TWENTIETH-CENTURY AMERICAN LITERATURE
Unit 1



F. SCOTT FITZGERALD  (1896-1940)
born in St Paul, Minnesota
1917: leaves Princeton for the army
1918: while stationed in Montgomery, Alabama, falls in love with Zelda Sayre
1919: goes to NYC
1920: This Side of Paradise; becomes famous overnight; marries ZS
1924: goes to France to concentrate on writing
1925: The Great Gatsby
1927: returns to US
1934: Tender is the Night
1936-37: the crack-up; Zelda hospitalized in North Carolina
1937-38: works in Hollywood as screenwriter for MGM

1. The Jazz Age
Roaring Twenties, Lost Generation
Post-War, Economics, Jazz, Flappers (women’s status), Technology (cars, radios, films, telephones, electrification), Prohibition and Organised Crime

By seven o’clock the orchestra had arrived, no thin five-piece affair, but a whole pitful of oboes and trombones and saxophones and viols and cornets and piccolos, and low and high drums. The last swimmers have come in from the beach now and are dressing upstairs; the cars from New York are parked five deep in the drive, and already the halls and salons and verandas are gaudy with primary colors, and hair bobbed in strange new ways, and shawls beyond the dreams of Castile. The bar is in full swing, and floating rounds of cocktails permeate the garden outside, until the air is alive with chatter and laughter, and casual innuendo and introductions forgotten on the spot, and enthusiastic meetings between women who never knew each other’s names.
	The lights grow brighter as the earth lurches away from the sun, and now the orchestra is playing yellow cocktail music, and the opera of voices pitches a key higher. Laughter is easier minute by minute, spilled with prodigality, tipped out at a cheerful word. The groups change more swiftly, swell with new arrivals, dissolve and form in the same breath; already there are wanderers, confident girls who weave here and there among the stouter and more stable, become for a sharp, joyous moment the centre of a group, and then excited with triumph, glide on through the sea-change of faces and voices and colour under the constantly changing light.
	Suddenly one of these gypsies, in trembling opal, seizes a cocktail out of the air, dumps it down for courage and, moving her hands like Frisco, dances out alone on the canvas platform. A momentary hush; the orchestra leader varies his rhythm obligingly for her, and there is a burst of chatter as the erroneous news goes around that she is Gilda Gray’s understudy from the Follies. The party has begun. --The Great Gatsby

2. Affluence & Values
They were careless people, Tom and Daisy--they smashed up things and creatures and then retreated back into their money or their vast carelessness, or whatever it was that kept them together, and let other people clean up the mess they had made…


3. The Lost New World

And as the moon rose higher the inessential houses began to melt away until gradually I became aware of the old island here that flowered once for Dutch sailors’ eyes--a fresh, green breast of the new world. Its vanished trees, the trees that had made way for Gatsby’s house, had once pandered in whispers to the last and greatest of all human dreams; for a transitory enchanted moment man must have held his breath in the presence of this continent, compelled into an æsthetic contemplation he neither understood nor desired, face to face for the last time in history with something commensurate to his capacity for wonder.
	And as I sat there brooding on the old, unknown world, I thought of Gatsby’s wonder when he first picked out the green light at the end of Daisy’s dock. He had come a long way to this blue lawn, and his dream must have seemed so close that he could hardly fail to grasp it. He did not know that it was already behind him, somewhere back in that vast obscurity beyond the city, where the dark fields of the republic rolled on under the night.
	Gatsby believed in the green light, the orgiastic future that year by year recedes before us. It eluded us then, but that’s no matter--tomorrow we will run faster, stretch out our arms further…And one fine morning--
	So we beat on, boats against the current, borne back ceaselessly into the past. --final paragraphs of The Great Gatsby


ERNEST HEMINGWAY (1899-1961)
born in Oakpark, Illinois
1917: begins work for Kansas City Star; rejected for the US Army; joins Red Cross as driver
1918: injured by a shell in Italy
1919: returns to Oakpark
1921: moves to Paris as correspondent for Toronto Star Weekly
1926: The Sun Also Rises
1928: moves to Key West, Florida
1929: A Farewell to Arms
1933: travels in Africa
1937: war correspondent covering Spanish Civil War
1940: For Whom the Bell Tolls; moves to Cuba
1952: The Old Man and the Sea
1954: Nobel Prize in Literature
1961: commits suicide

1. Style
Shortest short story: reportedly by Hemingway: “For sale. Baby shoes. Never worn.”
Iceberg, “hard-boiled”
learning from Stein:

Gertrude Stein, in her work, had always been possessed by the intellectual passion for exactitude in the description of inner and outer reality. She has produced a simplification by this concentration, and as a result the destruction of associational emotion in poetry and prose. --GERTRUDE STEIN, The Autobiography of Alice B. Toklas (1933)


I did not say anything. I was always embarrassed by the words sacred, glorious, and sacrifice and the expression in vain. We had heard them, sometimes standing in the rain almost out of earshot, so that only the shouted words came through, and had read them, on proclamations that were slapped up by billposters over other proclamations, now for a long time, and I had seen nothing sacred, and the things that were glorious had no glory and the sacrifices were like the stockyards at Chicago if nothing was done with meat except to bury it. There were many words that you could stand to hear and finally only the names of places had dignity. Certain numbers were the same way and certain dates and these with the names of the places were all you could say and have them mean anything. Abstract words such as glory, honor, courage, or hallow were obscene beside the concrete names of villages, the numbers of roads, the names of rivers, the numbers of regiments and the dates. --A Farewell to Arms


She was unconscious all the time, and it did not take her very long to die.
	Outside the room, in the hall, I spoke to the doctor, ‘Is there anything I can do to-night?’
	‘No. There is nothing to do. Can I take you to your hotel?’
	‘No, thank you. I am going to stay here for a while.’
	‘I know there is nothing to say. I cannot tell you--’
	‘No,’ I said. ‘There’s nothing to say.’
	‘Good-night,’ he said. ‘I cannot take you to your hotel?’
	‘No, thank you.’
	‘It was the only thing to do,’ he said. ‘The operation proved--’
	‘I do not want to talk about it,’ I said.
	‘I would like to take you to your hotel.’
	‘No, thank you.’
	He went down the hall. I went to the door of the room.
	‘You can’t come in now,’ one of the nurses said.
	‘Yes I can,’ I said.
	‘You can’t come in yet.’
	‘You get out,’ I said. ‘The other one too.’
	But after I had got them out and shut the door and turned off the light it wasn’t any good. It was like saying good-by to a statue. After a while I went out and left the hospital and walked back to the hotel in the rain.
	THE END   --A Farewell to Arms

2. War & Masculinity
WWI, Africa, Spanish Civil War, Matadors, WWII.

We often talked about bulls and bull-fighters. I had stopped at the Montoya for several years. We never talked for very long at a time. It was simply the pleasure of discovering what we each felt. Men would come from distant towns and before they left Pamplona stop and talk for a few minutes with Montoya about bulls. These men were aficionados. Those who were aficionados could always get rooms even when the hotel was full. Montoya introduced me to some of them. They were always very polite at first, and it amused them very much that I should be an American. Somehow it was taken for granted that an American could not have aficion. He might simulate it or confuse it with excitement, but he could not really have it. When they saw that I had aficion, and there was no password, no set questions that could bring it out, rather it was a sort of oral spiritual examination with the questions always a little on the defensive and never apparent, there was the same embarrassed putting the hand on the shoulder or a ‘Buen hombre’. But nearly always there was the actual touching. It seemed as though they wanted to touch you to make it certain.  --The Sun Also Rises


The bull-fight on the second day was much better than on the first. Brett sat between Mike and me at the barrera, and Bill and Cohn went up above. Romero was the whole show. I do not think Brett saw any other bull-fighter. No one else did either, except the hard-shelled technicians. It was all Romero. There were two other matadors, but they did not count. I sat beside Brett and explained to Brett what it was all about. I told her about watching the bull, not the horse, when the bulls charged the picadors, and got her to watching the picador place the point of his pic so that she saw what it was all about, so that it became more something that was going on with a definite end, and less of a spectacle with unexplained horrors. I had her watch how Romero took the bull away from a fallen horse with his cape, and how he held him with the cape and turned him, smoothly and suavely, never wasting the bull. She saw how Romero avoided every brusque movement and saved his bulls for the last when he wanted them, not winded and discomposed but smoothly worn down. She saw how close Romero always worked the bull, and I pointed out to her the tricks the other bull-fighters used to make it look as though they were working closely. She saw why she liked Romero’s cape-work and why she did not like the others.
	Romero never made any contortions, always it was straight and pure and natural in line. The others twisted themselves like corkscrews, their elbows raised, and leaned against the flanks of the bull after his horns had passed, to give a faked look of danger. Afterward, all that was faked turned bad and gave an unpleasant feeling. Romero’s bull-fighting gave real emotion, because he kept the absolute purity of line in his movements and always quietly and calmly let the horns pass him close each time. He did not have to emphasize their closeness. Brett saw how something that was beautiful done close to the bull was ridiculous if it were done a little way off. I told her how since the death of Joselito all the bull-fighters had been developing a technic that simulated this appearance of danger in order to give a fake emotional feeling, while the bull-fighter was really safe. Romero had the old thing, the holding of his purity of line through the maximum of exposure, while he dominated the bull by making him realize he was unattainable, while he prepared him for the killing. --The Sun Also Rises. (italics mine)



WILLIAM FAULKNER (1897-1962)
born in New Albany, Mississippi
1902: family moves to Oxford (MS)
1918: refused by US Army; accepted by Canadian Royal Air Force, sees no action
1919: enters University of Mississippi
1920s: various menial jobs; travels to Paris, New Orleans
1929: The Sound and the Fury
1930: As I Lay Dying
1932: Light in August; scriptwriter for MGM
1936: Absalom, Absalom!
1942: Go Down, Moses
1950: Nobel Prize in Literature

1. Modernist Techniques
Stream of Consciousness, kaleidoscopic.

Before us the thick dark current runs. It talks up to us in a murmur become ceaseless and myriad, the yellow surface dimpled monstrously into fading swirls traveling along the surface for an instant, silent, impermanent, and profoundly significant, as though just beneath the surface something huge and alive waked for a moment of lazy alertness out of and into light slumber again.
	It clucks and murmurs among the spokes and about the mules’ knees, yellow, scummed with flotsam and with thick soiled gouts of foam as though it had sweat, lathering, like a driven horse. Through the undergrowth it goes with a plaintive sound, a musing sound; in it the unwinded cane and saplings lean as before a little gale, swaying without reflections as though suspended on invisible wires from the branches overhead. Above the ceaseless surface they stand--trees, cane, vines--rootless, severed from the earth, spectral above a scene of immense yet circumscribed desolation filled with the voice of the waste and mournful water. --Darl in As I Lay Dying

It wasn’t on a balance. I told them that if they wanted it to tote and ride on a balance, they would have to--  --Cash in As I Lay Dying

2. Local Matters
[bookmark: Yoknapatawpha]Yoknapatawpha County: Pronounced "YOK´nuh puh TAW´fuh." Based on Lafayette Co.

3. Race
Miscegenation; the castration of Joe Christmas

‘Ain’t your name Christmas?’ and the nigger said that it was. He never denied it. He never did anything. He never acted like either a nigger or a white man. That was it. That was what made the folks so mad. For him to be a murderer and all dressed up and walking the town like he dared them to touch him, when he ought to have been skulking and hiding in the woods, muddy and dirty and running. It was like he never even knew he was a murderer, let alone a nigger too. --Light in August

Percy Grimm’s castration of Joe Christmas
When they approached to see what he was about, they saw that the man was not dead yet, and when they saw what Grimm was doing one of the men gave a choked cry and stumbled back into the wall and began to vomit. Then Grimm too sprang back, flinging behind him the bloody butcher knife. ‘No you’ll let white women alone, even in hell,’ he said. --Light in August




EUGENE O’NEILL (1888-1953)
Son of an actor (most famous role: Count of Monte Cristo). Born in hotel.
1909: Went gold prospecting (Honduras), but caught malaria. 
1912-1913: 6 months recovering from TB
1914-1915: studies play-writing at Harvard
1916: hooks up with Provincetown Players (MA)
1920:Beyond the Horizon
1921: Anna Christie
1924: Desire Under the Elms
1928: Strange Interlude
1936: Nobel Prize
1946: The Iceman Cometh
1956: Long Day’s Journey into Night (written 1940)

1. Experiment
Length, technique, mythology, realism (class range)

SCENE--“JOHNNY-THE-PRIEST’S” saloon near South Street, New York City.…  It is late afternoon of a day in fall.  As the curtain rises, JOHNNY is discovered. “JOHNNY-THE-PRIEST” deserves his nickname. With his pale, thin, clean-shaven face, mild blue eyes and white hair, a cassock would seem more suited to him than the apron he wears. Neither his voice nor his general manner dispel this illusion which has made him a personage of the water front. They are soft and bland. But beneath all his mildness one senses the man behind the mask--cynical, callous, hard as nails. He is lounging at ease behind the bar, a pair of spectacles on his nose, reading an evening paper.
	Two longshoremen [dokařský dělník] enter from the street, wearing their working aprons, the button of the union pinned conspicuously on the caps pulled sideways on their heads at an aggressive angle.
FIRST LONGSHOREMAN--(As they range themselves at the bar.) Gimme a shock. Number Two. (He tosses a coin on the bar.)
SECOND LONGSHOREMAN--Same here. (JOHNNY sets two glasses of barrel whiskey before them.)
FIRST LONGSHOREMAN--Here’s luck! (The other nods. They gulp down their whiskey.)
SECOND LONGSHOREMAN--(Putting money on the bar.) Give us another.
FIRST LONGSHOREMAN--Gimme a scoop this time--lager and porter. I’m dry.
SECOND LONGSHOREMAN--Same here. 


2. Delusions & Disillusion
“Mankind cannot take very much reality”--T. S. ELIOT

	I never dreamed Holy Mother would give me such advice! I was really shocked. I said, of course, I would do anything she suggested, but I knew it was simply a waste of time. After I left her, I felt all mixed up, so I went to the shrine and prayed to the Blessed Virgin and found peace again because I knew she heard my prayer and would always love me and see no harm ever came to me so long as I never lost my faith in her.
	She pauses and a look of growing uneasiness comes over her face. She passes a hand over her forehead as if brushing cobwebs from her brain--vaguely.
	That was in the winter of senior year. Then in the spring something happened to me. Yes, I remember. I fell in love with James Tyrone and was so happy for a time.
	She stares before her in a sad dream. Tyrone stirs in his chair. Edmund and Jamie remain motionless.
											CURTAIN
Long Day’s Journey into Night

3. Modern Tragedy

ANNA-- (Touched but a bit embarrassed.) Don’t bawl about it. There ain’t nothing to forgive, anyway. It ain’t your fault, and it ain’t mine, and it ain’t his neither. We’re all poor nuts, and things happen, and we yust get mixed in wrong, that’s all.
CHRIS-- (Eagerly.) You say right tang, Anna, py golly! It ain’t nobody’s fault! (Shaking his fist.) It’s dat ole davil, sea!

**

ABBIE-- I--I killed him, Eben.
EBEN-- (amazed) Ye killed him?
ABBIE-- (dully) Ay-eh.
................
EBEN-- Not--not that baby!
ABBIE-- (dully) Ay-eh?
EBEN-- (falls to his knees as if he’d been struck--his voice trembling with horror) Oh, God Almighty! A’mighty God! Maw, whar was ye, why didn’t ye stop her?
ABBIE-- (simply) She went back t’her grave that night we fust done it, remember? I hain’t felt her about since. (A pause. EBEN hides his head in his hands, trembling all over as if he had the ague. She goes on dully) I left the piller over his little face. Then he killed himself. He stopped breathin’. (She begins to weep softly)
EBEN-- (rage beginning to mingle with grief) He looked like me. He was mine, damn ye!
ABBIE-- (slowly and brokenly) I didn’t want t’do it. I hated myself fur doin’ it. I loved him. He was so purty--dead spit ‘n’ image o’ yew. But I loved yew more--and an’ yew was goin’ away--far off whar I’d never see ye agen, never kiss ye, never feel ye pressed agin me agen--an’ ye said hated fur havin’ him--ye said ye hated him an’ wished he was dead--ye said if it hadn’t been fur him comin’ it’d be the same’s afore between us.

1931: Mourning Becomes Electra (I Homecoming, II The Hunted, III The Haunted)



Robert Frost (1874-1963)
1874: born in San Francisco
1885: moves to New England
1897-1899: attends Harvard College (withdraws without degree)
1906: begins teaching at Pinkerton Academy (NH)
1912: moves to England with his family
1913: A Boy’s Will published in England (‘The Tuft of Flowers’, ‘Into My Own’, ‘Rose Pogonias’); meets Ezra Pound, W. B. Yeats , and most importantly Edward Thomas.
1914: North of Boston (‘Mending Wall’, ‘The Death of the Hired Man’, ‘Home Burial’, ‘After Apple-Picking’, ‘The Wood-Pile’)
1915: returns to US
1916: Mountain Interval (‘The Road Not Taken’, ‘Birches’, ‘“Out, Out--”‘, ‘The Oven Bird’)
1923: accepts position at Amherst College; New Hampshire (‘Nothing Gold Can Stay’, ‘Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening’, ‘The Need of Being Versed in Country Things’)
1928: West-Running Brook (‘Spring Pools’, ‘Acquainted with the Night’)
1936: A Further Range (‘Departmental’)
1961: reads ‘The Gift Outright’ at the inauguration of John F. Kennedy as US President.

1. Outside Modernism?
Traditional forms do not mean emotional and intellectual regression.

2. Country Things
New England.
His Darwinism

Better to go down dignified
With boughten friendship at your side
Than none at all. Provide, provide!

*
                                      Then the boy saw all--
Since he was old enough to know, big boy
Doing a man’s work, though a child at heart--
He saw all spoiled. ‘Don’t let him cut my hand off--
The doctor, when he comes. Don’t let him, sister!’
So. But the hand was gone already.
The doctor put in the dark of ether.
He lay and puffed his lips out with his breath.
And then--the watcher at his pulse took fright.
No one believed. They listened at his heart.
Little--less--nothing!--and that ended it.
No more to build on there. And they, since they
Were the one dead, turned to their affairs.
 (‘“Out, Out--”‘)

Snow falling and night falling fast, oh, fast
In a field I looked into going past,
And the ground almost covered smooth in snow,
But a few weeds and stubble showing last.

The woods around it have it--it is theirs.
All animals are smothered in their lairs.
I am too absent-spirited to count;
The loneliness includes me unawares.

And lonely as it is that loneliness
Will be more lonely ere it will be less--
A blanker whiteness of benighted snow
With no expression, nothing to express.

They cannot scare me with their empty spaces
Between stars--on stars where no human race is.
I have it in me so much nearer home
To scare myself with my own desert places.

3. Dialogue Poems

He said twice over before he knew himself:
‘Can’t a man speak of his own child he’s lost?’

‘Not you! Oh, where’s my hat? Oh, I don’t need it!
I must get out of here. I must get air.
I don’t know rightly whether any man can.’

‘Amy! Don’t go to someone else this time.
Listen to me. I won’t come down the stairs.’
He sat and fixed his chin between his fists.
‘There’s something I should like to ask you, dear.’

‘You don’t know how to ask it.’
                                                   ‘Help me, then.’

Her fingers moved the latch for all reply.

‘My words are nearly always an offense.
I don’t know how to speak of anything
So as to please you…’
………………………………………
‘You can’t because you don’t know how to speak.
If you had any feelings, you that dug
With your own hand--how could you?--his little grave;
I saw you from that very window there,
Making the gravel leap and leap in air,
Leap up, like that, like that, and land so lightly
And roll back down the mound beside the hole.
I thought, Who is that man? I didn’t know you.…’
--’Home Burial’


Wallace Stevens (1879-1955)
1879: born in Reading, Pennsylvania
1897: enrolls at Harvard
1900: moves to New York and tries to make a living as a journalist.
1901: fails as journalist and enters New York Law School in autumn.
1916: joins Hartford Accident and Indemnity Co. Job involved a good deal of travel all over the US.
1923: Harmonium (‘The Snow Man’, ‘Sunday Morning’, ‘Anecdote of the Jar’, ‘Thirteen Ways of Looking at a Blackbird’)
1934: becomes vice-president of the Hartford.
1935: Ideas of Order (‘The Idea of Order at Key West’, ‘Evening without Angels’)
1947: Transport to Summer (‘Notes Toward a Supreme Fiction, ‘Credences of Summer’)
1950: The Auroras of Autumn (title poem, ‘Angel Surrounded by Paysans’)
1954: Collected Poems (‘The Plain Sense of Things’, ‘The Rock’, ‘The Planet on the Table’, ‘Not Ideas about the Thing but the Thing Itself’)

1. ‘Gott ist tot’
We have killed him--you and I.…Do we not feel the breadth of empty space? Has it not become colder? Is not night continually closing in on us?…What festivals of atonement, what sacred games shall we have to invent? Is not the greatness of this deed too great for us? Must we ourselves not become gods simply to appear worthy of it?
 --FRIEDRICH NIETZSCHE, The Gay Science (1882)

                                              Air is air,
Its vacancy glitters round us everywhere.
Its sounds are not angelic syllables
But our unfashioned spirits realized
More sharply in more furious selves.
………………………………………
Bare night is best. Bare earth is best. Bare, bare,
Except for our own houses, huddled low
Beneath the arches and their spangled air,
Beneath the rhapsodies of fire and fire,
Where the voice that is in us makes a true response,
Where the voice that is great within us rises up,
As we stand gazing at the rounded moon. 
(‘Evening without Angels’)


2. Reality & Imagination

This is nothing until in a single man contained,
Nothing until this named thing nameless is
And is destroyed. He opens the door of his house

On flames. The scholar of one candle sees
An Arctic effulgence flaring on the frame
Of everything he is. And he feels afraid. (‘The Auroras of Autumn’)


NOMAD EXQUISITE
As the immense dew of Florida
Brings forth
The big-finned palm
And green vine angering for life,

As the immense dew of Florida
Brings forth hymn and hymn
From the beholder,
Beholding all these green sides
And gold sides of green sides,

And blessed mornings,
Meet for the eye of the young alligator,
And lightning colors
So, in me, come flinging
Forms, flakes, and the flakes of flames.


T. S. ELIOT (1888-1965)
1. Symbolism: French Precursors
Arthur Symons: The Symbolist Movement in Literature
Charles Baudelaire, Paul Verlaine, Jules Laforgue
‘The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock’:

			certain half-deserted streets,
The muttering retreats
Of restless nights in one-night cheap hotels
And sawdust restaurants with oyster-shells…

2. The Waste Land (1922)
April is the cruellest month, breeding
Lilacs out of the dead land, mixing
Memory and desire, stirring
Dull roots with spring rain.
Winter kept us warm, covering
Earth in forgetful snow, feeding
A little life with dried tubers.
…………………………………………………
What are the roots that clutch, what branches grow
Out of this stony rubbish? Son of man,
You cannot say, or guess, for you know only
A heap of broken images…

Čím jsou kořeny, jež se jí křečovitě zachycují, jaké větve
rostou z té kamenité hlušiny? Synu člověka,
to nevíš ani neuhodneš, poněvadž znáš
jen hromadu rozbitých model…
…………………………………………………

‘You gave me hyacinths first a year ago;
‘They called me the hyacinth girl.’              
—Yet when we came back, late, from the hyacinth garden,
Your arms full, and your hair wet, I could not
Speak, and my eyes failed, I was neither
Living nor dead, and I knew nothing,
Looking into the heart of light, the silence.

‘Dal jsi mi poprvé hyacinty před rokem;
říkali mi pak dívka s hyacinty.’                 
--Přesto jsem, když jsme se vrátili, tak pozdě, ze zahrady,
měl plnou náruč a vlhké vlasy, nemohl jsem
mluvit a oči mi selhaly, nebyl jsem
ani živý, ani mrtvý a nevěděl jsem nic,
hleděl jsem do nitra světla, mlčení.
…………………………………………
   ‘The music crept by me upon the waters’
And along the Strand, up Queen Victoria street.
City, city, I can sometimes hear
Beside a public bar in Lower Thames Street,
The pleasant whining of a mandoline
And a clatter and a chatter from within
Where fishermen lounge at noon: where the walls
Of Magnus Martyr hold
Inexplicable splendour of Ionian white and gold.

‘Ta hudba plížila se kolem po vodách’
a po Strandu, dál po Queen Victoria Street.
Ó City, město, někdy slýchám
u baru v Lower Thames Street
příjemné lkaní mandolíny od vody
a šum a ruch z té hospody,
v níž rybáři v poledne postávají--tam, kde zdi
Svatého Magnuse mučedníka tají pro oblohu
nevysvětlitelnou nádheru v bělozlatém jónském slohu.
…………………………………………………
DA
Datta: what have we given?
My friend, blood shaking my heart
The awful daring of a moment’s surrender
Which an age of prudence can never retract
By this, and this only, we have existed
Which is not found in our obituaries
Or in memories draped by the beneficent spider
Or under seals broken by the lean solicitor
In our empty rooms…

DA
Datta: Co jsme dali?
Příteli, krev otřásající mým srdcem,
strašná troufalost okamžitého odevdání se,
jež věk rozumnosti nemůže vzít zpět,
jen tím, a jenom tím teď existujeme,
což nenajde se v našich nekrolozích          
či v pamětech opentlených pavoukem, jenž bude dědit,
ani pod pečetěmi zlomenými vychrtlým právníkem
v našich prázdných pokojích. 
(trans. Zdeněk Hron)
3. Later Work
The Hollow Men (1925), Ash-Wednesday (1930), Four Quartets (1935-1942)
4. Criticism
‘Tradition and the Individual Talent’ (1919), ‘“Romantic” and “Classic”‘ (1934), ‘The Metaphysical Poets’, ‘Milton’ (1936)
“dissociation of sensibility” “objective correlative”: New Criticism



