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THE GERTRUDE STEIN READER



“There have been many Anthologies, Chrestomathies, and Readers of Gertrude Stein’s work, a multiplicity corresponding to the diversity and development of the writings she produced with such astonishing continuity all her life. In his lively selection, Mr. Kostelanetz has successfully represented one aspect of Stein’s repertoire and provided a characteristic introduction which surely identifies his particular insight into her work. As Gertrude Stein says in Tender Buttons: ‘a line in life, a single line and a stairway.’ Congratulations all round!”


—Pulitzer Prize–winning poet Richard Howard


“Kostelanetz does it again, gathering Stein’s lively, liberating, and cleansing words (the words, as she says, we hold in our hands) in a fine new anthology that includes ‘Many Many Women,’ ‘Wherein the South Differs from the North,’ ‘Three Sisters Who Are Not Sisters,’ and ‘How Writing Is Written’—testimony all to Stein’s prescient originality and Kostelanetz’s lifelong commitment to it.”


—Brenda Wineapple, author of Sister Brother: Gertrude and Leo Stein


“Here’s proof—in readings bound to tease, perplex, and delight—that Stein was the Great American Pioneer in the avant-garde of twentieth-century literature.”


—William C. Carter, author of Marcel Proust: A Life


“Richard Kostelanetz is right—again. Gertrude Stein is the great American pioneer of the avant-garde. Kostelanetz shows us Stein in all her bounty, ingenuity, and originality.”


—Catharine R. Stimpson, dean and university professor, New York University, and editor of the Library of America’s two-volume Gertrude Stein: Writings


“Gertrude Stein always did things her own way, with no apologies given. Editor Richard Kostelanetz captures the contradictory aspects of her domineering personality and towering presence. He makes quite clear that Stein was a woman for all seasons and for all times.”


—June Skinner Sawyers, editor of The Lost Generation Reader
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“Any human beings putting words together had to make some sense out of them.”
—Gertrude Stein, in an interview with Robert Haas (1946)


“Composition is not a process but a process that displays the growth of the form that the work renders—a process in which statement and observation occur simultaneously. Rendering the process which evolves the work collapses the time of reading, the writing of writing, and diegetic time into the single moment of presence.”
—Bruce Elder, “The Films of Stan Brakhage in the American Tradition” (1998)
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PREFACE


Remarkable family Stein


There’s Ep and there’s Gert


And there’s Ein


Ep’s sculpture is junk,


Gert’s poetry is bunk


And nobody understands Ein.


Once I discovered that there was more to Gertrude Stein than Three Lives and Toklas, I came to regard her among the greatest modern writers—in her idiosyncratic ways the equal of William Faulkner and James Joyce. What I had to discover was AnOther Stein, or at least a Stein other than the minor realist who authored those two familiar books. My reading mechanisms were opened by the titles that Stein had self-published in the 1930s (or, more precisely, that her devoted companion Alice B. Toklas had published for her as the Plain Edition). Long scarce in America, these titles were reprinted in the 1960s by the great Dick Higgins under the imprint of Something Else Press (SEP), which I’ve characterized in my A Dictionary of the Avant-Gardes as an educational institution as important to the 1960s avant-garde as Black Mountain College was to the 1950s. My SEP copies of Geography and Plays, G. M. P., The Making of Americans, and How to Write were well thumbed and annotated over the past three decades.


I realized then that Stein had two reputations. Where conservative critics thought her a minor realist who also wrote a lot of inscrutable texts, I ranked her the Great American Person of Avant-Garde Letters whose “bunk” roughly in the genres of fiction, poetry, drama, and exposition was monumentally innovative. Whereas earlier Stein anthologies and criticism focused upon the realist Stein, I’ve favored the radical Gertrude Stein, first in a series of critical appreciations, then in an anthology drawn exclusively from the volumes posthumously published by the Yale University Press (my The Yale Gertrude Stein, 1980, and still in print), third in an anthology of criticism concentrating upon the more radical work (Gertrude Stein Advanced, 1990), and finally in this new collection. My gratitude goes to Michael Dorr and his associates at Cooper Square Press for commissioning this book and Steven Dekovich for careful and conscientious proofreading.


In selecting items for this volume, I have drawn mostly upon less familiar texts initially published abroad. Within that bias, I’ve favored versions that have previously appeared in print, because that is how I know them, while acknowledging the heroic efforts of Ulla Dydo and Edward Burns, among others, to produce more definitive versions from Stein’s handwritten manuscripts. When proofreading this text against original publications, we discovered oddities of spelling, grammar, and punctuation, which were sometimes corrected using brackets ([ ]) to indicate such an editorial change. In ordering the selections, I’ve tried to follow the outlines of the second half of my extended introduction. Headnotes appear only when necessary.





INTRODUCTION


“I found myself plunged into a vortex of words, burning words, cleansing words, liberating words, feeling words, and the words were all ours and it was enough that we held them in our hands to play with them; whatever you can play with is yours, and this was the beginning of knowing; of all Americans knowing, that it would play and play with words and the words were all ours—all ours.”


—Gertrude Stein,
“American Language and Literature” (undated)


“The Homme de Lettres, homme not femme.”


—Virgil Thomson


Though Gertrude Stein died more than fifty years ago, her writings have survived her. Nearly every year something she wrote is reprinted and a book at least in part about her appears. No longer the epitome of inscrutable preciosity in modern literature, she is now ranked among its greatest inventors, whose best writings still seem very, very contemporary. It is hard for a reader today to believe that Stein, born February 3, 1874, belongs chronologically to the generation of Theodore Dreiser (b. 1871), Stephen Crane (b. 1871), H. L. Mencken (b. 1880), and Eugene O’Neill (b. 1888). While her genius as an art collector was often acknowledged during her lifetime, only after her death have her literary achievements been so widely honored. In the 1950s, Yale University Press published several volumes of previously unpublished texts, including the monumental poem “Lifting Belly,” while Something Else Press in the 1960s reprinted Stein texts that were first published only in Europe decades before, such as The Making of Americans (1926) and G. M. P. (1932). Back in 1926, she wrote in her inimitable style, “For a very long time everybody refuses and then almost without pause almost everybody accepts. In the history of the refused in arts and literature the rapidity of the change is always startling. Now the only difficulty with the volte-face concerning the arts is this: When the acceptance comes, by that acceptance the thing created becomes a classic.” She continued, “And what is the characteristic quality of a classic. The characteristic quality of a classic is that it is beautiful. . . . Of course it is beautiful but first of all beauty in it is denied and then all the beauty of it is accepted.” In her familiarity with the career of avant-garde art, Stein implicitly predicted that by the twenty-first century her own much-scorned scribblings would be regarded as, yes, beautiful and classic.


It is perhaps a tribute to the originality and integrity of her more difficult writings that they, in contrast to other dimensions of her achievement, have taken so long to be recognized. Back in the 1930s, Stein became a celebrated eccentric, thanks mostly to The Autobiography of Alice B. Toklas (1933), which became a best-seller, and then her highly publicized U.S. lecture tour in the wake of the books success. For the next decade, her most conspicuous activities were reported in the newspapers, often with whimsy, rarely with undiluted cultural respect. When American soldiers took back France from the Nazis during World War II, she gained notoriety for entertaining the Americans in her home.


This exploitation of her personality was, like her art collection, merely incidental to what she considered her primary interest, which was her writing. From 1902, when she began her first novel, to her death forty-four years later, Stein wrote steadily, producing some of the most extraordinary books in modern literature—texts so original that they still strike many literate people initially as “unreadable.”


A short stocky woman, Stein favored heavy shirts, long brown corduroy skirts, and jackets with loose pockets, as well as sandals and idiosyncratic hats—in sum giving her a public appearance that was neither masculine nor feminine but somewhere in between. In his pioneering 1948 biography, journalist W. G. Rogers found “a distinguished and beautiful face, strong, open, molded massively on big, generous lines and planes; it reminded me of eighteen-inch sculpture which mysteriously produces an eighteen-foot effect. The mouth was wide, the complexion weathered, the dark brown eyes mellow and magnetic.” In the 1970s, I remember meeting people who had seen her forty years before, more than one remembering her head as unusually “well-formed.”


In 1905, Pablo Picasso, then twenty-four, briefly saw Stein in an art gallery; and though he had previously spurned the use of live models (and was unaware of her reputation as an art collector), he found her appearance so infatuating that he asked to paint her portrait. Her hair was then long and dark, with gentle curls that, as in the Picasso painting, were pulled back across the crown of her head. Not until twenty years later did she adopt the close-cropped haircut that became her instantly recognizable trademark. In both her art and her life, Stein mixed semblances of affectation with genuine style. It seems that Stein’s major passion, after writing, was eating; and though only five feet two inches tall, she reportedly weighed over two hundred pounds. When she sat down, she resembled, it was commonly said, “a living Buddha.” What was more commanding than her physical presence, however, was her personality—alert, articulate, cordial, imperious, and quarrelsome. Rarely bothered by illness, avoiding alcohol and other deleterious drugs, she retained her strengths to her death.


Especially after her split from her slightly older brother Leo, with whom she lived for most of her thirties, she tended to dominate all public situations; and if, perchance, someone else upstaged her, Stein did not stay long. This urge to dominate perhaps explains why Stein’s favorite kind of social gathering was the Saturday soirée in her own house where guests, offered nothing stronger than tea or an occasional liqueur, could be awed by both her collection of recent paintings and her brilliant conversation. One of her biographers, John Malcolm Brinnin, characterizes her monologue as typically “a mixture of small talk and pronunciamento.” The British writer known as Bryher remembers that Stein “would pick up a phrase and develop it, ranging through a process of continuous association until we seem to have ascended through the seven Persian heavens and in the process to have turned our personalities inside out.” She coined the term “lost generation” to define younger writers diametrically unlike herself. Like her sometime friend Ernest Hemingway, she seems to have implanted something of herself in nearly everyone she met.


This remarkable cosmopolitan was born not along the eastern seaboard, as one might expect, but in Allegheny, Pennsylvania, just outside of Pittsburgh. Her father was a prosperous clothing merchant whose ancestors had emigrated from Germany only a few decades before. Gertrude was the last of five children; when she was still an infant, her father, Daniel Stein, moved his large family from Pittsburgh to Austria, in part because he wanted a cultural atmosphere more conducive to the education of his children. When he returned to the United States in 1878, mostly to amass more money, the rest of the family moved to Paris. Two years later, all the Steins came back to the United States, settling in Oakland, California, where Gertrude and her closest brother, Leo, were educated by governesses at home and then in the local public schools. She later remembered her particular enjoyment of grammar, which she described as “very exciting. I really do not know that anything has ever been more exciting than diagramming sentences. . . . I like the feeling the everlasting feeling of sentences as they diagram themselves.” Precociously intelligent, she devoured the English classics as a child, “living continuously,” as she later put it, “with the rhythms of the English language.”


Either no one told Gertrude that women were supposed to be intellectually inferior, or she never got the standard Victorian message. From a young age she developed the romantic notion of herself as a “genius” who could transcend mortal conventions in favor of her own rules; and since both of her parents died before she turned eighteen, Gertrude was free of another source of possible restraint. After a year living with relatives in Baltimore, she applied for admittance into Harvard, where Leo Stein was already studying. Although she had not officially graduated from high school (and did not know Latin, which was then required for entrance), Radcliffe accepted her as a special student. Her favorite teacher was the philosopher William James, from whom she learned much about psychology and even more about philosophical empiricism. While an undergraduate, she joined a male graduate student in doing original research in automatic writing. It is commonly assumed that this instilled a pre-Freudian interest in her own unconscious, but that is not true. As Stein herself once testified, “Gertrude Stein never had subconscious reactions,” and her writing was never anything less than fully conscious.


Graduated magna cum laude, she rejoined Leo in Baltimore and studied medicine for five years at the Johns Hopkins Medical School. In addition to doing research in brain tracts and taking private lessons in boxing (with men), she assisted in the delivery of African American infants (and thus gained firsthand material for her story “Melanctha”). Just short of finishing a medical degree, she once again followed Leo, this time to Europe. After brief trips to Italy, London, and then back to New York, she joined him at 27 rue Fleurus, their first Parisian residence. Meanwhile, her eldest brother, Michael Stein, had assumed management of the family finances, shrewdly supervising modest investments that freed them from the need for jobs and yet kept them parsimonious. Gertrude frequently characterized their financial condition as “reasonably poor.”


Astute investors in spite of themselves, Leo and Gertrude Stein scrimped and saved to buy numerous then-recent paintings by young artists with names like Matisse and Picasso, adventurously establishing one of the first percipient collections of modernist art. Whenever Gertrude’s regular income was insufficient, pieces from this collection would provide a sure source of instant money.


Michael Stein also told several other San Franciscans, including Alice Babette Toklas, to call upon his siblings during a projected European trip in 1907. Though Alice and Gertrude were totally opposite in certain respects—Alice being thin, practical, and deferential—they became best friends for life, married in all but name. In 1910, Alice came to live at 27 rue Fleurus, and by 1913 Leo moved out, leaving his sister, at thirty-nine, finally free of her last constraint.


Alice B. Toklas became a dutiful housekeeper and an accomplished cook, whose choice recipes were eventually gathered into a popular cookbook. Once she became fully integrated into Gertrude’s habitual routines, Alice would typically begin her mornings by typing the handwritten pages that Gertrude had left the night before, and it was Alice, rather than their author, who submitted manuscripts to prospective publishers. With both a private income and a loyal helper, Stein was as free of mundane cares as any artist can be. Though Gertrude Stein spent nearly all of her adult life abroad, mostly because a comfortable, job-free existence was more feasible in Europe, she was scarcely an expatriate. She never considered herself French, and she disliked reading, even newspapers, in any language but English. In her will, she described herself as “legally domiciled in Baltimore, Maryland, but residing” in Paris. Throughout her life, her frame of reference, her cultural tradition, her imagination, her sense of audience, her home life, her friends, her language, and her income all remained primarily American.


Even by 1913, she was a persevering, if unrecognized, author. A decade before, she had finished her first novel, entitled Q.E.D., a stylistically realistic portrait of her female protagonist’s apparently frustrated affection for another woman. In part because of its unusual subject, it did not appear in print until 1950 (and then in a limited edition). Having worked on a translation of Gustave Flaubert’s Trois Contes, she wrote around 1905 a similarly structured fiction, initially entitled “Three Histories,” that also portrayed female sexual frustrations. This new book, like Q.E.D., contained finely constructed psychological portraits that echoed not only the writings of Flaubert but also those of her favorite teacher’s younger brother, Henry James.


She sent the manuscript to college friends back in the United States, and they submitted it to several East Coast publishers, all of whom refused it. Rather than let her text accumulate surplus dust, Stein followed the good example of earlier American authors (Poe, Whitman, Crane) and paid a small publisher $660 to print one thousand copies of Three Lives (1909). Reviews were few at the time, while sales were negligible (and the publisher gratuitously insulted Stein’s competence in the English language). However, not only has the best of these novellas, “Melanctha,” been frequently reprinted, but Three Lives has since become one of Stein’s two most popular works. It is also a litmus test of one’s taste in Stein: readers and critics who are especially fond of it tend not to like her more difficult works, and vice versa.


Meanwhile, Stein had been working on her most ambitious single book, The Making of Americans, whose principal quality is linguistic repetition. Customarily retiring to her work table just before midnight, she wrote until dawn in a studio filled with contemporary paintings and then slept into the afternoon. The final draft ran over 550,000 words (in comparison, say, to the 379,000 of James Joyce’s Ulysses), and one of Alice B. Toklas’s first gifts of love was typing the monumental manuscript for 2,428 pages, nineteen lines to a page. As this book too did not initially find a publisher, Stein turned to writing a shorter novel, A Long Gay Book, which combined a personal curiosity about unconventional human relationships with her literary interest in stylistic permutations and potentialities. Stymied again by possible publishers, Stein wrote a series of much shorter pieces, some of which she submitted to magazines in both England and America. Not until 1912, when Alfred Stieglitz took two prose pieces for his prestigious Camera Work—she was thirty-eight years old at the time—did any editor, entirely on his own volition, accept her work for publication.


Though Stein was then writing, writing, writing all the time, her efforts to place book-length manuscripts did not immediately succeed. Beginning in 1931, Carl Van Vechten, a prominent reviewer and publicist at that time, generously sponsored her manuscripts with the larger American book publishers. Some of them snickered when the manuscripts arrived, while others returning them shamelessly vented arrogance based upon irate ignorance. The London publishers she tried were rarely more sympathetic. Short pieces would occasionally appear in better magazines or in folios issued by a Parisian art dealer, while two freshly founded New York small presses issued Stein books—Tender Buttons (1914) and Useful Knowledge (1928), respectively—in small editions that, like their publishers, quickly disappeared. In the 1920s, H. L. Mencken, who was then both a critic and an editor, smugly numbered Stein among the “Ten Dullest Authors.”


Nonetheless, younger writers like Sherwood Anderson and Ernest Hemingway were seeking her out and citing her influence, for it was commonly known within the literary world that Gertrude Stein was doing something special. Still book publishers refused, oblivious to both the presence of a public for her work and its professional distinction. (The industry’s next historian might note that the editorial sinners included some of the more honored names in U.S. publishing.)


With typical generosity, Carl Van Vechten followed Stein’s pre-Xerox request to put her manuscripts away for safekeeping; and after her death, he became Stein’s literary executor. Perhaps because she seldom regarded herself as either female or Jewish, she never publicly blamed her publishing problems on sexual and/or religious discriminations (which did exist, nonetheless, in literary milieus). Her “genius” and originality were, in her judgment, far more troublesome.


In 1922 appeared a collection of her very best short pieces, Geography and Plays, published by a small Boston firm, Four Seas, which asked its authors to defray the costs of printing. Four years later, she had to promise Robert McAlmon’s Contact Editions that her family would purchase fifty copies (or 10 percent) of the original printing of Americans. In the mid-1920s, Stein and Toklas began to spend their summers at Bilignin in the Rhône valley; but every time they returned to Paris in the fall, the cabinet filled with unpublished manuscripts depressed them. In 1930, Toklas simply sold a spare Picasso to Mrs. Averell Harriman in order to found Plain Edition, as she called it. Under that imprint appeared five new Stein books. Stein even contributed her American money to the Paris publication of a book that included French translations of her work. Not until 1933, when Gertrude Stein was fifty-nine years old (and had been a full-time writer for thirty years) did any prominent U.S. publisher invest its name and its own money in her work; and that fact is scarcely a testimonial to the industry’s pretensions of literary intelligence.


The book that changed Stein’s career was The Autobiography of Alice B. Toklas (1933), a gossipy memoir published under her own name. The device of using “Toklas” as a first-person narrator induced Stein to simplify her style, as well as conveniently enabling her to become her own Boswell—to boast about herself in the third person, as “she” and “her.” What was initially conceived as a brazen literary stunt became a graceful springboard into American fame. As an effective bit of press-agentry, this extended essay in self-appreciation also generated the first public myths about “Gertrude Stein.” Partially serialized in The Atlantic Monthly, more influential then than now, The Autobiography became a best-seller that no doubt capitalized upon a larger publics salacious interest in Parisian bohemia. Since Stein and Toklas were very hospitable, nearly everyone of cultural importance passed through their house and thus the pages of this book. A year later, Virgil Thomsons musical setting of her opera libretto, Four Saints in Three Acts, became a hit in both New York and Chicago, the fame of one work implicitly abetting the other.


No longer a private enthusiasm, Stein suddenly became a public celebrity who was invited to celebrate her sixtieth year with a lecture tour across her native land. Returning to America for the first time in thirty years (and the last time in her life), she gave interviews that made the front pages of newspapers, while her lectures captured an emerging generation of serious readers. Her postlecture repartee was so brilliantly imposing that spectators could recall her exact remarks decades later. Bennett Cerf’s Random House agreed to publish only Stein’s new manuscripts; but those appearing after Everybody’s Autobiography (1937) were considerably weaker than their predecessors. At worst, her tone becomes arrogant, the exposition coy, the language cute, and her perceptions glib. Simply, success had made her into a flaccid suburban entertainer. It seems in retrospect that once Stein found a large audience, she became more predisposed to the undistinguished practice of giving her readers what she and her publishers thought they wanted.


Random House’s Modern Library reprinted Three Lives, and it commissioned Van Vechten to edit and introduce The Selected Writings of Gertrude Stein (1946), which incidentally reprinted some of the earlier, more difficult pieces, including Tender Buttons. Another New York publisher issued a severely abridged edition of The Making of Americans (1936), which thus became available in two drastically different versions. (Back in the 1970s, the Harbrace paperback of this shorter edition mentioned nothing about abridgment.) All this fame notwithstanding, no one wanted to publish Stein’s rich cache of earlier, still-unpublished manuscripts; so one provision of her will was a subsidy to support eight large volumes that the Yale University Press issued between 1951 and 1958. “It has always been my hope,” she wrote in 1937, “that some day some one would print everything,” and until the 1960s that “some one” was finally herself.


Stein’s books fall into two categories—the simple ones and the more difficult texts. Although these terms are themselves too simplistic to provide much critical insight, they have their truth. The “simple” books are those enjoyed by moderately sophisticated readers of realistic fiction: not only Q.E.D. and Three Lives, but the two autobiographies, Alice B. Toklas and Everybody’s Autobiography, and then the later novels like Ida (1941) and Brewsie and Willie (1946), in addition to the later memoirs, such as Paris, France (1941) and Wars I Have Seen (1945). And these remain her more popular works. Nearly everything else can justly be considered “difficult.” However, the fact that these works are frequently dismissed as “inscrutable” does not mean they cannot be understood.


One reason that even experienced readers find Stein’s prose so difficult is that they expect elements that simply are not there. In her fictions, they look for full-bodied characters but instead find only caricatures; instead of comprehensive descriptions, they find repetitious declarations. Instead of plots that come to a climax, there is uninflected narrative. In her essays, they expect developed definitions and instead find circuitous, indefinite encirclings around an ostensible subject; in lieu of representation, they find abstraction. Even those readers accustomed to the classic modernists—to Joyce, Proust, Eliot, et al.—often find Stein’s work opaque, largely because her innovations are not like theirs. What readers often miss is that an understanding and appreciation of Gertrude Stein starts with her style.


Whereas Pound and others experimented primarily with literary structures, Stein concentrated on language. “I like writing,” she once wrote. “It is so pleasant, to have the ink write it down on the paper as it goes on doing.” Gertrude Stein was almost incapable of writing a common sentence. Even in personal letters, she is continually shifting the order of words, so that the syntactical parts of a sentence fall in unusual places. Adverbs that conventionally come after their verbs now appear before; ditto with prepositional phrases. The object of a clause becomes the subject (i.e., “the ink write it down”), and both adjectives and prepositions have ambiguous referents. Some parts of speech are omitted, while others are duplicated. All these essentially mechanical devices enabled her to express rather simple sentiments in remarkably striking forms: “William Aspinwall Bradley our agent came to stay. After a little while I asked him to go away, not because he was not a pleasant guest because he was but because after a time they are part of the way we live every day or they am not and I prefer them to be not.” In some of Stein’s works, the sentences are usually short; in others, they are alarmingly long. From sentences of every length, she usually removed all internal punctuation, thus increasing the possibility of ambiguous comprehension; and she favored participles as well, in part to create a sense of interminable continuity. Reading Stein is the best preparation for reading more Stein, for nobody teaches readers how to read Stein better than Stein herself.


Another trick of hers is the use of a severe limitation, such as writing a piece with words of only one syllable, or severely restricting the vocabulary of a passage (and thus necessitating the repetition of those few words):


Very fine is my valentine.


Very fine and very mine.


Very mine is my valentine very mine and very fine.


Very fine is my valentine and mine, very fine very mine and mine is my valentine.


Always responsive to linguistic possibilities in mundane experience, she once wrote prose that intentionally imitated the rhythms that her dog made while lapping food; other passages imitated sounds in the street or waves hitting the shore. According to Virgil Thomson, she wrote Lucy Church Amiably (1930) against a background of streams and waterfalls.


It could be charged that she was “playing games with language,” but her decisions were always based upon literary style. Nothing she wrote was gratuitous. What at first seems “mad” is ultimately quite sane. Among her underlying purposes was rescuing printed prose from spoken English: “Because everybody talks as newspapers and movies and radios tell them to talk the spoken language is no longer interesting and so gradually the written language says something and says it differently than the spoken language.” A reporter once asked, “Why don’t you write the way you talk?” She replied, quite rightly, “Why don’t you read the way I write.”


Early in her career, she assimilated a primary strategy of experimental art—doing the opposite of convention. If most writers strive for variety of expression, she would repeat certain words and phrases in numerous slightly differing clauses. (“It’s not all repetition,” she once told a reporter. “I always change the words a little.”) If literate writers customarily strive to display a rich vocabulary, along with allusions and other literary connotations, she confined herself to common words and their immediate meanings. She avoided myth and most kinds of metaphor. In lieu of balanced sentences, she decided to explore imbalance. Instead of instilling emotion through rhetoric and flowery language, she keeps her prose generally free of adjectives and adverbs. Typically, she eschewed not only the naturalism then fashionable in fiction writing but the symbolism favored by French poets. As an American individualist, she was neither a surrealist nor a dadaist, neither a futurist nor a constructivist, to cite several European terms that have erroneously been applied to her work. Always, always, Gertrude Stein was something else.


It is a tribute to her genius that she could turn all these counterconventional attitudes to literary advantage, such as transforming a limited vocabulary into something astonishingly evocative. Soon after her break with Leo, she wrote a paean to liberation that reads in part:


In working when she did what she did she worked all she worked and she did all she did when she did what she did. She did what she did and she worked. She felt what she felt and she did what she did and she worked. She did what she did and she felt what she felt when she was doing what she did when she worked. She felt what she felt when she did what she did when she worked. She worked when she did what she did. She felt what she felt when she did what she did. She worked when she did what she did and she felt what she felt when she worked, when she did what she did.


On her personal stationery was the much-cited motto: “Rose is a rose is a rose is a rose.” In Stein’s judgment, repeating the noun over and over again raises a supplementary connotation: “I’m no fool,” she once told a university audience. “I know that in daily life we don’t go around saying [that], but I think that in that line the rose is red for the first time in English poetry for a hundred years.” Her most elaborate experiment with linguistic repetition as a device for realizing emphasis, structure, nuance, and rhythm was The Making of Americans, which ostensibly relates the history of her own family (disguised as the “Herslands”). The plot is incidental, however, to the linguistic experiments that really interest Stein; for whereas conventional novelists were more concerned with inventing plot and characters, Stein’s forte, here and elsewhere, is inventions in language. The true “subject” of Americans is not the Hersland family or the complex system for classifying character mentioned in the books opening pages, but the potentialities of American English.


Repetition was only one Stein stylistic strategy, as the attempt to emancipate language from conventional syntax led swiftly (and logically) to a more radical effort to separate language from context. In short pieces written around 1911 and collected as Tender Buttons, the texts often have no apparent relation to their subtitles; yet the rhythms of the words, or their taste (especially if read aloud) relate to ones experience of that declared subject. An example is “Custard,” which reads in its entirety:


Custard this is. It has aches, aches when.


Not to be. Not to be narrowly. This makes a whole little hill.


It is better than a little thing that has mellow real mellow.


It is better than lakes whole lakes, it is better than seeding.


In “Salad Dressing and an Artichoke,” Stein writes:


Please pale hot, please cover rose, please acre in the red stranger, please butter all the beef-steak with regular red faces.


According to Toklas, it was one of Stein’s aims “to describe something without mentioning it.” Their close friend, the composer Virgil Thomson, finds that “Each description is full of clues, some of them easy to follow up, others put there for throwing you off the scent.” One of her best critics, Donald Sutherland, suggests, “One has to give her work word by word the deliberate attention one gives to something written in italics.”


In later Stein, such as “Preciosilla” (1926) and certain chapters of Geography and Plays (1922), adjacent words have even less syntactical relation to each other:


Lily wet lily wet while. This is so pink so pink so pink in stammer, a long bean which shows bows is collected by a single curly shady, shady get, get set wet bet.


But, especially if this passage is read aloud, one can hear unities in diction, rhythm, and alliteration, as well as in more subtle qualities like timbre, density, and other nonsyntactical kinds of relatedness:


In the win all the band beagles which have cousin lime sign and arrange a weeding match to presume a certain point of exstate to exstate to exstate a certain pass lint to exstate a lean sap prime Io and shut shut is life.


In passages like these Stein achieved a scrupulously nonrepresentational prose—language that is intended to be appreciated simply as language, apart from anything else; and those I quoted above strike me as beautiful and really quite classic.


As Sherwood Anderson put it, “She is laying word against word, relating sound to sound, feeling for the taste, the smell, the rhythm of the individual word.” Thanks to her experimental attitudes toward the mechanics of prose, Stein created not one original style but a succession of them, all of which are highly personal and thus eventually inimitable. As Sutherland testifies, “Though many other things attach me to Gertrude Stein, what really holds me is her overwhelming rhetorical agility.”


What Stein had done was recapitulate in language the history of modernist painting. Her initial scrambling of syntax could be considered an appropriate literary analogy for painterly cubism, which likewise scrambled the viewer’s perspective upon an identifiable subject. As in painting, such techniques not only distort the representation of the worldly reality but they also flatten the work’s form (by diffusing the traditional ways of focusing its space and time). As cubism brought the reorganization of visual space, so Stein revised the frame of literature. Another analogy is the history of atonal music, as composers who avoided the tonics and dominants of classical harmony found other ways of organizing musical sound. All these developments give mediumistic qualities more prominence than they had before; and just as cubist painting forces the viewer to pay closer attention to two-dimensional composition, so Stein’s sentences always call attention to themselves as language. What you read is most of what there is.


The next step, in both postcubist painting and Stein’s own writing, was the elimination of an outside subject, once again in order to emphasize the essential properties of the artist’s medium. If the materials indigenous to painting are paint and two-dimensional canvases, the mediumistic writer dealt with words and words alone, as in this marvelous passage from “A Sweet Tail (Gypsies)”:


Able there to bill bawl able to call and seat a tin a tin whip with a collar. The least license is in the eyes which make strange the less sighed hole which is nodded and leaves the bent tender.


Like the modernist painters, Stein was interested not in new ideas and new subjects but new perspectives, new perceptions, new forms, and new mediumistic possibilities; yet the kinds of perceptual shifts that an experienced viewer makes before an abstract painting are rarely made in perusing print. As nonrepresentational prose makes no pretense about referring to any reality beyond itself, it need not be “interpreted.” What you read is all there is.


By this leap Stein realized another great modernist idea of emphasizing certain dimensions of an art, while completely neglecting others. Both Matisse and Picasso had neglected the photographic purpose of painting, the former emphasizing coherences of color, while the latter concentrated on alternative ways of organizing lines and shapes on a canvas. “Since Picasso,” she once wrote, “no painter uses a model at least no painter whose painting interests anybody. The only thing that is outside them is the painting they have just been painting and all the others which of course are always around them.” By neglecting not just conventional syntax but the representational purposes of language, Stein was thus free to emphasize its indigenous elements. Though such writing is frequently called “musical,” it actually emphasizes qualities peculiar to words and to them alone, such as puns and incantation. What all of Stein’s styles had ultimately accomplished was, quite simply, a reinvention of literary English. Perhaps because she lived so long in places where English was scarcely heard, she wrote original English that is so different from what is commonly heard.


Whereas Pound and Eliot, say, initially thought of themselves as poets who also dabbled in essays and plays, Stein’s initial medium was prose; only later did she turn to poetry and drama. This might explain why those poets’ plays tend to be fairly conventional as drama; Stein’s plays and opera librettos, by contrast, represent a radical departure in the history of dramatic writing. As with her prose, Stein made her theatrical advances by emphasizing certain dimensions while totally neglecting others. Her scripts say nothing about costumes, timing, scenery, phrasing, decor, or direction. Many lack any sense of plot, action, protagonist, antagonists, character development, conflict, climaxes, or denouement. Her texts are customarily printed as just a series of unattributed lines (which are occasionally extended into short paragraphs), so that even when the head of the text announces the play’s characters, it is frequently hard to tell which passage belongs to which character. Stein further confuses dramatic exposition by violating the conventions of organization. Thus, her plays have any and all number of scenes and acts, while a “Scene II” sometimes follows “Scene III” that had followed an earlier “Scene II.” Early in Four Saints, she writes: “Repeat First Act.” No theatrical texts written before were ever like these.


An extreme example that nonetheless exemplifies Stein’s play-writing style is “A Curtain Raiser,” which was written in the 1910s:


Six,


Twenty,


Outrageous


Late,


Weak.


Forty.


More in any wetness.


Sixty three certainly.


Five


Sixteen


Seven.


Three.


More in orderly. Seventy-five.


That is the play’s entire text, which typically emphasizes verbal style to the neglect of everything else. To the critic Donald Sutherland, these evocations of sound and image are plays, rather than fictions, because they are designed to be performed and because they present “movement in space, or in a landscape.” They are organized not as narratives but as a series of joyous moments, each of which is as important as every other. Rather than telling “what happened,” they are happening. Sutherland continues, “These plays of hers do not tell you anything. They merely present themselves, like a drama or a circus or any play that is really a stage play.” Though a text like Stein’s allows its director enormous liberties, the verbal style still bestows particular qualities upon the final production. Stein became the historical precursor of a popular contemporary practice of writing scripts so unorthodox in form that the performances they generate would necessarily be comparably eccentric.


The first major production of a Stein text was Virgil Thomsons of Four Saints in Three Acts, and in his spectacular use of musicians, dancers, setting, and even a choir, Thomson created a marvelous, distinctly American opera that elegantly enhanced Steinian lines like these:


Pigeons on the grass alas. Pigeons on the grass alas.


Short longer grass longer longer shorter yellow grass. Pigeons large pigeons on the shorter longer yellow grass alas pigeons on the grass.


As this much-praised, widely remembered production became a persuasive alternative to the theatrical realism that then dominated the American stage, it became a precursor of subsequent antirealistic, “absurd” theater. This theatrically abundant operatic style has informed subsequent productions of Stein texts, such as those by Al Carmines and Lawrence Kornfield at New York’s Judson Memorial Church during the 1960s. One reason why directors have so far favored such festive formats is that Stein’s own sense of theater is primarily visual and kinetic. In fact, she preferred Russian ballet, Isadora Duncan, operas, bullfights, and football games (which may have influenced her enthusiasm for numbers in “A Curtain Raiser”). However, as the poet-playwright Dick Higgins once told me, “It does not have to be that way. I’d like to see a moody, Scandinavian production.” Stein also wrote poems, few of which were published during her own lifetime. They are as non-representational as her most abstract prose, completely eschewing subject, and yet observing selected conventions of poetry—meter, alliteration, and consistent diction. They exemplify what Stein once called “really writing.” As Stein’s poems are scarcely appreciated by either critics or anthologists, they remain the most neglected dimension of her achievement.


Almost from the beginning of her professional career, Stein wrote essays about the world around her. Just as her perceptions are invariably original, so the best of these essays are stylistically remarkable. The earliest notable efforts were the “portraits” of Matisse and Picasso, which emphasize certain points not by elaboration but by repetition. (Thus, Matisse is “expressing something struggling,” while Picasso is “certainly working” and “completely charming.”) From portraits she moved eventually into “geographies,” as she called them, or portraits of places, which mixes detail with impressions, going around their subjects rather than at them. Some of these were reportedly done by Stein’s concentrating upon a particular subject and then writing down whatever flashed into her head, for she hoped to record in print the characteristic image and sound of her subjects. As she put it, her aim was “exactitude in the description of inner and outer reality.” Beginning in 1922, with an essay called “An Elucidation,” Stein also began to write prolifically about her own work; but rather than providing simple, Aristotelian guidance (and compromising certain integrities), she pursued her earlier stylistic predilection and wrote essays that explain by example—elucidating within the essay, rather than through it or by it. Nonetheless, in this respect too, the best preparation for reading Stein is Stein herself.


It is in her essays that Stein most clearly reveals the paradoxical qualities of her mind. They show, for instance, how she was using intelligence to deny those literary qualities customarily associated with intelligence, such as analysis and human insight, all in the interests of a supposedly higher intelligence about literary art. This predilection might also explain the remarkably limited range of subjects in nearly all her writing—herself, her immediate friends, and U.S. history. Though enamored with speculations, she was also an empiricist, who meant what she said; yet in spite of this empirical bias, her writing is riddled with quirky prejudices and hokey ideas. Typically, for all of her perceptions into her cultural enthusiasms, she was absolutely smug about what she did not like, and her terms of dismissal were invariably as curt as “uninteresting” or “no longer interesting.”


Though she rarely wrote about either herself or her companion Alice Toklas as Jewish, I find that Stein reflects Judaism in her interests in abstraction and in incantatory, mantric writing. The French among whom she lived and died thought her Jewish. Special arrangements had to be made to protect her from the occupying Nazis during World War II; and when she died, she was buried where her body still remains—in a section of the famous Père Lachaise (Paris) Cemetery reserved exclusively for Jews.


Mostly because nothing in her experience, until the Second World War, led her to question the conservative social-political attitudes of her youth, her remarks about politics and economics are often embarrassing. “To be avaricious I think the greatest value in the world and I say so and I do want to be so.” In Everybody’s Autobiography are some particularly hair-raising passages about all the difficulties in keeping reliable servants. Early in the Second World War, which she spent in occupied France, Stein began to translate into English the speeches of Marshal Pétain, a Nazi collaborationist whom she somehow regarded as the French George Washington. She hoped they would be published in America. Though she had a romantic conception of her artist’s self, her aesthetic is counterexpressionistic, and that tension explains why her art is frequently sabotaged by her ego. What explains these paradoxes to me is my impression that her intellect did not equal her great aesthetic intelligence.


It would not be improper to call Stein the Totemic Mother of modern art, mostly because of her influence on young artists—not only those she knew personally, like the composer Virgil Thomson, the painter Picasso, and the writers Ernest Hemingway, Thornton Wilder, and Sherwood Anderson, but the many creative people who read and assimilated her work. Hemingway reveals Stein’s influence particularly in his use of a mundane vocabulary, his outright repetitions, and his syntactical shifts, such as placing the adverb after the verb instead of prior to the verb or after the object (e.g., “He poured smoothly the buckwheat batter”). In my judgment, Stein probably influenced William Faulkner’s use of excessively long sentences and John Dos Passos’s penchant for dropping parts of speech, as well as E. E. Cummings’s syntactical shiftings, Samuel Beckett’s uninflected prose, and Norman Mailer’s habit of impersonating Alice B. Toklas—speaking of himself not as “I” but “Mailer” or “Aquarius.”


Adventurous young authors customarily ignore the recently dominant figures to discover possibilities in previously neglected precursors. The declining influence of Faulkner and Pound accompanies the rise of Stein, who is presently having yet another round of influence. Unlike before, however, now the more radical works seem most alive. I hear the impact of this Stein in the non-representational poetry of John Ashbery, Clark Coolidge, Bruce Andrews, and those customarily classified with epithets emphasizing the word Language, among others. Andrews once told me, “Repetition seems like a very personal mark that does not open doors for us, but the idea of non-syntactical organization stands ready for any of us to use. Once syntax is abandoned or attenuated, and need no longer function as the organizing principle for the signifiers, there is a tremendous and unprecedented freedom in the ways words can be organized.” I also hear Steinian aesthetics in the modular music of Philip Glass, Steve Reich, Terry Riley, and Meredith Monk, in which fixed motifs—modules, phrases—are repeated through a succession of otherwise changing relationships.


Perhaps because her works were neglected for so long (and then commonly regarded as largely inaccessible), remarkably little has been written about Gertrude Stein. There are several biographies, none of which would rank as definitive, all of which tend to echo excessively Stein’s own autobiographies. The keystone in Stein criticism has been Donald Sutherland’s brilliant Gertrude Stein: A Biography of Her Work (1951), which is filled with spectacular perceptions and speculations. Some of the earlier attempts to understand her work, such as Edmund Wilson’s chapter in Axel’s Castle (1931), now seem superficial and mistaken, while passing references to her work, even in literary journals, are often inaccurate and inept. Stein’s works suggest many other interpretations that have scarcely been broached—not only of such technical matters as her idiosyncratic representation of space and time, but also her subject matter.


The crucial questions raised by Stein’s writing have scarcely been answered. It is indicative that though her works are commonly acknowledged as “uneven,” even professionals disagree drastically over which books are the masterpieces. Whereas some favor Three Lives and The Autobiography, I personally prefer the more difficult ones—not only The Making of Americans and Geography and Plays, but Painted Lace (1955), which strikes me as collecting the most extraordinary examples of previously uncollected works. These are great American books; no European could have possibly written them.


At a time when readers of literature have successfully assimilated the innovations of, say, Faulkner and Pound, Stein’s more difficult works still seem very, very strange. If one were not otherwise informed, he or she would initially suspect they were written yesterday. Their sole peer in this respect is Joyce’s Finnegans Wake. Fifty years ago, Robert Penn Warren suggested that “the study of Faulkner is the most challenging single task in contemporary American literature for criticism to undertake.” I thought thirty years ago when I first read Warrens statement that the current challenge was the study of Stein; it still is.


The other major American artist closest to her is the composer Charles Ives, who was curiously born in the same year of 1874. Likewise declining to earn a living through art, he composed pieces that were for decades unperformed, much as Stein’s manuscripts were unpublished. Each received great recognition just before their deaths—1946 for Stein, 1954 for Ives. There is no evidence that they ever met each other. Perhaps the surest way I have of gauging their originality is that I can identify what each of them did with terms that come from my understanding of subsequent avant-garde art, using such terms as minimalism, simultaneity, uninflected form, and so on; but since such ideas were not known in the early twentieth century, I can barely imagine what they thought they were doing.


One reason Stein’s writings seem so contemporary is that they suggest further possibilities in literary art; another is that they force even experienced readers to re-adjust—to stretch if not expand—their perceptual capabilities. Reading a lot of Stein induces you to pay closer attention to the language of English sentences. A half-century ago, when writers praised the avant-garde Gertrude Stein, they were talking about works that were not commonly available. Fortunately, that is no longer true. American readers are finally free to discover what Stein knew all along—that she was indeed “a genius” and that her best writing is spectacularly original.


Those who like to construct superlative-filled hierarchies in American writing might say that Stein was the foremost literary alumna of a “seven sister” college, probably the greatest writer of Jewish descent, perhaps the principal woman writer, and one of the two great homosexual writers (as well as, incidentally, the best art collector and the greatest fat author). However, these are partial and thus minor accolades. It is more important that as a literary inventor she ranks with Ezra Pound and Walt Whitman; but unlike them, she made decidedly innovative contributions not to just one genre or two but several. In American literary history she has had no equal as a pioneer of avant-garde letters.


RICHARD KOSTELANETZ
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INTRODUCING


Sensing more Steinian resonance in the title than perhaps was intended, I find this an appropriate opening to this book.—R. K.


One was a completely young one and this one was very clearly understanding this thing, clearly understanding that this one was a young one then and this one was one very clearly explaining this thing to every one and some indeed quite a number listened to him then and some of those listening were young ones then and some of those listening then were not young ones then.


The one who was completely a young one was one certainly very clearly then understanding this thing and quite clearly explaining this thing and explaining this thing clearly and quite often.


This one was one who was doing something and another thing and another thing and in a way he was doing each thing in the same way as he was doing each other thing and in a way there were differences and in a way certainly there were not any differences at all. He was a young one and he was clearly understanding this thing and he was certainly often very clearly explaining this thing. He was doing something and he certainly did it for sometime and it was certainly something he should then be doing. Some one might be thinking that he might be more successfully than doing some other thing but really not any one thought he should not be doing the thing he was doing when he was doing the thing and certainly he was very steadily doing the thing, the thing he was doing when he was doing that thing. In a way he had been doing a number of things, in a way he was always doing the same thing. He was a young one and he was completely clearly understanding this thing and he was completely when he was explaining this thing completely clearly explaining this thing.


He certainly was understanding something. He certainly was understanding and clearly explaining being a young one in his being a young one. Certainly he was listening and listening very often. Certainly he was understanding something, he was clearly understanding his being then a young one. He certainly was listening very much and very often. He certainly was sometimes explaining something. He certainly was clearly explaining his being a young one, he certainly was clearly understanding and clearly explaining this thing.


He could certainly pretty clearly ask what was the meaning of anything he was hearing. He certainly could ask quite clearly what was the way that something could come to have the meaning that thing had in being existing. He could almost completely clearly ask about something that some one had been explaining. He could completely clearly ask a question, he could almost completely clearly then ask another question, he could not quite completely clearly ask another question about that thing, he certainly could not completely clearly ask a question then again, ask another question then. He could certainly completely clearly explain being a young one in being then a young one, he certainly could completely clearly explain this thing, he certainly could completely clearly understand this thing.


He certainly did do a thing and go on sometime and go on and steadily go on doing that thing and certainly he did begin getting to explain quite clearly why he was doing that thing, what he was doing then, what he was not doing then. Certainly he did then explain quite clearly about his doing that thing and he was then certainly completely steadily doing that thing. He was quite steadily doing that thing, he certainly was quite completely then understanding his doing that thing, he certainly was very steadily doing that thing. He certainly was very steadily doing another thing then, he certainly quite completely understood his doing that thing then, he certainly quite completely and clearly understood his doing that thing then. He certainly did that thing very steadily then. He certainly quite completely clearly understood his doing that thing then. He certainly did another thing then, he certainly quite steadily quite entirely steadily did that thing then. He certainly quite clearly understood his doing that thing then. He certainly very steadily did that thing then. He certainly quite completely understood his doing that thing then. He certainly did another thing then. He certainly very steadily did that thing then. He certainly quite completely, he certainly quite clearly understood his doing that thing then.


He certainly did listen and listen again and again, he certainly quite steadily did this thing. He certainly quite clearly asked a question then. He certainly did sometimes quite clearly ask another question then. He did certainly sometimes did and quite clearly ask another question then, and certainly then he commenced listening again and he went on then listening and he continued then being listening.


He certainly was not ever about the same thing asking the same question again. He certainly was listening again to the same thing, he certainly was not asking the same question about the same thing again. In a way then he was not one asking the same questions again and again. He certainly was not asking the same question about the same thing and he certainly was one understanding clearly his being a young one and he certainly was quite often quite clearly explaining this thing and he was doing something and he was completely steadily doing that thing and he was completely clearly understanding his doing that thing. He certainly did amuse some and he certainly did interest some and he certainly did not disappoint some and he certainly did go on being living and certainly he did quite clearly understand being a young one in being a young one and he certainly did very nearly completely clearly and quite often explain this thing to some who were and to some who were then not themselves then young.


____________


From Useful Knowledge (1928).





ADVERTISEMENTS


This can he read as a compressed cycle of compressed short stories.—R. K.


I was winsome. Dishonored. And a kingdom. I was not a republic. I was an island and land. I was early to bed. I was a character sodden agreeable perfectly constrained and not artificial. I was relieved by contact. I said good-morning, good evening, hour by hour. I said one had power. I said I was frequently troubled. I can be fanciful. They have liberal ideas. They have dislikes. I dread smoke. Where are there many children. Where are there many children. We have an account. We count daisy. Daisy is a daughter. Her name is Antonia. She is pleased to say what will you have. Horns and horns. Nicholas is not a stranger. Neither is Monica. No one is a stranger. We refuse to greet any one. We like Genevieve to satisfy us. I do not like what I am saying.


How can you describe a trip. It is so boastful.


He said definitely that they would. They have. It’s a little late. I hope the other things will be as he states them. I have confidence. I have not eaten peaches. Yes I have. I apologize. I did not want to say the other word that was red. You know what I mean.


Why can I read it if I know page to page what is coming if I have not read it before. Why can I read it. I do.


I didn’t.


Let me see. I wish to tell about the door. The door opens before the kitchen. The kitchen is closed. The other door is open and that makes a draft. This is very pleasant in summer. We did not expect the weather to change so suddenly. There seem to be more mosquitoes than ever. I don’t understand why I like narrative so much to read. I do like it. I see no necessity for disclosing particularity I am mightily disturbed by a name such as an English home. An English home is beautiful. So are the times.


A dog does not bark when he hears other dogs bark. He sleeps carefully he does not know about it. I am not pained.


This is the narrative. In watching a balloon, a kite, a boat, steps and watches, any kind of a call is remarkable remarkably attuned. A resemblance to Lloyd George, bequeathing prayers, saying there is no hope, having a french meeting. Jenny said that she said that she did not believe in her country. Any one who does not believe in her country speaks the truth. How dare you hurt the other with canes. I hope he killed him. Read it. I believe Bulgaria. I have pledges. I have relief.


I Am Not Patient


I am interested. In that table. I like washing gates with a mixture. We get it by bringing up melons. White melons have a delicious flavor.


I am not patient. I get angry at a dog. I do not wish to hear a noise. I did not mind the noise which the client made. I wished to see the pearls. How easily we ask for what we are going to have. By this we are pleased and excited.


The hope there is is that we will hear the news. We are all elated. Did you see her reading the paper. I cannot help wanting to write a story.


A woman who had children and called to them making them hear singing is a match for the man who has one child and does not tell him to play there with children. Heaps of them are gambling. They tell about stitches. Stitches are easily made in hot weather and vegetation. Tube roses are famous.


I could be so pleased. It would please me if Van would mention it. Why is an index dear to him. He has thousands of gesticulations. He can breathe.


White and be a Briton. This means a woman from the north of France. They are very religious. They say blue is not a water color. It should be a bay. We are pleased with her. She washes her hair very often.


Do not tremble. If she had an institution it is the one excluding her mother. Her native land is not beautiful. She likes the poet to mutter. He does. The olive.


We had that impression. Do speak. Have they been able to arrange matters with the proprietor.


I will not please play. I will adorn the station. It has extraordinarily comfortable seats.


To Open


Not too long for leading, not opening his mouth and sitting. Not bequeathing butter. Butter comes from Brittany. In the summer it smells rancid. We do not like it. We have ceased use of it. We find that oil does as well. We can mix oil with butter but we have lard. We use lard altogether. We prefer it to butter. We use the butter in winter. We have not been using it before the winter. We mix lard and oil. We will use butter.



Do Let Us Be Faithful and True


I do not wish to see I do not wish to see Harry I do not wish to see Harry Brackett I do not wish to see Harry Brackett.


A Grape Cure


What did we have for dinner we had a melon lobster chicken then beet salad and fruit. How can you tell a melon. You tell it by weight and pressing it. You do not make mistakes. We are pleased with it. Do we like a large dog. Not at all.


Battle


Battle creek. I was wet. All the doors showed light. It is strange how Brittany is not attractive as Mallorca and yet butter does make a difference. We are perfect creatures. What is a festival. Saturday to some. Not to be dishonored. Not to be tall and dishonored they usually aren’t but some are, some are tall and dishonored. By this I mean that coming down the mountain faces which are shining are reflecting the waving of the boat which is there now. I distrust everybody. Do sleep well. Everywhere there is a cat. We will leave by boat. I am not pleased with this. I will get so that I can write a story.


Fastening Tube Roses


I understand perfectly well how to fix an electric fan. Of course it makes sparks but when the two black pieces that do not come together are used up you get this. I do it without any bother. I am not certain I could learn it. It is not difficult. We do not find that it does away with mosquitoes. We use it in the night. Sundays there is no electricity.


They Do It Better Than I Do


I can. I can be irritated. I hate lizards when you call them crocodile. She screamed. She screamed. I do not know why I am irritated.


It Is a Natural Thing


Do not do that again. I do not like it. Please give it away. We will not take it to Paris. I do not want the gas stove. It has a round oven. It does not bake. We use coal by preference. It is very difficult not to bathe in rain water. Rain water is so delicious. It is boiled. We boil it.


Loud Letters


Look up and not down.


Look right and not left.


And lend a hand.


We were so pleased with the Mallorcans and the wind and the party. They were so good to offer us ice-cream. They do not know the french names.


Isn’t it peculiar that those that fear a thunder storm are willing to drink water again and again, boiled water because it is healthy. All the water is in cisterns rain water. There are no vegetables that is to say no peas. There are plenty of beets. I like them so much. So do I melons. I was so glad that this evening William came and ate some. It would not go back as if it hadn’t been good.


Pleasures in Sincere Wishes


I wish you to enjoy these cigarettes. They are a change from those others. I understand that you had some very good ones. You are not able to get these any more. I have tried to get them. They tell me that they cannot say when they will come. They do not know that about them. We sleep easily. We are awakened by the same noise. It is so disagreeable.


An Exhibition


I do not quite succeed in making an exhibition. Please place me where there is air. I like to be free. I like to be sure that the dogs will not be worried. I don’t see how they can avoid crickets. They come in. They are so bothersome. We must ask Polybe to wish.


The Boat


I was so disappointed in the boat. It was larger than the other. It did not have more accom[m]odation. It made the noise which was disagreeable. I feel that I would have been willing to say that I liked it very well if I had not seen it when it was painted. It is well never to deceive me.



Threadneedle Street


I am going to conquer. I am going to be flourishing. I am going to be industrious. Please forgive me everything.


Present


This is a ceremonial. When you are bashful you do not think. When a present is offered you accept it you accept the bracelet worn by the nun so that it rusted. You do not know what to do with it. You describe its qualities. It is a pleasure to have it. You will give it. You are steadily tender. You say the beginning is best. Why do you say Englishman. You say Englishman because he wished it. Do not hurry.


Evian Water


Evian water is very good. Sometimes I am not sure it is put up by them at least now when there is a war. I say it is fresh. When I do not like a bottle I throw it away. I throw the water away.


______________


From Geography and Plays (1922).





BUSINESS IN BALTIMORE


“Business in Baltimore” depends upon repetition of an euphonistically attractive phrase announced in its title. My hunch is that it began with a title and is thus initially about the poetic qualities available in these words, climaxing with a spectacular conclusion.—R. K.


Nor narrow, long.


Julian is two.


How many and well.


And days and sank.


Thanks to having.


Business in Baltimore thanks to having and days and sank how many and well Julian is two not narrow, long.


Julian is two how many and well thanks to having.


Once upon a time Baltimore was necessary.


How and would it be dressed if they had divided a bank and tan. It connected at once it connected twice it connected doors and floors.


This is in May.


So they say.


How many places for scales are there in it.


Weigh once a day.


In Baltimore there are the ferns the miles the pears the cellars and the coins.


After that the large and small stones or stepping stones.


This is why they have every reason to be arranged and every morning to be morning and every evening to be evening.


This is the reason why they have every Sunday and Tuesday and Monday.


Who finds minds and who lines shines and two kinds finds and two kinds minds. Minds it. She never wanted to leave Baltimore anywhere and was it.


Business in Baltimore.


He did and peppers see he did and three.


He did and three he did and see he did and three and see and he did and peppers see and peppers see and three he did.


It is so easy to have felt needed and shielded and succeeded and decided and widened and waited. No waiting for him Saturday Monday and Thursday.


All of them are devoted to it to doing what was done when it was begun and afterwards all sashes are old. Forget wills.


The best and finally the first, the first and formerly the rest all of it as they have it to do to do to do already in their house. Suppose in walking up and down they sat around.


Imagine vines, vines are not had here imagine vines that are not to be had here and imagine rubbers had here and imagine working working in blue that means over it. Each one of these had to give away had to have to had to give way. How many others brothers and fathers.


He had held him he had held her he had held it for him he had held it for her, he had hold of it, and he had had days.


How many days pay, how much of a day pays and how difficultly from thinking. I think I thought I said I sought I fell I fought I had I ought to have meant to be mine.


Not as funny as yet.


Imagining up and down. How many generations make five.


If another marries her brother, if another marries their brother, if their brother marries another, if their brother and a brother marry another and the sister how many pairs are there of it.


It is easy not to be older than that.


Do you hear me.


It is easier.


How many papers can make more papers and how many have to have her. Have to have her. How many papers can make more papers and how many have to have to have it.


How many have to have to have it and how many papers make more papers. It makes a little door to-day.


Put it there for him to see. He knew how and how to have he knew how to have and accepted so much as much or much much of it for it, for it is and in either direction might be saved, saved or so and while it is while it is while it is near near while it is while it is near having monthly in use. To hear them and as it has to be at and for and as it has to be for and mine and as it has to be powder and ice and as it has to be and as it has to be louder and there and as it has to be louder and there and I hear it.


And in there.


When he could not remember that when he could not remember it at all when he could remember it all and when he could remember it all. It started and parted, partly to them and for most. Foremost is a way they have to have used here.


The first time they ever had it, heard it and had it, the first time they ever had it.


In their favor as a favor as a favor or favorable.


Having forgotten how it sounds, have they forgotten all the sound remind them.


The first reason for having seven is six and a half, six and a half and as seldom. After that the real reason for six more than a half and as seldom the real reason for six more and a half and as seldom is six more six more and a half more and six more and a half more and six more and a half more and seldom.


Please put it in paper there.


A little place and for fortunately. Did he and they have a lake to-day. Nearly.


Having at it and at once a noise and it, it could be just as much more also. Have a sound of or a sound of or, or Alice. Miss Alice is might it.


The very easy how do red horses have a pair. This makes Arthur and no name. He made him go.


Come near come nearly come nearly come near come near come nearly. Come near. Come near come nearly. He had a haul and I said do you do that and he did and he said not to-day. Anybody can say not to-day.


There was once upon a time a selfish boy and a selfish man, there was once upon a time a selfish man. There was once upon a time a selfish man. There was once upon a time there was once upon a time a selfish man there was once upon a time a selfish boy there was once upon a time a selfish boy there was once upon a time a selfish boy there was once upon a time a selfish man. How selfish. There was once upon a time a selfish man. There was once upon a time a selfish boy, how once upon a time a selfish boy how once upon a time a selfish man.


Nobody knows whose wedding shows it to them. Business in Baltimore makes a wedding first at first business in Baltimore makes a wedding at first first. Business in Baltimore makes a wedding at first at first. Business in Baltimore makes a wedding at first at first first. Business in Baltimore makes a wedding first at first. Business in Baltimore at first makes a wedding first makes a wedding at first. Business in Baltimore makes a wedding at first.


Business in Baltimore makes a wedding at first.


Business in Baltimore at first.


In heights and whites, in whites and lights, in lights in sizes, in sizes in sides and in wise, or as wise or wiser. This not to be the first to know.


To know.


Altogether older, older altogether.


Not following hearing or a son or another. No one spells mother or brother.


To them or then or then by then it was mostly done by them.


Who has had had it had. Had it, he had it and following he had it, he had it. Following he had it.


Business in Baltimore following he had it. Business in Baltimore following he had it following he had had it. Business in Baltimore following he had had it. Following he had had it following he had had it business in Baltimore following he had had it.


Business in Baltimore.


How easy it is to see voices. How easy it is to see.


How easy it is to see voices and very much of it put as a rug. Supposing a whole floor was covered and on the cover where he stands has a place for it which is attached to them and of this kind. Could it have been made before a boat and no one follows. How many have had hands.


When they were sung to sung to see when they were sung to sung among when they were snugly sung to see, see seeds for that to eat and for and have the size and no more satchels made at all. Satchels may be held loosely. When they are sung and sung and sung and little have to have a hand and hand and two and two hands too, and too and two and handled too to them, handed to them, hand and hands. Hands high. This can be Baltimore and or and Baltimore and for and Baltimore and more and Baltimore and for and Baltimore and or. It does not sound like it.


When he older than that when he older than this when he older than this when he as old as he is, he is as old as he is, he is as old he is as old and would they know that fifty are fairly plenty of later hats. Hats cannot be used as mats not for selling or for much as much. He certainly was amused by it.


Devoted to having a whole a half a half a whole, a whole or told it. Devoted to having a half, a whole a whole or told or it. Devoted to having a whole a half a half a whole a whole or told it. Devoted to having a half a whole a whole a whole a half a whole or told it


She did see fortunes fade.


Who did see fortunes fade.


Nobody saw fortunes fade. Nobody saw fortunes nobody saw fortunes fade.


A whole a half a half a whole, fortunes fade who never saw fortunes fade he never saw fortunes fade. A half a whole he never saw he never saw fortunes he never saw fortunes fade or faded. He never saw fortunes he never saw fortunes fade.


How much business is there in Baltimore.


And how many are there in business in Baltimore.


And how have they had to have business in Baltimore.


And how has it been how has it been how has he been in business in Baltimore.


He has been in business in Baltimore and before and before he was in business in Baltimore he was not in business he was not in business before he was in business in Baltimore.


He had been in business before he had been in business in Baltimore he had been in business before in Baltimore. How had he been in business in Baltimore. He had been in business before in Baltimore he had not been in business before he was in business in Baltimore.


Business in Baltimore before, before business, before business in Baltimore.


Business in Baltimore is business in Baltimore.


Business in Baltimore in business in Baltimore and business in Baltimore is this business in Baltimore.


How many more are there in business in Baltimore than there were before.


How many more are in business in Baltimore than were in business in Baltimore before.


This business in Baltimore.


That business in Baltimore.


A business in Baltimore.


Business in Baltimore.


Who says business in Baltimore. Who says business in Baltimore and before, and who says business in Baltimore more business in Baltimore more business in Baltimore than before.


Pleases me, and while they have to have eaten eaten it, and eaten eaten it and eaten eaten it eaten eaten eaten eaten eaten it. Then a list is useful. Useful soon, useful as soon. As useful as soon. As useful as soon. Some time and shown. Who has to say so say so. They easily have after and soon.


It was said at once to them that they had it. Afterwards it was said at once to them that they had it. Afterwards it was at once said to them that they had it. It was said to them it was afterwards said to them at once that they had it. It was afterwards said at once said to them afterwards said to them that they had it. It was afterwards said to them that they had it. It was afterwards at once said to them that they had it.


How much easier how much easier, how much easier and how much easier. Forty makes forty and forty-four makes forty-four and forty-four makes four and forty four makes forty-four. Business in Baltimore makes counting easy.


If he had had and had had given and had had given to him what he had had how many more are there to have held it in this way away. One and he was famous not for that nor for provision nor for in addition nothing, nothing too much, not anything more and it was not said to be said. It takes many times more to make many times more and not to make many times more and not to make many times more many times more. Not many times more. Read riches. Anything that begins with r makes read riches and this is as twice and once and once. Once is it once, twice is it twice is it twice once and is it once twice. This is the way they make the day they make the day they make the day this is the way they make the day, once a day and it is a reason for having heard of it. Now at last it is well known that not because he did he did not hurry he did not hurry because he did and did not hurry and who asked him. That is what they say who asked him.
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