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Thi3 remninds me of the ludicrous
account he gave Mr. Langton, of
the despicable state of a voung
gentleman of good family. *“Sir,
v hen T heard of him last, he was
running about town shootimg
cats.” And them m a syt of
kindly reverie, he bethouebt him-
sel{ « f his own faverite car, and
said, “But, Hodge shan't be shii:
no, no, Hodge shall nor he ghot ”’

J1MES BOSYWELL,
the Life of Samucl jJohneen



FOREWORD

Pale Fire, a poem in heroic couplets, of nine hundred
ninety-nine lines, divided into four cantos, was composed by .
John Francis Shade during the last twenty days of his lifc,
at his residence in New Wye, Appalachia, US.A,

The manuscript, mostly a Fair Copy,

~ from which the present text has been faithfully printed,
consists of eighty medium-sized index cards, on each of which
Shade reserved the pink upper line for headings (canto num-
ber, date) and used the fourteen light-blue lines for writing
out with a fine nib in a minute, tidy, remarkably clear hand,
the text of his poem, skipping a line to indicate double space,
and always using a fresh card to begin a new canto. .

The short (166 lines) Canto One, with all those amusing:
birds and parhelia, occupies thirteen cards. Canto Two, your:
favorite, and that shocking tour de force, Canto Three, are
identical in length (334 lines) and cover twenty-seven cards
each. Canto Four reverts to One in length and occupies again
thirteen cards, of which the last four used on the day of his
death give a Corrected Draft instead of a Fair Copy.

A methodical man, John Shade usually copied out his daily
quota of completed lines at midnight but even if he recopied
them again later, as I suspect he sometimes did, he marked his
card or cards not with the date of his final adjustments, but
with that of his Corrected Draft or first Fair Copy. I mean,
he preserved the date of actual creation rather than that of
second or third thoughts. There is 2 vegy loud amusement park -
right in front of my present lodgings. *

. We possess in result a complete calendar of his work. Canto
One was begun in the small hours of July 2 and completed on
July 4, He started the next cauto on his birthday and finished
it on July 11. Another. week was devoted to Canto Three.
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PALE FIRE

Canto Four was begun on July 19, and as alieady noted, the
last third of its text (lines 949-999) is supplied by a Cor-
rected Draft. This is extremely rough in appearance, teesning
with devasting erasures and cataclysmic insertions, and does
not follow the lines of the card as rigidly as the Fair Copy
does. Actually, it turns out to be beautitully accurate when
you once make the plunge snd compel yourself to open your
eyes i the limpid depths under its confused surface. It con-
tains not one gappy line, not one doubtful reading. This fact
would be sufficient to show that the imputations made (on
July 24) m a  newspaper nterview with one of our
professed Shadecans—who affirmed without having seen the
manuscript of the poem that it “consists of disjointed drafts
none of which yields i defirute text™—is a mahcious invention
on the patt of those who would wish not so much to deplore
the state in which 4 great poet’s work w s intertupted by death
as to asperse thc competence, and perhaps bonesty, o its
present editot and commentator.

Another pronouncement publicly made by Prot, [Twiley
and his chyve refers to a structural matter. | quote trom the
same interview: “None can say how long Jobn Shade planned
his poem to be, but it is not improbable that what he left
represents only a small fraction ot the composition he saw in
a glass, darkly.” Nonsense again! Awude from the veritable
clarion of mnternal vvidence ringing throughout Canto Four,
there exwsts Sybil Shade’s atfirmation (n a document dated
July 25) that her husband  “never 1intended to go be-
yond four parts.” For him the third canto was the penultimate
one, and thus I myselt have heard him speak of it, in the
course of a sunset rambie, when, as if thinking aloud, he re-
viewed the day’s worh and gesticulated 1n pardonable sclf-
approbation while his diccreet companion hept trying in vain
to adapt the swing of a long-limbed gatt to the disheveled old
poet’s jerky shuffle. Nay, I shall even assert (a: our shadows
still walk without us) that there remained to be written only
one line of the poem (namely verse 1000) which would have
been identical to line ! and would have completed the sym-
metry of the structure, with its two identical central parts, solid
and ample, forming together with the shorter flanks twin wings
of five hundred verses each, and damn that music. Knowing
Shade’s combinational turn of mind and subtle sense of har-
monic balance, I cannot imagine that he intended to deform
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the faces of his crystal by meddling with its predictable growth.
And if all this were not enough—and it is, it is enough—I
have had the dramatic occasion of hearing my poor friend’s
own voice proclaim on the evening of July 21 the end, or
almost the end, of his labors. (See my note to line 991.)

This batch of eighty cards was held by a rubber band which
I now religiously put back after examining for the last time
their precious contents. Another, much thinner, set of a dozen
cards, clipped together and enclosed in the same manila en-
velope as the main batch, bears some additional couplets run-
ning therr brief and sometiines smudgy course among a chaos
of first drafts. As a rule. Shade destroyed drafts the moment
he ceased to need them: well do T recall seeing him from my
porch, on a hrilliant raorning, burning a whole stack of them
in the pale fire of the incinerator before which be stood with
bent head like an official mourner among the wind-borne
black butterflics of thai backyard auto-da-fé But he saved
those twelve cards because of the unused felicities shining
among the deoss of used diaftings. Perhaps, he vaguely ex-
pected to replice certain passages in the Fair Copy with some
of the lovely rejections in his files, or, more probably, a
sneaking {ondness tor this or that vignette, suppressed out of
atchitcctonic considerations, or because it had annoyed Mrs.
S., urged hir to put off its disposal till the time when the
marble finality of an immaculate typescript would have con-
firmed it or made the most delightful variant seem cumber-
some and impure. And perhaps, lct me add i all modesty, he
intended to ask my advice atter reading his poem to me as I
know he planned to do.

In my notes io the poem the reader will find these canceled
readings. Therr places are indicated, or at least suggested, by
the draftings of established lines in their immediate neighbor-
hood. In a sense, many of them are more valuable artistically
and historically than some of the best passages in the final
text. 1 must now explain how Pale Fire came to be edited by
me.
Immediately after my dear friend’s death I prevailed on his
distraught widow to foreluy and defeat the commercial pas-
sions and academic intrigues that were bound to come swirling
around her husband’s manuscript (transferred by me to a safe
spot even before his body had reached the grave) by signing
an agreement to the effect that he had turned over the manu-
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script to me; that T would bave jt published without delay,
with my commentary, by a firm of my choice; that all profits,
except the publisher’s percentage, would accrue to her; and
that on publication day the manuscript would be handed over
to the Library of Congress for permanent preservation. I defy
any serious critic to find this contract unfair. Nevertheless, it
has been called (by Shade'’s.former lawyer) “a fantastic far-
rago of evil,” while another person (his former literary agent)
has wondered with a sneer if Mrs. Shade’s tremulous signature
might not have been penned “in some peculiar kind of red
ink.” Such hearts, such brains, would be unable to compre-
hend that one’s attachment to a masterpiece may be utterly
overwhelming, especially when it is the underside of the weave
that entrances the beholder and only begetier, whose own past
intercoils there with the fate of the innocent author.

As mentioned, I think, in my last note to the poem, the
depth charge of Shade’s death blasted such secrets and caused
so many dead fish to float up, that I was forced to lcave New
Wye soon after my last interview with the jailed killer. The
writing of the commentary had to be postponed until I could
find a new incognito in quicter surroundings, but practical mat-
ters concerning the poem had to be settled at once. T took a
plane to New York, had the manuscript photographed, came
to terms with one of Shade’s publishers, and was on the point
of clinching the deal when, quite casually, in the midst of a
vast sunset (we sat in a cell of walnut and glass fifty stories
above the progression of scarabs), my interlocutor observed:
“You'll be bappy to know, Dr. Kinbote, that Professor So-
and-so [one of the members of the Shade committee| has con-
sented to act as our adviser in editing the stuff.”

Now “bappy” is something extremely subjective. One of
our sillier Zemblan proverbs says: the lost glove is happy.
Promptly 1 refastened the catch of my briefcase and betook
myself to another publisher.

Imagine a soft, clumsy giant; imagine a historical personage
whose knowledge of money is limited to the abstract billions of
8 national debt; imagine an exiled prince who is unaware of
the Golconda in his cuff links! This is to say—oh, hyperbol-
ically—that I am the most impractical fellow in the world.
Between such a person and an old fox in the book publishing
business, relations are at first touchingly carefree and chummiy,
with expansive banterings and all sorts of amiable tokens. I
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bave no reason to suppose that anything will ever happen to
prevent this initial relationship with good old Frank, my
present publisher, from remaining a permanent fixture.

Frank has acknowledged the safe return of the galleys 1
had been sent here and has asked me to mention in my Preface
~—and this I willingly do—that I alone am responsible for any
mistakes in my commentary. Insert before a professional. A
professional proofreader has carefully rechecked the printed
text of the poem against the phototype of the manuscript, and
has found a few trivial roisprints 1 had missed; that has been
all in the way of outvide assistance. Needless to say bow much
1 had been looking forward to Sybil Shade’s providing me with
abundant biographical data; unfortunately she left New Wye
even before I did, and is dwelling now with relatives io Que-
bec. We might have had. of covrse, a most truitful correspond-
ence, but the Shadeans were not to be shaken oft. They headed
tor Canuda in droves to pounce on the poor lady as seon as I
had lost contact with her and her changeful moods. Instead of
answering a month-old letter irom my cave in Cedarn, listing
some of my mosr desperate querics, such as the real name of
“Jim Coates™ ctc., she suddenly shot me a wire, requesting me
to accept Prof. H. (!) and Prof. C. (l) as co-editors of her
husband’s poem. How deeply this surprised and pained mel
Naturally, it precluded collaboration with my friend’s mise
guided widow.

And he was a very dear tricnd indeed! The calendar says 1
had known him only for a few months but there exist friend-
ships which develop thewr own inner duration, therr own eons
of transparent time, independent of rotating, malicious music.
Never shall I forget how elated I was upon learning, as men-
tioned in a note mv reader shall find, that the suburhan house
(rented for my use from Judge Goldsworth who had gone on
his Sabbatical 1o England) into which I moved on February 5,
stood next to that  of the celebrated American poet whose
verses I had tried to pul into Zemblan two decades earlier!
Apart from this glamorous neighborhood, the Goldsworthian
chiteau, as T was soon to discover, bad lttle to recommend
it. The heating systcmi was a {arce, Sepending as it did on
registers in the floor wherefrom the tepid exhalations of a
throbbing and groaning basement furnace were transmitted to
the rooms with the faintness of a moribund’s last breath. By
occluding the apertures upstairs I attempted to give more
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energy to the register 1n the living room but its chimate proved
to be mcurably vitiated by there bemng nothing between it
and the arctic regions save a sleezy front door without a ves-
tige of vestibule—either because the house had been built
in midsummer by a naive seitler who could not imagmne the
kind of winter New Wye had m store for hum, or because
oldtime gentility required that a chance caller at the open
door could satisfy himself from the threshold that nothing
unseemly was goimng on in the parlor

February and March 1n Zembla (the two last of the tour
“white-nosed months,” as we call them) uscd to bu pretty
rough too, but cven 4 peasant’s room there prusented a solid
of uniform warmth-—not a reticulauon of deadly drafts Tt
s true that, as usualy happens to newcomers I was told I
had chosen the worst winter 1 years—and this at the latitude
of Palermo On one of my first mermngs there, as 1 was
preparing to leave for college w the poaeti il red car I had
just acqured, T noticed that Mr and Mr  Shude, neither of
whom 1 had yet met socially (1 ws to Tearn latur that they
assumned I wished to be left alone), were hwmy trouble with
therr old Packard m the shppery duvew.y where it emitied
whines of agony but could not uwtrwate onc tortwed rear
wheel out of a concave inferno of ice loha Shade busied
himself clumsily with a bucher trom which, with the gestures
of a sower, he distributed nandiuls of brown »ind over the
blue glaze Hc wore snowboots, his wcuna collu was up,
his abundant griv harr looked bertmed m tn> sun [ knew
he had been ill a few months before, and th.nhwng to offer
my neighbors a ride to the campus 1 my powerful machipe,
I hurried out toward them A lane wurving “round the shght
cmnence on which my rented castlc stood scparated i from
my neighbors’ driveway, and T was about to <ross that lane
when I lost my footing and sat down on the surpnsingly hard
snow. My fall acted as a chermical reagent on the Shades’
sedan, which forthwith budged and utmost ran over me as
1t swung into the lane with John at the whes! strenuously
gnmacing and Svbil fiercely talking to hun T am vot sure
either saw me

A few days later, however, namely on Monday, February
16, I was mtroduced to the old poet at lunch tme mn the
faculty club “At last presented credentials,” as noted, a httle
ironitaily, in my agenda, I was invited to jom him and four
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or five other eminent professors at his usval table, under an
enlarged photograph of Wordsmith College as it was, siunned
and shabby, on a remarkably gloomy summer day in 1903.
His laconic suggestion that [ “try the pork” amused me. I
am a strict vegetarian, and I like to cook my own meals,
Consuming something that had been handled by a fellow
creature was, I explained to the rubicund convives, as re-
pulsive to me as eating any creature, and that would include—
fowering my voice—the pulpous pony-tailed girl student who
served us and licked her pencil. Moreover, I had already
finished the fruit brought with me in my brietcase, so I would
content myself, I said, with a bottle of good college ale. My
free and simple demeanor set everybody at ease. The usual
questions were fired af me about eggnogs and milkshakes be-
ing or not being acceptable to one of my persuasion. Shade
said that with him it was the other way around: he must
make a definite effort to partake ot a vegetable. Beginning
a salad, was to him hke stepping into sea water on a chilly
day, and he had always to brace himselt in order to attack
the fortress ot an apple. I was nor yet used to the rather
fatiguing jesting and teasing that goes on among American
intel'ectuuls of the 1nbreeding academic type and so abstained
trom telling John Shade in front of all those grinning old
males how much I admired his work lest a senious discussion
of hterature degenerate into mere facctiation. Instead I asked
him about one of my newly acquired students who also at-
tended his course, a moody, delicate, rather wonderful boy:
but with a resolute shake of his hoary sorelock the old poet
answered that he had ceased long ago to memorize faces and
names of students and that the only person in his poetry class
whom he could visualize was an extramural lady on crutches.
“Come, come,” said Professor Hurley, “do you mean, John,
you rseally don’t have a mental or visceral picture of that
stunning blonde in the black leotard who haunts Lit. 2022’
Shade, all his wrinhles beaming, benignly tapped Hurley on
the wrist to make him stop. Another tormentor inquired if it
was true that I had installed two pin g-mng tables in my base-
ment. I asked, was it a crime? No, he said, but why two?
“Is that a crime?” I countered, and they all laughed.

Despite a wobbly heart (see line 735), a slight limp, and
a certain curious contortion in his method of progress, Shade
had an inordinate liking for long walks, but the snow bothered
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him, and he prefetred, in winter, to have his wife call for him
after classes with the car. A few days later, as I was about
to leave Parthenocissus Hall—or Main Hall (or vow Shade
Hall, alas), 1 saw him waiting outside for Mrs. Shade to fetch
him. T stood beside him for a miaute, on the steps of the pil-
lared porch, while pulling my gloves on, finger by finger, and
looking away, as if waiting to roview a regiment: “That was
a thorough job,” commented the poet He consulied his wrist
watch. A snowflake settled upon it. “Crystal to crystal,” said
Shade. 1 offcred to tahe him home in my powerful Kramler.
“Wives, Mr. Shade, are forgettul.” He cocked his shaggy
head to look at the library clock. Across the bleak expanse
of snow-covered turt two radwant lads 1n colorful winter clothes
passed, laughing and shding. Shade glanced at his w itch again
and, with a shrug, accepted my offcr.

T wanted to know if he did not nund being taken the longer
way, with a stop at Community Center wheic 1 wanted to buy
sorae chocolate-coated cooles and a little caviar. He soud it
was fine with hwn. From the ms.dv of the supermarket,
through a plute-glass window, [ 3w the old ¢hap pop into
a liquor store. When I returned wah my purchases, he way
back in the car, reading a tabluid ncwsp.per which I had
thought no poet would deign to tonch A comtortable burp
told me he had a flask of brandy concealed about his warmly
coated person As we turned into the duvewy of his house,
we saw Sybil pulling up 1n front of it I ot vt with courteous
vivacity. She <ard: “Since my husband does not belicve in
introducing people, let us do it owsselves: You are Dr.
Kinbote, aren’t you? And T am Sybil Shade ™ then she ad-
dressed her husband saymg he might have waited in hs office
another minnte: she had honked and called, and walked all
the way up, ct cetera. I tuined to go. pot wishing to listen
to a marital scene, but she called me back: “Have a drink
with us,” she said, “or rather with me, because Yohn is for-
bidden fo touch alcchol.” 1 explained I could not stay long
as T was about to have a kind of little seminar at home fol-
lowed by some table tennis, with two charming identical twins
and another boy, anuther boy.

Henceforth 1 began seeing more and more of my celebrated
neighbor. The view trom one of my windows kept providing
me with first-rate entertainment, especially when I was on
the wait for some tardy guest. From the second story of my
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house the Shades’ living-room window remained clearly visible
so long as the branches of the deciduous trees between us
were still bare, and almost every evemng I could see the
poet’s slippered foot gently rocking. One inferred from it that
he was sitting with a book in a low chair but one never man-
aged to ghmpse more than that foot and its shadow moving
up and down to the secret rhythm of mental absorption, in
the concentrated lamphght. Always at the same time the
brown morocco slipper would drop from the wool-socked foot
which continued to oscillate, with, however, a slight slacken-
ing of pace. Onc hnew that bedume was closing in with all
its terrois, that 1n a few munutes the toe would prod and
wotry the sipper, and then disappear with 1t from my golden
field of vision traversed by the black bendlet of a branch.
And sometimes Sybil Shade would tnp by with the velocity
and swingmg arms of one flouncing out n a fit of temper,
and wovld return a htde later ar a much slower gat, hawving,
as it were, pardoned her husband for hus friendshup with an
eccentr1v neighbor, but the niddle of her behavior was entirely
solved one night when by dialing their number and watching
their window at the same time I mageally induced her to go
through the hasty and quite ipnoceni motons that had puz-
zled me.

Alas, my peace of mmnd was soon to be shanered. The
thick venoru of envv began squirting at me as svon as aca-
demic suburbia realized that John Shade yvalued my society
above that of all other people Your smicker. my dear Mrs. C.,
did pot escape our potice as I was helping the tired old poet
to find his galoshus after that dreary get-together party at
your house. One day I bappened to enter the English 1aitera-
ture office 1 quest of a magazine with the picture of the
Royal Palace m Onhava, which I wanted my friend to see,
when I overheard a young mstructor 1n a green velvet jacket,
whom I shall mercitully call Gerald Fmerald, carelessly say-
g n answer to somethung the secretary had asked: “1 guess
Mr. Shade has already left with the Great Beaver.” Of course,
I am quite tall, and my brown beard is of a rather rich tint
and texture: the silly cognomen evidently applied to me, but
was not worth noticing, and after calmly taking the magazine
from a pamphlet-cluttered table, I contented myself on my
w:ty out with pulling Gerald Emerald’s bowtie loose with 2
deft jerk of my fingers as I passed by him. There was also
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the morning when Dr. Nattochdag, head of the department
to which I was attached, begged me in a formal voice to be
seated, then closed the door, and having regained, with a
downcast frown, his swivel chair, urged me “to he more care-
ful.” In what sense, careful? A boy had complained to his
adviser. Complained of what, good Iord? That | had criti-
cized a literature course he attended (“a ridiculous survey of
ridiculous works, conducted by a ridiculous mediocrity”).
Laughing in sheer relief, I embraced my good Netochka, tell-
iog him I would ncver be naughty again I take this oppor-
tunity to salute him. He always behaved with such exquisite
courtesy toward me that I sometimes wondered if he did not
suspect what Shade suspected, and what only three people
(two trustees and the president of the college) definitely knew.

Oh, there were many such mcnlents. In a skit performed
by a group of drama students I wus picturcd as a pompous
woman hater with a German accent, constoatly quoting Hous-
man and nibbling raw carrots; and a wech betore Shade’s
death, a certain ferocious lady at whose club 1 had refused
to speak on the subject of “The Hally Viliy” (as she put it,
confusing Odin’s Hall with the title of a Finmsh epic), said
to me in the middle of a grocery store, “You are a remark-
ably disagrceable person. 1 fail to see how Tohn and Sybil
can stand you,” and, exasperated by mv polite smile, she
added: “What's mote, you are insane.”

But Iet me not pursue the tabulation of nonsense. What-
ever was thought, whatever was said, 1 had my full reward
in John’s friendship. This friendship was the more precious
tor its tenderness being intentionally concealed, especially
when we were not alone, by that gruffness which stems from
what can be termed the dignity of the heart. His whole being
constituted a mask. John Shade’s physical appearance wus
so little in keeping with the harmonics hiving in the man,
that one felt inclined to dismiss it as a coarse disguise or
passing fashion; for if the fashions of the Romantic Age sub-
tilized a poet’s manliness by baring his attractive neck, prun-
ing his profile 'nd reflecting a mountamn lake in his oval
gaze, present-day bards, owing perhaps to better opportunities
of aging, look like gorillas or vultures. My sublime neighbor's
face had something about it that might have appealed to the
¢ye, *had it been only leonine or only Iroquoian; but un-
fortunately, by combining the two it mercly reminded one of
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a fleshy Hogarthian tippler of indcterminate sex. His mis-
shapen body, that gray mop of sbundant hair, the yellow
nails of his pudgy fingers, the bags under his lusterless eyes,
were only intelligible if regarded as the waste products elimi-
nated from hus intrinsic self by the same forces of perfection
which purified and chiseled his verse. He was his own cancel-
lation.

I have one favorite photograph of him In this color snap-
shot taken by . onetire triend ot mine, on a brilliant spring
day, Shade is seen learung on a sturdy cane that had belonged
to his aunt Maud (see Line 86). 1 am wearing 2 white wind-
breaker acquired in a local sports shop and a pair of lilac
slacks hailing from Cannes. My left hand is half raised—not
to pat Shade on the <houlder as scems to be the intention,
but to remove my sunglasses which, however, it never reached
1n that lite. the Ute of the picture; and the hbrary book under
my nght arm Iy a heatise on vert in Zemblan calisthedfics in
which I proposed to wtcrest that young roomer of mine who
<napped the picturc. A week later he was to betray my trust
by taking sordid adventage of niv absence on a trip to Wash-
ington whence 1 returned fo find he had been cntertaining
a fiery-haired whore from Exton who had left her combings
and reck in all three bathrooms. Naturally, we separated at
once, and through a chink i the wmdow curains I sad bad
Rob standing rather pathetically, with his crewcut, and shabb
vabse, and the shis I had gven hiny, all forloin on the road-
side, waiting for a fellow stadent to duve hira away forever.
I can forgive everything save tieason.

We never discussed, John Shade and 1, auy of my personal
maisfortunes. Qur close friendship was on that higher, exclu-
sivelv intellectual level where one c.a rest trom emotional
troubles, not share them. My admuration for um was for me
a sort of alpine cure. I experienced a grand sense of wonder
whenever I looked at hum, especially 1n the presence of other
people, 1nferior people. This wonder was enhanced by mv
awareness of their not feeling what 1 felt, of their not seeing
what 1 saw, of their taking Shade for granted, instead oi
drenching every nerve, so to speak, in the romance of hs
presence. Here he 15, 1 would say to mvself, that is his head,
containing a brain of a different brand than that of the syn-
thetic jellies preserved in the shulls around him. He is look-
ing from the terrace (of Prof. C.'s house on that March
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evening) at the distant Jake I am looking at hum I am wit-
nessing a umque physiological phenomenon John Shade per-
ceiving and transforming the world, tahing 1t 1n and taking
it apart, re-combining 1ts elements in the very process of
storing them up so as to produce at some unspecified date
an orgamc muracle, a fusion of image and music, a line of
verse. And 1 experienced the same thril  when in my early
boyhood T once watched across the tca table mm my uncle’s
castle a conjurer who had just given a fantasuc performance
and was now qui.tly consuming a varulla ice 1 stued at his
powdered cheeks, at tne magial flower 1in his buttonhole
where 1t had passed through a succession of diilerent colors
and bad now become hxed as a white irnation and espe-
cially at his marvelous fluid-looking fingers which could if
he chose make his spoon dissolve 1nto 4 sunbeam by tvid-
dhing 1t, or turn s rlate 1nto a dove b tossin? 3t vp in the
arr

Shade’s poem 1 1ndeed, that sudden flourish 2t mag -
my gray-haned friend, wv beloved old conpuer, put o pack
of index cards into his hat— and shook oat a poun

To this poem we naw must turn My Foreword has heen
I trust, not too shuupy Other notes, arrioted 1 a ruamng
commentary, will ccrtanly sansfy the most voracious reader,
Although those notes, i coniormity winb custom, come afier
the poem, the reader 1~ advised to consult them first and then
study the pocm with therr help, rercading them of course s
he goes through s text, und perhaps, after having donc with
the poem, consulting tnem a third time <0 as to complefc
the picture 1 find 1t wise m such casey 4y tius to elunmate
the bother of back-und-forth leafings by either cutting out
and clipping together the puges with the text of the thing,
or, even more simply, purchasing iwo copies of the same
work which can then be placed 1 adjacent positions on a
comfortable table—not hke the shaky lude affar on which
my typewrter is prec wiously enthroned now, m this wretched
motor lodge, with that carrousel inside and outsule my head,
miles away from New Wye, Let me stalc that without my
notes Shade's text simply has no human reality at all since
the human reality of such a poem as hus (being too shuttish
and fetrcent for an autobiographical work), with the omus-
sion of many pithy lines carelessly rejected by hium, has to
depend entuwrely on the reality of its author and his surround-
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ings, attachinents and so forth, a reality that only my notes
can provide, To this «tatement my dear poet would probably
not have subscribed, but, for betier o1 worse, it 1s the come
mentator who tas the last word

(Harces KINBOTE
Oct, 19, Cedarn, Uwana
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CANTO ONE

1 Twacidesnadow of the warwing stun
By the false azute 1a the wandow pune
I wic the cmudse of 1shen fiih - nd }
Lived nn flew ou, 1n the reflected sny
And from the tnnde, too, | d duphicate
M cdf, mv lamp, an applec on @ phite
Uncart uung the aght, Ldlet dul gy
Hang all the rurmiture above the prass,
Ard how dehrghtfu' when 1 fa'l ot snc.

1 Cover ooaw glanp ¢ ot Liwr and teache dup oo
At prate ehatr and boc exatly stond
Lponthit  cw,ottar i at ey wal b oad!

-~

Rivietie! ingsruy cnl dfune fl oo
Siipugs 4nucloy iz dy end of gin

A doll darh white wumst the ca,’s p le vhate
And ubstr w t Lirches 1 the noutral hipo

£ ud then the grwuoat and duat Lau

As m hyanw s the viewer arathe s Oy

And i the morriny, dianond of | ot

“r T apress amizemeat W hose spurted teet biave crosed

From lett to right the blink p.g of the 1 ysd?
Reading from Jett to rgnt m svmte s code

Aot i arrow pomnting back Top-tae

D n, atrow pormntng hack Aphie antopar!
Forgu ated beauty, sublimated grous,

Tiodmg your China night behind my house

Wes he in Sherlock Holmes the ietlow whose
Tracks poutted bick when he roversed tus shows?

All colors made me happy even griy

80 My cycs were such that literally they
{ook photogiaphs Whenever Id permt,
Or, with a stlent shiver, order 1t,
Whatever 1a my field of viston dwelt—

23
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An indoor scene, hickory leaves, the svelte
Stilettos of a frozen stillicide—

Was printed on my eyelids’ nether side
Where it would tarry for an hour or two,
And while this lasted afl I had to do

Was close my cycs to reproduce the feaves,
Or indoorscene, or trophixs of the caves.

I cannot understand why from the lake

1 could make out our front porch when I'd take
Lake Road to school, whilst now, although no tree
Has intervened, 1 look but fail to see

Even the roof. Maybe some quirk in space

Has caused a fold or furrow to displace

The fragile vista, the frame house between
Goldswoerth and Wordsmith on its square of green.

T had a favonite young shagbark thete

With ample dark jade leaves and a Mack, sparte,
Vermiculated trunk., The setting sun

Bronzed the black bark, around which, like undone
Garlands, the shadows of the foliage fell.

It is now stout and rough,; it has done weil.

White butterflies turn lavender as they

Pass through its shude where gently seems to sway
The phantom of iny little daughter’s swiag.

The house itself is much the same. One wing
We've had revamped. There’s a solarium. There's
A picture window flanked with fancy chairs.
TV’s huge paperclip now shines instead

Of the stiff vane so often visited

By the naive, the gauzy mockKingbird
Retelling all the programs she had heard;
Switching from chippo-chippo to a clear
To-wee, to-wee; then rasping out: come here,
Come here, come herrr’; flirting her tail aloft,
Or gracefully indulging in a soft

Upward hop-flop, and instantly (to-wee!)

7 Returning to her perch—the new TV,
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I%as an intaut whea my parents died

They both were vinthologists Tve tiied

So otten to evohe them that today

T have a thousand parents. Sadly they

Dis<ols e 1n ther own virtues and racude,

Bit certain words chance xords I hear or read,
Such a8 *bad licart alwdys 1 hum refer,

And ‘viacer o the pancreas 1o he

A pictertst one who Loflects cold nreis

Hete aas my budroum row teserved {or . ussts.
Here, tu hed aw 1y by the Cao duin mard,

1 listened to the busz downstairs and navad

For svervbedy to be slways well

Lides i vne twmipd barme, Adlde
Wardernt'a o n o e boors w i God

Ywi o1ow Mtupbode sbizores Aune o,
Apoerant pooarvirnatass

Vous aheti obpenntalic g

With grotesque prowt vdariger e doon
Sie pved foheur fac neve bobu ery i toom
Weve hepusrtact Tis tnivia create

St Ul nhoes yle the poperwen It
Ouvorux slase ocloany 3 ligonn

The verse hoey coea ta e Inwoe (M
Moot « Moo, Moril), t etudon ~ g,
fh aunoa Jtu'l + W freovtsc tog 8
founo Red Sou Year Yanhs )=t

2 Charp oad's Heyner, 'ramebt ke 40 o0 dovg,

My God wied yo 11 Tmola 1y | found
Depradmg, wd it promises unsouny

No frec ran acuds a bod botw o Ui ?

How fullv 1 fvh n dure glued w0 we

And how my chi'uich palute loved the tote
Halt-fish, halt-honey, of that golden pe !

My picture book was at ' early age

‘The painted parchment papering our cage
Mauve 1ngs wround the mocen, blood-or nge sun;
Twinned Irs, and that rare pheanomenon

25
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The iridule-—when, beautiful and strange,
In a bright sky above a mountain range
One opal cloudlet in an oval form

Reflects the rainbow of a thunderstorm
Which in a distant valley has been staged—
For we are most artistically caged.

And there’s the wall of sound: the nightly wall
Raised by a trillion crickets in the fall.
Impenetrable! Halfway up the hill

T’d pause in thrall of their delirious trill.

That’s Dr. Sutton’s light. That’s the Great Bear.
A thousand years ago five minutes were

Equal to forty ounces of fine sand.

Qutstare the stars. Infinitc foretime and

Infinite aftertime: above your head

They close like giant wings, and you arc dead.

The regular vulgarian, I daresay,

Is happier: he sees the Milky Way

Only when making water. Then as now

I walked at my own risk: whipped by the bough,
Tripped by the stump. Asthmatic, lame and fat,
I never bounced a ball or swung a bat.

I'was the shadow of the waxwing slain

By feigned remotencss in the windowpane.

I had a brain. five senses (one unique),

But otherwise I was a cloutish freak.

In sleeping dreams I played with other chaps
But really envied nothing—save perhaps
The miracle of a lemniscate left

Upon wet sand by nonchalantly deft

Bicycle tires.

A thread of subtle pain,

Tugged at by playful death, released again,
But always present, ran through me. One day,
When I'd just turned eleven, as I lay
Prone on the floor and watched a clockwork toy-
A tin wheelbarrow pushed by a tin boy—

" Bypass chair legs and stray beneath the bed,
There was a sudden sunburst in my head.
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And then black night. That blackness was sublime.
I felt distributed through space and time:

One foot upon a mountaintop, one hand
Under the pebbles of a panting strand,

One ear in taly, one eye 1n Spain,

In caves, my blood, and 1n the stars, my brain.
There were dull throbs 1n my Triassic, green
Optical spots 1n Upper Pleistocene,

And 10y shiver down my Age of Stone,

And all tomotrows 1n iy funnybone.

During one winter every afternoon

I'd sink into that momentary swoon

And then 1t ceased Its memory grew dim.

160 My health improved 1 even learned to swim.

170

But hke some lirtle 1ad forced by a wench

With his pure tongue her abject thirst to quench,

T was corrupted. teruibed, allured.

And thouth old coztor Colt pronounced mie cured
Ofwhat he s ud, v e1e namlv growing p aus,

The woader bug s and the shaie remune,

CANTO TWO

There was a tire in my demented yooth
When somchow 1 suspectzd that the truth
About wurvival atter death was known

To everv human bang. I alone )

Knew notiing, and a great conspi icy

Ot books «w:d people hid the truth from me.

There was the day when I began to doubt
Man’s samty . How could he live without

~n

Knowing for sure what dawn, what death, what doom

Awaited consviousness beyond the tomb?

And finally there was the sleepless night
When I decided to explore and fight
The foul, the nadmissible abyss,

27
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Devoting all my twisted bfe to this
One task Today I m sixty-one Wazwings
Are berry-peching A cicada sings

The bttle scissors I am holding are

A dazzling synthesis ot sun and star

I stand before the window and I pare

My fingernails and vaguely m aware

Of certamn flinching lihenesses  the thumb,
Our grocer’s son, the mdex, lcan and glum
College astronomer Starover Blue.

The muddle fellow, a tall priest 1 knew,
The fermmne fourth finger, an old flnt,
And httle pinky clingmng to her <kart

And I make mouths as 1 smp of} the thin
Strips of whit Aunt Maud used to  fl scarf-shin

Maud Shade was eighty when a sudues husk
I'ell on her lifc We siw the angry fit b

And toryion of paralysis assail

Het noble check We moved h r to Pincdale,
Famed for 1ts santtarrum There she o wif

In the glhised sun and watch the iy tha it
Upon ner dre<s and then upon her wris

Her mund kept fading 1 the goowing m «(

She still could speak She paused, anu gropud, and lound

What seemed at hrst a s¢rviceable sourd,
But trom adjacent cells impostors ook

The place of words she needed, ind hes look
Spelt imploration as she sought 11 vain

To reason with the monstcrs nit her brun

What moment n the gradual decay

Does resurrection choose? Whit vear? What day?
Who has the stopwatch? Who rewinds the tape?
Are some less lucky, or do all escape’

A syllogism other men die, but I

Am not another, therefore I'll not d'¢

Space 1s a swarmng 1n the eyes, and fime,

A singing 1 the ears In this hive I m

Locked up Yet, 7 piior to hife we had

Been able to imagine hfe, what mad,
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Impossible, unutterably weird,
Wonderful nonsense it might have appeared!

So why join 1n the vulgar langhter? Why
Scorn a hereafter none can verity

The Turk’s dehight, the future lyres, the talks
With Socrates and Proust in cypress w ilks,
The seraph with his six flamingo wings,

And Flemish hells with porcupines and things?
Tt 1sn’t that we dream too wild a dieam

The trouble 15 we do not make 1t secm
Sufficiently unlikely for the most

We ¢ n think up 1s a aomestie ghuost

How ludicrous these etforts to translate
fato one’s priv ate tongue a public fitel
Inctead ot poctry divially terse,
Dsjuinted notes, Insomina’s 1mean verse!

Lite 15 a nesscpe seribbl d in the dark
Aronymous
¥ opied on a prae s bark,
Aswe vere v ilking home the day she died,
And empty vmerald case, squat and trog-eved,
Hugang the trunk, and 11 compan.on prece,
A gum-foggud ani
That Enghishman in Nice,
A proud nd happy hinguist je nourris
Les pusres agalev—nxanng that he
I cd the poor sca gulls!
1 afontame was wiong:
Dead 1s *he mandible, alive the song
Aud so I pare my nails, and muse, and hear
Your steps upstaurs, and all 18 right, my Jear.

Sybil, throughout our high-school Jays I knew
Your loveliness, but fell 1n love with yoa

During an outing of the senior class

To New Wye Falls We luncheoned on damp grass.
Our teacher of geology discussed

The cataract. Its roar and ramnbow dust

Made the tame park romantic. I reclined
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In April's haze immediately behind

Your slender back and watched your neat small head

Bend to one side. One palm with fingers spread,
Between a star of trillium and a stone,

Pressed on the turf. A little phalange bone

Kept twitching. Then you turned and offered me
A thimbleful of bright metallic tea.

Your profile has not changed. The glistening teeth
Biting the careful lip; the shade beneath

The eye from the long lashes; the peach down
Rimming the checkbone; the dark silky biown

Of hair brushed up from temple and from nape;
The very naked neck; the Persian shape

Of nose and eyebrow, you have kept 1t ali—

And on still mghts we hear the watertall.

Come and be worshiped, come and be caressed,
My dark Vanessa, crimson-barred, mu blest

My Admirable butterfly! Explain

How could you, in the gloam of Lilac ¥ anv,
Have let uncouth, by sterical John Shade
Blubber your tace, and ear and shoulder hladl?

We have been married forty years At leist

Four thousand times your pillow has been ereased
By our two heads Four hundred thousand tites
The tall clock with the hoarse Westminster clumes
Has marked our common hour. How many more
Free calendars shall grace the kitchen door?

I love you when you're standir.g on the lawn
Peering at somcthing in a tree: “It’s gone.

It was so small. It might come ba.L™ (all this
Voiced in a whisper sotter than a kiss ).

1 love you when you call me to admure

A jet’s pink trail above the sunset fire.

I love you when you're humming as you pack
A suitcase or the farcical car sack

With round-trip zipper. And I love you most
When with a pensive nod you grect her ghost
And hold her first toy on your palm, or look
At a posicard {rom her, found in a book.
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She might have been you, me, or some quaint blend:
Nature chose me so as to wrench and rend

Your heart and mine. At first we'd smile and say:
“All httle girls are plump” or “Jim McVey

(The family oculist) will cure that slight

Squint in no time.” And later: “She’ll be quite
Pretty, you know”; and, trying to assuage

The swelling torment: “That’s the awkward age.”
“She should take riding lessons,” you would say
(Your eyes and mine not meeting). “She should play
Tennis, or badminton. Less starch, more fruit!

She may not be a beauty, but she’s cute.”

It was no use, no use. The prizes won

In French and history, no doubt, were fun;

At Christmas parties games were rough, no doubt,
And one shy hittle guest mught be left our;

Rut Jet’s be fair: while children of her age

Were cast as elves and fairies on the stage

That vhe'd helped paint for the school pantomime,
My gentle girl appeared as Mother Time,

A bent charwoman with slop pail and broom,
And like a tool 1 sobbed in the men’s room.

Another wimnter was scrape-scooped away.

The Toothwort White haunted our woods in May.
Sumiver was power-mowed, and autman, buened.
Alas, the dingv cygnet never turned

Into a wood duck. And again your voice:

“But this is prejudice! You should rcjoice

That she 1 nnocent. Why overstress

The physical? She w ants to took a mess.

Virgins have written some resplendent books.
Lovemaking is not everything. Goad looks

Are not that indispensable!™ And stil

Old Pan would call from every painted hill,

And still the demons of our pity spoke:

No lips would share the lipstick of her smoke:
The telephone that rang before a ball

Every two minutes in Sorosa Hall

For her would never ring; and, with a great
Screeching of tires on gravel, to the gate

3
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Out of the lacquered night, a white-scarfed beau
Would never come for her; she’d never go,

A dream of gauze and jasmine, to that dance.
We sent her, though, to a chiteau in France.

And she returned in tears, with new defeats,
New miscries. On days when all the streets
Of College Town led to the game, she’d sit
On the library steps, and read or knit;
Mostly alone she’d be, or with that nice
Frail roommate, now a nun; and, once or twice,
With a Korean boy who took my course,
She had strange fears, strange fantasies, strange force
Of character—as when she spent three nights
Investigating certain sounds and lights
In an old barn. She twisted words: pot, top,
Spider, redips. And “powder” wus “red wop.”
She called you a didactic katydd.
She bardly ever smiled, and when she did,
It was a sign of pain. She'd criticize
Ferociously our projects, and with eyes
Expressionless sit on her tumbled bed
Spreading her swollen feet, scratehing ber heaa
With psoriatic fingernails, and moan.
Murmuring Jdreadtul words in monutore.

N
She was my darling: difficult, morose—
Bui still my darling. You remember those
Almost unrufiled evenings when we played
Mah-jongg, or she tried on your furs, which made
Her almost fetching; and the mirrors smiled.
The lights were merciful, the shadows mild.
Sometimes I'd help ber with a Latin text,
Or she’d be reading in her bedroom, next
To my fluorescent lair, and you would be
In your own study, twice removed from me,
And 1 would hear both voices now and thou:
“Mother, what's grimpen?” “What is what?”

“Grim Pen.”

Pause, and your guarded scholium. Then again:
“Mother, what's chtonic?”” That, too, you'd explain,
Appending: “Would you like a tangerine?”
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“No. Yes. And what does sempiternal mean?”
You'd hesitate. And lustily I'd roar
The answer from my desk through the closed door.

It does not matter what it was she read

(some phony modern poem that was said

In English Lit to be a document

“Engazhay and compelling”—what this mecant
Nobody cared); the point is that the three
Chambers, then bound by you and her and me,
Now from a tryptich or a three-act play

In which portrayed events forever stay.

I think she always nursed a small mad hope.

I'd finished recently my book on Pope.

Jane Dean, my typist, offered her one day

To meet Pete Dean, a cousin. Jane’s fiancé
Would then take all of them in his new car

A score of mules to a Hawaiian bar.

The boy was picked up at a quarter past

Eight in New Wye, Slcet glazed the roads. At last
They tound the place—when suddenly Pete Dean
Clutching tus brow exclaimed that he had clean
Forgotten an appointment with a chum

Who'd land in jail if he, Pete, did not come,

Bt cetera. She said she understood.

After he’d gone the three young people stood
Before the azure entrance for awhile.

Puddles were neon-barred; and with a smile

She said she’d be de trop, she’d much prefer

Just going home. Her friends escorted her

To the bus stop and left; but she. instead

Of riding home, got off at Lochanhead.

You scrutinized your wrist: “It’s eight fifteen.
[And here time forked.] I'll turn it on.” :I'he screen
In its blank broth cvolved a lifefike blur,
And music welled.

He took one look at her,
And shot a death ray at well-meaning Jane.
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A male hand traced from Florida to Maine
The curving arrows of Aeolian wars.
You said that later a quartet of bores,
Two writers and two critics, would debate
‘The Cause of Poetry on Channel 8.
A nymph came pirouetting, under white
Rotating petals, in a vernal rite
To kneel before an altar in a wood
Where various articles of toilet stood.
I went upstairs and read a galley proof,
And heard the wind roll marbles on the roof.
“See the blind beggar dance, the cripple sing”
Has unmistakably the vulgar ring
Of its preposterous age. Then came your call,
My tender mockingbird, up from the hall.
1 wish in time to overhear brief fame
And have a cup of tea with you: my name
Was mentioned twice, as usual just behind
(one oozy footstep) Frost.

“Sure you don’t mind?
I'll catch the Exton plane, because you know
If I don’t come by midnight with the dough—"

And then there was a kind of travelog:

A host narrator took us through the fog

Of a March night, where headlights from afar
Approached and grew like a dilating star,

To the green, indigo and tawny sea

Which we had visited in thirty-three,

Nine months before her birth. Now it was all
Pepper-and-salt, and hardly could recall

That first long ramble, the relentless light,

The flock of sails (one blue among the white
Clashed queerly with the sea, and two were red),
The man in the old blazer, crumbing bread,
The crowding gulls insufferably loud,

And one dark pigeon waddling in the crowd.
“Was that the phone?” You listened at the door.
Nothing. Picked up the program from the floor.
More headlights in the fog. There was no sense
In window-rubbing: only some white fence
And the reflector poles passed by unmasked.
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“Are we quite sure she’s acting right?” you asked.
“It’s technically a biind date, of course.
Well, shall we try the preview of Remorse?”
And we allowed, in all tranquillity,
The famous film to spread its charmed marquee;
The famous face flowed in, fair and inane:
The parted lips, the swimming eyes, the grain
Of beauty on the cheek, odd gallicism,
And the soft form dissolving in the prism
Of corporate desire.
“I think,” she said,

“I'll get off here.” “It's only Lochanhead.”

Yes, that's okay.” Gripping the stang, she peered
At ghostly trees. Bus stopped. Bus disappeared.

Thunder above the Jungle. “No, not that!”
Pat Punk, our gucst (antiatomic chat).
Eleven struck. You sighed. “Well, I'm afraid
There’s nothing else of interest.” You played
Network roulette: the dial turned and trk'ed.
Commercials were beheaded. Faces flicked.
An vpen mouth in midsong was struck out.
An imbecile with sideburns was about

To usc his gun, but you were much too quick.
A jovial Negro raised his trumpet, Trk.
‘Your ruby ning made hife and laid the law.
Oh, switch it off! And as life smapped we saw
A pinhead light dwindle and die in black
Infinity. :

Out of his lakeside shack
A watchman, Father Time, ull gray and bent,
Emerged with his uneasy dog and went
Along the reedy bank. He came too late.
You gently yawned and stacked away your plate.
We heard the wind. We heard it rush and throw
Twigs at the windowpane. Phone ringing? No.
I helped you with the dishes. The tall clock
Kept on demolishing young root, old rock.

“Midnight,” you said. What's midnight to the young?
And suddenly a festive blaze was flung

!
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Across five cedar trunks, snowpatches showed,
And a patrol car on our bumpy road
Came to a crunching stop. Retake, retake!

People have thought she tried to cross the lake
At Lochan Neck where zesty skaters crossed
From Exe to Wye on days of special frost.
Others supposed she might have lost her way

By turning left from Bridgeroad; and some say
She took her poor young life. I know. You know.

It was a night of thaw, a night of blow,

With great excitement in the air. Black spring
Stood just around the corner, shivering

In the wet starlight and on the wet ground.
The lake lay in the mist, its ice half drowned.
A blurry shape stepped off the reedy bank
Into a crackling, gulping swamp, and sank.

CANTO THREE

L’if, lifeless tree! Your great Maybe, Rabelais:
The grand potato.
LP.H., alay

Institute (1) of Preparation (P)
For the Hereafter (H), or If, as we
Called it—big ifl—engaged me for one term
To speak on death (“to lecture on the Worm,”
Wrote President McAber).

You and I,
And she, then a mere tot, moved from New Wye
To Yewshadc, in another, higher state.
1 love great mountains. From the iron gate
Of the ramshackle house we rented there
One saw a snowy form, so far, so fair,
That one could only fetch a sigh, as if
It might assist assimilation.

Iph
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Was a larvorium and a violet:

A grave in Reason’s early spring. And yet

It missed the gist of the whole thing; it missed

What mostly interests the preterist;

For we die every day; oblivion thrives

Not on dry thighbones but on blood-ripe lives.

And our best yesterdays are now foul piles

Of crumpled names, phone numbers and foxed files.

I’'m ready to become a floweret

Or a fat fly, but never, to forget.

And I'll turn down eternity unless

The melancholy and the tenderness

Ot mortal life; the passion and the pain;

The claret taillight of that dwindling plane

Off Hesperus; your gesture ot dismay

On running out of cigarettes; the way

You smile at dogs; the trail of silver slime

Snails leave or flagstones; this good ink, this rhyme,

This index card, this slender rubber band

Which always forms, when dropped. an ampersand,

Are found in Heaven by the newlydead

Stored in 1ts strongholds through the years.
Instead

The Institute assumed it might be wise

Not to expect too much of paradise:

What if there’s nobady to say hullo

To the newcomer, no teception, no

Indoctrination? What if you are tossed

Into a boundless void, your bearings lost,

Your spint stripped and utterly alone,

Your task unfimshed, your despair unknown,

Your body just beginning to putresce,

A non-undressable 1n morning dress,

Your widow lying prone on a dim bed,

Herself a blur 1n your dissolving head!

While snubbing gods, including the big G,

Iph borrowed some peripheral debris

From mystic visions; and it offered tips.,

(The amber spectacles for life’s eclipse)-—
How not to panic when you’re made a ghost:
Sidle and shde, choose a smooth surd, and coast,
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Meet solid bodies and glissade right through,
Or let a person circulate through you.
How to locate in blackness, with a gasp,
Terra the Fair, an orbicle of jasp.

How to keep sane in spiral types of space.
Precautions to be taken in the case

Of freak reincarnation: what to do

On suddenly discovering that you

Are now a young and vulnerable toad
Plump in the middle of a busy road,

Or a bear cub bencath a burning pine,

Or a book mite in a revived divine.

Time means succession, and succession, change:
Hence timelessness is bound to disarrange
Schedules of sentiment. We give advice

To widower. He has been married twice:

He meets his wives; both loved, both loving, both
Jealous of one another. Time means growth,
And growth means nothing in Elysian lite.
Fondhng a changeless child, the flax-haired wife
Grieves on the brink of a remembered pond
Full of a dreamy sky. And, also blond,

But with a touch of tawnv 1n the shade,

Feet up, knees clasped, on a stone balustrade
The other sits and raises a moist gaze

Toward the blue impenetrable haze.

How to begin? Whuch first to kiss? What toy

To give the babe? Does that small solemn boy
Know of the hcad-on crash which on a wild
March night killed both the mother and the child?
And she, the sccond love, with instep bare

In ballerina black. why does she wear

The earrings from the other’s jewel case?

And why does she avert her fierce young face?

For as we know from dreams it is so hard

To speak to our dear dead! They disregard

Our apprehension, queaziness and shame—
The awful sense that they’re not quite the same.
And our school chum killed in a distant war

Is not surprised to see us at his door,
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And in a blend of jauntiness and gloom
Points at the puddles in his basement room.
But who can teach the thoughts we should roll-call
When morning finds us marching to the wall
Under the stage direction of some goon
Political, some uniformed baboon?

We'll think of matters only known to us—
Empires of rhyme, Indies of calculus;

Listen to distant cocks crow, and discern
Upon the rough gray wall a rare wall fern;
And while our royal hands are being tied,
Taunt our inferiors, cheerfully deride

The dedicated imbeciles, and spit

Into their eyes just for the fun of it.

Nor can one help the exile, the old man

Dying 1n a motel, with the loud fao

Revolving in the torrid prairie night

And, from the outside, bits of colored light
Reaching his bed like dark hands trom the past
Ofiering gems; and death is coming fast.

He suffocates and conjures in two tongues

The nebulae dilating in his lungs.

A wiench, a rift—that’s all one can foresee.
Maybe one finds le grund néunt; maybe
Again one spirals from the tuber’s eye.

As you remarked the last time we went hy
The Institute: “I really could not tell
The difference between this place and Hell.”

We heard cremationists guffaw and snort
At Grabermann’s denouncing the Retort
As detrimental to the birth of wraiths.

We all avoided criticizing faiths.

The great Starover Blue reviewed the role
Planets had played as landfalls of the soul.
The fate of beasts was pondered. A Chingese
Discanted on the etiquette at teas

With ancestors, and how far up to go.

I tore apart the fantasies of Poe,
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Angd dealt with childhood memories of strange
Nacreous gleams beyond the adults’ range.
Among our auditors were a young priest

And an old Communist. Iph could at least
Compete with churches and the party hne.

In later years it started to decline:

Buddhism took 10ot. A meditwm smuggled in
Pale jellies and a floating mandolin.

Fra Karamazov, mumbling his inept

All Is allowed, into some classes crept;

And to fulfill the fish wish of the womb,

A school of Freudians headed for the tomb.

That tasteless venture helped me in a way.
Ilearnt what to ignore in my survey

Of death’s abyss. And when we lost our child
1 knew there would be nothing: no selt-styled
Spirit would touch a keyboard of dry wood
To rap out her pet name; no phantom would
Rise gracefully to welcome you and me

In the dark garden, near the shagbaik trce.

“What is that funny creaking—do you hear?”
“It is the shutter on the stairs, my dear.”

“If you're not sleeping, let’s turn on the light.
1 hate that wind! Let’s play some chess.” “All right.”

“P’m sure it’s not the shutter. There—again.”
“It is a tendril fingering the pane.”

“What ghded down the roof and made that thud?”
“It is old winter tumbling in the mud.”

“And now what shall I do? My kmght is pinned.”

Who rides so late in the night and the wind?

It is the writer’s grief. It is the wild

March wind. It is the father with his child.
Later came minutes, hours, whole days at last,
When she’d be absent from our thoughts, so fast
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Did life, the woolly caterpillar run.

We went to Italy. Sprawled in the sun

On a white beach with other pink or brown
Americans. Flew back to our small town.
Found that my bunch of essays The Untamed
Seahorse was “universally acclaimed™

(It sold three hundred copies in one year).
Again school started, and oo hillsides, where
Wound distant roads. one saw the steady stream
Of carlights all returning to the dream

Of college education. You went on

Tra slating into French Marvell and Donne.

It was a year of Tempests: Hurricane

Lolita swept trom Florida to Maine.

Mars glowed. Shahs married. Gloomy Russians spied.
Lang made your portrait. And one night I died.

The Crashaw Club had paid me to discuss
Why Poetry Is Meaningful to Us.

1 g+ve my sermon, a dull thing but short.
As I was leaving in some haste, to thwart
The so-called “question period” at the end,
One of those pecvish people who attend
Such talks only to say they disagree

Stood up and pointed with his pipe at me.

And then it happened—the attack, the trance,
Or one of my old fits. There sat by chance
A doctor in the front row. At his feet
Patly 1 fell. My heart had stopped to beat,
It seems, and several moments passed before
It heaved and went on trudging to a more
Conclusive destination. Give me now
Your full attention.

Ican’t tell you how
I knew—but 1 did know that 1 had crossed
The border. Everything I loved was lost
But no aorta could report regret.
A sun of rubber was convulsed and set;
And blood-black nothingness began to spin
A system of cells interlinked within
Cells interlinked within cells interlinked
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Within one stem. And dreadfully distinct
Against the dark, a tall white fountain played.

I realized, of course, that it was made

Not of our atoms; that the sense behind

The scene was not our sense. In life, the mind
Of any man is quick to recognize

Natural shams, and then before his eyes

The reed becomes a bird, the knobby twig
An inchworm, and the cobra head, a big
Wickedly folded moth. But in the case

Of my white fountain what it did replace
Perceptually was something that, I telt,
Could be grasped only by whoever dwelt

In the strange world where I was a mere stray.

And presently I saw it melt away:
Though still unconscious. I was back on carth.
The tale 1 told provoked my doctor’s mirth.
He doubted very much that in the state
He tound me 1n “one could hallucinate
Or dream in any sense. Later, perhaps,
But not during the actual collapse.
No, Mr. Shade.”
But, Doctor, I was dead!
He smiled. “Not quite: just half a shade,” he said.

However, I demurred. In mind 1 kept

Replaying the whole thing. Again I stepped

Down from the platform, and felt strange and hot,
And saw that chap stand up, and toppled, not
Because a heckler pointed with his pipe,

But probably because the time was ripe

For just that bump and wobble on the part

Of a limp blimp, an old unstable heart.

My vision reeked with truth. It had the tone,
The quiddity and quaintness of its own
Reality. It was. As time went on,

Its constant vertical in triumph shone.

Often when troubled by the outer glare

Of street and strife, inward I'd turn, and there,
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There in the background of my soul it stood,
Old Faithful! Aad its presence always would
Console me wonderfully, Then, one day,

I came across what seemed a twin display.

It was a story in a magazine

About a Mrs. 7. whose heart had been

Rubbed back to life by a prompt surgeon’s hand.
She told her intervicwer ot “The Land

Beyond the Veil” and the account contained

A hint of angels, and a glint of stained
Windows, and some soft music, and a choice
Of hymnal items, and her mother’s voice;

But at the end she mentioned a remote
Landscape, a bazy orchard—and I quote:
“Beyond that orchard through a kind ot smoke
I ghmpsed a tall white fountain—and awoke.”

If on some pameless island Captain Schmidt
Sees a new amimal and captures 1t,

And 1f, a little later, Captain Smith

Brings back a shin, that 1sland is no myth,
Our fountain was a signpost and a mark
OUbjectively enduring mn the dark,

Strong as a bone, substantial as a tooth,

And almost vulgar 1n 1is robust truth!

The article was by Jim Coates. To Jim

Forthwith [ wrote. Got het addiess trom him.
Diove west three hundred mules to talk to her.
Arnived. Was met by an impassioned purr.

Saw that blue hair, those freckled hands, that rapt
Orchideous air——and hnew that I was trapped.

“Who’d miss the opportunity to meet

A poet 30 distingutshed?” It w as sweet

Of me to come! I desperately tried

To ask my questions. They were brushed aside:
“Perhaps some other time.” The journalist

Stilt had her scnbblings. I should not insist.
She plied me with fruit cake, turmung it all

Into an idiotic social call.
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“I can’t believe,” she said, “that it is you!

Iloved your poem in the Blue Review.

That one about Mon Blon. 1 have a niece

Who's climbed the Matterhorn. The other piece

1 could not understand. I mean the sense.
Because, of course, the sound—But I'm so dense!”

She was. I might have persevered. I might
Have made her tell me more about the white
Fountain we both had seen “beyond the veil”
790 But if (I thought) I mentioned that detail
She’d pounce upon it as upon a fond
Affinity, a sacramental bond,
Uniting mystically her and me,
And 1n a jiffy our two souls would be
Brother and sister trembling on the brink
Of tender incest. “Well,” I said, “1 think
It’s getting late. . . .”
I also called on Coates.
He was afraid he had mslaid her notes.
He took his article from a steel file:
800  “It’s accurate. 1 have not changed her style.
There’s one misprint—not that it matters much:
Mountan, not fountain. The majestic touch.”

Life Everlasting—based on a misprint!
I mused as I drove homeward: take the hint,
And stop investigating my abyss?
But all at once 1t dawned on me that thus
Was the real point, the contrapuntal theme;
Just this: not text, but texture; not the dream
But topsy-turvical coincidence,

8¢ Not fumsy nonsense, but a web of sense.
Yes! It sufficed that I in lifc could find
Some kind of link-and-bobolink, some kind
Of cotrelated pattern in the game,
Plexed artistry, and something of the same
Pleasure in it as they who played it found.

1t did not matter who they were. No sound,
No furtive light came from their involute
Abode, but there they were, aloof and mute,



Pdle Fire 45

Playing a game of worlds, promoting pawns
820 To ivory unicorns and ebon fauns;
Kindling a lorig life here, extinguishing
A short one there; killing a Balkan king;
Causing a chunk of ice formed on a high-
Flying airplane to plummet from the sky
And strike a farmer dead; hiding my keys,
Glasses or pipe. Coordinating these ‘
Events and objects with remote events
And vanished objects. Making ornaments
Of accidents and possibilities.

880 Stormcoated, I strode in: Sybil, it is
My firm conviction—*"Darling, sbut the door.
Had a nice trip?” Splendid—but what is more
I have returned convinced that I can grope
My way to some—to some—"Yes, dear?” Faint hope.

CANTO FOUR

Now I shall spy on beauty as none has
Spied on it yet. Now I shall cry out as
None has cried out. Now I shall try what none
Has tried. Now 1 shall do what none has done.
And speaking of this wonderful machine:

840 I'm puzzled by the difference between -
Two methods of composing: 4, the kind
Which goes on solely in the poet's mind,
A testing of performing words, while he
Is soaping a third time one leg, and B,
The other kind, much more decorous, when
He's in his study writing with a pen.

In method B the hand supports the thought,

The abstract battle is concretely fought. « -

The pen stops in mid-air, then swoops to bar
850 A canceled sunset or restore a star,

And thus it physically guides the phrase

Toward faint daylight through the inky maze.
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But method A is agony! The brain

Is soon enclosed in a steel cap of pain.

A muse in overalls directs the drill

Which grinds and which no effort of the will
Can interrupt, while the automaton

Is taking off what he has just put on

Or walking briskly to the carner store

To buy the paper he has read before.

Why is it so? Is it, perhaps, because

In penless work there 1s no pea-poised pause
And one must use three hands at the same tne,
Having to choose the necessary rhyme.

Hold the completed linc before one’s eyes,
And keep in mund all the preceding tries?

Or is the process deeper with no desk

To prop the false and hoist the poctesque?

For there are those mysterious moments when
Too weary to delete, I drop my pen,

1 ambulate—and by some mute command
The right word fiutes and perches on my band.

My best time is the morning; my preferred
Season, midsummer. I once overheard
Myself awahening while half of me
Still slept 1n bed. I tore my spirit free.
And caught up with myself—upon the lawn
Where clover leaves cupped the topaz ot dawn,
And where Shade stood in mghtshirt and one shoe.
And then I realized that thss half too
Was fast asleep; both laughed and I awoke
Safe in my bed as day 1ts eggshell broke,
And robins walked and stopped, and on the damp
Gemmed turf a brown shoe lav! My seciet stamp,
The Shade impress, the mystery imborn.
Mirages, muracles, midsummer morn.
Since my biographer may be too staid
Or kaow too little to affirm that Shade
Shaved in his bath, here goes:

“He'd fixed a sort
Of hinge-and-screw affair, a steel support
Runaung across the tub to hold in place
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‘The shaving mirror right before his face
And with his toe renewing tap-warmth, he'd
Sit like a king there, and like Marat bleed.”

The more I weigh, the less secure my skin;
In places it’s ridiculously thin;
Thus near the mouth: the space between its wick
And my grimace, invites the wicked nick.
Or this dewlap: some day I must set free

900 The Newport Frill inveterate in me.
My Adam’s apple is a prickly pear:
Now [ shall speak of evil and despair
As none has spoken. Five, six, seven, eight,
Nine strokes are not enough. Ten. I palpate
Through strawberry-and-cream the gory mess
And find unchanged that patch of prickliness.

I have my doubts about the one-armed bloke
Who in commercials with one glidimg stroke
Clears a smooth path of flesh from ear to chun,
910 Then wipes s face and fondly tries his skin.
T’'m1n the class of fussy bimamnists.
As a discreet ephebe 1n tights assists
A female 1n an acrobatic dance,
My left hand helps, and holds, and shifts its stance.
Now I shall speak . . . Better than any soap
Is the sensation for which poets hope
When inspijration and its icy blaze,
The sudden image, the immediate phrase
Over the skin a triple ripple send
920 Making the httle hairs all stand on end
As in the enlarged animated scheme
Of whiskers mowed when held up by Our Cream.

Now I shall speak of evil as none has

Spoken before. I loathe such things as jazz;

The white-hosed moron torturing a black

Bull, rayed with red; abstractist bric-a-brag;

Primutivist folk-masks; progressive schools;

Music in supermarkets; swimming pools;

Brutes, bores, class-conscious Philistines, Freud, Marx,
930 Fake thinkers, puffed-up poets, frauds and sharks.
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And while the safety blade with scrape and screak
Travels across the country of my cheek,

Cars on the highway pass, and up the steep

Incline big trucks around my jawbone creep,

And now a silent liner docks, and now

Sunglassers tour Beirut, and now I plough

Old Zembla’s fields where mty gray stubble grows,
And slaves make hay betweens my mouth and nose.

Man’s life as commentary to abstruse
Unfinished poem.Note for further use.

Dressing in all the rooms, I rhyme and roam
Throughout the house with, in my fist, a comb
Or a shoehorn, which turns into the spoon

I eat my egg with. In the afternoon

You drive me o the library. We dine

At half past six. And that odd muse of mine,
My versipel, is with me everywhere,

In carrel and in car, and in my chair.

And all the time, and all the time, my love,

You too are there, beneath the word, above

The syllable, to underscore and stress

The vital rhythm. One heard a woman’s dress
Rustle in days of yore. I've often caught

The sound and sense of your approaching thought.
And all'in you is youth, and you make new,

By quoting them, old things I made for you.

Dim Gulf was my first book (free verse); Night Rote
Came'next; then Hebe’s Cup, my final float

In that damp carnival, for now I term

Everything “Poems,” and no longer squirm.,

(But this transparent thingum does require

Some moondrop title. Help me, Willl Pale Fire.)

Gently the day has passed in a sustained
Low hum of harmony. The brain is drained
And a brown ament, and the noun I meant
To use but did not, dry on the cement.
Maybe my sensual love for the consonne
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D’appui, Echo's fey child, 1s based upon

A feeling of fantastically planned,

Ruchly rhymed hfe.
srd——"""" I feel I understand

Existence, or at least'a munute part
%m exlstenceio my art,
n ol combinational delight;

And if my private universe scans right,
m&ﬁ'&ﬁm

WHich T suspect 1s an Jambic line

I'm neasonaE; sure that We survive
And that m garﬁﬁ somewhere 13 alive,
As ] am reasonably sure that I

Shall wake at six tomorrow, on Jul

The tw oty 5500 niaetec AT hane,
And fhat the gqy*mn'pﬁmmymnt

So this alafm lock let mc sef fitvsell,
Yawn, ind put back Shade’s Poems” on their shelf.,

But 1t’s not bedtime yet The sun attuns

Old Dr Sutton’s last two window panes

The man must be—what? Eighty? Fighty-two?
Was twice my age the year I marned you

Where are you? In the garden I can see

Part of your shadow near the shagbark tree
Somewhcre horseshoes are bemng tossed Chick Clunl
(Leaning agunst its lamppost hike a drunk )

A dark Vanessa with a crimson band

Wheels 1n the low sun, settles on the sand

And shows 1ts ink blue wingtips flecked with white
And through the flowing shade and ebbing light

A man, unheedful of the butterfly—

Some veighbor’s gardener, I guess—goes by
Trundhing an crapty barrow up the lane.
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Lines 1-4: ] was the shadow of the waxwing slain, etc.

THE IMAGE in these opening lines evidently refers to a bird
knocking itself out, in full flight, against the outer surface of
a glass pane in which a mirrored sky, with its slightly darker
tint and slightly slower cloud, presents the illusion of cop-
tinued space. We can visualize John Shade in his early boy-
hood, a physically unattractive but otherwise beautifully de-
veloped lad, experiencing his first eschatological shock, as
with incredulous fingers he picks up from the turf that com-
pact ovoid body and gazes at the wax-red streaks ornament-
ing those gray-brown wings and at the graceful tail feathers
tipped with yellow as bright as fresh paint. When in the last
year of Shade’s life 1 had the fortune of being his neighbor in
the idyllic hills of New Wye (see Foreword), T often saw
those particular birds most convivially feeding on the chalk-
blue berries of junipers growing at the corner of his house.
(See also lines 181-182.)

My knowledge of garden Aves had been limited to those of .
northern Europe but a young New Wye gardener, in whom I
was interestcd (sec note to line 998), helped me to identify
the profiles of quite a number of tropical-looking little strangers
and their comical calls; and, naturally, every tree top plotted
its dotted line toward the ornithological work on my desk to
which I would gallop from the lawn in nomenclatorial agita~
tion. How hard I found to fit the name “robin” to the suburban
impostor, the gross fowl, with its umiidy dull-red livery and
the revolting gusto it showed when consuming long, sad,
passive worms! :

Incidentally, it is curious to note that a crested bird called
in Zemblan sampel (“silktail”), closely rcsembling a wax-
wing in shape and shade, is the model of one of the three
beraldic creatures (the other two being respectively a reindeer
proper and a merman azure, crined or) in the armorial bear-
ings of the Zemblan King, Charles the Beloved (born 1%15),
*w?os:l: glorious misfortunes I discussed so often with my
friend. :

The poem was begun at the dead center of the year, a few
minutes after midnight July 1, while I played chess with a
young Iranian enrolled in our summer school; and I do not
doubt that our poét would have understood his annotater’s
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temptation to synchronize a certain fateful fact, the departure

from Zembla of the would-be regicide Gradus, with that date.

?uti'tually, Gradus left Onhava on the Copenhagen plane on
y 5.

Line 12: that crystal land

Perhaps an allusion to Zembla, my dear country. After this,
in the disjointed, half-obliterated diaft which I am not at all
sure I have deciphered properly:

Ah, T must not forget to say something
That my triend told me of a certain king.

Alas, he would have said a great deal more if a domestic
anti-Karlist had not controlled every line he communicated to
her! Many a time have I rebuked him in bantering fashion:
“You really should promise to use all that wonderful stuff, you
bad gray poet, you!” And we would both giggle ke boys. But
then, aiter the inspiring cvening stroll, we had to part, and
grim night lifted the drawbiidge between bis impregnable
fortress and my humble home.

That King’s reign (1936-1958) wull be remembered bv at
least a tew discerning historians as a peacetul and elegant one.
Owing to a fluid system of judicious alliances, Mars in his time
never marred the record. Internally, until corruption, betrayal,
and Extremusm penctrated it, the People’s Place ( parlianient)
worked in perfect harmony with the Royal Council. Harmony,
indeed, was the reigns password. The polite arts and pure
sciences flourished. Techuicolugy, apphed physics, industrial
chemistry and so forth were suflered to thrive. A small sky-
scraper of ultramarine glass were steadily rising in Onhava,
The climate seemed te be improving. Taxation had become a
thing of beauty. The poor wefe getting a little richer, and the
rich a little poorer (in accordance with what may be hnown
some day as Kinbote’s Law), Medical care was spreading to
the confines of the state: less and less often, on hts tour of the
country, every autumn, when the rowans hung coral-heavy,
and the puddles tinkled with Muscovy glass, the friendly and
cloquent monarch would be interrupted by a pertussal “back-
draucht” in a crowd of schoolchildren. Parachuting had he-
come a popular sport. Everybody, wm a word, was content—
even the political mischiefmakers who were contentedly
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making mischicf paid by a contented Sosed (Zembla’s gigantic
neighbor). But let us not pursue this tiresome subject.

To return to the King: take for instance the question of
personal culture. How often is it that kings engage in some
special research? Conchologists among them can be counted
on the fingers of one maimed hand. The last king of Zembla
~—partly under the influence of his uncle Conmal, the great
translator of Shakespeare (see notes to lines 39-40 and 962),
had become, despite trequent migraines, passionately addicted
to the study of litcrature. At forty, not long before the col-
lapse of his throne, he bad attained such a degree of scholar-
ship that he dared accede to his venerable uncle’s raucous
dying request: “Teach, Karlik!® Of course, it would have
been unseemly for a monarch to appear in the robes of learn-
ing at a umversity lectern and present to 10sy youths Finni-
gan’s Wake as a monstrous extension of Angus MacDiarmid’s
“incoherent transactions” and of Southey’s Lingo-Grande
(“Dear Stumparumper,” ctc.) or discuss the Zemblan variants,
collected in 1798 by Hodinski, of the Kongs-skugg-sio (The
Ruyal Mirror), an anonymous masterpiece of the twelfth
ventury. Therefore he lectured uwnder an assumed name and in
a heavy make-up, with wig and false whiskers. All brown-
bearded, apple-cheeked, blue-eyed Zemblans look alike, and_
I who have not shaved now for a year, resemble my disguised
king (see also note to line 894).

During these periads of teaching, Charles Xavier made it a
rule to sleep at a pied d-terre he had vented, as any scholarly
citizen would, in Corinlanus Lane: a cuarmng, central-heated
studio with adjacent bathroom and kitchenette. One recalls
with nostalgic pleasure its light gray carpeting #nd pearl-gray
walls (one of them graced with a solitary copyv of Picasso’s
Chandelier, pot et casserole émailee), a shelfful of calf-hbound
poets, and a virginal-looking daybed under its rug of umitation
panda fur. How far from this limpid simplicity seemed the
palace and the odious Council Chamber with its unsolvable
problems and frightened councilors!

Line 17: And then the gradual; Line 29: gra

By an extraordinary coincidence (inherent perhaps in the
contrapuntal nature of Shade’s art) our poet secms to name
here (gradual, gray) a man, whom he was to see for one fatal
moment three weeks later, but of whose existence at the time
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(July 2) he could not have known. Jakob Gradus called him-
self variously Jack Degree or Jacques de Grey, or James de
Gray, and also appears in police records as Ravus, Raven-
stone, and d'Argus, Having a morbid affection for the ruddy
Russia of the Soviet era, he contended that the real origin of
his name should be sought in the Russian word for grape,
vinograd, to which a Latin suffix had adhered, making it
Vinogradus. His father, Martin Gradus, had been a Protes-
tant minister in Riga, but except for him and a maternal uncle
(Roman Tselovalnikov, police officer and part-time member
of the Social-Revolutionary party), the whole clan seems to
have been in the liquor business. Martin Gradus died in 1920,
and his widow moved to Strasbourg where she soon died, too.
Another Gradus, an Alsatian merchant, who oddly enough
was totally unrelated to our killer but had been a close busi-
ness friend of his kinsmen for years, adopted the boy and
raised him with his own children. It would seem that at one
time young Gradus studied pharmacology in Zurich, and at
another, traveled to misty vineyards as an itinerant winre taster.
We find him next engaging in pelty subversive activities—
printing peevish pamphlets, acting as messenger for obscure
syndicalist groups, organizing strikes at glass factories, and
that sort of thing. Sometime in the forties he came to Zembla
as a brandy salesman. There he married a publican’s daugh-
ter. His connection with the Extremist party dates from its
first ugly writhings, and when the revolution broke out, his
modest organizational gifts found some appreciation in vari-
ous offices. His departure for Western Europe, with a sordid
purpose in his heart and a loaded gun in his pocket, took
place on the very day that an innocent poct in an innocent
land was beginning Canto Two of FPale Fire. We shall ac-
company Gradus in copstant thought, as he makes his way
from distant dim Zembla to green Appalachia, through the
entire length of the poem, following the road of its rhythm,
riding past in a rhyme, skidding around the corner of a
run-on, breathing with the caesura, swinging down to the
foot of the page from line to line as from branch to branch,
hiding between two words (see note 1o line 596), reappearing
on the horizon of a new canto, steadily marching nearer in
iambic motion, crossing streets, moving up with his valise
on the escalator of the pentameter, stepping off, boarding a
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new tramn of thought, entening the hall of a hotel, putting out
the bedlight, while Shade blots out a word, and falling asleep
as the poet lays down his pen for the night.

Line 27 Sherlock Holmes

A hawk-nosed, lanky, rather likable private detective, the
main character 1n various stories by Conan Doyle 1 have no
means to ascertain 4t the present time which of these 1s re-
ferred to bere but suspect that cur poet simply made up this
Case of the Reversed Footprints

Lires 34-35 Stilettos of a frozen stithcide

How perustently our poet evohes images of winter in the
beginnung of a poem which he started composng on 1 balny
summer night! The mccharism of the assocwutions 1s easy to
make out (glas, leading to crysto] and crystal to ice) but the
prompter behind it tetamns his incoonito Onc s too mpdest
to suppose thit the faut that the puet «nd his {utwe com-
inentator first met on ¢ winter dav somehow imp.nges here
on the actual »ca,on Ja the Jovely hne heading this comment
the reader should note the last word My diclonary defines
1 18 ‘a succession ot drops falling from the eaves, eavesdrop,
cuesdrop ” 1 1emeraber having encounteted it for the first
ume 1m a poem by Thomas Hardv The brght trost has eter-
nihized the brght cavesdiop Ve should also note the cloak-
and-dagger hint-gitnt v the *svelte stlettos  and the snadow
of regicide m the rhyme

Lines 3940  Was (lose my eyes eic

These lines are 1eproseuted 1n the dratts by 2 vanaut read-
ng

@, . and home wculd nite my thicves,
40 The sun with stolen e the moon with feaves

One cannot help recalling 2 pasige .a Tuncn of Athens
(Act IV, Scene 3) where the musanthrope talks to the three
taarauders Having no library in the dex™ ‘e lop cibin where
1 live ke Timon 1n s cave, I am compelled for the purpose
of quick citation to retranslate this passage mto Foglish prose
from a Zemblan poetical version of Timon which, 1 hope,
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sufficiently approximates the text, or is at least faithful to its
spirit:

The sun is a thief: she Iures the sea

and robs it The moon is a thief:

he steals tus silvery light from the sun.
The sea 1s a thief: 1t dissolves the moon.

For a prudent appraisal of Conmal’s transiations of Shake-
speare's works, see note to line 962.

Line 42: 1 could make out

By the end of May I could make out the outhnes ot some
of my images mn the shape his gerus nught give them, by
mid-Tune I telt sure at last that he would 1ecreate 1 a poem
the dazzhing Zembla burning in my bran, 1 mesmerized him
with 1t, 1 saturated him with my vision, I pressed upon him,
with a drunkard's wild generosity, all that I was helpless
myself to put nto verse Surely, it would oot be casy to dis-
cover n the history of poetry a similar case—-that of two
men, different 1n origin, upbringing, thought associations, spit-
itual intonation and mental mode, one a cosmopohtan scholar,
the other a fireside poet, entering mto a seciet compact ot
this kind. At length T hnew he was ripe with mv Zembla,
bursting with suitable rhymes, ready to spuit at the brush
of any eyelash. I kept urging him at every opportuniy to sur-
mount his habitual sloth and start writing. My httle pocket
diary contains such jottings as: “Suggested to him the heiorc
measure”; “retold the escape™; “offered the use of a quuet
room in my house”; “discussed making rccordings of my
voice for his use”, and finally, under date of July 3. “poem
beg“nl”

Although I realize only too clearly, alas, that the result,
in its pale and diaphanous final phase, cannot be regarded
a8 a direct echo of my narrative (ot which, ncidentally, only
a few fragments are given in my notes—mainly to Canto
One), one can hardly doubt that the sunset glow of the story
acted as a catalytic agent upon the very process of the sus-
tained creative effervescence that enabled Shade to produce
a 1000-line poem 1n three weeks. There 18, moreover, a symp-
tomatic famly resemblance in the coloration of both poem
and story. 1 have reread, not without pleasure, my comments
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to his lines, and in many cases have caught myself borrowing
a kind of opalescent light from my poet’s fiery orb, and un-
consciously aping the prose style of his own critical essays.
But his widow, and his colleagues, may stop worrying and
enjoy in full the fruit of whatever advice they gave my good-
natured poet. Oh yes, the final text of the poem is entirely his.

If we discount, as I think we should, three casual allusions
to royalty (605, 822, and 894) and the Popian “Zembla” in
line 937, we may conclude that the final text of Pale Fire
has been deliberately and drastically drained of every trace
of the material 1 contributed; but we also find that despite
the control exercised upon my poet by a domestic censor
and God knows whom else, he has given the royal fugitive
a refuge 1 the vaults of the variants he has preserved; for in
his draft as many as thirteen verscs, superb singing verses
(given by me in note to lines 70, 79, and 130, ail in Canto
One, which he obviously worked at with a greaier degree of
creative freedom than be enjored atterwards) bear the spe-
cific inprint of my theme, a minute but genuine star ghost
of my disconrse on Zembla and her unfortunate king.

Lines 47-18: the tramie house between Goldsworth and
Wordsmith

The first name refers to the house in Dulwich Road that I
rented from Hugh Warren Goldsworth, authority on Roman
Law and distinguished judge. I never bhad the pleasure of
meeting v landlord but I care to know his handwriting
almost as well as I do Shad='s. The sccond name denotes, of
course, Wordsmith University, In sceming fo suggest a mid-
way situation between the two places, vur poct is less con-
cerned with spatial exactitude than wi h a witty exchange of
syllables involing the two masters of the heroic couplet, be-
tween whom he embowers his own muse. Actually, the “frame
house on its square of green” was five miles west of the
Wordsmith campus but only fifty yards or so distant from
my cast windows.

In the Foreword tn this work I have had occasiop to say
something about the amenitics of my hahitation. The charm-
ing, charmingly vague lady (see note Lo line 691), who se-
cured jt for me, sight unseen, meant well, no douht, especially
since it was widely admired in the neighborhood for its “old-
world spaciousness and graciousness.” Actually, it was an old,
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dismal, white-and-black, half-timbered house, of the type
termed wodnaggen in my country, with carved gables, drafty
bow windows and a so-called “semi-noble” porch, surmounted
by a hideous veranda. Judge Goldsworth had a wife and four
daughters. Family photographs met me in the hallway and
pursued me from room to room, and although I am sure that
Alphina (9), Betty (10), Candida (12), and Dee (14) will
soon change from horribi cute little schoolgirls to smart
young ladies and superior mothers, I must confess that their
pert pictures irnitated me to such an extent that finally I gath-
ered them one by one and dumped them all in a closet under
the gallows row of their cellophane-shrouded winter clothes.
In the study T found a large picture of their parents, with
sexes reversed, Mrs. G. resembling Malenkov, and Mr. G. a
Medusa-locked hag, and this I replaced by the reproduction
of a beloved early Picasso: carth boy leading raincloud horse.
I did not bother, though, to do much about the tamily books
which were also all over the housc—four sets of diflerent
Children’s Fncyclopedias, and a stolid grown-up one that as-
cended all the way irom shelf to shelf along a flight of stairs
to burst and appendix in the attic. Judging bv the novels in
Mrs. Goldsworth’s boudoir, her intellectual interests were
fully developed. going as they did trom Amber to Zen. The
head of this alphabetic family had a Lbrary too, but this
consisted mainly of legal works and a lot of conspicuously
lettered ledgers. All the layman could glean tor instruction
and entertainment was a morocco-bound albuni in which the
judge had lovingly pasted the life historics and pictures of
ple he had seat to prisou or condemned to death: un-
forgettable faces of imbecile hoodlums, last smokes and last
grins, a strangler’s quite ordinary-looking hands, a self-made
widow, the close-sut merciless eyes of a homicidal maniac
{somewhat resembling, I admuit, the late Jacques d’Argus),
a bright little parricide aged seven (“Now, sonny, we want
Zou to tcll us—"), and a sad pudgy old pederast who had
lown up his blackmailer. What rather surprised me was that
be, my learned landlord, and not his “nussus,” directed the
household. Not only had he left me a detailed inventory of
all such articles as cluster around a new tepant like a mob
of mepacing natives, but he had taken stupendous pains to
write out on slips of paper recommendations, explanations,
injunctions and supplementary lists. Whatever I touched on



Commentary 61

the first day of my stay yielded a specimen of Goldsworthiana.
I unlocked the nedicine chest in the second bathroom, and
out fluttered a message advising me that the slit tor discarded
safety blades was too full to use. I opened the icebox, and
it warned me with a bark that “no national specialties with
odors hard to get rid of” should be placed theremn. I pulled
out the middle drawer of the desk in the study—and dis-
covered a catalogue raisonné of 1ts meager contents which
mcluded an assortment of ashtrays, a damask paperknife
(described as “one ancient dagger brought by Mis Golds-
worth's father from the Orient”), and an old but unused
pucket diary optimisucally maturing there until its calendric
correspoudencies came around again. Among various detailed
notices affixed to a special board in the pantry, such as plumb-
ing mstructions, disseriations on electricity, discourses on cac-
tuses and so forth, I tound the diet of the black cat that
came with the house:
LY

Mon, Wed, Fri: Liver

Tue, I'hu, Sat: Fish

Sun. Greound meat

(All it got trom me was milk and sardines; it was a likable
httle creature but after a while its movemcrts began to grate
on my nerves and 1 farmed it out to Mrs Finley, the cleaning
woman ) But perhaps the funniest note concerned the ma-
nipulations of the window curtains which had to be drawn
in different ways ot differer* hours to prevent the sun from
gelting at the upholstery. A description of the position of
the sun, daily and seasonal, was given for the several win-
dows, and f I had heeded all this I would have been hept
as busy as a participant in a regaita. A footnote, however,
generously suggested thal instead of manning the curtains. 1
might prefer to shift and reshuft out of sun range the more
precious pieces ot furniture (two embroidered armchairs and
a heavy “royal console”) but should do it carefully lest X
scratch the wall moldings. I cannot, alas. repr.duce the me-
ticulous schedule of these transposals - seem to recall that
I was supposed to castle the long way before going to bed
and the short way first thing in the morning. My dear Shade
roared with laughter when I led him on a tour of inspection
and had him find some of those bunny eggs for himself.
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Thank God, his robust hularity dissipated the atmosphere of
damnum infectum in which I was supposed to dwell. On his
part, he regaled me with a number of anecdotes concerning
the judge's dry wit and courtroom mannernsms; most of these
anecdotes were doubtless folklore exaggerations, o few were
evident inventions, and all were harmless. He did not bring
up, my sweet old friend never did, ridiculous stories about
the ternfymng shadows that Judge Goldsworth’s gown threw
across the underworld, or about this or that beast lymng in
prison and positively dying of raghdirst (thurst for revenge) —
crass banalities circulated by the scurnlous and the heartless—
by all those for whom romance, remoteness, sealskin-lined
scarlet skies, the darkening dunes of a fabulous kingdom,
simply do not exst But cnough of this. Let us turn to our
poet’s windows 1 have no desire to twist and batter an un-
ambiguous apparatus criticus into the monstrous semblance of
a novel

Today it would be impossible for me to idescribe Shade’s
house 1n terms o1 architecture or mndeed in any term other
than those of peeps and ghmpses, and wwndow-framed op-
portunities As previously mentioned (sec Foreword), the
conung of simmer presented a problem i vpucs. the en-
croaching folage dud not always <ee eye to eve with me* 1t
confused a green monccle with an opaque occludent, and the
idea of protection with that of obstruction. Meanwhile (on
July 3 according to my agenda) I had learped--not from
John but from Sybil-—that my friend had started to work on
a long poem Afier not having seen him for a couple of days,
I happened to be bringing lum <ome third-class mail from
his box on the road, adjacent to Goldsworth’s (which 1 used
to ignore, crammed as it was with leaflets, local advertise-
ments, commercial catalogues, and that kind of trash) and
ran mto Sybil whom a shiub had screened fiom my falcon
eye. Straw-hatted and garden gloved, she was squatting on
her hams in front of a flower bed and prumng or tying up
something, and her close-fittng brown trousers reminded me
of the mandolin tights (as 1 jokingly called them) that my
own wife used 1o wear. She said not to bother him with those
ads and added the information about his having “begun a
really big poem.” I 1¢lt the biood rush to my tace and mum-
bled something about his not having shown any of it to me
yet, and she straightened herself, and swept the black and
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gray hair off her forehead, and stared at me, and said:
“What do you mean—shown any of it? He never shows any-
thing unfinished Never, never He will not even discuss it
with you until 1t 18 quite, quite finished ” T could not believe
it, but soon discovered on talking to my strangely reticent
friend that he had been well coached by his lady When I
endeavored to draw him out by means of good-natured sallies
such as :“People who hve mn glass houses should not write
poems,” he would only yawn and shake his head, and retort
that “foreigners ought to keep away from old saws ™ Never-
theless the urge to find out what he was domg with all the
live, glamorous, palpitating, shimmering material I had lav-
1shed upon hum, the itching desire 10 see lum at work (even
if the fruit of hus work was demed me), proved to be utterly
agonuzing and uncontrollable and led me to indulge 1n an orgy
of spying which no considerations ot pride could stop

Windows, as well known, have been the solace of first-
person literature throughout the ages But this observer never
could emulate 1n shee: luck the eavesdropping Hero of Our
Tnre or the omspresent one of I'ime Lost Yet 1 was granted
now and then screps of happy hunting When my casement
window ceased to function because of an elm’s goss growth,
I found, at the end of the veranda, an 1vied corner from
which I could view rather amply the front of the poet's house.
If | wanted to see its south sude T could go down to the back
of my garage and leok from behind a tulip tree across the
curving downhill road at several precious bright windows,
tor he never pulled down t1  shades (she did) It I vearned
for the opposite «wde, all I had to do wis walk uphill to the
top of my garden wheie my bodyguard of black junipers
watched the stars, and the omens, and the patch of pale hight
under the lone streetlamp on the road below By the onset
of the scason here conjured up, I had smmounted the very
special and very private fears that are discussed elsewhere
(see note to line 62) and rather enjoyed following 1n the
dark a weedy and rocky easterly projection of my grounds
ending in a locust giove on a shghtly hgher ievel than the
north side of the poet’s house.

Once, three decades ago, in my tender and ternble boy-
hood, I had the occaston of sceing a man 1n the act of making
contact with God. I had wandered imnto the so-called Rose
Court at the back of the Ducal Chapel in my native Onhava,
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during an interval in hymnal practice. As I mooned there,
lifting and cooling my bare calves by turns apainst a smooth
column, I could hear the distant sweet voices interblending
in subdued boyish merriment which some chance grudge,
some jealous annoyance with one particular lad, prevented
me from joining. The sound of rapid stcps made me raise
my morose gaze from the sectile mosaic of the court—real-
istic rose petals cut out of todstein and large, almost palpable
thorns cut out of green marble. Into these roses and thorns
there walked a black shadow: a tall, pale, long-nosed, dark-
hajred young minister whom 1 had seen around once or twice
strode out of the vestry and without seeing me stopped in the
middle of the court. Guilty disgust contorted his thin lips.
He wore spectacles. His clenched hands seemed to be grip-
ping mvisible prison bars. But there is no bound to the meas-
ure of grace which man may be able to receive. All at once
his look changed to one of rapture and reverence. T had
never seen such a blaze of bliss befote but was to perceive
something of that splendor, of that spiritual cnergy and di-
vine vision, now, in another land, reflucted upon the rugged
and homely face of old John Shade. How glid I was that the
vigils I had kept all through the spuing had prepared me
to observe him at his miraculous midsummer task! 1 had
learned exactly when and where to find the best pornts from
which to follow the contours of his inspiration My binocu-
lars would seek him out and focus upon him from afar in
his various places of labor: at night, in the violet glow of
his upstairs study where a kindly mirror reflected for me his
bunched-up shoulders and the pencil with which he kept
picking his ear (inspecting now and then the lead, and even
tasting it); in the forenoon, lurking in the ruptured shadows
of his first-floor study where a bright goblet ot liquor quietly
traveled from fing cabinet to lectern, and fiom lectern to
bookshelf, there tv hide it need be behund Dante’s bust; on
a bot day, among the vincs of a small arborlike portico,
through the garlands of which I could glimpse a stretch of
oilcloth, his elbow upon it, and the plump cherubic fist prop-
ping and crimpling his temple. Incidents of perspective and
lighting, interference by irameworh or leaves, usually de-
prived me of a clear view of his face; and perhaps nature
arranged it that way 50 as to conceal from a possible predator
the mysteries of generation; but somctimes when the poet
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paced back and forth across lus lawn, or sat down for a
moment on the bench at the end of 1it, or paused under his
favorite hichory tree I could distinguish the expression of
passionate intercst, rapture ind reverence, with which he fol-
low ed the 1mages wording themselves in his mind, and I knew
that whetever my agnostic friend mught say i demal, at that
moment Our I ord was with nm

On curtain mights, whon long bedore 1ts nhabitants’ usual
bedtime the house would be dark on the three sides I could
survey fiom my three \ intage points, tht very darkness hept
tUMling me they were at hoine Their car stood neu its garage—
but 1 could not bt ve they hid gone out on foot, since
i that ¢ they would hive wit the vorck hgnt furned
on [ uer consideratrons 1nd dedintions have persuaded me
that the mht of grear aced on which 1 deided to check the
mattcr was Tuly 11 the dite of Sh dus completing his Sec-
ond Canto [t was a hot black bluste v i ht [ stole through
tre arubbay to the ton of th o house At first X thought
that this im1th sac v s o dirk thas conching the matter,
and hia tmie to exprrie e 1 gueer s 1 of relief betore
nouung + funt «pire of hpht urler the window of 1 hittle
nack pario where T had never boen Tt was wiic open A tall
lamp with a puchmenr ke hade shunumated the bottom of
the woon where 1 could sec Syt ind John, het on the edge
of a dnan, sidisiddle with her bk to me, and him on a
hassock pear tre divan upop whick he scemed to be slowly
colleetryz and stwking scattered playing cards leit after a
o of pitcnce Sybd wis  'ter 1afidlv huddk-shakhing and
blowing her rose Tohns tie wi il blotchy «nd wet Not
betng awr at the time of the e ot type of watimg paper
un triend usad 1 could not help v dering what on earth
could be 50 teu-provoks 3 abour the Hutcome ot a gume of
vatds As T ot uned to sec better standui, up to my knees 1n
d horubly ¢l stic box hudge 1 dislodged the sonotous id of
a garbage can This of course mugnt hive beea mistahen for
the work ot thc wind, nd Svbil hated the v nd She 1t once
left her pervh closed the window with a gicat bong, and
pulled dova 1ts strident blind

I vrept bach to my chealess domicne with a heavy heart
and 1 puzzjed mind lhe hewrt remuned huavy but the puz-
zle was solved a few davs hater verv probibhy on 5t Swithin's
Day, for I find 10 n y litle diary under that date the anticipa-
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tory “promnad vespert nud J.S.,” crossed out with a petu-
lance that broke the lead in midstroke. Having waited and
waited for my friend to join me in the lane, until the red of
the sunset had turned to the ashes of dusk, 1 walked over to
his front door, hesitated, assessed the glovm and the silence,
and started to walk around the house. This time not a glint
came from the back parlor, but by the bright prosaic light in
the kitchen I disunguished one end of a whitewashed table
and Sybil sitting at 1t with so rapt a look on her face that one
might have supposed she had just thought up a new recipe.
The back dvor was ajar, and as I tapped it open and launched
upon some gay airy phrase, T realized that Shade, sitting at
the other end of the table, was in the act of reading to her
something that I guessed to be a part of his poern. They
both started. An unprintable cath escaped from him and he
slapped down on the table the stack of mdex cards he had in
his hand. Later he was to attribute this temperamental out-
burst to his having mustahen, with his reading glasses on, a
welcome friend for an intruding salesman; bur T must sav it
shoched me, it shoched me greatly, ond Jispesed me at the
time to read a hidcous meaning into cverything that followed,
“Well, sit down,” said Sybil, “and have some coffee” (viciors
are generous). I accepted, as I wanted to see if the recitation
would be continued 1m my presence. It was not ‘I thought,”
I said to my friend, “you were coming out with me for a
stroll.” He excused himself saying he felt out of sorts, and
continued to clean the bowl of his pipe as fiercely as it it were
my heart he was hollowing out.

Not only did T understand then that Shade regularly read
to Sybil cumulative parts of his pocm but 1t also dawas upon
me now that, just as regularly, she made him tone down or
remove from his Faw Copy everything connected with the
magnificent Zemblan theme with which 1 kept furmshing him
and which, without knowing much about the growing work,
I fondly believed would become the main rich thread in its
weavel

Higher up on the same wooded hill stood, and still stands
I trust, Dr. Sutton’s old clapboard house and, at the very top,
eternity shall not dislodge Professor C.'s ultramodern villa
from whose terrace onc can glimpse to the south the larger
and sadder of the three conjoined lakes called Omega, Ozero,
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and Zero (Indian names garbled by carly settlers in such a
way as to accommodate specious derrvations and common-
place allusions) On the northern side of the hill Dulwich
Ro.d joins the highway leading to Wordsmith University to
which I shall devote herc only a few words partly because
all kinds ot descriptive booklets should be available to the
reader by wnting to the Umniversiv’s Pubherty Office, hut
mamly hecause T wish to convey, m making this reterence to
Wordsmith briefer than the notes on the Goldsworth and
Shude houses, the faut that the college was considerably far-
ther trom them than they were from one another. It is prob-
ably the fitst time that the dull pain of distance is rendered
through on efiott of stile and that a topographical wea finds
ity verbal expression m a series of fureshortened sentences.

After winding for ahout tour mules a4 general castern
dicetion through o beautnally sprnwed ond nngated residen-
ol section with voniowsly proaded tawns sloprng down on both
sides the fughw i biturcans  oae branch goes Ieft to New
Wve and ity evpectunt anheld  the other connnues to the
vampus  Here aie the great mansiens of madness, the -
peccshiv planeed  dormitories- -hedlanes of jungle music—
the magndic ent pilace of the Adimmustration, the brick walls,
the archwavs, the quadringles blocked out in velvet green
wrd chrysaprase, Spencet House and s bly pond, the Chapel,
Nuw Tectire HOP, the Tibraty, the prsonhike edifice con-
tomng our classiooms and offices (to be called trom now
on Shadge Holl), the fimous venee of ah the (rees men-
tioned by Shakespeare. a distaut drowng svuad, the hint of a
hace, the twgoose dome ot the Observatiuy, wisps and pale
plumes of cuits, and the ponlar-cnitamed Roman-tiered toot-
ball field, desurted on summer days except tor a dicamy-eyed
roungster flymng--on a loug control hne i a dioning circle—
a motor-ponered madal plane

Dear Jesus, do somiething

Line 49 shaghark

A hickery. Our poet shared with the Lnghsk masters the
noble knack of transplanuing tiees mto verse with therr sap
and shade. Many vears ago Disa, our King's Queen, whose
favorite trees were the jacaranda wnd the mardenhair, copied
out in her athum « quatrain from John Shade’s collection of
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short poems Hebe’s Cup, which I cannot refrain from quot-
ing here (from a letter I received on April 6, 1959, from
southern France):

THr SACRED TRER
The ginkgo leaf, in golden hue, when shed,
A muscat grape,
Is an old-fashionud butterfly, ill-wpread,
In shape.

When the new Episcopal church in New Wye (see note to
line 549) was built, the bulldozers spared an arc of those
sacred trees planted by a landscaper of genius (Repburg) at
the end of the so-called Shakespeare Avenue, on the campus.
1 do not know if it is relevant or not but there is a cat-and-
mouse game in the second line, and “tree” in Zemblan is
grados.

Line 57: The phantom of my little daughtcr’s swing

Atter this Shade crossed out hightly the following lines in the
draft:

The light is good; the reading lamps, long-necked;
All doors have keys Your modern architect

Is in collusion with psychanalysts:

‘When planning parents’ bedrooms, he insists

On lockless doors so that, when looking back,
The future patient of the future quack

May find, all sct for him, the Primal Scene.

Line 61: TV's huge paperclip

In the otherwise empty, and pretty fatuous, obituary men-
tioned in my notes to lines /1-72, there happens to be quoted
a manuscript poem (received from Sybil Shade) which is said
to have been “composed by our poet apparently at the end
of June, thus less than a month before our poet’s death, thus
being the last short piece that our poct wrote.”

Here it 1s:

THE SWING
The setting sun that hights the tips
Of TV's giant paperchps
Upon the roof;
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The shadow of the doorkneb that
At sundown 15 a baseball bat
Upon the door,

The cardinil th it hkes to st
And make chip-wat, chip-wit, chip-wit
Upon the tree,

The empty Iittle swing that swings
Under the tree these are the things
I'hat break mv heurt

I leave my poct’s reader to deade wiether 1t 1s lihely he
would hive wrtten this only a few d.ys before he 1epeated
its mimiature themes 1o this part of the poens I suspect it to
% a mnch earher «ffort (it has no year subsenpt but should
be dated soon after his daughter s deathYy which Shade dug
out from among his old pipers to see what he could use for
Palc | 1e (tne poem our necrolgist does not know )

Line €2 often

Otten, almost nighthy, throughout the spung ot 1959, I had
{cired for my le Soluude 15 the plavheld of Satan I can-
not describe the dupths of my lonchness and distress There
was naturdly my furous neighbor just across the lane, and
at one ume I took 1n 2 dwsipated voung roomer (who gen-
crally came home long after midmght) Yet 1 wish to stress
that cold hard core of loneliness which 1s not good for a
displaced soul Fyverybodv knows how gnen to regicide Zem-
blans are two Queens, three Kings and fourtcen Pretenders
died violent deaths, strangled, stabbed povoned, and drowned,
n the course of only one century (1700-1800) The Golds-
worth castle became particularly solitary after that turming
point at dusk which resembles so much the mightfall of the
mnd Stealthv rustles, the footsteps of vesteryear leaves, an
wdle breeze, a dog touring the garbage cans —everything
sounded to me lihe a bloodthirsty prowler I kept moving
from window to window, my silk nightcap drenched with
sweat, my bared breast a thawing pond, and sometimes,
armed with the judge’s shotgun, I dared beard the terrors of
the terrace 1 suppose it was then, on those masquerading
spring mghts with the sounds of new life 1n the tiees cruelly
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mimicking the cracklings of old death 1n my bramn, 1 suppose
it was then, on those dreadful mights, that I got used to con-
sulting the windows of my neighbor s house in the hope for
a gleam of comfort (see notes to lines 47-48) What would
I not have given for the poets suffering another heart
attack (see line 691 and note) leading to my bemg called
over to their house, all windows ablase, in the muddle of the
mght, n a great warm burw of sympathy, coffee, telephone

Is, Zemblan herbal receipts (they work wonders!), and a
resurrected Shade weeping in my arms (*“There, there, Tohn”)
But on those March nights their house was 1s black as a
coffin And when physical exbaustion nd the sepulchral cold
drove me at last upstars to my solitary double bed, I would
he awake and breathless—as it only now hving consciously
through those perilous pights 1n my country, where at any
moment, 4 company of jittery revolutiorusts might enter and
hustle me off to 1 moonlt wall lhe sound of a rapud ca
or a groanmng truck would come a, a strange tniature of
friendly hite s reliet wnd Jdeaths feariul shadow  would tha
shadow pull up at my door? Were those phintom thues com-
g for me? Would they shoot me at once o would they
smuggle the chloroformed scholir bak to / mbla Rodniya
Zembla, to face there 1 daszling decanter 1d o tow of udges
exulting 1n their inquisttorial chairs?

At times I thought that only by self~destruction could 1
hope to cheat the relentlessly dvancing 1ssasans who were
i me, i my eardiums, m my pulse, 1n my shull, rather than
on that constant highwav looping up over me and around my
heart as I dozed oft only to have my sleep shattered by that
drunken, mpossible, unforgettuble Bobs return to Canduda’s
or Dee’s former bed As briefly mentioned 11 the toreword,
1 finally threw him out, after which for several mights nesther
wine, nor music, nor praver could allay my fears On the
other hand, those mellowing spring days were quitc sufferable,
my lectures pleased everybody, and I made it a pont of at-
tending all the social functions avadable to me But after the
gay evenung therc came again the msidious approach, the ob-
lique shuffle, that crecpimg up, and that pause, and the rcsumed
crepitation.

The Goldsworth chiteau had many outside doors, and no
matter how thoroughly I mspected them and the window
shutters downstairs at bedtime, I never failed to discover next
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morning something unlocked, unlatched, a little loose, a little
ajar, something sly and suspicious-looking. One night the
black cat, which a few minutes before 1 had seen rippling
down into the basement where 1 had arranged toilet facilities
for it in an attractive setting, suddenly reappeared on the
threshold of the music room, in the middle of my insomnia
and 4 Wagner record, arching its back and sporiing a neck
bow of white sik which 1t could certainly never have put
on all by itself. I telephoned 11111 and a few minutes later
was discussing possible culprits with a policeman who rel
ish-d greatly my cherry cordial, but whoever had broken
m had left no trace. It 1s so easy for a cruel person to make
the victim of his ingenuity believe that he has persecution
mania, or is really being stalked by a Kkiller, or is suffering
trom hallucinations. Hallucinations! Well did I know that
among certan youthful instructors whose advances I had re-
jected there was at least one evil practical joker; [ knew it
ever since the time I came home from a very enjoyable and
successtul meeting of students and teachers (at which I had
exuberantly thrown off my coat and shown several willing
pupils a few of the amusing holds employed by Zemblan
wrestiers) and found in my coat pockct a brutal anonymous
note sayiag: “You have hal..... s real bad, chum,” meaa-
ing evidentally “hallucinatious,” although a malevolent critic
mught infer from the insufficient number of dashes that little
Mril Anon, despite teaching Freshman English, could hardly
spel

1 am happy to report that scon after Laster my fears dis-
appeared uever to retarn. Into Alphina's or Betty’s room
another lodger moyed, Balthasar, Prince of Loam, as I dubbed
him, who with elemental regularity fell asleep at nine and
by six in the morning was planting heliotropes (Heliotropium
turgenevi), This is the flower whose odor evokes with time-
less intensity the dusk, and the garden bench, and a house
of painted wood in a distant northern land.

Line 70© The new TV

After this, in the draft (dated July 3), come a few un-
numbered lines that may have been intended for some later
parts of the poem. They are not actually deleted but are ac-
companied by a question mark in the margin and encircled
with a wavy Lne encroaching upon some of the letters:
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There are events, strange happenings, that strike
The mind as emblematic. They are like

Lost similes adrift without a string,

Attached to nothing. Thus that northern king,
Whose desperate escape from prison was
Brought off successfully only because

Some forty of his fallowers that night
Impersonated him aud aped his fight—

He never would have reached the western coast had not
a fad spread among his secret <upporters, romantic, heroic
darcdevils, of impersonating the fleeing king They rigged
themselves out 1o look like him in red sweaters and red caps,
and popped up here and there, completely bewildeting the
revolutionary police. Some of the pranksters weie much
younger than thc King, but this did not matter smce his pic-
tures in the huts of mountain folks and n the myopic shops
of hamlets, where you could buy worms, ginger bread and
zhiletka blades, had not aged since his coronation. A charm-
ing cartoon touch was added on the famous occasion when
from the terrace of the Kronblik Hotel, whose chairlift takes
tourists to the Kron glacier, one merry mime was seen float-
ing up, hike a red moth, with a hapless, and capless, police-
man riding two seats behind lhim in dream-slow pursuit. It
gives one pleasure to add that hefore reaclung the staging
point, the talse king managed to escape by climbing Jdown
one of the pvlons that supported the traction cable (see also
notes to lines 149 and 171).

Line 71: parents

With commendable alacrity, Professor Hurley produced
an Appreciation of John Shade’s published works within a
month atter the poct's death. It came out 1 a shimpy literary
review, whose name momentanly escapes me, and was shown
to me in Chicago where I interrupted for a couple of days ray
automobile journey trom New Wye to Cedarn, in these grim
autumnal mountains.

A Commentary where placid scolarship should reign is not
the place for blasting the preposterous defects of that httle
obituary. I have only mentioned it because that is where I
gleaned a few meager details concerning the poet’s parents.
His father, Samuel Shade, who died at fifty, in 1902, had
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studied medicine 1n his youth and was vice-president of a
firm of surgical instruments in Exton. His chjef passion, how-
ever, was what our eloquent necrologist calls “the study of
the feathered tribe,” adding that *“a bird had been named
for him: Bombycilla Shadei” (this should be “shadei,” of
course). The poet's mother, nee Caroline Lukin, assisted him
in his work and drew the admirable figures of his Birds of
Mexico, which I remember having seen in my friend’s house.
What the obituarist does not know is that Lukin comes from
Luke, as albo do Locock and Luxon and Lukashevich. It
represents one of the many instances when the amorphous-
looking but live and personal hereditary patronymic grows,
sometimes in fantastic shapes, acound the common pebble of
a Christian name. The I ukins are an old Essex family. Other
names derive from professions such as Rymer, Scrivener,
Limner (one who illuminates parchments), Bothin (one who
makes bottekins, fancy footwear) and thousands of otBers.
My tutor, a Scotsmar, used to call any old tumble-down
building “a hurley-house.” But enough of this.

A few other items concerning John Shade’s university
studies and the middle years of his singularly uneventful life
can be looked up by his reader in the professor’s article. It
would have been on the whole a dull piece had it not been
enlivened, if that is the term, by certain special features.
Thus, there is only one allusion to my friend’s masterpiece
(the neatly stacked batches of which, as I write this, lie in
the sun on my table as so many ingots of fabulous metal) and
this 1 transcribe with morbid delight: “Just before our poet’s
untimely death he seems to have been working on an auto-
biographical pocm.™ The circumstances of this death are com-
pletely distorted by the professor, a fateful follower of the
gentlemen of the daily press who—perhaps {or political rea-
sons—had falsified the culprit's motives and intentions with-
out awaiting his trial-—which unfortunately was not to take
place in this world (see eventually my ultimate note). But,
of course, the most striking characteristic of the little cbituary
is that it contains not onc reference to the glorious friendship
that brightened the last months of John’s life.

My friend could not evoke the image of his father. Simi-
larly the King, who also was not quite three when his father,
King Alfin, died, was unable to recall his face, although oddly
he did remember perfectly well the little inonoplane ot choco-
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late that he, a chubby babe, happened to be holding in that
very last photograph (Christmas 1918) of the melancholy,
riding-breeched aviator in whose lap he reluctanly and un-
comfortably sprawled.

Alfin the Vague (1873-1918; regnal dates 1900-1918, but
1900-1919 in most biographical dictionaries, a fumble due
to the coincident calendar change from Old Style to New)
was given his cognomen by Amphitheatricus, a not unkindly
writer of fugilive poctry in the liberal gazettes (who was
also responsible for dubbing my capital Uranograd!). King
Alfin’s absent-mindedness knew no bounds. He was a wretched
linguist having at his disposal only a few phrases of French
and Danish, but every time he had to make a speech to his
subjects—to a group of gaping Zemblan yokels in some re-
mote valley where he had crash-landed—some uncontrollable
switch went into action in tus mind, and he reverted to those
phrases, flavoring them for topical sensc with a little Lat.
Most ot the anecdotes relating to his naive fits of abstrac-
tion are too silly and indecent to sully these pages: but one of
them that I do not thank especially funry induced such guf-
faws from Shade (and rewwrned to me, via the Common
Room, with such obscene accretions) that I feel inclined to
give it here as a sample (and as a corrective). One summer
before the first world wir, when the emperor of a great for-
eign realm (I realize how few there are to choose from) was
paying an extremely unusual and flattering viut to our little
hard country, my father tock him and a young Zemblan in-
terpreter (whose sex I leave open) in a newly purchased
custom-built car on a jaunt 1n the countryside. As usual,
King Alfin traveled without a vestige of cscort, and this, and
his brisk driving, seemed to trouble s guest. On their way
back, some tweaty miles from Onhava, King Alfin decided
to stop for repairs. While he tinkered with the motor, the
emperor and the interpreter sought the shade of some pines
by the highway, and only when King Alfin was back in
Onbhava, did he gradually realize from a reiteration of rather
frantic questions that he had left somebody behind (*What
emperor?” has remained his only memorable mot). Generally
speaking, in respect of any of my contributions (or what 1
thought to be contributions) I repeatedly enjoined my poct
to record them in writing, by all means, but not to spread
thent in idle speech; even poets, however, are human.
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King Alfin’s absent-mindedness was strangely combined
with a passion for mechanical things, especially for flying
apparatuses. In 1912, he managed to rise in an umbrella-like
Fabre “hydroplane” and almost got drowned in the sea be-
tween Nitra and Indra. He smashed two Farmans, three Zem-
blan machines, and a beloved Santos Dumont Demoiselle. A
very special monoplane, Blenda IV, was built for him in 1916
by his constant “aerial adjutant,” Colonel Peter Gusev (later
a pioneer parachutist and, at seventy, one of the greatest
jumpers of all time), and this was his bird of doom. On the
sercne, and not too cold, December rorning that the angels
chose to net his mild pure soul, King Alfin was in the act of
trying solo a tricky vertical loop that Prince Andrey Kachurin,
the famous Russian stuater and War One hero, bad shown
him in Gatchina. Something went wrong, and the little Blenda
was seen to go into an uncontrolled dive. Behind and above
him, in a Caudron biplane, Colonel Gusev (by then e
of Rahl) and the Queen snapped several pictures of what
seemed at first a noble and graceful evolution but then turned
into something else. At the Jast moment, King Alfin managed
to straighten out his muchine and was again master of gravity
when, immediately afterwards, he flew smack into the scaf-
folding of a huge hotel which was being constructed in the mid-
dle of a coastal heath as if for the special purpose of standing
in a king's way. This uncompleted and badly gutted building
was ordered razed by Queen Blenda who had it replaced by a
tasteless monument of gramite surmounted by an improbable
type of aircraft made ot bronze. The glossy prints of the en-
larged photographs depicting the entire catastrophe were dis-
covered one day by eight-year-old Charles Xavier in the drawer
of a secretary bookcase. In some of these ghastly pictures one
could make out the shoulders and leathern casque of the
strangely unconcerned aviator, and in the penultimate one of
the series, just betore the white-blurred shattering crash, one
distinctly saw him raise one arm in triumph and reassurance.
The boy had hideous dreams after that but his mother never
found out that he had seen those infernal records.

Her he remembered—more or less: a horsewoman, tall,
broad, stout, ruddy-faced. She had been assured by a royal
cousin that her son would be safe and happy under the tute-
lage of admirable Mr. Campbell who had taught several dutiful
little princesses to spread butterflies and enjoy Lord Ronald’s
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Coronach. He had immolated his life, so to speak, at the
portable altars of a vast number of hobbies, from the study of
book mites to bear hunting, and could recl off Macbeth from
beginning to end during hikes; but he did not give 2 damn for
his charges’ morals, preferred ladies to laddies, and did not
meddle in the complexities of Zemblan ingledom. He left, for
some exotic court, after a ten-year stay, in 1932 when our
Prince, aged seventeen, had begun dividing his time between
the University and his regiment. It was the nicest period 1n his
life. He never could decide what he enjoyed more: the study
of poetry—especially English poetry—or attending parades, or
dancing in masquerades with boy-girls and girl-boys. His
mother died suddenly on July 21, 1936, trom an obscure blood
ailment that had also afflicted her mother and grandmother.
She had been much better on the day before—and Charles
Xavier had gooe to an all-ught ball 1 the so-called Ducal
Dome in Grindelwod: for the ponce, a formal heterosexual
affair, rather refreshing after some previous sport. At about
four in the morning, with the sun enflaming the tree crests and
Mt. Falk, a pink cone, the hing stopped his powerful car at
one of the gates of the palace. The air was so delicate, the light
so lyrical, that he and the three friends he had with bim de~
cided to walk through the linden bosquet the rest of the dis-
tance to the Pavonian Pavilion where guests were lodged He
and Otar, a platonic pal, wore tails but they had lost their top
hats to the highway winds. A strange something struch all
four of them as they stood under the voung lumes 1 the prim
landscape of scaip and counterscarp fortified by shadow and
countershadow. Otar, a pleasant and cultured adeling with a
tremendous nose and sparse hair, had his two mustresses with
him, eighteen-year-old Fifalda (whom he later married) and
seventeen-year-old Fleur (whom we shall meet in two other
notes), daughters ot Countess de Fylcr, the Queen’s favonte
lady in waiting. One involuntarily lingers over that picture, as
one does when standing at a vantage point of time and know-
ing in retrospect that in a moment one’s life would undergo a
complete change. So here was Otar, looking with a puzzled
expression at the distant windows of the Queen's quarters, and
there were the two girls, side by side, thin-legged, in shimmer-
ing wraps, their kitten noses pink, their eyes green and sleepy,
their earrings catching and loosing the fire of the sun. There
were a few people around, as there always were, no matter the
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hour, at this gate, along which a road, connecting with the
Eastern highway, ran. A peasant woman with a small cake she
had baked, doubtlessly the mother of the sentinel who had
not yet come to relieve the unshaven dark young nartdett
(child of night) in his dreary sentry box, sat on a spur stone
watching in feminine fascination the luciola-like tapers that
moved from window to window; two workmen, holding their
bicycles, stood staring too at those strange lights; and a drunk
with a walrus mustache kept staggering around and patting
the trunks of the lindens. One picks up minor iterus at such
slowdowns of Lfe. The King noticed that some reddish mud
flecked the frames of the two bicycles and that their front
wheels were both turned in the same direction, paraliel to one
another. Suddenly, down a steep path among the lilac bushes—
a short cut from the Queens quarters-—the Countess came
running and tnipping over the hem of her quilted robe, gnd at
the samue moment. from another side of the palace, all seven
couactlors, Jressed m their formal splendor and carrying like
plum cakes teplicas of various regalia, came striding down the
stairs of stone, in dignified haste, but she beat them by one
alin and spat out the news. The drunk started to sing a ribald
ballad about “Karhe-Garlie” and fell into the demilune ditch.
Tt is not easy tv describe lucidly in short notes to a poem the
various approaches to a fortified castle, and so, in my aware-
ncss of this problem. 1 prepared for John Shade, some time in
June, wheu narrating to hun the events briefly noticed in some
of my comments (sec note to line 130, tor example), a rather
handsomely drawn plan of the chambers, terraces, bastions
and pleasure grounds of the Onhava Pualace. Unless it has been
destroyed or stolen, this careful picture in colored inks on a
large (thirty by twenty inches) picce of cardbhoard might still
be where I last saw 1t in mid-Julv, on the top of the hig black
trunk, opposite the old mangle, in a niche of the little corridor
leading to the so-called fruit room. If it is not there, it might
be looked for in his upper-floor study. 1 have written about
this to Mrs. Shade but she does not reply to my etters. In case
it still exists, I wish to beg her, without.raising mv voice, and
very humbly, as humbly as the lowlicst of the King’s subjects
might plead for an immediate restitution of his rights (the
plan is mine and is clearly signed with a black chess-king
crown after “Kinbote”), to send it, well packed. marked not to
be bent on the wrapper, and by registered mail, to my pub-
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lisher for reproduction in later editions of this work. Whatever
energy I possessed has quite ebbed away lately, and these ex-
cruciating headaches now make impossible the mnemonic
effort and eye strain that the drawing of another such plan
would demand. The black trunk stands on another brown or
brownish even larger one, and there is I think a stuffed fox
or coyote next to them in their durk corner.

Line 79: a preterist

Written against this in the margin of the draft are two lines
of which only the first can be deciphered. It reads:

The evening is the time to praise the day

I feel pretty sure that my friend was trying to incorporate
here. something he and Mrs. Shade had heard me quote in my
lighter-hearted moments, namely a charming quatrom from
our Zemblan counterpart of the Elder Edda, in an anonymous
English translation (Kirby's?):

The wise at nightfall praise the day,
The wife when she has passed away,
The ice when it is crossed, the bride
When tumbled, and the horse when tried.

Line 80: my bedroom

Our Prince was fond of Fleur as of a sister but with no
soft shadow of incest or secondary homosexual coniplications.
She had a small pale face with prominent cheekbones, lumi-
nous eyes, and curly dark hair. It was rumored that after go-
ing about with a porcelain cup and Cinderella’s slipper for
months, the society sculptor and poet Arnor had found in her
what he sought and had used her breasts and feet for his Lilith
Calling Back Adam; but 1 am certainly no expert in these
tender matters. Otar, her lover, said that when you walked
behind her, and she knew you were walking behind her, the
swing and play of those shm haunches was something intensely
artistic, something Arab girls were taught in special schools by
special Parisian panders who were afterwards strangled. Her
fragile ankles, he said, which she placed very close together
in her dainty and wavy walk, were the “careful jewels” in
Arnor’s poem about a miragarl (“mirage girl”), for which “a
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dream king 1n the sandy wastes of timae would give three hua-
dred camels and three fountans ™

/ / / !
On sagaren werem tremkin tri stana

/ ! ! '
Verbalala wod gev ut tn phantana

(I have marked the stress accente)

The Prince did not heed this rather kitschy prattle (all,
probubly, directed by her mother) and, let tt be repeated, re-
garded her merely as a sibling, tragrant ind fashionable, with
a pamnted pout and a maussade blurry Gallic way of ex-
pressing the little she wished to «Xpress Her unruffled rude-
ness toward the nervous and garrulous Countess amused him.
He liked dancing with hur—and only with her He hardly
squirmed at il when she stroked his hand or applied herself
soundlessly with open lips to his cheeh which the haggard
after-the-bill dawn had already sooted She did not seem to
nund when he 1bandoned her for minlier pleasures and she
mct him agam 1n the dirh of a car or m the halt glow of a
cabaret with the subdued and ambiguous smule ot a kising
cousin

The fortv days between Quecn Blendas death and his
coronition was pethaps the most trying stretch of time 1n hus
hie He had had no love tor his motner, and the hopeless and
helpless remorse he now telt degenerated into 4 sichly physical
teir ot her phantom The Coun‘ess, who seemed to be near
tum, to be rusthing ar s side, all the time, had him attend
table-turning séances with an experienced American medwm,
seances at whi h the Queen s spirit, operating the same kind of
planchette she had used 1a ber luetime to chat with Thormodus
Tortaeus and A R Walliwce, now hiiskly wrote in English.
“Charles take take cheresh love flower flower flower ™ An old
psychiatrist so thoroughly bribed bv the Countess as to look,
even on the outside, hke a putrid pear, assurc 1 him that his
vices had subconsciously killed lus mother and would continue
“to kil her in hun” if he did not renounce sodomy A palace
mtrigue 1s a spectral spider that entangles you moie nastily at
everv desperate jerk you try Our Prince wis young, inexpert-
enced, and half-frenzied with insomma He hardlv struggled at
all. The ¢ ountess spent 4 fortune on buymg his kamergrum
(groom of the chambei1 }, his bodyguard, and even the greater
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part of the Court Chamberlain. She took to sleeping in a small
antechamber next to his bachelor bedroom, a splendid spacious
circular apartment at the top of the high and massive South
West Tower. This had been his father’s retreat and was still
connected by a jolly chute in the wall with a round swimming
pool in the hall below, so that the young Prince could start the
day as his father used to start it by slipping open a panel be-
side his army cot and rolling into the shaft whence he whizzed
down straight into bright water. For other nceds than sleep
Charles Xavier had installed in the middle of the Persian rug-
covered floor a so-called patifolia, that is. a huge, oval, luxuri-
ously flounced, swansdown pillow the size of a triple bed. It
was in this ample nest that Fleur now slept, curled up in its
central hollow, under a coverlet of genuine giam panda fur
that had just been rushed from Tibet by a group of Asiatic
well-wishers on the occasion of his ascension to the throne.
The antechamber, whete the Countess was ensconced, had its
own inner staircase and bathroom, but also communicated by
means of a sliding door with the West Gallery 1 do not know
what advice or command her mother had given Fleur; but the
little thing proved a poor seducer. She kept trying, as onc
quietly insane. to mend a broken viola d'amore or sat ip
dolorous attitudes comparing two ancient flutes, both sad-tuned
and feeble. Meantime, in Turkish garb, he lolled 1n his father’s
emple chair, his legs over its aria, flipping through a volume
of Historia Zembhica, copying out passages and occasionally
fishing out of the nether recesses of his seat a pair of old-
fashioned motoring goggles, a black opal ring, a ball of silver
chocolate wrapping, or the star of a foreign order.

It was warm in the evening sun. She wore on the second day
of their ridiculous cohabitation nothing except a kind of but-
tonless and sleeveless pajama top. The sight of her four bare
limbs and three mousepits (Zemblan anatomy) irritated him,
and while pacing about and pondering his coronation speech,
he would toss towards her, without looking, her shorts or a
terrycloth robe. Sometimes, upon returning to the comfortable
old chair he would find her in it contemplating sorrowfully the
picture of a bogrur (ancient warrior) in the history book. He
would sweep her out of his chair, hus eyes still on his writing
pad, and stretching herself she would move over to the window
seat and its dusty sunbeam; but after a while she tried to cud-
dle up to him, and he had to push away her burrowing dark
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curly head with one hand while wnting with the other or
detach one by one her little pink claws trom his sleeve or sash.

Her presence at mght did not kil insommia, but at least kept
at bay the strong ghost of Queen Blenda Between exhaustion
and drowsiness, he trified with paltry fancies, such as getting
up and pounng out a lhittle cold water from a decanter onto
Fleur’s naked shoulder so as to extinguish upon it the weak
gleam of a moonbeam Stentoriously the Countess snored m
her lar And beyond the vestibule of his vigil (hete he began
talling asleep), n the dark cold gallery, lying all over the
painted marble and piled three or four deep against the locked
loor, <ome dozing, some whimpenng, werc his new boy
pages, 4 whole mountain of gift boys from Troth, and Tus-
cany, and Albanoland

He awoke to find her st.nding with a comb ,n her hand
betore his—or rather, his grandfather s—cheval glass a tnp-
tvch of bottomless hight, a really tantastic mirror, signed with
a diamond by its maker, Sudarg of Bokay She turned about
before 1t a secret device of reflection gathered an infimte nume
ber of audes m 1ts depths, garlands of girls n graceful and
sorrow {ul groups, diminishing i the limpud distance. or break-
mg mto individuil nymphs, sorme of whom, she murmured,
must resemblc her ancestois when they were voung—lntle
peasant garlien combing their haur n shallow water as far as
the eye could reach and then the wisttul mermaid from an old
tale, and then nothing

On the third mght a preat stomp ng and ninging of arms
came from the mner stars, and there burst 1n the Prime Coun-
cilor, three Representatnves of tne People, and the chief of a
new bodyguard Amusingh, 1t was the Repiesentatives of the
People whom the 1de 1 of having for queen the granddaughter
of a tiddler infuriated the most That was the end of Charles
Xavier’s chaste romance with Ileur, who was pietty ye. not
tepellent (as some cats are less repugnant than others to the
good-natured dog told to endure the bitter efluvium of an
alien genus) With therr white suttcases and ol solete musical
mstruments the two ladies wandered back to the annex of the
Palace There followed a sweet twang of relief—and then the
doo1 of the anieroom shd open with a merry crash and the
whole heap ot putti tumbled 1n

He was to go through a far more dramatic ordeal thirteen
years later with Disa, Duchess of Payn, whom he married m
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1949, as described in notes to lines 275 and 433-434, which
the student of Shade’s poem will reach in due time; there is
no hurry. A series of cool summers ensued. Poor Fleur was
still around, though indistinctly so. Disa befriended her after
the old Countess perished in the crowded vestibule of the 1950
Exposition of Glass Animals, when part of it was almost
destroyed by fire, Gradus helping the fire brigade to clear a
space in the square for the lynching of the non-union incen-
diaries, or at least of the persons (two baffled tourists from
Denmark) who had been mistaken for them. Our young
Queen may have felt some subtle sympathy for her pale lady
in waiting whom from time to time the King glimpsed illu-
minating a concert program by the diagonal hght of an ogval
window, or heard making tinny music in Bower B. The beauti-
ful bedroom of his bachelor days is alluded tn again in a note
to line 130, as the place of his “luxurious captivitv” jn the
beginning of the tedious and unnecessary Zemblan Revolu-
tion.

Line 85: Who'd seen the Pope

Pius X, Giuseppe Melchiotre Sarto, 1835 1914; Pope 1903-
1914,

Lines 86-90: Aunt Maud

Maud Shade, 1869-1950, Samuel Shalc’s sister. At her
death, Hazel (born 1934) wus not cxactly ¢ “habe” as implied
in line 90. I found her paintings urpleasant but interesting.
Aunt Maud was tar from spinsterish, and the extravagant and
sardonic turn ot her mind must bave shoched sometimes the
genteel dames of New Wye.

Lines 90-93. er rooin, etc.
In the draft, instead of the final text:

TR EEEE . . her room
We've kept intact. Her trivia for us
Retrace her style: the leaf sarcophagus
(A Luna’s dead and shriveled-up cocoon)

The reference is to what my dictionary defines as “a large,
tailed, pale green moth, the caterpillar of which feeds on the
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hickory.” I suspect Shade altered this passage because his
moth’s name clashed with “Moon” in the next line.
Line 91: trivia

Among these was a scrapbook in which over a period of
years (1937-1949) Aunt Maud had been pasting clippings of
an involuntarily ludicrous or grotesque nature. John Shade
allowed me one day to memorandum the first and the last of
the scries; they happened to intercommunicate most pleas-
ingly, I thought. Both stemmed from the same family maga-
zine Life, so justly famed for jts pudibundity in regard to the
mysteries of the male sex; hence one can well imagine how
startled or titillated those families were. The first comes from
the issue of May 10, 1937, p. 67, and advertises the Talon
Trouser Fastener (a 1ather grasping and painful name, by the
way). It shows a young gent radiating virility among several
ecstatic lady-friends, and the inscription reads: Yag'll be
amazed that the fly of your trousers could be so dramatically
improved. The second comes from the issue of March 28,
1949, p. 126, and advertises Hanes Fig Leaf Brief. It shows a
modern Eve worshipfully peeping from behind a potted tree of
knowledge at a leering young Adam in rather ordinary but
clean underwear, with the front of his advertised brief con-
spicuously and compactly shaded, and the inscription reads:
Nothing beats a fig leaf.

I think there must exist a special subversive group of
pseudo-cupids—plump hairless little devils whom Satan com-
missions to make disgusting sudschief in sacrosanct places.

Line 92: the paperweight

The image of those old-fashioned horrors strangely haunted
our poet. 1 have clipped from a newspaper that recently re-
printed it an old pocm of his where the souvenir shop also
preserves a landscape admired by the tourist:

MOUNTAIN VIEW
Between the mountain and the eye
The spirit of the distance draws
A veil of blue amorous gauze,

The very texture of the sky.
A breeze reaches the pines, and I
Join in the general applause.
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But we all know it cannot last,

The mountain 18 too weak to wait—
Even if reproduced and glissed

In me as in a paperweight

Line 98  On Chapman’s Homer

A reference to the title of Keats' famous sonnet (often
quoted 1in America) which, owing to a printer’s ubsentminded-
ness, has been drolly transposed, from some other article. into
the account of a sports event For other vivid misprints sce
note to line 802

%( No free man needs a God
en one considers the numbeiless thinkers and poets in

the hustory of human creativity whose trcedem of mind was
enhanced rather than stunted by Faitlc one 1s bound to (ues-
tion the wisdom ot this easy aphorism (see also note to hine
549).

Line 709 uidule

An mndescent cloudlet. Zemblan muderpcrivelk The term
“iridule” 1s, I belive, Shade s own invertion  Above i, in the
Fair Copy (card 9, July 4) he has written 1 pencil “peacock-
herl ” The peacoch-herl 1s the body of a certaw sort of artificial
fly al.o called “alder ™ So the owner ot thes motor court an
ardent fisherman, tells me. (dee also the “strange nacreous
gleams” 1 Iine 634 )

Line 119 Dr. Sutton

This 15 a recombination of leiters taken from two names,
one beginning 1n “Sut, ' the other ending 1n *ton’ Two disun-
guished medical men, Jong retired trom practice, dwelt on our
hill. Both were very old friends ot the Shades, one had a
daughter, president of Sybl's club—and this 13 the Dr Sut-
ton I visualize 1n my notes to hines 181 and 1000 He 15 also
mentioned 1n Line 986

-

Lines 120-121. five nunutes weie equal to forly ounces, ete.

In the left margin, and parallel to it: “In the Middle Ages
an hour was equal to 480 ounces of fine sand or 22,560 atoms.”
I am unable to check either this statement or the poet’s
calculations 1 regard to five minutes, 1.e, three hundred






