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KAWAUCHI REVIEW No.2 (2001)

SIXTEEN POEMS

PETER ROBINSON

DREAM LIGHT

There’s a weight on my eyelids tonight
like pennies from somewhere, two coins,
the late light glowing like

that sliver of a moon born yesterday.

I'm going to sleep, but not quite yet.
It’s your death weighs them down,
your death as inexplicably

fact as the bare fact of that moon.

More, later dream light brings back
even your horrified husband
to whom I just offer condolence.

But he can’t take it, and disappears.

Which leaves me in an early dawn
still wondering what it was happened
to you, you really a ghost,

a ghost from those first years,
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what drove you to such an idea —
to do yourself in like Father Time
but leave us hanging, hanging on

here with our questions which weigh

like the weight on my eyelids last night,
those pennies from somewhere, two coins,
and the late light glowing like

that sliver of a moon born yesterday?

ALL AROUND

1

On this bright-cold day in autumn
low sun paints its chiaroscuro

all around us: like a chessboard,
shadow and the gleaming air

are set as lines, as ways of moving;
paths paved with crisp detritus
have their signposts, corner mirrors,
where, routinely pacing on,

I'lose the sense of being aimed —

of being governed by direction.

2

In gorges where sun doesn’t reach
or the pine groves’ sudden coolness,

we're surrounded by this life.

And autumn pays us back in kind —
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as if, as if the thought of death

leant it your vitality.

3

Now too many leaves have fallen.
Summer not even a memory,

let alone a theme to live by,

early autumns in Japan

come floating from a cloudless sky.

Red maple hanging on stripped branches
till the very last breath takes them,

all around, are ghastly emblems;

I'm obsessed with you, this autumn,

pricing yourself up out of life.

4

But that’s as maybe, you not here;
whereas we, the living, want
to know why hawks, why gusted leaves,

why stones and skies were not enough?

The child in arms, child left to cry,
a season loved more than the others,
hints of winter, earthly hush,

why were none of these enough?

5

All around, dark earthworks rise;

sun’s angle keeps the shadows long.
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On every side, hortensias’

bluish globes are still intact,

the gingko leaves, a lemon yellow,
tousled by that passing bus.

This chilly sunlight: death or love,

how they wax and wane in us!

BEYOND RECALL

Now winter, the land gone monochrome,
winter turns to us with trees

wind’s blown holes through; distances
slip back like burrowing memories,

the snowflakes melted as they fall.

Again there’s a grey in the atmosphere’s
car fumes, snow, and as it happens
chilly, stung, burning ears

need words breathed beyond recall,

a sense made from that final act.

Because you went against the ears

of parents, mentors, friends,

again — come a grey in the atmosphere’s
drizzling snow — it’s as if you’d gone on

but without us, having killed us all.

The air-starved blood stopped in your veins.
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GOING NOWHERE

The fairground’s wire fences
are impacted with blown snow;
and with traffic at a standstill,
glass steamed up, we’re here
like our own dead who stay

in their frozen ground,

old thoughts, or just thin air.

They’ve not melted away,
have not passed beyond,
crossed border or frontier
and even when blown snow
impacted on mesh fences

vanishes, they don’t go.

AN AIR

Listen: in this winter light,

its air washed clean and glistening,
steam rises from the shiny street
and released by nostrils, mouths,
is nothing if not

evaporating spirits, airborne.

Ghosts of a past inspiration
or so much hot air,
said words becoming momentary

substance understood between us,
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motives for your despair,

are the very thing I didn’t want to hear.

Pausing at a pavement edge

with its frost-crisped leaves

and others fossilized in asphalt,
suddenly I felt that

whatever else it may be knowledge
is a process of the air —

sense taken from an atmosphere

and then given back.

A day
offering possible threads to unravel
reveals just how it would be
at last to have reached beyond an end —
as if, after all, things would come to the same
and your life were that vague dream

from which you had awakened.

COME TO GRIEF

Those hills of the eastern skyline

are a shrouded corpse in late dawn mist,

a corpse outleant —

no, not the year’s, the century’s, two millennia’s,
I'm dreaming this because it’s yours,

here once more at breakfast time

with one more dawn above those hills;

and my daughter, seeing them,

comments on brave watery sunshine
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glistening in rivulets

over rooftops, plate-glass windows,
down to the riverbanks’ first cars,

to kiosks, shrines, convenience stores...
and now she says she wants to draw its

whole array, and that’s a promise.

With all this newness, how my daughter
gazes at the world you left,

at the Kamo’s murky water

flowing away, where a faint sun glints,
flowing like promises come to grief;

and dreaming this because it’s yours,
that shrouded corpse in late dawn mist,
I ask myself what'll support her, at least,

in its disappointments.

THE GIST OF IT

Down Kawabatadori

a line of weeping willows

in chilly dawn’s diffused sunlight
droops over the Kamo; white heron,
squadroned for their fly-past,

just skim that skin of water.

The willows find you strayed
in a novel of sensation

and shiver at the bits of story,
shiver at how you tried

to protect your reputation
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threatening suicide.

Too proud! Too proud, it’s said,
you wouldn’t take the loss

of self-esteem, bought land,

a house you’d planned to build,
the loss of home, of status

or husband lying down.

*

Snow lies dusted on the frozen earth
traced with criss-cross footprints;

but it’s a memory in this light

returns with how you told

of ruined executives, desperate enough,
who leap off Kiyomizu Temple’s
platform on that hillside —

any where, any where out of the world!

So driven to extremity

yourself by threat and counter-threat
you took it out on all of us,

on a months-old foetus in your womb:
another life you couldn’t let

catch its breath, it starved with you

for want of what the heart wants.

Under strings of New Year lanterns
gleaming red and white

at entryways of late night bars,

cars’ rear- and headlight beams
bringing back a sunrise at Tsu beach,

two ‘watchers of the trickling gore’
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dying ‘'waves that lapped the shore’

exactly a decade ago.

Poor shadow, now I know

at least the gist of it

and in this cold dawn light

fathom how someone I taught,
someone who taught me ‘See you later’,
taught me ‘“Anywhere you like’

or how to ask for a glass of water,

would be driven to that extremity —

your long game pulled up short.

MONTHS GONE

The pine trees stand their ground
and form a rolling wave as
up the slope blows chilly wind:

this season doesn’t love us.

Months gone, you seem long dead
at a crime scene with no body —
as if the solid world had

forgotten you already.

Its camellias are frost-blighted

in a silence not of love;

but love of life, though unrequited,
is the only one we have.
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SURFACES OF THINGS

Surrounded by crows
near the writers’ museum,

a child threw her crumbs.

Grass tufts thrusted through
asphalt to the castle grounds’

abandoned classrooms.

Currents on the lake
drew a pink line of blossom

across poised water.

Then fresh breeze ruffled
trim feathers on a hawk’s wings:

surfaces of things.

That’s what it felt like.
A scattering of dark leaves

stood up, chased tourists,

chased till the wind dispersed them —

embittered posthumous lives.
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THE SILENCES

So why else notice

a girl in black pass by,

and how she’s lifted

on heels some inches nearer

a clear late afternoon sky?

*

Your tiny maisonette
with precipitous staircase
stays closed up, unsold
and unsellable because

a suicide was in it.

Whispers on the phone
accuse you of selfishness —
a scapegoat victim

to exonerate the living.

They allow you all the blame.

*

This party’s silence

where each of those that knew you
doesn’t ever mention

your sudden non-existence —

it’s as if they didn’t know.

*

11
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Here the custom is

not even to utter the word.

So, after all these

years and years, you're teaching me,

post-mortem, more Japanese.

HARM’'S WAY

Not expecting to need those memories,
Ilet them fall in disrepair. . .

but, now, that fire festival

you showed me one October night —
great brands borne through a village street
between wood houses towards the shrine
with bonfire in its square —

it beats a way back to my door.

As their teams of bearers tottered,

showered sparks would fall on us.

Dusting them off each others’ clothes,
splashing singes with prompt water,

how lit faces of sightseers

disappeared in peopled darkness!

How they press home through burned years!

Still I tell what you already know,
whisper secrets in your ear

as if you couldn’t be

talked to this inclement spring

weekend but by me,
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by old redeeming-features here.

Yet, equally, you won't recall

(no earthly reason why you should)

our outing to the Bunraku,

its puppet theatre audience all

gripped by a pretended fear;

a victim and her murderer

were slithering among some overturned
barrels on an oil store floor

while you whispered a translation,

whispered it into my ear.

LENGHTENED SHADOW

Footpath grasses glinting with rain
by a pungent creosoted fence
are well-found first solidities
where, recessed into wooded hillside,
dark waters, still, a remnant of moat
glistening through the day provide
their plain antidote.

These scents
of almond and crab-apple blossom
mingled with, then overwhelmed
by creosote on fencing bring
home how much, not here,
you cast a lengthened shadow
over this springtime’s

changing light, its cloud forms;
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yes, you cast a lengthened shadow,
one I can’t step out of.

Now
from buds and petalled branches,
a fluting thrush descants
on the chit-chat of tits or finches.
Taking a hint from that chorus,
spirits rose in sheets as dawn
flared condensation-beaded panes.
Still only a lost acquaintaince,
it's as if you haunted them or me —
as if shadowed I ought to find myself

in love, in love with your memory.

NOT ON YOUR LIFE

Spring rain falling and droplets on my lenses
smudging things’ margins,
there’s a reddish blur in branches just before

the blossom bursts as a pink-white floss.

On soggy ground, pine needle rafts
are washed up at corners of gutters or curbs.
How avid earth absorbs

all the sullen sky can hurl at it, and more!

I’'m not saying you might well have found more
to make of pale green catkins

or tardy blossom battered by rain,

then lost far too fast this miserable year.
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Only look at how distance is shaded away

in ground-level clouds and the mist,

how fun fair flags droop in a lack of any wind,
boughs hang heavy with what petals remain.

And although you were more or less blind
not wearing your glasses, I'm lost
as to why the phenomenal world

had come to seem so terminally vain.

Then let’s say I'm the one mistaking
my revived self for this spring day —
although it’s as if your brittle life passed

like all the four seasons in a single day.

Let’s say no one’s denying you the right
to end it all by killing time,
end the palaver, dull sun’s gleam,

those buds and leaves which require you here...

Oh, have it your own way.
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TAKE IT FROM ME

1

This flowering magnolia, take it from me,

white petals each with a violet heart,

blows against raw brick wall in wind and sun here.

2

Yet of three saplings planted beside it

the winter hasn’t spared one —

as you, hanging on for grim death,

were found and lost just moments after;
so there’d be someone to care for the boy,
someone to bring you back down to earth.

4

Like them, to be well and truly gone
the dead must die again in us,

being pent, as if in need of a good cry.

5

But now there’s no more death for you,

the dead, the well and truly gone
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(if you take my word for it that here
magnolia branches are flexed by a wind

and the sap-less saplings also bend).

MORE BORROWED SCENERY

“But her sense I had misunderstood

imagining friendship...”

Climbing the road home’s snaky curves,
I catch earth’s rim, its margin hazed,
this dusk gilt-edging cloud wisps
trailed beyond a tree-fringe, frayed,

still can’t for the life of me see

how you could feel so dead to the world

or let the world feel dead to you.

Yet in the lacking light you'll never say,
but beckon me out of life’s ruin

as if to salvage whatever you can

and not be bullied by the silence

of a husband deciding to take his bat home,
no, not over your dead body —

though over your dead body it would be.
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APROPOS OF NOTHING

Words spoken now to please the dead
are dandelion pollen in this late air.
They roll down a riverbank walk there
like balls of fluff from under a bed,

words spoken now to please the dead.

The forever dead who don’t go beyond,
cross border, boundary or frontier

but in our old thoughts remain here,
they reach towards us with each frond,

the forever dead who don’t go beyond.

They’re the more living, being said,
as a fresh wind makes aired jackets dance
passionate tangos on a balcony’s lines.
Words spoken now to please the dead

commemorate us living, being said.
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Oh Lord!

| am got out at last, and (which is a Miracle) without a Clue—and
now to Damning and Cursing!—but if that wou'd ease me, where
shall | begin? with my Fortune, my self, or the Quean that
couzen'd me—what a Dog was | to believe in Woman? oh

Coxcomb!—Ignorant conceited Coxcomb! . . . but as| wasin my
right Wits, to be thus cheated, confirms it | am a dull believing
English Country Fop—. . . (3.2.87-99)
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BELVILE. See there the fair Sign [picture of Angellica] to the
Inn where aMan may Lodg [sic] that’s Fool enough to give her
price.

BLUNT. ’Sheartlikins, Gentlemen, what's this!

BELVILE. A Famous Courtizan, that’s to be sold.

BLUNT. How? to be sold! . .. come let’s begone, I’'m sure
wee're no Chapmen for this Commodity. . . .

WILLMORE. How wondrous fair she is—a Thousand Crowns a
Month—by Heaven as many Kingdoms were too little, a plague
of this Poverty—of which | ne’er complain, but when it hinders
my approach to Beauty: which Virtue ne’er cou’ d purchase.

(2.1.88-101)
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ANGELLICA. ... but Inconstancy’s the sin of all Mankind,
therefore I'm resolv’d that nothing but Gold, shall charm my
heart.

MORETTA. I'mglad on't; 'tis only Interest that \WWomen of our
profession ought to consider: tho' | wonder what has kept you
from that general Disease of our Sex so long, | mean that of
being in Love. (2.1.128-33)
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ANGELLICA. Thelow esteem you have of me, perhaps
May bring my heart again:

For | have pride, that yet surmounts my Love.
WILLMORE. Throw off this Pride, this Enemy to Bliss,
And shew the Pow'r of Love: "tiswith those Arms

I can be only vanquisht, made a Slave.
ANGELLICA. Isall my mighty expectation vanisht?

—No, | will not hear thee talk— thou hast a Charm

In every word that draws my heart away.

And al the Thousand Trophies | design’d

Thou hast undone—. . . (2.1.391-401)
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Oh, name not such mean trifles; — had | given him all
My Y outh has earn’d from Sin,

| had not lost a thought, nor sigh upon’t.

But | have given him my Eternal rest,

My whole repose, my future joys, my Heart!

My Virgin heart Moretta; Oh 'tis gone! (4.1.229-34)
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ANGELLICA. Yes, Traitor,
Does not thy guilty blood run shivering through thy Veins?
Hast thou no horrour at this [pistol] sight, that tells thee,
Thou hast not long to boast thy shameful Conquest?
WILLMORE. Faith, no Child, my blood keepsits old Ebbs and
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Flows still, and that usual heat too, that cou’d oblige thee with
akindness, had | but opportunity. (5.1.202-8)
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WILLMORE. By this Light | took her [Florinda] for an Errant
Harlot.

BELVILE. Damn your debaucht opinion! tell me Sot had’ st thou
so much sense and light about thee to distinguish her Woman,
and coudst not see something about her Face and Person, to
strike an awful Reverence into thy Soul ? (3.2.216-20)
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there’'s no way to conquer good Nature, but by yielding,—here—give me thy
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Yes, | am poor—but I'm a Gentleman,
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Poor as| am, | wou'd not sell my self,

No not to gain your Charming high priz’'d Person. (2.1.320-23)
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That young lady had a talent for describing the involvement and
feelings and characters of ordinary life, which is to me the most
wonderful | ever met with. The Big Bow-wow strain | can do
myself like any now going, but the exquisite touch, which renders
ordinary commonplace things and characters interesting, from the

truth of the description and the sentiment, is denied to me.”
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“Here's harmony!” said she, “Here's repose! Here's what may
leave al painting and al music behind, and what poetry only can
attempt to describe. Here's what may tranquillize every care, and
lift the heart to rapture! When | look out on such a night as this, |
feel as if there could be neither wickedness nor sorrow in the
world; and there certainly would be less of both if the sublimity of
Nature were more attended to, and people were carried more out

of themselves by contemplating such a scene.” (113)”

gboboooboooobooobooobooboobobobobobobobobob
gboboooooboobobobooooboooooobooboboboo



36 oooooooooog

gobooooooooooooboooboooooobouooooano
goddbooobooooooodobuoobooooboobooooo
J00d0o0000o00oo0ooooood® 00000000 (Sotherton)
0000000000o0oooDooDooDO0DO«“Cut down an avenue! What
a pity! Does not it make you think of Cowper? ‘Ye falen avenues, once more |
mourn your fate unmerited.”” (56)0 0 0000 00O 0O OO (William Cowper)
OO0O00O0O(TheTask, 1785) 0 0000 000OOOOOODOOOOODOO
gobdddoooooooooobobobobobobobobobbooooooooo
0000000000000 000D0dMerose Abbeyyb OO Oooong
gododddddddooooooobbobbobbobbooooooooo
goooooa

“1 am disappointed,” said she, in alow voice, to Edmund. “Thisis
not my idea of a chapel. There is nothing awful here, nothing
melancholy, nothing grand. Here are no aisles, no arches, no
inscriptions, no banners. No banners, cousin, to be ‘blown by the
night wind of Heaven.” No signs that a ‘ Scottish monarch sleeps
below.” ” (85-86)
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We hear that Mr Keen[Kean] is more admired than ever. The two
vacant places of our two rows, are likely to be filled by Mr Tilson
& his brother Gen Chownes.—I shall be ready to laugh at the sight

of Frederick again. (256)
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Gen: Chowne was introduced to me; he has not much remains of
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Frederick. . . . Henry has this moment said that he likes my M.P.
better & better;—he is in the 3d vol.—I believe now he has
changed his mind as to foreseeing the end; — he said yesterday at
least, that he defied anybody to say whether H.C. would be
reformed, or would forget Fanny in a fortnight.—! shall like to see
Kean again excessively, & to see him with Y ou too; —it appeared
to me as if there were no fault in him anywhere; & in his scene
with Tubal there was exquisite acting. (258)
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... and after the first rehearsal or two, Fanny began to be their
only audience, and —sometimes as prompter, sometimes as spec-

tator—was often very useful. (165)
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To good reading, however, she had been long used; her uncle read
well—her cousins all—Edmund very well; but in Mr. Crawford's
reading there was a variety of excellence beyond what she had
ever met with. . . . It was truly dramatic.—His acting had first
taught Fanny what pleasure a play might give, and his reading
brought all his acting before her again. . . . (337)
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“ . ...l never listened to a distinguished preacher in my life, with-
out a sort of envy. But then, | must have a London audience. |
could not preach, but to the educated; to those who were capable
of estimating my composition. And, | do not know that | should be
fond of preaching often; now and then, perhaps, once or twice in



gooono 41

the spring, after being anxiously expected for half a dozen
Sundays together. . . ." (341)
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“1 must be abruteindeed, if | can be really ungrateful!” said shein
soliloquy; “Heaven defend me from being ungrateful 17  (322-23)

“. ... Edmund, you do not know me. The families would never be
connected, if you did not connect them. Oh! write, write. Finish it
at once. Let there be an end of this suspense. Fix, commit, con-
demn yourself.”

Such sensations, however, were too near a kin to resentment to

be long guiding Fanny’ s soliloquies. (424-25)
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Lady of Branksome)J OO OO0 00000000 OOOCODOOOOOODO
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. . . she had only to rise and, with Mr. Crawford’s very cordial
adieus, pass quietly away; stopping at the entrance door, like the
Lady of Branxholm Hall, “one moment and no more,” to view the
happy scene, and take a last look at the five or six determined cou-
ple, who were still hard at work—and then, creeping slowly up the
principal staircase. . . . (280-81)
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“Yes,” he answered, “she is engaged to me; but (with a smile that
did not sit easy) she saysit is to be the last time that she ever will
danced withme. .. .” (268)

“1 am come to walk with you, Fanny,” said he. “Shall |?’—(draw-
ing her arm wiithin his,) “ it is a long while since we have had a
comfortable walk together.” (346)
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From the sound of Teviot'stide,
Chafing with the mountain’s side,
From the groan of the wind-swung oak,
From the sullen echo of the rock,
From the voice of the coming storm,
The Ladye knew it well!
It was the Spirit of the Flood that spoke,
And he called on the Spirit of the Fell.  (l. xiv)#
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His father’'s looks of solemnity and amazement on this his first
appearance on any stage, and the gradual metamorphosis of the
impassioned Baron Wildenhaim into the well-bred and easy Mr.
Y ates, making his bow and apology to Sir Thomas Bertram, was
such an exhibition, such a piece of true acting as he would not
have lost upon any account. (182)
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Poetry should be great & unobstrusive, a thing which enters into
one' s soul, and does not startle it or amaze it with itself but with its
subject. . . . Modern poets differ from the Elizabethans in this.
Each of the moderns like an Elector of Hanover governs his petty
state . ... | will have no more of Wordsworth or Hunt in particu-

lar.... 7

gbobobooboboobooboobooobobobobobobobann
OO0 ("modernpoets’) 0 000 000CO000OCOOOOOODOOOOO
gboboboobobobooobooooboooooooboobobobon
gbobobobobobooboobobooboboboobobobobann
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.... [A]sone[Apollonius] came near
With curl’d gray beard, sharp eyes, and smooth bald crown,

Slow-stepp’d, and robed in philosophic gown: (1. 363-65)
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Jod@MoooooboooooooooooobobObooooobooboooa
gooooooooobbobbobb oo ooooooodad
doooooooooobbobobobobobobbooooooooooooooa
dooooooooooobooobobobooooooooooooooooao
godobbboooubbboooobbbooooubboooooo
doooooooooobbobbobobboobooooooooooooodad
000000000 O0D0O000d (" TisApollonius sage, my trusty guide/ And
good instructor”) (1. 375-76) DO OO0 00D ODODOODOOOOOOOOO
000000000000 DO0000DO000O0D0O0O00OODOd truth-
lessman”) (2.277) 000000000 (“wretch’) (2.278) 0000000 0

....[L]eaving theeforlorn,
In trembling dotage to the feeblest fright
Of conscience, for their long offended might,
For all thine impious proud-heart sophistries,
Unlawful magic, and enticing lies. (2. 282-86)
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O000OC0OQoUUOouUoooooOoOoOoOom (fregd”) (2.133) 00000
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gobboobobooobboobobooobboooobooobboo
gbOi10o00ooooooobobo

A pillar'd porch, with lofty portal door,

Where hung a silver lamp, whose phosphor glow
Reflected in the slabbed steps below,

Mild asastar in water . . . . (1. 379-82)

goooOoOoOoOoOomoOooOoOoOoOoOoOoOOOOOOOOOCAppllard
porch, with") OO 0D O0OD0OO0ODOOCODOODOODOOODOOODOOO
O00000DO00OO0O0OO0CA royd-sgquared”) OO O0ODOOODOOOOO
O0@F O0O0O0D0ODOO0O0O0OO%regd” 0000 “royd” 00 000OOODOO
gboboboboboobooboobobooboboboboboboobooon
oMoboobooboobooobooobuooboobooboooo
gboboooooboobobobooobooobooon

gooooooooobooboboboboboboboboooooog
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gboboboboboobooooooobobooooboboboboo
gboboboboboobooboobooobobobobobobobonn
0000000o0ooo®* Doooooo0oUUoOoooDooooOoooo
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gboobooooooobooboobo

Do not al charmsfly
At the mere touch of cold philosophy?
There was an awful rainbow once in heaven:
We know her woof, her texture; sheis given
In the dull catalogue of common things.
Philosophy will clip an Angel’ swings,
Conquer all mysteries by rule and line,
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Empty the haunted air, and gnomed mine—
Unweave arainbow, asit erewhile made
The tender-person’ d Lamiamelt into ashade. (2. 229-38)
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Fresh carved cedar, mimicking a glade

Of palm and plantain, met from either side,
High in the midst, in honour of the bride:

Two palms and then two plantains, and so on,
From either side their stems branch’d oneto one

All down the aisled place; (2. 125-30)

O0000D0MmOD000OdCedar”) 00 0DO00OODOO0ODOODOOO
OO000mOodOCpam”) 0000000 DOO ("plantain”) DOOOODO
gbobooooobooooobooooboboboboboboboobooon
gobobooooboooooboooobooboboboboboooonoo
gbobooooboooooboooobobobobobobooooooo
gbobooooboobooooooobobobobobobobOobob



gooooo 63

gobobobooooobobbooooobobobooooobbbooooo
gbobobobobooooooboboobobobobobobooobooo
gboboboobobooooooooobobooboobobobooboo
gboboboobobooooooooobobobobobobooonooo
oooooooon

goooooooooboobobobobobobooboobooooon
gboboboboboooooobobooboboboboboboboon
gboboboboboooooooboboboboboboboobon
gbobobooboboobooobooboboobobobobobobooobooon
gbobobobobooobooobooboboobobooobobobobon
gboboboobobooobooooooobooooboobobobobon
gboboboobobooboooobobooboboboobobobobonn
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“Because what's the use of learning that | am one of a long row
only—finding out that there is set down in some old book some-
body just like me, and to know that | shall only act her part; mak-
ing me sad, that's all. The best is not to remember that your nature
and your past doings have been just like thousands' and thou-
sands’, and that your coming life and doings'll be like thousands’
and thousands'.” (99)
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Said | then, sunk in tone,

‘| am merest mimicker and counterfeit!—
Though thinking, | aml,

And what | do | myself alone.’

—The cynic twist of the page thereat unknit

Back to its normal figure, having wrought its purport wry,
The Mage's mirror left the window-square,
And the stained moon and drift retook their places there.
(Complete Poems 461)
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On one point she was resolved: there should be no more
d Urberville air-castle in the dreams and deeds of her new life.
She would be the dairymaid Tess, and nothing more. Her mother
knew Tess's feeling on this point so well, though no words had
passed between them on the subject, that she never aluded to the
knightly ancestry now. (78)
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Yet such is human inconsistency that one of the interests of the
new place to her was the accidental virtue of its lying near her
forefathers' country (for they were not Blackmore men, though her
mother was Blackmore to the bone). The dairy called Talbothays,
for which she was bound, stood not remotely from some of the for-
mer estates of the d’ Urbervilles, near the great family vaults of her

granddames and their powerful husbands. (78)
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Immediately behind it stood the house wherein they had engaged
lodgings, whose exterior features are so well known to all trav-
ellers through the Froom Valley; once portion of a fine manoria
residence, and the property and seat of a d’ Urberville, but since its
partial demolition afarm-house. (170)
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“None; though you once had 'em in abundance, as | said, for your
family consisted of numerous branches. In this country there was
aseat of yours at Kingshear, and another at Sherton, and another at
Millpond, and ancther at Lullstead, and another at Wellbridge.”

®

gbobooobooobooboooooooboboboboboboooboon
gboboooboooboobooooooobobobobobobobobon
gbobooooboooooboooboboobobobobobobooobooo
goboobooboobooboobobooobooboobooboo
00000000000 (Hintcomb-Ash)yDOODODOOOODOOODOOO
oooboboOooooobobboooooobboooobobboooooo
goboooooboooooooooboboboboboboboobnoo
gboboooboooboobooooooobobobobobobooobooon
gobooboobooobmooobooboobooboooboooon
gooboooobooooooooooobobobobobobobnoo
gboboooobooboooooooboboboboboboboobooon
000000000000 0DO000O000000O (TessO' Toole)D (M1 O
gbobooooooooobooooboboboboboboooobooon
gboboooboobooboooooooboboboboboboobooboon
goooo0@Eooo0o0oo@moooooooobooooooOooDo
oboboooooboooooboooobobobobOoboboboboon
ooobooboob

The unpleasantness of the matter was that, in addition to their
effect upon Tess, her fine features were unquestionably traceable
in these exaggerated forms. (170)
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How can we live together while that man lives>—he being your
husband in Nature, and not I. If he were dead it might be different.
(190)

gboboboboboooooooooooooboobobobuoDbOoo
Oo0000oO0OO0O0OO0OO0OO0OO0OO0ODOOCOO0OO0O0O0OO0OOOOOOO0OO0
gboboboobobooobooooooobobobooboboboboo
oooooon
goobobOoooobobbOooooobbbooooobbbooooo
goooobooobooboobooboooboboooboboobobooboo
gbobobobobooboooooooboooooobobobobonn
gboboboobobobooooboooboboboboboboboon
gbobobobobobooooboooboboboboboobobonn
gboboboboboboooobooobobooobobobobonn
gboboboobobooboobooboooboboboboboboboon
000000 O0o0oooOoO@ony Tane) OO OOOOOOOOOOO
gbboooboobooboobooboobooboboooboobon
00000000000 00O000DOO00bOO00oooOo20)0



74 0000O000000oo0ooooon

gboboboobooboooooooobooobobobobOoDbo
goobooboobooooooooobooboboboboboooooo
oboboboooooobooboboboboooooooboobOobo

... what obscure strain in the d'Urberville blood had led to this
aberration, if it were an aberration. There momentarily flashed
through his mind that the family tradition of the coach and murder
might have arisen because the d’ Urbervilles had been known to do
these things. Aswell as his confused and excited ideas could rea-
son, he supposed that in the moment of mad grief of which she
spoke her mind had lost its balance, and plunged her into this

abyss. (304)
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“What, really, then, you don’t want to learn anything?’

“1 shouldn’t mind learning why—why the sun do shine on the just
and the unjust alike,” she answered, with a slight quaver in her
voice.

“But that’ s what books will not tell me.” (99)
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“It is Stonehenge!” said Clare.
“The heathen temple, you mean?’
“Yes. Older than the centuries; older than the d’ Urbervilles! .. ."

(310)
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“One of my mother’s people was a shepherd hereabout, now |
think of it. And you used to say at Talbothays that | was a hea-
then. So now | am at home.” (311)
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But suppose that, by some accident, the visitor were obliged to go
home with this man, take pot-luck with him and his, as one of the
family. For the nonce the very sitting down would seem an undig-
nified performance, and at first, the ideas, the modes, and the sur-
roundings generally, would be puzzling—even impenetrable; or if
ameasure penetrable, would seem to have but little meaning. But
living on there for a few days the sojourner would become con-
scious of a new aspect in the life around him. He would find that,
without any objective change whatever, variety had taken the
place of monotony; that the man who had brought him home—the
typical Hodge, as he conjectured—was somehow not typical of
anyone but himself. (170)

Six months pass, and our gentleman leaves the cottage, bidding his
friends good-bye with genuine regret. The great change in his per-
ception is that Hodge, the dull, unvarying, joyless one, has ceased
to exist for him. He has become disintegrated into a number of
dissimilar fellow-creatures, men of many minds, infinite in differ-
ence; some happy, many serene, a few depressed; some clever,
even to genius, some stupid, some wanton, some austere; some

mutely Miltonic, some Cromwellian. . . . (170)
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It was amazing, indeed, to find how great a matter the life of the
obscure dairy had become to him. And though new love was to be
held partly responsible for this it was not solely so. Many besides
Angel have learnt that the magnitude of lives is not as to their
external displacements, but as to their subjective experiences. The
impressionable peasant leads a larger, more dramatic life than the
pachydermatous king. Looking at it thus he found that life was to
be seen of the same magnitude here as elsewhere. (120-21)

“The typical and unvarying Hodge ceased to exist. He had been
disintegrated into a number of varied fellow-creatures, beings of
many minds, beings infinite in difference; some happy, many
serene, a few depressed, one here and there bright even to genius,
some stupid, others wanton, others austere; some mutely Miltonic,

some potentially Cromwellian. . . .” (93)
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She had an attribute which amounted to a disadvantage just now;
and it was this that caused Alec d' Urberville's eyes to rivet them-
selves upon her. It was a luxuriance of aspect, a fullness of
growth, which made her appear more of a woman than she really
was. She had inherited the feature from her mother without the
quality it denoted. (30)
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“WEell, as one of the genuine stock, she ought to make her way
with * en, if she plays her trump card aright. And if he don't
marry her afore he will after. For that he's all afire wi’ love for
her any eye can see.”

“What's her trump card? Her d’ Urberville blood, you mean?’

“No, stupid; her face—as* twas mine.” (38)
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