An Evalg@tlon of: the

-&

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
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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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