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b Amy lowell's Tendencies in Modern Amer-
ican Poetry.

x
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From the ehapter on"The Imagists: H.D. and John Gould Fletcher"

"H.D."'s life is that of a true artist. It is one of inter-
nal mental and emotional experiences, not of external events.

ope of the little band of poets witm whom "H.D." now identi-
fied herself was Riehard Aldington, the well-known Imagist.
Like "H.D.", Mr. Aldingtion was faxeinated by Greek eulture; the
flawless purity of Greek models was a perpetual source of delight
to him. Mr. Pound in his life of the young Vortiecist sculptor,
Gaudier Brzeska, has told of the long discussions between these
two; Brzeska wishing to eut away all bonds with the past, Richard
Aldington firmly insisting that the Hellenic outlook was more
needed to-day than ever.

At this age of pedantic learning, or no learning at all, it
ie strange to find two young people reading Greek "for fun." But
this was just what H.D. and Mr. Aldington did. ' The Imagists
seem to have a natural flair for languages.

"H.D." and Richard Aldington were mar ried on October I8,
1913,

" Writing in a highly and most ecarefully wrought vers libre,
"H.D."'s poems achieve a beauty of eadence which has been sur-
passed by no other vers librists. Indéed, her subtly changing
rhythms are almost without &n equal. Never in her verse, do
we find a prose suggestion. Hers are not, as some of her husband®
are, the pigquant paradoxes of romance springing out of plain faet.

To this poet, beauty is a things so sharp as to be painful,
delight so poignant it can scarcely be borne. Her extreme sénegi-
tiveness turns appreciation to exquisite suffering. Yet again

and again, she flings herself bravely upon the s-ears of her own
reactions.



The poet is, like Robert Frost, suffering from a too minute

nﬁ 1mnr8381ng observatlon--obgervatlon and lts correlative, imagi-

e G e
o y
‘Her practive, and that of her husband is absddutely to abandon
t € rhythms of metre when writing eadenced verse. ©Some Vers
1ibrést permit themselves' occasional 1lines which might be timed
b¥ the old scansion, if only such lines also fall within the circke
of their cadence, but YH.D.! end Mr. Aldington never do.

\ (Amy Iowell likes Bea-Gods because of the violet part)

"H.D." is peculiarly a poet of flowers, and in the very manner
in which ehe uses her flowers, we have hints of that changed
teghnique of which I have been speaking.

"H.D." is not 2 poet of great breadth ofmood nor of many moods.
A1l her effeects are delicate rabher than broad. &She is 2lso
essentially a lyric poet. FHven ir those poems wrich aim at a sort
of nerretive suggestion like "The Helmsman". . . .

WH.D."'s work decls entirely with tliose *thinge whick are con-
stant and eternsl. §She seems quite un&ffected by the world about
her. Cliffe and sea, and flowers, have always been the same;

Qi¥er poets are possessed of a vision whveh cen pareeive a new
beosuty du the modern world; j ]

we |shell see Mr, Fletcher doing this. But "2.D." has no such
insight '

Tere are people whi find this poetry eold. But it is z migteke
to suppose that this coolness, this clearness, covers no feeling
ling.

1T L 4 C ores
H.Dy" 18 not & great poet, but she is a rarely perfect noet



It ie . tree that she emplosy the same technique thpoughout her
work, and that is merhams monotonnus to thosge thsore not con-
cerned with its excellence. It zlso beazrs with it the meeds of
over-care, of something bordering on preeiosity. 6 There is a
certain thinness in the originel cbncentioen, and|only the lustre

of 1ts polish saves 1t. But this ig 2 lustreikn vn to no one
else. ‘ i 1 j
#

|
The tricks of her mehner sceasionally reeall the Greek, but
her thoughts &are entirely her own.



Sea Iris
&

Weed, moss-weed,

root tengled in sand,
sea~-iris, brittle flower,
one petal like a shell
is broken,

and you print a shadow
like a2 thin twig.

Fortunate one,

scented znd stinging,

rigid myrrh-bud,
camphor-flower,

sywet and salt--you are wind
in our nostrils.

1%

Do the murex-fishers

drench you a&s they pass?

Do your roots drag up colour
from the sand?

Have they slipt gold under you-=-
Rivets of gold?

Band of iris-flowers

—gbove the waves, i

you are painted blue,

Bointed like a fresh prow
stained among the salt weeds.

Sea Iily
Reed,
slashed and tom
but doubly rich--
such great heads as yours
drift upon temple-steps,
but you are shattered
in the wind.

Myrt le-bark

is fleched from you,
scales are dashed

from you stem,

sand cuts your petal,
furrows it with hard edge,
likxe flint

on & bright stone.

Yet tkough the whole wind
slash at your baeck,

you are lifted up,
aye--though it hiss

to cover you with froth.



The HEelfiznan

0 be awWift--
we heve always known you wanted us.

We fled inland with our flocks,
we pastured them in hollows,

cut off from the wind

and the salt track of the marsh.

We worshipped inland--

we stepred past wood-flowers
we forgot your 3and,

we brushed wood-grass.

We wandered from pine-hille

through oak and scrub-oak tangles,

we broke hyssip and bramble,

we caught flower and new bramble-fruit
in our hair: we laughed

as each brahch whipped back,

we tore our feet in half buried rocks
and knotted roots and acorn-cups.

Ve forgot--we sorshipped,
we parted green from green,
we sought further thickets,
we dipped our ankles

through leaf-mould and .eaxth, e

and wood and wood=-bank enchanted usg--

and the feel of the clefts if the bark

and the slope between tree and tree--

and the alender ppth strung field to field
and wnod to wood

gnd Biltl to Kill

and the forest after it.

Ve forgot--for a moment
tree-resin, tree-bark,
sweat of & torn branch
were sweet to the taste.

We were enchanted with the fields,
the tufts of coarse grass

in the shorter grass--

we loved all thie.

Eut now our boat elimbs--hesitates--drops--
climbs-~- hesitates--crawls back--

0 be swift--

we have always known you wanted us.



From Amy Iowell's Tendencies in Modern American Poetry.

Here is a poem which shows her shrinking from this piercing
appreeiation of the beauty of nsature:

Orchard

I saw the first pear

as it fell--

the honey-seeking, golden-banded,
the yellow swarm

was not more Ileet than I,
{ spare us from loveliness)
and I fell prostrate
erying:

you have flayed us

with your blossoms,

spare us the beauty

of fruit-trees.

The honey-seeking

paused not,

the air thundered their song,
and I alone was prosirate.

0 rough-hewn

god of the orchard,

I bring you an offering--
do you, alone unbeautiful,
son of the god,

spare us from loveliness:

these fallen hazel-nuts,

stripped late of their green sheaths,
grapes, red-purple,

their berries

dripping with wine,

pomegranates already broken,

and shrunken figs

and quinces untouched,

I bring you as offering.



From Black Armour

o~

Yow tkhat Year Eyee are Shut

Now that your eyes &are Shut

Not even & dusty butterfly may brush them;

My flickering knife has cut

Iife from somorous lion throats to hush them.

If pigeons creon too lond

Or lambe bleat proudly, they. must come to slaughter,
And 1 command each cloud :

Te be precise in spillisig =silent water.

ILet light forbear those lids:
‘T have forbidden the feathery acsh to smuteh them;

The splder thread that thrids :

The gray-plumed grass hés not my leave to touch them,

My essual ghost may slip,

Issuing tip-tce, from the pure inhuman;

The tissues of my lip : .
Will bruise your eyellds while I am a woman,

Elinor Wylie

From Black Armour - bita of

Peregrine' a

Iiar and beggar
He had no friend
Escept & dagger
Ard & cendle-cnd.

- - ® ® 3 - 3 -

He spéke tkis sentence
With a princely air:
"The noose draws tighter;
This is the end;
I'm a good fighter,
But & bad friend:
I've played the traitor
Over and over;
I m & good hater,

ut & bad lover."

Elinor Wylie



Sheltered Garden

I have had enough.
I gasp for breath.

Every way ends, every road,

every foos-path leads at last

to the hill-crest--

then you retrace your steps,

or find the same slope on the other side,
precipitate. :

I have had enough--

-border-pinks, clove-pinks, wax-lilies,

herbs, sweet-cress.

0 for some sharp wwish of a branch--
there is no scent of resin

in this place,

no taste of bark, of coarse weeds,
aromatie, astringent--

cnly border on border of scented pinks.

Have you seen fruit under cover
that wanted light--

pears wadded in cloth,
protected from the frost,
melons, almost ripe,

smothered in straw?

fWhylnot let thre péaré cliné

to the emply branch? - _
Rl your ecoxire will only meke = 5. - . ~
a bitter fruit--

let them cling, ripen of themselves,
test their own worth,

zipped, shrivelled by the frost,

to fall at last but fair

with a russet coat.

Or the melon--

let it bleach yellow in the winter light,
even tart to the taste--

it is better to taste of frost--

the exquisite frost--

than of wadding and of dezd grass.

For this beauty,

beauty without strength,
chokes out life.

I want wind to break,

scatter these pink-stalks,
snap of f their spiced heads,
fling them about with dead leaves-=-
spread the paths with twigs,
limbs broken off,

trail great pine branches,
hurled from some far wood
right across the me lon~-patch,



1ae.ve half- trtu, tarn, twisted
but showing the fight was valiant.

0 to blot oizt this garden

~to forget, to find a new beauty
in some terriblp e
wind-tortured pla.ce.

A
*




Circe

It was easy enough

to bend them to my wish,

it was easy enough

to alter them with a2 touch,
but you

adrift on the great sea,
how sh21ll I call you baek?

Cedar and white ash,

rock-cedar and sand plants

and tamarind,

red decar and white cedar

and black cedar from the inmost forest,
fragrance upon fragrance

and all of my sea-magic is for naught.

It was easy enough--

a thought called them

from the sharp edges of the earth;
they prayed for a touch,

they cried for the sight of my face,
they entreated me

£33l 1n-nity

I turned eaech to his own self.

Panther and panther,

then 2 black leopard

folloews close--

black panther and red

and & great hound,

a god=-like heast, :

cut the sand in & clear ring
and_shut me from the earth,
and cover the sea-sound
with their throats,

and the sea-roar with their own barks
and bellowing and snarls,
and the sea-stars

with the swirl of the sand,
and the rock-tamarinds

and the wind resonance=--

but not your voice.

It is easy enough to c2ll men

from the edges of the earth.

11 is easy to summon them to my feet
with a thought--

It is beautiful to see the tall panther
and the sleek dder-hounds

cirecle in the dark.

It is easy enough
to make cedar and white ash fumes
into palaces

and to cover the sea-caves



with ivory and onyx.

But I would give up
rock-fringes of coral
and the inmost chamber
of my island palace
ang my own gifts

and the whole region
of my.power and magiec
for your glance.

The sea sheres "H.D."'s interegt with flowers, and her descrips:
tions of it are no less accurate and vivid:

where rollers shot with blue
cut under deeper blue.

Of a ¢liff, she says:

But you--you are unsheltered,

cut with the wkight of wind--

you shudder when it strikes,

then 1lift, swelled with the blast--

you sink as the tide sinks, =
you -shridl-under hail, and scund ; e

4.

thunder when thunder sounds.
Of 2 shorey

Wind rushes
over the dunes,
and the coarse, salt-cmusted grass
answers.
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