THE VOICE OF NEW ZEALAND

SistEr MAURA

GQLIM grace should mark a book of lyries. What was it that
was said of Coleridge’s poetry, “Ho had written little, but
the little ought to be hound in gold”? Any garnering of lyrics
should deserve that; for it should hold within its slender compass
only the pure gold of poetry.
loen Duggan's books, the threo of them, have the lyrical
it Ty s N Zelid Bird Songs', which first
led its “native wood-notes wild" a few years ago; Poems?,

New Zealand Poems*, which shone out across the war clouds in
1940. All have in common a singing magie, the gift of phrase-
making and of the creative use of ordinary words; but the three
lpm a wide emotional range. The Bird Songs, clear and joyous,
written in a_child-like mood for the ehildren of those
luvored islands which Miss Duggan loves so well. In Poems,
the music has deepened, but it still pours, pulsing and resplend-
ent, from a well-spring of joy. The third book touches often
the chord of sadness. Throughout Eileen Duggan's poetry,
her Celtic past spoaks unmistakably in her “great tender,
fluting words” and the lovely curve of her rhythms, in her
warm sincerity, and in the rare habit of ‘(hlnlung in her heart',
The first book waves a lyric wand and brings the birds of
New Zealand, living, gleaming, singing, within the reader's
ken. Many are strange, others familiar, yet all assume an
essential beauty in the kindling light of her imagination. Take,
for instance, the handsome bandit so often casually noted be-
side a shore. Who else has made a lyrie glory of him in eight
simple lines!
The Song of the Kingfisher
Wy do ey sit 0 dreamily, dreamily,
over tl

Sx]am yonr beak, lm‘l mlent the water,
‘What is your

A falling, a flashing of blue and of silver,
Child, he is deep in the stream,

Prey in his beak, and fear in the water—
That was his dream!
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In The Legend of the Cuckoo appears s Gaelie turn of ex-
prossion that has boen beautiful on the Jige. Gt e Tel Toe
‘centuries. the young Christ passed up to Quarantana (a
musical word) for the ordeal of the fast,

Every bird bent sideways in its sorrow,

And ‘whispered softly to Him as He wen
1My brightnces, are vou black and oot i anguiah,

righ
My sweetness, are you spent]
And when He returned in smiling victory,
cach bird along the broken lane,
A "My Jitle pity, it n over,
My gladness, sing again.
Miss Duggan can ¢voke a mobile picture in a line or two,

A sea of lkeny Gannets—or a sca of lilic
Shining and shaking—a meldaw of bndl.

and lift it into drama with a poignant ery,
Gannet, O Gannet, which is the dearest?

How tenderly she addrosses the dainty Silver-eye!
Have you a hint that Spring has left its gateway?
You fly as if you bore the freight of summer,

As it you_adpned Srom il wing aad shoulder
of

What sympathy she has for the little sobbing Wood Pigeon,
whom Giod pities from heaven!

O breast of soft, soft silver,
lumes of summer blue,

O leaf-burnt bird of autumn,
1o comes to comfort you.

In o golden chorale, The Firs Night, she gathers the birds
w Zealand about the Crib “when each sandalled wind was
S, snd they sing thair love to the fittle Christ.
So into zhu quiet dripped
The zr tender, fluting words,
umss of stars burned blue
At the blessing of the bi
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This is a book to delight that lover 'of birds, Saint Franeis.
First favorite in Poems is, probably, the homely and ex-
quisite lyric on our Savior's name, instinct with reverence, yet
charmingly intimate, which begins
We mako that lovely sighing sound

A thing too far
A& word snd not a B
His mother usod to s

poem and many another attest Miss Duggan’s living
faith, that spiritual passion so deep and sincere that it captivates
even the literary eritics, who scorn a shadow of pietism. Saint
Peter is here, long since made widely known in Theodore May-
nard’s Anu.azam and After the Annunciation, with the mystic
beauty of its imagery and the spell of its metrical music. Here,
alao, o the passionate fervor of A New Zealund Clrisimas u.nd

od

sain
ﬂovnnz mupym, Eplphany explains just why it was that Mnry.
village maiden

‘o Id confront with candid graces
Those proud-lidded Gentile faces.

Unique in modern religious poetry is the understanding
love of Christ expressed in Nationality, with its surprising climax:
He was the vory Jew of Jows
And yet sinco Ho was God—

0 you with frontiored hearts,
Conecive it if sou can—
1t was ot lfe ‘slone He gava
But v.ountrv up for man.

Apparently, belief is not easy for Eileen Duggan; her faith
is a victor. She writes in Didymus:
u mm All Faster to convinee my kind;
im who Gl bis hund explored
Th gnpm spike-holes in His offored feot
Still shook his head against & risen
This book also offers the reader a small group of love lyries
which cannot be easily paralleled. In Transparence, the poet
utters her mind in a sonnet as one of Shakespeare's heroines,
Cordelia or Tmogen, might. “Oceans are reticent”, she begins;
and eluses with the sestet:
spare mo love. T have no useful guile;
My mind was put forthright into mine eyes,
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And each arrested_thought looks out apart;
1 would not even have the lark's poor wile,

The sad, Date suning that floos haek and crios;
To keep your foot from coming near my heart,

And again:
You tell mo that I am your skyline here,
Where hope and fear foregather in umr flight;
It is my stubboraness “{hat mekes me doat,
musing und  wummer in your sl
Thu o only comfort 1oF our Ay —
My haze, my purples, cannot die away.

These sonnets have a pure-glowing passion that makes Ed
St. Vineent Millay's appear cold. The Glomental The Tide Runs
up the Wairu has been often quoted, but When in Still Air,
Wi th ol Goelediv, TAautsT

And T who have

ey ety

Oh you are gale and wet o me,

Buf come, my wind and rain.

In Hestasy, Mz - Duggan m.lm a lummnuu u.nllyulu of the
creative process: answers uestions,
What? Why? Hmv? Whero? qnm Togoally bk ée wbtacanss
attains shining heights of poetry:

Whatt

What is the poet’s cestasy? A flyin
The soul unjessed, darts upwards, erving, crying,
Tho spirit flowing and the body drying:

Why?

A red leaf at o loss may cause the wondor;
A meteor’s dive; the rebel hoofs of thunder
Out of the ambush of that cloudclump yonder;
A cock that flourishes the gift

Sk ks coope s see. - Mt esl Shiés
Nations of flowers dew-sentinelled at dawning;

How?
Any of these may bring the dream, the vision,
Clearing the X
Outmcating vt shymarts ot Qériom:
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Where?
There in a country where no self can blind it,
The soul goes flying with no past behind it
And neither friend nor enemy ean find it.

And then, in beautiful hum.llxty. she bows her head before the
higher ecstasy of the saints
B v o, i I o Mo O
For others yet, both soul and hody pouring,
raised above the ground in their adoring. ..

Plagiarism expresses her own severe working ideal. She
quests across hidden waters—and better dock than claim
another’s headland! In cold of words and watches of the
spirit, she combs the oceans; but when at length sho finds the
undiscovered, she exclaims in native enthusiasm.

Her third ook opens with the ripple and gleam of a centen-
ary ode; in a hundred and fifty-one lines it evokes the splendxd
past of New Zealand, and closes with the brief pray
fhoso troublous times, “Ab keep our froodom wholol" At i
other extreme of length is a froe verse jowel in one sentenco:

Foundation

As T walked through the g:ddock
pine tree soared up gothic

And a dandelion
manesque

Its seed-! bn misted

Like Seint Poters'in_as air-fleece

Tt groweth, small or great,
Tta Gwn cadhedrals.
The Dying Gull has a peculiar loveliness; it is sad, and light
as the drift of a bird through still air. Swamp-land interprets,
lovingly enough, a sombre region:
God foade this plate for salow bxistad oo

men who never learned a pmym'

The Marina closes on a note of personal sorroow. The poat
bodies forth vividly sights and sounds of the southern country
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where she belongs, and then cries out in half-bitter protest:
o one here knows, or knowing would remember,
Nor would I remember if they let me be,
For she is dead, with northern elods upon her,
wm, in our childhood, knew theso things with me.
uatrain, Brooding, stands alone, mmplm And eloquent,
1t nm-n Miee Duggan’s mastery of the cameo
Ah lift yourself from your own pain
And think of others’ misery.
It is a swamp that sours in rain.
Tho pond tand rsins Tato. e ses:

In this book more than in the others she is the voice of the
Maoris, those gallant bronze tribesmen who are still masters
of their destiny in New Zealand. A Maori Lullaby, The Lost
Tribe, A Maori to Mary, and Peace of Hina speak for this people,
sometimes in their own mum.l wordx

She vas the rain the running
o i (hat spkte e raging Gine Sood s

R e o Mo:o-ww—mu

The peace of Hina.

The hallmark of Miss Duggan’s style is her creative use
of words; her verbs, above all, are apt, significant, and wonder-
fully vital. Twilight illustrates this gift especially well, its
verbs will repay study. I admire, in particular, her courage
in using “clouted”, though it is exactly the right word.

Of lines that flash out and take the mind by their brilliance,
choice is difficult, they are so many; but here are a few chosen
at rn.ndam.

star came flying like a bird.” The Ozo

"And thunderhvads gloom over the last zhm " Bndurance

was silvored into song.”

“And deeper than a humble bee's

The black bloom of her hair." Picture.

“Ench sighing tussock roofs a quiet lark.” Tua_ Marina.

“Night, the slow dragon, ruffs its lambent seales.” Plea.

Eileen Duggan shines by hor own light; she is,not a planet,

sho is always—nof “fominine” perhaps, and_cortainly not
“female”, but very womanly. She imbues “the smack and
tang of clemental things” with a radiant warmth—her Celtio

ight, surely—and clothes the whole in a garment of
beauty.



