life,


Clutches the ground and wallows in the mire;


The other lifts himself and struggles free,


Tearing the chain that binds him to his brother,


Beating the air with wings of vast desire


Toward the far realm of his great ancestry.


 


This is not a view which sits easily with notions of human perfectibility or plans for ever-progressive social reform. ‘Schemes of political improvement are very laughable things’, says Doctor Johnson, and Hope joins in the joke. Perhaps herein lies the slight unease with which Hope is regarded in some sections of the Left; into this ground too, perhaps, stretch some of the finer roots of poetic disapproval of him as ‘anti-modernist’; that he is not merely savage, but a conservative savage as well.


In any event, The Wandering Islands showed early his determination to see and to say the bad as well as the better. Many a person of impeccable goodwill was shocked by the last-line denouement of ‘Imperial Adam’: first the awesome creation of Adam by Jahweh; then the tender supplement of Eve; then the idyllic crescendo of mating and breeding the first mortal child, and it all comes to what? Adam saw


 


Between her legs a pygmy face appear


And the first murderer lay upon the earth.


 


In 1959, in Meanjin, he published ‘A Commination’, a poem of thirteen six-line stanzas. The title means ‘a cursing’, and part of the Ash Wednesday service of the Church of England is a ceremonial cursing of evil—the commination. This poem indeed extends for us a scorchingly savage picture of the whole modern materialist world. The poet announces that he is not in pursuit of small fry


 


... of the piddling kind:


Drivellers, snivellers, writers of bad verse,


Backbiting bitches, snipers from a pew,


Small turds from the great arse of self-esteem.


 


No. This time his gun is loaded for


 


Some Caliban of Culture, some absurd


Messiah of the Paranoiac State,


Some Educator wallowing in his slime,


Some Prophet of the uncreating Word


Monsters a man might reasonably hate,


Masters of Progress, Leaders of our Time ...


He does not deny that he himself still lives in


 


This great Sodom of a world, which turns


The treasure of the Intellect to dust ...


and he does not


Mock at the just, the helpless and the poor,


Foot-fast in Sodom’s rat-trap ...


But it is clear that he prays to be released, like Lot to his mountains or Noah to his ark, while brimstone and flood consume the rest of the disgusting world.
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