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Some of the new poems, the Sweeney ones, espe- ¥/, 41X =YD LT, B The Wast

cially Among the Nightingales and Burbank 1,y 1ir shrx— ¢
(=]

. ’ 4 “Gerontion” (“My house is
are intensely serious, and I think these two

are among the best that'l have ever done. But | a decayed holls-.e )T, “The Fire Sermon
even here I am considered by the ordinary news- DU TERLRIEGITS ) - T 2ORE

paper critic as a wit or satirist, and in Ameri- EHEHINEEHHDEA( “an old man in a-dry

ca I suppose I shall be thought merely dis- month, . . . waiting for rain” )5, KD XS

gusting!, ICEDHIT B,
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- . - 1 i ted ?

DBV EVEOW I, ARIMETOR Since what is kept must be adulterate

I have lost my sight, smell, hearing, taste and
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touch:
How shuold I use them for your closer contact?
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Burbank crossed a little bridge
Descending at a small hotel;

Princess Volupine arrived, 19 1ZHICEL NI BN DFRDIES T,
They were together, and he fell. REOHER, ¥ LLIMSTHICH IRV

(“a long poem I have had on my mind for a
assod PR . long time”2) &L T LI EBRXTOBH, C
assed seaward with the passing be e e .
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Slowly : the God Hercules lon_mg poem l@mlﬁ{ﬁ‘ ’ Cie’rontlon x
Had left him, that had loved him well. TOFFEL LUT—HIHR L TR ES D & ~i5E

Defunctive music under sea
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It might be suggested that the proper form
[of long poems] would be one which combined
verse and prose in waves of intense or relaxed
feeling. We have not, however, committed our-
selves to the statement that intensity of feel-
ing should be expressed in verse or that verse
should always intense. And such a mixture of
prose and verse would sin against a different

kind of unity. A single work must have some
metric unity. This may vary widely in prac-
tice: I see no reason why a considerable varie-
ty of verse forms may not be employed within

the limits of a single poem.4

HOWS EHMXWNB LD EANBLEDET, F
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MAT, =Y Ay bl “prosaic” K bD%EFIT
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We seem to see clearly enough that prose is
allowed to be “poetic”; we appear to have over-
looked the right of poetry to be “prosaic”.b

The work of poety is often said to be perform-
ed by the use of images; by cummulative
succession of images each fusing which the
ﬁext; or by the rapid and unexpected combi-
nation of images apparently unrelated, which
have their relationship enforced upon them by
the mind of the another.6

THULIEZER, COFEDWARREREINS
“ The Metaphysical Poets” 7£ & THU B
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W3,

feE 2, ERLULBERTOFEIMOHFEHL
ThHBTLRNANDECHLGDY) 714 V%S
1.BUBNIREES R, COEDOKIKIE > TLHIL
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TEREINTH AL ESYIE, BloBXHLT
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TW3, el ERBe RE5EHD12TE, K-
THEREELI5ERIcaabb OFESLDEaL 5T .
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“Song” (&, 10 SILAIRDLTTEEMA S
h:b0Thsb,
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TH-T, 190fTREDLSKDCDRPITE LD
Sy OhiE BB B ERESOEAE, Th
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loose,” “rhyme drags it out to diffuseness,”
“not interesting enough as verse to warrant
so much of it"? ) K& -T, BHIDTOTIZHIR,
4 FTH P DR B68TTDF A EX - ¥ — VI,
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4% ( “Her drying combinations touched by
the sun's last rays” ) &I -TWHW35,

Admonished by the sun’s inclining ray,

And swift approaches of the thievish day,

The white-armed Fresca blinks, and yawns,
and gapes,

Aroused from dreams of love and pleasant
rapes.

Electric summons of the busy bell

Bring(s) brisk Amanda to destroy the spell;

With coarsened hand, and hard plebeian tread,

Who draws the curtain round the lacquered bed,

Depositing thereby a polished tray

Of soothing chocolate, or stimulating tea.

(WLFT, “The Fire Sermon,” 11.1-10.)

Z® “dreams of love and pleasant rapes”
PoEEZHETL, b UEE DR “white-armed
Fresca” DKAEBZEEICIR, F734 FVHED
wit DREBIZGTIEL, ZDEiIth{ &hizx Y
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ANTW3B, “white-armed” EWHEER, bEd
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‘Leaving the bubbling beverage to cool,

“Fresca slips softly to the needful stool,

Where the pathetic tale of Richardson

Eases her labour till the deed is done.

Then slipping back between the conscious
sheets,

Explores page of Gibbon as she eats.

Her hands caress the egg’s well-rounded dome,

She sinks in revery, till the letters come.



“My dear, how are you? I'm unwell today,
And have been, since I saw you at the play.
I hope that nothing mars your gaity,

And things go better with you, than with me.

I went last night—more out of dull despair—

To Lady Kleinwurm’s party — who was
there ?

Oh, Lady Kleinwurm’s monde—no one that
mattered— ]

Somebody sang, and Lady Kleinwurm chat-
tered. .

What are you reading ? anything that’s new ?

I have a clever book by Giraudoux.

Clever, I think, is all. I'’ve much to say—

But cannot say it—that is just my way—

When shall we meet tell

manoe€uvers ;

me all your
And all about yourself and your new lovers
And when to Paris?

My dear, believe me, your devoted

I must make an end,

friend”.

This ended, to the steaming bath she moves,
Her tresses fanned by little flutt'ring Loves;
anurs, confected by the cunning French,

Disguise the good old hearty female stench.

(WLFT, “The Fire Sermon,” 11.11-41.)

COFENERTEZIVAHIDORYKDER, 75
YRABIDEKTCENPEN D “femate stench”
I TRIEWV,

Fresca ! in other time or place had been
A meek and lowly weeping Magdalene ;
More sinned against than sinning, bruised
and marred,

The lazy laughing Jenny of the bard.
(The same eternal and consuming itch
Can make a martyr, or plain simple bitch);
Or prudent sly domestic puss puss cat,
Or autumn’s favourite in a furnished flat,
Or strolling slattern in a tawdry gown,
A doorstep dunged by every dog in town.
For varying forms, one definition’s right :
Unreal emotions, and real appetite.

(WLFT, “The Fire Sermon,”11.42-53.)

“Unreal emotions, and real appetite” &
W UTB7 LRAAZEPL T B, Thidik
RORREFEDOELETHIe Y Fr&0H &l

( “Unreal City” )2R#E T 5 117 TbdH b,
Z @ appetite EWHEIE, bbHAA carnal ap-
petite DT ETH 5.
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Dxo& LT, HADEdith Sitwell 2 7 v
K LTEPNOTRIVHERZ 53.LEH 5,
Biei Xtz Xk Hic The Wast Land ZE X5
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YHTCHITEINT WS The Dialic “London
Letter” &L TXALRFEA 2EE LG5 708,
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T5ET, TODTHEHELEREL TS, £
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“London Letter” (1921823 H&EEEHnTW
% #%, Donald Gallup @ Bibliography O i
BICHEZE, COMREORITBRFIADILBEHE
VI ETHEMS? , EBicEINIDR2A
MAEEELNS) OBHLT, Ya—IT7 VEA
1ob E—RAETZDROFBALLT, Yy P
WA, THFELTW B,

{Miss Sitwell] is tediously given to repea-
ting herself, but this repetitioh is perhaps
her consciousness of the fact that she has
genuine little vision of the age, quite her own.
This peculiar way of seeing things, which is
not capable of much development, is what is
not her which 1is

interesting; technique,

insufficient.4

459 r51HHE)

FOXEDIAD“quite her own” LWV HELE
DR 7ZF T &, Peter AckroydD{zigic &
g, Yy bz wEHLLLTWEZ YAy b
H, HZiiZ LHTHE - /-DidLady Colefax
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DR THLDELH % ShitwellE B/ T &M dH
32 &5( “A doorstep dunged by every dog in
town”), Fiz, 2EHEEREN T3S “The Fire
Sermon” ®%7 4 Z7REEDS B, 2[0IEOHERKIC
BotebywFaE—TT, 7VXALBFEEZ LD
EBLHEHYLFF D, “The Daily Mirror”
KEEDLZIONTVWELE (BROMEEEE -
1B - OB COFHETH B) 1Eh 6, K
L ORERE L BROLDEREZEZILLWVWDOTH
b, COFDEMRICIMFICBRARIIIINEZZ S8,
KOV GO THEBLTEBL

Women grown intellectual grow dull,

And lose the mother wit of natural trull.
Fresca was baptised in a soapy sea’

Of Symonds—Walter Pater—Vernon Lee.
The Scandinavians bemused her wits,

The Russians thrilled her to hysteric fits.
From such chaotic misch-masch potpourri
What are we to expect but poetry ?

When restless nights distract her brain from

sleep
Shemay as well write poetry, as count sheep.
And on those nights when Fresca lies alone,
She scribbles verse of such a gloomy tone
That cautious critics say, her style is quite
her own.
Not quite an adult, and still less a child,
By fate misbred, by flattering friends beguil-
ed, .
Fresca’s arrived (the Muses Nine declare)
To be a sort of can-can salonniere.
But at my back from time to time I hear
The rattle of the bones, and chuckle spread
from ear to ear.
(WLFT, “The Fire Semon,” 11.54-72.)

PIEDs, 1Q21FE0FMLSEILHITESE EFS
N Bbh 3 BHOTNTHEH, TDOT VR
A DR L BRICEDL I BEEELTUATOHREII,
T—Y DT I—-%bDRED2TEELTT
~NTHISh, B1IMEF2HLT LHONIDD
K, =—=454 bhpra—Fr2hTELII, KD
EoanELVEIHLILED Sz, T TiTi,
57 x WTHRORENA £ — D LWL ERE
tetcZtz )4 o bEAKOELISSEDOHNL S

oh, HROov Y FYE2ELHITW-7c0 &Lk
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The river’s tent is broken; the last fingers
of leaf

Clutch and sink into the wet bank. The wind

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

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

The river bears no empty bottles, sandwich
papers,

Silk handkerchiefs, cardboard boxes, cigarette
ends

Or other testimony of summer nights. The
nymphs are departed.

And their friénds, the loitering heirs of City
directors;

Departed, have left no addresses.

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

Sweet Thames, run softy till end my song,

Sweet Thames, run softy, 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
from ear to ear.

TUVRADRAEEL AT VY MiLE>ThH B

ZDEHEEIZ, The Wast Land DIEH» T

bEOBENEIVUE R A —HiE LTHR

g M, COHFLVWESH LI, “The Fire
Sermon” D% 4 7WHiCLILE EDOLNIE 1
L OFH 28 E OF IS BISEEEHED EitiL» T
W5,

NZE->TOIcAK2DEPEBTLE -7 “the

brown land” &, #bRFEND T LXEDAL £ —

213, “breeding lilacs/Out of the dead land”

% “the dead tree gives no shelter, the cri-
cket no relief, / And the dry stone no sound
of water” &\ o725 1 IOREAKKEF —7 &xt
BEBIEHTIEL, F2HELDHBLCBa—5¢

bEIE,

Goodnight Bill. Goodnight Low.
Goodnight May. Goodnight .

Ta ta. Goodnight. Goodnight.

Good night, ladies, good night,sweet ladies,
. good night, good night.
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EWVWSAT 4 =) TOREDE ZDREDED 3
TEROAERED, SR EDDIEHY 2K 3
HxMLTbH 5, )
L L, #@&E%219214E 4 AA®D “The Fire
Sermon” IR¥ L, TOHHMcHEMLN, 747
FEOETHRINIZ10TIREDOE S ITIE, =Y
Ay AR UDIEZL T OFOHEE S »
HbhE3LHBHNOTEZITOND S,
ZTOFE—E, TVA v FEEHELTHI “a
long poem” i, EEMEFTEOLLEMG S,
ML DOHHFITANWY) XLDSDEA —HRY
YEROARFFCAV ORI ZHENRFEE LR
HEIET, o/ FYEVHBEOHRIFELAS
DEEEZ0MCOBRFO L S TEBRAL LS
ELIBDESTOTREWR, EWHTETH
b0, Y FVILEHHL ARDOZE%, 19tHtDFHA
EBRLEORUD - L BYE & - TEIAED
LFzEvsrx Ay FOMER, oD
“The Fire Sermon” #FHE W TWEic,
Mark Van Doren®John Dryden % 5iA TV 1z
T EERCEENSSHEVS C EHBEICIEE SN
TWat, CoRDEFE LTED» NI “John
Dryden” O, TYAy M, K745
D> TWICRRI DI & witZ Z A519tH e D i
ELRFTWIbDTHDT, i, FI4FV
D1=— 7 JIRPEXMEABD D EFIKEZT
LS Nicdh 5 EB~T0 B, $i, AUHED
3 Ric&Epnic “Andrew Marvell” iZix, K3
1 FvOwit KERLT, % “the great mas-
ter of contempt”® EFATWVEH, TS5 Lk
wit& contemptid, 7 VX A DOHEDDEHE
( “The white-armed Fresca blinks, and
yawns, and gapes”) ®HLD R (the good
old: hearty ‘female. stench”),i %7 “Unreal
emotion, and real appetite” &ilvofcifarss
BT, 7Y — YT ABELROL D KGHmIC
b, RTEBTEMTES, (ERETRY. ).

The time is now propitious, as he guesses,
The meal is ended, she is bored and tired,
Endeavours to engage her in caresses

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

Expoloring hands encounter no defence;
His vanity requires 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 final patronising kiss,

And gropes his way, finding the stairs

unlit. . .

She turns and looks a moment in the glass,
Hardly aware of her departed lover;
Her brain allows one half-formed thought to
pass:
‘Well now that’s done: and I'm glad it's
over.’
When lovély woman stoops to folly and
Paces about her room again, alone,
She smoothes her hair with automatic hand,
And puts a record on the gramophone.

FosIHBoRERED 21T, BBEETICH
RAEBZTHS, BIOD OO TOIHWERELTE
DTEBOTITL LT AR, 74 THEHBTRROL
FILATEGENL > TV THERNVZFOD
“probably over the mark” EWSHERICLD,
BA2ITIRHIBR AN, TCiIKRBx YA 9 b
{3F X “the master of contempt” TH 5,

—Bestows one final patronising kiss,

And gropes his way, finding the stairs unlit;
And at the corner where the stable is,
Delays only to urinate, and spit.

(WLFT,“The Fire Sermon,” 11.177-80.)

The Wast Land 2135 _RxFHD—H L LT
R¥ICE EH 5N T “The Fire Sermon” O
19047122V T, 5V ED2E->TEr BT
o R, =Y)4 v bbbty
Notes DEHT, HNEER - X LFHOPAT
b5 EHE LW A BEMELEN RO T
F—70, TTTHFRECOTLULMETIHY
EWHTLETH B,

LOWHR TEhIERNHEEEZL 50D
The TempestD7 7 —F 4> ¥ F A5
[Rh1 B3, HR9 v I DEFICHBEAITENT,
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(FAORBTHIEE] DEH LT &P [FLD
RCHBZET] BFANKCEZEZEZISBOED %
LTWw3 &5, Fisher KingDEF -7 % b
THhiCRTEE, TDH LD “White bodies
naked on the low damp ground” &\ 5 11742
JThb,

A rat crept softly through the vegetation
Dragging its slimy belly on the bank
While I was fishing in the dull canal

On a winer evening round behind the gashouse

Musing upon the king my brother’s wreck
And on the king my father’s death before him.
White bodies naked on the low damp ground-
And bones cast in a little low dry garret,
Rattled by the rat’s foot only, year to year.

LD} %, ODHLIKEMLNBESID “I sat
upon the shore / Fishing, with the arid plain
behind me” EWHA A —JERETEE, T
T3, DEPUEMLENEITOEDIETD
o DED, COBRETRIY Ay I, KOK
NIBAITKHE W I Y EEMZOMLEIL T
EF—TRRBEZEDBENTOLEVNDTH B, HX
5 v DEDS LENERNR, THIGEL LD
LELEE S, LELLZOBRR, ELboT:
BEEOXHE LTRRESNTHEIHAD A 4 —
IThHb, o, CTERERFIEFHTTEDL -
T EONEEPHEREFICLEVIALS LT HHA
Tbdhd, THLELERRE, WFERHLETWVWS190
ITREREZ,RONIFHENESEAITH S,

” o«

“The saund of horns and motors,” “a pocket,
full of currants / (C.i.f London: documents
at sight),” “the human engine waits, /Like
a taxi throbbing waiting,” “Her drying com-
binations‘ touched by the sun’s last rays,”
“stockings, slippers, camisoles, and stays.”
THLEFNEZDA A -V, §ELDOFa—
EXLEGEADERDI I —Va%tEHLT,
0tz v FrOLZREEE LB LTWS,
bHVEDCDERATRHFANLLE, 7V —
VT RDRER200MED e v F Y EWHIPHITH B,
Yt v bid, ThOEDOHELT, Y —¥T X
BRELOBCOFODETXTTH 5 (“What

Tiresias sees in fact is the substance of
the poem.”) &E-T585, HF3#itAE LT,
sk bE-rFHRadLbz )4y PO DHER%E
WESEHLLORRBELNLTVIEVDTH S,
TDFY) =Y TRARITNTELEBLEVIFH:
i, BUHLSERLS -~k Hiclbh b,
YAy bOFEALLTOREE, Tr—70oy
7RI CBICE - & D ERSNTV A KD IT,
BRSO RBENE 4 2 — IPRED, (b
LCOPEREELTHRNBETAHILHD, LH
REDVFIRIZEROBELVH LHOUEHOTH
B, 9 —YTRPFRTER, §XTEE
EFhiE, BlRIOEDKIIBESHh, T/, BHED
BEE LTORENA A —-Yid, BYFICLEH
EPWREITAL T &itti b, BB E—ICiE »
FiERAEERRT By, TR kb 34
YFOEHIBV LT DOEY FPLHEKER, ©
Wk, 2HLT, EAE,

Unreal City, I have seen and see,
Under the brown fog of your winter noon

EWVSW0FHFHOFTTEL OIS TR, ~Y Y
FOIERICHE-TC, BIEEOFEEL D Y FYAD
FUHPHEELT,

,Unreal City,
Under the brown fog of a winter noon

LT Eitdy, “the brown fog” BEDFOD
O%ESFTIEBEODOUOLNOHIKA-TL 32 &
T3y, FH)DOBREHNEZHDH TV S,

ZH Lkhicgmso2 20T, = )4 v b
D EFi2, “The Burial of the Dead” &
“A Game of Chess” @, L DBIEICHEDN
WEREE, SFSTRAFEPHEL, KDEHEMIIC
BARTAXRBICAD > TV 12 EBbhEDTH
b0
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