WHIMSICALITY AND SELF-INDULGENCE

In an essay on the great Russian writer Alexander Pushkin, John Bayley quotes literary critic Edmund Wilson to make the point that “Flaubert, Joyce and Virginia Woolf were in a sense poets who wrote in prose because….prose seemed to offer the freedom and authority”1 for the writing they were attempting.  This idea struck me as significant for the writing I do because I often feel I am a poet who writes in prose.  There is certainly a kinship between my prose and my poetry for many reasons one of which is expressed by  John Crowe Ransom: “There is no principle of rightness in poetry;….there is only ponderous whimsicality, labour of wit and a certain obscure self-indulgence.”2 -Ron Price with thanks to 1John Bayley, Pushkin: A Comparative Commentary, Cambridge UP, 1971, p.236; and 2 J.C. Ransom in Author Unknown.

I seem to learn of my profoundest

yearnings though an awareness

of other selves and their yearnings.

Whatever is within me it is so often

found in the shame, the splendour,

the ideas and wisdom of others.1

Making present the possibilities

of the past, actualizing historical

possibility, this is live tradition2

and I am helped in this effort by

the ponderous whimsicality 

and the self-indulgence of poetry.

1  Harold Bloom, The Anxiety of Influence, pp.25-6.

2 Martin Heidegger in Destructive Poetics: Heidegger and Modern American Poetry, Paul Bovem, Columbia UP, NY, 1980, p.90.
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