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With each reformation and reprinting, the volume hopes to survive by picking pockets of new readers to
possess them. Books always have three mastersâ€”author, publisher, and readerâ€”who are also beggars
asking for eyes to love and esteem them. Without love and esteem, a work drifts away to nowhere. Somehow,
these Greek poems, which I helped into English nearly half a century ago, remain alive and cheerful. I had a
hand in forming them, but their survival is due to their own intrinsic beauty, song, and message. They are our
earliest songs in European antiquity. They were imitated by Rome, and later by all, but that ancient song has
not been surpassed. Sappho, though often distraught, tells us prophetically, Someone, I tell you, will
remember us. What a complex memory for these itinerant survivors. But in those years no respectable
reviewer would glance at paperbacks, and libraries were loath to buy and shelve any book in English unless it
came to them in cloth. Libraries did, however, catalog books in foreign tongues, which had contrary dress
codes. By contrast, an elegant French volume with Miro color lithos and Paul Eluard poems would appear in
both expensive numbered and in popular mass editions, all in tasteful paper covers. Bound copies were
original paperbacks a local binder glued into expensive leather coats for a home library. Came good reviews,
decades of survival on their wits, and then bare lonely years, prompting two beggar books to marry. The
Random House imprints of Schocken and Pantheon combined the volumes under one title: Sappho and the
Greek Lyric Poets. Marriage caused loss of some pleasures of the single life. Sappho lost her Greek voice. The
original Sappho volume contained facing Greek texts. More, she gave up the ample Testimonia containing all
the extant ancient biographical accounts of her life. A selection of these has been restored to this edition.
Fortunes rise and fall. The publishing masters Schocken and Pantheon split, and those perky performers, the
largest gang in English of Greek nightingales, joined the homeless, with memories of better days. But not for
long. Then Shambhala Books found Sappho a mansion, permitting her song in both English and Greek, along
with abundant source material. The new Indiana edition includes some additional poems not in their previous
edition. A long one by Archilochos 7th c. I translated it, lost it, and retranslated it with William McCullough,
my former Wesleyan colleague. And Sappho gained more poems, including the recent third-century bce
papyrus frag. I deciphered some twenty fragmentary lyrics from the almost indecipherable, moving them from
incoherence to minimalist modernity. Bill McCulloh has lightly edited his fine introduction. I invite you to
receive this crowd of homeless street singers, their Greek cosmos newly restored under one concise name:
With no current refinements wasted, the elephantine blasts, fire storms, and fallout finish their appointed tasks.
Then a gutted Pittsburgh mansion yields two charred anonymous sheets of a poem whose styleâ€”what can be
seen of itâ€”resembles Yeats. A fragmentary dictionary cites, as a rare alternate pronunciation of fanatic: So
much for the poet whom T. Eliot has called the greatest of the twentieth century. And to Archilochos, whom
some ancients paired with Homer. For however much one may take it as unmerited grace that one has at least
Homer, at least the iceberg tip of the fifth century and its epigones, one must still question the providence
which allowed from the vastly different age betweenâ€”the Lyric Age of the seventh and sixth
centuries1â€”only Pindar and the scraps for one other small book. That uniquely organic outgrowth of
successive literary styles and forms in Greeceâ€”forms which are the ineluctable basis for most Western
literature2â€”is thus desperately mutilated for us in what seems to have been its most explosively diverse and
luxuriant phase. Homer is the culmination of a long and now invisible tradition of heroic poetry which was the
literary voice of a monarchical society. His heroes are the archetypal ancestors of the royalty in whose courts
the epic lays flourished and whose values the bard celebrated. But, like Bach, he seems to have written in
times which 1. Thus the title given it by A. The city-state was beginning to displace the tribal monarchy. The
conflict between monarchy and aristocracy had begun, and perhaps also that conflict between aristocracy and
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commons which led to the great tyrannies somewhat like the dictatorships of our century andâ€”at least in
some citiesâ€”to democracy. But most important for poetry, the poet had begun to emerge as an individual
speaking for himself, not an impersonal celebrant of ancestral glory and doom. So it is with Archilochos that
we must begin, the first historical Western personality, and for us, the impoverished heirs, the inceptor of
European lyric. The Forms of Greek Lyric But here an academic detour is required. Now it is likely that all
forms of Greek poetry originated in ritual performances which blended word, music, and dance. But in
historical times only one branch of that poetry retained all three elements: Choros, for the Greeks, meant a
performing group which both danced and sang. Chorodic poetry, then, remained closer to its ritual origins than
did any of the other forms. It was associated with a variety of public ceremonies. Already in Homer one finds
most of these mentioned or described. The classification given here is taken from C. Nor is the dithyramb,
originally an intoxicated improvisation in honor of the god of ecstasy, Dionysos. According to Aristotle,
though his claim is much disputed,4 it was the dithyramb which took on dramatic form and became tragedy. If
so, this is the most portentous of all chorodic forms: In the sixth century, choral odes came to be written in
celebration of human, rather than divine, excellence. First, the language is usually ornate and complex, with
some features of the Doric dialect. Second, the typical choral ode apart from drama is composed of a series of
paired and metrically identical stanzas, with each pair separated from the next by a stanza of similar but not
identical metrical character. The third, dividing stanza is the epode. The metrical patterns in chorodic poetry
are more complex than those of any other Greek poetryâ€”in fact, more complex than any other European
poetry. And the patterns of no two odes are identical. Diversity and regularity, freedom and balance, have
never been more perfectly fused. The third feature common to nearly all choral odes is the material of which
the odes consist. In Pindar these can become abrupt revelations. Individuals involved in the festival or
celebration are mentioned. There have been modern attempts at close imitation of the Greek choral ode. As,
for example, in A. Bowra, Greek Lyric Poetry, introduction. With the elimination of the dancing chorus one
reaches the second of the two forms of poetry which are, in the Greek sense, genuinely lyric: And unlike much
modern lyric, the poem is never an utterly private communing of the poet with himself; it is always conceived
of as addressed to an audience. The audience here, however, is usually not that of an official public occasion,
but a private gatheringâ€”of friends Sappho , or of companions at a drinking party or symposion Alkaios,
Anakreon. Monodies were composed of a single line or short stanza-pattern repeated throughout the poem.
Unlike the choral lyric, the same stanza-pattern could be re-used in many poems, and the types of stanzas were
limited. Faded every violet, all the roses; Gone the promise glorious, and the victim, Broken in this anger of
Aphrodite, Yields to the victor. In addition to poetry accompanied by music there are two further kinds of
Greek verse which one today might roughly class 7. All titles used in this introduction are those given by the
translator. The originals are usually untitled. Both may originally have been sung, but early lost their music.
Iambic poetry, allegedly the invention of Archilochos, was composed of lines predominantly in iambic or
trochaic the reverse of iambic rhythms. It was at first chiefly employed, as one can see in Archilochos,
Semonides of Amorgos, and Hipponax, for personal abuse, satire, and polemic. Solon used iambics to defend
his political and economic policies at Athens. The greatest offspring in Greek of iambic poetry was the dialog
in Athenian drama. The drama is thus a hybrid of the chorodic and iambic traditions. The first line, the
hexameter, has six feet of dactyls, often replaced in various feet by spondees two long syllables. From the
beginning it was used for highly diverse purposes. There it could speak of love and current political and
military affairs, as it does in Kallinos, Mimnermos, and the collection attributed to Theognis. Highet, Classical
Tradition, p. Since then the couplet form itself has languished. Development of Greek Lyric So much for the
forms of Greek lyric and their afterlife. It is time now to return to Archilochos and treat of the temporal phases
of lyric. The subject is by nature erratic and fragmentary, and the following brash survey of the principal
remains will suffer even more heavily from these defects. For full and proper treatment, the reader should
consult the bibliography. We have seen that the social changes in the late eighth century contributed to the
development of the poem as individual expression. But much is owing to the innovating personality of
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Archilochos himself. Born a bastard, of a Greek father and a Thracian mother, he was an outsider from the
start.
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Chapter 2 : Larry Eigner | Open Library
A few months before the death of the noted American poet Larry Eigner in February , Green Integer editor Douglas
Messerli contracted with him to publish a new collection of his work. Now, edited by Eigner's long-time friend Robert
Grenier, this new book has been long awaited by the growing readership of Eigner's poetry.

War Measures enacted by a flower-child prime minister, hallucinogens and armed soldiers in the street,
Leonard Cohen in a black Volkswagen Beetle at the corner of Bishop and Sherbrooke; magic in the air. Five
Stories, Nine Selves 39 Endless reels of selves and selves and selves. Or is it uptown to a tiny but perfect
apartment where she lives with her lawyer husband and they take dancing lessons with a little old man, wiry as
a yogi? Memory in Belgrade 42 Photographing memory Goran Basaric A photographer returns to the city of
his childhood, where everything seems new, even when it is familiar: The issue number is set in Blender.
Steffen Quong is a freelance designer in Vancouver; his website is steffenquong. Rebecca Dolen is an artist
and co-proprietor of the Regional Assembly of Text assemblyoftext. With this issue, Geist moves to
eco-friendly paper and vegetable-based inks: Visa and MasterCard accepted. Include sase with Canadian
postage or irc with all submissions and queries. Guidelines are also available at geist. Geist swaps its
subscriber list with other cultural magazines for one-time mailings. Please contact us if you prefer not to
receive these mailings. Publications Mail Agreement Registration No. Association of Magazine Publishers.
Arts Council and the B. Photo by Barbara Small. Whenever we show the film, the ambulance incident seems
to come up. Indeed they did; more frequently, buggies had to swerve to avoid streetcars, as did the brand-new
ambulance in the incident. Whenever we tell the ambulance story, the room erupts in laughter. Chuck Davis,
the Vancouver writer and historian, tells it beautifully in that wonderful voice he has, and people always laugh
out loud even though a man was killed. It is a great shame that Darwish, a splendid poet and ardent supporter
of the liberation of Palestine, is not better known in the West. His passion and compassion, the breadth and
depth of his emotions, make him a truly great writer. Perhaps this is an indication that for some people poetry
really matters, that the poet is seen as someone who can make a difference in societyâ€”a view expressed
hundreds of years ago by Ben Jonson, but not much noticed today in our consumer-driven world. Truly
significant times need truly significant poets, and Darwish was one of them. As they say, or used to say, you
rule. Thanks for another insightful article. My father logged on the B. Thanks from a peripatetic expat
Canadian. T I must say I felt a bit humbled by much of the content in No. Another great issue, I thought, as I
paged through it. The hut in the background, still stocked with food and tools, with a pile of hundred-year-old
seal carcasses by T Mark Halpern and Geist in Antarctica. Photo by Jeff Klein. We went to Antarctica to fly a
telescope from a balloon, to look for starburst galaxies, which formed huge numbers of stars when the
universe was just a kidâ€”only one-tenth of its present age. Amazingly, the experiment worked. Her husband,
Rick, a long-time editor of New Trail, was kind enough to publish a piece of mine in the winter â€” issue. This
article was humorous in nature I hope , but an extra humorous element was unintentionally added: Why was
this funny? Because the article described where my wife and I lived after we were marriedâ€”in ! On the other
hand, the illustrator also gave me more hair than I have ever had in my life, which was a boost to my ego, so I
guess you could say that in this case two wrongs did make a right. Thanks again, Rick, for publishing my
piece; all is forgiven! Larkin fails even to praise with precision: Margaret Atwood hates men, what happened
to Coming Through Slaughter, etc. Dissatisfied with gross deformation, Mr. Larkin descends to ad hominem:
Neither do I have a problem with wasps. Never have I felt an urge to become one or the other. From where
does this bizarre accusation come? Given his fantastical digression on Yeats and Lady Gregory he suggests
that they were British secret agents and cultural genocidalists , I can only presume that Mr. Neither does my
publication history or my motivation: Criticism of CanLit equals a sucking on grapes gone sour? If there are
sour grapes here, then they are stuffed to bursting in Mr. If not, then shame on you. Larkin barks and froths
and whines up imaginary trees. This year Stan Rogers would have turned sixty, and Geist is celebrating his
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birthday all year long by collecting even more memories of him: M y eight-year-old daughter, Annie Moriah,
is captivated by Stan Rogers. She is exposed to all of the popular songs that kids listen to today and yet
recognizes the eternal, stand-alone specialness of Stan Rogers. This world seems to have difficulty holding on
to and caring for the good, the special, the inspirational. He will be held in the hearts and minds of those who
recognize this gift to humanity. No higher award need be given, as none exists. First BC BookWorld, now
you. And I thought it was bad when a reporter on our local paper referred to a book that had won a non-fiction
award as a novel. If Larry Loyie has, indeed, fictionalized his memories, then I think he ought to have gone all
the way and changed the name of the main character. A small tale, generally of love. T he phrasebook is a
terrific idea, but one must be careful not to equate Toronto with the rest of Ontario. In Picton in the s, a large
marble was known as a tromboli. I wonder if that term is in use anywhere now? The Editor, Geist letters geist.
Authors of published letters will receive a Geist Map, suitable for framing. In ancient days the oracle at Delphi
responded to the question of what the future would bring with auguries suffused in barley smoke; today the
question is put by pundits, columnists, editorialists, panelists, talk-show hosts and talking headsâ€”the
commentariat, proficient in the jargon of upswings, downswings, deepenings, contractions, corrections, hurts
and pains, remedy and fraud; and a torrent of participles: Oracles by tradition resist the questions put to them
by responding with conundrums, brainteasers, non sequiturs, blatherings and bullshit. A bankruptcy consultant
on the cbc Radio drive-home show pauses before making himself clear. When I heard these words I
remembered a man running for the number 10 bus thirty-five years ago as my brother and I, who were on the
bus, watched him through the rear window. The bus continued to move away and the man receded into the
distance, a figure of despair suffering precisely from what the reporter in the Globe and Mail identified only or
finally last February as a lack of insight into what happens next. If it failed to start precisely at six, we would
have to make adjustments on the spot with the horoscope charts spread out on our knees while around us
punters scrutinized the Racing Form ; the moon and sun, being nearer than the stars, were the vital agents of
influence at these moments. As the evening progressed and the starting times of individual races drifted away
from plan, the margin of error grew. One of my duties as part-time office manager was to extinguish fires in
the Xerox copier stationed in the bay window at the front of the office. In that distant time before computers,
the Xerox, a large, lumbering, expensive machine, was the icon of leading-edge technology. My boss had
installed the Xerox next to the key-cutting machine in the window, where it would draw the attention of
passersby, and, as he said to me confidentially, attract new business by acting as a loss leader: T he Xerox
tended to overheat when more than a few sheets of paper were run through it, and the resulting fires, signalled
by tongues of flame spitting from seams in the side panel, made a strong impression on the clientele and on
anyone looking in the window. My job was calmly to pop the panel, haul out the burning sheet and drop it in
the wastebasket. While performing this duty I met the well-known poet Earle Birney, who had brought in a
sheaf of poems for copying; I was the only person who recognized him, and it was I who, to his great relief,
put out the subsequent fire and appeared to have saved part of his oeuvre. Later in the season our shifts
overlapped and I began spending time with Ray after midnight in order to talk about horoscopy, and I soon
learned that he had been inducted into an order of Rosicrucians to whom he had applied when he was a
teenager, in response to a notice in Popular Science by a robed figure who appeared in the night at the foot of
his bed. My brother and I arranged to make the experiment with the horse races using calculations that Ray
would prepare the night before. We made several excursions to the track but often misread planetary angles as
the evening unfolded, so that horse number 3 would come in when we expected horse number 2, and so on.
All of our failures were attributable to an unsteady hold on initial conditions. Everything depended on the
timing of the first raceâ€”even a fiveminute difference would affect the angular relations of subsequent
moments. We were frequently stymied by initial conditions in our attempts to get to the track on time an
empty gas tank or a full parking lot, to name just two , and then the whole evening would go out of whack and
we began to suspect that our own horoscopes might have to be calculated in synch with the racetrack chart if
we were to succeed in winning consistently. The experience of the man running for the bus seemed to

Page 5

DOWNLOAD PDF READINESS/ENOUGH/DEPENDS/ON (GREEN INTEGER:
EL-E-PHANT 51)
consolidate this rather wearying sense of a clockwork universe: By virtue of the same lack of insight into what
happens next that we had perceived vaguely to be his fatal flaw, he was spared the knowledge that everything
that is going to happen is going to happen. Such was the mystery behind future-seeing that my brother and I
faced as we strove to predict the outcome of a horse race. I continued meeting with Ray for most of the
summer. I wished to grasp his understanding of the nature of reality: He described his learning as a series of
elevationsâ€”a procession through and toward ever higher levels, but never high enough to know or at least to
tell me how many more levels there might be in the process. As I pressed him on this question, he began
describing the universe as a kind of construction: Was the tower a metaphor or was it just a tower, I wanted to
know, and eventually he said that he thought it was just a tower: In the world of income tax, as I discovered in
my job as assistant manager, the future is protected for the fewâ€”investors in oil companies, for example, are
compensated in advance for the eventual disappearance of the oil that is already making them rich, through the
ludicrous provision of the depletion allowance. Years later, after my boss had saved his business from
bankruptcy in a few breathtaking showdowns with men in suits, and I had moved into other enterprises, I
received a postcard from Earle Birney, with whom I had had no further exchange after the fire in the Xerox.
He had fallen from a tree somewhere in Ontario and broken an arm or a leg; the message on the card contained
a short, triumphant poem written in celebration of his fall.
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Chapter 3 : Jonathan Leaman | Beaux Arts London
A few months before the death of the noted American poet Larry Eigner in February , Green Integer editor Douglas
Messerli contracted with him to publish a new collection of his work. Now, edited by Eigner's long-time friend Robert
Grenier, this new book has been long awaited by the growing.

Ziw, that Light, with texts by Prof. Like that of all powerful painters, his output is sui generis. Artists whose
pictures resemble those of other artists tend to be less powerful, and less interesting, because they are
imitators. The most distinctive are generally following some inner imperative. This latest group of four large
works â€” perhaps the finest he has ever made â€” are the product of over five years effort. As those figures
imply, his process of creation is immensely time-consuming â€” to an extent that sometimes surprises Leaman
himself. The surfaces of his paintings â€” with their beautiful precision and attention to details of surface,
shadow and reflection â€” do not resemble the vehement brushwork of a Van Gogh. But the composition,
taken as a whole, is anything but a view of the ordinary, workaday world. They are more assemblies of piled
up bits and pieces, unconsidered trifles, this and that. This is, however, a very curious bit of Cotswold hedge in
that it is upright, climbing vertically to the top of the canvas like a column. And trapped within the base, his
hands clenched and grey head bowed, is the figure of a man. This is, then, no ordinary undergrowth. This chap
with grizzled beard and unruly hair appears repeatedly in the paintings. He is to be seen in Joy Fall , a tiny
figure occupying a chair far too big for him â€” like a character from Alice in Wonderland who has suddenly
shrunk. All of which might lead one to suppose that these are self portraits and the pictures in some way
auto-biographical. This however turns out to be both true and not true. So we return to the question: The
answer is not obvious. He is not, for example, as you might guess when looking at a detail from one of his
canvases, a realist. It would be closer to the truth to say that Leaman works from imagination, but does so in a
way that is closely anchored in visual reality. Sometimes when he is painting Leaman looks at a real object or
person â€” generally himself â€” but on other occasions he is inspecting a sight that is within his mind. An
item might seem almost hyper-real, but be in fact an invention. It turns out, however, that that is not altogether
so. It is true that the effect is very much like that of the hedgerows in the countryside around his
Gloucestershire studio. Many of the objects he depicts were done in this way, partly from memory and
imagination. He sees the plants on his daily walks, then draws and eventually paints them. The turned wood
balusters â€” like fragments of furniture or debris from an old staircase â€” which are stuck through the bundle
of assorted objects in this picture are also invented. There it is, recognisably itself, in a corner of the studio.
The four paintings in these groups, have subjects, in a general way. Many of the items in the paintings have
personal significance. The letter that appears elsewhere in that picture is addressed to her. Other layers of
meaning are connected with art or literature. These are complex images, filled with thought and feeling. The
associations and connections, however, enrich the paintings but do not explain them. And these are some of
the most accomplished, strange and fascinating of the current age. Martin Gayford, Someone has been
breaking the by law against fly-tipping. All sorts of unconsidered trifles have fallen down this slope. Notably a
suitcase nestling in the gloom among the autumn leaves, old telephone poles, a plastic bag and some bits of
old electrical equipment, including wires and a plug, lying further down in the grass at the bottom of the slope.
This is, in one respect, a picture of rubbish. Rubbish, is of course, one of the main themes of the art of the last
century which is a quite different thing from saying modern art is rubbish. Kurt Schwitters made a whole
Dadaist genre out of detritus, old tram tickets and similar litter, stuck together and transformed into art.
Jonathan Leaman enjoys rubbish too. Specifically, he loves the declivities at the margins or roads and
railways. There are layers too, of art historical memory, composting as richly as those dark but multi-coloured
leaves. Renaissance artists, coming from a mountainous land, were fond of placing holy and miraculous
scenes in landscapes derived from the Apennines or Dolomites. There does not, however, seem to be anything
overtly supernatural going on in As Above, So Below, although there are some odd features. The fly-tipper
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seems to live very high above this embankment since another suitcase is falling down from the sky, and on the
right there is a strange radiance in the undergrowth. That globe of light is, it turns out, the remnant of a
previous idea for the picture. Leaman has a soft spot for the painters of that era. The Victorians had this
problem, they walked straight up to it and failed. Those branches recur in As Above, So Below, but of the
autobiographical throng he once projected, only one remains: The ghost of one other idea, again not quite
carried out, is hidden at the bottom of the canvas, where two feet can be found, protruding from the foliage. Is
this a corpse perhaps, the starting-point of a case for Inspector Morse? Again, the answer is that it was, but not
really anymore. But in the end Leaman found that he could paint this rape and murder no more than he could
the fairies. What happened is something that seems to happen quite often in his work: I had intended them all
to be subdued, but purples and reds just flungthemselves down. It is a landscape haunted by ideas that have
almost but not quite disappeared, which is perhaps what gives it such a strange and compelling atmosphere.
Leaman finds this process of happens quite often with picture, perhaps especially works that like several of
those in this exhibition, have taken years to complete. I used to fight it and paint what I meant, but now I
realise that the painting comes in a roundabout way. But although the central figures remain, knife bearing
little girl and monster, and some symbolic props, Leaman found that as he continued to paint, the picture
became more and more a picture of a dark, leafless winter forest in which a mummified squirrel hangs from a
branch: I took over a year just painting some of those trees. The wood became the subject-matter. The idea has
somewhat deeper art-historical roots than that description may suggest. After all Bosch himself included giant
strawberries among his cast of characters. In terms of work you might see at the Prado, this is a conflation of
Bosch and Juan van der Hamen y Leon, 17th century Spanish master of still life, especially sweets and
biscuits. Sarah Lucas has used kebabs as a deliberately crude sexual metaphor. This complex and facetious
cultural fusion is superficially not unlike the Boschian monument in the upper left which seems to be
constructed out of pork pies together with some sort of quasi-Mayan sculpture, topped off with a finial of
gigantic Big Macs. The difference is that Leaman has painted all this in a virtuoso oil technique. At first
glance, the picture might look photo-realist, at second you begin to realise it is a mixture of delicate
naturalistic observation and imagination rather as one suspects a lot of northern renaissance paintings by
artists such as Bosch were constructed. Leaman has taken endless pains to capture the precise nuance of
textural nastiness in his subjects: Some items he found he could visualise, some needed study and research.
But the grossness of them seemed to me to have a sadness about it. But if engage bathos, I found I actually
could paint those things. It is clear that artists of the 15th and early 16th century mean a lot to Leaman. He
once spent a week in Colmar, looking at the Isenheim Altarpiece, masterpiece of the last of those. Van Eyck,
for instance is partly about icons of the Madonna and saints, partly about still life and landscape detail that
leads straight into the world of Vermeer. Half a millennium on, that fusion is not so much unstable as
impossible. Yet a great many of our thoughts about art and life are still derived from that era; we continue to
see partly at least through the eyes of Masaccio and co. But he is still tempted to borrow the aureole of light
which Grunewald encircled the risen Christ, and put it in a picture about the death of the Leaman family dog:
It is sentimental, but I admire sentimentality. No art historian or view could discover all these layers of
association, and Leaman knows that. In any case, a lot is accidental. But once he does have that subject-matter,
the painting takes over. A lot of thoughts and feelings may be buried in it, but perhaps experience a sea
change: The original impetus, though the mental associations may be complex, can be in a way quite simple.
The notion of re-enacted Bosch with groceries and fruit just came to him. I got the idea and thought, that will
be good. Martin Gayford is a writer and art critic for Bloomberg News. John McEwen, Jonathan Leaman:
Spouting is his nature, applying as much as to his conversation as his art: As a child he remembers that one
soldier was never enough, he had to draw whole armies. He strives for and, as we can see, sometimes attains a
simple image but, however simple, a Leaman picture is pregnant with allusion and reference; rich in
hyper-realistic detail. His literalism has become more concentrated with time and the requirement to be true to
life has drawn him away from the fleetingness of movement, which could drive him to caricature. This in turn
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has encouraged the accentuation of things. No title identifies the fact, but a glance will reveal that the same
middle-aged man appears in Vanity, Incredulity and pulling a cart bearing a bed in the middle of
Whinny-Moor. My exposure of this high degree of self-portrayal is to emphasise that, for all that he makes a
virtue of objectivity he is also unfathomably subjective. No artist could take more trouble in explaining his
pictures or is more willing to engage in their discussion, but he prefaced the detailed notes he helpfully
provided for the writing of this introduction with a warning: In Vanity, he redoubles the moral by making it
truly a vanity of vanities through the inclusion of his self-portrait.
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Chapter 4 : Phant - Meaning And Origin Of The Name Phant | theinnatdunvilla.com
already exists as an alternate of this question. Would you like to make it the primary and merge this question into it?

Additional Information In lieu of an abstract, here is a brief excerpt of the content: Works Cited Agamben,
Giorgio. Sovereign Power and Bare Life. Stanford University Press, Philip, and Myrna Aiello. A Historical
Reader and Primary Sourcebook. New York University Press, Cultural Dimensions of Globalization.
University of Minnesota Press, African Theatre in Development. Indiana University Press, Barnes, Colin,
and Geoff Mercer. Sign Language and Literary Theory. Nelson, and Heidi Rose, eds. Signing the Body Poetic:
Essays on American Sign Language Literature. Berkeley and Los Angeles: University of California Press,
American Culture and the Campaign against Sign Language. University of Chicago Press, The Culture of
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Note: Citations are based on reference standards. However, formatting rules can vary widely between applications and
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