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intensely interested in preserdng my own in
dividuality, if that can be in any way aligned 
with an equally strong desire to evolve out 
of tl1at individuality, with its markedly racial 
emphasis, some one song or lyric that may 
help establish my belief in the subsurface kin
ship of human beings. Tl1ere is pleasure and 
pain in mere living; I believe both these as
pects of life are intensified when one is a 
Negro in a white world; and I find their 
feather-strict balance so e,·en that I am often 
inclined to do what a poet should always 
shun: turn meta physician and claim oneness 
for both pleasure and pain. 

* * *

Countee Cullen 

The only excuse for a novelist, aside from 
the entertainment and vicarious living his 
books give the people who read them, is as a 
sort of second-class historian of the age he 
lfres in. The "reality" he misses by writing 
about imaginary people, he gains by being 
able to build a reality more nearly out of his 
own factual experience than a plain historian 
or biographer can. I suppose the best kind 
of narrative would combine the hvo like 
Froissart or Commines, or Darwin in "The 
Voyage of the Beagle". I think that any 
novelist that is worth his salt is a sort of 
trnffie dog digging up raw material which a 
scientist, an anthropologist or a historian can 
later use to permanent advantage. Of course 
there's Chaucer and Homer and the Edda, 
but that's all way over our heads. 

* * *

John Dos Passo11 

I do not look on writing as a respectable 
profession: it is more parasitic even than the 
Law and not far above Advertising; as a busi
ness I despise it. That I must earn my living 
by it (having discovered too late what it is) 
distresses me, and is a Cross I must bear. 
·writing, in a land like mine, and in our cul
tural chaos, is worthy only when it is re
garded by the author as a mission-as an act
of Faith and as an act of construction.

I approach writing with a profound dis
trust of all verbalisms, all rhetorics, however 
disguised; and with a contempt for clever
ness. The reason for this is that we need so 
sorely another kind of writing: the kind that 
is an organic action. When writing is less 

than that, it is a danger in the world where 
all the high words of the past Jiave rotted. 

You will see, then, that there is a certain 
cleavage between me and most of my "con
freres". I have personally nothing against 
them. But since their work, for the most 
part, is miUinery and the concoction of can
dies, their self-importance is wearying. Of 
course, the American public, which is pas
sive, intellectually effeminate and childish, is 
t11e creator of tliis self-importance. That is 
why the American public requires something 
better. 

.My purpose in writing is to create an or
ganic act in this crucial period of the life of 
a country that symbolizes the crucial state 
and promise of the world. 

What that act is, my work must tell. 

* * *

Waldo Fran!t 

I care passionately about people. 
I think thev are tinctured with enough of 

tlie sublime to make living in the hurting 
world, which they have cluttered with intol
erance, vulgarity, cruelty, hate, lust and dis
loyalty, not only bearable, but an exciting and 
even sublime affair. 

I take my page of the destiny of man out 
of my Book of Spencer and at the same time 
belic\·e with Wordsworth that trailing clouds 
of glory does he come-and go. 

When I think of my work I like to con
template it in terms of plowing through the 
troubled and troubling scenes and getting 
said, in whatever manner or style my critics 
may arraign me for, some of this sublimity 
of the human race, which I love, and a mem
ber of which I beg to remain. 

* * *

Fannie llurst 

I am credulous about the destiny of man, 
the future of the race, and the importance of 
illusions. I would like to be in the same 
moment an earthworm (which I am) and a 
rider to _the moon ( which I am). 

* * *

Carl Sandburg 

I am thirty-three years of age. 
I am not yet old enough (and I l1ope that 

I never shall be old enough) to have a mes
sage. I have had a very good time. I hope 
to be able to continue to do so. I s'eem, in 




