
T
he

br
is
k
sw

el
l

R
ip
pl
ed

bo
th

sh
or
es




So
ut
hw

es
t
w
in
d

C
ar
ri
ed

do
w
n
st
re
am

T
he

pe
al

of
be

lls
W

hi
te

to
w
er
s
W
ei
al
al
a
le
ia




W
al
la
la

le
ia
la
la

“T
ra
m
s
an

d
du

st
y
tr
ee
s.

H
ig
hb

ur
y
bo

re
m
e.

R
ic
hm

on
d
an

d
K
ew

U
nd

id
m
e.

B
y
R
ic
hm

on
d
I
ra
is
ed

m
y
kn

ee
s

Su
pi
ne

on
th
e
flo

or
of

a
na

rr
ow

ca
no

e.
”




“M
y
fe
et

ar
e
at

M
oo

rg
at
e,

an
d
m
y
he
ar
t

U
nd

er
m
y
fe
et
.
A
ft
er

th
e
ev
en
t

H
e
w
ep
t.

H
e
pr
om

is
ed

‘a
ne
w

st
ar
t”
.

I
m
ad

e
no

co
m
m
en
t.

W
ha

t
sh
ou

ld
I
re
se
nt
?”

“O
n
M
ar
ga

te
Sa

nd
s.




I
ca
n
co
nn

ec
t

N
ot
hi
ng

w
it
h
no

th
in
g.

T
he

br
ok

en
fin

ge
rn
ai
ls

of
di
rt
y
ha

nd
s.

M
y
pe

op
le

hu
m
bl
e
pe

op
le

w
ho

ex
pe

ct
N
ot
hi
ng

.”



la

la

T
o
C
ar
th
ag

e
th
en

I
ca
m
e

B
ur
ni
ng

bu
rn
in
g
bu

rn
in
g
bu

rn
in
g

O
Lo

rd
T
ho

u
pl
uc
ke
st

m
e
ou

t
O

Lo
rd

T
ho

u
pl
uc
ke
st




bu
rn
in
g

IV
.D

E
A
T
H

B
Y

W
A
T
E
R

P
hl
eb
as

th
e
P
ho

en
ic
ia
n,

a
fo
rt
ni
gh

t
de
ad

,
Fo

rg
ot

th
e
cr
y
of

gu
lls
,a

nd
th
e
de
ep

se
as

sw
el
l

A
nd

th
e
pr
ofi

t
an

d
lo
ss
. A

cu
rr
en
t
un

de
r
se
a




P
ic
ke
d
hi
s
bo

ne
s
in

w
hi
sp
er
s.

A
s
he

ro
se

an
d
fe
ll

H
e
pa

ss
ed

th
e
st
ag

es
of

hi
s
ag

e
an

d
yo
ut
h

E
nt
er
in
g
th
e
w
hi
rl
po

ol
.

T
he

W
aste

Land

T
.S.E

liot



“N
am

sibyllam
quidem

C
um

is
ego

ipse
oculis

m
eis

vidi
in

am
bulla

pendere,
et

cum
illi

pueri
dicerent:

Σ
ίβυλλα

τί
θ
έλεις;

respondebat
illa:

ἀποθ
ανεῖν

θ
έλω
.”

For
E
zra

P
ound

ilm
iglior

fabbro.

I.T
H
E

B
U
R
IA

L
O
F
T
H
E

D
E
A
D

A
prilis

the
cruellest

m
onth,breeding

is
opaque

to
the

others
w
hich

surround
it...In

brief,regarded
as

an
ex-

istence
w
hich

appears
in

a
soul,the

w
hole

w
orld

for
each

is
peculiar

and
private

to
that

soul.”
.

V
.W

eston,From
R
itualto

R
om

ance;
chapter

on
the

F
isher

K
ing.

.
V
.P

urgatorio,
X
X
V
I,.

“‘A
ra

vos
prec

per
aquella

valor
‘que

vos
guida

alsom
de

l’escalina,
‘sovegna

vos
a
tem

ps
de

m
a
dolor.’

P
ois’ascose

nelfoco
che

gliaffi
na.”

.
V
.P

ervigilium
V
eneris.

C
f.P

hilom
ela

in
P
arts

II
and

III.
.

V
.G

erard
de

N
erval,Sonnet

E
lD

esdichado.
.

V
.K

yd’s
Spanish

T
ragedy.

.
Shantih.

R
epeated

as
here,

a
form

al
ending

to
an

U
panishad.

“T
he

P
eace

w
hich

passeth
understanding”

is
our

equivalent
to

this
w
ord.

T
ext

taken
from

B
artleby

and
edited

to
conform

to
T
he

C
om

plete
P
oem

s
and

P
lays,–

(San
D
iego:

H
arcourtB

race
Jovanovich,).

In
the

notes,
after

,
B
artleby’s

line
num

bers
are

less
by

one
than

in
the

print
edition;

B
artleby

has
ceu

for
uti

in
line

;
and

in
the

last
note,

B
artleby

has
“...is

a
feeble

translation
of

the
content

of
this

w
ord.”



O
f
M
ag

nu
s
M
ar
ty
r
ho

ld
In
ex
pl
ic
ab

le
sp
le
nd

ou
r
of

Io
ni
an

w
hi
te

an
d
go

ld
.




T
he

ri
ve
r
sw

ea
ts

O
il
an

d
ta
r

T
he

ba
rg
es

dr
ift

W
it
h
th
e
tu
rn
in
g
ti
de

R
ed

sa
ils




W
id
e

T
o
le
ew

ar
d,

sw
in
g
on

th
e
he
av

y
sp
ar
.

T
he

ba
rg
es

w
as
h

D
ri
ft
in
g
lo
gs

D
ow

n
G
re
en
w
ic
h
re
ac
h




P
as
t
th
e
Is
le

of
D
og

s.
W
ei
al
al
a
le
ia

W
al
la
la

le
ia
la
la

E
liz
ab

et
h
an

d
Le

ic
es
te
r

B
ea
ti
ng

oa
rs




T
he

st
er
n
w
as

fo
rm

ed
A

gi
ld
ed

sh
el
l

R
ed

an
d
go

ld

G
en
ti
le

or
Je
w

O
yo

u
w
ho

tu
rn

th
e
w
he
el

an
d
lo
ok

to
w
in
dw

ar
d,




C
on

si
de
r
P
hl
eb
as
,w

ho
w
as

on
ce

ha
nd

so
m
e
an

d
ta
ll
as

yo
u.

V
.W

H
A
T

T
H
E

T
H
U
N
D
E
R

SA
ID

A
ft
er

th
e
to
rc
hl
ig
ht

re
d
on

sw
ea
ty

fa
ce
s

A
ft
er

th
e
fr
os
ty

si
le
nc
e
in

th
e
ga

rd
en
s

A
ft
er

th
e
ag

on
y
in

st
on

y
pl
ac
es

T
he

sh
ou

ti
ng

an
d
th
e
cr
yi
ng




P
ri
so
n
an

d
pl
ac
e
an

d
re
ve
rb
er
at
io
n

O
f
th
un

de
r
of

sp
ri
ng

ov
er

di
st
an

t
m
ou

nt
ai
ns

H
e
w
ho

w
as

liv
in
g
is

no
w

de
ad

W
e
w
ho

w
er
e
liv

in
g
ar
e
no

w
dy

in
g

W
it
h
a
lit
tl
e
pa

ti
en
ce




H
er
e
is

no
w
at
er

bu
t
on

ly
ro
ck

R
oc
k
an

d
no

w
at
er

an
d
th
e
sa
nd

y
ro
ad

T
he

ro
ad

w
in
di
ng

ab
ov
e
am

on
g
th
e
m
ou

nt
ai
ns

W
hi
ch

ar
e
m
ou

nt
ai
ns

of
ro
ck

w
it
ho

ut
w
at
er

If
th
er
e
w
er
e
w
at
er

w
e
sh
ou

ld
st
op

an
d
dr
in
k




A
m
on

gs
t
th
e
ro
ck

on
e
ca
nn

ot
st
op

or
th
in
k

Lilacs
out

of
the

dead
land,m

ixing
M
em

ory
and

desire,stirring
D
ullroots

w
ith

spring
rain.

W
inter

kept
us

w
arm

,covering


E
arth

in
forgetfulsnow

,feeding
A

little
life

w
ith

dried
tubers.

Sum
m
er

surprised
us,com

ing
over

the
Starnbergersee

W
ith

a
show

er
of

rain;w
e
stopped

in
the

colonnade,
A
nd

w
ent

on
in

sunlight,into
the

H
ofgarten,


A
nd

drank
coffee,and

talked
for

an
hour.

B
in

gar
keine

R
ussin,stam

m
’aus

Litauen,echt
deutsch.

A
nd

w
hen

w
e
w
ere

children,staying
at

the
archduke’s,

M
y
cousin’s,he

took
m
e
out

on
a
sled,

A
nd

I
w
as

frightened.
H
e
said,M

arie,


M
arie,hold

on
tight.

A
nd

dow
n
w
e
w
ent.

In
the

m
ountains,there

you
feelfree.

I
read,m

uch
of

the
night,and

go
south

in
the

w
inter.

W
hat

are
the

roots
that

clutch,w
hat

branches
grow

O
ut

of
this

stony
rubbish?

Son
of

m
an,


Y
ou

cannot
say,or

guess,for
you

know
only

A
heap

of
broken

im
ages,w

here
the

sun
beats,

–.
C
f.H

erm
ann

H
esse,B

lick
ins

C
haos:

“Schon
ist

halb
E
uropa,

schon
ist

zum
indest

der
halbe

O
sten

E
uropas

aufdem
W
ege

zum
C
haos,

fährt
betrunken

im
heiligen

W
ahn

am
A
bgrund

entlang
und

singt
dazu,

singt
betrunken

und
hym

nisch
w
ie

D
m
itriK

aram
asoff

sang.
U
eber

diese
Lieder

lacht
der

B
ürger

beleidigt,
der

H
eilige

und
Seher

hört
sie

m
it

T
ränen.”
.

“D
atta,

dayadhvam
,
dam

yata”
(G

ive,
sym

pathize,
control).

T
he

fable
of

the
m
eaning

of
the

T
hunder

is
found

in
the

B
rihadaranyaka–

U
panishad,,.

A
translation

is
found

in
D
eussen’s

Sechzig
U
panishads

des
V
eda,

p..
.

C
f.W

ebster,T
he

W
hite

D
evil,

V
,vi:“...they’llrem

arry
E
re

the
w
orm

pierce
your

w
inding-sheet,ere

the
spider

M
ake

a
thin

curtain
for

your
epitaphs.”

.
C
f.Inferno,X

X
X
III,:

“ed
io

sentiichiavar
l’uscio

disotto
all’orribile

torre.”
A
lso

F
.H

.B
radley,A

ppearance
and

R
eality,

p.:
“M

y
externalsensationsare

no
lessprivate

to
m
yselfthan

are
m
y
thoughts

or
m
y
feelings.

In
either

case
m
y
experience

falls
w
ithin

m
y
ow

n
circle,a

circle
closed

on
the

outside;and,w
ith

allits
elem

ents
alike,every

sphere



E
na

ct
ed

on
th
is

sa
m
e
di
va
n
or

be
d;

I
w
ho

ha
ve

sa
t
by

T
he
be

s
be

lo
w

th
e
w
al
l




A
nd

w
al
ke
d
am

on
g
th
e
lo
w
es
t
of

th
e
de
ad

.)
B
es
to
w
s
on

e
fin

al
pa

tr
on

is
in
g
ki
ss
,

A
nd

gr
op

es
hi
s
w
ay
,fi

nd
in
g
th
e
st
ai
rs

un
lit
..
.

Sh
e
tu
rn
s
an

d
lo
ok

s
a
m
om

en
t
in

th
e
gl
as
s,

H
ar
dl
y
aw

ar
e
of

he
r
de
pa

rt
ed

lo
ve
r;




H
er

br
ai
n
al
lo
w
s
on

e
ha

lf-
fo
rm

ed
th
ou

gh
t
to

pa
ss
:

“W
el
ln

ow
th
at
’s

do
ne
:
an

d
I’
m

gl
ad

it
’s

ov
er
.’

W
he
n
lo
ve
ly

w
om

an
st
oo

ps
to

fo
lly

an
d

P
ac
es

ab
ou

t
he
r
ro
om

ag
ai
n,

al
on

e,
Sh

e
sm

oo
th
es

he
r
ha

ir
w
it
h
au

to
m
at
ic

ha
nd

,



A
nd

pu
ts

a
re
co
rd

on
th
e
gr
am

op
ho

ne
.

“T
hi
s
m
us
ic

cr
ep
t
by

m
e
up

on
th
e
w
at
er
s”

A
nd

al
on

g
th
e
St
ra
nd

,u
p
Q
ue
en

V
ic
to
ri
a
St
re
et
.

O
C
it
y
ci
ty
,I

ca
n
so
m
et
im

es
he
ar

B
es
id
e
a
pu

bl
ic

ba
r
in

Lo
w
er

T
ha

m
es

St
re
et
,




T
he

pl
ea
sa
nt

w
hi
ni
ng

of
a
m
an

do
lin

e
A
nd

a
cl
at
te
r
an

d
a
ch
at
te
r
fr
om

w
it
hi
n

W
he
re

fis
hm

en
lo
un

ge
at

no
on

:
w
he
re

th
e
w
al
ls

Sw
ea
t
is

dr
y
an

d
fe
et

ar
e
in

th
e
sa
nd

If
th
er
e
w
er
e
on

ly
w
at
er

am
on

gs
t
th
e
ro
ck

D
ea
d
m
ou

nt
ai
n
m
ou

th
of

ca
ri
ou

s
te
et
h
th
at

ca
nn

ot
sp
it

H
er
e
on

e
ca
n
ne
it
he
r
st
an

d
no

r
lie

no
r
si
t




T
he
re

is
no

t
ev
en

si
le
nc
e
in

th
e
m
ou

nt
ai
ns

B
ut

dr
y
st
er
ile

th
un

de
r
w
it
ho

ut
ra
in

T
he
re

is
no

t
ev
en

so
lit
ud

e
in

th
e
m
ou

nt
ai
ns

B
ut

re
d
su
lle
n
fa
ce
s
sn
ee
r
an

d
sn
ar
l

Fr
om

do
or
s
of

m
ud

cr
ac
ke
d
ho

us
es




If
th
er
e
w
er
e
w
at
er

A
nd

no
ro
ck

If
th
er
e
w
er
e
ro
ck

A
nd

al
so

w
at
er

A
nd

w
at
er




A
sp
ri
ng

A
po

ol
am

on
g
th
e
ro
ck

If
th
er
e
w
er
e
th
e
so
un

d
of

w
at
er

on
ly

N
ot

th
e
ci
ca
da

A
nd

dr
y
gr
as
s
si
ng

in
g




B
ut

so
un

d
of

w
at
er

ov
er

a
ro
ck

W
he
re

th
e
he
rm

it
-t
hr
us
h
si
ng

s
in

th
e
pi
ne

tr
ee
s

A
nd

the
dead

tree
gives

no
shelter,the

cricket
no

relief,
A
nd

the
dry

stone
no

sound
of

w
ater.

O
nly

T
here

is
shadow

under
this

red
rock,


(C

om
e
in

under
the

shadow
of

this
red

rock),
A
nd

I
w
illshow

you
som

ething
different

from
either

Y
our

shadow
at

m
orning

striding
behind

you
O
r
your

shadow
at

evening
rising

to
m
eet

you;
I
w
illshow

you
fear

in
a
handfulof

dust.


Frisch
w
eht

der
W
ind

D
er

H
eim

at
zu.

M
ein

Irisch
K
ind,

W
o
w
eilest

du?
“Y

ou
gave

m
e
hyacinths

first
a
year

ago;


“T
hey

called
m
e
the

hyacinth
girl.”

—
Y
et

w
hen

w
e
cam

e
back,late,from

the
H
yacinth

garden,
Y
our

arm
s
full,and

your
hair

w
et,I

could
not

Speak,and
m
y
eyes

failed,I
w
as

neither
Living

nor
dead,and

I
knew

nothing,


Looking
into

the
heart

of
light,the

silence.
O
ed’

und
leer

das
M
eer.

M
adam

e
Sosostris,fam

ous
clairvoyante,

w
as

one
of

the
great

pioneers
of

B
uddhist

studies
in

the
O
ccident.

.
From

St.
A
ugustine’sC

onfessions
again.

T
he

collocation
ofthese

tw
o
representatives

ofeastern
and

w
estern

asceticism
,as

the
culm

ination
of

this
part

of
the

poem
,is

not
an

accident.

V
.W

H
A
T

T
H
E

T
H
U
N
D
E
R

SA
ID

In
the

first
part

of
P
art

V
three

them
es

are
em

ployed:
the

journey
to

E
m
m
aus,the

approach
to

the
C
hapelP

erilous
(see

M
iss

W
eston’s

book),
and

the
present

decay
of

eastern
E
urope.

.
T
his

is
T
urdus

aonalaschkae
pallasii,

the
herm

it-thrush
w
hich

I
have

heard
in

Q
uebec

C
ounty.

C
hapm

an
says

(H
andbook

of
B
irds

in
E
astern

N
orth

A
m
erica)

“it
is

m
ost

at
hom

e
in

secluded
w
oodland

and
thickety

retreats....
Its

notes
are

not
rem

arkable
for

variety
or

volum
e,

but
in

purity
and

sw
eetness

of
tone

and
exquisite

m
odulation

they
are

unequalled.”
Its

“w
ater-dripping

song”
is

justly
celebrated.

.
T
he

follow
ing

lines
w
ere

stim
ulated

by
the

account
of

one
of

the
A
ntarctic

expeditions
(Iforget

w
hich,but

Ithink
one

ofShackleton’s):
it

w
as

related
that

the
party

ofexplorers,at
the

extrem
ity

oftheir
strength,

had
the

constant
delusion

that
there

w
as

one
m
ore

m
em

ber
than

could
actually

be
counted.



H
er

st
ov
e,

an
d
la
ys

ou
t
fo
od

in
ti
ns
.

O
ut

of
th
e
w
in
do

w
pe

ri
lo
us
ly

sp
re
ad

H
er

dr
yi
ng

co
m
bi
na

ti
on

s
to
uc
he
d
by

th
e
su
n’
s
la
st

ra
ys
,




O
n
th
e
di
va
n
ar
e
pi
le
d
(a
t
ni
gh

t
he
r
be

d)
St
oc
ki
ng

s,
sl
ip
pe

rs
,c

am
is
ol
es
,a

nd
st
ay
s.

I
T
ir
es
ia
s,

ol
d
m
an

w
it
h
w
ri
nk

le
d
du

gs
P
er
ce
iv
ed

th
e
sc
en
e,

an
d
fo
re
to
ld

th
e
re
st
—

I
to
o
aw

ai
te
d
th
e
ex
pe

ct
ed

gu
es
t.




H
e,

th
e
yo
un

g
m
an

ca
rb
un

cu
la
r,

ar
ri
ve
s,

A
sm

al
lh

ou
se

ag
en
t’
s
cl
er
k,

w
it
h
on

e
bo

ld
st
ar
e,

O
ne

of
th
e
lo
w

on
w
ho

m
as
su
ra
nc
e
si
ts

A
s
a
si
lk

ha
t
on

a
B
ra
df
or
d
m
ill
io
na

ir
e.

T
he

ti
m
e
is

no
w

pr
op

it
io
us
,a

s
he

gu
es
se
s,




T
he

m
ea
li
s
en
de
d,

sh
e
is

bo
re
d
an

d
ti
re
d,

E
nd

ea
vo
ur
s
to

en
ga

ge
he
r
in

ca
re
ss
es

W
hi
ch

st
ill

ar
e
un

re
pr
ov
ed
,i
f
un

de
si
re
d.

F
lu
sh
ed

an
d
de
ci
de
d,

he
as
sa
ul
ts

at
on

ce
;

E
xp

lo
ri
ng

ha
nd

s
en
co
un

te
r
no

de
fe
nc
e;




H
is

va
ni
ty

re
qu

ir
es

no
re
sp
on

se
,

A
nd

m
ak

es
a
w
el
co
m
e
of

in
di
ffe

re
nc
e.

(A
nd

I
T
ir
es
ia
s
ha

ve
fo
re
su
ffe

re
d
al
l

D
ri
p
dr
op

dr
ip

dr
op

dr
op

dr
op

dr
op

B
ut

th
er
e
is

no
w
at
er

W
ho

is
th
e
th
ir
d
w
ho

w
al
ks

al
w
ay

s
be

si
de

yo
u?




W
he
n
I
co
un

t,
th
er
e
ar
e
on

ly
yo
u
an

d
I
to
ge
th
er

B
ut

w
he
n
I
lo
ok

ah
ea
d
up

th
e
w
hi
te

ro
ad

T
he
re

is
al
w
ay
s
an

ot
he
r
on

e
w
al
ki
ng

be
si
de

yo
u

G
lid

in
g
w
ra
pt

in
a
br
ow

n
m
an

tl
e,

ho
od

ed
I
do

no
t
kn

ow
w
he
th
er

a
m
an

or
a
w
om

an



—

B
ut

w
ho

is
th
at

on
th
e
ot
he
r
si
de

of
yo
u?

W
ha

t
is

th
at

so
un

d
hi
gh

in
th
e
ai
r

M
ur
m
ur

of
m
at
er
na

ll
am

en
ta
ti
on

W
ho

ar
e
th
os
e
ho

od
ed

ho
rd
es

sw
ar
m
in
g

O
ve
r
en
dl
es
s
pl
ai
ns
,s

tu
m
bl
in
g
in

cr
ac
ke
d
ea
rt
h




R
in
ge
d
by

th
e
fla

t
ho

ri
zo
n
on

ly
W

ha
t
is

th
e
ci
ty

ov
er

th
e
m
ou

nt
ai
ns

C
ra
ck
s
an

d
re
fo
rm

s
an

d
bu

rs
ts

in
th
e
vi
ol
et

ai
r

Fa
lli
ng

to
w
er
s

Je
ru
sa
le
m

A
th
en
s
A
le
xa

nd
ri
a




V
ie
nn

a
Lo

nd
on

U
nr
ea
l

H
ad

a
bad

cold,nevertheless
Is

know
n
to

be
the

w
isest

w
om

an
in

E
urope,


W

ith
a
w
icked

pack
of

cards.
H
ere,said

she,
Is

your
card,the

drow
ned

P
hoenician

Sailor,
(T

hose
are

pearls
that

w
ere

his
eyes.

Look!)
H
ere

is
B
elladonna,the

Lady
of

the
R
ocks,

T
he

lady
of

situations.


H
ere

is
the

m
an

w
ith

three
staves,and

here
the

W
heel,

A
nd

here
is

the
one-eyed

m
erchant,and

this
card,

W
hich

is
blank,is

som
ething

he
carries

on
his

back,
W

hich
I
am

forbidden
to

see.
I
do

not
find

T
he

H
anged

M
an.

Fear
death

by
w
ater.


I
see

crow
ds

of
people,w

alking
round

in
a
ring.

T
hank

you.
If
you

see
dear

M
rs.E

quitone,
T
ellher

I
bring

the
horoscope

m
yself:

O
ne

m
ust

be
so

carefulthese
days.

U
nrealC

ity,


U
nder

the
brow

n
fog

of
a
w
inter

daw
n,

A
crow

d
flow

ed
over

London
B
ridge,so

m
any,

I
had

not
thought

death
had

undone
so

m
any.

Sighs,short
and

infrequent,w
ere

exhaled,

am
ong

W
ren’s

interiors.
See

T
he

P
roposed

D
em

olition
of

N
ineteen

C
ity

C
hurches

(P.S.K
ing

&
Son,Ltd.).

.
T
he

Song
of

the
(three)

T
ham

es-daughters
begins

here.
From

line


to


inclusive
they

speak
in

turn.
V
.
G
ötterdäm

m
erung,

III,
i:

T
he

R
hine-daughters.

.
V
.Froude,E

lizabeth,
vol.I,ch.iv,letter

of
D
e
Q
uadra

to
P
hilip

of
Spain:

“In
the

afternoon
w
e
w
ere

in
a
barge,

w
atching

the
gam

es
on

the
river.

(T
he

queen)
w
as

alone
w
ith

Lord
R
obert

and
m
yselfon

the
poop,w

hen
they

began
to

talk
nonsense,

and
w
ent

so
far

that
Lord

R
obert

at
last

said,
as

I
w
as

on
the

spot
there

w
as

no
reason

w
hy

they
should

not
be

m
arried

if
the

queen
pleased.”

.
C
f.P

urgatorio,
V
,:

“R
icorditidim

e,che
son

la
P
ia;

“Siena
m
ife’,disfecem

iM
arem

m
a.”

.
V
.St.A

ugustine’s
C
onfessions:

“to
C
arthage

then
I
cam

e,w
here

a
cauldron

of
unholy

loves
sang

allabout
m
ine

ears.”
.

T
he

com
plete

text
of

the
B
uddha’s

F
ire

Serm
on

(w
hich

corre-
sponds

in
im

portance
to

the
Serm

on
on

the
M
ount)

from
w
hich

these
w
ords

are
taken,w

illbe
found

translated
in

the
late

H
enry

C
larke

W
ar-

ren’s
B
uddhism

in
T
ranslation

(H
arvard

O
riental

Series).
M
r.

W
arren



T
w
it
tw

it
tw

it
Ju

g
ju
g
ju
g
ju
g
ju
g
ju
g

So
ru
de
ly

fo
rc
’d
.




T
er
eu U
nr
ea
lC

it
y

U
nd

er
th
e
br
ow

n
fo
g
of

a
w
in
te
r
no

on
M
r.

E
ug

en
id
es
,t

he
Sm

yr
na

m
er
ch
an

t
U
ns
ha

ve
n,

w
it
h
a
po

ck
et

fu
ll
of

cu
rr
an

ts



C
.i.
f.

Lo
nd

on
:
do

cu
m
en
ts

at
si
gh

t,
A
sk
ed

m
e
in

de
m
ot
ic

Fr
en
ch

T
o
lu
nc
he
on

at
th
e
C
an

no
n
St
re
et

H
ot
el

Fo
llo

w
ed

by
a
w
ee
ke
nd

at
th
e
M
et
ro
po

le
.

A
t
th
e
vi
ol
et

ho
ur
,w

he
n
th
e
ey
es

an
d
ba

ck



T
ur
n
up

w
ar
d
fr
om

th
e
de
sk
,w

he
n
th
e
hu

m
an

en
gi
ne

w
ai
ts

Li
ke

a
ta
xi

th
ro
bb

in
g
w
ai
ti
ng

,
I
T
ir
es
ia
s,

th
ou

gh
bl
in
d,

th
ro
bb

in
g
be

tw
ee
n
tw

o
liv

es
,

O
ld

m
an

w
it
h
w
ri
nk

le
d
fe
m
al
e
br
ea
st
s,

ca
n
se
e

A
t
th
e
vi
ol
et

ho
ur
,t
he

ev
en
in
g
ho

ur
th
at

st
ri
ve
s




H
om

ew
ar
d,

an
d
br
in
gs

th
e
sa
ilo

r
ho

m
e
fr
om

se
a,

T
he

ty
pi
st

ho
m
e
at

te
at
im

e,
cl
ea
rs

he
r
br
ea
kf
as
t,
lig

ht
s

A
w
om

an
dr
ew

he
r
lo
ng

bl
ac
k
ha

ir
ou

t
ti
gh

t
A
nd

fid
dl
ed

w
hi
sp
er

m
us
ic

on
th
os
e
st
ri
ng

s
A
nd

ba
ts

w
it
h
ba

by
fa
ce
s
in

th
e
vi
ol
et

lig
ht




W
hi
st
le
d,

an
d
be

at
th
ei
r
w
in
gs

A
nd

cr
aw

le
d
he
ad

do
w
nw

ar
d
do

w
n
a
bl
ac
ke
ne
d
w
al
l

A
nd

up
si
de

do
w
n
in

ai
r
w
er
e
to
w
er
s

T
ol
lin

g
re
m
in
is
ce
nt

be
lls
,t

ha
t
ke
pt

th
e
ho

ur
s

A
nd

vo
ic
es

si
ng

in
g
ou

t
of

em
pt
y
ci
st
er
ns

an
d
ex
ha

us
te
d
w
el
ls
.




In
th
is

de
ca
ye
d
ho

le
am

on
g
th
e
m
ou

nt
ai
ns

In
th
e
fa
in
t
m
oo

nl
ig
ht
,t

he
gr
as
s
is

si
ng

in
g

O
ve
r
th
e
tu
m
bl
ed

gr
av
es
,a

bo
ut

th
e
ch
ap

el
T
he
re

is
th
e
em

pt
y
ch
ap

el
,o

nl
y
th
e
w
in
d’
s
ho

m
e.

It
ha

s
no

w
in
do

w
s,

an
d
th
e
do

or
sw

in
gs
,




D
ry

bo
ne
s
ca
n
ha

rm
no

on
e.

O
nl
y
a
co
ck

st
oo

d
on

th
e
ro
of
tr
ee

C
o
co

ri
co

co
co

ri
co

In
a
fla

sh
of

lig
ht
ni
ng

.
T
he
n
a
da

m
p
gu

st
B
ri
ng

in
g
ra
in




G
an

ga
w
as

su
nk

en
,a

nd
th
e
lim

p
le
av
es

W
ai
te
d
fo
r
ra
in
,w

hi
le

th
e
bl
ac
k
cl
ou

ds

A
nd

each
m
an

fixed
his

eyes
before

his
feet.


F
low

ed
up

the
hilland

dow
n
K
ing

W
illiam

Street,
T
o
w
here

Saint
M
ary

W
oolnoth

kept
the

hours
W

ith
a
dead

sound
on

the
finalstroke

of
nine.

T
here

I
saw

one
I
knew

,and
stopped

him
,crying:

“Stetson!
“Y

ou
w
ho

w
ere

w
ith

m
e
in

the
ships

at
M
ylae!


“T

hat
corpse

you
planted

last
year

in
your

garden,
“H

as
it
begun

to
sprout?

W
illit

bloom
this

year?
“O

r
has

the
sudden

frost
disturbed

its
bed?

“O
h
keep

the
D
og

far
hence,that’s

friend
to

m
en,

“O
r
w
ith

his
nails

he’lldig
it

up
again!


“Y

ou!
hypocrite

lecteur!—
m
on

sem
blable,—

m
on

frère!”

II.A
G
A
M
E

O
F
C
H
E
SS

T
he

C
hair

she
sat

in,like
a
burnished

throne,
G
low

ed
on

the
m
arble,w

here
the

glass
H
eld

up
by

standards
w
rought

w
ith

fruited
vines

From
w
hich

a
golden

C
upidon

peeped
out


(A

nother
hid

his
eyes

behind
his

w
ing)

D
oubled

the
flam

es
of

sevenbranched
candelabra

Q
uaerere

T
iresiae:

venus
huic

erat
utraque

nota.
N
am

duo
m
agnorum

viridicoeuntia
silva

C
orpora

serpentum
baculiviolaverat

ictu
D
eque

viro
factus,m

irabile,fem
ina

septem
E
gerat

autum
nos;octavo

rursus
eosdem

V
idit

et
‘est

vestrae
sitanta

potentia
plagae,’

D
ixit

‘ut
auctoris

sortem
in

contraria
m
utet,

N
unc

quoque
vos

feriam
!’
percussis

anguibus
isdem

Form
a
prior

rediit
genetivaque

venit
im

ago.
A
rbiter

hic
igitur

sum
ptus

de
lite

iocosa
D
icta

Iovis
firm

at;gravius
Saturnia

iusto
N
ec

pro
m
ateria

fertur
doluisse

suique
Iudicis

aeterna
dam

navit
lum

ina
nocte,

A
t
pater

om
nipotens

(neque
enim

licet
inrita

cuiquam
Facta

deifecisse
deo)

pro
lum

ine
adem

pto
Scire

futura
dedit

poenam
que

levavit
honore.

.
T
his

m
ay

not
appear

as
exact

as
Sappho’s

lines,
but

I
had

in
m
ind

the
“longshore”

or
“dory”

fisherm
an,w

ho
returns

at
nightfall.

.
V
.G

oldsm
ith,the

song
in

T
he

V
icar

of
W
akefield.

.
V
.T

he
T
em

pest,
as

above.
.

T
he

interior
ofSt.M

agnus
M
artyr

is
to

m
y
m
ind

one
ofthe

finest



B
y
th
e
w
at
er
s
of

Le
m
an

I
sa
t
do

w
n
an

d
w
ep
t.
..

Sw
ee
t
T
ha

m
es
,r

un
so
ft
ly

ti
ll
I
en
d
m
y
so
ng

,
Sw

ee
t
T
ha

m
es
,r

un
so
ft
ly
,f
or

I
sp
ea
k
no

t
lo
ud

or
lo
ng

.
B
ut

at
m
y
ba

ck
in

a
co
ld

bl
as
t
I
he
ar




T
he

ra
tt
le

of
th
e
bo

ne
s,

an
d
ch
uc
kl
e
sp
re
ad

fr
om

ea
r
to

ea
r.

A
ra
t
cr
ep
t
so
ft
ly

th
ro
ug

h
th
e
ve
ge
ta
ti
on

D
ra
gg

in
g
it
s
sl
im

y
be

lly
on

th
e
ba

nk
W

hi
le

I
w
as

fis
hi
ng

in
th
e
du

ll
ca
na

l
O
n
a
w
in
te
r
ev
en
in
g
ro
un

d
be

hi
nd

th
e
ga

sh
ou

se



M
us
in
g
up

on
th
e
ki
ng

m
y
br
ot
he
r’
s
w
re
ck

A
nd

on
th
e
ki
ng

m
y
fa
th
er
’s

de
at
h
be

fo
re

hi
m
.

W
hi
te

bo
di
es

na
ke
d
on

th
e
lo
w

da
m
p
gr
ou

nd
A
nd

bo
ne
s
ca
st

in
a
lit
tl
e
lo
w

dr
y
ga

rr
et
,

R
at
tl
ed

by
th
e
ra
t’
s
fo
ot

on
ly
,y

ea
r
to

ye
ar
.




B
ut

at
m
y
ba

ck
fr
om

ti
m
e
to

ti
m
e
I
he
ar

T
he

so
un

d
of

ho
rn
s
an

d
m
ot
or
s,

w
hi
ch

sh
al
lb

ri
ng

Sw
ee
ne
y
to

M
rs
.P

or
te
r
in

th
e
sp
ri
ng

.
O

th
e
m
oo

n
sh
on

e
br
ig
ht

on
M
rs
.P

or
te
r

A
nd

on
he
r
da

ug
ht
er




T
he
y
w
as
h
th
ei
r
fe
et

in
so
da

w
at
er

E
t,
O

ce
s
vo
ix

d’
en
fa
nt
s,

ch
an

ta
nt

da
ns

la
co
up
ol
e!

G
at
he
re
d
fa
r
di
st
an

t,
ov
er

H
im

av
an

t.
T
he

ju
ng

le
cr
ou

ch
ed
,h

um
pe

d
in

si
le
nc
e.

T
he
n
sp
ok

e
th
e
th
un

de
r




D
a

D
at
ta
:
w
ha

t
ha

ve
w
e
gi
ve
n?

M
y
fr
ie
nd

,b
lo
od

sh
ak

in
g
m
y
he
ar
t

T
he

aw
fu
ld

ar
in
g
of

a
m
om

en
t’
s
su
rr
en
de
r

W
hi
ch

an
ag

e
of

pr
ud

en
ce

ca
n
ne
ve
r
re
tr
ac
t




B
y
th
is
,a

nd
th
is

on
ly
,w

e
ha

ve
ex
is
te
d

W
hi
ch

is
no

t
to

be
fo
un

d
in

ou
r
ob

it
ua

ri
es

O
r
in

m
em

or
ie
s
dr
ap

ed
by

th
e
be

ne
fic
en
t
sp
id
er

O
r
un

de
r
se
al
s
br
ok

en
by

th
e
le
an

so
lic
it
or

In
ou

r
em

pt
y
ro
om

s



D

a
D
ay
ad
hv
am

:
I
ha

ve
he
ar
d
th
e
ke
y

T
ur
n
in

th
e
do

or
on

ce
an

d
tu
rn

on
ce

on
ly

W
e
th
in
k
of

th
e
ke
y,

ea
ch

in
hi
s
pr
is
on

T
hi
nk

in
g
of

th
e
ke
y,

ea
ch

co
nfi

rm
s
a
pr
is
on




O
nl
y
at

ni
gh

tf
al
l,
ae
th
er
ia
lr

um
ou

rs
R
ev
iv
e
fo
r
a
m
om

en
t
a
br
ok
en

C
or
io
la
nu

s
D

a

R
eflecting

light
upon

the
table

as
T
he

glitter
of

her
jew

els
rose

to
m
eet

it,
From

satin
cases

poured
in

rich
profusion;


In

vials
of

ivory
and

coloured
glass

U
nstoppered,lurked

her
strange

synthetic
perfum

es,
U
nguent,pow

dered,or
liquid—

troubled,confused
A
nd

drow
ned

the
sense

in
odours;stirred

by
the

air
T
hat

freshened
from

the
w
indow

,these
ascended


In

fattening
the

prolonged
candle-flam

es,
F
lung

their
sm

oke
into

the
laquearia,

Stirring
the

pattern
on

the
coffered

ceiling.
H
uge

sea-w
ood

fed
w
ith

copper
B
urned

green
and

orange,fram
ed

by
the

coloured
stone,


In

w
hich

sad
light

a
carvèd

dolphin
sw

am
.

A
bove

the
antique

m
antelw

as
displayed

A
s
though

a
w
indow

gave
upon

the
sylvan

scene
T
he

change
of

P
hilom

el,by
the

barbarous
king

So
rudely

forced;yet
there

the
nightingale


F
illed

allthe
desert

w
ith

inviolable
voice

A
nd

stillshe
cried,and

stillthe
w
orld

pursues,
“Jug

Jug”
to

dirty
ears.

.
C
f.D

ay,P
arliam

ent
of

B
ees:

“W
hen

of
the

sudden,listening,you
shallhear,

“A
noise

of
horns

and
hunting,w

hich
shallbring

“A
ctaeon

to
D
iana

in
the

spring,
“W

here
allshallsee

her
naked

skin...”
.

I
do

not
know

the
origin

ofthe
ballad

from
w
hich

these
lines

are
taken:

it
w
as

reported
to

m
e
from

Sydney,A
ustralia.

.
V
.V

erlaine,P
arsifal.

.
T
he

currants
w
ere

quoted
at

a
price

“carriage
and

insurance
free

to
London”;and

the
B
illof

Lading
etc.w

ere
to

be
handed

to
the

buyer
upon

paym
ent

of
the

sight
draft.

.
T
iresias,although

a
m
ere

spectator
and

not
indeed

a
“character,”

is
yet

the
m
ost

im
portant

personage
in

the
poem

,
uniting

all
the

rest.
Just

as
the

one-eyed
m
erchant,seller

ofcurrants,m
elts

into
the

P
hoeni-

cian
Sailor,

and
the

latter
is

not
w
holly

distinct
from

Ferdinand
P
rince

of
N
aples,

so
all

the
w
om

en
are

one
w
om

an,
and

the
tw

o
sexes

m
eet

in
T
iresias.

W
hat

T
iresias

sees,in
fact,is

the
substance

of
the

poem
.
T
he

w
hole

passage
from

O
vid

is
of

great
anthropologicalinterest:

‘...C
um

Iunone
iocos

et
’m

aior
vestra

profecto
est

Q
uam

,quae
contingit

m
aribus,’dixisse,‘voluptas.’

Illa
negat;placuit

quae
sit

sententia
docti



W
ha

t
yo

u
ge
t
m
ar
ri
ed

fo
r
if
yo
u
do

n’
t
w
an

t
ch
ild

re
n?

H
u
r
ry

u
p

pl
ea

se
it

s
ti

m
e




W
el
l,
th
at

Su
nd

ay
A
lb
er
t
w
as

ho
m
e,

th
ey

ha
d
a
ho

t
ga

m
m
on

,
A
nd

th
ey

as
ke
d
m
e
in

to
di
nn

er
,t
o
ge
t
th
e
be

au
ty

of
it
ho

t—
H

u
r
ry

u
p

pl
ea

se
it

s
ti

m
e

H
u
r
ry

u
p

pl
ea

se
it

s
ti

m
e

G
oo

ni
gh

t
B
ill
.
G
oo

ni
gh

t
Lo

u.
G
oo

ni
gh

t
M
ay
.
G
oo

ni
gh

t.



T
a
ta
.
G
oo

ni
gh

t.
G
oo

ni
gh

t.
G
oo

d
ni
gh

t,
la
di
es
,g

oo
d
ni
gh

t,
sw

ee
t
la
di
es
,g

oo
d
ni
gh

t,
go

od
ni
gh

t.

II
I.
T
H
E

F
IR

E
SE

R
M
O
N

T
he

ri
ve
r’
s
te
nt

is
br
ok

en
:
th
e
la
st

fin
ge
rs

of
le
af

C
lu
tc
h
an

d
si
nk

in
to

th
e
w
et

ba
nk

.
T
he

w
in
d

C
ro
ss
es

th
e
br
ow

n
la
nd

,u
nh

ea
rd
.
T
he

ny
m
ph

s
ar
e
de
pa

rt
ed
.




Sw
ee
t
T
ha

m
es
,r

un
so
ft
ly
,t

ill
I
en
d
m
y
so
ng

.
T
he

ri
ve
r
be

ar
s
no

em
pt
y
bo

tt
le
s,

sa
nd

w
ic
h
pa

pe
rs
,

Si
lk

ha
nd

ke
rc
hi
ef
s,

ca
rd
bo

ar
d
bo

xe
s,

ci
ga

re
tt
e
en
ds

O
r
ot
he
r
te
st
im

on
y
of

su
m
m
er

ni
gh

ts
.
T
he

ny
m
ph

s
ar
e
de
pa

rt
ed
.

A
nd

th
ei
r
fr
ie
nd

s,
th
e
lo
it
er
in
g
he
ir
s
of

ci
ty

di
re
ct
or
s;




D
ep
ar
te
d,

ha
ve

le
ft

no
ad

dr
es
se
s.

D
am

ya
ta
:
T
he

bo
at

re
sp
on

de
d

G
ai
ly
,t
o
th
e
ha

nd
ex
pe

rt
w
it
h
sa
il
an

d
oa

r



T
he

se
a
w
as

ca
lm

,y
ou

r
he
ar
t
w
ou

ld
ha

ve
re
sp
on

de
d

G
ai
ly
,w

he
n
in
vi
te
d,

be
at
in
g
ob

ed
ie
nt

T
o
co
nt
ro
lli
ng

ha
nd

s

I
sa
t
up

on
th
e
sh
or
e

F
is
hi
ng

,w
it
h
th
e
ar
id

pl
ai
n
be

hi
nd

m
e




Sh
al
lI

at
le
as
t
se
t
m
y
la
nd

s
in

or
de
r?

Lo
nd

on
B
ri
dg

e
is

fa
lli
ng

do
w
n
fa
lli
ng

do
w
n
fa
lli
ng

do
w
n

P
oi

s’
as
co
se

ne
lf
oc
o
ch
e
gl
i
affi

na
Q
ua

nd
o
fia

m
ut
i
ch
el
id
on

—
O

sw
al
lo
w

sw
al
lo
w

Le
P
ri
nc
e
d’
A
qu
it
ai
ne

à
la

to
ur

ab
ol
ie




T
he
se

fr
ag

m
en
ts

I
ha

ve
sh
or
ed

ag
ai
ns
t
m
y
ru
in
s

W
hy

th
en

Il
e
fit

yo
u.

H
ie
ro
ny

m
o’
s
m
ad

ag
ai
ne
.

D
at
ta
.
D
ay
ad

hv
am

.
D
am

ya
ta
.

Sh
an

ti
h

sh
an

ti
h

sh
an

ti
h

N
O
T
E
S
O
N

“T
H
E

W
A
ST

E
LA

N
D
”

A
nd

other
w
ithered

stum
ps

of
tim

e
W
ere

told
upon

the
w
alls;staring

form
s


Leaned

out,leaning,hushing
the

room
enclosed.

Footsteps
shuffl

ed
on

the
stair.

U
nder

the
firelight,under

the
brush,her

hair
Spread

out
in

fiery
points

G
low

ed
into

w
ords,then

w
ould

be
savagely

still.


“M
y
nerves

are
bad

to-night.
Y
es,bad.

Stay
w
ith

m
e.

“Speak
to

m
e.

W
hy

do
you

never
speak?

Speak.
“W

hat
are

you
thinking

of?
W

hat
thinking?

W
hat?

“I
never

know
w
hat

you
are

thinking.
T
hink.”

I
think

w
e
are

in
rats’alley


W

here
the

dead
m
en

lost
their

bones.

“W
hat

is
that

noise?”T
he

w
ind

under
the

door.
“W

hat
is

that
noise

now
?
W

hat
is

the
w
ind

doing?”
N
othing

again
nothing.


“D

o
“Y

ou
know

nothing?
D
o
you

see
nothing?

D
o
you

rem
em

ber

.
V
.B

audelaire,P
reface

to
F
leurs

du
M
al.

II.A
G
A
M
E

O
F
C
H
E
SS

.
C
f.A

ntony
and

C
leopatra,

II,ii,l..
.

Laquearia.
V
.A

eneid,
I,:

dependent
lychni

laquearibus
aureis

incensi,
et

noctem
flam

m
is

funalia
vincunt.

.
Sylvan

scene.
V
.M

ilton,P
aradise

Lost,
IV

,.
.

V
.O

vid,M
etam

orphoses,
V
I,P

hilom
ela.

.
C
f.P

art
III,l..

.
C
f.P

art
III,l..

.
C
f.W

ebster:
“Is

the
w
ind

in
that

door
still?”

.
C
f.P

art
I,l.,.

.
C
f.the

gam
e
of

chess
in

M
iddleton’s

W
om

en
bew

are
W
om

en.

III.T
H
E

F
IR

E
SE

R
M
O
N

.
V
.Spenser,P

rothalam
ion.

.
C
f.T

he
T
em

pest,
I,ii.

.
C
f.M

arvell,T
o
H
is

C
oy

M
istress.



H
e’
ll
w
an

t
to

kn
ow

w
ha

t
yo
u
do

ne
w
it
h
th
at

m
on

ey
he

ga
ve

yo
u

T
o
ge
t
yo

ur
se
lf
so
m
e
te
et
h.

H
e
di
d,

I
w
as

th
er
e.

Y
ou

ha
ve

th
em

al
lo

ut
,L

il,
an

d
ge
t
a
ni
ce

se
t,




H
e
sa
id
,I

sw
ea
r,

I
ca
n’
t
be

ar
to

lo
ok

at
yo

u.
A
nd

no
m
or
e
ca
n’
t
I,
I
sa
id
,a

nd
th
in
k
of

po
or

A
lb
er
t,

H
e’
s
be

en
in

th
e
ar
m
y
fo
ur

ye
ar
s,

he
w
an

ts
a
go

od
ti
m
e,

A
nd

if
yo

u
do

n’
t
gi
ve

it
hi
m
,t
he
re
’s

ot
he
rs

w
ill
,I

sa
id
.

O
h
is

th
er
e,

sh
e
sa
id
.
So

m
et
hi
ng

o’
th
at
,I

sa
id
.




T
he
n
I’
ll
kn

ow
w
ho

to
th
an

k,
sh
e
sa
id
,a

nd
gi
ve

m
e
a
st
ra
ig
ht

lo
ok

.
H

u
r
ry

u
p

pl
ea

se
it

s
ti

m
e

If
yo
u
do

n’
t
lik

e
it
yo

u
ca
n
ge
t
on

w
it
h
it
,I

sa
id
.

O
th
er
s
ca
n
pi
ck

an
d
ch
oo

se
if
yo

u
ca
n’
t.

B
ut

if
A
lb
er
t
m
ak
es

off
,i
t
w
on

’t
be

fo
r
la
ck

of
te
lli
ng

.



Y
ou

ou
gh

t
to

be
as
ha

m
ed
,I

sa
id
,t
o
lo
ok

so
an

ti
qu

e.
(A

nd
he
r
on

ly
th
ir
ty
-o
ne
.)

I
ca
n’
t
he
lp

it
,s

he
sa
id
,p

ul
lin

g
a
lo
ng

fa
ce
,

It
’s

th
em

pi
lls

I
to
ok

,t
o
br
in
g
it

off
,s

he
sa
id
.

(S
he
’s

ha
d
fiv

e
al
re
ad

y,
an

d
ne
ar
ly

di
ed

of
yo

un
g
G
eo
rg
e.
)




T
he

ch
em

is
t
sa
id

it
w
ou

ld
be

al
ri
gh

t,
bu

t
I’
ve

ne
ve
r
be

en
th
e
sa
m
e.

Y
ou

ar
e
a
pr
op

er
fo
ol
,I

sa
id
.

W
el
l,
if
A
lb
er
t
w
on

’t
le
av
e
yo
u
al
on

e,
th
er
e
it

is
,I

sa
id
,

N
ot

on
ly

th
e
ti
tl
e,

bu
t
th
e
pl
an

an
d
a
go

od
de
al

of
th
e
in
ci
de
nt
al

sy
m
-

bo
lis
m

of
th
e
po

em
w
er
e
su
gg

es
te
d
by

M
is
s
Je
ss
ie

L.
W
es
to
n’
s
bo

ok
on

th
e
G
ra
il

le
ge
nd

:
Fr
om

R
it
ua

l
to

R
om

an
ce

(C
am

br
id
ge
).

In
de
ed
,
so

de
ep
ly

am
I
in
de
bt
ed
,M

is
s
W
es
to
n’
s
bo

ok
w
ill

el
uc
id
at
e
th
e
di
ffi
cu
lt
ie
s

of
th
e
po

em
m
uc
h
be

tt
er

th
an

m
y
no

te
s
ca
n
do

;
an

d
I
re
co
m
m
en
d
it

(a
pa

rt
fr
om

th
e
gr
ea
t
in
te
re
st

of
th
e
bo

ok
it
se
lf
)
to

an
y
w
ho

th
in
k
su
ch

el
uc
id
at
io
n
of

th
e
po

em
w
or
th

th
e
tr
ou

bl
e.

T
o
an

ot
he
r
w
or
k
of

an
th
ro
-

po
lo
gy

Ia
m

in
de
bt
ed

in
ge
ne
ra
l,
on

e
w
hi
ch

ha
s
in
flu

en
ce
d
ou

r
ge
ne
ra
ti
on

pr
of
ou

nd
ly
;
I
m
ea
n
T
he

G
ol
de
n
B
ou

gh
;
I
ha

ve
us
ed

es
pe

ci
al
ly

th
e
tw

o
vo
lu
m
es

A
do
ni
s,

A
tt
is
,
O
si
ri
s.

A
ny

on
e
w
ho

is
ac
qu

ai
nt
ed

w
it
h

th
es
e

w
or
ks

w
ill

im
m
ed
ia
te
ly

re
co
gn

iz
e
in

th
e
po

em
ce
rt
ai
n
re
fe
re
nc
es

to
ve
g-

et
at
io
n
ce
re
m
on

ie
s.

I.
T
H
E

B
U
R
IA

L
O
F
T
H
E

D
E
A
D

Li
ne


.
C
f.
E
ze
ki
el

:
.


.
C
f.
E
cc
le
si
as
te
s


:
.


.
V
.T

ri
st
an

un
d
Is
ol
de
,I
,v

er
se
s

–
.


.
Id
.I
II
,v

er
se


.


.
I
am

no
t
fa
m
ili
ar

w
it
h
th
e
ex
ac
t
co
ns
ti
tu
ti
on

of
th
e
T
ar
ot

pa
ck

of
ca
rd
s,
fr
om

w
hi
ch

Ih
av
e
ob

vi
ou

sl
y
de
pa

rt
ed

to
su
it
m
y
ow

n
co
nv

en
ie
nc
e.

“N
othing?”

I
rem

em
ber

T
hose

are
pearls

that
w
ere

his
eyes.


“A

re
you

alive,or
not?

Is
there

nothing
in

your
head?”B

ut
O

O
O

O
that

Shakespeherian
R
ag—

It’s
so

elegant
So

intelligent


“W
hat

shallI
do

now
?
W

hat
shallI

do?”
“I

shallrush
out

as
I
am

,and
w
alk

the
street

“W
ith

m
y
hair

dow
n,so.

W
hat

shallw
e
do

to-m
orrow

?
“W

hat
shallw

e
ever

do?”T
he

hot
w
ater

at
ten.


A
nd

if
it

rains,a
closed

car
at

four.
A
nd

w
e
shallplay

a
gam

e
of

chess,
P
ressing

lidless
eyes

and
w
aiting

for
a
knock

upon
the

door.

W
hen

Lil’s
husband

got
dem

obbed,I
said—

I
didn’t

m
ince

m
y
w
ords,I

said
to

her
m
yself,


H

u
r
ry

u
p

plea
se

its
tim

e
N
ow

A
lbert’s

com
ing

back,m
ake

yourself
a
bit

sm
art.

T
he

H
anged

M
an,a

m
em

ber
of

the
traditionalpack,fits

m
y
purpose

in
tw

o
w
ays:

because
he

is
associated

in
m
y
m
ind

w
ith

the
H
anged

G
od

of
Frazer,

and
because

I
associate

him
w
ith

the
hooded

figure
in

the
passage

of
the

disciples
to

E
m
m
aus

in
P
art

V
.
T
he

P
hoenician

Sailor
and

the
M
erchant

appear
later;also

the
“crow

ds
ofpeople,”and

D
eath

by
W
ater

is
executed

in
P
art

IV
.
T
he

M
an

w
ith

T
hree

Staves
(an

authentic
m
em

ber
ofthe

T
arot

pack)
I
associate,quite

arbitrarily,w
ith

the
F
isher

K
ing

him
self.

.
C
f.B

audelaire:
“Fourm

illante
cité,cité

pleine
de

rêves,
“O

ù
le

spectre
en

plein
jour

raccroche
le

passant.”
.

C
f.Inferno,iii.

–:
“silunga

tratta
digente,ch’io

non
avreim

aicreduto
che

m
orte

tanta
n’avesse

disfatta.”
.

C
f.Inferno,IV

,–:
“Q

uivi,secondo
che

per
ascoltare,

“non
avea

pianto,m
a’che

disospiri,
“che

l’aura
eterna

facevan
trem

are.”
.

A
phenom

enon
w
hich

I
have

often
noticed.

.
C
f.the

D
irge

in
W
ebster’s

W
hite

D
evil.


