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The Pathetic Fallac
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Un paysage quelconque est un état de 'ame.
HENRI-FREDERIC AMIEL

Theworld is a _fazr field fresh with the odor of Christ’s name.
SAINT AUGUSTINE

M Y TITLE is a famous coinage of John Ruskin’s, and
comes from his five-volume study called Modern
Painters. 1 want to begin this evening by quoting Ruskin at
some length, intruding an occasional impertinent interrup-
tion, as a way of recalling to you his original and provocative
formulation, while permitting myself an obbligato of com-
ment. I begin with a sentence of his full of high disdain and
mockery.

German dulness, and English affectation, have of late
much multiplied among us the use of two of the most
objectionable words that were ever coined by the trouble-
someness of metaphysicians,—namely, “Objective,” and
“Subjective.”

A promising beginning, and Ruskin proceeds with a brisk
and touching confidence that these philosophic muddles can
be laid to rest once and for all.

Now, therefore, putting these tiresome and absurd words

quite out of our way, we may go on at our ease to examine
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the point in question,—namely, the difference between
the ordinary, proper, and true appearances of things to
us; and the extraordinary, or false appearances, when we
are under the influence of emotion, or contemplative
fancy; false appearances, I say, as being entirely uncon-
nected with any real power or character in an object, and
only imputed to it by us. . . . What is more, if we think
over our favorite poetry, we shall find it full of this kind
of fallacy, and that we like it all the more for being so.

It will appear also, on consideration of the matter, that
this fallacy is of two principal kinds. Either . . . it is the
fallacy of wilful fancy, which involves no real expecta-
tion that it will be believed; or else it is a fallacy caused
by an excited state of the feelings, making us, for the
time, more or less irrational.

I interrupt here to remark that Ruskin was no slouch at em-
ploying the fallacy when he cared to. Here, for example, is a
fragment of description from Modern Painters:

Such precipices are . . . dark in color, robed with ever-
lasting mourning, for ever tottering like a great fortress
shaken by war, fearful as much in their weakness as in
their strength, and yet gathered after every fall into
darker frowns and unhumiliated threatening . . .

That sentence continues for another two hundred and eight
words. Of the two kinds of fallacy he distinguishes, the first
(that of the “wilful fancy, which involves no real expectation
that it will be believed”) is characteristic of the poetry of wit
both of the Renaissance and of the eighteenth century, and
of poetry that adopts conventions meant to be recognized as
conventional, and tradition that is consciously traditional. It
is this kind for which Ruskin feels the easiest and most deri-
sive contempt. The other kind (the fallacy caused by excited
and irrational feelings) enlists his deeper and more serious
consideration.

-

The Pathetic Fallacy

All violent feelings have the same effect. They produce
in us a falseness in our impressions of external things,
which I would generally characterize as the “pathetic
fallacy.”

Now we are in the habit of considering this fallacy as
eminently a character of poetic description, and the tem-
per of mind in which we allow it, as one eminently po-
etical, because passionate. But I believe, if we look well
into the matter, that we shall find the greatest poets do
not often admit this kind of falseness,—that it is only the
second order of poets who much delight in it.

And by way of explaining this distinction, he adds an impor-
tant footnote:

I admit two orders of poets, but no third; and by these
two orders I mean the Creative (Shakespeare, Homer,
Dante), and the Reflective or Perceptive (Wordsworth,
Keats, Tennyson). But both of these must be first-rate in
their range, though their range is different; and with
poetry second-rate in quality no one ought to be allowed
to trouble mankind.

There is enough in that note to make almost any modern poet
tremble; but I ask you please to observe, before Ruskin pro-
ceeds, that he has neatly arrogated the three poets of the first
rank to his side as being virtually guiltless of the fallacy.
Having divided poets conveniently into two ranks, only a
moment later he adds another:

So, then, we have the three ranks: the man who perceives
rightly, because he does not feel, and to whom the prim-
rose is very accurately the primrose, because he does not
love it. Then, secondly, the man who perceives wrongly,
because he feels, and to whom the primrose is anything
else than a primrose: a star, or a sun, or a fairy’s shield,
or a forsaken maiden.
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I interrupt to intrude as an example D. H. Lawrence’s state-
ment, “The perfect rose is only a running flame,” the sort of
statement that in all likelihood prompted Gertrude Stein’s
famous reflection, “A rose is a rose is a rose.” But to return to

Ruskin’s third rank:

And then, lastly, there is the man who perceives rightly
in spite of his feelings, and to whom the primrose is for-
ever nothing else than itself—a little flower apprehended
in the very plain and leafy fact of it, whatever and how
many soever the associations and passions may be that
crowd around it. And in general, these three classes may
be rated in comparative order, as the men who are not
poets at all, and the poets of the second order, and the
poets of the first; only however great a man may be, there
are always some subjects that ought to throw him off his
balance. . ..

So, having begun with two ranks, and moved onward to three,
Ruskin now advances to four, though only two, properly speak-
ing, are poets:

And thus, in full, there are four classes: the men who
feel nothing, and therefore see truly; the men who feel
strongly, think weakly, and see untruly (the second order
of poets) ; the men who feel strongly, think strongly, and
see truly (the first order of poets); and the men who,
strong as human creatures can be, are yet submitted to
influences stronger than they, and see in a sort untruly,
because what they see is inconceivably above them. This
last is the usual condition of prophetic inspiration.

You will not have failed to notice how central is the notion of
“strength” to Ruskin’s formulation, and how for him the ideal
poet of the first rank enjoys a neatly symmetrical balance of
strong mind and strong feeling perfectly matched. There is, in
any case, no question in his mind (nor, he assumes, in the
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reader’s) that strong feeling, all other considerations apart, is
essential to poetry. He declares quite flatly:

A poet is great, first in proportion to the strength of his
passion, and then, that strength being granted, in propor-
tion to his government of it; there being, however, always
a point beyond which it would be inhuman and mon-
strous if he pushed this government, and, therefore, a
point at which all feverish and wild fancy becomes just
and true.

That point, for Ruskin, is the acknowledgment of the divine
order and divinity itself, which, according to him, would seem
to permit any kind of rant and raving whatever. For him, the
forces of mind and of feeling are pitted against each other in
exhausting contest, the mind obliged to govern the feelings,
but the feelings determined to make it as difficult as possible
for the mind to do so; and the quality of the poetry, according
to this combative metaphor, will be determined by the ferocity,
the persistence and inconclusiveness of the antagonism. It is,
quite clearly, a distinctly romantic description of the problem,
and it should come to us as no surprise that Ruskin is as loftily

‘dismissive of Alexander Pope as he is of Claude Lorrain. He

exhorts us sneeringly to “hear the cold-hearted Pope say to a
shepherd girl—" and then quotes the lovely lines that Handel
set so beautifully to music:

Where’er you walk, cool gales shall fan the glade;
Trees, where you sit, shall crowd into a shade;
Your praise the birds shall chant in every grove,
And winds shall waft it to the powefs above.

Of these lines Ruskin writes contemptuously, “This is not, nor
could it for a moment be mistaken for, the language of passion.
It is simple falsehood, uttered by hypocrisy,” and one cannot
help feeling that there speaks the voice of the complete prig.
The entire genre of the pastoral, which presupposes a sympa-
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thetic relationship between nature and rustic humanity, is here
dismissed. So much for “Lycidas.” Falsehood is charged, we
may suppose, because we don’t for a minute believe Pope (in
eighteenth-century London) is really addressing a genuine
shepherdess; and hypocrisy because a compliment involving
the universal obeisance of nature to the young lady presents
us with a pathetic fallacy so hyperbolic, so extravagant and
beyond the limits of credence, that it ceases to be a compliment,
and proves itself mere artifice and empty flattery. But Pope
and his century ought not to be spurned quite so easily. Paul
Fussell has observed that even when poetry of this period

has not been specifically dismissed on charges of artifice
and conventionality, it has been benignly neglected in
favor of the sort which seems to reflect back onto us those
extreme emotional states made peculiarly our own by
modern history—strain, personal and collective guilt,
hysteria, madness.

He proceeds to remind us that “any kind of art, just because of
its conspicuous distinction from the natural and the accidental,
is much more conventional and institutionalized than we may
have imagined.”*

Ruskin, however, turns from what he regards as the cold-
heartedness of Pope to the ungoverned passion of a poem by
Wordsworth, and concludes:

I believe these instances are enough to illustrate the main
point I insist upon respecting the pathetic fallacy,—that
so far as it is a fallacy, it is always the sign of a morbid
state of mind, and comparatively of a weak one.

And he adds that it is “eminently characteristic of the modern
mind.”

His eagerness to find this morbidity distinctly modern may
perhaps be an attempt to protect a badly exposed flank. You

* Paul Fussell, Introduction to English Augustan Poetry.
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will recall that he numbered among his poets of the first order
both Homer and Shakespeare. And Ruskin is eager to forestall
the charge that the earliest of the great poets was liberal in his
use of the fallacy. So to anticipate our objections, he himself
raises the question in regard to the famous passage in the Iliad
in which Achilles and the river Scamander argue and fight
with one another. One would suppose this was the locus clas-
sicus of the pathetic fallacy. But Ruskin is concerned to claim
all the Greeks, and Homer as their representative, for the
camp of clear-sighted realism, and he insists that the deifica-
tion or personification of the river—which allows it to remon-
strate, and petition, and express all manner of feeling in hu-
man language—is not to impute human feelings to the world
of nature, but is the Greeks’ pious deification, not of the river
itself, but of the power behind and within it. There is some-
thing unnervingly question-begging about how he makes this
obscure and not altogether convincing distinction, but I had
best let him make it in his own words.

With us, observe, the idea of the Divinity is apt to get
separated from the life of nature; and imagining our God
upon a cloudy throne, far above the earth, and not in the
flowers or waters, we approach those visible things with
a theory that they are dead; governed by physical laws,
and so forth. But coming to them, we find the theory fail;
that they are not dead; that, say what we choose about
them, the instinctive sense of their being alive is too
strong for us; and in scorn of all physical law, the wilful
fountain sings, and the kindly flowers rejoice. And then,
puzzled, and yet happy; pleased, and yet ashamed of
being so; accepting sympathy from nature, which we
do not believe it gives, and giving sympathy to nature,
which we do not believe it receives,—mixing, besides, all
manner of purposeful play and conceit with these invol-
untary fellowships,—we fall necessarily into the curious
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web of hesitant sentiment, pathetic fallacy, and wander-
ing fancy, which form a great part of our modern view of
nature. But the Greek never removed his god out of na-
ture at all; never attempted for a moment to contradict
his instinctive sense that God was everywhere. “The tree
is glad,” he said, “I know it is; I can cut it down: no mat-
ter, there is a nymph in it. The water does sing,” said he;
“I can dry it up; but no matter, there was a naiad in it.”

Ruskin’s position here is predicated on what he seems to posit
as the incontestable sincerity of Hellenic pantheism, a very
doubtful and certainly unprovable ground. But Homer is not
as neat in his distinctions as Ruskin, and he not only exhibits
to us the deity that animates the river but presents a Trojan
named Asteropaeus, a valiant mortal, whose mortality is put
beyond question when Achilles kills him, but who identifies
himself as the son of a river. So the genetics of divinity begin
to thin out a little. But Homer carries the matter further still.
When Asteropaeus and Achilles were engaged in their duel,
the Trojan let fly one of his spears, which grazed Achilles,
drawing blood. Homer then declares, “The spear passed over
him and stuck in the ground, still hungering for flesh.” This
locution of the hunger of the spear for flesh comes up again
and again in the /liad, and it has no bearing upon Greek piety
or pantheism. It is a straightforward imputation of human
feelings to an inanimate object. As for Shakespeare, another
of Ruskin’s poets of the first order, he elects to put into the
mouth of Hotspur, a professed hater of poetry, what amounts
to a very deliberate imitation of these very passages from the
twenty-first book of the /liad, when Hotspur commends Morti-
mer, and rises hotly to his defense before King Henry IV.

He never did fall off, my sovereign liege,

But by the chance of war. To prove that true
Needs no more but one tongue for all those wounds,
Those mouthed wounds, which valiantly he took
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When on the gentle Severn’s sedgy bank,
He did confound the best part of an hour
In changing hardiment with great Glendower.
Three times they breathed, and three times did they drink,
Upon agreement, of swift Severn’s flood;
Who then, affrighted with their bloody looks,
Ran fearfully among the trembling reeds
And hid his crisp head in the hollow bank,
Bloodstained with these valiant combatants.
(Henry IV, Part I: 1, iii)

Shakespeare, of course, pace Ruskin, is a mine and fund of in-
stances of the fallacy, of which Duke Senior’s famous speech
in the Forest of Arden is a useful example.

Now, my co-mates and brothers in exile,
Hath not old custom made this life more sweet
Than that of painted pomp? Are not these woods
More free from peril than the envious court?
Here feel we but the penalty of Adam;
The seasons’ difference, as the icy fang
And churlish chiding of the winter’s wind,
Which, when it bites and blows upon my body
Even till T shrink with cold, I smile and say
“This is no flattery’; these are counsellors
That feelingly persuade me what I am.
Sweet are the uses of adversity,
Which, like the toad, ugly and venomous,
Wears yet a precious jewel in his head;
And this our life, exempt from public haunt,
Finds tongues in trees, books in the running brooks,
Sermons in stones, and good in everything.
(As You Like It: 11, 1)

This speech may be taken as representing the anagogic or
emblematic mode of viewing nature that was nearly a com-
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monplace from the Middle Ages up to at least the seventeenth
century. It is a mode characteristically religious, beautifully
stated in the epigraph I have used from Saint Augustine,. and
premised on the conviction that the whole purpose and majesty
of God is made legible in the most minute, as well as the m.ost
stunning and conspicuous, parts of his creation; that attentive
contemplation of any single part will reveal in code b\{t with
clarity the whole glory and intent of the Creator. This con-
viction is based on biblical texts as well as theological argu-
ment, and one of the best known of the texts is the Nineteenth

Psalm.

The heavens declare the glory of God;
and the firmament sheweth his handywork.
Day unto day uttereth speech,

and night unto night sheweth knowledge.
There is no speech nor language,

where their voice is not heard.

This eloquence of the physical universe, this demonstration
on the part of the natural world, amounts to a revelation to all
who are not blind and deaf. “He that hath ears to hear, let him
hear; and who hath eyes to see, let him see.” The world as holy
cipher and mute articulator can be found not only in medieve.nl
texts and Shakespeare but in those emblematic or symbolic
poems by Herbert and Donne and Herrick that are among the
great achievements of their age, and for which I will let the
less well-known poem by Henry King, called “A Contempla-

tion Upon Flowers,” stand as an instance.

Brave flowers, that I could gallant it like you
And be as little vain;

You come abroad, and make a harmless shew,
And to your beds of earth again;

You are not proud, you know your birth,

For your embroidered garments are from earth.
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You do obey your months, and times, but I
Would have it ever spring;

My fate would know no winter, never die
Nor think of such a thing;

Oh, that I could my bed of earth but view
And smile, and look as cheerfully as you.

Oh, teach me to see death, and not to fear,

But rather to take truce;

How often have I seen you at a bier,

And there look fresh and spruce;

You fragrant flowers, then teach me that my breath
Like yours may sweeten, and perfume my death.

From such grave counsellors as these let me ask you to shift
your attention abruptly to the world of fiction. Novelists were
not slow to make use of strategies that Ruskin discovers in the
works of poets and painters. Merely to propose to you such
diverse authors as Dickens, Conrad, Dostoyevski, Hawthorne,
Joyce, and Mann may suggest without further elaboration the
various ways in which a “setting” is made to bear a significant
burden of meaning and a virtual role in a story. But let me use
Hardy’s Return of the Native as an example. The first chapter
of that novel is given over entirely to the description of a land-
scape, a landscape not only bleak in itself but here, in its initial
appearance, devoid of human life and habitation.

A Saturday afternoon in November was approaching the
time of twilight, and the vast tract of unenclosed wild
known as Egdon Heath embrowned itself moment by
moment.

That’s Hardy’s first sentence, and I invite you to notice that his
chief verb, “embrowned,” is not only active, suggesting that
the landscape is purposively engaged in its own transmuta-
tions, but that the word is richly Miltonic, coming straight
from a landscape in Paradise Lost:
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Both where the morning sun first warmly smote
The open field and where the unpierced shade
Embrowned the noontide bowers. . . .

and it bears, in consequence, the omen of a landscape shad-
owed by doom. I continue to quote selectively from Hardy’s
chapter.

The face of the heath by its mere complexion added half
an hour to the evening; it could in like manner retard the
dawn, sadden noon, anticipate the frowning of storms
scarcely generated, and intensify the opacity of a moon-
less midnight to a cause of shaking and dread. . . . The
spot was, indeed, a near relation of night. . . . The sombre
stretch of rounds and hollows seemed to rise and meet
the evening gloom in pure sympathy, the heath exhaling
darkness as the heavens precipitated it. And so the ob-
scurity of the air and the obscurity of the land closed to-
gether in a black fraternization towards which each ad-
vanced half-way. . . . It was at present a place perfectly
accordant with man’s nature—neither ghastly, hateful,
nor ugly: neither commonplace, unmeaning, nor tame;
but, like man, slighted and enduring; and withal singu-
larly colossal and mysterious in its swarthy monotony.
As with some persons who have lived long apart, solitude
seemed to look out of its countenance. It had a lonely face,
suggesting tragical possibilities.

The point is not merely that Hardy gives a countenance and
human quality to his landscape, as might the composer of a
paysage moralisé, but that he gives to it a dimension we may
call superhuman: as mise en scéne it becomes the destiny and
fate, tragic in character, of all those who there inhabit. Hardy,
of course, did much the same thing in his best lyrics, but I

should like to give you instead another poetic example, one

that when I was a college student in the forties was still able to
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confound, bewilder, and even enrage a large number of read-
ers. By now, of course, most of you will know these lines by

heart.
Let us go then, you and I,
When the evening is spread out against the sky
Like a patient etherised upon a table; . . .

There was in those days a certain splenetic sort of reader who
never got beyond this point in the poem. Red-faced and apo-
plectic, he would ask explosively, “How can an evening be
like a patient? How can similes be used with so little regard
for visual accuracy or plain intelligibility? This is just mod-
ern hokum.” But Eliot is really doing pretty much the same
thing Hardy did in the passage I quoted; instead of a land-
scape, he presents a skyscape that shall serve as the presiding
fate and destiny of the chief characters who inhabit beneath its
crepuscular dimness.
Let me detain my splenetic reader in the witness box for yet

a moment longer. There is so much in modern poetry that
sends him into paroxysms of fury. Think of the fulminations
engendered by his reading of William Carlos Williams’s “The
Red Wheelbarrow.”

so much depends

upon

a red wheel

barrow

glazed with rain
water

beside the white
chickens.

If I may be allowed to eliminate my witness’s characteristic
expletives, expressions of repugnance at omissions of capital-
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ization, and his blank incomprehension about the division of
lines (though syllabically they form a handsome and sym-
metrical pattern), his central complaint comes to this: What is
the thing that so much depends; and how much is “‘so much”?
To which we may respond that the “so much” does not require
measurement, being part of what is an exclamatory statement,
implying astonishment at how very much indeed is concerned
in this dependency. And what, finally, is the dependency but
the intimate and indissoluble relationship of the inner and
outer worlds, the “subjective” and “objective” states that Rus-
kin was so eager to eliminate. The objective is straightforward,
factual, visual; the subjective is evaluative, secret and interior.
The objective world is nothing but random data without the
governing subjective selection and evaluation; the two are
halves of a single act of cognition. So there is mystery to the
poem, but it is the common mystery of our moment-to-moment
existence. Thus stated, it would seem that the pathetic fallacy
was almost unavoidable, however condemnatory Ruskin felt
about it. And, indeed, as a puzzle, it has fascinated modern
poets, who have even written about the possibility of trying to
avoid it. Can it be avoided? The topic was famously addressed
by Ortega y Gasset in his essay ‘“The Dehumanization of Art,”
from which I want to quote selectively:

What is it the majority of people call aesthetic pleasure?
‘What happens in their minds when they “like” a work of
art; for instance, a theatrical performance? The answer
is easy. A man likes a play when he has become interested
in the human destinies presented to him, when the love
and hatred, the joys and sorrows of the personages so
move his heart that he participates in it as though it were
happening in real life. And he calls a work “good” if it
succeeds in creating the illusion necessary to make the
imaginary personages appear like living persons. In po-
etry he seeks the passion and pain of the man behind the
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poet. Paintings attract him if he finds in them figures of
men and women whom it would be interesting to meet. A
landscape is pronounced “pretty” if the country it repre-
sents deserves for its loveliness or its grandeur to be vis-
ited on a trip. . . . Now . . . not only is grieving and re-
joicing at such human destinies as a work of art presents
or narrates a very different thing from true artistic plea-
sure, but preoccupation with the human content of a
work of art is in principle incompatible with aesthetic
enjoyment proper. . . . I will not now discuss whether
pure art is possible. Perhaps it is not; but as the reasons
that make me inclined to think so are somewhat long and
difficult the subject better be dropped. Besides, it is not of
major importance for the matter in hand. Even though
pure art may be impossible, there doubtless can prevail a
tendency toward a purification of art. Such a tendency
would effect a progressive elimination of the human, all
too human, elements predominant in romantic and nat-
uralistic production. And in this process a point can be
reached in which the human content has grown so thin
that it is negligible. We then have an art which can be
comprehended only by people possessed of the peculiar
gift of artistic sensibility—an art for artists and not for
the masses, for “quality” and not for hoi polloi.

The masses, who would include my splenetic commentator of
a moment ago, can point contemptuously to what they regard
as elitist paintings wherein, in Ortega’s words, “the human
content has grown so thin that it is negligible.” In Mondrian,
for example. And they are not likely to be persuaded other-
wise even by so eloquent a spokesman for the opposition as is
Meyer Schapiro in his fine essay “On the Humanity of Ab-
stract Painting.” But is such purity possible in a poem? Is it
even imaginable? The puzzle lies at the center of Wallace
Stevens’ celebrated poem *“The Snow Man.”
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One must have a mind of winter
To regard the frost and the boughs
Of the pine-trees crusted with snow;

And have been cold a long time
To behold the junipers shagged with ice,
The spruces rough in the distant glitter

Of the January sun; and not to think
Of any misery in the sound of the wind,
In the sound of a few leaves,

Which is the sound of the land
Full of the same wind
That is blowing in the same bare place

For the listener, who listens in the snow,
And, nothing himself, beholds
Nothing that is not there and the nothing that is.

The poem projects a kind of mind that out of either numbness
or a gritty and stoical courage can set itself apart from every
chilling fact of its existence, a chill which is thermal and
metaphysical at once, accepting both the coldness and the
nothingness for what they are and apart from any human
valuation. As a poem it is wonderful and harrowing; as a
strategy to circumvent the pathetic fallacy it almost works.
Almost, except that it claims of the wind that it blows “in the
same bare place/For the listener,” thereby attributing a mo-
tive and purpose, a curiously human attribute, either to the
wind, or to some fateful agency that presides over wind and
listener. But in any case the poem suggests that “objectivity”
is a condition that can be approached only by cancelling our
humanity, and by advancing toward a state that strongly re-
sembles insensibility or death. Stevens is continuously con-
cerned in his work with the peculiar relations between “sub-
jective” and “objective” reality, and returns to the puzzle
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again and again in such poems as “Esthétique du Mal” and
“Extracts from Addresses to the Academy of Fine Ideas.”

Though Stevens and Frost used to taunt one another about
being antipodal and polar opposites in their poetic concerns
(Stevens said that Frost’s poetry was full of “subjects,” by
which he seemed to mean the sort of human interest topics
that belonged to a classroom assignment; while Frost said that
Stevens’ poems were “full of bric-a-brac”), Frost nevertheless
addressed the same puzzle so continuously in successive poems
that the two poets seem curiously allied. I have had some diffi-
culty deciding which poem of Frost’s I could best employ here,
having given serious consideration to “Directive,” “The Need
of Being Versed in Country Things,” “For Once, Then, Some-
thing,” and “The Most of It,” and I've settled on “The Wood
Pile.”

Out walking in the frozen swamp one gray day,

I paused and said, “I will turn back from here.
No, I will go on farther—and we shall see.”

The hard snow held me, save where now and then
One foot went through. The view was all in lines
Straight up and down of tall slim trees

Too much alike to mark or name a place by

So as to say for certain I was here

Or somewhere else: I was just far from home.

A small bird flew before me. He was careful

To put a tree between us when he lighted,

And say no word to tell me who he was

Who was so foolish as to think what 4e thought.
He thought that I was after him for a feather—
The white one in his tail; like one who takes
Everything said as personal to himself.

One flight out sideways would have undeceived him.
And then there was a pile of wood for which
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I forgot him and let his little fear

Carry him off the way I might have gone,
Without so much as wishing him good-night.

He went behind it to make his last stand.

It was a cord of maple, cut and split

And piled—and measured, four by four by eight.
And not another like it could I see.

No runner tracks in this year’s snow looped near it.
And it was older sure than this year’s cutting,

Or even last year’s or the year’s before.

The wood was gray and the bark warping off it
And the pile somewhat shrunken. Clematis

Had wound strings round and round it like a bundle.
What held it though on one side was a tree

Still growing, and on one a stake and prop,
These latter about to fall. I thought that only
Someone who lived in turning to fresh tasks
Could so forget his handiwork on which

He spent himself, the labor of his ax,

And leave it there far from a useful fireplace

To warm the frozen swamp as best it could
With the slow smokeless burning of decay.

Like countless other Frost poems, this one insists upon the soli-
tariness and isolation of the speaker, involved in some sort of
quest or pilgrimage, and the opening lines cannot fail to re-
mind us of

Nel mezzo del cammin di nostra vita
mi ritrovai per una selva oscura
che la diritta via era smarrita.

(When I had journeyed half of our life’s way,
I found myself within a shadowed forest,
for I had lost the path that does not stray.)
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The journey is perilous, over unstable and uncharted terrain,
by one so lonely and uncertain that he talks to himself, as the
lonely do, positing an alter ego, a companion and dialectical
double, with whom to debate the wisdom of going on, and with
whom to join ranks in “we shall see.” The role of Doppel-
ginger is then taken over by the bird, onto which the speaker
projects thoughts, fears, all manner of human attitudes, not
least of them paranoia, which is itself an illness consisting of
projecting baseless feelings upon others. It is an illness from
which Frost himself was not immune, and here he is trying
to make light of it with a jest that has its deeply touching
aspect. That bird is clearly part of his own psyche, and, though
troubled, he is also wise enough to acknowledge this. The bird
may be governed chiefly by fear; the man seems directed
wholly by chance (as are most of us in the main matters of our
lives) and it is chance that brings him to the wood pile. As in
many another Frost poem, like “After Apple Picking,” “Two
Tramps in Mud Time,” or “The Tuft of Flowers,” in which
well and patiently performed manual labor symbolizes the
craft of writing poetry, the wood pile is the symbol once again
of accomplished craftsmanship, a human opus, a body of work,
here inexplicably lost from common sight or practical utility,
a carefully composed effort that has come to nothing. And
what do most of our lives come to after all? Dante, of course,
attained Paradise within his poem, and even worldly immor-
tality by means of it. In this pilgrimage poem the poet, who is
still as lost at the end of the poem as at the beginning, tries to
put a cheerful face on a situation that looked bleak right from
the start, by saying, “I thought that only/Someone who lived
in turning to fresh tasks/Could so forget his handiwork on
which/He spent himself. . . .” But surely we are allowed to
consider the possibility that the speaker is trying to cheer him-
self up, since other possibilities present themselves to explain
the odd abandonment of that wood pile, only the most obvious
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The Pathetic Fallacy

of which is that the man who cut and stacked it has died. And
if his labor decays unnoticed, how much more likely is this to
be the case with the work of poets, whose audiences are not
inclined to be large, whose work is quickly forgotten after
their deaths, if it was ever noticed in their lifetimes, unless
it were to be stumbled upon by some total and unexpected
stranger. The poet composes his world in solitude and anxiety,
for which Frost has here found what Eliot called an “objective
correlative,” and he has done this, as I think, with stunning
success. The poem appeared in 1914, when the poet was by no
means confident he would ever be famous or remembered, and
much inclined to question his entire goal and purpose.

The poet’s digression into paranoia and related psychic
states, the critic’s coinage of “objective correlative,” invite
further inspection. George Steiner has remarked that “the
primary thrust of all libido is towards injection of all realities
into the self . . .” and in Crime and Punishment we are wit-
ness to a dream of Svidrigailov’s in which he cunningly trans-
forms his lust for a child by turning her into a six-year-old
prostitute, and making himself her helpless victim. As for the
strategies of the critic, things have come a long way since the
comparative critical innocence of Mr. Eliot. Here, from an
essay that appeared in the Winter 1983 issue of Daedalus, is
Eugene Goodheart commenting upon and quoting from the
work of Roland Barthes.

For Roland Barthes, the pleasure of the text is in the
making of one’s own text at the expense of another’s.
“Thus begins at the heart of the critical work the dia-
logue of two histories and two subjectivities, the author’s
and the critic’s. But this dialogue is egotistically shifted
toward the present: criticism is not an homage to the
truth of the past or to the truth of ‘others’—it is a con-
struction of the intelligibility of our own time.” In shame-
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Jessly confessing the egotism of the critical act, Barthes
casts doubt upon the objective existence of “others.” . . .
His motive is to make the “other” vulnerable and de-
fenseless, so that he can appropriate the text to his own
purpose: Barthes speaks of the critical act as theft. Inter-
pretation, in this transvalued sense, is not obliged to rep-
resent the text, which is, rather, broken up so that it can
fill the critic’s subjectivity. In declaring “the death of the
author,” Barthes eliminates interference from an author’s
intention. The critical reader’s access to the text is imme-
diate, dominant, and impermanent. The critic’s text is
always provisional, his relationship to the text of the
other in constant change. The critic need be faithful only
to his own changing, desiring subjectivity.

It was not Eliot, of course, but W. K. Wimsatt who long ago
pointed out the dangers of the “intentional fallacy,” i.e., im-
iting the meaning of a text to either what the author thought it
meant (since, as Freud has told us, we can often mean more
than we are aware of) or what the critic posits as the author’s
intention. But it is a giant step, a seven-league stride, from
Wimsatt to Barthes and others of the current French School of
Decomposition so favored these days in certain circles. And so,
by an easy exchange of critic for lover, the modern reader,
paraphrasing Theseus, may conclude that “The lunatic, the
critic and the poet/Are of imagination all compact.” But might
not the reader also assume that however screwy the hiterary
types might be, however lost in their subjective mists, their
solipsisms, their blind self-absorption, at least the scientist, the
physicist, could be appealed to as clear-headed defender of
“Objectivity”’? This would be rash. Listen to Werner Heisen-
berg: “What we observe is not nature itself but nature exposed
to our method of questioning.” So much for Ruskin’s easy dis-
missal of the terms “subjective” and “objective.” But I dare
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not end my lecture in a celebration of chaos and confusion.
And by way of rescuing myself from that peril, I turn with
pleasure to one more poem, this one by Richard Wilbur, and
called, “Advice to a Prophet.”

When you come, as you soon must, to the streets of our city,
Mad-eyed from stating the obvious,

Not proclaiming our fall but begging us

In God’s name to have self-pity,

Spare us all word of the weapons, their force and range,
The long numbers that rocket the mind;

Our slow, unreckoning hearts will be left behind,
Unable to fear what is too strange.

Nor shall you scare us with talk of the death of the race.
How should we dream of this place without us?—

The sun mere fire, the leaves untroubled about us,

A stone look on the stone’s face?

Speak of the world’s own change. Though we cannot
conceive

Of an undreamt thing, we know to our cost

How the dreamt cloud crumbles, the vines are blackened
by frost,

How the view alters. We could believe

If you told us so, that the white-tailed deer will slip
Into perfect shade, grown perfectly shy,

The lark avoid the reaches of our eye,

The jack-pine lose its knuckled grip

On the cold ledge, and every torrent burn

As Xanthus once, its gliding trout

Stunned in a twinkling. What should we be without
The dophin’s arc, the dove’s return,
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These things in which we have seen ourselves and spoken?
Ask us, prophet, how we shall call

Qur natures forth when that live tongue is all

Dispelled, that glass obscured or broken

In which we have said the rose of our love and the clean
Horse of our courage, in which beheld

The singing locust of the soul unshelled,

And all we mean or wish to mean.

Ask us, ask us whether with the worldless rose
Our hearts shall fail us; come demanding
Whether there shall be lofty or long standing
When the bronze annals of the oak-iree close.

My motives in reading that poem here in Washington tonight
are by no means confined to their pertinence to my topic,
thought that pertinence is of a rich and complex kind. In his
reference to Xanthus, another name for the River Scamander,
Wilbur returns me to my beginnings with the Iliad, and in
his beautiful and intricate weavings of the imagery of speech
and sight, his protracted braiding of “These things in which
we have seen ourselves and spoken,” he recapitulates the very
means and methods of the Nineteenth Psalm: “The heavens de-
clare the glory of God; and the firmament showeth his handi-
work. Day unto day uttereth speech, and night unto night
showeth knowledge.” But in addition to all these important
resonances, there is the beautiful and undoubted fact that
metaphor is our mode not merely of expressing ourselves but
of expressing the world, or what we are able to know of it. And
metaphor is not merely the gadget of poets; it is virtually un-
avoidable as an instrument of thought. Here is Ruskin himself
upon the topic.

Will you undertake to convey to another person a per-
fectly distinct idea of any single emotion passing in your
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The Pathetic Fallacy

own heart? You cannot—you cannot fathom it yourself—
you have no actual expression for the simple idea, and are
compelled to have instant recourse to metaphor.

The very act of description is in some degree metaphoric, and
when Socrates tries to say what the Good is, the nearest he can
come is to say that it is like Light. In Wilbur’s rich inter-
twining of voice and image, of sight and sound, he asks,

. . . how shall we call
Our natures forth when that live tongue is all
Dispelled, that glass obscured or broken

In which we have said the rose of our love . . .
. . . in which beheld
The singing locust of the soul. . . .

That glass of Wilbur’s is not only the lens or prism of the
sciences but also the infinitely lavish hall of mirrors, the Ver-
sailles of facets and reflections, in which wherever we look
we see, as we must, unfailingly, some unexpected aspect of
ourselves.
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n W. H. Auden’s

If it form the one landscape that we the inconstant ones
Are consistently homesick for, this is chiefly

Because it dissolves in water. Mark thyse rounded slopes
With their surface fragrance of thyme and beneath

A secret system of caves and conduits; her these springs
That spﬁrt out everywhere with a chuckle

Each filling a private pool for its fish and carw
Its own little ravine whose cliffs entertain

The butterfly and the lizard; examine this region
Of short distances and definite places:

What could be more like Mother or a fitter background
For her son, for the nude young male who lounges

Against a rock displaying his dildo, never doubting xd
That for all his faults he is loved, whose works are bu

Extensions of his power to charm? From weathered outcro

To hill-top temple, from appearing waters to
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A HILL

In Italy, where this sort of thing can occur,

I'had a vision once—though you understand

It was nothing at all like Dante’s, or the visions of saints,
And perhaps not a vision at all. T was with some friends,
Picking my way through a warm sunlit piazza

In the early morning. A clear fretwork of shadows
From huge umbrellas littered the pavement and made
A sort of lucent shallows in which was moored

A small navy of carts. Books, coins, old maps,

Cheap landscapes and ugly religious prints

Were all on sale. The colors and noise

Like the flying hands were gestures of exultation,

So that even the bargaining

Rose to the ear like a voluble godliness.

And then, when it happened, the noises suddenly stopped,
And it got darker; pushcarts and people dissolved

And even the great Farnese Palace itself

Was gone, for all its marble; in its place

Was a hill, mole-colored and bare. It was very cold,
Close to freezing, with a promise of snow

The trees were like old ironwork gathered for scrap
Outside a factory wall. There was no wind,

And the only sound for a while was the little click

Of ice as it broke in the mud under my feet.

I'saw a piece of ribbon snagged on a hedge,

But no other sign of life. And then I heard

What seemed the crack of a rifle. A hunter, I guessed;
At least I was not alone. But just after that

Came the soft and papery crash

Of a great branch somewhere unseen falling to earth.

And that was all, except for the cold and silence
That promised to last forever, like the hill.



Then prices came through, and fingers, and T was restored
To the sunlight and my friends. But for more than a week
I was seared by the plain bitterness of what I had seen.

All this happened about ten years ago,

And it hasn’t troubled me sinee, but at last, t@da/ﬁ

I remembered that hil; it lies just to the left

Of the road nerth of Poughkeepsie; and as a bey

I stood before it for hours in wintertime,




GREEN: AN EPISTLE

This urge, wrestle, resurrection of dry sticks,
Cut stems struggling to put down feet,
What saint strained so much,

) .
Rose on such lopped limbs to a new lfe:
~—THEODORE ROETHKE

I write at last of the one forbidden topic
We, by a truce, have never touc.hed upon:
Resentment, malice, hatred so mwrolught
With moral inhibitions, so at odds with .
The home-movie of yourself as patience, kindness,
And Charlton Heston playing So.crates,
That almost all of us were taken in,
Yourself not least, as to a giant Roxy,
Where the lights dimmed and the famous allegory
Of Good and Evil, clearly identified
By the unshaven surliness of t%le I'Bad Guys,
The virginal meekness of the ingénue,
Seduced us straight into that perfect world
Of Justice under God. Art for the §ake
Of money, glamour, ego, self—decmjc. ‘
When we emerged into the assaulting sunlight,
We had a yen, like bad philosopl’%ers,
To go back to stay forever, there in -the dark '
With the trumpets, horses, and anc1er1t Certitudes .
On which, as we know, this great nation was founded,
Washington crossed the Delaware, and so forth.
And all of us, for an hour or so after,.
Were Humphrey Bogart dating I.ngrld Bergman,
Walking together but incommunicado .
Till subway and homework knocked us out of it.
Yet even then, whatever we returned to
Was not, although we thought it was, the world.

\&)

I'write at last on this topic because I am safe
Here in this grubby little border town
With its one cheap hotel. No one has my address.
The food is bad, the wine is too expensive,
And the local cathedral marred by restorations.
But from my balcony I view the east
For miles and, if T lean, the local sunsets
That bathe a marble duke with what must be
Surely the saddest light I have ever seen.
"The air is thin and cool at this elevation,
And my desk wobbles unless propped with matchbooks.

It began, I suppose, as a color, yellow-green,
The tincture of spring willows, not so much color
As the sensation of color, haze that took shape
As a light scum, a doily of minutiae
On the smooth pool and surface of your mind.
A founding colony, Pilgrim amoebas
Descended from the gaseous flux when Zeus
Tossed down his great original thunderbolt
That flashed in darkness like an electric tree
Or the lit-up veins in an old arthritic hand.

Here is the microscope one had as a child,

The Christmas gift of some forgotten uncle.
Here is the slide with a drop of cider vinegar
As clear as gin, clear as your early mind.

Look down, being most careful not to see
Your own eye in the mirror underneath,
Which will appear, unless your view is right,
As a darkness on the face of the first waters.
When all is silvery and brilliant, look:

The long, thin, darting shapes, the flagellates,
Rat-tailed, ambitious, lash themselves along—
Those humble, floating ones, those simple cells
Content to be borne on whatever tide,
Trustful, the very image of consent—



These are the frail, unlikely origins,

Scarcely perceived, of all you shall become.
Scarcely perceived? But at this early age

(What are you, one or two?) you have no knowledge,
Nor do your folks, nor could the gravest doctors
Suspect that anything was really wrong.

Nor see the pale beginnings, lace endeavors

That with advancing ages shall mature

Into sea lettuce, beard the rocky shore

With a light green of soft and tidal hair.

Whole eras, seemingly without event,
Now scud the glassy pool processionally
Until one day, misty, uncalendared,
As mild and unemphatic as a schwa,
Vascular tissue, conduit filaments
Learn how to feed the outposts of that small
Emerald principate. Now there are roots,
The filmy gills of toadstools, crested fern,
Quillworts, and foxtail mosses, and at last
Snapweed, loment, trilliumn, grass, herb Robert.
How soundlessly, shyly this came about,
One thinks today. But that is not the truth.
It was, from the first, an everlasting war
Conducted, as always, at gigantic cost.
Think of the droughts, the shifts of wind and weather,
The many seeds washed to some salt conclusion
Or brought to rest at last on barren ground.
Think of some inching tendrils worming down
In hope of water, blind and white as death.
Think of the strange mutations life requires.
Only the toughest endured, themselves much altered,
Trained in the cripple’s careful sciences
Of mute accommodation. The survivors
Were all, one way or another, amputees

<y,

Yet, for all that, it clearly was a triumph,
Considering, as one must, what was to come.
And, even by themselves, those fields of clover,
Cattails, marsh bracken, water-lily pads
Stirred by the lightest airs, pliant, submissive—
Who could have called their slow creation rage?

Consider, as one must, what was to come.
Great towering conifers, deciduous,
Rib-vaulted elms, the banyan, oak, and palm,
Sequoia forests of vindictiveness
That also would go down on the death list
And, buried deep beneath alluvial shifts,
Would slowly darken into lakes of coal
And then under exquisite pressure turn
Into the tiny diamonds of pure hate.
The delicate fingers of the clematis
Feeling their way along a face of shale
With all the ingenuity of spite.
The indigestible thistle of revenge.
And your most late accomplishment, the rose.
Until at last, what we might designate
As your Third Day, behold a world of green:
Color of hope, of the Church’s springtide vestments,
The primal wash, heraldic hue of envy.
But in what prelapsarian disguise!
Strangers and those who do not know you well
(Yourself not least) are quickly taken in
By a summery prospect, shades of innocence.
Like that young girl, a sort of chance acquaintance,
Seven or eight she was, on the New York Central,
Who, with a blue-eyed, beatific smile,
Shouted with joy, “Look, Mommy, quick. Look. Daisies!”

Who learned to live with their stumps, like Brueghel’s beggars.

Millions of Sitrange Shadou:

Millions of Strange Shadows



These days, with most of us at a safe distance,

You scarcely know yourself. Whole weeks go by
Without your remembering that enormous effort,
Ages of disappointment, the long ache

Of motives twisted out of recognition,

The doubt and hesitation all,submerged

In those first clear waters, that untroubled pool.
Who could have hoped for this eventual peace?
Moreover, there are moments almost of bliss,

A sort of recompense, in which your mood

Sorts with the peach endowments of late sunlight
On a snowfield or on the breaker’s froth

Or the white steeple of the local church.

Or, like a sunbather, whose lids retain

A greenish, gemmed impression of the sun

In lively, fluctuant geometries,

You sometimes contemplate a single image,
Utterly silent, utterly at rest.

It is of someone, a stranger, quite unknown,

Sitting alone in a foreign-looking room,

Gravely intent at a table propped with matchbooks,

Writing this very poem—about me.

(=
SOMEBODY’S LIFE

I

Cliff-high, sunlit, in the tawny warmth of youth,
He gazed down at the breakneck rocks below,
Entranced by the water’s loose attacks of jade,
The sousing waves, the interminable, blind
Fury of scattered opals, flung tiaras,

Full, hoisted, momentary chandeliers.

He spent most of the morning there alone.

He smoked, recalled some lines of poetry,

Felt himself claimed by such rash opulence:
These were the lofty figures of his soul.

What was it moved him in all that swash and polish?
Against an imperial sky of lupine blue,
Suspended, as it seemed to him, forever,

Blazed a sun-flooded gem of the first water.

II

Blazed, as it seemed, forever. Was this the secret
Gaudery of self-love, or a blood-bidden,
Involuntary homage to the world?

As it happens, he was doomed never to know.
At times in darkened rooms he thought he heard
The soft ruckus of patiently torn paper,

‘The sea’s own noise, the elderly slop and suck
Of hopeless glottals. Once, in a bad dream,

He saw himself stranded on the wet flats,

As limp as kelp, among putrescent crabs.

But to the very finish he remembered

The flash and force, the crests, the heraldry,
‘Those casual epergnes towering up

Like Easter trinkets of the tzarevitch.



That she inhabity, that she has collected
And stuffed like asggrted trophies of the kill.
The shape of flames g almond-like, the shape
Of Egyptian eyes turney sideways, garlic cloves,
CGamel-hair tips of watergglor brushes,
Of waterdrops. The shape yerforms a dance,
A sinuous, erotic wavering,
All inference and instability,
Shimmy and glitter. It is, she sud
The figure redivivus of George Rose)
Arisen, youthful, strong and roseate,
Tiny, of course, pathetically reduced
To pinky size, but performing a lewd dayce
Of Shiva, the rippling muscles of his thig
And abdomen as fluent as a river
Of upward-pouring color; the golden finish
Of Sardanapalus, emphatic rhythms
Of blues and body language, a centrifuge
Of climbing braids that beautifully enlarge,
Thicken and hang pendulous in the air.
Out of these twinings, foldings, envelopings
Of brass and apricot, biceps and groin,
She sees the last thing she will ever see:
The purest red there is, passional red,
Fire-engine red, the red of Valentines,
Of which she is herself the howling center.

enly knows,

STILL LIFE

Sleep-walking vapor, like a visitant ghost,
Hovers above a lake

Of Tennysonian calm just before dawn.

Inverted trees and boulders waver and coast

In polished darkness. Glints of silver break

Among the liquid leafage, and then are gone.

Everything’s doused and diamonded with wet.
A cobweb, woven taut

On bending stanchion frames of tentpole grass,

Sags like a trampoline or firemen’s net

With all the glitter and riches it has caught,

Each drop a paperweight of Steuben glass.

No birdsong yet, no cricket, nor does the trout
Explode in water-scrolls

For a skimming fly. All that is yet to come.

Things are as still and motionless throughout

The universe as ancient Chinese bowls,

And nature is magnificently dumb.

Why does this so much stir me, like a code
Or muffled intimation

Of purposes and preordained events?

It knows me, and I recognize its mode

Of cautionary, spring-tight hesitation,

This silence so impacted and intense.

As in a water-surface I behold

The first, soft, peach decree
Of light, its pale, inaudible commands.
I stand beneath a pine-tree in the cold,
Just before dawn, somewhere in Germany,
A cold, wet Garand rifle in my hands.



E WHIRLIGIG OF TIME

HORACE 1:25

They are fewer these djys, those supple, suntanned boys
Whose pebbles tapped at yqur window, and your door
Swings less and less on its obliging hinges

I won’t last out the night; let me get yay rocks off.

Things have moved right along, and, bghold, it’s you

As the moon goes dark and the mouth of youx old dry. vulva
Rages and hungers, and your worst, most ulcerdys pain

Is knowing those sleek-limbed boys prefer the my:
The darling buds of May, leaving dried leaves

To cluster in unswept corners, fouling doorways.

PROSPECTS

We have set out from here for the sublime

Pastures of summer shade and mountain stream;

I have no doubt we shall arrive on time.

Is all the green of that enamelled prime
A snapshot recollection or a dream?
We have set out from here for the sublime

Without provisions, without one thin dime,
And yet, for all our clumsiness, I deem
It certain that we shall arrive on time.

No guidebook tells you if you’ll have to climb
Or swim. However foolish we may seem,
We have set out from here for the sublime

And must get past the scene of an old crime
Before we falter and run out of steam,
Riddled by doubt that we’ll arrive on time,

Yet even in winter a pale paradigm

Of birdsong utters its obsessive theme.

We have set out from here for the sublime;
I'have no doubt we shall arrive on time.



A CERTAIN SLANT

Etched on the window were barbarous thistles of frost,
Edged everywhere in that tame winter sunlight

With pavé diamonds and fine prickles of ice

Through which a shaft of the late afternoon

Entered our room to entertain the sway

And float of motes, like tiny aqueous lives,

Then glanced off the silver teapot, raising stains

Of snailing gold upcast across the ceiling,

And bathed itself at last in the slop bucket

Where other aqueous lives, equally slow,

Turned in their sad, involuntary courses,

Swiveled in eel-green broth. Who could have known
Of any elsewhere? Even of out-of-doors,

Where the stacked firewood gleamed in drapes of glaze
And blinded the sun itself with jubilant theft,

The smooth cool plunder of celestial fire?

@

SAUL AND DAVID

It was a villainous spirit, snub-nos
Of breath, thick-taloned and mal
That squatted within him wheres:
And possessed the soul of

"Théye was no peace on pillow or -
In dryams the toothless, dwarfed,
Started a joyful rumor that he hac

Unnoticed but Gpd-favored, sturd
ter imagined hi

And by a modal artistry hssemble

The very Sons of Morning, the ran

Heavens in sweet laudation of the I
And make Saul cease to tre;



DESPAIR

Sadness. The moist grey shawls of drifting sea-fog,
Salting scrub pine, drenching the cranberry bogs,
Erasing all but foreground, making a ghost

Of anyone who walks softly away;

And the faint, penitent psalmody of the ocean.

Gloom. It appears among the winter mountains
On rainy days. Or the tiled walls of the subway
In caged and aging light, in the steel scream
And echoing vault of the departing train,

The vacant platform, the yellow destitute silence.

But despair is another matter. Mid-afternoon
Washes the worn bank of a dry arroyo,

Its ocher crevices, unrelieved rusts,

Where a startled lizard pauses, nervous, exposed
To the full glare of relentless marigold sunshine.

&)

JUDITH

took less valor than I'm reputed for.
ince I was a small child I have hated m

Even\the feeblest, in their fantasies,
Triumyh as sexual athletes, putting the s
Squarely between the thighs of some me
While othérs strut like decathlon champ;
Like royal Iyavid hankering after his neig
Dutiful wife. \for myself, I found a husbai
Not very prep ssessing, but very rich,
Neither of us whs interested in children.
In my case, the r, ving hands, the hot tun
Weakened my tasty, for close intimacies.
Ironically, heaven hyd granted me

What others took to e attractive features
And an alluring body\and which for year;
Instinctively I looked upon with shame.
Allmen seemed stupid J, their lecherous,
Self-flattering appetites, Which I found ref
But at last, as fate would Nave it, I found a
To put my curse to practicyl advantage.
It was easy. Holofernes was retty tight;
I'had only to show some clea age and he v



