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fueļįed by developments in tļre acadenric sttrdy of Shakespeare's age. TĮre productions

by Harley Grarrville-Barļ<et atthe Savoy in 1912 arrd 1914 rendeted the traditiorr of
Irvirrg and Tree redundant overrright' Reaļistic sets were jettisoned in favout of sty-

lised ones, arrd tļre resulting sirnpiicity of stagirrg not or-rly speeded up tl]e actiorr but

also the speeclr delivery' Sucļr an approaclr to Stagiilg was aĮso to be crystaĮlised irr

Edward Gordon Craig's Tlrc Art of Tlrcatre ( 1905 ). His contribution to theatre design,

which was igrrored at tlre tirte, airned at sirnple nlonĮļl-nental effects, light-years away

fiom Edwardian pictorialisrn. What Craig's book l-reralded was precisely director's

tļreatte, a fottn of tlreatre wlriclr was classified firrrrly aS aft. By 1910 thetefore t}_re div-

įsiorr of the world of tlreatre into two caļT}ps, comtnercįal and at_t, was already Secure-

ly in place.

Tl-rese stitrirrgs, whiclr spelt the deatlr knell of establislred theatre, weĮe not Cotl-

fir-red orrly to the rnetropolis. The operrirrg decade of tļre new celtuty saw a revįvaĮ of

regional theatre irr direct response to the demands of the educated middĮe classes in

the larger urban conurbations. Irr 19O7 Annie Elizabetļr l_Įorninran fourrded tlre

Gaiety Theatre in Mancļrester, This was to be a tepertoļy compalry and otlrers foļ_

lowed: Glasgow (1909), Liverpool (1911) and Birrningham (1913). All reflected tl-re

credo of the ņew drarna. The task of these companies was to stage new writing, both

local and foreign, rnaking use of their own group of actors and not depending on itn-

ported stars' only in Marrchester did ļocal writing talent emerge įrr Williarn Starrley

HougĮrton. It was in Dublin, where Miss Hornilnan Spotlsored the Abbey Theatre to

be run under the aegis of Lady Gregory that the repertoty movement acl-rieved its

greatest triumph in the plays of W. B. Yeats.

A theĮltrlcĮīĮ reuoltttįott. A scene t'ront

11tlrĮe1' GranttīĮIe-Borker's stylised

F]oĮlĮļctio'l ol TweĮftĮr NigĮrt ar T/re

Sotol', 1912.
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I{ARDY AND TRADITIONAL RURAL POETRY
a typically Errglisli vernacular verse: rather too deliberate to be termed colloquial, a modest

lyric artistry, close observatiou of nature seett itt a somcrvltat domestic way
THOMAS HARDY (1840-1928)
wrote poetry from rhe 1860s to the 1920s - briclging the 19th and the 20th centuries and does

so not only in the tnatter of dates but in outlook, techrrique and cliction as well. The
uncertainties of the lgth c., the displacernent of tnan fronr atry assured place at tlte centre of
tlrings, had become for Hardy a deep lrabit of mind. Flence his sense of a kind of uneventful
trogādy everywlrere irt life, his disiļlusion' and tlre aura of nostalgia tlrat issued from it. His
larųuage is unornate, often seerningly clumsy, rvith dialcct and unpoetic coinages. Many of
lris best poems are ntodelled on the folk song or tlte street-balļad.
,I'I.IE EDWARDIANS & WORLD V/AR I POETS
Edwąrd vII ( 190l-10) stamped lris cltaracter otr the decade wlriclr he reigned. It was a

vulgar age of conspicous enjoyrnent by those who could afford it. Most artist and writers
experienced a deep seltse of alienatiolt as the period cared little for literary and artistic
patronage.'F.o* 

tģto (ttre accession of George V) until war broke out itr August l9l4, Britain achieved
h ternporary equilibriunr between Victorialį ''earnestltess'' and Edwardian ''flashiness'. In ]

retrospect the "Georgian" period seems peculiarly golden, tlre last phase of assurance and

stability before tķe ojd order throughout Europe broke up in violence with the results that are

still with us.
''EdwardiaĪl'' as a term applied to English cultural history suggest a period in which the

social and economic stabilities of the Victorian age - country houses with numerous servants,

a flourishing and confident rniddle class, a strict hierarclty of social cla.sses - remained

unimpaired, though on the level of ideas tlrere \vas a sense of change and liberation.
''Georgian" refers largely to įhe luļl before tlte storm of WWI-
Tķe quiet traditionalisrn of rnuch of the verse that appearecl in volumes of "Gcorgian Poetry"

edited by EDWARD MARSH between 19tl and 1920 represents an attempt to wall in the

garden õf English poetry against tlre disruptive forces of rnodcrn civilization. Cultured
ineditation on the English countrysicle alternated witlt self-conscious exercises in the exotic.

Sonretimes the magical lrote was autltentic, as irr many WĄI-TER DE LA MARE's poems,

ancl sornetįmes the rneditative Sįrain was original arid itttpressive, as in the poetry of
EDWARD TI-ĮoMAS. But as wWI ltent on witit nrorc and more poets killed and the

survivors increasingly cii.sillusioned, the whole ivorld on which the Georgian irnagination

rcstecl came to appear unreal. The "Georgians"'sentilttetrtal patriotism became a ridiculous

anacfironism iņ tlre face of modern trench warfzrre. Over four years of tremendous slaughter

uttcler appalling corrclitioĮ]s, the wiping orrt of virtrrally a wlrole generaįion of young men, the

slrattering of so tttatry illusįons arrd icļeals niade WWI a waterslted in Europearr civilization.
It left tlrroughout Europe a sellse thaį tlre Įrases of civilization had beett clestroyed, that all the

traditional values hacl been wiped out. T.S. ļ]liot's interrsely personal trottbles and dilemmas

expressed in "The Waste l-and" suddenly assurned prophctic univertsality and echoed the

clisillusion of the new agc.
'flrc five voluttres of ''ccorgiatt Poetry'' coltįaįnccl pocl]ls by RUPERT BRooKE, JoHN
DRINKWĄTER, ļI^ROLD MUNRO' wII-FRID wIĮ,SoN GĪBSON, 

^RĮ]NDEL 
DEL RĮl'

I]DWARD MARSĮ_I, WĮLLĮAM Į{. DAVII]S, V/^LTER DI] LA MARE, JOHN
MĄSEI;IĪjLD. J^MES Ill-RoY FLIICKER, D,Įļ. LĄWRENCE, RoBĮjRT GR^VES ct al.
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WALTER DE LA MARE

Miss Loo

WrlnN thin.streų,n memory I look through,
f see most clearly poor Miss Loo;
Her tabby cat, her cage of birds,
Her nose, her hair, her muffled words,
And how she'd open her green eyes,
As if in some immense surprise,
'Whenever 

as we sat įt tea
She made some small remark to me.
It's always drowsy summer when
Frorn out the past she comes againl
The westering sunshine in a pool
Floats in her parlour still and cool;
While the slim bird its lean wires shakes,
As into piercing ."di;į;;rįi-- -'*_-"'

Till Peter's pale-green eyes aiar
Dleam, wake; wake, dream, in one brief bar.
And I am sitting, dull and shy,
And she with gaze of vacancy,
And large hands folded on the tray,
Musing the afternoon away;
FIer satin bosom heaving slow
\ilith sighs that softly ebb and flow,
And her plain face in such dismay,
It seems unkind to look her way:
Until all cheerful back rvill come
Her gentle gleaming spirit home:
And one wouļd think that poor Miss Loo
Askecį nothing else, if she lrad 1,9ų.

RUPERT BROOI{E

Tlle oĮd Vicarage , Grnntclrcster
(CrJė des Westens, BerĮin, Ma1 tgtz)

Jusr now the lilac is in bloom,
All before my little room;
Ancl in my flower-becls, I think,
Smile tļre carnation and tlre pirrk;
And dor,vn thę borders, rvell I know,
The poppy and the pansy blow . . .

olr ! tļrere the chestnuts' summer through,
Besicle the river make for you
A tunnel of green gloom, and sleep
Deeply above; and green and deep
The stream mysterious glides beneath,
Green as a dream and deep as death.
_oh, damn! Ī knorv it! and I know
How the May fields all golden show,
Anci when the day is young and sweet,
Gilcl gloriously the bare feet
That run to bathe 

D, rieber Gott !

FJer9 1m I, sweating, sick, arrd Ėot,
Arrcļ tlrere the shadowed waters fresh
Lean up to embrace the naked flesh.
Tetn p er amenta o l ļ German Jews
Drink beer around ;-and-thete the dervs
Are soft beneath a morn of gold.
Here tulips bļoom as they aie told;
ŲnĶmpt about those hedges blowļ
An English unofEcial rose;
And there the unregulared sun
Slopes down ro rest when day is cloue,
And- rvakes a vague unpunctūal star,
A slippered Hesper; and there are
]Ļ{eads towards l{aslingfield and Cotoņ'Wlrere 

rĻns Betretez's nįt uerboten.

eĮOe yevolpr1v . . . lvoulc] r lvere
Īn Grantchester, in Grantclrester !-
-So:ne, 

it may be, can get in touch
With Nature there, or Earth, or such.
Ancl clever modern mcn have seen

4 Ę"y] a-peeping througlr the green,
Ancį felt the Classics lveie not d'ead,'
To glimpsc a Naiad's reedy head,
Or hear the Goat-foot piping lorv: . . .
But tlrese are tlrings I įlo noį knou..
I only knorv that you may lie
Prņļ9ng ancį watch the Cambridgc sky,
Ancl, florver-lulled in sleepy g.r.s,-
Flear tļre cool lapse of hoūįs į"ss,
Until the centuries blend and blur
In Grantchester, in Grantchcster. . . .

Stilļ irr the clarvnlit r,vaters cool
I-Iis-ghostly Lordship swims his pool,
Ancl tries the strokes, essays the iricks,
LongJearnt on l-Iellcsponi, or Styx.
Dan Chauccr hcars hii river still-
Chatter beneath a phtntom mill.
Tennyson notes, rvith studious eye,
I-Iow Cambridge rvarers hurry by .'. .

Ancl in that gardcn, black and white,
Crcep lvhisp-ers tlrrouglr tlre grass alĪ night;
Ancl spectral dancc, before the datvn,
Ä hundr'cd Vicars clolvn tlrc larvn;
Curates, long clust, rvill come and go
On lissorn, clerical, printless toe;
And oft betleen the boughs is seen
The sly shade of a Rural Dean . . .
Tiļļ, at a sļriver in the skies,
Vanishing rvith Satanic cries,
Tlre prim eccļesiastic rout
Leaves bnt a strrtlcd sleeper-out,
Grey hcavells, the first biįd's drorvsy calls,
Thc falling lrottse that never falļs.

God I i rvill pack, and talte I train,
Änd get nle to Dngland oncc again !

For Englancl's tlre one land, I ūrrow,
Where men rvitlr Splendicl Hearts may Įlo; 

/ ?o



Arrd Cambridgcshire, of all EnglancĪ,
The shire for Men rvho Understand;
And of that district I prefer
The lovely hamlet Grantchester.
For Cambridge people rarely srnile,
Beirrg urban, squįt, and packecl rvith guile;
Ancl Royston men in the far Soutļr
Are blgck and fierce and strange of mouth;
At Over they fling oaths at one,
And rvorse than oaths at Trumpington,
And Ditton girls are nrean and dirty,
And thcre's none in l{arston under thirty,
And foļks in Shelford and those parts
I{ave tų,isted lips and tlisted hearts,
Ancl Barton lnen make Cockney rhymcs,
And Coton's full of nameless crimcs,
And things are done you'd not believe
At Madinglcy, on Christmas Eve.
Strong men have run for miles and miles,
\Mhcn one from Cherry Flinton smiles;
Strong men have blanched, nnd shot their r,vives,
Rather than send them to St. Īves;
Strong men have cricd like babes, bydam,
To hear what happened at Babraham.
But Grantchester! ah, Grantchester!
Tlterc's Peįcc an<l holy qrriet there,
'Great clouds nlong pacific skies,
And n:en and rņ,omen rvitlr straight eyes,
Lithe children lovelier than a dream,
A bosky \l,ood' a slunrbrous StreįĪĪl'
And little kindly winds thrt creep
Rouncl trvilight corners, half asleep.
In Grantchester their skins arc white;
They bathe by day, they bathe by night;
The women there do aĮl they ought;
Tlre men observe the Rrrles of TĮrouglrt,
Tlrey love the GoocĮ; tlrey rvorslrip Trutlr;
They laugh uproariouslY in 1.9ų1ķ'
(Ancl rvhen they get to feeling old,
They up and shoot themselves, I'm tokl) . . .

Ah God ! to see the branches stir
Across the moon at Grantchester'!
To smell the thrilling-srveet ancl rotten
Unforgettable, unforgotteu
River-smell, and hear the breeze
Sobbing in the little trees.
Say, do the elm-clumps greatly stancl
Still guardians of that holy land ?

Thc chestnuts shade, in reverencl dream,
The yet unacademic stream ?

Is darvn a secret shy and cold
Anadyomene, silver-gold ?

And sunset still a golden sea
From Haslingfield to Madingley ?

And after, ere the night is born,
Do hares come out about the corn I
Oh, is the water sweer and cool,
Gentle and brown, above the pool ?

And laughs the immortal river still
Under the mill, under the mill ?

Say, is there Beaury yet to find I
And Certainty ? and Qriet kind ?

Deep meadows yer, for to forget
The lies, and truths, and pain P . . . oh I yet
Starrds the Church cļock at ten to three l
And is thet'e lroney stiļl for tęa ?
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'Lads, you're wanted, go antl ltelp',
olr the railway carriage waĮi
Stuck the poster, and I thought
Of the hands that penned the cail.

Iat civilįans wishirrg they
'Could go and fight the Hun'.
Can't you see thenr thanking Gocl

Th:rt they're over forty-orre?

Girls witļr featļters, vulgar sollgs -'Washy 
verse oļt Englarrd's need -

God - and cļoit't we damned welļ kttt-lw

.. How the message ought to read.

'Latls, you'te wanted Į over thefe',
Shiver in the morning dew,
More poor devils like yourselves
W'aiting to be kiļled by you"

Co arrd lrelp to svleļl the nanles
lrr the casualty Įists.
Help to ruake a columu's stuff
yFor the biasted journalists.
)-
Help to keep tlrem nice ancļ safe

ļrom tlre wicked Ger:nan foe.
'Don't tet frim .onr. 6u., fere !

'Lads, you're rvan tecl - out you go.'

lį lį Jį

There's a better rvorcl tļran that,
Larļs, and can'l you hear it cortte
From a rniļĮion nren that caļl
You to share tlreir marŲrdom 7

--ļ

leave the harļots stiĮ to sing
Comic songs about tire Hun,
Leave tļre fat oļd men to say
Now we've got thern on the run.

Better trilerrty honest years
Tļrerr their cluļļ three score atttļ įett.
Lads, you're wanted. Cottte anrl ļeartt
To live and die witļr lrorrest tnen"

You slraļl learn what nten can rļo
If you wiĮ but pay tire price,
Learn the gaieT and s{rength
In the gallant sacrifice.

Take your risk of ļife arrd cĮea tlr
Underneath the open sky.
Lįve cļean or go out qūck _

Lads, you're wanted. Coure arrcl cįie.

E. A.Mackitltosļt

..iirj'
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THE VOTUNTEER

Here lies a clerk who haļJ his lįfe had spent
ToiĮng at ledgers in a city grey,
Thinking that so his days wouļd drift away
with no lance broken in lįfe's tournament.
Yet ever 'fwixt the books and his bright eyes
The glean'ing eagles of the legions came,
And horsemen, charging under phantorrr skįes,
'W'ent thundering past beneath the oriflamme.

And ņow those waiting dreams are sarisfied;
From r'rilight to the halļs of dawn he went;
His lance is broken; but he lies content
'with that high hour, in which he lįved and dįed.
And faĮing thus he waņts Īļo leconrPetrse,
'Who found his battļe in the lasf resort;
I"Įor need he any hearse to bear him hence,
'Who goes to join the men of Agincourt"

Herbcrt Asguith.

B ATTt E

'.fhe naked earth is warnr with Sprirrg,
And with green grass and bursting trees

Leans to tlre sun's gaze gĮr.rrying,
And quivers in the sunny breeze;

And life is colour and rvarnrth and light,
And a striving eyer.nrore for these;

And lre is deatļ wlro will not figlrt;
Ancļ lvlro dies figlrtiIrg lras increase.

The fightirlg nļan shalļ frorrr tlre sun
Take warnrth, and life fronr the glowing earth;

Speed with the light-foot rvinds to run,
And lvitļr tĮre trees to newer birth;

And find, when fighting shaiļ Lle done,
Great rest, and fullness after dearth.

ri

lnlinn Grc.n[ell 
4 ?Z



ĢZ- 
""^/F 

tr6 /o4 4
,/t

ėa7ęr{"ÜrņaĮe

THE DEAD

Bļow out, you bugĮes, over tlre rich DeacĮ l

There's none of these so lonely and poor of old,
But, clying, has matįe us rarel gifts tlran gold.

TĮrese laicļ tlre worļtl away;poured out tlre red

Sweet wine of youth; gave up the years to be

of work and joy, and that unlroped serelļ'e'

Tlrat men caļled age; and tlrose wlro woulrl llave been,

Their sons, they gave, their immortaliry.

Blow, bugies, bĮow l Th.y brouglrt us, for our dearth,
Holiness,lacked so long, and Love, and Pain.

Honour has conre back, as a king, to earth,
And paid his subjects *,ith a royaĮ wage;

And Nobļeness waļks in our ways again;
Ancl we have come into our heritage.

Rrrpart Broohc

,IHE SOLDIER

If Į sļrouļd dįe, think only this of tue :

Tlrat there's soļĮe corner of a foreign fie^*

That is for ever England" There shalĮ be

In that rich earth a richer dust concealed;

A dust whom England bore, shaped, made aware,

Gave, on.ce, irer flowers to love, her ways to roam,

A body of England's, breathing EngĮislr air,

W'ashed by the rivers, blest by sttns of ļtonte"

AncĮ think, this heart, aĮļ eviļ shed away,

A puJse jn'the eternaļ mind, no ļess

Giįes somewhere back the thoughts by England given;

Her sights and sounds; dreams hrPPy as her clay;

And laughter,learnt of friends; and genflettess,

In Īrearts at peace, ltttrJer an English lteaven.
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SIEGFRIED SASSOON
(r 88Ļr 967)

Ėducated at Marlborough Grammar Schooļ and Clare College, Cambridge,

Sasoon was foud of the ļife of the English country gentleman, to which he

was brought up. His indirectly autobiographiC,J Memoįrs of c Fox-Hunting
Man (r9z8) is a classic account of that kind of Įife and of his early war

experiences, whiļe his Memoirs d anInfdntry ofrcer (rg3o) is an equally

cĮasic account of experiences in World War I.
Along with his passion for country sports (reflected in his autobiograph-

ical prose works), Sassoon had a lifelong pasion fol poetry' His early

po€try reflects a somewhäĮ faded romanticism, while the poetry of his later
years, still employing traditional techniques, shows a meditative lyricism
that reflects his growing religious feeling. But it is his war poetry that marks

his most distinctive contribution to ļiterature. He enlisted on the outbreak

of war in r9r4 and fought gallantly. But hįs growing honor at the grim

realities of trench warfare produced a change in his verse and made him a

pioneer of the new kind of war poetry-bitter, ironic, and dedicated to the'

exposure of the truth. Sasoon's war poetry is not subtle or complex: .its
poĻ., derives from its strength of feeling and sheer force of indignation.

Sasoon was wounded in r9r7, and when he refused to go back to the

front after his recovery he was sent to a sanitarium instead of being court'
martialed. In the end (like Wilfred Owen, whom he befriended and influ'
enced ) he decided to return and be with his men, wās wounded a second

time, and promoted to the rank of captain.

FRANCE

She tiiunrphs, rņ the vivid.green
'Where sįļn and c1uivering foiiage nįeet;
And in each soldiel's heart sereįe;
\7hen death stood near them they have seen
The radianl forests where her feet
Move on a bleeze of siļver sheen.

fuid tlrey are fortuņate, who fight
For gieaming landscapes swePt alt(lsĮlafįed
And crowned by cioud pavilions white;
Hearing such harrnonies as might
only from Heaven be downwarcļ waf ted _
Voices of victory and delight.

Siegf ried Scssocrl

ATTACK

At dawn the ridge emerges massed and dun
In the wild puņie of the glow'ring sun,
Smouldering through sPouķ of drifting smoke tlrat shrotrrļ
The menacing scarred slope; and, one by one,

Tanks creep and topple forward to the wire.
The barrage roarsand lifts. Then, clumsily bowed
\ilith bombs and guns and shovels and battĮe-gear,
Men jostle and climb to meet the bristling fire.
Lines of grey, muttering faces, masked with fear,
They leave their ķenches, going over the toP,
'Whiļe 

rrme ficla blank and busy oņ their wrists,
Aad hope, with fuĪtive eyes and grappĮing fists,
Flounders in mud. o Įesus, make it stop !

Siegfned Sassooll
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THE DEATH-BED

He drowsed and \Mas awa.re of siļence heaped
Round him, unshaken as the steadfast wails;
Aqueous like floating Īays of amber light,
Soaring and qūveriog io the wings of sleep.
Siļence and safeŅ; and his mortaļ shore
Lipped by the inward, moonless rilaves of death.

Someone was holding water to his mouth.
He swallowed, unresisting; moaned and dropped
Through crimson gloom to darkness; and forgot
The opiate throb and ache that was his wound.

Water - calm, sliding green above the weir.
'Water - a skyJir alley for his boaf,
Bird-voiced, and bordered with reflectecl flowers
And shaken hues of summer; drifting down,'
He tlippecl con ten ted oars, and sighed, and slept.

Night, with a gust of wind, was in the warcl,

Blowing the curtain to a glirnmering curve.
Niglrt. He was bļind; he couļd not see the stars
Giinting among.the wraiths of wandering cioud;

Queer bļots of coĮouĪ, purple, scarlet, green,
Fļickcred and faded in his drowning eyes.

Rain - he coulcļ hear it rustling through the dark;
Īragrance and passionļess music woven as one;
'W'arm rain on drooping Īoses; pattering showers
That soak the woods; not the harsh rain that sweeps
Behirrd the tĮrurrder, but a trickĮing Peace,
Gently and slowly washing life away.

*tį*

He stirred, shifting his body; then the pain
Leapt like a prowling beast, and gripped and tore
His groping dreams with grinding ciaws and fangs.

But someone was beside him; soon he lay
Shuddering because that evil thing had passed.

Light many laurps and gather round ļris bed.
Lend hirn your eyes, waņn blood, and wiļl to live.
Speak to him;rouse him;yoĮĮ may save hinl yet.
He's young;he hated'War; how should he die
'Wļren 

cruel oļd canlpaigners win safe througlr?

But death repĮied: 'I choose hinl'. So he went,
Ancl there was siļence in tlre sįĮūrnļer night;
Siļence arrd safeŅ; and the veiļs of sleep.
Then, far away, *. *r.T;il,r};rill

HO\r To DIE , ,,. 
r.,...,,',

] " l] 'l':':į1 
"j:

:.. l,,i i. '1.:'i;.1ļ,;...l;, _..,

Dark clouds are smouļderiįįiįto red.i , 
',.'While down the craters.Į*i"g būnr.i,,.,

The dying soldier shifķ his head.J,.],," . ',, ,,. _''

To watch the glory thatreturnļ, . ., ', ,,.,'j'', 
.'

He lįfķ his fingers toward theskies ,l. , , .-

Where holybrightoess breaks in flame; :

Radiaņce reflected in his eyes,
And on his lips a whispered name.

You'd think, to hear some people talk,
That lads go west with sobs and curses,

And sullen faces white as &alk,
Hankering for wreaths and tombs and hearses.

But they've been taught the way to do it
Like Christian soldiers; not with haste

And shuddering groans; but passing through it
With due regard for decent taste.

Siegfried Snssoorr

Ancį death, who'd stepped toward hinr, pausecļ anci starecĮ.

/rr



ISAAC ROSENBERG
(r89o-r9rB)

Isaac Rosenberg was born in Bristol of a humble Anglo_ļewish family that

moved to l.ondon in r897. There, at Stepney, Rosenberg attended eļemen'

tary schools until the aiį of' fourteen, when he became apprenticed as an

.nģrr"., in a firm of arū pubtishers and attended evening cļasses at the Art
Scfrool of Birkbcck Colleįe. His first ambition wes to be a painter, and in

r9rr, when his apprenticeship wes over' e gĪoup of three I.*j:ļ, ladies pro'

uiā.a tķe meens ior hķ studying at the Sļade School of A*- His interest in

,uāting poetry steadily developed, and with the encouragement of his mar'

,ied siĮtįr he circuhtįd copiei of his poems emong members of lcndon's
literary set and gained a certain reputation, though neither iris poetry nor

his painting *on hi* any material success. In r9r:-he published the first

of three pĀphlets of poįtry at his own exp€nse' Night and Dcy' The other

ķro were Youth (rgr5) and Moses, A'PĮay (1916)'_

in ,9ra nor.'iuį'g *ent to South Africa for his health, and lived there

with another of his sisters. He returned to England in r9r5, enlisted in the

"āy, and was killed in action on April r, r9r8. Afte: his death his reputa'

tion steadil y grew as an unusuallį interešting and original poet, who,

though he neuįr Uved to reach maturity, nevertheless produced some poetry

that broke new ground in imagery, rhythms, and the handling of dramatic

effects' The 6erce apprehension of tķe physical reaĮity of war, the excļama'

tory directness of tūĮ hngurge, and thį üvid sense of involvement distin'

guiļķ ķis poems from thoĮe of oth., war poets. Perhaps Rosenberg's lower'

Įtrį ur.ķįround haģso*įtning to do with this vividnessl unļike the othėr

poets we reprint, he sewed in the ranks.

Louse Hunting

Nudes-stark and glistening,
Yelling in lurid glee. Grinning faces
And rasine limbs : ,

Whirl äu.ī th. floor one fire.
For a shirt verminousļy busy
Yon soldier tore from his throat, with oaths
Godhead might shrink,at, but not the ļice.
And soon the shirt was afare
Over the candle he'd lit while we lay.

Then we all spreng up.and stripped
To hunt the verminous brood;:
Soon ļike a'demons' pantomime
The place was raging.
See the silhouettes agepe, , :

See the sibberins shadows
Mixed *Īü th. Eaftled anns on the waļl.
See ņrgantuan hooked fingen
Pluck in supreme flesh
To smutch supreme ļittļeness.
See the merry limbs in hot Highland fling
Because some wizard vermin
Charmed from the'quiet this reveļ
When our ears were half luļļed
By the dark music : .

Blown from Sleep's trumpet.
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'\į.vlLFRED OWEN
1893-19'18

It is hard for Americans to realize the extent and significance of the toll taken by
World War l of the mįddļe classes which had contributed 5<: mUch to English cuļture.
Such previous wars as those against Napoleon, and those fought all over the globe
to maintain "Dominion over palm and pine," as Kipling halįironįcally described the
Empire, had been paid for with the blood of working-class and rural laboring enlisted
men'and often aristocratic career officers (the Naųr had always drawn its officers from
a broader social base). But the publication of the casualty lists of the Battle of the
Somme (191 6), with their record of decimation of a whole generation of young men
of promise, feil across England like the shadow of a scythe. Many talented and
brilliant young people who had not yet produced evidence of their gifts enlisted
and perished. ļt i5 rare to find a young painter or musician who leaves behind, in
his twenties, a body of work mature enough to constitute a recognizable though
truncated career. lt is easier for young mathematįcians and Poets to bequeath creative
work that is more than merely promising"

Wįlfred Owen was one such poet. Whįle the popular verses and celebrated phys-
ical beauty of Rupert Brooke (18s7-1915) were the subject of much patriotic pieŲ,
Owen's poems not only provided the protoype for subsequent visions of modern
warfare but also came up with some technicaļ developments (such as the off-rhymes of
"strange Meeting") which would influence even the British poetry of the thirties,
which was manifestly opposed to ceorgian poetry and its stylįstic and moral norms.
owen's poetry reveals an ironic distrust of alį the traditionaĮ ideologies whįch have
kept soldiers fighting, but įt įnforms that distrust wįth a passion of personal engage_
ment with the dįrect experience of pain, apocalypticaĮly violent death, and the other
sophisticated horrors of a new technology of warfare which the conventionaĮ literary
language and ethic of battļe couļd not embody" owen's war poems range from an
expression of a private, even an erotic, sense of the being of other men in combat to
the most distantly classicaļ of formulations.

Wīlfred Owen was born in Shropshire, studied at London University, taught school
and tutored privately in France, and enļisted in the army in 191 5. He was commįs-
sįoned in 19'Ī6, wounded early the next year, convaļesced in Scotland and in England,
returned to combat in 19'18, and was kilļed in action exactly one week before the
Armistįce. Hįs Co/Iected Poerns was published in 192O; the texts printed below are all
from C. Day Lewis's edįtion of 1963.

Dulce et Decorum Est"
Bent double, like old beggars under sacks,

Ę_*k-F"ed, coughing Įike hags, we cursed through sludge,
Till on the haunting fares we turned our backs
And towards our distant rest began to trudge.

Men marched asleep. Many had lost their boots
But limped on, bĪood-shod. Ä1l went lame; a]ļ blind;
Drunk with fatiņe; deaf even to the hoots
of tiĪed, outstripped Five_Nineso that dropped behind"

Dulcc et Decorum Est a tag from Horsce (Ode.r
IĪI.z.:.3 ), weĮĮ known to British schoolboys:

Duļce et decontm est Pm patric mon'_Įt is
sweet and honorable to die for your muntry"
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Gas! Gesļ Quick, boys!_An ecstasy of fumbling,
Fitting the clumsy heļmets just in time;
But someone still was yelling out and stumbling
And found'ring like a man in fire or ļime
Dim, tlrrough the misŲ panes and thick green iight,
As under a gĪeen sea, Ī saw him drowning.

Īn all my dreams, before my helpless sight,
He plunges at me, ņttering, choking, drowning.

If in some smothering dreams you too could pace
Behind the wagon that we flung him in,
Änd watch the white eyes writhing in his face,
His hanging face, like a deviļ's sick of sin;
Īf you could hear, at every jolt, the blood
Come gaĪgling from the froth-comrpted lungs,
Obscene as cancer, bitter as the cud
of vile, incurable sores on innocent tonņes,:
My friend, you would not tell wiü zuch high zest
To children ardent for some desperate glory,
The oļd Lie: Duļce et decorum est
Pro patria mori.
L9L7 1g2o

EXPOSURE

our brains ache, in the merciļess iced east winds that knive Įįs . . .

\fearied we keep awake because the night is silent . . .

Low, drooping flares confuse our memories of the salient . . .

'Worried by silence, sentries whisper, cĮļrious, nervous,
But nothing happens.

Ųąfching, we hear the mad gusts tugging on the wire,
Like fwitching agonies of men amoĪrg its brambļes.
Northward, incessantl/, the flickering gunnery rurnbles,
Far off, like a dull rumour of some other war.

What are rre doing here?

The poignant misery of dawn begins to grow . . .

we only ļqrow war ļasts, rain soaks, and cļouds sag StOIny.
Dawn massing in the east her melancholy army
Attacks once more in ranks on shivering ranks of grey,

But nothing happens.

Sudden successįve flights of buļlets streak the siļence.
Less death]y than the air that shudders bļack with snow,
.!V.įth 

siclelong flowing flakes that flock, PaĮrse, and renew;
'lV'e watch them wandering up and down the wind's nonchalance,

But nothing happens.
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Pale flakes with fingering stealtlr come feeļing for our fā..r,1,'.,.llĪši,i,
Ve clinge in holes, back on forgotten dĪeams, and stare, sn-õ*ūž
Deep into grassier ditches. So we drowse, sun-dozed, ',..::,

Littered wi-th bĮossoms frickĮing where the blackbird fusses. ""
Is it that we are dying ?

SĮowly our ghosts drag home: glimpsing the sunk fires, glozed'Witļr 
crusted dark_red jewels; crickets jingte there;

For hours the innocenü mice rejoice : the house is theirs;
Shutters and doors, aļl ciosed : on us the doors are cļosed _

We turn back to our dying.

Sinle we beļieve not otherwise can kind fires burn;
Nor ever suns smiļe true on chiļd, or field, or fruit.
For God's invincibie spring our iove is made afraid;
Therefore, not loath, we ļie out lrere; therefore wete born,

For love of God seems dying.

Tonight, His frost lrilļ fasten on this mud and us,

Shrivelling many hands, puckering foreheads crisp.
Tlre burying_Palfy, picks and shoveļs in their shaking gĮasP,
Pause over half-known faces. Aļl their eyes are ice,

But nothing happens.

WilfredOwen

Futility
,!

Move him into the sun- .

Genüy its touch awoke him once,
At home, whispering of fieļds unsol,l/Īl.
Always it woke him, even in France,
Until this morning and this snow.
If anything might rouse him now
The kind old sun wiļl know.

Think how it wakes the seeds-
Woke, once, the clays of a cold star.
Are limbs, so dear-achieved, are sides,
Fulļ-newed_still y7ąņņ-:_į69 hard to stir?
Was it for this the clay grew tall?_o what made fatuous sun'beams toiļ
To break earth's sleep at all?
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Stange'Meeting
Īt seemed that out of battļe I escaped
Down some profound dull tunnel, long since scooped

, Through granites which titanic wars hįd groined..į
Yet aļso there encumbered sleepers g-*rād,
Too fast in thought or death to įe bāstirred.

fl.:, as I probed them, one sprang up, and stared

!ļth piteous recoņition in ffxĮd eįes,
Lifting distressful hands as if to bläss.
And by his smiļe, Ī knew that sullen haļI,
By his dead smile I knew we stood in HelL

}ļth a.Įoņand Pains that vision's face was grained;
Yet uo blood reached there from the uPPer erį""ģ
And no ņns thumped, or down the fueį *Jd" *o"o.
'Sūange friend,'I said, 'lrere is no caĮļse to mourn.,
'None,'said that other, "save the undone yearsl
The hopelessness. Whatever hope is yoĮļĪs,
Was my life also; Į went hunting wild
After the wildest beauty in the worļd,
Which lies not calm in eyes, or braided hair,
But mocļ<s the steady running of the hour,
And if it grieves, grieves richļier than here.
For-ofmy glee might many men harie Įaughed,
And of my weeping something had been Ēft,
Which must die now. Į mean the buth untold,

, The piŲ of war, the piŲ war distilled.
Now_men will go content with what we spoileģ
or, discontent, boil bĮoody, and be spiileā.
They will be swift with swiftness of ūe tiņess.
None will break ran]<s, tJrough nations ķek from ProgĪess.
Corrr_age was mine, and Į had mystery,
Wisdom was mine, and Į had mastery:
To mįss üe march of this rebeating worļd
Īnto vain eitadels that are not walled.
Then, when much blood had clogged their chariot-wheels,
Ī wouļd go up and wash them from sweet wells,
Even with kuths that Įie too deep for taint.
Ī wouļd have poured my spirit without stint
But not through wounds; not on the cesso of war.
Foreheads of men have bled where no wounds were.
I am the enemy you hlled, my friend"
I knew you in this dark: for so you frowned
Yesterday through me as you jabbed and hlled.
I parried; but my hands were loath and cold.
Let us sleep now" .'
rgr8 Į92o
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TĮIE MODER}ĮIST REvoLUTIoN oF'TIIE ARTS

n B November 1910 the first exļribitiorr of Post-Impressionist art opened irr

London. The pictures had beerr'seļected by the art critic Roger Fry. As a gesture

to the Styie'S forebeaĻ Impressionism, įt incļuded eight canvases by įvlanet,

but the rnain body of the work exhibited incļuded twenty-one pictures by Cėzanne,
twenty-two by Van Gogh, thirty-slx by Cauņin, not to mentioĮl others by tlre young
Picasso arrd įvlatisse. Sensing tlrat the audience's reaction might be less than weļcom-
ing Fry had prepared the ground carefully by enlisting a suitably impressive array of
estabļishrnent names as an Honorary Committee, including members of the aristoc-
racy and the then Director of the Nationaļ GalĮery. All of this, howeveĻ was to prove

of no avaiļ aS the world of fashion flocked not to admire but to mock. The effect of
the pictures was either to evoke laughter or rage, and not just from phiĮistines but also
from those who regarded themselves as visually sophisticated. The poet and diplo-
mat Wiļfrid BĮunt wrote in his diary:

'15th Nov. - To the Grafton Gallery to ļook at what are calĮed Post_Impressionist
pictures Sent over from Paris. The exhibition is either an extĪemely bad joke or a

swindle . . . The drawing is on the level of an untaught child of seven or eight
years oĮd, the sense of colour that of a tea_tray painter) the method that of a

schoolboy who wipes his fingers on a sĮate after spitting on them . . . In all the

300 or 400 pictures there was not one worthy of attention even by its singularity,

or appealing to any feeling but of disņst . . 1

Nothing couļd better Sum up the culturaļ isoļation įnto which England had drifted
by the opening decade of the twentieth century. Anņhing foreign was viewed with a

mixture of suspicion and contempt.
What sets the preceding four decades before the Great

War apart is this quite extraordinariiy arrogant cultural
isolationism. Whiļe the empire progressively straddled
the gĮobe, Britain withdrew from poĮiticaļ and cuļtural
contact with other nations, the result being inteĮlectual
ossification as the nineteenth century drew to its ciose.

Elsewhere in Europe the foundations of twentieth century art and thought were being
Įaid, but in this country lbsen was banned by the censoĻ French iiterature of the kind
written by Zo|a and Baļzac was Seen as depraved, the great Russian noveļists rem-

ained untranslated, and no Impressionist paintings could be seen. AļI of thįs WaS to
come under siege sharply in the years immediateiy preceding the outbreak of the

Great War įn 1914 aS the fuļļ force of the movement known as modernism began to
erupį on to the cultural scene.

Modernism was the greatest revolution in the arts since Romanticism. In its simp-
ļest terms it ushered in atonal music, free verse in poetry and painting which no lon-
ger worked from the notion that a picture was a window. It was a sea change within
European civilisation on the scale of the Renaissance or the mechanistic universe. It

was also far more peņIexing and even today scholars have not finally agreed as to įts

fuIl significance. The further we move into the twentieth century the more difficult įt
inevitably becomes not onĮy to aSSess the significance of this or that movement in the

arts but equaĮly that of its exponents' In short, the jury is still out. From now onwards
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all that can be presented to the reader is a structure in which to move and place

things, and even that becomes progressively more and more diffrcuĮt to discern the

cĮoser we apProach to the present day'

The four decades 1870 to 1910 which form the setting for the advent of modem-

ism were ones of unparaĮleļed change. The whole structule of the universe was ques-

tioned with the discovery in 1900 of the quantum theory of energy. In 1905 Einstein

published his Special Theory of Relatiuių. Even more fundamentaļ for the arts was the

work of Sigmund Freud, The Inteņretation of Dreams (1900) andThe PsychopathoĮoņ

of Eueryday Life (1901).The discovery that the mind had hidden layers which exerted

an enormous impact on human conduct and that sleep and dreams enabled people

to deal with unweĮcome impuļses when the rational powers were in abeyance had an

untoļd effect on ļiterature. In the case of Surreaļism it resulted in a whole movemerrt

in art. During this period also genetics established itseļf as a fieļd of study, radio-

activity and X-rays were discovered and, in 1911, came the atom. Simuļtaneously all

those things \Me now take for granted as essentiaļ to modern living came into being,

or became more wideļy availabĮe in an era of burgeoning consumerism: the teļe-

phone, caĪS, typewriters, aeropĮanes, synthetics, the modern office and, a Įittle lateņ

radįo. What no one could have foreseen prior to 1914 Was that this explosion in tech-

noĮogical advance would radically change the nature of warfare from being a distant

event fought by a reņlar army into a killing machine, which was to wipe out the

educated men of the middle and upper classes who were conscripted to serve in it.

At the same time the supremacy of scientific method came under fire and there

was a renewed interest in the occuļt, the irrational, and other cuļtures and religions.
By 1900 there was anyvvay an uĪgent need for a new mņhological repertory to replace

or amplify the centurįes-oļd classical and Christian ones' That was provided for partly

by Freud's reveļations about the human subconscious but partļy also by anthropo-
logy. The twelve voĮumes of l. G. Frazer's The Golden Bough (1B90-1915) were to pro-

vide the cĪeative with a coherent mythic Core to what at first glance seemed only a

lT}orass of disparate material from many primitive cuļtures and religions.

The result of all this was that human natuĪe was now Seen to be indeterminate,

elusive, contradictory and multiple. Whereas in üe nineteenth Century society at

large was the custodian of universally recognised human values, primacy now shifted
to the individual. Human natuĪe being recast as many-faceted, there V/as no longer
any such thing as absolute truth or universaļ norms for society as a whoĮe. This was

a dramatic shift from coļlective to individuaļ values. Artists, poets and writers did not
see the world aS theiĪ predecessors had done as a series of recognisable laws and

abstract universaļ principĮes whįch it was their duty to share, but saw it as a complex
of relationships individual to them and of which their own perception was the co-

ordinator. The consequence for the arts was a bewildering diversity of treatment and

theme on a scaie unimaginable before.

In this sense modernism set the artist free, but the outcome was aesthetic turbu-

ļence, disruption, and a beļief that western civiļisation was in the throes of some kind
of apocalypse, a view only strenņhened by the horror of the Great War during which
some of modernism's most revolutionary works were produced. The creed of mod-
ernism worked from a repudiation of the past which was at best regarded with irrev-

eĪence. It reveļled in challenges, being punctuated by a never-ending series of mani-
festos demanding sociaļ, politicaĮ and artistic revoļution. This ferment of ideas did
indeed throw up a dazz\Īng series of movements: Impressionism, Post-Impression-
ism, Fauvism, Cubism, Futurism, Vorticism, Dadaism, Expressionism and Surreal-

/n/b e, **ļ /į/-/vņr/ü* @

4tz



ism. ĄĮ of them came and went, ūeir innovations often quickly a Spent force, match-
ing in a way the obsoļescence of twentieth century consumer products aS one year's
modei gives place to the next.

This was a revolution in human consciousness which aļso affected both social
behaūour and attitude. Under the influence of the German philosopher Nietzsche,
the era WaS cast aS one in which all human vaļues had also to be rethought and trad_
itionaļ morality of the kind rooted in Christianity was to be jettisoned. What makes
it so difficuit to comprehend even now is the fact that this whoļesaļe demolition of
the past and passion for everything new produced nothing coherent to repĮace it. We
enter a Century dedicated to Babeļ and fragmentation. The only discernibļe factor that
alļ the new movements share in common is that work was no longer ordered in
Sequence of time or history oĪ even evolution. Instead it was conceived spatially or as
moving ürough Įayers of consciousness towards a Įogic of metaphor or form.

In the case of England the reception of this eruption Īvas to range from ambig-
įlous to hostile. London, a worļd city, with its slx and a haļf miļlion inhabitants and
its cosmopolitanism, should have been modernism's natural forcing-ground for
what was essentiaļly an urban movement, but that never really happened. In its init-
ial phases the climate was hospitable, but this was gradually to shift. Those involved
in the arts Were only too acutely aware of the break. Virginia WooĮf had placed it in
19i0. Five years later the novelist D. H. Lawrence was to write: 'lt was in 1915 the old
world ended'' Writing still ļater in i933 the art critic Herbert Read Saw the movement
with an absoļute clarity: 'It is not so much a revoļution, which impĮies a turning oveņ
even a turning back, but rather a break-up, a devoļution - Some would say a dissol-
ution. Its character is catastrophicl What is so striking in the case of EngĮand is how
many of modernism's pioneers and exponents were not indigenous but exiles, Amer-
ican, French, Danish, Russian and polish, from Henry James to Ioseph conrad, from
T. S. Eļiot to Wyndham Lewis, from Jacob Epstein to Henri Gaudier-Brzeska, from
Serge Chermayeffto ove Arup' It is hardly suņrising therefore that one always Senses
an underiying unease about modernism as though it
posed a thĪeat from without to what had come together
as an established and immutable native culture.

That attitude was exacerbated by two world wars
with Germany running from 1914 to 19iB and again
from 1939 to 1945. Both fuelled insuĮarity and distrust
of foreign cuļture. The years between the wars Saw an
equally determined attempt to politically disengage un-
tiļ the rise of fascism in the thirties forced a reversaĮ. of
the two wars the impact of the first was to far exceed that
of the second. In the instance of the former a country
whose civiļisation seemed divinely guided was sudden-
ly shattered, and a century of peace and prosperity was
violentiy and abruptly brought to an end. Few people in
191 4 couļd even Īemember war and, worse, it was of a
kind that had no precedent, a factory for killing. In
effect it wiped out a generation, including those who
might have flowered in the arts. The sense of apoca-
l;ņse that it engendered made įt one of history's great

Mtt-t Beerbolnn's cĮĮricĮĮtĮu'e of tLUī
pilĮars oJ BĮoonlsbtn1,, Roger Fty ttntĮ

Cliue Bell, entirled Significant Form
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divides. Nothing was the same after it, and the initial
reaction was to deride the world that had gone before
as a sham and a faiļure.

The three decades following 1910 are ones of indus-
triai turmoil and ciass confrontation on such a scaļe
that įt is suņrising that revolution did not actuaily take place. After 1918 it was ciear
that further concessions to democracy would have to be made, the vote being given
to men at twenty-one and women at thiņ/. Secondary education for everyone until
the age of fourteen was introduced, with some ļimited provision for access to higher
education for the brightest by way of schoĮarships. HoweveĪ no sooner was the war
over than depression set in and wages began to spiral downwards. The defeat of the
Ceneral Strike in 1926, hard though it was for the working cĮasses, meant that par-
Įiamentary democracy survived. Elsewhere in Europe it began to go under.

The twenties were years of doubt and anxiety, with a keen sense of an order in
dissolution. For the first time the governing classes lost their nerve and failed to lead.
The power of the old landed cļasses was finally extinguished and the long sale and
demoĮition of country houses began its ever-upward curve until it reached a climax
in üe 1950s. Those who prospered were lhe nouuetttLx riches and what continued to
be an expanding white coilar middļe class. Less attractive WaS the cynical gaiety and
wit of tlre fast set bent on pleasure and the abandonment of sexuaļ taboos, ignoring
the poverŅ and ever-rising unemployment around them.

The thirties \Mere as uneasy. The Wall Street stock market crash in 1929 ushered in
worse depression, and by 1931 there were three and haļf milĮion unemployed. In Eur-
ope fascism reared its head and grew stronger as Hitler Came to poweĪ in Germany,
Mussoļini in ltaly and Franco in Spain. The impact of the depression on the arts was

disastrous, leaving, for example, architects devoid of work. Fascism and unemploy-
ment drove the artistic community ever Įeftwards as they saw what they believed to
be an ideaļ society emelge in communist Russia. New ļeft wing journals like The Lrt
Reuiew and üe New Stat'esmorļ sprang up, and artists and writers departed for Spain
to join the struggle against fascism. Dictatorship spelt death for modernism. In Ger-
many the Expressionism of the Weimar Republic was destroyed. In Russia Stalin ob-
ļiterated the aesthetic innovation of the twenties and inauņrated a reign of reaļism.

Modernist exiles found refuge in England aS the StoĪm cļouds gathered but what
they found was a political rather than an aesthetic haven. The cult of pre-industrial
pastoral England, already anidėe fixebefore 1910, was only to be acceļerated by the
Creat War which spread it across the sociaļ classes. After the war it became a leitmotif
of nationaļ identity, the Conservative prime minister Stanley Baldwin declaring: 'Eng-

ļand is the country and the country is England1The crisis of tgņo reinforced yet again
the ruralism which marked the between-the-wars decades in the form of a steady
Stream of books devoted to every aspect of it, from old villages and towns to castļes

and cathedraļs' What was more old England could now be reached by an ever-expan-
ding public transport system and private ownership of cars.

The foundations of the emergence of a heritage cuit which was to reach an apogee
in the seventies and eighties were firmly being laid. One index of this was the shift in
attitude to the country house, seen in the twenties as expendable but by the thirties
as a precious heritage which had to be presewed. once symbols of grinding sociaļ in-
equaĮity, aS Soon aS they ceased to be powerhouses they were reļeased to take on their
roļe as almost mystical emblems of the nation's culturai achievement. By 1945 the
noveļist Evelyn Waugh could define them in Brideshead Reuisįted as 'our chief national
artistic achievement . . l
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This transmutation was to become typical of the century as the artefacts of the

nation's artistic past began in people's minds to repĮace the repertory of religion. Un-
like the Reformation this was not a vioļent ruptuĪe of the past but a slow and progres-
sive erosion. The decĮine in religious attendance was steady in the twenties, more
rapid duringthe following decade and onĮy catastrophic after 1960. The Įong_term
effect was inevitab}y to eĪase from the popuiation's minds the context which had
framed a Įarge majority of what had been created over the centurieS, not onļy in terms
of buiĮdings and works of art but aļso literature. At the same time a firm grounding
in the cļassics ceased to be the norm in education so that knowledge of the classical
tradition was simuļtaneously being eroded. In this We see the breakdown of the cul_
tural core of the nation as it had been put together during the ļate sixteenth and sev-
enteenth centuries, embodied in a humanist programme of education and certain
works in the vernacuļar like Spenser's Faerie Queene, Milton's Paradise LosĻ the plays
of ShakespeaĪe, and, above all, the Authorised Version of the Bible and the Book of
Common Prayer. These had aļl been seen as essential icons of a common culture
shared across the sociaļ Spectrum, but as the century wore on Some Were to be de_
throned, all radically marginalised.

Everywhere during these decades there was fragmentatįon aS the cļasses which in
the past had ļed taste ĪVeĪe no longer įn a financial position to do so. The State as yet
Saw no role for itself įn the arts. As a result there was no consensus/ no coming to
terms with modernism, which was either ignored or ridiculed. Its case was not aided
by what was seen to be an absence of any sense of social responsibility, which the arts
of the Victorian period had certainly not ļacked. only towards the cļose of the üirties
was there a shift as modernism and sociaĮism drew togeüer in what was to prove to
be an influential aļļiance aimed at ushering in the new Utopia.

The reaction of those actuaļly within the arts was variable. Some embraced mod-
ernism wiū fervour in an attempt to deconstruct the oļd world. others ļooked back,
trying to do the ąrGCt opposite and reconstruCt the past aS a means of reviving liberal
vaļues. Yet a third gĪoup drifted towards escape and withdrawal, creating for them-
seļves private worļds. The leaders of the first group, the modernists, were two Ameri-
cans, Ezra Pound and T. S. Eliot. Pound in the end Įeft England but Eliot stayed. Their
attitude was summed up by Pound in his Hugh Selwyn Mauberley (1920):

There died a myriad,
And of the besr, among them,
For an oļd bitch gone in the teeth,
For a botched civilisation.

Charm, smiling at the good mouth,

Quick eyes gone undel the earth's lid,

For two gross of broken statues,

For a few thousand books.

In the case of those who wįthdrew escape could take many forms, varying from the
triviality of the unchanging rectories and country houses of Agatha Christie's crime
Stories to the decadent ąxotic fantasies of Ronaļd Firbank or the weįrd inward family
feuds deļineated by lvy Compton-Burnett. Painters pursued para}ĮeI paths of private
reverie,
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This was an era also of coļļectives, Iike the Neo-Pagans who included amongst
theįr number the handsome poet Rupen Brooke, or that which Centred on D, H. Law-

rence in Nottinghamshįre. Then there was the SitwelĮ family cļan of osbert, Edith
and Sachevereļļ who deiiberately Set out to shock in the twenties but who essentially
beionged to the vanished aristocratic world before 1914. Aļļ such groups were dev-
oted to the cause of literature and art and equalĮy to a new-found freedom in sexuaĮ
relationships. And each in its own way is evidence of this fragmentation of culture
which rendered it in the old pre-1914 sense impossibĮe to maintain. of aļĮ these
gĪoups, howeveņ that which eclipsed the rest Īvas composed of those whose adher-
ence found its identity after a particular area of nortļr London, Bloomsbury.

The Bloornsbury Croup had its roots įn Cambridge at the turn of the century in a
group of briļlįant young men: Lņton Strachey, Leonard Woolf, Cļive BelĮ and Thoby,
the son of Sir Leslie Stephen, whose house and daughters, Virginia and Vanessa, were
in Bloomsbury. They were middļe cļass and belonged to a generation which stilļ
sought to cling on to the moraļ framework of Christianity but discarded its doctrine,
dogma and rituaļ. The Cambridge philosopher G. E. tvtoore's rejection of what he
categorised as the oļd-fashioned virtues of self-sacrifice and personaĮ heroism in fav_

our of the contemplation of beauty, truth and love was to become central to their
thinking. In such an inteļlectual framework conventional attitudes and moraļs had
no pĮace, nor did traditional wisdom. Within the Group women were given an equal
footing with men and homosexuality was openĮy accepted. With the adoption of
such a credo it is hardly suņrising that members of the Bįoomsbury Group were
viewed at the time as socially beyond the pale and since have attained the status of
sacred totems of ļate twentieth century feminism and sexuaļ liberation.

The Group was gradually to widen its membership. Leonard Woolf married Vir-
ginia Stephen and Clive Bell her sister VaneSSa. By the 1920s it hacį expanded to for'm
a cļosed inteļļectuaļ and artistic network drawing in Roger Fry Desmond MacCarthy,

Duncan Grant and E. M. Forster. Together they delibelately Set out to demolish Vįc-
torian culture, a campaign achieved in virtually one book, Lņton Strachey's notor-
tous Eminent Victorians ( 1 9 1 B ). H ard-headed, criticaĮ and disp assionate, B Įo omsbury
was in a Way a retuln to the ėlite sceptical circles of the Eniightenment. They fervently
beļieved that it was their role to lead, albeit propped uP by Servants, and that those
beĮow should Support their ar_tistic and intellectuaļ endeavours. They were inevitably
widely disļiked not onļy by the estabļishmenĮ but moĪe Suņrisingly by many other
inteļlectuaļs, for whom the noveļist D. H. Lawrence might be said to speak when he

wrote: 'There is neveĻ for one second, any outgoing of feelirrg, and no reverence, not
a crumb.'Although the Group's overt pacifism couļd be contained wiūin the context
of the First Worid War it was unsustainable in the face of the rise of fascism, so that
by 1939 the Bļoomsbury Group was a Spent force, although it has continued to exert

a fascination ever since.

Privileged and financialĮy independent, this rarefied

clique was poles away from the opposite end of the cul-

tural spectrum, for it was during these decades that a

mass cuļture emerged. For the most part this was con-

sumer_Įed, appealing to the lowest common denomin-
ator' The war had kiļled off any nascent British fi1m ind-
ustry and HolĮywood took over. The music halĮ with-
ered as the working classes succumbed to the products
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of the dream machine, first silent and then talking. Pop-
uļar music, including the introduction of jazz, in the
main was also an American import. In the home the
piano was gradually replaced by the gramophone and
the radio. The ļatter was the first medium, apart from
printed matteĻ capable of reaching everyone. From the
outset in ļ922 the British Broadcasting Coņoration
(BBC) posed a moral diļemma for govemment which
granted it a charter in 1927 and which took the view that this State-sponsored organ-
isation should set out to educate. In a situation where the public is largely given what
those in control think is good for it ūere are no winners as the subsequent history of
the BBC has proved. Already in 1925 there were two miļlion Įicence holders. Much
of the air time initialĮy was given over to dance music, but there were the beginnings
of radio drama and the impact in the field of cļassicaļ music was to be remarkable.
No one could argue any more that great music and theatre were accessible only to the
ėĮite. But they could argue that the arts, which in previous centuries had been the
peculiar expression of a narrow gĪoup in society, were somehow being imposed from
on high as part of a new popular mass culture. The BBC, with its dissemination of
what WaS later to be labeļled high culture, anticipated what was to happen after the
Second World War with the creation of the Arts Counciļ. What cannot be denied is
that from the start it set high standards and aimed to ļift public taste.

So these are confusing and contradictory decades in üe history of the arts in
Britain. Nonetheļess there are a few threads which if clung to act as ņides through
the maze. one is the advent of full democracy by 192B and ūe seeds of the belief by
the governing classes that what had hitherto been the preserve of the few should now
be made avaiļable to the many. The irony is that democracy coincided with an era in
the arts of an inaccessibility paralleled only by the most arcane axpressions of the
Renaissance. Modernism might proclaim from the rooftops its desire to respond to a

technoĮogicaļ and democratic age but its art remained firmly incomprehensible to
the masses it set out to release. In virtually every field the same story is re-enacted, a

revuļsion from the new and the continuing deep appeal of the traditional, fuelled in
England by insularity and pastoralism.

In the case of poetry the arrival of modernism was akin to the end of üe Ancient
Worļd or the advent of Romanticism. Up until üe present century poetry had largeĮy
been either drama or heroic narrative. It was first and foremost seen as a shared pub-
lic experience, the coļlective expression of a single cuĮture, a nation or a ruling class.
Aļļ that began to change in the nineteenth century when the novel took over heroic
narrative. This ļeft the poet free to develop the lņic as his archetFpe, a restricted and
exquisite form which could as equally be an įntimate communication or non-Com-
munication. T. S. Eliot was to define the lyric as the voice of the poet speaking to him-
self or nobody. To that we can add the need feļt by poets for a new language, one
which couid adequately reflect the new technological century. The results of this
quest StiĮļ retain the power to shock and bewilder the reader.

In this thought context the very process of writing was to become the object of
poetry a triumph of form over content, So that words could be chosen, for exampĮe,
just because they happened to form a patteĪn on the page. The problem was that this
revolt against Victorian versificatįon ļed to a breakdown in the oĮd poetic conscious-
ness and aļso in linguistic coherence. In 1954 T. S. EĮiot, viewing what had happened
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in retrospect, wrote: 'l do not see how anyone can doubt that modern poetry is a
gĪeater novelty than any other "new poetry" but new in a new way, almost in a new
dimension.'

The change was already under way before 1914 in the work of the American poet
Ezra Pound who arrived here in 190B' FierceĮy anti-bourgeois and anti-establish_
ment, his aim was to 'break the pentameteĪ', to Counter sĮoppy diction and emancį-
pate veĪse from too much emotion: 'objective - no slither; direct - no excessive use

of adjectives; no metaphors that won't permit examination . . . straight as the Greek!'
This was the free verse movement known as Imagism, the image being content con-
ceived as form, concise, hard, drawing on the stridency of everyday speech. This is
poetry based on the theory that ļess is more, as evidenced by Pound's two-line poem
'ln a Station of the Metro'.

The apparition of these faces in the crowd;

Petaļs on a Wet, bleak bough.

Pound was to leave England but his influence was enormous, particularly as the

champion of T. S. Eliot and the editor of Eliot's poem The Waste Land (7922).

As a consequence of modernism poetry was to undergo a gigantic decline in pop-

ularity, since few readers could understand it. The transition can be caught in the
flood of poetry engendered by üe First World War' As the fulļ apocalyptic horror of
this unfolded the pastoraļ įnheritance of the Georgians became more and more inad-
equate, as Keatsian images of sensuousness were utilised to depict mutiļation or the
conventions of romantic love poetry weĪe transmitted into sacrificiaļ eroticism:

fue limbs so dear-achieved, are sides
FuļĮ nerved - stilĮ warm _ too hard to StiĪ?

Was it for this the cĮay grew tall?

- O what made fatuous sunbeams toil
To break earth's sleep at all?

Wilfred owen's 'Futility' is evidence that Georgian poetry was stilļ flexible and resiļ-
ient enough to cope with the war but the sense of strain is there in his poetry and in
that of other war poets such as Edward Thomas, Įsaac Rosenberg, Siegfried Sassoon
and David Jones.

After 191B poetrywas to be dominated by three great fiņres, W. B. Yeats, T. S. Eļiot
and W. H. Auden, although some would add a fourth, D. H. Lawrence. Auden was to
leave England in the middļe of the thirties and eventually take American citizenship,
Yeats was lrish and Eliot American. These are all signs that EngĮish ļiterature (Ireland
was to gain its independence in the twenties) was fast transforming itself into litera-
ture in English, the boundaries of the isļand becoming increasingly irrelevant as what
had been a literary lanņage indigenous to it was taken over to Serve other nations
and cultures, often those which had once been part of its empire. This expĮosion of
the English language across the gĮobe was to be both a gain and a Įoss, a gain in üe
Sense that Britain's gĪeat ĮiteĪary inheritance was to become more globaļ üan that of
any other European lanņage, a ļoss in the sense that the isļand was to ļose its hold
on its own vernacuļar.

W. B. Yeats was in England during the 1890s when he was a leading member of
the Rhymers' CĮub whose members responded to the work of the French Symbolists.
Dedicated to the cause of lrįsh nationalism he left a vast coĪpus of work reveaĮing an

intense interest in the occult. Like Eļiot he was keenly aware that the leception of
modernism (he met and was affected by Pound) bore with it a responsibility not to
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jettison the inherited poetic tradition. His gleatest poems llkeThe Wiļd Swans at CloĮe

(1919) andTheTower (7920) lie at the heart of whatwas an attempt to create an Irish

literary tradition. Perhaps no other poet in English captures so vividly the modernist
preoccupation with crisis and apocaĮypse. The Second Coming (1919) was written one

year after the concļusion of the war:

Sureiy sorre revelation is at hand;

Surely the Second Coming is at hand.

The Second Comingl Hardly are those words out
When a vast image out of Spiritus Mundi
Troubles my sight: somewhere in the sands of the desert

A shape wiü lion body and the head of a man,

Agaze blank and pitiless as the sun,

Is moving its sĮow thighs, while alĮ about it
Reeļ shadows of the indignant desert birds.

T. S. Eliot was born in St. Louis in lBBB of an old American family. He came to
oxford via Paris in 1914. His early poetry too was įnfluenced by the French Symbol-
iStS bįļt also by the Jacobean metaphysical poets and dramatists' His landmark isThe
Waste Land (7922)' which is universally acclaimed as the centraļ poem of the entire
twentieth century, an arrangement of images, whose meaning is often obscure and
whose references are worļdwide and multicultural, owing much to Frazer's The Goļ-

den Bough.Its tesonances and compĮexities are such that it is diffrcuļt to extrapolate

even a few lines:
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Wl,ndlrrnt Leu,Įs's portrnĮt of T. S'EĮiot'
1 938.

April is the cruellest month, breeding
Lilacs out of the dead land, mixing
Memory and desire, stirring
Duļl roots wiü spring rain.

These almost casual opening lines to The Burial of the

Dead give little hint as to the intricate ramificatįons that
peĪmeate his text. EĮiot's poetry is one of modernist aes-

thetic impersonality: 'Poetry is not the turning loose of
emotion, but an escape from emotion; it is not the exp-

ression of personaliry but an escape from personality.

Eliot was to become an Angio-Catholic and be nat-

uraļised in 1927. He edited an influential right wing

ior-rrnal throughout the twenties and thirties, reviving,
during the Įatter decade, drama in verse, writing a series

of pĮays of which the most memorable was Murder in the

CathedraĮ (1935). During the same period and into the
opening years of the Second Worļd War he wrote his
great Sequence of poems/ The Four Quartets (ļ935-42),
which are haunted by a sense of loss and renewal and by a search for intimations of
the infinite and the eternaļ' Perhaps Eliot summed himself up best in 193B: 'CĮassic-

ist in literature, royalist in politics, and Anglo_Cathoļic in religion1
The thirties were very different years for poets, the drifi of poiitical events pulling

them back from the pursuit of obscurity to a mode of writing more easily under-
stood. This is the era of writers who were deeply politicaily committed, men of the
ļeft, W H. Auden, Stephen Spender and Louis ļvlacNeice. Auden emigrated to the

USA in 1934, returning only spasmodicalĮy to Britain when he was elected professor
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of poetry at Oxford in 1956. His early poems shocked and at the same time domes-
ticated modernism. His contempt WaS bitter for the estabļishment and for the par_

ochiaļism of the island as heads were hidden in the sand rather than face the approa-
ching conflict. A Summer Night i933 describes the ascent of the moon in a garden:

To gravity attentive, she

Can notice nothing here, though we
Whom hunger does not move,

Keep gardens where we feel SecuĪe

Look up and with a sigh endure
The tņannies of ļove:

And gentle, do not care to know
Where Poļand draws her eastern bow,

What violence is done
Nor ask what doubtfuļ act aļļows
our freedom in thįs English house,

Our picnics in the sun.

In shaņ contĪast to the poets, modernism WaS not to
be such a disļocation to the noveļ, nor did it precipitate
such a dramatic faļļ in readership, although it did
emphasise the increasing divide between the medium in
its high art as against its middle-brow popuiar form.
Those who took up modeLnism consciously committed
themselves to literature as an expression of high art ded-
icated to experiment and innovation. Their quest was

summed up by Virginia Wooļf i . . There is no ļimit to
the horizon, and . . . nothing - "no methods", no ex-

periment, even of the wildest - is forbidden, but only
falsity and pretence. "The proper stuff of fiction" does

not exist; everything is the proper stuff of fiction, every feeling, every thought; every
quality of brain and spirit is drawn upon; no perception comes amiss.'

The resuĮt of this was that modern writing was suddenly able to open up layers
never before exposed. Narrative art was released from the burden of plot to explore
inward states of consciousness, the nihilistic disorder behind what was the ordered

surface of Įife. That change was aļready well under way in the work of Henry James
and Ioseph Conrad who recast the author oI naĪrator's role as one of perceiving ev-

ents through their own consciousness. By I9l2 Freud's work began to be known in
England and that gave novelists a whole new uncharted realm so that henceforth a

novei's action could take place as much in someone's mind and imagination as it
cor-rld through any outward physical act. The narrator too couĮd turn out to be unre-
Įiabie, chronology could be abandoned and incidents couļd be presented from a
multipie viewpoint like a Cubist painting. Typecast characters, typical of the Victor-
įal noveļ, gave Way to ones who were contradictory and Įacked coherence. Writers
were equally released from maintaining or propagating any coļļective sociaļ ideals so
tirat they couid pursue instead whatever obsessed them. Irr the long run įt was to Įead

to plotĮess novels and pĮays in which seemingly nothing at all would happen.
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W. H. Auden, c. 1938.
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MODERNISM

MichaelH. Levenson. A GeneaĮogy of Modernįsm''

t908 (?|T.Ė.H.u|me A Lecture on Modern Poetrv
An effort (inspired by Henri Bergson's antimaterialist philosophy which rejected the
materialist explanation of the world by claiming that materialism distorts reality by
overlooking or distorting crucial aspects of conscious experience not subject to
scientific anaylsis) to establish a large-scale historicaļ context within which modern
poetry can be understood: the "ancients" attempted to evade the fluidity and
instability of the world by constructing "things of permanence which would stand fast
in this universal flux which frightened them, hence the "fixity of the form of the poem
and the elaborate rules of regular metre". With the advent of "modernity" (date

unspecified) a thorough change of perspective occurred - the modern spirit moves
away from "absolute truth" and "absolute duty" ("We no longer believe in perfection,
either in verse or in thought, we frankly acknowledge the relative").

This shift in outlook is paralleled by literary forms. Since poets no Įonger will "strive
to attain the absolutely perfect from in poetry", the predominance of "metre and a
regular number of syllables" disappears. From the perspective of the new
o'impressionist poetry", regular metre is cramping, jangling, meaningless and out of
place. Poetic subject-matter undergoes a similar shift. Traditional poetry treated "big
things", "epic subjects" and thus fitted easily into metrical regularity. This is now
obsolete. Taking Whistler's paintings as a paradigm, modern poetry "has become
definitely and finally introspective and deals with expression and communication of
momentary phases in the poet's mind ("We are no longer concerned that stanzas shall
be shaped and polished like gems, but rather that some vague mood shall be

communicated. In all the arts, we seek for the maximum of individual and personal
expression, rather than for the attainment of any absolute beauty.").This means that

poetry restricts itself to the sphere of personal expression, rejecting any large-
scale metaphysical systems; but it also tries to escape the bounds of the ordinary,
the commonplace in order to see a deeper truth.

This attitude is most clearly visible įn Hulme' attitude to prose which for him
represents a stage in decline because it uses images that have died and have turned
into figures of speech. Words have become divorced from any real vision and are

used unthinkingly. The aim pf poetry is to resist this tendency. where prose is indirect
and conventional, poetry is vivid, physical and direct - "Prose is in fact the museum
where the dead images of verse are preserved". Poetry, thus, should be the advance
guard of language. Both systematic philosophy and ordinary thought are subject to the

same distortion, since both depend on the constructs of reason and the conventions of
language. The pressing need is to recognizethe reaĮity which exceeds these rational
conventions. This becomes possible through the use of the "image".

A touch of coĮd in the Autumn night
I walked abroad,
And sayv the ruddy moon Įean over a hedge

Lį ke a r e d-fac e d farm e r.

I dįd not Stop to speak, but nodded,
And round about were the wistful stars
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With white faces Įįke town chįĮdren.
("Autumn", 1909)

(Characteristic features of this new poetry: self-conscious restraint, the deliberate
avoidance of the grand scale; slight subject matter, conventional tone; homely
diction; no lyric flight; no pantheistic interchange with naturel the image (simile:

the moon smiles like a red-faced farmer) foregrounded and given extra poetic
weight, it thus stands out against the triviality of the poem; the absence of any
narrative, any development of ideas, any articulation of character.)

Theoretically, the image is to be visual and concrete, replacing the large-scale
philosophic vision, emotional effusion, the declamatory impulse. Instead of
momentous sentiments unfolding in regular verse, the modern method is simply to be

the "piling-up and juxtaposition of distinct images in different lines". Images that

are "the very essence of an intuitive language" disrupt the habitual patterns of
thought, producing a sense of strangeness which makes possible a deeper and more
intuitive vision ("Ordinary languages communicates nothing of the individuality and

freshness ofthings", only poetry can produce the "exhilaration" of"direct and

unusual communication"). Thus the image allows poetry to avoid literary excess

without succumbing to the commonplace. The image is no formal poetic device only.
For Hulme it was part of the attempt to find a satisfactory definition for modern
poetry and here four points are central: poetry is to avoid the pursuit of the epic, the

absolute and the permanent; it is to avoid the prosaic and conventional (a poetry

of images is therefore the appropriate literary method); maximum of individual and
personal expression is imperative; thus, as epic aspiration disappears from literature,
personal expression takes its place and emotional subtlefy is to be the basis of
modern poetry.

1909 FordMadoxEord (Hueffer\ The Passins of the Great Fisures
Carlyle, Ruskin, Mill, Newman, Arnold, Tennyson, George Eliot were the last great

figures, "the last of the priests", who represented social stability, moral consensus and

intellectual reflection and whose passing signalled a fundamental transformation in
English culture. In their place have appeared economists, scientists, bureaucrats and

the daily press. The specialist brought an end to generalizing thought, the popular

press vulgarized whatever thought remained. "An immense reading public has come
into existence and the desire of those who cater for it is not to promote thought but to

keep it entertained."'What has passed is the moral and political conviction of the
Victorian age. The Victorian figures implied the possibility of a coherent and

encompassing point of view - not the partial glimpse of the specialist, but the wide
and comprehensive vision of a moral prophet. In a democratic and technological
society such figures are obsolete and unwanted; democracy would not tolerate their
privileged status; science suppresses their urge to generalize. Where i.e. Matthew
Arnold could enjoin his readers to "see life steadily and to see it whole... we may
contemplate life steadily enough to-day; it is impossible to see it whole." "We know
so much, we know so many little things that we are beginningto realize how much

there is in the world to know, and how little of aļl that there is, is the much that we

know. Thus there is an end of generalizations."
1914: What characterizes the contemporary world are "its confusing currents, its

incomprehensible riddles, its ever present but entirely invisible wire pulling, and its

overwheļming babble". The modern age is a "terrific, untidy, indifferent,
empirical age" with the result that "the accepted truth of to-day is the proven lie of
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to-morrov/". The artist in this situation, unlike the specialist, "has not the power, the
energy, or the austerity to state what will be good for to-morrow" He can only
"register a truth as he sees it". Inthe face of the complexity of experience the

artistic vision should be confined to the immediacy of personal observation,

t944MaxStirner The Ego and Hįs o-ryn
Rejecting all previous philosophy, all theoĮogy, all intellectual systems, all political
order, his is an extreme position of philosophic egoism - the only reality is the
individual ego: "Į am unique. Hence my wants too are unique, and my deeds; in short,

everything about me is unique. And it is only as this unique I that I take everything for
my own, as I set myself to work, and develop myself, only as this. I do not develop
man, nor as man, but, as I, I develop - myself." Arguing with Feuerbach who had

argued that Christianity, like aļl religions, was based on a sham, the illusion of an

independent deity to whom man projects his own ideas and impluses, consequently
God has to be humanized and theology transformed into anthropology ("Humanity,

not divinity, would then become the object of the religious yearning,"), Stirner argued
that the "religion of Humanity is only the last metamorphosis of the Christian
religion" and man should free himself from this slavish attachment to any "higher"
essence since it weakens the feeling of his uniqueness. History is conceived as a

progress towards a consummate egoism which would at last do away with
selflessness, collectivism and abstract moral systems.

1898 J. H. Mackay'S Max Stirner: Seįn Leben und sein Werk pub!īshed. The Stirner
revival followed.

19ļ'3 New Freewomun, abi-weekly English journal founded to propagate Stirnerian
egoism coupled with the Nietzschean vogue. The attitude is anti-humanitarian
(abstractions like "humanity", "equality", "law" dismissed as spurious intellectual
constructions), anti-democratic (all political programmes are bad, but especially those
depending on "humanitarian" or "progressive" opinions), anti-metaphysical (all
systematic philosophy is rejected as traditional patterns of thought are seen as

distorting and unsatisfactory).

Why egoism at this moment? The coincident pressures of mass culture and technical
culture put an unbearabļe strain on the culture of liberalism. Working-class militancy,
religious and philosophic scepticism, scientific technology and the advent of the

popular press were too significant things to ignore. The artists and intellectuals tended

to seek refuge in individual subjectivity and for this group liberalism decomposed into

egoism. And where liberal ideology had made the individual the basis on which to

construct religion, politics, ethics and aesthetics, egoism abjured the constructive
impulse and was content to remain where it had begun: in the sceptical self.

1911 Hulme gets aquainted with the Action Francaise group. Inspired by Pierre
Lasserre's 19O7 article La Romantisme francals, writes his own Romunticism uncĮ

CĮussįcism. Lasserre had contended that late nineteenth-century intelļectual
decadence was the product of romanticism whose principal tenets - optimism,
individualism, sentimentality - derived from Rousseau. This has grotesquely distorted

the vision of the human situation. The way out was the adoption of the restraint of
classicism. Following Lasserre, Hulme blames Rousseau for the romantic idea that
"anything that increases man's freedom will be to his beneĪft l...lthat man, the
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individual, is an infinite reservoir of possibilities and if you can so rearrange society
by the destruction of oppressive order then these possibilities will have a chance and
you will get Progress". The aspects of Bergson's thought which Hulme so far had
celebrated as antagonistic to science - intuition, freedom, consciousness - could in
this light be interpreted as a return to romantic and individualist principles. Classicism
here offered an alternative, the exact opposite of romanticism. Hulme: "Man is an
extraordinarily fixed and limited animal whose nature is absolutely constant." It is
only by tradition and organisation that anything decent can be got out of him. Within
the human temperament there is a war of insticts, thus the human condition "will
always be struggle and limitation". Only classicist discipline can bring orderto this
"internal anarchy". A "classical revival" is the order ofthe day,"aperiod ofdry,
hard, classical verse". His next step was the rejection of the whole renaissance
humanist mode of thought, as the classicists were also subjected to the renaissance
categories of thought. The whole tradition of Western humanism must be rejected and
alternatives sought outside the European tradition. Hulme actively championed
the work of modern scultors Epstein, Gaudier-Brzeska and David Bomberg, the new
"geometric" sculptors accused of savagery ("As if it was not the business of every
honest man at the present moment to clean the world of these sloppy dregs of the
Renaissance.")

19t2Ėzra Pound introduces the term les imagists for himselį Hilda Doolittle and

Richard Aldington in his Prefaceto The CompĮete Poeticaļ Works of T. E. Hulme
(five in number).
The Imagist would strictly confine himself to the direct treatment of the thing, he

would look the contemporary world in the face and operate with the given data

available, not believeing there is anything behind the thing presented to his senses.

The thing treated should be named directly, not vaņely alluded to through symbols.
The thing should be presented without elaboration, stated, but not commented upon-
The method is vers lįbre,the voice is quiet, language ordinary.

Sįlver dust,
Įiftedfrom the earth,
higher than my arms reach,
you have mounted,
o, sįĮ,ver,

higher than my arms reach,
yozr front us with g'eat mass;

noflower ever opened
so staunch a white ĮeaJ
no flower ever parted silver
fronl such rare sįĮver;

o, white pearĮ,
your flower-tufts
thįck on the branch
bring SįĮmmer and ripe fruits
in their purple hearts.

(H D "Pear Tree")
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1914 New Freewoman becomes the Egoist and publishes over the next few years the
poetry of the Imagists, A Portraįt of the Artįst as a Young Man and chapters of
UĮysses by James Joyce, Wyndham Lewis's Tarr and the criticism of T S Eliot

1910 Roger Fry's first Post-Impressionist show in London.
t9l2,1974lectures and performances in London of ltalian futurists led by Filippo
Tommaso Marinetti but instead of converting the English they aroused the hostility
of English modernism who rejected the cult of technology, speed and machinery, the
wilfuļ lawlessness of Futurist pictorial compositions and their free play with words.

I9l4 the Vorticist magazine Blast appears.
Wyndham Lewis: "Dehumanization is the chief diagnostic of the Modern World."
"Man was not the hero of our universe." The pursuit of representation was substituted
by a pursuit of abstraction. The formal relation of colours and forms and the
autonomy of form become the chief occupations of painters. Pound responds to this
with a new emphasis on the poetic form. Impressionism and Futurism seemed now
too passive, they denied the "vortex". Vorticism is more interested in the "creative
faculty as opposed to the mimetic". The "image" becomes "the poet's pigment" and
thus can appear no\ry "as a confluence of powers","aradiant node or cluster ... a
VORTEX, from which, and through which, and into which, ideas are constantly
rushing".
Pound, essay Vorticįsm: Y orticism is "roughly speaking, expressionism, neo-cubism,
and imagism gathered together. . . ". The introduction of abstract forms into modern
painting seemed to open a similar opportunity for poetry. No more than line and

colour of a painter would the image, the poet's pigment, be obliged to represent the
worļd.

Red lntights, brown bishops, brights queens

Strtking the board, falĮing in strong "L'S'' of coĮour,
Reaching and striking in angles,

Holding Įines of one colour:
Thįs board įs alįve wįth Įįght
Th.ese pieces are Įiving inform,

Theįr moves break and reform the pattern:
Luminous greenfrom the rooks,

CĮashingwith "x'S'' of queens,

Looped with the knight-Įeaps.
"Y'' pcĮwns, cĮeaving, embanking,
'[thirl, centripetaĮ, mate, King down įn the vortex:
Clash, Įeaping of bands, straight strips of hard coĮour,
BĮocked Įights worhng in, escapes, renewing of contest.

(Pound "Dogmatic Statement of the Game and Play of Chess")

In Vorticism increasingly radical egosim and the similarly extreme formalism mark
the culmination of two lines of argument: on one side Pater, Bergson, Stirner et al

shared a fundmental outlook: each offered a sceptical critique of traditional beliefs
and institutions, and a renewal through retreat to the self - the existing order is
crtticizęd from the standpoint of the ego; on the other side men like Worringer,
Husserl, Lasserre, Maurras, G. E. Moore, Gaudier-Brzeska and Lewis, alļ denied the
ultimacy of the human subject and insisted onthe autonomy of art,logic, politics and
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ethics, whose laws were independent of human will and whose values were intrinsic -
the existing order is criticized from the standpoint of objective truth and objective
value.

Lewis about WWĪ: "A1l Europe was at war and a bigger Blast than mine had rather
taken the wind out of my sails."
Whereas the pre-war English society had seemed to drift towards state-controlled
welfare, the outbreak of the war made violence and barbarism the more urgent
concerns. Before the war, the modernists had assumed the role of violence-inciting
artistic provocateurs whose aim was to startle the culture out of lethargy. After
August 1914, lethargy was no longer the dreaded ill The problem for the moderns
became what posture to adopt in the face of general social disarray.

Pound met T. S. Eliot in Septemb er I9t4, at the time when war was starting to
disrupt the new movement, its prominence was diminishing and internally the
movement had reached a point of crisis. Eliot arrived in London after a period of
intense critical debate, in which he had not participated and towards which he
remained somewhat detached. Never having been an Imagist or a Vorticist, he was
ready to review the modernist position. He begins his alteration of the terms of
literary debate by claiming in RŅections on Vers Libre'' (l9l7) that vers lįbre does
not exist. Vers libre had been the most obvious feature of the new poetry, critical
discussion had centred on the merits of complete freedom as to literary form. But for
Eliot and Pound this had become a great awkwardness' When Eliot writes "Vers lįbre
has not even the excuse of a polemic; it is a battle-cry of freedom, and there is no
freedom in art", he is placing himself at a great distance from the earlier modernist
position. Ford, Hulme, Lewis and Aldington had consistently defended their formal
experiments on the grounds of freedom for the individual artist. Freedom was a
justification for the deliberate confrontation with established forms, for the
abandonment of realistic subject-matter, for the defiance of social involvement. What
Eliot wants is a new discipline - "the division between Conservative Verse and vers
libre doęs not exist, for there is only good verse, bad verse, and chaos" ' Vers lįbre
having been generally adopted as the new way of writing poetry alarmed Pound and
Eliot who feared the wlgarization of the idiom. New rigorous standards were to be
adopted to distinguish real modernists from the fake ones.

In his review of the New Poetry: An AnthoĮogy (Ļate 1917) Eliot denies selį
expression as the criterion ofsuccess and insists on the need for a controlling
intelligence behind poetic creation. He is attacking the view, inherited from the
romantics and entertained by the pre-war moderns that art is primarily a matter of
mirrowing the soul. On the contrary, he argues, it involves selection, suppression,
control and order. Eliot systematically undermines a series of formerly dominant
concepts: sincerity, simplicity, freedom, expression, emotion. He assaults
unconstrained personal expression and insists on order, intelligence and form.

Eliot takes modernism back to classicism. Following Hulme (whom he chooses to
interpret as a classicist) and Lasserre and Maurras he suspects progress, is hostiļe
towards individualism and modern democracy, insists on hierarchy and order, the
need for an outer authority to restrain inner caprice. SelĖexpression yields to self-
suppression, the primacy of emotion yields to the primacy of reason. Eliot's
classicism should be seen as a kind of yįa media' away of leading modernism back
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towards rapprochement with England, Europe and their tradition. Among the early
moderns these traditions had frequently been ignored or subverled. Eliot laboured in
the early twenties to remind the moderns of their past (reappraising the Elizabethans,
the Metaphysical poets, the Neoclassicists etc.). As his prominence increased, his
tastes grew more catholic. He ceased to view different styles, epochs and artists as

antagonistic, individual accomplishments of different artists merging into one single
whole, into the tradition of the "mind of Europe".

Pat Rogers An outlįne of EngĮ'ish Lįterahtr'e'. modernism : the radical remaking of all
the arts in Europe before 19i4; its principal characteristics in poetry and prose:

o nothing can be taken for granted in the literary form
James Joyce Finnegans Wake:
Anna Livia Plurabelle:

Then all that was was fair. Tys Elvenland! Teems of times and happy returns. The
seim anew. Ordovico or viricordo. Anna was, Livia is, Plurabelle's to be. Northmen's
thing made southfolk's place but howmulty plurators made aechone in person? Latin
me that, my trinity scholard, out of eure sanscreed into oure eyrean!

o there must be no unthinking reproduction of what is already familiar
. conscious aesthetic attention is essential
. our perceptions of reality are necessįrily uncertain and provisional (the

author cannot be omniscient and omnipresent)
o the unparalleled complexiŅ of modern urban life must be reflected in the

literary form (the structural experiments of T. S. Eliot, Joyce, Woolf etc.)

. supposedly primitive myths can help us grasp and order the chaos ot
twentieth-century experience (Joyce's Ulysses (Homeric parallels); T. S. Eļiot's
The Waste Land (the Grail myths from Jessie L. Weston's From Rįtual to

Romance and others from Sir James Frazer's Golden Bough)
o the intense but isolated 'image' or'moment' or oepiphany' provides our

truest sense ofthe nature ofthings
Joyce's A Portraįt of the Artįst as aYoungMan(an example of epiphany):

His soul had arisen from the grave of boyhood, spurning her graveclothes. Yes!
Yesļ Yes! He would create proudly out of the freedom and power of his soul, as

the great artificer whose name he bore, a living thing, new and soaring and

beautiful, imp alpable, imperishable.

A girl stood before him in midstream. alone and still, gazing out to sea. She

seemed like one whom magic had changed into the likeness of a strange and

beautiful seabird. Her long slender bare legs were delicate as a crane's and pure

save where an emerald trail of seaweed had fashioned itself as a sign upon the

flesh. Her thighs, fuller and softhued as ivory, were bared almost to the hips where
the white fringes of her drawers were ļike feathering of soft white down. Her
slate-blue skirts were kilted boldly about her waist and dovetailed behind her. Her
bosom was as a bird's, soft and slight, slight and soft as the breast of some dark-
plumaged dove. But her long fair hair was girlish: and girlish, and touched with
the wonder of mortal beauty, her face.

She was alone and still, gazing out to sea; and when she felt his presence and the

worship of his eyes her eyes turned to him in quiet sufferance of his gaze, without
shame or wantonness. Long, long she suffered his gaze and then quietly withdrew
her eyes from his and bent them towards the stream, gently stirring the water with
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her foot hither and thither, hither and thither: and a faint flame trembled on her
cheeks.

- Heavenly God! cried Stephen's soul, in an outburst of profane joy. -
he turned away from her suddenly and set off across the strand. His cheeks were
aflame; his body was aglow; his limbs were trembling. On and on and on and on
he strode, far out over the sands, singing wildly to the sea, crying to greet the

advent of the life that had cried to him.
Her image had passed into his soul for ever and no word had broken the holy

silence of his ecstacy, Her eyes had called him and his soul had leaped at the call.
To live, to err, to falļ, to triumph, to recreate life out of life! A wild angel had

appeared to him, the angel of mortal youth and beaty, an envoy from the fair
courts oflife, to throw open before him in an instant ofecstacy the gates ofall the

ways of error and glory! On and on and on and on!

o the unconscious life of the mind is as important as the conscious (the stream-of-

consciousness technique, e.g. Ulysses, Finnegans Wake)
o 'personaliĘ' is precarious and fragmentary rather than substantial and

unchanging (the multiple "voices" of The Waste LanĄ
o contradictions in experience can be accommodated in literature by the techniques

of ironic juxtaposition or superimposition (Prufrock, The Iī/aste Land etc.)

o literary works can never be given a final or absolute interpretation.
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\MYNDHAM LEWIS
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I

AcelN let me do a lot of extraor'cįiriary talking.
Again let me do a lot!
Let me abound in speeches-let me abound !-publicly polyglot.
Better a blind word to bluster with-better a bad word than none

lieber Gott!
'Watch me push into rny rvitch's vortex all the Englishman's got
To cackle and rattle rvith-you catch my intention ?-to be busily

balking
The tongue-tied Briton-that is my outlandish plot!

To put a spark in his damp peat-a squib for the Scotchman-
Starclr for the lrisļr-to give a teutonic-cĮĮm-Scot
Breadth to aĮl that is slender irr Anglo-cum-oxforclshire-Saxon1r,
Over-pretty in Eire-to give to this watery galaxy
A Norseman's seasaltecl stamina, a dram of the Volsung's salt bļood.

iII
So set up a shouting for me ! Get a Donnybrook racket on !

Hound down the drorvsy latin goliaths that clutter the lexicon-
Send a contingent over to intone in our battle-line-
'Wrench the trumpet out of the centre of a monkish leonine-
Courtmartial the stripling sĮackers who dance in the dull Rhyme

Royal-
Send staggering out alļ the stammerer's ,,vho stick round as Chaucer's

foil-
Dig out the dogs from the doggerel of the hudibrastic couplet-
Hot up the cold-as-mutton songbirds of the plantagenet cabinet!
Go back to the Confessor's palace and disentangle some anglo-saxon,
And borrow a bellow of tĪro from the pictish or from the Manxman.
Set 'all our mother-tongue reeling, with the eruption of obsolete

vocables,
Disrupt it with aļl the grammafs, that are ground down to cement it- ,

with obstacles
Strew all the cricket pitches, the sleek tennis-lawns of our tongue- j

InstaĮ a nasty cold in our larynx-a breathļessness in our lungt 
i

IV
But let me have silence always, in the centre of the shouting-
That is essential! Let me have silence so rhar no pin may drop
And not be heard, and not a rvhisper escape us for all our spouting,
Nor the needle's scratching upon this gramophone of a circuļar cosmic

spot.
Hear met Mark me! Learn me! Throw the mind's ear open-
Shut up the mind's eye-all will be music! What
Sculpture of sound cannot_what cįnnot as a fluid token
Words-that rļothing eļse cannot!

v
But when the great blind talking is set up and thoroughly got going-
'When you are accustomed to be stunned-
When the thunder of this palaver breaks rvith a gentle soughing
Of discreet Zephyrs, or of dull surf underground-
Fuļl-roaring,'when sinus sinus is outblowing,
Backed uP by a belļow of sheer blarney loudest-lunged-
That is the moment to compel from speech
That hybrid beyond language-hybrid only nords can reach.

VI
Break out Īvord-storms!_a proper tongue-burst! Split
Our palate down the middle-shatter it!
Give us hare-lip and cross us with a seal
That we may emit the most ear-splitting squeal!
Let rvords forsake their syntax and ambit-
The dam of all the lexicons gone '!vest!-
Chaos restored, why then by such storms hit
The brain can mint its imagery best.
'Whoever heard of perfect sense or perfect rhythm
Matching the magic of extreme verbal schism?
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Do not expect a lvork of the classic canon.
Take binoculars to these nests of camouflagc-
Spy out what is haĘthere_the page-undei-the_page.
Never demand the integral-never completion-
Ahvays what is fragmentary-the promise, rhe presage-
Eavesdrop upon the soliloquy-stop calling rhe spade spade-
Neglecting qĮuses always in favour of their effects-
Reading berween the lines-surprising things halįmade-
Preferring shapes spurned by our inteļlects.

llump for the thing, horvever odd, that's ready to do clury for another,
Sooner than one kowtowing to causation ancį the livinģ-image of its

mother.

IX
!o your damnedest! Be yourself! Be an honest-to-goodness sport!
Take aļļ on ust! Shut up the gift-nag's mouth! Batten upon report!
ļnd you'll hear a great deal more' rvhere a sentence breaks in trvo,
Believe me, than ever the most certificated school-master's darlings do !

When a clause breaks dorvn (that's natural, for it's been probably
overtaxed)

or the sense is observed to squint, or in a dashing grammįtical tort,
You'll find more of the stuffof poerry rhan ever in stupid syntax!

I sabotage the sentence ! With me is the naked ',,vord.

Ī spike the verb-all parts of speech are pushed over on their backs.
I am the masrer of all that is half-uttered and imperfecrly heard.
Return rvith me rvhere I am crying out rvith the gorilla Jnd the bird!

T. E. HULME
r883-r9r7

Tke Embankment

(The fantasia of a fallen gentlemen on a cold, bitter nighļ
oruce, in finesse of fiddļes found I ecstasy,
In a flash of gold heels on the hard pavement.
Now see Ī
That warmth's the very stuff of poesy.
Oh, God, make small
The old srar-earen blanket of the sky,
That I may fold it round me ancį irr comfort lie.

\
I

Image

or-o houses Īfere scaffolding once
and workmen whistling.



T. S. EL I OT'
r B8B-r965

The Loae Song of j. Af,freri Pru,tfi'oclc

S'io tredessi cke nzia risposta jbsse
a 'pe'/slna, che inai tlrnasse al manl,o,
qtlesta farnr',ta Sto,ria senza piū SclSSe.

Ma per ciõ cke giammui di t1tlesto foud,o
tlorz tornõ uiao aļcun, s'i'od'o iĮ uero,
Se?tza, teft'įrĮ d,'itzfotnla ti rispondo,

Lrr us go then' you and Ī,
ĮVhen the evening is spread out against the sky
Ī-ike a patient etherised upon a table;
Let us go' through certain half-desęrtecl streets,
The muttering retreats

Of restless nights in one-night cheap hotels
And sawdust restaurants with oyster-shells:
Streets that foļlow like a tedious argument
Of insidious intent
To ļead you to an overwhelming question . . .
Oh, do not ask, "What is it l'
Let us go and make our visit.

In the room the women come ancl go
Talking of Michelangelo.

The yellow fog that rubs its back upon the window-panes,
The yellow smoke that rubs its muzzļe on the window_panes,
Licked its tongue into the corners of rhe evening,
Lingered upon the pools that stand in drains,
Let fall upon its back the soot thar 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 feļl asleep.

And indeed there will be time
For the yellow smoke that slides along rhe street
Rubbing its back upon the window-panes;
There wilļ be time, there will be time
To prepare a face to meet the faces rhat you meet;
There wili be time to murder and creare,
And time for alļ 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.

Īn the roorn the women come and go
Talking of Micheļangeio.
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And indeed there will be time

To wonder, 'Do I care l' and, 'Do X dare ?'
Time to turn back and descend the stair,
lĄ/ith a bald spot in the middle of my hair_
(They will say: 'How his hair is grovring rhin!')
Īviy rnorning coat' my coliar mounting firmly to the chin,
My necktie rich and modest, but asserted by a simple pin-

(Ttrey tvill say: 'But hoņ, his arms and legs are thin!')
Do tr dare
Disturb the universe I

Įn a minute there is time
For decisions ancl revisions which a minute rvill reverse.

For I have known thern all already, known them all-
Have knorvn the evenings, mornings, afternoons,
Ī lrave measurec out my life with coffee spoons;
Ī knorv the voices clying rtith a dying fall
Beneath the music from a farther room.

So horv should I presume I

And I have known the eyes already, knorvn tlrem aļl.-
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,
Tļren how should I begin
To spit out all the butt-ends of my dairs and ways ?

And how should I presumel

fuicl I have known the arms aiready, knorvn them all-
Arms that are braceleted and white and bare
(But in the lamplight, downecl with light brorvn hair!)
Is it perfume from a dress
That makes me so digress ?

Arms that lie along a table, or wrap about a sharvl.
And shouļd i then presume ?

And horv shouid I begin ?

Shall Ī say, I have gone at clusk through nafrolv Stfeets
And watched the smoke that rises from the pipes
of lonely men in shirt-sļeeves, leaning out of lvindolvs ? . . "

I should have been a pair of ragged clarvs
Scuttling across the floors of silent seas.

And the ,f,.rnoo.r, tn. Įu.niį, ,l..ps 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 i
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But tlrough Į lrave lvept and fasted, rvept and prayecl,
Thouglr I have seen my head (grown sliglrtly uĻta; uiruglrt in upcn a

platter,
Ī am no prophet*and here's no great metter;
I have seen the moment of my grĮrm... flickĮr,
And Į have seen the eternal Foõtman Įrold my Įoat, ancl snicker,
And in short, I tas afraid.

And would it have been woiü it, after all,
After tire cups, the marmaiade, the tea,

*PolF'.,h. porcelain, among some talļ< of you and me,
lVould it have been lvorth ūhiļe,
To have bitten off the marrer with a smile,
To have squeezed the universe into a baļļ
To roļi it towards some overwheļming questiorr,
To say: 'I am Lazarus, come from thi āead,
Come back to tell you ali, Į slull tell you aļf-
If one, settling , pillo* by her heacl,

Should say: 'That is not what I meant at aļļ.
That is not it, at all.'

r\nd would it have been worth it, after all,
V/ouļd it have been rvorth while,
After the sunsets and the dooryards and the sprinkled streets,
After_the novels, after the teacups' after the ,įirt' that trail aiong the

floor-
And this, anC so much more ?-
Īt is impossible to say just what Ī mean!

99, ir- if a magic lantern threw the nerves in patterns on a screen:
lVouļd it have been worth while
I.f o1e, settling a piilow or rhrowing off a shawl,
And turning toward the windo',v, should say:

'That is not it at all,
That is not what I meant, at all.'

No! I am not Prince Hr.l.t, no. *r.'*.*nĮ to be;
Äm an attendant lord, one that wilļ do
To sweļl a progress, start a Scene or t.Wo,
Advise the prince; no doubt, an easy tool,
Deferential, glad to be of use,
Poiitic, cautious, and meticulous;

Full of high sentence, but a bit obtuse;
At times, indeed, almost ridiculous-
Almost, at times, the Fool.

I grow old . . . Ī grow oĮd . . .

Ī shall wear the bottoms of my trousers rolled.

Shail I part my hair behind ? Do Ī dare to eat a peach i
I shall wear white flannel trousers, and walk upon the beach.
tr have heard the mermaicls singing, each to each.
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I do not think that they wiiĮ Sing to me.

I have seen them riding seaward on the vraves

Combing the white hair of the waves blown back
When the wind bļows the \ilater wlrite and bļack.

We have lingered in the chambers of the sea

By sea_girļs wreathed with seaweed red and brown
Till human voices wake us, and we drown.

T. S. ELĪOT

Tke ?Tlaste Land,

'Nam Sibyllam quidem Cumis ego ipse oculis meis vidi in ampulla pendere,
et cum illi pueri dicerent: EipuĮ}.cc tĮ, 0ėĮer,6; respondebat illa: &noOg"veiv

0ģIrr:.'

For Ezra Pound
iĮ mi'gĮior faĮlbro.

'l'. Tļle BuriaĮ of the Dead

Apnir is the cruellest month., breeding
Lilacs out of the dęad land, mixing
Mernory and desire, stirring
Dull root-s:vith spring rain.
trVinter kept us warm, covering
Earth in forgetful snow, feeding
A littļe life ų,ith dried tubers.
Summer surprised us, coming over the Starnbergersee
With a shorver of rain; rve stopped in the colonnade,
And went on in sunlight, įnto the Hofgarten,
And drank coffee, and talked for an hour.
Bin gar keine Russin, stamm) aus Litauen,.echt deutsch.
And lvhen \rye rvere chiidren, staying at the arch-duke's,
My cousin's, he took me out on a sled,
And I was frightened. Ile said, ldarie,
Marie, hold on tight. And down we went.
In the mountains, there you feel free.
I read, much of the night, ancl go south in the winter.

What are the roots that clutch, what branches grorv
Out of this stony rubbish I Son of man,
You cannot say, or guess, for you know only
A heap of brol<en images, wļlere the sun beats,
And the dead tree gives no shelter, the cricket no relieį
And the dry stone no sound of rvater" Only
There is shadorv under this reC rock,
(Come in under the shadorv of this red rock),
And I wilļ show you something different from either
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Your shadow at morning striding behind you
Or your shadow at evening rising ro meer you;
I rviļi sholv you fear in a handful of dust.

Frisch tyeht tļer t'/i.nrl'
Der Heinznt ut
i'vIein Irisch Kind,
kī/o rpeiļest cfu?

'You gave me hyacinths first a year ago;
'They called me the hyacinth girl.'
_Yet when ļve came back, late, from the hyacintlr

garden,
Your arms full, and your hair wet, I couļd not
Speak, and my eyes failed, I rvas neither
Living nor dead, and I knew nothing,
Looking inro the heart of light, the silence.
oed,' uad Įeer dos fuheer.

]Ų{adame Sosostris, famous clairvoyante,
F{acļ a bad cold, ne\ieftheless
Īs ļcnown to be the wisest woman in Europe,
lVith a wicked pack of cards. Here, said she,
Is your card, the cil'ownecl Fhoenician Saiior,
(Those are pearls thar were his eyes. Look l)
FĮere is Beļļadonrra, the Laciy of the R'ocks,
The lady of situations.
FĮere is the man with three staves, and here the Wheel,
And here is the one-eyed merchant, and rhis card,
Īffhich is blanlt, is something he carries on his back,
T/hich Ī am forbidcien to see. Ī do not fincl
The FIangecļ Marr. Fear death by t.lter.
I see clowcls of people, ivalking round in a ring.
Thank you. If you see dear Mrs. Equitone,
Teli ļrer I briirg the hoi'oscope myself:
One rnust be so carefui these days.

Įjnreaļ Cit-'l,
ĪJlrder tiie broų,ir fog of a- winter darņ,n,
A crowd flowed over London Briclge, so many,
x had not thought cļeatļr irad undone so many.
Sighs, short and infrequent, were exhaled,
Ancļ eacļl rrran fixed his eyes before his feet.
Flowed up the hrill and down King William Srreer,
To wļrere Saint Mary'Wooļnoth kept the hours
T/itļl a riead sorrnd oņ tļre finaļ stroke of nine.
Therę Ī saw one Ī knew, and stopped him, crying: 'Stetsoņ!
'You who were ..,.rith me ln the ships at Mylae !

'That corpse you planted last year iir your garden,
,: 'Į-Įas it lregun to Sprout l lviļļ it bļoom this year P

'or įias lhe sucicļen frost cĮisturbed its bed ?

'O keep the Dog far hence, that's friend ro men,
'Or' .;vith his naiis he'll dig it up again!
'You ! hypocrite lecteur !-mon semblable,-mon frėre !'
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ĪĮ. A Game of Ckess

Tļre Chair she sat in, Įike a burnished throne,
Gļowerl on the rnarbie, wlrere tl-le giass
Fleld up by standards wroughr with fruited vines
Frorn which a golden Cupidon peeped out
(lĮnother hid his eyes behind his wing)
Doubied the flames of sevenbrancļred candeļabra
R.eflecting light upon the table as
The glitter of her jervels rose to meet it,
From satin cases poured in rich profusion.
In vials of ivory and coioureci glass
Unstoppereci, lurhed her strange synthetie perfumes,
ĮJnguent, powdered, or liquid-troubled, confused
And drorvned the sense in odours; stirreC by the air
That freshened from the window, these ascended
Īn fattening tlie prolongecl canclle-flames,
Flung their srnoke into the laquearia,
Stirting the patterrr on ihe cofferecį ceiling.
FĪuge sea_woocį fec with Copper
Burned green ancl orange, frameel by the coloured stone,
In r^lhich sad light a caivėd dolphin swam.
Above the antique mantel r,vas dispiayeci
As though a window gave upon tire sylvari scerļe
The change of Plrilorņel, by the balbarous king
So l'udely forcecl; yeį there tlie nightingale
Fiļled aļl the desei:t witii invioļabļe voice
And stiii she cried, and stiļļ the worļd pursues,
'-Īr'g Jug' to dirry ears.
Änd other wither'ed siumĮ]s of time
trx/ere told upon the watrls; staring forms
Ī-eaired out, Įeaning, lrushing tļre room encļosetį"
Footsteps shuffied oir tļie stair.
ĮJnder the fireĮight, under the brush, her hair
Spread out ir1 fiery points
Giowed into words, then rvcuļcį be savagely still.

'l/Iy nerves are toad to-night. Yes, bad. Stay with ine"
'Speak to me. V/hy d.o you never speak. Speak.

'M/hat are you thini<ing of ? What thinking I -What 
I

'tr never ļ<now what you are tlriņlcirig. Tliini<.'

Į thinļr we are in rats' alĮey
F/iiere the dead nren ļost tļreir bcnes.

'lMhat is that ņoise i'
Iire wind under the door.

'What is that ņoise iroņr i lffhat is the winci doi-ng ?'
Nothing again nothing. 

.îJ0
'You knorry nothing I Do you see nothing I Do you remember
'l{otiring i'
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I remember

Tirose are pearls that rveie his eyes.
'Are you elive, or not ? Is there nothing in your head i'

But
O O O O that Shaicespeherian Rag-
It's so elegant
So intelligent
''Wlrat shalļ Į do norv l What shalļ Į do ?'

'I shaļļ rush out as I am, and r,valk the streeį
'trVith my hair down, so. What shaii we do tomorrow I
''What shalļ lve ever do l'

The hot water įt ten.
And if it rains, a cļosed car at four.
And ņ,e shall play a game of chess,
Pressing liclless eyes and i,vaiting for a knock upon the door.

When Lil's husband got demobbed, I said-
Ī didn't mince my words, I said to her myselĘ
HuRRy UP PLEASE ĪTs TĪME
IrĮow Albert's coming back, make yourself a bit smart.
I{e'll want to knorv what yoįl done with that money he gave ycu
To get herself sorne teeth. He did, I rvas there.
You have them ail out, Lil, and get a nice set,
}Īe said, I swear' tr can't bear to look at you.
And no more can't Ī, 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.
Tlren I'lļ know who to thank, she said, and give me a straight look.
Hunķv UP PLEAsE ITs TIME
If you don't like it you can get on with it, tr said.
Others can pick and choose if you can't.
But if Aļbert makes off' it .'ilon't be for lack of teliing.
You ought to be ashamed, Ī 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 wouļd be all right, but I've nęvef been the Same.
You are a propeĪ fool, I said.
'Well' if Aļbert won't leave you alone, there it is, I said,
What you get married for if you don't want children I
Huķny įJP PLEAsE ITs TIME

trVell, that Sunday Albert vias home, they had a hot gammon,
And they asked me in to clinner, to get the beautir of it hot-
FĪķny UP PLEASE ITS TļrVIE

Hrķąy UP PLEASE ITS TI}'.1[

Goonight Biļl. Goonight Lou. Goonight May. Goonight.
Ta ta. Goonight. Goonight.
Good night, iadies, good night, sweet ladies, good night, gcod night.
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T'IĮ. The Fire Sermorl

The river's tent is broken; the last fingers of leaf
Clutch and sink into the rvet bank. The rvincl
Crosses the brown lancl, unheard. The nymphs are cleparted.
Sweet Thames, run softly, tiļļ I end my song.
The river bears no empty bottles, sandrvich Päpefs'
Silk handkerchiefs, cardboard boxes, cigarette ends
Or other testimony of summer nights. The nymphs are depar.ted.
And their friends, the Įoitering heirs of City directors;
Departed, have left no addresses.
By the lvįters of Leman I sat down ancl wept . . .

Sweet Thames, run softĮy tiļl Į ęncį my song,
Sweet Thames' run softly, for Ī speak not loud or long.
But at my back in a cold bļast tr hear
The rattle of the bones, ancl chuckle spread frorn ear to ear.

A rat crept softly through the vegetation
Dragging its slimy belly on the banlc
While I was fishing in the dull canai
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.
Iühite bodies naked on the low damp grorrncl
And bones cast in a iittle lorv 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. Forter in the spring.
O the moon shone bright on &l[rs. Porter
And on her daughter
They wash their feet in so-dą lvatef
Ėt o ces ooiķ d'enfants, chantant tl,atls Įa coupoĮe !

Twit tlvit twiī
jrig jug jug jrg jug jrig

So ruciely foi'c'd.
Teieu

Unre;ri Citi,
Under tļre bior,+ir fog of a witliel noon
Įrir. Eugeniries, tire Smyrna merchant
ĪJnsha.retl, with a poclcet full of cufraįlts
C.i.f. London: documeĮts at sight,
Ąsked rne in deinotic French
To ļtrricheon ai tįļe Cannon Street FĪotei
Foļļowerį by a veekend at tlre Metropole.

At the i,iolet hour', when the eyes anri back
Turn upwald from the desk, when the hriman engine waits
Like a taxi thlo'obiirg rvaiting,
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I Tir'esias, tlrough bļind, tlrrobbing betvi,eeir trvo iives,
Ūlcl man with wrinkļed ien:ale bi"easts, cafi See

At the violet hour', the e.rening liour that strives
ļjomervard. and br'iirgs the sailor home frcm sea,
The typist home at įeaįime, cļears her bieakfast, Įigtrts
I-{er stove, arrd lays out food iņ tirrs.
Out of tlie windov,, perilously- spreari
FĪer clrying combiirations touched by the suil's last rays,
On the divan are piled (at night her bed)
Stcckilgs, slippels, camisoles, and stays.
Ī Tiresics' oid man rvith wrinkled cĮrrgs

Ferreiveci the sceie, arid foi'etoļd tļie rest-
Ī tco awaiteci tļie e:;pected guęSi.
FĪe, the young man carbuncuiai:, airives,
Ą sm,:iļ lrorise įļgeni)s clerĮ<, vlith one Ļuld st';i'e,
Ūne of tįre low on v,rļrcm asgur;lnce sits
As a silk ilat ņn a Bradiorc1 miliioi:aire.
The tirlre is iiorņ propitious, as he guess,es,
Tlle meaį is ended, slie is bored and tiieā,
E:rdea.iours io efigage her i* Cāresses
-iŲhicļr stiļļ are unr'eproved, if urrdesiied.
,Ęļuslrecl aņcļ cļecidecl, ire assaults at ance;
Erplo-ring halrds encounteį' rro defence ;

FĪis -;ai:it.r requires fi.o į'esponsc'
An.d rnakes a rveļcoilię of irrdift'ereņce.

(And Į Tiresias have foresufferecļ alļ
Enactecļ on this sarņe cļivan or bed;
I who have sat by Thebes beļorv the waiį
Änd walked among the lorvest of the ciead.)
Bestows one finaĮ patronising kiss,
And gropes his way, finding the stairs unļit . . .

She turrrs and ļooĪcs a moment irr tļie glass,
FĮardly a\{are of lrer departed lover;
FĪer brain allows one half-formecl thought to oass:
's/eļl irow that's done: aņd Ī'm glad it's over.'
V/hen trovely lvoman srcops to folly and
Paces about hel room again, alone,
Slre srnootļres her hair with automatic hand-,
And puts a recorcl on the gramoohone.

'This music crept by me upoiļ the waters'
Ancl along the Strand, up Qreen Vietoiia Street.
o City city, Į can sometimes hear
tsesicįe a pubiic bar in Ī-ower Thames Street,
The pleasant whining of a mandoline
And a clatter and a chatter fi'om tvithin
trMhere fishmen iounge at 11ooļ1: where the walls
Of Magnus Martyr hold
Inexplicable splenrlour of loniaņ white and gcld"
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The river s\^/eįts

Oii and tar
The barges drift
1Ā/ith the turning tiiļe
I{ed sails
Wide
To leeward, srving on tĮre heav1, spar.
The barges wash
Drifting logs
Down Gi'eenwich reach
Past the Īsle of Dogs.

ĮĀ/eiaļala lęia
Walląļa leiaiala

Eļizabeth anci Leicester
Beating oars
The stern rņ,as formed.
A gilded shell
Red and goĮd
The brisk swell
Rippled both shores
Southlvest wiņcl
Carriecį down Stream
The peaĮ of belis
trĄ/hite to\ryers

l,Veialala leia
ļVallala leialala

'Trams and <iusty trees.
}Īighbury bore me. Richmoircl and Ker.''
Undid me. By Richmond I raised my knees
Supine on the floor of a nariow canoe.'

'My feet are at fr{oorgate, anci my heart
Under my feet. After the event
He wept. He promised "a nei,v start."
I rnade no comment. ĪVhat should I resent i'

'On Margate Sands.
I can connect
ŅĪothing with nothing.
The broken fingernails of dirry hands.
My people humbļe people who expect
Nothing.'

Įala

To Carthage then I came

Burning burning burning burning
o Lorcį Thou pluckest me out
o Lord Thou pĮuckest

burning
,(/r0



ųrn/2tr6 ļr"/' G)
ĮV. De ath b1 l''|'ater

Phlebas the Fhmnician, a foi'tnight clead,

Forgot the cry oi guils, and the deep see srvelĮ

Änci the profit and ļoss.
A current under sea

Picked his bones in rvhispers. As he rose and fell
He passed the siages of his age and youth
Entering the t,hirlpool.

Gentile ol iew
o you rvho tum tļie rvheel ancl ļcok to windr'vard,
Consider Phlebas, who rvas once handsome and tall as you.

\Į. īīlhtlt t'lle TĮnt'nrĮer sairl,

After the torchlight red on sweaty feces

After the frosty silence in the garder,s

After th,e agony in stony Places
The shouting and the crying
Pr'ison and palace and reverberatioį
Of thunder of spring over distant mountains
ĻIe who was living is riow c1ead

We who tere iiving ere nolry dying
\Ī/itļr a ļittļe patience

Here is no wįtef but only. rock
Rcck and no water and the sandy roacl

The road winding above among the mountains
Which are rnountįins of rocļ< without watef
If there were water we shoulci stop ancl drink
Ämongst the rock one cannot Stop or thirrlc

Sweat is dry and feet are in the sand
Īf there were only water amongst the iocļ<

Dead mountain mouth of caiious teeth that cannot spit
I-Įere one can neitlrer stand nor ļie nor sit
Tlrere is not even siļence in the mountains
But dry sterile tįrunder vritlrcut rain
There is not even solitude in the mountains
But red sullen faces sneer and snarl
From doors of mudcracked houses

If there were v/ater

Ąn{ļ no fock
If there were rock
And aļso water
Aņd water
A spring
A pool among the rock
Īf there were the sound of wiitel' only
Not the cicada
Änd dry grass singing
But sound of water o.ler a Lock
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'Where the hei'mit-thrush sings in the pine trees
Drip drop drip drop drop drop clrop
But there is no water

lVho is the third who walks always besicle you ?

When I count, there are only you and Į togethef
But when I look ahead up the white road
There is always another one walking beside you
Gliding r;vrapt in a brown mįntle) hooded
Į do not lcnow whether a rnan otr a \ryoman

-But who is that on the other side of you i

\Ą/hat is that sound high in the air
&Īurmur of maternaļ lamentatįon
Who are those ļrooded horcįęs sl,varnring

over endless plains, stumbling in craclred eįrth
Ringed by the flat horizon only
ĪVhat is tļre city over the inountains
Cracks ancį reforms and bursts iir the vioļet air
Falling towers

Jerusalem Athens AĮexanciia
Vienna Lonclon
įJnrea1

A -,vornan drew her long black haii. out tiglit
Äncį fidcļļed wllisper music o* tļrose sr:l'irigs
Äncl bats with baby faces in the viclet light
lffhistled, and beac their wings
And cralvļed head clownward dowņ a bļackened in aļl
And upside down in air Were toĪvefs
Tolling reminiscent beils, that kept the hours
And voices singing out of empry cisterns and exhausted wells.

In this clecayec lroļe among the mountairrs
Īn the iaint nnoonlight, the grass is singing
over the trimbļęd gfaves) abņut the chapei
Thei'e is tļre empty chapel, only the r,vincį's home.
It has no windorvs, and the door swings,
Dry bones can hat'm no oąe.
Only a coci< stood on tire i'ooftree
Co co rico co co rico
Įn a fļasĮr of lightrring. Tireil a camp gtrst
Eringing lain

Ganga was snnken, and the limp leaves
lĀ/aitecį for rain, .vhile the bļack cloucįs
Gathered far distant, over Ī{imavant.
The jrrngle croucherl, humpect in siĮerrce.
Then spoĮ<e the thunder'
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Da
Datta.' r,vhat have we given I
My friend, biood shai<ing my heart
The aų,fuļ claring otr" a motaent's srrrrendet
lMhich aĪį age of prurlence can never fetract
By this, and this only, u,e have existed
ĪVhicli is not to be found iņ our obituaries
Or in memories draped by the beneficent spider
or uncįer seals broken by the ļean solicitor
Īn our empty rooms
Da
DųedĮ'rcnnz l Į have hearcį the ke1r

Turņ in the door once and turn once oitly
trVe tįrinļ< of tlre key, each iri lris prison
Tiiinking ,;f the key, each cotfiiins a pris.rn
Ūnly at nightfall, aetlrerea]' ruiĮįours
R.evive į'or a monrent a broļcen Cņrioįanus
D,ą
Dtl,myata; Tļie boat responded
Gaily, to tļre lrand expert witļr sai3 aņd ņar
The sea v/as caĮrn, you_r heart would heve r.espo.ncied
Gaily, when invited, bea.ting obedient
To controlling hands

Ī sat upon tļre shore
Fislring, r,vitlr the arid plain beļrincl me
Shaiļ tr at ļeast set my ļancis irr orcįęr i

Ļondon Bridge is falling down failing dowņ falling dosrr
Poi s'ascose neĮfoco cĮle gĮi afrna
folando f,nm uti cheĮicįon-o s'walļow swaliow
Le Prirlce d'Ar1uitaine ä, la tour aįloĮie
These fragments I have shored against my ruins
Why then ĪĮe fit yorr. Hieronymo's mad againe.
Datta. Dayadhvam. Damyata.

Shantih shantih shantih

x/e



T. S. ELIOT TĮĮ,lĪ 7,4^STEĮ,4AūD (some pertinent quotes)

Petronius SaŲricon (lC AD):
For once I myself saw with my own eyes the Sibyl at Cumae hanging in a cage, and when the
boys said to her "Sibyl, what do you want?", she replied "I want to die."

Dante Pargatorio (26.117): "the better craftsman", tribute paid to the Provencal poet Arnaut
Daniel

I:
Chaucer ProĮoguez Whan that April with his showres soote. . .

Ezekįel (2.I)z God: Son of man, stand upon thy feet and I will speak unto thee.

Isaiah (32.2): The righteous king... shall be as rivers in a dry place, as the shadow of a great

rock in a weary land.
Ecclesįates (12.5): When thy shall be afraid of that which is high and tears shall be in the way
and the almond and the almond tree shall flourish and the grasshopper shall be a burden and
desire shall fail.
All go onto one place; all are of the dust and all turn to dust again.

Wagner Trįstan and Isolde: Fresh blows the wind to the homeland; My Irish child, where are
you waiting?
Waste and empty is the sea.

X'razer The Golden Bough (12 volumes 1890-1915)

Baudelaire Les Fleurs du MaI ('The Flowers of Evil'): Swarming city, city full of dreams/
Where the spectre in broad daylight accosts the passerby.

il.
Middleton Women Beware Women
Shakespeare Antony and Cleopatra: Thę barge she sat in like a burnished throne. . .

Ovid Metamorphoses:
Tereus, king of Thrace (hawk), Procne (swallow), Philomela (nightingale)

Max Nordal Degeneratįon (transl 1895); end of civilization neaf, Symptoms: 'degeneration'
and'hysteria', the confluence of which is manifest in modern trends in art (decadence,

naturalism, mysticism)
The relentless cycle of 'social decrepitude', traced in naturalist novels: moral and physical
exhaustion (hysteria) - disease - alchoholism - poverty - madness.

ilI.
The F'įre Sermon preached by Buddha against lust.
Spenser Prothalamįon
PsaĮms: By the rivers of Babylon, there we sat down, yea, we wept, when we remembered
Zion.
Marvell To Hįs Coy Mistress: But at my back I always hear/ Time's winged chariot hurrying
near.
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Day ParĮiament of Bees: When of tlre sudden, listerring, you shall hęar, lA noise of homs and
hunting, which shall bring/ Actaeon to Diana in the spring/ Where all shall see her naked
skin...

T. S Eliot: Sweeney Among the Nightingales: Apeneck Sweeney spreads his knees/ Letting
his arms hang down to laugh,/ The zebra stripes along his jawl Swelling to maculate giraffe...

Verlaine Parzįval: And o the children's voices singing in the dome

ovid Metamorphosesz Tiresįas had hit copulating snakes with his staff _ tumed into a
woman - 7 years later hit copulating snakes again- turned back into a man.

Goldsmith The Vįcar of Wakefteld: When lovely woman stoops to folly/ And finds too late
that men betray.l What charm can soothe her melancholy, / What art can wash her guilt
away?lThe only art her guilt to cover,/ To hide her shame from every eye,/ To give
repentance to her lover/ And wring his bosom - is to die.

Wagner Götterdömmerung - 3 Rhinemaidens lamenting the stealing of the gold of the
Nibelungs which robbed the river of its beauty.

Sir Robert Dudley, Earl of Leicester

St Augustine Confessions recalling his youthful days in Carthage filled with lust.

Buddha's Fire Sermon

v.
Christ on the road to Emmaus
Tennyson Sįr GaĮahad

B rįh adar any ata _ ap anis h ads :

Hindu men, gods and demons asked their father Prajapati "Speak to us, O Lord."
To each he answered "DA", which they chose to inteņret as 'Give' (Datta), 'Sympathize'
(Dayadhvam),' Control' (Damyata).

Dante Purgatorio: he hid himself in the fire which refines them (the Provencal poet Daniel
addresses Dante)

PervigiliumVenerįs (anon)When shall I be as the swallow
Tennyson The Prįncess: o swallow, swallow ...

Gerard de Nerval, a sonnet.' The Prince of Aquitaine įn a ruįned tower...

Kyd The Spanish Tragedy

Upanishads (c. 600 - c. 300 BC), a formal ending: The peace which passeth all
understanding.

Cf. the final blessing of the Protestant communion:
Keep your hearts and minds in the knowledge of God.
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