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and Other Observations 

19 1 7 

For Jean Verdenal, 188g-1915 
mort aux Dardanelles 

Or puoi la quantitate 
comprender dell' amor ch' a te mi $calda. 
quando dismento nostra vamtate, 
trattando l' ombre come cOsa salda. 



The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock 

S'io ereelessi ehe mw risposta fosse 
a persona elle mai to masse al mondo, 
questa fiamma stana senza plU seosse. 
Ma per cia ehe gwmmm el! questa fondo 
non tome vivo alcun, s' I' ado tl vera, 
senza tema d'mfarma ti rispondo. 

Let us go then, you and I, 
When the evemng is spread out against the sky 
Like a patient ethensed upon a table; 
Let us go, through celtain half-deserted streets, 
The muttering retreats 
Of restless nights in one-night cheap hotels 
And sawdust restaurants with oyster-shells: 
Streets that follow lIke a tedIOUS argument 
Of insidIOUS intent 
To lead you to an overwhelmmg question. • • 
Oh, do not ask, 'What IS it?' 
Let us go and make our viSit. 

In the room the women come and go 
Talking of MIChelangelo. 

The yellow fog that rubs its back upon the Window-panes, 
The yellow smoke that rubs its muzzle on the window-panes, 
Licked its tongue into the corners of the evening, 
Lingered upon the pools that stand in drams, 
Let fall upon its back the soot that falls from chimneys, 
Slipped by the terrace, made a sudden leap, 
And seeing that it was a soft October night, 
Curled once about the house, and fell asleep. 
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And indeed there will be time 
For the yellow smoke that shdes along the street 

Rubbmg Its back upon the window-panes, 

There will be time, there W111 be bme 
To prepare a face to meet the faces that you meet; 

There W111 be hme to murder and create, 

And hme for all the works and days of hands 

That hft and drop a question on your plate; 

Time for you and time for me, 
And bme yet for a hundred indecisions, 

And for a hundred vlsions and reVlSlons, 

Before the takmg of a toast and tea. 

In the room the women come and go 

Talking of Michelangelo. 

And indeed there will be time 
To wonder, 'Do I dare?" and, 'Do I daret 

Time to turn back and descend the stair, 

WIth a bald spot in the mIddle of my hair

(They will say: 'How hIs hair is growing thin!') 

My morning coat, my collar mounting firmly to the chin, 

My necktie ncb and modest, but asserted by a simple pin

(They will say: 'But how lus arms and legs are thin!') 
Do I dare 

Disturb the universe? 

In a minute there is time 

For decisions and revisions which a minute wlll reverse. 

For I have known them all already, knO\W them all

Have known the evemngs, mornings, afternoons, 
I have measured out my life with coffee spoons, 
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I know the voices dymg with a dying fall 
Beneath the music from a farther room. 

So how should I presume? 

And I have known the eyes already, known them all
The eyes that fix you in a formulated phrase, 
And when I am formulated, sprawlIng on a pin, 
VV'hen I am pmned and wrigghng on the wall, 
Then how should I begm 
To spit out all the butt-ends of my days and ways? 

And how should I presume? 

And I have known the arms already, known them all
'Arms that are braceleted and white and bare 
(But in the lamplight, downed with hght brown hairl) 
Is it perfume from a dress 
That makes me so digress? 
Arms that lie along a table, or wrap about a shawl. 

And should I then presume? 
And how should I begin? 

Shall I say, I have gone at dusk through narrow streets 
And watched the smoke that rises from the pipes 
Of lonely men in shirt-sleeves, leaning out of windows? • • • 

I should have been a pair of ragged claws 
Scuttling across the floors of SIlent seas. 

And the afternoon, the evening, sleeps so peacefullyl 
Smoothed by long fingers, 
Asleep . . . tired . . • or it malingers, 
Stretched on the fioor, here beside you and me. 
Should 1, after tea and cakes and ices, 
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Have the strength to force the moment to its crisis? 

But though I have wept and fasted, wept and played, 
Though I have seen my head (grown ,lIghtly bald) brought in 

upon a platter, 
I am no prophet-and here's no great matter; 
I have seen the moment of my greatness flicker, 
And I have seen the eternal Footman hold my coat, and snicker. 

And m short, I was afraid. 

And would it have been worth It, after all, 

After the cups, the marmalade, the tea, 
Among the porcelam, among some talk of you and me, 

Would It have been worth whIle, 

To have bItten off the matter with a smIle, 

" To have squeezed the universe mto a ball 

ITo roll it towards some overwhelming question, 
. To say: 'I am Lazarus, come from the dead, 

Come back to tell you all, I shall tell you all'

If one, settlmg a pIllow by her head, 
Should say: 'That is not what I meant at all. 
That is not it, at all.' 

And would it have been worth it, after all, 
Would It have been worth while, 

After the sunsets and the dooryards and the sprinkled streets, 

After the novels, after the teacups, after the skirts that trail along 
the:floor-

And thIs, and so much mOTe?-

It 15 impossIble to say Just what I mean! 

But as if a magic lantern threw the nerves in patterns on a 
screen: 

Would it have been worth while 
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If one, settling a pillow or throwing off a shawl, 
And turning toward the wmdow, should say: 

'That IS not it at all, 
That is not what I meant, at all.' 

No! I am not Pnnce Hamlet, nOr was meant to be; 
Am an attendant lord, one that will do 
To swell a progress, start a scene or two, 
Advise the prmce; no doubt, an easy tool, 
Deferential, glad to be of use, 
Pohtic, cautious, and meticulous; gil ~ 
Full of high sentence, but a bit obtuse; 
At times, indeed, almost ridlculous
Almost, at times, the Fool. 

I grow old . . . I grow old . 
I shall wear the bottoms of my trousers rolled. 

Shall I part my hair behind? Do I dare to eat a peach? 
I shall wear white flannel trousers, and walk upon the beach. 
I have heard the mermaids singmg, each to each. 

I do not think that they will sing to me. 

I have seen them riding seaward on the waves 
Combing the white hair of the waves blown back 
When the wind blows the water white and black. 

We have lingered in the chambers of the sea 
By sea-girls wreathed with seaweed red and brown 
Till human voices wake us, and we drown. 
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Portrait of a Lady 

Thou hast committed-
Fornicatwn but that WM m another country, 
And besules, the wench UI dead 

The Jew of Malta. 

I 

Among the smoke and fog of a December afternoon 
You have the scene arrange Itself-as it will seem to do

With 'I have saved this afternoon for you'; 
And four wax candles in the darkened room, 

Four nngs of light upon the ceIlIng overhead, 
'An abnosphere of Juhefs tomb 
Prepared for all the things to be said, or left unsaid. 

We have been, let us say, to hear the latest Pole 
Transmit the Preludes, through his hair and finger-tips. 

'So intimate, this Chopin, that I think his soul 
Should be resurrected only among friends 

Some two or three, who will not touch the bloom 
That is rubbed and questIoned in the concert room: 
-And so the conversauon shps 

Among velleities and carefully caught regrets 
Through attenuated tones of VIOlins 
Mingled with remote comets 
And begins. 

'You do not know how much they mean to me, my friends, 
And how, how rare and strange it IS, to find 

In a life composed so much, so much of odds and ends, 

(For indeed I do not love it •.. you knew? you are not blindl 
How keen you are! ) 

To find a friend who has these qualities, 
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Who has, and gives 
Those qualltIes upon which friendship lives. 
How much it means that I say tros to you
WlthOUt these fnendships-hfe, what cauchemarI' 

Among the wmdings of the viohns 
And the ariettes 
Of cracked comets 
Inside my blam a dull tom-tom begins 
AbsUldly hammeung a prelude of Its own, 
CapnclOus monotone 
That IS at least one definite <false note: 
-Let us take the air, in a tobacco trance, 
Admire the monuments, 
Dlscuss the late events, 
Correct our watches by the public clocks. 
Then Slt for half an hour and drink our bocks. 

II 

Now that lilacs are in bloom 
She has a bowl of lilacs in her room 
And twists one in her fingers while she talks. 
<Ah, my friend, you do not know, you do not know 
What life is, you who hold it in your hands'; 
(Slowly twisting the lilac stalks) 
'You let it How from you, you let It How, 
And youth is cruel, and has no remorse 
And smiles at situations which it cannot see: 
I smile, of course, 
And go on drinking tea. 
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'Yet with these Apnl sunsets, that somehow recall 

My burled hIe, and Paris In the Spnng, 

I feel nnmeasurably at peace, and find the world 

To be wonderful and youthful, after all.' 

The voice returns hke the insistent out-of-tune 

Of a broken VIolm on an August afternoon: 

'1 am always sme that you understand 

My feelIngs, always sure that you feel, 

Sure that across the gulf you reach your hand. 

You are invulnerable, you have no Aclulles' heel. 

You WIll go on, and when you have prevailed 

You can say' at this pomt many a one has faIled. 

But what have 1, but what have I, my fnend, 

To gIve you, what can you recelVe flOm me? 
Only the fnendslup and the sympathy 

Of one about to reach her Journey's end. 

I shall sit here, servmg tea to fliends. . . ' 

I take my hat: how can I make a cowardly amends 
For what she has saId to me? 

You ,,,,,ill see me any mornmg in the park 

Readmg the comICS and the sportmg page. 
Particularly I remark 

An English countess goes upon the stage. 

A Greek was murdered at a Polish dance , 
Another bank defaulter has confessed. 
1 keep my countenance, 

I remam self-possessed 

Except when a street-piano, mechanical and tired 



Reiterates some worn-out common song 
Wlth the smell of hyacinths across the garden 
Recallmg things that other people have desired. 
Are these Ideas right or wrong? 

III 
The October lllght comes down; retuming as before 
Except for a slight sensation of bemg til at ease 
1 mount the starrs and turn the handle of the door 
A.nd feel as If I had mounted on my hands and knees. 
<And so you are going abroad; and when do you return? 
But that s a useless question. 
You hardly know when you are coming back, 
You WlIl find so much to learn: 
My smile falls heavily among the brie-a.-brae. 

'Perhaps you can writ.e to me: 
My self-possesslOn flares up for a second; 
This is as I had reckoned. 
<1 have been wondermg frequently of late 
(But our beginnings never know our ends') 
Why we have not developed into friends,> 
I feel hke one who smlles, and turning shall remark 
Suddenly, his expresslon in a glass. 
My self-possession gutters, we are really in the dark. 

'For everybody said so, all our fnends, 
They all were sure our feelings would relate 
So closelyl I myself can hardly understand. 
We must leave it now to fate. 
You will write, at any rate. 
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Perhaps It is not too late. 
I shall SIt here, servmg tea to fnends.' 

And I must borrow every changing shape 

To find expressIOn ... dance, dance 

LIke a dancmg bear, 
Cry hke a parrot, chatter like an ape. 

Let us take the arr, m a tobacco trance-

Well! and what if she should rue some afternoon, 

Afternoon grey and smoky, everung yellow and rose; 
Should dIe and leave me sitting pen in hand 

With the smoke coming down above the housetops; 

Doubtful, for a whlle 
Not knOwing what to feel or if I understand 

Or whether wise or foohsh, tardy or too soon .•• 
Would she not have the advantage, after all? 
Tills music is successful with a 'dying fall' 
Now that we talk of dying-

And should I have the right to snule? 



Preludes 

I 

The winter evening settles down 
Wlth smell of steaks In passageways. 
SlX o'clock. 
The burnt-out ends of smoky days. 
And now a gusty shower wraps 
The grimy scraps 
Of ,vlthered leaves about your feet 
And newspapers from vacant lots; 
The showers beat 
On broken bhnds and chimney-pots, 
And at the comer of the street 
A lonely cab-horse steams and stamps. 

And then the lighting of the lamps. 

II 

The morning comes to consciousness 
Of faint stale smells of beer 
From the sawdust-trampled street 
With all its muddy feet that press 
To early coffee-stands. 

With the other masquerades 
111at time resumes, 
One thinks of all the hands 
That are raising dingy shades 
In a thou!'.md furnished rooms. 
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III 

You tossed a blanket from the bed, 

You lay upon your back, and waIted, 
You dozed, and watched the mght revealing 

The thousand sordId images 
Of whIch your soul was constituted; 

They flickered agaInst the ceIhng. 

And when all the world came back 

And the hght crept up between the shutters 

And you heard the sparrows III the gutters, 
You had such a VISIOn of the street 

As the street hardly understands, 

SItting along the bed's edge, where 

You curled the papers from your hair, 

Or clasped the yellow soles of feet 

In the palms of both sOIled hands. 

IV 

His soul stretched tight across the skies 

That fade behmd a city block, 
Or trampled by msistent feet 

At four and five and SIX o'clock; 

And short square fingers stuffing pipes, 
And evening newspapers, and eyes 
Assured of certaIn certaintIes, 

The conscience of a blackened street 
Impatient to assume the world. 

I am moved by fancies that are curled 
Around these Images, and cling: 
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The notion of some infinitely gentle 
Infinitely suffering thing. 

WIpe your hand across your mouth, and laugh; 
The worlds revolve like ancient women 
Gathering fuel ill vacant lots. 
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Rhapsody on a Windy Night 

Twelve o'clock. 
Along the reaches of the street 

Held in a lunar synthesis, 
Whispering lunar incantations 
Dissolve the floors of memory 

And all its clear relations, 

Its diVlSions and precisions. 

Every street lamp that I pass 
Beats like a fatahstic drum, 
And through the spaces of the dark 

Midnight shakes the memory 
As a madman shakes a dead geranium. 

Half-past one, 
The street-lamp sputtered, 

'The street-lamp muttered, 
The street-lamp said, 'Regard that woman 

"Who hesitates toward you in the light of the door 

Which opens on her like a grin. 
You see the border of her dress 
Is tom and stained Wlth sand, 

And you see the corner of her eye 

Twists like a crooked pin: 

The memory throws up high and dry 
A crowd of tWIsted things; 

A twisted branch upon the beach 
Eaten smooth, and polished 

As if the world gave up 

The secret of its skeleton, 



Stiff and white. 
A broken sprlllg III a factory yard, 
Rust that clmgs to the form that the strength has left 
Hard and curled and ready to snap. 

Half-past two, 
The street-lamp said, 
'Remark the cat wluch flattens itself in the gutter, 
Shps out its tongue 
And devours a morsel of rancid butter: 
So the hand of the cluld, automatic, 
SlIpped out and pocketed a toy that was ruDnlllg along the quay. 
I could see nothing behllld that chlld's eye. 
I have seen eyes m the street 
Trying to peer through lIghted shutters, 
And a crab one afternoon in a pool, 
An old crab with barnacles on hIS back, 
Gnpped the end of a stick which I held him. 

Half-past three, 
The lamp sputtered, 
The lamp muttered in the dark. 
The lamp hummed: 
'Regard the moon, 
La lune ne garde aucune rancune, 
She wmks a feeble eye, 
She smiles into corners. 
She smooths the hair of the grass. 
The moon has lost her memory. 
A washed-out smallpox cracks her face, 
Her hand twists a paper rose, 
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That smells of dust and eau de Cologne, 

She IS alone 

With all the old nocturnal smells 
That cross and cross across her brain: 

The remllllscence comes 
Of sunless dry geramums 

And dust in crevices, 
Smells of chestnuts III the streets, 

And female smells III shuttered rooms, 

And Clgruettes in comdors 
And cocktaIl smells III bars. 

The lamp said, 

'Four o'clock, 

Here IS the number on the door. 
Memoryl 

You have the key, 

The httle lamp spreads a ring on the stair. 
Mount. 

The bed is open, the tooth-brush hangs on the wall, 

Put your shoes at the door, sleep, prepare for life: 

The last tw.tst of the kmfe. 
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Morning at the Window 

They arc Htttling breakfast plates in basement latchens, 
And along the trampled edges of the street 
I am aware of the damp souls of housemaids 
Sprouting despondently at area gates. 

The brown waves of fog toss up to me 
Twisted faces from the bottom of the street, 
And tear from a passer-by Wlth muddy skirts 
An aImless smIle that hovers in the all' 
And vanishes along the level of the roofs. 
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The Boston Evening Transcript 

The readers of the Boston Evening Transcript 
Sway in the wmd hke a ReId of npe com. 

\Vhen evening quickens famtly in the street, 
Wakenmg the appehtes of hfe m some 
And to others bnngmg the Boston Evening Transcript, 
I mount the steps and rmg the bell, tummg 
Wearily, as one would turn to nod good-bye to 

La Rochefoucauld, 
If the street were hme and he at the end of the sheet, 

And I say, 'Cousin Harriet, here is the Boston Evening 
Transcript: 



Aunt Helen 

MISS Helen Slingsby was my maiden aunt, 
And hved :in a small house near a fasluonable square 
Cared for by servants to the number of four. 
Now when she wed there was silence in heaven 
And sIlence at her end of the street. 
The shutters were drawn and the undertaker wiped his feet
He was aware that this sort of thmg had occurred before. 
The dogs were handsomely prOVIded for, 
But shortly afterwards the parrot died too. 
The Dresden clock continued TIcking on the mantelpiece, 
And the footman sat upon the ilining-table 
Holdmg the second housemaId on hIS knees-
Who had always been so careful wlule her mistress lived. 
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Cousin Nancy 

MISS Nancy Ellicott 
Strode across the lulls and broke them, 

Rode across the lulls and broke them
The barren New England hills
Riding to hounds 
Over the cow-pasture. 

Miss Nancy Elhcott smoked 
And danced all the modem dances; 
And her aunts were not qUlte sure how they felt about it, 

But they knew that it was modem. 

Upon the glazen shelves kept watch 
Matthew and Waldo, guardians of the fal~ 
The army of unalterable law. 



Mr. Apollinax 

n 'Tljs I>.G.!VO'T"I'TOS 'Hpa.IChe!S, 'Tljs 1rapaoo~ohola.s. 
efJp.1}xavos a.JJ8pW7(os. 

LUCIAN 

When Mr. Apollinax visited the Umted States 
HIS laughter tmkled among the teacups 
I thought of Fragihon, that shy figure among the birch.trees, 
And of Priapus in the shrubbery 
Gapmg at the lady in the swing. 
In the palace of Mrs. Phlaccus, at Professor Channing.Cheetah's 
He laughed hke an rrresponsible fcetus. 
His laughter was submarme and profound 
LIke the old man of the sea's 
HIdden under coral islands 
Where worried bodIes of drowned men drift down in the green 

silence, 
Droppmg from fingers of surf. 

I looked for the head of Mr. Apollinax rolling under a chair 
Or grmning over a screen 
WIth seaweed in its hair. 
I heard the beat of centaur's hoofs over the hard turf 
As his dry and paSSIOnate talk devoured the afternoon. 
'He is a charmmg man-'But after all what did he mean?'
'His pOinted ears. . . . He must be unbalanced:-
'There was something he said that I might have challenged: 
Of dowager Mrs. Phlaccus, and Professor and Mrs. Cheetah 
I remember a shce of lemon, and a bitten macaroon. 



Hysteria 

As she laughed I was aware of becommg involved in her laughter 
and bemg part of It, untll her teeth were only accidental stnrs vvith 
a talent for squad-anD I was drawn m by ShOI t gnsps, mhnled at 
each momentary recovery, lost finally in the dark caverns of her 
throat, bruised by the ripple of unseen muscles. An elderly walter 
with trembhng hands was huruedly spreadmg a pmk and whIte 
checked cloth over the rusty green rron table, saying: <If the 
lady and gentleman wish to take theu tea in the garden, If the 
lady and gentleman wish to take therr tea in the garden . . : 
I decided that If the shakmg of her breasts could be stopped, 
some of the fragments of the afternoon mIght be collected, and 
I concentrated my attentIon WIth careful subtlety to tIllS end. 



Conversation Galante 

I observe: 'Our sentimental friend the moon! 
Or possibly (fantastIc, I confess) 
It may be Prester John's balloon 
Or an old battered lantern hung aloft 
To light poor travellers to their distress: 

She then: 'How you dIgress!' 

And I then: 'Someone frames upon the keys 
That exqUISite nocturne, with wruch we explam 
The night and moonshme; mUSIC which we seize 
To body forth our own vacuity.' 

She then: 'Does this refer to me?' 
'Oh no, it is I who am mane.' 

'You, madam, are the eternal humorist, 
The eternal enemy of the absolute, 
Giving our vagrant moods the shghtest twist! 
With your air mdifferent and imperious 
At a stroke our mad poetIcs to confute-' 

And-'Are we then so serious?' 



La Figlia che Piange 

o quam te memorem VIrgo • . • 

Stand on the highest pavement of the stair

Lean on a garden urn-
Weave, weave the sunlIght in your haIr-
Clasp your flowers to you with a pained SUlpllSC

Fhng them to the ground and turn 
With a fugitIve resentment in your eyes: 

But weave, weave the sunlIght in your hair. 

So I would have had him leave, 
So I would have had her stand and grieve, 

So he would have left 
As the soul leaves the body torn and brui~cd> 

As the mind deserts the body It has used. 

I should Rnd 
Some way incomparably hght and deft, 

Some way \ve both should understand, 
Simple and faithless as a sUllIe and shako of the hand. 

She turned away, but with the autumn weather 

Compelled my unagination many days, 

Many days and many hours: 

Her harr over her arms and her arms full of flowers. 

And I wonder how they should have been together! 

I should have lost a gesture and a pose. 

SometImes these cogItatIons still amaze 

The troubled midnight and the noon's repose. 
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Gerontion 

Thou hast nor youth nor age 
But as ~t were an after dmner sleep 
Dreammg of both. 

Here I am, an old man in a dry month, 
Being read to by a boy, waiting for rain. 
I was neIther at the hot gates 
Nor fought m the warm rain 
Nor knee deep m the salt marsh, heavmg a cutlass, 
Bitten by flies, fought. 
My house IS a decayed house, 
And the Jew squats on the wmdow sill, the owner, 
Spawned in some estaminet of Antwerp, 
Blistered in Brussels, patched and peeled in London. 
The goat coughs at mght in the field overhead; 
Rocks, moss, stonecrop, iron, merds. 
The woman keeps the kitchen, makes tea, 
Sneezes at evening, poking the peevish gutter. 

I an old man, 
A dull head among windy spaces. 

Signs are taken for wonders. We would see a signl' 
The word within a word, unable to speak a word, 
Swaddled with darkness. In the juvescence of the year 
Came Christ the tiger 

In depraved May, dogwood and chestnut, flowering judas .. 
To be eaten, to be divided, to be drunk 
Among whispers; by Mr. Silvero 
With caressing hands, at Limoges 
Who walked all night in the next room; 



By Hakagawa, bowing among the TItians; 

By Madame de Tornquist, In the dark room 

Sluftmg the candles, FrauleIn von Kulp 

Who turned In the hall, one hand on the door. 

Vacant shuttles 

Weave the wmd. I have no ghosts, 

An old man ill a draughty house 

Under a WIndy knob. 

Mer such knowledge, what forgiveness? Thmk now 

HIstory has many cunnmg passages, contnved corndors 

And ISsues, deceives WIth wlnspermg amblhons, 

GUldes us by vanities. Think now 

She gives when our attenhon is distracted 

And what she gIves, glVes with such supple confusions 

That the giVillg famishes the craving. Gives too late 

What's not believed In, or is still believed, 

In memory only, reconsIdered passion. Gives too soon 

Into weak hands, what's thought can be dispensed wIth 
Till the refusal propagates a fear. Thmk 

Neither fear nor cOUlage saves us. Unnatural vices 
lue fathered by our heroism. VlItues 

lue forced upon us by our impudent crimes 

These tears are shaken from the wrath-bearing tree. 

The tiger springs in the new year. Us he devours. Think at 
last 

We have not reached conclusion, when I 
Stiffen in a rented house. Think at last 

I have not made this show purposelessly 
And it is not by any concitation 
Of the backward devils. 
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I would meet you upon this honestly. 
I that was near your heart was removed therefrom 
To lose beauty m terror, terror in mquisihon. 
I have lost my passlOn: why should I need to keep it 
Smce what is kept must be adulterated? 
I have lost my sIght, smell, hearing, taste and touch: 
How should I use them for your closer contact? 

These Wlth a thousand small delIberations 
Protract the profit of their chilled dehrium, 
EXClte the membrane, when the sense has cooled, 
WIth pungent sauces, mulhply vanety 
In a Wllderness of mirrors. What wIll the spider do, 
Suspend its operations, will the weevIl 
Delay? De Bailhache, Fresca, Mrs. Cammel, whirled 
Beyond the circuit of the shuddering Bear 
In fractured atoms. Gull against the wind, III the windy straIts 
Of Belle Isle, or running on the Hom. 
Wrote feathers in the snow, the Gulf claims, 
And an old man driven by the Trades 
To a sleepy comer. 

Tenants of the house, 
Thoughts of a dry brain in a dry season. 
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Burbank with a Baedeker: 
Bleistein with a Cigar 

Tra-la-la-la-la-la-laire-nil nlSi divlnum stabIle 
egt, caetera fUffius-the gondola stopped, the old 
palace was there, how charmIng its grey and pink
goats and monkeys, with such half toor-so the 
countess passed on until she came through the lIttle 
park, where NIObe presented lJer with a cabw.et, and 
so departed 

Burbank crossed a httle bridge 

Descendmg at a small hotel; 

Princess Volupine arrived, 

They were together, and he fell. 

De£unctive mUSIC under sea 

Passed seaward WIth the passing bell 

Slowly: the God Hercules 

Had left him, that had loved him well. 

The horses, under the axletree 

Beat up the dawn from Istna 

With even feet Her shuttered barge 

Burned on the water all the day. 

But this or such was Bleistein's way: 

A saggy bending of the knees 

And elbows, with the palms turned out, 

Cmcago Semite Viennese. 

A lustreless protrusive eye 

Stares from the proto zoic slime 



At a perspective of Canaletto. 
The smoky candle end of time 

Dechnes. On the Rialto once. 
The rats are underneath the piles. 

The Jew 1S underneath the lot. 
Money in furs. The boatman smiles, 

Princess Volupine extends 
A meagre, blue-nailed, phthisic hand 

To climb the waterstair. Lights, hghts, 
She entertains Sir Ferdinand 

Klein. Who clipped the lion's wings 
And Hea'd his rump and pared his claws? 

Thought Burbank, meditating on 
Time's rUlllS, and the seven laws. 
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Sweeney Erect 

And the trees abollt me, 
Let them be dry and leafless, let the 1'Ocks 
Groan wIth contmual surges, and behmd me 
Make all a desolation Look, look, we1l6hesl 

Prunt me a cavernous waste shore 

Cast III the unstllled Cyclades, 

Pamt me the bold anfractuous rocks 

Faced by the snarled and yelpll1g seas. 

Dlsplay me Aeolus above 

ReVleWll1g the insurgent gales 
WhlCh tangle Al'ladne's harr 

And swell WIth haste the pel jured salls. 

Mornmg stirs the feet and hands 
(Nausicaa and Polypheme). 

Gesture of orang-outang 

Rises from the sheets in steam. 

TIns withered root of knots of hair 
Shtted below and gashed with eyes, 

Thrs oval 0 cropped out WIth teeth: 

The SIckle motion from the thighs 

J ackkmfes upward at the knees 

Then straIghtens out from heel to hip 
Pushing the framework of the bed 

And clawing at the pillow slip. 

Sweeney addressed full length to shave 

Broadbottomed, pmk from nape to base, 
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Knows the female temperament 
And WIpes the suds around Ius face. 

(The lengthened shadow of a man 
Is Iustory, saId Emerson 

Who had not seen the silhouette 
Of Sweeney straddled m the sun.) 

Tests the razor on hIS leg 
Waltmg untIl the shriek subsides. 

The epIleptIc on the bed 
Curves backward, clutchmg at her sides. 

The ladles of the corridor 
Fmd themselves mvolved, dIsgraced, 

Call WItness to theIr prmciples 
And deprecate the lack of taste 

Observmg that hysteria 
Might easIly be mlsunderstood; 

Mrs Turner intimates 
It does the house no sort of good. 

But DoriS, towelled from the bath, 
Enters paddmg on broad feet, 

Bnnging sal volatIle 
And a glass of brandy neat. 
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A Cooking Egg 

En fan trentlesme de man aage 
Que toutes mes hontes ,. ay beues . . • 

PIpIt sate upnght m her chaIr 
Some dlstance from where I was sitting; 

Views of Oxford Colleges 
Lay on the table, WIth the kmthng. 

Daguerreotypes and sllhouettes, 
Her grandfather and great great aunts, 

Supported on the mantelpiece 

An Invitation to the Dance. 

I shall not want Honour in Heaven 

For I shall meet Sir Philip SIdney 

And have talk with Coriolanus 

And other heroes of that kidney. 

I shall not want Capital m Heaven 
For I shall meet SIr Alfred Mond. 

We two shall lie together, lapt 

In a five per cent. Exchequer Bond. 

I shall not want Society in Heaven, 

Lucretia Borgia shall be my Bride; 

Her anecdotes WIll be more amusing 

Than PipIt's experience could provide. 

I shall not want Pipit in Heaven: 

Madame Blavatsky will instruct me 



In the Seven Sacred Trances, 
Piccarda de Donati wlll conduct me. 

But where is the penny world I bought 
To eat with PIPlt behmd the screen? 

The red-eyed scavengers are creepmg 
From Kentlsh Town and Golder's Green; 

Where are the eagles and the trumpets? 

Buried beneath some snow-deep Alps. 
Over buttered scones and crumpets 

Weeping, weeping multitudes 
Droop in a hundred A.B.C.'s. 
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Le Directeur 

Malheur a la malheureuse Tamise 

QU1 coule Sl pres du Spectateur. 

Le directeur 

Conservateur 

Du Spectateur 

Empeste la bnse. 

Les actionnarres 

Reactionnaires 

Du Spectateur 

Conservateur 

Bras dessus bras dessous 

Font des tours 

A pas de loup. 

Dans un egout 

Une petite filIe 
En guenilles 
Camarde 

Regarde 

. Le directeur 

Du Spectateur 

Conservateur 

Et creve a amour. 



M eZange Adultere de Tout 

En Amerique, professeur; 
En Angleterre, journahste, 
C' est a grands pas et en sueur 
Que vous suivrez a peine rna piste. 
En Yorkslure, conferencier; 
A Londres, un peu banquier, 
Vous me paierez bien la tete. 
C' est a Paris que je me cOlffe 
Casque noir de Jemenfoutiste. 
En Allemagne, philosophe 
Surexcite par Emporheben 
Au grand air de Bergstelgleben; 
J'erre touJours de-Cl de-Ia 
A divers coups de tra 18. la 
De Damas jusqu' a Omaha. 
Je ceh§brai mon jour de fete 
Dans une oasis d' Afrique 
Vetu d'une peau de girafe. 

On montrera mon cenotaphe 
Aux cotes brulantes de Mozambique. 
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Lune de Miel 

11s ont vu les Pays-Bas, ils renh'ent a Terre Haute; 

Mais une nUlt d'ete, les VOlCl a Ravenne, 

A l'aIse entre deux draps, chez deux centaines de punaises; 

La sueur aeshvale, et une forte odeur de duenne. 

Ils restent sur Ie dos ecartant les genoux 

De quatre Jambes molles tout gonfiees de morsures. 

On releve Ie drap pour mleUX egrahgner. 

MOlDS d'une heue d'ici est Samt Apollmaire 
En Classe, basllique connue des amateurs 

De chapitaux d' acanthe que toumOle Ie vent. 

Ils vont prendre Ie train de huit heures 
Prolonger leurs miseres de Padoue a MIlan 

OU se trouvent la Cene, et un restaurant pas cher. 

Lui pense aux pourboires, et redIge sOn bilan. 

lIs auront vu la Suisse et traverse la France. 
Et Saint Apollmaire, raide et ascetique, 

Vleille usine desaffectee de Dieu, tient encore 

Dans ses plerres ecroulantes la forme precise de Byzance. 



The Hippopotamus 

Similiter et omnes revereantuT D~acono8, tit man· 
datum Jesu Chrtsh, et Ep~scapum, ut lesum Chns
tum, eXlstentem filzum Patns, Presbyteros autem, ut 
conclllum Dei et conlunctlonem Apostolorum SIne 
hw Ecclesza non vacatur, de qUlbus suadeo vas SIC 

habea. S IGNATII AD TRALLIANOS. 

And when this epIstle w read among you, cause that 
It be read also In the church of the Laadlceans. 

The broad-backed hippopotamus 
Rests on his belly in the mud; 
Although he seems so firm to us 
He IS merely flesh and blood. 

Flesh and blood is weak and frail, 
Suscephble to nervous shock; 
Whlle the True Church can never fail 
For it is based upon a rock. 

The hippo's feeble steps may err 
In compassing material ends, 
WhIle the True Church need never stIr 
To gather in its mvidends. 

The 'potamus can never reach 
The mango on the mango·tree; 
But fruits of pomegranate and peach 
Refresh the Church from over sea. 

At mating time the hippo's voice 
Betrays inflexions hoarse and odd, 
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But every week we hear rejoice 
The Church, at bemg one with God. 

The luppopotamus's day 
Is passed m sleep, at night he hunts, 

God works in a mysterious way-
The Church can sleep and feed at once. 

I saw the 'potamus take wing 
Ascending from the damp savannas, 

And qumng angels round lum smg 
The praIse of God, m loud hosannas. 

Blood of the Lamb shall wash him clean 

And lum shall heavenly arms enfold, 

Among the samts he shall be seen 

Performmg on a harp of gold. 

He shall be washed as white as snow, 
By all the martyr'd virgins krst, 

Wlule the True Church remams below 
Wrapt in the old miasmal nust. 



Dans le Restaurant 

Le gar90n delabre qUl n'a rien a. faire 
Que de se gratter les doigts et se pencher sur mon epaule: 

'Dans mon pays 11 fera temps pluVleux, 
Du vent, du grand soleil, et de la pluie; 
C'est ce qu'on appelle Ie Jour de lessive des gueux: 

(Bavard, baveux, a. la croupe arrondle, 
Je te prie, au moins, ne bave pas dans la soupe) 

<Les saules trempes, et des bourgeons sur les ronces
C'est la., dans une averse, qu'on s'abnte. 

J'avals sept ans, elle etru.t plus pente. 
ElM etait toute momlIee, je lui ai donne des primeveres.' 

Les taches de son gIlet montent au cmffre de trente-huit. 
'J e la chatoUlllals, pour la faire rire. 
r eprouvalS un instant de puissance et de delire: 

Mais alors, vieux lubrique, a. cet age . . 
'Monsieur, Ie fait est duro 

nest venu, nous peloter, un gros cmen; 
MOl J'avais peur, je fai quittee a. mi-chemin. 
C'est dommage: 

Mals alors, tu as ton vautour! 
Va t'en te decrotter les rides du visage; 
Tlens, ma fourchette, decrasse-toi Ie crane. 
De quel drOlt payes-tu des experiences comme moi? 
Tiens, voila dix sous, pour la salle-de-bains. 

PhMbas, Ie PMnicien, pendant quinze jours noye, 
Oubliait les cris des mouettes et la houle de Cornouaille, 
Et les profits et les pertes, et la cargalson d'etam: 
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Un courant de sous-mer l'emporta tres loin, 

Le repassant aux etapes de sa Vle anteneure. 

Flgurez-vous done, c'etalt un sort pemble, 

Cependant, ee fut Jadis un bel homme, de haute taille. 
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Whispers of Immortality 

Webster was much possessed by death 
And saw the skull beneath the skin, 
And breastless creatures under ground 
Leaned backward with a lipless grin. 

I 
Daffodil bulbs instead of balls 
Stared from the sockets of the eyes! 
He knew that thought clings round dead limbs 
TIghtening its lusts and luxunes. 

Donne, I suppose, was such another 
Who found no substitute for sense, 
To seize and clutch and penetrate; 
Expert beyond experience, 

He knew the anguish of the marrow 
The ague of the skeleton; 
No contact possible to flesh 
Allayed the fever of the bone. 

Grishkin is nice: her Russian eye 
Is underlined for emphasis; 
Uncorseted, her friendly bust 
GIves prorruse of pneumatic bliss. 

The couched Brazilian jaguar 
Compels the scampering mannoset 
With subtle efHuence of cat; 
Grishkin has a maisonnette; 
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The sleek Brazilian jaguar 
Does not m Its aboreal gloom 
DIStil so rank a felIne smell 

As Grishkin in a drawing-room. 

And even the Abstract Entities 
CIrcumambulate her charm, 
But our lot crawls between dry ribs 
To keep our metaphysIcS warm. 



Mr. Eliot's Sunday Morning Service 

Look, look, master, here comes two reZzgzous caterp211ars 
The Jew of Malta. 

Polyphlloprogenitive 
The sapient sutlers of the Lord 
Dnft across the window-panes. 
In the beginning was the Word. 

In the beginning was the Word. 
Superfetation of TO EV, 

And at the mensual turn of time 
Produced enervate Origen. 

A painter of the Umbrian school 
DeSigned upon a gesso ground 
The nimbus of the BaptIzed God. 
The wilderness is cracked and browned 

But through the water pale and thin 
StIll shine the unoffending feet 
And there above the painter set 
The Father and the Paraclete. 

The sable presbyters approach 
The avenue of penitence; 
The young are red and pustular 
Clutching piaculative pence. 

Under the penitential gates 
Sustained by staring Seraphim 
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. :;" 

Where the souls of the devout 

Burn inVISIble and dim. 

Along the garden-wall the bees 

WIth hairy bellies pass between 

The staminate and pIstillate, 

Blest office of the epicene. 

Sweeney shifts from ham to ham 

StirrIng the water in lus bath. 
The masters of the subtle schools 

Are controversial, polymath . 

1 •• t 



Sweeney Among the Nightingales 

Apeneck Sweeney spreads his knees 
Lettmg his arms hang down to laugh, 
The zebra stripes along lus pw 
Swelhng to maculate giraffe. 

The circles of the stormy moon 
Shde westward toward the RIver Plate, 
Death and the Raven dn£t above 
And Sweeney guards the horned gate. 

Gloomy Orion and the Dog 
Are veiled, and hushed the shrunken seas; 
The person in the Spanish cape 
Tnes to sit on Sweeney's knees 

Slips and pulls the table cloth 
Overturns a coffee-cup, 
Reorganised upon the floor 
She yawns and draws a stockIng up; 

The silent man m mocha brown 
Sprawls at the wmdow-s1l1 and gapes; 
The waiter bnngs in oranges 
Bananas figs and hothouse grapes; 

The silent vertebrate in brown 
Contracts and concentrates, withdraws; 
Rachel nee Rabinovitch 
Tears at the grapes with murderous paws; 
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She and the lady m the cape 
Are suspect, thought to be m league; 
Therefore the man wlth heavy eyes 
Dechnes the gamblt, shows faogue, 

Leaves the room and reappears 
OutsIde the Wlndow, learung m, 
Branches of WIStana 
CIrcumscnbe a golden gnn; 

The host Wlth someone inrusnnct 
Converses at the door apart, 

The rughnngales are smgmg near 
The Convent of the Sacred Heart, 

And sang withm the bloody wood 
When Agamemnon cned aloud 
And let theIr liqUld slftmgs fall 

To stain the stiff rushonoured shroud. 
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THE WASTE LAND 

I 9 2 2 

'Nam Slbyllam qUldem Cumis ego Ipse ocuhs meis Vldl ill ampulla pendere, 
et cum Ilh puen rucerent. '2.t{3vA)V" 'ri lIeA€LS, respondebat lila a/zrollape£v lIeAw: 

For Ezra Pound 
il mzglior fabbro. 



1. The Burial of the Dead 

4rlllS the cruellest month, breeding 
~/ L;lacs out of the dead land, mIXing 

Memory and desire, stirrIng 
Dull roots with spnng rain. 
Wmter kept us wann, covering 
Earth in forgetful snow, feedmg 

/ A lIttle lIfe WIth dned tubers. 
Summer surprised us, commg over the Stambergersee 
WIth a shower of rain, we stopped 1ll the colonnade, 
And went on in sunlight, into the Hofgarten, 
And drank coffee, and talked for an hour. 
Bm gar keme Russm, stamm' aus Litauen, echt deutsch. 
And when we were chlldren, staying at the arch-dukes, 
My cousin's, he took me out on a sled, 
And I was frightened. He saId, Marie, 
Mane, hold on tight. And down we went. 
In the moun tams, there you feel free. 
I read, much of the mght, and go south in the winter. 

What are the roots that clutch, what branches grow 
Out of this stony rubbIsh? Son of man, 
You cannot say, or guess, for you know only 
A heap of broken lmages, where the sun beats, 
And the dead tree gives no shelter, the cricket no relief, 
And the dry stone no sound of water. Only 
There is shadow under thIs red rock, 
(Come in under the shadow of tills red rock), 
And I will show you something dlfferent from elther 
Your shadow at morning strimng behind you 
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Or your shadow at evenmg rising to meet you; 
I will show you fear in a handful of dust. 

Frisch weht der Wind 
Der Heimat zu 
Meinlrisch Kznd, 
Wo we2Zegt du? 

'You gave me hyacinths :first a year ago; 
(They called me the hyacinth girl.' 
-Yet when we came back, late, from the hyacmth garden, 

Your arms full, and your hair wet, I could not 

Speak, and my eyes faJ,led, I was neither 
LIvmg nor dead, and I lmew nothing, 
Looking into the heart of hght, the suence. 

Oed' und leer das Meer. 

Madame Sosostris, famous clarrvoyante, 
Had a bad cold, nevertheless 
Is lmown to be the wisest woman in Europe, 
With a wicked pack of cards. Here, said she, 
Is your card, the drowned Phoenician Sailor, 
(Those are pearls that were ills eyes. Look!) 
Here is Belladonna, the Lady of the Rocks, 
The lady of situations. 
Here is the man with three staves, and here the VVheel, 
And here is the one-eyed merchant, and this card, 
Which is blank, is something he carries on his back, 
Which I am forbidden to see. I do not nnd 
The Hanged Man. Fear death by water. 
I see crowds of people, walking round in a ring. 
Thank you. If you see dear Mrs. Equitone, 
Tell her I bnng the horoscope myself: 
One must be so careful these days. 
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Unreal City, 
Under the brown fog of a winter dawn, 
A crowd flowed over London Bndge, so many, 
I had not thought death had undone so many. 
SIghs, short and mfrequent, were exhaled, 
And each man fixed hIs eyes before his feet. 
Flowed up the hill and down KIng William Street, 
To where Saint Mary Woolnoth kept the hours 
WIth a dead sound on the final stroke of nine. 
There I saw one I knew, and stopped him, crying: 'Stetsonl 
'You who were WIth me in the ships at Mylae! 
'That corpse you planted last year in your garden, 
'Has It begun to sprout? Will it bloom thIs year? 
'Or has the sudden frost disturbed Its bed? 
'0 keep the Dog far hence, that's fnend to men, 
'Or with Ins naIls hell rug it up agam! 
'Youl hypocrite lecteurl-mon semblable,-mon frere!' 
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II. A Game of Chess 

/
1 The Charr she sat ro, hke a burnished throne, 

Glowed on the marble, where the glass 
Held up by standards wrought with frUlted VIlles 

From which a golden Cupldon peeped out 
(Another hld his eyes behind hls wing) 
Doubled the flames of sevenbranched candelabra 
Reflecting hght upon the table as 
The glitter of her Jewels rose to meet It, 
From satin cases poured in nch profusion. 
In vials of IVOry and coloured glass 
Unstoppered, lurked her strange synthetic perfumes, 
Unguent, powdered, or liqUid-troubled, confused 
And drowned the sense III odours, strrred by the air 
That freshened from the window, these ascended 
In fattening the prolonged candle-flames, 
Flung their smoke into the laquearia, 
StIrring the pattern on the coffered ceiling. 
Huge sea~wood fed '\vith copper 
Burned green and orange, framed by the coloured stone, 
In which sad light a carved dolphin swam. 
Above the antIque mantel was dIsplayed 
As though a window gave upon the sylvan scene 
The change of Philomel, by the barbarous kmg 
So rudely forced; yet there the nightmgale 
Filled all the desert with inviolable VOIce 

And shIl she cned, and still the world pursues, 
'Jug Jug' to dirty ears. 
And other withered stumps of time 
Were told upon the walls, staring forms 

Leaned out, leaning, hushing the room enclosed. 
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Footsteps shuffled on the stair. 
Under the fuehght, under the brush, her hair 
Spread out in fiery pomts 
Glowed into words, then would be savagely still. 

'My nerves are bad to-night. Yes, bad. Stay with me. 
'Speak to me. Why do you never speak Speak. 

'What are you thinking of? What thmkmg? What? 
'I never know what you are thinlang ThInk: 

I thmk we are in rats' alley 
Where the dead men lost therr bones. 

'What IS that nOlse?" 
The wind under the door. 

'What is that noise now? vVhat is the wmd doing?' 
Nothing again nothing. 

'Do 
'You know nothing? Do you see nothing? Do you remember 
'Nothing?' 

I remember 
Those are pearls that were his eyes. 
'Are you alive, or not? Is there nothing in your head?' 

But 
o 0 0 0 that Shakespeherian Rag
It's so elegant 
So mtelligent 
'What shall I do now? What shall 1 do?' 
'1 shall rush out as 1 am, and walk the street 
'With my harr do\vn, so. What shall we do tomorrow? 
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'What shall we ever do?' 
The hot water at ten. 

And if it rams, a closed car at four. 
And we shall playa game of chess, 
Pressmg lIdless eyes and WaIting for a knock upon the door. 

When Lll's husband got demobbed, I said-
I didn't mmce my words, I saId to her myself, 
H DllRY UP PLEASE ITS 'TIME 

Now Albert's commg back, make yourself a bIt smalt. 

140 

He'll want to know what you done with that money he gave 

you 
To get yourself some teeth. He did, I was there. 
You have them all out, LIl, and get a mce set, 
He saId, I swear, I can't bear to look at you. 
And no more can't I, I saId, and thmk of poor Albert, 
He's been m the army four years, he wants a good time, 
And IT you don't give it rum, there's others will, I saId. 
Oh is there, she said. Something 0' that, I saId. 1150 

Then I'll know who to thank, she said, and gIve me a straight 
look. 

HURRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME 

If you don't like it you can get on with it, I said. 
Others can plCk and choose :if you can't. 
But If Albert makes off, It won't be for lack of telling. 
You ought to be ashamed, I said, to look so antique. 
(And her only thirty-one.) 
I can't help it, she said, pulling a long face, 
It's them pllls I took, to bring it off, she said. 
(She's had five already, and nearly died of young George.) 160 

The chemist SaId it would be all right, but I've never been 
the same. 
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You are a proper fool, I said 
Well, if Albert won't leave you alone, there It is, I saId, 
,\Vhat you get mamed for If you don't want cluldren? 
HURRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME 

Well, that Sunday Albert was home, they had a hot gammon, 
And they asked me in to dinner, to get the beauty of It hot
HURRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME 

HURRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME 

Goomght Bill. Goonight Lou. Goonight May. Goomght. 
Ta ta Goomght. Goomght. 
Good night, ladies, good mght, sweet lames, good mght, 

good mght. 
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III. The Fire Sermon 

The nver's tent IS broken, the last fingers of leaf 

Clutch and smk mto the wet bank. The wmd 

Crosses the brown land, unheard. The nymphs are departed. 

Sweet Thames, run softly, titl I end my song. 

TIle nver'bearS no empty bottles, sandWIch papers, 

Silk handkerchIefs, cardboard boxes, CIgarette ends 

Or other testimony of summer l11ghts. The nymphs are 

departed. 

And thel! friends, ,the loitering heirs of CIty directors; 

Departed, have left no addresses. 

By the waters of Leman I sat down and wept . . . 

Sweet Thames, run softly till I end my song, 

Sweet Thames, run softly, for I speak not loud or long. 

But at my back in a cold blast I hear 

The rattle of the bones, and chuckle spread flOm ear to ear. 

A rat crept softly through the vegetation 

Dragging Its slimy belly on the bank 

While I was fIshing in the dull canal 

On a winter evemng round behmd the gashouse 

MUSing upon the hng my brother's wreck 

And on the hng my father's death before him. 

White bodles naked on the low damp ground 

And bones cast m a little low dry garret, 

Rattled by the rat's foot only, year to year. 

But at my back from bme to time I hear 

The sound of horns and motols, which shall bring 
Sweeney to Mrs. Porter ill the sprmg. 

o the moon shone bright on Mrs. Porter 
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And on her daughter 
They wash thelr feet In soda water 
Et 0 ces 'Voix d:enfants, chantant dam la coupole! 

Twit twIt twIt 

Jug Jug Jug Jug Jug jug 
So rudely fore d. 
Tereu 

Unreal City 
Under the brown fog of a Wlnter noon 
Mr. Eugenides, the Smyrna merchant 
Unshaven, with a pocket full of currants 
C.i f. London: documents at sIght, 
Asked me in demotIc French 
To luncheon at the Cannon Street Hotel 
Followed by a weekend at the Metropole. 

At the violet hour, when the eyes and back 
Turn upward from the desk, when the human engine waits 
LIke a taxi throbbIng waitmg, 
I TrresIas, though blind, throbbing between two lives, 
Old man Wlth wrinkled female breasts, can see 
At the violet hour, the evening hour that strIves 
Homeward, and brings the sailor home from sea, 
The typist home at teatime, clears her breakfast, hghts 
Her stove, and lays out food in tins. 
Out of the window perilously spread 
Her drymg combInations touched by the sun's last rays, 
On the divan are piled (at night her bed) 
Stockmgs, slippers, camlsoles, and stays. 
I TiresIas, old man WIth wrinkled dugs 
Perceived the scene, and foretold the rest-
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I too awaIted the expected guest. 
He, the young man carbuncular, amves, 
A small house agent's clerk, with one bold stare, 

One of the Iowan whom assurance sits 

As a silk hat on a Bradford milhonaire. 

The tIme is now propitIous, as he guesses, 

The meal is ended, she IS bored and tIred, 

Endeavours to engage her m caresses 

Which still are unreproved, if undesired. 
Flushed and decided, he assaults at once, 

ExplOring hands encounter no defence; 

HIS vanity reqUITes no response, 

And makes a welcome of indifference. 

(And I Tiresias have foresuffered all 

Enacted on thIs same dIvan or bed; 
I who have sat by Thebes below the wall 

And walked among the lowest of the dead.) 
Bestows one :6na! patronismg kiss, 

And gropes lus way, findmg the stairs unlit ..• 

She turns and looks a moment in the glass, 

Hardly aware of her departed lover; 

Her brain allows one halMormed thought to pass: 

Well now that's done: and I'm glad it's over.' 
When lovely woman stoops to folly and 

Paces about her room again, alone, 

She smoothes her harr With automatic hand, 
And puts a record on the gramophone. 

'This music crept by me upon the waters' 

And along the Strand, up Queen Victoria Street. 
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o City CIty, I can somehilles hear 
Beside a pubhc bar in Lower Thames Street, 
The pleasant whml11g of a mandohne 
And a clatter and a chatter from wlthin 
Where fishmen lounge at noon: where the walls 
Of Magnus Martyr hold 
Inexphcable splendour of loman white and gold. 

The river sweats 
011 and tar 
The barges drift 
WIth the turmng tide 
Red sails 
WIde 
To leeward, swing on the heavy spar. 
The barges wash 
Drifting logs 
Down Greenwich reach 
Past the Isle of Dogs. 

Weialala leia 
Wallala leialala 

Elizabeth and Leicester 
Beating oars 
The stem was formed 
A gilded shell 
Red and gold 
The brisk swell 
Rippled both shores 
Southwest wind 
Carried down stream 
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The peal of bells 
White towers 

Welalala leia 
Wallala lelalala 

<Trams and dusty h'ees, 

Hlghbury bore me RIchmond and Kew 
UndId me By RIchmond I raIsed my lmees 
Supme on the floor of a nanow canoe.' 

<My feet are at Moorgate, and my heart 
Under my feet, Mter the event 

He wept. He proIDlsed "a new start." 
I made no comment. What should I Iesent?' 

<On Margate Sands. 

I can connect 
Nothing with nothing. 

The broken fingernalls of dirty hands. 
My people humble people who expect 
Nothing.' 

la la 

To Carthage then I came 

Btllnfug burning burning burning 
o Lord Thou pluckest me out 
o Lord Thou pluckest 

burning 
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IV. Death by Water 

Phlebas the Phoemclan, a fortmght dead, 
Forgot the cry of gulls, and the deep sea swell 
And the profit and loss. 

A current under sea 
PIcked his bones in whispers. As he rose and fell 
He passed the stages of Ius age and youth 
Entermg the wlurlpool. 

Genule or Jew 
o you who tum the wheel and look to wmdward, 
ConsIder Phlebas, who was once handsome and tall as you. 
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V. What the Thunder Said 

After the torchlight red on sweaty faces 

After the frosty silence in the gardens 

After the agony m stony places 

The shouting and the crymg 
Pnson and palace and reverberabon 

Of thunder of spnng over dIstant mountains 

He who was hving IS now dead 

We w-ho were livmg are now dying 

With a httle patIence 

Here is no water but only rock 

Rock and no water and the sandy road 

The road windmg above among the mountains 

Willch are mountams of rock without water 

If there were water we should stop and dnnk 

Amongst the rock one cannot stop or tlllnk 

Sweat IS dry and feet are in the sand 

If there were only water amongst the rock 

Dead mountain mouth of calious teeth that cannot spit 
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Here one can neIther stand nor he nor SIt 340 

There is not even silence in the mountams 

But dry sterile thunder without ram 

There is not even solitude in the mountains 

But red sullen faces sneer and snarl 

From doors of mudcracked houses 

And no rock 

If there were rock 

And also water 
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And water 
A spring 
A pool among the rock 
If there were the sound of water only 
Not the cicada 
And dry grass smgmg 
But sound of water over a rock 
Where the hermit-thrush sings ill the pine trees 
Dnp drop drip drop drop drop drop 
But there IS no water 

Who is the thrrd who walks always beside you? 
When I count, there are only you and I together 
But when I look ahead up the whIte road 
There IS always another one wallang beslde you 
Ghdmg wrapt in a brown mantle, hooded 
I do not know whether a man or a woman 
-But who is that on the other sIde of you? 

What IS that sound high m the air 
Murmur of maternallamentatlOn 
Who are those hooded hordes swarming 
Over endless plams, stumbling in cracked earth 
Ringed by the flat horizon only 
What is the city over the mountains 
Cracks and reforms and bursts in the violet air 

Falling towers 
Jerusalem Athens Alexandria 
Vienna London 
Unreal 

A woman drew her long black hair out tight 
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And fiddled whisper music on those strings 
And bats Wlth baby faces m the vlOlet hght 

'Wlustled, and beat theU" wmgs 
And crawled head downward down a blackened wall 
And upsIde down in aU" were towelS 
Tollmg reminiscent bells, that kept the hOUlS 

And VOlCes singmg out of empty cIsterns and exhausted wells 

In thIS decayed hole among the mountams 
In the famt moonhght, the grass is smgmg 
Over the tumbled graves, about the chapel 

There IS the empty chapel, only the wmd's home. 
It has no Wlndows, and the door swmgs, 
Dry bones can harm no one. 
Only a cock stood on the rooftree 
Co co rico co co nco 
In a flash of lightmng. Then a damp gust 
Bnngmg rain 

Ganga was sunken, and the limp leaves 
WaIted for rain, while the black clouds 
Gathered far dIstant, over Hlmavant. 

The jungle crouched, humped in silence. 
Then spoke the thunder 
DA 
Datta what have we given? 

My friend, blood shaking my heart 

The awful daring of a moment's surrender 

Which an age of prudence can never retract 
By this, and this only, we have existed 

Which is not to be found in our obituaries 
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Or in memories draped by the beneficent spider 
Or under seals broken by the lean sohcitor 
In our empty rooms 
DA 
Dayadhvam: I have heard the key 
Turn m the door once and turn once only 
We think of the key, each m lus prison 
Tlunkmg of the key, each confirms a prison 
Only at mghtfall, aethereal rumours 
Revive for a moment a broken COrIolanus 
DA 
Damyata: The boat responded 
GaIly, to the hand expert wlth sail and oar 
The sea was calm, your heart would have responded 
GaIly, when invIted, beatmg obedient 
To controlling hands 

I sat upon the shore 
Fishing, with the arid plain behmd me 
Shall I at least set my lands in order? 
London Bndge IS fallmg down fallmg down falling down 
Poi I Meose nel foeo ehe gli affina 
Quando fiam uu chelidon-O swallow swallow 
Le Prince if Aquitaine a la tour abolie 

These fragments I have shored agamst my ruins 
Why then Ile fit you. Hieronymo's mad agame. 
Datta. Dayadhvam. Damyata. 

Shanbh shanbh shantih 
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NOTES ON 'THE WASTE LAND' 

Not only the title, but the plan and a good deal of the incidental 
symbolism of the poem were suggested by Miss JessIe L. 
Weston's book on the Grall legend: Ft'om Ritual to Romance 
(Cambridge). Indeed, so deeply am I indebted, Miss Weston's 
book will elucidate the difficultres of the poem much better than 
my notes can do; and I recommend it (apart from the great 
interest of the book itself) to any who think such elucidation of 
the poem worth the trouble. To another work of anthropology I 
am indebted in general, one which has influenced our genera bon 
profoundly; I mean The Golden Bough; I have used especially 
the two volumes Adonis, Attis, Osiris. Anyone who IS acquainted 
Wlth these works willlffiIDedmtely recognlse in the poem certam 
references to vegetation ceremomes. 

1. THE BURIAL OF THE DEAD 

Line 20. Cf. Ezekiel II, i. 
23. Cf. EccleSiastes XII, v. 
31. V. Tristan und Isolde, I, verses 5-8. 
42. Id. III, verse 24. 
46. I am not familiar with the exact constitution of the Tarot 

pack of cards, from which I have obviously departed to suit my 
own convenience. The Hanged Man, a member of the tradltional 
pack, fits my purpose in two ways: because he is associated In 

my mind with the Hanged God of Frazer, and because I associ
ate him with the hooded figure in the passage of the diSCiples to 
Emmaus in Part V. The Phoemcian Sailor and the Merchant 
appear later; also the 'crowds of people', and Death by Water 
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is executed III Part IV. The Man with TIrree Staves (an authen
hc member of the Tarot pack) I associate, qUite arbitrarily, with 
the FIsher Kmg hImself. 

60. Cf. Baudelaire: 
<Founmllante cite, cite pleine de reves, 

'OU Ie spectre en plein jour raccroche Ie passant' 
63. Cf. Inferno, III, 55-57: 

'si lunga tratta 
di gente, Ch'lO non avrei mai creduto 

che morte tanta n' avesse disfatta.' 

64. Cf. Inferno, IV, 25-27: 

'Quivi, secondo che per ascoltare, 
'non avea pianto, ma' che di sospiri, 
'che l'aura eterna facevan tremare.' 

68. A phenomenon whIch I have often noticed. 

74. Cf. the Drrgein Webster's White Devil. 
76. V. Baudelaire, Preface to Fleurs du Mal. 

II. A GAME OF CHESS 

77. Cf. Antony and Cleopatra, II, ii, 1. 190 • 

92. Laquearia. V. Aeneid, I, 726: 
dependent lychni laqueanbus aureis incensi, et noctem 

fiammis funana vincunt. 
98. Sylvan scene. V. Milton, Paradise Lost, IV, 140 • 

99. V. Ovid, Metamorphoses, VI, Philomela. 

100. Cf. Part III, 1. 204. 

115. Cf. Part III, 1. 195. 
118. Cf. Webster: 'Is the wind in that door stillr 

126. Cf. Part I,!. 37, 48. 
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138. Cf. the game of chess in MIddleton's Women beware 

Women. 

III. THE FIRE SERMON 

176. V. Spenser, Prothalamion. 
192 Cf The Tempest, l, Ii 
196. Cf. Marvell, To His Coy Mistress. 
197. Cf. Day, Parliament of Bees. 

'When of the sudden, lIstening, you shall hear, 
'A nOIse of horns and hunhng, whICh shall bring 

'Actaeon to Diana m the spring, 
'Where all shall see her naked skin . . .' 

199. I do not know the origm of the ballad flOm wluch 
these lines are taken: it was reported to me from Sydney, 
Australia. 

202. V. Verlame, Parsifal . 
.210. The currants were quoted at a pnce 'cost insurance 

and freIght to London'; and the BIll of Ladmg, etc., were 
to be handed to the buyer upon payment of the sight draft. 

218. Tiresias, although a mere spectator and not mdeed a 
'character', is yet the most important personage in the poem, 

unibng all the rest. Just as the one-eyed mel chant, seller of cur
rants, melts mto the Phoenician Sailor, and the latter is not 

wholly distinct from Ferdmand Prince of Naples, so all the 
women are one woman, and the two sexes meet in Tireslas. 
What Tiresias sees, in fact, is the substance of the poem. The 
whole passage from Ovid is of great anthropological interest: 

• . . . Cum lunone iocos et maior vestra profecto est 
Quam, quae conhngit maribus', dlxlsse, 'voluptas: 

Illa negat; placuit quae sit sententia docti 
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Quaerere TIresiae. venus huic erat utraque nota. 
Nam duo magnorum vmdl coeuntra slIva 
Corpora serpentum baculI vlOlaverat lCtu 
Deque VIrO factus, mirabIle, femina septem 
Egerat autumnos, octavo rursus eosdem 
Vldlt et 'est vestrae Sl tanta potentIa plagae', 
DlXlt 'ut auctons sortem m contrana mutet, 
Nunc quoque vos fenam!' percussis angmbus isdem 
FOlma pnor redllt geneuvaque venit nnago. 
ArbIter hlC 19itur sumptus de hte iocosa 
DlCta IOVIS firmat, gravlUs Saturnia lUstO 
Nec pro matena fertur doluisse suique 
IudIcls aeterna damnavit lumina nocte, 
At pater omnipotens (neque emm lIcet innta cuiquam 
Facta dei fecisse deo) pro lumine adempto 
SCIre futura dedit poenamque levavlt honore. 

221. Thls may not appear as exact as Sappho's hnes, but I had 
in mmd the 10ngshore' or 'dory' fisherman, who returns at 
mghtfall. 

253 V. Goldsmith, the song in The Vicar of Wakefield. 
257. V. The Tempest, as above. 
264 The interior of St. Magnus Martyr is to my mmd one of 

the finest among Wren's intenors. See The Proposed Demolition 
of Nineteen City Churches: (P. S. King & Son, Ltd.). 

266. The Song of the (three) Thames-daughters begms here. 
From hne 292 to 306 inclusive they speak in turn. V. Gotterdam
merung, III, i' the Rhine-daughters. 

279. V. Froude, Elizabeth, Vol I, ch. iv, letter of De Quadra 
to PhIlip of Spam: 
'In the afternoon we were in a barge, watching the games on 
the river. (The queen) was alone WIth Lord Robert and my
self on the poop, when they began to talk nonsense, and 
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went so far that Lord Robert at last said, as I was on the spot 
there was no reason why they should not be marned if the 

queen pleased.' 
293. Cf. Purgatorio, V. 133: 

'llicorwtr Ch me, che son la PIa; 
'SIena mI fe", disfecemi Maremma: 

307. V. St. Augushne's Confessions 'to Carthage then I came, 
where a cauldron of unholy loves sang all about mine eaIs.' 

308. The complete text of the Buddha's FIre Sermon (which 
corresponds ill Importance to the Sermon on the Mount) from 
which these words are taken, will be found translated in the 
late Henry Clarke Warren's Buddhism in Translation (Harvard 
Onental Senes). Mr. Warren was one of the great plOneers of 
Buddhist stuChes m the OCCIdent. 

309. From St. Augustine's Confessions again. The collocatlOU 
of these two representatives of eastern and western ascetIclsm, 
as the culmmatron of thIs part of the poem, is not an aCCIdent. 

V. WHAT THE THUNDER SAID 

In the first part of Part V three themes are employed: the 
journey to Emmaus, the approach to the Chapel Perilous (see 
Miss Weston's book) and the present decay of eastern Europe. 

357. This is Turdus aorwlasohkae pallasii, the hermit-thl ush 
which I have heard m Quebec Provmce. Chapman says (H and
book of Birds of Eastern North America) 'it IS most at home in 
secluded woodland and tluckety retreats .... Its notes are not 
remarkable for vanety or volume, but m purity and sweetness 
of tone and exquisIte modulatron they are unequalled: Its 
'water-dnpping song' is Justly celebrated. 

360. The followmg Imes were stImulated by the account of one 
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of the Antarctic eXpedITIOnS (I forget whIch, but I think one of 
Shackleton's). It was related that the party of explorers, at the 
extremIty of their strength, had the constant deluslOn that there 
was one more member than could actually be counted. 

367-77. Cf Hermann Hesse, Blick ins Chaos: 'Schon ist halb 
Europa, schon 1St zumindest der halbe Osten Europas auf dem 
Wege zum Chaos, faInt betrunken im helligem Wahn am 
Abgrund entlang und singt dazu, singt betrunken und hyrnmsch 
Wle Drmtli Karamasoff sang. Ueber dlese Lieder lacht der 
Burger beIeldlgt, der HeIhge und Seher hort Sle mIt Tranen: 

402. 'Datta, dayadhvam, damyata' (GIve, sympathIse, control) 
The fable of the meamng of the Thunder is found in the 
Brihadaranyaka-Upanishad, 5, 1. A translation IS found ill 

Deussen's Sechzig Upanishads des Veda, p. 489-
408. Cf. Webster, The White Devil, V, VI: 

'. . . they'll remarry 
Ere the worm pierce your Winding-sheet, ere the spider 
Make a thm curtain for your epitaphs: 

412. Cf. Inferno, XXXIII, 46: 
'ed 10 sentll clllavar l'USClO di sotto 
all' ornble torre: 

Also F. H. Bradley, Appearance and Reality, p 346. 
'M Y external sensatIOns are no less private to myself than are 
my thoughts or my feehngs In either case my experience falls 
withm my own circle, a cll'cle closed on the outsIde; and, WIth 
all Its elements alike, every sphere is opaque to the others which 
surround It. . . . In brief, regarded as an existence which ap
pears m a soul, the whole world for each is peculiar and pnvate 

to that soul: 
425. V. Weston: From Ritual to Romance, chapter on the FIsher 

King. 
428. V. Purgatorio, XXVI, 148. 
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, "Ara vos prec per aquella valor 

"que vos condus al som de l' escalina, 
"sovegna vos a temps de ma dolor." 
Poi s' ascose nel foco che gh affina.' 

429. V. Pervigilium Vene-ris. Cf. PhIlomela in Palts II and III. 
430. V. Gerard de Nerval, Sonnet El Desdichado. 
432 V. Kyd's Spanish Tragedy. 
434 ShantIh. Repeated as heIe, a formal ending to an Upan

ishad. 'The Peace whIch passeth understandmg' is Ou! equivalent 
to thIs word. 



THE HOLLOW MEN 

19 2 5 

Mistah Kurtz-he dead. 



The Hollow Men 

A penny fo'l the Old Guy 

I 

We are the hollow men 
We are the stuffed men 
Leaning together 
HeadpIece fllled Wlth straw. Alas! 
Our dned voices, when 
We whisper together 
Are quiet and meaningless 
As WIlld in dry grass 
Or rats' feet over broken glass 
In our dry cellar 

Shape without form, shade without colour, 
Paralysed force. gesture without motion; 

Those who have crossed 
With direct eyes, to death's other Kingdom 
Remember us-if at all-not as lost 
Violent souls, but only 
As the hollow men 
The stuffed men. 

II 

Eyes I dare not meet in dreams 
In death's dream kingdom 
These do not appear: 
There, the eyes are 
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SunlIght on a broken column 

There, IS a tree swmging 
And VOIces are 
In the WInd's singing 
More rustant and more solemn 
Than a fading star. 

Let me be no nearer 
In death's dream kIngdom 
Let me also wear 
Such dehberate disguises 
Rat's coat, crowslan, crossed staves 

In a field 
Behaving as the wind behaves 
No nearer-

Not that final meeting 

In the tWIhght kmgdom 

III 
This is the dead land 
This IS cactus land 
Here the stone Images 
Are raIsed, here they receive 
The supplicatIOn of a dead man's hand 
Under the twinkle of a farung star. 

Is It like this 
In death's other kingdom 
Waking alone 
At the hour when we are 
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Trembling WIth tenderness 
LIps that would kiss 
Form prayers to broken stone. 

IV 
The eyes are not here 
There are no eyes here 
In thIS valley of dymg stars 
In tills hollow valley 
This broken jaw of our lost kmgdoms 

In this last of meeting places 
We grope together 
And aVOId speech 
Gathered on this beach of the tumid river 

Sightless, unless 
The eyes reappear 
As the perpetual star 
M ulbfoliate rose 
Of death's tWIlight kIngdom 
The hope only 
Of empty men. 

V 

Here we go round the przckly pear 
Prickly pear prickly pear 
Here we go round the prickly pear 
At five o'clock in the morning. 

Between the idea 



And the reahty 
Between the mohon 
And the act 

Falls the Shadow 

Between the conception 

And the creation 

Between the emohon 

And the response 

"Falls the Shadow 

Between the desire 

And the spasm 

Between the potency 
And the existence 

Between the essence 
And the descent 

Falls the Shadow 

For Thine is 

LIfe is 

For Thme is the 

This is the way the world ends 
This is the way the world ends 
This is the way the world ends 
Not with a bang but a whimper. 

For Thine is the Kingdom 

Life is very long 

For Thine is the Kingdom 
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I 

Because I do not hope to turn again 
Because I do not hope 

Because I do not hope to turn 

Desiring this man's gift and that man's scope 
I no longer strive to strive towards such things 

(Why should the agM eagle stretch its wings?) 
Why should I mourn 

The vanished power of the usual reign? 

Because I do not hope to know again 
The infirm glory of the positive hour 
Because I do not think 

Because I know I shall not know 
The one veritable transitory power 
Because I cannot drink 
There, where trees flower, and springs :How, for there is 

nothing again 

Because I know that time is always time 
And place is always and only place 
And what is actual is actual only for one time 
And only for one place 

I rejoice that things are as they are and 
I renounce the blessed face 
And renounce the voice 
Because I cannot hope to turn again 
Consequently I rejOice, having to construct something 
Upon which to rejoice 



And pray to God to have mercy upon us 

And I pray that I may forget 
These matters that with myself I too much discuss 

Too much explam 
Because I do not hope to tum again 
Let these words answer 
For what is done, not to be done again 
May the Judgement not be too heavy upon us 

Because these wmgs are no longer wmgs to fly 
But merely vans to beat the air 
The air which is now thoroughly small and dry 
Smaller and dryer than the will 
Teach us to care and not to care 
Teach us to Slt sull. 

Pray for us sinners now and at the hour of our death 
Pray for us now and at the hour of our death. 
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II 

Lady, three white leopards sat under a juniper-tree 
In the cool of the day, havmg fed to sahety 

On my legs my heart my hver and that which had been. 
contamed 

In the hollow round of my skull. And God said 
Shall these bones live? shall these 
Bones live? And that whlCh had been contained 
In the bones (whIch were already dry) said chlrping: 
Because of the goodness of thls Lady 
And because of her lovehness, and because 
She honours the Vrrgm in meilitahon, 
We shine WIth bnghtness. And I who am here dissembled 
Proffer my deeds to obhvion, and my love 
To the postenty of the desert and the fruit of the gourd. 
It is this which recovers 

My guts the strings of my eyes and the indlgeshble portions 
Which the leopards reject. The Lady is wIthdrawn 
In a white gov,,'U, to contemplanon, m a white gov,,'U. 
Let the wruteness of bones atone to forgetfulness. 
There is no life in them. As I am forgotten 
And would be forgotten, so I would forget 
Thus devoted, concentrated m purpose. And God said 
Prophesy to the wind, to the WInd only for only 
The wmd will listen. And the bones sang chirping 

WIth the burden of the grasshopper, saying 

Lady of silences 
Calm and distressed 
Torn and most whole 
Rose of memory 



Rose of forgetfulness 
Exhausted and life-giving 
Worried reposeful 
The single Rose 
Is now the Garden 
Where all loves end 
Terminate torment 
Of love unsatisfied 
The greater torment 
Of love satisfied 
End of the endless 
Journey to no end 
Conclusion of all that 
Is inconclusible 
Speech without word and 
Word of no speech 
Grace to the Mother 
For the Garden 
Where all love ends. 

Under a Juniper-tree the bones sang, scattered and shining 
We are glad to be scattered, we did little good to each other, 
Under a tree in the cool of the day, Wlth the blessing of sand, 
Forgetting themselves and each other, united 
In the quiet of the desert. This is the land which ye 
Shall dIvide by lot. And neIther division nor unity 
Matters. This is the land. We have our inheritance. 
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III 

At the first turning of the second stair 
I turned and saw below 
The same shape twisted on the banister 
Under the vapour in the fetid air 
Struggling with the devil of the starrs who wears 
The deceitful face of hope and of despair. 

At the second turning of the second stair 
I left them twisting, turning below; 
There were no more faces and the stair was dark, 
Damp, jagged, like an old man's mouth drivelling, beyond 

repair, 
Or the toothed gullet of an aged shark. 

At the :first turning of the third stair 
Was a slotted window bellied like the llg's fruit 
And beyond the hawthorn blossom and a pasture scene 
The broadbacked llgure drest in blue and green 
Enchanted the may time with an antique flute. 
Blown hair is sweet, brown hair over the mouth blown, 
Lilac and brown hair; 
Distraction, music of the flute, stops and steps of the mind 

over the third stair, 
Fading, fading; strength beyond hope and despair 
Climbing the third stair. 

Lord, I am not worthy 
Lord, I am not worthy 

but speak the word only. 
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IV 

Who walked between the violet and the violet 
Who walked between 
The various ranks of varied green 
GOIng in wrote and blue, In Mary's colour, 
Talking of triVlaI tlungs 
In 19norance and ill knowledge of eternal dolour 
Who moved among the others as they walked, 
Who then made strong the fountains and made fresh the 

spnngs 

Made cool the dry rock and made finn the sand 
In blue of larkspur, blue of Mary's colour, 
Sovegna vas 

Here are the years that walk between, bearing 
Away the fiddles and the flutes, restoring 
One who moves ill the time between sleep and waking, 

wearing 

White light foJded, sheathed about her, folded. 
The new years walk, restoring 

Through a bright cloud of tears, the years, restoring 
With a new verse the ancient rhyme. Redeem 
The bme. Redeem 
The unread VISIOn In the higher dream 

While jewelled umcorns draw by the gilded hearse. 

The silent sister veiled in white and blue 

Between the yews, behind the garden god, 

go 



Whose flute is breathless, bent her head and signed but 
spoke no word 

But the fountam sprang up and the bird sang down 
Redeem the tune, redeem the dream 
The token of the word unheard, unspoken 

TIll the wmd shake a thousand whispers from the yew 

And after this our exile 
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v 
If the lost word is lost, if the spent word is spent 
If the unheard, unspoken 
Word is unspoken, unheard; 
Still is the unspoken word, the Word unheard, 
The Word Without a word, the Word Within 
The world and for the world; 
And the light shone in darkness and 
Against the Word the unsblled world still whirled 
About the centre of the silent Word. 

o my people, what have I done unto thee. 

Where shall the word be found, where will the word 
Resound? Not here, there is not enough silence 
Not on the sea or on the islands, not 
On the mainland, in the desert or the rain land, 
For those who walk in darkness 
Both in the day time and ill the night time 
The right time and the nght place are not here 
No place of grace for those who aVOld the face 
No time to rejoice for those who walk among noise and 

deny the voice 

Will the veiled sis.ter pray for 

Those who walk ill darkness, who chose thee and oppose thee, 
Those who are tom on the hom between season and season, 

time and time, between 

Hour and hour, word and word, power and power, those 
who wait 



In darkness? Will the veiled sister pray 
For children at the gate 
Who will not go away and cannot pray: 
Pray for those who chose and oppose 

o my people, what have I done unto thee. 

Will the veiled sister between the slender 
Yew trees pray for those who offend her 
And are terrified and cannot surrender 
And afIirm. before the world and deny between the rocks 
In the last desert between the last blue rocks 
The desert in the garden the garden in the desert 
Of drouth, spitting from the mouth the withered apple-seed. 

o my people. 
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VI 

Although I do not hope to tum again 
Although I do not hope 
Although I do not hope to tum 

Wavering between the profit and the loss 
In this bnef transIt where the dreams cross 
The dreamcrossed twIhght between brrth and dymg 
(Bless me father) though I do not WIsh to wish these things 
From the WIde vvindow towards the gramte shore 
The whIte sruls still fly seaward, seawald flymg 

Unbroken wings 

And the lost heart stiffens and rejoices 
In the lost hlac and the lost sea voices 
And the weak spmt quickens to rebel 
For the bent golden-rod and the lost sea smell 
'Quickens to recover 

The cry of qUail and the whirling plover 
And the blind eye creates 
The empty forms between the ivory gates 
And smell renews the salt savour of the sandy earth 

This is the time of tension between dying and birth 
The place of sohtude where tlrree dreams cross 
:Between blue rocks 

:But when the voices shaken from the yew-tree drift away 
Let the other yew be shaken and reply. 
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Blessed sister, holy mother, spirit of the fountain, spirit of 
the garden, 

Suffer us not to mock ourselves With falsehood 
Teach us to care and not to care 
Teach us to SIt still 
Even among these rocks, 
Our peace in HIS will 
And even among these rocks 
SIster, mother 
And SpirIt of the river, spirit of the sea, 
Suffer me not to be separated 

And let my cry come unto Thee. 
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ARIEL POEMS 



Journey of the Magi 

<A cold coming we had of It, 

Just the worst time of the year 
For a journey, and such a long journey: 
The ways deep and the weather sharp, 
The very dead of winter: 
And the camels galled, sore-footed, refractory, 
LyIng down In the meltIng snow. 
There were tImes we regretted 

The summer palaces on slopes, the terraces, 
And the SIlken gIrls bringIng sherbet. 

Then the camel men cursing and grumbling 
And running away, and wanhng theIr liquor and women, 
And the night-fires gOIng out, and the lack of shelters, 
And the cities hoshle and the towns unfriendly 
And the villages dirty and charging lugh prices: 
A hard time we had of It. 

At the end we preferred to travel all night, 
SleepIng in snatches, 
WIth the voices singIng In our ears, saying 
That this was all folly. 

Then at dawn we came down to a temperate valley, 
Wet, below the snow line, smelling of vegetation, 
With a runnIng stream and a water-mill beating the darlcn.ess, 

And three trees on the low sky. 
And an old white horse galloped away in the meadow. 
Then we came to a tavern with vine-leaves over the linteL 

SIX hands at an open door dicing for pieces of silver, 

And feet kicking the empty wine-skins. 
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But there was no information, and so we continued 
And arrived at evening, not a moment too soon 
Fmding the place; it was (you may say) satisfactory. 

All this was a long time ago, I remember. 
And I would do it again, but set down 
TIns set down 
This: were we led all that way for 
Birth or Death? There was a Birth, certainly, 
We had evidence and no doubt. I had seen birth and death, 
But had thought they were different, this Buth was 
Hard and bitter agony for us, like Death, OUI death. 

We returned to OUI places, these Kingdoms, 
But no longer at ease here, in the old dIspensation, 
With an alien people clutching their gods. 
I should be glad of another death. 
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A Song for Simeon 

Lord, the Roman hyacinths are blooming in bowls and 
The winter sun creeps by the snow hills; 
The stubborn season has made stand. 
My life is light, waiting for the death wind, 
Like a feather on the back of my hand. 
Dust in sunlight and memory in comers 
Wait for the wind that chills towards the dead land. 

Grant us thy peace. 
I have walked many years in this city, 

Kept fmth and fast, provided for the poor. 
Have given and taken honour and ease. 
There went never any rejected from my door. 
Who shall remember my house, where shall live my 

children's children 
When the time of sorrow is come? 
They will take to the goat's path, and the fox's home, 
Fleeing from the foreign faces and the foreign swords. 

Before the time of cords and scourges and lamentation 
Grant us thy peace. 
Before the stations of the mountain of desolation, 
Before the certain hour of maternal sorrow, 
Now at this birth season of decease, 
Let the Infant, the still unspeaking and unspoken Word, 
Grant IsraeYs consolation 
To one who has eighty years and no to-morrow. 

According to thy word. 
They shall praise Thee and suffer in every generation 
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WIth glory and dension, 
Light upon hght, mounting the saints' stair. 
Not for me the martyrdom, the ecstasy of thought and prayer, 
Not for me the ultImate VISIon. 

Grant me thy peace 
(And a sword shall pIerce thy heart, 
Thine also). 
I am bred WIth my own hfe and the hves of those after me, 

I am dyrng in my own death and the deaths of those after me. 
Let thy servant depart, 
Having seen thy salvahon. 
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Animula 

'Issues from the hand of God, the simple sour 

To a flat world of changmg lights and nOIse, 
To light, dark, dry or damp, chilly or wann, 
Moving between the legs of tables and of chairs, 
Rlsmg or falhng, grasping at kisses and toys, 
Advancing boldly, sudden to take alann, 
Retreating to the comer of arm and knee, 
Eager to be reassured, taking pleasure 
In the fragrant bnlliance of the Christmas tree, 
Pleasure in the wmd, the sunlight and the sea; 
Studies the sunlit pattern on the floor 
And running stags around a silver tray; 
Confounds the actual and the fancIful, 

Content with playing-cards and kmgs and queens, 
What the faines do and what the servants say. 
The heavy burden of the growing soul 
Perplexes and offends more, day by day; 
Week by week, offends and perplexes more 
With the imperatives of 'IS and seems' 

And may and may not, desire and control. 
The pam of living and the drug of dreams 
Curl up the small soul in the window seat 
Behind the Encyclopaedia Britannica. 

Issues from the hand of time the simple soul 
Irresolute and sel:6.sh, misshapen, lame, 
Unable to fare forward or retreat, 
Fearing the warm reality, the offered good, 

Denying the importunity of the blood, 
Shadow of its own shadows, spectre in its own gloom, 
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Leaving disordered papers in a dusty room; 
Living first in the silence after the viaticum. 

Pray for Guiterriez, avid of speed and power, 
For :Soudin, blown to pieces, 
For this one who made a great fortune, 
And that one who went his own way. 
Pray for Floret, by the boarhound slain between the yew trees, 
Pray for us now and at the hour of our birth. 



Marina 

Quis hic Iocm, quae 
reg1.O, quae mund$ plagaP 

What seas what shores what grey rocks and what islands 
What water lapping the bow 
And scent of pine and the woodtbrush singing through the 

fog 
What images return 
o my daughter. 

Those who sharpen the tooth of the dog, meaning 
Death 
Those who glitter with the glory of the hummingbird, meaning 
Death 
Those who sit in the sty of contentment, meaning 
Death 
Those who suffer the ecstasy of the animals, meaning 
Death 

Are become unsubstantial, reduced by a wind, 
A breath of pine, and the woodsong fog 
By this grace dissolved in place 

What is this face, less clear and clearer 
The pulse in the arm, less strong and stronger-
Given or lent? more distant than stars and nearer than the eye 

Whispers and small laughter between leaves and hurrying feet 
Under sleep. where all the waters meet. 

Bowsprit cracked with ice and paint cracked with heat. 
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I made this, I have forgotten 
And remember. 
The riggmg weak and the canvas rotten 
Between one June and another September. 
Made this unknowmg, half conSCIOUS, unknown, my own. 
The garboard strake leaks, the seams need caulkmg. 
Tills form, tills face, thIS Me 
LIving to hve ill a world of hme beyond me, let me 
ReSIgn my life for this life, my speech for that unspoken, 
The awakened, hps pal ted, the hope, the new shIps. 

What seas what shores what granite islands towards my 
tImbers 

And woodthrush calling through the fog 
My daughter. 
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The Cultivation of Christmas Trees 

There are several attItudes towards Chnstmas, 
Some of which we may disregard: 
The SOCIal, the torpId, the patently commercIal, 
The rowdy (the pubs being open tIll midmght), 
And the childIsh-which IS not that of the chIld 
For whom the candle IS a star, and the gilded angel 
Spreadmg Its wings at the summIt of the tree 
Is not only a decoratIon, but an angel. 
The chIld wonders at the Chnstmas Tree: 
Let hIm contmue in the spint of wonder 
At the Feast as an event not accepted as a pretext; 
So that the glittering rapture, the amazement 
Of the first-remembered Chnstmas Tree, 
So that the surprises, delight in new possessions 
(Each one with its peculiar and exciting smell), 
The expectatIon of the goose or turkey 
And the expected awe on its appearance, 
So that the reverence and the gaiety 
May not be forgotten in later experience, 
In the bored habituation, the fatIgue, the tedIum, 
The awareness of death, the consciousness of fmlure, 
Or m the piety of the convert 
WhIch may be tamted WIth a self-conceit 
DIspleasing to God and dIsrespectful to the children 
(And here I remember also WIth gratitude 
St. Lucy, her carol, and her crown of fire): 
So that before the end, the eightieth Christmas 
(By "eightieth" meanmg whichever is the last) 
The accumulated memories of annual emotion 
May be concentrated into a great joy 



Which shall be aIso a great fear, as on the occasion 
When fear came upon every soul: 
Because the beginning shall remind us of the end 
And the first commg of the second connng. 
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UNFINISHED POEMS 



Sweeney Agonistes 

Fragments of an Aristophanic Melodrama 

Orestes' You don't see them, you don't-but I see them. 
they are huntzng me down, I must move on. 

CHOEPHOROI. 

Hence the soul cannot be possessed of the d~t;ine union, 
unttltt h(J$ dwested itself of the love of created bemgs. 

ST JOHN OF THE CROSS. 

FRAGMENT OF A PROLOGUE 

DUSTY. DORIS. 

D U STY: How about Pereira? 
DO R IS: 'VVhat about Pereira? 

I don't care. 
D U STY: You don't care! 

'\iVho pays the rent? 
DORIS: Yes he pays the rent 
D US T Y : Well some men dont and some men do 

Some men don't and you know who 
DO R IS: You can have Pereira 
D U STY: What about Pereira? 
DORIS: He's no gentleman, Pereira: 

You can't trust him! 
DUSTY: Well that's true. 

He's no gentleman if you can't trust him 
And if you can't trust him-
Then you never know what he's going to do. 

DORIS: No it wouldn't do to be too mee to Pereira. 
D U STY: Now Sam s a gentleman through and through. 
DORIS: I like Sam 
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DUSTY: 

DORIS: 

DUSTY: 

DORIS: 

DUSTY: 

I like Sam 

Yes and Sam's a nice boy too. 

He's a funny fellow 
He is a funny fellow 

He's like a fellow once I knew. 

He could make you laugh. 
Sam can make you laugh: 

Sam's all right 
But Pereira won't do. 

We can't have Pereira 
Well what you going to do? 

TELEPHONE: Ting a ling hng 

Ting a hng ling 

DUSTY: That's Pereira 

DORIS: Yes that's Pereira 
DUSTY: Well what you going to do? 

TELEPHONE: Tmg a ling ling 

Tmg a ling ling 
DUSTY: That's Pereira 

DORIS: Well can't you stop that horrible noise? 

Pick up the receiver 

DUSTY: What'IlI sayl 
DORIS: Say what you like: say I'm ill, 

Say I broke my leg on the stairs 

Say weve had a £ire 

D U S TY : Hello Hello are you there? 

Yes this is Miss Dorrance's flat-
Oh Mr. Pereira is that you? how do you dol 

Oh I'm 80 sorry. I am so sorry 
But Doris came home with a terrible chill 

No, just a chill 

Oh I think it's only a chill 



DORIS: 

DUSTY: 

Yes indeed I hope so too-
Well I hope we shant have to call a doctor 
Dons Just hates havmg a doctor 
She says will you nng up on Monday 
She hopes to be all right on Monday 
I say do you mind if I nng off now 
She's got her feet in mustard and water 
I smd I'm gIving her mustard and water 
All right, Monday you1l phone through. 
Yes I'll tell her. Good bye. Goooood bye. 
I'm sure, that's very kind of you. 

Ah-h-h 
Now I'm going to cut the cards for to-night. 
Oh guess what the £rst IS 

First is. What is? 
DORIS: The King of Clubs 
D U STY: That's Pereira 
DO R IS: It might be Sweeney 
DUSTY: It's Pereira 
DORIS: It might just as well be Sweeney 
DUSTY: Well anyway it's very queer. 
DORIS: Here's the four of diamonds, what's that mean? 
D US T Y (reading): <A small sum of money, or a present 

Of wearing apparel, or a party'. 
That's queer too. 

DORIS: Here's the three. What's that mean? 
DUSTY: 'News of an absent friend'.-Pereiral 
DO R IS: The Queen of Hearts!-Mrs. Porter! 
DUSTY: Or it might be you 
DORIS: Or it might be you 

We're all hearts. You can't be sure. 
It just depends on what comes next. 



You've got to think when you read the cards, 
It's not a tiling that anyone can do. 

D U STY: Yes I know you've a touch with the cards 
'What comes next? 

DO RI S : What comes next. It's the six. 
DUSTY: <A quarrel An estrangement. Separahon of friends'. 

DORIS: Here's the two of spades. 
DUSTY: The two of spades! 

THAT'S THE CoFFIN!! 
DORIS: THAT's THE COFFIN? 

Oh good heavens what'll I do? 

Just before a party too! 
D us T Y: Well It needn't be yours, it may mean a friend. 
DORIS. No It'S rome. I'm sure It'S lOme. 

I dreamt of weddmgs all last mght. 
Yes it's rome. I know It'S mine. 
Oh good heavens what'll I do. 
Well I'm not going to draw any more, 
You cut for luck. You cut for luck. 
It mIght break the spell. You cut for luck. 

D us T Y: The Knave of Spades 
DORIS: Thatll be Snow 
D U STY: Or It mIght be Swarts 
DORIS: Or it might be Snow 
D U STY: It's a funny thing how I draw court cards
DORIS: There's a lot in the way you plCk them up 
D U STY: There S an awful lot in the way you feel 
DO R IS: Sometimes they'll tell you nothmg at all 
DUSTY: YoU've got to know what you want to ask them 
DORIS: You've got to know what you want to know 
DUSTY: It's no use asking them too much 
DORIS: It's no use asking more than once 



D U STY: Sometimes they're no use at at l. 
DORIS: I'd lIke to know about that C0:::£Bn. 

D U STY: Well I never! What dId I tell :You? 

Wasn't I saymg I always dra\>V court cards? 
The Knave of Hearts! 

(Whistle outS'tde of the "U..>indow.) 

Well I n"€ver 

What a coincidence' Cards ar~ queer I 
(Whistlff8 again) 

DORIS: Is that Sam? 

DUSTY: Of course it's Sam! 

DO R IS: Of course, the Knave of Hearts is Sam! 

D U STY (leaning out of the window): liello Saml 
WA UCHOPE: Hello de~r 

How many's up there? 

DUSTY: Nobody"s up here 
How many's down there? 

W A UCHOPE: Four of l..l.s here. 

Wait till I put the car round th.e comer 
We'll be right up 

D U STY: All nght, come up. 
DUS TY (to DORIS): Cards are queer. 

DO R IS: I'd hke to know about that coflln. 
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DORIS. DUSTY WAUCHOPE. HORSFALL. 

KLIPSTEIN. KRUMPACKER. 

WA UCHOPE: Hello Doris' Hello Dusty! How do you dol 

How come? how come? WIll you pernut me-

l think you gIrls both know Captain Horsfall
We want you to meet two friends of ours, 

American gentlemen here on business 

Meet Mr. Khpstem. Meet Mr. Krumpacker. 

KLIPSTEIN: How do you do 
K R U :l.1 PAC K E R : How do you do 

KLIPSTEIN: I'm very pleased to make your acquaintance 

KR U M PAC K E R: Extremely pleased to become acquainted 

KLIPSTEIN: Sam-I should say Loot Sam Wauchope 

KRUMPACKER: Of the Canadlan ExpechtlOnary Force

K LIP S TEl N: The Loot has told us a lot about you. 

KR UMPACKER: We were all m the war together 

Klip and me and the Cap and Sam. 

KLIPSTEIN: Yes we dld our bit, as you folks say. 

I'll tell the world we got the Hun on the run 

KR U M PAC K E It: What about that poker game? eh what 

Sam? 

VV'bat about that poker game in Bordeaux? 

Yes Miss Dorrance you get Sam 

To tell about that poker game in Bordeaux. 

D U STY: Do YOll know London well, Mr. Krumpaclcer? 

K LIP S T E IN: No we never been here before 

K RUM PAC K E R: We hit this town last night for the first time 

K LIP S TEl N: And I certainly hope it won't be the last time. 

DORIS: You like London, Mr Khpstein? 

x: RUM PAC K E R: Do we like London? do we like London! 

Do we like Londonll Eh what Klip? 
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KLIPSTEIN: Say, Mlss-er-uh-London's swell. 
We like London fine. 

KRUMPACKER: Perfectly slick. 
DUSTY: Why don't you come and live here then? 
KLIPSTEIN: Well, no, Miss-er-you haven't qUlte got it 

(I'm afraid I didn't qUlte catch your name-
But I'm very pleased to meet you all the same)
London's a little too gay for us 
Yes 111 say a httle too gay. 

KRUMPACKER: Yes London's a little too gay for us 
Don't think I mean anythmg coarse-
But I'm afraid we couldn't stand the pace. 
What about it Klip? 

KLIPSTEIN: You said it, Krum. 
London's a shck place, London's a swell place, 
London's a fine place to come on a VlSlt-

K RUM PAC K E R: Specially when you got a real hve Britisher 
A guy hke Sam to show you around. 
Sam of course is at home in London, 
And he's promised to show us around. 



FRAGMENT OF AN AGON 

SWEENEY. WAUCROPE. HORSFALL. KLIPSTEIN. 
KRUMPACKER. SWARTS SNOW. DORIS. DUSTY. 

SWEENEY: I'll carry you off 

To a canmbal isle. 

DORIS: You'll be the canmbal! 

SWEENEY: You'll be the miSSIOnary! 

You'll be my httle seven stone missionary I 
I'll gobble you up. I'll be the canmbal. 

DORIS: You'll carry me off? To a cannibal Isle? 

S WEE N E Y: I'll be the canmbal. 

DORIS: I'll be the IDlssionary. 

111 convert youl 

SWEENEY: I'll convert you! 
Into a stew. 

A mce little, white little, missionary stew. 

DORIS: You wouldn't eat mel 

SWEENEY: Yes I'd eat you! 
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In a nice httle, white httle, soft httle, tender little, 

Jwcy httle, right httle, IDlssionary stew. 

You see this egg 

You see this egg 

Well that's life on a crocodIle isle. 

There's no telephones 

There's no gramophones 

There's no motor cars 

No two-seaters, no six-seaters, 

No Citroen, no Rolls-Royce. 



Nothmg to eat but the fruit as it grows. 
Nothmg to see but the pa1mtrees one way 
And the sea the other way, 
Nothmg to hear but the sound of the surf. 
Nothing at all but three things 

DO R IS: \V'hat things? 
SWEENEY: Birth, and copulatlOn, and death. 

That's all, that's ail, that's all, that's all, 
BIrth, and copulatIon, and death. 

DORIS: I'd be bored. 

SWEENEY: You'd be bored. 

BIrth, and copulatIon, and death. 

DORIS: I'd be bored. 

SWEENEY. You'd be bored. 

BIrth, and copulation, and death. 

That's all the facts when you come to brass tacks: 

BIrth, and copulation, and death. 

I've been born, and once IS enough. 

You dont remember, but I remember, 

Once is enough. 

SONG BY WAUCHOPE AND HORSFALL 

SWARTS AS TAMBO. SNOW AS BONES 
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Under the bamboo 

Bamboo bamboo 

Under the bamboo tree 

Two live as one 

One live as two 

Two live as three 

Under the bam 



Under the boo 
Under the bamboo tree. 

Where the breadfruit fall 
And the penguin call 
And the sound is the sound of the sea 
Under the bam 
Under the boo 
Under the bamboo tree 

Where the Gauguin maids 
In the banyan shades 
Wear palmleaf drapery 
Under the bam 
Under the boo 
Under the bamboo tree. 

Tell me in what part of the wood 
Do you want to flirt with me? 
Under the breadfruit, banyan, palmleaf 
Or under the bamboo tree? 
Any old tree will do for me 
Any old wood is iUst as good 
Any old isle is fust my style 
Any fresh egg 
Any fresh egg 
And the sound of the coral sea. 

DO R IS: I dont like eggs; I never liked eggs; 
And I dont like lIfe on your crocodJ.le isle. 
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SONG BY XLIPSTEIN AND KRUMPACXER 

SNOW AND SWARTS AS BEFORE 

diminuendo 

My little island girl 
My Zzttle island girl 
I'm going to stay with you 
And we wont worry what to do 
We won't have to catch any trains 
And we wont go home when it rains 
We'll gather hibiscus flowers 
For it wont be minutes but hours 
For it won't be hours but years 
And the morning 
And the evening 
And noontime 
And night 
Morning 
Evening 
Noontime 
Night 

DOlUS: That's not life, that's no life 
Why 1'd just as soon be dead. 

SWEENEY: That's what Me IS. Just is 

DORIS: What is? 
What's that life is? 

SWEENEY: Life is death. 
I knew a man once did a girl in

DO R IS: Oh Mr. Sweeney, please dont talk, 
I cut the cards before you came 
And I drew the coffin 

SWARTS: You drew the coffin? 
DO R IS: 1 drew the COFFIN very last card. 

I dont care for such conversation 
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A woman runs a telnble risk. 
S NOW: Let Mr. Sweeney contmue his story. 

I assure you, Srr, we are very mterested. 
SWEENEY: I knew a man once dJd a gul m 

Any man might do a girl m 
Any man has to, needs to, wants to 
Once in a hfebme, do a grrl m. 
Well he kept her there in a "bath 
WIth a gallon of lysol m a bath 

S WAR T s: These fellows always get pinched in the end. 
S NOW: Excuse me, they dont all get pinched in the end. 

'VVhat about them bones on Epsom Heath? 
I seen that in the papers 
You seen It m the papers 
They dont all get pmched m the end. 

D 0 R IS: A woman runs a terrIble nsk. 
s NOW: Let Mr. Sweeney contmue lus story. 
<jWEENEY: This one didn't get pmched m the end 

But that's another story too. 
Trus went on for a couple of months 
Nobody came 
And nobody went 
But he took in the mIlk and he paid the rent. 

S WAR T S: What dId he do? 
All that bme, what dJd he do? 

SWEENEY: What did he do! what dId he do? 
That dont apply. 
Talk to live men about what they do. 
Re used to come and see me sometImes 
I'd give rum a drink and cheer rum up. 

DORIS: Cheer him up? 
DUSTY: Cheer him up? 
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S WEE N E Y: Well here agam that dont apply 
But I've gotta use words when I talk to you. 
But heres what I was gomg to say. 
He illdn't mow if he was alIve 

and the gIrl was dead 
He illdn't mow J.f the gIrl was alive 

and he was dead 
He illdn't mow J.f they both were alIve 

or both were dead 
If he was alIve then the muIanan wasn't 

and the rent-collector wasn't 
And if they were alIve then he was dead. 
There wasn't any joint 
There wasn't any Jomt 
For when you're alone 
When you're alone lIke he was alone 
You're eIther or neither 
I tell you agam it dont apply 
Death or life or lIfe or death 
Death IS lIfe and lIfe is death 
I gotta use words when I talk to you 
But if you understand or if you dont 
That's nothing to me and nothing to you 
We all gotta do what we gotta do 
We're gona sit here and dnnk this booze 
We're gona Sit here and have a tune 
We're gona stay and we're gona go 
And somebody's gotta pay the rent 

DORIS: I mow who 
SWEENEY: But that's nothIng to me and nothmg to you. 



FULL CHORUS WAUCHOPE, HORSFALL, 

XLIPSTEIN, KRUMPACXER 

When you're alone in the middle of the night and you 
wake in a sweat and a hell of a fnght 

When you're alone in the IIuddle of the bed and you 
wake lIke someone hIt you m the head 

You've had a cream of a nightmare dream and you've 
got the hoo-ha's commg to you. 

Hoo hoo hoo 
You dreamt you waked up at seven o'clock and It'S foggy 

and It's damp and It'S dawn and it's dark 
And you walt for a knock and the turnmg of a lock for 

you know the hangman's walting for you. 
And perhaps you're alive 
And perhaps you're dead 
Hoo ha ha 
Hoo haha 
Hoo 
Hoo 
Hoo 
KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK 

KNOCK KNOCK KNOCK 

KNOCK 

KNOCK 

KNoCK 



Coriolan 

1. TRIUMPHAL MARCH 

Stone, bronze, stone, steel, stone, oakleaves, horses' heels 
Over the paving. 
And the Hags. And the trumpets. And so many eagles. 
How many? Count them. And such a press of people. 
We hardly knew ourselves that day, or knew the CIty. 
This is the way to the temple, and we so many crowdmg the 

way. 
So many waiting. how many waiting? what ilid It matter, on 

such a day? 
Are they coming? No, not yet. You can see some eagles. 

And hear the trumpets. 
Here they come. Is he commg? 
The natural wakeful life of our Ego is a perceivmg. 
We can wait Wlth our stools and our sausages. 
What comes first? Can you see? Tell us. It is 

5,800,000 rifles and carbines, 
102.,000 machine guns, 
28,000 trench mortars, 
53,000 field and heavy guns, 

I cannot tell how many projectiles, mines and fuses, 
13,000 aeroplanes, 
2.4,000 aeroplane engines, 
50,000 ammunition waggons, 

now 55,000 army waggons, 
11,000 field kitchens, 

1,150 field bakeries. 
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'VVhat a hIDe that took. WIll It be he now? No, 

Those are the golf club Captains, these the Scouts, 
And now the societe gymnastique de POissy 

And now come the Mayor and the LIverymen. Look 
There he is now, look: 
There is no interrogatIon in his eyes 
Or m the hands, qIDet over the horse's neck, 
And the eyes watchful, waitIng, percelvmg, Indifferent. 
o bidden under the dove's WIng, hIdden in the turtle's breast, 
Under the palmtree at noon, under the runnIng water 
At the still pomt of the turning world. 0 hIdden. 

Now they go up to the temple. Then the sacrifice. 
Now come the virgins bearing urns, urns contammg 
Dust 
Dust 
Dust of dust, and now 
Stone, bronze, stone, steel, stone, oakleaves, horses' heels 
Over the paving. 

That is all we could see. But how many eagles! and how 
many trumpets! 

(And Easter Day, we didn't get to the country, 
So we took young Cyril to church. And they rang a bell 
And he said right out loud, crumpets.) 

Don't throwaway that sausage, 
It'll come in handy. He's artful. Please, WIll you 
Give us a light? 
Light 
Light 
Et les soldats faisaient la haie? ILS LA F AISAIENT. 
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II. DIFFICULTIES OF A STATESMAN 

CRY what shall I cry? 
All flesh is grass' comprehendmg 

The Compamons of the Bath, the KnIghts of the Bntish 
EmplIe, the CavalIers, 

o CavalIers! of the LegIon of Honour, 

The Order of the Black Eagle (1St and 2nd class), 
And the Order of the Rising Sun. 

Cry cry what shall I cry? 

The :first thing to do is to form the committees: 

The consultatIve counclls, the stanchng committees, select 
commlttees and sub-commIttees. 

One secretary WIll do for several committees. 
What shall I cry? 
Arthur Edward Cyril Parker is appointed telephone operator 

At a salary of one pound ten a week rismg by annual incre-

ments of five shillings 
To two pounds ten a week, with a bonus of thirty shillings 

at Christmas 

And one week's leave a year. 
A committee has been appointed to nominate a commission 

of engineers 

To conSider the Water Supply. 
A commission is appointed 
For PublIc Works, chiefly the question of rebuilding the 

fortifications. 

A commission is appomted 
To confer With a Volscian commisSIOn 

About perpetual peace: the fletchers and javelin-makers 

and smiths 
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Have appointed a joint committee to protest against the 

reduchon of orders. 
Meanwlnle the guards shake dice on the marches 

And the frogs (0 Mantuan) croak in the marshes. 

Fireflies flare agaInst the faint sheet lightmng 

What shall I cry? 
Mother mother 
Here is the row of family portraits, dmgy busts, all looking 

remarkably Roman, 
Remarkably hke each other, lit up successively by the flare 

Of a sweaty torchbearer, yawning. 

o hidden under the. . • Hidden under the. . . Where the 

dove's foot rested and locked for a moment, 

A still moment, repose of noon, set under the upper branches 

of noon's widest tree 

Under the breast feather stirred by the small wind after noon 

There the cyclamen spreads its wings, there the clemans 

droops over the lintel 
o mother (not among these busts, all correctly inscribed) 

I a tired head among these heads 

Necks strong to bear them 

Noses strong to break the wind 
Mother 

May we not be some time, almost now, together, 

If the mactahons, immolations, oblations, impetrations, 
Are now observed 

May we not be 
o hidden 

HIdden m the stillness of noon, in the silent croaking night. 

Come WIth the sweep of the little bat's wing, With the small 

flare of the firefly or lightning bug. 
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<fusing and fallmg, crowned vvith dust', the small creatures, 
The small creatures chrrp thinly through the dust, through 

the mght. 
o mother 
What shall I cry? 
We demand a committee, a representative comnuttee, a 

comnnttee of investigauon 
RESIGN RESIGN REsIGN 
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MINOR POEMS 



Eyes that last I saw in tears 

Eyes that last I saw in tears 
Through chvision 
Here in death·s dream kingdom 
The golden vision reappears 
I see the eyes but not the tears 
TIns is my afHichon 

This is my afHichon 
Eyes I shall not see again 
Eyes of decision 
Eyes I shall not see unless 
At the door of death's other kingdom 
Where, as in tlus. 
The eyes outlast a little while 
A lIttle while outlast the tears 
And hold us in derision. 
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The wind sprang up at four o'clock 

The wind sprang up at four o'clock 
The WInd sprang up and broke the bells 
SwmgIng between lIfe and death 
Here, in death's dream la.ngdom 
The wala.ng echo of confUSIng strife 
Is It a dream or something else 
When the surface of the blackened river 
Is a face that sweats WIth tears? 
I saw across the blackened river 
The camp fire shake Wlth allen spears. 
Here, across death's other rIver 

The Tartar horsemen shake thel! spears. 
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Five-finger exercises 

1. LINES TO A PERSIAN CAT 

The songsters of the arr repair 
To the green fields of Russell Square. 
Beneath the trees there is no ease 
For the dull bram, the sharp desrres 
And the qUIck eyes of Woolly Bear. 
There IS no relief but in grief. 
o when WIll the creakmg heart cease? 
When \vIll the broken chaIr gIve ease? 
Why Will the summer day delay? 
When will Time flow away? 

II. LINES TO A YORKSHIRE TERRIER 

In a brown field stood a tree 
And the tree was crookt and dry. 
In a black sky, from a green cloud 
Natural forces shriek'd aloud, 
Screamed, rattled, muttered endlessly. 
LIttle dog was safe and warm 
Under a cretonne eiderdown, 
Yet the field was cracked and brow-n 
And the tree was cramped and dry. 
Pollicle dogs and cats all must 
Jellicle cats and dogs all must 
Like undertakers, come to dust. 
Here a httle dog I pause 
Heaving up my prior paws, 
Pause, and sleep endlessly. 
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III. LINES TOA DUCK IN THE PARK 

The long hght shakes across the lake, 
The forces of the morning quake, 
The dawn is slant across the lawn, 
Here is no eft or mortal snake 
But only sluggIsh duck and drake. 
r have seen the mOrnIng shine, 
r have had the Bread and Wme, 
Let the feathered mortals take 
That whICh is their mortal due, 
Pmchmg bread and finger too, 
Easier had than squirming worm; 
For r know, and so should you 
That soon the enquinng worm shall try 
Our well-preserved complacency. 

IV. LINES TO 

RALPH HODGSON ESQRE. 

How delightful to meet Mr. Hodgsonl 
(Everyone wants to lmow him)

With his musical sound 
And lus Baskerville Hound 
WhIch, just at a word from his master 
Will follow you faster and faster 
And tear you limb from lunb. 
How delightful to meet Mr. Hodgson! 
Who is worshipped by all waitresses 
(They regard him as something apart) 
While on his palate fine he presses 
The juice of the gooseberry tart. 



How delightful to meet Mr. Hodgson! 
(Everyone wants to know him). 

He has 999 canaries 
And round Ius head finches and fairies 
In JUbIlant rapture slom. 
How dehghtful to meet Mr. Hodgson! 

(Everyone wants to meet him). 

V. LINES FOR CUSCUSCARAWAY 

AND MIRZA MURAD ALI BEG 

How unpleasant to meet Mr. Ehot! 
WIth Ius features of clerical cut, 
And Ius brow so grim. 
And hIS mouth so prim 
And his conversatIon, so nicely 
RestrIcted to What PrecIsely 
And If and Perhaps and But. 
How unpleasant to meet Mr. Ehot! 
Wlth a bobtaIl cur 
In a coat of fur 
And a porpentine cat 
And a wopsical hat: 
How unpleasant to meet Mr. Ehot! 

(Whether Ius mouth be open or shut). 
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Landscapes 

1. NEW HAMPSHIRE 

Cluldren's voices m the orchard 
Between the blossom- and the fruit-time: 
Golden head, cnmson head, 
Between the green tIp and the root. 
Black wmg, brown wmg, hover over; 
Twenty years and the spnng is over; 
To-day gneves, to-morrow gneves, 
Cover me over, lIght-m-leaves; 
Golden head, black wmg, 
Cling, swmg, 
Spring, sing, 
Swing up into the apple-tree. 



II. VIRGINIA 

Red river, red river, 
Slow flow heat IS suence 
No Wlll is still as a nver 
Still Will heat move 
Only through the mocking-bird 
Heard once? Shlll:ulls 
Wait. Gates wart. Purple trees, 
,\Vlnte trees, walt, wait, 
Delay, decay. Living, hvrng, 
Never movmg. Ever movrng 
Iron thoughts came with me 
And go Wlth me: 
Red river, rIver, river. 
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III. USK 

Do not suddenly break the branch, or 
Hope to find 
The white hart behind the white well. 
Glance aSIde, not for lance, do not spell 
Old enchantments. Let them sleep. 
'Gently dip, but not too deep', 
LUt your eyes 
Where the roads dip and where the roads rise 
Seek only there 
Where the grey light meets the green air 

The henmt's chape~ the pilgrim's prayer. 



IV. RANNOCH, BY GLENCOE 

Here the crow starves, here the patient stag 
Breeds for the rifle. Between the soft moor 
_..\nd the soft sky, scarcely room 
To leap or soar. Substance crumbles, in the thin air 

Moon cold or moon hot. The road winds in 

LIstlessness of anCIent war, 
Langour of broken steel, 
Clamour of confused wrong, apt 
In silence. Memory is strong 
Beyond the bone. Pride snapped, 
Shadow of pnde is long, in the long pass 
No concurrence of bone. 



V. CAPE ANN 

o quick quick quick, quick hear the song-sparrow, 
Swamp-sparrow, fox-sparrow, vesper-sparrow 
At dawn and dusk. Follow the dance 
Of the goldfinch at noon. Leave to chance 
The Blackburruan warbler, the shy one. Hall 
WIth shrill whIstle the note of the quad, the bob-white 
Dodgmg by bay-bush. Follow the feet 
Of the walker, the water-thrush. Follow the flIght 
Of the dancmg arrow, the purple martm. Greet 
In sIlence the bullbat. All are delectable. Sweet sweet sweet 
But resIgn this land at the end, resIgn It 
To Its true owner, the tough one, the sea-gull. 
The palaver IS finished. 



Lines for an Old Man 

The tiger in the tiger-pIt 
Is not more irrItable than I. 
The whipping tail is not more still 
Than when I smell the enemy 
Writhing in the essential blood 
Or danglmg from the friendly tree. 
When I lay bare the tooth of wit 
The hissing over the arched tongue 
Is more affectIOnate than hate, 
More bitter than the love of youth, 
And inaccessible by the young. 
Reflected from my golden eye 
The dullard hows that he is mad. 
Tell me if I am not glad! 



CHORUSES FROM 
'T HERO CK' 

193 4 



I 

The Eagle soars In the summit of Heaven, 
The Hunter with rus dogs pursues rus CIrcuit. 
o perpetual revolutlOn of configured stars, 
o perpetual recurrence of detennmed seasons, 
o world of spnng and autumn, blIth and dying! 
The endless cycle of Idea and actIOn, 
Endless mventIOn, endless expellment, 
Bnngs knowledge of motion, but not of shllness; 
Knowledge of speech, but not of suence, 
Knowledge of words, and Ignorance of the Word. 
All our knowledge brings us nearer to our ignorance, 
All our Ignorance bnngs us nearer to death, 
But nearness to death no nearer to GOD. 

Where IS the Life we have lost in hvmg'? 
WheIe is the WIsdom we have lost in knowledge? 
Where IS the knowledge we have lost lU informahon? 
The cycles of Heaven III twenty centuries 
Bnng us fat ther from GOD and nearer to the Dust. 

I JOUlneyed to London, to the tlmekept City, 
Where the River flows, WIth foreign flotatIOns. 
There I was told. we have too many churches, 
And too few chop-houses. There I was told. 
Let the VIcars retIre. Men do not need the Church 
In the place where they work, but where they spend theIr 

Sundays. 
In the City, we need no bells: 
Let them waken the suburbs. 
I journeyed to the suburbs, and there I was told: 
We tOll for SlX days, on the seventh we must motor 
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To Hmdhead, or :Mmdenhead 
If the weather is foul we stay at home and read the papers. 
In mdustnal dIstricts, there I was told 
Of economic laws. 
In the pleasant countryside, there It seemed 
That the country now IS only fit for pICnICS 
And the Church does not seem to be wanted 
In country or III suburb, and in the town 
Only fOl lmportant \veddmgs. 

CHORUS LEADER. 

SIlence! and preserve respectful dIstance. 

For I pelCelVe approachmg 
The Rock. Who wIll perhaps answer our doubtmgs. 
The Rock. The Watcher. The Stlangel. 
He who has seen what has happened 
And who sees what IS to happen 
The WItness. The Cntlc The Stranger 
The God-shaken, m whom IS the truth mborn. 

Enter the ROCK, led by a BOY. 

THE ROCK' 

The lot of man IS ceaseless labour, 
Or ceaseless idleness, wmch is sull harder, 
Or il!egular labour, whIch is not pleasant. 
I have tlodden the winepress alone, and I know 
That it IS hard to be really useful, leslgmng 
The thmgs that men count for happmess, seekmg 
The good deeds that lead to obscurity, acceptmg 
Wlth equal face those that bnng Ignommy, 
The applause of all or the love of none. 



All men are ready to invest therr money 
But most expect dIVIdends. 
I say to you: Make perfect your will. 
I say. take no thought of the harvest, 
But only of proper sowing. 

The world turns and the world changes, 
But one tlung does not change. 
In all of my years, one thing does not change. 
However you dIsguise It, thIS thIng does not change: 
The perpetual struggle of Good and EvIl 
Forgetful, you neglect your shrines and churches; 
The men you are in these tImes deride 
'What has been done of good, you find explanations 
To satIsfy the ratIonal and enhghtened mmd. 
Second, you neglect and behttle the desert. 
The desert IS not remote III southern tropics, 
The desert IS not only around the comer, 
The desert is squeezed in the tube-train next to you, 
The desert is III the heart of your brother. 
The good man is the buIlder, if he build what is good. 
I will show you the things that are now being done, 
And some of the things that were long ago done, 
That you may take heart. Make perfect your WlIl. 
Let me show you the work of the humble. Listen. 

The lights fade, in the semi-darkness the 'Voices of 
WORKMEN are heard chanting. 

In the vacant places 
We will build with new bricks 

There are hands and machines 
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And clay for new brick 
And lime for new moriar 
Where the bricks are fallen 
We wzll build with new stone 
Where the beams are rotten 
We will bu~ld with new timbers 
Where the word is unspoken 
We wzll build with new speech 
There is work together 
A Church for all 
And a job for each 
Every man to his work. 

Now a group of W 0 R K MEN is silhouetted against the 
dim sky. From farther away, they are answered by voices 
of the UNEMPLOYED. 

No man has hired us 
With pocketed hands 
And lowered faces 
We stand about in open places 
And shiver in unlit rooms. 
Only the wind moves 
Over empty fields, untilled 
Where the plough rests, at an angle 
To the furrow. In this land 
There shall be one Cigarette to two men, 
To two women one halt pint of bitter 
Ale. In this land 
No man has hired us. 
Our life is unwelcome, our death 
Unmentioned in 'The Times', 



Chant of WORKMEN again. 
The river flows, the seasons tum 
The sparrow and starling have no time to waste. 
If men do not build 
How shall they liveP 

When the field is tilled 
And the wheat is bread 
They shall not die in a shortened bed 
And a narrow sheet. In this street 
There is no beginning, no movement, no peace and no end 
But noise without speech, food without taste. 
Without delay, without haste 
We would build the beginmng and the end of thw street. 
We build the meaning: 
A Church for all 
And a job for each 
Each man to his work. 



II 

Thus your fathers wele made 
Fellow cIbzens of the samts, of the household of GOD, bemg 

bw.1t upon the foundabon 
Of apostles and prophets, Chnst Jesus Hlmself the cmef COlller

stone. 
But you, have you built well, that you now Sit helpless in a 

rumed house? 
Where many are born to idleness, to flittered hves and squalid 

deaths, embIttered scorn In honeyless hlves, 
And those who would bmld and restore tum out the palms of 

theIr hands, or look In vam towards fOlelgn lands for alms 
to be more or the urn to be filled 

Your bwlding not fitly framed together, you sit ashamed and 
wonder whether and how you may be bUllded together for 
a habltauon of GOD in the Spint, the Spmt wmch moved 
on the face of the waters hke a lantern set on the back of a 
tortoise. 

And some say: 'How can we love our neighbour? For love must 
be made real in act, as desire ullites with deSIred, we have 
only our labour to gIve and our labour is not reqmred 

We walt on comers, with nothmg to bnng but the songs we can 
smg which nobody wants to hear sung; 

Waiting to be flung In the end, on a heap less useful than dung'. 

You, have you buut well, have you forgotten the cornerstone? 
Talkmg of nght relauons of men, but not of relations of men 

to GOD. 

'Our citlzenship is in Heaven'; yes, but that is the model and 
type for your cibzensmp upon earth. 



When your fathers fixed the place of GOD, 

And settled all the mconveruent samts, 
Apostles, martyrs, in a kmd of Wlllpsnade, 
Then they could set about Hupenal ex-panslOn 
Accompamed by mdustrial development. 
Exportmg Iron, coal and cotton goods 
And mtellectual enlIghtenment 
And everythmg, includmg capItal 
And several verSIOns of the vVord of GOD: 

The Bnhsh race assured of a illlSSlOn 
Performed It, but left much at home unsure 

Of all that was done m the past, you eat the fruIt, eIther rotten 
ornpe. 

And the Church must be forever bUlldmg, and ah';ays decaying, 
and always bemg restored. 

For every III deed m the past ,ve suffer the consequence: 
For sloth, for avance, gluttony, neglect of the 'Nord of GOD, 

For pnde, for lechery, treachery, for every act of sin. 
And of all that was done that was good, you have the inheritance. 
For good and ill deeds belong to a man alone, when he stands 

alone on the other side of death, 
But here upon earth you have the reward of the good and ill 

that was done by those who have gone before you. 
And all that IS III you may repair If you walk together in humble 

repentance, expiahng the sins of your fathers; 
And all that was good you must fight to keep WIth hearts as 

devoted as those of your fathers who fought to gain it. 
The Church must be forever bUlldmg, for it IS forever decaying 

withm and attacked from WIthout; 
For thIs is the law of Me; and you must remember that while 

there is time of prosperity 
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The people WIll neglect the Temple, and III bme of adversIty 
they WIll decry it. 

What Me have you If you have not hfe together? 
There IS no life that is not III commumty, 
And no communIty not lIved III praIse of GOD. 

Even the anchorIte who medItates alone, 
For whom the days and mghts repeat the praise of GOD, 

Prays for the Church, the Body of ChrISt incarnate. 
And now you lIve dispersed on nbbon roads, 
And no man knows or cares who IS hIS neIghbour 
Unless IDS neIghbour makes too much dIsturbance, 
But all dash to and fro III motor cars, 
FamIlIar WIth the roads and settled nowhere. 
Nor does the famIly even move about together, 
But every son would have his motor cycle, 
And daughters nde away on casual pillions. 

Much to cast down, much to build, much to restore; 
Let the work not delay, hme and the arm not waste; 
Let the clay be dug from the PIt, let the saw cut the stone, 
Let the fire not be quenched in the forge. 
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III 

The "Word of the LORD came unto me, saYIng: 
o Illiserable Clues of deslgmng men, 
o wretched generauon of enhghtened men, 
Betrayed ill the mazes of your mgenUlues, 
Sold by the proceeds of your proper mventions: 
I have given you hands which you turn from worship, 
I have gIven you speech, for endless palaver, 
I have gIVen you my Law, and you set up commissions, 
I have gIVen you lIps, to express fnendly sentiments, 
I have gIven you hearts, for reCIprocal dlSU'Ust 
I have gIVen you power of chOlce, and you only alternate 
Between futrle speculauon and unconsIdered achon. 
Many are engaged In wriung books and printing them, 
Many deSIre to see their names m pnnt, 
Many read nothing but the race reports. 
Much IS your readmg, but not the Word of GOD, 

Much IS your bUlldmg, but not the House of GOD. 

WIll you bUlld me a house of plaster, WIth corrugated roofing,. 
To be filled Wlth a litter of Sunday newspapers? 

1ST MALE VOICE: 

A Cry from the East: 
What shall be done to the shore of smoky ships? 
WIll you leave my people forgetful and forgotten 
To idleness, labour, and delinous stupor? 
There shall be left the broken chimney, 
The peeled hull, a pile of rusty Iron, 
In a street of scattered brick where the goat climbs, 
Where My Word is unspoken. 
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The people \\,111 neglect the Temple, and in hme of adversIty 
they wIll decry It. 

"What lIfe have you J1 you have not Me together? 
There is no hfe that is not III commumty, 
And no commumty not hved III praIse of GOD 

Even the anchonte who medItates alone, 
For whom the days and mghts repeat the praise of GOD, 

Prays for the Church, the Body of Christ Illcamate 
And now you lIve dIspersed on nbbon roads, 
And no man knows or cares who IS hIS neIghbour 
Unless his neIghbour makes too much dIsturbance, 
But all dash to and fro III motor cars, 
FamIliar With the roads and settled nowhere. 
Nor does the famIly even move about together, 
But every son would have his motor cycle, 
And daughters ride away on casual pIllions. 

Much to cast down, much to bUlld, much to restore; 
Let the work not delay, nme and the arm not waste; 
Let the clay be dug from the PIt, let the saw cut the stone, 
Let the fire not be quenched III the forge. 
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III 

The 'Vord of the LORD came unto me, saymg: 
o mIserable clbes of desIgmng men, 
o wretched generabon of enlIghtened men, 
Betrayed m the mazes of your mgenmbes, 
Sold by the proceeds of your proper mvenbons: 
I have gIven you hands which you turn from worship, 
I have gIVen you speech, for endless palaver, 
I have gIven you my Law, and you set up commissions, 
I have gIven you lIps, to express fnendly sentiments, 
I have gIven you hearts, for recIprocal distrust. 
I have gIven you power of chOIce, and you only alternate 
Between fUhle speculatlOn and unconsIdered acbon. 
Many are engaged m wntmg books and prmhng them, 
Many deSIre to see theIr names m pnnt, 
Many read nothmg but the race reports. 
Much IS your readmg, but not the Word of GOD, 

Much IS your buIldmg, but not the House of GOD. 

WIll you bmld me a house of plaster, wIth corrugated roofing, 
To be filled wIth a lItter of Sunday newspapers? 

1 ST MALE VOICE: 

A Cry from the East. 
What shall be done to the shore of smoky shIps? 
WIll you leave my people forgetful and forgotten 
To idleness, labour, and delInous stupor? 
There shall be left the broken chimney, 
The peeled hull, a pIle of rusty Iron, 
In a street of scattered bnck where the goat climbs, 
Where My Word is unspoken. 
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2ND MALE VOICE. 
A ClY from the North, from the West and from the South 
Whence thousands travel daIly to the tImekept CIty, 
Where M y Word IS unspoken, 
In the land of lobehas and tenms flannels 
The rabbIt shall burrow and the thorn reVIsIt, 
The nettle shall floul'lsh on the glavel court, 
And the wmd shall say' 'Here were decent godless people: 
Their only monument the asphalt road 
And a thousand lost golf balls'. 

CHORUS: 
We bUIld m vam unless the LOR D build with us. 
Can you keep the CIty that the LOR D keeps not wIth you? 
A thousand polIcemen dlrectmg the haffic 
Cannot tell you why you come 01' whele you go 
A colony of caVIes or a horde of achve marmots 
BUIld better than they that build WIthout the LOR D • 

Shall we lift up our feet among perpetual rums? 
I have loved the beauty of Thy House, the peace of Thy sanctuary, 
I have swept the floors and garmshed the altars 
Where there IS no temple there shall be no homes, 
Though you have shelters and mstitutlOns, 
Precarious lodgmgs whIle the rent is pard, 
Subsidmg basements where the lat breeds 
Or samtary dwelhngs WIth numbered doors 
Or a house a lIttle better than your neIghbour's, 
When the Stranger says: 'What IS the meanmg of thIS city? 
Do you huddle close together because you love each other?' 
What wIll you answer? 'We all dwell together 
To make money from each other'? or 'This is a community'? 



And the Stranger \\'111 depart and return to the desert. 
o my soul, be prepared for the commg of the Stranger, 
Be prepared for lum who knows how to ask queshons. 

o weanness of men who turn from GOD 

To the grandeur of your mmd and the glory of your achon, 
To arts and mvenhons and danng enterpnses, 
To schemes of human greatness thoroughly iliscredited, 
Biniling the earth and the water to your servIce, 
Exploitmg the seas and developmg the mountams, 
Dlviding the stars into common and preferred, 
Engaged m deVlsing the perfect refngerator, 
Engaged m workIng out a rahonal morahty, 
Engaged in pnntmg as many books as posslble, 
Plottmg of happiness and flmging empty bottles, 
Turning from your vacancy to fevered enthusIasm 
For nanon or race or what you call humanity; 
Though you forget the way to the Temple, 
There IS one who remembers the way to your door: 
Lile you may evade, but Death you shall not. 
You shall not deny the Stranger. 
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IV 

There are those who would build the Temple, 
And those who prefer that the Temple should not be built. 
In the days of Nehemiah the Prophet 
There was no exception to the general rule. 
In Shushan the palace, in the month NIsan, 
He served the WIDe to the long Artaxerxes, 
And he gneved for the broken CIty, Jerusalem; 
And the King gave mm leave to depart 
That he might rebmld the city. 
So he went, with a few, to Jerusalem, 
And there, by the dragons well, by the dung gate, 
By the fountain gate, by the lang's pool, 
Jerusalem lay waste, consumed WIth me; 
No place for a beast to pass. 
There were enemIes WIthout to destroy him, 
And spies and self-seekers WIthin, 
When he and his men laid theIr hands to rebuildmg the wall 
So they built as men must build 
Wlth the sword in one hand and the trowel in the other. 



v 
o Lord, deliver me from the man of excellent intention and 

impure heart: for the heart is deceitful above all thmgs, 
and desperately WIcked. 

Sanballat the Horomte and Tobiah the Ammonite and Geshem 
the Arabian: were doubtless men of public spirit and 
zeal. 

Preserve me from the enemy who has something to gain: and 
from the friend who has somethmg to lose. 

Remembering the words of Nehemiah the Prophet: 'The trowel 
in hand, and the gun rather loose in the holster: 

Those who SIt ill a house of which the use is forgotten: are like 
snakes that lie on mouldenng stairs, content in the sun
light. 

And the others run about like dogs, full of enterprise, sniffing 
and barkmg· they say, 'This house is a nest of serpents, 
let us destroy it, 

And have done WIth these abominations, the turpitudes of the 
Christians: And these are not justIfied, nor the others. 

And they write innumerable books; being too vam and dis
tracted for silence: seeking every one after his own eleva
tion, and dodgmg lus emptiness. 

If humility and purity be not in the heart, they are not in 

the home: and if they are not in the home, they are not 
in the CIty. 

The man who has builded during the day would return to his 
hearth at nightfall: to be blessed with the gift of silence, 
and doze before he sleeps. 

But we are encompassed with snakes and dogs: therefore some 
must labour, and others must hold the spears. 
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VI 

It IS hard for those who have never known persecution, 
And who have never known a ChnstIan, 
To beheve these tales of Christian persecution. 
It IS hard for those who hve near a Bank 
To doubt the secunty of therr money. 
It is hard for those who live near a Pohce Station 
To beheve m the triumph of vlOlence. 
Do you think that the FaIth has conquered the World 
And that lions no longer need keepers? 
Do you need to be told that whatever has been, can still be? 
Do you need to be told that even such modest attain-

ments 
As you can boast m the way of pohte society 
WIll hardly SUrvIve the FaIth to which they owe therr sIgnmcance? 
Men' polish your teeth on llSing and rehrmg; 
Women! polish your fingernails: 
You pohsh the tooth of the dog and the talon of the cat. 
Why should men love the Church? Why should they love 

her laws? 
She tells them of Life and Death, and of all that they would forget. 
She is tender where they would be hard, and hard where 

they hke to be soft. 
She tells them of EVIl and Sm, and other unpleasant facts. 
They constantly try to escape 
From the darkness outslde and Within 
By dreammg of systems so perfect that no one will need to be 

good. 
But the man that is will shadow 
The man that pretends to be. 
And the Son of Man was not crucified once for all, 
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The blood of the martyrs not shed once for all, 
The lIves of the Samts not glven once for all: 
But the Son of Man IS crucUled always 
And there shall be Martyrs and Samts 
And If blood of Martyrs IS to How on the steps 
We must first bwld the steps, 
And If the Temple IS to be cast down 
We must first bwld the Temple. 



VII 

In the begmnIng GOD Cleated the world. Waste and vOId. 
Waste and void. And darkness was upon the face of 
the deep. 

And when there were men, in their various ways, they struggled 
m torment towards GOD 

:Blmdly and vamly, for man is a vain thing, and man with
out GOD IS a seed upon the wind dnven this way 
and that, and findmg no place of lodgement and ger
mination. 

They followed the light and the shadow, and the light led 
them forward to light and the shadow led them to 
darkness, 

WorshIpping snakes or trees, worshIpping devils rather than 
nothmg: crymg for lIfe beyond lIfe, for ecstasy not of the 
flesh. 

Waste and void. Waste and void. And darkness on the face 
of the deep. 

And the Spirit moved upon the face of the water. 
And men who turned towards the light and were known of 

the lIght 
Invented the Higher Religions; and the Higher RelIgions were 

good 
And led men from hght to light, to knowledge of Good and 

EVIl. 
But thel! light was ever surrounded and shot with darkness 
As the air of temperate seas lS plerced by the still dead breath 

of the Arctlc Current; 
And they came to an end, a dead end strrred with a flicker 

of life. 



And they came to the mthered anCIent look of a child that 
has dIed of starvatIOn. 

Prayer wheels, worshIp of the dead, demal of this world, 
affirmatIOn of ntes mth forgotten meanmgs 

In the restless WInd-whIpped sand, or the hIlls where the wind 
mil not let the snow rest. 

Waste and void. Waste and vOId. And darkness on the face 
of the deep. 

Then came, at a predetermined moment, a moment m time 
and of tIme, 

A moment not out of time, but in tIme, 10 what we call history' 
transectIng, bIsecting the world of tIme, a moment in tIme 
but not hke a moment of tIme, 

A moment m tIme but tIme was made through that moment: 
for wIthout the meaning there IS no tIme, and that moment 
of tIme gave the meanmg. 

Then it seemed as if men must proceed from light to light, 
in the lIght of the Word, 

Through the Passion and Sacrifice saved 10 spIte of their 
negative being, 

Bestial as always before, carnal, self-seeking as always before, 
selfish and purbhnd as ever before, 

Yet always struggling, always reaffirmmg, always resummg their 
march on the way that was ht by the light; 

Often halting, 100tering, straYIng, delaying, returning, yet fol
lOWIng no other way. 

But it seems that something has happened that has never 
happened before: though we know not just when, or why, 
or how, or where~ 



Men have left GOD not fO! other gods, they say, but for no god; 
and this has never happened before 

That men both deny gods and worship gods, professmg first 
Reason, 

And then Money, and Power, and what they call Life, or Race, 
or DIalectic. 

The Church rusowned, the tower overthrown, the bells upturned, 
what have we to do 

But stand wlth empty hands and palms turned upwards 
In an age which advances progressIvely backwards? 

VOICE OF THE UNEMPLOYED (afar off): 

In this land 

There shall be one cigarette to two men, 

To two women one half pmt of bitter 

Ale 

CHORUS: 

What does the world say, does the whole world stray in 

high-powered cars on a by-pass way? 

VOICE OF THE UNEMPLOYED (more faintly): 

In this land 
No man has hired us. 

CHORUS: 

Waste and void. Waste and void. And darkness on the face 
of the deep. 

Has the Church failed mankind, or has mankind fruled the 
Church? 

When the Church is no longer regarded, not even opposed, and 
men have forgotten 

All gods except Usury, Lust and Power. 



VIII 

o Father we welcome your words, 
And we wIll take heart for the future, 
Remembering the past. 

The heathen are come mto thIne inhentance, 
And thy temple have they defiled. 

Who IS tlus that cometh from Edom? 

He has trodden the wme-press alone. 

There came one who spoke of the shame of Jerusalem 
And the holy places defiled, 
Peter the HermIt, scourgmg \V~th words. 
And among rus hearers were a few good men, 
Many who were evIl, 
.And most who were neIther. 
LIke all men III all places, 

Some went from love of glory, 
Some went who were restless and cunous, 
Some were rapacIOus and lustful. 
Many left theIr bodies to the kites of Syria 
Or sea-strewn along the routes, 
1fany left their souls in Syria, 
Llvmg on, sunken in moral corruption; 
Many came back well broken, 
DIseased and beggared, findmg 
A stranger at the door in possession: 
Came home cracked by the sun of the East 



And the seven deadly sins in Syria. 
But our King chd well at Acre. 
And m spite of all the chshonour, 
The broken standards, the broken lives, 
The broken fruth in one place or another, 
There was somethmg left that was more than the tales 
Of old men on wmter evenings. 
Only the faith could have done what was good of it; 
Whole fmth of a few, 
Part faIth of many. 
Not avance, lechery, treachery, 
Envy, sloth, gluttony, jealousy, pride: 
It was not these that made the Crusades, 
But these that unmade them. 

Remember the faith that took men from home 
At the call of a wandermg preacher. 
Our age IS an age of moderate virtue 
And of moderate vice 
When men will not lay down the Cross 
Because they will never assume it. 
Yet nothmg IS impossIble, nothing, 
To men of faIth and convictIon. 
Let us therefore make perfect our will. 
o GOD, help us. 
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IX 

Son of Man, behold with thine eyes, and hear with thine 
ears 

And set thine heart upon all that I show thee. 
Who is this that has said: the House of GOD is a House of 

Sorrow; 
We must walk in black and go sadly, WIth longdrawn faces, 
We must go between empty walls, quavering lowly, whispering 

faintly, 
Among a few fuckering scattered lights? 
They would put upon GOD their own sorrow, the gnef they 

should feel 
For their sins and faults as they go about their daily occa

sions. 
Yet they walk in the street proudnecked, hke thoroughbreds 

ready for races, 
Adorning themselves, and busy in the market, the forum, 
And all other secular meetings. 
Thmking good of themselves, ready for any festiVIty, 
Doing themselves very well. 
Let us mourn in a private chamber, learning the way of 

penitence, 
And then let us learn the joyful communion of saints. 

The soul of Man must quicken to creation. 
Out of the formless stone, when the artist united himself with 

stone, 
Spring always new forms of life, from the soul of man that is 

joined to the soul of stone; 
Out of the meaningless practical shapes of all that is living 

or lifeless 
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JOined with the arhst's eye, new hfe, new form, new col
our. 

Out of the sea of sound the hfe of muslC, 
Out of the slimy mud of words, out of the sleet and hali of 

verbal unpreclSlons, 
Apprmamate thoughts and feehngs, words that have taken 

the place of thoughts and feelmgs, 
There spring the perfect order of speech, and the beauty 

of mcantahon 

LORD, shall we not brmg these gIftS to Your service? 
Shall we not brmg to Your serVlCe all our powers 
For life, for dIgmty, grace and order, 
And intellectual pleasures of the senses? 
The LOR D who created must WIsh us to create 
And employ our creatlOn again in Hls service 
Which IS already His servIce in creating. 
For Man is joined SpirIt and body, 
And therefore must serve as SpIrit and body. 
Visible and mVlsible, two worlds meet m Man; 
VlSlble and inviSIble must meet m His Temple; 
You must not deny the body. 

Now you shall see the Temple completed: 
Mter much strivmg, after many obstacles; 
For the work of creation IS never Without travail; 
The formed stone, the Vlsible crucrlix, 
The dressed altar, the lifting light, 

LIght 

Light 

The visible reminder of Invisible Light. 
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x 
You have seen the house bUllt, you have seen It adorned 
By one who came ill the mght, It IS now dechcated to GOD. 

It IS now a vISIble church, one more hght set on a hill 
In a world confused and dark and dIsturbed by portents of 

fear. 

And what shall \ve say of the future? Is one church all we 
can bmld') 

Or shall the VIsIble Church go on to conquer the World') 

The great snake hes ever half awake, at the bottom of the 
pIt of the world, curled 

In folds of rumself untIl he awakens in hunger and monng 
his head to nght and to left prepares for rus hour to 
devour. 

But the Mystery of Imqmty is a pIt too deep for mOltal eyes 
to plumb Come 

Ye out from among those who pnze the serpent's golden 
eyes, 

The worshippers, self-glVen sacrifice of the snake. Take 
Your way and be ye separate. 
Be not too cunous of Good and Evil, 
Seek not to count the future waves of TIme; 
But be ye satrsfied that you have light 
Enough to take your step and find your foothold. 

o LIght InvisIble, we praise Thee! 
Too bnght for mortal vision. 
o Greater LIght, we praIse Thee for the less; 
The eastern light our spires touch at morning, 
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The lIght that slants upon our western doors at evenmg, 
The tWIlIght over stagnant pools at batfhght, 
Moon lIght and star lIght, owl and moth lIght, 
Glow-worm glowlIght on a grassblade. 
o Light InvlSlble, we worshIp Theel 

We thank Thee for the hghts that we have bndled, 
The lIght of altar and of sanctuary, 
Small hghts of those who merutate at midnight 
And hghts rurected through the coloured panes of win-

dows 
And hght reflected from the pohshed stone, 
The glIded carven wood, the coloured fresco. 
Our gaze is submanne, our eyes look upward 
And see the hght that fractures through unqmet water. 
We see the light but see not whence It comes. 
o Light InvlSlble, we glOrIfy Thee! 

In our rhythm of earthly hfe we tire of hght. We are glad 
when the day ends, when the play ends, and ecstasy is 
too much pain. 

We are chIldren qUickly tired children who are up in the mght 
and fall asleep as the rocket IS fired, and the day IS long 
for work or play 

We tIre of distraction or concentrabon, we sleep and are glad 
to sleep, 

Controlled by the rhythm of blood and the day and the night 
and the seasons. 

And we must extingUish the candle, put out the hght and 
relight it; 

Forever must quench, forever relight the flame. 
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Therefore we thank Thee for our httle light, that IS dappled 
wIth shadow. 

We thank Thee who hast moved us to billldmg, to findmg, 
to fOrmIng at the ends of our fingers and beams of our 
eyes. 

And when we have billlt an altar to the InviSIble LIght, we 
may set thereon the lIttle hghts for which our bodily VISIOn 
IS made. 

And we thank Thee that darkness remmds us of hght. 
o LIght InVIsible, we gIVe Thee thanks for Thy great glory! 
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FOUR QUARTETS 
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Dlels: Dte Fragmente der Vorsokratzker (Berakleltos) 

I 

Time present and time past 
Are both perhaps present in time future, 
And rune future contamed m time past. 
If all bme is eternally present 
All time IS unredeemable. 
What might have been IS an abstraction 
Remaining a perpetual possIbility 
Only in a world of speculation. 
What might have been and what has been 
Point to one end, which is always present. 
Footfalls echo in the memory 
Down the passage which we did not take 
Towards the door we never opened 
Into the rose-garden. My words echo 
Thus, in your mind. 

But to what purpose 
Disturbing the dust on a bowl of rose-leaves 
I do not know. 

Other echoes 
Inhabit the garden. Shall we follow? 
Quick, said the bird, find them, find them, 
Round the corner. Through the mst gate, 
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Into our first world, shall we follow 
The decephon of the thrush? Into our first world. 

There they were, digmfled, mvislble, 
Moving without pressure, over the dead leaves, 

In the autumn heat, through the vIbrant air, 

And the bird called, m response to 
The unheard mUSIC hidden m the shrubbery, 
And the unseen eyebeam crossed, for the roses 

Had the look of Howers that are looked at 
There they were as our guests, accepted and accepting. 
So we moved, and they, m a formal pattern, 

Along the empty alley, mto the box clIde, 
To look down mto the dramed pool. 
Dry the pool, dry concrete, brown edged, 
And the pool was filled WIth water out of sunlight, 

And the lotos rose, qUletly, quietly, 
The surface ghttered out of heart of lIght, 
And they werE" bemnd us, reflected in the pool. 
Then a eloud passed, and the pool was empty. 
Go, said the bird, for the leaves were full of chlldren, 
HIdden eXCItedly, contaming laughter. 
Go, go, go, said the bird: human land 
Cannot bear very much reality. 
Time past and time future 

What might have been and what has been 
Pomt to one end, wmch IS always present. 

II 

Garlic and sapphires in the mud 
Clot the bedded axle-tree. 



The tnlling wrre m the blood 
Smgs below mveterate scars 
Appeasmg long forgotten wars. 
The dance along the aJ. tery 
The crrculahon of the lymph 
Are figured m the drIft of stars 
Ascend to summer m the tree 
We move above the movmg tree 
In hght upon the figured leaf 
And hear upon the sodden floor 
Below, the boarhound and the boar 
Pursue therr pattem as before 
But reconcIled among the stars. 

At the still pomt of the turmng wOlld NeIther flesh nor 
fleshless, 

Nelther from nor towards, at the shU pomt, there the dance 
is, 

But neIther arrest nor movement And do not call It fhuty, 
Where past and future are gathered. NeIther movement from 

nor towards, 
Neither ascent nor decline. Except for the pomt, the shU 

pomt, 
Thele would be no dance, and there IS only the dance 
I can only say, there we have been: but I cannot say where. 
And I cannot say, how long, for that IS to place it in tlille. 

The inner freedom from the practical desire, 
The release from achon and suffering, release from the 

mner 
And the outer compulslOn, yet surrounded 
By a grace of sense, a white hght shU and moving, 
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Erhebung without motion, concentratIOn 
'Vlthout ehmmatlOn, both a new world 
And the old made exphclt, understood 
In the completIon of Its pamal ecstasy, 

The resolutIOn of Its parhal horror. 
Yet the enchamment of past and future 
\Voven In the weakness of the changmg body, 
Protects mankind from heaven and damnatIOn 
WhIch flesh cannot endure. 

TIme past and tIme future 
Allow but a lIttle conSCIOusness. 
To be conscIOUS IS not to be in trrne 
But only m tIme can the moment m the rose-garden, 
The moment m the arbour where the ram beat, 
The moment In the draughty church at smokefull 
Be remembeled, mvolved "lIth past and future. 
Only through time time is conquered. 

III 

Here IS a place of disaffectIon 
Time before and tIme after 

In a dim hght: neIther dayhght 
Investmg form With lUCId stlllness 
Turning shadow mto transient beauty 
With slow rotation suggesting permanence 
Nor darkness to punfy the soul 
Emptymg the sensual With depnvation 
Cleansmg affection from the temporal. 
Neither plemtude nor vacancy. Only a flicker 
Over the shained tIme-ridden faces 
Distracted from distractIon by dish'action 



FIlled wIth fancIes and empty of meaning 
TumId apathy WIth no concentratIOn 
Men and blts of paper, whITled by the cold wmd 
That blows before and after bme, 
Wmd m and out of unwholesome lungs 
TIme before and hme after. 
Eructabon of unhealthy souls 
Into the faded air, the torpid 
Dnven on the ,vmd that sweeps the gloomy hIlls of London, 
Hampstead and Clerkenwell, Campden and Putney, 
Highgate, Pnmrose and Ludgate. Not here 
Not here the darkness, m tills twlttenng world. 

Descend lower, descend only 
Into the world of perpetual sohtude, 
W orId not world, but that whICh IS not world, 
Internal darkness, depnvabon 
And desbtubon of all property, 
Desiccabon of the world of sense, 
Evacuation of the world of fancy, 
Inoperancy of the world of spirit, 
Thls is the one way, and the other 
Is the same, not in movement 
But abstentlOn from movement, whIle the world moves 
In appetency, on lts metalled ways 
Of brne past and time future. 

IV 

Time and the bell have buried the day, 
The black cloud carries the sun away. 
Will the sunflower tum to us, will the clematis 
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Stray down, bend to us, tendnl and spray 
Clutch and chng? 

Clllll 
Fmgms of yew be curled 
Down on us? Aftel the kmgfisher's wmg 
Has answeled lIght to hght, and IS sllent, the lIght IS still 
At the sull pomt of the tummg wOlld. 

v 
'VOIds move, mUSIC moves 
Only m tIme, but that wruch IS only hvmg 
Can only dIe. ·Words, after speech, reach 

Into the sIlence. Only by the fOlm, the pattern, 
Can wOlds or mUSIC leach 
The stIllness, as a Clunese Jm sull 
Moves perpetually 111 its stIllness. 
Not tlle stlllness of the vlOlin, wIllIe the note lasts, 
Not that only, but the co-eXlstence, 
Or say that the end plecedes the beg1l1111l1g, 
And the cnd and the begmn1l1g wele always tllere 
BefOl e the begmmng and after the end. 
And allls always now. WOlds stram, 
Crack and sometImes break, under the burden, 
Dndel the tensIOn, shp, shde, pellsh, 
Decay WIth ImpreCiSIOn, will not stay in place, 
WIll not stay sull Sllliekmg VOIces 

Scoldmg, mockmg, or mel ely chattcrmg, 
Always assaIl them. The Word in the desert 
Is most attacked by voices of temptatIon, 
The crymg shadow m the funelal dance, 
The loud lament of the dIsconsolate chlIDera. 
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The detrul of the pattern IS movement, 
As in the figure of the ten stairs. 
DeSIre itself IS movement 
Not In itself deSIrable, 
Love IS Itself unmOving, 
Only the cause and end of movement, 
TImeless, and undesinng 
Except in the aspect of hme 
Caught m the form of lImItation 
Between un-being and bemg. 
Sudden in a shaft of sunlight 
Even whIle the dust moves 
There nses the hidden laughter 
Of children m the folIage 
QUlck now, here, now, always
RIdIculous the waste sad time 
Stretchmg before and after. 



East Coker 

I 

In my begmning is my end In succession 
Houses nse and fall, crumble, are extended, 
Are removed, destroyed, restored, or in theIr place 
Is an open field, or a factory, or a by-pass. 
Old stone to new bUIlding, old timber to new fires, 
Old fires to ashes, and ashes to the earth 
Wluch IS already :flesh, fur and faeces, 
Bone of man and beast, cornstalk and leaf. 
Houses hve and rue: there IS a time for bUIlding 
And a time for living and for generatIon 
And a time for the wmd to break the loosened pane 
And to shake the wainscot where the field-mouse trots 
And to shake the tattered arras woven WIth a silent motto. 

In my beginning is my end. Now the light falls 
Across the open field, leaving the deep lane 
Shuttered WIth branches, dark in the afternoon, 
Where you lean agaInst a bank while a van passes, 
And the deep lane insists on the dIrectIon 
Into the village, in the electric heat 
Hypnotised. In a warm haze the sultry hght 
Is absorbed, not refracted, by grey stone. 
The dahlIas sleep in the empty SIlence. 
Wait for the early owl. 

In that open field 
If you do not come too close, if you do not come too close, 
On a summer midnight, you can hear the music 
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Of the weak pipe and the httle drum 
And see them dancmg around the bonfire 
The assocIation of man and woman 
In daunsmge, SIgnifying matnmonie-
A dIgrufied and commodIOus sacrament. 
Two and two, necessarye comunctJ.on, 
HoldIng eche other by the hand or the arm 
W!u.che betokeneth concorde. Round and round the fire 
Leapmg through the flames, or jomed m cIrcles, 
Rustically solemn or in rustIc laughter 
LIftIng heavy feet m clumsy shoes, 
Earth feet, loam feet, lIfted in country mirth 
Mirth of those long since under earth 
Nourishing the com. Keeping tIme, 
Keeping the rhythm in theIr dancmg 
As in theIr hvmg in the hvmg seasons 
The time of the seasons and the constellatIons 
The time of milking and the time of harvest 
The time of the couphng of man and woman 
And that of beasts. Feet rising and falling. 
Eating and drinking. Dung and death. 

Dawn points, and another day 
Prepares for heat and silence. Out at sea the dawn wmd 
Wrinkles and slides. I am here 
Or there, or elsewhere. In my begInning. 



11 

What is the late November domg 
WIth the dIsturbance of the spring 
And creatures of the summer heat, 
And snowdrops writhIng under feet 
And hollyhocks that aim too high 
Red into grey and tumble down 
Late roses filled With early snow? 
Thunder rolled by the rollmg stars 
SImulates triumphal cars 
Deployed m constellated wars 
Scorpion fights against the Sun 
UntIl the Sun and Moon go down 
Comets weep and Leomds fly 
Hunt the heavens and the plams 
Whhled m a vortex that shall bring 
The wOlld to that destructIve fire 
WhICh burns before the ice-cap reigns. 

That was a way of putting It-not very satisfactory: 
A penphrastIc study in a worn-out poetIcal fashion, 
Leaving one shll WIth the mtolerable wrestle 
WIth words and meamngs The poetry does not matter 
It was not (to start agam) what one had expected. 
What was to be the value of the long looked forward to, 
Long hoped for calm, the autumnal seremty 
And the WIsdom of age? Had they deceIved us, 
Or deceived themselves, the quiet-voICed elders, 
Bequeathing us merely a leceipt for deceIt? 
The seremty only a dehberate hebetude, 



The wIsdom only the lmowledge of dead secrets 
U se1ess In the darlmess into whIch they peered 
Or flOm whIch they turned their eyes There is, It seems to 

us, 
At best, only a lImIted value 
In the lmowledge derived from expenence. 
The lmowledge imposes a pattern, and falsmes, 
For the pattern is new In every moment 
And every moment IS a new and shoclo.ng 
ValuatIOn of all we have been. We are only undeceived 
Of that whIch, decelvmg, could no longer harm. 
In the middle, not only m the mIddle of the way 
But all the way, m a dark wood, in a bramble, 
On the edge of a gnmpen, where IS no secure foothold, 
And menaced by monsters, fancy hghts, 
Riskmg enchantment. Do not let me hear 
Of the WIsdom of old men, but rather of their folly, 
Their fear of fear and frenzy, theIr fear of possessIOn, 
Of belongmg to another, or to others, or to God. 
The only wisdom we can hope to acqUIre 
Is the wisdom of hunnhty. hunnhty is endless. 

The houses are all gone under the sea. 

The dancers are all gone under the hill. 

III 
o dark dark dark. They all go into the dark, 
The vacant interstellar spaces, the vacant roto the vacant, 
The captains, merchant bankers, eminent men of letters, 



The generous patrons of art, the statesmen and the rulels, 

DlstmgUlshed CIVll servants, chanmen of many commlttees, 

Industnallords and petty contractors, all go mto the dark, 

And dark the Sun and Moon, and the Almanach de Gotha 

And the Stock Exchange Gazette, the DIrectory of DIrectors, 
And cold the sense and lost the motIve of actIOn. 

And we all go WIth them, into the SIlent funeral, 

Nobody's funeral, for there is no one to bury. 

I saId to my soul, be stIll, and let the dark come upon you 

Wmch shall be the darkness of God. As, m a theatre, 

The lights are extIngUIshed, for the scene to be changed 

WIth a hollow rumble of wmgs, Wlth a movement of dark-
ness on darkness, 

And we know that the hills and the trees, the distant 

panorama 

And the bold imposing fa9ade are all being rolled away

Or as, when an underground tI"ain, in the tube, stops too 

long between statIons 

And the conversation nses and slowly fades into silence 

And you see behmd every face the mental emptmess deepen 

Leaving only the growing terror of nothing to thInk about, 
Or when, under ether, the mind is conscIOUS but conscious 

of nothmg-

I srud to my soul, be still, and wait without hope 

For hope would be hope for the wrong thmg, wait without 

love 

For love would be love of the wrong thmg, there IS yet faith 

But the fruth and love and the hope are all in the waiting. 
Walt without thought, for you are not ready for thought: 
So the darkness shall be the hght, and the stillness the 

dancing. 

186 



Whisper of runnmg streams, and 'wmter hghtmng. 
The WIld thyme unseen and the \¥lld strawberry, 
The laughter III the garden, echoed ecstasy 
Not lost, but requuing, pombng to the agony 
Of death and bJIth. 

You say I am repeatmg 
Something I have saId before. I shall say It agam. 
Shall I say It agam? In order to arrive there, 
To an-lve where you are, to get from where you are not, 

You must go by a way wherem there is no ecstasy. 
In order to arnve at what you do not know 

You must go by a way whICh IS the way of ignorance. 
In order to possess what you do not possess 

You must go by the way of dlspossesslOn. 
In order to arrive at what you are not 

You must go through the way in which you are not 
And what you do not know is the only thmg you know 
And what you own is what you do not own 
And where you are is where you are not. 

IV 
The wounded surgeon plies the steel 
That questions the distempered part, 
Beneath the bleeding hands we feel 
The sharp compassion of the healer's art 
Resolving the emgma of the fever chart. 

Our only health is the disease 
If we obey the dying nurse 



Whose constant care IS not to please 
But to Iemmd of our, and Adam's curse, 
And that, to be restOled, om SIckness must glOW WOlse. 

The whole earth IS our hospItal 
Endowed by the ruIned mllhonane, 
Wherem, If we do well, we shall 
DIe of the absolute paternal cme 
That wIll not leave US, but prevents us everywhere. 

The chill ascends from feet to knees, 
The fever sings m mental WIres. 
If to be warmed, then I must freeze 

And quake m fngld purgatonal fires 
Of wInch the flame IS roses, and the smoke IS bnars. 

The dripping blood our only dnnk, 
The bloody flesh our only food-
In spIte of which we hke to thmk 
That we are sound, substanbal flesh and blood
Again, in spIte of that, we call tIns Fnday good. 

v 
So here I am, in the middle way, having had twenty years
Twenty years largely wasted, the years of l' entre deux guerres
Trying to learn to use words, and every attempt 
Is a wholly new start, and a diffelent kmd of failure 

Because one has only learnt to get the better of words 
For the thIng one no longer has to say, or the way m which 
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One is no longer disposed to say It And so each venture 
Is a new begmning, a raid on the martIculate 
WIth shabby eqUIpment always deterioratmg 
In the general mess of imprecIsIOn of feehng, 

Undisciphned squads of emotIOn. And what there IS to 
conquer 

By strength and submission, has already been discovered 

Once or twlCe, or several times, by men \vhom one cannot 
hope 

To emulate-but there is no competition-

There IS only the Bght to recover what has been lost 
And found and lost again and agam: and now, under condi

tIons 

That seem unpropitious. But perhaps neIther gain nor loss. 
For us, there IS only the trying. The rest is not OUI busmess. 

Home is where one starts from. As we grow older 
The world becomes stranger, the pattern more comphcated 
Of dead and livmg. Not the intense moment 
Isolated, with no before and after, 
But a lIfetime burning in every moment 
And not the hfehme of one man only 
But of old stones that cannot be deCIphered. 

There is a time for the evening under starlIght, 
A time for the evening under lamplight 
(The evening with the photograph album). 
Love IS most nearly itself 
When here and now cease to matter. 

Old men ought to be explorers 
Here and there does not matter 
We must be still and stIll movmg 
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Into another intensity 
For a further umon, a deeper communion 
Through the dark cold and the empty desolation, 
The wave cry, the wmd cry, the vast waters 
Of the petrel and the porpOlse. In my end IS my beginrung. 
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The Dry Salvages 

(The Dry Salvages-presumably les trow sauvages-ls a small 
group of rocks, WIth a beacon, off the N E coast of Cape 
Ann, Massachusetts Salvages lS pronounced to rhyme Wlth 

assuages Groaner a whlSthng buoy.) 

I 

I do not know much about gods; but I think that the nver 
Is a strong brown god-sullen, untamed and intractable, 
Patient to some degree, at first recognised as a frontier, 
Useful, untrustworthy, as a conveyor of commerce; 
Then only a problem confronting the broIder of bridges. 
The problem once solved, the brown god is almost forgotten 
By the dwellers in cities-ever, however, implacable, 
Keeping hIS seasons and rages, destroyer, reminder 
Of what men choose to forget. Unhonoured, unpropitiated 
By worshippers of the machine, but WattIng, watchmg and 

waiting. 
His rhythm was present in the nursery bedroom, 
In the rank ailanthus of the Apnl dooryard, 
In the smell of grapes on the autumn table, 
And the evemng circle in the winter gaslight. 

The river is within us, the sea is all about us; 
The sea is the land's edge also, the grarute 
Into which it reaches, the beaches where it tosses 
Its hints of earlier and other creation: 
The starfish, the horseshoe crab, the whale's backbone; 
The pools where it offers to our curiosity 
The more delicate algae and the sea anemone. 
It tosses up our losses, the tom seine, 



The shattered lohstelpot, the broken oar 
And the gear of forelgn dead men. The sea has many voice 
Many gods and many VOlces. 

The salt is on the bnar rose, 
The fog is In the fir trees. 

The sea howl 
And the sea yelp, are dIfferent voices 
Often together heard' the whIne In the ngging, 
The menace and caress of wave that breaks on water, 
The dIstant rote In the gramte teeth, 
And the Walling warmng from the approaching headland 
Are all sea voices, and the heaVIng groaner 
Rounded homewards, and the seagull' 
And under the oppreSSIOn of the silent fog 
The tolling bell 
Measures tIme not our tIme, nmg by the unhurried 
Ground swell, a bme 
Older than the tIme of chronometers, older 
Than time counted by aruaous worned women 
LyIng awake, calculating the future, 
TryIng to unweave, unwind, unravel 
And piece together the past and the future, 
Between IUldnight and dawn, when the past is all deception, 
The future futureless, before the morning watch 
When tIme stops and time IS never ending, 
And the ground swell, that is and was from the beginning, 
Clangs 
The hell. 



II 

'Vhere IS there an end of It, the soundless wallmg, 
The silent wlthenng of autumn flowers 
DlOppmg theIr petals and remammg motionless; 
"Vhel e IS there an end to the dnftmg wreckage, 
The prayer of the bone on the beach, the unprayable 
Player at the calamItous annuncIatIOn';) 

There is no end, but addItIOn. the tnuhng 
Consequence of further days and hours, 
WhIle emotion takes to Itself the emotIOnless 
Years of hvmg among the bleakage 
Of what was believed III as the most reliable
And therefore the fittest for renunCIatIon. 

There IS the final addItIon, the falhng 
Pnde or resentment at fallmg pO\\'ers, 
The unattached devotion wluch lDlght pass for devotIonless, 
In a driftIng boat wIth a slow leakage, 
The sllent hstemng to the undemable 
Clamour of the bell of the last annuncIation. 

Where is the end of them, the fishermen Salling 
Into the wmd's tall, where the fog cowers? 
We cannot tlunk of a tIme that is oceanless 
Or of an ocean not httered with wastage 
Or of a future that is not lIable 
Like the past, to have no destination. 

We have to think of them as forever bailIng, 
Setting and hauling, while the North East lowers 
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Over shallow banks unchangmg and eroslOnless 
Or drawmg theIr money, drymg sails at dockage; 
Not as makmg a tnp that Wlll be unpayable 
For a haul that wIll not bear exammatlOn. 

There IS no end of It, the voiceless waihng, 
No end to the witheung of withered flowers, 
To the movement of pam that IS painless and motionless, 
To the dnft of the sea and the dnftmg wleckage, 
The bone's player to Death Its God. Only the hardly, barely 

prayable 
Player of the one AnnunCIation. 

It seems, as one becomes older, 
That the past has another pattern, and ceases to be a mere 

sequence-
Or even development: the latter a pmtial fallacy 
Encouraged by supeificial notions of evolution, 
Wmch becomes, in the popular mInd, a means of disowning 

the past. 
The moments of happIness-not the sense of well-bemg, 
FrUltIon, fulfilment, securlty or affection, 
Or even a very good runner, but the sudden illumination
We had the experIence but missed the meaning, 
And approach to the meaning restores the experience 
In a different form, beyond any roeamng 
We can aSSIgn to happiness. I have said before 
That the past experience reVIved In the meaning 
Is not the experience of one life only 
But of roany generations-not forgetting 
Something that IS probably quite ineffable: 
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The backward look behind the assurance 
Of recorded history, the bacl,,"Ward half-look 
Over the shoulder, towards the pnInluve terror. 
Now, we come to dIscover that the moments of agony 
(Whether, or not, due to misunderstandmg, 
Having hoped for the wrong trungs or dreaded the wrong 

things, 
Is not in question) are likewise permanent 
'WIth such permanence as tIme has. We appreciate this 

better 
In the agony of others, nearly expenenced, 
Involvmg ourselves, than m our own. 
For our own past IS covered by the currents of actIon, 
But the torment of others remams an experience 
Unquahfied, unworn by subsequent attnhon. 
People change, and SmIle: but the agony abIdes. 
TIme the destroyer IS tIme the preserver, 
Llke the nver Wlth its cargo of dead negroes, cows and 

chicken coops, 
The bitter apple and the bite in the apple. 
And the ragged rock m the restless waters, 
'Waves wash over it, fogs conceal It; 
On a halcyon day It IS merely a monument, 
In navIgable weather it IS always a seamark 
To lay a course by: but m the sombre season 
Or the sudden fury, IS what it always was. 

III 
I sometimes wonder if that is what Krishna meant
Among other things-or one way of puttmg the same thing: 
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That the future is a faded song, a Royal Rose or a lavend( 

spray 
Of wIstful regret for those who are not yet here to regret, 
Pressed between yellow leaves of a book that has never be 

opened. 
And the way up is the way down, the way forward is the 

way back. 
You cannot face it steadily, but thIS thing is sure, 
That time IS no healer. the patient IS no longer here. 
When the tram starts, and the passengers are settled 

To frUIt, periorucals and business letters 
(And those who saw them off have left the platform) 
Therr faces relax from grief into rehef, 

To the sleepy rhythm of a hundred hours. 
Fare forward, travellers! not escaping from the past 
Into diffelent lIves, or mto any future; 

You are not the same people who left that station 
Or who will arrIve at any terminus, 
WhIle the narrowing rails slide together behind you; 
And on the deck of the drumming liner 
Watching the furrow that widens behmd you, 

You shall not thmk 'the past is finished' 
Or 'the future is before us'. 

At nightfall, in the riggmg and the aerial, 
Is a voice descantmg (though not to the ear, 

The murmuring shell of bme, and not in any language) 
'Fare forward, you who thmk that you are voyaging; 
You are not those who saw the harbour 
Receding, or those who wIll dIsembark. 
Here between the hither and the farther shore 

Wlule time is withdrawn, consider the future 



And the past with an equal mind. 
At the moment which is not of action or inaction 
You can receive this: "on whatever sphere of being 
The mind of a man may be intent 
A t the time of death" -that is the one action 
(And the time of death IS every moment) 
Which shall fructify in the lives of others: 
And do not thmk of the fruit of action. 
Fare forward. 

o voyagers, 0 seamen, 
You who come to port, and you whose bodies 
Will suffer the trial and judgement of the sea, 
Or whatever event, tills is your real destination: 
So Krishna, as when he admomshed Arjuna 
On the field of battle. 

Not fare well, 
But fare forward, voyagers. 

IV 
Lady, whose shrine stands on the promontory, 
Pray for all those who are in ships, those 
Whose business has to do with fish, and 
Those concerned with every lawful traffic 
And those who conduct them. 

Repeat a prayer also on behalf of 
Women who have seen their sons or husbands 
Setting forth, and not returning: 

Figlia del tuo figlio, 
Queen of Heaven. 
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Also pray for those who were in ships, and 
Ended theIr voyage on the sand, in the sea's hps 
Or m the dalk throat which WIll not reject them 

Or wherever cannot leach them the sound of the sea helf s 

Perpetual angelus. 

V 

To communicate with Mars, converse with spirits, 
To report the behaVIOur of the sea monster, 

Descnbe the horoscope, hmuspicate or scry, 
Observe disease in signatures, evoke 
Biography from the wrinkles of the palm 
And tragedy from fingers; release omens 
By sortilege, or tea leaves, riddle the inevitable 

With playmg cards, fiddle with pentagrams 
Or barbiturIc acids, or dissect 
The recurrent image into pre-conscious terrors-
To explore the womb, or tomb, or dreams; all these are 

usual 
Pastimes and drugs, and features of the press: 
And always will be, some of them especially 
When there is distress of nations and perplexIty 
'Whether on the shores of Asia, or in the Edgware Road. 
Men's curiosity searches past and future 
And clings to that rumension. But to apprehend 

The porot of intersection of the timeless 
With time, is an occupation for the saint-
No occupation either, but something given 
And taken, in a lifetime's death in love, 
Ardour and selflessness and self-surrender. 
For most of us, there is only the unattended 



Moment, the moment in and out of time, 
The distraction fit, lost m a shaft of sunlIght, 
The wild thyme unseen, or the ""inter hghtnmg 
Or the waterfall, or music heard so deeply 
That it is not heard at all, but you are the music 
VVhile the music lasts. These are only hints and guesses, 
Hints followed by guesses, and the rest 
Is prayer, observance, disciphne, thought and acbon. 
The hmt half guessed., the grft half understood, 15 Incarna-

tIon. 
Here the llXlposslble union 
Of spheres of eXIstence is actual, 
Here the past and future 
Are conquered, and reconcued, 
Where actlon were otherwise movement 
Of that which 1S only moved 
And has m it no source of movement
Dnven by dremonic, chthomc 
Powers. And right action is freedom 
From past and future also. 
For most of us, this is the aim 

Never here to be realised; 
Who are only undefeated 
Because we have gone on trying; 
We, content at the last 
If our temporal reversion nourish 
(Not too far from the yew-tree) 
The life of Significant sou. 
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Little Gidding 

I 

MidwlDter spring is its own season 

Sempiternal though sodden towards sundown, 

Suspended in time, between pole and tropic 

When the short day is brightest, Wlth frost and fire, 

The brief sun flames the ice, on pond and ditches, 

In windless cold that is the heart's heat, 

Reflecting in a watery mirror 

A glare that is blindness in the early afternoon. 

And glow more intense than blaze of branch, or brazier, 

Stirs the dumb spirit: no wind, but pentecostal fire 

In the dark hme of the year. Between melting and freezing 

The soul's sap quivers. There is no earth smell 

Or smell of living thing. This is the spring time 

But not in time's covenant. Now the hedgerow 

Is blanched for an hour with transitory blossom 

Of snow, a bloom more sudden 

Than that of summer, neither budding nor fading, 

Not 10 the scheme of generation. 

Where is the summer, the unimaginable 

Zero summer? 

If you came this way, 

Taking the route you would be hkely to take 

From the place you would be likely to come from, 

If you came this way in may time, you would find the hedges 

White again, in May, with voluptuary sweetness. 

It would be the same at the end of the journey, 
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If you came at mght like a broken king, 

If you came by day not knowing what you came for, 
It would be the same, when you leave the rough road 
And turn behind the pIg-Sty to the dull fa9ade 

And the tombstone. And what you thought you came for 
Is only a shell, a husk of meaning 

From which the purpose breaks only when It is fulfilled 
If at all. Either you had no purpose 

Or the purpose is beyond the end you figured 

And is altered in fulfilment. There are other places 
Which also are the world's end, some at the sea jaws, 
Or over a dark lake, in a desert or a city-

But this is the nearest, in place and time, 
Now and in England. 

If you came this way, 
Taking any route, starting from anywhere, 
At any time or at any season, 

It would always be the same: you would have to put off 
Sense and notion. You are not here to verify, 

Instruct yourself, or inform curiosity 
Or carry report. You are here to kneel 
Where prayer has been valid. And prayer is more 
Than an order of words, the conscious occupation 

Of the praying mind, or the sound of the voice praying. 
And what the dead had no speech for, when living, 

They can tell you, being dead: the communication 
Of the dead is tongued with fire beyond the language of the 

living. 
Here, the intersection of the timeless moment 
Is England and nowhere. NeVel" and always. 
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II 

Ash on an old man's sleeve 
Is all the ash the bUlnt roses leave. 
Dust m the aIr suspended 
MaIks the place where a stm y ended. 
Dust mbreathed was a house-
The wall, the wamscot and the mouse. 
The death of hope and despaIr, 

This is the death of aIr. 

There arc Hood and dlOuth 
Over the eyes and III the mouth, 
Dead water and dead sand 

Contending for the upper hand. 
The parched eVlscerate SOlI 

Gapes at the vanity of toll, 
Laughs WIthout routh. 

This is the death of em tho 

Water and fire succeed 
The town, the pasture and the weed. 
Water and fire dende 
The sacrIfice that we denied. 
Water and fire shall rot 
The marred foundatIons we forgot, 
Of sanctuary and choir. 

TIns is the death of water and nre. 

In the uncertain hour before the morning 
Near the ending of intenninable night 
At the recurrent end of the unending 
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After the dark dove WIth the fhckenng tongue 
Had passed below the honzon of lus honung 
WIllIe the dead leaves shll rattled on hke tin 

Over the asphalt where no other sound was 

Between three dIstncts whence the smoke arose 
I met one waliang, lOIterIng and hurned 

As If blown towards me hke the metal leaves 
Before the urban dawn wmd unreSlShng. 

And as I fixed upon the down-tumed face 

That pomted scrutIny WIth wluch we challenge 
The first-met stranger m the wanmg dusk 

I caught the sudden look of some dead master 
Whom I had known, forgotten, half recalled 

Both one and many, In the brown baked feahlres 
The eyes of a familIar compound ghost 

Both IntImate and umdenhfiable 

So I assumed a double part, and cned 
And heard another's VOIce cry. 'What! are you herer 

Although we were not. I was still the same, 
KnOWIng myself yet beIng someone other-

And he a face still forming, yet the words sufficed 

To compel the recogmtlon they preceded. 
And so, comphant to the common wind, 

Too strange to each other for mIsunderstandmg, 
In concord at tIllS mtersection tIme 

Of meeting nowhere, no before and after, 

We trod the pavement in a dead patrol. 
I sald: 'The wonder that I feellS easy, 

Yet ease is cause of wonder. Therefore speak: 
I may not comprehend, may not remember: 

And he: 'I am not eager to rehearse 
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My thoughts and theory wInch you have forgotten. 
These thlllgs have served thelr purpose: let them be. 

So WIth your own, and pray they be forglven 

By others, as I pray you to forglve 

Both bad and good. Last season's frmt is eaten 

And the fullfed beast shall kick the empty pall. 

For last year's words belong to last year's language 

And next year's words awalt another VOIce. 

But, as the passage now presents no hindiance 

To the Spillt unappeased and peregrine 
Between two worlds become much lIke each other, 

So I £nd words I never thought to speak 

In streets I never thought I should revisit 

When I left my body on a distant shore. 

Since our concern was speech, and speech impelled us 

To purify the dlalect of the tnbe 

And urge the mind to aftersight and foresight, 

Let me disclose the gIfts reserved for age 

To set a crown upon your lifetime's effort. 

First, the cold frictIon of explring sense 

WIthout enchantment, offering no promise 
But bitter tastelessness of shadow frUIt 

As body and soul begin to fall asunder. 

Second, the conscious impotence of rage 

At human folly, and the laceration 

Of laughter at what ceases to amuse. 
And last, the rending pam of re-enactment 

Of all that you have done, and been, the shame 
Of motives late revealed, and the awareness 

Of things III done and done to others' harm 

Which once you took for exercise of virtue . 
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Then fools' approval stings, and honour stains. 
From wrong to wrong the exasperated spint 

Proceeds, unless restored by that refining fire 
Where you must move in measure, hlce a dancer: 

The day was breaking. In the disfigured street 
He left me, with a kind of valediction, 
And faded on the blowing of the hom. 

III 

There are three conditions which often look alike 
Yet differ completely, flourish in the same hedgerow: 
Attachment to self and to things and to persons, detachment 
From self and from things and from persons; and, growing 

between them, indifference 
Which resembles the others as death resembles life, 
Being between two lives-unfI.owering, between 
The live and the dead nettle. This is the use of memory: 
For liberation-not less of love but expanding 
Of love beyond desire, and so liberation 
From the future as well as the past. Thus, love of a country 
BeginS as attachment to our own field of action 

And comes to find that action of little importance 
Though never indifferent. History may be servitude, 

History may be freedom. See, now they vanish, 
The faces and places, with the self which, as it could, loved 

them, 
To become renewed, transfigured, in another pattern. 

Sin is Behovely, but 
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All shall be well, and 

All manner of tiling shall be well. 

If I think, again, of tills place, 
And of people, not wholly commendable, 
Of no 11l1Il1eruate kin or kIndness, 

But some of pecuhar genius, 

All touched by a common genius, 

United in the stnfe willch divIded them; 

If I think of a kIng at nightfall, 

Of three men, and more, on the scaffold 

And a few who died forgotten 

In other places, here and abroad, 

And of one who rued blmd and quiet, 

Why should we celebrate 

These dead men more than the dying? 

It is not to ring the bell backward 

Nor IS it an incantahon 

To summon the spectre of a Rose. 

We cannot reVIve old fachons 

We cannot restore old pohcies 

Or follow an anhque drum. 

These men, and those who opposed them 

And those whom they opposed 

Accept the constitution of silence 

And are folded in a single party. 

Whatever we inherit from the fortunate 

We have taken from the defeated 

What they had to leave us-a symbol: 

A symbol perfected in death. 
And all shall be well and 

All manner of thing shall be well 
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By the purificatIon of the mauve 
In the ground of our beseeching. 

IV 

The dove descenchng breaks the air 
WIth flame of incandescent terror 
Of whlCh the tongues declare 
The one chscharge from sm and error. 
The only hope, or else despaIr 

LIes In the choice of pyre or pyre
To be redeemed from fire by fire. 

Who then devised the torment? Love. 
Love is the unfamilIar Name 
Bemnd the hands that wove 
The intolerable shIrt of flame 
WhlCh human power cannot remove. 

We only live, only suspIre 
Consumed by either fire or fire. 

V 

What we call the beginning is often the end 
And to make an end IS to make a beginnmg. 
The end is where we start from. And every phras~ 
And sentence that is right (where every word is at home 
Taking Its place to support the others, 
The word neither diffident nor ostentatious, 
An easy commerce of the old and the new, 



The common word exact without vulgarity, 
The formal word precise but not pedantic, 

The complete consort dancmg together) 

Every phrase and every sentence is an end and a beginning, 

Every poem an epitaph. And any action 
Is a step to the block, to the fire, down the sea's throat 

Or to an illegible stone: and that is where we start. 

We die with the dying: 
See, they depart, and we go with them. 
We are born with the dead: 
See, they return, and brmg us with them. 

The moment of the rose and the moment of the yew-tree 

Are of equal duration. A people without history 
Is not redeemed from time, for history is a pattern 
Of timeless moments. So, while the light faUs 

On a wmter's afternoon, in a secluded chapel 
History is now and England. 

WIth the drawing of this Love and the voice of this Calling 

We shall not cease from exploration 
And the end of all our explonng 

Will be to arrive where we started 
And know the place for the first time. 
Through the unknown, remembered gate 
When the last of earth left to discover 
Is that which was the beginning; 
At the source of the longest river 
The voice of the hidden waterfall 

And the chUdren in the apple-tree 



Not known, because not looked for 
But heard, half-heard, in the sbllness 
Between two waves of the sea. 
Quick now, here, now, always-
A condition of complete simphcity 
(Costing not less than everythmg) 
And all shall be well and 
All manner of thmg shall be well 
When the tongues of Hame are in-folded 
Into the crowned knot of :fire 
And the fire and the rose are one. 



OCCASIONAL VERSES 



Defense of the Islands 

Defense of the Uilands cannot pretend to be verse, but its 
date-Just after the evacuation from DunkIrk-and 
occaSlOn have for me a slgruflcance wruch makes me wish 
to preserve lt. McKrught Kauffer was then working for 
the MlDlStry of Informahon. At hts request I wrote these 
hnes to accompany an exhl.blhon ill New York of 
photographs illustrahng the war effort of Bntam. They 
were subsequently published in Britam at War (the Mu
seum of Modem Art, New York, 1941). I now derucate 
them to the memory of Edward McKrught Kauffer. 

Let these memorials of built stone-music's 
endunng instrument, of many centuries of 
patient cultivation of the earth, of English 
verse 

be jOined with the memory of this defense of 
the islands 

and the memory of those appointed to the grey 
ships-battleship, merchantman, trawler
contributing their share to the ages' pavement 
of Bntish bone on the sea floor 

and of those who, in man's newest form of gamble 
WIth death, fight the power of darkness in air 

and fire 

and of those who have followed their forebears 
to Flanders and France, those undefeated in de
feat, unalterable in triumph, changing nothing 
of their ancestors' ways but the weapons 
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and those again for whom the paths of glory are 
the lanes and the streets of BrItam. 

to say, to the past and the future generations 
of our km and of our speech, that we took up 
our posltlOns, m oberuence to mstructlOns. 



A Note on 1tVar Poetry 

A Note on War Poetn; was wntten at the request of MISS 

Storm ].lIllP,on, to be mcludcd In a book enhtled 
London Callmg (I-Impcl BrothelS, New York, 1942 ). 

Not the explession of collective emotion 

Imperfectly reflected in the daily papers. 

Where is the pOint at wInch the merely individual 
ExploslOn bleaks 

In the path of an action merely typical 
To cwate the universal, originate a symbol 
Out of the impact? This is a meeting 
On whIch we attend 

Of forc(>s beyond control by experiment-

Of Nature and tho Spltit. Mostly the individual 
Experknce js too lalge, Or too small. Our emotIOns 

Me only 'i11cidcnb/ 

In the effort to keep day and night together. 

It S('CIl1S just possible that a poem mIght happen 
To a very young man: but a poem IS not poetry

That is a life. 

War is not a life: it is a situation, 
011e which may neither be ignored nor accepted, 

A prohlem to be met with ambush and stratagem, 

Enveloped or scattered. 



The enduring is not a substitute for the transient, 
Neither one for the other. But the abstract conception 
Of private experience at its greatest intensity 
Becoming universal, which we call ·poetry'. 
May be afBnned in verse. 



To the Indians Who Died in Africa 

To the Indians Who Died in Africa was wntten at the re
que;t of MISS Corneha SOrab]1 for Queen Mary's Book for 
India (Harrap & Co Ltd, 1943) I dedIcate It now to Bonamy 
Dobree, because he hked It and urged me to preserve it. 

A man's destmation is rus own village, 
HIS own fire, and his wIfe's coola.ng, 
To Slt ill front of his own door at sunset 
And see hIS grandson, and rus neighbour's grandson 

Playmg in the dust together. 

Scarred but secure, he has many memones 
WhIch return at the hour of conversatIOn, 
(The warm or the cool hour, according to the climate) 
Of foreign men, who fought in foreign places, 

Foreign to each other. 

A man's destination is not his destiny, 
Evel y country is home to one man 
And exile to another. Where a man dies bravely 
At one with his destiny, that SOlI is rus. 

Let his village remember. 

This was not your land, or ours. but a Village in the 
Midlands, 

And one in the Five Rivers, may have the same graveyard. 
Let those who go home tell the same story of you: 
or action with a common purpose, action 
None the less fruitful if neither you nor we 
Know, until the moment after death, 

What is the fruit of achon. 
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To Walter de la Mare 

To Walter de Ia Mare was wntten for mc1uslOn ill 

Tnbute to Walter de la Mare (Faber & Faber Ltd, 1948), 
a book pre,ented to hun on hIS seventy-fifth bJIthday. 

The chIldren who explored the brook and found 
A desert lsland WIth a sandy cove 

(A hIding place, but very dangerous ground, 

For here the water buffalo may rove, 
The kmka)ou, the mangabey, abound 
In the dark jungle of a mango grove, 

And shadowy lemurs glide from tree to tree
The guardians of some long-lost treasure-trove) 
Recount theIr exploits at the nUlsery tea 

And when the lamps are lit and curtains draWll 
Demand some poetry, please. Whose shall it be, 
At not qUlte time for bed? ... 

Or when the laWll 
Is pressed by unseen feet, and ghosts return 
Gently at twilight, gently go at daWll, 
The sad mtangIble who grieve and yearn; 

When the familiar scene is suddenly strange 
Or the well knoWll is what we have yet to learn, 
And two worlds meet, and intersect, and change; 

When cats are maddened in the moonlight dance. 
Dogs cower, flitter bats, and owls range 
At witches' sabbath of the maiden aunts; 



When the nocturnal traveller can arouse 
No sleeper by his call; or when by chance 
An empty face peers from an empty house; 

By whom, and by what means, was tIns desIgned? 
The wInspered incantatIOn whlCh allows 
Free passage to the phantoms of the mind? 

By you, by those decephve cadences 
WhereWIth the common measure is refined; 
By conscious art pracbsed with natural ease; 

By the delicate, invisible web you wove
The mexplicable mystery of sound. 
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A Dedication to My Wife 

To whom lowe the leaping delight 
That quickens my senses m our wakingllme 
And the rhythm that governs the repose of our sleepingtime, 

The breathmg in unison 

Of lovers whose bodies smell of each other 
"Who think the same thoughts without need of speech 
And babble the same speech without need of meanmg. 

No peevish winter wind shall chill 
No sullen tropic sun shall wither 
The roses in the rose-garden wInch is ours and ours only 

But this dedication is for others to read: 
These are private words addressed to you in public. 
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