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«1 do not deny that art may be affirmed to serve ends beyond itself;
but art is not required to be aware of these ends, and indeed performs
its function, whatever that may be, according to various theories of
value, much better by indiflference to them. Criticism, on the other
hand, must always profess an end in vicw, which, roughly speaking,
appears to be the clucidation of works of art and the correction of
taste, The critic’s task, therefore, appears to be quite clearly cut out
for him; and it ought to be comparatively casy to decide whether he
performs it satisfactorily, and in general, what kinds of criticism are
useful and what are otiose.”

T.S. Eliot, “The Function of Criticism,” Sestsrd Esays. Landon 1932 — Reprinted
1948, pp. 24-25.
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“'During three hundred years criticisin has come to modify its
asumptions and its purpose, and it will surely continne to do so.
There urc several forms which criticissn may take: there is always a
large proportion of criticism which is retrograde or irrefevant; there
are always many writers who are qualified neither by knowledge of
the past nor by awareness of the sensibility and the problems of the
present.  Our earliest criticisin, under the influence of classical studies
and of ludian critics, mide very large assumptions about the nature
and function of literature. Poetry was a decorative art, an art for »hich
sometimes extravagant claiins weve made, but an art in which the same
principles. secmed 10 hold good for every civilisation and for cvery
society; it was an art decply affected by the rise of a new social cliss.
only looscly (at best) aszociated with the Church,a class sell-conscious
in its possession of the mysteries of Latin and Greek. In England the
criical force duc to the new contrast hetween Latin and vernacular
met, in the sixteenth century, with just the right degree of resistance,
That is to say, for the age which is represented for us by Spenser and
Shakespeare, the new forces stimulated the native genius and did not
overwhelm jc.”

Ibid., The Use of Poctiy and the L'se of Criticism. London 1933 - Reprintcd 1950, pp. 23-24.
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*“The purely ‘technical’ critic ~— the critic, that is, who writes to
expound some novelty or impart some lesson to practitioners of an art —
can be called a critic only ina narrow sense. He may be analysing
perceptions and the means for arousing perceptions, but his aim is
limited and is not the disinterested exercise of intelligence. The nar-
rowness of the a2im makes easier the detection of the merit or feebleness
of the work; even of these writers there are very few — sa that their
‘criticism’ is of great importance within its limits. So much suffices
for Campion. Dryden is far more disinterested; he displays much free
intelligence; and even Dryden — or any literary critic of the seven-
teenth century — is not quite a frec mind, compared for instance,
with such a mind as Rochcfoucauld’s. There is always 2 tcndency to
legislate rather than to inquire, to revise accepted laws, even to overturn,
but to reconstruct out of the samc material. And the free intelligence
is that which is wholly devoted to inquiry.”

Ibid., 7TAs Sacred Woed : Essays on Poetry and Uniticism. London 1920 — Reprinted g5y,
Pp. 11-12.
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«If therc is one word on which we can fix, which will suggest the
meaximurn of what I mean by the term a “classic’, it is the word ‘maturity’
. A classic can only occur when a civilization is mature; when a
language and a literature are mature; and it must be the work of a
mature mind. It is the importance of that civilization and of that
language, as well as the comprehensiveness of the mind of the individual

poet, which gives it universality ... .. To make the rueaning of maturity
really apprehensible — indced, even to make it acceptable — to the
immature, is perhaps impossible ...... A writer who individually has

a more mature mind may belong to a less mature period than another,
so that in that respect his work will be less mature. The maturity of
a literature is the reflection of that of the society in which it is produced:
an individual author — notably Shakespeare and Virgil — can do
much to develop his language : but he cannot bring that language to
maturity unless the work of his predecessors has prepared it for his
final touch. A mature literature, therefore, has a history behind it :
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a history, that is not merely a chronicle, an accumulation of manuscripts

and writings of this kind and that, but an ordered though unconscous

progress of a language to realize its own potentalitics within its own

limitations,”

Ibid,, WaAat is @ Clasnic ? The Presidential Address to the Virgil Socicty in 1944, published
in On Puwtty and Pocis. New Yark 1957, pp. 54-55.
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“By ‘culture’, then, I mean first of all what the anthropologists
mean : the way of life of a particular people living together in one
place. That culture is made visible in their arts, in their social system,
in their habits and customs, in their religion. But these things added
togcther do not constitute the culture, though we often speak for
convenicnee as if they did. These things are simply the parts into which
a culture can Dbe anatomised, as a human body can. But just as a man
is something more than an assemblage of the various constituent parts
of his body, se culturc is more than the assemblage of its arts, customs,
and rcligious belics. These things all act upen each other, and fully
to undcerstand one ynu have to understand all. Now therc are of course
higher cultures and lower culturcs, and the higher cultures in general
are distinguished by differentiation of function, so that you can speak
of the less cultured and the more cultured strata of society, and finally,
you can speak of individuals as being exccptionally cultured. The
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culture of an artist or a philosopher is distinct from that of a mine
worker or ficld labourer; the culture of a poct will be somewhat different
from that of a politician; but in a healthy society these are all parts of
the samc culture; and the artist, the poet, the philosopher, the politician
and the labourcr will have a culture in common, which thcy do not
sharc with other pcople of the saine occupations in other countries.”

i, Notes towards the Dfinition of Cultime. London 1yy — Reprinted 1951, p. 120
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Sdooan age of wncertaity, au age in which anen are bewildered
by new sciences, anage in which so little can be taken Jor granted as
conunon belicfs, assumptions and background of all readess, no explora-
ble aren can be forbidden pround. But, amang all this variety, we may
ask, what s there, if anything, that shoukl be conunon (o all literary
criticism ?  Thirty yews ago, 1 asserted that the essential function of
literary criticisin wis ‘the clucilation of works of art and the correction

A

of wsie.” That phrase may sound somewhat pompons o our cars in
1956.  Perhaps T could put it more simply and more aceeptably to the
present age, by saying o “pronmote the understanding and enjoynient
of literatnre.” E must stress the point that 1 do net think of enjoy-
ment and sderstonding as distinetive activities ane  emuotionul
and the otler intelleetnal, By understanding 1 do not mean explasation
thowgh expluetion of what can be explained pay often be a necessary
prefiminary o undesstacdiog . Toonaderstud a0 poem comes to
the same thing as 10 enjoy it Tor the vight resons.”

Ihitl. Pl Frontiees of Critieian,™ s Qoeiry and Poets. New York 1957, pp. 127-28.
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“The business of the poet is not 10 And new c¢motions, but to use
the ovdinary ones and, in working them up into poetry, to express
feelings which are not in actual emotions at all. And emotions which
he has never experienced will serve his wirn as well as those familiar
to him. Consequently, we must helicve that ‘emotion recollected in
tranquillity’ is an inexact formula. Fer it is neither emotion, nor rccol-
lection, nor, without distortion of meaning, tranquillity. Tt is a concen-
tration, and a ncw thing resulting fromn the ceoncentration,of a very
great number of experiences which to the practical and active person
would not scem to be cxperiences at all; it is concentration which does
not happen consciously or of deliberation.  These experiences are not
‘recollected’, and they hnally unite in an atmosphere which is *tranquil®
only in that it is a passive attending upon the event. Of course this i
not quite the wholc story. Therc is a general deal, in the writing of
poetry, which must be conscious and deliberate. In fact, the bad poet
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is usually unconscious where he ought to be conscious, and conscious
where he ought to be unconscious. Both errors tend to make him
‘personal’. Poetry is not a turning loose of emotion, but an escape from
emotion; it is not the expression of personality, but an escape (rom
personality.  Bue, of course, only those who have personality and
cmotions know what it means to want to cacape from these things.”

Lbid,, *“I'radition and the Individual Talent,” Selacted Ersays. London 1932 -~ Reprinwed
1948, p. =1
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*For the science or art of writing versc, onc has learned from the
‘Inferno’ that the greatest poetry can be written with the greatest
cconomy of words, and with the greatest austerity in the use  of metaphor,
simile, verbal beauty, and elegance. When I aflirm that more can be
learned about how to write poetry from Dante than from any English
poet, I do not at all mean that Dante's way is the only right way, oz
that Dante is thereby greater than Shakespeare or, indeed, any other
Fnglish poet. I put my meaning inw other words by saying that Dante
can do less harm to anyone trying to learn to write verse, than can
Shakespeare. Most English poets are inimitable in a way in which
Dante was not. If you try to imitate Shakespearc you will certainly
produce a series of siilted, forced, and violent distortions of language.
The language of cach great Lnglish poet is his own language: the
language of Dante is the perfection of a common language.”

Ibid., “Dante™, Selerted Fssays. p. 252
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*fIt is not a permanent nccessity that poets should be interested in
philosophy, or in any other subject. We can only say that it appears
likely that poets in our civilization, as it exists at present, must be
difficult. Our civilization comprehends great variety and complexity,
and this variety and complexity, playing upon a refined sensibility,
must produce various and complex results. The poet must become
morc and morc comprehensive, morc allusive, more indirect, in order
to force, o dislocate if nceessary, language into his meaning.”

Ibid., “The Melaphysical Pocts,” Selected Fssays, p. 289.



Yey
¢ AL el b e LA L b sl i b O

dn ¢ o ot B o) oF el g Y Cal ac o ikl
a4 S L] e Al s et by oYt e o o
st a5 OV a1 7 daeai O o)y W asT o alls ey
ol Vs it Sal o S ¢ ey Sty ezl oy Cob Lt
QS B 5Ly OF yay oy o ot fL“ By ATk 6l e ST
dif a3l ed OF Jydll lda  gay My . aim L rpi P P EC
2zl OF Lo Comnary 1 amy J5T Jo ool 3 atlialsl 6 L (635 zl
it o Lt Gmy iy . ol ¥ ) peatll b e iy OF iy
Gl g O ol 5 5T Gape ool o G5 Tivkesh Ll i
ol B i slze YU ¢ 4 i Tt usu YOV BT gac ;a0

Cuthh it e Lo T gos gy Bl B 2 Jiai iy

“\Vhat a poem means is as much what it means 1o others as what
it means to the author; and indeed, in the course of time a poet may
become mercly a reader in respect to his own works, forgetting his
original meaning --- or without forgetting, merely changing. So that,
when Mr. Richards asserts that ‘The Wsare Land’ effects ‘a complete
severance between poctry and all beliefs’ I am no better qualified to
say No ! than is any other reader. I will admit that I think that either
Mr. Richards is wrong, or 1 do not understand his meaning. The
statement might mean that it was the first poetry to do what all poetry
in the past would have been the Detter for doing : I can hardly think
that he intended to pay me such an unmerited compliment. It might
also mcan that the present situation is radically different from any in
which poeiry has been produch in the past : namely, that now there
is nothing in which to belicve, that Belief itsclf is dead; and that there-
fore my pocm is the first 1o respond properly to the modern situation
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and not to call upon Make-Believe, And it is in this connexion, apparen-
tly, that Mr. Richards observes that "poetry is capably of saving us’.”

Yoid., The Use of Poctry and the Use of Critirism. Landon 1933 — Reprinted 1950. p. 130.
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The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrack

~Let us go, through certain half-descried streets,
The muttering retreats

Of restless nights in oue-night cheap hotels
And sawdust restraurants with oyster-shells :
Streets that [ollow like a tedious argumcent

Of insidious intent

To lead you to an ovcrwhelining question...
Oh, do not ask, -\What is it ?°

Let us go and make our visit.

In the room the women come and go
Talking of Michelangelo.”
Ihid. Calfected Poems : 1909-1935. London 1958, p. t.
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*““No ! I am not Prince Hainlet. nor was meant ta be:
Am an attendant lord, onc that will do

‘To swell a progress, start a scene or two,

Advise the prince; no doubt, au casy tool,

Defercntial, glad to be of use,

Politic, cautious, and meticulous;

Full of high sentence, but a bit obtuse;

At times, indeed, almost ridicalons —

Almost. at times, the Vool.™

thid,, p. 15,
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Portrait of a Lady

~‘Now that lilacs are in bloom

She has a bowl of lilacs in her room

And twists one in her fingers while she talks,
‘Ah, my friend you do not know, you do not know
What lifc is, you who hold it in your hands’;
{Slowly twisting the lilac stalks)

“You let it flow [rom you, you let it flow,
And youth is eruel, and has no rcmorse

And smiles at situations which it cannot sce.’
I smile, of course,

And go on drinking tea.”

Ibid,, p. 7.
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Rhapsody on a Windy Night
*Twelve o’clock.
Along the reaches of the street
Heldd in a lupar synthesis,
Whispering lunar incantations
Dissolve the floors of memory
And all its clear relations,
Its divisions and precisions,
Every street lamp that I pass
Beats like a fatalistic drum,
And through the spaces of the dark
Midnight shakes the memory
As a madman shakes 2 dead geranium.”

Ibid., p. 24.
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La Figlia Che Piange

«Stand on the highest pavement of the stair -—

Lean on a garden urn ——

Weave, weave the sunlight in your hair —

Clasp your flowers to you with a painted surprise --
Fling them to the ground and turn

With a fugitive resentment in your eyes :

But weave, weave the sunlight in your hair.”

Ibid., p. 34.
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Gerontion

-*Think now

She gives when our attention is distracted

And what she gives, gives with supple confusions

That the giving famishes the craving. Gives 100 late
What’s not belicved in, or if still belicved,

In memory only, reconsidered passion. Gives too scon
Into weak hands, what’s thought can he dispensed with
Till the refusal propagates a fear.”

Ibid., p. 8.
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The Waste Land

“In wvials of wvory and coloured class

Unstoppered, lurked her strange synthetic perfumes,
Unguent, powdered, or liquid -— troubled or confused
And drowned thc sense in odours; stirred by the air
That freshened from the window, these ascended

In fattening the prolonged candle-flames,

Flung their smoke into the laquearia,

Stirring the pattem on the coffered ceiling.

Huge sea-wood fed with copper

Burned green and orange, framed by the coloured stone,
In which sad light a carved dolphin swam.”

Ibid., A Game of Ches,” p. 64.
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The Waste Land

~Sweet Thames, run softly il T end my song,

Sweet Thames run sofily, for T speak not loud or long.

But at my back in a ¢nld blast 1 hear

The rattle of the bones, and chuckle sprcad from ear 1o ear.
A rat crept softly through the vegetation

Dragging its sluny belly on the bank

While T was tishing in the dull canal

On a winter evening round behind the gashouse

Musing upon the king my brother's wreck

And on the king my father’s dcath before him.”’

Ibid.. “The Fire Sermon,” p. 68.
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Ash Wedaesday

“Will the veiled sister between the slender

Yew trecs 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 descrt between the last blue rocks

The desert in the garden the garden in the desert

Of drouth, spitting from the mouth the withered apple-sced

O my people.”

Ibid., p. ror1.
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Four Quartets

‘Descend lower, descend only

Into ¢the world of perpctual 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 futore.”

1bid.,

‘Burnt Norton,”

P VI
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Four Quartets

“In my beginning is my end. Now the light falls
Across the open field, leaving the decp lane
Shuttered with branches, dark in the aftcrnoon,
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 rcfracted, by grey stone.

The dahlias sleep in the empty silence.

» Wait for the carly owl.”

lud., “East Coker,” p. 15
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Four Quartets

~In order to arrive there.
To arrive where you are, to get from where you are not,
You must go by a way wherein therc is no ccslasy.
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 arc 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 arc not.”

Ibid., p. go.
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For Quartets

“We die with the dying :

See, they depart and we go with thom.

We are born with the dead :

Sec, they return, and bring us with them.

The moment of the rosc and the moment of the yew-tree
Are of equal duration. A people without history

Is pot rcdeemed from time, for history is a pattern

Of dmcless moments,”

Ibid., “Little Gidding,” p. 43.
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<1 say that prose drama is merely a slight by-product of verse
drama. The human soul, in intense emotion, strives to express itself
in verse. It is not for me, but for the neurologists, to discover why
this is so, and why and how {celing- and rhythm are related. The
tendency, at any rate, of prose drama is to emphasise the ephemeral
and superficial; if we want to get at the permanent and universal we
tend to express ourselves in verse.”

Ibid., “A Dialogue on Dramatic Poctry,” Sslected Ersays. London 1932 — Reprinted
1948, p. 46.
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“‘Whether we use prosc or verse on the stage, they are both but
means to an end. The difference, from one point of view, is not so
great as we night think. In those prose plays which survive, which
we read and produced on the stage by later generations, the prose in
which the characters spcak is as remote, for the best part, from the
vocabulary, syntax and rhythm of (the) ordinary speech ...... as verse is.

But while the sensitive member of the audience will appreciate,
when he hears fine prose spoken in a play, that this is something better
than ordinary conversation, he does not regard it as a whally different
language from that which ke himself speaks, for that would interpose
a barrier between himself and the imaginary characters on the stage.
Toc many people, on the other hand, approach a play which they
lnow to be in verse, with the consciousness of the difference. It is
unfortunate when they are repelled by verse, but can also be deplorable
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when they are attracted Ly it — if that means that they arc prepared
to ¢njoy the play and the language of the play as two separate things.
The chief effect of style and rhythm in dramatic speech, whether in
prose or verse, should be unconscious ......

To-day, however, because of the handicap under which verse
drama suffers, I belicve that in verse drama prose should be used very
sparingly indeed; that we should aim at a form of verse in which every-
thing can be said that has to be said; and that when we find some
situation which is intractable in verse, it is mercly because (that) form
of verse is inelastic. And if there prove to be scenes which we cannot
put in verse, we must either develop verse, or avoid having to introduce
such scenes. For we have to accustom our audiences to verse to the
point at which they will cease to be conscious of it; and to introduce
prose dialogue would only be to distract their attention from the play
itscIl to the medium of its expression. But if verse is to have so wide
a range that 1i can say anything that has to be said, it follows that it
will not be ‘poetry’ all the ume. It will only be 'poetry” when the
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dramatic situation has reached such a point of intensity that poetry
becomes the natural utterance, because then it is the only language in
which the emotions can be expressed at all.”

1bid., Peoetry and Drama. lLondon 1951, pp. 12-185.
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" The standard sct by Shakespcarc is that of a continuous develop-
ment from first to last, a development in which the choice both of theme
and of dramatic and verse technique in each play scems to be determined
inereasingly by Shakespeare’s statc of fecling, by the particular stage
of his emotional maturity at the time. What is ‘thc whole man’ is not
simply his greatest and maturest achievement, but the whole pattern
formed by the sequence of plays;-sc_that we may say confidently that
the full meaning of any one of his plays is not in itsclf alone, but in that
play in the order in which it was written, in its relation to all of Shakes-
spcare’s other plays, earlier or later : we must know all of Shakespcare’s
work in order to know any of it. No other dramatist of the time
approaches anywhcre near to this perfection of pattern, of pattern
superficial and prolound; but the measure in which dramatists and
poets approximate to this unity in a lifetime’s work, is one of the mcasures
of major poctry and drama.” (From John Ford, 1932).

Ibid., Poirty of View. London 1941 -— Reprinted 1947, p. 6z
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Murder in the Cathedral
(VWhile the Knights kill bim, we hear the Chorus)

- Clear the air ! clean the sky ! wash the wind ! take stone from stone
and wash them.

The Jand is foul, the water is foul, our beasts and ourscives defiled
with blood.

A rain of blood has blinded my eyes. here is England-?  where is
Kent ? where is Canterbury ?

O far far far far in the past; and I wander in a land of barren boughs :
if I break themn, they bleed; T wander in a fand of dry stones : if
I thouch them they bleed.
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How haw can [ ever reiurn, to the solt quict seasons ?
Night stay with us, stop sun, hold scason, lct the day not comne, Ict the

spring not come.
Cian I look again at the day and its common things, and sce them al)

smcared with blood, through a curtain of falling bleod ?
Wc did not wish anything 1o happen.
We undcrstood the private catastrophe,
The personal loss, the general misery,
Living and partly living:
The wrtor by night that ends in daily actiow,
The error by day 1hat ends in slecp;
But the talk in the market-place, the hand on the breow.
The niglu-time heaping of the ashos,
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The fuel Laid on the fire at daybreak,
These acts marked « limit to our suftering.”

Thad., Afurder i the Cathedral. Leondon 1054, pp. 777
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The Family Rcunion
Agatha

“Here the danger here the death, here, not elsewherc;
Elsewhere no doubt is agony, renunciation,

But birth and life, Harry has crossed the fronticr

Beyond which safety and danger have a different meaning.

And hec cannot return. That is his privilege.

For those who live in this world, this world only

Do you think that 1 would take the responsibility

Of tempting them over the border ? No one could, ro one who know
No onc who has the least suspicion of what is (10 he found there.
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But Harry has lLeen led across the [rontier: he mnust [ollow;

For him the death is now only on this side,

For him, danger and safety have another meaning.

"They' have made this clear. And 1 who have seen them must believe
them.

Mary

ht.. §0...... .you have seen them too !

Agathr
Ve must all go, cach in his own dircction,
'ou, and I, and Harry. You and J.
iy dear, may very likely mect pgain
1 our wanderinz in the neotral tervitary
ttween two worlds.
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Mary

Then you will help me !

You remember what I said to you this cvening ?

I knew that I was right : you made me wait for this --
Only for this. I suppose I did not really mean it

Then, but ¥ mecan it now. Of course it was much too late
Then, lor anything to come for me : I should have known it;
It was all over, I believe, before it began;

But I deceived myself. It takes so many years

To learn that one is dead ! So you must help me.

I will go. But I suppose it i8 much too late

Now, to try to get a feilowship ?
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Amy

So you will all lewsve me !

An old woman alone in o damned house.

I will Iet the walls cramble. Why should T worry

To keep the tiles on the roof, eombat the endless weather.

Resist the wind
And unprid renis and tithes 2

'ofight with luereasing tuxes

2> nowrish invesunents

With wakeful nights and padent caleulations

With the solicitor, the broker, ageat 2 \Why should I 2

It is no concern of the body in the tomb

Vo hother about the upkeep. Let the wind and rain do that”

Tied..

The Family Rewdon. london 1930, pp.  t20-22
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The Cocktail Party
Reilly

~When 1 first mer Miss Coplestone, in this room,

I saw the image, standing behind her chair,

Of a Celia Coplestonc whose face showed the astonishment
Of the first five minutes after a violent death.

If this strains your credulity, Mrs. Chainberlayne,

I ask you only to entertain the suggestion

That a sudden intuition, in certain minds,

May tend to express itself at once in a picture.

That happens to me, sometimes, So it was obvious

That here was a woman under scntence of death.
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That was her desting. The only question

Then was, what sort of death ? 1 could not know:

Because it was for her to choosc the way of life

To lead o dcath, and, without knowing the end

Yet choose the form of death. Wec know the death she chose.
1 did not know that she would dic in this way;

‘She’ did not know. So all that I could do

Was to direct her in the way of preparation.

That way, which she accepted, led to this dcath.

And if that is not a happy death, what death is happy ?

Edward

Do you mean that having chosen this form of death
She did not suffer as ordinary people suffer ?



YA

LY

A J.ip S &) 4::.9T b oga lds
R GRS ) L |
— T LdSy — etV ,ﬁn, R
Aoy dad Sl aad Gl e G
L.I.r—ra,:fi I Y e o T s 5 4 Jiit )
ufg}“i Caidy o Wy el
.l (W S e e Ligs L Bl
sy
U3 L5 Sl e S Cile 45 L A
- ol el Jb Ll o s el Y

Reilly

Not at all what I mean. Rather the contrary.

I’d say that she suffered all that we should suffer

In fear and pain and loathing —- all these together —
And reluctance of the body to become a ‘thing’.

I'd say she suffered more, because more conscious
Than the rest of us. She paid the highest price

In suffering. That is part of the design.

Lavinia

Perhaps shc had becn through greater agony beforehand.
I mean — I know nothing of her last two years,
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Reilly

That shows some insight on your part, Mrs. Chamberlayne:
But such cxperience can only be hinted ‘at

In myths and images. To speak about it

We talk of darkness, labyrinths, Minotaur terrors.

But that world does not take the place of this one.

Do you imagine that the Saint in the desert

With spiritual evil always at his shoulder

Suffered any less from hunger, damp, exposure,

Bowel trouble, and the fear of lions,

Cold of the night and heat of the day, than we should ?
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Edward

But if this was right -— if this was right for Celia -
There must be something else that is terribly wrong.
And the rest of us are somewhat involved in the wrong.
I should only speak for mysell. I'm surc that I am.

Reilly

Let me free your mind from onc impcdiment :
You must try to detach yourself from svhat vou stll feel
As your responsibility.

Edward

I cannot help the fecling
That, in somec way .my responsibility
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Is greater than that of a band of half-crazed savages.

Lavinia

Oh, Ldward, T knew ! T knew what you were thinking !
Docsn’t it help you, that I feel guilty too ?

Reilly

If we all were judged according to the comsequences
Of all our words and deeds, beyond the intention
And beyond our limited understanding

Of oursclves and others, we should all be condemned.
Mrs. Chamberlayne, I often have to make a decision
Which may mean restoration. or ruin te a patient —
And sometimes 1 have made the wrong decision.
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As for Miss Coplestone, beczuse you think her death was waste
You blame yoursclves, and because you blame yeurselves

You think her life was wasted. It was triumphant.

But I am no more responsibic for the triumph —

And just as rcsponsible for her death as you are,

Lavinia

Yet I know I shall go on blaming myself
For being so unkind to' her ...... so spiteful.
I shall go on secing her at the mament
When she said good-bye to us, two years ago.”

Ibidd., The Cocktail Pertp. London 1g50 —- Ileprinted 1953, pi 1bo-63.
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The Confidential Clerk
Colby

I’d gladly tell you everything about myself;
But you know most of what there is to say
Already, either from what I've told you
Or from what I've told B.; or from Sir Claude.

Luacasta

Claudc hasn’t told me anything about you;
fle doesn’t tell me much. And as for B. —
I'd much rather hear it from vyoursclf.
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Colby

There’s only one thing I can’t tell you.
At least, not yet. I’'m not allowed to tell
And that’s about my parents.

Lucasta
Oh, T see.
Well, T can’t believe that matters.
But T can tell you all about ‘my’ parents :
Does that matter, either ?
At least, I’'m going to.

Colby

Docs that matter, either ?
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Luczsta

¢ In onc way, it matters. A little while ago
You said, very cleverly, that when we first met
i You saw 1 was trying to give a false impression.
' 1 want to tell you now, why I tried to do that.
. And it’s always succeeded with people before :
* J got into the habit of giving that impression.
} That’s where B. has been such 2 help to me —
§ He fosters the impression. He half believes in it.
q ut he knows zll zbout me, and he knows
I That what some men have thought about me was't trae.

. Colby
: What wasn’t true ?

H
!
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Lucasta

That T was Claude’s mistress —
Or had been his mistress, palmed off on B.

Colby

I never thought of such a thing !

Lucasta

You never thought of such a thing !

There are not many men who wouldn’t have thought it

I don’t know about B. He's very generous.

I don’t think he’d have minded. But he's very clever too;
And he gucssed the truth from the very first moment.



Y4+

&

¢ s Liage (01 Lia Lo S0y

5
il Of 5o s
2 4 il

v
!l

e
.L.c_,‘-iﬁi!\qil.ﬁ.cz,if.;

bl S Ly | Ly ully o8 s L ad

Colby

But what is there to know ?

Lucasta

Yowll laugh when I tell you :
I’m only Claude’s daughter.

Colby
His daughter !

Lucasta

His daughter. Oh, it’s a sorded story.
[ hated my mother. I never could see
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How Claude had ever liked her. Oh, that childhood —-
Always living in seedy lodgings

And being turned out when the neighbours complained.
Oh of course Claude gave her money, a regular allowance;
But it wouldn’t have mattered how much he’d given her:
It was always spent before thc end of the quarter

On gin and betting, I should guess.

And I knew how she supplemented her income

When 1 was sent out. I've been locked in a cupboard !
I was only eight years old

When she died of an ‘faccidental overdose’.

Then Claude took mc over. That was lucky.

But I was old enough to remember ... too much.
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Colby

You are Ciaude’s daughter !

Lucasta

Oh, there’s no doubt of that.
I'm sur¢ he wished there had been. He's becn good to me

In his way.

But I'm always a reminder to him

Of something he would prefer to forget.

(A pausc)

But why don’t you say something ? Are you shocked 2

Colby

No. Yes. You don’t underswand.

I want to explain. But I can’t, jusi vyet.
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Oh, why did I ever come into this house !
Lucasta......

Lucasta

I can see well enough you are shocked.

You ought to see your face ! I'm disappointed.

I suppose that’s all. I believe you're more shocked
Than if T'd told you I was Claude’s mistress.

Claude has always been ashamed of me :

Now yow're ashamed of me. I thought you'd understand.
Little you know what it’s like to be a bastard

And wanted by nobody. I know why you’re shocked :
Claude has just accepted me like a debit item

Always in his cash account. 1 don't like mysclf.
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I don't likc the person I’ve forced mysell to be;

And T liked you because you didn’t like that person either,
And I thought you'd come to see me as thc real kind of person
That 1 want to be. That I know I am.

That was new to me. I suppose 1 was flactered.

And T thought, now, perhaps, if somcone else sees me

As I really am, I might become mysclf.

Colby

Oh Lucasta, I'm not shocked. Not by you,
Not by anything you think. It's to do with mysclf.

Lucasta

Yourself, indeed ! Your precious self !
Why don’t you shut yoursell wp in that gardea
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Where you like to be alone with yourself ?

Or perhaps you think it would be bad for your prospects
Now that you’re Claude’s white-headed boy.

Perhaps he’ll adopt you, and make you his heir

And you'll marry another Lady Elizabeth.

But in that event, Colby, you'll have to accept me

As your sister ! Even if T am a guttersnipe......

Colby

You mustn’t use suehrwords ! You don’t know how it’s hurting,

Lucasta

I could use words much stronger than that,
And T will, il T choose. Oh, I'm sorry :



YAt

Cde Gy LoV T Gy

T 55'57 b b d

Crgt S st i o sushe )

T P P T H B BT PV FR P W YT

CA Ty ¢ wled g Bl Bl OV (S

& o et O 2K

R o UL KT RUBIEN JCH A et <
a3 98w Bl o il el

cae ol o g G F OV ¢ Lol Ol e TS
GG L DU ola O}, ek e 2 Y

RN I O - PR T H IS TR W

¢ elle ary Slim el

Clia b sl el e be Taon llats AT 25 Ly

I suppose it’s my mother coming out in me.

You know, Colby, I'm truly disappointcd.

I was surc, when I told you all I did, ,

That you wouldn’t mind at all. That you might be sory for me.
But now I don’t want you to be sorry, thank you.
Why, I'd actually thought of telling you before,

And 1 postponed telling you, just for the fun of it :

I thought, when T tell you, it will be so wonderful

All in 2 moment. And now there’s nothing,

Nothing at all. It's far worse than cver.

Just when you think you’re on the point of release

From lonelincss, then loncliness swoops down upon you;

When you think you'rc getting out, you're getting further in
b4 b4 g g Y 33 £ 3
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And you know at last that there’s no escape,
Well, I'll be going.”

Ibid., The Confidential Ciesk. London 1954, pp. 56-60.
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