

Imagism was a brief, complex yet influential poetic movement of the early 1900s, a time of reaction against late nineteenth-century poetry which Ezra Pound, one of the key imagist poets, described as ‘a doughy mess of third-hand Keats, Wordsworth … half-melted, lumpy’. In contrast, imagist poetry, although riddled with conflicting definitions, was broadly characterized by brevity, precision, purity of texture and concentration of meaning: as Pound stated, it should ‘use no superfluous word, no adjective, which does not reveal something … it does not use images as ornaments. The image itself is the speech’. It was this freshness and directness of approach which means that, as Peter Jones says in his invaluable Introduction, ‘imagistic ideas still lie at the centre of our poetic practice’.
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Describing a picture: Art beyond sight
Go to the website “Art Beyond Sight” 
http://www.artbeyondsight.org/handbook/acs-verbalsamples.shtml 
and choose three paintings that you find interesting. Read and listen to the descriptions and collect some useful phrases.

Useful phrases: 
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Then choose one of the imagist poems on the previous page and paint, find or imagine a painting or photo that might have inspired the poet. What do you see? Describe your painting / photo in detail. 

In a Station of the Metro





The apparition of these faces in the crowd;


Petals on a wet, black bough.





Ezra Pound





The Red Wheelbarrow





so much depends


upon





a red wheel 


barrow





glazed with rain


water





beside the white


chickens.





William Carlos Williams





The City








In the morning the city


Spreads its wings


Making a song


In stone that sings.





In the evening the city


Goes to bed


Hanging lights


Above its head.





Langston Hughes








The Toaster





A silver-scaled dragon with jaws flaming red


Sits at my elbow and toasts my bread.


I hand him fat slices, and then, one by one,


He hands them back when he sees they are done.





William Jay Smith





Apartment House





A filing cabinet of human lives


Where people swarm like bees in tunnelled hives,


Each to his own cell in the covered comb,


Identical and cramped -- we call it home.





Gerald Raftery
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