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Thomas Hardy
Darkling Thrush
Thomas Hardy, OM (2 June 1840 – 11 January 1928) was an English novelist and poet. A Victorian realist in the tradition of George Eliot, he was influenced both in his novels and in his poetry by Romanticism, especially William Wordsworth.[1] Charles Dickens was another important influence.[2] Like Dickens, he was highly critical of much in Victorian society, though Hardy focused more on a declining rural society.
While Hardy wrote poetry throughout his life and regarded himself primarily as a poet, his first collection was not published until 1898. Initially, therefore, he gained fame as the author of novels, including Far from the Madding Crowd (1874), The Mayor of Casterbridge (1886), Tess of the d'Urbervilles (1891), and Jude the Obscure (1895). However, beginning in the 1950s Hardy has been recognised as a major poet; he had a significant influence on the Movement poets of the 1950s and 1960s, including Philip Larkin.[3]
Most of his fictional works – initially published as serials in magazines – were set in the semi-fictional region of Wessex. They explored tragic characters struggling against their passions and social circumstances. Hardy's Wessex is based on the medieval Anglo-Saxon kingdom and eventually came to include the counties of Dorset, Wiltshire, Somerset, Devon, Hampshire and much of Berkshire, in southwest and south central England.

Hardy is a poet who comes between the Victorian and the Modern time. He has qualities of the Victorians and of the modern writers as well. As a Victorian, he was affected greatly by the Romantics. But the Victorian has a special kind of Romanticism. Their romanticism was not like Wordsworth or Keats but they have developed a certain kind of Romanticism which has some realism in it. It does not depend on the imagination like the Romantics, but it is more realistic. It mainly concentrates on the human nature. Although Hardy’s work seem to be sometimes obscure but they are not difficult to understand because he was trying to picture the human nature with all its qualities. This is why he focuses on realism. But his realism was not just to bring things as they are but he presented human nature with all its sides- the good and the bad- he showed that man is not always happy in his life but he can also be crushed- how the poor and unfortunate people mistreated or affected by fate. He had this idea of fate. Fate plays a great role in the life of people. according to that, fate sometimes causes the destruction of man. he presents this as part of his realism. It is about goodness, evil and fate. This is part of his realistic presentation. 
Hardy is known to be a very meticulous observer of human nature and of everything that goes around him. This gives him the chance to observe things and to express about different things in his works  especially his poetry. 
In Darkling Thrush- he is observing nature in a very meticulous, careful way. He represents very small details that may be an ordinary person would oversee- not see. He presented human nature. He does not present man as a hero or as a villain but he is a mixture of both- human nature with both goodness and evil.  This is very clear in all his works especially his novels. We find that his characters are human beings with all qualities- goodness and evil. We see evil very clearly. With Hardy, we find many good people are punished because this is how life is. This is part of his realism. This made his works seem to be pessimistic. This is what is known about Hardy’s pessimism. He is pessimistic but he is simply presenting life as it is- he is being realist. 
He was also interested in music . this shows in his rhyme and  quick rhythm  of his poetry. as for his technique and style, he was fond of using different kinds of meter. He was not sticking to one kind. He used many forms of his poems. 
One of the very interesting things that are always present in his works is nostalgia- going back to the past. This is done in many of his novels and many of his poems. We find him always referring to what has happened in the past. He always has this idea of going backward to have glimpse, to see what has happened in the past to be able to live in the present and prepare for the future. This is very important in his technique. This is part of his technique, always going backward, using things from the past like nostalgia. He is always referring back to what has happened. 
One characteristic of Hardy is his interest in architecture.  He worked as an architect. One of the qualities or architects at that time, at that time the kind of architecture was highly attached to gothic art= being mysterious- having very fine details- having horrors in it. This is also seen in his works, his poetry, his novels. He was using the gothic art and applied it to his works. He always likes to be mysterious- bring things that are far-fetched, things that we do not expect. But still. They are taking from life. They are not imaginary. He is not bringing things that are away from life. He brings things from life, but still he is mysterious. We cannot anticipate what is going to happen in his novels. When you start reading, we cannot know how the novel will end. We can never foretell the end. 
One of the things that happened in his life and affected him was two incidents of death. One was his advisor and his close friend. He committed suicide. This affected Hardy a lot. This is together with his pessimistic nature added to the gloominess in which he is writing. This accounts for the gloominess that is always found in his works. The other tragic incident was the death of his nephew. Hardy was married but he never got children. His nephew was like his son. He was his heir. Unfortunately, he died in the war. This affected Hardy the most. His wife said about this incident that he aged more than 10 years just after this incident. He used to go and visit the soldiers in the hospital. He was affected by what he had seen. All this added more to his pessimistic attitude. 
One of the famous themes that he is always using in his works is the rural or natural world. We have this in many of his works. 
One of the qualities of his poetry is his individuality. Although he has wide range of subjects, he wrote about many things, but in a very personal way. This is very famous about his works. Another thing about his language is that he used archaic language. he coined words. He made up many of the words he used. 
He was always interested in characterization. He is presenting different characters.  Most of his characters are presented in a tragic way. He was fond of tragedy. He did not write comedies. He wrote many tragic incidents. Most of his characters faced tragedies. This is why also he wrote elegies. He used irony. He was very ironical. This is one of his characteristics in writing. He used irony of fate. Fate plays great role in his works- how fate manipulates people. 
Darkling Thrush 




Darkling Thrush is a small bird. Usually it appears by night. 
He wrote the poem in the last day of the 19th century and the beginning of the 20th century. This counts for many things in the poem. This date is very specific- 31th December 1899- and very interesting because it tells us many things about the poem. Many things that he used in this poem refer to the end, death of the century and the beginning of a new one. 
What was the characteristic of that century- 19th century- that was dying away?
. He was witnessing the death of Romanticism and the beginning of the new realistic modern age. 
The poem is a kind of announcement of the death of Romanticism with all the small items that it carries, all things that are involved in Romanticism. 
I leant upon a coppice gate 
    When Frost was spectre-gray,
And Winter’s dregs made desolate
    The weakening eye of day.
The tangled bine-stems scored the sky
    Like strings of broken lyres,
And all mankind that haunted nigh
    Had sought their household fires. 

The first thing we notice about the poem is that he is describing rural, natural landscape. It is his favorite landscape. It is about an evening in nature where everything is quiet. It is a gray scenery. It is gloomy- dying day. It is not happy, cheerful color. Usually the connotation of grayness is gloominess, sadness, sorrow, death ….. 
From the beginning, the scenery is gray. 
In Hardy’s poems, we always have a speaker’s voice telling us the story, narrating the story to us. Here, the narrator is describing to us this scene in front of us. The scene here is of winter. It is December, the end of the year. Everything is covered with frost, snow. 
He is capitalizing Frost, giving it the upper hand, giving it control, power over nature, how frost is covering and controlling.
The idea of frost and whiteness insinuate the death of the century, the end of the year, the end of the day. The idea of death is ruling over everything. It is dominating.
The speaker thinks that frost specter= ghostly gray. It is like a ghost haunting everything.  It is the idea of ghost, mystery, gothic architecture. It gives stillness, haunting, feeling of fear and horror. The century is ending and another one is coming. People have fear of the future. Nobody knows what is going to happen. There is no hope, no looking forward to what is coming. They are not happy about their future. Usually the Christmas Eve is a celebration of the coming of a new year. Usually, they are welcoming the New Year in a cheerful welcoming attitude. But Hardy here is welcoming neither the New Year, nor the new century. On the contrary, he is afraid. The whole landscape around him seems dead. We have the atmosphere of death haunting everything. Winter starts making things worse. The feeling is not only of fear, but haunted by ghosts. Death is everywhere. 
The first stanza achieves an atmosphere of gloominess, darkness. We have the setting in front of us; the time, the place, the atmosphere. Hardy provides us with everything at the beginning. 
The land’s sharp features seemed to be
    The Century’s corpse outleant,
His crypt the cloudy canopy,
    The wind his death-lament.
The ancient pulse of germ and birth
    Was shrunken hard and dry,
And every spirit upon earth
    Seemed fervourless as I.


Then, in the second stand, it starts with “ at once” it triggers something. It attracts our attention to something different. It diverts our attention. We were going at a direction, but something happen and attract our attention- a voice. 
Century’s corpse= dead body
The century is now like a dead body. 
This spirit is what is dominating over the whole thing. 
We have here the mood, the landscape, the setting, the atmosphere .
Starting from the very beginning, he gives us a very precise time, place and atmosphere. but then, 
At once a voice arose among
    The bleak twigs overhead
In a full-hearted evensong
    Of joy illimited;
An aged thrush, frail, gaunt, and small,
    In blast-beruffled plume,
Had chosen thus to fling his soul
    Upon the growing gloom.


He diverts our attention from the gloomy atmosphere to something that appears out of the gloomy atmosphere. it comes a voice. The voice is music. What attracts his attention was not the sight of the bird, or the size of the bird, or the color of the bird, but it is the sound of the bird. Through the voice, there is an announcement. It is not an aesthetical picture. It is a voice that attracted his attention.  The bird is singing. This voice is representing joy.  It is an aed thrush. 
The word aged is very interesting. It is an old thrush.  
Frail= weak
All adjectives are not cheerful although the voice is cheerful. But the thrush is old, faint and weak.  This aged bird has tried to bring out what is in its soul to the whole world. It is trying to break this gloominess, to overcome it. This small aged thrush is trying to fling its soul. The soul is ageless. It is immortal. The body is mortal. But the soul is immortal. Here, the thrush is trying to over live the century by bringing its soul out to cover everything in the world. What remains is the soul, not its body. Even the voice is mortal, but its soul is immortal. 
Here, we have a religious inclination. It is not just singing a song. It is singing a carol. It is a religious song.  
So little cause for carolings
    Of such ecstatic sound
Was written on terrestrial things
    Afar or nigh around,
That I could think there trembled through
    His happy good-night air
Some blessed Hope, whereof he knew
    And I was unaware.

It is the religious inclination, by resorting to God, going to what religion says, then, we can have hope. What man is doing is destroying everything. We can have hope through our belief, our religion. Here, it is blessed. Blessing is usually connected to religion. It is to give man some hope for the future. The bird by being aged, wise, lived for a long time knows more than what we know is aware of the blessed hope and we are aware of it. We take our hope from other creatures. The bird is more wise and knowledgeable than ourselves. 
It is not a human being who is telling this. it is another creature who is more intelligent and more wise, experienced, old to bring this blessed hope which we are not aware of. 
It is the funeral of the century. The music there is the sad music. 
Although it is the end of the century, the thrush gives hope. Life is going on. Its soul is empowering everything. The soul is immortal. Although death is prevailing, but still life has to go on. It is presented by the small, aged, frail bird. Although these adjectives show that it is a weak creature, but yet, his soul can represent a hope of life out of all death. 









Eliot in The Love Song of Alfred Prufrock quotes from Dante’s poetry. 
Modern poetry was a reaction to the Victorian. The Victorian poetry concentrates on Romanticism and realism. With the coming of the Modern Age, We have more concentration on Realism, going away from Romanticism. Another school appeared which was very important at that time- the Imagism School.   It concentrates on images- not figures of speech. The whole poem concentrates on an image. The father of the school of Imagism was Ezra Pound. He wrote many poems showing this concept of Imagism. 
Characteristics of the 20th Century Poetry- the beginning of the 20th century- with the beginning of Modernism:
With the coming of the modern age , the concentration now is more on the text. Before that, the concentration was on the author. Whenever we study any work of art, people used to concentrate on the author, the meaning of the author, the intention of the author, how the author succeeds in presenting his point of view. With the coming of the modern age, people started to shift their interest from the author to the text. The text is made up of language, form, structure. The shift was from the author’s historical background, the psychological background, the political background to the text itself with its structure, form and its language. The text became more important than who is the writer and what he wants to say. 
The word now is the basic element, point of focus of writers. They have to be very careful with the use of words. The choice of words became very meticulous, very particular. The writers paid more attention to the choice of words. They do not just use figures of speech to express what they want to say. They concentrate more on the words and the choice of words, to say many things in few words. This is why Imagism popped up as one of the important strategies of using words. In an image, we can say many things in one word. The focus on words and the importance of words, the use of words became very important. The writers became more free in the use of rhythm. Meters are not as regular as before. Many of the poets started to uses as many forms as possible. The importance of form became the importance of focus. They were experimenting with forms, trying to introduce many new forms, not just to stick to the old forms. They started to use new forms, to experiment with meter , rhyme and rhythm. They were more for the freedom of meter and rhythm. They encouraged free rhyme. They tended to simplify the language, to use every day language. it was inherited from the Romantics. Language from the Romantics started to be simpler, not easy. They use the simple language of everyday conversation that carries deep meaning.  
The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock

It is one of the early works of Eliot.  The poem is about J. Alfred Prufrock. 
Who is Alfred Prufrock? 
Eliot is giving us a character called Alfred Prufrock. He is giving us a monologue. The poem is a  monologue where we come to know about his character. Eliot is prsenting Prufrock as a represntative of the modern man. what kind of modern man is he? how does Eliot try to show the modern man ?  he is giving us an examination of the modern man- the distrurbed pshychic of the modern man with all his problems. Modern man at that time started to face many problems; the lack of faith, the lack of religion, the fear of war, the industerial prosperity, the materalism of the age. Many people started to have many psycholgical troubles. Here, Eliot is giving us a prototype of the modern man with all his troubles. Modern man is educated. People know the importance of education. Many schools and universities were open. Here, we have the example of over educated person, eloquent in his speech.  He mentions how he dresses. He is neurotic- emotionally disturbed. The disturbance prevents him from expressing what he wants. He cannot express what he wants. He keeps saying that he wants to do something but he never does. 
The poem is made up of a series of images. Imagism was the fashion. Here, we have the interest in image. The whole poem is not one image. It is a series of images. The first image is of love. It is the love song of J. Alfred Prufrock. Here, we have this disturbed modern man who wants to express his love to his beloved to sing her a love song.  The whole poem is telling us how he is unable to do that. Although the title is a love Song- it is about how he cannot express that love song. There is no love song in the poem. 
The speaker here is Alfred Prufrock himself. He seems to be addressing the reader although he must have been addressing his beloved. He is supposed to be telling his beloved about his love and to sing this song for her but instead, he is addressing the reader asking him to go for a journey. He will show the reader how he is unable to express his love song. 
T. S. Eliot, 1888 - 1965 
	`io credesse che mia risposta fosse
A persona che mai tornasse al mondo,
Questa fiamma staria senza piu scosse.
Ma perciocchè giammai di questo fondo
Non tornò vivo alcun, s'i'odo il vero,
Senza tema d'infamia ti rispondo.
	"If I but thought that my response were made
to one perhaps returning to the world,
this tongue of flame would cease to flicker.
But since, up from these depths, no one has yet
returned alive, if what I hear is true,
I answer without fear of being shamed."[



At the beginning, we have an epigraph. It is in Latin written from Dante’s poem- Divine Comedy.  Modern poets were influenced by Dante. Eliot is quoting Dante in his poem. The epigraph is from a part called Inferno – means hell. It is describing Prufrock ideal listener. He is going to take this partner with him. In the epigraph, he is describing his listener, his partner. 
In Dante, we have the speaker speaking to someone. He knows that this one is going to hell and will never come back. He is free to say to him what he likes. He knows that he will never betray him and says what he said to him to anybody else. This idea of saying something to somebody knowing that he will never betray him, this is what Prufrock is supposed to be choosing  his partner on this bases. He is choosing him knowing that he will never betray him, he will never repeat what he said to him to anybody else. Doing this means that he knows something about himself that he is going to unfold which is not a good thing. He is not proud of it. He wants to hide, but at the same time, he wants to bring it out. He would bring it to somebody who would never tell about it. 
The speaker does not know that Dante is going back to earth. Dante in his poem did this, but actually, he came back from hell and told the story. 
Was Eliot here intending to say or not to say? Does Prufrock want his listener to come back and tell the people about his story- or to tell anybody and hide the truth? It is left for us to speculate and know what he decides for himself. 


Let us go then, you and I,
When the evening is spread out against the sky
Like a patient etherized upon a table;
Let us go, through certain half-deserted streets,

Let us= may be he started by addressing his beloved- but actually, we will discover later, that he is unable to do that. It is not his beloved but the reader. He is asking the reader to come and join him. He knows that life is too short and that he has no time to express his love. Although in the poem he keeps expressing that he has a lot of time. Still he has time but he does not do anything. The poem ends without his expressing his love. 
He is very hesitant. He likens himself in the poem to Hamlet – in his hesitation. But Hamlet actually was able at the end to end his hesitation and take action to kill his uncle. But Prufrock till the very end, he is unable to take action.  He keeps hesitant till the very end. 
Prufrock= rock- solid= strong. It gives the insinuation that he is like a rock but actually, he turns out to be opposite of that name. He is hesitant, weak, does not know how to express himself. He is neither a rock nor proves to be strong. In spite of being hesitant, he is intellectual, intelligent. He is over educated, he makes reference to many allusions and many stories which show that he is very intellectual.  He is also very artificial. He cares for his looks more than what he thinks. He has knowledge but still he is interested more in his appearance not his reality. He is unable to act. This makes his name ironic. 
The poem is supposed to be addressed to a lady. Her name is not mentioned. We do not know who she is. She is never identified in the poem. 
The poem is an invitation to go and take a long walk, go through a journey, visit different places, see different people.  He does not show romantic place. He shows horrible places, destroyed houses, the place is foggy, not clear. It is anti-romantic. The partner is not identified. We know that there is a partner but we do not have a dialogue.  It is a monologue. The speaker here is only one. We only have questions. We do not have answers. 
It is not a description of romanticism, beautiful calm evening- like the romantics. But, it is an evening that they spend in the allies of the town among the deserted streets , full of cheap hotels, cheap places, slums. 
The poem opens at the beginning of a journey that the speaker and the reader will be taking together through the allies. Here , these are the allies of human imagination. They are not real streets. They are imagined streets. The reader is involved- like the epigraph dweller. The connection between the epigraph and this journey. It is journey to hell. With those places described, we feel that it is not a pleasant place. it is like hell. 
It is an ironic monologue. It is a modern urban man. he feels isolated. He fails in socializing and becoming part of the society. That is why he goes to those cheap places for isolation. He cannot mingle with the healthy society. He is only describing parts of hell, not parts of healthy society. 
Irony is here even in the title. It is ironical. 
The quotation from Dante’s Inferno suggests from the very beginning that Prufrock is bad. We are prepared for his final end which is a bad end. It is connected to hell.
The reader is overhearing his thoughts. We think that he is like babbling- saying things that are not logically connected. If we have a closure look, we will find a connection- why he is using this epigraph in the beginning. Why he is taking this journey too those particular places. 
What is the paint doing here? 
Like a patient etherized upon a table;
when the evening is spread out against the sky, we start thinking that it is a romantic evening. But, the evening is like a patient etherized upon the table- stretched on the operation table preparing for a surgery.  He is a patient . He is not a healthy person. The evening is like a patient. 
Let us go, through certain half-deserted streets,

All these streets are deserted. There is no communication. They do not see their people as if the streets are deserted, empty. 

The muttering retreats
Of restless nights in one-night cheap hotels
And sawdust restaurants with oyster-shells:
Streets that follow like a tedious argument
Of insidious intent
To lead you to an overwhelming question…
Oh, do not ask, “What is it?”
Let us go and make our visit.


All nights are retreating in one night spending it in a cheap hotel. It is a restless night. He is going to cheap hotels,. Eating in dirty restaurants where they serve oyster shells.
The image of the oyster shell is very important. It is one of very expensive food. It is bad oyster shell that is served there. It is not fresh. It is dirty, cheap, has no price. 
The idea of shell is to show the emptiness. They serve the shell not the oyster. It does not have the oyster in it because the oyster is already dead. It is just an empty shell. The significance of that empty shell  signifies the emptiness of the modern man, the emptiness of everything around him, the emptiness of the human being who is there in those places. This shell is an indication of that emptiness- like empty streets, cheap hotels…. 
The oyster is an image usually taken from the sea. The sea is usually an image of romantic and life. Unfortunately, the sea is in indication of death, not life.  
The oyster is supposed to come from the sea which is an image of regeneration, life producer, but here, it is the opposite. He hints at having no possibility, having emptiness, no hope. All possibilities and hopes in the poem are frustrated like the speaker himself. 
Streets are like arguments.  It is going endlessly, no resolution. It is just going and coming endlessly. 
The reader is encouraged. He is telling the reader not to ask what is it. The reader is supposed to ask what it is. He is telling him not to ask.” Let’s go and make our journey. Do not ask any question” it means that there is no answer. He is not going to answer. The speaker suggests that there is no answer to this. This suggests emptiness, sterility. Although he is presented as an intellectual person who can answer questions, but he cannot answer. He is unable; there is no possibility to answer.
The visit= suggests making a visit. It suggests a place that they are going to visit. There is a suggestion of a place that they are supposed to visit.  What kind of place that the readers are supposed to go to? 
The speaker is inviting the reader to go with him in a visit. We expect hospitality.  This is what we as readers expect from the visit- what kind of a visit it will turn out to be? 


In the room the women come and go
Talking of Michelangelo.

it is a refrain 
They are going to visit a room where there are women. 
He is supposed to go and say a love song to his beloved- is she one of those women? Is he taking the readers to meet his beloved?  Is he going to this room to tell her about his love? Women there are only speaking about Michelangelo.
What is the significance of Michelangelo?  Who is Michelangelo?
He is an Italian painter, sculpture, and scientist. He has many inventions. He did many things. There is a contrast here between Michelangelo the active person and Prufrock being inactive person; a person who is unable to take action. 
The refrain is there to remind us of this contrast between the two characters. The refrain here is musical which reminds us with the ballades and romantic songs to keep us all the time in this state of making comparison- it is supposed to be a romantic evening but it turns out to be a gloomy one- the song and the refrain is supposed to be musical and romantic but it is not. all the time, we have to bear this in mind.   


The yellow fog that rubs its back upon the window-panes,
The yellow smoke that rubs its muzzle on the window-panes
Licked its tongue into the corners of the evening,
Lingered upon the pools that stand in drains,
Let fall upon its back the soot that falls from chimneys,
Slipped by the terrace, made a sudden leap,
And seeing that it was a soft October night,
Curled once about the house, and fell asleep.


Here, we have two images
The first image is of the yellow fog 
The yellow fog that rubs its back upon the window-panes,
The fog is either white or gray. Here it is yellow.  Yellow is the color of sickness. The yellow fog is likened to a cat, lazy, lingering, going with no aim. Going aimlessly around the house and at the end falls asleep.  It is another image of laziness, going around aimlessly. 
Here we have the image of one autumn night, it is dull.  We have a tea part that takes place. Those ladies in the room are having a tea party. 

And indeed there will be time
For the yellow smoke that slides along the street,
Rubbing its back upon the window-panes;
There will be time, there will be time
To prepare a face to meet the faces that you meet;
There will be time to murder and create,
And time for all the works and days of hands
That lift and drop a question on your plate;
Time for you and time for me,
And time yet for a hundred indecisions,
And for a hundred visions and revisions,
Before the taking of a toast and tea.



Prufrock intends to tell his lady about the love song. But instead, he is like this cat, he is like the fog, like all what is around him, all modern people at that time, aimless, hopeless and he is going around in this place. it seems that he has gone to many parties before and he knows what is going around. People are always going around, having no aim, do nothing all the time arguing without reaching any resolution. 
Still, we do not have any indication that he is trying to find his lady and show her his love. Instead, we have laziness, loneliness , isolation , aimlessness. 
All the time, we have the journey with no end. We are reminded all the time that this journey has no end. Although it has a beginning, yet it has no end.
He keeps telling himself that there will be time to express his love.  He repeats it several times. 
Instead of asking the question and trying to find an answer for it, he is describing the fog as a cat. 
There will be time, there will be time
To prepare a face to meet the faces that you meet;

It is a mask he is going to wear – to put a smile on his face just to meet people.  this is pretence. He is hiding something. He is not telling the truth. 
And time yet for a hundred indecisions,
And for a hundred visions and revisions,

Vision= revision rhyme together . they have completely different meaning. To have vision in life means to have aims, hopes, goals, to achieve something, you are positive. When one is doing revision, revising, going to the same thing again and again, endless, hopeless, doing nothing, no action.
The two words contrast. They are opposite to each other. 
They are put in rhyme to show that they are here equal to him.  He believes that they are equal. Having a vision is equal to doing revision. He is not focused. He is not showing us an important thing. Although vision is important, it is equal to revision. He takes it down, makes it less than what it really is. 
again we have the tea party, the same reference . Nothing is done. The same action is repeated.


In the room the women come and go
Talking of Michelangelo.


 We have the refrain once more.  The repetition of the refrain suggests doing nothing but talking about the same thing.  We have circular movement with no end, with no action. 

And indeed there will be time
To wonder, “Do I dare?” and, “Do I dare?”
Time to turn back and descend the stair,
With a bald spot in the middle of my hair—
[They will say: “How his hair is growing thin!”]
My morning coat, my collar mounting firmly to the chin,
My necktie rich and modest, but asserted by a simple pin—
[They will say: “But how his arms and legs are thin!”]
Do I dare
Disturb the universe?
In a minute there is time
For decisions and revisions which a minute will reverse.


the  poem is overcrowded with questions with no answer, unresolved. Although he has time but we have no answer. Then he is introducing the readers of how people see him . 
With a bald spot in the middle of my hair—= old age when people start to lose their hair and become bold. He is referring to himself as a bold spot. He is turning himself into an object. He is looking at himself as an object. As if he is looking at a mirror and he cannot see except his boldness. He is seeing himself as aging, as growing old. He is reducing his human quality to an object. He is demeaning himself. He is not looking at himself as something important- as a somebody- but he is looking at himself as a bold spot. 
Do I dare
Disturb the universe?

The universe is the circle of the social class, people around him, people that he is familiar with. He would disturb this society by asking the question. He would disturb the balance there, the equilibrium. He does not want to disturb this society by daring to ask them any questions- decisions and revisions will go on- time will pass. He will not do anything. It is a continuous vicious circle, meaningless. 
He wants to take the decision but he does not. he keeps revising his decision. He does not take action. 


For I have known them all already, known them all—
Have known the evenings, mornings, afternoons,
I have measured out my life with coffee spoons;
I know the voices dying with a dying fall
Beneath the music from a farther room.
     So how should I presume?


This is a metaphysical image. We can not measure our life with something materialistic.  This is very strange and very odd. He is turning himself into an object by calling himself a bold spot, by measuring his life with a coffee spoon. He is objectifying himself. He is turning not into a human being but into an object. 
Afternoon= spoon= rhyme
He is juxtaposing time with an object. Even time is compared with a trivial thing like a coffee spoon. This shows how he looks at time as meaningless.
There is no progression. He is going from one place to another, describing places but actually, there is no progression.  He never achieves anything. 

And I have known the eyes already, known them all—
The eyes that fix you in a formulated phrase,
And when I am formulated, sprawling on a pin,
When I am pinned and wriggling on the wall,
Then how should I begin
To spit out all the butt-ends of my days and ways?
     And how should I presume?



All the life is described in a phrase- not even a sentence- incomplete sentence . His life is just a formulated phrase , showing the pain that he is undergoing, the pain of life. The whole life is summarized in a phrase. 
He is describing himself as an insect fixed on a wall with a pin. It is a dead insect. It is a mummified insect. He is becoming not only as an insect but a dead insect. Not only a dead insect buried somewhere, but it is pinned on the wall. It is staying there forever, fixed there, not changed. Nobody can change it. Nobody can bring it back to life. 
And I have known the arms already, known them all—
Arms that are braceleted and white and bare
[But in the lamplight, downed with light brown hair!]
Is it perfume from a dress
That makes me so digress?
Arms that lie along a table, or wrap about a shawl.
     And should I then presume?
     And how should I begin?


dress= digress= rhyming together 
Dress= an object
Digress= a mental process. 
He is mixing up between form and content. 
He does not see his beloved. He sees only her arms, part of her. he does not see the totality, he does not see the total picture but he sees only the arms. He also sees her brown hair on her arm. Instead of looking at the totality of beauty, he is looking for the details which are destroying the whole thing, destroying the beautiful picture.  He is reducing his beloved into an object. He does not see except the brown hair on her arm. He is objectifying her as well, demeaning her, lessening her, giving her less credit. 

Shall I say, I have gone at dusk through narrow streets
And watched the smoke that rises from the pipes
Of lonely men in shirt-sleeves, leaning out of windows? …

I should have been a pair of ragged claws
Scuttling across the floors of silent seas.

          . . . . .


We have another question.  He goes on and on but never forward. He goes in a circular movement, never giving an answer. He is all the time asking questions. This continuous way of questioning shows the way he measures the contemporary man. He has no resolution, no answer; he is going on continuously in the same circle without reaching an end. This shows how the modern man sees himself. 
We have another image of the crab. 
He is asking himself, rehearsing what he shall do. He soon gives up and he knows that he has no chance of meeting her or seeing her. He prefers that he would have been a crab in the bottom of the sea. Usually the crab comes in the shore. When it goes to the bottom of the sea it is ready for dying.  He prefers to be a crab in the bottom of the sea than to be a human being. he wants to lose his identity. 

And the afternoon, the evening, sleeps so peacefully!
Smoothed by long fingers,
Asleep… tired… or it malingers,
Stretched on the floor, here beside you and me.
Should I, after tea and cakes and ices,
Have the strength to force the moment to its crisis?
But though I have wept and fasted, wept and prayed,
Though I have seen my head [grown slightly bald] brought in upon a platter,
I am no prophet—and here’s no great matter;
I have seen the moment of my greatness flicker,
And I have seen the eternal Footman hold my coat, and snicker,
And in short, I was afraid.


There is confusion. He is not going regularly at the regular procedure  of time. He keeps jumping from evening to afternoon, to morning, to night. This irregular timing shows confusion. There is nothing that shows natural procedure of time. He was talking of having a tea part, but suddenly he discovers that it is over. We are not told when and where the tea part is. He keeps jumping from one situation to another to show more and more the confusion of the whole thing. 

We have another contrast. He is contrasting himself with the prophet- John the Baptist-  Salome –
Prufrock is comparing himself to John the Baptist. He is not a prophet. He is referring to his bold head on a platter- like that of John the Baptist-  but without the religious reference here. He describes himself like John the Baptist whose head was cut off on a platter. He is a symbol of martyrdom.   He is reducing him more and more not only to an object but to a dead head.  There is no martyrdom in Prufrock’s case. There is no meaning to it. 
One of the themes tackled here is the discrepancy between appearance and reality. he has the appearance of martyrdom  by describing himself as John the Baptist but there is a very big difference between them. he is only allusion . He does not see the reality.  he has all the symptoms, all the looks of a martyr but he is not a real martyr. 
In love, he believes that he sacrificing his love, he is not telling his love, he is killing his love, he is sacrificing his life. He is like a martyr dying but this is not true. There is no greatness or meaning behind all what he does. 
The eternal Footman here is death. He is foretelling his death. He can see that death is coming to him. 


And would it have been worth it, after all,
After the cups, the marmalade, the tea,
Among the porcelain, among some talk of you and me,
Would it have been worth while,
To have bitten off the matter with a smile,
To have squeezed the universe into a ball
To roll it toward some overwhelming question,
To say: “I am Lazarus, come from the dead,
Come back to tell you all, I shall tell you all”—
If one, settling a pillow by her head,
     Should say: “That is not what I meant at all.
     That is not it, at all.”


The situation here is very critical. He knows that there is nothing he can do even if he was able to bring the whole universe to his beloved tell her anything, become Lazarus, coming from the dead doing miracles. Still, he cannot explain to her his love.  it is useless. He has no chance of telling her .

And would it have been worth it, after all,
Would it have been worth while,
After the sunsets and the dooryards and the sprinkled streets,
After the novels, after the teacups, after the skirts that trail along the floor—
And this, and so much more?—
It is impossible to say just what I mean!
But as if a magic lantern threw the nerves in patterns on a screen:
Would it have been worth while
If one, settling a pillow or throwing off a shawl,
And turning toward the window, should say:
     “That is not it at all,
     That is not what I meant, at all.”

          . . . . .

He is comparing himself to Hamlet. He says that Hamlet is hesitant and can not take action. But at the end, he says that still he is not like Hamlet. Hamlet was able to take action. He is interested in books and wise saying and does not take action. He deserves to die at the end.
At the end, he is growing old. He decides to stop crying. All his efforts are worthless. He will not achieve anything. It will not lead to anything. 



No! I am not Prince Hamlet, nor was meant to be;
Am an attendant lord, one that will do
To swell a progress, start a scene or two,
Advise the prince; no doubt, an easy tool,
Deferential, glad to be of use,
Politic, cautious, and meticulous;
Full of high sentence, but a bit obtuse;
At times, indeed, almost ridiculous—
Almost, at times, the Fool.


 He compares himself to Hamlet.  He is not even like Hamlet. He was hesitant but he took action at the end.  He likens himself more to Polonius who was old and he could not also take action. Shakespeare killed him early in the play because he was not that important. He was like a fool. Prufrock says that he is not like Hamlet; he is like the fool of the play.

I grow old… I grow old…
I shall wear the bottoms of my trousers rolled.


He says that he is growing old. He decided that it is too late to express his love.  He is too old to be passionate, to express his love to his beloved. He is going to take refuge in his old age. He is going to hide behind his old age.  He comforts himself that now, he cannot say it. He kept postponing until time has ended for him.  Now, he is too old to do anything. He is giving an excuse why he cannot take action- because he is too old. Up till now, he is still interested in small trivial things. He is resorting to hide his old age like being young just to pretend that he is young but he is not. He is trying to hide behind fashion, to wear certain clothes that would make him look younger. But he is not young anymore. He is resorting to triviality. This is something that he did from the very beginning. He was always after triviality leaving the big issues and attaining only for the small things. 




Shall I part my hair behind? Do I dare to eat a peach?
I shall wear white flannel trousers, and walk upon the beach.
I have heard the mermaids singing, each to each.

I do not think that they will sing to me.


He is pretending to go to the sea shore and listen to the mermaid singing.  This is a romantic gesture. He cannot perform romantic love. He cannot express his romantic love towards his beloved. So, instead, he goes to listen to the singing of the mermaid at the sea just to pretend that he is still performing a romantic act while in fact, he is not doing this. This is not true. He is always resorting to imagination. He is not achieving anything in reality.  He is only pretending that he is listening to imaginary figure of the mermaid singing.  This shows that he will not achieve anything. 


I have seen them riding seaward on the waves
Combing the white hair of the waves blown back
When the wind blows the water white and black.

We have lingered in the chambers of the sea
By sea-girls wreathed with seaweed red and brown
Till human voices wake us, and we drown.

The poem ends with the hero drowning. Instead of expressing his love and being positive, the poem ends by his death. Death by water is an indication of losing every hope not only in this life but even in the hereafter. People who drown have no chance to come back to earth. If they are buried in the sea, they do not have a chance for resurrection. Here, he is drowning. He is losing all hope not only here but in hereafter. He does not have any hope. The whole vision is very pessimistic, very negative. Eliot is very famous for presenting a negative picture of the modern man, having no hope in life, having all the negative connotation of modern life. Dying by water is a symbol of having no hope for regeneration, no resurrection. Before drowning, he floats for a short time which gives some hope but then at the end, he drowned. He loses the hope.  He is the typical fragmented modern man who has no hope what so ever in this life. Eliot is adding negative connotation of the picture of the modern man. 
The Waste Land is Eliot’s masterpiece that really shows the fragmentation of the modern man. 



The fear of war- W.W.I & W. W. II , and the destruction that took place changed many things in the concepts of people- not only the religious concept but the concept about man himself. Man used to think highly of himself. After the war, his self vision was destroyed. People started to have a second opinion about humanity and what was happening around them. 
War poetry is written by poets who actually went to war, not just wrote about war. 
The modern English poetry is the result of war, the consequences of the war. 
Before the war, we have the Georgian Poets who wrote during the reign of George V who was ruling England. It was the end of the Victorian and the beginning of the Modern Period. People were still patriotic, national. With the break of the war, with the beginning of war, there was a tendency of asking people to join the war because it was a national thing. All young people should join the war to defend the country, to fight for their country, to raise the slogans and the flags of their country. War was something that shows patriotism, nationality. At the beginning of war, there was this call for the youth to join the war. Many people were going to the war under the impression that they are going to defend their country, to become glorious. They are dying for their country. This is a glorious action, an honorable action to die for one’s country. All those who joined at the beginning were called Georgian Poets who were still under the impression that they are fighting for the glory of their country. 
First Word War lasted for 4 years. After one year of fighting, second year of fighting, still people at home did not know what was really happening in battle fields. People were dying for the glory of their country. But then, after sometimes, those poets who were actually fighting in the war and they started seeing what was happening in the war. Especially, there was an incident that took certain time between Germany, England and France. Each was fighting the other. No one was trying to overcome the other. It was taking a long time fighting and fighting without reaching the end. This took a long time until the United States started to join and finish the war. The fighting and the horror took a long time. In order to try to become victorious, each one of the different parties was experimenting with different weapons using all what they can to be able to destroy the other party. This led to horrors, the use of gas, the use of weapons of destruction. People started to think that war is not as glorious as they first thought. People started to write about what they see in the war. This is how they were reporting back what was really happening. People, when they received these poems, started to realize what was really going on. At the beginning, they did not know what was going on. 
At the beginning of war, the Georgian poets were characterized by being dreamy, romantic, escapist, escaping from reality into the dreamy world of Romanticism. But then, as war started to go, people started to be more realistic. The kind of poetry changed drastically from being dreamy and romantic into being horrible and realistic- the total opposite. 
Rupert Brooke is a Georgian poet. He started writing before the war. When the war broke out, he wrote war sonnets asking people to join the war. He wrote sonnets to urge the young British people to join the army and defend their county. 
He died 1915, the second year of war which was still at the beginning. He did not experience all the destruction of war. All his works were still dream liking. He was dreaming. He was not realistic. All his poem were still looking for the glory for dying for one’s country, the honor of representing one’s country in the battle field. 
It is a sonnet. Sonnets are supposed to be light, something to be sung, usually accompanied by music. 
The Soldier
Rupert Brooke, 1887 - 1915 
We have this sonnet written by Rupert Brooke. It is supposed to be written by a soldier who is very patriotic and he is showing the whole world, celebrating being an English soldier, showing the whole world that he is proud to be a soldier that he is ready to die for his country. He is too proud of being English, saying that if he dies and he is buried in any land, the land where he is buried will become English because he is an English man. He is showing how proud he is of himself and of his country.  It shows his optimism, he is being very short sighted. He does not see beyond death. He is ready to die for his country. He does not mind that. It gives honor to the place where he will die in. 


If I should die, think only this of me:
   That there’s some corner of a foreign field
That is for ever England.  There shall be
   In that rich earth a richer dust concealed;
A dust whom England bore, shaped, made aware,
   Gave, once, her flowers to love, her ways to roam,
A body of England’s, breathing English air,
   Washed by the rivers, blest by suns of home.


He is boosting of himself being English.  If he dies, the place he is going to be buried in will be part of England. This place will be honored by the corpse of this soldier. This place will be blessed by his body because it contains the body of an English person; A person who has been educated in England, a person who has got knowledge from the schools of England. The earth will contain the dust of this person whom England born, who was born in England, shaped in England.  He is going to give the whole world his knowledge as gained from England. The body that is buried there is of an English person, breathing English air, washed by the rivers, blest by suns of home- the sun of England. He is boosting, he is proud of himself, proud of being English. If he dies, still it would be a glorious occasion for this earth where he will be buried. 

And think, this heart, all evil shed away,
   A pulse in the eternal mind, no less
     Gives somewhere back the thoughts by England given;
Her sights and sounds; dreams happy as her day;
   And laughter, learnt of friends; and gentleness,
     In hearts at peace, under an English heaven.

He asks the reader to think of him as a representative of all the English souls. 
He says that he was ready to give all what he knows to other people. He thinks of himself not as a greedy person who takes things for himself. He gives- he is a giver. He says that this is a quality of all English people.  He wants people to think of him as a representative of all the English people. He is ready to sacrifice himself for the welfare of his country. He is ready to die. His heart has no evil in it. It is pure, innocent. His heart represents all hearts of all English soldiers. It is like the pulse of all England. This shows that all English soldier, not himself alone, are ready to sacrifice themselves  for that country, for humanity in general.  This shows that he is very patriotic, optimistic. He is the symbol of all the youth, all the young English soldiers who are still optimistic and they are self sacrificing, ready to sacrifice themselves for their country. 
This poem is written at the beginning of war. It is still very optimistic, showing the bright optimistic, patriotic, glorious ideas about war, about scarifying one self for the sake of one’s country, dying for the honor of the country , for heroism, idealism  and all these mottos and ideals. 
Most f the poets at that time went to war actually. They followed the example of Brooke . they all joined the army. They were ready to sacrifice themselves for their country.  Up till now, ewe can not see anything of the ugly face of war. All this is the bright side of war, of scarifying one self for one’s country. This does not show any realistic approach to war. It is all idealistic, very flowery ideas about youth. 
After going actually to war, after the event of gas bombing that took place in war, people were shocked. Those poets and soldiers were shocked to realize that there was an ugly side to the war that they have not been told about. They haven’t experienced it before. The whole scenery of the battle field turned into the scene of trenches. They were full of mud and corpse of dead soldiers, full of rats, insects, all the ugly connotations that went with the idea of war. They could not even have time to remove the corpse. They would just bury them in the trenches. 
This changed the picture. People started to realize that war had another side. People started to write realistically about war. They started to write about the dreadful happenings and the destruction that was left behind war.  This is called post war poetry.
We have the pre-war poetry – poetry that was written before and during first year of war- and post-war poetry- poetry written after or towards the end of the war.  Soldiers were writing poetry and sending their poetry back home. They are like reporters about the horrors of war. 
We have an extremely opposite poem that describes an incident of gas bomb, how soldiers react to gas bomb, how the soldiers are dying and what happened to them after their death. 
Wilfred Owen 

He was a war poet. He joined war. He was actually a soldier. In this poem, he is describing a realm incident that he experienced. He is describing the retreat of some soldiers after a certain battle. They were retreating carrying with them all their equipments. They were bombarded with gas. He is describing the whole situation in this poem. He is describing the soldier in a very inhumane description. He is showing how they were humiliated. The clothes they were wearing were like rags. They were really exhausted, tired, very sick. The clothes are torn out. In this situation, still, they were attacked. They were having no food. They were still chased by the enemy. 
Dulce et Decorum Est

The title is a Latin title. It is taken from Horus. = it is sweet to die for one’s country 

Owen is using this title very ironically. 



1 Bent double, like old beggars under sacks,
2 Knock-kneed, coughing like hags, we cursed through sludge,
3 Till on the haunting flares we turned out backs,
4 And towards our distant rest began to trudge.
5 Men marched asleep. Many had lost their boots,
6 But limped on, blood-shod. All went lame, all blind;
7 Drunk with fatigue; deaf even to the hoots
8 Of gas-shells dropping softly behind.



Bent double= because he is old, tired, carrying heavy load
All those soldiers coming back from the battle bent double like old beggars under sacks. Soldiers usually have nice attire.  They wear uniforms that they take care of it.  But, here, those soldiers are walking very tired, having very shabby clothes on. They are all limped, blind. They marched asleep. Many had lost their boots, walking with no shoes. Drunk with fatigue= very tired, deaf, extremely exhausted. They are in a very shabby situation. 


9 Gas! GAS! Quick, boys!--An ecstasy of fumbling
10 Fitting the clumsy helmets just in time,
11 But someone still was yelling out and stumbling
12 And flound'ring like a man in fire or lime.--
13 Dim through the misty panes and thick green light,
14 As under a green sea, I saw him drowning.



Some soldiers were calling out- gas- gas . There was bombing with gas. All the other soldiers were wearing masks to protect themselves from the gas. One unfortunate soldier was clumsy, could not put the gas mask on.  He died. Here, we have the horrible explanation and description of how this soldier could not put the helmet, gas mask on, how he was dying. 
The soldiers were nervous and trying to wear their masks quickly. The soldier who could not wear his mask turned into a man in fire.
 lime= chemical powder if put on the skin it is burned.  He is describing this man like fire or lime. He was turning as if he was burning, melting. It is a horrible picture. 
The poet himself was wearing his gas mask.  It was dim because of the powder and of the smoke around. It was as if they were under a green sea. They could not see things clearly. They were seeing things through this green gas. He saw the dying soldier as if drowning in a green sea. 

15 In all my dreams before my helpless sight
16 He plunges at me, guttering, choking, drowning.


These two lines separated descrying the actual death of this soldier. He is separating from them, dying, isolated from them.  they have their masks on so they protected themselves but he could not. so, he is drowning in this smoke. This is the climax of the poem where the actual death of the soldier. It is a horrible picture if we try to visualize him. He is dying, melting. He does not die immediately. He screams while melting.
The speaker is giving us the other side of the picture. He is alive and the other one is dying. He is looking from behind the glass. He is with the living and the other one with the dead. They are separated- the glass of the gas mask is separating them. 
This is why we have these two lines separated from the poem. We have the opposite situation of the speaker wearing this mask, being protected and the other is burning to death. 




17 If in some smothering dreams, you too could pace
18 Behind the wagon that we flung him in,
19 And watch the white eyes writhing in his face,
20 His hanging face, like a devil's sick of sin,
21 If you could hear, at every jolt, the blood
22 Come gargling from the froth-corrupted lungs
23 Bitter as the cud
24 Of vile, incurable sores on innocent tongues,--


He is describing the picture in front f him being dim. He is trying to see. The picture is fading. The whole thing is becoming dim which symbolizes death. Death is coming. It does not come suddenly. Still he is suffering till the end he cannot see anything. It is complete dark. This is death. The soldier died. This is symbolic of the suffering of the soldiers. The picture of the dying soldier is haunting the poet. This is the trauma of war. Usually the soldiers, who come back from wear, still suffer from what happened in the war. Many of them are mentally  and psychologically injured. They are treated for years after they come back from war. 
He is trying to reach him, to seek him. 
He is drowning, not able to breathe in this green sea. This picture haunted him in all his dreams.  
After his death, they did not leave him behind. They just put him on a wagon and pulled the wagon. All the time all of them were looking at him. Still, they could see him after death. His picture haunted them. 
He is walking behind the wagon where they put this soldier. They watch his white eyes wavering in his hanging face. 
It is a very disgusting horrible picture.  Blood is coming out of him, his corrupted lungs….
Owen sent this poem to his friend. He sends him a message. 
25 My friend, you would not tell with such high zest
26 To children ardent for some desperate glory,
27 The old Lie: Dulce et decorum est
28 Pro patria mori. 

If you read all this now, you will never tell the youth who want to join the army. You will never tell them the old lie that they have to go and die for their country. They are not mature enough to recognize the horrors of war. 
He asks his friend never to tell young youth who are desperate for glory this lie – that it is better to die for one’s country. 

We have a contrast between the two poems. 
One of the coincident is that both poets died in war. Brooke died in 1915- one year after war. He did not see whether his ideas about war were true or not. Owen is a symbol of the horror of war. He himself was a causality of war. 
The death by gas is not an ordinary way of dying at war. It is the most horrifying way to die in war. We have the two extremes, glory and optimism and the extreme opposite, dying the most horrible kind of death. 
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