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The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock 

S'io credesse che mia risposta fosse 

A persona che mai tornasse al mondo, 

Questa fiamma staria senza piu scosse. 

Ma perciocche giammai di questo fondo 

Non torno vivo alcun, s'i'odo il vero, 

Senza tema d'infamia ti rispondo. 

Let us go then, you and I, 

When the evening is spread out against the sky 

Like a patient etherized upon a table; 

Let us go, through certain half-deserted streets, 

The muttering retreats 

Of restless nights in one-night cheap hotels 

And sawdust restaurants with oyster-shells: 

Streets that follow like a tedious argument 

Of insidious intent 

To lead you to an overwhelming question… 

Oh, do not ask, "What is it?" 

Let us go and make our visit. 

 

In the room the women come and go 

Talking of Michelangelo. 

The yellow fog that rubs its back upon the window-panes, 

The yellow smoke that rubs its muzzle on the window-panes 

Licked its tongue into the corners of the evening, 

Lingered upon the pools that stand in drains, 

Let fall upon its back the soot that falls from chimneys, 

Slipped by the terrace, made a sudden leap, 

And seeing that it was a soft October night, 

Curled once about the house, and fell asleep. 

 

And indeed there will be time 

For the yellow smoke that slides along the street, 

Rubbing its back upon the window-panes; 

There will be time, there will be time 

To prepare a face to meet the faces that you meet; 

There will be time to murder and create, 
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And time for all the works and days of hands 

That lift and drop a question on your plate; 

Time for you and time for me, 

And time yet for a hundred indecisions, 

And for a hundred visions and revisions, 

Before the taking of a toast and tea. 

 

In the room the women come and go 

Talking of Michelangelo. 

 

And indeed there will be time 

To wonder, "Do I dare?" and, "Do I dare?" 

Time to turn back and descend the stair, 

With a bald spot in the middle of my hair— 

(They will say: "How his hair is growing thin!") 

My morning coat, my collar mounting firmly to the chin, 

My necktie rich and modest, but asserted by a simple pin— 

(They will say: "But how his arms and legs are thin!") 

Do I dare 

Disturb the universe? 

In a minute there is time 

For decisions and revisions which a minute will reverse. 

For I have known them all already, known them all— 

Have known the evenings, mornings, afternoons, 

I have measured out my life with coffee spoons; 

I know the voices dying with a dying fall 

Beneath the music from a farther room. 

     So how should I presume? 

 

And I have known the eyes already, known them all— 

The eyes that fix you in a formulated phrase, 

And when I am formulated, sprawling on a pin, 

When I am pinned and wriggling on the wall, 

Then how should I begin 

To spit out all the butt-ends of my days and ways? 

     And how should I presume? 

 

And I have known the arms already, known them all— 

Arms that are braceleted and white and bare 
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(But in the lamplight, downed with light brown hair!) 

Is it perfume from a dress 

That makes me so digress? 

Arms that lie along a table, or wrap about a shawl. 

     And should I then presume? 

     And how should I begin? 

 

          . . . . . 

 

Shall I say, I have gone at dusk through narrow streets 

And watched the smoke that rises from the pipes 

Of lonely men in shirt-sleeves, leaning out of windows? … 

 

I should have been a pair of ragged claws 

Scuttling across the floors of silent seas. 

 

          . . . . . 

And the afternoon, the evening, sleeps so peacefully! 

Smoothed by long fingers, 

Asleep… tired… or it malingers, 

Stretched on the floor, here beside you and me. 

Should I, after tea and cakes and ices, 

Have the strength to force the moment to its crisis? 

But though I have wept and fasted, wept and prayed, 

Though I have seen my head (grown slightly bald) brought in upon a platter, 

I am no prophet—and here's no great matter; 

I have seen the moment of my greatness flicker, 

And I have seen the eternal Footman hold my coat, and snicker, 

And in short, I was afraid. 

 

And would it have been worth it, after all, 

After the cups, the marmalade, the tea, 

Among the porcelain, among some talk of you and me, 

Would it have been worth while, 

To have bitten off the matter with a smile, 

To have squeezed the universe into a ball 

To roll it toward some overwhelming question, 

To say: "I am Lazarus, come from the dead, 

Come back to tell you all, I shall tell you all"— 
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If one, settling a pillow by her head, 

     Should say: "That is not what I meant at all. 

     That is not it, at all." 

 

And would it have been worth it, after all, 

Would it have been worth while, 

After the sunsets and the dooryards and the sprinkled streets, 

After the novels, after the teacups, after the skirts that trail along the floor— 

And this, and so much more?— 

It is impossible to say just what I mean! 

But as if a magic lantern threw the nerves in patterns on a screen: 

Would it have been worth while 

If one, settling a pillow or throwing off a shawl, 

And turning toward the window, should say: 

     "That is not it at all, 

     That is not what I meant, at all." 

 

          . . . . . 

No! I am not Prince Hamlet, nor was meant to be; 

Am an attendant lord, one that will do 

To swell a progress, start a scene or two, 

Advise the prince; no doubt, an easy tool, 

Deferential, glad to be of use, 

Politic, cautious, and meticulous; 

Full of high sentence, but a bit obtuse; 

At times, indeed, almost ridiculous— 

Almost, at times, the Fool. 

 

I grow old… I grow old… 

I shall wear the bottoms of my trousers rolled. 

 

Shall I part my hair behind? Do I dare to eat a peach? 

I shall wear white flannel trousers, and walk upon the beach. 

I have heard the mermaids singing, each to each. 

 

I do not think that they will sing to me. 

 

I have seen them riding seaward on the waves 
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Combing the white hair of the waves blown back 

When the wind blows the water white and black. 

 

We have lingered in the chambers of the sea 

By sea-girls wreathed with seaweed red and brown 

Till human voices wake us, and we drown. 

T. S. Eliot (1915) 

 

 

 

The Great Figure 

 
Among the rain 

and lights 

I saw the figure 5 

in gold 

on a red 

fire truck 

moving 

tense 

unheeded 

to gong clangs 

siren howls 

and wheels rumbling 

through the dark city 

 
William Carlos Williams, 1921 
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Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening 
 

Whose woods these are I think I know.    

His house is in the village though;    

He will not see me stopping here    

To watch his woods fill up with snow.    

 

My little horse must think it queer    

To stop without a farmhouse near    

Between the woods and frozen lake    

The darkest evening of the year.    

 

He gives his harness bells a shake    

To ask if there is some mistake.    

The only other sound’s the sweep    

Of easy wind and downy flake.    

 

The woods are lovely, dark and deep,    

But I have promises to keep,    

And miles to go before I sleep,    

And miles to go before I sleep. 

 

   Robert Frost, 1922 
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The Waste Land 
 

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.  

 

 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  
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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!  
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“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!” 

 

T. S. Eliot, 1922 

 

 

 

The Snow Man 
 

One must have a mind of winter 

To regard the frost and the boughs 

Of the pine-trees crusted with snow; 

 

And have been cold a long time 

To behold the junipers shagged with ice, 

The spruces rough in the distant glitter 

 

Of the January sun; and not to think 

Of any misery in the sound of the wind, 

In the sound of a few leaves, 

 

Which is the sound of the land 

Full of the same wind 

That is blowing in the same bare place 

 

For the listener, who listens in the snow, 

And, nothing himself, beholds 

Nothing that is not there and the nothing that is. 

 

Wallace Stevens (1923) 
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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 road 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, tomorrow 

the stiff curl of wildcarrot 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 

 

William Carlos Williams, 1923 
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Canto I 

And then went down to the ship, 

Set keel to breakers, forth on the godly sea, and 

We set up mast and sail on that swart ship, 

Bore sheep aboard her, and our bodies also  

Heavy with weeping, so winds from sternward 

Bore us out onward with bellying canvas, 

Circe’s this craft, the trim-coifed goddess. 

Then sat we amidships, wind jamming the tiller, 

Thus with stretched sail, we went over sea till day’s end. 

Sun to his slumber, shadows o’er all the ocean, 

Came we then to the bounds of deepest water, 

To the Kimmerian lands, and peopled cities 

Covered with close-webbed mist, unpierced ever 

With glitter of sun-rays 

Nor with stars stretched, nor looking back from heaven 

Swartest night stretched over wretched men there. 

The ocean flowing backward, came we then to the place 

Aforesaid by Circe. 

Here did they rites, Perimedes and Eurylochus, 

And drawing sword from my hip 

I dug the ell-square pitkin; 

Poured we libations unto each the dead, 

First mead and then sweet wine, water mixed with white flour. 

Then prayed I many a prayer to the sickly death’s-head; 

As set in Ithaca, sterile bulls of the best 

For sacrifice, heaping the pyre with goods, 

A sheep to Tiresias only, black and a bell-sheep. 

Dark blood flowed in the fosse, 

Souls out of Erebus, cadaverous dead, of brides 

Of youths and at the old who had borne much; 

Souls stained with recent tears, girls tender, 

Men many, mauled with bronze lance heads, 

Battle spoil, bearing yet dreary arms, 

These many crowded about me; with shouting, 

Pallor upon me, cried to my men for more beasts; 

Slaughtered the herds, sheep slain of bronze; 

Poured ointment, cried to the gods, 

To Pluto the strong, and praised Proserpine; 
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Unsheathed the narrow sword, 

I sat to keep off the impetuous impotent dead, 

Till I should hear Tiresias. 

But first Elpenor came, our friend Elpenor, 

Unburied, cast on the wide earth, 

Limbs that we left in the house of Circe, 

Unwept, unwrapped in sepulchre, since toils urged other. 

Pitiful spirit.  And I cried in hurried speech: 

“Elpenor, how art thou come to this dark coast? 

Cam’st thou afoot, outstripping seamen?” 

     And he in heavy speech: 

“Ill fate and abundant wine. I slept in Circe’s ingle. 

Going down the long ladder unguarded, 

I fell against the buttress, 

Shattered the nape-nerve, the soul sought Avernus. 

But thou, O King, I bid remember me, unwept, unburied, 

Heap up mine arms, be tomb by sea-bord, and inscribed: 

A man of no fortune, and with a name to come. 

And set my oar up, that I swung mid fellows.” 
 

And Anticlea came, whom I beat off, and then Tiresias Theban, 

Holding his golden wand, knew me, and spoke first: 

“A second time? why? man of ill star, 

Facing the sunless dead and this joyless region? 

Stand from the fosse, leave me my bloody bever 

For soothsay.” 

     And I stepped back, 

And he strong with the blood, said then: “Odysseus 

Shalt return through spiteful Neptune, over dark seas, 

Lose all companions.” And then Anticlea came. 

Lie quiet Divus. I mean, that is Andreas Divus, 

In officina Wecheli, 1538, out of Homer. 

And he sailed, by Sirens and thence outward and away 

And unto Circe. 

     Venerandam, 

In the Cretan’s phrase, with the golden crown, Aphrodite, 

Cypri munimenta sortita est, mirthful, orichalchi, with golden 

Girdles and breast bands, thou with dark eyelids 

Bearing the golden bough of Argicida. So that: 

Ezra Pound, 1925 
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You, Andrew Marvell 
 

And here face down beneath the sun 

And here upon earth’s noonward height 

To feel the always coming on 

The always rising of the night: 
 

To feel creep up the curving east 

The earthy chill of dusk and slow 

Upon those under lands the vast 

And ever climbing shadow grow 
 

And strange at Ecbatan the trees 

Take leaf by leaf the evening strange 

The flooding dark about their knees 

The mountains over Persia change 
  
And now at Kermanshah the gate 

Dark empty and the withered grass 

And through the twilight now the late 

Few travelers in the westward pass 
 

And Baghdad darken and the bridge 

Across the silent river gone 

And through Arabia the edge 

Of evening widen and steal on 
 

And deepen on Palmyra’s street 

The wheel rut in the ruined stone 

And Lebanon fade out and Crete 

high through the clouds and overblown 
 

And over Sicily the air 

Still flashing with the landward gulls 

And loom and slowly disappear 

The sails above the shadowy hulls 
 

And Spain go under and the shore 

Of Africa the gilded sand 

And evening vanish and no more 

The low pale light across that land 
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Nor now the long light on the sea: 

 

And here face downward in the sun 

To feel how swift how secretly 

The shadow of the night comes on . . . 

 

Archibald MacLeish, 1930 

 

 

 

The Idea of Order at Key West 
 

She sang beyond the genius of the sea.    

The water never formed to mind or voice,    

Like a body wholly body, fluttering  

Its empty sleeves; and yet its mimic motion    

Made constant cry, caused constantly a cry,    

That was not ours although we understood,    

Inhuman, of the veritable ocean.  

 

The sea was not a mask. No more was she.    

The song and water were not medleyed sound    

Even if what she sang was what she heard,    

Since what she sang was uttered word by word.  

It may be that in all her phrases stirred    

The grinding water and the gasping wind;    

But it was she and not the sea we heard.  

 

For she was the maker of the song she sang.    

The ever-hooded, tragic-gestured sea  

Was merely a place by which she walked to sing.    

Whose spirit is this? we said, because we knew    

It was the spirit that we sought and knew    

That we should ask this often as she sang.  

 

If it was only the dark voice of the sea    

That rose, or even colored by many waves;    

If it was only the outer voice of sky  
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And cloud, of the sunken coral water-walled,    

However clear, it would have been deep air,    

The heaving speech of air, a summer sound    

Repeated in a summer without end  

And sound alone. But it was more than that,    

More even than her voice, and ours, among  

The meaningless plungings of water and the wind,    

Theatrical distances, bronze shadows heaped    

On high horizons, mountainous atmospheres    

Of sky and sea.  

 

                           It was her voice that made    

The sky acutest at its vanishing.    

She measured to the hour its solitude.    

She was the single artificer of the world  

In which she sang. And when she sang, the sea,    

Whatever self it had, became the self  

That was her song, for she was the maker. Then we,    

As we beheld her striding there alone,  

Knew that there never was a world for her    

Except the one she sang and, singing, made.  

 

Ramon Fernandez, tell me, if you know,    

Why, when the singing ended and we turned    

Toward the town, tell why the glassy lights,    

The lights in the fishing boats at anchor there,    

As the night descended, tilting in the air,    

Mastered the night and portioned out the sea,    

Fixing emblazoned zones and fiery poles,    

Arranging, deepening, enchanting night.  

 

Oh! Blessed rage for order, pale Ramon,    

The maker’s rage to order words of the sea,    

Words of the fragrant portals, dimly-starred,    

And of ourselves and of our origins,  

In ghostlier demarcations, keener sounds. 

 

Wallace Stevens, 1934 


