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THE AMERICAN SCHOLAR

for its employment of the simple language of the common folk,
but in a land of popular poets, Leon Felipe is probably the most
simple and most popular. From the very outset — long before he
had discovered and translated Leaves of Grass — he had become
impatient of the restrictions which even the easy metrics and
assonantal rhyme of Spanish poetry impose upon utterance and
feeling.

Unmake that verse.

Strip it of the adornments of rhyme,

meter, cadence

and even of the idea itself . . .

Shake the words to the winds . . .

:I\nst if there still remains something

will be poetry.

Such is his “theory” of poetry as expressed in one of his earlier
writings. Yet, when he chooses to use consonantal rhyme and
more complicated cadences, his verse does not for that lose any-
 thing of its simplicity. Not only the language and the thought but
the very metaphors are as a rule humble and transparently
simple. This, for instance, from his first book, expresses the
ualitarian spirit of all his work:

I ride with tight rein

restraining my flight

for the point is not to be first and alone
but to get there with all and on time

there is the poem Revolution:
-
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But, of course, that is not the whole of his poetry. The second
immanent strain is that of the mystic. Not that Leon Felipe is
good son of the Church, far from it. Witness, for instance, God
and the Bishop (1940):

God who knows everything

is a simpleton

and now he is kidmg:hdo

by some bandit arch

who make him say over the radio
“Hallo! Hallo! Here I am with them.”
But that doesn’t mean that he is on their side
but that he is there, a prisoner.

He tells where he is, no more,

so that we may know

and may save him.

As a simple expression of the homely religious mysticism that
~ runs through all of his poetry, we can take his

Ascension
And Thou leavest,
saintly pastor,
Thy flock in this
dark vale . . .
— Fray Luis de Leon

~ He came here
~ then went away.
Can task
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Space forbids more than a t of this long and simple
monody of pain with its intolerable iteration of anguish

in the (for English) most prosaic words of common specch. Yet
afngmeutmaymmgivethzmderwmemtionofwhzt
these thirty odd pages of cumulative pain are like. This is from
the invocation:

Ah the sorrow
this sorrow of no longer having tears
this sorrow
of having no more tears
to water the dust!
Ah the sorrow of Spain
which is no longer more than wrinkle and dryness . . .
screwed up face

ief of earth
under a sky with no rains
gasp of a well sweep
over an empty well.
Oh this screwed up Spanish face
2:-;. face dramatic and grotesque

dusty weeping
gg:gm, f all thi ded in Spai

ust of ended in Spain

fortlwdmtofullth:s:ud
and all the ruins of Spain
furdudmtlgf a race
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with millions of i :
bl eenmnen and centuries,
and went away.

He who knows all there is
knows that let alone
without gods to watch us

we do our work better.

Behind you there is no one, No One,
neither master nor foreman nor boss.

with which God began creation.

Above all, Leon Felipe is the poet of Spain’s tragedy. He
sought to escape from it by his wanderings, but it followed him.
He proclaimed in his first book that he had no fatherland, no

ia chica, no sunlit house emblazoned with coat of arms, no
ancient leathern armchair nor worm-eaten table, no portrait of
a grandfather with one arm on his breast and the other on his
sword, who had won battles. But wherever he went, he carried
zh?.h with him, and in whatever far corner of the earth he spent

night talking till dawn in a café with a fellow exile, there
Spain was communing with itself. (He fled from our Ithaca curs-
i though the university there had been endowed with
beautiful social house with comfortable tables and armchairs
alcoves, *“in this accursed country there is no conversation.”
en Spain’s darkest hour came, he felt impelled by an irre-
force to return to the land which he had said was not his.

anguish of Spain’s betrayal and tragedy has come the

hoetry Clown Who





