HENRY JAMES ON RUPERT BROOKE

our day. To be sure rose is English, for it has been
for long a very predominant shade on the young face
of England, but in Brooke there is an old age to the
fervour, and in spite of the brilliant youth of the
poet, there is an old age in the substance and really
in the treatment as well. We are wanting a fresher
intonation to those images, and expect a new ap-
proach, and a newer aspect. It is not to adhere by
means of criticism to the prevailing graveyard
tendency, nor do we want so much of the easy and
cheap journalistic element, as comes SO often in the
so named “free verse”. What is really wanted 1s an
individual consistency, and a brightness of imagery
which shall be the poet’s own by reason of his own
personal attachment, and not simply the variance of
the many-in-one poetry of the day.

It is not enough to write passably, it is only enough
when there are several, or even one, who will give
their or his own peculiar contact with those agencies
of the day, the hour, and the moment, who will find
or invent a style best suited to themselves. Attempts
at excessive individualism will never create true indi-
vidualistic expression, no affected surprise in per-
sonal perversity of image or metaphor will make a
real poet, or real poetry. There must be first and
last of all, a sure ardour, the poet’s very own, which
will of itself support obvious, or even slightly de-
tectable, influences. It is not enough to declaim
oneself, or propose continually one’s group. The
single utterance is what is necessary, a real fresh-
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