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William Wordsworth (1770-1850) 
"I WANDERED LONELY AS A CLOUD" 
          I WANDERED lonely as a cloud

          That floats on high o'er vales and hills,

          When all at once I saw a crowd,

          A host, of golden daffodils;

          Beside the lake, beneath the trees,

          Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.

          Continuous as the stars that shine

          And twinkle on the milky way,

[image: image9.png]Tiwo Women Reading, tempera, 18'x24"
ca. 195051



          They stretched in never-ending line

          Along the margin of a bay:               10

          Ten thousand saw I at a glance,

          Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.

          The waves beside them danced; but they

          Out-did the sparkling waves in glee:

          A poet could not but be gay,

          In such a jocund company:

          I gazed--and gazed--but little thought

          What wealth the show to me had brought:
          For oft, when on my couch I lie

          In vacant or in pensive mood,                20

          They flash upon that inward eye

          Which is the bliss of solitude;

          And then my heart with pleasure fills,

          And dances with the daffodils. 

1804.
Two Parodies 
of Wordsworth’s ‘Daffodil’ Poem 

& Some Discussion Questions  

William Wordsworth (1770-1850)
A slumber did my spirit seal

A slumber did my spirit seal;
   I had no human fears:

She seemed a thing that could not feel

   The touch of earthly years. 

No motion has she now, no force;

  She neither hears nor sees;

Rolled round in earth's diurnal course,

  With rocks, and stones, and trees.

1799 
1. Composed in Germany. Coleridge wrote of this poem in a letter of April 1799: "Some months ago Wordsworth transmitted to me a most sublime Epitaph ... whether it had any reality, I cannot say.--Most probably, in some gloomier moment he had fancied the moment in which his Sister might die."  (source: http://eir.library.utoronto.ca/rpo/display/poem2369.html )

William Wordsworth (1770-1850)
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LINES COMPOSED A FEW MILES ABOVE TINTERN ABBEY, ON REVISITING THE BANKS OF THE WYE DURING A TOUR. JULY 13, 1798

      FIVE years have past; five summers, with the length

      Of five long winters! and again I hear

      These waters, rolling from their mountain-springs

      With a soft inland murmur.3--Once again

      Do I behold these steep and lofty cliffs,

      That on a wild secluded scene impress

      Thoughts of more deep seclusion; and connect

      The landscape with the quiet of the sky.

      The day is come when I again repose

      Here, under this dark sycamore, and view     10

      These plots of cottage-ground, these orchard-tufts,

      Which at this season, with their unripe fruits,

      Are clad in one green hue, and lose themselves

      'Mid groves and copses. Once again I see

      These hedge-rows, hardly hedge-rows, little lines

      Of sportive wood run wild: these pastoral farms,

      Green to the very door; and wreaths of smoke

      Sent up, in silence, from among the trees!

      With some uncertain notice, as might seem

      Of vagrant dwellers in the houseless woods,    20

      Or of some Hermit's cave, where by his fire

      The Hermit sits alone.

                              These beauteous forms,

      Through a long absence, have not been to me

      As is a landscape to a blind man's eye:

      But oft, in lonely rooms, and 'mid the din

      Of towns and cities, I have owed to them

      In hours of weariness, sensations sweet,

      Felt in the blood, and felt along the heart;

      And passing even into my purer mind,

      With tranquil restoration:--feelings too           30

      Of unremembered pleasure: such, perhaps,

      As have no slight or trivial influence

      On that best portion of a good man's life,

      His little, nameless, unremembered, acts

      Of kindness and of love. Nor less, I trust,

      To them I may have owed another gift,

      Of aspect more sublime; that blessed mood,

      In which the burthen of the mystery,

      In which the heavy and the weary weight

      Of all this unintelligible world,                40

      Is lightened:--that serene and blessed mood,

      In which the affections gently lead us on,--

      Until, the breath of this corporeal frame

      And even the motion of our human blood

      Almost suspended, we are laid asleep

      In body, and become a living soul:

      While with an eye made quiet by the power

      Of harmony, and the deep power of joy,

      We see into the life of things.

                                       If this

      Be but a vain belief, yet, oh! how oft--          50

      In darkness and amid the many shapes

      Of joyless daylight; when the fretful stir

      Unprofitable, and the fever of the world,

      Have hung upon the beatings of my heart--

      How oft, in spirit, have I turned to thee,

      O sylvan Wye! thou wanderer thro' the woods,

      How often has my spirit turned to thee!

        And now, with gleams of half-extinguished thought,

      With many recognitions dim and faint,

      And somewhat of a sad perplexity,              60

      The picture of the mind revives again:

      While here I stand, not only with the sense

      Of present pleasure, but with pleasing thoughts

      That in this moment there is life and food

      For future years. And so I dare to hope,

      Though changed, no doubt, from what I was when first

      I came among these hills; when like a roe

      I bounded o'er the mountains, by the sides

      Of the deep rivers, and the lonely streams,

      Wherever nature led: more like a man           70

      Flying from something that he dreads, than one

      Who sought the thing he loved. For nature then

      (The coarser pleasures of my boyish days,

      And their glad animal movements all gone by)

      To me was all in all.--I cannot paint

      What then I was. The sounding cataract

      Haunted me like a passion: the tall rock,

      The mountain, and the deep and gloomy wood,

      Their colours and their forms, were then to me

      An appetite; a feeling and a love,               80

      That had no need of a remoter charm,

      By thought supplied, nor any interest

      Unborrowed from the eye.--That time is past,

      And all its aching joys are now no more,

      And all its dizzy raptures. Not for this

      Faint I, nor mourn nor murmur, other gifts

      Have followed; for such loss, I would believe,

      Abundant recompence. For I have learned

      To look on nature, not as in the hour

      Of thoughtless youth; but hearing oftentimes          90

      The still, sad music of humanity,

      Nor harsh nor grating, though of ample power

      To chasten and subdue. And I have felt

      A presence that disturbs me with the joy

      Of elevated thoughts; a sense sublime

      Of something far more deeply interfused,

      Whose dwelling is the light of setting suns,

      And the round ocean and the living air,

      And the blue sky, and in the mind of man;

      A motion and a spirit, that impels           100

      All thinking things, all objects of all thought,

      And rolls through all things. Therefore am I still

      A lover of the meadows and the woods,

      And mountains; and of all that we behold

      From this green earth; of all the mighty world

      Of eye, and ear,--both what they half create,

      And what perceive; well pleased to recognise

      In nature and the language of the sense,

      The anchor of my purest thoughts, the nurse,

      The guide, the guardian of my heart, and soul    110

      Of all my moral being.

                              Nor perchance,

      If I were not thus taught, should I the more

      Suffer my genial spirits to decay:

      For thou art with me here upon the banks

      Of this fair river; thou my dearest Friend,

      My dear, dear Friend; and in thy voice I catch

      The language of my former heart, and read

      My former pleasures in the shooting lights

      Of thy wild eyes. Oh! yet a little while

      May I behold in thee what I was once,            120

      My dear, dear Sister! and this prayer I make,

      Knowing that Nature never did betray

      The heart that loved her; 'tis her privilege,

      Through all the years of this our life, to lead

      From joy to joy: for she can so inform

      The mind that is within us, so impress

      With quietness and beauty, and so feed

      With lofty thoughts, that neither evil tongues,

      Rash judgments, nor the sneers of selfish men,

      Nor greetings where no kindness is, nor all         130

      The dreary intercourse of daily life,

      Shall e'er prevail against us, or disturb

      Our cheerful faith, that all which we behold

      Is full of blessings. Therefore let the moon

      Shine on thee in thy solitary walk;

      And let the misty mountain-winds be free

      To blow against thee: and, in after years,

      When these wild ecstasies shall be matured

      Into a sober pleasure; when thy mind

      Shall be a mansion for all lovely forms,         140

      Thy memory be as a dwelling-place

      For all sweet sounds and harmonies; oh! then,

      If solitude, or fear, or pain, or grief,

      Should be thy portion, with what healing thoughts

      Of tender joy wilt thou remember me,

      And these my exhortations! Nor, perchance--

      If I should be where I no more can hear

      Thy voice, nor catch from thy wild eyes these gleams

      Of past existence--wilt thou then forget

      That on the banks of this delightful stream         150

      We stood together; and that I, so long

      A worshipper of Nature, hither came

      Unwearied in that service: rather say

      With warmer love--oh! with far deeper zeal

      Of holier love. Nor wilt thou then forget,

      That after many wanderings, many years

      Of absence, these steep woods and lofty cliffs,

      And this green pastoral landscape, were to me

      More dear, both for themselves and for thy sake!      1798.

Notes 

1] First published in 1798, as the concluding poem of Lyrical Ballads. Composed on July 13, 1798, while Wordsworth and his sister were returning by the valley of the Wye, in south Wales, to Bristol after a walking tour of several days. "Not a line of it was altered and not any part of it written down till I reached Bristol." The poems planned for Lyrical Ballads were already in the hands of the printer in Bristol when Tintern Abbey, so different in theme and style, was added to the volume.

2] In a letter of 1815 to a friend, Wordsworth denied that he was "A worshipper of Nature." He blamed the misunderstanding on "A passionate expression, uttered incautiously in the poem upon the Wye...."

Source: http://eir.library.utoronto.ca/rpo/display/poem2352.html 

3] The river is not affected by the tides a few miles above Tintern. 


Ode: 
INTIMATIONS OF IMMORTALITY FROM RECOLLECTIONS OF EARLY CHILDHOOD from Recollections of Early Childhood
The child is father of the man; 

And I could wish my days to be 

Bound each to each by natural piety. 

(Wordsworth, "My Heart Leaps Up") 

                                   I

          THERE was a time when meadow, grove, and stream,

          The earth, and every common sight,

                    To me did seem

                  Apparelled in celestial light,

          The glory and the freshness of a dream.

          It is not now as it hath been of yore;--

                  Turn wheresoe'er I may,

                    By night or day,

          The things which I have seen I now can see no more.

                                   II

                  The Rainbow comes and goes,

                  And lovely is the Rose,

                  The Moon doth with delight

            Look round her when the heavens are bare,

                  Waters on a starry night

                  Are beautiful and fair;

              The sunshine is a glorious birth;

              But yet I know, where'er I go,

          That there hath past away a glory from the earth.

                                  III

          Now, while the birds thus sing a joyous song,

              And while the young lambs bound

                  As to the tabor's sound,

          To me alone there came a thought of grief:

          A timely utterance gave that thought relief,

                  And I again am strong:

          The cataracts blow their trumpets from the steep;

          No more shall grief of mine the season wrong;

          I hear the Echoes through the mountains throng,

          The Winds come to me from the fields of sleep,

                  And all the earth is gay;

                      Land and sea

              Give themselves up to jollity,

                  And with the heart of May

              Doth every Beast keep holiday;--

                  Thou Child of Joy,

          Shout round me, let me hear thy shouts, thou happy

                    Shepherd-boy!

                                   IV

          Ye blessed Creatures, I have heard the call

              Ye to each other make; I see

          The heavens laugh with you in your jubilee;

              My heart is at your festival,

              My head hath its coronal,

          The fulness of your bliss, I feel--I feel it all.

              Oh evil day! if I were sullen

              While Earth herself is adorning,

                  This sweet May-morning,

              And the Children are culling

                  On every side,

              In a thousand valleys far and wide,

              Fresh flowers; while the sun shines warm,

          And the Babe leaps up on his Mother's arm:--

              I hear, I hear, with joy I hear!

              --But there's a Tree, of many, one,

          A single Field which I have looked upon,

          Both of them speak of something that is gone:

              The Pansy at my feet

              Doth the same tale repeat:

          Whither is fled the visionary gleam?

          Where is it now, the glory and the dream?

                                   V

          Our birth is but a sleep and a forgetting:

          The Soul that rises with us, our life's Star,

              Hath had elsewhere its setting,

                And cometh from afar:

              Not in entire forgetfulness,

              And not in utter nakedness,

          But trailing clouds of glory do we come

              From God, who is our home:

          Heaven lies about us in our infancy!

          Shades of the prison-house begin to close

              Upon the growing Boy,

          But He beholds the light, and whence it flows,

              He sees it in his joy;

          The Youth, who daily farther from the east

              Must travel, still is Nature's Priest,

              And by the vision splendid

              Is on his way attended;

          At length the Man perceives it die away,

          And fade into the light of common day.

                                   VI

          Earth fills her lap with pleasures of her own;

          Yearnings she hath in her own natural kind,

          And, even with something of a Mother's mind,

              And no unworthy aim,

              The homely Nurse doth all she can

          To make her Foster-child, her Inmate Man,

              Forget the glories he hath known,

          And that imperial palace whence he came.

                                  VII

          Behold the Child among his new-born blisses,

          A six years' Darling of a pigmy size!

          See, where 'mid work of his own hand he lies,

          Fretted by sallies of his mother's kisses,

          With light upon him from his father's eyes!

          See, at his feet, some little plan or chart,

          Some fragment from his dream of human life,

          Shaped by himself with newly-learned art;

              A wedding or a festival,

              A mourning or a funeral;

                  And this hath now his heart,

              And unto this he frames his song:

                  Then will he fit his tongue

          To dialogues of business, love, or strife;

              But it will not be long

              Ere this be thrown aside,

              And with new joy and pride

          The little Actor cons another part;

          Filling from time to time his "humorous stage"

          With all the Persons, down to palsied Age,

          That Life brings with her in her equipage;

              As if his whole vocation

              Were endless imitation.

                                  VIII

          Thou, whose exterior semblance doth belie

              Thy Soul's immensity;

          Thou best Philosopher, who yet dost keep

          Thy heritage, thou Eye among the blind,

          That, deaf and silent, read'st the eternal deep,

          Haunted for ever by the eternal mind,--

              Mighty Prophet! Seer blest!

              On whom those truths do rest,

          Which we are toiling all our lives to find,

          In darkness lost, the darkness of the grave;

          Thou, over whom thy Immortality

          Broods like the Day, a Master o'er a Slave,

          A Presence which is not to be put by;

          Thou little Child, yet glorious in the might

          Of heaven-born freedom on thy being's height,

          Why with such earnest pains dost thou provoke

          The years to bring the inevitable yoke,

          Thus blindly with thy blessedness at strife?

          Full soon thy Soul shall have her earthly freight,

          And custom lie upon thee with a weight

          Heavy as frost, and deep almost as life!

                                   IX

              O joy! that in our embers

              Is something that doth live,

              That nature yet remembers

              What was so fugitive!

          The thought of our past years in me doth breed

          Perpetual benediction: not indeed

          For that which is most worthy to be blest--

          Delight and liberty, the simple creed

          Of Childhood, whether busy or at rest,

          With new-fledged hope still fluttering in his breast:--

              Not for these I raise

              The song of thanks and praise;

            But for those obstinate questionings

            Of sense and outward things,

            Fallings from us, vanishings;

            Blank misgivings of a Creature

          Moving about in worlds not realised,

          High instincts before which our mortal Nature

          Did tremble like a guilty Thing surprised:

              But for those first affections,

              Those shadowy recollections,

            Which, be they what they may,

          Are yet the fountain light of all our day,

          Are yet a master light of all our seeing;

            Uphold us, cherish, and have power to make

          Our noisy years seem moments in the being

          Of the eternal Silence: truths that wake,

              To perish never;

          Which neither listlessness, nor mad endeavour,

              Nor Man nor Boy,

          Nor all that is at enmity with joy,

          Can utterly abolish or destroy!

              Hence in a season of calm weather

              Though inland far we be,

          Our Souls have sight of that immortal sea

              Which brought us hither,

              Can in a moment travel thither,

          And see the Children sport upon the shore,

          And hear the mighty waters rolling evermore.

                                   X

          Then sing, ye Birds, sing, sing a joyous song!

              And let the young Lambs bound

              As to the tabor's sound!

          We in thought will join your throng,

              Ye that pipe and ye that play,

              Ye that through your hearts to-day

              Feel the gladness of the May!

          What though the radiance which was once so bright

          Be now for ever taken from my sight,

              Though nothing can bring back the hour

          Of splendour in the grass, of glory in the flower;

              We will grieve not, rather find

              Strength in what remains behind;

              In the primal sympathy

              Which having been must ever be;

              In the soothing thoughts that spring

              Out of human suffering;

              In the faith that looks through death,

          In years that bring the philosophic mind.

                                   XI

          And O, ye Fountains, Meadows, Hills, and Groves,

          Forebode not any severing of our loves!

          Yet in my heart of hearts I feel your might;

          I only have relinquished one delight

          To live beneath your more habitual sway.

          I love the Brooks which down their channels fret,

          Even more than when I tripped lightly as they;

          The innocent brightness of a new-born Day

                      Is lovely yet;

          The Clouds that gather round the setting sun

          Do take a sober colouring from an eye

          That hath kept watch o'er man's mortality;

          Another race hath been, and other palms are won.

          Thanks to the human heart by which we live,

          Thanks to its tenderness, its joys, and fears,

          To me the meanest flower that blows can give

          Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears.

                                                            1803-6.

 Notes 

1] Wordsworth recorded that "two years at least passed between the writing of the four first stanzas and the remaining part." Begun on Saturday, March 27, 1802: "At breakfast William wrote part of an ode." The poem was evidently finished in some form down to the end of the fourth stanza by April 4 when Coleridge composed the first version of his Dejection: An Ode, which echoed phrases from his friend's new poem. After two years, Wordsworth completed his ode, by early in 1804. Long afterwards, in 1843, he remarked of the poem: "Nothing was more difficult for me in childhood than to admit the notion of death as a state applicable to my own being.... with a feeling congenial to this, I was often unable to think of external things as having external existence, and I communed with all that I saw as something not apart from, but inherent in, my own immaterial nature. Many times while going to school have I grasped at a wall or tree to recall myself from this abyss of idealism to the reality. At that time I was afraid of such processes. In later periods of life I have deplored, as we have all reason to do, a subjugation of an opposite character, and have rejoiced over the remembrances, as is expressed in the lines--'obstinate questionings/Of sense and outward things,/Fallings from us, vanishings" etc." For the general idea of the poem, cf. Vaughan's Retreat. The three preliminary lines are from Wordsworth's brief poem beginning "My heart leaps up," composed on March 26, 1802, the day before the beginning of the ode.

86] Six years: in Poems, 1807, "four years." Throughout the stanza, Wordsworth seems to have had young Hartley Coleridge in mind.
Source: http://eir.library.utoronto.ca/rpo/display/poem2352.html 



Supplement: excerpts from Dorothy Wordsworth’s Journal 
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· Walking with Coleridge on 4 February 1798, she observed:
 "Midges or small flies spinning in the sunshine; the songs of the lark and redbreast; daisies upon the turf; the hazels in blossom; honeysuckles budding. I saw one solitary strawberry flower under a hedge. The furze gay with blossom."
· Dorothy's writing in the Grasmere journals also provided William with language and images for his poetry. Before he wrote "I wandered lonely as a cloud," Dorothy described a walk on which they discovered "daffodils so beautiful they grew among the mossy stones about and about them, some rested their heads upon these stones as on a pillow for weariness and the rest tossed and reeled and danced and seemed as if they verily laughed with the wind that blew upon them over the lake, they looked so gay ever glancing ever changing" (15 April 1802).
· The Grasmere notebooks also reveal Dorothy's feelings about her brother's decision to take Mary Hutchinson as his wife. Although she wanted him to marry, Dorothy seemed filled with anxieties at having to share him with another. Certain image patterns through the journal pick up resonances as the work progresses. One such pattern is a series of references to different kinds of birds. Fixing on a family of swallows that must rebuild the nest that fell from outside her window (25 June 1802), she finds a natural object that figures her particular emotional concerns--her worries about her own domestic scene, her family, her nest at Grasmere and what the presence of William's wife would do to that life. Dorothy did not go to the church to witness the marriage on 4 October 1802. Rather, her journal tells of a private ceremony with William in which "I gave him the wedding ring--with how deep a blessing! I took it from my forefinger where I had worn it the whole of the night before--he slipped it again onto my finger and blessed me fervently." She kept herself "quiet" at home until "I could stand it no longer and threw myself on the bed where I lay in stillness, neither hearing or seeing anything." This autistic moment on William's wedding day is a direct breakdown of community, a moment of selfhood that suggests the possible bankruptcy of her communal investment. It is interesting to note that the lines containing Dorothy's account of the wedding were covered over with thick, black ink. Somebody evidently found them embarrassing. In fact, some of the Grasmere journals have completely disappeared. Much speculation has occurred as to the contents of the missing pages.  Source: Dictionary of Literary Biography, Volume 107: British Romantic Prose Writers, 1789-1832,. Ed. John R. Greenfield.  McKendree College. The Gale Group, 1991. pp. 299-309.
Felicia Hemans (1793 - 1835)
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Casabianca
The boy stood on the burning deck
  Whence all but he had fled;
The flame that lit the battle's wreck
  Shone round him o'er the dead. 
Yet beautiful and bright he stood,
  As born to rule the storm;
A creature of heroic blood,
  A proud, though child-like form. 

The flames rolled on–he would not go
  Without his Father's word;
That father, faint in death below,
  His voice no longer heard. 

He called aloud–'say, Father, say
  If yet my task is done?'
He knew not that the chieftain lay
  Unconscious of his son. 

'Speak, father!' once again he cried,
  'If I may yet be gone!'
And but the booming shots replied,
  And fast the flames rolled on. 

Upon his brow he felt their breath,
  And in his waving hair,
And looked from that lone post of death
  In still yet brave despair. 

And shouted but once more aloud,
  'My father! must I stay?'
While o'er him fast, through sail and shroud,
  The wreathing fires made way. 

They wrapt the ship in splendour wild,
  They caught the flag on high,
And streamed above the gallant child,
  Like banners in the sky. 

There came a burst of thunder sound–
   The boy–oh! where was he?
Ask of the winds that far around
  With fragments strewed the sea!– 

With mast, and helm, and pennon fair,
  That well had borne their part–
But the noblest thing which perished there
  Was that young faithful heart. 
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Notes:
Young Casabianca, a boy about thirteen years old, son of the admiral of the Orient, remained at his post (in the Battle of the Nile), after the ship had taken fire, and all the guns had been abandoned; and perished in the explosion of the vessel, when the flames had reached the powder. 

(source: http://digital.library.upenn.edu/women/hemans/works/hf-burning.html 

Image: http://www.mala.bc.ca/homeroom/Content/Lessons/Casab.htm )

Felicia Hemans (1793 - 1835)


THE HOMES OF ENGLAND
Where's the coward that would not dare 
To fight for such a land? 

Marmion. 

-------------------------------------------------------------------------------- 
THE stately Homes of England, 

How beautiful they stand! 

Amidst their tall ancestral trees, 

O'er all the pleasant land. 

The deer across their greensward bound 

Thro' shade and sunny gleam, 

And the swan glides past them with the sound 

Of some rejoicing stream. 

[Page 170] 

The merry Homes of England! 

Around their hearths by night, 

What gladsome looks of household love 

Meet in the ruddy light! 

There woman's voice flows forth in song, 

Or childhood's tale is told, 

Or lips move tunefully along 

Some glorious page of old. 

The blessed Homes of England! 

How softly on their bowers 

Is laid the holy quietness 

That breathes from Sabbath-hours! 

Solemn, yet sweet, the church-bell's chime 

Floats thro' their woods at morn; 

All other sounds, in that still time, 

Of breeze and leaf are born. 

[Page 171] 

The Cottage Homes of England! 

By thousands on her plains, 

They are smiling o'er the silvery brooks, 

And round the hamlet-fanes. 

Thro' glowing orchards forth they peep, 

Each from its nook of leaves, 

And fearless there the lowly sleep, 

As the bird beneath the eaves. 

The free, fair Homes of England! 

Long, long, in hut and hall, 

May hearts of native proof be rear'd 

To guard each hallow'd wall! 

And green for ever be the groves, 

And bright the flowery sod, 

Where first the child's glad spirit loves 

Its country and its God! * 

[Page 171] 

* Originally published in Blackwood's Magazine. (source: http://digital.library.upenn.edu/women/hemans/records/homes.html
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John Keats
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La Belle Dame Sans Merci
O  what can ail thee, Knight at arms,
      Alone and palely loitering?
The sedge is withered from the lake,
      And no birds sing.

O  what can ail thee, Knight at arms,
      So haggard and so woebegone
The squirrel's granary is full,
      And the harvest's done. 

I see a lily on thy brow
      With anguish moist and fever dew,
And on thy cheek a fading rose
      Fast withereth too. 

I met a lady in the meads,
      Full beautiful, a faery's child:
Her hair was long, her foot was light,
      And her eyes were wild. 

I made a Garland for her head,
      And bracelets too, and fragrant Zone;
She looked at me as she did love
      And made sweet moan. 

I set her on my pacing steed,
      And nothing else saw all day long;
For sidelong would she bend, and sing
      A faery's song. 

She found me roots of relish sweet,
      And honey wild, and manna dew,
And sure in language strange she said,
      "I love thee true!" 

She took me to her elfin grot,
      And there she gazed and sighed full sore,
And there I shut her wild wild eyes--
      With kisses four. 

And there she lulled me asleep,
      And there I dreamed, ah! woe betide!
The latest dream I ever dreamed
      On the cold hill side. 
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I saw pale kings, and princes too,
      Pale warriors, death-pale were they all;
They cried, "La belle Dame sans merci
      Hath thee in thrall!" 

I saw their starved lips in the gloam,
      With horrid warning gaped wide,
And I awoke and found me here,
      On the cold hill side. 

And that is why I sojourn here,
      Alone and palely loitering,
Though the sedge is withered from the lake,
      And no birds sing. 

Composition date: 1819 
Form: Ballad Stanzas  Rhyme: abcb 

By Frank Cadogan Cowper http://www.artmagick.com/artists/cowper.aspx 

Other Images: http://www.artmagick.com/themes/theme4.aspx 
John Keats (1795-1821)

Ode on Melancholy

No, no! go not to Lethe, neither twist 
     Wolfsbane, tight-rooted, for its poisonous wine; 
Nor suffer thy pale forehead to be kissed 
     By nightshade, ruby grape of Proserpine; 
Make not your rosary of yew-berries, 
     Nor let the beetle nor the death-moth be 
          Your mournful Psyche, nor the downy owl
A partner in your sorrow's mysteries; 
     For shade to shade will come too drowsily, 
          And drown the wakeful anguish of the soul.
But when the melancholy fit shall fall 
     Sudden from heaven like a weeping cloud, 
That fosters the droop-headed flowers all, 
     And hides the green hill in an April shroud; 
Then glut thy sorrow on a morning rose, 
     Or on the rainbow of the salt sand-wave, 
          Or on the wealth of globed peonies;
Or if thy mistress some rich anger shows, 
     Imprison her soft hand, and let her rave, 
          And feed deep, deep upon her peerless eyes. 

She dwells with Beauty - Beauty that must die; 
     And Joy, whose hand is ever at his lips 
Bidding adieu; and aching Pleasure nigh, 
     Turning to poison while the bee-mouth sips; 
Ay, in the very temple of delight 
     Veiled Melancholy has her sov'reign shrine, 
     Though seen of none save him whose strenuous tongue
     Can burst Joy's grape against his palate fine; 
His soul shall taste the sadness of her might, 
          And be among her cloudy trophies hung. 
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May or June 1819; 

Rhyme: ababcdecde;

 Left Image : Alan Speaking http://www.archedream.com/alanspeaking/ 

John Keats (1795-1821)
To Autumn
Season of mists and mellow fruitfulness, 
   Close bosom-friend of the maturing sun;
Conspiring with him how to load and bless
   With fruit the vines that round the thatch-eves run;
To bend with apples the moss'd cottage-trees,
   And fill all fruit with ripeness to the core;
       To swell the gourd, and plump the hazel shells
   With a sweet kernel; to set budding more,
And still more, later flowers for the bees,
Until they think warm days will never cease,
       For Summer has o'er-brimm'd their clammy cells. 

Who hath not seen thee oft amid thy store?
   Sometimes whoever seeks abroad may find
Thee sitting careless on a granary floor,
   Thy hair soft-lifted by the winnowing wind;
Or on a half-reap'd furrow sound asleep,
   Drows'd with the fume of poppies, while thy hook
       Spares the next swath and all its twined flowers:
And sometimes like a gleaner thou dost keep
   Steady thy laden head across a brook;
   Or by a cyder-press, with patient look,
       Thou watchest the last oozings hours by hours. 

Where are the songs of Spring? Ay, where are they?
   Think not of them, thou hast thy music too,--
While barred clouds bloom the soft-dying day,
   And touch the stubble-plains with rosy hue;
Then in a wailful choir the small gnats mourn
   Among the river sallows, borne aloft
       Or sinking as the light wind lives or dies;
And full-grown lambs loud bleat from hilly bourn;
   Hedge-crickets sing; and now with treble soft
   The red-breast whistles from a garden-croft;
       And gathering swallows twitter in the skies. 
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Lord Byron (1788-1824)
She Walks In Beauty 
She walks in beauty, like the night 

Of cloudless climes and starry skies; 

And all that's best of dark and bright 

Meet in her aspect and her eyes: 

Thus mellow'd to that tender light 

Which heaven to gaudy day denies. 

One shade more, one ray less, 

Had half impair'd the nameless grace 

Which waves in every raven tress, 

Or softly lightens o'er her face; 

Where thoughts serenely sweet express 

How pure, how dear their dwelling place. 

And on that cheek, and o'er that brow 

So soft, so calm, yet eloquent, 

The smiles that win, the tints that glow, 

But tell of days in goodness spent, 

A mind at peace with all below, 

A heart whose love is innocent! 
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Alfred Lord Tennyson 
(1809-1892)
The Lady of Shalott (1942)
	PART I
ON either side the river lie
	 

	Long fields of barley and of rye,
	 

	That clothe the wold and meet the sky;
	 

	And thro' the field the road runs by
	 

	          To many-tower'd Camelot;
	         5

	And up and down the people go,
	 

	Gazing where the lilies blow
	 

	Round an island there below,
	 

	          The island of Shalott.
	 

	 
	

	Willows whiten, aspens quiver,
	  10

	Little breezes dusk and shiver
	 

	Thro' the wave that runs for ever
	 

	By the island in the river
	 

	          Flowing down to Camelot.
	 

	Four gray walls, and four gray towers,
	  15

	Overlook a space of flowers,
	 

	And the silent isle imbowers
	 

	          The Lady of Shalott.
	 

	 
	

	By the margin, willow-veil'd,
	 

	Slide the heavy barges trail'd
	  20

	By slow horses; and unhail'd
	 

	The shallop flitteth silken-sail'd
	 

	          Skimming down to Camelot:
	 

	But who hath seen her wave her hand?
	 

	Or at the casement seen her stand?
	  25

	Or is she known in all the land,
	 

	          The Lady of Shalott?
	 

	 
	

	Only reapers, reaping early
	 

	In among the bearded barley,
	 

	Hear a song that echoes cheerly
	  30

	From the river winding clearly,
	 

	          Down to tower'd Camelot:
	 

	And by the moon the reaper weary,
	 

	Piling sheaves in uplands airy,
	 

	Listening, whispers ''Tis the fairy
	  35

	          Lady of Shalott.'
	 

	 
	

	PART II
There she weaves by night and day
	 

	A magic web with colours gay.
	 

	She has heard a whisper say,
	 

	A curse is on her if she stay
	  40

	          To look down to Camelot.
	 

	She knows not what the curse may be,
	 

	And so she weaveth steadily,
	 

	And little other care hath she,
	 

	          The Lady of Shalott.
	  45

	 
	

	And moving thro' a mirror clear
	 

	That hangs before her all the year,
	 

	Shadows of the world appear.
	 

	There she sees the highway near
	 

	          Winding down to Camelot:
	  50

	There the river eddy whirls,
	 

	And there the surly village-churls,
	 

	And the red cloaks of market girls,
	 

	          Pass onward from Shalott.
	 

	 
	

	Sometimes a troop of damsels glad,
	  55

	An abbot on an ambling pad,
	 

	Sometimes a curly shepherd-lad,
	 

	Or long-hair'd page in crimson clad,
	 

	          Goes by to tower'd Camelot;
	 

	And sometimes thro' the mirror blue
	  60

	The knights come riding two and two:
	 

	She hath no loyal knight and true,
	 

	          The Lady of Shalott.
	 

	 
	

	But in her web she still delights
	 

	To weave the mirror's magic sights,
	  65

	For often thro' the silent nights
	 

	A funeral, with plumes and lights,
	 

	          And music, went to Camelot:
	 

	Or when the moon was overhead,
	 

	Came two young lovers lately wed;
	  70

	'I am half sick of shadows,' said
	 

	          The Lady of Shalott.
	 

	 
	

	PART III
A bow-shot from her bower-eaves,
	 

	He rode between the barley-sheaves,
	 

	The sun came dazzling thro' the leaves,
	  75

	And flamed upon the brazen greaves
	 

	          Of bold Sir Lancelot.
	 

	A red-cross knight for ever kneel'd
	 

	To a lady in his shield,
	 

	That sparkled on the yellow field,
	  80

	          Beside remote Shalott.
	 

	 
	

	The gemmy bridle glitter'd free,
	 

	Like to some branch of stars we see
	 

	Hung in the golden Galaxy.
	 

	The bridle bells rang merrily
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  85

	          As he rode down to Camelot:
	 

	And from his blazon'd baldric slung
	 

	A mighty silver bugle hung,
	 

	And as he rode his armour rung,
	 

	          Beside remote Shalott.
	  90

	 
	

	All in the blue unclouded weather
	 

	Thick-jewell'd shone the saddle-leather,
	 

	The helmet and the helmet-feather
	 

	Burn'd like one burning flame together,
	 

	          As he rode down to Camelot.
	  95

	As often thro' the purple night,
	 

	Below the starry clusters bright,
	 

	Some bearded meteor, trailing light,
	 

	          Moves over still Shalott.
	 

	 
	

	His broad clear brow in sunlight glow'd;
	 100

	On burnish'd hooves his war-horse trode;
	 

	From underneath his helmet flow'd
	 

	His coal-black curls as on he rode,
	 

	          As he rode down to Camelot.
	 

	From the bank and from the river
	 105

	He flash'd into the crystal mirror,
	 

	'Tirra lirra,' by the river
	 

	          Sang Sir Lancelot.
	 

	 
	

	She left the web, she left the loom,
	 

	She made three paces thro' the room,
	 110

	She saw the water-lily bloom,
	 

	She saw the helmet and the plume,
	 

	          She look'd down to Camelot.
	 

	Out flew the web and floated wide;
	 

	The mirror crack'd from side to side;
	 115

	'The curse is come upon me!' cried
	 

	          The Lady of Shalott.
	 

	 
	

	PART IV
In the stormy east-wind straining,
	 

	The pale yellow woods were waning,
	 

	The broad stream in his banks complaining,
	 120

	Heavily the low sky raining
	 

	          Over tower'd Camelot;
	 

	 
	

	Down she came and found a boat
	 

	Beneath a willow left afloat,
	 

	And round about the prow she wrote
	 125

	          The Lady of Shalott.
	 

	 
	

	And down the river's dim expanse—
	 

	Like some bold seer in a trance,
	 

	Seeing all his own mischance—
	 

	With a glassy countenance
	 130

	          Did she look to Camelot.
	 

	And at the closing of the day
	 

	She loosed the chain, and down she lay;
	 

	The broad stream bore her far away,
	 

	          The Lady of Shalott.
	 135

	 
	

	Lying, robed in snowy white
	 

	That loosely flew to left and right—
	 

	The leaves upon her falling light—
	 

	Thro' the noises of the night
	 

	          She floated down to Camelot:
	 140

	And as the boat-head wound along
	 

	The willowy hills and fields among,
	 

	They heard her singing her last song,
	 

	          The Lady of Shalott.
	 

	 
	

	Heard a carol, mournful, holy,
	 145

	Chanted loudly, chanted lowly,
	 

	Till her blood was frozen slowly,
	 

	And her eyes were darken'd wholly,
	 

	          Turn'd to tower'd Camelot;
	 

	For ere she reach'd upon the tide
	 150

	The first house by the water-side,
	 

	Singing in her song she died,
	 

	          The Lady of Shalott.
	 

	 
	

	Under tower and balcony,
	 

	By garden-wall and gallery,
	 155

	A gleaming shape she floated by,
	 

	Dead-pale between the houses high,
	 

	          Silent into Camelot.
	 

	Out upon the wharfs they came,
	 

	Knight and burgher, lord and dame,
	 160

	And round the prow they read her name,
	 

	          The Lady of Shalott.
	 

	 
	

	Who is this? and what is here?
	 

	And in the lighted palace near
	 

	Died the sound of royal cheer;
	 165

	And they cross'd themselves for fear,
	 

	          All the knights at Camelot:
	 

	But Lancelot mused a little space;
	 

	He said, 'She has a lovely face;
	 

	God in His mercy lend her grace,
	 170

	          The Lady of Shalott.'
	 

	* 1833 version’s ending: 

[After Shalott’s body floated to Camelot -- ]

They cross'd themselves, their stars they blest, 

Knight, minstrel, abbot, squire, and guest. 

There lay a parchment on her breast, 

That puzzled more than all the rest, 

     The wellfed wits at Camelot. 

'The web was woven curiously, 

The charm is broken utterly, 

Draw near and fear not,--this is I, 

    The Lady of Shalott.' 
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Alfred Lord Tennyson
Mariana*
"Mariana in the Moated Grange" 

(Shakespeare, Measure for Measure) 

              1With blackest moss the flower-plots 

              2      Were thickly crusted, one and all: 

              3The rusted nails fell from the knots 

              4      That held the pear to the gable-wall. 

   5The broken sheds look'd sad and strange: 

   6      Unlifted was the clinking latch; 

   7      Weeded and worn the ancient thatch 

   8Upon the lonely moated grange. 

   9           She only said, "My life is dreary, 

 10                He cometh not," she said; 

 11           She said, "I am aweary, aweary, 

 12                I would that I were dead!" 

 13Her tears fell with the dews at even; 

 14      Her tears fell ere the dews were dried; 

 15She could not look on the sweet heaven, 

 16      Either at morn or eventide. 

 17After the flitting of the bats, 

 18      When thickest dark did trance the sky, 

 19      She drew her casement-curtain by, 

 20And glanced athwart the glooming flats. 

 21           She only said, "The night is dreary, 

 22     He cometh not," she said; 

 23           She said, "I am aweary, aweary, 

 24                I would that I were dead!" 

 25Upon the middle of the night, 

 26      Waking she heard the night-fowl crow: 

 27The cock sung out an hour ere light: 

 28      From the dark fen the oxen's low 

 29Came to her: without hope of change, 

 30      In sleep she seem'd to walk forlorn, 

 31      Till cold winds woke the gray-eyed morn 

 32About the lonely moated grange. 

 33           She only said, "The day is dreary, 

 34                He cometh not," she said; 

 35           She said, "I am aweary, aweary, 

 36                I would that I were dead!" 

 37About a stone-cast from the wall 

 38      A sluice with blacken'd waters slept, 

 39And o'er it many, round and small, 

 40      The cluster'd marish-mosses crept. 

 41Hard by a poplar shook alway, 

 42      All silver-green with gnarled bark: 

 43      For leagues no other tree did mark 

 44The level waste, the rounding gray. 

 45           She only said, "My life is dreary, 

 46                He cometh not," she said; 

 47She said "I am aweary, aweary 

 48                I would that I were dead!" 

 49And ever when the moon was low, 

 50      And the shrill winds were up and away, 

 51In the white curtain, to and fro, 

 52      She saw the gusty shadow sway. 

 53But when the moon was very low 

 54      And wild winds bound within their cell, 

 55      The shadow of the poplar fell 

 56Upon her bed, across her brow. 

 57She only said, "The night is dreary, 

 58                He cometh not," she said; 

 59           She said "I am aweary, aweary, 

 60                  I would that I were dead!" 

 61All day within the dreamy house, 

 62      The doors upon their hinges creak'd; 

 63The blue fly sung in the pane; the mouse 

 64      Behind the mouldering wainscot shriek'd, 

 65Or from the crevice peer'd about. 

 66      Old faces glimmer'd thro' the doors 

 67      Old footsteps trod the upper floors, 

 68Old voices called her from without. 

 69           She only said, "My life is dreary, 

 70                He cometh not," she said; 

 71           She said, "I am aweary, aweary, 

 72                I would that I were dead!" 

 73The sparrow's chirrup on the roof, 

 74      The slow clock ticking, and the sound 

 75Which to the wooing wind aloof 

 76      The poplar made, did all confound 

 77Her sense; but most she loathed the hour 

 78      When the thick-moted sunbeam lay 

 79      Athwart the chambers, and the day 

 80Was sloping toward his western bower. 

 81           Then said she, "I am very dreary, 

 82                He will not come," she said; 

 83           She wept, "I am aweary, aweary, 

 84                Oh God, that I were dead!" 

Notes 

1] The hints for character and situation are found in Shakespeare's Measure for Measure (III, i, 277).

4] pear to the gable-wall: altered in 1860 from the original "peach to the garden wall," as more characteristic of the Lincolnshire scene Tennyson had in mind.

18] trance: this has been variously explained as "traverse" (E. K. Brown) and "to charm, or hold unnaturally still" (Beck and Snow).

40] marish: marsh.



Original text: Alfred Lord Tennyson, Poems, chiefly lyrical (London: E. Wilson, 1830). tenn T366 P645 1830 Fisher Rare Book Library (Toronto). Alfred lord Tennyson, Works (London: Macmillan, 1891). tenn T366 A1 1891a Fisher Rare Book Library (Toronto).

First publication date: 1830 
Rhyme: ababcddcefef
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Dante Gabriel Rossetti (1828-1882)

The Blessed Damozel
              1 The blessed damozel lean'd out 

              2     From the gold bar of Heaven; 

              3Her eyes were deeper than the depth 

              4     Of waters still'd at even; 

              5She had three lilies in her hand, 

              6     And the stars in her hair were seven. 

              7Her robe, ungirt from clasp to hem, 

              8     No wrought flowers did adorn, 

              9But a white rose of Mary's gift, 

            10     For service meetly worn; 

            11Her hair that lay along her back 

            12     Was yellow like ripe corn. 

            13Her seem'd she scarce had been a day 

            14     One of God's choristers; 

            15The wonder was not yet quite gone 

            16     From that still look of hers; 

            17Albeit, to them she left, her day 

            18     Had counted as ten years. 

            19(To one, it is ten years of years. 

            20     . . . Yet now, and in this place, 

            21Surely she lean'd o'er me--her hair 

            22     Fell all about my face .... 

            23Nothing: the autumn-fall of leaves. 

            24     The whole year sets apace.) 

            25It was the rampart of God's house 

            26     That she was standing on; 

            27By God built over the sheer depth 

            28     The which is Space begun; 

            29So high, that looking downward thence 

            30     She scarce could see the sun. 

            31It lies in Heaven, across the flood 

            32     Of ether, as a bridge. 

            33Beneath, the tides of day and night 

            34     With flame and darkness ridge 

            35The void, as low as where this earth 

            36     Spins like a fretful midge. 

            37Around her, lovers, newly met 

            38     'Mid deathless love's acclaims, 

            39Spoke evermore among themselves 

            40     Their heart-remember'd names; 

            41And the souls mounting up to God 

            42     Went by her like thin flames. 

            43And still she bow'd herself and stoop'd 

            44     Out of the circling charm; 

            45Until her bosom must have made 

            46     The bar she lean'd on warm, 

            47And the lilies lay as if asleep 

            48     Along her bended arm. 

            49From the fix'd place of Heaven she saw 

            50     Time like a pulse shake fierce 

            51Through all the worlds. Her gaze still strove 

            52     Within the gulf to pierce 

            53Its path; and now she spoke as when 

            54     The stars sang in their spheres. 

            55The sun was gone now; the curl'd moon 

            56     Was like a little feather 

            57Fluttering far down the gulf; and now 

            58     She spoke through the still weather. 

            59Her voice was like the voice the stars 

            60        Had when they sang together. 

            61(Ah sweet! Even now, in that bird's song, 

            62     Strove not her accents there, 

            63Fain to be hearken'd? When those bells 

            64     Possess'd the mid-day air, 

            65Strove not her steps to reach my side 

            66     Down all the echoing stair?) 

            67"I wish that he were come to me, 

            68     For he will come," she said. 

            69"Have I not pray'd in Heaven?--on earth, 

            70     Lord, Lord, has he not pray'd? 

            71Are not two prayers a perfect strength? 

            72     And shall I feel afraid? 

            73"When round his head the aureole clings, 

            74     And he is cloth'd in white, 

            75I'll take his hand and go with him 

            76     To the deep wells of light; 

            77As unto a stream we will step down, 

            78     And bathe there in God's sight. 

            79"We two will stand beside that shrine, 

            80     Occult, withheld, untrod, 

            81Whose lamps are stirr'd continually 

            82     With prayer sent up to God; 

            83And see our old prayers, granted, melt 

            84     Each like a little cloud. 

            85"We two will lie i' the shadow of 

            86     That living mystic tree 

            87Within whose secret growth the Dove 

            88     Is sometimes felt to be, 

            89While every leaf that His plumes touch 

            90     Saith His Name audibly. 

            91"And I myself will teach to him, 

            92     I myself, lying so, 

            93The songs I sing here; which his voice 

            94     Shall pause in, hush'd and slow, 

            95And find some knowledge at each pause, 

            96     Or some new thing to know." 

            97(Alas! We two, we two, thou say'st! 

            98     Yea, one wast thou with me 

            99That once of old. But shall God lift 

          100     To endless unity 

          101The soul whose likeness with thy soul 

          102     Was but its love for thee?) 

          103"We two," she said, "will seek the groves 

          104     Where the lady Mary is, 

          105With her five handmaidens, whose names 

          106     Are five sweet symphonies, 

          107Cecily, Gertrude, Magdalen, 

          108     Margaret and Rosalys. 

          109"Circlewise sit they, with bound locks 

          110     And foreheads garlanded; 

          111Into the fine cloth white like flame 

          112     Weaving the golden thread, 

          113To fashion the birth-robes for them 

          114     Who are just born, being dead. 

          115"He shall fear, haply, and be dumb: 

          116     Then will I lay my cheek 

          117To his, and tell about our love, 

          118     Not once abash'd or weak: 

          119And the dear Mother will approve 

          120     My pride, and let me speak. 

          121"Herself shall bring us, hand in hand, 

          122     To Him round whom all souls 

          123Kneel, the clear-rang'd unnumber'd heads 

          124     Bow'd with their aureoles: 

          125And angels meeting us shall sing 

          126     To their citherns and citoles. 

          127"There will I ask of Christ the Lord 

          128     Thus much for him and me:-- 

          129Only to live as once on earth 

          130     With Love,--only to be, 

          131As then awhile, for ever now 

          132     Together, I and he." 

          133She gaz'd and listen'd and then said, 

          134     Less sad of speech than mild,-- 

          135"All this is when he comes." She ceas'd. 

          136     The light thrill'd towards her, fill'd 

          137With angels in strong level flight. 

          138     Her eyes pray'd, and she smil'd. 

          139(I saw her smile.) But soon their path 

          140     Was vague in distant spheres: 

          141And then she cast her arms along 

          142     The golden barriers, 

          143And laid her face between her hands, 

          144     And wept. (I heard her tears.) 

Notes 

1] The poem was revised for publication in The Oxford and Cambridge Magazine in 1856, and again before its appearance in Poems, 1870. Thirty years after its first appearance Rossetti told Hall Caine that he had written "The Blessed Damozel" as a sequel to Poe's "The Raven" (published in 1845): "I saw that Poe had done the utmost it was possible to do with the grief of the lover on earth, and so determined to reverse the conditions, and give utterance to the yearning of the loved one in heaven." Rossetti's early study of Dante, especially the Paradiso, has influenced the general conception and many of the details of the poem.

54, 60] Rossetti probably had in mind both the Pythagorean concept of the music of the spheres and the reference in Job 38:7 to the singing of the morrning stars on the day of creation.

86] That living mystic tree. Cf. Revelations 22: 2: "... the tree of life with its twelve kinds of fruit, yielding its fruit each month; and the leaves of the tree were for the healing of the nations."

88] the Dove: the Holy Spirit.

107-8] The five saints were chosen for their musical names rather than for any special significance as attendants on the Virgin Mary.



Original text: Dante Gabriel Rossetti, Poems (London: Ellis and White, 1881) end R677 A155 1881 Fisher Rare Book Library (Toronto).
First publication date: February 1850 
Publication date note: The Germ (Feb. 1850) 

Composition date: 1847 
Rhyme: abcbdb
Source: http://eir.library.utoronto.ca/rpo/display/poem1763.html 
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Images: Left: “Christina Rossetti in a Tantrum” 1862  1866  Right: “Christina Rossetti,” by Dante Gabriel Rossetti; Faxon pp. 11, 144.

May 
I cannot tell you how it was;
But this I know: it came to pass
Upon a bright and breezy day
When May was young; ah pleasant May!
As yet the poppies were not born
Between the blades of tender corn;
The last eggs had not hatched as yet,
Nor any bird foregone its mate. 
I cannot tell you what it was;
But this I know: it did but pass.
It passed away with sunny May,
With all sweet things it passed away,
And left me old, and cold, and grey. 
The Bourne

Underneath the growing grass,  

Underneath the living flowers, 

Deeper than the sound of showers

There we shall not counter the hours 

By the shadows as they pass. 

Youth and health will be but vain  

Beauty reckoned of no worth:  

There a very little girth   

Can hold round what once the earth 

Seemed too narrow to contain.
WHEN I AM DEAD, MY DEAREST

Dec 1848

When I am dead, my dearest,
Sing no sad songs for me;
Plant thou no roses at my head,
Nor shady cypress tree:
Be the green grass above me
With showers and dewdrops wet;
And if thou wilt, remember,
And if thou wilt, forget.

I shall not see the shadows,
I shall not feel the rain;
I shall not hear the nightingale
Sing on, as if in pain:
And dreaming through the twilight
That doth not rise nor set,

Haply I may remember,
And haply may forget. 

Christina's brother and editor, William Michael Rossetti, commented: "This celebrated lyric ... has perhaps been oftener quoted, and certainly oftener set to music, than anything else by Christina Rossetti."



〈歌〉—lyrics by 徐志摩，and music by 羅大佑。

	當我死去的時候  親愛
你別為我唱悲傷的歌
我墳上不必安插薔薇
也無須濃蔭的柏樹
讓蓋著我的青青的草
淋著雨也沾著露珠
假如你願意請記著我
要是你甘心忘了我
 
	我再見不到地面的清蔭
覺不到雨露的甜蜜
我再聽不到夜鶯的歌喉
在黑夜裡頭傾吐悲啼
在悠久的墳墓中迷惘
陽光不升起也不消翳
我也許  也許我還記得你
我也許把你忘記
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Christina Rossetti
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In an Artist's Studio

One face looks out from all his canvasses, 
One selfsame figure sits or walks or leans; 
We found her hidden just behind those screens, 
That mirror gave back all her loveliness. 
    A queen in opal or in ruby dress, 
    A nameless girl in freshest summer greens, 
    A saint, an angel - every canvass means 
The same one meaning, neither more nor less. 
He feeds upon her face by day and night, 
And she with true kind eyes looks back on him 
Fair as the moon and joyful as the light; 
    Not wan with waiting, not with sorrow dim; 
    Not as she is, but was when hope shone bright; 
    Not as she is, but as she fills his dream.
Image: The Artist's Studio 1665-67, by  Jan Vermeer 
source: http://gallery.euroweb.hu/html/v/vermeer/03c/25artpa.html 



Edgar Allan Poe
"The Oval Portrait"

The chateau into which my valet had ventured to make forcible entrance, rather than permit me, in my desperately wounded condition, to pass a night in the open air, was one of those piles of commingled gloom and grandeur which have so long frowned among the Apennines, not less in fact than in the fancy of Mrs. Radcliffe. To all appearance it had been temporarily and very lately abandoned. We established ourselves in one of the smallest and least sumptuously furnished apartments. It lay in a remote turret of the building. Its decorations were rich, yet tattered and antique. Its walls were hung with tapestry and bedecked with manifold and multiform armorial trophies, together with an unusually great number of very spirited modern paintings in frames of rich golden arabesque. In these paintings, which depended from the walls not only in their main surfaces, but in very many nooks which the bizarre architecture of the chateau rendered necessary--in these paintings my incipient delirium, perhaps, had caused me to take deep interest; so that I bade Pedro to close the heavy shutters of the room--since it was already night--to light the tongues of a tall candelabrum which stood by the head of my bed--and to throw open far and wide the fringed curtains of black velvet which enveloped the bed itself. I wished all this done that I might resign myself, if not to sleep, at least alternately to the contemplation of these pictures, and the perusal of a small volume which had been found upon the pillow, and which purported to criticise and describe them. 
Long--long I read--and devoutly, devotedly I gazed. Rapidly and gloriously the hours flew by, and the deep midnight came. The position of the candelabrum displeased me, and outreaching my hand with difficulty, rather than disturb my slumbering valet, I placed it so as to throw its rays more fully upon the book. 
But the action produced an effect altogether unanticipated. The rays of the numerous candles (for there were many) now fell within a niche of the room which had hitherto been thrown into deep shade by one of the bed-posts. I thus saw in vivid light a picture all unnoticed before. It was the portrait of a young girl just ripening into womanhood. I glanced at the painting hurriedly, and then closed my eyes. Why I did this was not at first apparent even to my own perception. But while my lids remained thus shut, I ran over in mind my reason for so shutting them. It was an impulsive movement to gain time for thought--to make sure that my vision had not deceived me--to calm and subdue my fancy for a more sober and more certain gaze. In a very few moments I again looked fixedly at the painting. 

That I now saw aright I could not and would not doubt; for the first flashing of the candles upon that canvas had seemed to dissipate the dreamy stupor which was stealing over my senses, and to startle me at once into waking life. 
The portrait, I have already said, was that of a young girl. It was a mere head and shoulders, done in what is technically termed a vignette manner; much in the style of the favorite heads of Sully. The arms, the bosom and even the ends of the radiant hair, melted imperceptibly into the vague yet deep shadow which formed the background of the whole. The frame was oval, richly gilded and filagreed in Moresque. As a thing of art nothing could be more admirable than the painting itself. But it could have been neither the execution of the work, nor the immortal beauty of the countenance, which had so suddenly and so vehemently moved me. Least of all, could it have been that my fancy, shaken from its half slumber, had mistaken the head for that of a living person. I saw at once that the peculiarities of the design, of the vignetting, and of the frame, must have instantly dispelled such idea--must have prevented even its momentary entertainment. Thinking earnestly upon these points, I remained, for an hour perhaps, half sitting, half reclining, with my vision riveted upon the portrait. At length, satisfied with the true secret of its effect, I fell back within the bed. I had found the spell of the picture in an absolute life-likeliness of expression, which at first startling, finally confounded, subdued and appalled me. With deep and reverent awe I replaced the candelabrum in its former position. The cause of my deep agitation being thus shut from view, I sought eagerly the volume which discussed the paintings and their histories. Turning to the number which designated the oval portrait, I there read the vague and quaint words which follow: 
"She was a maiden of rarest beauty, and not more lovely than full of glee. And evil was the hour when she saw, and loved, and wedded the painter. He, passionate, studious, austere, and having already a bride in his Art; she a maiden of rarest beauty, and not more lovely than full of glee: all light and smiles, and frolicksome as the young fawn: loving and cherishing all things: hating only the Art which was her rival: dreading only the pallet and brushes and other untoward instruments which deprived her of the countenance of her lover. It was thus a terrible thing for this lady to hear the painter speak of his desire to pourtray even his young bride. But she was humble and obedient, and sat meekly for many weeks in the dark high turret-chamber where the light dripped upon the pale canvas only from overhead. But he, the painter, took glory in his work, which went on from hour to hour and from day to day. And he was a passionate, and wild and moody man, who became lost in reveries; so that he would not see that the light which fell so ghastlily in that lone turret withered the health and the spirits of his bride, who pined visibly to all but him. Yet she smiled on and still on, uncomplainingly, because she saw that the painter, (who had high renown,) took a fervid and burning pleasure in his task, and wrought day and night to depict her who so loved him, yet who grew daily more dispirited and weak. And in sooth some who beheld the portrait spoke of its resemblance in low words, as of a mighty marvel, and a proof not less of the power of the painter than of his deep love for her whom he depicted so surpassingly well. But at length, as the labor drew nearer to its conclusion, there were admitted none into the turret; for the painter had grown wild with the ardor of his work, and turned his eyes from the canvas rarely, even to regard the countenance of his wife. And he would not see that the tints which he spread upon the canvas were drawn from the cheeks of her who sate beside him. And when many weeks had passed, and but little remained to do, save one brush upon the mouth and one tint upon the eye, the spirit of the lady again flickered up as the flame within the socket of the lamp. And then the brush was given, and then the tint was placed; and, for one moment, the painter stood entranced before the work which he had wrought; but in the next, while he yet gazed he grew tremulous and very pallid, and aghast and crying with a loud voice, 'This is indeed Life itself!' turned suddenly to regard his beloved:--She was dead!" 
1842 

Examples II
: Housekeeping and Female Artists
[image: image21.jpg]



THE JILTING OF GRANNY WEATHERALL (1930)
KATHERINE ANN PORTER 

She flicked her wrist neatly out of Doctor Harry’s pudgy careful fingers and pulled the sheet up to her chin. The brat ought to be in knee breeches.1 Doctoring around the country with spectacles on his nose! “Get along now, take your schoolbooks and go. There’s nothing wrong with me.”

Doctor Harry spread a warm paw like a cushion on her forehead where the forked green vein danced and made her eyelids twitch. “Now, now, be a good girl, and we’ll have you up in no time.”
“That’s no way to speak to a woman nearly eighty years old just because she’s down. I’d have you respect your elders, 

young man.”
“Well, Missy, excuse me.” Doctor Harry patted her cheek. “But I’ve got to warm you, haven’t I? You’re a marvel, but you must be careful or you’re going to be good and sorry.”

“Don’t tell me what I’m going to be. I’m on my feet now, morally speaking. It’s Cornelia. I had to go to bed to get rid of her.”

Her bones felt loose, and floated around in her skin, and Doctor Harry floated like a balloon around the foot of the bed. 

He floated and pulled down his waistcoat and swung his glasses on a cord. “Well, stay where you are, it certainly can’t hurt you.”

“Get along and doctor your sick,” said Granny Weatherall. “Leave a well woman alone. I’ll call for you when I want you… Where were you forty years ago when I pulled through milk-leg2 and double pneumonia? You weren’t even born. Don’t let Cornelia lead you on,” she shouted, because Doctor Harry appeared to float up to the ceiling and out. “I pay my own bills, and I don’t throw my money away on nonsense!”
She meant to wave good-by, but it was too much trouble. Her eyes closed of themselves, it was like a dark curtain drawn around the bed. The pillow rose and floated under her, pleasant as a hammock in a light wind. She listened to the leaves rustling outside the window. No, somebody was swishing newspapers: no, Cornelia and Doctor Harry werewhisperingtogether. She leaped broad awake, thinking they whispered in her ear.

“She was never like this, never like this!” “Well, what can we expect?” “Yes, eighty years old….”

Well, and what if she was? She still had ears. It was like Cornelia to whisper around doors. She always kept things secret in such a public way. She was always being tactful and kind. Cornelia was dutiful; that was the trouble with her. Dutiful and good: “So good and dutiful,” said Granny, “that I’d like to spank her.” She saw herself spanking Cornelia and making a fine job of it.

“What’d you say, Mother?”

Granny felt her face tying up in hard knots.

“Can’t a body think, I’d like to know?”

“I thought you might want something.”

“I do. I want a lot of things. First off, go away and don’t whisper.”

She lay and drowsed, hoping in her sleep that the children would keep out and let her rest a minute. It had been a long day. Not that she was tired. It was always pleasant to snatch a minute now and then. There was always so much to be done, let me see: tomorrow.
Tomorrow was far away and there was nothing to trouble about. Things were finished somehow when the time came; thank God there was always a little margin over for peace: then a person could spread out the plan of life and tuck in the edges orderly. It was good to have everything clean and folded away, with the hair brushes and tonic bottles sitting straight on the white embroidered linen: the day started without fuss and the pantry shelves laid out with rows of jelly glasses and brown jugs and white stone-china jars with blue whirligigs and words painted on them: coffee, tea, sugar, ginger, cinnamon, allspice: and the bronze clock with the lion on top nicely dusted off. The dust that lion could collect in twenty-four hours! The box in the attic with all those letters tied up, well she’d have to go through that tomorrow. All those letters – George’s letters and John’s letters and her letters to them both – lying around for the children to find afterwards made her uneasy. Yes, that would be tomorrow’s business. No use to let them know how silly she had been once.
While she was rummaging around she found death in her mind and it felt clammy and unfamiliar. She had spent so much time preparing for death there was no need for bringing it up again. Let it take care of itself now. When she was sixty she had felt very old, finished, and went around making farewell trips to see her children and grandchildren! Then she made her will and came down with a long fever. That was all just a notion like a lot of other things, but it was lucky too, for she had once for all got over the idea of dying for a long time. Now she couldn’t be worried. She hoped she had better sense now. Her father had lived to be one hundred and two years old and had drunk a noggin of strong hot toddy3 on his last birthday. He told the reporters it was his daily habit, and he owed his long life to that. He had made quite a scandal and was very pleased about it. She believed she’d just plague Cornelia a little.
“Cornelia! Cornelia!” No footsteps, but a sudden hand on her cheek. “Bless you, where have you been?”

“Here, mother.”

“Well, Cornelia, I want a noggin of hot toddy.”

“Are you cold, darling?”

“I’m chilly, Cornelia. Lying in bed stops the circulation. I must have told you that a thousand times.”

Well, she could just hear Cornelia telling her husband that Mother was getting childish and they’d have to humor her. The thing that most annoyed her was that Cornelia thought she was deaf, dumb, and blind. Little hasty glances and tiny gestures tossed around her and over her head saying, “Don’t cross her, let her have her way, she’s eighty years old,” and sitting there as if she lived in a thin glass cage. Sometimes Granny almost made up her mind to pack up and move back to her own house where nobody could remind her every minute that she was old. Wait, wait, Cornelia, till your own children whisper behind your back!
In her day she had kept a better house and had got more work done. She wasn’t too old yet for Lydia to be driving eighty miles for advice when one of the children jumped the track, and Jimmy still dropped in and talked things over: “Now, Mammy, you’ve a good business head, I want to know what you think of this?…” Old Cornelia couldn’t change the furniture around without asking. Little things, little things! They had been so sweet when they were little. Granny wished the old days were back again with the children young and everything to be done over. It had been a hard pull, but not too much for her. When she thought of all the food she had cooked, and all the clothes she had cut and sewed, and all the gardens she had made – well, the children showed it. There they were, made out of her, and they couldn’t get away from that. Sometimes she wanted to see John again and point to them and say, Well, I didn’t do so badly, did I? But that would have to wait. That was for tomorrow. She used to think of him as a man, but now all the children were older than their father, and he would be a child beside her if she saw him now. It seemed strange and there was something wrong in the idea. Why, he couldn’t possibly recognize her. She had fenced in a hundred acres once, digging the post holes herself and clamping the wires with just a Negro boy to help. That changed a woman. John would be looking for a young woman with the peaked Spanish comb in her hair and the painted fan. Digging post holes changed a woman. Riding country roads in the winter when women had their babies was another thing: sitting up nights with sick horses and sick Negroes and sick children and hardly ever losing one. John, I hardly ever lost one of them! John would see that in a minute, that would be something he could understand, she wouldn’t have to explain anything!

It made her feel like rolling up her sleeves and putting the whole place to rights again. No matter if Cornelia was determined to be everywhere at once, there were a great many things left undone on this place. She would start tomorrow and do them. It was good to be strong enough for everything, even if all you made melted and changed and slipped under your hands, so that by the time you finished you almost forgot what you were working for. What was it I set out to do? She asked herself intently, but she could not remember. A fog rose over the valley, she saw it marching across the creek swallowing the trees and moving up the hill like an army of ghosts. Soon it would be at the near edge of the orchard, and then it was time to go in and light the lamps. Come in, children, don’t stay out in the night air.
Lighting the lamps had been beautiful. The children huddled up to her and breathed like little calves waiting at the bars in the twilight. Their eyes followed the match and watched the flame rise and settle in a blue curve, then they moved away from her. The lamp was lit, they didn’t have to be scared and hang on to mother any more. Never, never, never more. God, for all my life I thank Thee. Without Thee, my God, I could never have done it. Hail, Mary, full of grace.

I want you to pick all the fruit this year and see that nothing is wasted. There’s always someone who can use it. Don’t let good things rot for want of using. You waste life when you waste good food. Don’t let things get lost. It’s bitter to lose things. Now, don’t let me get to thinking, not when I am tired and taking a little nap before supper…

The pillow rose about her shoulders and pressed against her heart and the memory was being squeezed out of it: oh, push down the pillow, somebody: it would smother her if she tried to hold it. Such a fresh breeze blowing and such a green day with no threats in it. But he had not come, just the same. What does a woman do when she has put on the white veil and set out the white cake for a man and he doesn’t come? She tried to remember. No, I swear he never harmed me but in that. He never harmed me but in that… and what if he did? There was the day, the day, but a whirl of dark smoke rose and covered it, crept up and over into the bright field where everything was planted so carefully in orderly rows. That was hell, she knew hell when she saw it. For sixty years she had prayed against remembering him and against losing her soul in the deep pit of hell, and now the two things were mingled in one and the thought of him was a smoking cloud from hell that moved and crept in her head when she had just got rid of Doctor Harry and was trying to rest a minute: Wounded vanity, Ellen, said a sharp voice in the top of her mind. Don’t let your wounded vanity get the upper hand of you. Plenty of girls get jilted. You were jilted, weren’t you? Then stand up to it. Her eyelids wavered and let in streamers of blue-gray light like tissue paper over her eyes. She must get up and pull the shades down or she’d never sleep. She was in bed again and the shades were not down. How could that happen? Better turn over, hide from the light, sleeping in the light gave you nightmares. “Mother, how do you feel now?” and a stinging wetness on her forehead. But I don’t like having my face washed in cold water!
Hapsy? George? Lydia? Jimmy? No, Cornelia, and her features were swollen and full of little puddles. “They’re coming, darling, they’ll all be here soon.” Go wash your face, child, you look funny.

Instead of obeying, Cornelia knelt down and put her head on the pillow. She seemed to be talking but there was no sound. 

“Well, are you tongue-tied? Whose birthday is it? Are you going to give a party?”

Cornelia’s mouth moved urgently in strange shapes. “Don’t do that, you bother me, daughter.”

“Oh, no, Mother, Oh, no…”

Nonsense. It was strange about children. They disputed your every word. “No what, Cornelia?”

“Here’s Doctor Harry.”

“I won’t see that boy again. He just left five minutes ago.”

“That was this morning, Mother. It’s night now. Here’s the nurse.”

“This is Doctor Harry, Mrs. Weatherall. I never saw you look so young and happy!”

“Ah, I’ll never be young again – but I’d be happy if they’d let me be in peace and get rested.”

She thought she spoke up loudly, but no one answered. A warm weight on her forehead, a warm bracelet on her wrist, and a breeze went on whispering, trying to tell her something. A shuffle of leaves in the everlasting hand of God. He blew on them and they danced and rattled. “Mother, don’t mind, we’re going to give you a little hypodermic.” “Look here, daughter, how do ants get in this bed? I saw sugar ants yesterday.” Did you send for Hapsy too?

It was Hapsy she really wanted. She had to go a long way back through a great many rooms to find Hapsy standing with a baby on her arm. She seemed to herself to be Hapsy also, and the baby on Hapsy’s arm was Hapsy and himself and herself, all at once, and there was no surprise in the meeting. Then Hapsy melted from within and turned flimsy as gray gauze and baby was a gauzy shadow, and Hapsy came up close and said, “I thought you’d never come,” and looked at her very searchingly and said, “You haven’t changed a bit!” They leaned forward to kiss, when Cornelia began whispering from a long way off, “Oh, is there anything you want to tell me? Is there anything I can do for you?”

Yes, she had changed her mind after sixty years and she would like to see George. I want you to find George. Find him and be sure to tell him I forgot him. I want him to know I had my husband just the same and my children and my house like any other woman. A good house too and a good husband that I loved and fine children out of him. Better than I hoped for even. Tell him I was given back everything he took away and more. Oh, no, on, God, no, there was something else besides the house and the man and the children. Oh, surely they were not all? What was it? Something not given back… Her breath crowded down under her ribs and grew into a monstrous frightening shape with cutting edges; it bored up into her head, and the agony was unbelievable: Yes, John, get the doctor now, no more talk, my time has come.

When this one was born it should be the last. The last. It should have been born first, fir it was the one she had truly wanted. Everything came in good time. Nothing left out, left over. She was strong, in three days she would be as well as ever. Better. A woman needed milk in her to have her full health.
“Mother, do you hear me?”

“I’ve been telling you –“

“Mother, Father Connolly’s here.”

“I went to Holy Communion only last week. Tell him I’m not so sinful as all that.”

“Father just wants to speak to you.”

He could speak as much as he pleased. It was like him to drop in and inquire about her soul as if it were a teething baby, and then stay on for a cup of tea and a round of cards and gossip. He always had a funny story of some sort, usually about an Irishman who made his little mistakes and confessed them, and the point lay in some absurd thing he would blurt out in the confessional showing his struggles between native piety and original sin. Granny felt easy about her soul. Cornelia, where are your manners? Give Father Connolly a chair. She had her secret, comfortable understanding with a few favorite saints who cleared a straight road to God for her. All as surely signed and sealed as the papers for the new Forty Acres. Forever… heirs and assigns forever. Since the day the wedding cake was not cut, but thrown out and wasted. The whole bottom dropped out of the world, and there she was blind and sweating with nothing under her feet and the walls falling away. His hand caught her under the breast, she had not fallen, there was the freshly polished floor with the green rug on it, just as before. He had cursed like a sailor’s parrot and said, “I’ll kill him for you.” Don’t lay a hand on him, for my sake leave something to God. “Now, Ellen, you must believe what I tell you…”
So there was nothing, nothing to worry about any more, except sometimes in the night one of the children screamed in a nightmare, and they both hustled out shaking and hunting for the matches and calling, “There, wait a minute, here we are!” John, get the doctor now. Hapsy’s time has come. But there was Hapsy standing by the bed in a white cap. 

“Cornelia, tell Hapsy to take off her cap. I can’t see her plain.”
Her eyes opened very wide and the room stood out like a picture she had seen somewhere. Dark colors with the shadows rising towards the ceiling in long angles. The tall black dresser gleamed with nothing on it but John’s picture, enlarged from a little one, with John’s eyes very black when they should have been blue. You never saw him, so how do you know how he looked? But the man insisted the copy was perfect, it was very rich and handsome. For a picture, yes, but it’s not my husband. The table by the bed had a linen cover and a candle and a crucifix. The light was blue from Cornelia’s silk lampshades. No sort of light at all, just frippery.4 You had to live forty years with kerosene lamps to appreciate honest electricity. She felt very strong and she saw Doctor Harry with a rosy nimbus around him.
“You look like a saint, Doctor Harry, and I vow that’s as near as you’ll ever dome to it.”

“She’s saying something.”

“I heard you, Cornelia. What’s all this carrying-on?”

“Father Connolly’s saying –“

Cornelia’s voice staggered and bumped like a cart in a bad road. It rounded corners and turned back again and arrived nowhere. Granny stepped up in the cart very lightly and reached for the reins, but a man sat beside her and she knew him by his hands, driving the cart. She did not look in his face, for she knew without seeing, but looked instead down the road where the trees leaned over and bowed to each other and a thousand birds were singing a Mass. She felt like singing too, but she put her hand in the bosom of her dress and pulled out a rosary, and Father Connolly murmured Latin in a very solemn voice and tickled her feet. My God, will you stop that nonsense? I’m a married woman. What if he did run away and leave me to face the priest by myself? I found another a whole world better. I wouldn’t have exchanged my husband for anybody except St. Michael himself, and you may tell him that for me with a thank you in the bargain.
Light flashed on her closed eyelids, and a deep roaring shook her. Cornelia, is that lightning? I hear thunder. There’s going to be a storm. Close all the windows. Call the children in… “Mother, where we are, all of us.” “Is that you, Hapsy?” “Oh, no, I’m Lydia. We drove as fast as we could.” Their faces drifted above her, drifted away. The rosary fell out of her hands and Lydia put it back. Jimmy tried to help, their hands fumbled together, and Granny closed two fingers around Jimmy’s thumb. Beads wouldn’t do it, it must be something alive. She was so amazed her thoughts ran round and round. So, my dear Lord, this is my death and I wasn’t even thinking about it. My children have come to see me die. But I can’t, it’s not time. Oh, I always hated surprises. I wanted to give Cornelia the amethyst set – Cornelia, you’re to have the amethyst set, but Hapsy’ to wear it when she wants, and, Doctor Harry, do shut up. Nobody sent for you. Oh, my dear Lord, do wait a minute. I meant to do something about the Forty Acres, Jimmy doesn’t need it and Lydia will later on, with that worthless husband of hers. I meant to finish the altar cloth and send six bottles of wine to Sister Borgia for her dyspepsia.5 I want to send six bottles of wine to Sister Borgia, Father Connolly, now don’t let me forget.

Cornelia’s voice made short turns and tilted over and crashed. “Oh, Mother, oh, Mother, oh, Mother…”

“I’m not going Cornelia. I’m taken by surprise. I can’t go.”

You’ll see Hapsy again. What about her? “I thought you’d never come.” Granny made a long journey outward, looking for Hapsy. What if I don’t find her? What then? Her heart sank down and down, there was no bottom to death, she couldn’t come to the end of it. The blue light from Cornelia’s lampshade drew into a tiny point in the center of her brain, it flickered and winked like an eye, quietly it fluttered and dwindled. Granny lay curled down within herself, amazed and watchful, staring at the point of light that was herself; her body was now only a deeper mass of shadow in an endless darkness and this darkness would curl around the light and swallow it up. God, give me a sign!

For the second time there was no sign. Again no bridegroom and the priest in the house. She could not remember any other sorrow because this grief wiped them all away. Oh, no, there’s nothing more cruel than this – I’ll never forgive it. She stretched herself with a deep breath and blew out the light. (source: http://ucsub.colorado.edu/~hardiman/granny.html )
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Notes: 

1. knee breeches-- knee-length trousers; see the image on the right. 
2. milk-leg – a painful swelling of the legs sometimes occurring in women after childbirth.   

3. noggin – a small mug; hot toddy – a drink with a mixture of brandy and hot water, lemon and spices.

4. frippery – cheap and tawdry decoration
5. dyspepsia – indigestion 

[image: image23.jpg]


Sylvia Plath
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Example III 
Language and Feminine Writing
Spelling

Margaret Atwood

 

My daughter plays on the floor

with plastic letters,

red, blue & hard yellow,

learning how to spell,

spelling,

how to make spells.

 

                 *

 

I wonder how many women

denied themselves daughters,

closed themselves in rooms,

drew the curtains

so they could mainline words.

 

                 *

 

A child is not a poem,

a poem is not a child.

There is no either / or.

However.

 

                 *

 

I return to the story

of the woman caught in the war

& in labour, her thighs tied

together by the enemy

so she could not give birth.

 

Ancestress: the burning witch,

her mouth covered by leather

to strangle words.

 

A word after a word

after a word is power.

 

                 *

 

At the point where language falls away

from the hot bones, at the point

where the rock breaks open and darkness

flows out of it like blood, at

the melting point of granite

when the bones know

they are hollow & the word

splits & doubles & speaks

the truth & the body

itself becomes a mouth.

 

This is a metaphor.

 

                 *

 

How do you learn to spell?

Blood, sky & the sun,

your own name first,

your first naming, your first name,

your first word.
Marlene Noubese Philip 

L
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born in Tobago, Trinidad
lNourbese "noor-BEH- seh"; 

lBA-- at the University of the West Indies, Kingston, Jamaica. 
l1968 -- Arrived in Canada
l1973 -- a law degree from the University of Western Ontario

l1982 -- gave up law completely to write full-time

lHarriet's Daughter –novel for young adult
l

She Tries Her Tongue, Her Silence Softly Breaks. (the Casa de las Américas prize)
Example IV
： Stories for (post-)structuralist analysis
The Blind Man  

D. H. Lawrence

Isabel Pervin was listening for two sounds--for the sound of wheels on the drive outside and for the noise of her husband's footsteps in the hall. Her dearest and oldest friend, a man who seemed almost indispensable to her living, would drive up in the rainy dusk of the closing November day. The trap had gone to fetch him from the station. And her husband, who had been blinded in Flanders, and who had a disfiguring mark on his brow, would be coming in from the outhouses.

He had been home for a year now. He was totally blind. Yet they had been very happy. The Grange was Maurice's own place. The back was a farmstead, and the Wernhams, who occupied the rear premises, acted as farmers. Isabel lived with her husband in the handsome rooms in front. She and he had been almost entirely alone together since he was wounded. They talked and sang and read together in a wonderful and unspeakable intimacy. Then she reviewed books for a Scottish newspaper, carrying on her old interest, and he occupied himself a good deal with the farm. Sightless, he could still discuss everything with Wernham, and he could also do a good deal of work about the place--menial work, it is true, but it gave him satisfaction. He milked the cows, carried in the pails, turned the separator, attended to the pigs and horses. Life was still very full and strangely serene for the blind man, peaceful with the almost incomprehensible peace of immediate contact in darkness. With his wife he had a whole world, rich and real and invisible.

They were newly and remotely happy. He did not even regret the loss of his sight in these times of dark, palpable joy. A certain exultance swelled his soul.

But as time wore on, sometimes the rich glamour would leave them. Sometimes, after months of this intensity, a sense of burden overcame Isabel, a weariness, a terrible _ennui_, in that silent house approached between a colonnade of tall-shafted pines. Then she felt she would go mad, for she could not bear it. And sometimes he had devastating fits of depression, which seemed to lay waste his whole being. It was worse than depression--a black misery, when his own life was a torture to him, and when his presence was unbearable to his wife. The dread went down to the roots of her soul as these black days recurred. In a kind of panic she tried to wrap herself up still further in her husband. She forced the old spontaneous cheerfulness and joy to continue. But the effort it cost her was almost too much. She knew she could not keep it up. She felt she would scream with the strain, and would give anything, anything, to escape. She longed to possess her husband utterly; it gave her inordinate joy to have him entirely to herself. And yet, when again he was gone in a black and massive misery, she could not bear him, she could not bear herself; she wished she could be snatched away off the earth altogether, anything rather than live at this cost.

Dazed, she schemed for a way out. She invited friends, she tried to give him some further connexion with the outer world. But it was no good. After all their joy and suffering, after their dark, great year of blindness and solitude and unspeakable nearness, other people seemed to them both shallow, prattling, rather impertinent. Shallow prattle seemed presumptuous. He became impatient and irritated, she was wearied. And so they lapsed into their solitude again. For they preferred it.

But now, in a few weeks' time, her second baby would be born. The first had died, an infant, when her husband first went out to France. She looked with joy and relief to the coming of the second. It would be her salvation. But also she felt some anxiety. She was thirty years old, her husband was a year younger. They both wanted the child very much. Yet she could not help feeling afraid. She had her husband on her hands, a terrible joy to her, and a terrifying burden. The child would occupy her love and attention. And then, what of Maurice? What would he do? If only she could feel that he, too, would be at peace and happy when the child came! She did so want to luxuriate in a rich, physical satisfaction of maternity. But the man, what would he do? How could she provide for him, how avert those shattering black moods of his, which destroyed them both?

She sighed with fear. But at this time Bertie Reid wrote to Isabel. He was her old friend, a second or third cousin, a Scotchman, as she was a Scotchwoman. They had been brought up near to one another, and all her life he had been her friend, like a brother, but better than her own brothers. She loved him--though not in the marrying sense. There was a sort of kinship between them, an affinity. They understood one another instinctively. But Isabel would never have thought of marrying Bertie. It would have seemed like marrying in her own family.

Bertie was a barrister and a man of letters, a Scotchman of the intellectual type, quick, ironical, sentimental, and on his knees before the woman he adored but did not want to marry. Maurice Pervin was different. He came of a good old country family--the Grange was not a very great distance from Oxford. He was passionate, sensitive, perhaps over-sensitive, wincing--a big fellow with heavy limbs and a forehead that flushed painfully. For his mind was slow, as if drugged by the strong provincial blood that beat in his veins. He was very sensitive to his own mental slowness, his feelings being quick and acute. So that he was just the opposite to Bertie, whose mind was much quicker than his emotions, which were not so very fine.  From the first the two men did not like each other. Isabel felt that they _ought_ to get on together. But they did not. She felt that if only each could have the clue to the other there would be such a rare understanding between them. It did not come off, however. Bertie adopted a slightly ironical attitude, very offensive to Maurice, who returned the Scotch irony with English resentment, a resentment which deepened sometimes into stupid hatred.

This was a little puzzling to Isabel. However, she accepted it in the course of things. Men were made freakish and unreasonable. Therefore, when Maurice was going out to France for the second time, she felt that, for her husband's sake, she must discontinue her friendship with Bertie. She wrote to the barrister to this effect. Bertram Reid simply replied that in this, as in all other matters, he must obey her wishes, if these were indeed her wishes.

For nearly two years nothing had passed between the two friends. Isabel rather gloried in the fact; she had no compunction. She had one great article of faith, which was, that husband and wife should be so important to one another, that the rest of the world simply did not count. She and Maurice were husband and wife. They loved one another. They would have children. Then let everybody and everything else fade into insignificance outside this connubial felicity. She professed herself quite happy and ready to receive Maurice's friends. She was happy and ready: the happy wife, the ready woman in possession. Without knowing why, the friends retired abashed and came no more. Maurice, of course, took as much satisfaction in this connubial absorption as Isabel did.

He shared in Isabel's literary activities, she cultivated a real interest in agriculture and cattle-raising. For she, being at heart perhaps an emotional enthusiast, always cultivated the practical side of life, and prided herself on her mastery of practical affairs. Thus the husband and wife had spent the five years of their married life. The last had been one of blindness and unspeakable intimacy. And now Isabel felt a great indifference coming over her, a sort of lethargy. She wanted to be allowed to bear her child in peace, to nod by the fire and drift vaguely, physically, from day to day. Maurice was like an ominous thunder-cloud. She had to keep waking up to remember him.

When a little note came from Bertie, asking if he were to put up a tombstone to their dead friendship, and speaking of the real pain he felt on account of her husband's loss of sight, she felt a pang, a fluttering agitation of re-awakening. And she read the letter to Maurice.

'Ask him to come down,' he said.

 'Ask Bertie to come here!' she re-echoed.

 'Yes--if he wants to.'

Isabel paused for a few moments.

'I know he wants to--he'd only be too glad,' she replied. 'But what about

you, Maurice? How would you like it?' 

'I should like it.' 

'Well--in that case--But I thought you didn't care for him--'

 'Oh, I don't know. I might think differently of him now,' the blind man replied. It was rather abstruse to Isabel. 

'Well, dear,' she said, 'if you're quite sure--' 

'I'm sure enough. Let him come,' said Maurice.

So Bertie was coming, coming this evening, in the November rain and darkness. Isabel was agitated, racked with her old restlessness and indecision. She had always suffered from this pain of doubt, just an agonizing sense of uncertainty. It had begun to pass off, in the lethargy of maternity. Now it returned, and she resented it. She struggled as usual to maintain her calm, composed, friendly bearing, a sort of mask she wore over all her body.

A woman had lighted a tall lamp beside the table, and spread the cloth. The long dining-room was dim, with its elegant but rather severe pieces of old furniture. Only the round table glowed softly under the light. It had a rich, beautiful effect. The white cloth glistened and dropped its heavy, pointed lace corners almost to the carpet, the china was old and handsome, creamy-yellow, with a blotched pattern of harsh red and deep blue, the cups large and bell-shaped, the teapot gallant. Isabel looked at it with superficial appreciation.

Her nerves were hurting her. She looked automatically again at the high, uncurtained windows. In the last dusk she could just perceive outside a huge fir-tree swaying its boughs: it was as if she thought it rather than saw it. The rain came flying on the window panes. Ah, why had she no peace? These two men, why did they tear at her? Why did they not come--why was there this suspense?

She sat in a lassitude that was really suspense and irritation. Maurice, at least, might come in--there was nothing to keep him out. She rose to her feet. Catching sight of her reflection in a mirror, she glanced at herself with a slight smile of recognition, as if she were an old friend to herself. Her face was oval and calm, her nose a little arched. Her neck made a beautiful line down to her shoulder. With hair knotted loosely behind, she had something of a warm, maternal look. Thinking this of herself, she arched her eyebrows and her rather heavy eyelids, with a little flicker of a smile, and for a moment her grey eyes looked amused and wicked, a little sardonic, out of her transfigured Madonna face.

Then, resuming her air of womanly patience--she was really fatally self-determined--she went with a little jerk towards the door. Her eyes were slightly reddened.

She passed down the wide hall, and through a door at the end. Then she was in the farm premises. The scent of dairy, and of farm-kitchen, and of farm-yard and of leather almost overcame her: but particularly the scent of dairy. They had been scalding out the pans. The flagged passage in front of her was dark, puddled and wet. Light came out from the open kitchen door. She went forward and stood in the doorway. The farm-people were at tea, seated at a little distance from her, round a long, narrow table, in the centre of which stood a white lamp. Ruddy faces, ruddy hands holding food, red mouths working, heads bent over the tea-cups: men, land-girls, boys: it was tea-time, feeding-time. Some faces caught sight of her. Mrs. Wernham, going round behind the chairs with a large black teapot, halting slightly in her walk, was not aware of her for a moment. Then she turned suddenly.

'Oh, is it Madam!' she exclaimed. 'Come in, then, come in! We're at tea.' And she dragged forward a chair.

'No, I won't come in,' said Isabel, 'I'm afraid I interrupt your meal.' 

'No--no--not likely, Madam, not likely.' 

'Hasn't Mr. Pervin come in, do you know?' 

'I'm sure I couldn't say! Missed him, have you, Madam?' 

'No, I only wanted him to come in,' laughed Isabel, as if shyly. 

'Wanted him, did ye? Get you, boy--get up, now--'

Mrs. Wernham knocked one of the boys on the shoulder. He began to scrape to his feet, chewing largely.

'I believe he's in top stable,' said another face from the table. 

'Ah! No, don't get up. I'm going myself,' said Isabel. 

'Don't you go out of a dirty night like this. Let the lad go. Get along wi' ye, boy,' said Mrs. Wernham. 

'No, no,' said Isabel, with a decision that was always obeyed. 'Go on with your tea, Tom. I'd like to go across to the stable, Mrs. Wernham.' 

'Did ever you hear tell!' exclaimed the woman. 

'Isn't the trap late?' asked Isabel.

 'Why, no,' said Mrs. Wernham, peering into the distance at the tall, dim clock. 'No, Madam--we can give it another quarter or twenty minutes yet, good--yes, every bit of a quarter.'

 'Ah! It seems late when darkness falls so early,' said Isabel.

 'It do, that it do. Bother the days, that they draw in so,' answered Mrs. Wernham.' Proper miserable!' 

'They are,' said Isabel, withdrawing.

She pulled on her overshoes, wrapped a large tartan shawl around her, put on a man's felt hat, and ventured out along the causeways of the first yard. It was very dark. The wind was roaring in the great elms behind the outhouses. When she came to the second yard the darkness seemed deeper. She was unsure of her footing. She wished she had brought a lantern. Rain blew against her. Half she liked it, half she felt unwilling to battle.

She reached at last the just visible door of the stable. There was no sign of a light anywhere. Opening the upper half, she looked in: into a simple well of darkness. The smell of horses, and ammonia, and of warmth was startling to her, in that full night. She listened with all her ears, but could hear nothing save the night, and the stirring of a horse.

'Maurice!' she called, softly and musically, though she was afraid.

'Maurice--are you there?'

Nothing came from the darkness. She knew the rain and wind blew in upon the horses, the hot animal life. Feeling it wrong, she entered the stable, and drew the lower half of the door shut, holding the upper part close. She did not stir, because she was aware of the presence of the dark hindquarters of the horses, though she could not see them, and she was afraid. Something wild stirred in her heart.

She listened intensely. Then she heard a small noise in the distance--far away, it seemed--the chink of a pan, and a man's voice speaking a brief word. It would be Maurice, in the other part of the stable. She stood motionless, waiting for him to come through the partition door. The horses were so terrifyingly near to her, in the invisible. 
The loud jarring of the inner door-latch made her start; the door was opened. She could hear and feel her husband entering and invisibly passing among the horses near to her, in darkness as they were, actively intermingled. The rather low sound of his voice as he spoke to the horses came velvety to her nerves. How near he was, and how invisible! The darkness seemed to be in a strange swirl of violent life, just upon her. She turned giddy.

Her presence of mind made her call, quietly and musically: 

'Maurice! Maurice--dea-ar!' 

'Yes,' he answered. 'Isabel?' 

She saw nothing, and the sound of his voice seemed to touch her. 

'Hello!' she answered cheerfully, straining her eyes to see him. He was still busy, attending to the horses near her, but she saw only darkness. It made her almost desperate.

'Won't you come in, dear?' she said. 

'Yes, I'm coming. Just half a minute. _Stand over--now_! Trap's not come, has it?'

 'Not yet,' said Isabel.

 
His voice was pleasant and ordinary, but it had a slight suggestion of the stable to her. She wished he would come away. Whilst he was so utterly invisible she was afraid of him. 

'How's the time?' he asked. 

'Not yet six,' she replied. She disliked to answer into the dark. Presently he came very near to her, and she retreated out of doors. 

'The weather blows in here,' he said, coming steadily forward, feeling for the doors. She shrank away. At last she could dimly see him. 

'Bertie won't have much of a drive,' he said, as he closed the doors. 

'He won't indeed!' said Isabel calmly, watching the dark shape at the door. 

'Give me your arm, dear,' she said.

 
She pressed his arm close to her, as she went. But she longed to see him, to look at him. She was nervous. He walked erect, with face rather lifted, but with a curious tentative movement of his powerful, muscular legs. She could feel the clever, careful, strong contact of his feet with the earth, as she balanced against him. For a moment he was a tower of darkness to her, as if he rose out of the earth.

In the house-passage he wavered, and went cautiously, with a curious look of silence about him as he felt for the bench. Then he sat down heavily. He was a man with rather sloping shoulders, but with heavy limbs, powerful legs that seemed to know the earth. His head was small, usually carried high and light. As he bent down to unfasten his gaiters and boots he did not look blind. His hair was brown and crisp, his hands were large, reddish, intelligent, the veins stood out in the wrists; and his thighs and knees seemed massive. When he stood up his face and neck were surcharged with blood, the veins stood out on his temples. She did not look at his blindness.

Isabel was always glad when they had passed through the dividing door into their own regions of repose and beauty. She was a little afraid of him, out there in the animal grossness of the back. His bearing also changed, as he smelt the familiar, indefinable odour that pervaded his wife's surroundings, a delicate, refined scent, very faintly spicy. Perhaps it came from the pot-pourri bowls.

He stood at the foot of the stairs, arrested, listening. She watched him, and her heart sickened. He seemed to be listening to fate. 

'He's not here yet,' he said. 'I'll go up and change.' 

'Maurice,' she said, 'you're not wishing he wouldn't come, are you?' 

'I couldn't quite say,' he answered. 'I feel myself rather on the _qui vive_.' 

'I can see you are,' she answered. And she reached up and kissed his cheek. She saw his mouth relax into a slow smile. 

'What are you laughing at?' she said roguishly. 

'You consoling me,' he answered. 

'Nay,' she answered. 'Why should I console you? You know we love each other--you know _how_ married we are! What does anything else matter?' 

'Nothing at all, my dear.' 

He felt for her face, and touched it, smiling. 

'_You're_ all right, aren't you?' he asked, anxiously. 

'I'm wonderfully all right, love,' she answered. 'It's you I am a little troubled about, at times.'

 'Why me?' he said, touching her cheeks delicately with the tips of his fingers. The touch had an almost hypnotizing effect on her. 

He went away upstairs. She saw him mount into the darkness, unseeing and unchanging. He did not know that the lamps on the upper corridor were unlighted. He went on into the darkness with unchanging step. She heard him in the bathroom.

Pervin moved about almost unconsciously in his familiar surroundings, dark though everything was. He seemed to know the presence of objects before he touched them. It was a pleasure to him to rock thus through a world of things, carried on the flood in a sort of blood-prescience. He did not think much or trouble much. So long as he kept this sheer immediacy of blood-contact with the substantial world he was happy, he wanted no intervention of visual consciousness. In this state there was a certain rich positivity, bordering sometimes on rapture. Life seemed to move in him like a tide lapping, and advancing, enveloping all things darkly. It was a pleasure to stretch forth the hand and meet the unseen object, clasp it, and possess it in pure contact. He did not try to remember, to visualize. He did not want to. The new way of consciousness substituted itself in him.

The rich suffusion of this state generally kept him happy, reaching its culmination in the consuming passion for his wife. But at times the flow would seem to be checked and thrown back. Then it would beat inside him like a tangled sea, and he was tortured in the shattered chaos of his own blood. He grew to dread this arrest, this throw-back, this chaos inside himself, when he seemed merely at the mercy of his own powerful and conflicting elements. How to get some measure of control or surety, this was the question. And when the question rose maddening in him, he would clench his fists as if he would _compel_ the whole universe to submit to him. But it was in vain. He could not even compel himself.

Tonight, however, he was still serene, though little tremors of unreasonable exasperation ran through him. He had to handle the razor very carefully, as he shaved, for it was not at one with him, he was afraid of it. His hearing also was too much sharpened. He heard the woman lighting the lamps on the corridor, and attending to the fire in the visitor's room. And then, as he went to his room he heard the trap arrive. Then came Isabel's voice, lifted and calling, like a bell ringing: 

'Is it you, Bertie? Have you come?' 

And a man's voice answered out of the wind: 

'Hello, Isabell There you are.' 

'Have you had a miserable drive? I'm so sorry we couldn't send a closed carriage. I can't see you at all, you know.' 

'I'm coming. No, I liked the drive--it was like Perthshire. Well, how are you? You're looking fit as ever, as far as I can see.' 

'Oh, yes,' said Isabel. 'I'm wonderfully well. How are you? Rather thin, I think--' 

'Worked to death--everybody's old cry. But I'm all right, Ciss. How's Pervin?--isn't he here?' 

'Oh, yes, he's upstairs changing. Yes, he's awfully well. Take off your wet things; I'll send them to be dried.'

 'And how are you both, in spirits? He doesn't fret?' 

'No--no, not at all. No, on the contrary, really. We've been wonderfully happy, incredibly. It's more than I can understand--so wonderful: the nearness, and the peace--' 

'Ah! Well, that's awfully good news--' 

They moved away. Pervin heard no more. But a childish sense of desolation had come over him, as he heard their brisk voices. He seemed shut out--like a child that is left out. He was aimless and excluded, he did not know what to do with himself. The helpless desolation came over him. He fumbled nervously as he dressed himself, in a state almost of childishness. He disliked the Scotch accent in Bertie's speech, and the slight response it found on Isabel's tongue. He disliked the slight purr of complacency in the Scottish speech. He disliked intensely the glib way in which Isabel spoke of their happiness and nearness. It made him recoil. He was fretful and beside himself like a child, he had almost a childish nostalgia to be included in the life circle. And at the same time he was a man, dark and powerful and infuriated by his own weakness. By some fatal flaw, he could not be by himself, he had to depend on the support of another. And this very dependence enraged him. He hated Bertie Reid, and at the same time he knew the hatred was nonsense, he knew it was the outcome of his own weakness. 

He went downstairs. Isabel was alone in the dining-room. She watched him enter, head erect, his feet tentative. He looked so strong-blooded and healthy, and, at the same time, cancelled. Cancelled--that was the word that flew across her mind. Perhaps it was his scars suggested it. 

'You heard Bertie come, Maurice?' she said. 

'Yes--isn't he here?' 

'He's in his room. He looks very thin and worn.' 

'I suppose he works himself to death.' 

A woman came in with a tray--and after a few minutes Bertie came down. He was a little dark man, with a very big forehead, thin, wispy hair, and sad, large eyes. His expression was inordinately sad--almost funny. He had odd, short legs.  Isabel watched him hesitate under the door, and glance nervously at her husband. Pervin heard him and turned. 

'Here you are, now,' said Isabel. 'Come, let us eat.' 

Bertie went across to Maurice. 

'How are you, Pervin,' he said, as he advanced. 

The blind man stuck his hand out into space, and Bertie took it. 

'Very fit. Glad you've come,' said Maurice. 

Isabel glanced at them, and glanced away, as if she could not bear to see them. 

'Come,' she said. 'Come to table. Aren't you both awfully hungry? I am, tremendously.' 

'I'm afraid you waited for me,' said Bertie, as they sat down.  Maurice had a curious monolithic way of sitting in a chair, erect and distant. Isabel's heart always beat when she caught sight of him thus. 

'No,' she replied to Bertie. 'We're very little later than usual. We're having a sort of high tea, not dinner. Do you mind? It gives us such a nice long evening, uninterrupted.' 

'I like it,' said Bertie.

 
Maurice was feeling, with curious little movements, almost like a cat kneading her bed, for his place, his knife and fork, his napkin. He was getting the whole geography of his cover into his consciousness. He sat erect and inscrutable, remote-seeming Bertie watched the static figure of the blind man, the delicate tactile discernment of the large, ruddy hands, and the curious mindless silence of the brow, above the scar. With difficulty he looked away, and without knowing what he did, picked up a little crystal bowl of violets from the table, and held them to his nose. 

'They are sweet-scented,' he said. 'Where do they come from?' 

'From the garden--under the windows,' said Isabel. 

'So late in the year--and so fragrant! Do you remember the violets under Aunt Bell's south wall?' 

The two friends looked at each other and exchanged a smile, Isabel's eyes lighting up. 

'Don't I?' she replied. '_Wasn't_ she queer!' 

'A curious old girl,' laughed Bertie. 'There's a streak of freakishness in the family, Isabel.' 

'Ah--but not in you and me, Bertie,' said Isabel. 'Give them to Maurice, will you?' she added, as Bertie was putting down the flowers. 'Have you smelled the violets, dear? Do!--they are so scented.'

Maurice held out his hand, and Bertie placed the tiny bowl against his large, warm-looking fingers. Maurice's hand closed over the thin white fingers of the barrister. Bertie carefully extricated himself. Then the two watched the blind man smelling the violets. He bent his head and seemed to be thinking. Isabel waited.

'Aren't they sweet, Maurice?' she said at last, anxiously. 

'Very,' he said. And he held out the bowl. Bertie took it. Both he and Isabel were a little afraid, and deeply disturbed. 

The meal continued. Isabel and Bertie chatted spasmodically. The blind man was silent. He touched his food repeatedly, with quick, delicate touches of his knife-point, then cut irregular bits. He could not bear to be helped. Both Isabel and Bertie suffered: Isabel wondered why. She did not suffer when she was alone with Maurice. Bertie made her conscious of a strangeness.

After the meal the three drew their chairs to the fire, and sat down to talk. The decanters were put on a table near at hand. Isabel knocked the logs on the fire, and clouds of brilliant sparks went up the chimney. Bertie noticed a slight weariness in her bearing.

 'You will be glad when your child comes now, Isabel?' he said.  She looked up to him with a quick wan smile. 

'Yes, I shall be glad,' she answered. 'It begins to seem long. Yes, I shall be very glad. So will you, Maurice, won't you?' she added. 

'Yes, I shall,' replied her husband. 

'We are both looking forward so much to having it,' she said. 

'Yes, of course,' said Bertie.

He was a bachelor, three or four years older than Isabel. He lived in beautiful rooms overlooking the river, guarded by a faithful Scottish man-servant. And he had his friends among the fair sex--not lovers, friends. So long as he could avoid any danger of courtship or marriage, he adored a few good women with constant and unfailing homage, and he was chivalrously fond of quite a number. But if they seemed to encroach on him, he withdrew and detested them.

Isabel knew him very well, knew his beautiful constancy, and kindness, also his incurable weakness, which made him unable ever to enter into close contact of any sort. He was ashamed of himself, because he could not marry, could not approach women physically. He wanted to do so. But he could not. At the centre of him he was afraid, helplessly and even brutally afraid. He had given up hope, had ceased to expect any more that he could escape his own weakness. Hence he was a brilliant and successful barrister, also _ littérateur _ of high repute, a rich man, and a great social success. At the centre he felt himself neuter, nothing.

Isabel knew him well. She despised him even while she admired him. She looked at his sad face, his little short legs, and felt contempt of him. She looked at his dark grey eyes, with their uncanny, almost childlike intuition, and she loved him. He understood amazingly--but she had no fear of his understanding. As a man she patronized him.

And she turned to the impassive, silent figure of her husband. He sat leaning back, with folded arms, and face a little uptilted. His knees were straight and massive. She sighed, picked up the poker, and again began to prod the fire, to rouse the clouds of soft, brilliant sparks.  'Isabel tells me,' Bertie began suddenly, 'that you have not suffered unbearably from the loss of sight.'

Maurice straightened himself to attend, but kept his arms folded. 

'No,' he said, 'not unbearably. Now and again one struggles against it, you know. But there are compensations.' 

'They say it is much worse to be stone deaf,' said Isabel. 

'I believe it is,' said Bertie. 'Are there compensations?' he added, to Maurice. 

'Yes. You cease to bother about a great many things.' Again Maurice stretched his figure, stretched the strong muscles of his back, and leaned backwards, with uplifted face.

'And that is a relief,' said Bertie. 'But what is there in place of the bothering? What replaces the activity?' 

There was a pause. At length the blind man replied, as out of a negligent, unattentive thinking: 

'Oh, I don't know. There's a good deal when you're not active.'  'Is there?' said Bertie. 'What, exactly? It always seems to me that when there is no thought and no action, there is nothing.' 

Again Maurice was slow in replying. 

'There is something,' he replied. 'I couldn't tell you what it is.' 

And the talk lapsed once more, Isabel and Bertie chatting gossip and reminiscence, the blind man silent. 

At length Maurice rose restlessly, a big, obtrusive figure. He felt tight and hampered. He wanted to go away. 

'Do you mind,' he said, 'if I go and speak to Wernham?' 

'No--go along, dear,' said Isabel. 

And he went out. A silence came over the two friends. At length Bertie said: 

'Nevertheless, it is a great deprivation, Cissie.' 

'It is, Bertie. I know it is.' 

'Something lacking all the time,' said Bertie. 

'Yes, I know. And yet--and yet--Maurice is right. There is something else, something _there_, which you never knew was there, and which you can't express.'

'What is there?' asked Bertie. 

'I don't know--it's awfully hard to define it--but something strong and immediate. There's something strange in Maurice's presence--indefinable--but I couldn't do without it. I agree that it seems to put one's mind to sleep. But when we're alone I miss nothing; it seems awfully rich, almost splendid, you know.' 

'I'm afraid I don't follow,' said Bertie.

They talked desultorily. The wind blew loudly outside, rain chattered on the window-panes, making a sharp, drum-sound, because of the closed, mellow-golden shutters inside. The logs burned slowly, with hot, almost invisible small flames. Bertie seemed uneasy, there were dark circles round his eyes. Isabel, rich with her approaching maternity, leaned looking into the fire. Her hair curled in odd, loose strands, very pleasing to the man. But she had a curious feeling of old woe in her heart, old, timeless night-woe.

'I suppose we're all deficient somewhere,' said Bertie. 

'I suppose so,' said Isabel wearily. 

'Damned, sooner or later.'

 'I don't know,' she said, rousing herself. 'I feel quite all right, you know. The child coming seems to make me indifferent to everything, just placid. I can't feel that there's anything to trouble about, you know.' 

'A good thing, I should say,' he replied slowly.

 'Well, there it is. I suppose it's just Nature. If only I felt I needn't trouble about Maurice, I should be perfectly content--' 

'But you feel you must trouble about him?' 

'Well--I don't know--' She even resented this much effort.

The evening passed slowly. Isabel looked at the clock. 'I say,' she said. 'It's nearly ten o'clock. Where can Maurice be? I'm sure they're all in bed at the back. Excuse me a moment.' 

She went out, returning almost immediately. 

'It's all shut up and in darkness,' she said. 'I wonder where he is. He must have gone out to the farm--'

Bertie looked at her. 

'I suppose he'll come in,' he said. 

'I suppose so,' she said. 'But it's unusual for him to be out now.' 

'Would you like me to go out and see?' 

'Well--if you wouldn't mind. I'd go, but--' She did not want to make the physical effort.

Bertie put on an old overcoat and took a lantern. He went out from the side door. He shrank from the wet and roaring night. Such weather had a nervous effect on him: too much moisture everywhere made him feel almost imbecile. Unwilling, he went through it all. A dog barked violently at him. He peered in all the buildings. At last, as he opened the upper door of a sort of intermediate barn, he heard a grinding noise, and looking in, holding up his lantern, saw Maurice, in his shirt-sleeves, standing listening, holding the handle of a turnip-pulper. He had been pulping sweet roots, a pile of which lay dimly heaped in a corner behind him.

'That you, Wernham?' said Maurice, listening. 

'No, it's me,' said Bertie. 

A large, half-wild grey cat was rubbing at Maurice's leg. The blind man stooped to rub its sides. Bertie watched the scene, then unconsciously entered and shut the door behind him, He was in a high sort of barn-place, from which, right and left, ran off the corridors in front of the stalled cattle. He watched the slow, stooping motion of the other man, as he caressed the great cat. 

Maurice straightened himself. 

'You came to look for me?' he said. 

'Isabel was a little uneasy,' said Bertie. 

'I'll come in. I like messing about doing these jobs.'

The cat had reared her sinister, feline length against his leg, clawing at his thigh affectionately. He lifted her claws out of his flesh. 

'I hope I'm not in your way at all at the Grange here,' said Bertie, rather shy and stiff. 

'My way? No, not a bit. I'm glad Isabel has somebody to talk to. I'm afraid it's I who am in the way. I know I'm not very lively company. Isabel's all right, don't you think? She's not unhappy, is she?'

 'I don't think so.'

 'What does she say?'

 'She says she's very content--only a little troubled about you.'

 'Why me?'

 'Perhaps afraid that you might brood,' said Bertie, cautiously.

 'She needn't be afraid of that.' He continued to caress the flattened grey head of the cat with his fingers. 'What I am a bit afraid of,' he resumed, 'is that she'll find me a dead weight, always alone with me down here.'

'I don't think you need think that,' said Bertie, though this was what he feared himself. 

'I don't know,' said Maurice. 'Sometimes I feel it isn't fair that she's saddled with me.' Then he dropped his voice curiously. 'I say,' he asked, secretly struggling, 'is my face much disfigured? Do you mind telling me?' 

'There is the scar,' said Bertie, wondering. 'Yes, it is a disfigurement. But more pitiable than shocking.' 

'A pretty bad scar, though,' said Maurice. 

'Oh, yes.' 

There was a pause.

'Sometimes I feel I am horrible,' said Maurice, in a low voice, talking as if to himself. And Bertie actually felt a quiver of horror. 

'That's nonsense,' he said. 

Maurice again straightened himself, leaving the cat. 

'There's no telling,' he said. Then again, in an odd tone, he added: 'I don't really know you, do I?' 

'Probably not,' said Bertie. 

'Do you mind if I touch you?' 

The lawyer shrank away instinctively. And yet, out of very philanthropy, he said, in a small voice: 'Not at all.'

But he suffered as the blind man stretched out a strong, naked hand to him. Maurice accidentally knocked off Bertie's hat.

'I thought you were taller,' he said, starting. Then he laid his hand on Bertie Reid's head, closing the dome of the skull in a soft, firm grasp, gathering it, as it were; then, shifting his grasp and softly closing again, with a fine, close pressure, till he had covered the skull and the face of the smaller man, tracing the brows, and touching the full, closed eyes, touching the small nose and the nostrils, the rough, short moustache, the mouth, the rather strong chin. The hand of the blind man grasped the shoulder, the arm, the hand of the other man. He seemed to take him, in the soft, travelling grasp.

'You seem young,' he said quietly, at last. 

The lawyer stood almost annihilated, unable to answer. 

'Your head seems tender, as if you were young,' Maurice repeated. 'So do your hands. Touch my eyes, will you?--touch my scar.'

Now Bertie quivered with revulsion. Yet he was under the power of the blind man, as if hypnotized. He lifted his hand, and laid the fingers on the scar, on the scarred eyes. Maurice suddenly covered them with his own hand, pressed the fingers of the other man upon his disfigured eye-sockets, trembling in every fibre, and rocking slightly, slowly, from side to side. He remained thus for a minute or more, whilst Bertie stood as if in a swoon, unconscious, imprisoned.

 Then suddenly Maurice removed the hand of the other man from his brow, and stood holding it in his own.

'Oh, my God' he said, 'we shall know each other now, shan't we? We shall know each other now.' 

Bertie could not answer. He gazed mute and terror-struck, overcome by his own weakness. He knew he could not answer. He had an unreasonable fear, lest the other man should suddenly destroy him. Whereas Maurice was actually filled with hot, poignant love, the passion of friendship. Perhaps it was this very passion of friendship which Bertie shrank from most.

'We're all right together now, aren't we?' said Maurice. 'It's all right now, as long as we live, so far as we're concerned?' 

'Yes,' said Bertie, trying by any means to escape. 

Maurice stood with head lifted, as if listening. The new delicate fulfilment of mortal friendship had come as a revelation and surprise to him, something exquisite and unhoped-for. He seemed to be listening to hear if it were real.

 Then he turned for his coat.

 'Come,' he said, 'we'll go to Isabel.'

Bertie took the lantern and opened the door. The cat disappeared. The two men went in silence along the causeways. Isabel, as they came, thought their footsteps sounded strange. She looked up pathetically and anxiously for their entrance. There seemed a curious elation about Maurice. Bertie was haggard, with sunken eyes.

'What is it?' she asked. 

'We've become friends,' said Maurice, standing with his feet apart, like a strange colossus. 

'Friends!' re-echoed Isabel. And she looked again at Bertie. He met her eyes with a furtive, haggard look; his eyes were as if glazed with misery.

'I'm so glad,' she said, in sheer perplexity. 

'Yes,' said Maurice. 

He was indeed so glad. Isabel took his hand with both hers, and held it fast. 

'You'll be happier now, dear,' she said. 

But she was watching Bertie. She knew that he had one desire--to escape from this intimacy, this friendship, which had been thrust upon him. He could not bear it that he had been touched by the blind man, his insane reserve broken in. He was like a mollusk whose shell is broken.

(source: http://www.ibiblio.org/pub/docs/books/gutenberg/etext05/8meng10.txt )




Example V
Nature Poems and Writing
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Mary Oliver 

Peonies 
This morning the green fists of the peonies are getting ready
to break my heart
as the sun rises, 
as the sun strokes them with his old, buttery fingers 

and they open ---
pools of lace, 
white and pink ---
and all day the black ants climb over them, 

boring their deep and mysterious holes
into the curls, 
craving the sweet sap, 
taking it away 

to their dark, underground cities ---
and all day
under the shifty wind, 
as in a dance to the great wedding, 

the flowers bend their bright bodies, 
and tip their fragrance to the air, 
and rise, 
their red stems holding 

all that dampness and recklessness 
gladly and lightly, 
and there it is again --- 
beauty the brave, the exemplary, 

blazing open. 
Do you love this world? 
Do you cherish your humble and silky life? 
Do you adore the green grass, with its terror beneath? 

Do you also hurry, half-dressed and barefoot, into the garden, 
and softly, 
and exclaiming of their dearness, 
fill your arms with the white and pink flowers, 

with their honeyed heaviness, their lush trembling, 
their eagerness
to be wild and perfect for a moment, before they are
nothing, forever? 
Source: http://www.geocities.com/Paris/Metro/1170/peonies.htm from New And Selected Poems by Mary Oliver 




Wild Geese

You do not have to be good. 

You do not have to walk on your knees 

for a hundred miles through the desert, repenting. 

You only have to let the soft animal of your body 

love what it loves. 

Tell me about despair, yours, and I will tell you mine. 

Meanwhile the world goes on. 

Meanwhile the sun and the clear pebbles of the rain 

are moving across the landscapes, 

over the prairies and the deep trees, 

the mountains and the rivers. 

Meanwhile the wild geese, high in the clean blue air, 

are heading home again. 

Whoever you are, no matter how lonely, 

the world offers itself to your imagination, 

calls to you like the wild geese, harsh and exciting-- 

over and over announcing your place 

in the family of things. 

PART II. 

Literary Theories 
I. Feminism 
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II. Structuralism &

 Poststructuralism

[image: image29.jpg]



II-2.   Poststructuralism 
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Ecocriticism 
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Only God Can Make a Tree: The Joys and Sorrows of Ecocriticism

By Sven Birkerts
The Boston Book Review 3.1 (Nov./Dec. 1996): 6+.
http://www.asle.umn.edu/archive/intro/birkerts.html 



We witness at times in the realm of ideas an intriguing trickle-to-tributary development: a well-timed article in a professional journal, agile responses by a few editors, and an invisible flurry of e-mail yield up other articles and references, and with them the sudden impression that people in different places have been incubating some of the same notions. Then--figure this as a sequence of rapid dissolves--come the panels, the symposia, and the larger conferences, all of them stocked with newly emergent players. The magic happens. The ideas start to get streamlined, and as soon as the pundits can manage it, the whole business gets dubbed a trend and is given a place on the ever-more-rapidly-revolving style-wheel. Then, before those players have even hammered out a coherent philosophy, a flashy and knowing article appears in The New York Times Magazinethe water table to which all higher aspirations are condemned to return--and from that point on, whether or not the trend (or "movement") establishes itself in academia, it lodges in the public mind, certainly that portion that watches with interest what thinking people are thinking. 

Thus, for the moment, for better or worse, we have a nascent new "ism." Jay Parini's tremblingly sycophantic essay in the magazine of our newspaper of record, entitled "The Greening of the Humanities" (October 29, 1995), gave a scatter of tendencies a habitation (a slew of upper-crust institutions, most prominently Middlebury College, where he himself teaches), and a name: ecocriticism. So he referred to it, and that is the word in boldface on a fat new anthology called The ecocriticism Reader: Landmarks in Literary Ecology, edited by Cheryll Glotfelty and Harold Fromm (University of Georgia Press). 

From the essay we learn that the movement already boasts a set of gurus, including, in no special order of merit, Middlebury's John Elder ("quietly charismatic," writes Parini, "with a high forehead and steady gaze"), Glotfelty (a "wiry, intense woman with eyes like diamond chips"), David Orr from Oberlin, Lawrence Buell from Harvard, Fromm from the University of Illinois, Chicago, and essayist Scott Russell Sanders. 

Easy as it is to name some of the key figures, it is somewhat more difficult to set out exactly what ecocriticism believes or espouses. I don't mean this in any slighting way. Indeed, new disciplines, like new marriages, should be granted honeymoon privileges. They should be allowed to work out their credos away from the glare of publicity. Now that ecocriticism has been exposed, however, it must stand up for scrutiny. And as the Glotfelty/Fromm anthology has all the markings of a foundation document, it is probably the best place to look. 

Glotfelty gives us this preliminary definition of ecocriticism in her Introduction: "Simply put, ecocriticism is the study of the relationship between literature and the physical environment." She then offers an array of sample questions that might suggest the kinds of inquiries that ecocritics might be venturing. Such as: "How is nature represented in this sonnet?" Or: "Are the values in this play consistent with ecological wisdom?" Or: "In what ways has literacy itself affected humankind's relationship to the natural world?" 

The scope, clearly, is broad, and though Glotfelty tries to supply her reader with a basic armature--a tripartite scheme of developmental stages--one cannot easily shed the sense of a rampant proliferation of perspectives and approaches. Glotfelty borrows her stages from Elaine Showalter's breakdown of the origin and evolution of feminist criticism. The first reflects a concern with "representations"--how nature is represented in literature. Second, there is the re-discovery and re-consideration of antecedent works--the claiming of a heritage. And finally Glotfelty proposes a theoretical phase, for, say, examining "the symbolic construction of species. How has literary discourse defined the human?" 

Under the three corresponding section headings, then, and presumably representative of the movement at large, we find essays ranging from Lynn White, Jr.'s "The Historical Roots of Our Ecological Crisis" (I), to Cynthia Deitering's "The Postnatural Novel: Toxic Consciousness in Fiction of the 1980s" (II), to Vera L. Norwood's "Heroines of Nature: Four Women Respond to the American Landscape" (III). The writing from one piece to the next is fairly predictable, reflecting here the more empirical locutions of the naturalist, there the cattle-car agglomerations of the career academic. 

Metaphors of place spring to mind. Here is yet another new frontier; a land-rush is underway; critics and thinkers are staking out their fields, their terrain. There is a bit of that excitement of origins that is found when options are still open, before the power brokers have muscled the first orthodoxies into place. Indeed, the sideline watcher may wonder whether the survival struggle (a natural phenomenon if there ever was one) will play itself out as usual in a discipline that takes the respectful interdependences of the natural ecosystems as a kind of core model. Much will be decided. We are not even sure whether ecocriticism will attempt to be a transformation of literary study, or whether it will become its own bridging endeavor, a link between the humanities and the natural sciences. In the face of so much provisionality one feels a certain speculative license. 

I wonder, for instance, whether ecocriticism is to be seen--as suggested in Parini's article--as a reply to and, perhaps, corrective for the perceived irrelevancy of "theory" in recent years. ecocriticism does seem to have arisen at a moment when text has, in the hands of its exegetical theorists, become a kind of hypothetical cloud formation, too vaporous to offer purchase to the presumptuous demands of sense. Ironically, a sort of comparison can be drawn between the will to specificity of the early New Critics and the drive of the ecocritics to bring the world--at least the natural world--into the literary viewfinder. In all other respects, of course, the disciplines (it feels odd to be calling ecocritics a "discipline" already) are in fundamental opposition. The New Critics hedged off the text for scrutiny and banished any extra-textual awareness of the world.  Ecocriticism, by contrast, uses texts mainly as a way to get at the world itself. Ecocritics might, one suspects, ignore any uses of language that are not a direct conduit to the nature they claim such devotion to. 

Ecocriticism raises yet again those tiresomely persistent questions. What is the proper sphere--the purpose--of literary study? Which is to ask, naturally, about the nature and purpose of literature itself. Is literature, as some might contend, a dream dreamed alongside our common reality, a symbolic system that trains us, but always indirectly, for life in the real world? Or is it, less romantically, just another part of mucky reality--directly referential, a guide to our moral determinations and our political actions? Or is it something in between? 

These are not, finally, questions that can be answered by reasoned analysis. We take positions based not on proof but on the warps and wrinkles of temperament. I can see with perfect plainness the arguments that call for literature to serve in some way the concrete business of living and propose for all art an implicit political role. I can even nod my head to many of the premises, the more so if they are advanced one by one by a non-hysterical individual. But persuade my mind as they may, they are powerless against my intuitive conviction, which I seem to have imbibed with mother's milk, that art bears no instructive relation to life in the world. Reading the ecocritics has, as one might imagine, activated my prejudices, as some of the notions that follow will confirm. 

The essays in the Glotfelty/Fromm anthology have convinced me that, before they do anything else, the ecocritics must sort out a crucial terminological confusion. This involves use of the terms "nature" and "environment." The problem is that "environment" and "nature" are so often used interchangeably that they have become near synonyms. But of course they are not, and the distinction isolates a core uncertainty in this emerging discipline. "Environment" is a capacious term and refers to the whole of the surrounding scape, whether natural, urban, or something mixed. "Nature" is the original given; it is the environment before the transformations wrought by technology. 

Ecocriticism appears to be dominantly concerned with nature, though Parini, to be fair, does quote Oberlin's Orr as saying: "Our subject, to borrow a phrase from Alfred North Whitehead, is 'life in all its manifestations.' We study cities as well as forests." But on the evidence, Orr is an exception. Nature and its preservation is what occupies most of the ecocritics. And this imposes a kind of programmatic simplicity upon the whole movement, gives it a "crunchiness" that may prove to be a liability. There is, moreover, no great battle to be fought, certainly not among the constituent intelligentsia. Fascism is bad; we must oppose it. The destruction of nature is bad; we must oppose it. The message should go out to those who need to hear it, but academic discourse is the least moveable of feasts. 

How much more interesting and controversial would be an ecocriticism pledging itself to the more inclusive idea of "environment." For the fact is that most of our late-century environment represents a replacement, a covering over, of nature. Mainly technological, it includes now the myriad invisible electronic transmissions, all of which mediate and warp our contact with the natural world and which are changing us significantly into the bargain. Here is a subject upon which a debate can be--needs to be--centered: technology, yea or nay? But the ecocritics are nowhere in evidence, and this does not bode well. 

After nomenclature, there is another abstract issue, this one involving a more reflective assessment of the idea of "nature." What do we mean, really, when we invoke that most commonplace noun? Generally we refer to the natural world at large or some part of it. We intend land, vegetation, waterways, living creatures, and the ecosystem that allows them all to flourish. But we also mean--or, rather, assume--something else. For nature is a time-honored shorthand for "what is." Nature is, in a sense, the ground of all reference, the origin and end of all organic existence. This is only a problem insofar as ecocriticism tends to isolate, or focus upon, nature as phenomenon, and while it does not ignore the underlying process, or the even more basic ontology, it has as its aim the foregrounding of what has always, until recently at least, been the all-embracing basis of being. The ground cannot be foregrounded! It is a vexing paradox. Our culture makes a strong association between nature and the ideal of naturalness. Be natural, be like nature. In other words, be without self-consciousness, be without too much reflection, just be. By focusing on nature, by bringing it forth as an object for attention and analysis, ecocriticism makes nature, in effect, unnatural . 

We don't know yet in what specific ways the awareness of nature will be brought into the field of literary study-- ecocriticism is still inventing itself. But we can glean a few clues, perhaps, from a work that is setting itself up as a staple reference in the field, Greening the College Curriculum: A Guide to Environmental Teaching in the Liberal Arts, edited by Jonathan Collett and Stephen Karakashian (Island Press). In the "Literature" chapter, written by Vernon Owen Grumbling, the subject is introduced thus: 

Because literature works through value-laden images and offers itself to the interpretation of the reader, its particular value is to personalize the moral and aesthetic issues that inevitably arise in exploring conservation of biodiversity and sustainable development. Those teaching in disciplines other than literature can easily "borrow" a particular literary text as a means of stimulating students to respond in personal terms to the environmental consequences of attitudes and behaviors. Conversely, the fusion of environmental awareness into the study of literature often results in unusually lively discussion. Sometimes its students even develop an abiding affection for literature itself.

One example of a specific recommendation will have to suffice. Writes Grumbling: 

By considering the environment as a subtext submerged in setting, one can infuse discussions of environmental concerns into most literature courses, even standard surveys required by general education mandates. With Huck Finn [sic], for example, one may explore the consequences of the steamboat, not only for Huck's journey, but for the future of other species and ask how the reader feels about that obviously doomed future. If a text does not admit non-human attributes to its environment, that fact is itself significant.

Grumbling's suggested approach strikes me as pernicious in the extreme. Not for nature, but for literature itself. As the opening passage makes obvious, literature is treated as a kind of means, an instrument of moral instruction. A text can usefully be "borrowed" by instructors in other genres-- can, in other words, be treated not as the larger expression it is meant to be, but as an icebreaker, a way to get students talking about certain non-literary concepts. This is no different from using films in order to study fashions or gender relations. There are obvious uses to these sorts of "readings," but the benefit always comes at the expense of the integrity of the works themselves. And to have this recommendation coming from inside the camp tells us that we should loft the warning flags. 

The second passage, similarly, reveals no compunction on Grumbling's part about using a text--"Huck Finn"--as the basis for discussions that ultimately have nothing to do with the novel or its characters. That Grumbling would propose to fellow English teachers that they "explore the consequences of the steamboat, not only for Huck's journey, but for the future of the species" is a sin against the discipline. It is divesting a literary work of its literariness in the interests of an entirely separate agenda. "A more important agenda," one might retort. But that is to put politics ahead of art, an action that presupposes that the two are even remotely comparable operations, which of course they are not. 

Not that the future of the planet is not more important than Mark Twain's novel. To be sure it is. But I have doubts about whether that more important agenda is being served in any meaningful way by the chatter that arises when a professor departs from a text to pursue extra-textual themes. Part of the point of literature has always been, through vision, focus, and craft, to give the lie to the easy stances and insights that belong to the sphere of mere conversation. That is to say, the study of literature and conversation about topical matters related to a given book represent two different orders of discourse. 

We are back again to asking about the place and purposes of literature. And that these questions should even need asking points as clearly as anything else to a crisis in the humanities. If we keep the inquiry centered strictly on ecocriticism, the question might be posed as follows: can literature be usefully examined as having some bearing on man and his practical relation to the natural world? And: can literature--should literature--serve as an agency of awareness? Should it be politicized to help advance the cause of the natural environment? 

I will speak as a literary purist and assert that literature cannot and should not be used as a pretext for examining man and nature, certainly not more than it is a pretext for examining any other thing or relation. I resist the politicization of literature, though not, as some might suppose, for political reasons. My claim is more philosophical. Literature may be about the world, but not in the simple correspondence sense that people often imagine. Wordsworth's or Thoreau's or Twain's settings, however much they appear linked to actual places, are not finally transcriptions of settings in the out there. They are independent creations of the world; they are language in the mind. Ecocritics I have read--and Grumbling must be included here, too--very often make the mistake of conflating world and mind, thing and symbol. A critical error. 

All of which is to propose that ecocriticism not take the natural world as its core subject, but look instead to man, the most problematic denizen. The true concern, finally, ought not to be with nature and its representations, but with the human being and whatever it is in his nature that has led us into crisis. In other words, ecocriticism might want to re-christen itself ego-criticism and explore what literature has to say about human nature, its avariciousness, rapacity, the will to power . . . this would mean, in some ways, going back to an almost abandoned tradition. But is this necessarily a bad idea? Huckleberry Finn studied seriously from a humanist perspective tells us more about the causes underlying the destruction of our environment than does the seemingly more direct--but in fact more oblique--approach that brings to the foreground the characters' interactions with the natural environment. Surely there is more to be gleaned from a study of the assumptions of slaveholding than a tabulation of riverine imagery. 

Parini quotes Middlebury's Elder as saying, "It doesn't make sense to have English departments anymore. . . . I've come to prefer a concentric and bioregional approach to learning." By this I understand him to mean that the world is a dense fabric of interdependencies and that the proper study of literature--which is ostensibly about the world--ought to be correlatively interdisciplinary. This may be just the ticket for other fields--biology, history, geology, and sociology, say (and of course the Annalles historians do something of the sort)--but it is a radical misunderstanding of English, of literature--indeed, of art itself--to insist upon cross- pollinating it with more worldly matters. 

I feel somewhat guilty about insisting upon this separation--about keeping Church and State apart, as it were--for I do accept that a) nothing could be more important than the survival of our natural world and its ecosystems and b) literature, if it is to matter, must remain relevant, must address the state of things in some meaningful way. But I cannot thereby advocate that literature and literary study be about the natural world. No, literature and all that depends on it must continue to be about what it is in us humans that has brought the crisis about; about what it means for us to confront the evidence of our destructiveness and the likelihood of a severely diminished future; and where in ourselves we might look to find the strength needed to begin to deal with the crisis. Moving the focus anywhere away from the psyche, the soul, ultimately depreciates the art and hobbles it from doing what it does best. We do want to save nature, but we don't need to kill literature in our zeal to do so. 

Sven Birkerts is the author of The Gutenburg Elegies: The Fate of Reading in an Electronic Age. He is the editor of Tolstoy's Dictaphone: Technology and the Muse, published by Graywolf Press.
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William Holman Hunt, The Lady of Shalott, 1857


Hunt "allegedly intended his  paintings and illustrations to be read as reproving texts on the 'dereliction of duty'" (Pearce 78)  
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Dante Gabriel Rossetti, The Lady of Shallott, 1857  �Wood engraving,   Victoria and Albert Museum, London
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Introducing Criticism at the 21st Century.  Ed. Julian Wolfreys.  Edinburgh, 2002
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The Treachery of Images, by Rene Magritte, 1928/29
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