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their source is implied in wisps of notation that amount to velleities. Not

only is the central, driving anguish of A Shropshire Lad left undevel-
oped—an emotional motif constantly insisted on vet ultimately un- .

earned—but one consequence of Housman's fear of openly realizing the
essential feelings underlying the anguish is the blight of sentimentality.

Even his highly accomplished verse technique may militate against a

dangerous poetry of self-exploration. The simple patterns (mostly alter-

nating rhymes, or couplets arranged in quatrains or longer stanzas, or -

comparable variations) are reminiscent of folk ballads and other folk-
songs. They encourage a defensive reliance on conventional situations
and stock feelings: song effects that summon up a whole tradition in
which deep subjectivity was unnecessary.

Admittedly, a poet can use such traditional simple forms very power-
fully—Dickinson, Yeats, and MacDiarmid, for instance, provide splen-

did examples. Housman, however, rides with the forms he employs,

going for uncomplex notes of emotional music that will emphasize a sin-
gle tonality. That he often does so beautifully is a joy, and it is not
denigration to suggest that his work falls short of its promise as a devel-
oped sequence. Very likely he would have done violence to his own
dazzling but lesser genius had he tried to carry his effort, exhausting as
he confessed it was—and beyond doubt threatening—any further.
— v Th

2. Hardy's Poems of 191213  {&s ™7 4

Despite his occasional notoriously bad passages, Hardy’s intensity of vi-
sion takes him in Poems of 1912-13 where the consistently polished
Housman could never go. The laurels for the first developed British
sequence, however uneven, belong 1o the_grand old ] post-novelist. His
elegiac grouping of twenty-one poems, written when he was in his sev-

enties, anticipated Yeatss civil-war sequences by_z_aé&ae_. The poéms

grapple With theé complexities of personal disaster in a ‘way typical of
many sequences, by establishing equilibrium, in the manner we have
discussed earlier, among various intense states of awareness without ab-
solutely replacing one state by another. Hence the carping by some crit-
ics that Hardy should have preserved the contents of first publication
(eighteen poems ending with the visionary “The Phantom Horsewoman”
rather than with the more distanced and desolate “The Spell of the Rose,”
“St Launce’s Revisited,” and “Where the Picnic Was™) is at best mis-
leading. In fact, the opening , poem, “The Going,” telegraphs the final
form of the sequence quite satisfactorly; in o sénse are 'Bij}w;;i)ecta»
tions betrayed. L i

Essentially an elegy on the death of Hardy's first wife, the sequence
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nevertheless not an avowal of simple grief. Nor is it an exercise in
onsoling oneself, eventually, by Tennysonian philosophical speculation
or by the healing power of nature, time, or new love—whatever the
‘biographical “facts” of Hardy’s relationship to the one soon to become
his second wife. The motivating pressure within the poems is the effect
on the poet of the death of a woman once passionately loved but es-
‘tranged for many years. The abrupt ending by her death of all chance
for communication has generated a disturbing set of memories of earlier
“tenderness. It has also aroused a desperate need to fix the causes, qual-

termingled: vivid dismay, intolerable remorse, yearning to undo the past,
“loving compassion, intensely focused recollection of romantic excitement
‘and joy, and that more distanced, desolate acquiescence in an essentially
‘bleak reality we have already noted.
The first poem projects the affective complex of the whole work. Also,
t sketches the motivating situation, central preoccupations, and psycho-
logical course of the sequence, with the concomitant changes of scene.
Here and throughout, Hardy's gifts as a novelist for capturing the gist
of scenes, characters, and incidents stand him in good stead. “The Going”
is unusual among opening poems for the way it quickly suggests the
nature of the whole sequence. It is therefore worth analyzing rather
fully. Although not as finely successful as some of the other poems—
notably “The Voice” (poem 9}, “After a Journey” (poem 13), and “The
Phantom Horsewoman” {poem 18} —it F_iia_kgu_,_____hwtmmintlm_seggﬂgm_e’s
structure, together with “At Castle Boterel” {poem 16) and “Where the
Picnic Was™ (poem 2] : jrde Dictoage
“The Going” divides logically into three pairs of stanzas. The first pair

treats the actual death; the second, the lost wife’s haunting of the poet’s
imagination; the third, the estrangement between them that death has
made irreversible. The motivating pressure in the sequence is to undo
that irreversibility, to Te-establish a_communion_Jost since_the couple’s
early days of love: logically a plain impossibility, psychologically an ab-
solute necessity. The absurdity and the sheer emotional need combine
to give the work its peculiar force, and Hardy's narrative skill aids him
enormously in creating the illusion of a heartbroken ghost and her equally
heartbroken survivor striving to re-create, together, the sources of their
love that—once recovered in memory and repossessed in its original
sensuous ambience—will free them both of their accumulated marital
disappointment and sense of guilt. (It is interesting to compare Poems
of 1912-13 with Yeats’s Crazy Jane poems some two decades later, and
especially with the complex psychological realities implied in “Crazy Jane
on the Day of Judgment” and developed in “Crazy Jane and Jack the

ity, and ultimate meaning of 2 love that promised so much yet ended in o ¢og
-appalling distance. Throughout the sequence certain basic tones are in-a“ Prash
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You were she who shode

By those red-veined rocks far West
You were the swan-necked one who rode,
Along the beetling Beeny Crest,

And, reining nigh me,

Would muse and eye me,

While Life unrolled us its very best.2

following explicitly connects the hape for love’s
irﬁey. In rueﬁ.:l.ly asking why the thought never

ere was yet time, the poem is at the same time
arrative course of the sequence:

Why, then, latterly did we not speak
Did we not think of those days long c,iead
And ere your vanishing strive to seek
That tijne’s renewal? We might have said
In this bright spring weather T
We'll visit topether
Those places that once we visited,”

projecting the future n

Diq we claim, however parenthetically
poem's weakest? Surely the fifth too cIar;l

that the fourth stanza is the
ors for that distinction—and
ine remorse. Hardy is not
something out, particularly if it
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2. Our text of reference for Poerms of 1912-1

James Gibson (New York: Macmillan, 1978).3 # Thommas Hardy, The Complete Poems, ed.

nscendence through love and its -
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has an expository function. There is no point in defending—as opposed
to just allowing for its inevitable presence-—writing like this. We have
been given, despite some violence to the ear, a projection not only of
the work’s narrative course but also of the characters of its two protago-
nists and the motives underlying the poet’s imaginative undertaking.
The other stanzas are considerably richer poetically although not with-
out their awkward forcings of language and rhythm. For instance, the
intimate, gently reproachful lines of the first stanza are addressed di-
rectly to the dead woman—not, “Why did she give no hint that night”
but:

Why did you give no hint that night

That quickly after the morrow’s dawn,

And calmly, as if indifferent-quite,

You would cl3se your term here, up and be gone
Where T could not follow e
With wing of swallow

To gain one glimpse of you ever anon!

The effect, of course, is of actual communion with the dead woman.

© Almost half the poems in the sequence are similar, with the poet ad-

dressing her, or her ghost speaking to him (“The Haunter,” “His Visi-
tor,” “The Spell of the Rose™). The mode of direct address is thus abso-
lutely reciprocal with the poet’s need for communication, or at the least
“To gain one glimpse of you ever anon!” There are also indications in
this opening stanza of the state of their relationship at the end of her
life. In retrospect, the reproach to the dead woman for quitting life so
suddenly, without warning, does not quite conceal the bitter sense that
her dying, in its mute finality, had been deliberate: her last, decisive
expression of estrangement.

I in the frst stanza the phrase “as if indifferent quite” has an omi-
nous, reproachful ring, the second stanza presents the other side of the
coin—self-reproach——as well:

Never to bid good-bye,
Or lip me the softest call,
Or utter a wish for a word, while I
Saw moming harden upon the wall,
Unmoved, unknowing
That your great going
Had place that moment, and altered all.

At

Hardy achieves much in this superb stanza. First, he captures the
atmosphere of sweet, loving intercourse in “lip me the softest call.” The
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phrase serves as a transition between the memory of the wife's coldness
(“as if indifferent quite™) and that of the original dream of what the cou-
ple’s life together would be. The dream is evoked in the fourth stanza’s
vision of her as “the swan-necked one” and of a superlative existence to
come—"While life unrolled us its very best.” At the same time, the second
stanza’s most powerful image—"I / Saw morning harden upon the wall’—
suggests the in MMQ wishes. Finally,
the husband’s self-characterization implied in the line “Unmoved, un-
knowing” (the squinting modifiers here attach both to “I” and to “morn-
ing”} is reciprocal with his wife’s supposed indifference to him even at
her death. In the context of the poem, especially its last stanza, and the
sequence, words that in other elegiac settings would be absolutely trite—
“your great going / Had place that moment, and altered all’—prove
remarkably successful. For by the poem’s end we find that, given the
quality of the marriage, the wife’s death might not have been expected
to have such an impact. Moreover, the rest of the sequence is devoted
to undoing her “great going.” .

The third stanza prepares us for the supernatural poems to come: “The
Haunter,” “The Voice,” “His Visitor,” and the reprise poem, “The Spell

of the Rose.” It also foreshadows the speaker's coming pursuit of the

woman’s phantom, which finds fruition in “After a Journey,” “At Castle
Boterel,” “Places,” and “The Phantom Horsewoman™

Why do you make me leave the house
And think for a breath it is you I see
At the end of the alley of bending bough..
Where so often at dusk vou used to be.
Till in darkening dankness
The yawning blankness
Of the perspective sickens me!

In its own terms, within a context of continued reproach, this stanza
balances a moment of false elation with an even deeper depression.
Complicating elements include the sense of comp

the house”—the compelling need for the phantom truly to be there, the
implied familiarity and domesticity of the scene—"where so often at dusk
you used to be"—and the real, utter emptiness of a landseape in which
she is no longer present.

The poem then turns to the landscape—the “red-veined rocks far
West™-—where she was once so dynamically present and to the tentative
suggestion of seeking together “That time’s renewal.” Then, in the last
stanza, there is a momentary attempt to dissipate all the pain of the
ruefully questioning longing and disturbance and would-be communion
through fatalistic musing, and the failure of that attempt:

 comes toward the end of Poems of I812-13, is the poi
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Wwell, well! All's past amend,
Unchangeable. It must go.
I seem but a dead man held on end
To sink down scon. . . . O you could not lmow
That such swift fleeing
No soul foreseeing—
Not even I—would undo me so!

esolution of the knot of feelings will not come through philosophizing
but through arrival at some altered state of realization. In ‘t‘he sequence
this will happen much further on: in the thif’teenth poem, After a Jour-
iey,” and the sixteenth, “At Castle Boterel. Meanwhile, the first poem.
énds in a welter of acute loss that is confronted helplessly. i
" Here we may pause to take preliminary st()ck.-The ,fnodem rea :lr
will have to come to terms with Hardy's “old—fashlonefl style. It is ]a
most verbose, almost affectedly literary, and the phrasmg can sud&i(;ny
furn tnwmwdnd yet the language'is intimare an ‘_E]a:«
fatic, a rush of active life-feeling that catches the speaker’s turmoil di-
rectly and unmistakably. The viried stanza forms Hardy employSM-«»wanai
other Kind of “oldfashioned” contrivance—provide a sort of emotion
control, channeling the torrent of words into a simple repet}'twe patt;m—
ing that allows considerable metrical flexibility. The result is a para (ii{-
ically combined formality and immediacy of ef'fect, approl?rlate tob‘t e
'profound seriousness of the poems and to their intensely pfwate subjec- |

vity. The implied “story” of the marriage that ended with the: :vl'lfes
death, and the progression in the sequence toward a psychological re-

versal that is almost a triumph over reality, demand such a combination.

Tt is characteristic that one of the climactic poems In the ]yrica]?t‘fﬁcci
tare of Poems of 1912-13 uses a stanzaic pattern that plam?s avs.rkwa-r
strains on Hardy's diction but whose unselfconsciously confiding simplic-

T, T T o T YRS S - PR hi'ch
i kes it mAnitely graceful. “At Castle Boterel,” wh
ity of mannér makes it nfinitely grace o oon
toward which_the sequence strives. Here a moment of sweet compan-

joriability, which occurred early in the relationship, is recovered and

placed in a perspective lacking in the intense turmoil of the magnificent

thirteenth poem, “After a Journey'™:

As I drive to the junction of lane and highway,
And the drizzle bedrenches the waggonette,
I look behind at the fading byway,
And see on its slope, now glistening wet,
Distinctly yet

Myself and a girlish form benighted
In dry March weather. We climb the road




88  British Approaches

Beside a chaise. We had Jjust alighted
To ease the sturdy pony’s load
When he sighed and slowed.

What we did as we climbed, and what we talked of
Matters not much, nor to what it Jed —
Something that life will not he balked c;f
Without rude reason il hope is dead
And feeling fled, ’

It _ﬁﬂe?d but a minute. But was there ever
A txme- cv,f such quality, since or before,
In that h:ll‘s story? To one mind never,
Though it has been climbed foot-swift, foot-sore

By thoussnds more.

Oj")jl}
y decisive poem. In itself the
red, hardly melodramatic moment

Thus the first four stanzag of this quiet]
bassage merely confides the remembe

from the past we have mentioned. Nothing eould i
uz;Er;toe:]t:::tlslift a'nd sweetly cherishing_, thang the Ian;)ueagia:lzzg t(:erxr::l::
o moment .thels s0 unspectacu.J.lar that one may well ask: “Why should
oy e t “I'I)f;lssage‘a f})e(:lal“point in the sequence?” Unlike such
Cha e }j : e Yonce and “After 5 Journey"—hoth of which we
gl take tﬂe Sor y; At Castle Boterel” is not an overwhelming poem
cbiny T i e e B
pip! Fulfil I the hirst poem, “t

\t:;lilsl]fs :nl;swal in “Those places that once we ﬁsﬁeﬁ;ﬁzﬁ%? t
ccome a prophecy. The place of “At Castle Boterel” in th:
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ave prepared

- : th of th
ickness for her natjve Co;nmm'ﬁgég?%ﬁg

“widower, who had tak 0 his inland hom,
ek en her to his inland home after marriage, imagines

Yet ker shade, maybe,
Will creep underground
Till it catch the sound
( —tjﬁlﬁ‘f_tf_ﬂn sea . .,
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with a childlike, unshakable natural devotion_L Thosém
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as taking her from those places that had spoiled her Tife. To him, at

omplexity—the speaker’s compulsion te return to her places in Corn-
all'and somehow rejWﬂ?é things right again—for it
ast, it seems so, and it seems also that he had inadvertently neglected
r needs just as he had not realized how close she was to death at the
me described in “The Going.”
“What happens in “At Castle Boterel,” then, is that the quest to set
ngs right succeeds in the repossession of their early joy together in
Re everyday world of her loved Comwall. After the distraught intensity
f remorse, grief, nostalgia, and desire to remake the past in preceding

oems, the almost matter-of-fact tone of ~Aft Castle Boterel” has enor-

s Tmpact, Ofie motnent of remembered literal experience—here, a
war, pure moment of shared love—serves to fulfil the speaker’s passion
o recall the irrevocable and undo the ineluctable. He brings the woman
ack to life in a place most congenial to hex; there is no failure of un-
erstanding between them; he is the fully sensitive husband and lover
e should have become after that remembered moment.

- The way that this transcendent moment emerges is a marvel of poetic

“modulation. It happens within the speaker’s gloomy present life, well
‘symbolized in the line “And the drizzle bedrenches the wagonette.” The

couple’s suffering, at the center of so much of the sequence, is present
s a context or frame for the happy moment he has dreamed his way
ack into, in that long-ago spring with its “dry March weathe::._:_l_tis not
replaced but displaced, its pressure remains, giving the poem even more

vibrancy than the happy memory alone would contain. But that memory

¢ vibrant anyway, even without this counter-pressure. The whole atmo-

_sphere is charged with delight of a special, humanly satisfying kind: la-

oring up the hill together, the pony’s gentleness, the eamest conver-

ation, the sense of an enchanted minute of incomparable “quality.”
The moment of triumph is 2 moment of respite from the anguish of

“The Voice” and “After a Journey.” The ninth poem, “The Voice,” comes

“between two “ghost” poems in which the dead woman speaks: “The

:Haunter” and “His. Visitor.” The fivst of these is a poignant attempt to
-tell the grieving man that “If he but sigh since my loss befell him /

+Straight to his side I go”; it represents loving forgiveness of all the times
- he did not wish her with him:

Tell him a faithful one is doing
All that love can do

Still that his path may be worth pursuing,
And to bring peace thereto.
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really that she
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et:by the end the emphasis is on their mutual frailty and on her inev-
table vanishing, The last lines are the heartbroken reciprocal to his hope
“The Voice” that she is telling him she is again “as at first, when our
day was fair.” Except for the effect of padding the phrase “though Life
rs” gives, the last lines of “After a Journey” are masterful:

Trust me, ! mind not, though Life lours,
The bringing me here; nay, bring me here again!
1 am just the same as when
Our days were a joy, and our paths through flowers.

- The anguish of the loss of that time cannot be undone; and even “At
Castle Boterel” itself, like most of the rest of the sequence, ends in a
one of resigned fatalism. One more poem that follows it, however—
“The Phantom Horsewoman™—insists on the speaker’s unfading “vision”
f his “ghost-girl-rider” as she was ~when frst eyed.” In this poem the
peaker deliberately divides his own nature. He speaks of himself in

- both the first and third persons, thus distancing himself from his own
“keenest state of openness and apologizing for it-as a kind of madness.

*Queer are the ways of a man I know,” the poem begins, and goes on

- to describe the “man’s” condition of “careworn craze.” What Hardy does

here is very much like what Temyson does with his protagbmist in Maud.

- He deliberately avoids suggesting that the affects of the poem reflect

personal states of his own. His supposed speaker (in this one poem only—

~ but the effort at detachment is crucial) cuts himself off from full respon-
. sibility for the obsessive states, whether misery-wracked or momentarily

transcendent, that the sequence has hitherto summoned up. And in-

- deed, all the poems reach beyond the speakers in them. Their real tran-
. scendence lies in the way they hold their contending emotional energies
" in a marvelously sensitized, continuously probing system of interacting

memory, will, self-torment, and tentative distancing.

To recapitulate: The sequence begins elegiacally, with grief and re-
morse {complicated in ways we have suggested) dominating the first seven
poems. The key poems in this first movement are “The Going~ and “I
Found Her Out There.” These poems establish the empirical situation
of the marriage gone wrong as well as the wife’s unexpected death, which
is felt as a last gesture of rebuke as well as a painful shock. The ensuing
three poems constitute the heart of the five-poem second movement
(“The Haunter” through “A Dream or No”}-—a sense of the wife reply-
ing, as it were, in a counter-thrust concentrated in “The Voice”: “Woman
much missed, how you call to me . . .” In this second group the wife’s
essential self, loving after all, returns to the living world to lure her
husband into understanding. He is to be aroused to search back through
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Nay: one there is to whom these things,
That nobody else’s mind calls back,
Have a savour that scenes in being lack,
And a presence more than the actual brings;
To whom to-day is beneaped and stale,

And its urgent clack

But a vapid tale.

re is one, then, who remembers and is able to set the young woman
fore us as she was; who is so haunted by the vision out of the past
external reality fades beside it. “The Phantom Horsewoman™ ex-
'ds on this inner vision, rounding off the third movement and initi-
ng the closing one. As we have mentioned, the poem abruptly dis-
ces the sequence’s major continuity of voice, and a new first-person
peaker here disclaims responsibility for the disordered state—"Queer
re the ways of a man [ know.” The shift helps break carefully developed

dramatic reciprocities into independent emotional and psychic energies.
Their final balance is an open play among the tonalities and intensities

ndicated from the start and only partly controlled by the self-lacerating

clarity of the intelligence assaulted by them at every turn.
The sequence does not end with “The Phantom Horsewoman. The

hange in speaker modulates into “The Spell of the Rose,” in which the

dead woman speaks again. Unlike her manifestations in the earlier
haunting poems, however, she can only trace the growth of the es-

trangement and, poignantly, is ignorant
. . whether, after I was called

to be a ghost, he, as of old,
Gave me his heart anew!

In the twentieth poem, “St Launce’s Revisited,” and the last, “Where
the Picnic Was,” her spirit vanishes entirely. Both poems end with the
stress on her distance from him; in the first, the poet balances a wistful

“hope that, although the inn at St Launce’s where he stopped s0 many

years ago is now staffed by strangers, perhaps all is still as it used to be
‘in her home on the coast. The poem ends in utter desolation:

Why waste thought,
When I knew them vanished
Under earth; yea, banished

Ever into nought!

“St Launce’s Revisited” serves a narrative function similar to “A Dream
or No,” only now the speaker is traveling away from “that place in the
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West” ("Dream™), or at least no longer heading toward
shoreward” (St Launce's”). With “Where the Pienic Was” we are pre

swmably back at Max Gate and on the Dorset, rather than Cornish, coast :
The contrast with the Cornish scenes is as strong as that between the-
fourth and sixth stanzas of “The Going,” between his vision of her as the
“swan-necked one who rode / Along the beetling Beeny Crest” and the .

grim acquiescence and insight of the last stanza:

Well, welll All's past amend,
Unchangeable. It must go.
I seem but a dead man held on end
To sink down soon.

So, too, “Where the Picnic Was” ends with a similar desolation {rather -

marred by the phrase “urban roar”):

Yes, I am here

Just as last vear,

And the sea breathes brine
From its strange straight line
Up hither, the same

As when we four came.
—But two have wandered far
From this grassy rise

Into urban roar

Where no picnics are,

And one-—has shut her eyes
For evermore

Poems of 1912-13, then, is very close to 2 modern sequence in_jm-
portant ways despite the st Eﬂ@WMhm a
“TIETE$6TiEs of poems Linked tonally and by a shared context, although
Hardy criticism tends to single out certain poems in it for discussion and
ignore its character as a moving structure. The coherence of the work as
a total structure lies in its powerful push toward selt-discovery against
the terTible odds—the selfdiscove here consistin of the recovery of
one’s most generously empathic possibilities. To reconstiget a self that
will meet the demands of a vision of what was once possible, to redirect

Mmmg an_obsession one fea_r__s___may_b‘e_A,a_t_ﬂ_l_@ﬁ_H'_ﬂE}} of mad-
ness, and to hold the new stasis fast while absolutely alert to_the dead
emptiness in which 6ne is actually_trapped—that is the efiort in Poems

0 ~13” Memory and need supply the passionate language rooted in
this effort; and the “ghost-girl-rider,” whose voice and fleeting image

appear in so many guises and circumstances throughout the sequence,
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. . »
the language through its dynamic movement in search of a poin
of ' mtrol. o ‘
" Peﬂfﬁi Cvzould quarrel with the singling out of 1nd1v1dueil pcuem;,f}:;nh :
nee for special attention. Certainly “AfteT a Journey b(m:iiﬁll o
ems any reader might well recall if asked to list thf? m(ffst ea i ;eal
.dgt._-moving lyric poems in the language) st_an‘ds by lts.e 1}1:_ahqit o
se But tI;en there is another sense, also quite real‘, in }\:z ic] ‘ suge
: the context of the whole sequence. For _aggstanf:e, ;L eclogfs\; ;e che ;
i irit of “ Going,” addressing the h
edirects the spirit of “The : vl -
auifl:éna ardor beyond what the 02,'?91,’,‘5_,?99{% nl;vas 1& 33;221}321;1 odo.
. canr i i ities between these
cannot recognize the reciproci : ithout
ecoming aware of the affects building up from poem to ];t)}(ier;]egﬁon_
i:q{lence As z clue to the organic structure of sei;uence;s, e g
; . “ ing” “After a Journey —each gainin
tween “The Going” and : _ 1
'!Pellz:ion from the other and from its specific placement in the whole
ork—is one important touchstone in Poems of 1912-13.




