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The Lake Isle of Innisfree 
 
I will arise and go now, and go to Innisfree,  
And a small cabin build there, of clay and wattles made;  
Nine bean-rows will I have there, a hive for the honey-bee,  
And live alone in the bee-loud glade.  
 
And I shall have some peace there, for peace comes dropping 

slow,  
Dropping from the veils of the morning to where the cricket 

sings;  
There midnight’s all a glimmer, and noon a purple glow,  
And evening full of the linnet’s wings.  
 
I will arise and go now, for always night and day  
I hear lake water lapping with low sounds by the shore;  
While I stand on the roadway, or on the pavements grey,  
I hear it in the deep heart’s core. 
 

The Song of Wandering Aengus 
 
I went out to the hazel wood, 
Because a fire was in my head, 
And cut and peeled a hazel wand, 
And hooked a berry to a thread; 
And when white moths were on the wing, 
And moth-like stars were flickering out, 
I dropped the berry in a stream 
And caught a little silver trout. 
 
When I had laid it on the floor 
I went to blow the fire a-flame, 
But something rustled on the floor, 
And someone called me by my name: 
It had become a glimmering girl 
With apple blossom in her hair 
Who called me by my name and ran 
And faded through the brightening air. 
 
Though I am old with wandering 
Through hollow lands and hilly lands, 
I will find out where she has gone, 
And kiss her lips and take her hands; 

And walk among long dappled grass, 
And pluck till time and times are done, 
The silver apples of the moon, 
The golden apples of the sun. 
 

Adam’s Curse 

We sat together at one summer’s end,  

That beautiful mild woman, your close friend,    

And you and I, and talked of poetry.  

I said, ‘A line will take us hours maybe;  

Yet if it does not seem a moment’s thought,    

Our stitching and unstitching has been naught.    

Better go down upon your marrow-bones    

And scrub a kitchen pavement, or break stones    

Like an old pauper, in all kinds of weather;    

For to articulate sweet sounds together  

Is to work harder than all these, and yet    

Be thought an idler by the noisy set  

Of bankers, schoolmasters, and clergymen    

The martyrs call the world.’  

                                          And thereupon  

That beautiful mild woman for whose sake    

There’s many a one shall find out all heartache    

On finding that her voice is sweet and low    

Replied, ‘To be born woman is to know—  

Although they do not talk of it at school—  

That we must labour to be beautiful.’  

I said, ‘It’s certain there is no fine thing    

Since Adam’s fall but needs much labouring.  

There have been lovers who thought love should be    

So much compounded of high courtesy    

That they would sigh and quote with learned looks    

Precedents out of beautiful old books;    

Yet now it seems an idle trade enough.’  

 

 



We sat grown quiet at the name of love;    

We saw the last embers of daylight die,    

And in the trembling blue-green of the sky    

A moon, worn as if it had been a shell    

Washed by time’s waters as they rose and fell    

About the stars and broke in days and years.  

 

I had a thought for no one’s but your ears:    

That you were beautiful, and that I strove    

To love you in the old high way of love;  

That it had all seemed happy, and yet we’d grown    

As weary-hearted as that hollow moon. 

 

No Second Troy 

Why should I blame her that she filled my days  

With misery, or that she would of late  

Have taught to ignorant men most violent ways,  

Or hurled the little streets upon the great,  

Had they but courage equal to desire?  

What could have made her peaceful with a mind  

That nobleness made simple as a fire,  

With beauty like a tightened bow, a kind  

That is not natural in an age like this,  

Being high and solitary and most stern?  

Why, what could she have done, being what she is?  

Was there another Troy for her to burn? 

 

When You are Old 

When you are old and grey and full of sleep,  

And nodding by the fire, take down this book,  

And slowly read, and dream of the soft look  

Your eyes had once, and of their shadows deep;  

 

How many loved your moments of glad grace,  

And loved your beauty with love false or true,  

But one man loved the pilgrim soul in you,  

And loved the sorrows of your changing face;  

 

And bending down beside the glowing bars,  

Murmur, a little sadly, how Love fled  

And paced upon the mountains overhead  

And hid his face amid a crowd of stars.  

 

Easter, 1916 

I have met them at close of day    

Coming with vivid faces  

From counter or desk among grey    

Eighteenth-century houses.  

I have passed with a nod of the head    

Or polite meaningless words,    

Or have lingered awhile and said    

Polite meaningless words,  

And thought before I had done    

Of a mocking tale or a gibe    

To please a companion  

Around the fire at the club,    

Being certain that they and I    

But lived where motley is worn:    

All changed, changed utterly:    

A terrible beauty is born.  

 

That woman's days were spent    

In ignorant good-will,  

Her nights in argument  

Until her voice grew shrill.  

What voice more sweet than hers    

When, young and beautiful,    



She rode to harriers?  

This man had kept a school    

And rode our wingèd horse;    

This other his helper and friend    

Was coming into his force;  

He might have won fame in the end,    

So sensitive his nature seemed,    

So daring and sweet his thought.  

This other man I had dreamed  

A drunken, vainglorious lout.  

He had done most bitter wrong  

To some who are near my heart,    

Yet I number him in the song;  

He, too, has resigned his part  

In the casual comedy;  

He, too, has been changed in his turn,    

Transformed utterly:  

A terrible beauty is born.  

 

Hearts with one purpose alone    

Through summer and winter seem    

Enchanted to a stone  

To trouble the living stream.  

The horse that comes from the road,    

The rider, the birds that range    

From cloud to tumbling cloud,    

Minute by minute they change;    

A shadow of cloud on the stream    

Changes minute by minute;    

A horse-hoof slides on the brim,    

And a horse plashes within it;    

The long-legged moor-hens dive,    

And hens to moor-cocks call;    

Minute by minute they live:    

The stone's in the midst of all.  

 

Too long a sacrifice  

Can make a stone of the heart.    

O when may it suffice?  

That is Heaven's part, our part    

To murmur name upon name,    

As a mother names her child    

When sleep at last has come    

On limbs that had run wild.    

What is it but nightfall?  

No, no, not night but death;    

Was it needless death after all?  

For England may keep faith    

For all that is done and said.    

We know their dream; enough  

To know they dreamed and are dead;    

And what if excess of love    

Bewildered them till they died?    

I write it out in a verse—  

MacDonagh and MacBride    

And Connolly and Pearse  

Now and in time to be,  

Wherever green is worn,  

Are changed, changed utterly:    

A terrible beauty is born. 

 

An Irish Airman Foresees His Death 

I know that I shall meet my fate  

Somewhere among the clouds above;  

Those that I fight I do not hate,  

Those that I guard I do not love;  

My country is Kiltartan Cross,  

My countrymen Kiltartan’s poor,  



No likely end could bring them loss  

Or leave them happier than before.  

Nor law, nor duty bade me fight,  

Nor public men, nor cheering crowds,  

A lonely impulse of delight  

Drove to this tumult in the clouds;  

I balanced all, brought all to mind,  

The years to come seemed waste of breath,  

A waste of breath the years behind  

In balance with this life, this death. 

 

The Second Coming 

Turning and turning in the widening gyre    

The falcon cannot hear the falconer;  

Things fall apart; the centre cannot hold;  

Mere anarchy is loosed upon the world,  

The blood-dimmed tide is loosed, and everywhere    

The ceremony of innocence is drowned;  

The best lack all conviction, while the worst    

Are full of passionate intensity.  

 

Surely some revelation is at hand;  

Surely the Second Coming is at hand.    

The Second Coming! Hardly are those words out    

When a vast image out of Spiritus Mundi  

Troubles my sight: somewhere in sands of the desert    

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

A gaze blank and pitiless as the sun,    

Is moving its slow thighs, while all about it    

Reel shadows of the indignant desert birds.    

The darkness drops again; but now I know    

That twenty centuries of stony sleep  

Were vexed to nightmare by a rocking cradle,    

And what rough beast, its hour come round at last,    

Slouches towards Bethlehem to be born?  

 

Sailing To Byzantium 

I  

That is no country for old men. The young  

In one another's arms, birds in the trees,  

—Those dying generations—at their song,  

The salmon-falls, the mackerel-crowded seas,  

Fish, flesh, or fowl, commend all summer long  

Whatever is begotten, born, and dies.  

Caught in that sensual music all neglect  

Monuments of unageing intellect. 

 

II  

An aged man is but a paltry thing,  

A tattered coat upon a stick, unless  

Soul clap its hands and sing, and louder sing  

For every tatter in its mortal dress,  

Nor is there singing school but studying  

Monuments of its own magnificence;  

And therefore I have sailed the seas and come  

To the holy city of Byzantium.  

 

III  

O sages standing in God's holy fire  

As in the gold mosaic of a wall,  

Come from the holy fire, perne in a gyre,  

And be the singing-masters of my soul.  

Consume my heart away; sick with desire  

And fastened to a dying animal  



It knows not what it is; and gather me  

Into the artifice of eternity.  

 

IV  

Once out of nature I shall never take  

My bodily form from any natural thing,  

But such a form as Grecian goldsmiths make  

Of hammered gold and gold enamelling  

To keep a drowsy Emperor awake;  

Or set upon a golden bough to sing  

To lords and ladies of Byzantium  

Of what is past, or passing, or to come. 

 

The Circus Animals’ Desertion 

I  

I sought a theme and sought for it in vain,  

I sought it daily for six weeks or so.  

Maybe at last being but a broken man  

I must be satisfied with my heart, although  

Winter and summer till old age began  

My circus animals were all on show,  

Those stilted boys, that burnished chariot,  

Lion and woman and the Lord knows what.  

 

II  

What can I but enumerate old themes,  

First that sea-rider Oisin led by the nose  

Through three enchanted islands, allegorical dreams,  

Vain gaiety, vain battle, vain repose,  

Themes of the embittered heart, or so it seems,  

That might adorn old songs or courtly shows;  

But what cared I that set him on to ride,  

I, starved for the bosom of his fairy bride.  

 

And then a counter-truth filled out its play,  

`The Countess Cathleen' was the name I gave it,  

She, pity-crazed, had given her soul away  

But masterful Heaven had intervened to save it.  

I thought my dear must her own soul destroy  

So did fanaticism and hate enslave it,  

And this brought forth a dream and soon enough  

This dream itself had all my thought and love.  

 

And when the Fool and Blind Man stole the bread  

Cuchulain fought the ungovernable sea;  

Heart mysteries there, and yet when all is said  

It was the dream itself enchanted me:  

Character isolated by a deed  

To engross the present and dominate memory.  

Players and painted stage took all my love  

And not those things that they were emblems of.  

 

III  

Those masterful images because complete  

Grew in pure mind but out of what began?  

A mound of refuse or the sweepings of a street,  

Old kettles, old bottles, and a broken can,  

Old iron, old bones, old rags, that raving slut  

Who keeps the till. Now that my ladder's gone  

I must lie down where all the ladders start  

In the foul rag and bone shop of the heart. 

 

 

 

 



Ezra Pound 

A Pact 

I make a pact with you, Walt Whitman-- 

I have detested you long enough. 

I come to you as a grown child 

Who has had a pig-headed father; 

I am old enough now to make friends. 

It was you that broke the new wood, 

Now is a time for carving. 

We have one sap and one root-- 

Let there be commerce between us. 

A Girl  

The tree has entered my hands, 

The sap has ascended my arms, 

The tree has grown in my breast- 

Downward, 

The branches grow out of me, like arms. 

Tree you are, 

Moss you are, 

You are violets with wind above them. 

A child; so high; you are, 

And all this is folly to the world. 

Pan is Dead 

‘Pan is dead. Great Pan is dead. 
Ah! bow your heads, ye maidens all, 
And weave ye him his coronal.’ 
 
'There is no summer in the leaves, 
And withered are the sedges; 
How shall we weave a coronal, 
Or gather floral pledges?' 
 
'That I may not say, Ladies. 
Death was ever a churl. 
That I may not say, Ladies. 
How should he show a reason, 
That he has taken our Lord away 
Upon such hollow season?'  

April 

Three spirits came to me 
And drew me apart 
To where the olive boughs 
Lay stripped upon the ground: 
Pale carnage beneath bright mist.  

And the days are not full enough 

And the days are not full enough 
And the nights are not full enough 
And life slips by like a field mouse 
Not shaking the grass… 

The Bath-Tub 

As a bathtub lined with white porcelain,  
When the hot water gives out or goes tepid,  
So is the slow cooling of our chivalrous passion,  
O my much praised but-not-altogether-satisfactory lady.  

Coda 

O My songs, 
Why do you look so eagerly and so curiously into 
people's faces, 
Will you find your lost dead among them?  

In a Station of the Metro 

The apparition of these faces in the crowd;  
petals on a wet, black bough.  
 

Fan-Piece, For Her Imperial Lord 
 
O fan of white silk, 
clear as frost on the grass-blade, 
 
You also are laid aside.  
 
 

Ts’ai Chi’h 
 
The petals fall in the fountain,  
the orange-coloured rose-leaves,  
Their ochre clings to the stone. 
 

Alba 
 
As cool as the pale wet leaves  
      of lily-of-the-valley 
She lay beside me in the dawn.  
 
 
 
 



Excerpt From Hugh Selwin Mauberly 
 
I .(EP Ode Pour L’Election De Son Sepulchre) 
  
FOR three years, out of key with his time, 
He strove to resuscitate the dead art 
Of poetry; to maintain "the sublime" 
In the old sense. Wrong from the start— 
No hardly, but, seeing he had been born 
In a half savage country, out of date; 
Bent resolutely on wringing lilies from the acorn; 
Capaneus; trout for factitious bait; 
ἴ δμεν γάρ τοι πάν πάνθ', όσ' ένι Τροίη 
Caught in the unstopped ear; 
Giving the rocks small lee-way 
The chopped seas held him, therefore, that year. 
His true Penelope was Flaubert, 
He fished by obstinate isles; 
Observed the elegance of Circe's hair 
Rather than the mottoes on sun-dials. 
Unaffected by "the march of events," 
He passed from men's memory in l'an trentiesme 
De son eage; the case presents 
No adjunct to the Muses' diadem. 
 
II. 
 
THE age demanded an image 
Of its accelerated grimace, 
Something for the modern stage, 
Not, at any rate, an Attic grace; 
Not, not certainly, the obscure reveries 
Of the inward gaze; 
Better mendacities 
Than the classics in paraphrase! 
The "age demanded" chiefly a mould in plaster, 
Made with no loss of time, 
A prose kinema, not, not assuredly, alabaster 
Or the "sculpture" of rhyme. 
 
III. 
 
THE tea-rose tea-gown, etc. 
Supplants the mousseline of Cos, 
The pianola "replaces" 
Sappho's barbitos. 
Christ follows Dionysus, 
Phallic and ambrosial 
Made way for macerations; 
Caliban casts out Ariel. 
All things are a flowing, 
Sage Heracleitus says; 

But a tawdry cheapness 
Shall reign throughout our days. 
Even the Christian beauty 
Defects—after Samothrace; 
We see το καλόν 
Decreed in the market place. 
Faun's flesh is not to us, 
Nor the saint's vision. 
We have the press for wafer; 
Franchise for circumcision. 
All men, in law, are equals. 
Free of Peisistratus, 
We choose a knave or an eunuch 
To rule over us. 
O bright Apollo, 
τίν' άνδρα, τίν' ήρωα, τίνα θεον, 
What god, man, or hero 
Shall I place a tin wreath upon! 
 
IV. 
 
THESE fought, in any case, and some believing, pro 
domo, in any case . . Some quick to arm, some for 
adventure, some from fear of weakness, some from 
fear of censure, some for love of slaughter, in 
imagination, learning later . . . 
some in fear, learning love of slaughter; Died some 
"pro patria, non dulce non et decor". . 
walked eye-deep in hell believing in old men's lies, 
then unbelieving came home, home to a lie, home to 
many deceits, home to old lies and new infamy; 
usury age-old and age-thick and liars in public places. 
Daring as never before, wastage as never before. 
Young blood and high blood, 
Fair cheeks, and fine bodies; 
fortitude as never before 
frankness as never before, disillusions as never told in 
the old days, hysterias, trench confessions,  
laughter out of dead bellies. 
 
V. 
 
THERE died a myriad, 
And of the best, among them, 
For an old bitch gone in the teeth, 
For a botched civilization, 
Charm, smiling at the good mouth, 
Quick eyes gone under earth's lid, 
For two gross of broken statues, 
For a few thousand battered books. 
 
 
 



H.D. (Hilda Doolittle) 
 

Oread 
 
Whirl up, sea—  
whirl your pointed pines,  
splash your great pines  
on our rocks,  
hurl your green over us,  
cover us with your pools of fir.  
 

Sea Rose 
 
Rose, harsh rose,  
marred and with stint of petals,  
meagre flower, thin,  
sparse of leaf,  
 
more precious  
than a wet rose  
single on a stem --  
you are caught in the drift.  
 
Stunted, with small leaf,  
you are flung on the sand,  
you are lifted  
in the crisp sand  
that drives in the wind.  
 
Can the spice-rose  
drip such acrid fragrance  
hardened in a leaf?  
 

Sea Violet 
 
The white violet 
is scented on its stalk, 
the sea-violet 
fragile as agate, 
lies fronting all the wind 
among the torn shells 
on the sand-bank. 
 
The greater blue violets 
flutter on the hill, 
but who would change for these 
who would change for these 
one root of the white sort? 
 
 

Violet 
your grasp is frail 
on the edge of the sand-hill, 
but you catch the light- 
frost, a star edges with its fire. 
 

Heat 
 
O wind, rend open the heat, 
cut apart the heat, 
rend it to tatters. 
 
Fruit cannot drop 
through this thick air-- 
fruit cannot fall into heat 
that presses up and blunts 
the points of pears 
and rounds the grapes. 
 
Cut the heat-- 
plough through it, 
turning it on either side 
of your path.  
 

Storm 
 
You crash over the trees, 
you crack the live branch 
the branch is white, 
the green crushed, 
each leaf is rent like split wood. 
You burden the trees 
with black drops, 
you swirl and crash 
you have broken off a weighted leaf 
in the wind, 
it is hurled out, 
whirls up and sinks, 
a green stone. 
 

The Pool  
 

ARE you alive? 
 I touch you with my thumb. 
 You quiver like a sea-fish. 
 I cover you with my net. 
 What are you—banded-one? 
  

 



The Garden 
I 

YOU are clear,  

O rose, cut in rock. 
 

  
 

I could scrape the color 
 

From the petals, 
 

Like spilt dye from a rock.         5 

  
 

If I could break you 
 

I could break a tree. 
 

  
 

If I could stir 
 

I could break a tree, 
 

I could break you.         10 

  
 

II 
O wind, rend open the heat,  

Cut apart the heat, 
 

Slit it to tatters. 
 

  
 

Fruit cannot drop 
 

Through this thick air;         15 

Fruit cannot fall into heat 
 

That presses up and blunts 
 

The points of pears, 
 

And rounds grapes. 
 

  
 

Cut the heat:         20 

Plough through it, 
 

Turning it on either side 
 

Of your path. 
 

  
 

 
Fragment 113 (Sappho) 
 
Not honey, 
not the plunder of the bee 
from meadow or sand-flower  
or mountain bush;  
from winter-flower or shoot  
born of the later heat:  
not honey, not the sweet  
stain on the lips and teeth:  
not honey, not the deep  
plunge of soft belly  
and the clinging of the gold-edged  
pollen-dusted feet;  
 
not so –  
though rapture blind my eyes,  
and hunger crisp  
dark and inert my mouth,  

not honey, not the south,  
not the tall stalk  
of red twin-lilies,  
nor light branch of fruit tree  
caught in flexible light branch;  
 
not honey, not the south;  
ah flower of purple iris,  
flower of white,  
or of the iris, withering the grass –  
for fleck of the sun’s fire,  
gathers such heat and power,  
that shadow-print is light,  
cast through the petals  

of the yellow iris flower;  
 
not iris – old desire – old passion –  
old forgetfulness – old pain – not this, nor any flower,  
but if you turn again,  
seek strength of arm and throat,  
touch as the god;  
neglect the lyre-note;  
knowing that you shall feel,  
about the frame,  
no trembling of the string  
but heat, more passionate  
of bone and the white shell  
and fiery tempered steel.  

 

Mysteries Remain 

The mysteries remain, 

I keep the same 

cycle of seed-time 

and of sun and rain; 

Demeter in the grass, 

I multiply, 

renew and bless 

Bacchus in the vine; 

I hold the law, 

I keep the mysteries true, 

the first of these 

to name the living, dead; 

I am the wine and bread. 

I keep the law, 

I hold the mysteries true, 

I am the vine, 

the branches, you 

and you.  

 

 



William Carlos Williams 

The Red Wheelbarrow 

so much depends 
upon  

a red wheel 
barrow  

glazed with rain 
water  

beside the white 
chickens. 

The Great Figure 

Among the rain  
and lights  
I saw the figure 5  
in gold  
on a red  
firetruck  
moving  
tense  
unheeded  
to gong clangs  
siren howls  
and wheels rumbling  
through the dark city.  

 

This Is Just to Say 
 
I have eaten 
the plums 
that were in 
the icebox 
 
and which 
you were probably 
saving 
for breakfast 
 
Forgive me 
they were delicious 
so sweet 
and so cold 
 

 

Spring and All  

By the road to the contagious hospital 
under the surge of the blue 
mottled clouds driven from the 
northeast—a cold wind. Beyond, the 
waste of broad, muddy fields 
brown with dried weeds, standing and fallen 

patches of standing water 
the scattering of tall trees 

All along the rood the reddish 
purplish, forked, upstanding, twiggy 
stuff of bushes and small trees 
with dead, brown leaves under them 
leafless vines— 
Lifeless in appearance, sluggish 
dazed spring approaches— 

They enter the new world naked, 
cold, uncertain of all 
save that they enter. All about them 
the cold, familiar wind— 

Now the grass, to-morrow 
the stiff curl of wild-carrot leaf 

One by one objects are defined— 
It quickens: clarity, outline of leaf 

But now the stark dignity of 
entrance—Still, the profound change 
has come upon them; rooted, they 
grip down and begin to awaken. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



T.S. Eliot 

THE WASTE LAND 

1922 

Nam Sibyllam quidem Cumis ego ipse oculis meis vidi 

in ampulla pendere, et cum illi pueri dicerent: Σίβυλλα 

τί θέλεις; respondebat illa: ἀποθανεῖν θέλω.1 

 

For Ezra Pound 

il miglior fabbro 

 

 I. The Burial of the Dead 

 

  April is the cruellest month, breeding 

Lilacs out of the dead land, mixing  

Memory and desire, stirring  

Dull roots with spring rain.  

Winter kept us warm, covering  

Earth in forgetful snow, feeding  

A little life with dried tubers.  

Summer surprised us, coming over the Starnbergersee  

With a shower of rain; we stopped in the colonnade,  

And went on in sunlight, into the Hofgarten,  

And drank coffee, and talked for an hour.  

Bin gar keine Russin, stamm’ aus Litauen, echt deutsch.  

And when we were children, staying at the arch-duke’s,  

My cousin’s, he took me out on a sled,  

And I was frightened. He said, Marie,  

Marie, hold on tight. And down we went.  

In the mountains, there you feel free.  

I read, much of the night, and go south in the winter.  

 

                                                             
1 For with my own eyes I saw the Sibyl hanging in a bottle, 

and when the young boys asked her, 'Sibyl, what do you 

want?', she replied, 'I want to die' . 

  What are the roots that clutch, what branches grow  

Out of this stony rubbish? Son of man,  

You cannot say, or guess, for you know only  

A heap of broken images, where the sun beats,  

And the dead tree gives no shelter, the cricket no relief,  

And the dry stone no sound of water. Only  

There is shadow under this red rock,  

(Come in under the shadow of this red rock),  

And I will show you something different from either  

Your shadow at morning striding behind you  

Or your shadow at evening rising to meet you;  

I will show you fear in a handful of dust.  

                      Frisch weht der Wind  

                      Der Heimat zu  

                      Mein Irisch Kind,  

                      Wo weilest du?  

“You gave me hyacinths first a year ago;  

“They called me the hyacinth girl.” 

—Yet when we came back, late, from the Hyacinth garden,  

Your arms full, and your hair wet, I could not  

Speak, and my eyes failed, I was neither  

Living nor dead, and I knew nothing,  

Looking into the heart of light, the silence.  

Oed’ und leer das Meer.  

 

  Madame Sosostris, famous clairvoyante,  

Had a bad cold, nevertheless  

Is known to be the wisest woman in Europe,  

With a wicked pack of cards. Here, said she,  

Is your card, the drowned Phoenician Sailor,  

(Those are pearls that were his eyes. Look!)  

Here is Belladonna, the Lady of the Rocks,  

The lady of situations.  

Here is the man with three staves, and here the Wheel,  



And here is the one-eyed merchant, and this card,  

Which is blank, is something he carries on his back,  

Which I am forbidden to see. I do not find  

The Hanged Man. Fear death by water.  

I see crowds of people, walking round in a ring.  

Thank you. If you see dear Mrs. Equitone,  

Tell her I bring the horoscope myself:  

One must be so careful these days.  

 

  Unreal City,  

Under the brown fog of a winter dawn,  

A crowd flowed over London Bridge, so many,  

I had not thought death had undone so many.  

Sighs, short and infrequent, were exhaled,  

And each man fixed his eyes before his feet.  

Flowed up the hill and down King William Street,  

To where Saint Mary Woolnoth kept the hours  

With a dead sound on the final stroke of nine.  

There I saw one I knew, and stopped him, crying: “Stetson!  

“You who were with me in the ships at Mylae!  

“That corpse you planted last year in your garden,  

“Has it begun to sprout? Will it bloom this year?  

“Or has the sudden frost disturbed its bed?  

“Oh keep the Dog far hence, that’s friend to men,  

“Or with his nails he’ll dig it up again!  

“You! hypocrite lecteur!—mon semblable,—mon frère!” 

 

              II. A Game of Chess 

 

The Chair she sat in, like a burnished throne,  

Glowed on the marble, where the glass  

Held up by standards wrought with fruited vines  

From which a golden Cupidon peeped out  

(Another hid his eyes behind his wing)  

Doubled the flames of sevenbranched candelabra  

Reflecting light upon the table as  

The glitter of her jewels rose to meet it,  

From satin cases poured in rich profusion;  

In vials of ivory and coloured glass  

Unstoppered, lurked her strange synthetic perfumes,  

Unguent, powdered, or liquid—troubled, confused  

And drowned the sense in odours; stirred by the air  

That freshened from the window, these ascended  

In fattening the prolonged candle-flames,  

Flung their smoke into the laquearia,  

Stirring the pattern on the coffered ceiling.  

Huge sea-wood fed with copper  

Burned green and orange, framed by the coloured stone,  

In which sad light a carvéd dolphin swam.  

Above the antique mantel was displayed  

As though a window gave upon the sylvan scene  

The change of Philomel, by the barbarous king  

So rudely forced; yet there the nightingale  

Filled all the desert with inviolable voice  

And still she cried, and still the world pursues,  

“Jug Jug” to dirty ears.  

And other withered stumps of time  

Were told upon the walls; staring forms  

Leaned out, leaning, hushing the room enclosed.  

Footsteps shuffled on the stair.  

Under the firelight, under the brush, her hair  

Spread out in fiery points  

Glowed into words, then would be savagely still.  

 

  “My nerves are bad tonight. Yes, bad. Stay with me.  

“Speak to me. Why do you never speak. Speak.  

  “What are you thinking of? What thinking? What?  

“I never know what you are thinking. Think.” 



 I think we are in rats’ alley  

Where the dead men lost their bones.  

 

  “What is that noise?” 

                          The wind under the door.  

“What is that noise now? What is the wind doing?”  

                           Nothing again nothing.  

                                                        “Do  

“You know nothing? Do you see nothing? Do you 
remember  

“Nothing?” 

 

       I remember  

Those are pearls that were his eyes.  

“Are you alive, or not? Is there nothing in your head?”    

            

                                                                           But  

O O O O that Shakespeherian Rag—  

It’s so elegant  

So intelligent  

“What shall I do now? What shall I do?”  

“I shall rush out as I am, and walk the street  

“With my hair down, so. What shall we do tomorrow?  

“What shall we ever do?”  

                                               The hot water at ten.  

And if it rains, a closed car at four.  

And we shall play a game of chess,  

Pressing lidless eyes and waiting for a knock upon the 
door.  

 

  When Lil’s husband got demobbed, I said—  

I didn’t mince my words, I said to her myself,  

HURRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME  

Now Albert’s coming back, make yourself a bit smart.  

He’ll want to know what you done with that money he gave 
you  

To get yourself some teeth. He did, I was there.  

You have them all out, Lil, and get a nice set,  

He said, I swear, I can’t bear to look at you.  

And no more can’t I, I said, and think of poor Albert,  

He’s been in the army four years, he wants a good time,  

And if you don’t give it him, there’s others will, I said.  

Oh is there, she said. Something o’ that, I said.  

Then I’ll know who to thank, she said, and give me a 
straight look.  

HURRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME  

If you don’t like it you can get on with it, I said. 

Others can pick and choose if you can’t.  

But if Albert makes off, it won’t be for lack of telling.  

You ought to be ashamed, I said, to look so antique.  

(And her only thirty-one.)  

I can’t help it, she said, pulling a long face,  

It’s them pills I took, to bring it off, she said.  

(She’s had five already, and nearly died of young George.)  

The chemist said it would be all right, but I’ve never been 
the same.  

You are a proper fool, I said.  

Well, if Albert won’t leave you alone, there it is, I said,  

What you get married for if you don’t want children?  

HURRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME  

Well, that Sunday Albert was home, they had a hot 
gammon,  

And they asked me in to dinner, to get the beauty of it 
hot—  

HURRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME  

HURRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME  

Goonight Bill. Goonight Lou. Goonight May. Goonight.  

Ta ta. Goonight. Goonight.  

Good night, ladies, good night, sweet ladies, good night, 
good night. 

 



              III. The Fire Sermon 

 

  The river’s tent is broken: the last fingers of leaf  

Clutch and sink into the wet bank. The wind  

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

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

The river bears no empty bottles, sandwich papers,  

Silk handkerchiefs, cardboard boxes, cigarette ends  

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

And their friends, the loitering heirs of city directors;  

Departed, have left no addresses.  

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

Sweet Thames, run softly till I end my song,  

Sweet Thames, run softly, for I speak not loud or long.  

But at my back in a cold blast I hear  

The rattle of the bones, and chuckle spread from ear to 
ear.  

 

A rat crept softly through the vegetation  

Dragging its slimy belly on the bank  

While I was fishing in the dull canal  

On a winter evening round behind the gashouse  

Musing upon the king my brother’s wreck  

And on the king my father’s death before him.  

White bodies naked on the low damp ground  

And bones cast in a little low dry garret,  

Rattled by the rat’s foot only, year to year.  

But at my back from time to time I hear  

The sound of horns and motors, which shall bring  

Sweeney to Mrs. Porter in the spring.  

O the moon shone bright on Mrs. Porter  

And on her daughter  

They wash their feet in soda water  

Et O ces voix d’enfants, chantant dans la coupole!  

 

Twit twit twit  

Jug jug jug jug jug jug  

So rudely forc’d.  

Tereu  

 

Unreal City  

Under the brown fog of a winter noon  

Mr. Eugenides, the Smyrna merchant  

Unshaven, with a pocket full of currants  

C.i.f. London: documents at sight,  

Asked me in demotic French  

To luncheon at the Cannon Street Hotel  

Followed by a weekend at the Metropole.  

 

At the violet hour, when the eyes and back  

Turn upward from the desk, when the human engine waits  

Like a taxi throbbing waiting,  

I Tiresias, though blind, throbbing between two lives,  

Old man with wrinkled female breasts, can see  

At the violet hour, the evening hour that strives  

Homeward, and brings the sailor home from sea,  

The typist home at teatime, clears her breakfast, lights  

Her stove, and lays out food in tins.  

Out of the window perilously spread  

Her drying combinations touched by the sun’s last rays,  

On the divan are piled (at night her bed)  

Stockings, slippers, camisoles, and stays.  

I Tiresias, old man with wrinkled dugs  

Perceived the scene, and foretold the rest—  

I too awaited the expected guest.  

He, the young man carbuncular, arrives,  

A small house agent’s clerk, with one bold stare,  



One of the low on whom assurance sits  

As a silk hat on a Bradford millionaire.  

The time is now propitious, as he guesses,  

The meal is ended, she is bored and tired,  

Endeavours to engage her in caresses  

Which still are unreproved, if undesired.  

Flushed and decided, he assaults at once;  

Exploring hands encounter no defence;  

His vanity requires no response,  

And makes a welcome of indifference.  

(And I Tiresias have foresuffered all  

Enacted on this same divan or bed;  

I who have sat by Thebes below the wall  

And walked among the lowest of the dead.)  

Bestows one final patronising kiss,  

And gropes his way, finding the stairs unlit . . .  

 

She turns and looks a moment in the glass,  

Hardly aware of her departed lover;  

Her brain allows one half-formed thought to pass:  

“Well now that’s done: and I’m glad it’s over.” 

When lovely woman stoops to folly and  

Paces about her room again, alone,  

She smoothes her hair with automatic hand,  

And puts a record on the gramophone.  

 

“This music crept by me upon the waters”  

And along the Strand, up Queen Victoria Street.  

O City city, I can sometimes hear  

Beside a public bar in Lower Thames Street,  

The pleasant whining of a mandoline  

And a clatter and a chatter from within  

Where fishmen lounge at noon: where the walls  

Of Magnus Martyr hold  

Inexplicable splendour of Ionian white and gold.  

 

               The river sweats  

               Oil and tar  

               The barges drift  

               With the turning tide  

               Red sails  

               Wide  

               To leeward, swing on the heavy spar.  

               The barges wash  

               Drifting logs  

               Down Greenwich reach  

               Past the Isle of Dogs.  

                                 Weialala leia  

                                 Wallala leialala 

 

               Elizabeth and Leicester  

               Beating oars  

               The stern was formed  

               A gilded shell  

               Red and gold  

               The brisk swell  

               Rippled both shores  

               Southwest wind  

               Carried down stream  

               The peal of bells  

               White towers  

                                Weialala leia  

                                Wallala leialala  

 

“Trams and dusty trees.  

Highbury bore me. Richmond and Kew  

Undid me. By Richmond I raised my knees  

Supine on the floor of a narrow canoe.” 



 

“My feet are at Moorgate, and my heart  

Under my feet. After the event  

He wept. He promised a ‘new start.’  

I made no comment. What should I resent?”  

 

“On Margate Sands.  

I can connect  

Nothing with nothing.  

The broken fingernails of dirty hands.  

My people humble people who expect  

Nothing.”  

                       la la  

 

To Carthage then I came  

 

Burning burning burning burning  

O Lord Thou pluckest me out  

O Lord Thou pluckest  

 

burning  

 

              IV. Death by Water 

 

Phlebas the Phoenician, a fortnight dead,  

Forgot the cry of gulls, and the deep sea swell  

And the profit and loss.  

                                   A current under sea  

Picked his bones in whispers. As he rose and fell  

He passed the stages of his age and youth  

Entering the whirlpool.  

                                   Gentile or Jew  

O you who turn the wheel and look to windward,  

Consider Phlebas, who was once handsome and tall as you.  

 

              V. What the Thunder Said 

 

  After the torchlight red on sweaty faces  

After the frosty silence in the gardens  

After the agony in stony places  

The shouting and the crying  

Prison and palace and reverberation  

Of thunder of spring over distant mountains  

He who was living is now dead  

We who were living are now dying  

With a little patience  

 

Here is no water but only rock  

Rock and no water and the sandy road  

The road winding above among the mountains  

Which are mountains of rock without water  

If there were water we should stop and drink  

Amongst the rock one cannot stop or think  

Sweat is dry and feet are in the sand  

If there were only water amongst the rock  

Dead mountain mouth of carious teeth that cannot spit  

Here one can neither stand nor lie nor sit  

There is not even silence in the mountains  

But dry sterile thunder without rain  

There is not even solitude in the mountains  

But red sullen faces sneer and snarl  

From doors of mudcracked houses  

                                      If there were water  

   And no rock  

   If there were rock  

   And also water  

   And water  

   A spring  



   A pool among the rock  

   If there were the sound of water only  

   Not the cicada  

   And dry grass singing  

   But sound of water over a rock  

   Where the hermit-thrush sings in the pine trees  

   Drip drop drip drop drop drop drop  

   But there is no water  

 

Who is the third who walks always beside you?  

When I count, there are only you and I together  

But when I look ahead up the white road  

There is always another one walking beside you  

Gliding wrapt in a brown mantle, hooded  

I do not know whether a man or a woman  

—But who is that on the other side of you?  

 

What is that sound high in the air  

Murmur of maternal lamentation  

Who are those hooded hordes swarming  

Over endless plains, stumbling in cracked earth  

Ringed by the flat horizon only  

What is the city over the mountains  

Cracks and reforms and bursts in the violet air  

Falling towers  

Jerusalem Athens Alexandria  

Vienna London  

Unreal  

 

A woman drew her long black hair out tight  

And fiddled whisper music on those strings  

And bats with baby faces in the violet light  

Whistled, and beat their wings  

And crawled head downward down a blackened wall  

And upside down in air were towers  

Tolling reminiscent bells, that kept the hours  

And voices singing out of empty cisterns and exhausted 
wells.  

 

In this decayed hole among the mountains  

In the faint moonlight, the grass is singing  

Over the tumbled graves, about the chapel  

There is the empty chapel, only the wind’s home.  

It has no windows, and the door swings,  

Dry bones can harm no one.  

Only a cock stood on the rooftree  

Co co rico co co rico  

In a flash of lightning. Then a damp gust  

Bringing rain  

 

Ganga was sunken, and the limp leaves  

Waited for rain, while the black clouds  

Gathered far distant, over Himavant.  

The jungle crouched, humped in silence.  

Then spoke the thunder  

DA  

Datta: what have we given?  

My friend, blood shaking my heart  

The awful daring of a moment’s surrender  

Which an age of prudence can never retract  

By this, and this only, we have existed  

Which is not to be found in our obituaries  

Or in memories draped by the beneficent spider  

Or under seals broken by the lean solicitor  

In our empty rooms 

DA  

Dayadhvam: I have heard the key  

Turn in the door once and turn once only  



We think of the key, each in his prison  

Thinking of the key, each confirms a prison  

Only at nightfall, aethereal rumours  

Revive for a moment a broken Coriolanus  

DA  

Damyata: The boat responded  

Gaily, to the hand expert with sail and oar  

The sea was calm, your heart would have responded  

Gaily, when invited, beating obedient  

To controlling hands  

  

                                    I sat upon the shore  

Fishing, with the arid plain behind me  

Shall I at least set my lands in order?  

London Bridge is falling down falling down falling down  

Poi s’ascose nel foco che gli affina  

Quando fiam uti chelidon—O swallow swallow  

Le Prince d’Aquitaine à la tour abolie  

These fragments I have shored against my ruins  

Why then Ile fit you. Hieronymo’s mad againe.  

Datta. Dayadhvam. Damyata. 

                  Shantih     shantih     shantih  

 


