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ABSTRACT !

1

This collection of thirty oririnal pcocems 1s suhmitted
with the permission of the Départmonf of Bnrlish in lieu or.
the nsual'theqis reqnivewent. . ’

The poems, althourh not a cycle, arTe 1nt9r;;;l}96 in
theme, imarery, technique and conceptlnn. The prototype of
many of tﬁn poems is primitive soﬂp--papms which describe,
acecompany, or embody a ritual. Genres include the 1nllahy,
riddln,_conntiﬂ} rhyme, and dramatic fgquenée.

The content and impadt of the poems is as much =

1
function of sound a< of meanine; these poems are meant to

be recited, chanted, or sune. Stronely rhyphmic-cqﬂpnc; and
a free u<se of rhyme are ﬁannl; " this 1nclnﬁes'rhymé\of

entire ?ép?ﬂteﬁ lines, and rhyme of ideas in parallel |
construction. WRhvthmlie tension is created by asvmmetrical
stanzas of three, five, and seven lines, used evther by
themselves, or in eombination or arlternation wf{h\symmetfical

stanzas,
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. /
des etudfes angrlaises,

\ / /
Ce recueril de trente poeres oririnaux est presente

/

/s
au lieu d'un thése, sous l'autorisation du Departement
\ 7/ N

Les poemes ¢i-inclus se réferent quant aux themes,
. \ ’
aux imaces, et a2 1a technique; pourtant, ils n'nnt pas
/. / o oL \
ete congus comme un cyele uni. Bn peneral les poemes

s'inspirent de 1a chanson primitive, avont comme hut, de
- Q . t
/ .
deorire, d'acromparner, ou 4d'incorporer un rite, On
&

reconnai; parm} les rénres‘adaptés, la herceuse, l'éhirme,
le jeu Ae nombres, et Te dialorue dragatidque. .

Le contenu de ces po;ﬁes est une fonction de son
autant que de sens., Ce sont des poemeg 3 reciter, Q
psalmodier ou ;Jchaﬁzer,’qui sont marqués par fes cadences
trés rythmgs et 1'utilisation des rimes libres, On vy

¢/ ’ 7
retrouve frequemment la repeti4ion de vers ¢entiers et 1la

reprise fonctionnelle d‘idéés, qui tiennent liey de rime,

Un conflit de rythme est_créé par des strophes asymétriques

B

de trois, cinq ou sept ve}s, qui peuvent s'emplover touts

- /
seuls ou hien en alternance avec des strophes symetriques,
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INTRONDUCTIO!M

)
I wish to make 1t clear at the outset that this-
Introdnetion is in no way a necessary prerequisite to
reading and understanding the thirty poems presented here,
It i8 to he consiéered separately, aé an essay on pqetlos,
rather than as an integral part of the manuseript. It is
mv belief that a roon poem should stand by itself, requir-

inF mo introduttion, explanation or commentarv. (T, S,

Tlint's Fotes to The Wa=te Lqéd, which, the poet ruerully’
remar¥s, "have-haﬁ almost preater popularity than the poem
itself,"” were actually written as filler wheq it was
discovered that the poem was inconveniently“shbrt_ror pub-
lication in small book (‘orm.)l

One other preliminary note may be advisable. That I
offer here, alonrside a callection of thirty poemé, is the
b?sis for a theory ofgpoo*ry--a,theory influencpd.pv varied
readings in Yiterature, criticism, philosophy, psvcholngey,
and anthropolnryv--but based ahove 7ml]l upon the gzﬁerienqg of
poetrv, from hoth the oreative and the receptive end. With-

out a doubt ideas expressed here will bhe reflected in the

poems: it wAnld he stranpe indeed if thef & -o not. However,
x

1o, s, Fliot, "The Frontiers of Criticism,” in

Cn Poetry and Ioets, (Tondon, 1957), p. 109-110.

e




inasmuch Aas a theory speaks for the reneral and the idenl,
there will he p]qne% where individual poems depart from it.
Practice Aoes not always reflect theory, and while this may
snoretimes Indicate a failine, 1% may also have i{ts own in-
ternally valid reasons for the departure.

Voreove?, there may, be elements in the poet;y which 1
do not speak of here, hecause they exist for me still on an
intpitive level ;nd have not vet hecome articulahle as part of
a theory. The attempt to formulate a theory of poetryv at any
siven time, I repard as a valuahle exerciae, hut inasmuch as
the product will be bound by *he limitations of a particular
itqpé of dpvnlopmenf,‘)'shon]d consider it artistic suicide
to hold to |t aé dorma., In writine thig I Aemand of myvaelf
that T formulate somethins workable and consistent within .
itself--not something ahsolntg or peruanent. I say this not
by wav of excuee, hut to ensnre a depree of honesty bhetween
myselfl and myv readef rerardinge the particular limitations of
this,statement, and the nature nf its relationship to the
poems.,

”

That does it mean to s;y that a poem should be able to

stand by itself? That The Taste Land stands by itself is a

statement I think few wonld dispute, however valuable +he Notes
r

'}
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have proved to scholars and oritics lqterested in sources
and allusions .in the ﬁoem. It stands by itself because its
sound, strnotu#@, movement, and imagrery speak to the imapgination
in sych a way that a number of different interpretive cofi-
structs can grow out of it--each of whiech, thoush maybe not
"what the poet meant" (1% the poet knew), cén he demonstrated

to be interna’ly gonsistent. -

Internal consistencyv is the ¥ey. The order a poemn P
creates must he rational I‘rom;wlthin.Q It may depart from the
usual order of thinrs, but it must harbour within itself no
fundamental contradiction, no extraneous of inappropriate
elemant,

"hen I speak of .the order of a poen, I mean to surpest
that pdetrv in some wav re-nrders hoth the experiend@ which
rerminafes it, eqﬂ the lanruage in which it is written. For
the Pnrpose of dAiscuasion it may he prohuotive to examine
this re-ordering process in terms of = dna}ism—-tmat of
experience (coqtent, sienification), and,that of %anqupe
(symbol, medium). However, I mean also to show in the course
of the paper that no such division exists in practice: that
in a pood poem the re-oréevinp functions simultaneouelv, or
synchronistically, at both levels. -

If we hegin from the poem itself, it is already impossible

to separate experience from lansuage. The, experience of a
L
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man bulldins A wooden table 1s not a poem; neither is his,
or another's perception of that experience. In the poet's
percaption of the experience, we may havejjhe rerm of a ‘poem:
that is to 8ay, the re-orderines of experience is partly a
rnncfio;'of percopfion:‘ But only when that pevception is
articulated, and that, by transfog;ation, rather ,than mere
tran=slation, into lanfruagpe, Ao we have a poem. . y
I -make this distinection (transfor&%tion v8. translation)
,because it is just what I rnean by "re-orderins experience”
in/poetry. The perception of an experience, even the poetic
percenption of an eXperiencé, can he transleted into lanecuape
withont hecomine poetry. Words; used as sirnificant symhols
and nothing more, become a vehicle for description and/or
conceptualization. This is the function of lanruage in speech
and its written equivalent, prose. The poet does sométhing

more +than "translate” his experience into lanesuare; he

transforms it bv means of lancuage. In the process of becom-

ine lanruage, the experience ceases ton bhe itself, becomes
somethines Aifferent and/or larrer--somethinr which‘ihcorporates
lanruaFe and thenceforth cannot he separated from it. The

poem is i+s g experience and a new experience, on; in which
lanruage |is ﬁn inextricable component, A tvpe of fusion has
taken place. A poem is imperfeot insofar as Whe fusion is

not oomplete. Prose is poetic insofar as a partiasl fusion
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has taken place. (Wp‘mirht say that the difference hetwden
a perception and its articulation in prose or speech is
quantitative--by articulatine it we duglicnfe it--whereas
the ‘difference hetween a perception and its articulation in
poetry is qualjtative--by articulatiér it we chanpe it,)2

Now {f =me. step back from this fusion, it mav bhe foq#ihle
to view experience an? lanruare as qopar§+p pnfifies in the
poem, and so examine those aspects of poetic transf%vmntion
which involve only what we call the (sirtificative) content,
or "subject matter” of poetry, as distinet from the sienify-
ing svmhnls (words).. To return to our example: If we p;r-
ceive a man buildine a wooden tahle, we may translate this
percep*ion into lansrumage qua speech or inose, without funda-
mentally ni*erfnr the nature of the event. We will still
have:a particular arent (man), a particular act (builfing)
parfo=med wi*h)reqpept to a particular material (wood) and
vieldinc a pan*irular profuct (tahle): and this is all +hat
we will %ave. Theseé q;n,tho‘hara banes of individuated
experience. If, howeveé, we were to look upon the constituents
of this experience in a nonspecific framework--in other words,

take "man”™ "huildine” "wooden®™ arnd "tabler not as par-

ticulars, but as pure concepts in tremselves as well as in

{
2 cf. Paul Valery, "Poetrv and Abstrnct°?honrht"-in
™he Art of Poetry (1938) as it appears in The Modern Tradition,
ed. Richar® "1lman an? Charles Peicdélson (Oxford University
Press: Few York, 1965), p. 74-65, \,' , -
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relation to each other, a different perception. begins to

< L3

emerge. Concepts combine to form new/éoncepts ( man duildide :

[

the human creative apent) and/or evoke associations ( wood :
tree), and the event takes on, a Eosmic, atemporal aspect.’ ‘
This man, bullding this wooden’ table, comes to staéd for any
man turning nature to human ends: the creation of "tahle"
from "tree" stangs for human will in nature. The much larger
concepts of man and nature become the true content or context
5} fhe~9ib9ripnce, and’.no*dnns of power, résponsihility, .

control, erierey and invention come into play.

In articulating his perception of a man building a

. wooden tahle, the poet will choose words which evoke the larper

perception, the atemporal one. 1 sav "words which evokﬁ"

because it is not a question, here, of stating or "translating”
the lareer perception. Tﬁat, I have just done--in prose.
A poetic perception is not a poem. "Words which evoke" is

the kev to a’poet's re-orde~inr of 1qnpuare.,,Thp evocatlive

4

powver of words is a function of *two properties, sound and
meaninﬁ{ anA *+he interplay between these two will be the
primary subgecp of9+he'remaindér Qf +his paper.

I pause at this point to make a nof uncommon observation

about the nature of "a*témporal™ perceptions. I have surrested

"

that a voetic perception is anv perception of an experience or

°

event whieﬂ Foes héwond the immediate, links i+ with all 1like

|-
)
¢

7
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events, and\inve§ts 1t with sienifioance on an atemporal
or a ocosmic level, It goes without saying thaé such per-
‘septions Ao not belong soleix to poefry. They belong—to a
larpe sphere of human censciousness, a sphere which is ocon-
derned not only with the coreation of works of art, but also
with the evolving’ of mytholorles, relieions, and mapieal
systems, qnd their atte;dant rltés and liturgies.,6 At a
primitive lével,'art and rellpip; o hand in hand., Cult
objects are made visumslly heautiful; dance and sone form the
basis for reliplqup rites. The use of lancuare in p%imitive
culture which comes closeat to our contemporary notion of
verse, is found at its most basic level in primitive prayers
/

an® prayer-chants, as observed by C., M. Bowra in his bdook, S

Primitive Song (New York, 1962).

»
a

It is also worth ohserving that oertaip recurrine images,
6r archetypes, are to be found in ‘the. subject matter of bodles
of myth, relirlion, literature and art, and that this holds on
a world-wide basis, transcendines-cultural anﬁ tempdral bound-
aries. Treatment ;nd context vary from culture. to culture, and
there i3 infinite varietv of detail, but the archetypes are
recoernizahle underneath. The hero, the trickster, the mother
are examples of archetypal figures; de%}ent into the .underworld
and rebirth are gxamples of archetypal events. The fact that

these game images oceur -in Areams, even of children anéd

uneducated people, at all cultuyal levels; led C. G. Jung to

. ' I
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postu}ﬁte the theory of a "ecollective unconseious". Whether

or not we holAd, with Nortﬁrop Frve, that such a theory is
"unneoessary” to oritiocs dealing with archetypes in a par-
tiog]ar hody of literature, as a theory it remains a nse ful

tool for exploring the relation between myth, relipion and
[

~

art, and it may sometimes éxplaln the Pppeal'end accessihility

of oertain works of art to cultures other than the one which
{

produced them. It is not the place of this paper to discuss

further the theory of the éollective unconscious; suffice it

to say that the appearance of archetypes in poetry is a
measur&hle phenomenon, that the archetype is the closest we

¢an oome to such a thing as a "universal symbol", and that

i

insofar as a.poet's work utilises or evokes them, his work
will be apt to retain in translation an accessibility that

it mipht otherwisé‘lose.

r

I have said that poetry differs from prose and speech

£ J

both iniits perception and treatment of experience (the subject
matter of a poem) and also in the way it uses lanruage, and

I have termed hoth prooesses’"re-qrdering”. The re-ordering
of experiense {n poetry, as I have just %ried %o show, takes,
placehon a mythioo-reliplous‘planef What of the re-ordering
of 1anau;ge?

Here we are.dealine with an immensely complex procesS

which, again, harbours a duality. The rules of proso?y and
. : Co
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varslﬂ%oatlgn, the techniques of metre, rhyme, alliteration
and so forth, fall under this head;ng, but to suppest that -
the entire re-ordering is a qhestlon of exploiting sonorous
properties of languare wéuld be a vast oversimplification.

The reason for this§1s that languapge 1s composed of words, and'
80 long as the lanpuaga is ‘one which/we know, we cannot, in
experiencing 1t, separate words from éheir meanings, We hear-
sounds and simultaneously register meanines. Yet this inlno

way alters the fabt that language has a sonorous aspeot which

is exberi@nced by the ear--and througli the ear by the emotions
-~-rather g@an by the mind: much in the way that music is o
experienced, Just as music has a meaning in its own Eon*ext
(s&ch tpat certain sounds grouped together "make “sense” to

the ear) so thelsgunds of a lancuage have a meaning--what

Robert Froat oafled "the sound of sense.” But the meaning of

the sound of a word and the meanine of a word” are not the ’ J

same thing. It is the fa6ét that we experienée them simul~

taneousiy (%n A 1anpuapz that we know) that leads me to say

a poet's re-ordering of content and lanenare is synchronistié. :
In his essay, -"The Music of Poetry,” T. S. Eliot eluci-

dates this dua;ity of sound and meaning. He calls "musioal‘,

not onlvy the sonorous aspect of the word, but also its meaning

insofar as it generates senondary meanings and associations:




The music of a word is, so to speak, at a point
of intersection: it arises from its relation first
to the .words immeAdiatelv preceding and following it,
and indefinitely to the rest of its‘context; and
from another relation, that of its immediate mean-
ing in that context to all the other meaninrs which

( it has had in other contexts, to its greater or less

) wealth of association., . . . This is an 'allusiveness"®
which is not the rashio§ or eccentricity of a pe-
onliar type of poetry; but an allusiveness which is
in the nature of words, and which is equally the

« concern of every kind of poet. My purpose here is

to insist that a 'musical poem' is a poem which has
A musical pattern ofr-sound and a musical pattern of
the secondary meanings of the. words -whioch compose 1it,
and *hat these two patterns are indissoluble and one.
And if vou fbject that it is only the pure.-sound,
apart from the sense, to which the adjective 'musical’
can be rightly applied, I c=an only reaffirm my pre-
vious assertion that the sound of a poem is as mnch
an ahstraction from thg poem as is the sense.

The "pure sound” of a poem can be experienced ohly 1r'

the poem is in a lanfsuage we do not know, br know‘imperfectlil
Q .
Elsewhere? Eliot describes this experience:

I have sometimes found, in trying to read@ a langcuage

: which I d41id@ not know very well, thHat I 4id not ‘under-
stand.a piece of prose until I understood it according
Y0 the standards of the school teacher: that is, I had
to he sure of the meaning of every word, grasp the
grammar and syntax, and then I.could think the passapge
out in Enelish.” But I ve also found sometimes that
a plece of poetry, which I could not translate, con-
tainins many words unfamiliar to me, and sentences
which I counld not cofistrue, conveved something immed- v
iate and vivid, which was unique, different from any-
thing in English--something which I could not put into
words and yet felt that I understood. And on learning -
that lanfuage better I, found that this impression was not -
an 1llusion, not something Which I imagined to be in
the poetry, hut something that was really there.

3 0n Poetry and Poets, p. 32-33

4 Ihid., "The Social Function of Poetry?" p. 24
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What. he hpprehended in this ocase was the meaning of
the Sbhnﬂs of words: the sound of sense of another languape,
or perhaps 1£ wonla he<more apt to 0all 1t "the sense of
sound.™ AnA ainoe, in pood poetry, the meaning of the sound
an® the meaning of the word are fused th a harmoninusly inter- ’
dependent. relationship, he was able in some way %o prasp
Infuiiivcly the meaning of the poem. In the same way, A -per-
son with a'girt for lan?uapes,is able to formulate syntactically
.correot sentences 1; a lanpruage he is learnine before he
"knows the rules™ -- he will say that this or that "sounds
rieht."

The meanine of the sound applies to individual words,
but more importantly it applies to groups aof %ords; to syn-

tadticna)l férmafions.

°

It is the mood of a statement--indicative,

interropative, exclamatory--the resture, as it were, that the

souinds make., The geatures aAre found in articulate speech,

In a lette» to his student, John Bartlett, Robert Frost s%resses

the fmporfanceﬁor this avareness, and describes how a poet

ﬁust—wark~§tth*it:

N O0a . - !

FNow it is possihle to have sense without the soun? of
sense (as in much prose that is supposed to pass muster
but makes very dull reaﬂinp) and the sound of sense
without sense (as in Alfce in Wonderland whioch makes

anything but Apll reqdin? The hest place to get the
(\ abstract gound of sense i{s from voices behind a door
that cuts off the words. . . .Those sounds are summoned

by the audile (audial) imagination and they must be .
positive, stronrs, and definitely and unmjstakeabdly
indicated by the zcontext. The reader must be at no

b
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loss to give his volce the posture proper to the

sentence, ., . .The sound of sense, then. . . .It

is the abstract vitality of our speesch. It is pure

sound~--pure form. One who concerns himself with it

more than the subjeot is an artist., . . .An ear and
an appetite for these sounds of sense is the first
qualification of a writer, be it of prose or verse,

- But if one is to be a poet he must learn to pet
cadences by skillfully breaking theé sound of sense °
with all their irrepularity of accent across the
regular heat of the metre., . . .We depend for varlety
on the infinite play of aceents in the sound of sense

¢

In poetry the gound of senge is half, or more fhan half,
of the messare, On even the most hasic level, in prImitlve
pravere, songs, aAnd incantations, sound-meanings figure in,
the form of functional and structural yépgtitién (the refrain
line seems £o occur in all languages aﬁd cultures), parallel-
ism, rhythmic drive, metricél repularity, oéomatopoeia. In
terms of sound, a stateaent made once does not mean qufte the
same thing as that same statement made twice. Thelstatement
made twice in succession Aoes not mean quite the same thing

as the statement made twice with intervening material. While

o
the subject matter differs from one villanelle to arother,

something of the meaning of the sound, of the_éound-struotu%e

A

of every villanelle is the same. This alsd holds for musical

forms. ) .
v

In good poetry, the meanings of the sound and the meanings

of the words are one in that they are expefienoed wholistically,

*

even’ thoush thelr messages may not 'be the same, FEach illuminates

d Lawrance Thompson,. Robert Frost : The Early Years,
(New York, 1966), p. 418-419
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- the other--by heigshtening or by sudbtly altering. Thus, )
the poet is working with two systems. This is what I mean
by the re-ordering of lanruage, It is as thourh fﬁe language
‘ in whioch a poem is written is not the lanéuape of the poem,

but only the material from whibh the language of the poem
) . [
derives. The poem itself is in a secondary languare, one

which uses the forms of the "mother-lanfuage™ but uses them
according to different rules,‘rules whigh it creaées for
;tseif. The poem creates-its éwn contexts of sound and mean -
in?, and thereafter its only linguistic rule is the rule of

internal, consistency--of faithfulness to these new gontexts,

The notion of poetry creating a new language is set

out with remarkable lucidity and succinctness by Claude
; . .
Levi-Strauss:

\

[f]n articulate speech, the primary nonsignifyine code
honemes] is a means and condition of significance in
the seoondary-oode{morphemeq]. In this way, significance
is restricted to one level. The dualism is reestablished

. in poetry, which incorporates in the second code the

potential, sienifying value of the first., Poetry exploits
simultaneously the intellectual significance of the words
and syntactical constructions and aesthetic properties,
which are the potential terms of another system which

» reinforces, modifies, or contradiots this significance. .
« oTwo articulated mechanisms mesh to form a third,

which combines the properties of both.6

The new, internally consistent language of a poem may

be the ocreation of an individual poet, or it may evolve

‘ . 6 Ciaude levi-Strauss, The Raw and the Cooked : Introduoti(rm

2o a Science of Mytholo : 1, translated rrom,theﬁffenoh by.
John and Doreen Weiphtman (New York, 1969), p. 21,
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cumulatively through the work of many boets, resulting in
a particular school or style. Among modern poets, e & cummings
méy be taken as a clear-cut example of an indlvlduél poet
ereatine his own secondary language. Theoretionlly at léast,

a sinple poet conid create a new lanpuage for every'poem he

wrote, but thia is not usually what occurs in practice, and

a poet's own secondary lancuage, if it remains fairly consistent

—throurh the whole hody of his work, is what is known as his

volice.

I shonld add at this poin* that the re-cordering of |
lanFuape can take place on a visual as well as an audial blane.
Where literature is experienced primarily visually--iritten
down and read silently--the sound of sense is replaced, or
enhanced, hy what we might call the "look of sense™: and the
distribution of words on a page, the embellishment‘'of letters
or words hy means ;f callisraphy, illumination, or printinge
techniqufs, the Rgomeprlcal shape of a poem, c6an also function
as lappnape within laneuage. Thidg, too, oceurs a; the primitive
level; it 1s the case for certain prayer-amulets and poetical
charms, the ancestors, perhaps, of modern "concrete™ poetry.

As poetry has come to be experienced more in its written than

“in its spokeﬁ or sung form, the visual element fipures stronely

alone with or instead of the sound of sense, in much of modern
*
! ¢

poetry,

It is sipnificant, I believe, that Levi-Strauss's
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statement about poetry occurs in a lengthy discussion of the
nature of the' arts as oompared to the nature of mytholory.
He examines painting, sculpture, poetry and mﬁslc, viewing
each Aas a lanruage unto itself, and qompéres them to mytholoey
which he also defines on a linpuistic model. The interre}fgion
of these fields--art, language, and mytholory f.rellpion--
.seems} to me to be the only key to formulating a comprehensive
theory of any one of them.”? They are all outgrowths of the
ocreative imagination: perhaps a trﬁf? thorough investigation
woulld hepin with the whole problem of human creativity aﬁd its
source. In this sense Jung's theqry of the collecfive un-
conscious is a possible point of departure: it at least
recognizes patte;ns which are transculéural And apply equally
to avéistic and myvtholosieal constructs: qnﬁ it erapples with
the principle of active 1mepin§;16n ih human psychologey. fr
thi< were oombined with Levi-Strauss®s lansuage model, it mifht
g0 a long way toward evolving a theory of the nature of art
in reneral.
My conclusion is that any theory of poetry which failed
to come to terms in some wav with these relationships, with
parallels between the arts, lanfsuage, and mythology, wonld

<:e, at best, incomplete.

A word, then, on the thirty poems. As I stated at the

79ee Susanne Lanrer, Philosophy in a New be{: A Study in
the Symbolism of Reason, Rite, and Art (Harvard University
Press : Cambridge, Vass., 1951) ‘
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outsat, the relation of this essay to the poems presented
here may not always he {mmediately abparent. I wonld‘sny'

that only three of the poems--thoss numbered XXII, XXVII,

and XXIX in the manusoript--are straipshtforward axamples

of tranaformation of exparienne {n the manner whioch I .
Aesarihed (the simple avents heing, in the firat poem, the ‘
hand ing back and forth of the load of flirewnod; {n the seocond,

the woman watohing her lover throurh the glass pane as she

waits for him to open the door; in the third, the attempt

to destroy a pgift,) In the larpe majority of the popms, the
fFerminating experience is of a psyocholorical or a apiritual//
nature., Beoause of this, there ia no external event to .

re-order; instead an internal event must he oénveyed fhrgnph
lanfFunre, Oftenest this i= acqompllshed with recourse to the
imapary of dreams and rites. Suoh poems re:ordar events of

the psyche.. Thie {a the reason for their "otherworlaly”

quality. Like the poems dealing with external events, they

seok the atemporal; hence,uthelr’imurery is elemental and

archatypal. The archetypal cirole lmage ocours in Quartet (XIV);:

archaetypal number imagery, in Suartet, The Dead Tree Speaks

(ITI), Counting Song (VIII) and others. Toushing Bottom(XIII)
evokes the harrowins of hell. Fipures like Marion (X, XV,

XX, XXV), the prey lady (XVI), the dancing girl (V) the
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,  women in Blue Girl (XVII) ind the waoman ln Riddle (XI),
involve or evoke archetypal women: mdther, muse, fdate,
temptress, eto.

As for re-ordering of lanpuage: the "voice" of
the poems borrows a great deal from primitive soneg, and
8 most obvious features are repetition--of lines, of

. Vparts of lines, of whole stanfas--, repetition with var-
iation, and structural parallelism. Almost any of the
poems caﬁ be taken to 1llustrate this; Vessels {(IV), °
Quartet, and Cane (XVIII) are, in terms of structure, the
most extreme examples; but the Same principles are at work,
‘mgre subtly, in a longer, discursive poem such as

Blue Girl (XVII).




2
a
v
‘
v 7 i
!
3 ’
.
. .
’ \
-
)
i -
3 I ,
.
f
- ¢
‘
N . / *
Id .
\
o~
3
- -
"
'
L)
.
~
.
.
N I'4
< .
v
-
-
f
° ¥ h
L]
,
L
4 14
) ' - .
- . .
‘ .
)
-
- »
. . ) ,
A .
.
. -
- . - n
|
| -
Y M
‘
,
s ‘, - .
. |
’
X | \ |
' o 1 v
e N A
- 4
3 ’.
! - .
.
_ .




C

The Trees

\

o They told me where my voice\lay sleeping: -
It was in a bhed of stones.

Verse by verse I ocount my song
- on the nodes of a twig
that the wind brought down.

It was in a bed of stones.




IT -
The Other

Your voloce--
above all I love
your volee: there's earth
and water in it.
Where 4id you learn your songs?

Songs
are not? 1earnt.

But., . .the;wind! - :
the cracked bell! , °

and the hooves ringing. . .7

Where 'I come from
things happen easily as
morning comes to the mountain, ¢

Ah. Will yon teacﬁ me, then?

, When .we were children

gently and gently our 1nsistent

caressing fingers trad&d
. siroYes on each other's arms

t111 the blood came. . .

In every gesture we were v
] tender as doves, Our skin was
] soft as the.backs of leaves,

“ .

And did you eroon songs then, or whisper -
rhymes . in .each other's ears? .

- --As mosquitoes draw blbpod from your earlobes,

.- carfy it singing in" thelr bodies. . .
R -

The hairs at ‘the nape of my neck:
curl at the sound of your voice.
Wﬁgﬁ is the name of the song I heard you singing?

A

Yhere I some from .
leaves let go before °
the wind shakes thém, and no one
answers questions,

e




III

. the dead tree speaks

v

Why have they left me standing

"chained to my own parts? .
My three trunks lean awry,

my. 1imbs are all cut off.

Twelve forks have I

that do not even remember the weight of my leaves.
I will never lie down - .

t11ll the wood crumbles, ‘

The fungus like a yellow curd forming,
feeding, spreading,
The fungus like a yellow brain
sleeps at my heart.
Will you renew your life?
Blte it open.
What do vou wish to know of death?
The answer is inside.
N & * ¢
Where my bark is stripped away
I.am white as milk.
I am smooth a3 bone ‘ )
but without bonels brittleness.
Twelve horned heads were my twenty-four branches--
And what are these black chains !
that will not let me fall?




* Veasels

Your mother gave you a tiny bottle,
glass orinkled like old silk.

When you uncork your tiny bottle,
birds stream out of its mouth.

Birds stream.out of i{its mouth!
Oh lucky one! my urn,
my urn of a thousand ages, it {s empty!

I live on a lake without horizon

in a ship without a sall.

Into my windy cabin

your birds are blown -
and their solours orack in my sight

and they hang on the air

like spots of unvanishing ligcht--

eyes open, eyes closed. ,
Your mother gave you a tiny bottle, .
glass frosted like green foam. .

When ‘you uncork your tiny bdottle,

birds stream out of its mouths

My lake has no horizon,

my ship is unpainted. .

Oh my urn, my stone urn,

my urn too large for lifting,

my urn of a thousand ages, you are empty!

-
-~ . -




Dancing Girl

Who is that, dancing on your tired head?
Your face collapses under the weight.
Your huge nose spreads like wax.

Already your eyes are haﬁnted: dogs' eyes.
She flutters a red mantle,
The dance sinks hollows under your cheekbones.

8Sad fdces turning in the wind
oan .sway yol no more. .
You remember the summer of .your first love,

" brought to-flower in a windmill's shadow.

Your face caves, a horse looks out of one eve.
She's put a death's-head in the other
with one thrust of her iron foot.

Pale voices keening on the wiﬁg
cAn SwWav vOUu Nno more. -
You remember the suméer of your first love,
brourht to flower in a'windmill'S'ghadow.

i

. s
e

S

(




Vi

[ TR

Cradle Song

3

rocks me now the wind
like a giant hand
sifting seed to earth

an _acre wind-sown
hand to the mouth of earth
rogck and dust

home now to earth
I slide
through the wind's fingers

rock and dust
hand -to the mouth of earth

/e

-

6.
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VIiI

You are seven parts stranger to me,
my love. .
/ I hear your silence in the next room
- like a voice on another baloony.
If you eough, or turn a page,
it is a sentence that the wind wafts up to me
in an unknown tongue,

These walls that are ours, my love,

4 are neither mine nor yours.
We can stop:up the oracks where the wind seeps in,
to make ‘them warmer.

]
When we talk, we are two bYind people
exploring faces with hands,
I hear your silence in the next room
like a praver of another faith.

7.
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Counting Song
He found a child, f}iphtened by the rain, !
against a wet tree leaning. '
Her face chanpged onoe, and told of the wind's ounning.

He found a queen of rury'and despair
who banged upon his door. °
Her faoce changed twice, and shone in the dark mirror, .

He found a Muée upon a wooden stair -
who sang to see him there. ’
Her face ochanged thrice, looked down from the hjigh tower,

Fou} times was her face made new
when the floor fell through.

Five times was her face made over
for five flat stones that he bounoed
on the wide river,

~

8,




She waits, and counts the days.
--Supposing it were so: she would go away, of course,
somewhere beside ,the sea, to seek new beginnings.

Will they ask, will they wonder

who came into the midnight garden

pried back the damp turf and

foun® the door to the Aark chamber--

forced it? or found the lock rusted, the hinges willing?

Will they ask, will they wonder

who took heed_of the rain's whisper

set his foot inside and

put down there for a night's slumber--"

Will they search for signs? his footprints in her irises?

-=-After all, he did not leave very much, -
a nothing, a grain of sand off his toe

no evidence at all--save that this grows

secretly round and milky in its cell .

becomes precious, awaits its own discovery

presses against the shell. . .

and thus the pearl becomes her universe,
demanding light. Can she deny it that?

What else is c};tain? This alone,-

expanding insi her, is no midnlght wraith
that micht have been a dream--stealing away traceless,
resurrected only in conjecture: «

no, this is real, and she will feel it grow
more real within her day by day, more terrible
for saying that he was there--indelibly.

('If he came back to stay?--but that would be
at best a tenuous and cloud-bound thing:

he sought a wayside shelter, not a home,')

~-8he waits, and counts the days. .

[ ggeuigatien
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Marion (1)

My mind when I met Marion (

went out of me--

-~ flew windward till the wind backed up,

caught in an elm tree, °

fell earthward when the wind died.
« Under the tree sat Marion

counting the scales of fishes,

Under the tree sat Marion

with a basket at her side.

My voioce when I met Marion

went out of me-- !
hid in the grass till the birds came down,
broke loose, broke free,

fled to the hills of blown' sand.

Down through the dunes ocame Marion

singing of old bones.

Down through the dunes ocame Marion

with a spade in her hand.

My soul when I met Mnrion ‘\

went out of me--

rose toward the sun like a lear on rlre,
fell like a cinder, .
came to rest on the water. \
Down to the shore came Marion ¢
trailing a net of silver. ) .

Down to the shore came Marion,

the ferryman's daughter.

\
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Riddle

/ Her Aream 1like drops of rain,
her face, through that spattered glass,
Neither window nor mirror,
you cannot wipe it olean. Though near,

If yon think you ean come ANy nearer,
think again,

e
|

Pt -
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. - XIX

Your Words

The sound of paper rustling

and your words like Ary bones on the page

stop my heart tonight.

I want a love who writes his songs on sand,

whose messapges

are bits of shell and a round Stone left on a log
I may never find. .

s
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XIII

Toushing Bottom

014 stones that the light lost long ago,
I know you. i
It's black down here.
Damp earth still falls in flurries
when my fingers speak along the wall,
But my hands have uncovered your fagces,
old stones, -

-

I know your blind eyes, N
your mouths that the rain can't fi11l.
It's black down here.

When I find my way out

-~-even if. {¢'s light there, still--
my hands will remember your faces,
0ld stones,

-

3
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- Quartet

She in the glow of the lamp,
he in the shadow

call down the night with songs:
Oak-arms angle out

into 4ark. "

Into the lamp's circle

her sister, his brothenr

oarry the dAark things

that the storm washed in.

Count one for the star that rules them,
two for hands joined,

Count three for the comings and goines,

four for hands joined.
Here, beyond the window
the niecht comes pently.
Oak-arms angle ont

into dark.

He in the glow of the lamp,

she in the shadow

call down the night with songs.
Into the lamp's ocircle

his sister, her bdbrother

carry the dark thines

that the storm washed in.

Under this roof, with songs,
we o6lose the cirole,
Oak-arms angle out

into dark

14.
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? ' Marion (ii)

+

Marion sits by the river

(the leaves of late summer

liok at the sun)

and the wind comes down by her side
and the, hairs from her head

fall one by one

The birds fly up-from the grass
with the soft brisht strands

and vanish upstream without a sound.
The dew is cold

on Marfon's hands
when the sun poes down.,.

"Some thiny called you. ‘
Was it the wind?
A great downward pull--
Was’ it the river?
. A stranre cold promise--
.WNas it the dew?
All my own oocean
sonldn't stop your ears
so the warm walls gave
and? brought me to my knees,
A great tug downward,
. what white silence,
my chila?

Brieht birds, then take of my hair
for your nests' lining, and dare my head
to warm vour young."

(and the wind comes down by her side ,
and the hairs from her head o -
fall one by one)




The grey lady with her hair under water

hows to the wind, hows to the rain.

She is the keeper of the nightingale.

She fans the Adark candles, .

. Sea, her hair moves like the fronds of seaweed,
Her ears are filled with a sound of flutes.

Moas rrows hetween her fingers.
The wind bends her,

Dry windy lsughter has oracked her mouth's corners,

Her hair swings down in an are. -

Her body is
Her fingers

When I woke in the night her face was at ny window,

grey in the

\éaaq I most
Yy love)

pliant as a dancer's,
are bones,

wind, grey in the rain
1eave you in the morning

16.
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f

‘ Blue Girl ~

; . \

flowers of a late apring oannot fi}l
the wells that sank in her esves
too long empty, these latter months of winter

I have ocome under the spell or the llttle blue plrl
now that it's fall.

There, on the wall,
in a faded calendar print, she stands-- r
blue pinafore, clasped hands,
black hair ocut nlose around a pointed face.
December in the orphanage.’ There--in a cold ocorner--
alone, quite motionless, face pointed like a leaf,
she standa: £rail rib ocape housing
silence like a blind oanary.
Why have the nuns not ocombed her halr?
for it is rapred as a oretin's hair,
Her ayes peer out, hlue wells
waiting for wlnfar.
(Pale ghost of Adelheid, the sleepwalker,
stock-atill in moonlisht, listening to fhe wind
in-fir-trees no one else can hear!). . the air
around her bdlue, and her thin 11ps ’
blue from the touch of air
in windy ocorners whare bhare wals meet.

What are her blue eyes like? -
They are like =mall blue flowers
trapped under ice. .

nuns' eyes, submer’é ’

longing to burn

(and now in an irnstant she is joan
surrohndéﬂlby volaes)

Arlette in her bare,ohémber
s opens orazed eyes,
Dry leaves whisper at the window.
Now one bare arm
swings out at random, oclutches at the sheet,
stiffens and drops. It hangs from the bed
. like a dead arm. She does not blink.
-~ The wind oomes in.




Wina '
rises, the leaves.come down
with a papery rustle.

The house in autumn

aasumes a diney air; doors bang, the leaves

blow in. . .

I have come under the spell of the little blue pirl
There, from the wall,

she stares--pale paper doll

in a nold ocorner, saying,

I am ®abina's child, Be warned

v
.

of sudden departures:

of nights on trains

of silence in Pnfamiliar\rooms.

o
This man, Modigliani,
whose vision she was, for six years in'Montmartre
prowling by night, silent, piven to excesses,
endles=ly shifting lodegings, drawing from wine
his disenchanted nudes, this man too
was of Sabina's ocult. You covld not follow him
through his dark changes, you could not keep ‘pace ,
even a sinele niecsht, trgcine him from ca£ to oatd.
The post came back wit¥ a terse 'D4 ménag,
No known address.
-~

(Arlette in her bare chamber

stares her rag doll.stare. ., .)
-I have come under the spell of the little blue girl
now that it's fall.
I see the stars grow blue between the branches,
the leaf withér, ocurl inward on itself,
the wind ourl round the leaf.
Leaves ! -
fall, leaves folloWw me~- e
Briﬂht leaves to warm my room grow ‘brown and brittle
and I wait here for the cold coming. (But after all she,
Sahina's child with the leaf-like face
is only a square of paper, cut from December,
with 014 bhrown scotch-tape peeling
at the curled c¢orners. . .)

L.
\
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XVIII

LCane

Gragsp it with hoth"’ hanﬁs. .
the bough, the preen dbough that you broke,
grasp it with both hands,

You stripped its leaves away,
you ocut the knobbled branches,
peeled off the rough bdbark,
found its green bareness--
under the rough bark

its moist green bareness,

its fresh green bareness,

The bonsh, the Freen hourh that yob broke,’

you stripped it bhare,

There in the woods where you hroke it,
you stripped it bare.-

Now prasp it, the bough, the green bough,
grasp it with both hands.

!Jx
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8ooke Sketches

i. Alien

Sittlnp up there, among the tall friendly grasses

on that ledege, looking down on the sea,

seemed like everyone knew which wav to bend when the wind blew
except me.

ii. Talk

So much is said by two
who say nothinge,
but sit in silence by a flickering lamp
and cast huge shadows-on the cabin walls -
and hear’yhe waves knock logs against the sand.

L3

-

i1i. That Really Happened

It wasn't phosts that rocked the house last night,

* shaking the windows in a tinny rhythm,

but only the sea, come smashing up on land -
to toss the jumbled logs like pick-up-sticks,

pin 4Ao*n the frightened creek to 1ts clay bed

and stop its mouth.

iv. Airtight

Lying awake in this dark cabin room /
I have, for coémpany,

the stove's orange

eye )




Bl.

R ’ v. Esoort

A kind tree offered me a sprinpy arm 4
and helped me down that slope--

then flew bhack up, and, quivering, seemed

to wave gooddbye:

pebbles and sand rolled down
behind me.
’ vi. Unloading .
Take 1t ’ ;-
off, throw it in the
sea
and stand )
up free where the white foam . v

skates up the sand,
let it ourl round
your feet
and stream :
back down, stand still and listen for !
that cliocking sound, when the wave
sucks bhack pehhles through its
teeth

B
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Marion (iii)

Marion

four years gone this winter
(the thaw, the yellow

sun) and we at last

grown old ‘enough to know
time oan't run baokwarad

Marion

fish in the. desert

vour dress of gornflowers

the green gull and the shadows
Marion

drowned in a sea-cave at high tide
fallen off cliffs

eaten by wolves

still alive: Marion

80 many times I have

buried you, it seéms that now
one oould hope to spend a summer
torether

enting.cherries

Marion




" XXI

‘.
Clearing

Branoh of a branoch
forked long ago,

bend to my knife now,
bend low, my willow.

Flat lIeaves of yellow

whisper my willow

I've come to out dead wood,
dead wood, in the grey mornine.

The leaves all are down

and the stream, it is shallow.
I've come to ocut dead wood,
dead wood, my willow,

come & long, way ‘

by flat leaves of yellow

in rain And mlone .

and whisper my willow

And there's no sound here

but the squeak of my knife
cutting away dead wood,

dead wood, in the grey morning.

23,
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Ootober / Sutton

We olimbed the pasture hill to fetch down wood

from the damp pile beside the supar-shack:

five of us, sinple file on the stone wall

to keep our feet out of the marsh--Once there, -
you balanced log on log on waiting arms, ' o

and yon and I were the lagt back.

You pave me almost more than I could hold--

a great weipght of Aark damp loes, the smell of the bark
coming loose, leaving marks on my bare arms,

When I was halfway down the hill

I knew without looking, you were up there still,
standing a little bemused in the sunlit clearing,

maybe listening, maybe only half hearing

a loud jay on the sugar-shack roof. . . : 7

Things 1 had wanted to say, but there seemed no words
80 we exchanpged silences, and that was pood.

-You loaded my arms with loers, I brought them down
and set them om your hearth--and that said it all

for both of us. Whether or not you understood,

it was a kind of gift--that wood.




| ) : S 25,

XXIII

Love, when I die, when 1 die,
ocarry me off beside the sea
and bury me there heneath a tree
with silver pemnies on my eyes,
. with silver pennies on my eyes.
Love, are you listening? will you remember?

Shush! I won't have such talk.

Oh! but that rumbling under the llcheqs, before the rock
splits, and the hills swallow me! .
I'11 know it when 1t comes. I wait, eyes shut.
Lean down. Do ypu see
how the shadows of saw~toothed mountains
move in my tea?
Day by Aday
the cat comes and eoes by the window,
Where do vou syppose
she gpoes to, dear? Oh! not where you think.
I know, I have seen her bring back
prickly things
And I have heard the sound of.an osprey's wings--

But, so have I.
On the oliffs, where I climbed as a boy--

3 s

No. . .no.
You don’t see what I mean.
- You don't see what I mean.

v
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Who's mad.-he or I.'
014 Honesty? -

The room's askew,
"he nipsht's oold,
014 Honesty.

81t at the window,
Burn the ocandle late.,

Cats' eves
hlood moon
ant the wina,
014 Honesty.

Xxiv
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Last Song for Marion

As water triokles out through
oupped hands

so words ocannot hope to hold
Marion .

whose hands are printed on the
sides of olirffs

in the blue olay .
where the water runs down

I saw her name

painted on the wind.

Whefi I reached, her blood
ran into my mouth.:

When I called her bluff she
stepped out of her own shadow,
walked away singing in a -

volce like fireflies-- )

The dark one to the woods,
the white one to the sea--
leaving my hands ampty, . my.

',handa full,

g7.
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I saw a shadow come to try the door.
“(Leaves and the lamp make shadows,

and out the corner of your eye, that small
catlike motion, flanced along glass or screen ’
is none but they.

But this was a larger hhadow)

13

I saw him oome sliding through the dark
and over the wooden boards: black shadow man
stands at the poroh door. And I remember:

[ L4 o Jo L] ] LJ )

Down .there in the dark, it's rall,
cold fall.
- ’ But this is my high room, my 1it kitchen,
He wajits--
he will not come in, but now,
calmly, at last, we exchanse that long glance
denied to childhood
and it's like a slow smile
that leaves a crinkle i{n the sorner of vour eye.
Thie fa the thing thmt wa= always about to hapnen.

No one has seen him but me.
Gone out like a oandle! and the room
unchanped, the tuneful elink of tea things--

(Leaves and the lamp make shadows on the écreen.
Down there in the dark, in the alley,

runnine footsteps)
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. | . XXVII

He hears her on the stairs, dut for the moment
the pape holds sway-- ,

/ there will he time enough to mark the place,
1lay Aown the hook, anA oroes the lipshted hall
to let her in, . .

!

-But she,

watohing him throush the plass that separates
nisht an® the rain from the Ary room hevond
‘and hand from hand,

remembhers who he (s, knowa what she knows,
and knows this pane to be a preciona thing.

Touah knuokles to this were saorilepe!

Aand so she stands, her face

pressed on the Aark plass

like a leaf unde~ f{oe. —_——
>
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’ w ’
- s : ® The Win® Bends Me Down . . N
) ¥ . - - .
* When my love's face to leather turns
. the devi}. in my left ear wakes and whispers
s "Come away,"
' » But I go out alone,
« find a high rock where
: LY the wind bends me.down )
. and hlows the troudble out of me . d
b b and drives the devil home.
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Blowing the Fluff Away: Por Beth

The piece of camomile vou sent last fall .

.spent the long winter Arying on my wall,

mounted on black. But it had turned to fluff
some months apo. Tonieht I took it down

because I thourht that I had had enough

of staring at {t. Brittle, Ary and brown,

it seemed to speak too plainly of a waste

of friendship, foroed to flower, culled in haste.

S0, after months of fearing to walk past '

in oase the stir shonld seoatter it to bits,

I took it out to scatter {t at last

vith my own breath, and so, to eall us quits.
-Fooled! for the fluff was nothing but a sheath,
with tiny, perfect flowers undqrneqﬁh. Y,
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He ia walking on my soul. '
On the edge of my soul, with a 1irht tread, harefoot.
By nirht my Areams take the shape of his footprints,
" By dav I hear his weight that 1« no welphf at -all.

He is walking on my sonl.

On the edpge of my sonl, heyond reach, without sound,

¥ach atep .comas Adownm with a touoh like wind, ~
- and he hreathes through the eve of my mind.

He i= walking on my soul.

On the edpe of my soul, on my soul of sand.

Thoursh waves wash 1% oclean,

the print of hia foot is in the palm of my hnnd.
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Authkr!s Note

T .

Three of %he.poems 1nolﬁded in this collection appeared

" in Canadian periodicals during 1973,

|

They‘ara: 'Dancing Girl' and 'the dead tree speaks'

in Prism international, Volume 13:1, and

¢

_'He hears her on the stairs, . .' in The Antigonish Review,"

Nnmber 15, Autumn 1973,
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