An Evalg@tlon of: the
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tentative,: very problematic, vag

‘i_iéﬁéd by;ﬁ_}_ieigs‘ual "long silené'e" o

in which, evidently, the poet i_%})jected herself to an intenser dis- - . - .

cipline in the art of poetry, "Cold Morning Sky, published in 1938,

while contimueing many ‘Qf thefﬁ'émes:.and motifs ché.racteristic of the

earlier -volwne, fepresents a définite advance l;)n the poetic front. -

What was suggested in the first book is expressed explicitly in the

second. There is evo‘lution, but there is no revélution. By 1938, Miss | .
Zaturepska evidently felt that, like a young #ilton, she had completed

the period of her po‘etic incubation and was ready for the zzgle flight—-

in this case the flight of 2 dove—"3pinets s narps, and zuitars a wel-

corne sing/ Telcore 0 exiled dove, to lands destroyed b famine/ Where

crucl wwath drofaned your zentle white/ Rocall the romantic parsdise,

.L‘

the dermire, swisss land/ There idyllic founbsins sireaned

1de

n milk, vine,
honer/ on sillyy air, the mild ind, sn rour -dngs soundingd.. Tie noked
enus sreets you in the sorden/ And on her rorble lim-s (0 dovel) vour
shedorr 1inzers." 1Wss Zaturenske hes atiained, br this time, %he stature

t¥. ohe has defined h=r noetic “round, hoviever

precarious—"Fantesies in the hrain, r 4 s

the wnettainable the pure romantic longing/ Ruined towers in the air, a
yearmin- Lomrd the sea/ For its decp death, so cool, and langorous/ These
are the favorite s;mntoms wr 3n do Mees" The favorite s-mptoms include

h

not =~ fevr =olden classic henvr:ns anticue morbles, inp-cerbls 705,
» , 2 - A . .

e mwdi. . Do et e b LT e e i il kL 0D st 1 .



thjixgs "The Grhek the rna%?:gél" eet of dawnﬁ In ant1thes1si to thls4neo- ‘

secure—strange forebodlngs reve]:atlons, new-found fears, the mtanglble

N

pursued, Got thic terrors 5 cnc'els barbarlc mountams s "The unearthly bliss,

the lunar light/ The nnantom on the burning sta:.r." At times, t.he Greek
Hebrew or - s
and Gothic worlds combine into one harmonious order, as when the angels

sing in Pythazorean strains of rmisic-“And 1ift their passionate heads

L

bronze cold on the zlitterin

(4%

sky/ 1111 the vhite glory of motion uplifts
them they are done/ Poised in the steep, deep, dark on the emblazoned stair,”

liore characteristic, however, is the tension petween extremes. #iss Zatur-

enska grones throuch "The Gothic terror in suspended air.," Again, "Have
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e ol oovel from the rose/ Have e not seen the shadoty

ers :lide?/ matal and ven on cherisned serden ’-.';?all»’_s/ “hose was thetl

)

N

sudden cry? that burning caill?/ Theit halts our footsteps” and -hat stilled

onr “elks?/ihet shadow stelks usj run vherever we will™" What sie secks

[$%)

mosy of oll, evi do tly, is serenity, noise, completion in world where

blossoms are not stunted and ladies, perhaps imroveable as the stone Liros,

wser garlands in thelr hair-—"Tlet which is lost is found, the tenuous

1

beauty snared,/ The fine, the godden notas causht
./ X} 3 B hd

)

nd repested:/ Ch, howr it

»in~s on the err, -ill-sweeb, round and completed,” Marya herelds, in fact,

the auzusten dar, timeless, irrevocable, nerfect——idth the ed 'l l.ncl cham

ot o lrdndshed TElliam Bloke i%sku king somewhere at the borderlond,
3 ,
"Let the lion have his hour/ Leb: the evil beasts dcvmr*/ Lol ol vine end

fruit and flower/ Theirs the nizht bu‘r, yours the time/ Knovm to tha ver-



,P,;ea'ce in an in-

:u'npious ' fear/ ;

% 3
atmosphere/ Until I wade in terror to ny knees," IIa.rya is h.ke an elghteenth

' century minor poet who f‘eels 5 StlI'I'ILnO' m.thq_n his breast, the prescience of -
1*oma.nticism—>«,a poet who, in a Popian world, is half in love with Spencer—
"As if a lover half afr aid/ Ran to embrace a vavering golden shade.* The

t»rentwe th century, in such-an atmosnhere of indivi f’m.l sohtude, is a]nost

rissing., "Durlde, deride the qn*ele.n auto horns/ That blare through
city mindovg, noefTic 1isss/ Red, creen, cieen, red thioush vindow screens/

And the harsh volces rising from the city/ "Athout reverence, and iithout

<2
pity.". Edith Sitwell combines , rore da.r"_n gly, the pastorsl world of
1lily-white shepherdesses vith tne incongrous esmc*'s of modernity. "The

Listening Landsesne, publisiied in 1941, sho-s that little has hommenad %o
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Grass is still her sarlend, She is still = w2tcher in the sacred rood,

1

Hsr voens are 55111 »ritten -dth the hacksround of the mommix erpsichord—

N
~nd there is still "“‘Wu_tv' S drz?" for vounser wres,’ and there e

Lemales,! Shough serth rocks 4. o of the ideal, and though

fizarya herself has explored the supernstural realns of German oot

o

faliry stories and Cerman romentieism (possibly). "How she recalled the

anhroubled daysy wept for the aquiet serden,/ And in the embrece of the

*
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sun lonzed for the trancuil moon/ 1411 the scorched hody dissolved in

7 c
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1e 7olden erms; as ~ stom scetbers s Zlower—/
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became 2 Sea/ Of silver lesves that grieved upon =

“ree,’ Agpin, ".,.in thet vorld/ Only the life-sizad mortreits on *he ~211/




One who s*‘ in the roo'a forever m-i*blng sletters. Acaln, in. a. mrld whl"ch

x|

has becorle haunted mpercep’c.lbly By}a. Whlte dress "There on hlS d th“ oed, o

ovn inexorable law,/ rolded of st’ﬁb"né, but her fire and ice flooded the room

Iik%s a pool,” Ti- Lz the angel mus:l.c from a demonts throat—a theme subgest-.

ed, however, by the two earlier volumes, In spite of some despair, or per-
, A ;

haps because of it, "Men turn sgain to rmsic, sun, and dance/ The burming

roses on the classic ground," according to a mam addressed to‘ Ruth Pitter. .
V’Biaz‘;ra's is still the Letin heaveﬁ, the royalist affiliation. The stars still
sing, though perheps their song is elegiac—bthough not for the universe, ac—
cordinz to the poen 2ddressed to Edwin J. Strinsham, “hatever le.ndscapé there

, & mystic, vill rest at her soul's center-—zteh her reflection in
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-he ~iroor or the mool, though she merr 2t times sbandon old loy=liics or

Chiane=tlleh the Trecion mpTiil TIRRLC, -hite’ Dreaming at the foun-
teints source, / But nymp-hs by Fragonard, rose—draped and smell, veied lovrers
on —oun~ hwir, Crisped and curleds.." For ell the cheos tiere is & systen

D) B} 3 I

iron-sond b classic unity.

I have described cbove, I think, the generel characieris tics of llaryals
nighly ceneralized vorld. On subsidiary “hemes end cuestions, T shall
Qomment more briefly., One of the chief of these is the theme of oblivion——
nopin, in entithesis to the quest for certitude, like Keats' "Ode to the
Nightinsale" in opposition to ,.IﬁOde on the Grerian Urn,t liarya experienceé

moments of ohlirion suggesting the awful end, ’.-'-rhen the world shall not alweys

be restored to its own size, There is, however, the possibility of cyclic

’
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Revived, restored, and still : ,/ The intangible pursued." Aga._'x.n,‘; ‘

in a poem written in memory of D. H. Lawrence-—"l\ro, let us drown in music
and resign/ Our hearts, our souls , our loves, to the wide vaters / rollo -
ins the song the leaves the strong m_ll veakeao She describes ma:l.dens WhQ
throw their wreaths a7ey and Wa-dé in starlight, ﬁtmg'men who. 1ift their
roices through the dev—damp sedue—- 11 in honor of D, H, Lawrence evidently,
thoush vhat are thery doins on this macabre picnic?v "Our little déaths are
st=lloired bm the sun/ Our aspirations, lon~inz and alarms/ Are drawn into
sleen's wvogt Tollol *,".A..“ "5 times, the classic world is abendoned albogethey
in Tavor of "Wide seas unimo n to your zeosraphy"--out not for lo
hides for fasnr benind old marble/ The armless Venus, e
1m0llo of the shaiiersd 17-/ The 1ittle batterad ~ol of love..."
A secon tlieme 1z the Lareissis
ing her own amazing imege or that which equates with it, perhaps the image
of the dove, perhaps of the doll, who "sits and Dreens/ In infinitesimal and
waxen dreams," It is no exa_ggera.fion to say thet the quest is alwmys for
self which shall not be mixed with hallucination and supernal flowers.
The dream of death invades, however, the dream of life., "All night she seng
like an expiring swen/ That floats with joyous pain into the rising dawm,"
Again, "Forgo the moons and watil,;s of the mind:/ Today is 2ll that you shall
find," Again, "Salvage my days that scattered flow/ Like phantoms on a mov=

ing stair." Again, "Separate, distinct, divided, parted, meeting ever/



salvaged though perhaps denédedxof all but hlS classic blas--"So Tn.me‘ sha.]l
for a little while restore/ our "ther Verus and her '.L'Ltt.le son/ When the v
long age of violence is. done/ d eanh men seeks a lover or a friend. -
I.{arya expects, in fact, a golden %’age, vhen winter winds shall no longer
bite. Her attitude is that of "The homeless who are passn.onate for home,/"
The human tear that moves OILymp:Lan gods,/ And that sad backward look beyond
recall{—!' She cannot understand why the brutal r:.der lived to wear Caesar's
chaplet on his head, Her concept of the universe, like her concept of happa-
ness, is archaic——"The inexorable working of the divine law/ On which the

central core of fire must turn/ Around the mysterious globe/ In which we

live and strive for a divine/

Intelligible wholeness a
deep purity/ To lose ourselves as in some xno’c.her sea,” Then the universe has
exx gone through various catastronhes ,‘ in all of vwhich maria is involved,
we will come back to the auroral charm, the' cool mirrors of the laughing
eyes, the dreams half-dreamed in ,ini‘ancy, thé listening landscape, . Greek,
Hebrew, Christian, the counter-earth which is heaven——"Shadow of esrtht
Reflecting the sea's ebb, the sky's mirror/ The airy scroll, the never-
finished tale,"

TWith the quest for cerbituderand for self is the quest for childnood,
There are poems about children and poems in which marya wishes to be a child.
Perhaps it is because "A porcelian World so long the child-endeared'—and
"From that light world of ¥t téa.rs and smiling dreems/ e dra:r our thourhts
as Tfrom the living streams.” marya clings to a beiief in a country vr.fhere

the rivers flovw with milk and honey. rot only does she yearn for the in-



Lost as the wildrose in the longhg ss,'/ 1e1r half—sevn images through

l
l“

ery class.” The vision of.c dhood 1n the agelnv uorld so soon decavs,3
so soon fades——for we are veft ar fron tne island of cii 1ﬂren. Hovwrever,

the angel of ciiildhood may 1eam 1nto the maturing soul—this chlld is, -

like Tbrdsworth's, nearer to heaven than the adult. The envoy to Aurora

. - !~

mey brinz, in F“cu, lz"hunvos of. h@‘rt——"ﬁQTCus“ﬂj Teouby alieys Seo in

the zradually dimming earth the rose and ivory gaze/ THth which she first
. garnered

enrd.ched your days/ Brinz her Jour et cold, the treasury, the dearest

£0Yess/ Tremble as if upon an 1nv131“le thread/ Dancing between the 1i

and the dead/ Yellow skirts ;estooned vith roses, her golcen slippers fljlng/

Tovard forral terraces of joy," ebc, There is also = child in crystal—-fie vhg

enclosed in glass, exudes his beeu ty like a field of flowers, The im=ge of
tilte Chirist child =ppears in the cleft between two savage mountains,
Harya Zaturenske, a Russian Jew, has been a student of the Church

Fathers, the Sathddcc  Catholic saints, the Catholic sages. Judging fron
her poetry alone, one might think her a Catholic convert, the feminine %er—
sion of Coventry Patmore., She fears—though she is in private life a com-
mnnis£-the corrmnist onslaught., She exhibits those cheracteristics anCb
miss Evelyn Underhill, in her various studies of the subject, shows to be
typical of all mystics, wnatever their‘individual differences. Not all,
exalnple, seek refuge in the classic world, though this is by no neans a solu-

/

tion unusual among such temperaments, The classic bias is, after all, a



part of Christianity, "We mist

,p.ture. Marla. tums from u.nrest t.o

rest. She looks upon the r ati ler - ic—a ’lf the
goal of the universe ‘,we_i‘e a rose rden (perhaps a.shadow of the rose
gardens at Yaddo,) People in agreémént with her will appreciate her

search for unity in diversity, stillness in strife, and frozen formalism,

Question—is her writing to be considered as an interesting psychological
document—or as poetry, the endujz:"ing art? .

There are not many poéts .ho have achieved lasting distinction through
the emnloymem of cliches, Wh:.l Merya is skilled in the manipulations of
conventlonal verse forms—and sk:.’.l.led enouo'h even to de\rln te sllt,h‘" 1y from
these-—on the language level, as nerhans on the meaning level, her poems
fail in orizinality. Perhaps she feels the glory snd vonder of the speech
she employs—{ hans for her the cliches are discoveries, For the sake of
the record, however, I shall list a2 nuwiber of these cliches, these customery
word mmphotc  combinctions, They core not obvious, of course, #HO one can

-

doubt Merials sincerity, no one cen “oubt her subtlety, #inelly, however,
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the effect of donmo“f'v'*ﬁ lrnouage patberns is negative, en sspect of

terior decsy, A dictionary of Marys'!s cliches or custorcry vord cortbina-

tions, the gunzral shebtanents rathgr - than the rarticular, rould include the
following, arranged according to Por *rws. rldswmer Hoon—— Siroct Gir, iich
midsummer snell, clenr intensity, Spark]:'_nf shrdous, ~Iimridn o oL

of trees, equisit~ oblivion, ~esverate feor, Andling sho o, noturel

)

quiet, ripenins -heat, Iullohr, blacl:eninv skies, stronz thirst, ~ncient




savage mountains, grandeur,a i ,;, lmm_d laue ter, childron's eyes

in laughter, the sun-sheen gold | .realr, golden streamers, I—1 Song,
The Countersign, '  songs of % ens, secret danger, w:.ld sea, wide

waters, summer's heat—and, 'inwa the entire texture. Images in Lake

»e

Water, the trees boxaed mth gracefyl supﬂhcatlon in lake water, gl'um*xemng

llghts -enduring dream, mirrored silence, reflected face.  The Lunar T:Ldes‘,

the dangerous moon, the vampire moon, dim weters, cloudy spectres on the

vindow pene, the living glory of tl'ée sun, golden motion, Landscape, Fruit, ad i
Flowers, pernetual summer, m\:Lnlature scene s arid hours, herolc dead, summer's
eternal garland, peace and contentment sm_llnsr gleaming marble, ‘despera.te
men. Voyage, anticue marble, golden apples > dreaming ships that svmn-like
float, shostly boats, The Return, sorrowing angels, perfect climate,
love-lorn maidens s Deaceful mind, lonely treveller, horror's pit, pink cherry

blossoms, cruel vrath, idyllic fountains, mild vind, vhite fincers, morble

limbs, Interview in Midsummer, the deep woods and the birdsonz hich wras

overswest and over lonz, the river tumbling *::ou zh stoneveys, thz lonr rerns

-

dipped in dew, the ~enial s, the liquid colden air, the cobweb lace, the
sinjing tress, She slin snd Swzeping willow, ancient sadness Asvic -nd still,
e sun's stronz gold,

The great difficulty then seems to be the l=nzuare level, =dith Sitrell,
&,

~hom I heve Praviously menti oned, and Ruth Pitter a% her best, attain, through

greater complications of thougnt a greater complicstion of language, Maria

'%eccrrg r:bsz%% ?g'ornhou 3 s%ndeflréed and tentatig%é-}ierlpoms will show what
§ ess was n —19.T : b

be found that she. is not too dif ereng ?goﬂ! it 1ve]?f—brggcg.lc% w1l dou .tless
otaner ages, 3



