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THE WASTE  LAND.

By
T.S.Eliot. ',

Ve

"Did he live :is life acain in every detail of desire, tempta-
tion, and surrender during that suorene moment of complete

‘nowledze? He cried in a whisper at some image, ot some vi-

sion, - he cried out twice, & cry that was no more then a
breath - )

'The horror! +he Horror!'"
NRAD -



HE D0 THE POLICE I DIFFERENT VOICES: part I.

a

 THE BURIAL OF THE DEAD.

First we had @ couple of feelers down at Toj s place,
There wes old Tom, boiled to the eyes, blind,

(Don't you remember that time after a dange,

Top hats and all, we and 5ilk Het Herry, i

And o1d Tom took us behind, brought out & bottlé of fiiz,
With old Jane, Tom's wife; and we got Jo¢ to sing

AT T Y |

B proud of aIl the Irish b1 od that's In Mottt
{"There's not & men cen say & word. /me") . o ™ N
Then we had dinmer in good form, and & coupls of Bengal lights.

When we got into the show, up in Row, A,

T tried to put my foot in the drum,

She never did take to me, a nice

The next thing we were out in the

Whén will you be good! Blew in

Sopped up some gin, gsat in to ¢

Mr,Fay was there,, singing "The

Then we thought we'd breeze al

Then we lost Steve, /
=("I turned up /an hour later wwn at Myrtle's fplace.

What d'y' me@n, she says, af two o'clock/in/the morning,

I'm not in business here foy guys-like péu; ,

We've only had & reid last feek, I've peen warned twice.

id, I've kepf & decent Kouse for twenty years, SLe

There's three gents from the Buckinghem Club upstairs now,

I'm going to retire and live on & farm,”  she says,

There's no money in it mow, what withAhe, danage done,

And the reputation the place gets, t of a few bar-flies,

I've kept.a clean housg for twenty years, she says,

And tre gents from the Buckingham Club know they 're safe here;

You was well introduced, but ‘thie As the 1ast of you,

Get me u woman, I seid; you're tobd drumk, she seid,

But she gave me a bed, and a bath, snd hem end eggs,

And now you go get a shave, sje saild; F-hedagoednieugh, te=
Myrtle wee—always J-g-i-rﬂi . Botsfesrwhoe

- but roughj

sireet, Oh was it cold!
o the Opera Exchange,
cork geme,

d of the Mill";

and take a walk,

I

Looking for trouble; committing a nuisance, he said,
You.come on to the station. I'm eorry, I seid,
It's no usé being sorry, he said; let ms get my hat, I said,
Well by & stroke of luck who ceme by but Mr.Donaven. e
What's this,officer, You're ney on this beat, aint you?
I ANought -sos Fou—Ime
_Saidd the fresh- Yery..ps
“Uhese gents are particular fr : .
—Wasn't it luck! Then we went to the Germam Club,
!y e end Mr.Donaven and his friend Jessdeshy,
Fommd—tt-stant, I went to get home, seid the cabman,
We a1l go the seme wey home, said Mr.Dpnavan,
Cheer up, Trixie and Stella; and put his foot through the window,
The next I know the old cab was hauled up on the avenus,
And the cabman and 1little Ben Levin the tailor,
The one who read George Meredith,
Were running & hundred yards on a bet,
And Mr.Donavan holding the watch.
So I got out to see the sunrise, and walked home.

N o

Then let it alone, /
: /
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snd didn't the girl squedl, [a y oot wha b Y :

tha'
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"We'd just goné up the ailey, & fly cop came along, W'm) 4

il Yen; 40, f‘., *‘E}
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April is the cruellest month, breeding

Iilace out of the dead land, mixing

Memory and desire, stirring

Dull roots with spring rein,

Winter kept us warm, covering

Earth etful) snow, feeding

A little 1ife with dried tubers.

Summer surprised us, coming over the KbBnigssee

With & shower of rain; we stopped in the colonnsade,

And went on in sunlight, into the Hofgarten,

ind drank coffee, talking an hour.

Bin gar keine Russin, stemm' aus Litauen, echt deutsch,
And when we were ohildren, staying at the archduke's,

My cousin's, he took me out on & sled, '

And I was frightened, He said, Marie,

Marie, hold on tight. 4And down we went, —_
In the mountains, a
I read, mach of the night, and go south in the winter,

w0 e e . e
What are the roots that cluteh, what branchomw B,
Out of this stony rubbish! Son of man, e

You cannot sey, or guess, for you know only

.A heap of broken imsges, where the sun beets,

ind the desd tree gives no shelter, the cricket no relief,
And the dry stone no sound of water, Only \
There is shadow under this red rock, :

(Come in under the shadow of this red rock),

sxd I will show you something differemt from either /

Your shadow at morning siriding behind you £
Or your shadow at evening rising to meet you;. /
I will show you fear in a handful of dust. A
—-"“‘_""""'——‘_._‘—-.mm"—-—"“*—"““""‘!—«.,. * - : ,rJ/
/lth: Frisch selwebt der Wind e,

/ Der Heimat zu,
- Mein Irisch' Kinmd,

/ o, AT
¥ Vo wollest dul 7 Sy & XK
"You gave me hyacinths first a year ago; ) \ ,\)"/ ;

"They celled me the hyacinth girl".
-Yet when we came back, late, from the hyacisth gaerden, /
Your arms full, and your hair wet, I could not s
__%Fg, end my eyes failed, I was neither :
ving nor dead, and I knew nothing, y -y
Looking into the heart of light, the silence. G} !wab Gn,. i huh /

Mademe Sosostris, famous clairvoyantf

Had & bad cold, nevertheless

Is known to be the wisest women in Eurepe,

With a wicked pack of cards, Here, said she, .

Is your card, the drowned Phoenicien Sailor
——{Those-are--pearls thai wara his €yos..

Here is Belladonna, the Lady of the Rocks,

The lady of situations,



Here is the(man with three staves) and here the Wheel,
ind here is ths one-syed merchant, and this card,
Which is blank, is Bometring he ¢ n his back,
Which I am forbidden to see, lopk vain

For the Hanged Man, Tear death by water. 4
T see crowds of peopls, walking round in & ring.

Z- (I John sew theoe things; mnd heard theml. .. -

I

e

Thenk you. If you see dear Mre, Equitone,
Tell her I bring the horoscope myself,
One' must be so careful these days.

Unreal

' Uity/l have qwi\ﬁ; soen and_sse )
Under the browm fog of \your ter dawn

A crowd flow over London Bridge, so many,
T had not thought death had undone so many,

And each preohes$ his eyes before his foot.

Sighs, short and infrequent, were exgboed, Ppfon ot %
1

-gépt-the ~time.,

wo”  wiih a-desd—sound on. the..final--stroke- of ‘mine,

"

There I saw one T 'new, and stopped him, cryidgs:
f¥od who were with-me 'in’ the ships at’ Mylasel ',
f'fhaticorpse gou planted last yéar in your garden, ear!"
"Has it begun to sprout! Will 1t bloom this year!”
"or has the sudden fmsE disturbed its bed! iy 78
"oh keep the Dog far hence, that's.See to mon, .o
“or with Ms nails he'll dig it up again!

"You! hypocrite lecteur,= mon semblable,= EZon frerel”

LW?

"Stetson!

)

Flowed Gp the hill snd down King William Street, syy & pn
“To—where—Sutnt-Mery—Noolnoth 1
e o é%“ \r’)\'
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