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F'OREWORI)

I r r nAS'r rs l i terally blasted into consciousness with the Blitz
, , r  l , , , r rdon, 'H.D. said.  Her sessions with Sigmund Freud,

Ir, rr she first wrote about them in 1944, were a part of the

t ,  r  , r  \Vi th him, the desk and wal ls of  h is consul t ing room
t r l l ,  r  I  w' i th bibelots which were tokens of  h istory,  she had gone
l ' . r ,  k to her chi ldhood, back to the breakup of  her marr iage
rrr ,  |  1 l1t :  b i r th of  her chi ld, ,  back to the death of  her brother in
, r r it 'c in France, and the cclnsequent death, from shock, of

i  ,  r  l : r lher,  and back to the breakup of  her l i terary c i rc le in
|  , r r r  lon -  Aldington, Pound, Lawrence, each gone his way. In
r  l r ,  \ ' icnna of  the ear ly 1930s, wi th i ts lengthening shadows,
Ir. rr:rS putting together the shards of her own history, facing
I r r( '\\ '  war, knowing it would come, fearing it as she had feared
r l  l ) l ' ( ' ( lecessor.

I r t ' trd helped her to remember and to understand what she
,{  nr( 'n lbered. When she composed 'Wri t ing on the Wal l , '

1 ,,rlr l islred in book form as Tribute to Freud, the war had come.
|  ) r  stnlct ion was not a threat but a real i ty.  Exper ience was a

l ' . ' l r r r rpsest.  Again she recognized for hersel f  the importance

' l  1r<'r 's istence in remembering. Remembering Freud was sig-
rrr l i r  r rnt ,  for  remembering him was remembering what she
1,.  r ,  I  r ' t : lnembered with him. 'For me, i t  was so important, '  she
,\  r (  ) t ( ' ,  repeat ing,  ' i t  was so important,  my own LEGEND. Yes,
,r \ ( )\vn LEGEND. Then, to ge t well and re-create it. '  She used
l ,  r t , ' r rd 'mult ip ly -  as story,  a history,  an account,  a th ing for

' , , r< l irre, her own myth. H.D.'s waryears brought an astonish-
, , , r '  r . r ' r ' i ta l izat ion.  Si lent  in a sense for years,  suddenly
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TRIBUTE TO FREUD

she wrote her war tri logy, several novels and short stories

which are still unpublished, the text of Ry Auon Riuer, drafts of

Bid Me to Liue, and Tribute to Freud. They were re-creations. AII

l i terature is.
The earlier version of T.ribute to Freudhas bee n out of print in

America. Its reputation and its fascination as an informal por-

trait of the great psychoanalyst have persisted. In the past two

years an English edition has appeared, as well as a French and

an Italian translation. A German translation wil l appear

shortly. ErnestJones, Freud's biographer, reviewed the 1956

publication in The International Journal of Ps_ycfut-Analy.sts. He

set a tone. 'The book, wi th i ts appropr iate t i t le, '  hc said,  ' is

surely the most delightful and precious apprcc:iation of

Freud's personality that is ever l ikely to be written. ( )n ly a fine

creative artist could have written it. It is l ike a lo'u'cly f lower,

and the crude pen of a scientist hesitates to prolirne it by

attempting to describe it. I can only say that I cnr"y anyone

who has not yet read it, and that it wil l l ive as the most

enchanting ornament of all the Freudian biographical l i tera-

ture . ' H.D. was pleased. She would have been plcased by its

most recent praise; Norman Holland in his Poern.s' in I'ersons

( 1973), a psychoanalytic study of the creation and rcception

of poetry, says, 'I know of no account by an analysand that

tells more about Freud, his techniques, or the anzr.lytic experi-

ence as it seems from within.'This expanded version ot-' l .r ibute

to Freud tells still more.

'Writing on the Wall '  was written, as she says in her pre-

fatory note, 'with no reference to the Vienna n<lte-books of

spr ing 1933. '  These had remained in Switzer land. I t  was

when she returned to Lausanne after the war and recovered

the notebooks that she wrote' "Advent," the continuation of

"Wri t ing on the Wal l , "  or  i ts  prelude. 'The or ig inal  had been

a meditation; 'Advent' was its gloss. This more personally

ui i i '
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l ,  r . r l r '< l  sect ion was omit ted f rom the or ig inal ly publ ished
i ,, ,, ' I Now, however, it is appropriate to include the second

,, . r r  r .  i r r  w'hich she commentson'Wri t ingon the Wal l 'as wel l

'  , r lxrrrds herself and the significance of self. 'Advent' is
, ,  t i ln()nv.

|  . r r r r  on the f r inges or in the penumbra of  the l ight  of  my
' r r lr.r 'S science and my mother's art - the psychology or phi-

,  , l r l rv of  Sigmund Freud, '  she wrote in 'Advent. '  ' f  must

",,, I rr, 'n' words as the Professor found or coined new words to
.  l , l . r i r r  certain as yet  unrecorded states of  mind or being! '

|  1, ,  r .  l r : rd been recordings, ofcourse, Freud'sown or l ike Otto
lr rrrk's' l 'he Myth of the Birth of the Hero, which Freud shrewdly
'  '  '  | r r r r r rcnded to her when she told him of  her dream of the

|  : , r  l r r i : rn pr incess and the chi ld af loat  in the bulrushes. But
l r ,1;11 <loes, she wrote, ' fo l low the workings of  my creat ive
r rr rr I '  I ireud knew she had to make her own recordings. No
,, , ,  , ' l t t ' t :ould do that for  her.  Freud had a passionate concern
r r lr r lrt '  ontogeny of art. It was by no accident that the theo-
' l  ' l r rst  van der Leeuw and H.D. had contemporary hours on

l  , r  l lc  lqgaSSe.

I I rt 'qin intensive reading of psychoanalyticjournals, books
, r , ,  I  i r  r r<ly Sigmund Freud, 'she wrote in 1932. 'There is ta lk of
,  r ' ,  f  ) , ,ssibly going to Freud himsel f  in Vienna. 'The one who
'rrrrr  i l ra l ly  ta lked was Freud's dist inguished student and
,, , ;1 l l rcr  of  the Circ le,  Dr.  Hanns Sachs, whom H.D. had

| | ,, ,\\ r r i n Berlin and with whom she had had sessions. Earlier
rr ur rlrcse, and less satisfactory, were some twenty-four ses-
,  ' r ' ' .  i r r  1931 in London with Mary Chadwick,  to whom she

', I r i, ,r rt 'when the collapse ofa friend threatened herown col-
, | '  .. S t i l l  earlier had been the informal conversations with

I I r r . l , r<'k Ell is in Brixton at the close of World War One. He
,' I t r;rr '(: led, later, in 1920, on the same boat with Bryher and

' ' , ,  l l  to Malta and Greece. The companionship seems to



TRIBUTE TO FREUD

have made no memorable impact on any of them. Disap-

pointed in his indifference to her ntanuscript 'Notes on

Thought and Vision,'she remembered him chiefly in terms of

Norman Douglas'  mot: 'He is a man with one eye in the coun-

try of  the bl ind. '

In Freud's fu l ler  v is ion she found both st i lnulat ion and

encouragement' Years later than either'Writine on the Wall '

or 'Advent 'she returned again to his memory. ' [ 'ht :  end of  her

life was near, and she was hospitalized with a brokcn hip. 'Of

course,' she wrote, 'as the Professor said, "thcrt: is zrlways

something more to find out." I felt that he was sl)caking for

himself (an informal moment as I was about to lt:zrvt:). It was

almost as if something I had said was neut,thathe cvt'tt l-clt that

I was a new experience. He must have thought tl i t '  sattre of

everyone, but I felt his personal delight, I was ri ltr ' . I ' l 'n'cryone

else was neID, every dream and dream associatiolt \\ 'as new.

After the years and years of patient, plodding rest:atr:h, it was

all new.'
Newness was what happened to Freud's l l i l l t : lots and

H.D. 's remembering when their  contexts changt '<I .  Wc are

always remaking history. Returning to the dt't:r i ls of- her

childhood, in Freud's consulting room, surrotlrl( lt:cl by his

litt le treasures, she was redefining both her chilcl lrttod and

them.'  "My mother,  my mother,"  I  cry, 'she tr t l l t '< l  o l 'a drcanr,

'I sob violently, tears, tears, tears.'Her mothcr u'its N'Iorztl ' ian,

and all ied to the Mystery and to love feasts; ltt ' t '  Inother

painted, she was musical, and it was she who qitr ' ' t : his f irst

musical  t ra in ing to her brother,  H.D. 's unclc, .J.  I r r t 'c l  Wol le,

who later studied organ and counterpoint  in Mrrnich and

was, in H.D. 's Bethlehem chi ldhood, organist  o l ' the Mora-

vian church. He established the now seventy-five-ycar-old

Bach Festivals for which Bethlehem is chicfly known today.

H.D. 's grandfather (Papal ie) ,  the Rev. Francis Wol lc,  was the

author of Desmids ol-the United States (1884), thc n'ell-known

FOREWORD

! ,,, l t i , 'rttt, Algae of the United States (lBB7), and Diatomaceae of
\, rt lt . lrrtr:rica (1890). He used the microscope, but more sig-
.  r l r r  . r r r t  lv  to his fami ly he had been for twenty years,  unt i l  h is
rr  r r ( ' r r rcnt  in lBBl,  head of  the Moravian Seminary.  H.D. 's

'  r , ' l , icrr( :e was Moravian.
I l.r lather was older and, as she repeatedly inferred, from

' , r r rsrr  l t ' . '  H.D. was the chi ld of  the second marr iage of  a wid-
, r ',r( r I Ie was a middle-western New Englander; he taught
r r r, r r lr.nratics; he was an astronomer who mapped the stars at
, ,  r '  l r r  ; r r rd napped unt i l  noon. ' r  neverhad alet ter f rom him in

",r  l r l i ' ,  but  our mother shared her let ters f rom him, on rare
' , , , , r r ions when he was away from home. He would wr i te

L r  r r  rs ic 'a l ,  rhymed verses sometimes. '
\ lr. wzts her father's favorite, her older brother was her

rrr , , r l r { ' r ' 's ,  she fel t . 'But the mother is the Muse, the Creator,

'  r , ,  I  i r  r l ry case especial ly,  as my mother 's name was Helen. '
t  r l ' r  i , r rs ly, 'she wrote in 'Advent," th is is my inher i tance. I

, l r  I  r \ ' ( '  r r ry imaginat ive facul t ies through my music ian-art ist
rr r . r l r t ' r ' . '  But the inher i tance was not s imple.  '  "My mother,
r rr\ i l  roI her," I cry. . . . '  As she wrote elsewhere, 'She only felt
,  I  '  r  t  . , l r r '  lwas] a disappointment to herfather,  an odd duckl ing
, , , l r . r  l r rother. '

(  l l r ; r r l r :s Dool i t t le was born in 1843. His f i rst  marr iage took
1,1 r ,  ,  in Michigan in 1866; his second, to Helen Wol le,  in
L i; i ) I It: was 43 when H.D. was born, and Professor of Math-
,  r  r  r .  I  r  i , 's  ernd Astronomy at  Lehigh. From 1895 to 191 2 he was
| '1 , , l .ss,r of Astronomy at the University of Pennsylvania and
I )rr , ' ,  r ' r '  of  the Flower Astronomical  observatory in upper
I  r . r r l , r .  on the outskir ts of  Phi ladelphia.  He was a scient ist
. r t I r lr( )r rorary degrees, and the author both of monographs on

r lrr f .srrlts of observations with the zenith telescope, and of
l" t, trrrt/ Astronomy as Applied to Geodeslt and Nauigation (lBB5).
I lr. s,rr Eric (1869-1920) succeeded him both to the profes-
, , r ' .1 r i 1 r and to the directorship of the observatory.

'x l



TRIBUTE TO FREUD

H.D. as a girl sometimes thought of Will iam Morris as a

spiritual father. 'This is the god-father that I never had. . . . I

did not know much about him until I was (as I say) about six-

teen. I was given a book of his to read, by Miss Pitcher, at Miss

Gordon's school; - a little later, EzraPound read the poetry to

me. The book Miss Pitcher gave me was on furniture, perhaps

an odd introduction. But my father had made a bench for my

room, some bookcases downstairs, from William Morris

designs. My father had been a carpenter's apprentice, as a

boy. This "Will iam Morris" father might have sent me to an

art school but the Professor of Astronomy and Mathematics

insisted on my preparing for college. FIe wanted eventually

(he even said so) to make a mathematician of me, a research

worker or scientist l ike (he even said so) Madame Curie. He

did make a research worker of me but in another dimension. It

was a long time before I found William Morris and that was

by accident, though we are told that "nothing occurs acciden-

tally." I must choose, because my life depends upon it,

between the artist and the scientist. I manage in the second

year of college to have a slight breakdown and I manage to get

engaged toEzraPound.'

She made her choice. Her parents objected to Pound as a

son-in-law. She had left Bryn Mawr, then she left Phila-

delphia for New York, and then left New York for London.

Henceforth she was alone. She wanted her mother but she

wanted her father too. Both figured in her' legend.' Her poem

'Tr ibute to the Angels 'was wri t ten in the same year as'Wri t -

ing on the Wall. '  In it she asks,

uhat is this mother-father

to tear at our entrails?

what is this unsatisfied duality

which2ou can not satisf2?

'x t t '
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I  I  r r '  l r ( )use in some indescr ibable way, '  shewrote in 'Advent, '
,  l ,  l rcrrr ls on father-mother.  At  the point  of  integrat ion or

, , r '( r rt 'r 'ation, there is no conflict over rival loyalties.'This was
r l rr ' I r r tt 'qration she sought, the point at which she could say,
l r . r \  i l rq tnemory wi th understanding, ' I  owned mysel f . '

I lrc breaking-away, however, had been a necessary step.
|  , , , ,krrre back, in 1950, she wrote me, ' I  don' t  suppose i t  was
, l r ,  l ; r r r l t  of  Bryn Mawr that I  d idn' t  l ike i t .  My second year

, r ', I n rken into or across by 
-y 

affair with E.P., who after all,
r  r  r  l r . r l  t ime, proved ast imulusand was the scorpionic st ingor
r r r. r lr:rt got me away - at that t ime it was essential. I felt there

I  l r . r r  I  l r r l len between two stools,  what wi th my mother 's musi-
r l  r  , r r r rect ion and my father 's and hal f -brother 's stars! I  d id

' r r r ,  I  r r rv path -  thanks part ly to E.P.,  a lso R.A.,  Lawrence and
' l r r  11'51. '

l irrt she separated from Richard Aldington and, f inally,
l r r  r  r r t ' t 'd him. The story she has told in BidMe to Liue. Alding-

' ,  , r l  l r ; r<f  a l ready given his versionin Death of  a Hero. I t  was the
,rlrlr '( t <rf John Cournos' Miranda Masters. D. H. Lawrence

' , , ,  r ,  l r r '< l  on i t  br ief ly in Aaron's Rod.Fewepisodes have been so
,, , ,1,1r t reated.

| ,, rrvrcnce appears frequently in Tribute to Freud, especially
r t  l r  r  c l i : rence to his story,  'The Man Who Died. '  In Bid Me to

; ,  l r r '  l r lays asigni f icantrole.  He had the gloire.  Butherrefer-
, , ,  ,  r r r  'Advent '  to their  leave-taking is enigmat ic:  '  " I  hope
, , .  r ' r  t ( )  see you again,"  he wrote in that  last  let ter . 'Perhaps

',, r , { rrrrments to herself after reading Harry Moore's biogra-
,l r r ,I Lawrence have some relevance. 'I have read,' she said,
'1 , l,rsl two-thirds of the book, painstakingly reviewing my
' .. rr lct ' l ings. I f ind confirmation of certain problems of my

. rr .  l i r r  instance, about Freud. Lawrence was inst inct ively
i . ' . ,  I  r  rst  Sismund Freud, Fr ieda was intel l igent ly forhim. But

: , r\ lons before I had "come" to Freud that Frieda spoke to

'x i i i '
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me of "love ." It was in the Madrigal [Bid Me to Liuel drawing-

room, but did not come into my romance. Frieda and I were

alone together in the big room. Frieda said that she had had a

friend, an older man, who had told her that "if love is free,

everything is free." There had been the scene the night before

or shortly before, in which Lawrence said that Frieda was

there for ever on his right hand, I was there for ever - on his left.

Frieda said when we were alone, "but Lawrence does not

reallycare forwome n. He only cares for men. Hilda,you haue no

ideaof what he is l ike." '

Pound's bell igerent disapproval of Freud cooled their

friendship, though it was rewarmed during the St. Elizabeth

years. An unpubtished letter from Pound to H.D. in 1954

gives the tone of his disapproval. ' I can't blow everybodies'

noses for'em,'he wrote. 'Have felt yr / vi le Freud all bunk /

but the sil ly Xristers bury all their good authors / ... instead of

sticking to reading l ist left by Dante / ...You got into the

wrong pig stye , ma chdre. But not too late to climb out. '*

Others never quite took the places of these three. Stephen

Haden-Guest was a more casual friend. Arthur Waley was at

best an acquaintance. Kenneth Macpherson, Bryher's hus-

band, was much closer. H.D. l iked his novels as well as his

company. With him as fi lm director she acted with Paul Rob-

eson in Borderline.To Close-Up, of which Macpherson was an

editor, she contributed articles on the cinema. But none of

these, nor others later, had the g loire.Freud was the exception.

J.J. van der Leeuw was a symbol rather than a person. H.D.

in fact knew nothing but what she wrote about him in the two

parts of Tribute to Freud, until in 1957 I could by chance tell her
more and send her some of his books. FIe was the author of the

*The quotation from the letter from Pound to H.D. @ 1974 by the

Estate of Ezra Pound.
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,r rr 11 11'1;linted Gods in Exile,of The Fire ofCreation, The Conquest
li lrtttort,andof The Dramatic Histor2 ofthe ChristianFaith. Born

,r  l l l ( ) .J.  he jo ined the Theosophical  Society in 1914, and was
, ' ,  r ( ' r  i r l  Secretary of  the Nether lands Sect ion in 1930-1931.
I  l ,  l , , r rnded the Pract ical  Ideal istAssociat ion foryouth,  and

,' ' . lrt ' ld organizer for the New Education Fellowship. He
r' r r I |t>r a short while in Australia. Of how he reached the
l l ,  11,q '1sss there is no publ ished record.  Looking back, H.D.
r lrr ,r vS remembered him there. 'I wrote 

"fJJ. 
van der Leeuw

,, , ,  |  |  l r t '  i l lnessorbreakdown I  had af ter l  heard ofhis death in
I ' I i  ' i  I cr>nnected him with my older brother and the fact that
|  , , ru l r l  not  " take" the fact  of  h is death in act ion in France,

' rr r , rr rsr' I was expecting this child - so later, with my father's
l '  .  r  I  l r  .  l )eath is al l  around us. '

I  ) r ' : t th and Bir th the great exper iences, '  as H.D.
l ,  ,  r i l r t 'd them. Emily Dickinson talks much about death.

l l  l )  l : r lks much about both -  and about re-bir th.  Emi ly
I  ) r ,  krr)son was wonderful ly feminine; H.D. was womanly.
r )rr. sr'f)Ses the fullness of her experiences, in Tribute to Freud,

1,', , iscly as one feels the skil led warmth of Freud's response.
, l r .  r rould remember a person or a phrase and exhibi t  i t  to

1r,1111.;rs he in turn picked up the correlat ive art i fact  and
, ' r l r ,  r l  l rom his desk. 'There , 'she wrote in 1955 in Ki isnacht,

' , l l  r crrrembering, ' in the print tacked to my wall above the
,' r, Ir, lr i led high with its heaps ofbooks, manuscripts and let-

, | , \rts the Professor at his desk. There are books behind him
r r r I I ror rks and papers on his desk. There on his desk, too) are a
, , , r r r l rcr  of  the images he so loved and treasured, perhaps

r l r  l r , r rqh I  donot ident i fy i t )  the very Egypt ian Osir isthat he
| , '  (  I  r r r t  intomyhands. "This iscal led theanswerer,"  hesaid,
l , r  r  . r r rsr :  Osir is answers quest ions."  '

\\ r it inson the wall posed questions. Osiris, with the help of
L,  1;11. showed the way to answers.  I t  is  as H.D. put i t  in her
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Tribute -'The picture-writ ing, the hieroglyph of the dream,

was the common property of the whole race; in the dream,

man, as at the beginning of t ime, spoke a universal language,

and man, meeting in the universal understanding of the

unconscious or the subconscious, would forgo barriers of t ime

and space; and man, understanding man, would save man-

kind. 'Man would,  could at  least ,  wr i te.

NonrvreN Holvps PBansoN

New Haven, Connect icut

J.rly 1973
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, .,'r ft.s.'ychic coral-polyps? Do we build one upon another? Did I
,i' rtrlu(ous) inthe Scilly Isles, ltut out afeeler? Did I die inmT polyp
:' t t l, t I rt I ion and wi I I I leaue a po l) p s ke leton of coral to b lend ui th this
",, ttr'1'riad-minded coral-chaplet or entire coral-island? M7 psychic
| , I tt n( (.t uere sub-aque\us.

H.D.

I

L r rt\ ( )NE KNows ABour H.D., but unfortunately her reputa-
,, 'r r \( '( 'rr)s to have outl ived her readers. Despite the objections
| ,r r.r 'zl l crit ics, two distortingcommonplaces about her per-

I l lrr: f irst is that she was the 'perfect Imagist, ' the best
' , rr Ir lzrr of the narrowest of modern movements. The second
r I r, r I she was a l iving anachronism, an artifact from ancient

|  , r r  ( ' (  r ' .  burning with a hard gem-l ike f lame. This v iew was
, rrrnsrr)qly stated by Harr iet  Monroe, the f i rst  publ isherof  her
, , ,  r ) \ :  'She is as wi ld as deer on the mountain,  as hepat icas
, , ,1, ' r  the wet mulch of  spr ing,  as a dryad racing nude

lr  r  r  r r  rq l r  the wood .  .  .  she is,  qui te unconsciously,  a l i the,  hard,
, r . Irr -w'inged spirit of nature to whom humanity is but an

,, ,  r , l r ' f r t . ' r  r r ibute to Freud, wi th the notebook of  lg33 pub-
1,, r I lrc're for the first t ime, is the crucial book for setting her
, r l. | | l  i t s proper perspective. In it we see a complex and sym-

,  r  l r r ' r r t 'woman try ing to make senseof the wor ld inways that
; , ,  r  r  ) rnparable to those of  other wr i ters of  her per iod.


