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The Hollow Men  

  

A penny for the Old Guy 

  

I 

We are the hollow men 

We are the stuffed men 

Leaning together 

Headpiece filled with straw. Alas ! 

Our dried voices, when 

We whisper together 

Are quiet and meaningless 

As wind in dry grass 

Or rats' feet over broken glass 

In our dry cellar 

  

Shape without form, shade without colour, 

Paralysed force, gesture without motion; 

  

Those who have crossed 



With direct eyes, to death's other Kingdom 

Remember us - if at all- not as lost 

Violent souls, hut only 

As the hollow men 

The stuffed men. 

  

II 

  

Eyes I dare not meet in dreams 

In death's dream kingdom 

These do not appear: 

There, the eyes are 

Sunlight on a broken column 

There, is a tree swinging 

And voices are 

In the wind's singing 

More distant and more solemn 

Than a fading star. 

  

Let me be no nearer 

In death's dream kingdom 

Let me also wear 

Such deliberate disguises 

Rat's coat, crowskin, crossed staves 

In a field 

Behaving as the wind behaves 

I No nearer- 



  

Not that final meeting 

In the twilight kingdom 

  

III 

  

This is the dead land 

This is cactus land 

Here the stone images 

Are raised, here they receive 

The supplication of a dead plan's hand 

Under the twinkle of a fading star. 

  

Is it like this 

In death's other kingdom 

Waking alone 

At the hour when we are 

Trembling with tenderness 

Lips that would kiss 

Form prayers to broken stone. 

  

IV 

  

The eyes are not here 

There are no eyes here 

In this valley of dying stars 

In this hollow valley 



This broken jaw of our lost kingdoms 

  

In this last of meeting places 

We grope together 

And avoid speech 

Gathered on this beach of the tumid river 

  

Sightless, unless 

The eyes reappear 

As the perpetual star 

Multifoliate rose 

Of death's twilight kingdom 

The hope only 

Of empty men. 

  

V 

  

Here we go round the prickly pear . 

Prickly pear prickly pear 

Here we go round the prickly pear 

At five o'clock in the morning. 

  

Between the idea 

And the reality 

Between the motion 

And the act 

Falls the Shadow 



  

For Thine is the Kingdom 

  

Between the conception 

And the creation 

Between the emotion 

And the response 

Falls the Shadow 

  

Life is very long 

  

Between the desire 

And the spasm 

Between the potency 

And the existence 

Between the essence 

And the descent 

Falls the Shadow 

  

For Thine is the Kingdom 

  

For Thine is 

Life is 

For Thine is the 

  

This is the way the world ends 

This is the way the world ends 



This is the way the world ends 

Not with a bang but a whimper. 

  

 

CHORUSES FROM 'THE ROCK', 1934 

  

I. 

  

The Eagle soars in the summit of Heaven, 

The Hunter with his dogs pursues his circuit. 

O perpetual revolution of configured stars, 

O perpetual recurrence of determined seasons, 

0 world of spring and autumn, birth and dying! 

'he endless cycle of idea and action, 

Endless invention, endless experiment, 

brings knowledge of motion, but not of stillness; 

Knowledge of speech, but not of silence; 

Knowledge of words, and ignorance of the Word. 

All our knowledge brings us nearer to our ignorance, 

All our ignorance brings US nearer to death, 

But nearness to death no nearer to GOD. 

where is the Life we have lost in living? 

where is the wisdom we have lost in knowledge? 

Where is the knowledge we have lost in information? 

The cycles of Heaven in twenty centuries 

Bring us farther from GOD and nearer to the Dust. 

  



I journeyed to London, to the timekept City, 

Where the River flows, with foreign flotations. 

There I was told: we have too many churches, 

And too few chop-houses. There I was told: 

Let the vicars retire. Men do not need the Church 

In d e place where they work, but where they spend their Sundays. 

In the City, we need no bells: 

Let them waken the suburbs. 

I journeyed to the suburbs, and there I was told: 

We toil for six days, on the seventh we must motor 

To Hindhead, or Maidenhead. 

If the weather is foul we stay at home and read the papers. 

In industrial districts, there I was told 

Of economic laws. 

In the pleasant countryside, there it seemed 

That the country now is only fit for picnics. 

And the Church does not seem to be wanted 

In country or in suburb; and in the town 

Only for important weddings. 

  

CHORUS LEADER: 

Silence! and preserve respectful distance. 

For I perceive approaching 

The Rock. Who will perhaps answer our doubtings. 

The Rock. The Watcher. The Stranger. 

He who has seen what has happened 

And who sees what is to happen. 



The Witness. The Critic. The Stranger. 

The God-shaken, in whom is the truth inborn. 

  

Enter the ROCK, led by a BOY: 

THE ROCK: 

The lot of man is ceaseless labour, 

Or ceaseless idleness, which is still harder, 

Or irregular labour, which is not pleasant. 

I have trodden the winepress alone, and I know 

That it is hard to be really useful, resigning 

The things that men count for happiness, seeking 

The good deeds that lead to obscurity, accepting 

With equal face those that bring ignominy, 

The applause of all or the love of none. 

All men are ready to invest their money 

But most expect dividends. 

I say to you: Make perfect your will. 

I say : take no thought of the harvest, 

But only of proper sowing. 

  

The world turns and the world changes, 

But one thing does not change. 

In all of my years, one thing does not change. 

However you disguise it, this thing does not change: 

The perpetual struggle of Good and Evil. 

Forgetful, you neglect your shrines and churches; 

The men you are in these times deride 



What has been done of good, you find explanations 

To satisfy the rational and enlightened mind. 

Second, you neglect and belittle the desert. 

The desert is not remote in southern tropics, 

The desert is not only around the corner, 

The desert is squeezed in the tube-train next to you, 

The desert is in the heart of your brother. 

The good man is the builder, if he build what is good. 

I will show you the things that are now being done, 

And some of the things that were long ago done, 

That you may take heart. Make perfect your will. 

Let me show you the work of the humble. Listen. 

  

The lights fade; m the semi-darkness the voices of WORKMEN are heard 

chanting. 

In the vacant places 

We will build with new bricks 

There are hands and machines 

And clay for new brick 

And lime fm new mortar 

Where the bricks are fallen 

We will build with new stones 

Where the beams are rotten 

We will build with new timbers 

Where the word is unspoken 

We will build with new speech 

There is work together 



A Church for all 

And a job for each 

Every man to his work. 

  

Now a group of WORKMEN is silhouetted against the dim sky. From farther 

away, they are answered by voices of the UNEMPLOYED. 

No man has hired us 

With pocketed hands 

And lowered faces 

We stand about in open places 

And shiver in unlit rooms. 

Only the wind moves 

Over empty fields, untilled 

Where the plough rests, at an angle 

To the furrow. In this land 

The shall be one cigarette to two men, 

To two women one half pint of bitter 

Ale. In this land 

No man has hired us. 

Our life is unwelcome, our death 

Unmentioned in 'The Times'. 

  

Chant of WORKMEN again. 

The river flows, the seasons turn 

The sparrow and starling have no time to waste. 

If men do not build 

How shall they live? 



When the field is tilled 

And the wheat is bread 

They  shall not die in a shortened bed 

And a narrow sheet. In this street 

There is no beginning, no movement, no peace and no end 

But noise without speech, food without taste. 

Without delay, without haste 

We would build the beginning and the end of this street. 

We build the meaning: 

A Church for all 

And a job for each 

Each man to his work. 

  

II. 

Thus your fathers were made 

Fellow citizens of the saints, of the household of GOD, being built upon 

the foundation 

Of apostles and prophets, Christ Jesus Himself the chief cornerstone. 

But you, have you built well, that you now sit helpless in a ruined 

house? 

Where many are born to idleness, to frittered lives and squalid deaths, 

embittered scorn in honeyless hives, 

And those who would build and restore turn out the palms of their 

hands, or look in vain towards foreign lands for alms to be more or 

the urn to be filled. 

Your building not fitly framed together, you sit ashamed and wonder 

whether and how you may be builded together for a habitation of 



GOD in the Spirit, the Spirit which moved on the face of the waters 

like a lantern set on the back of a tortoise. 

And some say: 'How can we love our neighbour? For love must be 

made real in act, as desire unites with desired; we have only our 

labour to give and our labour is not required. 

We wait on corners, with nothing to bring but the songs we can sing 

which nobody wants to hear sung; 

Waiting to be flung in the end, on a hap less useful than dung'. 

You, have you built well, have you forgotten the cornerstone? 

Talking of right relations of men, but not of relations of men to GOD. 

'Our citizenship is in Heaven'; yes, but that is the model and type for 

your citizenship upon earth. 

  

When your fathers fixed the place of GOD, 

And settled all the inconvenient saints, 

Apostles, martyrs, in a kind of Whipsnade, 

Then they could set about imperial expansion 

Accompanied by industrial development. 

Exporting iron, coal and cotton goods 

And intellectual enlightenment 

And everything, including capital 

And several versions of the Word of GOD: 

The British race assured of a mission 

Performed it, but left much at home unsure. 

  

Of all that was done in the past, you eat the fruit, either rotten or 

ripe. 



And the Church must be forever building, and always decaying, and 

always being restored. 

For every ill deed in the past we suffer the consequence: 

For sloth, for avarice, gluttony, neglect of the Word of GOD, 

For pride, for lechery, treachery, for every act of sin. 

And of all that was done that was good, you have the inheritance. 

For good and ill deeds belong to a man alone, when he stands alone on 

the other side of death, 

But here upon earth you have the reward of the good and i11 that was 

done by those who have gone before you. 

And all that is ill you may repair if you walk together in humble 

repentance, expiating the sins of your fathers; 

And al1 that was good you must fight to keep with hearts as devoted as 

those of your fathers who fought to gain it. 

The Church must be forever building, for it is forever decaying within 

and attacked from without; 

For this is the law of life; and you must remember that while there is 

time of prosperity 

The people will neglect the Temple, and in time of adversity they will 

decry it. 

  

What life have you if you have not life together? 

There is no life that is not in community, 

And no community not lived in praise of GOD. 

Even the anchorite who meditates alone, 

For whom the days and nights repeat the praise of GOD, 

Prays for the Church, the Body of Christ incarnate. 



And now you live dispersed on ribbon roads, 

And no man knows or cares who is his neighbour 

Unless his neighbour makes too much disturbance, 

But all dash to and fro in motor cars, 

Familiar with the roads and settled nowhere. 

Nor does the family even move about together, 

But every son would have his motor cycle, 

And daughters ride away on casual pillions. 

  

Much to cast down, much to build, much to restore; 

Let the work not delay, time and the arm not waste; 

Let the clay be dug from the pit, let the saw cut the stone, 

Let the fire not be quenched in the forge. 

  

III. 

The Word of the LORD carne unto me, saying: 

O miserable cities of designing men, 

O wretched generation of enlightened men, 

Betrayed in the mazes of your ingenuities, 

Sold by the proceeds of your proper inventions: 

I have given you hands which you turn from worship, 

I have given you speech, for endless palaver, 

I have given you my Law, and you set up commissions, 

I have given you lips, to express friendly sentiments, 

I have given you hearts, for reciprocal distrust. 

I have given you power of choice, and you only alternate 

Between futile speculation and unconsidered action. 



Many are engaged in writing books and printing them, 

Many desire to see their names in print, 

Many read nothing but the race reports. 

Much is your reading, but not the Word of GOD, 

Much is your building, but not the House of GOD. 

Will you build me a house of plaster, with corrugated roofing, 

To be filled with a litter of Sunday newspapers? 

  

1e MALE VOICE: 

A Cry from the East : 

What shall be done to the shore of smoky ships? 

Will you leave my people forgetful and forgotten 

To idleness, labour, and delirious stupor? 

There shall be left the broken chimney, 

'The peeled hull, a pile of rusty iron, 

In a street of scattered brick where the goat climbs, 

Where My Word is unspoken. 

  

2e MALE VOICE: 

A Cry from the North, from the West and from the South 

Whence thousands travel daily to the timekept City; 

Where My Word is unspoken, 

In the land of lobelias and tennis flannels 

The rabbit shall burrow and the thorn revisit, 

The nettle shall flourish on the gravel court, 

And the wind shall say: 'Here were decent godless people: 

Their only monument the asphalt road 



And a thousand lost golf balls'. 

  

CHORUS: 

We build in vain unless the LORD build with US. 

Can you keep the City that the LORD keeps not with you? 

A thousand policemen directing the traffic 

Cannot tell you why you come or where you go. 

A colony of cavies or a horde of active marmots 

Build better than they that build without the LORD. 

Shall we lift up our feet among perpetual ruins? 

I have loved the beauty of Thy House, the peace of Thy sanctuary, 

I have swept d e floors and garnished the altars. 

Where there is no temple there shall be no homes, 

Though you have shelters and institutions, . 

Precarious lodgings while the rent is paid, 

Subsiding basements where the rat breeds 

Or sanitary dwellings with numbered doors 

Or a house a little better than your neighbour's; 

When the Stranger says: 'What is the meaning of this city? 

Do you huddle close together because you love each other?' 

What will you answer? 'We all dwell together 

To make money from each other'? or 'This is a community'? 

And the Stranger will depart and return to the desert. 

O my soul, be prepared for the coming of the Stranger, 

Be prepared for him who knows how to ask questions. 

  

O weariness of men who turn from GOD 



To the grandeur of your mind and the glory of your action, 

To arts and inventions and daring enterprises, 

To schemes of human greatness thoroughly discredited, 

Binding the earth and the water to your service, 

Exploiting the seas and developing the mountains, 

Dividing the stars into common and preferred, 

Engaged in devising the perfect refrigerator, 

Engaged in working out a rational morality, 

Engaged in printing as many books as possible, 

Plotting of happiness and flinging empty bottles, 

Turning from your vacancy to fevered enthusiasm 

For nation or race or what you call humanity ; 

Though you forget the way to the Temple, 

There is one who remembers the way to your door: 

Life you may evade, but Death you shall not. 

You shall not deny the Stranger. 

  

IV. 

There are those who would build the Temple, 

And those who prefer that the Temple should not be built. 

In the days of Nehemiah the Prophet 

There was no exception to the general rule. 

In Shushan the palace, in the month Nisan, 

He served the wine to the king Artaxerxes, 

And he grieved for the broken city, Jerusalem; 

And the King gave him leave to depart 

That he might rebuild the city. 



So he went, with a few, to Jerusalem, 

And there, by the dragon's well, by the dung gate, 

By the fountain gate, by the king's pool, 

Jerusalem lay waste, consumed with fire; 

No place for a beast to pass. 

There were enemies without to destroy him, 

And spies and self-seekers within, 

When he and his men laid their hands to rebuilding the wd. 

So they built as men must build 

With the sword in one hand and the trowel in the other. 

  

V. 

O Lord, deliver me from the man of excellent intention and impure 

heart: for the heart is deceitful above all things, and desperately wicked. 

Sanballat the Horonite and Tobiah the Ammonite and Geshem the 

Arabian: were doubtless men of public spirit and zeal. 

Reserve me from the enemy who has something to gain: and from the 

friend who has something to lose. 

Remembering the words of Nehemiah the Prophet: 'The trowel in hand, 

and the gun rather loose in the holster.' 

Those who sit in a house of which the use is forgotten: are like snakes 

that lie on mouldering stairs, content in the sunlight. 

And the others run about like dogs, full of enterprise, sniffing and 

barking: they say, 'This house is a nest of serpents, let us destroy it, 

And have done with these abominations, the turpitudes of the Christians.' 

And these are not justified, nor the others. 

And they write innumerable books; being too vain and distracted for 



silence: seeking every one after his own elevation, and dodging his 

emptiness. 

If humility and purity be not in the heart, they are not in the home: and 

If they are not in the home, they are not in the City. 

The man who has builded during the day would return to his hearth at 

nightfall: to be blessed with the gift of silence, and doze before he 

sleeps. 

But we are encompassed with snakes and dogs: therefore some must 

labour, and others must hold the spears. 

  

VI. 

It is hard for those who have never known persecution, 

And who have never known a Christian, 

To believe these tales of Christian persecution. 

It is hard for those who live near a Bank 

To doubt the security of their money. 

It is hard for those who live near a Police Station 

To believe in the triumph of violence. 

Do you think that the Faith has conquered the World 

And that lions no longer need keepers? 

Do you need to be told that whatever has been, can still be? 

Do you need to be told that even such modest attainments 

As you can boast in the way of polite society 

Wil1 hardly survive the Faith to which they owe their significance ? 

Men! polish your teeth on rising and retiring; 

Women ! polish your fingernails: 

You polish the tooth of the dog and the talon of the cat. 



Why should men love the Church? Why should they love her laws? 

She tells them of Life and Death, and of all that they would forget. 

She is tender where they would be hard, and hard where they like to be 

soft. 

She tells them of Evil and Sin, and other unpleasant facts. 

They constantly try to escape 

From the darkness outside and within 

By dreaming of systems so perfect that no one will need to be good. 

But the man that is will shadow 

The man that pretends to be. 

And the Son of Man was not crucified once for all, 

The blood of the martyrs not shed once for all, 

The lives of the Saints not given once for all: 

But the Son of Man is crucified always 

And there shall be Martyrs and Saints. 

And if blood of Martyrs is to flow on the steps 

We must first build the steps; 

And if the Temple is to be cast down 

We must first build the Temple.  

  

VII. 

In the beginning GOD created the world. Waste and void. Waste and 

void. And darkness was upon the face of the deep. 

And when there were men, in their various ways, they struggled in 

torment towards GOD 

Blindly and vainly, for man is a vain thing, and man without GOD is a 

seed upon the wind: driven this way and that, and finding no place 



of lodgement and germination. 

They followed the light and the shadow, and the light led them forward 

to light and the shadow led them to darkness, 

Worshipping snakes or trees, worshipping devils rather than nothing: 

crying for life beyond life, for ecstasy not of the flesh. 

Waste and void. Waste and void. And darkness on the face of the deep. 

And the Spirit moved upon the face of the water. 

And men who turned towards the light and were known of the light 

Invented the Higher Religions; and the Higher Religions were good 

And led men from light to light, to knowledge of God and Evil. 

But their light was ever surrounded and shot with darkness 

As the air of temperate seas is pierced by the still dead breath of the 

Arctic Current; 

And they came to an end, a dead end stirred with a flicker of life, 

And they came to the withered ancient look of a child that has died of 

starvation. 

Prayer wheels, worship of the dead, denial of this world, affirmation of 

rites with forgotten meanings 

In the restless wind-whipped sand, or the hills where the wind will not 

let the snow rest. 

Waste and void. Waste and void. And darkness on the face of the deep. 

  

Then came, at a predetermined moment, a moment in time and of time, 

A moment not out of time, but in time, in what we call history : transecting, 

bisecting the world of time, a moment in time but not like a 

moment of time, 

A moment in time but time was made through that moment: for without 



the meaning there is no time, and that moment of time gave the 

meaning. 

Then it seemed as if men must proceed from light to light, in the light 

of the Word, 

Through the Passion and Sacrifice saved in spite of their negative being; 

Bestial as always before, carnal, self-seeking as always before, selfish and 

purblind as ever before, 

Yet always struggling, always reaffirming, always resuming their march 

on the way that was lit by the light; 

Often halting, loitering, straying, delaying, returning, yet following no 

other way. 

  

But it seems that something has happened that has never happened 

before: though we know not just when, or why, or how, or where. 

Men have left GOD not for other gods, they say, but for no god; and this 

has never happened before 

That men both deny gods and worship gods, professing first Reason, 

And then Money, and Power, and what they call Life, or Race, or 

Dialectic. 

The Church disowned, the tower overthrown, the bells upturned, what 

have we to do 

But stand with empty hands and palms turned upwards 

In an age which advances progressively backwards? 

  

VOICE OF THE UNEMPLOYED (afar off): 

In this land 

There shall be one cigarette to two men, 



To two women one half pint of bitter 

Ale. . . . 

CHORUS: 

What does the world say, does the whole world stray in high-powered 

cars on a by-pass way? 

VOICE OF THE UNEMPLOYED (more faintly): 

In this land 

No man has hired us. . . . 

  

CHORUS: 

Waste and void. Waste and void. And darkness on the face of the deep. 

Has the Church failed mankind, or has mankind failed the Church? 

When the Church is no longer regarded, not even opposed, and men 

have forgotten 

All gods except Usury, Lust and Power. 

  

VIII. 

O Father we welcome your words, 

And we will take heart for the future, 

Remembering the past. 

  

The heathen are come into thine inheritance, 

And thy temple have they defiled. 

  

Who is this that cometh from Edom? 

  

He has trodden the wine-press alone. 



  

There came one who spoke of the shame of Jerusalem 

And the holy places defiled; 

Peter the Hermit, scourging with words. 

And among his hearers were a few good men, 

Many who were evil, 

And most who were neither. 

Like all men in all places,  

  

Some went from love of glory, 

Some went who were restless and curious, 

Some were rapacious and lustful. 

Many left their bodies to the kites of Syria 

Or sea-strewn gong the routes; 

Many left their souls in Syria, 

Living on, sunken in moral corruption; 

Many came back well broken, 

Diseased and beggared, finding 

A stranger at the door in possession: 

Came home cracked by the sun of the East 

And the seven deadly sins in Syria. 

But our Ring did well at Acre. 

And in spite of all the dishonour, 

The broken standards, the broken lives, 

The broken faith in one place or another, 

There was something left that was more than the tales 

Of old men on winter evenings. 



Only the faith could have done what was good of it; 

Whole faith of a few, 

Part faith of many. 

Not avarice, lechery, treachery, 

Envy, sloth, gluttony, jealousy, pride: 

It was not these that made the Crusades, 

But these that unmade them. 

  

Remember the faith that took men from home 

At the call of a wandering preacher. 

Our age is an age of moderate virtue 

And of moderate vice 

When men will not lay down the Cross 

Because they will never assume it. 

Yet nothing is impossible, nothing, 

To men of faith and conviction. 

Let US therefore make perfect our will. 

O GOD, help US. 

  

IX. 

Son of Man, behold with thine eyes, and hear with thine ears 

And set thine heart upon all that I show thee. 

Who is this that has said: the House of GOD is a House of Sorrow; 

We must walk in black and go sadly, with long drawn faces, 

We must go between empty walls, quavering lowly, whispering faintly, 

Among a few flickering scattered lights? 

They would put upon GOD their own sorrow, the grief they should feel 



For their sins and faults as they go about their daily occasions. 

Yet they walk in the street proudnecked, like thoroughbreds ready for 

races, 

Adorning themselves, and busy in the market, the forum, 

And all other secular meetings. 

Thinking good of themselves, ready for any festivity, 

Doing themselves very well. 

Let us mourn in a private chamber, learning the way of penitence, 

And then let US learn the joyful communion of saints. 

The soul of Man must quicken to creation. 

Out of the formless stone, when the artist unites himself with stone, 

Spring always new forms of life, from the soul of man that is joined to 

the soul of stone; 

Out of the meaningless practical shapes of all that is living or lifeless 

Joined with the artist's eye, new life, new form, new colour. 

Out of the sea of sound the life of music, 

Out of the slimy mud of words, out of the sleet and hail of verbal 

imprecisions, 

Approximate thoughts and feelings, words that have taken the place of 

thoughts and feelings, 

There spring the perfect order of speech, and the beauty of incantation. 

  

LORD, shall we not bring these gifts to Your service? 

Shall we not bring to Your service all our powers 

For life, for dignity, grace and order, 

And intellectual pleasures of the senses? 

The LORD who created must wish us to create 



And employ our creation again in His service 

Which is already His service in creating. 

For Man is joined spirit and body, 

And therefore must serve as spirit and body. 

Visible and invisible, two worlds meet in Man; 

Visible and invisible must meet in His Temple; 

You must not deny the body. 

  

Now you shall see the Temple completed: 

After much striving, after many obstacles; 

For the work of creation is never without travail; 

The formed stone, the visible crucifix, 

The dressed altar, the lifting light, 

Light 

Light 

The visible reminder of Invisible Light. 

  

X. 

You have seen the house built, you have seen it adorned 

By one who came in the night, it is now dedicated to GOD. 

It is now a visible church, one more light set on a hill 

In a world confused and dark and disturbed by portents of fear. 

And what shall we say of the future? Is one church all we can build? 

Or shall the Visible Church go on to conquer the World? 

  

The great snake lies ever half awake, at the bottom of the pit of the world, 

curled 



In folds of himself until he awakens in hunger and moving his head to 

Right and to left prepares for his hour to devour. 

But the Mystery of Iniquity is a pit too deep for mortal eyes to plumb. 

Come 

Ye out from among those who prize the serpent's golden eyes, 

The worshippers, self-given sacrifice of the snake. Take 

Your way and be ye separate. 

Be not too curious of Good and Evil; 

Seek not to count the future waves of Time; 

But be ye satisfied that you have light 

Enough to take your step and find your foothold. 

  

O Light Invisible, we praise Thee! 

Too bright for mortal vision 

O Greater Light, we praise Thee for the less;  

The eastern light our spires touch at morning, 

The light that slants upon our western doors at evening, 

The twilight over stagnant pools at batflight, 

Moon light and star light, owl and moth light, 

Glow-worm glowlight on a grassblade. 

O Light Invisible, we worship Thee! 

  

We thank Thee for the lights that we have kindled, 

The light of altar and sanctuary; 

Small lights of those who meditate at midnight 

And lights directed through the coloured panes of windows 

And light reflected from the polished stone, 



The gilded carven wood, the coloured fresco. 

Our gaze is submarine, our eyes look upward 

And see the light that fractures through unquiet water., 

We see the light but see not whence it comes. 

O Light Invisible, we glorify Thee! 

  

In our rhythm of earthly life we tire of light. We are glad when the day 

ends, when the play ends; and ecstasy is too much pain 

We are children quickly tired: children who are up in the night and fall 

asleep as the rocket is fired; and the day is long for work or play. 

We tire of distraction or concentration, we sleep and are glad to sleep, 

Controlled by the rhythm of blood and the day and the night and the 

seasons. 

And we must extinguish the candle, put out the light and relight it; 

Forever must quench, forever relight the flame. 

Therefore we thank Thee for our little light, this is dappled with shadow. 

We thank Thee who hast moved us to building, to finding, to forming 

At the ends of our fingers and beams of our eyes. 

And when we have built an altar to the Invisible Light, we may set 

thereon the little lights for which our bodily vision is made. 

And we thank Thee that darkness reminds us of light. 

O Light Invisible, we give Thee thanks for Thy great glory! 

  
 

Journey of the Magi 

  

‘A cold coming we had of it, 



Just the worst time of the year 

For a journey, and such a long journey: 

The ways deep and the weather sharp, 

The very dead of winter.' 

And the camels galled, sore-footed, refractory, 

Lying down in the melting snow. 

There were times we regretted 

The summer palaces on slopes, the terraces, 

And the silken girls bringing sherbet. 

Then the camel men cursing and grumbling 

And running away, and wanting their Liquor and women, 

And the night-fires going out, and the Lack of shelters, 

And the cities hostile and the towns unfriendly 

And the villages dirty and charging high prices: 

A hard time we had of it. 

At the end we preferred to travel all night, 

Sleeping in snatches, 

With the voices singing in our ears, saying 

That this was all folly.  

  

Then at dawn we came down to a temperate valley, 

Wet, below the snow Line, smelling of vegetation, 

With a running stream and a water-mill beating the 

darkness, 

And three trees on the low sky. 

And an old white horse galloped away in the meadow. 

Then we came to a tavern with vine-leaves over the lintel, 



Six hands at an open door dicing for pieces of silver, 

And feet kicking the empty wine-skins. 

But there was no information, so we continued 

And arrived at evening, not a moment too soon 

Finding the place; it was (you may say) satisfactory.  

  

All this was a long time ago, I remember, 

And I would do it again, but set down 

This set down 

This: were we led all that way for 

Birth or Death? There was a Birth, certainly, 

We had evidence and no doubt. I had seen birth and death, 

But had thought they were different; this Birth was 

Hard and bitter agony for us, Like Death, our death. 

We returned to our places, these Kingdoms, 

But no longer at ease here, in the old dispensation, 

With an alien people clutching their gods. 

I should be glad of another death. 

 

  

A Song for Simeon  

  

Lord, the Roman hyacinths are blooming in bowls and 

The winter sun creeps by the snow hills; 

The stubborn season had made stand. 

My life is light, waiting for the death wind, 

Like a feather on the back of my hand. 



Dust in sunlight and memory in corners 

Wait for the wind that chills towards the dead land.  

  

Grant us thy peace. 

I have walked many years in this city, 

Kept faith and fast, provided for the poor, 

Have given and taken honour and ease. 

There went never any rejected from my door. 

Who shall remember my house, where shall live my children's children . 

When the time of sorrow is come? 

They will take to the goat’s path, and the fox's home, 

Fleeing from the foreign faces and the foreign swords.  

  

Before the time of cords and scourges and lamentation 

Grant us thy peace. 

Before the stations of the mountain of desolation, 

Before the certain hour of maternal sorrow, 

Now at this birth season of decease, 

Let the Infant, the still unspeaking and unspoken Word, 

Grant Israel's consolation 

To one who has eighty years and no to-morrow.  

  

According to thy word. 

They shall praise Thee and suffer in every generation 

With glory and derision, 

Light upon light, mounting the saints' stair. 

Not for me the martyrdom, the ecstasy of thought and prayer, 



Not for me the ultimate vision. 

Grant me thy peace. 

(And a sword shall pierce thy heart, 

Thine also). 

I am tired with my own life and the lives of those after me, 

I am dying in my own death and the deaths of those after me. 

Let thy servant depart, 

Having seen thy salvation.  

  

  

 

Ash-Wednesday 1930  
 
I. 

Because I do not hope to turn again 
Because I do not hope 
Because I do not hope to turn 
Desiring this man's gift and that man's scope 
I no longer strive to strive towards such things 
(Why should the agèd eagle stretch its wings?) 
Why should I mourn 
The vanished power of the usual reign? 
 
Because I do not hope to know 
The infirm glory of the positive hour 
Because I do not think 
Because I know I shall not know 
The one veritable transitory power 
Because I cannot drink 
There, where trees flower, and springs flow, for there is nothing again 
 
Because I know that time is always time 
And place is always and only place 
And what is actual is actual only for one time 
And only for one place 
I rejoice that things are as they are and 
I renounce the blessèd face 
And renounce the voice 
Because I cannot hope to turn again 



Consequently I rejoice, having to construct something 
Upon which to rejoice 
 
And pray to God to have mercy upon us 
And pray that I may forget 
These matters that with myself I too much discuss 
Too much explain 
Because I do not hope to turn again 
Let these words answer 
For what is done, not to be done again 
May the judgement not be too heavy upon us 
 
Because these wings are no longer wings to fly 
But merely vans to beat the air 
The air which is now thoroughly small and dry 
Smaller and dryer than the will 
Teach us to care and not to care Teach us to sit still. 
 
Pray for us sinners now and at the hour of our death 
Pray for us now and at the hour of our death. 
 
 
II.  

 
Lady, three white leopards sat under a juniper-tree 
In the cool of the day, having fed to satiety 
On my legs my heart my liver and that which had been contained 
In the hollow round of my skull. And God said 
Shall these bones live? shall these 
Bones live? And that which had been contained 
In the bones (which were already dry) said chirping: 
Because of the goodness of this Lady 
And because of her loveliness, and because 
She honours the Virgin in meditation, 
We shine with brightness. And I who am here dissembled 
Proffer my deeds to oblivion, and my love 
To the posterity of the desert and the fruit of the gourd. 
It is this which recovers 
My guts the strings of my eyes and the indigestible portions 
Which the leopards reject. The Lady is withdrawn 
In a white gown, to contemplation, in a white gown. 
Let the whiteness of bones atone to forgetfulness. 
There is no life in them. As I am forgotten 
And would be forgotten, so I would forget 
Thus devoted, concentrated in purpose. And God said 
Prophesy to the wind, to the wind only for only 
The wind will listen. And the bones sang chirping 
With the burden of the grasshopper, saying 
 



Lady of silences 
Calm and distressed 
Torn and most whole 
Rose of memory 
Rose of forgetfulness 
Exhausted and life-giving 
Worried reposeful 
The single Rose 
Is now the Garden 
Where all loves end 
Terminate torment 
Of love unsatisfied 
The greater torment 
Of love satisfied 
End of the endless 
Journey to no end 
Conclusion of all that 
Is inconclusible 
Speech without word and 
Word of no speech 
Grace to the Mother 
For the Garden 
Where all love ends. 
 
Under a juniper-tree the bones sang, scattered and shining 
We are glad to be scattered, we did little good to each other, 
Under a tree in the cool of day, with the blessing of sand, 
Forgetting themselves and each other, united 
In the quiet of the desert. This is the land which ye 
Shall divide by lot. And neither division nor unity 
Matters. This is the land. We have our inheritance. 
 
 
III. 
 
At the first turning of the second stair 
I turned and saw below 
The same shape twisted on the banister 
Under the vapour in the fetid air 
Struggling with the devil of the stairs who wears 
The deceitful face of hope and of despair. 
 
At the second turning of the second stair 
I left them twisting, turning below; 
There were no more faces and the stair was dark, 
Damp, jaggèd, like an old man's mouth drivelling, beyond repair, 
Or the toothed gullet of an agèd shark. 
 
At the first turning of the third stair 
Was a slotted window bellied like the fig's fruit 



And beyond the hawthorn blossom and a pasture scene 
The broadbacked figure drest in blue and green 
Enchanted the maytime with an antique flute. 
Blown hair is sweet, brown hair over the mouth blown, 
Lilac and brown hair; 
Distraction, music of the flute, stops and steps of the mind 
over the third stair,  
Fading, fading; strength beyond hope and despair 
Climbing the third stair. 
 
 
Lord, I am not worthy 
Lord, I am not worthy 
 
               but speak the word only.  
 
IV. 

  
Who walked between the violet and the violet 
Who walked between 
The various ranks of varied green 
Going in white and blue, in Mary's colour, 
Talking of trivial things 
In ignorance and knowledge of eternal dolour 
Who moved among the others as they walked, 
Who then made strong the fountains and made fresh the springs 
 
Made cool the dry rock and made firm the sand 
In blue of larkspur, blue of Mary's colour, 
Sovegna vos 
 
Here are the years that walk between, bearing 
Away the fiddles and the flutes, restoring 
One who moves in the time between sleep and waking, wearing 
 
White light folded, sheathing about her, folded. 
The new years walk, restoring 
Through a bright cloud of tears, the years, restoring 
With a new verse the ancient rhyme. Redeem 
The time. Redeem 
The unread vision in the higher dream 
While jewelled unicorns draw by the gilded hearse. 
 
The silent sister veiled in white and blue 
Between the yews, behind the garden god, 
Whose flute is breathless, bent her head and signed but spoke no word 
 
But the fountain sprang up and the bird sang down 
Redeem the time, redeem the dream 



The token of the word unheard, unspoken 
 
Till the wind shake a thousand whispers from the yew 
 
And after this our exile 
 
 
V. 

  
If the lost word is lost, if the spent word is spent 
If the unheard, unspoken 
Word is unspoken, unheard; 
Still is the unspoken word, the Word unheard, 
The Word without a word, the Word within 
The world and for the world; 
And the light shone in darkness and 
Against the Word the unstilled world still whirled 
About the centre of the silent Word. 
 
O my people, what have I done unto thee. 
 
Where shall the word be found, where will the word 
Resound? Not here, there is not enough silence 
Not on the sea or on the islands, not 
On the mainland, in the desert or the rain land, 
For those who walk in darkness 
Both in the day time and in the night time 
The right time and the right place are not here 
No place of grace for those who avoid the face 
No time to rejoice for those who walk among noise and deny the voice 
 
Will the veiled sister pray for 
Those who walk in darkness, who chose thee and oppose thee, 
Those who are torn on the horn between season and season, time and time, between 
Hour and hour, word and word, power and power, those who wait 
In darkness? Will the veiled sister pray 
For children at the gate 
Who will not go away and cannot pray: 
Pray for those who chose and oppose 
 
O my people, what have I done unto thee. 
 
Will the veiled sister between the slender 
Yew trees pray for those who offend her 
And are terrified and cannot surrender 
And affirm before the world and deny between the rocks 
In the last desert before the last blue rocks 
The desert in the garden the garden in the desert 
Of drouth, spitting from the mouth the withered apple-seed. 



 
 
O my people. 
 
 
VI. 

 
Although I do not hope to turn again 
Although I do not hope 
Although I do not hope to turn 
 
Wavering between the profit and the loss 
In this brief transit where the dreams cross 
The dreamcrossed twilight between birth and dying 
(Bless me father) though I do not wish to wish these things 
From the wide window towards the granite shore 
The white sails still fly seaward, seaward flying 
Unbroken wings 
 
And the lost heart stiffens and rejoices 
In the lost lilac and the lost sea voices 
And the weak spirit quickens to rebel 
For the bent golden-rod and the lost sea smell 
Quickens to recover 
The cry of quail and the whirling plover 
And the blind eye creates 
The empty forms between the ivory gates 
And smell renews the salt savour of the sandy earth 
 
This is the time of tension between dying and birth 
The place of solitude where three dreams cross 
Between blue rocks 
But when the voices shaken from the yew-tree drift away 
Let the other yew be shaken and reply. 
 
Blessèd sister, holy mother, spirit of the fountain, spirit of the garden, 
Suffer us not to mock ourselves with falsehood 
Teach us to care and not to care 
Teach us to sit still 
Even among these rocks, 
Our peace in His will 
And even among these rocks 
Sister, mother 
And spirit of the river, spirit of the sea, 
Suffer me not to be separated 
 
And let my cry come unto Thee. 

 



FOUR QUARTETS 
 
Burnt Norton 
 
"Although logos is common to all, most people live 
as if they had a wisdom of their own." 
                             1. p.77. Fr.2  

"The way upward and the way downward are the same." 
                             1. p.89. Fr.60  

Diels: Die Fragmente der Vorsokratiker (Herakleitos)  

 
 
I  

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, 
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, 
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, 
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.  
 
II  

Garlic and sapphires in the mud 
Clot the bedded axle-tree. 
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 
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 been: but I cannot say where. 
And I cannot say, how long, for that is to place it in time. 
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, 
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.  
 
III  

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 
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.  

    Descend lower, descend only 
Into the world of perpetual solitude, 
World not world, but that which is not world, 
Internal darkness, deprivation 
And destitution of all property, 
Desiccation of the world of sense, 
Evacuation of the world of fancy, 
Inoperancy of the world of spirit; 
This is the one way, and the other 
Is the same, not in movement 



But abstention from movement; while the world moves 
In appetency, on its metalled ways 
Of time past and time future.  
 
IV  

Time and the bell have buried the day, 
The black cloud carries the sun away. 
Will the sunflower turn to us, will the clematis 
Stray down, bend to us; tendril and spray 
Clutch and cling?  

    Chill 
Fingers of yew be curled 
Down on us? After the kingfisher's wing 
Has answered light to light, and is silent, the light is still 
At the still point of the turning world.  
 
V  

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.  

    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. 

East Coker 
 

 
I  

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 
Hypnotised. In a warm haze the sultry light 
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 
As in their living in the living seasons 
The time of the seasons and the constellations 
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. I am here 
Or there, or elsewhere. In my beginning.  
 
II  

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 
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 
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. 
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.  
 
III  

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 letters, 
The generous patrons of art, the statesmen and the rulers, 
Distinguished civil servants, chairmen of many committees, 
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— 
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 I am repeating 
Something I have said before. I shall say it again. 
Shall I 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 
And what you own is what you do not own 
And where you are is where you are not.  
 
IV  

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 I must freeze 
And quake in frigid purgatorial fires 
Of which the flame is roses, and the smoke is briars.  

    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.  
 
V  

So here I am, in the middle way, having had twenty years— 
Twenty years largely wasted, the years of l'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 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 



Through the dark cold and the empty desolation, 
The wave cry, the wind cry, the vast waters 
Of the petrel and the porpoise. In my end is my beginning. 

 

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  

I do not know much about gods; but I 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; 
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 
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, 
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.  
 
II  

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 and end to the drifting wreckage, 
The prayer of the bone on the beach, the unprayable 
Prayer at the calamitous annunciation?  

    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; 
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, 
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. I have said before 
That the past experience revived in the meaning 
Is not the experience of one life only 
But of many generations—not forgetting 
Something that is probably quite ineffable: 
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, 



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.  

 
 
III  

I 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 
Into different lives, or into any future; 
You are not the same people who left that station 
Or who will arrive at any terminus, 
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: 
And do not think of the fruit of action. 
Fare forward. 
                      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.  
 
IV  

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 husbands 
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 
Or in the dark throat which will not reject them 
Or wherever cannot reach them the sound of the sea bell's 
Perpetual angelus.  
 
V  

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 
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 
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 
Of that which is only moved 
And has in it no source of movement— 
Driven by daemonic, chthonic 
Powers. And right action is freedom 
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. 

Little Gidding 
 
I  

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 
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, 
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.  
 
II  

Ash on and 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 
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. 
     And as I fixed upon the down-turned face 
That pointed scrutiny with which we challenge 
     The first-met stranger in the waning dusk 
     I caught the sudden look of some dead master 
Whom I 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 I assumed a double part, and cried 
     And heard another's voice cry: 'What! are you here?' 
Although we were not. I was still the same, 
     Knowing myself yet being someone 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. 
I said: 'The wonder that I feel is easy, 
     Yet ease is cause of wonder. Therefore speak: 
     I may not comprehend, may not remember.' 
And he: 'I am not eager to rehearse 
     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 I 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 I find words I never thought to speak 
     In streets I never thought I should revisit 
     When I 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 
Without enchantment, offering no promise 
     But bitter tastelessness of shadow fruit 
     As body and soul begin to fall asunder. 
Second, the conscious impotence of rage 
     At human folly, and the laceration 
     Of laughter at what ceases to amuse. 
And last, the rending pain of re-enactment 
     Of all that you have done, and been; the shame 
     Of motives late revealed, and the awareness 
Of things ill done and done to others' harm 
     Which once you took for exercise of virtue. 
     Then fools' approval stings, and honour stains. 
From wrong to wrong the exasperated spirit 
     Proceeds, unless restored by that refining fire 
     Where you must move in measure, like a dancer.' 
The day was breaking. In the disfigured street 
     He left me, with a kind of valediction, 
     And faded on the blowing of the horn.  
 
III  

There are three conditions which often look alike 
Yet differ completely, flourish in the same hedgerow: 
Attachment to self and to things and to persons, detachment 
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 
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 I 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 
And a few who died forgotten 
In other places, here and abroad, 
And of one who died blind and quiet 
Why should we celebrate 
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.  
 
IV  



The dove descending breaks the air 
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 of 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.  
 
V  

What we call the beginning is often the end 
And to make and 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, 
The common word exact without vulgarity, 
The formal word precise but not pedantic, 
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 
Will be to arrive where we started 
And know the place for the first time. 



Through the unknown, unremembered gate 
When the last of earth left to discover 
Is that which was the beginning; 
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. 

 


