The Waste Land & “He Do the Police

in Different Voices” (II)

It happens now and then that a poet by some
strange accident express the mood of his genera-
tion, at the same time that he is expressing a mood
of his own which is quite remote from that of his
generation. This is not a question of insincerity:
there is an amalgam of yielding and opposition
below the level of of consciousness. Tennyson him-
self, on the conscious level of the man who talks to
reporters and poses for photographers, to judge
from remarks made in conversation and recorded in
his son’s Memoir, consistently asserted a convinced,
if somewhat sketchy, Christian belief.... Never-
theless, I get a very different impression from In
Memoriam from that which Tennyson’s contempo-
raries seem to have got. It is of a very much more
interesting and tragic Tennyson.

—T. S. Eliot, “In Memoriam” (1936)"

What every poet start from is his own emotions.
And when we get down to these, there is not much
to.choose between Shakespeare and Dante. Dante’s

IV

2T, T T A TR W ToRECE
5, ZOFOEBEERIRD T TOEBIZ O
T, FEOFER(REKELE MEHI45)D
HHECEBE ISR, Zofkbhi-ERIE
WHWEBREORVGEL AT VT, 19224
KRRIN TR, ZoOFREEFETEMILFE
LTS TRL L OERYPOLZ LicfE
BTHY, B—WKENz—m vy LS5l
MkomE L it Rodi, bierd oo
HA b XHADEBER YR > =D L >
T, BETRDHMNRIBRBRAEEL, #h3T

# B F B
railings, his personal spleen, . . . his nostalgia, his
bitter regrets for past happiness—or for what seems
happiness when it is past—and his brave attempts
to fabricate samething permanent and holy out of
his personal animal feelings—as in the Vita Nuova
— can all be matched out of Shakespeare. Shake-
speare, too, was occupied with the struggle—which
alone constitutes life for a poet—to transmute his
personal and private agonies into something rich
and strange, something universal and impersonal.
The rage of Dante against Florence, or Pistoia, or
what not, the deep surge of Shakespeare’s general
cynicism and disillusionment, are merely gigantic
attempts to metamorphose private failures and
disappointments. The great poet, in writing himself,
writes his time. Thus Dante, hardly knowing it,
became the voice of the thirteenth century; Shake-
speare, hardly knowing it, become the represent-
ative of the end of the sixteenth century, of a
turning point in history.

—“Shakespeare and the Stoicism of Seneca” (1927)*

DFECSHDOEEXERTEILDL 5 FD
FHLOWRADOh bR L - THbh, FhUED
HREKEREENZEDRET (X, BEDO=
VA Y PEREESERBT, TOFRa—r7 v
YHRDFEER & MU E LA
Lo FARPHEOHEBAITLT, £
WOLDREERT LD IDFLYE DT
B ERTIUHELTWL2E, 20 The
Waste Land L5 BV RO b5
L, FOBHTERRIZSEM A4 1L, 2D
EmAERITH I A RRER AL TrbE LML
EREEZRVWTELLRLWIREY, T-<&
LTEDRRED T EFG-THBRZ T ELR
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oo COTETRWEINRBDR, =04y b33
ZOEYRERFEL THELITE 1 “Shakespeare
and the Stoicism of Seneca” &5 XETH %,
YA P AT RLAVTREY RALHBICHD
HEENELERBEERLOED BRI D=y
A DIenT, FREBFLEELEE ST
WA TEAEFHAL BFEHOL2ELD
I, #REsodf el ekmes i gk
5.1 Zhit, =V Ay b The Waste Land 12
DT, REE, BEEMC, HAHVIIEESROS
HLiiEofeb 0L LTRIFVREICET %,
ZOFNETORR L DM h TRIKE LTH
AL DITDWTH, = V4 v F BHOERN
Eybh, ToRROBESMEEDLLTETE
LRADARTH- T, KkEDa—r v 4T
S Zb L The Waste Land L\~5 21 + 152,
Z D FFD3667T 537617 (...  Falling
towers,/Jerusalem Athens Alexandria,/
Vienna London,/Unreal) ¥ TOMS et &
LG~y tDH = —» v SDEFHIZOWT
DEELENILEZNE, DLALARNELE X
20, ZOFOFTEOL O LKL L ToRMEL
B S AHPO I 2 EF LV DTH - 7l
IZ, IR LKEEYRRCZT Ll L
e % OFEERHFFFR L, Eo TR %
MR T2 T, ZOFOFOME« DM

EMRECRROERTH LD L0, BIHMNEH
ARA A —TORPBEHEIIZOWT, WY ABIE

FlebolT, §06BLhdFaeebbhT
ERTETELLEDLRLE L OFERLT bR
726

COERAT VL T, BRIKELR T
O ES Tl b hic 2 &L, 19465E D = Y
v PEHORDOL S L - TUL<Hbh
BX ittt

It was in 1922 that I placed before him in Paris

the manuscript of a sprawling chaotic poem

called The Waste Land which left his hands

reduced to about half its size, in the form in

which it appears in print.*

F 7, 19506R iz v v F BN S A,
Py R TOEETERE EFLRALIDFOME
ke v FvAnipg, <) Ty FicieT

WO DHREERT- Db, O EEETobh
T, ZADOHOFHRKIC X 2#E Lo &b
YEEMORTINRIEL Aoy Y FOFK 28
L, ToOMicHIhtc= Y Ay FDAYVIED
FRIMBRERINT, ZOFORENLE 2D
CrTDAY Y FOIERPLIED L DhDHD
haXsichh, TOBOHRIYLELBLELT
COFRMBBEMOENGHIE D V2D EDOKE
IBDHEDB LS5t ot, 2% D, ZOFED
B FORRIE R I X 5 Iz s v v K Ol
BROER D TR E WO LR, 1, L
HEOH &R TLOREFRSITERE Lol
MR DFEEOERT B L DI OV 503
bBRDDTRIL VL E W 2 HERAZ L Dt
At EFE LS LT o obiT, 195040
#3 b izE e Hugh Kenner @ The Invisible
Poet (1960) &FULtz=VF v il &, =5
Lic#RyRET 0L LT, HNRRELLEZA
O “Ur-Waste Land” ~D -2y v F OYIBRBE»
OB EMANrOEEL LD LI EMEL
728,

5 LBl E 2 500 X 51T, =
A v ML 19595, Paris Review wi8i X hic

Donald Hall 2 DA v 2 ¥ a =Dl T, A7V
FORREFDRERRIZOWT, 255 T\ 5,

INTERVIEWER: You have mentioned in print
that Pound cut The Waste Land from a much
larger poem into its present form. Were you
benefited by his criticism of your poems in
general? Did he cut other poems? ‘

ELIOT: Yes. At that period, yes. He was a
marvellous critic because he didn’t try to turm you
into an imitation of himself. He tried to see what
you were trying to do.

INTERVIEWER! Does the manuscript of the
original, uncut Waste Land exist?

ELIOT: Don't ask me. That'’s one of the things
I don’t know. It’s an unsolved mystery. I sold it to
John Quinn. 1 also gave him a notebook of un-
published poems, because he had been kind to me
in various affairs. That’s the last I heard of them.
Then he died and they didn’t turn up at the sale.”

BT, Bl X T hBoimonToEEic®
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58 5TV 5,

INTERVIEWER: What sort of things did Pound

cut from The Wast Land? Did he cut whole
sections?
ELIOT: Whole sections, yes. There was a long

section about a shipwreck. I don't know what
that had to do with anything else, but it was
rather inspired by the Ulysses Canto in The
Inferno, 1 think. Then there was another section
which was an imitation of Rape of the Lock.
Pound said, ‘It’s no use trying to do something
that somebody else has done as well as it can be
done. Do something different.’

INTERVIEWER: Did the excisions change the
intellectual structure of the poem?

ELIOT: No. I think it was just as structureless,
only in a more futile way, in the longer version.?

U E29594ED £ v 2 € 2 — bt B LLE]
DIZDFEDOWTD=YF v F DEETH5B,
D hT & v 7 DUlysses Canto (The
Inferno XXVD) iCfR I hTtE il &) BH
OBHOBERZYE KRB LTVWA0REBRLT
v, THIHEIVE O“Death by Water” 8
A% 7z LT\ iz Dry Salvages D CoOHIE 24
B H80fTH b DM ¢, TAE O “Phlebas the
Phoenician, a fortnight dead” 24 % % 1047 D Hij
ZLBLEDTHBEMN, DAYV FILL > TEHIC
o Tuisus & LTHI S My, o
DWTD=VFy DI WHOEEL 5 203
BN OhDEERRRNENTV LN S TL 5,
DML CXEVIE TR~ 3B,

IDAVAE2—T= Yty MIEBOFTL 2
BERKBT IV LR > TWB A, SR
1923510120 2 Ve 7 4 ViIEiE o 1o 2 DFEE S,
B U/ T b - o KB (19094£ 11 A 6D
PHIMED 8 A EFTOEL DRREDHF LY IZA
NAREZRAAL /- 2 ELRBHZ L
HrEot, LHLERIE, 24 voMELHE
LRI X - TISMEMRDIT U DIz 2 A
YOEBRORDORNLER IR, FOHMLERT
o= a2 —=2— 7\ NEL D Berg Collection
B, TOAVEE2—DRFEIRDENIZI8,000 F

ATEALTWEDTH b,

o=V a VOREEDR ZoOFRBEYAF
LABEHDINGES H, v v F vigHa B,
=)y b DAAETAL TDH 5 “business
matter” IK2OWTELEWILD TS5 TEL W
R L, TorE =04y ti3b 1)
E7 29 AT EReY, LR oERBIzow
TiE, =4y PRLAY Y FICH A HEEIT
frbhhish -7z, TORB[OFTELILERITT
bh, ThUBTELES =04y FPBAEET TV
bbb, Saversg o RS
NDH1968FE108258 F T AR I hish -1
DIXFEHE S\ 250, ZoEFR2LrHUFO
J — b OFEE & [ K iz [ X E #E o Manuscript
Division CFBE I htcz A vHBDO= )+ v + D
LEOFHOBNMNCEALRARD L 5 e 3N
B, £HiO= Y 4 v MIERMOEKS L bR
Mo tcBhAEHEI RS,

In the manuscript of The Waste Land which I am
sending you, you will see the evidence of his
[Pound’s] work, and I think that this manuscript
is worth preserving in its present form solely for
the reason that it is the only evidence of the
difference which his criticism has made to this
poem. I am glad that you, at least, will have the
opportunity of judging this for yourself. Natural-
ly, I hope that the portions which I have sup-
pressed will never appear in print, and in sending
them to you I am sending you the only copies of
these parts.?®

Ft, REEOFEZHEELL// b2 T
ELoTWB EEBbRA I RUBIOFEHKTIE, h
WAFRRNDISGFEIELISELTL 5,

You will find a great many sets of verse which
have never been printed and which I am sure you
will agree never ought to be printed, and, in
putting them in your hands, I beg you fervently to
keep them to yourself and see that they never are
printed."
=V 4y b IS5 LB, 1971 ISR S
N2 OFDOFERED 7 7 72 3 VRIZRH AT
\» 5“The Death of Saint Narcissus” (ca. Oct.
1914—5) ®, oV LicErhicSKicnk
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Xt “The Burnt Dancer” (June 1914) &2,
“The Love Song of Saint Sebastian” (July 1914)
8ED, T FVDERETLTOBBOLNEZ D
RTWAFHOZEEEZHEYRELEZLR
%, BRHOBEEIAREBEOGD LRI EIC R
L, THNERL=n T4 v XLADORETS
“savage joy in pain”'? & $F 2 MR A2
ZhboiFiid, 200RTF D=9 4+ v b DR
HRORZHO—msBo iz EbhiniT
REN T B,

Vv

192148121, #HFEHOr —F v 2 TFELLT
BE T “a long poem” OEE2E X LIS
fe= 9 A4y MiX, TORKIMTH S “What  the
Thunder Said” oz 5 EBu7e,

Da

Datta : What have we given?

My friend, blood shaking my heart

The awful daring of a moment’s surrender

Which an age of pludence can never retract

By this, and this only, we have existed

Which is not to be found in our obituaries

Or in memories draped by the beneficent

spider

Or under seals broken by the lean solicitor

(11. 400-9)

LaL, 196561 B 4 H, #7608 TRRAK &
%, FOEAD The Times ¥ - 7= “Obituary”
I, RO LD e aAE T AT, . .along-
drawn-out private tragedy which darkened his
middle years left a deep impression on his
poetry.” N E X F-TOED S5 H, Y4 V4 TR
vV FyolmiEi ity is ool &
L32UERICI 72 BE L &L, Zo“awful daring
of a moment’s surrender” 1288 % » 72, THhitg
72, s FvEnItfil BBt otet s T
b,

IZTI, =Y4 vy bl 0% ) EBE
HOEBIOWTRRBENCE F, =D “awful
daring” &= VU 7 v b -3 ) R (1910—11)
D75 v ADKA Jean Verdenal & o 5% 1B
REFE VD15 James E. Miller, Jr. OfFFRILE

In our empty rooms

LW I ERBRTEL, 17 —0ROPLE
7T, TOFRL - L x N ABEROEE TEEL
o DEAND =V O - L RBEZHIL, O
DEED 1= ThHAIRHDOESIHEH T
FRHELT, TOXSRHAATHIEIULDTHREL
72195256 @ John Peter DR “A New Interpre-
tation of The Waste Land”?*& & $IZIE L £ §Hi
ThichERES v, Lal, 37 —oBifT
e A0, =V iy b OREHEREROHEE
EEAT = FFADIREFTDITNBTE,
¥ d=nA ¥+t ok % “the hyacinth
garden” LEEVDFTTCWB T ET, 25 LicHlE,
IS5 —DHMME T 7V IVHT 7 A OB
LmbbT, WS oOnDHAREMIESDT
Hbo

39 — DT B b IE A K & BRI,
ErE 2D L5 LAEY S b aflofEhs
HomhbltWWwZ &T, 7 -23%25k 5 lefkir
MRV EBERSHBVII2ERD 3 —r v A HFED
BUDEHottLichkbil, ThiTto=)
* v b OFEOHEENLEHL T, TodELD
HENAENEI R TYUREBLRD O,
D=, I-FVicihuE SV rblEoi
19114E DK A H 19144 D F ¥ TIZIEFERTH
BEVI M 2ERDOHFEOHERDINGE 6 A h
b, FAYRBTAZ7 271+ —FIZEB2L108
oficE st “Burnt Dancer”(June 1914),
“The Love Song of Saint Sebastian” (July
1914)% “The Death of Saint Narcissus”®(ca. Oct.
1914) 7c &3, HBEDOLDOXERNTT—F v Oid
ML B U0 THBH, fEEoOmE
Exd 5 i B b Didiet s, Saint Sebastian %2
Saint Narcissus &5 24 P AIZEGRD X5
T IImEEOEREY—ERRILBRE L LT
KD, XD ThELTFLWEHIALAE L
h T, ZhdveTh AEN B o R ch
h, ThExRAEEFMHERLETO L Z0RES
ThoTh, HEBIEOEER & IHREF] S
Rihidkbicwn, 79— FYOELERIALD
e, U4 v b O—ERNRERNA A - TAD
BY LBV AEL, 25 LEfEMoiERE,
B & = AT The Waste Land 28 ->Tw 53
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WERNIZIRED 5 b, HEED “The Death of
Saint Narcissus” 72133/ — bz Tixis < o
HErh T, REBSOURBEEDA V7
TErACEEERATh L h IR T ORI hT
WBH, D 2L The Waste Land © % 4 7R
BMORE—HBRERINT, 772723 VDT
DIBD LT D, T, 20248, FHo~—
V7 - VEFHROUERCE N, ThEh
“After the turning of the inspired days,” “I am
the Resurrection and the Life,” “So through the
evening” L WO EETIHE S IWOMATL L L
12, The Waste Land o FEfEEcidk b HVERE
ZELTW3%, Zo“The Death of Saint
Narcissus” 123, i Z oEDFHchhbhivi
B OE DD “surrender” LS EDMAE YR
DT EMNTE D, 1921 DFFD “surrender” 12 A
D—HELHERLIT S X5 KEALL temp-
tation IH R, & D LDDOhiL “sur-
render” TH b, 1914 OFILLF L HA K “the
redness of blood” ~® “surrender” TH - T, =
DZ2DFNIEDERDO VO TEILE VTR - T
BB, ArbTLThLhoFoRk s RV
Bl T\\5, PLEL D0, o550k
EMETIATH, (RVEBEZBFERBYLS,)

First he was sure that he had been a tree
Twisting its branches among each other
And tangling its roots among each other.

Then he knew that he had been a fish

With slippery white belly held tight in his own
fingers,
Writhing in his own clutch, his ancient beauty

Caught fast in the pink tips of his new beauty.

Then he had been a young girl
Caught in the woods by a drunken old man

Knowing at the end the state of her own white-
ness
The horror of her own smoothness,

And he felt drunken and old.

So he become a dander to God.

Because his flesh was in love with the buming
arrows
He danced on the hot sand

Until the arrows came.
As he embraced them his white skin surrendered

itself to the redness of blood, and satisfied him.
Now he is green, dry and stained
With the shadow in his mouth.?
(F#R=V4 v+, 129 v 75H&H)

S Eo ks ettRicvioon, Bic26micic-
TVBAETH Y, RRBET5FEERO=
Uy bTHofeZ EFERL TEMeThills
Bt COFREAEEDOREN, fo b 27—
FYamzb X ok, W4EDNE, V= =ATR
fee VT —=vEOERT LV [BE AR5 4
TYOBMBRIGED T TRAFTELT Y 2 v
A, FLTT7V 7 =7 TREEW BHKL
BANCHH ELTH, BHEsHTs s BCHEK
EFEA~DFRE LB b i 2 D1914EDFFIC
3, =D TEBW The Waste Land %4 5%
D, BELARVERWERSBEL T3
EZEZTIVEASY,

Ziz “The Death of Saint Narcissus” DY}
5|35, The Waste Land O 1T d & b5
Bleiabl-OvE D, SEIELERCLE
B2 EAX LB 5 “(Come in under the shadow of
thisred rock)” &\ 5 {ERWEORES, Z 0 FHIZ
B Do

Come under the shadow of this grey rock

Come in under the shadow of this grey rock

And I will show you a shadow different from
either

Your shadow sprawling over the sand at
daybreak, or

Your shadow leaping behind the fire against
the red rock:

I will show you his bloody cloth and limbs

And the grey shadow on his lips.

He walked once between the sea and the high
chiffs

Where the wind made him aware of his legs
smoothly passing each other

And of his arms crossed over his breast.

When he walked over the meadows

He was stifled and soothed by his own rhythm.

By the river

His eyes were aware of the pointed corners of
liis eyes
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And his hands aware of the tips of his
Sfingers.

Struck down by such knowledge

He could wnot live men’s ways, but became
a dancer before God.

If he walked in city streets

He seemed to tread on faces, convulsive
thighs and knees.

So he came out to live under the rock.'®

(129 v 75|H1H)

Z D “grey rock” OEE~FESIFEIL FDIFF
The Waste Land DOV B EED D UE
THbH, “I will show you fear in a handful of
dust” &5 FEXe, “The Fire Sermon” O 75 5®
Y =T ADEEZDEBLELDTH B,

& Z AT, “The Death of Saint Narcissus” &
“The Fire Sermon” (“To Carthage then 1
came”) E DES L0 D A, D X S IS
Hoh20TRENS b, & XOREROTH
Db, 418V y 7 CTRLERS %, SHERRE
FEOYR TR,

By the river

His hands were aware of the pointed corners of

his eyes

And his hands were aware of long fingers.

So because he was struck mad by the knowledge

of his own beauty

He could not live men’s ways, but became

a dancer to God.

If he walked in city streets, in the streets

of Carthage

He seemed to tread on faces, convulsive
thighs and khees.

So he came out to live under the rock.*

=V v b DA H26EEUZ 2 T D
Bk 25 L% OBz sk B “hyacinth
garden” DEERDIH T8 D & DL B 2 idEIT
COFDMTRERTVB L Y cBbhs, &
He 70 Bl £ 1288 % 72\ “dancer to God” &5
HPCREOERBARED L 54 2 — 2 n bk
T % D UIBET 7ev A%, “convulsive thighs and
knees” &Rt T (2 DEHNI e QBRI R
fEbh izl Twbs s bic@EAELTI V) 0
KET L 51 iehin, 2212h 5 b0RsH

MG OBRY B L 1 FE~DHBEL L\ 25 %
DTH-T, 29 LIcHBHRBHAOMEL, <
DHENEINLFERD, $FH=V+» I H
HWHHB OO WEBERCI - T, K
FERPIL T OB RB &S B,

=)V Ay PIAZ A7+ — FTCORFERY 1ET
5b¥loTr v FVIicH, 1915% 6 B26H, v+«
TATVEREB LI, FI~v— 9 A7 —AOEE
LT E sttt e v ¥ v TCOHEFER ML D
LbDTHoTeiX, Vr v ) —exz Uty bD7 7
7 IVBRANDFXR, - F Vit iRt s
POBEVCALZENTEED, TRz YAy
b DA EXREE S Burtrand Russell & =) 4+ v b
BHEOFHKE o5 HT51L Ed b,
=Ty — N THLZTUE, =V+vy 2
T yenid, 191501 8, rv FvoH
G075y rOFTER= VA vy PRBSLT %
HLUERIENS > Tuiedl, Z0ED 7 AT,
HEBLTER?2, 3BEO=V vy bEY 4 T4
7VRESTED, 0L EOHIS % Ottoline
Morrell I &% » T\ %, TDOkHTEIC “He
is ashamed of his marriage, and very grateful if
one is kind to her”'? &\ T\ 5H, FvEn
ol LdHEDD 2 ANCBEVEREKLRT I
feh, RRTCT 4747 v ERBENCI ARSI
BItric g TREL T, 2 AoBfRicowLTiE, W
S OMDPWBBEYEL T 519155118 D4 »
FFAYV e BUAADFRTIHIZ 5B T 5,

He [Eliot] is becoming much more like a man.
He has a profound and quite unselfish devotion to
his wife, and she is really very fond of him, but
has impuluses of cruelty from time to time. It is
a Dostoievsky kind of cruelty, not
straightforward, every day kind. I am every day
getting thinghs more right between them, but I
can’t let them alone. . . . She is a person who lives
on a knife edge, and will end as criminal or a
saint; I don’t know which yet. She has a perfect

capacity for both.'3

LT, EvAE0L H O EDODFHRKTIHE,
2ANEBE, I VYISV FORBHA — At
B VARITLIED, ThARY 4T a7vExY
Ay MICE o THRENCARERLLDTH -7 &
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I am worried about those Eliots. . . . It seems
their sort of pseudo-honeymoon at Eastbourne is
being a ghastly failure. She is quite tired of
him, & when I got here I found a desperate letter
from her, in the lowest depths of despair and not
far removed from suicide. . . .At present she is
punishing my poor friend for having tricked her
imagination—like the heroine of the ‘Playboy [of
the Western World]’. I want to give her some
other outlet than destroying him.**

Synge DEI# 5| &EVIcET o it ko TT v
LADEbALLTWAZEZHATHS S, =
V4 vy PEHIE, 25 LEESOEFRICOWT,
KEFEA D R4 Conrad Aiken 1258 T 19164F
1 AOFHKDOPFT, KADY =V FFAHIEAL
ERBRFELEDOFE LR, V4 V4 TV ORRK
OLETHYELRR ALV E2PBEE 25
b, ZHEWTW5, “But I am having a
wonderful time nevertheless. I have lived
through material for a score of long poems in
the last six months.”"® [ U19164E® 9 F 12~
VI BT lFKOP I, “The present
year has been, in some respects, the most awful
nightmare of anxiety that the mind of man
could conceive, but at least it is not dull, and it
has its own compensation.”'® £ 55 - T\~ %, ik
EARLRIE S, HiehERCAWZ ExFED e
KB, T b “nevertheless” & # “but  at
least... ” EMB VT, 2EHTIOHREDELD
HIEROMEXHAFICIHESICIMBIRL S &
LTwb, 2H5Lk=V4y b OBEPHEBETLO
2, HbhbER1936FE B AR - Fr—1
ROLPO—HEZFIBLTATLIVESS, &
ZTo“He” BHE—F LV —AThBA, Thi=
VoA y FEBENZTE IVDO TV D%

He was one of those who have great strength,
but strength merely to suffer. He could not escape
suffering and could not transcend it, so he
attracted pain to himself. But what he could do,
with that

sensibilities which no pain could impair, was to

immense passive strength and

study his suffering.!”

FLTC, 25 LIcEdo s bic The Waste
Land OBMEPETREDTH D, (DR, K<)
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One wants to gets omething off one’ s chest. One
doesn’ t know quite what it is that one wants to
get off the chest until one’s got it off. But I
couldn’t. apply the word ‘intention’ positively to
any of my poems. Or to any poem.”

4. T. S. Eliot, “Ezra Pound,” Poetry, LXVIIL 6 (Sept.
1946), 330.

5. D. D. Paige, ed., The Selected Letters of Ezra
Pound 1907~ 1941 (1950, New York: New Direc-
tions. 1971), pp. 169-72.

6. Hugh Kenner, The Invisible Poet (1960, London:
Methuen, 1965), p. 127-8.

—117—-



1. Paris Review interview, Writers at Work, p. 118.
8. Ibid. , pp. 118-9.

9. Lyndall Gordon, Eliot’s Early Years (Oxford:
Oxford Univ. Press, 1977), pp. 22-36, 38-49, 58-65.
10. T. S. Matthews, Great Tom (New York: Harper

and Row, 1974), p. 74.
11. Loc cit.
12. Gordon, p. 59.

VD

1. c o5, T3
DEETR [T.S
Bz X 5,

2. Eliot’s Personal Waste Land (University Park,
Pennsylvania: Pennsylvania Univ. Press, 1977) .
3. Essays in Criticism, 2 (July 1952), 242-66. Z DL
2, BRERCEN YRR c=Y 4 v P BRERR
AEA, EOEELHFIAGEV I EGBEICEA
o, REEOLORTRTEEIRI, 1968FICH
1o Essays in Criticism @Y 7Y v b B (1951—60) T

EEF4E, CXL 5 (May 1965) D len
L= UF v bz &) (P, 52) DL

b, ZOBFREAIRLEETH -, 1969F 12

Te o CHAaEI “The Waste Land Reinterpreted” &
L C“Postscript” & &£ b IIBE I, =V A4 v + D
E SRR, ¥ — 4 —DZ D “Postscript” 3 & OF.
W.Bateson © “Preface to the Reprinted Edition”

(Essays in Criticism, rpr., Amsterdam: Swets and
Zeitlinger, 1968, vol. )izgf L\,

4. Gordon, p. 42-64.

5. Ibid,, p. 58-62.

6. “The Death of Saint Narcissus”i, 1915%ic
“Prufrock” & ##ii#& L T Poetry DIRET XL
2, BEROBMT=Y 4 » bt TED T LA
7o LWL, T LENBOHNERETIEND 12
EVWH Z ERERCET S, COKRERIYD LT, &
DFFR12MMRE DRAFREHE Poems in Early Youth

(1950) i bh, HTITEC > T OFE
t3. Faber %5 X O Farrar, Straus and Giroux 75 iR
Ihis,

7. Valerie Eliot, ed., The Waste Land: A Facsimile
and Transcript of the Original Drafts (London:
Faber, 1971) , pp. 108-9, 110-1, 112-3.

8. Ibid,, pp. 96-7.

9. Gordon, p. 61n.

10. Valerie Eliot, ed, pp. 94-5.

11. Ibid,, pp. 90-1.

12. Robert Gathorne-Hardy, ed., Otfoline at
Garsington: Memoirs of Lady Ottoline Morrell
1915-18 (London: Faber, 1974) , p. 57.

13. T. S. Matthews, pp. 46-7.

14. Ronald W. Clark, The Life of Bertrand Russell

(Harmondsworth, Middlesex: Penguin Books,
1978), pp. 386-7.

15. Valerie Eliot, ed, p. x.

16. Ibid., p. xi.

17. Selected Essays, p. 423.

—118—



