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Time present and time past
Are both perhaps present in time future,
And time future contained in time past.
If all time is eternally present
All time is unredeemable.
What might have been is an abstraction
Remaining a perpetual possibility
Only in a world of speculation.
What might have been and what has been
Point to one end, which is always present.
Footfalls echo in the memory
Down the passage which we did not take
Towards the door we never opened
Into the rose-garden. My words echo
Thus, in your mind.
But to what purpose

Disturbing the dust on a bowl of rose-leaves
I do not know.

Other echoes
Inhabit the garden. Shall we follow?
Quick, said the bird, find them, find them,
Round the corner. Through the first gate, 20
Into our first world, shall we follow
The deception of the thrush? Into our first world.
There they were, dignified, invisible,
Moving without pressure, over the dead leaves,

Xpovog Tapav Kot xpovoc Taperdmv
Eivat iomg ko ot dvo mapdvieg 6Tov ¥povo Tov PEAAOVTA,
Kot o péAlov ypdvog mepiéyetar otov Toperdovta ypovo.
Av 6A0G 0 YpOVOC EIVAL OOV TOPDV
Olog 0 ypodvog mapapével aveEapyHpoTog.
0,11 O popovoe vo fTav givar pio agaipeon
[Tov Tapapéverl aévan dvvatdtra
Movo og €vav KOGLO EIKAGIDV.
0,11 B popovoe vo fTay Kot 0,TL fTaV
Teivouv pog éva TELOG, TTOL ival TAVTOTE TOPOV.
Brjuota avinyovv otn pviun
270 UNKOC TOL SL0OPOLLOL TOL OEV TN POLLE
BAémovtog mpog v mopTa TOL gV avoi&ape TOTE
Y1ov pododknmo. ‘Etot, ta Adyia pov
OVINYOVVE GTO HLOAO GOV.

Ouwg yio oo okomd
Noa tapaytei 1 KOV GTO KOTEALO LE TO POSOPLAAL
Agv Eépm.

AMAeG avTYNGCELS
Kartowovv otov kfimo. @a akorlovbncouyLe;
I'pNyopa, eine o movd, Bpeite Tovg, Ppeite Tovg,
Ed® kovtd. Méco am’ tnv TpmTn oA,
210V TPpMTO KOGHO pHog, Bo akoAovBncovpe
Tnv e€amdtnon g 1oiyhag; XTov TpdTO KOGUO LG,
Exei Bprokdviovcay, apyoviikoi, adpatot,
Kwobvtav yopig Bia, mévo and ta nebapéva gOAL,



In the autumn heat, through the vibrant air,

And the bird called, in response to

The unheard music hidden in the shrubbery,

And the unseen eyebeam crossed, for the roses
Had the look of flowers that are looked at.

There they were as our guests, accepted and accepting.
So we moved, and they, in a formal pattern,
Along the empty alley, into the box circle,

To look down into the drained pool.

Dry the pool, dry concrete, brown edged,

And the pool was filled with water out of sunlight,
And the lotos rose, quietly, quietly,

The surface glittered out of heart of light,

And they were behind us, reflected in the pool.
Then a cloud passed, and the pool was empty.

Go, said the bird, for the leaves were full of children, 40
Hidden excitedly, containing laughter.

Go, go, go, said the bird: human kind

Cannot bear very much reality.

Time past and time future

What might have been and what has been

Point to one end, which is always present.

Garlic and sapphires in the mud
Clot the bedded axle-tree.

2 Céon Tov EOWOT®POVL, PHEGH amd TOV TOAUVIEVOLEVO AP,

Kot o movi eAdAnce, amaviovtog

2NV HOVGIKT OV OV OKOVOTNKE, KPUUUEVT HEC TOVG BavOoUg,

Kot o a8éateg axtiveg Tov potiov dtactavpmdnkay, yoti to poda

Eiyav v 6y AovAovdidv mov ta Kortalovv.

Exei Bprokdviovsav o¢ KaAEGUEVOL LG, OTOOEKTOL Ko
amodeyoevoL.

'Eto1 kiviioope, Kt autoi, og éva o010 TUTIKO,

210 UNKOC TNG KEVING BAENC , TPOC TOV KOKAO T®V TuEapldv,

Na dolpe TV pKkpt] amosTpoyyIoreEV Alpvn.

Eepn n Apvn, Eepd Kot TO GKVPOSELLD, GTIC AKPEG KOPETL,

Kot n AMpvn yéuioe vepd amd to omg ToL AoV,

Kot o Aotog eyépbnke, novya, novyo,

H emodveia Aapmokdmnoe ox’ Ty Kopold Tov NAOP®TOC,

Kot exetvot, otn AMpvn avaxkiodpevor, ntov mico pog.

Tote népace éva cHVVEQO, Kot 1) Apvn AdE0CE.

Doyete, gine 10 TOVAL, YaTi To, POAAY NGOV TOUSIAL YEUATO,

Kpopuéva mapdpopa, to yéAlo meplopilovrag.

Doyete, PUyeTE, POYETE, €ime TO MOVAL: TO AVvOpPOTIVO 160G

Advvatel v avté€el TOAA TPOYUOTIKOTITA.

Xpovog maperbdv Kot xpovog LAV

0,11 6o popovse va fTav Kot 0,Tt oy

Telvovv mpog éva téhog, Tov givol Tdvtote TopdV.

Yxopda kot {apeipla peg otn Adomn
YBmAiog otov ywpévo dova.



The trilling wire in the blood

Sings below inveterate scars
Appeasing long forgotten wars.
The dance along the artery

The circulation of the lymph

Are figured in the drift of stars
Ascend to summer in the tree

We move above the moving tree

In light upon the figured leaf

And hear upon the sodden floor
Below, the boarhound and the boar
Pursue their pattern as before 60
But reconciled among the stars.

At the still point of the turning world. Neither flesh nor
fleshless;

Neither from nor towards; at the still point, there the dance is,

But neither arrest nor movement. And do not call it fixity,

Where past and future are gathered. Neither movement from nor
towards,

Neither ascent nor decline. Except for the point, the still
point,

There would be no dance, and there is only the dance.

I can only say, there we have be en: but | cannot say
where.

And | cannot say, how long, for that is to place it in
time.

To cVppa tadavtedeTol 6To OipLol

TPOYOVIE KAT® OO CUETAVONTEG OVAEG
Katompaivovtog ToAEHoVG Eexaouévoug amd Katpo.
O xopdc 61Ng aptnpiog To PUiKog

Tng Moueng n KukAogopio:

Ewoviloviol otV dotpv TV petatonion

To kaAokaipt aveBaivovtog 61o dévipo
Kwobpoote mdve amd to d€vTpo Tov Kiveitan

370 QO¢ ETAVO 6T0 {OYPAPICUEVO VAL

Kot axodpe kéto pog, miveo 610 LOVGKEUEVO TATM LA
Tov kampo Kot T0 KuVNYOGKLAO

N’ axorovBobv 10 6YESL0 TOVG OTWS TPV

Mo cupEUMOUEVOL AVALESH GTA AOTPA.

210 axivnro onueio tov KOcpoL Yupilel. Ovte chpka

0UTE Un GapK’
Ovte amd oVTE TPOG 6T0 akivinto onueio, exel etvar o yopog,
AM\G, 00TE 6TA0T oVTE Kivnon. Kot unv v ovopdleig

otafepdtnra,

Exei mov maperdov kot péAdov cuykevipovovtoal. Ovte kivinon oamnd

oVTE TPOG,

Ovbrte dvodog ovte mapaxyr. Extog an’ 1o onpeio, To axivito
onueio,

Exei yopdg dev o vinpye, Ko kel LOvo yopdg VITapyEL.

Movo umop® vo T, exel VIPEAUE: Lo OEV UITOP® VO, T® TOV.

Kot dev pmopd va o, yio 1060, yioti avtd onuaivel va
opicm ypovo.



The inner freedom from the practical desire,
The release from action and suffering, release from the
inner
And the outer compulsion, yet surrounded
By a grace of sense, a white light still and
moving,
Erhebung without motion, concentration
Without elimination, both a new world
And the old made explicit, understood
In the completion of its partial ecstasy,
The resolution of its partial horror.
Yet the enchainment of past and future
Woven in the weakness of the changing body, 80
Protects mankind from heaven and damnation
Which flesh cannot endure.
Time past and time future
Allow but a little consciousness.
To be conscious is not to be in time
But only in time can the moment in
the rose-garden,
The moment in the arbour where the rain beat,
The moment in the draughty church at smokefall
Be remembered; involved with past and future.
Only through time time is conquered.

H ecmtepikn ghevbepia an’ v embopio v TpakTiKy,

H amoAAiayn omd mpaén Kot dewvad, amodloyn amd E0COTEPIKO

Kot eEmteptkd avaykacud, akoun KOKAMUEVEG

Amd i yapn aicBnong, Eva AevKo PG KIVOUEVO Kol
axivnto

Erhebung yopic kivnon, cvykévipmon

Xopic amarotpn, Kt Vo Evog Kovovpylog KOGHOG

KoL 0 TOALOG COPNG, KOTOANTTOG

GTNV OAOKANP®GT] TNG LEPIKNG TOL EKGTUGTC,

Tnv Abomn tov pepucod Tov TpdHOV.

Opomg 10 0AVG0dEG1IO TOV TOPELOOVTOC Kot TOL HEALOVTOG

[Tov ved&vOnKe peg oV adLVOUIC TOV GOUOTOC TOV AAAGLEL,

Dduidet Tov dvBpwmo amd TV KTAdIKT Kot TOV ovpovo

[Tov n cdpxa dev pmopel v’ ovteéel.

Xpovog Toperbdv Kot xpovog PEAL®V

Yov gmrpénovy oAAG Alyn emiyvoon).

To va éyeig eniyvoon dev onpaivel 0Tt gicat peg To xpovo

AMG, povo peg tov ypdvo pmopeig va Bounbeic, exeivn tn otryun
LEC GTOV POSOKTO,

Exeivn ot idinuotopid mov v ytomaet n Bpoyn,

Exeivn ™ otiyun oty exkAncio mov avepodépvetat Oty
katokadilel n Komvid:

Mmieypuévog pe to mapehfov kot LEALOV.

Mobvo péca an’ 1o ¥pdvo KoTakTdTol o ypodvoc.



Here is a place of disaffection

Time before and time after

In a dim light: neither daylight

Investing form with lucid stillness

Turning shadow into transient beauty

With slow rotation suggesting permanence

Nor darkness to purify the soul

Emptying the sensual with deprivation

Cleansing affection from the temporal.

Neither plenitude nor vacancy. Only a flicker

Over the strained time-ridden faces 100

Distracted from distraction by distraction

Filled with fancies and empty of meaning

Tumid apathy with no concentration

Men and bits of paper, whirled by the cold wind

That blows before and after time,

Wind in and out of unwholesome lungs

Time before and time after.

Eructation of unhealthy souls

Into the faded air, the torpid

Driven on the wind that sweeps the gloomy
hills of London,

Hampstead and Clerkenwell, Campden

and Putney,

Highgate, Primrose and Ludgate. Not here

Not here the darkness, in this twittering world.

Edm glvan évag 10m0G ducpopiog

Xpovog mpv Ko xpdvog Enettal

Xe ovOpmTO: 00TE TNG LEPAG PMG

[Tov ep1fdiiel TN LOPON LE QOTEWVA AKIVIGIOL

Tpénovtag tn 6K1d o€ TPOGKAIPT OLOPPLEL

Me apy"| TEPIGTPOPN LIOVODVTOG LOVILOTN T

Ovte okotddt va eayvilel v yoyn

Adeidlovtog v novmdfela pe otépnon

EemAEVOVTOC OTO TO TPOGKOLPO TNV GTOPYT.

Ovte kevotnTa 00TE TANPOTNTAL. MOVO £Vl TPELOPOTO

[Tave og TapapopPopUEVO TPOGOTN TVPOUVVIGUEVE AT TO
ypoVO

Apnpnpévo am’ Ty aeaipeon oo Tng apaipeons

I'epdra ovtacidoelg Kot keva amd vonuo

Awykopévn anddeto xopic avTocVYKEVTPOON

AvBpomot ko Kopudtio xoption, va otpofiiilovtal amd Tov
KpvO dvepo

ITov pucdel mpwv ko petd tov ypovo,

Avepog Héoa £ amd aPPOOTNIEVOVE TVEDIOVEG

Xpovog mptv xpOvog LETA.

Péypo voonpav yoyxdv

Meg otov e&acevnuévo aépa, ol AmoYOVVMUEVOL

Xepvopevol omd TOV AVENO EKEIVOV TTOL GUPADVEL TOVG AOPOVS

oV Aovdivov Tovg povvtoic,

Xapotevt ko Kiaprevyoved, Kapmvtev kon [atved,

Xarykent, [piupoovl kot Advtykeit. Oyl edm

Oyt 6K0Tdo1 €6, 6TOV KOGHO aTOV oL TrTileu.



Descend lower, descend only Kotéfa youniotepa, katéfa uovo

Into the world of perpetual solitude, 210V KOGUO TG 0évang novaéldg,
World not world, but that which is not world, Koopo oyt k6o, 0ArG eKeivo TTOL dgV givarl KOGUOG,
Internal darkness, deprivation YK0TAd ECMTEPIKO, OTOGTEPT|ON
And destitution of all property, Kot andielo tng kabe Kuprotntog,
Desiccation of the world of sense, Amo&npaven tov kéopov g aictnong,
Evacuation of the world of fancy, 120 Exkévmomn tov KOGUOV TG GpOvVTaGiog,
Inoperancy of the world of spirit; AdpaveLn TOV KOGLLOV TOV TVEDLOTOS
This is the one way, and the other Av1og givar 0 £vag dpopog, Kt 0 GAAOG
Is the same, not in movement Eivar o id10¢, oyt o€ kivnon
But abstention from movement; while the world moves AMG og amoyn and Kivion' eved Kveitol 0 KOGHOG
In appetency, on its metalled ways Me Aaytdpa, ETGVO 6TOVG HETOAAKOVG TOV dPOLOVG
Of time past and time future. TOV TaPELOOVTOG YPOVOL Kot TOL HEALOVTOG YPOVOUL.
v v
Time and the bell have buried the day, O xpovog kot 1 Kopmdvo £0onyav T pépa,
The black cloud carries the sun away. To pavpo chvvepo eEPveL Tov N0 HaKpLd.
Will the sunflower turn to us, will the clematis Oa yupicel Tpog 10 PEPOS HaG TO NAOTPOTIO, 1 KAnuaTida
Stray down, bend to us, tendril Ipvdvtag Tpog ta katm, o EpOet mpog epdc, to
and spray aKpoPAAGTOPO KOt TO KAUOAKL
Clutch and cling? Oa maoToby Ba kpatnBovy oELYTd;
Chill Moyoudpo
Fingers of yew be curled Ta dGyTvAa Tov EAatov Ha TLALYTOOV
Down on us? After the kingfisher’s wing Kdato 6’ epdc; Apov g akikudvag To PTEPO
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Has answered light to light, and is silent,
the light is still
At the still point of the turning world.

Words move, music moves

Only in time; but that which is only living
Can only die. Words, after speech, reach

Into the silence. Only by the form, the pattern,
Can words or music reach

The stillness, as a Chinese jar still

Moves perpetually in its stillness.

Not the stillness of the violin, while the note lasts,
Not that only, but the co-existence,

Or say that the end precedes the beginning,
And the end and the beginning were always there
Before the beginning and after the end.

And all is always now. Words strain,

Crack and sometimes break, under the burden,
Under the tension, slip, slide, perish,

Decay with imprecision, will not stay in place,
Will not stay still. Shrieking voices

Scolding, mocking, or merely chattering,
Always assail them. The Word in the desert

Is most attacked by voices of temptation,

The crying shadow in the funeral dance,

The loud lament of the disconsolate chimera.

140
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"Exel amokpiBei oto pmg e pmg, kot gival G1mmnA0,

To pwg tvar axivnto
210 akivnrto onpeio Tov KOGHOL oL YVPiLEL.

\%

A£Eg1g KtvodvTal, LOVGIKT KIveital

Movo péca oto ypdvo’ aAAd pmopet povaya vo meddavet
Av1o mov povo Cer. Aéeig, petd v opuAia,

[Mincualovv ) crwnr. Mévo péca an’ tn popen, To 6xEoto,
Mmropovv ot AEEEIC I | LOVOIKT VO TANGLAGOVV

Tnv akwvneia, 6nmg éva Palo kivéliko axivnto

Kweitor oty akivnoia Tov aévaa.

Oy n axwvnoia tov froion, 660 dapkei 1 vota,

Oyt povo exeivo, aArd n cuvomopén,

'H ag modpe 611 T0 T€A0G TpOMYEiTOL TNG APYNG,

Kot 1o téhog ka1 n apyn Bpickovtay mwdvtote kel

[pwv and v apyn Kot Enerta on’ 10 T€A0G.

Kot 6ha mavrote givar topo. AEEEIS TOPALOPPOVOVTAL,
Kdanote pnypatdvovron kot omdlovv, am to goptio,

Kot v évtaon, mopanatovv, yMotpdve, apoviovtal,
dOsipovton am’ v avokpifeto, dev otékovial otn BEom Tovg,
Agv Ba otabovv akivnrteg. Pwvic otpryyAiloviag
Emtiudvrog, Aodopdvtag, 1§ amid Kot uovo pAVAPOVTOS,
[Tavtote emtiBevton evavtiov Toug. O Adyog peg oty £pnuo
[IpocPdAiletor TePIGGOTEPO O TIG POVEG TOVL TEIPAGUOD,
Tn ox1d mov KAhaiel 6Tov VEKPIKd yopo,

Tov BopuPmon Opvo ™G amapnydpPNTNS YiLaLPOC.



The detail of the pattern is movement,

As in the figure of the ten stairs.
Desire itself is movement

Not in itself desirable;

Love is itself unmoving,

Only the cause and end of movement,

Timeless, and undesiring
Except in the aspect of time
Caught in the form of limitation
Between un-being and being.
Sudden in a shaft of sunlight
Even while the dust moves
There rises the hidden laughter
Of children in the foliage
Quick now, here, now, always—
Ridiculous the waste sad time
Stretching before and after.
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H Aemtopuépera tov oyediov eivon kivnon,
Onog kot oty €1kdvVo ToV OEK0 OKOAOTOTIOV.
H embopia n 1610 elvon kivnon
H idwo 6yt emBopmtye
H idwo ) arydmn givon akivnn,

Movo 1 artia kot 1o TéA0g ™G Kivnong,
Aypovn, kai yopic emtbouio

Movdyo 6TnV TPOORTIKT TOL YPOVOL
Ay udAotn o€ po Lopet TEPLOPIGHOD
Avdpueca oto eivar ko un givar.
Eoevikd o€ po déoun nMAOP®TOg

Evo kveiton okdpa n okovn
[Tetdyetat To kKpPEVO YEALO

Tov Touddv omd TV QLAA®GLY
I'pyopo 1dpoa, edd, TOPO, ThvTOTE—
I'ehoiog 0 omataAnuévog aOA10g ¥pOvog
OV aVOKAOSICETOL TPV KOl LUETA.
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In my beginning is my end. In succession
Houses rise and fall, crumble, are extended,
Are removed, destroyed, restored, or in
their place
Is an open field, or a factory, or a
by-pass.
Old stone to new building, old timber to new fires,
Old fires to ashes, and ashes to the earth
Which is already flesh, fur and faeces,
Bone of man and beast, cornstalk and leaf.
Houses live and die: there is a time for
building
And a time for living and for generation
And a time for the wind to break the loosened
pane
And to shake the wainscot where the field-mouse trots
And to shake the tattered arras woven with a
silent motto.

In my beginning is my end. Now the light falls
Across the open field, leaving the deep

lane
Shuttered with branches, dark in the afternoon,
Where you lean against a bank while a van passes,
And the deep lane insists on the direction
Into the village, in the electric heat
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XV apyn Hov ivat To TEAOG LoV, Aladoy KA
2T VYOVOVTOL Ko TEPTOVV, KATAPPEOLV, EKTEIVOVTAL,

Mertakivobvtal, Kataotpépovial, anokadictavtal, 1| otn 0€om

TOVG

"Eva avouytd yopdot, 1 éva epyootdoto, 1 évag OpOpHog

TOPOKALTTPLOC,

[Tétpa malid o€ véo ktipto, EOA0 TAMO OE VEEC PMOTIES,

[MoAéc pmTIég 08 GTAYTES, KOl GTAYTES GTO £00.POG

[Tov eivon O GapKa, TPiY®UO Kol KOTPOVA,

Oo1d avBpmmov Kot Onpiov, KOAAUTOKAAMUO KO GUALO.

Xritia {ouv kat mebaivouv: vdpyet Evag xpovogs yio
01K0dOUN o

Kot évag ypdvoc yuo Lomn kot yio yevid

Kot évag gpovog yia Tov Gvepo vo 6TIcEL TO YOAAPOUEV
tCau

Noa tpavtdéet 1o cofateni dmov keAndlel o apovpaiog

Na Tpavtdéet ToV KOUPEAMAGUEVO TATNTA TOV TOLYOL TOL

VEAvONKe W €va GLOTNAO pNTo.

v apyn pov eivar o téhog pov. Thpa TEeTel 10 g

210 avolytd yopaet ax’ dkpn 6’ dkpr, aenvovtag Babv to
LOVOTATL

Na 10 oxtafovve KAad1d, GKOTEWS TO ATOYELLLD,

Omnov yépvelg 610 TpovéG OTOV TEPVA 1| KALOVETA,

Kot 1o fadd to povomdtt empével oty Katevbuvon

[Ipog to ywp1d, otn (Eotn TNV NAEKTPIKA



Hypnotised. In a warm haze the sultry light 20
Is absorbed, not refracted, by grey stone.

The dahlias sleep in the empty silence.

Wait for the early owl.

In that open field

If you do not come too close, if you do not come too close,
On a summer midnight, you can hear the

music
Of the weak pipe and the little drum
And see them dancing around the

bonfire
The association of man and woman
In daunsinge, signifying matrimonie—
A dignified and commodiois sacrament.
Two and two, necessarye coniunction,
Holding eche other by the hand or the arm
Whiche betokeneth concorde. Round and round the fire
Leaping through the flames, or joined in circles,
Rustically solemn or in rustic laughter
Lifting heavy feet in clumsy shoes,
Earth feet, loam feet, lifted in country

mirth
Mirth of those long since under earth
Nourishing the corn. Keeping time,
Keeping the rhythm in their dancing 40
As in their living in the living seasons
The time of the seasons and the constellations
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Yrnvotiopévo. X7 éva (eoTt0 TOVGL TO OMOTVIKTIKO (PMG
Eivon amoppopnuévo, dev drabrdatar, amd tnv ykpila métpa.
Kotpovvrtal ot vidAieg otny KEVN GLOTT).

[epipeve v TpdYN KOLKOLPAYLOL.

2’ eKeivo 10 avoyTd ypPapt

Edv dev épbete moAd kovid, edv dgv £pBete TOAD KOVTA,

Y& KGmo10 HEGOVYTL KOAOKOIPVO, UTOPEITE VO OKOVGETE TNV
LLOVGIKY|

Tov oryavod aviod Kot Tov pikpov TourtoHpAov

Kot va tovg deite va yopedovy yupm 0o TNV €0PTAGTIKY
OOTIO

H oyéon dvrpa kot yovaikog

e yopd, TOL AVTO CNUAIVEL E1C KOWVAOVIOY YOLOV—

A&ompenég kot Tpoc1dtalov pHuoTnplov

Avo kot dvo, avoykaio cvvoyn,

Kpatdvtag o éva tov ahdov am’ 1o x€ptL N Tov Bpayiova.

Texunprov appovikng cupfioonc. IMpo yopw ar’ ™ eoTid

Awoyifovtog Tig @AOYeg TNONYTA, 1 KAVOVTAG KUKAOLG,

Yofapol yopldtika 1| YOPLITIKE YEADVTAG

Ynk@vovtog Tode Bapld 6 YOVIPOTATOVTSO,

IMwa tode, Aactopéva Tddia, TOL CTIKMOVOVTOL GTO KEPL TNG
vraifpov

Képt exetvav mov amd mold kopd pHéca 6To YO

Bpépovve 10 ctaptl. Kpatovrag ypovo,

Kpatdvtag atov yopd toug Tov puoud

Onwc ka1 oty {on Tovg otic {doeg emoyéc,

Tov enoY®V KO TOV AGTEPIGULAOV TOV XPOVO



The time of milking and the time of harvest
The time of the coupling of man and woman
And that of beasts. Feet rising and falling.
Eating and drinking. Dung and death.

Dawn points, and another day
Prepares for heat and silence. Out at sea the dawn
wind
Wrinkles and slides. | am here
Or there, or elsewhere. In my beginning.

What is the late November doing
With the disturbance of the spring
And creatures of the summer heat,
And snowdrops writhing under feet
And hollyhocks that aim too high
Red into grey and tumble down
Late roses filled with early snow?
Thunder rolled by the rolling stars
Simulates triumphal cars

Deployed in constellated wars 60
Scorpion fights against the Sun
Until the Sun and Moon go down
Comets weep and Leonids fly

Hunt the heavens and the plains
Whirled in a vortex that shall bring
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The world to that destructive fire
Which burns before the ice-cap reigns.

That was a way of putting it—not very
satisfactory:
A periphrastic study in a worn-out poetical
fashion,
Leaving one still with the intolerable wrestle
With words and meanings. The poetry does not matter.
It was not (to start again) what one had
expected.
What was to be the value of the long looked forward to,
Long hoped for calm, the autumnal serenity
And the wisdom of age? Had they deceived us
Or deceived themselves, the quiet-voiced elders,
Bequeathing us merely a receipt for deceit?
The serenity only a deliberate hebetude,
The wisdom only the knowledge of dead secrets
Useless in the darkness into which they peered
Or from which they turned their eyes. There is, it seems to us,
At best, only a limited value
In the knowledge derived from experience.
The knowledge imposes a pattern, and falsifies,
For the pattern is new in every moment
And every moment is a new and shocking
Valuation of all we have been. We are only
undeceived
Of that which, deceiving, could no longer harm.
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In the middle, not only in the middle of the way
But all the way, in a dark wood, in a
bramble,
On the edge of a grimpen, where is no secure
foothold,
And menaced by monsters, fancy lights,
Risking enchantment. Do not let me hear
Of the wisdom of old men, but rather of their folly,
Their fear of fear and frenzy, their fear of
possession,
Of belonging to another, or to others, or to God.
The only wisdom we can hope to acquire
Is the wisdom of humility: humility is endless.

The houses are all gone under the sea.

The dancers are all gone under the hill. 100

O dark dark dark. They all go into the dark,
The vacant interstellar spaces, the vacant into the vacant,
The captains, merchant bankers, eminent men
of etters,
The generous patrons of art, the statesmen and the
rulers,
Distinguished civil servants, chairmen of many committees,
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Industrial lords and petty contractors, all go into the
dark,
And dark the Sun and Moon, and the Almanach
de Gotha
And the Stock Exchange Gazette, the Directory
of Directors,
And cold the sense and lost the motive of action.
And we all go with them, into the silent funeral,
Nobody's funeral, for there is no one to bury.
I said to my soul, be still, and let the dark come
upon you
Which shall be the darkness of God. As, in a theatre,
The lights are extinguished, for the scene to be changed
With a hollow rumble of wings, with a movement of darkness
on darkness,
And we know that the hills and the trees, the distant
panorama
And the bold imposing facade are all being
rolled away—
Or as, when an underground train, in the tube, stops too long
between stations
And the conversation rises and slowly fades into silence
And you see behind every face the mental
emptiness deepen
Leaving only the growing terror of nothing
to think about;
Or when, under ether, the mind is conscious but conscious
of nothing—

19

MeyaroBlopnyavol Kot pkpogpyoAdpot, yévovior OA0L 61O
OKOTAOL,

Kot oxotddt, o ' HAlog kot n ZeAnvn, kol To AALOVOK TOL
I'kota,

Kot 1o Aghtio Tov Xpnuotiotnpiov, kot o KatdAoyog tov
AevBovtov,

Koat kpda 1 aicOnon yopévo kot to kivntpov g mpaéng.

Kot 6Ahot pag myaivoope pali w avtd, ot cliormnin knodsia,

Kndeia kavevog, yiotl kavévag dev vapyet yio 0ayo.

Eina omv yoyn pov, npéunce, K1 4onoe 10 6KoTéol Vo o€
KOADWEL

IMarti Ba yivel o 6koTddL TOL B0V, Ondg, Ge Eva Béatpo,

Ta edTa ofnvovy, yio v’ aAAdEeL 1 oKV

M’ éva vTdK®EO YovpyovpNnTd PTEPAOV, Kot KiV|GT) TOL
oKOTOO10D ETGVD 6TO GKOTAOL,

Kot EEpovpe 6TL 01 LOPot kot Ta SEVTPA, TO LAKPIVO
TOVOPOLLOL

Kot n wpdcoyn 1 évrovn kot emPANTIKN £x0VV KVANGEL OO

LoKPLO—

'H é6mwc, 6tav €va vdyelo Tpaivo, 6T GNpayyo., GTaOUEDEL

PO TOAAY AVAUESH GE GTAOUOVG
Kot evteivovton ot culntioeig kot fadpiaio tEpTovy o8 Gl
Ko BAéneig va Pabaivel micw omd kdbe Tpdo®TOo TO SovonTIKO
KeVO
AQNvVovTog HOVO TOV TPOWO TTOL CLEAVEL Yot OEV €xEL KATL VoL

oKePTel

'H étav, pe abépa, o voug €xel cuveionon oAld cuveidnon tov

Timoto —



I said to my soul, be still, and wait without hope

For hope would be hope for the wrong thing; wait
without love,

For love would be love of the wrong thing; there
is yet faith

But the faith and the love and the hope are all
in the waiting.

Wait without thought, for you are not ready for thought:

So the darkness shall be the light, and the stillness
the dancing.

Whisper of running streams, and winter lightning.

The wild thyme unseen and the wild strawberry,

The laughter in the garden, echoed ecstasy

Not lost, but requiring, pointing to the agony

Of death and birth.

You say | am repeating
Something I have said before. | shall say it again.
Shall | say it again? In order to arrive there,
To arrive where you are, to get from where you are not,
You must go by a way wherein there is no ecstasy.
In order to arrive at what you do not know

You must go by a way which is the way of ignorance.

In order to possess what you do not possess

You must go by the way of dispossession.
In order to arrive at what you are not

You must go through the way in which you are not.
And what you do not know is the only thing you know
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And what you own is what you do not own
And where you are is where you are not.

v

The wounded surgeon plies the steel
That questions the distempered part;
Beneath the bleeding hands we feel

The sharp compassion of the healer's art
Resolving the enigma of the fever chart.

Our only health is the disease
If we obey the dying nurse
Whose constant care is not to please
But to remind of our, and Adam's curse,

And that, to be restored, our sickness must grow worse.

The whole earth is our hospital
Endowed by the ruined millionaire,
Wherein, if we do well, we shall
Die of the absolute paternal care
That will not leave us, but prevents us everywhere.

The chill ascends from feet to knees,
The fever sings in mental wires.
If to be warmed, then | must freeze
And quake in frigid purgatorial fires
Of which the flame is roses, and the smoke is briars.
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The dripping blood our only drink,
The bloody flesh our only food:
In spite of which we like to think
That we are sound, substantial flesh and blood—
Again, in spite of that, we call this Friday good.

\

So here | am, in the middle way, having had
twenty years—

Twenty years largely wasted, the years of
I'entre deux guerres

Trying to use words, and every
attempt

Is a wholly new start, and a different kind of failure

Because one has only learnt to get
the better of words

For the thing one no longer has to say, or the way in which

One is no longer disposed to say it.

And so each venture
Is a new beginning, a raid on the inarticulate
With shabby equipment always deteriorating
In the general mess of imprecision of feeling,
Undisciplined squads of emotion.

And what there is to conquer

By strength and submission, has already been discovered

Once or twice, or several times, by men whom
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one cannot hope
To emulate—but there is no competition—
There is only the fight to recover what has been lost
And found and lost again and again:
and now, under conditions
That seem unpropitious. But perhaps neither gain nor loss.
For us, there is only the trying. The rest is not
our business.

Home is where one starts from. As we grow older
The world becomes stranger, the pattern more complicated
Of dead and living. Not the intense moment
Isolated, with no before and after,
But a lifetime burning in every moment
And not the lifetime of one man only
But of old stones that cannot
be deciphered.
There is a time for the evening under
starlight,
A time for the evening under lamplight
(The evening with the photograph album).
Love is most nearly itself
When here and now cease to matter.
Old men ought to be explorers
Here or there does not matter
We must be still and still moving
Into another intensity
For a further union, a deeper communion
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Through the dark cold and the empty desolation, Méoa and kpho okotddt kat ddeto OAIy,

The wave cry, the wind cry, Tnv olumy”n ToV KOHOTOG, TNV OUWOYT TOV AVELOV,
the vast waters T’ amEPavVTa vEPA

Of the petrel and the porpoise. Tov dedpviod kat Tov BahaocoPdrn.
In my end is my beginning 210 TEAOG OV Elvar 1) apy1| Lov.
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THE DRY SALVAGES THE DRY SALVAGES



(THE DRY SALVAGES—presumably les trois sauvages—is a small group
of rocks, with a beacon, off the N.E. coast of Cape Ann, Massachusetts.
Salvages is pronounced to rhyme with assuages. Groaner: a whistling buoy.)

I do not know much about gods; but | think that the river
Is a strong brown god—sullen, untamed

and intractable,
Patient to some degree, at first recognised as a frontier;
Useful, untrustworthy, as a conveyor

of commerce;
Then only a problem confronting the builder

of bridges.
The problem once solved, the brown god is almost forgotten
By the dwellers in cities—ever,

however, implacable.
Keeping his seasons and rages, destroyer,

reminder

Of what men choose to forget. Unhonoured,
unpropitiated

By worshippers of the machine, but waiting, watching
and waiting.

His rhythm was present in the nursery bedroom,
In the rank ailanthus of the April dooryard,

In the smell of grapes on the autumn table,

And the evening circle in the winter gaslight.

The river is within us, the sea is all about us;
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The sea is the land's edge also, the granite
Into which it reaches, the beaches where it tosses
Its hints of earlier and other creation:
The starfish, the horseshoe crab, the whale's
backbone;
The pools where it offers to our curiosity
The more delicate algae and the sea anemone.
It tosses up our losses, the torn seine,
The shattered lobsterpot,
the broken oar
And the gear of foreign dead men.
The sea has many voices,
Many gods and many voices.
The salt is on the briar rose,
The fog is in the fir trees.
The sea howl
And the sea yelp, are different voices
Often together heard: the whine
in the rigging,
The menace and caress of wave that breaks on water,
The distant rote in the granite teeth,
And the wailing warning from the approaching
headland
Are all sea voices, and the heaving
groaner
Rounded homewards, and the
seagull:
And under the oppression of the silent fog
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The tolling bell
Measures time not our time, rung by
the unhurried
Ground swell, a time
Older than the time of chronometers, older
Than time counted by anxious worried women
Lying awake, calculating the future, 40
Trying to unweave, unwind,
unravel
And piece together the past and the future,
Between midnight and dawn, when
the past is all deception,
The future futureless, before the morning watch
When time stops and time is never ending;
And the ground swell, that is and was from the beginning,
Clangs
The bell.

Where is there an end of it, the soundless wailing,
The silent withering of autumn

flowers
Dropping their petals and remaining motionless;
Where is there an end to the drifting wreckage,
The prayer of the bone on the beach, the unprayable
Prayer at the calamitous annunciation?
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There is no end, but addition: the trailing
Consequence of further days and hours,
While emotion takes to itself the emotionless
Years of living among the breakage
Of what was believed in as the most reliable—
And therefore the fittest for renunciation.

There is the final addition, the failing
Pride or resentment at failing powers,
The unattached devotion which might
pass for devotionless,
In a drifting boat with a slow leakage,
The silent listening to the undeniable
Clamour of the bell of the last annunciation.

Where is the end of them, the fishermen sailing

Into the wind's tail, where the fog cowers?
We cannot think of a time that is oceanless
Or of an ocean not littered with wastage
Or of a future that is not liable

Like the past, to have no destination.

We have to think of them as forever bailing,
Setting and hauling, while the North East
lowers

Over shallow banks unchanging and erosionless

Or drawing their money, drying sails
at dockage;

60
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Not as making a trip that will be unpayable
For a haul that will not bear examination.

There is no end of it, the voiceless wailing, 80
No end to the withering of withered flowers,
To the movement of pain that is painless and motionless,
To the drift of the sea and the drifting wreckage,
The bone's prayer to Death its God. Only the hardly, barely
prayable
Prayer of the one Annunciation.

It seems, as one becomes older,
That the past has another pattern, and ceases to be a mere
sequence—
Or even development: the latter a partial fallacy
Encouraged by superficial notions of evolution,
Which becomes, in the popular mind, a means
of disowning the past.
The moments of happiness—not the sense of well-being,
Fruition, fulfilment, security or affection,
Or even a very good dinner, but the sudden
illumination—
We had the experience but missed the meaning,
And approach to the meaning restores the experience
In a different form, beyond any meaning
We can assign to happiness. | have said before
That the past experience revived in the meaning
Is not the experience of one life only
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But of many generations—not forgetting
Something that is probably quite ineffable: 100
The backward look behind the assurance
Of recorded history,
the backward half-look
Over the shoulder, towards the primitive terror.
Now, we come to discover that the moments
of agony
(Whether, or not, due to misunderstanding,
Having hoped for the wrong things or dreaded the wrong things,
Is not in question) are likewise permanent
With such permanence as time has. We appreciate this
better
In the agony of others, nearly experienced,
Involving ourselves, than in our own.
For our own past is covered by the currents
of action,
But the torment of others remains an experience
Unqualified, unworn by subsequent attrition.
People change, and smile:
but the agony abides.
Time the destroyer is time the preserver,
Like the river with its cargo of dead negroes,
cows and chicken coops,
The bitter apple, and the bite in the apple.
And the ragged rock in the restless waters,
Waves wash over it, fogs conceal it;
On a halcyon day it is merely a monument, 120
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In navigable weather it is always a seamark
To lay a course by: but in the sombre season
Or the sudden fury, is what it always was.

| sometimes wonder if that is what
Krishna meant—
Among other things—or one way of putting
the same thing:
That the future is a faded song, a Royal Rose or
a lavender spray
Of wistful regret for those who are not yet here to regret,
Pressed between yellow leaves of a book that has never been
opened.
And the way up is the way down, the way forward is
the way back.
You cannot face it steadily, but this
thing is sure,
That time is no healer: the patient is no longer here.
When the train starts, and the passengers
are settled
To fruit, periodicals and business letters
(And those who saw them off have left the platform)
Their faces relax from grief into relief,
To the sleepy rhythm of a hundred hours.
Fare forward, travellers! not escaping from the past
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Into different lives, or into any future;
You are not the same people who left that station
Or who will arrive at any terminus, 140
While the narrowing rails slide together
behind you;
And on the deck of the drumming
liner
Watching the furrow that widens behind you,
You shall not think 'the past is finished'
Or 'the future is before us'.
At nightfall, in the rigging and the aerial,
Is a voice descanting (though not to the ear,
The murmuring shell of time, and not
in any language)
'Fare forward, you who think that you are voyaging;
You are not those who saw the harbour
Receding, or those who will disembark.
Here between the hither and the farther shore
While time is withdrawn, consider the future
And the past with an equal mind.
At the moment which is not of action or inaction
You can receive this: "on whatever sphere of being
The mind of a man may be intent
At the time of death"—that is the one action
(And the time of death is every moment)
Which shall fructify in the lives of others: 160
And do not think of the fruit of action.
Fare forward.
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O voyagers, O seamen,
You who came to port, and you whose bodies
Will suffer the trial and judgement of the sea,
Or whatever event, this is your real
destination.’

So Krishna, as when he admonished Arjuna
On the field of battle.

Not fare well,
But fare forward, voyagers.

v

Lady, whose shrine stands on the promontory,
Pray for all those who are in ships, those
Whose business has to do with fish, and
Those concerned with every lawful traffic
And those who conduct them.

Repeat a prayer also on behalf of
Women who have seen their sons
or hushands
Setting forth, and not returning:
Figlia del tuo figlio,
Queen of Heaven.

Also pray for those who were in ships, and
Ended their voyage on the sand, in the sea's lips 180
Or in the dark throat which will not reject them
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Or wherever cannot reach them the sound
of the sea bell's
Perpetual angelus.

\

To communicate with Mars, converse
with spirits,
To report the behaviour of the sea monster,
Describe the horoscope, haruspicate
or scry,
Observe disease in signatures,
evoke
Biography from the wrinkles of the palm
And tragedy from fingers; release omens
By sortilege, or tea leaves, riddle
the inevitable
With playing cards, fiddle with pentagrams
Or barbituric acids, or dissect
The recurrent image into pre-conscious
terrors—
To explore the womb, or tomb, or dreams;
all these are usual
Pastimes and drugs, and features
of the press:
And always will be, some of them especially
When there is distress of nations and perplexity
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Whether on the shores of Asia, or in the Edgware Road.

Men's curiosity searches past and future

And clings to that dimension. But to apprehend 200

The point of intersection of the timeless

With time, is an occupation for the saint—

No occupation either, but something given

And taken, in a lifetime's death in love,

Ardour and selflessness and self-surrender.

For most of us, there is only the unattended

Moment, the moment in and out of time,

The distraction fit, lost in a shaft of sunlight,

The wild thyme unseen, or the winter lightning

Or the waterfall, or music heard so deeply

That it is not heard at all, but you are the music

While the music lasts. These are only hints and guesses,

Hints followed by guesses; and the rest

Is prayer, observance, discipline, thought and action.

The hint half guessed, the gift half understood, is
Incarnation.

Here the impossible union

Of spheres of existence is actual,

Here the past and future

Are conquered, and reconciled,

Where action were otherwise movement 220

Of that which is only moved

And has in it no source of movement—

Driven by daemonic, chthonic

Powers. And right action is freedom
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From past and future also.

For most of us, this is the aim
Never here to be realised;

Who are only undefeated
Because we have gone on trying;
We, content at the last

If our temporal reversion nourish
(Not too far from the yew-tree)
The life of significant soil
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Midwinter spring is its own season
Sempiternal though sodden towards sundown,
Suspended in time, between pole and tropic.
When the short day is brightest, with frost and fire,
The brief sun flames the ice, on pond and ditches,
In windless cold that is the heart's heat,
Reflecting in a watery mirror
A glare that is blindness in the early afternoon.
And glow more intense than blaze of branch, or brazier,
Stirs the dumb spirit: no wind,

but pentecostal fire
In the dark time of the year. Between melting and freezing
The soul's sap quivers. There is no earth smell
Or smell of living thing. This is the spring time
But not in time's covenant.

Now the hedgerow
Is blanched for an hour with transitory blossom
Of snow, a bloom more sudden
Than that of summer, neither budding

nor fading,
Not in the scheme of generation.
Where is the summer, the unimaginable
Zero summer?

If you came this way,
Taking the route you would be likely to take

20
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From the place you would be likely to come from,
If you came this way in may time, you would find
the hedges
White again, in May, with voluptuary sweetness.
It would be the same at the end of the journey,
If you came at night like a broken king,
If you came by day not knowing what you came for,
It would be the same, when you leave the rough road
And turn behind the pig-sty to the dull
facade
And the tombstone. And what you thought you came for
Is only a shell, a husk of meaning
From which the purpose breaks only when
it is fulfilled
If at all. Either you had no purpose
Or the purpose is beyond the end you figured
And is altered in fulfilment. There are other places
Which also are the world's end, some at
the sea jaws,
Or over a dark lake, in a desert or a city—
But this is the nearest, in place and time,
Now and in England.

If you came this way,
Taking any route, starting from anywhere,
At any time or at any season,
It would always be the same: you would have to put off
Sense and notion. You are not here to verify,
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Instruct yourself, or inform curiosity
Or carry report. You are here to kneel
Where prayer has been valid. And prayer
is more
Than an order of words, the conscious occupation

Of the praying mind, or the sound of the voice praying.

And what the dead had no speech for, when living,

They can tell you, being dead: the communication

Of the dead is tongued with fire beyond the language
of the living.

Here, the intersection of the timeless moment

Is England and nowhere. Never and always.

Ash on an old man's sleeve
Is all the ash the burnt roses leave.
Dust in the air suspended
Marks the place where a story ended.
Dust inbreathed was a house—
The walls, the wainscot and the mouse,
The death of hope and despair,

This is the death of air.

There are flood and drouth
Over the eyes and in the mouth,
Dead water and dead sand
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Contending for the upper hand.
The parched eviscerate soil
Gapes at the vanity of toil,
Laughs without mirth.

This is the death of earth.

Water and fire succeed
The town, the pasture and the weed.
Water and fire deride
The sacrifice that we denied.
Water and fire shall rot
The marred foundations we forgot,
Of sanctuary and choir.
This is the death of water and fire.

In the uncertain hour before the morning
Near the ending of interminable night
At the recurrent end of the unending
After the dark dove with the flickering tongue
Had passed below the horizon
of his homing
While the dead leaves still rattled on like tin
Over the asphalt where no other sound was
Between three districts whence the smoke arose
I met one walking, loitering and hurried
As if blown towards me like the
metal leaves
Before the urban dawn wind unresisting.
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And as | fixed upon the down-turned face
That pointed scrutiny with which we challenge
The first-met stranger in the waning dusk
| caught the sudden look of some dead
master
Whom | had known, forgotten, half recalled
Both one and many; in the brown baked
features
The eyes of a familiar compound ghost
Both intimate and unidentifiable.
So | assumed a double part, and cried
And heard another's voice cry: 'What!
are you here?'
Although we were not. | was still the same,

Knowing myself yet being someone 100
other—

And he a face still forming; yet the words
sufficed

To compel the recognition they preceded.

And so, compliant to the common wind,

Too strange to each other for misunderstanding,
In concord at this intersection time

Of meeting nowhere, no before and after,

We trod the pavement in a dead patrol.
| said: 'The wonder that | feel is easy,

Yet ease is cause of wonder. Therefore speak:

I may not comprehend, may not remember.'
And he: 'l am not eager to rehearse
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My thoughts and theory which you have forgotten.

These things have served their purpose:
let them be.

So with your own, and pray they be forgiven
By others, as | pray you to forgive
Both bad and good. Last season's

fruit is eaten

And the fullfed beast shall kick the empty pail.
For last year's words belong to last

year's language
And next year's words await another

voice.

But, as the passage now presents no hindrance
To the spirit unappeased and peregrine
Between two worlds become much like

each other,

So | find words | never thought to speak
In streets I never thought I should revisit
When | left my body on a distant shore.

Since our concern was speech, and speech

impelled us
To purify the dialect of the tribe
And urge the mind to aftersight and
foresight,

Let me disclose the gifts reserved for age

To set a crown upon your
lifetime's effort.
First, the cold friction of expiring sense
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From self and from things and from persons; and, growing between
them, indifference
Which resembles the others as death resembles life,
Being between two lives—unflowering, between
The live and the dead nettle. This is the use
of memory:
For liberation—not less of love but expanding
Of love beyond desire, and so liberation
From the future as well as the past. Thus,
love of a country
Begins as attachment to our own field of action 160
And comes to find that action of little importance
Though never indifferent. History may be servitude,
History may be freedom. See, now they vanish,
The faces and places, with the self which, as it could,
loved them,
To become renewed, transfigured, in another pattern.
Sin is Behovely, but
All shall be well, and
All manner of thing shall be well.
If 1 think, again, of this place,
And of people, not wholly commendable,
Of no immediate kin or kindness,
But of some peculiar genius,
All touched by a common genius,
United in the strife which divided them;
If I think of a king at nightfall,
Of three men, and more, on the scaffold
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And a few who died forgotten
In other places, here and abroad,
And of one who died blind and quiet
Why should we celebrate 180
These dead men more than

the dying?
It is not to ring the bell backward
Nor is it an incantation
To summon the spectre of a Rose.
We cannot revive old factions
We cannot restore old policies
Or follow an antique drum.
These men, and those who opposed them
And those whom they opposed
Accept the constitution of silence
And are folded in a single party.
Whatever we inherit from the fortunate
We have taken from the defeated
What they had to leave us—a symbol:
A symbol perfected in death.
And all shall be well and
All manner of thing shall be well
By the purification of the motive
In the ground of our beseeching.

v

The dove descending breaks the air 200
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With flame of incandescent terror
Of which the tongues declare
The one discharge from sin and error.
The only hope, or else despair
Lies in the choice of pyre or pyre—
To be redeemed from fire by fire.

Who then devised the torment? Love.

Love is the unfamiliar Name

Behind the hands that wove

The intolerable shirt of flame

Which human power cannot remove.
We only live, only suspire
Consumed by either fire or fire.
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What we call the beginning is often the end
And to make an end is to make a beginning.
The end is where we start from. And every phrase
And sentence that is right (where every word
is at home,
Taking its place to support the others,
The word neither diffident nor ostentatious,
An easy commerce of the old and the new, 220
The common word exact without vulgarity,
The formal word precise but not pedantic,
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The complete consort dancing together)
Every phrase and every sentence is an end and a beginning,
Every poem an epitaph. And any action
Is a step to the block, to the fire, down
the sea's throat
Or to an illegible stone: and that is where
we start.
We die with the dying:
See, they depart, and we go with them.
We are born with the dead:
See, they return, and bring us with them.
The moment of the rose and the moment of the yew-tree
Are of equal duration. A people without history
Is not redeemed from time, for history is a pattern
Of timeless moments. So, while the light fails
On a winter's afternoon, in a secluded chapel
History is now and England.

With the drawing of this Love and the voice of this
Calling

We shall not cease from exploration

And the end of all our exploring 240
Will be to arrive where we started

And know the place for the first time.

Through the unknown, remembered gate

When the last of earth left to discover

Is that which was the beginning;
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Aypovov otiypmv. ‘Etot, kabhg opfvel apyd to pmg Amdyeopa

YEWADVO, GE £VOL TOPEKKANGL ATOUEPO

Iotopia givar To Tpa Ko | AyyMa.

Me v €A&n eTovTNG TG AYATNG KOt TNV POV ETOVTOV TOV
KoAéouarog.

Agv Ba otapotoovpe moté vo eEgpeuvoipe
Kot to téhog ¢ 0AnG e€gpevvnong 1ag
Oo ‘vau vo pTacovue kel am’ 0mov EgKvioape
Kot va tpotoyvaopicovpe to pépog.
Méoa amd v AyveoTr, YVOoTH GT VI, TOAN
Otav 1o TeEAELTOI0 KOUUATL YNG TOVL EUEVE V' AVAKOADWYOLLE
Etvat owt6 mov Tav 1 apyn’



At the source of the longest river
The voice of the hidden waterfall
And the children in the apple-tree
Not known, because not looked for
But heard, half-heard, in the stillness
Between two waves of the sea.
Quick now, here, now, always—

A condition of complete simplicity
(Costing not less than everything)
And all shall be well and

All manner of thing shall be well
When the tongues of flame are in-folded
Into the crowned knot of fire

And the fire and the rose are one.
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v Y1 Tov PEYIGTOL GE UKOG TOTAUOD

H ¢povni an’ tov kpoppévo Katapplktn

Kot To Tondld ETAVEO 6T P

a@ov Kaveig dev T’ avalntnos, ayvooTta,

AMG T 0KOVGOLE, TO IOOKODGOLE, LEGO GTNV ToVYia
avépeca og dVO Kopata g BdAaccac.
I'pyopa tdpa, €6®, TOPO, TOVTOTE—

Mia cuvOnkn améivTng amAdTnTog

(Kéotog 01 MydTEPO O’ OTIONTOTE)

Kt 6ha B mav Kok o

Kot ka6g gidovg mpaypo 0o whel KaAd

Orav o1 YAwooeg an’ T pAdyeg Bo SimAdcovy
2’ évo oTEPAVOUEVO KOUITTO QOTIAG

Kot pddo kot potid yivouve éva.



HMEIQMA

[Mincioca mepiocdtepo Tov 'EAot otav 1o 1960, Bpiokodpevog
010 eEMTEPIKO KO YhvovTos o€ €va SIoKOTmAElo dlokovg pHov-
TEPVOV GLVOETOV KAUGIKNG LOVGIKNG, £MECO TAV® o€ 000 dioKOLG
¢ Columbia pe to Murder in the Cathedral —to omoio apydtepa
«EQOVEVGEN 0 XePéPNGg Hetappalovtds 10 oG «Dovikd otV eK-
KANGE» , GOV VoL EMPOKELTO Y10 KTNUATIKES OL0POPES YOPIKADV, TOV
T1¢ €édoav oy ExkAnotd tov ympod tovg. Xtoug dickovg, To £p-
yo moulotav amd oe&nnpikodg nOomo1ovg, pe Tov yvmwoto tote Rob-
ert Donat oto poro tov Apylemiokomov Thomas Beket. Otov yopi-
00, ToW, YONTELUEVOS 0O TNV amayyeAia TV N0oToIdV ToL £pyov,
otpdbnka otn dovield. Tote o Elwot ftov eldyiota yvootog
o g, Eevoylmooa PpAio oyeTIKA e TO €PYO TOL OEV VI PYAV,
otV BiAodnkn pov vpye povo uia £xdoon g Edition du Seuil
tov 1947 pe peta@pdcels ot YOAAMKE momudTomv g mepLddov
1910-1930. [Mapdyyeiha Aowmdv otov tote EAgvBepovddicn, Kot pov
£QePE TO KUPLOTEPO £PYa. TOV KOOMG Ko LePTKA PAio kpiTikng yio
avtd. ‘Etol dpyoav, cuyypoveg Ue To SIKA Lov Keipeva, Vo PLeTo-
epdlo. To 1964 tHnwoo pepKd OTO TO TOMUATO TNG TEPLOOOV
1910-1950 oto PipAio pov «H TETAPTH TON TEOPON KAI AAAA
IIOTHMATA». H diktatopio pe Pprike vo £x® oyedov tereidoet to
BURNT NORTON, kot ka8’ 6An Vv entaet o1dpkeld g otddnie
adVVOTOV VO GUVEXIGM O)L LOVO TN UETAPPACT], OAAG KoL TNV ETE-
Eepyaoia dikmv pov Epymv mov giya oyedldost. 'Eypaya povo tpia
OVTIOIKTOTOPIKG TOMUATO , TOL ONUOGIELTNKAY OpPYOTEPO OTO
NEA KEIMENA 2 tov 1971(tov HOOIIOIO mov dnuociedtnke ot
18 KEIMENA Tov giyo ypayel Tpv amd v Aktatopio) Kot moAld
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AVTOIKTOTOPIKG Kelpeva mov onpoctevkav oto [leplodwd H
YYNEXEIA. Metd Vv anelevbépmon, TpoctadmvTag v ovomAn-
pOGH TO Yopéva eMTd ypdvia, LE TIG VEEG eumelpieg, amopieg kot
TpoPAnpaticpods, piytnka oto dikd pov keipevo Eeyvavrtag tov
"EAot. [pw amd mepimov €va xpovo, 6vtag o 610 T€Aog g {ong
LLOV KOl TOXTOTOUDVTOS TO OPYEI0 OV Y10 VO TO QPNGW GTOV Y10
pov, Bprka to picoteietwpévo BURNT NORTON. Awfalovidg to
avalomupodnke 10 gvdlopépov pov Yo ta Téooepa Kovaptéta,
KoL TOPOTL 1] EMOYN HOG ONUEPT, UETE TNV TNAEOPAOT] KOl TNV €V
vével €Eapon g Te)voroYiag, £xel ektolevBel Evav aidvo Petd v
emoyn tov 'Elot, teleimoa v petdppacn oAGKANpoL Tov £pyov.

Agv a1eBdvopatl Ty avaykn Ty avaykn vo ovoA®e® LEPOG TOL
Alyov ypdvov mov pov amopével, ypapovtag av Eicaymyn. Yrdp-
yel Tinbopo PAmv ota omoia 1 avaivon tov Epyov Tov ‘Elot
éxel eEavtinBel. Eoydtog kot oto Awdiktvo. [leplopilopat Aowmdyv,
o€ Aiyeg, TeYvIKOD €100VG, TOPATNPNOELS, XOPIg TAM va gipal Pé-
Batog 6Tt kol aVTEG OV £X0VV KATOL SlTVTMOEL.

I v petdepoon ypnowonoinca tnv ékdoon Faber and Faber
1959, mov &iyo ko oTIC pETAPPATELS TOL 1964,

BURNT NORTON.

1 1, 2tiyog 43: To nympd cdrmopo human kind cannot bear very
much reality pe tig dvo mpdteg AéEeic acvvdeTeC, aprvel Eva Oyt
gVYap10TO, amd dmoyn Aoyikng, mopiopa. Ot éva dilo kind of
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creature, mov dgv amopével mapd va givan to (Mo, can bear very
much reality. Avto dev Ba cuvéBaive av, avti tov human kind,
elye ypnowomomBei n AéEn humanity, 1 kadvtepa, mankind mov
ovvnyet pe o human kind;

H vr60eon Bopilel kat to S1kd PaG GOAMUIKO OO YioL TNV KO-

taotpopn T@v Papov

Ytov Yopov tnv oAdpavpn paym
nwepmatavToag n A6Eo poviym
UEAETE TOL AQUTPA TOALKAPLOL
K0l 0TIV KOUN OTEPAVL POpEl
YWOUEVO Ao Alya yopTaplo

7oV elyav petver oty £pnun yn.

(AvBolroyio H.N.AmoctoAidn 1963)

Opwg, gival to «Aoumpd TOAKAPLO» TOV TPETEL VO GTEPAV®-
Bovv ko oyt 1 1B AdEa. Tt awto, 0 4% ka0 5% otiyog Oa é-

TPETE VO, YPOPTOVV

Kol 6Ta YEPLo oTEPAVIO KpaTel
yevapévo amd Ayo yoptapio

A oTovg peydAovg, kamoto pikpd olMobfuota 0o wpénel va

GLYYWPOVVTAL.

2 1V, Zrixoc 1: Kot €00 6mo¢ ko og kamota dAlo onpeio, oavTiko-
0ot TOV MOpPOKEINEVO UE AOPIOTO VIO VO, GOCH TNV ToiNnom.
Yromtevopat 61t yuo Tov 1010 Adyo kot o 'Elot ypnoyonoince
TOPOKEILLEVO.
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EAST COKER:

I, Ztiyoc 13: Tarti ypnoyonoince v AéEn arras (tamntog toi-
xov) Ko Oyt tapestry (tametcoapic); Mg yoti 1 Tometcopio
umopet va givat kot omd yopti;

I, Xtiyog 12: Wainscot eivou n EvAenévdvon. Enedn o apovpaiog
dev pmopet v «KoAmaley Topd LOVo 6To KAT® HEPOG TNG ELAE-
névovong mov givar o cofateni g (skirting board ) mpotiunco,
TOPOVOLDVTOGC, VO YIVO TTO GUYKEKPIUEVOC.

I, Xtiyog 118: H Aé&n tube Aéyeton povo yo to petpd tov Aov-
dtvov, aAld o moinTng dev evvoel povo avtd. Mo akdun mopa-
yopnon oto pétpo. Kot gueig modoidotepa Aéyope «Oa Ta® pE
TOV MAEKTPIKO» evvomvtag 1o Tpaivo llepards-Knewsid 1o o-
moio og avtifeon pe to GAAa Tpaiva fTay NAEKTPOKIVNTO.

I, Xtiyoc 121: To mpdto {ntovpevo oe éva moinpa eivor To pe-
Tpo kot o puBuodg. To mepexdpevo (mov pmopei vo dtatvmwbel
Kol 6€ 00Kipo) €netar. AvTtog 0 oTiyog gival 0 dSVVATOTEPOG KOl
o7 600. TNV EAANVIKT 0306 1] KOTAGTPOPH TOL UETPOV GTO
TEAOG TOV OTiYOV £ival AVOTOPELKTN OKOUT KoL [LE OTAY] ApVNoN
(dev éxer timota va pofinber) TOL 6€ OPIGUEVEG TEPUTTMGELS £ival
amapaitntn (). xaveig dev eine timota). H mpotedevtoio AEEN
TPENEL VO TOVILETOL GTNV TAPOATYOVOH. TNV apyoic Hog YADGC-
o0, OTTMG KOL GTNV oyYAIKN, dumAn dpvnon dev vrdpyet (ovdeig
eime 611, nobody said that). Ztnv vedtepn| pog yAddooa (Onmg Kot
OTNV YOAAIKY] TOV oG EMNPENCE) vITdpyel kKot avOel. ZTig peta-
QPAGCELC OV KOl OpYOimV TOMUATOV £(® ¢ Koavovo Vo pmv
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mpocBitm AéEelc, ppaoels, M otiyovs. Edd pov eivar addvartov
va Tpnom avtd tov kavova. Eiya vo emiééwm pia amd dvo Av-
GELG, TPOKELEVOD VO GMGM TNV TOINoT: N va Tpochécm pio Aé-
&n mov dev LVILAPYEL 0TO Kelpevo

Apnvovrag uovo tov Tpouo mov avavel yiati 0ev Exel TImoTo,

OmOADTOG VO oKEQTET
1, va avtikataothom To hothing pe something

Apnvovrag uovo tov Tpouo mov avlavel yiati 0ev yel KOTL Vo,

oKkeQTel

Toalavtevopevog po voyta avipeso otig dvo (£pTaca Kol o1
OKEYN VO TEPLOPic® TNV peTAPpacn pov povo oto BURNT
NORTON), eméiea v devtepn yioti n AéEn timora vIApPYEL

GTOV EMOUEVO GTiYO.

THE DRY SALVAGES

I, Ztixoc 30: Amd tov Kivouvo KATOGTPOPNG TOV GTIYOVL HE TE-
pLypaeikn amddoon g AEENG rote, ue amdAra&e Yol pe-
Tappacn va-et-vient, tnv omoia ko daveioTnka.

Il, Xtiyog 75: E@ocov «ot pnyéc aktég» eivar unchanging, dev
etvan kou erosionless;

Il, Xtiyog 121: H AéEn navigable givon emifeto mov yopaktnpilet
TNV KavOTNTA GKOPOV Y10, TAEVOT] Kot Oyl Tov Koupd 1. Eipon
OLLMG VTOYPEMUEVOG VO 0KOLOVONG® TO KEIUEVO.

V, Ztiyog 188: Katd v yeipouavteio e€etdalovratl ot ypapuég
NG TOAAUNG, O)L Ol PUTIOES
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LITTLE GIDDING

I, Ztiyor 50-51: Eme1dn 1 yAdooa tov otépatog (tongue) sivol
dapopetikn and v ophoduevn YAoooa (language) n akpifng
aO00GT TOL IGTIYOL Elvar adbvaT.

I, Xtiyog 59: o to «cofateni» deg wio mavew EAST COKER, 2.

I, Xtiyog 123: To So otnv apyr tov otiyov, dev yperaletar epod-
o0V OTNV apyN TG TPOTOOTS (TPELS OTIXOVE o TAVM) VIhPYEL
to0 But.

I, Xtiyog 136: Xto Human folly n Aé€n Human eivor meprrm
£poGov Lovo o avBpmmog propei vo givar folly.

I, Ztiyor 167- 168: Kou umopei 1 TlovMava tov Nopitg vo. o-
papatiotnke tov Incov va g Aéet: “It behoved that there shoud
be sin but all shall be well, and all shall be well, and all shall be
well, and all manner of thing shall be well” aA\d to epdTUQ €i-
VOl av To AEYOUEVO G aVTOVG TOVG XTiyovg (Tov emavoiappd-
vovtol katl 6tovg 196-197 kar V, 255-256) o i610¢ o 'Eltot, mg
uérog Tov human kind, toug amodéyetat.
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