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MATHEW ARNOLD 

DOVER BEACH  
 
The sea is calm tonight,  
The tide is full, the moon lies fair  
Upon the straits; on the French coast the light  
Gleams and is gone; the cliffs of England stand,  
Glimmering and vast, out in the tranquil bay.  
Come to the window, sweet is the night air!  

Only, from the long line of spray  
Where the sea meets the moon-blanched land,  
Listen! you hear the grating roar  
Of pebbles which the waves draw back, and fling,  
At their return, up the high strand,  
Begin, and cease, and then again begin,  
With tremulous cadence slow, and bring  
The eternal note of sadness in.  

Sophocles long ago  
Heard it on the Agean, and it brought  
Into his mind the turbid ebb and flow  
Of human misery; we  
Find also in the sound a thought,  
Hearing it by this distant northern sea.  

The Sea of Faith  
Was once, too, at the full, and round earth's shore  
Lay like the folds of a bright girdle furled.  
But now I only hear  
Its melancholy, long, withdrawing roar,  
Retreating, to the breath  
Of the night wind, down the vast edges drear  
And naked shingles of the world.  

Ah, love, let us be true  
To one another! for the world, which seems  
To lie before us like a land of dreams,  
So various, so beautiful, so new,  
Hath really neither joy, nor love, nor light,  
Nor certitude, nor peace, nor help for pain;  
And we are here as on a darkling plain  
Swept with confused alarms of struggle and flight,  
Where ignorant armies clash by night.   
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ROBERT BROWNING 

A  TOCCATA OF GALUPPI ’S  

I 

Oh Galuppi, Baldassaro, this is very sad to find!  
I can hardly misconceive you; it would prove me deaf and blind;  
But although I take your meaning, 'tis with such a heavy mind! 

II 

Here you come with your old music, and here's all the good it brings.  
What, they lived once thus at Venice where the merchants were the kings, 
Where Saint Mark's is, where the Doges used to wed the sea with rings? 

III 

Ay, because the sea's the street there; and 'tis arched by . . . what you call  
. . . Shylock's bridge with houses on it, where they kept the carnival: 
I was never out of England--it's as if I saw it all. 

IV 

Did young people take their pleasure when the sea was warm in May? 
Balls and masks begun at midnight, burning ever to mid-day,  
When they made up fresh adventures for the morrow, do you say? 

V 

Was a lady such a lady, cheeks so round and lips so red,-- 
On her neck the small face buoyant, like a bell-flower on its bed, 
O’er the breast's superb abundance where a man might base his head? 

VI 

Well, and it was graceful of them--they'd break talk off and afford  
--She, to bite her mask's black velvet--he, to finger on his sword,  
While you sat and played Toccatas, stately at the clavichord? 

VII 

What? Those lesser thirds so plaintive, sixths diminished, sigh on sigh, 
Told them something? Those suspensions, those solutions--"Must we die?" 
Those commiserating sevenths--"Life might last! we can but try! 
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VIII 

"Were you happy?" --"Yes."--"And are you still as happy?"--"Yes. And you?" 
--"Then, more kisses!"--"Did I stop them, when a million seemed so few?" 
Hark, the dominant's persistence till it must be answered to! 

IX 

So, an octave struck the answer. Oh, they praised you, I dare say!  
"Brave Galuppi! that was music! good alike at grave and gay!  
"I can always leave off talking when I hear a master play!" 

X 

Then they left you for their pleasure: till in due time, one by one, 
Some with lives that came to nothing, some with deeds as well undone,  
Death stepped tacitly and took them where they never see the sun. 

XI 

But when I sit down to reason, think to take my stand nor swerve, 
While I triumph o'er a secret wrung from nature's close reserve, 
In you come with your cold music till I creep thro' every nerve. 

XII 

Yes, you, like a ghostly cricket, creaking where a house was burned: 
"Dust and ashes, dead and done with, Venice spent what Venice earned.  
"The soul, doubtless, is immortal--where a soul can be discerned. 

XIII 

"Yours for instance: you know physics, something of geology, 
"Mathematics are your pastime; souls shall rise in their degree;  
"Butterflies may dread extinction,--you'll not die, it cannot be! 
      

XIV 

"As for Venice and her people, merely born to bloom and drop, 
"Here on earth they bore their fruitage, mirth and folly were the crop:  
"What of soul was left, I wonder, when the kissing had to stop? 

XV 

"Dust and ashes!" So you creak it, and I want the heart to scold. 
Dear dead women, with such hair, too--what's become of all the gold 
Used to hang and brush their bosoms? I feel chilly and grown old. 
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GERARD MANLEY HOPKINS 

 AS KINGFISHERS CATCH FIRE  

As king fishers catch fire, dragonflies draw flame; 
    As tumbled over rim in roundy wells 
    Stones ring; like each tucked string tells, each hung bell's 
Bow swung finds tongue to fling out broad its name; 
Each mortal thing does one thing and the same: 
    Deals out that being indoors each one dwells; 
    Selves - goes itself; myself it speaks and spells, 
Crying What I do is me: for that I came.  
 
I say more: the just man justices; 
    Keeps grace: that keeps all his goings graces; 
Acts in God's eye what in God's eye he is-- 
    Christ. For Christ plays in ten thousand places, 
Lovely in limbs, and lovely in eyes not his 
    To the Father through the features of men's faces.  

 

The Windhover 
To Christ Our Lord 

I caught this morning morning's minion, king- 
  dom of daylight's dauphin, dapple-dawn-drawn Falcon, in his riding 
  Of the rolling level underneath him steady air, and striding 
High there, how he rung upon the rein of a wimpling wing 
In his ecstasy! then off, off forth on swing, 
  As a skate's heel sweeps smooth on a bow-bend the hurl and gliding 
  Rebuffed the big wind. My heart in hiding 
Stirred for a bird -- the achieve of; the mastery of the thing! 

Brute beauty and valour and act, oh, air, pride, plume, here 
  Buckle! AND the fire that breaks from thee then, a billion 
Times told lovelier, more dangerous, O my chevalier! 

  No wonder of it: shéer plód makes plough down sillion 
Shine, and blue-bleak embers, ah my dear, 
  Fall, gall themselves, and gash gold-vermillion. 
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RUPERT BROOKE  

PEACE  
 
Now, God be thanked Who has matched us with His hour,  
And caught our youth, and wakened us from sleeping,  
With hand made sure, clear eye, and sharpened power,  
To turn, as swimmers into cleanness leaping,  
Glad from a world grown old and cold and weary,  
Leave the sick hearts that honour could not move,  
And half-men, and their dirty songs and dreary,  
And all the little emptiness of love! 
 
Oh! we, who have known shame, we have found release there,  
Where there's no ill, no grief, but sleep has mending,  
Naught broken save this body, lost but breath;  
Nothing to shake the laughing heart's long peace there  
But only agony, and that has ending;  
And the worst friend and enemy is but Death.  
 
 

The Soldier 
 
If I should die, think only this of me:  
That there's some corner of a foreign field  
That is forever England. There shall be  
In that rich earth a richer dust concealed;  
A dust whom England bore, shaped, made aware,  
Gave, once, her flowers to love, her ways to roam;  
A body of England's, breathing English air,  
Washed by the rivers, blest by suns of home.  
And think, this heart, all evil shed away,  
A pulse in the eternal mind, no less  
Gives somewhere back the thoughts by England given;  
Her sights and sounds; dreams happy as her day;  
And laughter, learnt of friends; and gentleness,  
In hearts at peace, under an English heaven.  
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JOHN MCCRAE 

IN FLANDERS FIELDS  
 
In Flanders fields the poppies blow 
Between the crosses, row on row 
That mark our place; and in the sky 
The larks, still bravely singing, fly 
Scarce heard amid the guns below. 
 
We are the Dead. Short days ago 
We lived, felt dawn, saw sunset glow, 
Loved and were loved, and now we lie 
In Flanders fields. 
 
Take up our quarrel with the foe: 
To you from failing hands we throw 
The torch; be yours to hold it high. 
If ye break faith with us who die 
We shall not sleep, though poppies grow 
In Flanders fields.  
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WILFRED OWEN 

ANTHEM FOR DOOMED YOUTH  
 
What passing bells for those who die as cattle? 
Only the monstrous anger of the guns. 
Only the stuttering rifles' rapid rattle 
Can patter out their hasty orisons. 
No mockeries for them from prayers or bells, 
Nor any voice of mourning save the choirs, 
The shrill, demented choirs of wailing shells; 
And bugles calling for them from sad shires. 
 
What candles may be held to speed them all? 
Not in the hands of boys, but in the eyes 
Shall shine the holy glimmers of good-byes. 
The pallor of girls' brows shall be their pall; 
Their flowers the tenderness of patient minds, 
And each slow dusk a drawing-down of blinds. 
 
 

FUTILITY  
 
Move him into the sun - 
Gently its touch awoke him once, 
At home, whispering of fields unsown. 
Always it woke him, even in France, 
Until this morning and this snow. 
If anything might rouse him now 
The kind old sun will know. 
 
Think how it wakes the seeds, - 
Woke, once, the clays of a cold star. 
Are limbs, so dear-achieved, are sides, 
Full-nerved, - still warm, - too hard to stir? 
Was it for this the clay grew tall? 
- O what made fatuous sunbeams toil 
To break earth's sleep at all? 
 
 

DISABLED  
  
He sat in a wheeled chair, waiting for dark, 
And shivered in his ghastly suit of grey, 
Legless, sewn short at elbow. Through the park 
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Voices of boys rang saddening like a hymn, 
Voices of play and pleasure after day, 
Till gathering sleep had mothered them from him.  
   
About this time Town used to swing so gay 
When glow-lamps budded in the light blue trees, 
And girls glanced lovelier as the air grew dim, - 
In the old times, before he threw away his knees. 
Now he will never feel again how slim 
Girls' waists are, or how warm their subtle hands; 
All of them touch him like some queer disease.  
   
There was an artist silly for his face, 
For it was younger than his youth, last year. 
Now, he is old; his back will never brace; 
He's lost his colour very far from here, 
Poured it down shell-holes till the veins ran dry, 
And half his lifetime lapsed in the hot race 
And leap of purple spurted from his thigh.  
   
One time he liked a blood-smear down his leg, 
After the matches, carried shoulder-high. 
It was after football, when he'd drunk a peg, 
He thought he'd better join. - He wonders why. 
Someone had said he'd look a god in kilts, 
That's why; and may be, too, to please his Meg; 
Aye, that was it, to please the giddy jilts 
He asked to join. He didn't have to beg; 
Smiling they wrote his lie; aged nineteen years. 
Germans he scarcely thought of; all their guilt, 
And Austria's, did not move him. And no fears 
Of Fear came yet. He thought of jewelled hilts 
For daggers in plaid socks; of smart salutes; 
And care of arms; and leave; and pay arrears; 
Esprit de corps; and hints for young recruits. 
And soon, he was drafted out with drums and cheers.  
   
Some cheered him home, but not as crowds cheer Goal. 
Only a solemn man who brought him fruits 
Thanked him; and then inquired about his soul.  
 Now, he will spend a few sick years in institutes, 
And do what things the rules consider wise, 
And take whatever pity they may dole. 
To-night he noticed how the women's eyes 
Passed from him to the strong men that were whole. 
How cold and late it is! Why don't they come 
And put him into bed? Why don't they come?  
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DULCE ET DECORUM EST  
 
Bent double, like old beggars under sacks, 
Knock-kneed, coughing like hags, we cursed through sludge, 
Till on the haunting flares we turned our backs, 
And towards our distant rest began to trudge. 
Men marched asleep. Many had lost their boots, 
But limped on, blood-shod. All went lame, all blind; 
Drunk with fatigue; deaf even to the hoots 
Of gas-shells dropping softly behind.  
Gas! GAS! Quick, boys! -- An ecstasy of fumbling 
Fitting the clumsy helmets just in time, 
But someone still was yelling out and stumbling 
And flound'ring like a man in fire or lime. -- 
Dim through the misty panes and thick green light, 
As under a green sea, I saw him drowning.  
In all my dreams before my helpless sight 
He plunges at me, guttering, choking, drowning.  
If in some smothering dreams, you too could pace 
Behind the wagon that we flung him in, 
And watch the white eyes writhing in his face, 
His hanging face, like a devil's sick of sin, 
If you could hear, at every jolt, the blood 
Come gargling from the froth-corrupted lungs 
Bitter as the cud 
Of vile, incurable sores on innocent tongues, -- 
My friend, you would not tell with such high zest 
To children ardent for some desperate glory, 
The old Lie: Dulce et decorum est 
Pro patria mori. 
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STRANGE MEETING  
 
It seemed that out of the battle I escaped 
Down some profound dull tunnel, long since scooped 
Through granites which Titanic wars had groined. 
Yet also there encumbered sleepers groaned, 
Too fast in thought or death to be bestirred. 
Then, as I probed them, one sprang up, and stared 
With piteous recognition in fixed eyes, 
Lifting distressful hands as if to bless. 
And by his smile, I knew that sullen hall; 
With a thousand fears that vision's face was grained; 
Yet no blood reached there from the upper ground, 
And no guns thumped, or down the flues made moan. 
"Strange, friend," I said, "Here is no cause to mourn." 
"None," said the other, "Save the undone years, 
The hopelessness. Whatever hope is yours, 
Was my life also; I went hunting wild 
After the wildest beauty in the world, 
Which lies not calm in eyes, or braided hair, 
But mocks the steady running of the hour, 
And if it grieves, grieves richlier than here. 
For by my glee might many men have laughed, 
And of my weeping something has been left, 
Which must die now. I mean the truth untold, 
The pity of war, the pity war distilled. 
Now men will go content with what we spoiled. 
Or, discontent, boil bloody, and be spilled. 
They will be swift with swiftness of the tigress, 
None will break ranks, though nations trek from progress. 
Courage was mine, and I had mystery; 
Wisdom was mine, and I had mastery; 
To miss the march of this retreating world 
Into vain citadels that are not walled. 
Then, when much blood had clogged their chariot-wheels 
I would go up and wash them from sweet wells, 
Even with truths that lie too deep for taint. 
I would have poured my spirit without stint 
But not through wounds; not on the cess of war. 
Foreheads of men have bled where no wounds were. 
I am the enemy you killed, my friend. 
I knew you in this dark; for so you frowned 
Yesterday through me as you jabbed and killed. 
I parried; but my hands were loath and cold. 
Let us sleep now . . ."  
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ISAAC ROSENBERG  

BREAK OF DAY IN THE TRENCHES  
 
The darkness crumbles away  
It is the same old druid Time as ever,  
Only a live thing leaps my hand,  
A queer sardonic rat,  
As I pull the parapet's poppy 
To stick behind my ear.  
Droll rat, they would shoot you if they knew  
Your cosmopolitan sympathies,  
Now you have touched this English hand  
You will do the same to a German 
Soon, no doubt, if it be your pleasure  
To cross the sleeping green between.  
It seems you inwardly grin as you pass  
Strong eyes, fine limbs, haughty athletes,  
Less chanced than you for life, 
Bonds to the whims of murder,  
Sprawled in the bowels of the earth,  
The torn fields of France.  
What do you see in our eyes  
At the shrieking iron and flame  
Hurled through still heavens?  
What quaver -what heart aghast?  
Poppies whose roots are in men's veins  
Drop, and are ever dropping;  
But mine in my ear is safe, 
Just a little white with the dust.  
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EDWARD THOMAS  

A  PRIVATE  
 
This ploughman dead in battle slept out of doors 
Many a frozen night, and merrily 
Answered staid drinkers, good bedmen, and all bores: 
"At Mrs Greenland's Hawthorn Bush," said he, 
"I slept." None knew which bush. Above the town, 
Beyond `The Drover', a hundred spot the down 
In Wiltshire. And where now at last he sleeps 
More sound in France -that, too, he secret keeps.  
 
 

IN MEMORIAM  
 
The flowers left thick at nightfall in the wood  
This Eastertide call into mind the men,  
Now far from home, who, with their sweethearts, should  
Have gathered them and will do never again. 
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SIEGFRIED SASSOON 

SUICIDE IN THE TRENCHES  
 
I knew a simple soldier boy 
Who grinned at life in empty joy, 
Slept soundly through the lonesome dark, 
And whistled early with the lark. 
In winter trenches, cowed and glum, 
With crumps and lice and lack of rum, 
He put a bullet through his brain. 
No one spoke of him again. 
You smug-faced crowds with kindling eye 
Who cheer when soldier lads march by, 
Sneak home and pray you'll never know 
The hell where youth and laughter go. 
 
 

DOES IT MATTER? 
 
Does it matter?—losing your legs?... 
For people will always be kind, 
And you need not show that you mind 
When the others come in after hunting 
To gobble their muffins and eggs. 
Does it matter ?—losing your sight?... 
There's such splendid work for the blind; 
And people will always be kind, 
As you sit on the terrace remembering 
And turning your face to the light. 
Do they matter?—those dreams from the pit?... 
You can drink and forget and be glad, 
And people won't say that you're mad; 
For they'll know you've fought for your country 
And no one will worry a bit. 
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SURVIVORS  
 
No doubt they'll soon get well; the shock and strain 
Have caused their stammering, disconnected talk. 
Of course they're 'longing to go out again,' — 
These boys with old, scared faces, learning to walk. 
They'll soon forget their haunted nights; their cowed 
Subjection to the ghosts of friends who died,— 
Their dreams that drip with murder; and they'll be proud 
Of glorious war that shatter'd all their pride... 
Men who went out to battle, grim and glad; 
Children, with eyes that hate you, broken and mad. 
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W. B. YEATS 

WHEN YOU ARE OLD  
 
When you are old and grey and full of sleep, 
And nodding by the fire, take down this book, 
And slowly read, and dream of the soft look 
Your eyes had once, and of their shadows deep; 
  
How many loved your moments of glad grace, 
And loved your beauty with love false or true, 
But one man loved the pilgrim soul in you, 
And loved the sorrows of your changing face; 
  
And bending down beside the glowing bars, 
Murmur, a little sadly, how Love fled 
And paced upon the mountains overhead 
And hid his face amid a crowd of stars. 
 

 

AN IRISH A IRMAN FORESEES HIS DEATH  
 
I know that I shall meet my fate 
Somewhere among the clouds above; 
Those that I fight I do not hate, 
Those that I guard I do not love; 
My country is Kiltartan Cross, 
My countrymen Kiltartan's poor, 
No likely end could bring them loss 
Or leave them happier than before. 
Nor law, nor duty bade me fight, 
Nor public men, nor cheering crowds, 
A lonely impulse of delight 
Drove to this tumult in the clouds; 
I balanced all, brought all to mind, 
The years to come seemed waste of breath, 
A waste of breath the years behind 
In balance with this life, this death. 
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SAILING TO BYZANTIUM  
I 
 
That is no country for old men. The young 
In one another's arms, birds in the trees 
--- Those dying generations --- at their song, 
The salmon-falls, the mackerel-crowded seas, 
Fish, flesh, or fowl, commend all summer long 
Whatever is begotten, born, and dies. 
Caught in that sensual music all neglect 
Monuments of unageing intellect. 
 
II 
 
An aged man is but a paltry thing, 
A tattered coat upon a stick, unless 
Soul clap its hands and sing, and louder sing 
For every tatter in its mortal dress, 
Nor is there singing school but studying 
Monuments of its own magnificence; 
And therefore I have sailed the seas and come 
To the holy city of Byzantium. 
 
III 
 
O sages standing in God's holy fire 
As in the gold mosaic of a wall 
Come from the holy fire, perne in a gyre, 
And be the singing-masters of my soul. 
Consume my heart away; sick with desire 
And fastened to a dying animal 
It knows not what it is; and gather me 
Into the artifice of eternity. 
 
IV 
 
Once out of nature I shall never take 
My bodily form from any natural thing, 
But such a form as Grecian goldsmiths make 
Of hammered gold and gold enamelling 
To keep a drowsy Emperor awake; 
Or set upon a golden bough to sing 
To lords and ladies of Byzantium 
Of what is past, or passing, or to come. 
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DYLAN THOMAS 

AND DEATH SHALL HAVE NO DOMINION  
 
And death shall have no dominion. 
Dead men naked they shall be one 
With the man in the wind and the west moon; 
When their bones are picked clean and the clean bones gone, 
They shall have stars at elbow and foot; 
Though they go mad they shall be sane, 
Though they sink through the sea they shall rise again; 
Though lovers be lost love shall not; 
And death shall have no dominion. 
 
And death shall have no dominion. 
Under the windings of the sea 
They lying long shall not die windily; 
Twisting on racks when sinews give way, 
Strapped to a wheel, yet they shall not break; 
Faith in their hands shall snap in two, 
And the unicorn evils run them through; 
Split all ends up they shan't crack; 
And death shall have no dominion. 
 
And death shall have no dominion. 
No more may gulls cry at their ears 
Or waves break loud on the seashores; 
Where blew a flower may a flower no more 
Lift its head to the blows of the rain; 
Though they be mad and dead as nails, 
Heads of the characters hammer through daisies; 
Break in the sun till the sun breaks down, 
And death shall have no dominion. 
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DO NOT GO GENTLE INTO THAT GOOD N IGHT  
 
Do not go gentle into that good night, 
Old age should burn and rave at close of day; 
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 
 
Though wise men at their end know dark is right, 
Because their words had forked no lightning they 
Do not go gentle into that good night. 
 
Good men, the last wave by, crying how bright 
Their frail deeds might have danced in a green bay, 
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 
 
Wild men who caught and sang the sun in flight, 
And learn, too late, they grieved it on its way, 
Do not go gentle into that good night. 
 
Grave men, near death, who see with blinding sight 
Blind eyes could blaze like meteors and be gay, 
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 
 
And you, my father, there on that sad height, 
Curse, bless, me now with your fierce tears, I pray. 
Do not go gentle into that good night. 
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. 
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W. H. AUDEN 

LAY YOUR SLEEPING HEAD ,  MY LOVE  
 

Lay your sleeping head, my love,  
Human on my faithless arm;  
Time and fevers burn away  
Individual beauty from  
Thoughtful children, and the grave  
Proves the child ephemeral:  
But in my arms till break of day  
Let the living creature lie,  
Mortal, guilty, but to me  
The entirely beautiful.  
 
Soul and body have no bounds:  
To lovers as they lie upon  
Her tolerant enchanted slope  
In their ordinary swoon,  
Grave the vision Venus sends  
Of supernatural sympathy,  
Universal love and hope;  
While an abstract insight wakes  
Among the glaciers and the rocks  
The hermit's sensual ecstasy.  
 
Certainty, fidelity  
On the stroke of midnight pass  
Like vibrations of a bell,  
And fashionable madmen raise  
Their pedantic boring cry:  
Every farthing of the cost,  
All the dreadful cards foretell,  
Shall be paid, but not from this night  
Not a whisper, not a thought,  
Not a kiss nor look be lost.  
 
Beauty, midnight, vision dies:  
Let the winds of dawn that blow  
Softly round your dreaming head  
Such a day of sweetness show  
Eye and knocking heart may bless.  
Find the mortal world enough; 
Noons of dryness see you fed  
By the involuntary powers,  
Nights of insult let you pass  
Watched by every human love.  
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MUSÉE DES BEAUX ARTS  
 

About suffering they were never wrong,  
The Old Masters; how well, they understood  
Its human position; how it takes place  
While someone else is eating or opening a window or just walking dully 
along;  
How, when the aged are reverently, passionately waiting  
For the miraculous birth, there always must be  
Children who did not specially want it to happen, skating  
On a pond at the edge of the wood:  
They never forgot  
That even the dreadful martyrdom must run its course  
Anyhow in a corner, some untidy spot  
Where the dogs go on with their doggy life and the torturer's horse  
Scratches its innocent behind on a tree.  
In Breughel's Icarus, for instance: how everything turns away  
Quite leisurely from the disaster; the ploughman may  
Have heard the splash, the forsaken cry,  
But for him it was not an important failure; the sun shone  
As it had to on the white legs disappearing into the green  
Water; and the expensive delicate ship that must have seen  
Something amazing, a boy falling out of the sky,  
had somewhere to get to and sailed calmly on. 
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T. S. ELIOT 

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 surprise— 
Fling 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 bruised, 
As the mind deserts the body it has used. 
I should find 
Some way incomparably light and deft, 
Some way we both should understand, 
Simple and faithless as a smile and shake of the hand. 
 
She turned away, but with the autumn weather 
Compelled my imagination many days, 
Many days and many hours: 
Her hair 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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THE LOVE SONG OF J.  ALFRED PRUFROCK  
 

LET us go then, you and I,   
When the evening is spread out against the sky   
Like a patient etherised upon a table;   
Let us go, through certain 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 overwhelming 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 drains,   
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.   
   
And indeed there will be time   
For the yellow smoke that slides along the street,   
Rubbing its back upon the window-panes;           
There will be time, there will be time   
To prepare a face to meet the faces that you meet;   
There will be time to murder and create,   
And time for all the works and days of hands   
That lift and drop a question on your plate;           
Time for you and time for me,   
And time yet for a hundred indecisions,   
And for a hundred visions and revisions,   
Before the taking 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 dare?”   
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 rich and modest, but asserted by a simple pin—   
[They will say: “But how his arms and legs are thin!”]   
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Do I dare           
Disturb the universe?   
In a minute there is time   
For decisions and revisions which a minute will reverse.   
   
For I have known them all already, known them all:—   
Have known the evenings, mornings, afternoons,           
I have measured out my life with coffee spoons;   
I know the voices dying 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,   
When I am pinned and wriggling on the wall,   
Then how should I begin   
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 light brown hair!]   
It is 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 peacefully!           
Smoothed by long fingers,   
Asleep … tired … or it malingers,   
Stretched on the floor, here beside you and me.   
Should I, after tea and cakes and ices,   
Have the strength to force the moment to its crisis?           
But though I have wept and fasted, wept and prayed,   
Though I have seen my head [grown slightly 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 in short, I was afraid.   
   
And would it have been worth it, after all,   
After the cups, the marmalade, the tea,   
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Among the porcelain, 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 into a ball   
To roll it toward 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, settling 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 more?—   
It is 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   
If one, settling a pillow or throwing off a shawl,   
And turning toward the window, should say:   
  “That is not it at all,   
  That is not what I meant, at all.” 
      .      .      .      .      .           
No! I am not Prince 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 prince; no doubt, an easy tool,   
Deferential, glad to be of use,           
Politic, cautious, and meticulous;   
Full of high sentence, but a bit obtuse;   
At times, indeed, almost ridiculous—   
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 singing, 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. 
  



 

P
ag

e2
5

 

THE WASTE LAND  
 
I. THE BURIAL OF THE DEAD 
 
APRIL is the cruellest month, breeding    
Lilacs out of the dead land, mixing    
Memory and desire, stirring    
Dull roots with spring rain.    
Winter kept us warm, covering            
Earth in forgetful snow, feeding    
A little life with dried tubers.    
Summer surprised us, coming over the Starnbergersee    
With a shower of rain; we stopped in the colonnade,    
And went on in sunlight, into the Hofgarten,     
And drank coffee, and talked for an hour.    
Bin gar keine Russin, stamm' aus Litauen, echt deutsch.    
And when we were children, staying at the archduke's,    
My cousin's, he took me out on a sled,    
And I was frightened. He said, Marie,     
Marie, hold on tight. And down we went.    
In the mountains, there you feel free.    
I read, much of the night, 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 images, 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 this red rock),    
And I will show you something different from either    
Your shadow at morning striding behind you    
Or your shadow at evening rising to meet you;    
I will show you fear in a handful of dust.     
                Frisch weht der Wind    
                Der Heimat zu.    
                Mein Irisch Kind,    
                Wo weilest du?    
'You gave me hyacinths first a year ago;     
'They called me the hyacinth girl.'    
—Yet when we came back, late, from the Hyacinth garden,    
Your arms full, and your hair wet, I could not    
Speak, and my eyes failed, I was neither    
Living nor dead, and I knew nothing,     
Looking into the heart of light, the silence.    
Od' und leer das Meer.    
   
Madame Sosostris, famous clairvoyante,    
Had a bad cold, nevertheless    
Is known to be the wisest woman in Europe,     
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With a wicked pack of cards. Here, said she,    
Is your card, the drowned Phoenician Sailor,    
(Those are pearls that were his eyes. Look!)    
Here is Belladonna, the Lady of the Rocks,    
The lady of situations.     
Here is the man with three staves, and here the Wheel,    
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 find    
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 bring the horoscope myself:    
One must be so careful these days.    
   
Unreal City,     
Under the brown fog of a winter dawn,    
A crowd flowed over London Bridge, so many,    
I had not thought death had undone so many.    
Sighs, short and infrequent, 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 'Stetson!    
'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?    
'Oh keep the Dog far hence, that's friend to men,    
'Or with his nails he'll dig it up again!     
'You! hypocrite lecteur!—mon semblable,—mon frère!'    
   
 
II. A GAME OF CHESS 
 
THE Chair she sat in, like a burnished throne,    
Glowed on the marble, where the glass    
Held up by standards wrought with fruited vines    
From which a golden Cupidon peeped out     
(Another hid his eyes behind his wing)    
Doubled the flames of sevenbranched candelabra    
Reflecting light upon the table as    
The glitter of her jewels rose to meet it,    
From satin cases poured in rich profusion;     
In vials of ivory and coloured glass    
Unstoppered, lurked her strange synthetic perfumes,    
Unguent, powdered, or liquid—troubled, confused    
And drowned the sense in odours; stirred by the air    
That freshened from the window, these ascended     
In fattening the prolonged candle-flames,    
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Flung their smoke into the laquearia,    
Stirring the pattern on the coffered ceiling.    
Huge sea-wood fed with copper    
Burned green and orange, framed by the coloured stone,     
In which sad light a carvèd dolphin swam.    
Above the antique mantel was displayed    
As though a window gave upon the sylvan scene    
The change of Philomel, by the barbarous king    
So rudely forced; yet there the nightingale    
Filled all the desert with inviolable voice    
And still she cried, 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.    
Footsteps shuffled on the stair.    
Under the firelight, under the brush, her hair    
Spread out in fiery points    
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 thinking? What?    
'I never know what you are thinking. Think.'    
   
I think we are in rats' alley    
Where the dead men lost their bones.    
   
'What is that noise?'    
                      The wind under the door.    
'What is that noise now? What is the wind 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 O O O that Shakespeherian Rag—    
It's so elegant    
So intelligent    
'What shall I do now? What shall I do?'    
'I shall rush out as I am, and walk the street    
'With my hair down, so. What shall we do to-morrow?    
'What shall we ever do?'    
                          The hot water at ten.    
And if it rains, a closed car at four.    
And we shall play a game of chess,    
Pressing lidless eyes and waiting for a knock upon the door.    
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When Lil's husband got demobbed, I said—    
I didn't mince my words, I said to her myself,    
HURRY UP PLEASE IT'S TIME    
Now Albert's coming back, make yourself a bit smart.    
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 nice set,    
He said, I swear, I can't bear to look at you.    
And no more can't I, I said, and think of poor Albert,    
He's been in the army four years, he wants a good time,    
And if you don't give it him, there's others will, I said.    
Oh is there, she said. Something o' that, I said.    
Then I'll know who to thank, she said, and give me a straight look.    
HURRY UP PLEASE IT'S TIME    
If you don't like it you can get on with it, I said.    
Others can pick 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 pills I took, to bring it off, she said.    
(She's had five already, and nearly died of young George.)    
The chemist said it would be alright, but I've never been the same.    
You are a proper fool, I said.    
Well, if Albert won't leave you alone, there it is, I said,    
What you get married for if you don't want children?    
HURRY UP PLEASE IT'S 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 IT'S TIME    
HURRY UP PLEASE IT'S TIME    
Goonight Bill. Goonight Lou. Goonight May. Goonight.    
Ta ta. Goonight. Goonight.    
Good night, ladies, good night, sweet ladies, good night, good night.    
 

III. THE FIRE SERMON 
 
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 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 from ear to ear.    
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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 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.    
But at my back from time to time I hear    
The sound of horns and motors, which shall bring    
Sweeney to Mrs. Porter in the spring.    
O the moon shone bright on Mrs. Porter    
And on her daughter    
They wash their feet in soda water    
Et, O ces voix d'enfants, chantant dans la coupole!    
   
Twit twit twit    
Jug jug jug jug jug jug    
So rudely forc'd.    
Tereu    
   
Unreal City    
Under the brown fog of a winter 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 waiting,    
I Tiresias, though blind, throbbing between two lives,    
Old man with 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, lights    
Her stove, and lays out food in tins.    
Out of the window perilously spread    
Her drying combinations touched by the sun's last rays,    
On the divan are piled (at night her bed)    
Stockings, slippers, camisoles, and stays.    
I Tiresias, old man with wrinkled dugs    
Perceived the scene, and foretold the rest—    
I too awaited the expected guest.    
He, the young man carbuncular, arrives,    
A small house agent's clerk, with one bold stare,    
One of the low on whom assurance sits    
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As a silk hat on a Bradford millionaire.    
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;    
Exploring 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 on 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 lovely 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.    
   
'This music crept by me upon the waters'    
And along the Strand, up Queen Victoria Street.    
O City city, I can sometimes hear    
Beside a public bar in Lower Thames Street,    
The pleasant whining of a mandoline    
And a clatter and a chatter from within    
Where fishmen lounge at noon: where the walls    
Of Magnus Martyr hold    
Inexplicable splendour of Ionian white and gold.    
   
      The river sweats    
      Oil and tar    
      The barges drift    
      With the turning 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    
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      The stern was formed    
      A gilded shell    
      Red and gold    
      The brisk swell    
      Rippled both shores    
      Southwest wind    
      Carried down stream    
      The peal of bells    
      White towers    
            Weialala leia    
            Wallala leialala    
   
'Trams and dusty trees.    
Highbury bore me. Richmond and Kew    
Undid me. By Richmond I raised my knees    
Supine on the floor of a narrow canoe.'    
'My feet are at Moorgate, and my heart    
Under my feet. After the event    
He wept. He promised "a new start".    
I made no comment. What should I resent?'    
'On Margate Sands.    
I can connect    
Nothing with nothing.    
The broken fingernails of dirty hands.    
My people humble people who expect    
Nothing.'    
      la la    
   
To Carthage then I came    
   
Burning burning burning burning    
O Lord Thou pluckest me out    
O Lord Thou pluckest    
   
burning    
   
 
IV. DEATH BY WATER 
 
PHLEBAS the Phoenician, a fortnight dead,    
Forgot the cry of gulls, and the deep seas 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 his age and youth    
Entering the whirlpool.    
                          Gentile or Jew    
O you who turn the wheel and look to windward,    
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 in stony places    
The shouting and the crying    
Prison and place and reverberation    
Of thunder of spring over distant mountains    
He who was living is now dead    
We who were living are now dying    
With a little patience    
   
Here is no water but only rock    
Rock and no water and the sandy road    
The road winding above among the mountains    
Which are mountains of rock without water    
If there were water we should stop and drink    
Amongst the rock one cannot stop or think    
Sweat is dry and feet are in the sand    
If there were only water amongst the rock    
Dead mountain mouth of carious teeth that cannot spit    
Here one can neither stand nor lie nor sit    
There is not even silence in the mountains    
But dry sterile thunder without rain    
There is not even solitude in the mountains    
But red sullen faces sneer and snarl    
From doors of mudcracked houses 
                                 If there were water    
  And no rock    
  If there were rock    
  And also water    
  And water    
  A spring    
  A pool among the rock    
  If there were the sound of water only    
  Not the cicada    
  And dry grass singing    
  But sound of water over a rock    
  Where the hermit-thrush sings in the pine trees    
  Drip drop drip drop drop drop drop    
  But there is no water    
   
Who is the third 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 walking beside you    
Gliding 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 in the air    
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Murmur of maternal lamentation    
Who are those hooded hordes swarming    
Over endless plains, 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    
And fiddled whisper music on those strings    
And bats with baby faces in the violet light    
Whistled, and beat their wings    
And crawled head downward down a blackened wall    
And upside down in air were towers    
Tolling reminiscent bells, that kept the hours    
And voices singing out of empty cisterns and exhausted wells.    
   
In this decayed hole among the mountains    
In the faint moonlight, the grass is singing    
Over the tumbled graves, about the chapel    
There is the empty chapel, only the wind's home.    
It has no windows, and the door swings,    
Dry bones can harm no one.    
Only a cock stood on the rooftree    
Co co rico co co rico    
In a flash of lightning. Then a damp gust    
Bringing rain    
   
Ganga was sunken, and the limp leaves    
Waited for rain, while the black clouds    
Gathered far distant, over Himavant.    
The jungle crouched, humped in silence.    
Then spoke the thunder    
D A    
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    
Or in memories draped by the beneficent spider    
Or under seals broken by the lean solicitor    
In our empty rooms    
D A    
Dayadhvam: I have heard the key    
Turn in the door once and turn once only    
We think of the key, each in his prison    
Thinking of the key, each confirms a prison    
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Only at nightfall, aetherial rumours    
Revive for a moment a broken Coriolanus    
D A    
Damyata: The boat responded    
Gaily, to the hand expert with sail and oar    
The sea was calm, your heart would have responded    
Gaily, when invited, beating obedient    
To controlling hands    
   
                      I sat upon the shore    
Fishing, with the arid plain behind me    
Shall I at least set my lands in order?    
   
London Bridge is falling down falling down falling down    
   
Poi s'ascose nel foco che gli affina    
Quando fiam ceu chelidon—O swallow swallow    
Le Prince d'Aquitaine à la tour abolie    
These fragments I have shored against my ruins    
Why then Ile fit you. Hieronymo's mad againe.    
Datta. Dayadhvam. Damyata.    
   
            Shantih shantih shantih    
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BURNT NORTON (THE FOUR QUARTETS) 
 
Time present and time past 
Are both perhaps present in time future 
And time future contained in time past. 
If all time 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 first gate, 
Into our first world, shall we follow 
The deception of the thrush? Into our first world. 
There they were, dignified, invisible, 
Moving without pressure, over the dead leaves, 
In the autumn heat, through the vibrant air, 
And the bird called, in response to 
The unheard music hidden in the shrubbery, 
And the unseen eyebeam crossed, for the roses 
Had the look of flowers that are looked at. 
There they were as our guests, accepted and accepting. 
So we moved, and they, in a formal pattern, 
Along the empty alley, into the box circle, 
To look down into the drained pool. 
Dry the pool, dry concrete, brown edged, 
And the pool was filled with water out of sunlight, 
And the lotos rose, quietly, quietly, 
The surface glittered out of heart of light, 
And they were behind us, reflected in the pool. 
Then a cloud passed, and the pool was empty. 
Go, said the bird, for the leaves were full of children, 
Hidden excitedly, containing laughter. 
Go, go, go, said the bird: human kind 
Cannot bear very much reality. 
Time past and time future 
What might have been and what has been 
Point to one end, which is always present. 
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II 
 
Garlic and sapphires in the mud 
Clot the bedded axle-tree. 
The thrilling wire in the blood 
Sings below inveterate scars 
Appeasing long forgotten wars. 
The dance along the artery 
The circulation of the lymph 
Are figured in the drift of stars 
Ascend to summer in the tree 
We move above the moving tree 
In light upon the figured leaf 
And hear upon the sodden floor 
Below, the boarhound and the boar 
Pursue their pattern as before 
But reconciled among the stars. 
 
At the still point of the turning world. Neither flesh nor fleshless; 
Neither from nor towards; at the still point, there the dance is, 
But neither arrest nor movement. And do not call it fixity, 
Where past and future are gathered. Neither movement from nor towards, 
Neither ascent nor decline. Except for the point, the still point, 
There 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 time. 
The inner freedom from the practical desire, 
The release from action and suffering, release from the inner 
And the outer compulsion, yet surrounded 
By a grace of sense, a white light still and moving, 
Erhebung without motion, concentration 
Without elimination, both a new world 
And the old made explicit, understood 
In the completion of its partial ecstasy, 
The resolution of its partial horror. 
Yet the enchainment of past and future 
Woven in the weakness of the changing 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 time 
But only in time can the moment in the rose-garden, 
The moment in the arbour where the rain beat, 
The moment in the draughty church at smokefall 
Be remembered; involved with past and future. 
Only through time time is conquered. 
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III 
 
Here is a place of disaffection 
Time before and time after 
In a dim light: neither daylight 
Investing form with lucid stillness 
Turning shadow into transient beauty 
Wtih slow rotation suggesting permanence 
Nor darkness to purify the soul 
Emptying the sensual with deprivation 
Cleansing affection from the temporal. 
Neither plentitude nor vacancy. Only a flicker 
Over the strained time-ridden faces 
Distracted from distraction by distraction 
Filled with fancies and empty of meaning 
Tumid apathy with no concentration 
Men and bits of paper, whirled by the cold wind 
That blows before and after time, 
Wind in and out of unwholesome lungs 
Time before and time after. 
Eructation of unhealthy souls 
Into the faded air, the torpid 
Driven on the wind that sweeps the gloomy hills of London, 
Hampstead and Clerkenwell, Campden and Putney, 
Highgate, Primrose and Ludgate. Not here 
Not here the darkness, in this twittering world. 
 
      Descend lower, descend only 
Into the world of perpetual solitude, 
World not world, but that which is not world, 
Internal darkness, deprivation 
And destitution of all property, 
Dessication of the world of sense, 
Evacuation of the world of fancy, 
Inoperancy of the world of spirit; 
This is the one way, and the other 
Is the same, not in movement 
But abstention from movememnt; while the world moves 
In appetency, on its metalled ways 
Of time past and time future. 
 
 
IV 
 
Time and the bell have buried the day, 
the black cloud carries the sun away. 
Will the sunflower turn to us, will the clematis 
Stray down, bend to us; tendril and spray 
Clutch and cling? 
Chill 
Fingers of yew be curled 
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Down on us? After the kingfisher's wing 
Has answered light to light, and is silent, the light is still 
At the still point of the turning world. 
 
 
V 
 
Words move, music moves 
Only in time; but that which is only living 
Can only die. Words, after speech, reach 
Into the silence. Only by the form, the pattern, 
Can words or music reach 
The stillness, as a Chinese jar still 
Moves perpetually in its stillness. 
Not the stillness of the violin, while the note lasts, 
Not that only, but the co-existence, 
Or say that the end precedes the beginning, 
And the end and the beginning were always there 
Before the beginning and after the end. 
And all is always now. Words strain, 
Crack and sometimes break, under the burden, 
Under the tension, slip, slide, perish, 
Will not stay still. Shrieking voices 
Scolding, mocking, or merely chattering, 
Always assail them. The Word in the desert 
Is most attacked by voices of temptation, 
The crying shadow in the funeral dance, 
The loud lament of the disconsolate chimera. 
 
      The detail 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 undesiring 
Except in the aspect of time 
Caught in the form of limitation 
Between un-being and being. 
Sudden in a shaft of sunlight 
Even while the dust moves 
There rises the hidden laughter 
Of children in the foliage 
Quick now, here, now, always- 
Ridiculous the waste sad time 
Stretching before and after. 
 


