The Waste Land

Dy
T. S. Eliot

A Penn State Electronic Classics Series Publication



The Waste Land by T.(homas) S.(tearns) Eliot is a publication of the Pennsylvania State Uni-
versity. This Portable Document file is furnished free and without any charge of any kind.
Any person using this document file, for any purpose, and in any way does so at his or her
own risk. Neither the Pennsylvania State University nor Jim Manis, Faculty Editor, nor any-
one associated with the Pennsylvania State University assumes any responsibility for the
material contained within the document or for the file as an electronic transmission, in any
way.

The Waste Land by T.(homas) S.(tearns) Eliot, the Pennsylvania State University, Electronic
Classics Series, Jim Manis, Faculty Editor, Hazleton, PA 18201-1291 is a Portable Document
File produced as part of an ongoing student publication project to bring classical works of
literature, in English, to free and easy access of those wishing to make use of them.

Cover Design: Jim Manis

Copyright © 2000 The Pennsylvania State University

The Pennsylvania State University is an equal opportunity university.



T.S. Eliot

The Waste Land

by
T.S. Eliot

Nam Sbyllam quidem Cumis ego ipse oculis meis vidi in
ampullapendere, et cumilli pueri dicerent: Sbyllati thelais,
respondebat illa: apothanein thelo.

|. THE BURIAL OF THE DEAD

April isthecruelest month, breeding

Lilacsout of thedead land, mixing

Memory and desire, ftirring

Dull rootswithspringrain.

Winter kept uswarm, covering

Earthinforgetful snow, feeding

A littlelifewithdried tubers.

Summer surprised us, coming over the Starnbergersee
With ashower of rain; we stopped in the colonnade,
Andwent onin sunlight, into the Hofgarten, 10
Anddrank coffee, and talked for an hour.

Bingar keineRussin, ssamm’ ausLitauen, echt deutsch.
Andwhenwewere children, staying at thearchduke's,

My cousin's, hetook meout on asled,

And | wasfrightened. Hesaid, Marie,

Marie, hold ontight. And down wewent.
Inthemountains, thereyou fed free.

| read, much of thenight, and go southin thewinter.

What aretherootsthat clutch, what branchesgrow

Out of this stony rubbish? Son of man, 20
You cannot say, or guess, for you know only

A heap of brokenimages, wherethe sun beats,

And the dead tree givesno shelter, thecricket norelief,
Andthedry stoneno sound of water. Only

Thereisshadow under thisred rock,

(Comeinunder the shadow of thisred rock),

And | will show you something different from either

Your shadow a morning striding behind you

Or your shadow at evening rising to meet you;

| will show you fear in ahandful of dust. 30

Frisch weht der Wind
Der Heimat zu.

Mein Irisch Kind,

Wb weilest du?

“You gave mehyacinthsfirst ayear ago;
‘They cdled methehyacinthgirl.’
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Yet when we came back, late, from the Hyacinth garden,
Your arms full, and your hair wet, | could not

Speak, and my eyesfailed, | was neither

Living nor dead, and | knew nothing, 40
Looking into the heart of light, the silence.

Od’ und leer das Meser.

Madame Sosodtris, famousclarvoyante,

Had abad cold, nevertheless

Isknown to be thewisest woman in Europe,

With awicked pack of cards. Here, said she,

Isyour card, the drowned Phoenician Sailor,

(Those are pearlsthat were hiseyes. Look!)
HereisBeladonna, the Lady of the Rocks,

The lady of situations. 50
Hereisthe man with three staves, and herethe Whesl,
And hereisthe one-eyed merchant, and thiscard,
Whichisblank, issomething he carrieson hisback,
Which | amforbidden to see. | do not find
TheHanged Man. Fear death by water.

| see crowdsof people, walking roundinaring.
Thank you. If you seedear Mrs. Equitone,

Tell her | bring thehoroscope myself:

Onemust be so careful thesedays.

Unreal City, 60
Under the brown fog of awinter dawn,

A crowd flowed over London Bridge, so many,

| had not thought death had undone so many.

Sighs, short and infrequent, wereexhal ed,

And each manfixed hiseyesbefore hisfeset.

Flowed up tbe hill and down King William Strest,

To where Saint Mary Wool noth kept the hours

With adead sound on thefinal strokeof nine.

Therel saw onel knew, and stopped him, crying ‘ Stetson!
“You who werewith meinthe shipsat Mylae! 70
‘That corpseyou planted last year inyour garden,

‘Hasit begun to sprout?Will it bloom thisyear?

‘Or hasthe sudden frost disturbed its bed?

‘Oh keep the Dog far hence, that’sfriend to men,
‘Orwithhisnalshe'll digitup again!
“You! hypocritelecteur! — mon semblable, — mon fréere!’
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II.A GAME OF CHESS

TheChair shesatin, likeaburnished throne,

Glowed onthemarble, wheretheglass

Held up by standardswrought with fruited vines

From which a golden Cupidon peeped out 80
(Another hid hiseyesbehind hiswing)

Doubled theflamesof sevenbranched candel abra
Reflecting light uponthetableas

Thedlitter of her jewelsroseto mest it,

From satin casespouredinrich profusion;

Inviasof ivory and coloured glass

Unstoppered, lurked her strange synthetic perfumes,
Unguent, powdered, or liquid— troubled, confused

And drowned the sensein odours; stirred by theair

That freshened from the window, these ascended 90
Infattening the prolonged candle-flames,

Flungtheir smokeinto thelaguearia,

Stirring the pattern on the coffered celling.

Huge sea-wood fed with copper

Burned green and orange, framed by the coloured stone,
Inwhich sad light acarved dolphin swam.
Abovetheantique mantel wasdisplayed

Asthough awindow gave upon the sylvan scene
Thechangeof Philomé, by the barbarousking

So rudely forced; yet there the nightingale 100
Filleddl thedesert withinviolablevoice

Andtill shecried, and till theworld pursues,

‘Jug Jug’ todirty ears.

And other withered stumpsof time

Weretold uponthewalls; staring forms

L eaned out, leaning, hushing theroom enclosed.

Footsteps shuffled onthe stair.

Under thefirelight, under thebrush, her hair

Spread out infiery points

Glowed into words, then would be savagely still, 110

‘My nervesarebad to-night. Yes, bad. Stay with me.
‘ Speak to me. Why do you never speak? Speak.
“What areyou thinking of ?What thinking? What?

‘1 never know what you arethinking. Think.’

| think weareinrats alley
Wherethe dead menlost their bones.

‘“What isthat noise?
The wind under the door.
‘“What isthat noise now?What isthewind doing?

Nothing again nothing. 120
‘Do
“You know nothing? Do you see nothing? Do you remember
‘Nothing?
| remember

Those are pearlsthat werehiseyes.
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‘Areyoudlive, or not?Isthere nothing in your head?

But
O O O Othat Shakespeherian Rag —
It'sso elegant
So intelligent 130

‘What shall | do now?What shall | do?
| shall rushout asl am, and walk the street
‘“Withmy hair down, so. What shall wedo to-morrow?
‘What shall weever do?
The hot water at ten.
Andifitrains, aclosed car at four.
Andweshal play agameof chess,
Pressing lidlesseyes and waiting for aknock upon thedoor.

When Lil’shusband got demobbed, | said—

| didn’t mince my words, | said to her myself, 140

Hurry up pleaseit’'stime

Now Albert’scoming back, makeyoursdlf abit smart.

He'll want to know what you donewith that money hegave
you

To get yourself someteeth. Hedid, | wasthere.

You havethemadl out, Lil, and get anice s,

Hesaid, | swear, | can’t bear to look at you.

Andnomorecan'tl, | said, and think of poor Albert,

He' sbeeninthearmy four years, hewantsagood time,

Andif youdon't giveit him, there'sotherswill, | said.

Ohisthere, shesaid. Something o’ that, | said. 150

ThenI’ll know whoto thank, shesaid, and givemea
draight look.

Hurry up pleaseit’'stime

If youdon'tlikeit you canget onwithit, | said.

Otherscan pick and chooseif you can't.

Butif Albert makesoff, it won't befor lack of telling.

You ought to be ashamed, | said, tolook so antique.

(And her only thirty-one.)

| can't helpit, shesaid, pullingalong face,

It'sthem pills| took, to bring it off, she said.

(She'shadfiveadready, and nearly died of young

George.) 160
Thechemist said it would bedright, but I’ ve never beenthe
same.

You areaproper fool, | said.

Well, if Albert won't leaveyou aone, thereitis, | said,
What you get married for if you don’t want children?
Hurry up pleaseit’'stime

WEell, that Sunday Albert washome, they had ahot

gammon,
And they asked meinto dinner, to get the beauty of it hot—

Line161alright. Thisspelling occursasointheHogarth Press
edition— Editor.
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Hurry up pleaseit’'stime

Hurry up pleaseit’'stime

Goonight Bill. Goonight L ou. Goonight May. Goonight. 170
Tata Goonight. Goonight.

Good night, ladies, good night, sweet |adies, good night,
good night.

1. THE FIRE SERMON

Theriver’stentisbroken: thelast fingersof |eaf

Clutch and sink into thewet bank. Thewind

Crossesthe brown land, unheard. The nymphsare departed.

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

Theriver bearsno empty bottles, sandwich papers,

Silk handkerchiefs, cardboard boxes, cigaretteends

Or other testimony of summer nights. Thenymphsare
departed.

Andtheir friends, theloitering heirsof city directors; 180

Departed, haveleft no addresses.

By thewatersof Leman | sat down and wept . . .

Sweet Thames, run softly till | end my song,

Sweet Thames, run softly, for | speak not loud or long.
But at my back inacold blast | hear

Therattle of the bones, and chuckle spread from ear to ear.

A rat crept softly through the vegetation
Draggingitsdimy belly onthebank

Whilel wasfishinginthedull cand

On awinter evening round behind the gashouse
Musing upon theking my brother’swreck
Andontheking my father’sdeath before him.
White bodies naked on thelow damp ground
Andbonescastinalittlelow dry garret,

Rattled by therat’sfoot only, year to year.

But at my back fromtimetotimel hear

The sound of hornsand motors, which shall bring
Sweeney to Mrs. Porter inthe spring.

O themoon shone bright on Mrs. Porter

And on her daughter

They wash their feet in sodawater

Et, O cesvoix d’ enfants, chantant dans la coupole!

Twit twit twit
Jugjugjugjugjugjug
Sorudedly forc'd.
Tereu

Unred City

Under the brown fog of awinter noon

Mr. Eugenides, the Smyrnamerchant
Unshaven, with apocket full of currants
C.i.f. London: documentsat sight,

190

200

210
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Asked mein demotic French
To luncheon at the Cannon Street Hotel
Followed by aweekend at the Metropole.

At theviolet hour, when the eyes and back

Turn upward from thedesk, when the human enginewaits
Likeataxi throbbing waiting,

| Tiresias, though blind, throbbing betweentwollives,

Old manwith wrinkled female breasts, can see

At theviolet hour, the evening hour that strives 220
Homeward, and bringsthe saillor homefrom sea,

Thetypist homeat teatime, clearsher breakfast, lights

Her stove, andlaysout food intins.

Out of thewindow periloudly spread

Her drying combinationstouched by thesun’'slast rays,
Onthedivan arepiled (at night her bed)

Stockings, dippers, camisoles, and stays.

| Tiresias, old manwithwrinkled dugs

Perceived the scene, and foretold therest —

| too awaited the expected guest. 230
He, theyoung man carbuncular, arrives,

A small house agent’sclerk, with onebold stare,

Oneof thelow onwhom assurance sits

Asaslk hat onaBradford millionaire.

Thetimeisnow propitious, ashe guesses,

Themeal isended, sheisbored and tired,

Endeavoursto engage her in caresses
Which gtill areunreproved, if undesired.
Flushed and decided, he assaultsat once;
Exploring hands encounter no defence; 240
Hisvanity requiresno response,

And makesawelcomeof indifference.
(And| Tiresashaveforesuffered dl

Enacted on thissamedivan or bed;

| who have sat by Thebesbelow thewall
Andwalked among thelowest of thedead.)
Bestowsonefind patronisingkiss,
Andgropeshisway, findingthestairsunlit ...

Sheturnsandlooksamoment intheglass,

Hardly aware of her departed lover; 250
Her brain allows one half-formed thought to pass:

‘“Well now that’'sdone: and I’'mgladit’sover.’

When lovely woman stoopstofolly and

Paces about her room again, alone,

She smoothesher hair with automatic hand,

And putsarecord on the gramophone.

‘Thismusic crept by meupon thewaters
And aong the Strand, up Queen Victoria Street.

O City city, | can sometimes hear
Beside apublic bar in Lower Thames Street, 260
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The pleasant whining of amandoline

And aclatter and achatter fromwithin
Wherefishmenloungeat noon: wherethewalls
Of MagnusMartyr hold

I nexplicable splendour of lonian whiteand gold.

Theriver sweats
Oil and tar
Thebargesdrift
Withtheturningtide

Red sails 270
Wide
Toleeward, swing on the heavy spar.
The bargeswash
Driftinglogs
Down Greenwich reach
Past the Idle of Dogs.
Weiadldaleia
Walldaleiaaa

Elizabeth and L eicester
Beating oars 280
Thestern wasformed
A gilded shell
Red and gold
Thebrisk swell

Rippled both shores
Southwest wind
Carried down stream
The peal of bells
Whitetowers
Weidalaleia
Wallalaleidada

‘Tramsand dusty trees.

Highbury boreme. Richmond and Kew
Undid me. By Richmond | raised my knees
Supineonthefloor of anarrow canoe.’

‘My feet areat Moorgate, and my heart
Under my feet. After theevent

Hewept. He promised “anew start”.

| made no comment. What should | resent?
‘On Margate Sands.

| can connect

Nothingwith nothing.
Thebrokenfingernailsof dirty hands.

My people humble peoplewho expect
Nothing.’

lala

To Carthagethen | came

290

300



TheWasteLand

Burning burning burning burning
0 Lord Thou pluckest me out
0 Lord Thou pluckest 310

burning

IV.DEATH BY WATER

Phlebasthe Phoenician, afortnight dead,
Forgot the cry of gulls, and the deep seaswell
Andtheprofit andloss.
A current under sea

Picked hisbonesinwhispers. Asheroseand fell
He passed the stages of hisage and youth
Entering thewhirlpool.

Gentile or Jew
O you who turn the wheel and ook to windward, 320
Consider Phlebas, who was once handsome and tall asyou.

V.WHAT THE THUNDER SAID

After thetorchlight red on sweaty faces
After thefrosty silenceinthegardens
After theagony in stony places
Theshouting andthecrying

10

Prison and placeand reverberation
Of thunder of spring over distant mountains

Hewhowaslivingisnow dead
Wewho wereliving arenow dying
With alittle patience 330
Hereisno water but only rock

Rock and no water and the sandy road

Theroad winding above among themountains

Which aremountai nsof rock without water

If therewerewater we should stop and drink
Amongst therock one cannot stop or think

Swest isdry and feet areinthe sand

If therewereonly water amongst therock

Dead mountain mouth of cariousteeth that cannot spit
Here one can neither stand nor lie nor sit
Thereisnot even silenceinthe mountains

But dry sterilethunder without rain

Thereisnot even solitudein themountains

But red sullen faces sneer and snarl

From doors of mudcracked houses

340

If there were water
And norock
If therewererock
And asowater
Andwater



A spring

A pool among therock

If therewerethe sound of water only

Not thecicada

Anddry grasssinging

But sound of water over arock

Wherethe hermit-thrush singsinthepinetrees
Drip drop drip drop drop drop drop

But thereisno water

Whoisthethird who walksawaysbesdeyou?
When | count, thereare only you and | together
But when | look ahead up thewhiteroad
Thereisawaysanother onewalking besideyou
Glidingwrapt in abrown mantle, hooded

| do not know whether aman or awoman

— But whoisthat on the other side of you?

What isthat sound highintheair

Murmur of materna lamentation

Who arethose hooded hordes swarming

Over endlessplains, ssumblingin cracked earth
Ringed by the flat horizon only

What isthecity over themountains
Cracksand reformsand burstsintheviolet air
Fdlingtowers

Jerusalem AthensAlexandria

T.S. Eliot

350

360

370

11

ViennaLondon
Unred

A woman drew her long black hair out tight
Andfiddled whisper music onthosestrings

And batswith baby facesintheviolet light

Whistled, and beat their wings

And crawled head downward down ablackened wall
Andupsidedowninair weretowers

Tolling reminiscent bells, that kept thehours

And voicessinging out of empty cisternsand exhausted wells.

380

Inthisdecayed holeamong themountains
Inthefaint moonlight, thegrassissinging

Over thetumbled graves, about the chapel
Thereistheempty chapdl, only thewind’ shome.
It has no windows, and the door swings,

Dry bones can harm no one.

Only acock stood on therooftree
Cocoricococorico

Inaflash of lightning. Thenadamp gust

Bringingrain

390

Gangawassunken, and thelimp leaves
Waited for rain, whiletheblack clouds
Gathered far distant, over Himavant.
Thejunglecrouched, humpedinsilence.
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Then spokethethunder | sat upon the shore

DA 400  Fishing, withthearid plainbehind me

Datta: what havewegiven? Shall | at least set my landsin order?

My friend, blood shaking my heart

Theawful daring of amoment’ssurrender London Bridgeisfaling downfaling downfaling down
Which an age of prudence can never retract Poi s ascose nel foco che gli affina

By this, and thisonly, we haveexisted Quando fiam ceu chelidon— O swallow swallow
Whichisnot to befoundin our obituaries Le Prince d’ Aquitaine & agrave; latour abolie

Or inmemoriesdraped by the beneficent spider Thesefragments| have shored against my ruins 430
Or under sedlsbroken by thelean solicitor Why thenllefit you. Hieronymo'smad againe.

In our empty rooms Datta. Dayadhvam. Damyata.

DA 410

Dayadhvam: | have heard the key Shantih shantih shantih

Turninthedoor once and turn onceonly

Wethink of thekey, eachin hisprison

Thinking of thekey, each confirmsaprison

Only at nightfall, aetheria rumours

Revivefor amoment abroken Coriolanus

DA

Damyata: The boat responded

Gally, tothe hand expert with sail and oar

The seawas calm, your heart would haveresponded 420

Gaily, wheninvited, beating obedient

Tocontrolling hands
Line415 aetherid (aethered)
Line428 ceu (uti) — Editor

12
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NOTES

Not only thetitle, but the plan and agood dedl of theincidental
symbolism of the poem were suggested by Miss Jessie L.
Weston’sbook onthe Grail legend: From Ritual to Romance
(Macmillan).* Indeed, so deeply am | indebted, MissWeston's
book will elucidatethe diffi-culties of the poem much better
than my notes can do; and | recommend it (apart from the
great interest of the book itself) to any who think such eluci-
dation of the poem worth the trouble. To another work of
anthropo-logy | am indebted ingenerd, onewhich hasinflu-
enced our generation profoundly; | mean The Golden Bough;
| haveused especidly thetwo volumes Adonis, Attis, Osiris.
Anyonewhoisacquainted with theseworkswill immediately
recognizein the poem certain referencesto vegetation cer-
emonies

*Macmillan (Cambridge).

13

|.THEBURIAL OF THE DEAD
Line20. Cf. Ezekid 2:7.

23. Cf. Ecclesiastes12:5.

31. V. Tristan und Isolde, i, verses 5-8.
42. 1d. iii, verse 24.

46. | am not familiar with the exact constitution of the Tarot
pack of cards, fromwhich | have obviousy departed to suit
my own convenience. The Hanged Man, amember of the
traditional pack, fitsmy purposeintwoways. becauseheis
associated in my mind with the Hanged God of Frazer, and
because| associate himwith the hooded figurein the passage
of thedisciplesto Emmausin Part V. The Phoenician Sailor
and the Merchant appear later; also the* crowds of people’,
and Death by Water is executed in Part IV. The Man with
Three Staves (an authentic member of the Tarot pack) | asso-
ciate, quitearbitrarily, with the Fisher King himself.

60. Cf. Bauddaire:

Fourmillante cité, cité pleine de réves,
Ou le spectre en plein jour raccroche le passant.
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63. Cf. INFERNO, iii. 55-7.
S lunga tratta

di gente, ch’io non avrel mai creduto
che morte tanta n’ avesse disfatta.

64. Cf. INFERNO, iv. 25-7:
Quivi, secondo che per ascoltare,
non avea pianto, ma’ che di sospiri,
che |’ aura eterna facevan tremare.

68. A phenomenonwhich I have often noticed.

74. Cf. the Dirgein Webster’sWhite Devil . 76.
V. Baudelaire, Prefaceto Fleursdu Mal.

[I. AGAME OF CHESS
77. Cf. Antony and Cleopatra, I1. ii. 190.
92. Laguearia. V. Aeneid, |. 726:
dependent lychni laguearibusaureisincens, et noctem

flammis
funaliavincunt.

14

98. Sylvanscene. V. Milton, ParadiseLost, iv. 140.
99. V. Ovid, METAMORPHOSES vi, Philomela
100. Cf. Partlll, 1. 204.

115. Cf. Part1ll, 1. 195.

118. Cf. Webster: ‘Isthewind inthat door still?

126. Cf. Partl,l. 37,48.

138. Cf. thegame of chessin Middleton’s\Women beware

Women.

1. THE FIRE SERMON

176. V. Spenser, PROTHALAMION.
192. Cf. The Tempest, i. ii.

196. Cf. Marvell, To HisCoy Mistress.
197. Cf. Day, Parliament of Bees:

When of the sudden, listening, you shall hear,
A noiseof hornsand hunting, which shall bring
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Actaeon to Dianain the spring,
Whereall shall seeher naked skin. . .

199. | do not know theorigin of the ballad fromwhich these
linesaretaken: it wasreported to mefrom Sydney, Austrdia

202. V. Verlaine, PARS FAL.

210. Thecurrantswerequoted at aprice’carriageand insur-
ancefreeto London’; and theBill of Lading, etc., were to be
handed to the buyer upon payment of the sight draft.

Notes 196 and 197 were transposed in thisand the Hogarth
Pressedition, but have been corrected here.

210. ‘Carriage and insurance free'( ‘cost, insurance and
freight’ —Editor.

218. Tiresias, although a mere spectator and not indeed a
‘character’, isyet themost important personagein the poem,
uniting al therest. Just asthe one-eyed merchant, seller of
currants, meltsinto the Phoenician Sailor, and thel atter isnot
wholly distinct from Ferdinand Prince of Naples, soall the
women are onewoman, and thetwo sexesmeet in Tiresias.
What Tiresiassees, infact, isthe substance of the poem. The
wholepassagefrom Ovidisof great anthropological interest:

15

... Cum lunoneiocoset ‘ maior vestraprofecto est
Quam, quae contingit maribus’, dixisse, ‘ voluptas.’
[Ilanegat; placuit quae sit sententiadocti
QuaerereTiresiae: venushuic erat utrague nota.
Nam duo magnorumviridi coeuntiasilva
Corporaserpentum baculi violaverat ictu
Dequevirofactus, mirabile, feminaseptem

Egerat autumnos; octavo rursuseosdem

Vidit et ‘ est vestrae s tantapotentiaplagae’,

Dixit ‘ ut auctorissortem in contrariamutet,

Nunc quoqueVvosferiam!’ percussisanguibusisdem
Formaprior rediit genetivague venit imago.

Arbiter hicigitur sumptusdeliteiocosa
Dictalovisfirmat; gravius Saturniaiusto

Nec pro materiafertur doluisse suique
ludicisaeternadamnavit luminanocte,

At pater omnipotens (nequeenim licet inritacuiquam
Factadei fecisse deo) pro lumine adempto
Scirefuturadedit poenamquelevavit honore.

221. Thismay not appear as exact as Sappho’slines, but |
hadinmind the‘longshore’ or ‘dory’ fisherman, who returns
anightfal.

253. V. Goldsmith, the song in The Vicar of\Wakefield.

257. V. The Tempest, as above.
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264. Theinterior of St. MagnusMartyr isto my mind one of
thefinest among Wren'sinteriors. See The Pro-posed Demo-
lition of Nineteen City Churches (P. S. King & Son, Ltd.).

266. The Song of the (three) Thames-daughtersbegins here.
From line 202 to 306 inclusive they speak in turn. V.
Gotterdammerung, I11. i: the Rhine-daughters.

279. V. Froude, ELIZABETH, val. 1, ch. iv, letter of De
Quadrato Philip of Spain:

In the afternoon wewerein abarge, watching the gameson
theriver. (Thequeen) wasa onewith Lord Robert and myself
on the poop, when they began to talk nonsense, and went so
far that Lord Robert at last said, as| was on the spot there
was no reason why they should not be married if the queen
pleased.

293. Cf. PURGATORIO, v. 133:

‘Ricorditi di me, chesonlaPig;
Sienami fe', disfecemi Maremma.’

307. V. St. Augustine sCONFESSIONS: ‘to Carthagethen
| came, whereacauldron of unholy lovessang al about mine
ears.

16

308. Thecompletetext of the Buddha sFire Sermon (which
correspondsinimportanceto the Sermon onthe Mount) from
which thesewordsaretaken, will befound trandated inthe
late Henry Clarke Warren’s Buddhism in Translation
(Harvard Oriental Series). Mr. Warren wasone of the great
pioneersof Buddhist studiesinthe Occident.

309. From St. Augustine sCONFESSIONSagain. Thecol-
location of thesetwo representatives of eastern and western
asceticism, asthe culmination of thispart of the poem, isnot
anaccident.

V.WHAT THE THUNDER SAID

Inthefirst part of Part V threethemesareemployed: the jour-
ney to Emmaus, theapproach to the Chapel Perilous(seeMiss
Weston’sbook), and the present decay of eastern Europe.

357. ThisisTurdusaonalaschkaepallasii, the hermit-thrush
which | haveheard in Quebec County. Chapman says(Hand-
book of Birds of Eastern North America) ‘it is most at
homein secluded woodland and thickety retreats... . Itsnotes
arenot remarkablefor variety or volume, but in purity and
sweetness of tone and exquisite modulation they are un-
equalled.’ Its*water-dripping song’ isjustly celebrated.
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360. Thefollowing lineswere stimulated by the account of
one of the Antarctic expeditions (I forget which, but | think
one of Shackleton’s): it wasrelated that the party of explor-
ers, a theextremity of their strength, had the constant delusion
that there was one more member than could actualy be
counted.

366-76. Cf. Hermann Hesse, Blick ins Chaos:

Schonist halb Europa, schonist zumindest der halbe Osten
Europasauf dem Wege zum Chaos, f& auml; hrt betrunken
im heiligen Wahn am Abgrund entlang und singt dazu, Singt
betrunken und hymnisch wie Dmitri Karamasoff sang. Ueber
dieseLieder lacht der B& uuml;rger beleidigt, der Hellige
und Seher h& ouml;rt semit Tr&auml;nen.

401. ‘Datta, dayadhvam, damyata (Give, sympathize, con-
trol). Thefable of the meaning of the Thunder isfoundin the
Brihadaranyaka—Upanishad, 5, 1. A trandationis found
in Deussen’s Sechzig Upanishadsdes Veda, p. 489.

407. Cf. Webster, The White Devil, v. vi:
... they’ll remarry

Eretheworm pierceyour winding-sheet, erethe spider
Makeathin curtain for your epitaphs.
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411. Cf. INFERNO, xxxiii. 46:

ed iosentii chiavar | uscio di sotto
al’ orribiletorre.

AlsoF. H. Bradley, Appearance and Reality, p. 346:

My external sensationsareno lessprivateto myself thanare
my thoughtsor my feelings. Ineither casemy experiencefdls
withinmy owncircle, acircleclosed onthe outside; and, with
al itselements alike, every sphereisopague to the others
whichsurroundit... . Inbrief, regarded asan existencewhich
appearsin asoul, thewholeworld for eachispeculiar and
privateto that soul.

424. V. Weston, From Ritual to Romance; chapter on the
Fisher King.

427. V. Purgatorio, xxvi. 148.
‘ Aravos prec per aguellavalor
‘quevosguidaa somdel’ escaling,
‘sovegnavos atemps de madolor.’
Poi s ascose nel foco chegli affina.

428. V. Pervigilium\eneris. Cf. PhilomdainPartsll and 1.
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429. V. Gerard de Nerval, Sonnet El Desdichado.
431. V. Kyd's Spanis Tragedy.
433. Shantih. Repeated as here, a formal ending to an

Upanishad. ‘ The Peace which passeth understanding’ isa
feebletrand ation of the content of thisword.
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