IMAGESIN THE LABYRINTH:

A READING OF SYMBOL AND ARCHETYPE IN FOUR QUARTETS

by

Wayne Carl Berg, Jr.

A thesis submitted in partia fulfillment
of therequirements for the degree

of

Master of Arts

English

MONTANA STATE UNIVERSITY
Bozeman, Montana

April 2007



© COPYRIGHT
by
Wayne Carl Berg, Jr.
2007

All Rights Reserved



APPROVAL

of athesis submitted by

Wayne Carl Berg, Jr.

Thisthesis has been read by each member of the thesis committee and has been
foundto be satisfactory regarding content, English usage, format, citations bibliographic
style, and consstency, andisready for submssion to the Division of Graduate
Education.

Dr. Michad Sexson

Approved for the Department of English

Dr. LindaKardl

Approved for the Division of Graduate Education

Dr. Carl A. Fox



STATEMENT OF PERMISSION TO USE

In presenting this thesisin partial fulfillment of therequirements for amaster®
degree at Montana State University, | agree tha the Library shdl make it available to
borrowers unde rules of theLibrary.

If I have indicated my intentionto copyrightthis thesis by induding a copyright
notice page, copyingis allowable only for scholarly purposes, consstent with Gair useO
as prescribed in the U.S. Copyright Law. Requests for permission for extended quotation
from or reprodudion of thisthesisin whole or in parts may be granted only by the

copyright holder.

Wayne Carl Berg, Jr.

April 2007



In Memory of Wayne Carl Berg, Sr.

1939 - 2006



TABLE OF CONTENTS
INTRODUGCTION ..ottt e e e e e e e e e e e e et aaaaseeaeseeeee e aaasseeeeeseeneraaaereeeees 1
1. BURNT NORTONOSEDUCTION TO THE UNDERWORLD ...cvveeveeeeeeeeeeeeenn, 3
TIME, OF tNEFAl oo 3
TRETAKING BIrd ..o 8
X T B8 oottt e e e e et ee e et et e e e er e —eeaee————aare—aaaar————————— 10
T D ANCE .ottt e e e e et e e e e e e et e e e e e e e eeeee e et e eeeeenaneeeretaaeeerenaaeaeees 18
DI o1 4 [0 Il 6 )Y = T UUTT OO 22
DAl Of TNEPAILEIN ...ttt ettt e e e e e et e e e e e e e e e eeee e e eeeenaeeeeeenans 25
2. EEAST COKERODARKNESS AT NOON ....coveetiteeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee et eeseeeeeeeseesnans 28
Bull, DUNGaNd DEaLN ..........ccooiiiiie e 28
WhereisS CoONSIOUSNIESS FOUNA 2 .. oieieee et e e eee e e e e ee e e e e e eneeeeenans 34
DA KNS ... ettt e e e e e e e ee e e e eeete_ e eear_——raare——aeara——.———————— 41
3. OHE DRY SALVAGESOA TOLLING BELL .evivtiveeeeeeeeee oot see e 50
RIVEE OF TN et e e e et e e e et et e e e e e e ee e e e e e e et aeseeeetaeeeeennaneeeeenans 50
VAT (< SRR 53
TREAGONYADIAES ...t nbee s 57
T BEID e et e e et e et e e et e e ee et et ——aateeaeet e —————reaaarreen———— 62
The Y Ogaof DEVOLION ......cceiiiiiiiieiie ettt enee e 66
4. QITTLE GIDDINGOA DREAM READING ....ootiuieeeeeeeeeet et e eeeeeee e se e 70
T ettt et e e ee e e et e e eee_—eeeer_———teete_—aeaere—araare—aeara——....————_ 70
T DI BAIM .ottt e e e e e et et e e e e et e e e e eeeet e e e e s ee e e eee e et aeseeeetaeeesnnnaneeeeenans 75
TREUSE Of MEMONY ..ottt snee s 82
THEUNFAMITAr NAIME ... ettt e e e et ee e e e et aeeeeeetaeeeeeenaneeeees 84
The Drawing Of tNISLOVE ......ccoiiiiiie e 85
WORKS CITED .ottt et e e e e e e e e e e e e et eeaeeeeeeeeeee et aaaaeeeeeeeeeenenaaans 88

APPENDIX A: TheSEas0Nd Patlarn ....ccoceeee et e e e e eee e e e e e eeaeeeenns 92



IMAGE

1. The Dryad
2. The Wheel of Fortune
3. Hamlet
4. Last Year at Marienbad
5. Uroboros
6. Paleolithic Cave Art

7. Zero Summer

Vi

LIST OF IMAGES



vii

LIST OF ABBREVIATIONS

Throughoutthis thesis thefollowing abbreviationswill be used to refer to Four Quartets:

(BN) @Burmnt NortonO
(EC) CEast CokaO
(DS) OrheDry SalvagesO

(LG) Qittle Giddingd



viii

ABSTRACT

Since the publication of Four Quartets as acomplete poem in 1944 thequestion
of meaning, of how to undestand the poem, has remained foremog in themind of the
reader. Indghtinto T.S. Eliot8 last major work of prose has run the gamut of interpretive
(and evauative) schools, yet, as perhgposshould bethe case, exact meaning eludes the
critic. Tha thisis a magor work of modenism goes withoutsaying, buttheanaysis of
historicism istied to ong timely dimenson. As areligiouspoan thereverence of itslines
ascendsinto therealms of metaphyscs, but simultaneoudy they lack adogmaandjug as
easily connect thereader to the corporeal, gritty fundaments of life. A rhetorical reading
resonaes with the overt linguistic structures prefigured by Eliot himself, but after itisall
said and donethe experience remains architectural at best.

The pumpos and method of this thesis are interconnected. The attemptis notto
assume or criticize any discipline of anaysis, butrather to QareOfor, or GurateOthe
images tha Eliot has placed in thiswork. Throughthe overlay, themap if youwill, of the
labyrinth, the effort has been made only to suggest tha meaning isamovement, like a
river, developad between the poem and thereader. How or why such arelationship works
isnotthefocus the GocusOif tha istheword to be used, is Smply to cultivate an
awareness of movement, and an awareness of meaning. Jus aswhen we arelog ina
maze we ask Qvha if,Owhat if we were to follow this pah here, where does this thread
take us and how deep?



INTRODUCTION

Thethesisyou are aboutto read is an endeavor to undestand Four Quartets
throughthelensof alabyrinth. However, | cannotsay if | have been talking of alabyrinth
in terms of the poem, or the poam in terms of the labyrinth. As oneof the greatest literary
mindsof thetwentieth century, a plethora of books essays and studies exist exploring
almost every tangible aspect of T.S. Eliot@ writings and life. In terms of publishing and
academics, it at first seems asif thefield has already been settled; wha remainsfor the
indugriousare navigable passageways between concepts, schools, and theories. If the
Quartets were a city, these interconnected corridors would work like the drainage system,
aback dley, or uncharted roadN the byways that do not appear onthe map.

At first | was tempted to feel tha | was (utcheringOthe poem in an anxious
attempt to Qurite somethingGaboutthem, butthen my pogmoden sendbilities kicked in
and | redlized, findly, tha themap has already been torn, shreddedN or that it never
existed at all. Writing thisintrodudion after thefact, | see the GtudyOmore as amotion,
ajoumey initself. Thesparagmos, therending of flesh, is undonethroughthe ceremony
of re-gahering, trying to recongruct something that was log. Of course, Four Quartets,
among other things reveas thefutility of this planin its own language, onits own terms.
| am reminded of that image at thebeginning of The Waste Land, after the garden scene
In the hdlish midg of thedry, rocky waste we are summoned to a shdlow cave or
overhanging rock where we find a Gieap of broken images,Omillionsof fractures and

patitions Qear in a handful of dustQ What fallows in tha great poem is the scrap book



of the soul@journey, the patchwork quilt of oneperson®life, or of many lives, each
stitched together asif in a sad attempt to recondruct some magnificent creature. The
image of Isis starts to play, searching the dark earth for the brilliant remains of he lover
and brother, OsirisN these shewill try to put back together, to remake thegod; as at the
end of The Waste Land, thescript reads (These fragments I have shored against my
ruinsQ Here the hierogamy, the sacred marriage, isincanted. Sometimes when | read this
| envision a giant stabbing GragmentsOinto his flayed body, recondructing himself from
all thebrokenimages.

After aprolongel, intense reading of Four Quartets, | agan feel tha theimages
being explored are not static, are not segregaed by school, theory, opinion or notion;
rather, they arefluid, they bleed into each other, becoming invisible here, visible there,
untl, at thelast, at theend (whichis aso abeginning) we experience for ourselves this

fuson, this sacred marriage, the creation of ametaphor, alivingimage



CHAPTERI

(BURNT NORTONOSEDUCTION TO THE UNDERWORLD

Time, or theFall

Thelabyrinth beginsin the center, it mightbesaid. We (thejoumeyer, thehero
Theseus) start at the center and move outwards From here we becomes log; we enter a
state of confusoningde themeandas where thewalls, if we undestand them as merely
walls, providelittle hep in returning usto the place of vision. Such are the consequences
of exploration withouta guide or withouta thread linking usback to the origin. We have
forgotten something important, and what follows is profoundly smple: We attempt to
remember.

Labyrinth, asit isused here, isintended to beareading, amap tha alows Eliot@
images to be placed in a mythic and podic context of depth. By QiepthOl am referring to
theundeworld as the pog-Jungian psychologist James Hillman expressesit in much of
hiswork, paticularly The Dream and the Underworld, it is a place where images are kept
and encountred by the dreamer as meaningful within the dream (80), butfaded and
bizarre outside of it. Or, as themythologist Joseph Campbdl findsthelabyrinth as tha
place where the hero joumeys (Campbdl 23-25).

Geographically and historically, Burnt NortonCOrefers to an abandonel manor
near Chipping Camden in Gloucestershire, England (Moore 24). Rondd Moore in his
Stanford Hona's Essay reports thét this hous Qlerived its curiousname from afire set by

its owner in Octobe 1741324).



Theprinapd of this poem isthe paradox of time: the ambiguity of time, theloss
of past, theexpectation of thefuture, and the present tense tha pemeates and is perhaps
notime at al. By placing thereading of this text inside the mythical timelessness of the
archetypd labyrinth, the openinglines may present thefirst of any nunmber of
contradictionstha soonbecome repditive in such an exploration.

Time present and time past

Are both perhaps present in time future,
And time future contained in time past.
If all time is eternally present

All time is unredeemable.

Moore® explication searches out Christian philosophical and metaphyscal
influences, yet heis sure to state that what we are presented with is a propostion (26), an
uncertainty indicated by the key words QerhapsOand GfQ The nature of time is obscure;
moments are contained onein the other, or perhaps they are, and ifthey areitisas
Heracleitus suggestsin the epigraph, tha time and direction of the soul are nongnscal
when viewed with arationd mind: upis down, down isupN timeistha river tha we
cannotstep into twice.

Gaetano Cipolla, in hisdodoral dissertation, draws up a convinang argument tha
compaes podic riddles on time and other abgract concepts to the Gordian Knot, the
solution of which will lead the hero to thearcanaof the cosmos theseat of God, and
knowledgeof self (Cipolla82). Asknotted time emerges here and therein Four
Quartets, certain themes make themselves available in thar repetitionsand symbolic

connectionsto less abdract founddions There-cycling of seasond time is oneexample

tha provides structure to theoverall poem aswell asthis critiqueof it: spring-summer for



Bumt Norton,3 summer-autumn for CEast Coker,Oautumn-winter for ry Salvages,O
and winter-spring for QLittle Gidding®

Out of this precept of seasond timethereis aso time asit exists for man, which
mightbe called thetime of the clock. The chronameter works to doaument historical
time, adivison of human events as they are continuousgy and endlessy recorded, without
falter, in amanacs and newspapers. Thechrononeter is also atime in humankind®
experience of the growing and dying bodytha beginswith theinfant and child, proceeds
to full strength of adulthood and findly terminates somewhere in old agewhen the body
and mind have been fully etched by years of wear and tear. The secondtimeis a Qime
not our timeQ(DS ), thetime of the body as a biological entity govaned by the same
rhythms tha drive the seasons thetides, the stars, and the ebb and flow of human
condructions thehoug that is built and burns the bridges and the highways. Findly,
thereisthetime out of time, atime of thedivinethat is observed in moments of
Qudden illuminationO(Boddsen 36; DS 1), anamnesis, or hype-recollection, of the past
in terms of the presentN thisis atime of meaning.

Following theintrodudory meditation ontime in Bumt Norton,Owe are first

distracted by the echo of fodtfalls.

'Boddsen, asdol, findsit difficult to ascribe exact correlative seasonsto the Quartets,
seasons that Eliot suggested himself. | agree with Boddsen® moveto relate seasondity
with the primary elements of earth, water, air, andfireN where (East CokerOis earth
(summer), Orhe Dry SalvagesOis water (autumn), and Quittle GiddingQ's fire (winter)
(32). Burnt NortonOseems to lack a definable element and season, unless, that is, we
take its circularity at face valueand read this not as smply a beginning to the poam, buta
beginning that emerges out of the winter-spring of QLittle Gidding,Othereby fusing the
elements of air andfire, each being contingent upan the other. However, we mug also
keep in mind the biological clock of the human bady: birth, prime, old age and desth.



Footfalls echo in the memory

Down the passage which we did not take

Towards the door we never opened

Into the rose-garden.
Passages not explored and doa's not opened are two of themore conaete allusonsto the
labyrinth theme in the poam. It isfittingtha these lines follow theintrodudory
contemplation ontime, for they cut acrossit in thevehicle of memory and enhance the
ideatha thelabyrinth is ametaphorto tha which connects the present moment back
throughexperience, or back throughliterature, mythology and religion. Therose-garden
isaplace of persond mediation, but also of commund imagery, first the pronounof
“we” summonsthe Gexud fantasyOin the garden of Dante and Beatrice (Moore 28). It is
also the Garden of Eden with “footfalls” bengthefall of man from a state of bliss,
suggesting “we” may also bearealization of thefirst Adam and thefirst Eve. If Burnt
Norton,Oby its accumulation of motifs, avoidsthesystematic classificationsof seasons
and elements into which fall the other quatets, these few garden lines are the summer of
its season. Pushed further back into thedepth of an embryonic-myth stage, it isthewomb
tha containsthe center foundat theend of QLittle Gidding,Oa onenessthat islog upon
the utterance of theword QimeQ the oneness tha shatered into many different images
and tha recedes quickly into twisting, turning, ascending and descending passageways.

Log isthesingle unity of tha timelessfetal postion at the center where meaning

codesced into an ambiguity of all meaning. It isreplaced, now, with the echo of the self,

the hero, the ego tha will continueas atheme andis given aname later in Orhe Dry

SalvagesOas Arjuna thewarrior from the Bhagavad Gitain the Indic tradition. Echoes



and ego are emanaionsfrom themyth of Narcissustha Eliot@ poen will continueto
summon up and shatter.

Movingon, it will be necessary now and then to recap and foresee the narrative of
theactionin thepoan. As atechniqueof andysis| will smply ask a series of leading
questionsin regardsto symbolstha | feel have notbeen (or cannot be) followed deep
enoughto come to a precise enoughanswer. Wha remains should be a conduson of
guestions avagueness as to the precise meaning of theimage butafeeling, at thevery
least, of familiarity.

Up to this point we have contemplated the knot of time, we@e been introduced to
the garden-labyrinth and two characters, probably lovers, who contemplate a dugy bowl
of rose-leaves. Abouttherose-leaves: isthisjug amemory, or an image of time? Why
only rose-leaves and notrose-pdals, or theflowers themselves? Moore chooss not to
interpret thisimage, but suggests the garden, as awhole, is dugy and Qyoneto seed(27).
Boddsen seemsto think tha disturbing the dug is akin to GwakeningGa memory of
former love (Boddsen 43). Thisinterpretationis not obtuse, but provides for the
perception the of unanswerable, which should be sufficient: why would there beleavesin
abow? Are these leaves representative of appendages tha have fallen off of themain
plant, gathered up by someonefor some purpose, maybe an attempt to clean, to putin
order agaden goneleft to gowild?

Burnt Nortonis a deserted country manor tha was visited by Eliot in the summer
of 1934(Moore 24), theyears between WWI and WWI1; and like every untended place

thereis entropy, theinevitable work of naure. Here is a place of time, thedwindling



sandsof time, aperson oberving thisrelationship between dead leaves and the dud tha

has settled.

TheTakingBird

Other echoes
Inhabit the garden. Shall we follow?
Quick, said the bird, find them, find them,

Of romance Northrop Frye writes, Orhe perennially child-like qudity of romance
ismarked by its extraordinarily persistent nogalgia, its search for some kind of
imaginétive golden agein time or spaceQ(Frye 186). Romance, in itsideal form, follows
an agdess hero on her or his adventures toward an epic struggle of dynamically oppo®d
forces. Thisisthehero@joumey in which Frye declares the stages of agon, pathos, and
anagnorisis, or @onflict, OQlesth-struggle,Oand QliscoveryO(187). Thisisthehero®
quest of separation, initiation, and return.

Of themany posic symbols and clues tha inhabit the first movement of Bumt
Norton Othesignificance of thetalking bird is theintrodudion of thereader-hero to the
world of romance. Much like in the Wizard of Oz when Dorothy incants, QVe{e notin
Kansas anymore, TotoOor when Alice follows thetalking rabbit into Wondeland, we
know we have |eft onereality and entered aworld of phantasm and otherly perception. So
too when thelittle bird, the deceptive thrush, orders usto quickly Qind them, find them,O
we have left the untended garden of the @eal Oand entered the dominion of the surreal,

theworld of talking animals. GShall we follow the deception of the Thrush? Into our first

worldO(BN ).



Of animal symbolsin dreams James Hillman uniqudy suggests tha these
creatures, like humens are Qarriers of soulO(Hillman 148). Animals are ourfamiliars,
tha silent, intuitive aspect of our selves tha make uspay attention to the secret dooror
passageway Onto our first worldO(BN 1.20), thejourney, theundeworld, thelabyrinth.

[T]here are many animal ways into theundeworld. We may beled

or chased down by dogsand meet the dog of fear, who bars the

way to going degper. We may bedriven down by the energetic

rapture of hard-riding horsepower; go down throudh theair like a

bird in its many modesN twittering, sailing, divingN a sudden

seizure of the spirit, theimpulse suicide of a quick mental move

(Hillman 149150
Thebird, for theremaining twenty-five lines of Movement |, becomes a spirit guidefor
the hero@timid introdudion into the mandda of the garden@ center. It isthebird tha
findly coxes thereluctant puer, the uninitiated youth, into the next phase of thecyclical
patern. In asense, thebird represents tha carne at the county fair who chides and brags
until we findly pay him for atrip throughthe madhous.

Suddenly, the secret forgotten garden is inhebited by a presence, perhgosanother
form of theearlier echo, perhapsnot we are perplexed by these mysterious ey .
“There they were, dignified, invisible, / Moving without pressure, over the dead leaves”.
Thereisaghogly impression.Isit autumn, for dead |eaves scatter theground,yet theair
is Qiibrant,0an indication to the proximity of winter-spring that we will fully experience
later in Quittle GiddingOThe guide bird now alerts usto Qunheard music hidden in the
shrubbery,” and something called an QyebeamOcrosses next to theroses tha are seen;

symbols not simply noticed, but gazed upon for they Grad the look of flowers that are

looked at.OThis scene of remindsme of that techniquedonein cinematography where the
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same old ruin phases between a blossoming fantasy and wha it was before, the
juxtapostion of old and new, asif the hdludnaory experience threatensto overridewha
we thoughtwas redlity. Thenew world fluxes in and outN we movewith the QheyOin
conort alongthe pathsof the garden to a pool, acircular bowl within abox of cement. In
the @eal Oworld this poolis empty and dry, butin the QyreenOworld, the hewOworld, it
is Qilled with water out of sunlight, Oand themystical flower, thelotos, which isthe same
astheros; or, thereisalotosflower rising up out of water of sunlight

This difficult passage does fedl like either an initiation, adance (if only the
beginning) or both; and thelittle bird does three things first, it commandsusto follow
the echoes, which isthe catalyst to further exploration of the garden; second, it alerts us
to theunherd music that is concealedN music that is closely assodated with the laughier
of children, and the possibility that the source of both are oneand the same; third, the
little bird banishes usfrom the garden and the heart of light We are returned to the

pondeingsof time, theknot, and thejoumey through the labyrinth that awaits.

Axel-tree

In thefirst movement of Burnt NortonOQwe are guided or tricked by thethrush to
the center of therose-garden. Now we are alone The cloudthat broke the sunbeam, and
thudy thephasingin and out of thehistorical log garden and the experience of an
otherworldly paradise, has receded alongwith the symbolic specters. We are left, one
feels, still at the center: QGarlic and sapphires in the mud / Clot the bedded axel treeO

(BN 11).
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Boddsen informs ustha On the Quartets the subdivisionsof a Movement often
deal with the same idearegarded from two different points of view, or expressed in two
different kindsof languayeQ(Boddsen 46). The conceptud relation to thelabyrinth is
tha of aspiral or concentric circles moving outfrom thefocus where, as we continug
theimage and interpretation of wha conditutes the center changes. Wha was once adry
pool has blossomed into a summer tree, here an Quxel-tree,Obut later in OrheDry
SalvagesOit will betrandated as the yew-tree, a pagan and Christian icon of desth and
immortality; in Quittle Gidding Owhen we have come full circle, it will also bethe
timeless yew-tree, and the apple tree full of children?

Like thepoolintheboxe circle, theaxel-treeis a metaphortha should be
approached as a polymorphic creature. On the surface, alongwith therest of thedecaying
gaden, we have come upontheaxel of acar imbedded in themud. The purpos of the
axel isto providea still point onwhich thewheels pivot, moving the vehicle forwards or
backwards Qe still point of the turning worldO(BN 11). Theaxel isthepivot onwhich
spinsthewhedl of fortunethat drivesthe carriage, thevessal of the soul. Thisisthe axis-
mundi, the center, and the bo-tree unde which Buddhaentered thefield of contemplation

to gan enlightenment (Campbdl 33). It isthe Tree of Lifein Eden, andin Chritian

2 We, content at the last / If our temporal reversion nourish / (Not too far from the yew-
tree) / The life of significant soilO(DS V).

“The moment of the rose and the moment of the yew-tree / Are of equal duration” (LG
V).

Ot the source of the longest river / The voice of the hidden waterfall / And the children in
the apple-tree / not known, because not looked for / But heard, half-heard, in the stillness
/ Between two waves of the seaQ(LG V).
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symbolism it isthe Cross and thebody onthe Cross. Of thetree in this aspect Campbdl

writes:

Thetreeisthe World Axis in its wish-fulfilling, fruitful aspectN
the same as tha displayed in Christian homes at the season of the
winter solstice, which isthemoment of therebirth or return of the
sun, ajoyouscusgom inheited from the Germanic paganism [E]
(Campbdl 213)

Image 1. Evelyn de Morgan. The Dryad. 1885
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Image 2. TheVisconti-Sforza Tarot Deck. The Wheel of Fortune. cr. 1440D70.
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In thetrans-subgantial realm thetree is a human body, first because a tree with its
branches pointing to the sky resembles a pe'son with her arms waving in the air; when
thewind blows shedances, perhgposeven sings or whispers hypnotcally. In thewinter,
absent of leafage, we see her skeletal frametha trangorms her branches scraping the
windowpaneinto dead, boney finges.

Greek and Roman myth gives usthedryad, thefemale spirit of thetree. Ovid tells
tha Apollo, struck by Cupid@ arrow, becomes enraptured with thebeautiful virgin
Daphne daughter of theriver god Peneus buttheingant before he satisfies his desire,
Daphneprays to her father for transformationN granted, her delicate arms become the
limbs, and her bodythetrunk of thelaurel tree.

Andyet

Apollo loves her ill; heleansagang

Thetrunk; hefeelsthe heart tha beats beneath

Thenew-made bark; within his arms he clasps

Thebranches asif they were human limbs;

And hislipskissthewood, buttill it shrinks

From his embraceE 3
In Burnt NortonCQthetree is amix of sequentiad metaphors: first a pool of water inddea
circlethat draws our attentionto the Renassance boxed circle design of Vitruvian Man
by LeonadodaVind, in which propottionsof man are consdered universal and central,
artistic and scientific. The Qotos rose, Othefigure we gaze uponrising out of thelighted
pool, has also been interpreted as a bridgebeween the Eastern concepts of enlightenment

and sexud fertility and the Western idea of Qogowhich suggest spiritud and

philosophical salvation (Moore 30-31). Moore® metaphyscal scansion revealsthetree as

3 The Metamorphoses of Ovid 1.505-560
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the Cross and the bodily lyric tha follows as the stages of Christ@ earthly journey of
suffering and salvation (31).

TheWorld Treeisthefilament tha connects the heavensand the earth. Itisthe
commund point where the profane and the sacred merge and are confused with each
other. (At this pant of our labyrinthineinterpretation we have passed the threshold, yet
still we are presented with images of portals and of gaes.) Thetreeisthebody, andthe
bodyis clotted in the mud oozng with garlic and sapphires, its roots twisting and
extending into theundeworld while its appendages brush the heavens

If we connect to themystery religionswe find tha death and resurrection share
lineage with the myth of Venusand Adonis, Eurydice and Orphaus and Osirisand ISis.
Each oneisasine qua non of trandormation: life into desth, death into life. In essence,
thetreeisadaimon, the go-beween, that which is not completely human, butalso not
completely earth, heaven or Hades. If we read thisimage according to what Frye says
abouttheliaison between comedy and romance, wha we are witnessing can also be
expressed as atrangtion from spring into summer, or the lower realm of confusoninto
theuppe world of harmony and light (184) Structurally, this tree mimics the elemental
scheme tha hdpsstructure Four Quartets: theroots are submersed in the mud (themud
left from thewater of thedry pool?), the branches extend into air, and sapphires (thefire
stones) are related to Saturn and Saturndia, thegod of agriculture and festivities of lights
tha mark thereturn of the sun and the death of winter and darkness.

QGarlic and sapphires in the mudOcontinueto explain the labyrinth@ center, the

axis-mundi, and themes of death and rebirth. The gems have been discussed above but
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galicisamagica and mythic plant, atraditiond ward againg evil tha arose fromthe
left footprint of Satan as heleft the Garden. Its purgency is representative, onemight say
archetypd, with the summer feast; it was and is eaten by field workers as an antidote to
thesun@hesat and is consdered a cure-all in folklore. It is astaple of therural and rugtic,
thesailor and traveler. In antiquity the Greeks offered garlic to Hecate at crossroads”
thusbringing togeher the symbol of the axis and theundeworld, for Hecate is closely
assodated with Hermes and doors. Sheis aboonto birth and death, aiding both women
in childbirth and soldiers on the batlefield.> James Hillman findsHecate withoutfamily,
her essence avoidsdirect manipulation in thelife-force realms of marriage, birth, and
agriculture, but extendsinto the purview of ghogs and fear, assodationsof the chthonic
spiritudity of theundeworld (Hillman 42).

Mud isthebonding agent of herbd and mineral, garlic and sapphires. The cement
pool was ona mud, and before that it was the earth itself mixed with water, ash, and
lime. Asacorpord lyric this verse mimics the seasond roundfrom spring to winter.
Spring and summer isthetime of plerosis, of feasting andfilling up, it isthetime of
plenty in which the community QyavanizesOand assures its continuance (Appendix A). If
Chrigtian morality sees garlic as a symbol of gluttony (Moore 31), then theimage of mud
might represent faeces 00z2ng out of the body of the tree, revealing what has been
conumed: thefirestonecure-all, thingsof value, preciousand important, mixing with
earth and undeworld. Hillman states, Qhe discovery tha onehas soiled himself, and the

likeN can beread as undeworld initiationgO(Hillman 184). Shit istaboo, it is at onae

“ http://en.wiki pedia.orgiwiki/Garlic#History
> http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/HecatetGoddess of the crossroads
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loathsome and a necessary fertilizer, acompog that carries the oddfortuneof being
disposable uponitsintrodudioninto existence. If dl timeiseterndly present, al shitis
eterndly present (185), “prima materia,” an immediate and unavoidable fact of
existence. It is aspewingforth, asap in theface of the notiontha Qleanlinessis next to
godinessO(184). As Hecateis aruler of doas and crossroads, so shit marks thelimind
zoneinto Hades and the dwelling of Pluto. It suggests entry into theanus whichiisa
portal to thelabyrinth of theintestines (183 of thetree, thebody. Hillman writes,

We are crossing aborder. Diarrheasignds thedaylight order is at

its @nd OTheold king falls apart and shits like a babyN

decompostion and creation at once: incontinence, humiliation,

ridicule, from Saturn, lord of privies and undewear, to Saturndia.

(184)

We are notin Kansas anymore, nor are we in therundown garden of Burnt
Norton, walking the passages with a secret sweetheart. Thetreeis many things so toois
it asymbol of thelive andtheliving, andthe dead and thedying. It is strong verdant
summer, it isthetattered, bleeding corpus It is a dandang body containing the stories of
war and survival written in scars, which arein turn written in the stars, the memory aides
of myth. We are now thelittle bird, nesting in the branches of atree tha trillswith the
vibrancy of changeand the confluence of meaning, the movement of metaphor.

Thefirst stropheof Movement | condudes with the joumey down throughthe
trunk of thetree into the myth of Venusand Adonss, and the story of eternd return
represented by the patern of theboahoundand boar.

Ascend to summer in the tree
We move above the moving tree

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

Similar to Apollo@lug for Daphne Venus according to Ovid, is accidentally
scratched by her son®@arrow and becomes filled with mad-lovefor the ephebe Adonis, a
boy bom from a myrrh-tree, whose beauty no onecould resist. After the consummation
of ther love Venuspleadswith thefresh youngman to be careful in his exploits.
Certainly his beauty would be no match for the savage beasts of theforest. But Adonisis
himsalf brash and wild, and pays no heed to the goddess® warning. One macabre day
while out huning, AdonisChoundschase a viciousboa out of theforest. Thepig is
enraged.® Adonis only has time for aglancing blow with his spear before theboa is upon
him, garing theboy®@ groin with its razor tusks. Falen, Adonis bleedsto desth. Venusis
struck with grief over theloss of her younglover; shedeclares that each year afeast and
ritud reenactment of his beauty and sufferingwill be performed. And as his blood mixed

with the mud, there she sprinkled scented nectar, and from this conmoctionrose the

anemoneflower, noneother than the color of sapphires.”
TheDance

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

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

® Following theinfluence of theundeworld in this story, Robet Graves has traced the
death of Adonisto eventsinitiated by Persephone who informs Ares tha his lover has
become smitten with a mortal. Overtaken with jealousy, Ares turnshimself into the boa
and savages theyouth in front of thesex goddess (Graves 18).

" Adapted from The Metamorphoses of Ovid X.511-739.
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But neither arrest nor movement.

Commenting onthegenera structure of Four Quartets C.A. Boddsen reveas tha
the second movement of each quatet reverses thethemes of thefirst, anditself is
separated into an initial symbolic lyric and then ameditation uponasimilar theme
(Boddsen 30) Btheconnection at this paint is tha of the axel-tree and its assod ated
mythic, religious and secular metaphors: fertility rites, thetree of life, and the human
body. Theresult producd by this podic techniquecan be compared to initiation and the
following contemplation of tha experience, or thejoumey into our metapha of the
labyrinth and our attempt to trandate what is witnessed into graspable languaye Thetree
is confused between its conaete appearance as an old, forgotten axel and its metaphoiical
power that allows it to extend out and become any number of images. Theeisno
objective redlity tha allows usto say for certainN thetreeis nether flesh, norisit
fleshless. It is condantly changing, never still, yet acquiring a sense of stillness, adance.

Asan initiatory experience thelabyrinth (here the axel-tree) works as what
Jungian scholar Joseph L. Hendeson terms the Gabai ssement du niveau mental O(a
lowering of the mental experience): it is, writes Cipolla, Ganecessary step for the
introdudion of man into the other realities of life [E] so that theworld may more freely
be expeiencedO(Cipolla 29). This statement is written after Gagtano Cipolla quotes from
Hendason®@book The Wisdom of the Serpent:

Theexperience of thelabyrinth, whether as a pictorial design, a
dance, agarden path or a system of corridorsin atemple, aways
has the same psychological effect. It temporarily disturbs
congiousorientationEl myself once followed this maze, owly

walking throughit in and out or following it with my eyes from
beginning to end with thestriking discover tha my mental
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threshold was lowered, not jug throughdizziness, butin such a
way tha when | emerged from out of themaze | could respond
more naturally, more genuindy to the beauty of the great church
beyond?®
In the Quartetsthedancer is us theinitiate-reader, Theseus himself; we are
following those heroes, as Joseph Campbdl mentionad (25), tha have gonebefore.
Scholar Kiroly KerZnyi has stated that Gany serious study of thelabyrinth ought to begin
with the @ance of the Crane@which was enacted aroundan altar congruded out of the
bullsQeft harns where oungmen and women moved fromright to left mimicking with
ther movements the meande's of thelabyrinthQ(Cipolla51).°
Mythically, we are fully engaged in the dance around the may pole, where the
Qtill point, Othepoleitself, is cause and motive of thedance; andif it is a braided dance,
thereversal of the pattern mug befollowed by thedancers holding theribbonslest they
tangle themselves and ruin the hypndic atmosphere. Theeffect isthe breathing pde that
islifefor thedancers and given life by the dancers. Michael Beehler in hisbook7.S.
Eliot, Wallace Stevens, and the Discourse of Difference writes thd it is this difference of
negaion, the Qimbo-imageOout of which the Gtill point,Oand therefore the dance,

manifests (129). Rhetorically, these are Qendve re ationsOtendve Qlifferentiationsd

(130), images, and encountrsthat recall theritud of the dance throughoutthe Quartets.

8 Quoted in Cipolla, 28-29.

° In book X VIII of thelliad (Samud Butler trandation) Homer depicts the crane dance:
(Hereon there danced youths and maidenswhomall would woo, with ther handson one
another'swrists. Themaidenswore robes of lightlinen, and theyouthswell woven shirts
tha were dightly oiled. The girls were crowned with garlands while theyoungmen had
dagge's of gold tha hungby silver badrics; sometimes they would dance deftly inaring
with merry twinkling feet, as it were a potter sitting at hiswork and making tria of his
whesl to see whether it will run, and sometimes they would go al in linewith one
another, and much people was gathered joyousy aboutthe green.O
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From the pages of the pen into myth, Joseph Campbd| relates such negationsto oneof
themany figures of theWorld Navel as the Hindudandng goddess Kali (Campbdl 41), a
dety who, when coupled with Shiva, islike thedance of neither-nor, Smultaneousy
creation, preservation, and destruction. The hero sees Kali as a goddess emerging from
theriver of timeto give birth and nourish an infant, before devouring it with her jaws,
and then descending back into the sacred waters of the Ganges (115)

Thedance is ecstasy, literally standing outside of one® salf. Eliot writes
(Erhebung without motion,OGerman for @.Iplifted.OIf thedanceisaritud itisalso the
recondliation of dream, the power to confronttheawful fact of Kali (time) eating her
own young,or theinevitable journey of the weakening body. Dance mimics the cycle of
the grotesqueimage of the axel-tree, thecircular boarhoundand the boa isrecondled
here in themovement where, by its circular nature, it resolves the horror of the old world,
thewinter, with thereverdi of nourishing spring.

Like mog things perhgps Shakespeare got closest in O\ Winter@ Tale,0a
program tha alowstime, the chorus to knit togeher a play gagpped by an absence of
sixteen years. Agan, we are in theworld of romance when Florizel, our hero, utters these
lines to Perdita, whose name means GhelosQ

When you do dance, | wish you
A wave 0GhQsea, tha youmight ever do

Nothing butthat, movestill, still so,
And own no othe fundion. (IV.iv)
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Descend L ower

Like thedry pool of thefirst movement or themud cloggel axel of some
forgotten vehicle in the second,in Movement 111 our experience now turnsto the descent
into the metro lines where the passenge's adoptthe vacant faces of those who are
between work or home, beween destinations atheme of trandgence that affects, in some
way or another, each of the quatets. There is an image of bits of paper, receiptsand old
tickets, blowing in the QinwholesomeOlungsof the Londontube inbreathed by denizens
of the passageway's that connect the various stops Qdampstead and Clerkenwell,
Campden and PutneyO(BN I11). Thelight benesth the city, perhapsthe unreal city visited
in The Waste Land, isunndural, electric, and hegtless. Oneamog feelsthe
overwhdming cement and steel contraption of a moden world.

Asametaphorfor thedescent into the bdly of thebeast, thethird movement of
@umnt NortonOmight betaken as a further explanation of the dancer@ psychological
state of mind, of the tranamutable axel-tree, and the boxed circle at the center of therose-
garden with its pod of lotos-rose and phantasmagoric reflection of QealityQ Again we
revisit the contemplation of time from the present moment, amoment dimly lighted, not
by the movement of thesun, or by darknessN but by the heart@ ability to perceive.

Theentry into thelabyrinth is here assodated with the via negativa, theway tha
is not. But that which is not worksto reveal the aesthetic beauty of that which is: daylight
does invest Gorm with lucid stillness, Oit is the existence of onethingin contrast to the
nonexistence, or fading relevance, of another. Therotation of night and day is fabled by

the patern of the sun who chases the moon, and the moonwho flees from the sun with
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her hoad of stolen fire. Perhgpsthere is an effort here, in the metro dungen, to
undestand the center of therose-garden in terms of the possibility of no center.
Traditiondly, in architectural and artistic renditions, the labyrinth has been shown with a
center holding amystic rose, afountin, or the Minotaur. It has been avia meditatio, or
postive road of meditation where the mind can rest uponthecertainty tha the path does
lead upward to spiritud awakening. Such an undestanding of labyrinths seems to suggest
an act of faith, perhapsan Qccupation of the saint,Oas Eliot will later writein the
Quartets, referring to those whose mindsrest continudly uponthe Gntersection of time
with the timeless” (DS V). W.H. Matthews, in hisfounddiond study of mazes and
labyrinths writes tha to consder the concept entirely as a system of confuson,asa
Qorturousbranched path designed to bafle or deceiveO(Matthews 2) forgets thepahs
tha have only onedirection. Equdly important isfor themind notto fixate onthe
popubr depiction of Qvalls and hedges,Ofor to do so would leave out the buildingswith
series of inter-joining chambers and secret passageways. Kenneth Branagh® Hamlet
depicts a convoluted Elsinore Castle where the mirrored hdlways work to enhance the
theme of Hamlet@ descent into the chaotic structure of his own mind. Similarly, Alain
ResnasOLast Year at Marienbad presents a sprawling baroquehotel in which two
characters, aman, X, andwoman, A, engagein afragmented convesation aboutwhether
they have met before, last year, at the same place.

We were near some stonefigures on a plinth... aman and awoman

intheclassical style... whose sugpended gestures... seemed to hold

some significance. Y ou asked me who they were. | said | didnt

know. Y ou began to guess, and | said... it could aswell beyou and
... (Last Year at Marienbad).
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Image4. Last Year at Marienbad, Dir. Alain Resnais. Astor Pictures Corporation, 1962.
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Additiondly, Ovid® description of thelabyrinth built to jail themonder isnota
centripetal one DaeddusOcongdructionis of intertwining corridors that Qrick the eye
with many twisting pathstha doubke backN one3 |eft withouta point of referenceO
(Ovid VI111.151-70).

The second stropheof the third movementisacall to “Descend lower, descend
only / Into the world of perpetual solitude.” Such adirection, downward, summonsus
towardsdarkness. Asthe Everyman in amedieval morality play is abandoned by the
Virtues at the moment of his death, so too does the passageinto the undeworld leave
behind such artifacts as property, sense, fancy, and spirit. These are trinkets of the day
world, of amechanism concerned with the “metalled ways / Of time past and time

future.”

Detail of the Pattern

Thefifth and find movement of Burnt NortonOreflects on the philosophical
experiences of theday. Wordsare thetools of thepod, yet to capture the moment that
was experienced they feel somehow inadequae, they Gtrain, / Crack and sometimes
break, under the burden,” tha compromises the Go-existence,Othat feeling of being at
once in and outof time. Thisisthe meaning of words that tzeir meaningisimprecise,
difficult to capture such existential experiences as the confluence of beginning and
ending.

How is oneto record it, hewrites, tha moment of ecstasy? How was it achieved

earlier in therose-garden and then forgotten when we became fully absorbed into the
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time of theclock? A contemporary parale to this sense of loss can befoundin the Pink
Floyd song GComfortably NumbOthat narrates arock star@ exhaustion with fame and his
ingbility to recapture the moment of awe he experienced when hefirst fell in lovewith
musc. Trueto theexperience of the Labyrinth, the songbeginswith a cry of lossand
abandonment (Os anybodyout there?) and continues to create a moment of
digointedness and distance of from the present moment. In this moment of feverish
ddusontheartist recalls:
When | was a child | caughtafleeting glimpse,
Out of thecorner of my eye.
| turned to look butit was gone
| cannotputmy finger onit now.
Thechild is grown, the dream is gone™
Wha abouttha poem youread tha shookyouto the core? Tha moment alone
with the Quartets in an abandonel church, or a hill overlookingthevillage in the
gloaming hour? Or better yet, wha of those wordsyou wrote that seemed to have ther
own vibration?
Thepodry as labyrinth might bedescribed as dipping in and out of time; it
brushes againg thelocal, here or in an England that has never looked so plain. Itisa
masqueof theunreal tha evokes the edgewear road, the every-city. ThePassionisin

literature, always present, as we are present in our time. Writing can attain to thestiliness

inaway tha thejar itself never can.

19 AComfortabley NumbOby Pink Floyd
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Image 4. Floor Labyrinth at Notre Dame Cathedral, Chartres, France. cr. 1200A.D.
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CHAPTER 2

(EAST COKERODARKNESS AT NOON

Bull, Dungand Death

In the space and time presented by thetitle pagethat separates Burnt NortonO
from (East Coker,Othere has been both a displacement of time and place. Thegarden
scenetha laments the endless Gefore and afterOof wasted time has faded. We journey
from the spring of 1935and the ghodly inhabitants of the abandonel manar to the
summer of 1940and Eliot@ ancestral homein East Coker. We may now read the
scarification of the axel-tree like a dark set of auguries, wha was once theimage of a
body can also beinterpreted as the metaphor of a nation experiencing areturn to conflict
in World War 1.

Summer, according to Frye, istheseason of Romance. It isatimefor the
manifestation of contentment when both protagonist and antagonist are in ther prime. In
thisagethepresiding sodal order attemptsto glorify the power of its rule by
appropriating (beautifulOheroes as state idedls, and villains as threats to its future (Frye
186). As acollective genre this season exhibits a psychological element of
Qextraordinarily persistent nogagia,Owhich is used to connest theromantic visionto a
log Qyolden age OThefoodof romanceis hopes and desires, and if there are concealed
sub-plotsin the crafting of this season, they hove beneath theimmediate surface so as
notto interfere with the powerful progression of the adventure being played out on center

stage Frye findstha the hewspaperOis the exemplar of romantic fiction:
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However, no bookcan rival the continuity of the newspaper, and
as soonas romance achieves aliterary form, it tendsto a sequence
of minor adventures leading up to amajor or climactic adventure,
usudly announed from thebeginning, the completion of which
roundsoff the story. (186-87)

Similarly, theroundnes of GEast CokerOmight be described in terms of a cyclical
visud pastiche the picture of inevitable batle already foreshadowed in the mythology of
theboahoundand boa runring an endless circuit that mug eventudly find its way into
the starry night Next we moveto a sequence tha recalls time-lapse cinematography: we
view a panorama of sturdy houses eventudly bresking, pealing, and findly burning, and
then the growth of new trees tha will furnish new buildingsto follow in thetradition of
theold. The hero of this poem is not young but someonewho has already witnessed the
destruction of onewar andis now, in late summer, realizing tha whaever lessonsshould
have been learned were forgotten.

Oneof Northrop Frye@ revolutionary moves was to view the “mythoi, ”
Qtructures of imagery in movement,Oof literature, and ask thecritic to radically re-
consider thar approach to thework as afield of meaning in which we can detect
Qnythopoéc designsOsimilar to the contemplation and perspective oneallows to come
uponhimself when confronted, for example, with absract art (140). Following Frye(
lead, if (East CokerOwere amodernist painting, and if we were to step back from it, we
might see a hill of dark fertile green, fully bloomed flowers in the hueof nightime, and a
splotch of red-orangebarely visible in thedarkness that encroaches over mog of the

canvas. Thegenera fedling of the heo® movement is from aritud danceinto the

chthonic undeworld, and then out again with arenewed perspective. In terms of a body
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andogy, the poam beginswith an image of powerful adulthoodand trangtionsto thelater
years of middle ageN streaks of grey, if youwill. Thiswould bethat limind point of
human existence when it isrealized we are physcally shiftinginto old age, and we start
to question thefabric of our own undestanding, as we realize there is no escapefromthe
decline of aweakening body, and eventud desth.

Thefirst lineof (East CokerOfindstha where onestarts from, there toowill we
return, summoning up thebiblical expulsion, andrevealing theapocalyptic conduson
stated at the very end of the poem: Qn my end is my beginning, Qatrandation onthe
motto hdd by thetragic figure of Mary, Queen of Scots during her imprisonment at
Tutbury Castle: En ma fin est mon comencement (Aurora 40). ThetonethroughoutCEast
CokerOis summer-darkness, and thefirst movement propds this recycling motif of a
hous becoming ashes, jus as Adam is made from dud, and to thedug hereturns

Aswe watch, thecircular theme that was begunin Burmnt NortonO's trand ated
now as a time-shift from the confuson of modenity to an agdess and pagan past. The
moden highways and houss tha have sprung up aroundthe homestead fadeinto the
background,and we emerge uponascenein an open field at midnight, with thewarning
notto approach too close. What we behold, like the Others in thegarden, is a moment
outside of time: on ahill in themiddle of afield there can be heard the soft music of Qe
weak pipe and the little drum,Oand we see the ghast-figures, the dream-figures, of a man
and awoman danang aroundafire in celebration of a wedding sacrament. At first there
islightness to this rhythmN asiif in aforgotten ritual the movementisin a prefigured

patern that indudes thenecessity to jump throughthe flames. But as we continueto
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observe, thetime-shift trandorms gaety into a solemn, hypnotic vision connecting the
significance of awedding and itsimplied fertility to tha of death and earth, where the
rebirth is now agrarian, and wha mug berguvenaed isthefleshy materia of life:

Lifting heavy feet in clumsy shoes,

Earth feet, loam feet, lifted in country mirth

Mirth of those long since under earth

Nourishing the corn.
We watch the secretive scene the actors morphinto earth-giants, thar very feet part of
the groundwhich can be nothing other than the bodies of dead ancestors. At this moment
time is nottime partitioned down to hours, minutes, and seconds butit is a necessary
time. Jug astherhythm, theform, of thedance is cruaal to theexistence of thedancers
and ther ceremony. The ecclesiastical invocation of time meanspaticipaingin the
harvest, the husandry of livestock, and human matingN all thisis part of the dance,
which leadsto thefeast, and ends inevitably submerged in Qlung and death.”

Agan let usphase-shift from theuppe world into the depth of the labyrinth
where this perceived ceremony takes on archetypd significance. Thedance aroundthe
bonfire symbolizes the axis-mundi, and the dance itself is thefollowing of the centripetal
pah downwardstoward the ultimate undeworld. Thevision presented is of the hero and
his guide Theseusbeing led by Ariadneonthe negative joumey tha will findits exit in
death and rebirth. Thefemale entity here, onefeels, istha same presence back at Burnt
Norton, only now, uponthe hill a midnight, the erotic atmospheae is more conaete, more

certain. Sheis aguideinto thedepth, a the pful maidOto a hero Gn search of

congiousessO(L abyrinth 17).
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Some Eliot scholars have mentional thechangein toneand rhythm between lines
36 and 46 of thefirst movement. Thisis the metamorphoss of the significant action,
where a hgppy event becomes theinevitable, malignant face of wha some depth
psychologists term the GGreat MotherQ The spiral towards desth in thisfirst movementis
an invoaation of the Hindugoddess Kali, or the Greek goddess Hekate, thefemale
devouring presence of theundeworld and the Terrible Mother who mus be vanquished
in order tha the hero may take his princess bride, thusensuring the cycle of fertility.

The agrarian presence here also calls attention back to thefertility cults of the
Magna Mater where the coupling of the GeastsOaign with the The Great Bull, the
phdlic prindple of creation, of Qriolent sexudity,Oand guardian of theundeworld (19-
12). Anironic reading of this passage ((he time of the coupling of man and woman / and
that of beastsQ recalls the creation of the Minotaur when Minowife Pasiphae fel in
love and consummated with a beautiful white bull that was suppo®d to have been
sacrificed in honorof Possidon. The progeny of this union was Asterion (whose name
means f the starry skyOor f the sunQ(Graves, Index 383)), the minotaur for whom
Minosordered Deaddusto build thelabyrinth at Crete.

Thehypnotc spiral of (East CokerQl, if we are condderingits relationship in the
literature of rituds and labyrinths is a path to the beginning and end represented by
hierogamy, sacred marriage, andfindly death. Cipolla maintainstha thelabyrinthisa
place of initiation (Labyrinth 28) where the hero emerges trandormed after conqueing
the @onfuson of matriarcha constiousessOand receives the gift of abride, his

supenaura guidethroughthetwists and turns of the passageways.
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Movement | now prepares the hero to meet the Great Father of Movement 11, an
ovewhdming presence of time, philosophy,and wisdomtha mus be overturned by the

hero in order to find his prope place and power inthecyclical dance.

Image5. Jiri Stamfest. Uroboros. 1994.
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Whereis Congiousess Found?

Part of themeaning in (East CokerOfindsits parallel in booksof wisdomand the
lamentation of wisdomN Ecclesiastes, The Book of Job, and the Bhagavad Gita, for
examples. Thefirst stropheof the second movement presents uswith a series of highly
symbolic images that are andogousto the matriarchd confuson of theUrobaos the
image of a snake devouringits own tale, and recalls thesimilar cycle presented in the
corresponding movement of Burnt Norton O

Our hero is now old, butfeels young:OVhat is the late November doing / With the
disturbance of the springQ heisin the November of life@ cycle before adeath foundin
winter, butstill attracted to the QlisturbancesOof youth and springtimeN perhapsthe
sexud desire tha was first suggested in the garden of Burnt Norton@ or maybe
ambition to get into thewar tha has divided continental Europe or a turmoil over the
resulting foolishness of such ventures. Strength and the passionae heat of summer are
agan invoked, butit seemsillusory, for beneath our shoes there are the snowdrops signs
of real ageand physcal limitations Thelate bloom of life blossoms powerful roses, but
like AdonisCanemone thereality of ther vibrancy will beshort lived in theearly
snowstorm tha beckonsapproaching days of bitter cold.

Jug asin the poeam of theaxel-tree, our attentionisraised to thesky and the
zodiac where sun and moon play the game of boahoundand boa, and the scorpion, our
hero, resists theinevitable sundial. Alas, heisleft at night upona hill in themiddle of
November to watch the Leonid shower and comets, symbols of the end of days.

Scorpion fights against the Sun



35

Until the Sun and Moon go down
Comets weep and Leonids fly

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

Themoodhas dramatically shifted fromvisionsof dancers and a movement
downward into thedungand depths of the earth to eyes uponthe heavensand the
pariarchd, masculineimages contained therein. The batle suggested istha of one
agang the Sun, a symbol of masculinity in which the hero himself haslineage A
mythological interpretation of these heavenly bodies tells thetale of Father Sunand
Mother Moonwho follow ther timeless patern to thelast. Agan we have notgonefar
from thetropeof thelabyrinth, for Pasiphae is a moon goddess (Graves 90.1), and Minos
isasonof Zeus Thescorpionhimself isacreature created to torment thegod Orionin
the Greek myths butin Egyptian lore he standsfor thetrickster dety, Set; and his
relation to the spider family might bear representation to a creature of the undeworld,
however hodile.

More historical interpretationsof this passageplace it in atime awar where Qlate
NovemberQis the movers and shakers of internationd politics, and the Qlisturbance of the
springOstandsfor the youth who are drafted to fight and die uponthefailure of
diplomatic relations (ke creatures of the summer heatOare theromantic ideals, taken
fromther conventiond quest and thrown into theconfuson of batle represented by
Gnowdrops,Qagan, theinterference of an old order disturbing the Fryean progression of

traditiond romance. Here we are presented with colors and soundsof béttle, thered flesh

placed into grey combat uniforms; an old teacher (thelate rose) debatinga commission;
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and thundeousbombs and vehicles of destruction. Bodd sen describes this passage as a
Qonfusion of theseasons [E] and a corresponding confuson amongthe congellationgd
(Boddsen 67). Thescorpionis apanful creature of batle, armored and ready to strike
theold world order, urtil findly war leaves theland bumed by fire, andthefind ending
of afrozen waste.

War isthedomain of the Terrible Father, philosophic initsjudification, irrationd
initslaw and wisdom The primary fundion of thesecond part of (East CokerOll seems
geared towardstwo dimensonsof labyrinth thinking. First, there is thelament at the
futility of theecclesiastical wisdomespoused in the first movement; thisis a critiqueof
the masculineruminaionson desth and rebirth tha manifest in acircular patern and tha
worksin adecidedly literary fashion to draw away fromthedirect, existential experience
in order to create theilluson of amapped terrain. An example might bethe pictorial
representationsof mazes foundon church walls (Matthews 56) versusthe actud
experience of traveling throughthe difficult and obscure passages of alife-size creation;
or better yet, the manifestation of confusonin literature tha cannotbedeclared an actud
labyrinth, butis only related viatheintensty of experience.*! The second direction of this
section of the podry isto realize the negaive influence of the Great Father so that
dakness may fall in Movement I11. Jus as thefeminine concepts sucked usdown into a
world of death and dung so too do the masculine symbols of podic form, wisdom, and

knowledgelead ustoward the darkness of the unconscious

! See the experience depicted in (East CokerOl11 where darkness, fear, doubt and
confugon prevail.
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A cluefrom Gaetano Cipolla® Labyrinth: Studies on an Archetype hdpsreved
both forces nowin play. If GEast Coker,Oin its work as both a geographical-historical
location and a movement in podry, to Eliot, may be viewed as an inddeand an outside
(inddeintha it is his ancestral homestead where his ancestors are buried beneath his
feet, and outsidein tha heis an foreigne who has, in actudity, no claim ontheland
besides wha his poery makes of it), then alabyrinth might possess both feminine
(indde) and masculine (outside) characterigtics:
Thelabyrinth is the pefect oxymoron which oppases the chaos of
itstorturousand dark corridors to the geometric precision of its
externd forms; in theprecision of its externd order it embraces
being, form and thetendency to become fixed; in itsinternd
confugon, it embraces the congant becoming, the uninterrupted
flowing of life. (Labyrinth 120)

In essence, we have moved away from theencounter with thefemininefaces of flesh,

dance, fertility, and death in order to deal with theexternd, masculine faces and the

philosophical undestanding of the podry.

At thisjundure Eliotisworkingin aliterary convention that callsinto question
time-honoed traditionsof received knowedge Oneisreminded of theteacher in
Ecclesiastes who after unavering the arcanaof the universe findstha wisdomcan be
vexation and a propdlant of folly, and knowledgeis a source of sorrow and suffering.
Similarly, in the Book of Job we are presented with a hero who declares wisdomto be
ephemeral and ultimately God@® theodicy. For thereader of Job, wisdomloosesits grip

onreaity whenit is consdered tha the prime dety inflicted suffering because of awager

with Satan, a trickster god. This same irony findsits way into Eliot@ wordswhen we see
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that all theknowledgeof the great teachersisinsubgantial when putin context to the
ultimate spira towardstheundeworld and darkness:
Had they deceived us

Or deceived themselves, the quite-voiced elders,

Bequeathing us merely a receipt for deceit?

The serenity only a deliberate hebetude,

The wisdom only the knowledge of dead secrets

Useless in the darkness into which they peered

Or from which they turned their eyes.
This darkness isimpending degth, and thedeceit spoken of isnotan intentiond motive,
butrather theimpossibility of knowing anything aboutthe undiscovered county. Unlike
therepdition of thefeminine aspect in thefirst movement, masculine philosophyin this
excerpt is powerlessin theface of oblivion. Andwith that theattention returnsto the
theme of thepattern, where undestanding it is miseading if, indeed, Qhe pattern is new
in every momentO(EC ).

In the Bhagavad Gita of Hindumythology, the hero Arjuna by thewhedl of fate,
findshimself uponthe Gield of righteousess, the Kuru fieldOfacing his kinsman@ army
(Gita29;1, 1). Asthehornsof war bdlow and the chariots begin charging towardseach
other, Arjunasuddenly becomes aware of theimmanent darkness. Fear seizes his heart
and he pleadswith his charioteer, the great godKrishnag to hdt the action. Krishnagrants
thisrequest, and all becomes still: with thearmies on either side, the prince and thegod
take up postion at the center of thebatlefield.

Arjunaturnshis gaze uponthe mighty warriors he has persondly known: kings

teachers, archers, kinamen. Seeing al these relations before him, moments away from

death, the prince becomes|og in aconfuson of emotion and doubt heis paralyzed:
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Seeing my own kinamen, O Krishng arrayed

Andwishingto fight,

My limbscollapse, my mouth dries up, thereis

Tremblingin my bodyand my har standson end;

(Thebow) Gandiva dipsfrom my hand and my

skin aso isbuming; | am not able to stand still, my

mindiswhirling. (Gita32;1, 28-30)
Whereisthewisdom, heasks, in bringing arms againg family members? Whereisthe
honorin death, thedharma of fratricide? What remainsafter all this? Such isthe
psychological dispostion of those who are log in darkness, finding no comfort in
knowledgeor wisdomof any sort. This darkness, as we approach theend of (East CokerO
[, conjures asimilar situation:

In the middle, not only in the middle of the ways

But all the way, in a dark wood, in a bramble,

On the edge of a grimpen, where is no secure foothold,

And menaced by monsters, fancy lights,

Risking enchantment.
Theimageheeistha of afoggybog adeep passagetha has no certain exit, and more
than likely is theplace of your desth. At this moment the heroOof the Quartets calls out,
o not let me hear / Of the wisdom of old men, but rather of their folly, / Their fear of
fear and frenzy, their fear of possession, Of belonging to another, or to others, or to GodO
(EC I1). In theface of such adversity the only wisdomis thewisdomof Job andthe
teacher of Ecclesiastes, which is Qhe wisdom of humility: humility is endlessO(EC I1).
Humility is nether masculinenorfeminine butthe find realization of the cycle of life
and death, tha thedirection of the consciousmind is towardsthe unconsious and

inevitably theundeworld:

The houses are all gone under the sea.
The dancers are all gone under the hill.
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What takes place on thefield of Kuru, which, like Eliot@ grimpen, isthe
batlefield of themind, is oneof thegreat revelations of religiousliterature. Krishna the
archetypd teacher, guides his student throughthelabyrinth of the Vedic texts: The Yoga
of Knowledge, which is the sacrifice of knowledge(Gita58;1V, 33); The Yoga of
Renunciation of Action, which is detachment fromthefruits of action (62;V, 12); The
Yoga of Meditation, which isthe calming and freeing of self (69; V1, 28); The Yoga of
Wisdom and Understanding, which iSthEC@ight—fOld [lower] naure: earth, water, fire,
wind, ether, mind, intellect and salf-congiousess,Othe divine® thighe-naureOis the
Qife-soulOwhich sugainsthe earth (72-73; VII, 1-12); The Yoga of the Imperishable
Brahman, which isthe concentration of themind on God at the moment of death (77;
VI, 5); The Yoga of Sovereign Knowledge and Mystery, which istha thegodin his
Qunmenifest formOpearvades al things(82;1X, 4); The Yoga of Manifestation, which is
tha Godisthebeginning, the middle and theend (90; X, 20); The Yoga of the Vision of
the Universal Form, which istha God isthemoving and unmoving world (100; X1, 43);
The Yoga of Devotion, which istha those who attempt the path are dear to God (104;
X1, 10); The Yoga of the Distinction Between the Field and the Knower of the Field,
which isthat thefield isthe Self and the Knower isalso the Self (110; X111, 24-26); The
Yoga of the Distinction of the Three Gunas, which istha thereistranscendence of the
attachments to knowledge greed and negligence (115; X1V, 26);, The Yoga of the
Highest Spirit, which istha God istheimperishable pegpd tree tha permeates theworld,
and heistheway of noreturn (11718; XV, 1-3); The Yoga of the Distinction Between

the Divine and Demoniac Endowments, which isthat thedivine has aready been
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articulated, and tha thedemoniac isdesire, ange and greed (122; XVI, 6-19); The Yoga
of the Threefold Division of Faith, which isthat faith isliberation, action, and
congiousness (128; XVII, 21-27), The Yoga of Freedom by Renunciation, which istha

freedomistheway of abandonment and devotionto God (130; XVI11l, 2).

Darkness

It is assumed by researches that the ur-labyrinthswere probably cavesin which
our Paleolithic ancestors dwelled and ceremonialized ther daly lives (Labyrinths 26).
Caves are naural, lasting structures agang thechangeand eroson foundin the
abovegroundworld. Where el se except in the depths of Lasceaux or Altamira were they
to find a canvas shdtered from theincessant seasons? Caves are where we once found
magic, practiced sacred marriages, and buried thedead (26). These labyrinths literally
Qydleries of stoned(26), are wombs of the earth, and spaces of thefemale prindpd
called Groni,Othe barder that is crossed in order to @etum into the body of the Earth
Mother®(27). And continuousfor all such depthsis the prevailing darkness.

Thedarkest | have ever experienced was deegp in the passageways of the Lewis &
Clark cavernsoutside of Three Forks, Montana A State Guide Book, commissioned by
the Federal Writers Project of 1939describes the ascent to the natural mouth of the
cavernsas an arduouseffort only accomplishable with theuse of arope Fromthere the
descent follows a path of hundeds of unaure stepsto reach an initiatory Large Chamber
carved from the bedrock throughmillionsof years of surface water Geeping down the

bedding planes of the Madison limestoneOThewalls are of atranducent rock Qhat
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Image 6. Paleolithic Cave Art, Lasceaux, France.
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variesin color from pure white to deep amber.OWha can only bedescribed as a
QoumeyOtakes the explorer downward througha number of vaulted chambers, and
findly to the GCathedral RoomO

Fromitsledged floor great spires rise toward the domed ceiling, in
sepia hues and lighter shades of brown. Beyondand bdow isthe
Brown Waterfall. Fromarocky ledgeabovethefloor a cascade of
rock seems to spill down the chamber wall like a plunging brown
river. A roughcorridor known as Hell's Highway is traveled with
theaid of ropes and leadsinto the Organ Room The stillness of
thisroom, with its mass of pipe-like columns faintly golden,
gleaming amber, and rich brown, isimpressive. The columnsgive
off musca soundswhen struck with pieces of broken rock, as do
many of the stalactites and stalagmites in other chambers. The
smaller corridors and chambers vary in formation and coloring.
Thewalls of some are intricately filigreed, others seem hungwith
draperies of weird patern. At oneplace a Coffin is surmounied by
astalagmite candle; theLion'sDen, endosed by joined tites and
"mites," is strewn with pieces of fallen stalactites that suggest the
bones of victims. *2

At onepoint the guidewill shut off thelights and you redlize tha you are blind.

Y ou see nothing except blackness. The moment of void lasts abouta minute, and then by
whatever trick of theretinas suffering for any breath of light, you begin to see colorful
blotches. | experienced adeep circular emerad tha dimmed to violet and then adak
grey. In atotal absence of sightthe colors are not boundto a second dimenson; they
swarm aboutyou and cross through your body. After afew more moments your eyes
begin to bdieve they are dead, the mind@ defenseis to resort to what might becalled
(phobgraphic memoryOand imaginaion. Y ou begin to think tha someonehas turned on

alight, and you can GeeOevery detail of the cave® twisting faces bom out of the tortured

2 hitp//www.mtlinks com/Parks/lewis_dark_cavernglewis dark_cavernshtm
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earthEa nd then that recent memory, like the splotches of colors, passes and you see
familiar faces tha you have kept so very close to you, and you see memories like you
have never seen before. For me it was alongdudy road of my childhood,the buildings
and streets of Bozeman, and then dark combinaionsof places| could not name, perhgps
because they never existed, or only existed in the darkness tha fuses imageto image

Then the guideflicks the switch and you are resurrected into a world of electric
light, and thetour continues with jibes of wit on how the agdess rocks have grown to
resemble celebrities and dead presidents. GGo, said the bird, humankind cannot bear very
much reality” (BN I).

However each of uscomesto undestand darkness, it shares sanguinity with the
way we undestand degth. It isits own languaye and logos. Hamlet ironically revealsit in
aplay tha findsits actionin the representation of the afterlife: Oro beor not to bee, O
should we live with the great suffering of life, or should we seek the Qundiscover@
countyOof which we know nathing, Gromwhosge boum no traveler returnsO(Hamlet
11.i)?

O dark dark dark. They all go into the dark

Thislinebdongsto Prospero who wovethevision of life enwombed in darkness,
it bdongsto Beckett@ Vladimir and Estragon, to Job, to Arjuna, or to any character that
has seen thetrueform of God and lived to tell thetale. We knowfrom ourreligionsand
mythsthegreat risk of theophany is death. Eliot conjures this theme from themoden
tubes beneath London:

Or as, when an underground train, in the tube, stops too
Long between stations
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And the conversation rises and slowly fades into silence

And you see behind every face the mental emptiness
Deepen

Leaving on the growing terror of nothing to think about;

Or when, under ether, the mind is conscious but conscious
Of nothing—

Aswe go unde thecity we descend into theuncoonscious Like thedancerswe are
now beneath the hill, beneath any rite of fertility and initiation. Like thehouss we are
now beneath the water of destruction and thewater of rgyuvenation. Theimageworked
backwardsfromline109to 101 of Movement I11 presents avisud of the great era of
econorrics vanishing into the void. The secular world of modenism@ shalow
congiousess follows the path into which al thingsfall. And after these have gonewe
see theempty gadaxies also vanishing. Darknessisthe great equdizer.

So we return to Arjunaand his psychological battle at the frozen moment between
two warring armies when he beholdsthe Yoga of the Vision of the Universal Form from
his teacher Krishna At this moment in the Quartets and in the Gitawe are agan at the
center, the Gniddle of the way,Oin the cavern, Qheintermediary space between heaven
and hdlO(L abyrinths 26), between life and desth, stalled in the subways of London,and
hdfway throughtheteachingsof agreat master. Believing that the path to freedomis
indeed what the god has declared, Arjunaasks to see theface of thedivineasit truly is.
Thegreat Krishnaagrees, buton onecondition: GEt hou cangt not see Me with thineown
eye. | givethee adivineeye. Behold, My divineyogaO(Gita 95; X1, 8). In essence,
Krishnamud blind Arjunaso tha hemay see without the interference of his physcal,

morta naure. At this moment we are timeless, for the consiousess of the chrononeter

cannotwithsand thetime of God, Qime not our time,Owrites Eliot. Thisisthevision of
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theKabdistic Aleph, the point Jorge Luis Borges described tha containsall points, even
thepoint that is ourselves, so tha like an omniscient mirror we see ourselves in context to
everything, and everything in context to the darkness.

The Gita describes in awesome detail thewonde tha Arjunabeholds avision of
infinite radiance. Theface of God has many eyes and many mouths it isafacethd is
Qurned everywhere,Oradiating with the Qight of athousaind sunOsprungforth
Qimultaneoudy in the skyO(95; X1, 12). It isthegodtha containsall gods

| see Thee, with many arms, stomachs, mouths

and eyes. Everywhereinfinitein form; | see noend

nor middle nor beginning of Thee, O Lord of al,

O universa form! (96; X1, 16)

Seeing Thy mouths terrible with tusks, like

time@ devouringfire, | know notthedirections

of thesky and| find no security. Have mercy, O

Lord of gods Abodeof theworld! (97; X1, 25)

Swallowing all theworldsfrom every side Thou

lickest them up with Thy flaming mouths Thy

fierce raysfill thewhole world with radiance and

scorch it, O Vishnu! (98; XI, 30)
Are we witnessing thevortex of darkness, the comprehenson of time flowinginto the
timeless moment tha is the cycle of death and rebirth, the cycle to which all succumb, be
they military leaders, great warriors, wise men, petty contractors, patronsof the arts, the
dancers at East Coker, or theempty gdaxies themsaelves? Wha are you?Arjunabegs of
God, and godresponds

Time am |, theworld destroyer, matured,

come forth to subduetheworlds here. Even with-

outthee, al thewarriors arrayed in the opposng
armies shdl ceaseto be (98, XI, 32
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In depth psychological terms this description is thedownward spiral into Tartaros,
Hades, theunmngious or desth. What T.S. Eliot conjuresin this vein is a description of
physcal and psychological rigor mortis. As we perceive ourselves dandng alongthe
corridors degp into the bowels of thelabyrinth, so Arjunasees himself didinginto the
devouring mouth of God. The battle does not matter, there will beno burial rites, Gor
there is no one to buryO(EC 111) as we are pulled helplessly towards this winter non-
existence. If thisisaromance, this moment is a battle with thedragon (Frye 184), or the
undeworld®@ version of themountin top epiphany (203) We have escaped the grasp of
themalignant parents and entered the degpest chamber of Armageddon.The path to this
place, to theholy of holies, isthe pah of the Gita and the mystic St. Juan dela Cruz, the
via negitivia. Thisway provides no ecstasy; it isthe way of ignaance, bewilderment,
confugon, dispossession, and noneistence. This face of daknessisthedevouringface
of Krishna

Hillman describes this type of darkness as Zeus-chthonios, OThe black, umbric
aspect of thegodof light. Not thefertility darkness of the Great Mother (Ge), northe
absent, usaless darkness of the Father@ philosophy, but the darkness of the pit at the
beginning, where out of the Brood of NightOarose the distinat and luminousgodssuch
as Eros (Hillman 33) whose dominion of loveandfire can only exist in darkness. Thisis
theinvisible shadowworld that QoudchesOall points at onae; it is the Freudian Qlesth
driveOof Thanatos (30). Mog important, it is theendlessness characterized in the

languaye of Four Quartets; it isareturn to thefragment tha findsHeraclitusdescribing
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thedomain of the soul as depthless. This darkness of Hades is the purpo<e of the soul,
and Gill psychic events have a Hades aspectO(30).

Four Quartets describes this as the Qlarkness of GodO

As, in a theater,
The lights are extinguished, for the scene to be changed
With a hollow rumble of wings, with a movement of dark-
ness on darkness

Hillman undestandsthis as theinvisible world tha toudches useverywhere throughour
own languaye, for undeworld is psyche (46). It ispat and parcel of our redlity, thoughto
encountr it requires an experience of unreality, an experience of tha which we are not,
to return to theverse of negaive theology. It is the Hades-Hermes (uncmonstiousas
Trickster) manipulation of wordsthat Eliot laments as brittle, fragile forms of
communication. Almog as if in the breaking down of our effort, initsfailure, thereisa
victory.

Wha do we know of God and our dream-like existence outside of
communication?From the grotto to the theater, theexperience of theundeworld and tha
Other face of thedivineis enacted. And we know God just aswe know Qhat the hills and
trees, the distant / panorama / And the bold imposing facade are all being rolled away—O
Or asin The Tempest, which is a'so a metaphor of the soul, thegreat stage director
Progpero weaves a drama of Ceres and Junothat evaporates, like spirits, into the night
Shakespeare gives usthe stage direction: (Enter certain Reapers, properly habited. They
Jjoin with the Nymphs in a graceful dance,; towards the end whereof Prospero starts

suddenly and speaks; after which, to a strange hollow, and confused noise, they heavenly

vanish” (1V.1.139-143) Like Krishng who mug repeat the same yogain seventeen
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different forms, or Eliot who has repeated the same directionsseveral times by now,
Progpero@ next words connet the younglovers, the students, Ferdinand and Mirandato
theaborted play, a changein scene, and afigment of theimagination.

Youdolook my son,inamoved sort,

Asif youwere dismayed: be cheerful, sir.

Our revels now are ended. These our actors,
As| foretold you, were all spiritsand

Are melted into thin air;

And, like the baseless fabric of thisvision,
The cloud-capped tow@s, thegorgeouspadaces
The solemn temples, thegreat globeitsalf,

Y eq, all which it inheit, shdl dissolve,

And, likethisinsubgantial pageant faded,
Leave notarack behind. We are such stuff
Asdreams are madeon, and our little life
Isroundel with adeep. Sir, | am vexed.

Bear with my weakness: my old brainis troubled.
Be not disturbed with my infirmity.

If you bepleased, retire into my cell

Andthere repose. A turn or two 1@ walk

To still my beating mind. (1V.i.146-163)

If we could read Shakespeare@ poeam into the darkness of this movement in the
Quartets, or thedarkness that Arjunamud fedl after watching theworld dissolve, we
might undestand these actors for what they are, and the darkness for what it might
suggest: o the darkness shall be the light, and the stillness the / dancingOQ(EC Il1).
When Prospero departs from his daughter and Ferdinand, mighthe hear and see wha we
see when we emergefromtha harrowing subway experience and realize tha our endis,
indeed, our beginning. To hear, and to see:

Whisper of running streams, and winter lighting.
The wild thyme unseen and the wild strawberry,
The laughter in the garden, echoed ecstasy

Not lost, but requiring, pointing to the agony
Of death and birth.
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CHAPTER 3

O'HE DRY SALVAGESOA TOLLING BELL

To step back and ook at the entire movement of the Four Quartets would be
similar to looking down on a labyrinth of concentric circles where each ring away from
the center encompasses the same message butin differing variations or levels of
intengty. If theinitial phydca experience of thelabyrinth was a descent into the cave,
then thearchetypd image provided to theimaginaion might besimilar to dropgng a
stoneinto a gtill pondand watching the circles caused by the displacement of mass spread
outuntil they lap againg theshore. Inded, every ring is an essence of the stoneat the
center, now hidden somewhere beneath the uncnstiouswaters. To arrive at the stoneis
impossible, for it was the beginning that isnow gone however, remainingisthe
undestanding that the each wave is amanifestation of that same initial event, not therO

butis.

River of Time

Uponreading Orhe Dry SalvagesQin juxtapostion to Burnt NortonCQand (East
CokerOthefedlingis similar to having traveled far away from the earthy seasonsof
spring and summer previoudy created. Thejourney has been from a deserted garden into
theundegroundof London,back upto thelate summer day into theevening at the
ancestral home, then back down into darkness. Now we seem to have emerged in thefirst

movement, to aworld of water beginning with ariver and ending in the chaosof an
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ocean. Y et, we are nofarther than when began, for it is becoming clear in thinking
padld to theories of labyrinths tha Eliot& poem does not stray into thewinding
corridors, butis anchored at the center, or isinvested with a spirit of centers. Andif the
center fades and we lose ourway it is only because it has been temporarily concealed,
until the next timeless moment. The center, like the ocean in Orhe Dry Salvages,Oisall
aroundus we have only managed to crest another wave, similar in purpose, differentin
intengty, butencompassing, all togeher, the middle.

The extreme margin of reality tha was approached in the middle way of (East
CokerQOis broughteven closer now (Kearns 245, and is expanded into thelanguayeand
metaphor of water. The dry pool at of the garden has become Earth®@ ocean, and the axel -
tree is now the Gank ailanthus, Othetree of heaven (Boddsen 86). In finishing thelast
poem, Eliot wrote tha old men should become explorers, not of the (Here and thereOof
geography, but into thedepth of themind, a calling to thedeep, Quast waters / Of the
petrel and the porpoiseO(EC V) In answer to this call we now are standing on a bridge
ovelooking ataciturn river, beit the Mississippi, the Ganges, or the Thames.

I do no know much about gods, but I think that the river
Is a strong brown god—sullen, untamed and intractable,
Patient to some degree, at first recognized as a frontier,
Useful, untrustworthy, as a conveyor of commerce,
Then only a problem confronting the builder of bridges.

We mug also remember tha we are Arjunathewarrior, and we are still in the
company of Krishna What is assembled here is the progression of themind of man asiit

moves from theanimistic past and its conagern with the spirit of water (Boddsen 84)

throughthe ages of technology until theonly experience of theriver istha it can easily
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be crossed with barely a secondthought In speaking of rivers we are also speaking of
gods and in speaking of godswe are speaking of the mind; amind tha cannotbe tamed
which is similar to the spring and summer in the garden where metaphoris alwaysin
bloom Now, if there are dreams and nightmares, it is given over to the psychologist, the
builder of bridges, whos job it isto take away the problems of theunomongiousand the
tumultuousfloodsof theundeworld. Eliot calls usto acknowledgethe consious
forgetting of thepsyche, for it isthere, hidden, just astheriver isthere Keeping his
seasons and rages, destroyer, reminder / Of what men choose to forgetQ(DSI).

Steffan Berggen makes an interesting suggestion tha theriver with al itsrages
and moments of quite is symbolic of man himself (Bergden 220), perhagpsit istha our
experience of theworld is indicative of the path or the GvayOthe snakelike body of water
follows to theencompassing mass into which it spills. Theriver as agod, as a geological
formation, or apsychic fundion, isthee at every seasond moment:

His rhythm was present in the nursery bedroom,

In the rank ailanthus of the April dooryard,

In the smell of grapes on the autumn table,

And the evening circle in the winter gaslight.
Boddsen, aswell, thinksthat thisriver of timeis the time of man, where thefutureisthe
upgream source, and thepast is the direction towardsthe humongouschuming mass,
while the point at which we perceive theflowing waters is the owO(Boddsen 83). The
ocean isinevitable for us it surroundsthe Gcene of our existenceO(83) just asthe
darkness of godis thegreat mouth into which Arjunaperceives all formationsflowing.

And so Eliot reversestha vison, and indead the depths spits up its creative treasures

onto the beaches that signify the borderland between the congiousand uncon<ious
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The starfish, the horseshoe crab, the whale’s backbone;
The pools where it offers to our curiosity

The more delicate algae and the sea anemone.

It tosses up our losses, the torn seine,

The shattered lobsterpot, the broken oar

And the gear of foreign dead men.

These are only a sampling of themany Qeods and many voices,Qapartia list of the list
tha encompasses everything. Arjuna of course, isnot present, nor is Job, to describethe
epiphany; there is only the personification of the waters, the howl and yelp, the breakers,
the smash agang therocks, and thewailing of thelighthous indicating the shoreline of
congiousthought And lastly, in this movement, before thefind bdl, we are presented
with theimage of Qunxious worried women / Lying awake, calculating the futureN
agan, creation, thefemale entity that recalls Pendopewaiting for los Odysseusto return.
To stave off suitors we remember that every day sheweaves thethreads of thefuned
shroud, and will notwed until it iscomplete. But every night she unweaves, unwinds and
unravels her work, andit isin thistime, this extended moment that we are given the
adventures, the stories. So too should we remembea Scheherazade whose own narratives
forestalled her execution, indeed, eliminated it. Ever so briefly now, in subtie language,

we see generative power of the creative will. The past is only astory, thefutureis

nothing. Time has stoppel, Qind time is never endingO(DS|).

Water

According to thediagram of seasond paterns(Appendix A) autumn isthetime of
Onortification,OQslymbolizing [a] state of sugpended animation which ensues at theend

of theyear.O Its season is autumn-winter andits literary archetypeis an elegy or carpe



54

diem. Here we find theking dead, QAll flesh is grass,O(Isaiah 40; 1 Peter 1:24; Appendix
A). Here we are Hamlet, psychologically crazed (or so it might seem), the playwright
ateringthelines of some Italian dramainto The Mousetrap suggesting tha the goodking
isin theundeworld, mugy, and feeding the grass (Hamlet 111.ii.337) (Bomethingis
rotten in the state of DenmarkQ Astheprince is pulled towardsinevitable tragedy, so
does the movement of Orhe Dry SalvagesOflow towards Gthaos and dissolutionO
(Appendix A) inthe sea.

Thecall to adventure at the end of (East CokerOwas a call to depth. Our
experience of God® darkness in thetubewas purgation, and as we exited we felt empty.
Orhe Dry SalvagesOcould be consdered a degper exploration of the psychological after
effects of tha theophany. Our bodes, if notour minds are now old. We have
encountered and accepted sickness (EC 1V), our Ghabby equipment always
deterioratingO(EC V), and we have redized tha al-and-all we@e notgonevery far, not
far at al, fromwhere we started. A fact of modernity istha thephyscal bodyis
imprisoned within therealms of empirical existence, butthe mind can detect the paterns
of darkness. Now we turn inward; the centering labyrinth dissolves into the de-centering
maze. It does not matter where and when we are, jud tha we are, and tha our direction
should be downward to the Qld stones that cannot be decipheredO(EC V).

| will have little reserve stating that Qvittle Gidding,Othe last quatet, is adream,
but of Orhe Dry SalvagesOl will only suggest that perhapswe are dreaming, or
approaching the dream with a sense of inevitable foreboding, for water, the element of

this section, is synonynouswith dreaming, theunderworld, and theunoonious If we
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aretherivers, asit was suggested above then we are the movement incarnae of water,
and the Gessence of psycheistheprindpd of motionQ(Hillman 125 towardsthelarge
confusng body of the ocean.

Of bodies of water in dreams James Hillman wants to moveaway fromthe
common symbolism of bgptism, womb, and energy. In its place hewantsto develop the
relationship between water and desth (151) In dreams, the QiryOGego-soulOdissolvesin
water, Ot fears drowningin torrents, whirlpools, tidd wavesO(152). Water isthe
Celement of reverie,Othe Gelement of reflective images and their ceaseless, ungraspeble
flow.O

Thewaters may becold or warm or hat, turgid, shallow, clearN as
Bachdard says, thelanguaye of water isrich for metaphorical
reverie. Theundeworld differentiates at least fiverivers: thefrigid
Styx; the burning Pyriphlegethon; the moumful, wailing Cocytus
thedepressive, black Acheron; and Lethe[forgetfulness (153)].0
(152)

If this water isthefear of theego-soul, then it isanaural hebitat of the Omage-
soul,Othat aspect of the psychetha embraces the seemingly unannested, morphological
visonsof dreams. These are the endless image-upon-image tha we conjure up at
nighttime in the REM stateN they are graphics that we seem hel pless to remember upon
waking. Thisis an aspect of theriver Letheat work, andif wefollow he, thedirectionis
towardsthe undeworld (154) Here Hillman introduaes theidea of life as contnuous
Qunning onGso that the daytime images tha we oughtto remember can only be

forgotten; thisis the ego weakening, letting loose so tha an experience of theundeworld

is possible, Ga movement out of egointo psyched(155).
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Likewise, exhaugionisa primary motif in Orhe Dry SalvagesQ Movement |
presents the permeation of wetness everywhere; at ever phase of life theriver has
impressed uponusits rhythm, and the sea gives usits endless litany of voices, its
condant confuson of time. In Movement Il we are findly compdled to ask,

Where is there an end of it, the soundless wailing,

The silent withering of autumn flowers

Dropping their petals and remaining motionless,

Where is there an end to the drifting wreckage,

The prayer of the bone on the beach, the unprayable

Prayer at the calamitous annunciation?
Theanswer points towardsno finite goal, no center of thelabyrinth: “There is no end, but
addition: the trailing / consequence of further days and hoursO(DS I1). And the Ginal
additionOis tha same undestanding to which Arjunawas indodrinated: in all the
wreckagetha flowsinto the dark mouth of God, youtoo are there, a Qirifting boat with a
slow leakageOQ(DS 1), that leakage being oneof memory. In lightof this interpretation
what is presented is like a surredist filmstrip of an old man in aboa Qorever bailingO
outthewater of thefind oceanic destination, thewater of mutable dream images tha will
findly replace thememories of ourlives. Or isit tha the memories of our lives will
simply joinintheconfuson of all others?

There is no end of it, the voiceless wailing,

No end to the withering of withered flowers,

To the movement of pain that is painless and motionless,

To the drift of the sea and the drifting wreckage,
To the bone’s prayer to Death its God.
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The AgonyAbides

Sufferingisthetropeof tragedy, and while Orhe Dry SalvagesOpresents uswith
no solid character on which to hegp this mythoswe, nonghdess, are presented with the
metaphysca strophes and the demonic images tha swamp up and overwhdm usin this
tradition.

Frye® andysis of tragedy gives usahero, who, because of his story is
QuthenticallyOhumen (Frye 206). The spring-summer comedy of Burnt NortonCcreates
theatmogpheae of adance dgppled with dream-like characters tha continueinto the high
late summer of (East CokerOand its powerful confrontation with the darkness that
paalesthedragonfightof fantasy, only conjured with the psychological hues of that
encounter with thedarker self, our own shadows. Thisthen givesway, and in thelatter
haf of GEast CokerOwe read a meditation on an ageing bodyin terms of sickness (EC
1) and confuson (EC V). OrheDry SalvagesOis alondy place from the beginning and
thefirst encounter with Qes trois sauvageO(the three savages) to a forgotten river tha
liesin wait for its own floodngN these are aspects of ourselves: therodk facing time, the
suboongious anxieties tha almog drown us

In thetragic mindthe hero is oundto natureQ(Frye 207). There will beno deus
ex machina, nofestive invitation at the endto celebrate the new husand and wife (207),
and no heroic strugde in thefleshy garden of summer. Thisis atime of suffering; aimog
divineyet Gl too human®(207). With no precise character it isthetragic air that is
human, and out of all themythosit is tragedy we can bdieve to bereal, andit istragedy

tha forces usturn away, Ohe backward half lookO(EC 1) because thehero@ isolation
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(208)isour isolation; his ddusonsare our own; and we undestand his bondae as ours,
beheTheseus Antigone or Hamlet.

Commendng Orhe Dry SalvagesOwe have the small group of rocks Qff the N.E.
coast of Cape Ann, MassachusettsOtha project theér mood depending on nature®
weather; interminably, though in Eliot@ poam, they are images of theindividud againg
the Gnanifestation of natural lawQ(213). These are artifacts consumed by the currents of
action: podlapsarian Adam beng washed down stream, perhgpslong after turningto
dug, or theicon of Christ asarock, butarock in theocean tha could beeither salvation,
direction, or destruction. Frye findstha Adam@ condition is only resolved in a Gvorld
where existence itself is tragicOwhere Gnerely to exist isto disturb the badance of
naure,Oa baance tha will be corrected by Gavenging death®(213) The paradox, agan,
istime, aconcept containing arevelation tha thereis alarger order of fate tha will
decide our matter between life and death. Krishna® great revelation was that hewas
equdly generative time and destructive time, and the vision that thewarrior could not
stare at for longwas his place in thiswhole sequence. Thisisthe Augenblick (213) the
moment tha was first expressed in the garden of Burnt Nortonrising out of thefirst
congsiousthought OVhat might have been and what has been / Point to one end, which
is always presentO(BN |). This moment can only be seen after graduaing fromthe
Y 0gi® lessonsof humility, Gumility is endlessO(EC I1), meaning thet it isimperative for
themind to befixated onthedivineat every moment, for theturn aroundacorner may, it
jugt may, lead into an open field where you suddenly find yourself standing between two

charging armies. It is easy to profess thedodrineof death and rebirth, to meditate onit
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beneath atree, in adraughty church, or in an arborduring atorrential downpour. But to
be prepared, to undestand tha thisis you in tha time and place, calsfor atruly saint-
like cognition. Tha the audience should know your predicament, and notyou, isthe
manifestation of irony in tragedy (Frye 214), just as tragedy is Gan episodein thedivine
comedy, thelarger scheme of redemption and resurrection(215).

Themotif uponwhich Orhe Dry SalvagesOfixates is the Qigony of death and
birth” (EC I11), an extended contemplation on tha part of the narrative which is hardest
to stomach. Here we are presented with demonic images absent of desire (147)Pisn®
that wha Krishnawanted, to be exist, or to act with no desire for thefruits of action?
Here you are, a piece of debristossed aroundin the Grast, menacing, stupid powers of
naureOQisolating] the sense of human remoteness and futility in relation to thedivine
order which is only oneelement among othersO(147) in this tragic time of year.

Two important elements of tragedy are pity and fear, conaepts tha Virgil, the
dream teacher, will reiterate to uslater in Quittle GiddingCobut which we encounier as our
spec in aninfinite field of endless addition (EC 11). At this point theriver (tha is usand
tha carriesus) isnat life giving, it is Letheat best, more accurately the hdlish waters of
Cocytus Uittered with wastage” an impression of pan so profoundit takes on the
moving motionless properties that hereto have been reserved for beauty, the Greart of
lightOQ(The Waste Land).

How isit tha at theheart thereis also this anguish? It doesn®seem fair. This
river isliteraly littered, dipping into themod perverse historical moments, the

Mississippi@ flood carries a Qargo of dead negroes, cows, and / chicken coopsSO(DS 11).
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OVe had the experience but missed the meaning” (EC 1), writes Eliot. Wha isthe
meaning of this, this dead dave drifting towardsthe Gulf of Mexico?Is this hisfind
addition?If so it istruly demonic imagery, thejuxtapostion of a human worth no more
or no less than the chicken coupor abloaed hefer. Could this bea comment ontheidea
of thefreedomor servitudeof history? Our vegetable world as become a Ginister
forestO(Frye 149), and theddtatha should bethenavel of proareation is the Gbuming
city of SodomO(150), where any look back is sureto turn you into a pillar of salt. In
tragedy, thisriver, this sea, is thefurthest thing from that light-giving pool, thisis death@
water of Gypilled blood Othe Qunplumbed, salt, estranging seaQ(150) it does not matter at
this moment tha rebirth isinevitable; we have become log in the grotesquedideshow.
Eliot is sureto comment that we do notundestand our own past, and thereason

we possess these stories of the suffering of othersis so tha we may enter into a pact of
common compassion.

We had the experience but missed the meaning,

And approach to the meaning restores the experience

In a different form beyond any meaning

We can assign to happiness. I have said before

That the past experience revived in the meaning

Is not the experience of one life only

But of many generations

This commund theory asks for acceptance of suffering, of agony, notone

moment in jus your paticular pan, buttha same moment (because we do notassign

relative value) extended to allow for the pain of others, so that Gve come to discover that

the moments of agony [E] are likewise permanentO(DS 1); thisisthelaw of time, the
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great mouth we al share, and we appreciate this because we have maderoomfor
common suffering, afiery shirt indeed.

To besure, there are thetraditiond decorationsof atragedy. Thereisthe
movement inddethe Quartets from heroic to ironic, Ohe Dry SalvagesOis only the
amplification, the climax of tragic sengbilities. We were dignified in that garden, the
years between two world wars when our mind had settled into philosophy.We were still
rather youngand courageous expatriating to England, in many ways we were newly
bom.

There was love, there was a garden, and we were expdled form tha garden. And
the only presence of children was hidden in apple trees. Thebird had to tell uswhere they
were because maybewe had quit listening for them, or for any musc. We were rather full
of ourselves then, and did nat see the dark shadow approaching. The shadow of our
bondaye and lastly thehorrific world of naure tha we cannotavoid. Images of
hurricanes and tsunamis: how does onesimply step out of theworld of suffering, let
donethe chuming earth? There is nothing heroic aboutall this, when we®e part of the
wreckage, another piece of detritusbobbing down stream. This is our demonic vision:
tha we are theunhelthy souls beng puked out, expdled.

Andwhat of tha woman scared, ageing, no longe the voluptuousdamsel of the
romance. Sheisthesuppliant (Frye 217) waitingfor her los lover to return fromwar.
How does sheenter the story at this phase? Weaving wha, and to wha end does she

amend the past into thefuture?
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We seem diminutive now, but haveto bein thelarger perspective of our
approaching doom Thisisthestory of thesuicide nothing outrageous nothing tha
doesn®make it into the papers. Whitman described it in his great song, just apassing
melody, the GlgppledObrains strewn across thekitchen floo Like Timon®@suicide, it
jugt feelslike it didn®Qnake a fully heroic pointO(221).

Maybewe turn to tragedy because we are tired of thefailingsof soca morality.
In tragedy our thoughs mingle privately with what seemsto be so true Hereisaperson
conumed by ther desires, seated in the middle of thetracks, blinded to thefreighttrain
bearing down. And if we share thar passion, could we also share thar fate? So themind

turnsto themetaphyscal, thetheodicy (222).
TheBdll

Thefirst time we hear thebdl in Four Quartets is at the metaphorical burial of
theday in Burnt NortonQV, a prayer for the Intercession at which time the spirit of God
takesflightin theform of aKingfisher, asolitary bird that often perches over aflowing
river in search of catch. Of course theimage and metaphor of Christ as afisher of men
comes to mind, butaso, in re-reading this passagein light of theaboveexplication of
tragedy, theimagery istha of nature stretching outto provide a desperate hold for those
who have fallen into the waters:

Will the sunflower turn to us, will the clematis
Stray down, bend to us, tendril and spray

Clutch and cling?

Chill
Fingers of yew be curled Down on us? (BN V)
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When next we hear the bdl it isin Orhe Dry SalvagesOl, after theinterpeneirating
river has become the all-surrounding sea, and the sea® voices have quieted in the
presence of a Qilent fog” — thistime thebird aloft is a sea gull heading horre.
Somewhere, perhaps from the groaner, thebdI& toll ushers usto think upontime that is
older than man made mechanisms, “rung by the unhurried / Ground swell” “That is and
was from the beginning, / Clangs / The bell” (DS]).

To aidein unarthingthe archetypd bdl | turn to Noel Cobband his book
Archetypal Imagination: Glimpses of the Gods in Life and Art. Cobb®interest in bdls
grows out of thefind scene of thelong Soviet erafilm based onthelife of thereigious
iconogiaphe Andrei Rublev. Inthisfind scenethe master cinematographe Andrei
Tarkofsky tellsthestory of an orphaned boy, Boriska, whorisesto the chdlengeof
bdlfounding, a mysterious alchemical trade onae practiced by his now dead father. The
boy® connetion to Rublev, themain character of the movie, is mosily coinddental, on
thesurface at least. By whatever twists of fate they have both been summoned to
Moscow; Rublev would have been panting theiconshad he notforsworn theart form
and taken avow of silence; theboy, however, mug provetha hehas mastered his
father® secrets by founding ahugebd| for the Prince. He labors day and night, ordering
aroundmen many years older, haggling for more silver, for morerope for a degper hole
tha hemug eventudly dig himself. Thereisapassion and faith in the urgency of his
work, to which thepanter seemsto beaknowing spectator. Findly the molten alloysare
poured, and we wait whilethe bdl cools, thework is done All are present for therising

and gonging of thebdl, and noticeably Boriska is pushed aside, out of theglory of his
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achievement. Andrie Rublev istheonly oneto find him after the commotion has settled
andthe bdl has been taken away to serveits purpose.

In this scenetheboy is weeping. He was only able to do hiswork, and perhgps
even stay alive by convindng everyonetha he and heaoneg knew the secrets of the
craft, that of all thebdlfoundeswhodied in the plague his father only told him the
secrets. Thisis his confession to Rublev, the man who cradles him in hisarms:

My father,Otheboy sobs (never told me. He took the secret to his
grave.OAnd withoutrealizing that he has broken his vow of
silence, Andrie conles him, ignoring the stupendousconfession,
saying, OVha atreat for the people! Y ou@e created such joyN

and you cry!O(Cobb 47)

Thestory of Andrei Rublev as presented by Tarkovsky istha of aman, an artist,
whos heroic pursuit to capture beauty and transcendent humanity in religioussymbolsis
qudled by the harsh reality of human crudty. After the action of onedeeply disturbing
sceneis when Rublev losesfaith in his art, hisreligion, and in humanity itself. Episode V:
The Raid Autumn 1408. Commences with betrayal of onebrother uponanother, andthe
Tartar army attacking the church in which Rublev and his apprentices have been working.
The peasants and faithful pray in fear as the great doors are smashed down and the
soldiers commence an orgiastic bloodbah (Bird 54). At onepointin the jaded sequence
Andrel killsaMongolwho is attempting to rape a mute woman to whom the artist has
grown fondand who represents, claims Cobb, Andrei® soul, the soul of Russiaand the

anima mundi, Qhe soul of theworldQ(Cobb 28). In another scenethe crud commande's

mock theiconogases; they melt a crudfix and pou the molten lead down thethrod of a
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priest. Out of this gruesome violence we are |eft with a broken and silent artist, and the
ghosly echo, Gstill, it is beautiful.O

From thistragic, lonesome silence we enter the sequence of the bdl; thisis only
in place in thelong, almogt tiring, sequence of events where the bdl@importanceis
made abundantly clear. Ot needsthe huge silent Russian darkness of Rublev@ mindin
which to tollOwrites Cobb (36). Theword (helOin our languaye possesses the idioms of
clarity and soundnes; Qlear as abdl,0Goundas abdlO(38). It isexactly wha it is, the
sonomusresounding of man@® action uponearth@ minerals; andit is exactly what it is
not, for theringing of the bdl has meant any number of things fire, flood, marriage,
death, and an angd getsitswings Thebdl attainsto the heavens and it onnects
downwardsinto the physcal realm throughits resonance, its power to set thingsringingO
(38). Thebdl is akeeper of time, demarcator of commund events and rituds of
significant propottions Orhere@ something in bell that wants to come outd(39) It is
green and growth so that the cupsof flowers are nature® perfect replicas of man@® primal
mugcal ingrument.

And, likewise, Eliot@ bl needsthe huge silent exhaugtion to be heard over the
clamor of sea noises. Jug when you think the waters are going to drag you unde, thereis
therealization tha thewhole earth itself, the grourd swell, is pat of theresonant bdl. It
isthe Qinal addition” when the strength of the ego has been exhaugted from rowing
agang the continuouscurrent, and we have set up our oars because we realize we are
fightng ourselves. Tha this iswha Krishnameant when hesaid tha it isonly with

humility we can approach thelessons In this frame of mindthedirectionis awaysthe
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rightdirection, forwardsor backwardsdoes not matter: “You cannot face steadily, but
this thing is sure, / That time is no healer: the patient is no longer here” (EC I11). This
lessonisthe “absolute paternal care / That will not leave us, but prevents us
everywhere” (EC IV). Intheboa out at sea, in thetime of inevitable drowning, there
tollsthebdl tha calls for the Prayer of the one Annunciation” (DS 1), and we know it

tollsfor us

TheYogaof Devotion

Movement |11 reflects uponthe meditationthat agony, like al things isthelot of
life. When Arjunarequested to look uponthetrueform of God, wha he saw was no
ablute manifestation, he saw theentire existence at once, and he saw his place in tha
pageantry. We are al subjects of our own suffering, butwha of the suffering of others?
If al tha, alongwith us isfloaingon araft down the Mississippi, then should wetoo be
apart of thewhole? After all, we are thehers of Adam, the Quined millionaireO(EC
IV); our lotisthe same as his. The great metamorphoss of Adam and Eve was from life
into death, fromthe garden of ddightsinto thedarkness of afallen world, and so in that
same patern we change But wha remainsis notour trandent agony;rather, it isthe
story of suffering that holdsweight ove theendless flux to which we are part, and no
eroson can removethis. Thereisno need for thelist of fortundellerstha arisein
Movement V. Like the pahsof thelabyrinth, theroad iswell traveled and we®e fairly
certain onthedirection we are heading. Like the county lanefrom East Coker, theendis

common, wede all going into town, towardsthe mutud gathering place. Our only regret
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istha everyonewill eventudly have to learn this same lesson, thoughwe have noway to
reveal it, for like theghods tha accompanied usin the garden to look down into the pool
filled with heart@ light, tOand QheyOare in thefuture. They have yet to follow the
passages and hear our echoes, jug as we heard theechoes in our own time.

The sequence before usremindsof the moment in the subway, butthisisalonge
joumey of ahunded hours, anighttrain between Paris and Rome, or aseavoyage We
are voyager's, QravelersOwho might possess some romantic notion tha thenew world
will rescue usfromtheold one we want to bdieve tha our escape meansan unwritten
future tha will somehow negae thelaw of the past which it turnsoutis simply the
tracing of the same patern. At this part | imagineaKate Windet and Leo DiCaprio
moment aboad the Titanic, where thefurrowing water represents the perspective tha
maybethe past islarger than we thought or thephilosophical reverse when looking at the
railroad tracks and how they seem to become onelonglinerepresenting a cohesive union
of historyN the both-and.

But then the voice of Krishnarises upin Eliot@ words asking usto think equdly
onwha we have experienced and what is yet to come.

At the moment which is not of action or inaction
You can receive this: “on whatever sphere of being
The mind of man my be intent

At the time of death” —that is the one action

(And the time of death is every moment)

Such was thelesson revealed to Arjung that hewas upona batle field preparing

to daughter his kingmen was no different from any other moment of desth which is
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unknowable. Thisistheface of oblivionin which there are nofruits of action, thereis
only theact. Thereis only thecall, QVot fare well, But fare forward, voyagersQ(DS I11).

If thisistroubling, and it should beto anyonewhois not patly diving itis
recondled in thefinale of Orhe Dry SalvagesQ Whatever the Qiistress of nations” the
pecifying drugis asinevitable as theillness. Themagic potionsagang fear are asold as
war: reading thefuture in theentrails of animals, visiting the medium, thecrystal bdl,
tarot cards or visitingthe psychoandyst. We are not abovethe desire to seek comfort in
such opiates. But it isthe saint, the holy man who is mediator of that moment in-and-out
of time. This experience mightfurther be described as a congstent proximity to the
undeworld, theunmngious and death. It isto bein the condant presence of thegodin
his unmenifest formN not obtainable for mogt of us, because (For most of us, there is
only the unattended / Moment, the moment in and out of time” (DS V).

Wha we undestand is wha Krishnaseems to beteaching, tha man is composed
with faith according to his naure, and this, despite the nature of the man, isthedivision
of faith (Gita125 XVII). Krishnaknew that the saint@ life onthe border of loveand
death was an unobginable convention, that to practice the yogas perfectly was itself an
impossibility, so heasked only tha onepu forth the effort, tha the only thingto dowas
to try (125;XVII, 3). So Eliot, a theend of autumn, at theend of tragedy, returnsto the
familiar imageof lightingin winter, adesgp musc, and thereassuring note tha themusc
we are hearing is within.

The passages have broughtusback to thedancers and to thegarden. We are

compdled to continueout of this exhaugion because wha drives usis desper and more
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trangent than can bearticulated, our deemonsand the darkness of God that we
remember. We are victoriousbecause we only continued; our place is here, beneath the
yew-tree, the pagan and Christian symbol of life and degth. In theshade and the
Qignificant soilOis the earth in which our ancestors are buried, in which we will be

entombed, in thefecund, rotting soil of life.
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CHAPTER 4

Q.ITTLE GIDDINGOA DREAM READING

Fire

As predicted, it has frozenN thelast in the cycle of seasonsfrom birth to
adulthood,old age, and death. The scene presented in thefirst paragraph of Movement |
is adefeated king®journey towardsthevillage church (Boddsen 102)in wha seemsto
betheheart of winter, the short, dark days following the solstice. Thetask of firein this
first movement suggests an involvement with past ingances of wha we have foundare
the variouscenters of thelabyrinth. Asit wasin Burnt NortonOwhen thedry pool was
trandormed by the heart-light, so now thefrozen pondtoudes back asitsicy surface
becomes a sheet of fire. Thisistheflame of revelation tha will aid thepersonaof the
podry in the apocyptic sequences tha await him onthe streets of Little Gidding, a
villagewhos history of religiousexperience and sanctuary was foundel in 1626by
devotee Nicholas Ferrar, before it was razed by Cromwell in the English civil war (102)

Theatmosphee, now, is eternd (SempiternalQ, and heading dully, and saturated
towards sundown and nighttime. Thevision presented isasif theworld istrapped in
viscous crystalline sap.

The brief sun flames the ice, on pond and ditches,
In a windless cold that is the heart’s heat,

Reflecting in a watery mirror
A glare that is blindness is the early afternoon.
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This day, however archetypd, is Quspended in time”’; it is one of those momentsin-and-
out-of-time, tho little jewels or epiphanies tha rise up fromal themononousrefuse
of life. Werecall therose garden and therendezvouswith the ghods at thedry pool that
morphsinto aholy grail; thereis the smoky church we shdl soonrevisit, the saturated
arbor, andtheoneric vision of thedancers on thehill; also the descent into the darkness
of thecave and itsthestrical alegory. All thisis experienced in a Qvindless cold that is
the heart’s heat,Oconjuring the visceral sensation of subzero daysN theirony of
describingits barren frog usng thewords of fire. This day, thoughin thefurthest
recesses of winter, is clear and sunny, like a cold diamondhdd upto thelight The
reflection off theencruged ice returnsthe power of the distant sunwith blinding force.
“Midwinter spring” soundslike ariddle, butin context with the subplot of reuvendion it
becomes propheic and almog natural that thesunset trangdorms the crug of the new-
fallen snowto theimaginative summer of bloom, a “zero summer, ” which isthe congant
flowing forth of metaphor, evoking the organic, seasond summer, and the summer of the
mind.

Fireand air arethe elemental tensonsof thisfind quatet, thetwo dandng
throughthese last movements until they arefindly pressed together at the source of
creation, the center tha isaknot of fire androse. Indeed, it might notbe atogeher
unworthy to suggest that Quittle GiddingQtakes themost succinct care to channd what
has been accomplished in the other quatets into the beginningsof a metaphor. This

metaphor, like the Minotaur, is bi-form; it istherose that has often been assodated with
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Image 7. Makoto Fujimura. Zero Summer. 2006.
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thegarden at themiddle of thelabyrinth, and thefire that has traveled the paths of this
maze from generative, to destructive and purgdiveroles.

An archetypd explandion of fire goesto the earliest cosmogonies of andient
Greece, to abeginning bom out of darkness. The orphic poems weave the story that the
Wind impregnaed Nightwho bore asilver egg in the Gvomb of DarknessO(Graves 30).
From this egg rose ErosN thefour-headed, bi-sexud love-godflew on golden wings(30-
31) and was of solar influence. (First-bom shiner,OPhaeton Protogenus, whose four
faces looked towardsthe quaernay mongerstha presided over the seasons the ram of
spring, thelion of summer, the snake of winter, and the Bull of thenew year (31). The
synonynousnaure of loveand fire that is articulated in thefourth movement of Quittle
GiddingQcan betraced back here as we find Eroswielding fiery arrows of aloveso
powerful noteven thelightning bolts of Zeuscan resist (Oppian, Cynegetica 2.410).*2

In 2003theartist Makoto Fujimura exhibited QVater Flames and Zero SummerO
at theKatzen Arts Center in Washington, D.C. This serieswas ingired by thefind image
in QLittle GiddingQof a Qrowned knot of fireOand Qhe fire and the roseQas one

Fire can beilludrated easily,” states Fujimura. "And the
abbreviated forms can befoundeverywhere. But how isfire's
essence to be captured? Wha isits shape? How do you describeits
energy? When fire becomes more than merely a symbol, buta
phenomenon, then the depictionsof flames become a difficult, if
notan impossible, task. Theattempt is to capture the essence of
something you think you see, butin reality is elusve to capture.

Fireisat onae recognizable and yet mysterioudy abdract at the
same time.*

3 Oppian, Cynegetica 2.410 as quoted in http://www.theoi.com/ProtogenogEroshtml
 hitp//www.absolutearts.comVartsnews/200605/17/33916htm
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These wordsmirror the meta-linguistic phenomenon tha troubles every fifth
movement of Four Quartets. In Bumt NortonOwords are described as living and
therefore mortal, they Qtrain, / Crack and sometimes break, under the burden, / Under
the tension” (BN V). In themidg of World War Il theimages of broken down machines
and QundisciplinedOtroopsdepict the artist@ handicap in capturing his own thoughs,
finding that when theright words come to him, what he meansto say has shifted to a
realm of new wordstha he mug now pursue and the anxiety tha our attempt to
contribute paes in comparison to thegreat monoliths of literature. Orhe Dry SalvagesO
does not mention thecraft of writing overtly; indead, our attention is drawn to the
Orere, Oa place where union happens where the spheres mutate together, and that all one
can hopeto accomplish isto continuetrying. The culmination of these explorationsin
Q.ittle Gidding&findsthe writer in the same situation as the explorer; now each sentence
iseither an end or abeginning, and it isthewordsthat mus now betested by fire and the
trangdormationsthat fire demands

In the Christian tradition the Passion has ended, the unaccounied joumey into the
undeworld condudes with resurrection and a short tenure of divinewisdony findly
ascengon removes the hero fromthe mindsof thefaithful. Thebiblical story tha
composes TheActs of the Apoglesisthenarative of asmall groupof mystics trying to
preserve atraditionin thedays following the teacher® disappearance. The new Christians
have rented aroom in Jerusalem; they meet to cast lots for oneworthy to replace the gap
left by thesuicide of the berayer, Judas I scariot. Therequirements: the apogle elect mus

have been present at the bgptism of JohntheBaptist, and have actively witnessed thelife
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of Jesus (Acts 1:21-23). These are dark timesfor thefaithful, they have seen the fruth of
thehero, butin thewake of his departure they mug suffer to keep faith alive; there has
already been internd arguments aboutdodrine the order of events, theimportance of
miracles, theinduson of names. Genesis saw thedestruction of themonolithic symbol in
the Tower of Babd andthe confuson of words Acts 2 solves the problem onenightin
tha apartment abovestreet markets. With arushing wind like tha which expdsthe
unhealthy souls from the boroughsof London,cloven tongues of fire descend uponeach
of thefaithful bestowing a universal languaye. In the story fireistheeement that allows
onething to become another, the active ingredient, so to speek, in the chemistry of

metaphor.

Fire Dream

Eliot@ respong to the Pentecost hgppenson this cold-hot, dark-brightday in the
pit of winter, when we turn thelane by the pig-stay and face oneof theimages tha have
been haunting us tha of a church, agraveyard, and atree. Thisisthedestinaion of the
pilgrimage, “Here, the intersection of the timeless moment / Is England and nowhere.
Never and alwaysO(LG 1). At spots such as these, which are Qhe world’s end,Othe
connectionis made beween earth and heaven. It ishere, done where al have come for
respite, broken kings terrified warriors, pods. Here thereis alack of purpose because we
have been, over the course of the journey, depleted by action@ motives, nothing buta
shdl tha might have contained something, thoughnow is unimportant. Thereisnologic

to this place; jug as nothing can be broughtin, so nothing can betaken out. Theaims and
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purposes of theday world (fact checking, pedagogy, reportage) areimpossible. Theritud
of this place is prayer, a communion with the dead, the undeworld, or the shadow-self.
The churchyad is the churchyard of themind, and thisis a dream.

Q.ittle GiddingGsthefourth and find sequence on the seasond wheel. Winter is
thetime of purgation; here the community will attempt to expd the unbdanced element
inasatirical carnival, playingwith theimagein an attempt to goad theking off of his
thronetha symbolizes egoistic, totalitarian power. An archetypd dream anaysis begins
with thefigures of satire and winter, deeping and death, and calls usdeep into the hous
of Hades, where we are confronted with the great expanses of darkness. Vast, empty
floaing, like the depth of the cave, in which moveglimmering pools of light, alighttha
isamog indistinguishable from the surrounding sleep. Thisis nat a source light, but
rather the heart of light tha broughtus The Waste Land’s dream-image of the hyacinth
girl, wet and bearing flowers. Now we should try to think of dream and desth almog
synonynoudy, since we have no other metaphor of tha experience except theworld of
dumber and its assodate phantasms.

Ovid does judice to the Brood of Night (Hillman 32) when hetells of thegod
Sleep, Somnusor Hypnos in adeep, secretive cave. Here timeis aways twilight,
forbidden to the creatures of alarm: dogs cocks, crows, doors with creaking hinges, or
thewindN this land of silence isimpermesble to any symptom of thewaking day. In the
bottom of the degpest roomthe passage leadsto achamber flowering with night poppes,

and alarge bed, whereupondeegpsHypnos At hisfeet and by his side are glimmers of
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our shapdess dreams. And from the absolute bottom of therodk chamber flows Lethe, its
murmuring sound of forgetting (Ovid X1: 581-627).

Thedark family tree reveal s twin brothers, Hypnosand Thanaos deep and death,
both sonsof Nix, thedark caped goddess of night who conaocts her elixir fromthe
poppées at thefeet of her son@bed. These two brothers exist only in aworld that never
wakes, asit issaid tha thesun, Helios cannottouch them. These two are shadowed fruit,
pictured in thearms of awoman, oneblack for deep, and theother pde with death. Thear
metaphoiical relationship to ther nighttime mother is tendeness, of being caressed and
nouiished in her dark wings(Pausanias, Guide to Greece 5.181.)."° Hypnosis father to
theanimators of dreams. Morpheusisthedety tha mimics human form, Phobeor finds
his shgpein animals, while Phantasmos congructs intrigueand deceptionN heislifeless
things rodks, water, earth and trees (Ovid X1.627-49). The movement of dreams before
they manifest are, to Ovid, like wha was witnessed in the subway, the movement of
darkness upondarkness, Qhoisel ess wingsacross the darknessO(X1.650-71).

Hillman@ theory of dreams follows thefamilial lines tha never pierce thesurface
into day: dreams, dreaming, and thelanguagetha alows usto speak of dreams are part
of theundeworld, theunoonsious and therealm of death. Even love Eros aso a son of
Nix and distant brother to Sleep, runshis errandsin thedarkN and now the assodiation
with eroticism should point downwardsto where the meaning of love assodates with
destruction (Hillman 33), to the death pacts of Romeo and Juliet, Pyramusand Thisbe,

Orphausand Eurydice. Hillman describes an undeworld Eroswho trafficsin unions(33),

'3 hitp://www.theoi.comyDaimon/Mypnoshtml
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theunionsof log lovers, or theunion of the dead with meaningful symbols of thar death.
Alongwith fire, in thiswinged godwe have another alchemical elementin the quest of
metaphor.

“The way in which a dream comes already is part of its statement, expressing an
elemental conditionQ(124) Dreams, like works of literature and art, are compostionsof
genre. They should not merely bethoughtof asindcators of the dreamer® psychoses, but
also (and perhgpsaboveall) we should consde them as works of “poesis, ” (124) or the
movement towards metaphor. Bert O. States, in The Rhetoric of Dreams, suggests that to
dream mightjust bea sort of hocturnd thinkingQ(States 38), similar to thevivid,
Qationd Oday thoughs tha control our waking lives. Dreams might bethe pause, thein
media res, tha uses its power to postion usinto amythological perspective (38).

Northrop Frye has suggested a nunmber of ussful correlationsto aid in theliterary
interpretationsof dreams, theforemos of which places Archetypd Criticism into the
work of dreams where theconflicting godsin theandysis are based uponthetenson
between desire and redity. CRitud and dream, therefore, are the narrative and significant
content respectively of literature in its archetypa aspectO(105). Dream, like podry,
attempts to articulate both the Gulfillment of desireOand those structures tha blodk this
god; and ritud istheact tha expresses the QlialecticOmovement, or dance, from
fulfillment to its antithesis (106), whereby we begin to putthe Four Quartets in motion:
Spring and Summer are birth and fertility marked by lush images such as gardensand
eveningsunde starlight, bonfire dances and feasting; Autumn and Winter parallel this

with naratives of an ageng bodyand mind, the spewing out of al tha was consumed in



79

theearlier seasons eveningsunde lamplight, and then finally ametaphoiical darkness
indicating tha the heroic forces have departed.

The phantasmagoriain Movement |1 beginswith alitany onthe destructionsof
theeements. Air is man@ life force, and when we depart we take our stories with us for
who can carry this once the bard ceases to be? Thedesath of air is marked by thefigure of
buming roses, andther find remnants of dug. Jus as man keepstheoral tradition of
storytelling aive, thewater saturates and nourishes the earth.

Water and earth are also naural forces of decompostion, togeher they break
down a dead body, grappling for the Qipper handQ Floodand drouth are equd extremes,
both savagdy destructive in ther seasons Eliot might have been envisioning thedug
bow of thedepression where the dry-land farms bore gothic resemblance to amosaic of
sardonic sneers full of mirthless laughier (Boddsen 107). My persond water image
comes out of the pictures and video clips shown in the aftermath of hurricane Katring,
and the 2004tsunanmi tha divested codal regionsof Southeast Asia. Theradical death of
elements bang articulated here are the pastiches of nightmares.

Water and Fire, thetwo mog important alchemical tools, remain after the
contraptionsof humanity have passed away. Goneis the vegetative earth, down to the
very weed tha would otherwise grow in the harshest environments. Water isthe
metaphor of theunmngious aforce, like fire, of both destruction and creation. Fireis
the element of the heghts and thetrans-mortal world, a symbol of divine congiousess

alongwith its history in therealm of darkness.
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As the elementsCdance recedes into the past, the scene has been changed. The
QA ClearOpassage beginsafter amidnightair raid, Otfter the dark dove with the
flickering tongue | Had passed below the horizon of his homingO(LG 11) we are
wandeing the streets of some English city, still dazed fromtheviolent assault. Or isthis
thehourafter thetongues of fire, after the epiphany has ended and the disciple, onae
again, feels aloneand scared? In the phases of satire there istheredization that the hero
has | eft the scene wha remainsare mock heroic elements tha attempt to mimic thelife
of the hero, only failing because wha is left are Qheories and dogmesO(Frye 230).

Satire is anxiousbecause it isfar fromitsromantic idedl, thestory of actiontold
in the heart of spring-summer. Thisis O time for the evening under lamplight / (The
evening with the photograph album)O(EC V) whee we huddk in the frozen waste telling
of times tha were better and wha should bedoneto make thingsas they were.

When theghog appearsin thesecond hdf of Movement 11, we have slipped out
of time, jug as we are walking between places, from the bomb shdter to home, expecting
tha the Germans have hit our dwelling. Behind usare the bormbed out remains of
buildingsand the reminiscent smoke Still shdl shocked, the dead |eaves remind us of
weightiess shrapnd, and theleavesin thegarden so longago. The person walking toward
usis hidden, yet approaches in the morning wind, suddenly we recognize him, or do we?
Because thisis a dream figure he has theimpression of beng known, butit isimpossible
to say.

I caught the sudden look of some dead master
Whom I had known, forgotten, half recalled

Both one and many; in the brown baked features
The eyes of a familiar compound ghost
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Both intimate and unidentifiable.
In approaching this as a dream image we can turn to Bert O. States who theorizes tha the
person in our dreams needsto bethoughtof in terms of the GFrankengein principleO
(States 146), an idea tha the denizens of the dream are creationspatched togeher out of
everyonewe have ever met, a collection of our lifetime@® faces, and thefaces weQe
watched changeover theyears. Thisfaceis notprecise, it is not Qorecisely itself. It
shimmers with likeness, notonly itself but also to everythingit is likeO(149).

Thisisan old teacher, passed away, and we, thestudent, have forgotten the
lesson. Thegreat pedagogical moment we witnessed as Arjuma has passed, al tha was
revealed there seemingly forgotten as we settle into the absurd pattern of a country at
war. And we, thedreamer, watch our self separate, becoming equdly vague and greet
thisfigure, walking the streets with him in the eerie silence of the timeless moment. In
this meeting we implore the sageto relate thelesson tha was forgatten. He replies that
thetime for such fandful, magic dodrines has passed, and indead recites whd, by now,
should have already been experienced, learned and interndized. Theteache has now
become our own memory, rehearsing, first, our anxiety over thedifficulty inheentin
languaye, and then our changing perceptionsas we are pulled out of the metaphyscal
world and into the process of death and rebirth.

In thisageouw perceptionistha of irony and satire; we commence to mock the
idedlistic notionstha accompany the artistic genres of comedy (too green), romance (too
magical), and tragedy (too much suffering). Satire@ mind first realizes that our individud

perceptionisfallible, evenfatal. Thereis noreward for our season except this calm
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critiqueof place andtime. There is no hopein rage divineor otherwise, for our pah
followsthat of the hero, only we gounnoiced, thebroken king of a broken kingdom In
thistime the bodyand the soul weaken, and therudic laughier of romance has become
lacerative and crud, for the scapegoa of the previousseasons moves from aworld of
bdancesinto arealm fraughtwith fright and fear: therole of victim. Satireis
decongructive, it complicates theatrical dramato the point of contention, where thegame
can beplayed agang itself. If the chronicle of romance was the never-ending, daly
comic strip, that of satire is theexposZ that findslies and corruption at the heart of al the
grand naratives. Thesatireiswhat critiques war, for war, no matter how well intended
(no matter theform), isamongthe “things ill done and done to others’ harm” (LG I1).
Thevirtue we realize, was worse than thevice. Andfindly the pod-moden appeal of
theironic, satirical critiquethat returnsusto theimage of thelabyrinth, to the source of
Ovefining fire” and the assodate symbols of dancers that now push off of the crumbling
structures tha are part of thecyclical processin naure, and naural to the grotesque

morphology of dreams.

The Use of Memory

Movement |11 follows the QAll ClearOwith a philosophical meditation that
remindsusof thedivinelndic and Christian lessonsof detachment. Here, however, the
either/or of detachment versusattachment is gulfed by athird alterndive, the
OndifferenceOto the concern of these living fieldsof action. Indifference is desth, and it

relates to actionsof theliving as Qleath resembles lifeQ it isthe perspective tha has no
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motive, butsimply is. Or it isthe daemon who we walked with uponthestreets, the
teacher who took no clear form because there was noneto take, and no reason to choo.
Speaking of thelabyrinth of human cognition, it might be fruitful to imaginethisfigure
as Hermes-Ariadne the mercurial guidewho hasfindly come to teach usthe great
lesson, buttrueto her trickster character, thelesson was not wha we expected, or was
beyondus
Theuse of memory issimilar; it has nomotive butto liberate in the expanson of

love Geyond desireQ If our hero was in another season, less broken down, the meeting
after the blitzkrieg® attack might have spoken to themoral endsin terms of the
convention, butlike memory, itsaim isonly to expand the moments of Love thos in-
and-out-of-time experiences that we can only speak of in terms of having experienced.
Memory, in effect, sees wha Krishnawas trying to show Arjung tha all thingswill
finaly commingle, even thesinne is GehovelyOand Q11 shall be well, and / All manner
of thing shall be well. OSuddenly theimage of the Crudifixion enters the dream, three
crosses, and then the GeaffoldOchanges to indudethe anonynous forgotten sufferers
who are noless heroic then thefigures of religiousand mythic stories. Memory is now
playing therole of comedy where all the actors gather, at thelast, uponthestageN butthe
stage here is hued with impressionsof war, men lost in shipsor u-bods, ther death, like
thelaughter of children in thegarden, is unseen and unherd. Now the comedic act is
simply to list, to remind usof our common end.

We cannot revive old factions

We cannot restore old policies

Or follow an antique drum.
These men, and those who opposed them
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And those whom they opposed
Accept the constitution of silence
And are folded in a single party.

The Unfamiliar Name

In my mind@eye| seethefind two sequences of Four Quartets playing across
the screen in dow motion. Perhgpswe are a soldier waiting for the expected attack that
will come like a German bombe descending down throughthe bank of clouds At this
moment what isthereto learn tha has notaready been rehearsed? Like all great lessons
the Bhagavad Gita endsbefore theresumption of the action; thisis tha action: Krishna
has agan taken his human form, the hunbled warrior is ready to do batle as the chariots
continuethdr thundeousroar. But this time thefear and trembling are replaced by
symbolic meaning; this oneaircraft is only thefirst of an entire flock of dark doves, ther
machineguntongues flickering as they fire.

Equdly important, Movement IV recalls the holy moment of the Pentecod as it
has been depicted in Western art: The dove@ reentry comes with terrible beauty, and the
equdly terrible message of oneend isreiterated: ke only hope, or else despair / Lies in
the choice of pyre or pyre— / To be redeemed from fire by fire.O

The second verse returnsto our meditation uponLove Everything has been
heading in the same direction, and thefeeling is thatN chances areN we won®survive
this batle. In spite of all weQe learned, we can say little aboutLove we knowtha is
somehow all boundup with Qorment,Oit is Ohe unfamiliar Name / Behind the hands that

wove / The intolerable shirt of flame / Which human power cannot remove.OThisisthe
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story of suffering, theimage appears: the darkness of Hades before the pantheon of gods
and the movement, like a dream, was Eros-Psyche, a psychological rumbling of hotness
and darkness that Qrrevents us everywhereO(EC V). Erosis avagueundestanding of
something tha probably cannotbe quantifiedN heinterweaves the psychic with the
corpora so tha to separate them is only another intendty of turmoil. Theshirt of flameis
that abiding agony: suffering and love go hand in hand. OVe only live, only suspire /

Consumed by either fire or fire.O

The Drawing of thisLove

To undestand theterminusof the Quartetsis atrick of theimagination, or if you
areasaint, afeat of contemplation. In the poem prope we return to the center of the
garden in Burnt NortonGand place it into our archive. Then, as now, there was only the
present moment at theend of either path, and that moment took usto a gate, and through
that gate we could not comprehend our experience of stillness and movement. CEast
CokerOwill never beforgoten because the end and beginning was a story told in the
pagansOdance that we secretively witnessed. Theend and beginning in that open field
was our body,and we were, then, wholly in our bady. Orhe Dry SavagesObeginswith a
river that mergesin thefertile ddtawhere the ocean is of al formsN our ending,
similarly, isin achurchyard QNot too far from the yew-tree)O(DS V). We also remember
themotto of Mary, Queen of Scotts whose find freedomwas in death, when the blood of

her execution splattered the spectators.
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Life mimics the meta-linguistics. Movement V of Quittle Gidding(findsthat the
wordsof thepod are at home, and thar impossible form and fundion move much like
the dancers whose choreography has already been preformed. Quittle GiddingOs a
Church, acemetery, and atree. Thetree is yew (pason fruit and leaves), symbolic of
both eternd life and death. It isaprodudion of thedead, theearth, and heaven. The
tombgonehas been made smooth agan by time; now the name is unreadable, only a
relief of what onae was, perhgpsalittle bit of dirt in thedent of aletterN someday it will
beinvisible, anew stone

Metaphoris transmigratory thought We find thisin thetitle of Ovid@work,
Metamorphoses, where in chagpter fifteen hewrites:

Thereis nothing tha keepsits shgpe for nature,
theinnovaor, would forever draw

forms out of other forms. In all thisworld

you can bdieve meN no thing ever dies.

By birth we mean beginning to re-form,
athing@becoming other than it was;

and death is but an end of the old state;
onething shifts here, another there; and yet
thetotal of al thingsis permanent.

So in thefinale we return agan to where we started, down the passage we did not
think to take, but remembered tha we did. And somehow we know this place, andit
makes its impression, deeply, as it isthefirst impression. Here we are again out of time,
in thetime measured in thelull tha falls “Between two waves of the sea.” As always, the

treeisfull of children, and thereis a bird to guideus When we have reached the center

of thelabyrinth, the ieart of light shines, and the center is every point alongthejoumey,
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and at the center al thingsare significant in thetwo mutud eye-beams of Loveand
Death.

And all shall be well and

All manner of thing shall be well

When the tongues of flame are in-folded
In the crowned knot of fire

And the fire and the rose are one.
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The Seasond Pattern
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Appendix A

The Seasonal Pattern

Plerosis (filling)

COMEDY Phase #4
JUBILIATION

Which bespeaks men's
sense of relief when the

the continuance of their own

lives and that of the tovnoceosnm
is therefore assured.
Fekdkkk kR Kk Rk ok Ak e ok ko ek ok ek ok
Communal feast, party, celebration:
rejolcing rebirth of god, state.
king, community, individual.
ek Sk dde doke e ook ok Aok Rk o d ok o ek ek ok e e K ek
Seascen: Summer Literature. Pastoral

& Idyll* Paradise

Literary Character: Tom Jones
“Ho everyone who thirsts, come to the
wasters . . . buy and eat” (Is 55:1)

e T T

new year has indeed begun &

Kenosis (emptying)

Phase #1 TRAGEDY
MORTIFICATION
Symbolizing state of
suspended animation which
ensues at end of year. Comm-
unal lents, fasts; Christian
Lent, Mohammedan Ramadan. Nebrew
Ingathering.

KERXRRAF A AR ALARFARI I IAR AN A AR TX
Lamentation and mourning for death
of vegetation deity: Tammuz, Attis,
Adonis, Osiris: Apocalypse, return to
primordial chaos and dissolution.
ARARKKKKAARARAAKKAKIRRAKXKKARAK AKX XK XA
Season: Autunmn
Literary Archetype:
Literary Character:
"All flesh is grass

Elegy, Carpe Diem
Hamlet

Phase #3

INVIGORATTON
Whereby the community attempts, by its own
concerned and regimented efforts, to
falvanize its moribund condition and
to procure that new lease on life
which is imperative for the continu-
ance of the topocosm *kkkkkkkkikkkik
Mimetic combat, sacred marriage
(hierogamy) #dkkkiokiiiokkkiohkkikk
Season: Spring; Lit: Romance and
Rhapsodic Poetry.
Literary Character: Beowulf
Yahweh defeats Rahab
Human: Is. Chap. 51.
Community.
symposium,
comnunion, Goddess
Animal: Sheep, Lamb,
Dove
Vegetablae: Garden, Grove, park,
ilotus, tree of life
Mineral: City, building, temple
Unformed: The &4 rivers

Gaster's

Diagram suggested in part by T. M.
Criticism

Phase #2

PURGATION

Whereby the community seeks to xdd ttself
of all noxiousness and contagion, both
physical and moral and of all evil influ-
ences which might impair the prosperity
of the coming year and thereby threaten
the desired renewal of vitality.

Feske e e ok Fede ok e kok ok ok e e sk sk ek sk e ok
Scapegoat rites, humiliation of king,
atonement & purification.

Season: Winter® Lit: Arch: Satire,
Irony; Character: Willy Loman.
The Suffering Servant of Is. 53.
Tyranny and
anarchy
individual,
witch bharlot
wolves, serpents,

__/,/ dragons
Sinister forest, heath, wilderness,

tree of death, waste land
Deserts, rocks and ruins
Sea, flood

Thespis and Northrop Frye's Anatomy of

Chartpresentedby Dr. Michael Sexson to the English 510 Graduate Seminar Studies in Critical
Theory: Displacement in Freud and Frye. Spring 2007.



