IMAGIST POEMS

In a Station of the Metro

The apparition of these faces in the crowd;
petals on a wet, black bough.

L’Art, 1910

Green arsenic smeared on an egg-white cloth,
Crushed strawberries! Come, let us feast our eyes.

Ezra Pound

The Pool

Are you alive?

I touch you.

You quiver like a sea-fish.

I cover you with my net.
What are you--banded one?

Oread

Whirl up, sea--

Whirl your pointed pines.
Splash your great pines

On our rocks.

Hurl your green over us--
Cover us with your pools of fir.

H.D.
Meditation
A wise man,
Watching the stars pass across the sky,
Remarked:

In the upper air the fireflies move more slowly.

Amy Lowell

Nothing to Save
There is nothing to save, now all is lost,
but a tiny core of stillness in the heart
like the eye of a violet.

D. H. Lawrence



The Skaters

Black swallows swooping or sliding

In a flurry of entangled loops and curves;

The skaters skim over the frozen river.

And the grinding click of their skates as they impinge upon the surface,
Is like the brushing together of thin wing-tips of silver.

John Gould Fletcher

Anecdote of the Jar

I placed a jar in Tennessee,
And round it was, upon a hill.
It made the slovenly wilderness
Surround that hill.

The wilderness rose up to it,

And sprawled around, no longer wild.
The jar was round upon the ground
And tall and of a port in air.

It took dominion everywhere.
The jar was gray and bare.

It did not give of bird or bush,
Like nothing else in Tennessee.

Wallace Stevens

from Ars Poetica

A poem should be equal to:
Not true

For all the history of grief
An empty doorway and a maple leaf

For love
The leaning grasses and two lights above the sea—

A poem should not mean
But be.
Archibald MacLeish

Evening

The chimneys, rank on rank,

Cut the clear sky;

The moon

With a rag of gauze about her loins

Poses among them, an awkward Venus—



And here am | looking wantonly at her
Over the kitchen sink.

Richard Aldington

The Fog

The fog comes
on little cat feet.

It sits looking

over harbor and city
on silent haunches
and then moves on.

Carl Sandburg

The Red Wheelbarrow

so much depends
upon

a red wheel
barrow

glazed with rain
water

beside the white
chickens

William Carlos Williams



