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INTRODUCTION

1. Of the nature of the poet:

“We are (often) so impressed by the power of
poetry that we think of it as something made by
a wonderful and unusual person: we do not
realize the fact that all the wonder and marvel
is in our own brains, that the poet is ourselves.
He speaks our language better than we do merely
because he is more skilful with it than we are: his
skill is part of our skill, his power of our power;
generations of English-speaking men and women
have made us sensible to these things, and our
sensibility comes from the same source that the
poet's power of stimulating it comes from. Given
a little morc sensitiveness to external stimuli, a
little more power of associating ideas, a co-ordi-
nation of the functions of expression somewhat
more apt, a sense of rhythm somewhat keener
than the average—given these things we should
be poets, too, evenas heis. . . . Heis one of us.”
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