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T. S. Eliot—Poems

Poems

by
T. S. [Thomas Stearns] Eliot
New York Alfred A. Knopf 1920

To Jean Verdena 1889-1915

Certain of these poemsfirst gppeared in Poetry, Blast, Others,
The Little Review, and Art and Letters.
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POEMS

Gerontion

Thou hast nor youth nor age
But asit were an after dinner deep
Dreaming of both.

Herel am, an old maninadry month,

Beingread to by aboy, waitingfor rain.

| wasneither at the hot gates

Nor foughtinthewarmrain

Nor kneedeepinthesalt marsh, heaving acutlass,
Bitten by flies, fought.

My houseisadecayed house,

Andthejew squatson thewindow sill, theowner,
Spawned in some estaminet of Antwerp,

Blistered in Brussels, patched and peeled in London.

Thegoat coughsat nightinthefield overhead;
Rocks, moss, stonecrop, iron, merds.
Thewoman keepsthekitchen, makestes,
Sneezesat evening, poking the peevish guitter.

| an old man,
A dull head among windy spaces.
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Signsaretaken for wonders. “Wewould seeasign’:
Theword within aword, unableto speak aword,
Swaddled with darkness. Inthejuvescence of theyear
CameChristthetiger

In depraved May, dogwood and chestnut, flowering Judas,
To be eaten, to be divided, to be drunk

Amongwhispers; by Mr. Silvero

With caressing hands, at Limoges

Whowaked dl nightinthenext room;

By Hakagawa, bowingamongtheTitians,

By Madamede Tornquit, inthedark room
Shiftingthecandles, FrauleinvonKulp
Whoturnedinthehall, onehand onthedoor. Vacant shuttles
Weavethewind. | have no ghosts,
Anoldmaninadraughty house

Under awindy knob.

After such knowledge, what forgiveness? Think now
History hasmany cunning passages, contrived corridors
Andissues, deceiveswithwhispering ambitions,
Guidesusby vanities. Think now

Shegiveswhen our attentionisdistracted

Andwhat shegives, giveswith such suppleconfusions
That the giving famishesthecraving. Givestoo late
What'snot believedin, or if still believed,
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In memory only, reconsidered passion. Givestoo soon
Into weak hands, what’ sthought can be dispensed with
Till therefusa propagatesafear. Think

Neither fear nor courage savesus. Unnatural vices
Arefathered by our heroism. Virtues

Areforced upon usby our impudent crimes.
Thesetearsare shaken fromthewrath-bearing tree.

Thetiger soringsinthenew year. Ushedevours. Think at last
We have not reached conclusion, when |
Stiffeninarented house. Think at last

| have not madethisshow purposelessy
Anditisnot by any concitation

Of the backward devils.

| would meet you upon thishonestly.

| that was near your heart wasremoved therefrom
Tolosebeauty interror, terror ininquisition.

| havelost my passion: why should | needtokeep it
Sincewhat iskept must be adulterated?

| havelost my sight, smell, hearing, taste and touch:
How should | useit for your closer contact?

Thesewith athousand smdll ddliberations

Protract theprofit of their chilled deirium,
Excitethe membrane, when the sense has cooled,
With pungent sauces, multiply variety
Inawildernessof mirrors. What will the spider do,

Suspenditsoperations, will theweevil

Delay?DeBailhache, Fresca, Mrs. Cammel, whirled
Beyond thecircuit of the shuddering Bear

Infractured atoms. Gull against thewind, inthewindy straits
Of Bellelde, or running ontheHorn,

Whitefeathersin the snow, the Gulf claims,

And an old man driven by the Trades

To adeepy corner.

Tenants of the house,
Thoughtsof adry braininadry season.

Burbank with aBaedeker: BleisteinwithaCigar

Tralalalalalalare—nil nis divinum stabile

est; caeterafumus—the gondolastopped, theold
palacewasthere, how charming itsgrey and pink—
goatsand monkeys, with such hair tool—so the
countess passed on until she camethroughthe

little park, where Niobe presented her witha
cabinet, and so departed.

Burbank crossed alittlebridge
Descending at asmall hotel;
PrincessVolupinearrived,
They weretogether, and hefell.



Defunctivemusicunder sea

Passed seaward with the passing bell
Sowly: the God Hercules

Had left him, that had loved himwsll.

Thehorses, under the axletree

Beat upthedawnfromlstria

With evenfeet. Her shuttered barge
Burned onthewater all theday.

But thisor suchwasBleistein'sway:

A saggy bending of theknees

And elbows, with the palmsturned out,
Chicago SemiteViennese.

A lustrelessprotrusveeye
Staresfromtheprotozoicdime
At aperspective of Canaetto.
Thesmoky candleend of time

Declines. OntheRiato once.
Theratsareunderneath thepiles.
Thejew isunderneath thelot.
Money infurs. Theboatman smiles,
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Princess Volupine extends
A meegre, blue-nailed, phthisic hand
Toclimbthewatergair. Lights, lights,
SheentertainsSir Ferdinand

Klein. Who clipped thelion’swings
Andflea d hisrump and pared hisclaws?
Thought Burbank, meditating on
Time'sruins, andthesevenlaws.



Sweeney Erect

And the trees about me,
L et them bedry and leafless; | et therocks
Groan with continua surges; and behind me
Makeall adesolation. Look, ook, wenches!

Paint meacavernouswaste shore
Castintheunstilted Cyclades,

Paint methebold anfractuousrocks
Faced by the snarled and yelping seas.

Digplay me Aeolusabove
Reviewingtheinsurgent gdes
WhichtangleAriadne' shair

And swell with hastethe perjured sails.

Morning stirsthefeet and hands
(Nausicaaand Polypheme),
Gestureof orang-outang
Risesfrom the sheetsin steam.

Thiswithered root of knotsof hair
Slitted below and gashed with eyes,
Thisova O cropped out with teeth:
Thescklemotionfromthethighs

T. S. Eliot—Poems

Jackknifesupward at theknees
Then straightensout from hedl to hip
Pushing theframework of the bed
Andclawingat thepillow dip.

Sweeney addressed full length to shave
Broadbottomed, pink from napeto base,
Knowsthefema etemperament
Andwipesthesudsaround hisface.

(Thelengthened shadow of aman
Ishistory, said Emerson

Who had not seen thesilhouette
Of Sweeney straddled inthe sun).

Teststherazor onhisleg

Waiting until theshriek subsides.

The epileptic onthe bed
Curvesbackward, clutching at her sides.

Theladiesof thecorridor

Find themsdvesinvolved, disgraced,
Cdll witnesstother principles

And deprecatethelack of taste
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Obsarving that hysteria A Cooking Egg

Might easily bemisunderstood,

Mrs. Turner intimates En |’ an trentiesme de mon aage

It doesthe house no sort of good. Que toutes mes hontes j’ ay beucs ...

But Doris, towdled fromthebath,

Enters padding on broad feet, Pipit sateuprightin her chair
Bringingsdl voletile Somedistancefromwhere| wassitting;
Andaglassof brandy neat. Viewsof the Oxford Colleges

Lay onthetable, withtheknitting.

Daguerreotypesand silhouettes,
Her grandfather and great great aunts,
Supported on the mantel piece
AnlInvitationto the Dance.

| shall not want Honour in Heaven
For | shall meet Sir Philip Sidney

And havetak with Coriolanus
And other heroes of that kidney.

| shall not want Capital in Heaven
For | shall meet Sir Alfred Mond:

Wetwo shall lietogether, |apt
Inafive per cent Exchegquer Bond.



| shall not want Society in Heaven,
LucretiaBorgiashall bemy Bride;

Her anecdoteswill bemoreamusing
Than Pipit’ sexperience could provide.

| shall not want Pipitin Heaven:
Madame Blavatsky will instruct me

Inthe Seven Sacred Trances,
Piccardade Donati will conduct me...

But whereisthe penny world | bought
To eat with Pipit behind the screen?
Thered-eyed scavengersare creeping
From Kentish Town and Golder’s Green;

Wherearethe eaglesand the trumpets?

Buried beneath some snow-deep Alps.
Over buttered sconesand crumpets
Weeping, weeping multitudes
Droopinahundred A.B.C.’s
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Le Directeur

Malheur ala malheureuse Tamise!
Tamisel Qui coule s pres du Spectateur.
Ledirecteur
Conservateur

Du Spectateur
Empestela brise.
Lesactionnaires
Réactionnaires

Du Spectateur
Conservateur

Bras dessus bras dessous
Font destours

A pas de loup.

Dans un égout

Une petitefille

En guenilles

Camarde

Regarde

Ledirecteur

Du Spectateur
Conservateur

Et créve d amour.



Mélange adultére de tout

En Amerique, professeur;

En Angleterre, journaliste;
C’est a grands pas et en sueur
Que vous suivrez a peine ma piste.
En Yorkshire, conferencier;

A Londres, un peu banquier,
\Vous me paierez bien la téte.
C'est a Paris que je me coiffe
Casgue noir de jemenfoutiste.
En Allemagne, philosophe
Surexcité par Emporheben

Au grand air de Bergsteigleben;
J erretoujoursde-ci de-la
Adiverscoupsdetralala

De Damas jusgu’ a Omaha.

Je celebrai mon jour deféte
Dansuneoasisd Afrique

Vétu d’ une peau de girafe.

On montrera mon cénotaphe
Aux cotes brilantes de Mozambique.
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Lune de Mid

[Isont vu les Pays-Bas, ilsrentrent & Terre Haute;
Mais une nuit d’ été, les voici & Ravenne,

Al'sur le dos écartant |es genoux

De quatre jambes molles tout gonflées de morsures.
Onreléve le drap pour mieux égratigner.

Moinsd unelieued’ici est Saint Apollinaire

In Classe, basilique connue des amateurs

De chapitaux d’ acanthe que touraoie le vent.

[Isvont prendre le train de huit heures

Prolonger leurs miséres de Padoue a Milan

Ou se trouvent le Ceéne, et un restaurant pas cher.
Lui pense aux pourboires, et redige son bilan.
[Isauront vu la Suisse et traversé la France.

Et Saint Apollinaire, raide et ascétique,

Vieille usine désaffectée de Dieu, tient encore
Dans ses pierres ecroulantes la forme precise de

Byzance.



The Hippopotamus

Smiliter et omnes revereantur Diaconos, ut

T. S. Eliot—Poems

mandatum Jesu Christi; et Episcopum, ut Jesum

Christum, existentem filium Patris; Presbyteros
autem, ut concilium Dei et conjunctionem
Apostolorum. Sne his Ecclesia non vocatur; de

quibus suadeo vos sic habeo.

S IGNATII AD TRALLIANOS

Andwhen thisepistleisread among you, cause

that it beread also in the church of the
Laodiceans.

The broad-backed hippopotamus
Restson hisbelly inthemud,;
Althoughheseemssofirmtous
Heismerely flesh and blood.

Flesh-and-bloodisweak and frail,
Susceptibleto nervous shock;
Whilethe True Church can never fail
For it isbased upon arock.

11

Thehippo’sfeeblestepsmay err
Incompassing materia ends,
Whilethe True Church need never stir
Togather initsdividends.

The* potamus can never reach

The mango onthemango-tree;

But fruitsof pomegranate and peach
Refresh the Church from over sea.

At mating timethehippo’svoice
Betraysinliexionshoarseand odd,
But every week we hear rgjoice
The Church, at being onewith God.

The hippopotamus sday

Ispassed in deep; at night he hunts;
God worksinamysteriousway—

The Church can dleep and feed at once.

| saw the ' potamustakewing
Ascending from thedamp savannas,
Andquiringangelsroundhimsing
Thepraise of God, inloud hosannas.

Blood of the Lamb shall wash him clean
And himshal heavenly armsenfold,



Among thesaintsheshall beseen
Performing on aharp of gold.

Heshall bewashed aswhite as snow,
By dl themartyr’ dvirginskiss,
Whilethe True Churchremainsbelow
Wraptintheold miasma migt.
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Dans le Restaurant

Legarcondélabréqui n'arien afaire
Que de se gratter les doigts et se pencher sur mon
épaule:
“Dans mon pays il fera temps pluvieux,
Du vent, du grand solell, et dela pluie;
C est ce qu’ on appellele jour delessive des gueux.”
(Bavard, baveux, a la croupe arrondie,
Jete prie, au moins, ne bave pas dans la soupe).
“ Les saules trempés, et des bourgeons sur les ronces—
C'est |13, dans une averse, qu’' on s abrite.
J avais septtans, elle était plus petite.
Elle etait toute mouillée, je lui ai donné des
primaveres.”
Les taches de son gilet montent au chiffre de trente-huit.
“Jelachatouillais, pour lafairerire.
J éprouvais un instant de puissance et de délire.

Maisalors, vieux lubrique, a cet age ...
“Monsieur, lefait est dur.
Il est venu, nous peloter, un gros chien;
Moi | avais peur, je |’ ai quittee a mi-chemin.
C est dommage.”

Mais alors, tu aston vautour!
Vat'ente décrotter lesrides du visage;

12
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Tiens, ma fourchette, décrasse-toi le crane.
De quel droit payes-tu des expériences comme moi?
Tiens, voila dix sous, pour la salle-de-bains.

Phlébas, |e Phénicien, pendant quinze jours noye,
Oubliait les cris des mouettes et 1a houle de Cornouaille,
Et lesprofits et les pertes, et la cargaison d etain:

Un courant de sous-mer |’emporta tresloin,

Le repassant aux étapes de sa vie antérieure.
Figurez-vous donc, ¢’ etait un sort penible;

Cependant, ce fut jadis un bel homme, de haute taille.

13

Whispers of Immortality

Webster was much possessed by death
And saw the skull beneaththe skin;
And breastless creatures under ground
L eaned backward with aliplessgrin.

Daffodil bulbsinstead of balls
Stared from the sockets of the eyes!

Heknew that thought clingsround dead limbs

Tighteningitslustsand luxuries.

Donne, | suppose, was such another
Who found no subgtitutefor sense;
To seizeand clutch and penetrate,
Expert beyond experience,

Heknew theanguish of themarrow
Theagueof the skeleton,

No contact possibletoflesh
Allayedthefever of thebone.

Grishkinisnice: her

Russian eyeisunderlined for emphasis,
Uncorseted, her friendly bust
Givespromiseof pneumaticbliss.



The couched Brazilian jaguar
Compel sthe scampering marmoset
With subtleeffluenceof cat;
Grishkin hasamai sonette;

Thedeek Brazilianjaguar
Doesnotinitsarboreal gloom
Didtil sorank afelinesmell
AsGrishkininadrawing-room.

Andeventhe Abstract Entities
Circumambulate her charm,

But our lot crawlsbetween dry ribs
To keep our metaphysicswarm.
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Mr. Eliot’s Sunday Morning Service

L ook, look, master, here comestwo religions
caterpillars.
The Jew of Mdlta.

Polyphiloprogenitive

The sapient sutlersof theLord

Drift acrossthewindow-panes.
In the beginning wasthe Word.

In the beginning wasthe Word.
Superfetation of [Greek text inserted herg],
Andat themensud turn of time

Produced enervate Origen.

A painter of the Umbrian school
Designed upon agesso ground
Thenimbusof the Baptized God.
Thewildernessiscracked and browned

But through thewater paleand thin
Still shinetheunoffending feet

And there abovethe painter set
The Father and the Paracl ete.

14
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The sable presbyters approach Sweeney Among the Nightingales
Theavenueof penitence;

Theyoung arered and pustular [Greek text inserted here]

Clutching piaculative pence.

Under the penitentia gates Apeneck Sweeney spreads hisknees
Sustained by staring Seraphim L etting hisarmshang downto laugh,
Wherethe soulsof the devout The zebrastripesalong hisjaw
Burninvisbleanddim. Swellingtomaculategiraffe.
Alongthegarden-wall thebees Thecirclesof thestormy moon

With hairy bellies passbetween Slidewestward toward the River Plate,
Thestaminateand pidtilate, Death and the Raven drift above

Blest officeof theepicene. And Sweeney guardsthe horned gate.
Sweeney shiftsfromhamtoham Gloomy Orion and the Dog

Stirring thewater in hisbath. Areveiled; and hushed the shrunken sess;
Themastersof the subtleschools The person in the Spanish cape
Arecontroversia, polymath. Triesto sit on Sweeney’sknees

Sipsand pullsthetablecloth
Overturnsacoffee-cup,
Reorganized uponthefloor
Sheyawnsand drawsastocking up;

Theslent manin mochabrown
Sprawlsat thewindow-sil| and gapes,

15



Thewaiter bringsin oranges
Bananasfigsand hothouse grapes;

Theslent vertebratein brown
Contractsand concentrates, withdraws,
Rachd néeRabinovitch

Tearsat the grapeswith murderous paws;

Sheandthelady inthe cape
Aresuspect, thought to bein league;
Thereforethemanwith heavy eyes
Declinesthegambit, showsfatigue,

L eavestheroom and reappears
Outsidethewindow, leaningin,
Branchesof wigteria
Circumscribeagoldengrin;

Thehost with someoneindistinct
Conversesat the door apart,
Thenightingalesaresinging near
The Convent of the Sacred Heart,

And sang within the bloody wood
When Agamemnon cried aloud,
Andlettheir liquid droppingsfal

To stain the stiff dishonoured shroud.

T. S. Eliot —Poems
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The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock

Sio credesse chc mia risposta fosse

A persona che mai tornasse al mondo,
Questa Gamma staria senza piu scosse.
Ma perciocche giammai di questo fondo
Non torno viva alcun, s'i’odo il vero,
Senza tema d’infamia ti rispondo.

Letusgothen,youandl,

When the evening isspread out against the sky
Likeapatient etherized upon atable;

L et usgo, through certain half-deserted streets,
Themuttering retreats

Of restlessnightsin one-night cheap hotels
And sawdust restaurantswith oyster-shells:
Streetsthat follow like atediousargument

Of inddiousintent

Tolead you to an overwhelming question....
Oh, do not ask, “What isit?’

L et usgo and makeour visit.

In theroom thewomen comeand go
Tdkingof Michdangelo.

Theyellow fog that rubsits back upon the window-panes,
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Theydlow smokethat rubsitsmuzzleonthewindow-panes  With abald spot inthe middle of my hair—

Lickeditstongueinto thecornersof the evening, (They will say: “How hishair isgrowing thin!”)
Lingered upon thepoolsthat standindrains, My morning coat, my collar mounting firmly tothechin,
Let fal uponitsback the soot that fallsfrom chimneys, My necktierich and modest, but asserted by asmple pin—
Slipped by theterrace, made asudden leap, (They will say: “But how hisarmsand legsarethin!”)
And seeing that it was asoft October night, Dol dare
Curled once about the house, and fell asleep. Digturbtheuniverse?

Inaminutethereistime
Andindeedtherewill betime For decisionsand revisonswhichaminutewill reverse.
For theyellow smokethat didesa ong the street,
Rubbing itsback upon thewindow panes, For | haveknownthemal already, knownthemall:
Therewill betime, therewill betime Haveknown the evenings, mornings, afternoons,
To prepare aface to meet thefacesthat you meet | have measured out my lifewith coffee spoons,
Therewill betimeto murder and create, | know thevoicesdyingwithadying fal
Andtimefor al theworksand daysof hands Beneath themusic from afarther room.
That lift and drop aquestion on your plate; So how should | presume?
Timefor you andtimefor me,
Andtimeyet for ahundredindecisions, And | haveknown the eyesaready, known them all—
Andfor ahundred visonsandrevisons, Theeyesthat fix youinaformulated phrase,
Beforethetaking of atoast and tea. Andwhen| amformulated, sprawlingonapin,

When| am pinned and wriggling onthewall,
In theroom thewomen comeand go Thenhow should | begin
Tdking of Michelangelo. To spit out al the butt-ends of my daysand ways?

And how should | presume?
Andindeed therewill betime
Towonder, “Dol dare?” and, “Do | dare?’ And | haveknown thearmsalready, knownthemall—
Timetoturn back and descend the stair, Armsthat are bracel eted and whiteand bare

17
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(Butinthelamplight, downed with light brown hair!)
Isit perfumefromadress
That makesmeso digress?
Armsthat lieaong atable, or wrap about ashawl.
And should | then presume?

And how should | begin?

Shdll | say, | have goneat dusk through narrow streets
And watched the smokethat risesfrom the pipes
Of lonely meninshirt-deeves, leaning out of windows?

| should have been apair of ragged claws
Scuttling acrossthe doorsof silent sess.

And theafternoon, the evening, deeps so peacefully!
Smoothed by long fingers,

Adeep...tired ... oritmalingers.

Stretched on on thefloor, here beside you and me.
Should |, after teaand cakesand ices,
Havethestrength toforcethe moment toitscrisis?
But though | have wept and fasted, wept and prayed,
Though | have seen my head (grown dightly bald)
brought in upon aplatter,

| am no prophet—and here’ sno great matter;

| have seen the moment of my greatnessflicker,

And| haveseentheeternd Footman hold my coat, and snicker,

Andinshort, | wasafraid.

Andwouldit havebeenworthit, after all,
After the cups, themarmalade, thetea,
Among the porcelain, anong sometalk of you and me,
Wouldit havebeen worthwhile,

To havebitten off thematter withasmile,

To have squeezed the universeinto aball
Torall it toward some overwhelming question,
Tosay: “| am Lazarus, comefromthedead,
Comeback totell youall, | shal tell you all”—
If one, settling apillow by her head,

Should say: “Thatisnot what | meant at all;
Thatisnotit, at al.”

Andwouldit havebeenworthit, after al,
Would it havebeen worthwhile,

After the sunsetsand the dooryards and the sprinkled streets,

After thenovels, after theteacups, after the skirts
that trail ong thefloor—

Andthis, and so much more?—
Itisimpossibleto say just what | mean!

But asif amagiclanternthrew thenervesin patternson ascreen:

Would it have beenworthwhilelf one, settlinga
pillow or throwing off ashawl,
Andturning toward thewindow, should say:
“Thatisnotitat al,
That isnot what | meant, at all.”
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No! | am not Prince Hamlet, nor was meant to be;
Am an attendant lord, onethat will do

Toswell aprogress, start asceneor two,
Advisethe prince; no doubt, an easy tool,
Deferential, glad to be of use,

Palitic, cautious, and meticulous,

Full of high sentence, but abit obtuse;

Attimes, indeed, dmost ridiculous—

Almost, at times, the Foal.

| growold...I growold...
| shall wear the bottoms of my trousersrolled.
Shall | part my hair behind? Do | dareto eat apeach?

| shall wear whiteflannel trousers, and walk upon the beach.

| have heard the mermai dssinging, eachto each.
| do not think that they will sngtome.

| have seen them riding seaward on thewaves
Combing thewhite hair of thewavesblown back
When thewind blowsthewater white and black.

We havelingeredin the chambersof thesea
By sea-girlswreathed with seaweed red and brown
Till human voiceswake us, and wedrown.

19

Portrait of a Lady

Thou hast committed—

Fornication: but that wasin another country
And besides, thewenchisdead.

The Jew of Madlta.

Among the smoke and fog of aDecember afternoon
You havethe scenearrangeitself—asit will seemtodo—
With*| have saved thisafternoon for you”;

And four wax candlesin thedarkened room,

Four ringsof light upon the ceiling overhead,
Anatmosphereof Juliet’stomb

Prepared for all thethingsto besaid, or left unsaid.
We have been, et ussay, to hear thelatest Pole
Tranamit the Preludes, through hishair and finger-tips.
“Sointimate, thisChopin, that | think hissoul

Should beresurrected only among friends

Sometwo or three, who will not touch the bloom
That isrubbed and questioned in the concert room.”
—And sotheconversation dips

Among vdleitiesand carefully caught regrets
Through attenuated tonesof violins

Mingled with remotecornets

Andbegins.
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“You do not know how much they mean to me, my friends,
And how, how rareand strangeitis, tofind

In alife composed so much, so much of oddsand ends,
(For indeed | donot loveit ... you knew?you are not blind!
How keenyou are!)

Tofind afriend who hasthesequalities,

Who has, and gives
Thosequalitiesuponwhichfriendshiplives.

How muchit meansthat | say thisto you—

Without thesefriendships—life, what cauchemar!”
Amongthewindingsof theviolins

Andtheariettes

Of cracked cornets

Insdemy brainadull tom-tom begins

Absurdly hammering aprelude of itsown,
Capriciousmonotone

That isat |east onedefinitefa senote.”

—L et ustaketheair, in atobacco trance,
Admirethemonuments

Discussthelate events,

Correct our watchesby the public clocks.

Then gt for half an hour and drink our bocks.
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Now that lilacsarein bloom

Shehasabowl of lilacsin her room
Andtwistsonein her fingerswhile shetalks.

“Ah, my friend, you do not know, you do not know
What lifeis, you should holditinyour hands’;
(Slowly twigtingthelilac stalks)

“Youletitflow fromyou, youletit flow,
Andyouthiscruel, and hasnoremorse

And smilesat Stuationswhich it cannot see.”

| smile, of course,

Andgoondrinking tea

“Yet withthese April sunsets, that somehow recall
My buried life, and Parisinthe Spring,

| feel immeasurably at peace, and find theworld
Tobewonderful and youthful, after al.”

Thevoicereturnsliketheing stent out-of-tune
Of abroken violinon an August afternoon:

“1 am awayssurethat you understand

My fedlings, dwayssurethat youfed,
Surethat acrossthe gulf you reach your hand.

You areinvulnerable, you haveno Achilles hed.
Youwill go on, andwhenyou haveprevailed
You can say: at thispoint many aonehasfailed.
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But what havel, but what havel, my friend,
Togiveyou, what can you receivefromme?
Only thefriendship and the sympathy

Of oneabout to reach her journey’send.

| shall Sit here, servingteatofriends....”

| takemy hat: how can | make acowardly amends
For what she has said to me?

Youwill ssemeany morninginthepark

Reading the comicsand the sporting page.
Particularly | remark An English countessgoesuponthesage.
A Greek wasmurdered at aPolish dance,
Another bank defaulter has confessed.

| keep my countenance, | remain self-possessed
Except when astreet piano, mechanical andtired
Relterates some worn-out common song

Withthe smell of hyacinthsacrossthegarden
Recalling thingsthat other people have desired.
Aretheseideasright or wrong?
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The October night comesdown; returning asbefore
Except for adight sensation of beingill at ease

I mount the stairsand turn the handl e of the door
Andfed asif | had mounted on my handsand knees.

“And so you are going abroad; and when do you return?

But that’ sausd essquestion.

You hardly know when you are coming back,
Youwill findsomuchtolearn.”

My smilefalsheavily amongthebric-a-brac.

“Perhapsyou canwritetome.”
My self-possession flaresup for asecond;
Thisisas| had reckoned.

“1 have been wondering frequently of late

(But our beginningsnever know our ends!)

Why we have not devel oped into friends.”

| fed likeonewho smiles, and turning shall remark
Suddenly, hisexpressoninaglass.

My sdlf-possession gutters, wearereally inthedark.

“For everybody said so, dl our friends,
They al weresureour fedingswouldrelate
Soclosdly! | mysalf can hardly understand.



Wemust leaveit now tofate.
Youwill write, at any rate.
Perhapsitisnot toolate.

| shall St here, servingteatofriends.”

And| must borrow every changing shape

Tofind expression ... dance, dance

Likeadancing bear,

Cry likeaparrot, chatter likean ape.

Let ustaketheair, in atobacco trance—

Well! andwhat if she should die someafternoon,
Afternoon grey and smoky, evening yellow and rose;
Should dieand leave mesitting penin hand

With the smoke coming down above the housetops,
Doubtful, for quiteawhile

Not knowing what tofeel or if | understand

Or whether wise or foolish, tardy or too soon ...
Would she not havethe advantage, after all?
Thismus cissuccessful witha® dyingfall”

Now that wetalk of dying—

And should | havetheright tosmile?
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Preludes

Thewinter evening settlesdown
With smell of steaksin passageways.
Six 0’ clock.

The burnt-out ends of smoky days.
And now agusty shower wraps
Thegrimy scraps

Of withered leaves about your feet
And newspapersfrom vacant lots;
The showers beat

On broken blindsand chimney-pots,
And at the corner of the street

A lonely cab-horse steamsand stamps.
Andthenthelighting of thelamps.
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Themorning comesto consciousness
Of faint stale smellsof beer

From the sawdust-trampled street
Withdl itsmuddy feet that press
Toearly coffee-stands.

With the other masquerades
That timeresumes,
Onethinksof al thehands
That areraising dingy shades
In athousand furnished rooms.
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You tossed ablanket from the bed,

You lay upon your back, and waited;

You dozed, and watched the night revealing
Thethousand sordidimages

Of which your soul was congtituted;

They flickered againgt theceiling.
Andwhenall theworld came back
Andthelight crept up between the shutters,
Andyou heard the sparrowsinthe gutters,
You had such avision of the street
Asthestreet hardly understands;

Sitting along the bed'sedge, where

You curled the papersfromyour hair,

Or clasped theyellow solesof feet

Inthe palmsof both soiled hands.



vV

Hissoul stretched tight acrossthe skies
That fade behind acity block,

Or trampled by insistent feet

Atfour andfiveand six o' clock;

And short squarefingersstuffing pipes,
And evening newspapers, and eyes
Assured of certain certainties,

The conscience of ablackened street

I mpatient to assumetheworld.

| am moved by fanciesthat arecurled
Around theseimages, and cling:
Thenotion of someinfinitey gentle
Infinitely sufferingthing.

Wipeyour hand acrossyour mouth, and laugh;
Theworldsrevolvelikeancient women
Gatheringfue invacant|ots.
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Rhapsody on a Windy Night

Twelve o' clock.
Alongthereachesof the street
Heldinalunar synthesis,
Whigpering lunar incantetions
Disolvethefloorsof memory
Andall itsclear relations,
Itsdivisonsand precisions,

Every street lamp that | pass
Beatslikeafatdistic drum,

And through the spaces of the dark
Midnight shakesthememory
Asamadman shakesadead geranium.

Half-past one,

Thestreet lamp sputtered,
Thestreet lamp muttered,
Thestreet lamp said,

“Regard that woman

Who hesitatestoward youinthelight of the door
Which openson her likeagrin.
You seethe border of her dress
Istornand stained with sand,
Andyou seethe corner of her eye
Twigtslikeacrooked pin.”
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Thememory throwsup high and dry

A crowd of twisted things;

A twisted branch upon the beach

Eaten smooth, and polished

Asif theworld gaveup

The secret of itsskeleton,

Stiff andwhite.

A broken springinafactory yard,

Rust that clingsto theform that the strength has| eft
Hard and curled and ready to snap.

Half-past two,

Thestreet-lamp said,

“Remark the cat which flattensitsalf in theguitter,

Slipsoutitstongue

Anddevoursamorsal of rancid butter.”

So thehand of the child, automatic,

Slipped out and pocketed atoy that wasrunning along
thequay.

| could seenothing behind that child'seye.

| have seen eyesin the street

Tryingto peer through lighted shutters,

And acrab oneafternooninapool,

Anold crab with barnacleson hisback,

Grippedtheend of astick which | held him.
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Half-past three,
Thelamp sputtered,
Thelamp muttered in thedark.

Thelamp hummed:

“Regard themoon,
Lalunenegardeaucunerancune,
Shewinksafeebleeye,

Shesmilesinto corners.
Shesmoothsthehair of thegrass.
Themoon haslost her memory.

A washed-out smallpox cracks her face,
Her hand twistsapaper rose,

That smellsof dust and old Cologne,
SheisaoneWithdl theold nocturna smells
That crossand crossacross her brain.
Thereminiscencecomes

Of sunlessdry geraniums
Anddustincrevices,

Smdlsof chestnutsinthe streets
Andfemaesmd|sin shuttered rooms
And cigarettesin corridors

And cocktail sméllsinbars.”

Thelamp said,
“Four o’ clock,
Hereisthe number on thedoor.



Memory!

You havethekey,

Thelittlelamp spreadsaring onthe stair,

Mount.

Thebed isopen; thetooth-brush hangsonthewall,
Put your shoes at the door, deep, preparefor life.”

Thelast twist of theknife.

T. S. Eliot —Poems

26

Morning at the Window

They arerattling breakfast platesin basement kitchens,
And along thetrampled edgesof the street

| am aware of the damp souls of housemaids
Sprouting despondently at areagates.
Thebrownwavesof fog tossup tome

Twisted facesfrom the bottom of the street,

Andtear from apasser-by with muddy skirts
Anamlesssmilethat hoversintheair
Andvanishesaongthelevel of theroofs.
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The Boston Evening Transcript

Thereadersof the Boston Evening Transcript

Sway inthewind likeafield of ripecorn.

When evening quickensfaintly inthestreset,
Wakening theappetitesof lifeinsome

Andto othersbringing the Boston Evening Transcript,
| mount the stepsand ring the bell, turning

Wearily, asonewould turnto nod good-byeto
Rochefoucauld,

If the street weretime and he at the end of the street,
And| say, “ Cousin Harriet, hereisthe Boston Evening
Transcript.”

27

Aunt Helen

MissHeen Slingsby wasmy maiden aunt,
Andlivedinasmall house near afashionable square
Cared for by servantsto the number of four.

Now when shedied therewas silencein heaven
Andsilenceat her end of the street.

The shutterswere drawn and the undertaker wiped hisfest—
Hewasawarethat thissort of thing had occurred before.
Thedogswere handsomely providedfor,

But shortly afterwardsthe parrot died too.

The Dresden clock continued ticking onthe mantel piece,
And thefootman sat upon thedining-table

Holding the second housemaid on hisknees—

Who had awaysbeen so careful whileher mistresslived.
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Cousin Nancy

MissNancy Ellicott Strode acrossthe hillsand brokethem,
Rode acrossthe hillsand brokethem—

Thebarren New England hills—

Ridingtohounds

Over the cow-pasture.

MissNancy Ellicott smoked

And danced all the modern dances,

And her auntswere not quite sure how they felt about it,
But they knew that it was modern.

Upon the glazen shelveskept watch
Matthew and Waldo, guardians of thefaith,
Thearmy of undterablelaw.
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Mr. Apollinax

When Mr. Apollinax visited the United States

Hislaughter tinkled among theteacups.

| thought of Fragilion, that shy figureamong thebirch-trees,

And of Prigpusinthe shrubbery

Gaping at thelady intheswing.

Inthepadaceof Mrs. Phlaccus, & Professor Channing-Cheetah's

Helaughedlikeanirresponsiblefoetus.

Otislaughter was submarineand profound

Liketheold man of thesea's

Hidden under cord idands

Whereworried bodiesof drowned mendrift downinthegreen
slence,

Dropping fromfingersof surf.

| looked for the head of Mr. Apollinax rolling under achair

Or grinning over ascreen

Withseaweedinitshair.

| heard the beat of centaur’shoofsover the hard turf

Ashisdry and passionatetalk devoured the afternoon.

“Heisacharming man”—"But after all what did hemean? —

“Hispointed ears... Hemust be unbalanced,” —

“Therewassomething hesaid that | might have chalenged.”

Of dowager Mrs. Phlaccus, and Professor and Mrs. Cheetah

| remember adlice of lemon, and abitten macaroon.



Hysteria
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Asshelaughed | wasaware of becominginvolvedin her

laughter and being part of it, until her teeth were

only accidental starswith atalent for squad-drill. |

wasdrawn in by short gasps, inhaled at each momentary

recovery, lost finally inthedark cavernsof her

throat, bruised by therippleof unseen muscles. An

elderly waiter with trembling handswashurriedly

spreading apink and white checked cloth over therusty

greenirontable, saying: “If thelady and gentleman
wishtotaketheir teainthegarden, if thelady and
gentlemanwishtotaketheir teainthegarden...” |
decidedthat if the shaking of her breastscould be

stopped, someof thefragmentsof the afternoon might

be collected, and | concentrated my attentionwith

careful subtlety to thisend.
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Conversation Galante

| observe: “ Our sentimental friend themoon!

Or possibly (fantastic, | confess)

It may be Prester John’sballoon

Or an old battered |antern hung a oft

Tolight poor travellerstotheir distress.”
Shethen: “How you digress!”

And| then: * Someoneframesuponthekeys
That exquisite nocturne, withwhichweexplain
Thenight and moonshine; musicwhichweseize
To body forth our vacuity.”

Shethen: “Doesthisrefer to me?’

“Ohno, itisl whoaminane.”

“You, madam, aretheeternal humorigt,

Theeterna enemy of the absol ute,

Giving our vagrant moodsthedightest twist!

Withyour adindifferent andimperious

At astroke our mad poeticsto confute—"
And—"Arewethen so serious?’



La Figlia Che Piange

O quam te memorem Mirgo ...

Stand on the highest pavement of the stair—
Leanonagardenurn—

Weave, weavethesunlightinyour hair—

Clasp your flowersto you with apained surprise—
Fingthemtotheground andturn

With afugitiveresentmentinyour eyes.

But weave, weavethesunlightinyour hair.

So | would have had him leave,

So | would have had her stand and grieve,
So hewould haveleft

Asthe soul leavesthe body torn and bruised,
Asthemind desertsthe body it has used.

| shouldfind

Someway incomparably light and deft,
Someway we both should understand,
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Simpleand faithlessasasmile and shake of the hand.

Sheturned away, but with the autumn weather
Compelled my imagination many days,

Many daysand many hours:

Her hair over her armsand her armsfull of flowers.
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And I wonder how they should have been together!
| should havelost agesture and apose.
Sometimesthese cogitationsstill amaze
Thetroubled midnight and the noon’srepose.
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