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When, young and beautiful,

She rode to harriers?

This man had kept a school

And rode our winged horse;

This other his helper and friend

Was coming into his force;

He might have won fame in the end,

So sensitive his nature seened,

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,
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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.

0 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 wrote it out in a verse-

MacDonagh and MacBride

And Connolly and Pear-se

Now and in time to be,

Wherever green is worn,

Are changed, changed utterly:

A terrible beauty is born.

September 25, 1916
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a gibe

motley

utterly

that woman

shrill

harriers

this man

this other his

helper and friend

this other man

vainglorious

lout

some who are

near my heart

suffice

a mock

a jester’s dress

completely

Constance Markiewicz

sharp

a pack of dogs with huntsmen

Patrick Pearse

Thomas MacDonagh

John MacBride

full of vain glory

clumsy, ill-mannered man

Maud Gonne

enough











1. soa&  at%&  ma&~n (Thomas Stearns Eliot)

1.1 i33¶.l%%T5

1.2 wn9luTaunaDs

- Aunt Helen

- Four Quartets: Little Gidding

- Cousin Nancy

- Whispers of Immortality

- The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock

- Gerontion

2. waaws;  nadhb  (Salvatore Quasimodo)

2.1  3an13:a”n

2.2 e-Jas2M~~~n3ad

- Day Stoops

- The Incomparable Earth

- The Eucalyptus

- On the Willow Boughs

- Sunken Oboe

- Today, the Twenty-First of March

- Space

- The False and True Green





AUNT HELEN

Miss Helen Slingsby was my maiden aunt.

and lived in a small house near a fashionable square

Cared for by servants to the number of four.

Now when she died there was silence in heaven

And silence at her end of the street.

The shutters were drama and the undertaker wiped his feet-

He was aware that this sort of thing had occurred before.

The dogs were handsomely provided for.

But shortly afterwards the parrot died too.

The Dresden clock continued ticking on the mantelpiece.

And the footman sat upon the dining-table

Holding the second housemaid on his knees-

Who had always been so careful while her mistress lived.

maiden young, unmarried woman

shutters movable cover for a window, to keep out light

undertaker one whose business is to prepare the dead for burial and

manage funerals

mantelpiece a shelf projecting from the wall above a fireplace
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To the spirit unappeased and peregrine

Between two worlds become much like each other,

So I find words I never thought to speak

In streets I never thought I should revisit

When I left my body on a distant shore.

Since our concern was speech, and speech impelled us

To purify the dialect of the tribe

And urge the mind to aftersight and foresight,

Let me disclose the gifts reserved for age

To set a crown upon your lifetime’s effort.

First, the cold friction of expiring sense

Without enchantment, offering no promise

But bitter tastelessness of shadow fruit

As body and soul begin to fall asunder.

Second, the conscious impotence of rage

At human folly, and the laceration

Of laughter at what ceases to amuse.

And last, the rending pain of re-enactment

Of all that you have done, and been; the shame

Of motives late revealed, and the awareness

Of things ill done and done to others’ harm

Which once you took for exercise of virtue.

Then fools’ approval stings, and honour stains.

From wrong to wrong the exasperated spirit

Proceeds, unless restored by that refining fire

Where you must move in measure, like a dancer.’

The day was breaking. In the disfigured street

He left me, with a kind of valediction,

And faded on the blowing of the horn.



III

There are three conditions which often look alike

Yet differ completely, flourish in the same hedgerow:

Attachment to self and to things and to persons, detachment

From self and from things and from persons; and, growing

between them, indifference

Which resembles the others as death resembles life,

Being between two live-unflowering, between

The live and the dead nettle. This is the use of memory:

For liberation-not less of love but expanding

Of love beyond desire, and so liberation

From the future as well as the past. Thus, love of a country ’

Begins as attachment to our own field of action

And comes to find that action of little importance

Though never indifferent. History may be servitude,

History may be freedom. See, now they vanish,

The faces and places, with the self which, as it could, loved them,

To become renewed, transfigured, in another pattern.

Sin is Behovely, but

All shall be well, and

All manner of thing shall be well,

If I think, again, of this place,

And of people, not wholly commendable,

Of no immediate kin or kindness,

But some of peculiar genius,

All touched by a common genius,

United in the strife which divided them;

If think of a king a nightfall,

Of three men, and more, on the scaffold






