Distribution Agreement

In presenting this thesis or dissertation as a partial fulfilment of the requirements for an
advanced degree from Emory University, | hereby grant to Emory University and its
agents the neexclusive license to archive, ma&ecessible, and display my thesis or
dissertation in whole or in part in all forms of media, now or hereafter known, including
display on the world wide web. | understand that | may select some access restrictions as
part of the online submission of thisesis or dissertation. | retain all ownership rights to

the copyright of the thesis or dissertation. | also retain the right to use in future works
(such as articles or books) all or part of this thesis or dissertation.

Signature:

Ariel Ross Date



Epic Afterlives: Baudelaire and Tsvetaeva
By
Ariel Ross

Doctor of Philosophy
Comparative Literature

Elena GlazoxCorrigan
Advisor

Elissa Marder
Advisor

Kevin Corrigan
Committee Member

Jill Robbins
Committee Member

Accepted:

Lisa A. Tedesco, Ph.D.
Dean of the James T. Laney School of Graduate Studies

Date



Epic Afterlives: Baudelaire and Tsvetaeva

By

Ariel Ross
B.A., St. Johnés College, 2002

Advisor: Elena GlazovCorrigan

Advisor: Elissa Marder

An abstract of
A dissertatiorsubmitted to the Faculty of the
James T. Laney School of Graduate Studies of Emory University
in partial fulfillment of the requirements for thiegree of Doctor of Philophy
in Comparative Literature
2010



Abstract

Epic Afterlives: Baudelaire and Tsvetaeva

By Ariel Ross
AEpi c Afterlives: Baudel aire and Tsvetaevao
within the history of <c¢lassical epic poetry

how this scene functions in each poem in which it appears, and how it ieaiitin

the poetic tradition. | argue that each poetic representation of the underworld, which

necessarily involves a conception of the afterlife, works within the poem to fulfill

simultaneous wishes to revive and revisit the past, and to gain knovetiethgefuture.

The I ntroduction to AEpic Afterliveso examin
topographies and temporalities of underworld and afterlife iOtdhyssey i n Vi r gi | 6 s
Aeneid and i Dvin©Gomedygi@wsing on the psychoanalytic thesraf

Sigmund Freud and the works of Walter Benjamin, focusing particularly on those

moments when it seems that fApast, present an
Aon the thread of the wish that runs through
foll owing the violent advent of modernity wh

form, the wishes, desires, or drives that once found expression in those epic underworlds

live out linguistic afterlives, however fragmentary or phantasmal, in oteearyt forms,

and in particular in lyric poetry. The following chapters consider the poetry of Charles
Baudel aire as it confronts a fcehtayPgris in the
which makes it increasingly difficult for the poet to imagimg &ind of afterlife at all,

and the poetry of Marina Tsvetaeva, who responded to the terrible difficulties of life in,

or in exile from, Soviet Russia by envisioning, with ewareasing detail, a refuge for

herself and forwadlldpdoets in an Aot her
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Introduction

AOn the thread of the wisho: Creatin
The Afterlife of Poetry
It has become a commonplace, especially in the last two centuries, to claipi¢hat e
poetry, as a literary form, is dead. What is intended by this claim, on the most basic level,
is that it is no longer a popular forirthat a long narrative poem expressing some notion
of heroism no longer causes a great stir, draws a large audiemnc@ sympathy with
common experience. It means neither that such pecamso longer be written, nor that
theyare no longer written. However, unlike the wild proliferation and wide popularity of,
for example, the novel or the memoir, it is rare thegesdo come across a work of
|l iterature which meets the simultaneous cr
for such a work to achieve any broad success. It is unclear, however, what if anything is
literally meant in common usage by the claim #yait poetryi or any literary form is
dead. On the whole, such a claim is justified by way of a metaphor with organic life and
death, a metaphor set in motion from the very beginnings of literary theory. In his
Poetics Aristotle postulates that epic gtoy, insofar as its subjectisa si ngl e acti o
whole and complete..]wi I I t hus resembl e a [105i ng or ga
Many of those who eventually herald the death of epic poetry most loudly pile on the
met aphors, often staging the demiseiof the
explicitly, covertly, or perhaps unconsciously. Mikhail Bakhtin, who czis a
Acongeal enbrdrbdi nldalgfenreo (3), does so in an
novel as a form so full of life that it is capable of reviving, temporarily, any other form

with which it comes into contact, much as Odysseus revives the $addds of old



heroes for the brief time he spends in Hades. Harold Bloom claiméithab r many a B
of Sensibility, Milton wagé ] the Covering Cherub blocking a new voice from entering
t he Poet 35) Hwevea thiarsagedwhen the death mdy @f print culture but
even of the humanities is beginning to be prophesied or already proclaimed, it may be
instructive for those of us still vitally engaged with and dependent (or hoping to be
dependent) for our livings on the life of the written wdkhd life of literature, the life of
the humanities, to inquire into what it may mean, in an entinelyetaphorical way, for
a literary form to die, and also how it may, agammetaphorically, find an afterlife.
This dissertation looks to epic poettgalf, which almost without fail incorporates a
conception of an afterlife into its representations of life, to indicate the mode of its own
afterlife.

It is in language itself, in its concrete poetic usage, that we find this afiedifd
this cannot b surprising, that the afterlife of poetry should also be poetry, but in another
form.Inthesec al | ed Amodernd age which, more than
its urban crowds, printing presses, commercialization and commodification of art, with
destroying the conditions of possibility of epic poétiyn this modern age, in the works
of the essential poet of modernity, Charles Baudelaire, we find a reflection of the
fragmentation and decay of poetic languagéat is to say, we find fragmentéepic
poetry |l odged in Baudel airebés | yrics, whic
taken place in language to fragment it so, but also allow us to see that this catastrophe is a

repetitioni that it was already constitutive of the traditiorepic poetry from Homer to

'52YAYAlLdzS /2Y0S SELINBaasSa + aAYAfLIN OASge 2F . L dzRS |
poetry more generally, to epic:
5S fI YsYS YI YyAS§NB | dzSEsthéidhdle2Hégelirdprisé pgarsLakdcs, @St § 6 NB
NER Y| y &é&bddédibourgedide moderne la poésie, désormais assimilée au genre lyrique,
recueillerait en quelque sorte lesrestesn RA A LISNES& RS f QFyOASYyyS SLRL



Milton. In repeating this traditional repetition, Baudelaire marks a stage of the afterlife of
the epic tradition. Later, in the works of Marina Tsvetaeva, both in her remarkable
transl ation of Baudel anpoetr§ and grdses kndvm foratleee 0 an
percussive power it exerts on the Russian language, we find myths, poems, sentences and
words broken down into pieces andamiculated in order to inject them with new life. In
both poets, both in their ways living andrking on the outside of established and
accepted trends within the literature of their times, we find a return to grounds from
which classical epic traditionally rose, to discover how poetry can survive and live on in
hostile conditions; the answer, @ft, is that new poetry must wrench whatever it can
from the remains of the old andperpose it, however violently.
To attribute life and afterlife to poetry without doing so metaphorically requires
us to reflect on how weffed précisalyesuctiid reflécon ; Wa |
in his essay on fiThe Task of the Transl ato
between a literary work and its translations:
Just as the manifestations of life are intimately connected with the
phenomenon of life witout being of importance to it, a translation issues
from the originad not so much from its life as from its afterlife
[Uberleben]. For a translation comes later than the original, and since the
important works of world literature never find their chosamslators at
the time of their origin, their translation marks their stage of continued life
[Fortlebens]. The idea of life and afterlife [Leben und Fortleben] in works
of art should be regarded with an entirely unmetaphorical objectivity.

Even in times bnarrowly prejudiced thought, there was an inkling that



life was not limited to organic corporeality. But it cannot be a matter of

extending its dominion under the feeble scepter of the soul [...]. The

concept of life is given its due only if everythirigat has a history of its

own, and is not merely the setting for history, is credited with life. [...]

And indeed, i1isnot the afterlife of w

that of living creatures? The history of the great works of art tells ug abou

their descent from prior models, their realization in the age of the artist,

and what in principle should be their eternal afterlife in succeeding

generations.§WI.254-255)
The words which are both transl ated here a
and 0 Foirbtoltehbeonfo whi ch incline more to meani
| i f e, 0 r aaftehdeera tthh,anasl iwee woul d afteéife e da Wl ¢ hund

these words Benjamin shifts the emphasis a

work of art; while death is easier to reco
continued |ifeo is easier to rcawcepgfffeize i n
separated from natwural, organic definition
we can consider works of art to I|live Ain t

continued life, after the passing of this age. Itasanly translations which partake of the

continued |Iife of I|literary works; the hist

prior models, o0 but also its ascension to t
While a translation of a literary work maake part in, and in part constitute, that

wor kos afterlife, another | iterary work ca

is, it can actually represent and comment on the part it plays in the afterlife of these prior



models. It is through th ability, at least to a certain extent, that epic poetry sustained
itself as a tradition. As a literary genre which contains relatively few representatives in
relation to the duration of its history, and in which generally there are produced only a
very small number (sometimes only one, sometimes none) in any given age, culture, or
language, its identity is constituted by the ways in which each new poem declares its
Adescent. 0 This can be done in many ways:
a Homeric figure as the hero of his poem), in the repetition of tropes (the invocation of
the muse), in the stylistic traits of the language (the use of epithets, or epic simile) or its
versification, or even in the actual translation of phrases fromviopeepoerfi. Again,
while a translation marks a stage of the continued life of the work it translates, a literary
work may take part in the afterlives of multiple prior works. And again, in a tradition
such as that of epic poetry which contains relatifely representativeisas opposed to,
for example, the novél it is more nearly possible for a work to relate itself and comment
on its relation to its entire tradition. As, with the passage of time, the tradition grows, this
allusive function of epicpoetc | anguage becomes more concer
Divine Comedya n d MiPharadseLdstan be seen to be high points of this
tendency.

This ability of one text to sernieand examine its statlisas afterlife for multiple
other texts at once findts most explicit and complete realization in the scene of the
underworl d (and its elaborations). 1t is n
underworld is a canonical episode within the epic tradition, given that it actually performs
a canonizing fuationfor the tradition. The entire episode, its presence within a text

(whet her an epic poem per se or not), alre

2088 /T KILIWGSNI M T2NiN RABIOHAAK 2T 2FA SHENGSDA6ISG SNA &



poetry. Within the scene, however, in the possibility it offers for representation in the
samecé@pland in complete simultaneity any f
may find the shades of dead poets alongside the shades of the heroes they created, acting
out scenes which mimic the ones they previously staged, and described in language

which echoes or translates their own. We may think of the poetic scene of the underworld

as a mosaic: from the broad perspective it appears as one picture, one complete narrative,
but from a more focused perspective it is a collection of fragments from theliverse

sources from prior works of art each of which arose out of a particular time, place,

culture, language. The context of its origins is imprinted on the work of art, and the

i mprint of this context achi eewStopstellarn aft er |
Observations on the Works of Nikol ai Lesko
Baudel aire, 0 Benjamin writes of how Atrace
handprints of the p8WIHIY). Hontelicepw, insofar agitis | ay v
already a monumentalization of the bardic tradition (and thus, according to Benjamin, on

of the forms that arises directly out of the art of storytelling), is itself a mosaic containing
fragments which bear the traces of manysingerasnd it is in the scen
journey to the shores of the underworld that the epics can be seen to address this fact

most directly? Every later underworld scene-firmagments and rarranges this mosaic,
kaleidoscopically creating a new completetgre with old (and also new) pieces, and

also creating new relations between these pieces and, synecdochally, the whole texts

which they represent, as well as new relations between the contextual traces within each

textual fragment. The underworld sceran thus be seen to be conservative, insofar as it

®See pages 180 below for a discussion of book Xl of thdysseyn this regard.



preserves past texts and contributes to their afterlife, but also destructive, insofar as what
it preserves is the fragmentation of these texts.
While in the following pages of this Introduction we wiisanine underworld
scenes from the established epic tradition (fromQtgsseytheAeneid and theDivine
Comedy to see in more concrete detail how they function as and shape the afterlives of
their prior models, the chapters of the dissertation areecnad with a different issue. In
both the AStorytellerd and fAMotifso essays
disappearance of certain literary forms and cultural pracdtipasticularly with the loss
of the ability to tell a story, to communicate@ 6 S per sonal experience
sees this fragmentation of narrative, or else the fragmentation of experience such that it
can no longer be conveyed in the form of a narrative, as having been imprinted and
preserved i n Ba u dissértatiom thed,d exagnone how,yn.the dbsende h e
of the narrative which imposed a totalizing image on epic representations of the
underworld, fragments of this scene are still incorporated and find a continued life in the
language of these two poét8audelaire and, later, Tsvetaevdor both of whose poetry

the fragmentation of language was already a constitutive characteristic.

The Underworld of Poetry

The underworld is a fantasy, and its main perpetrators have been works of literature.

Thanks tolhe advances of science, we can be perfectly certain, now, that there is no
physical realm under the earthds surface w
dead. To claim that there is involves contravention of physicalifacts a

metaphysial, theological, or magical fantasy. Who that has lost a loved one has not



fantasized about the existence of a place and time in which it would be possible to see
and speak to that person agaifor real, not just by consulting some inner voice or
intuition. While the idea of the afterlife offers comfort in the form of a hope that when a
person dies they do not entirely cease to exist, that whkele our consciousness will
not be extinguished, the idea of tnederworldholds out the possibility that life we
could go to a place where we could meet the dead again. The idea of heaven is far less
promising in this regard, as it is hard to imagine how we wouldgttere, but the
underworld is in the earth, belowiusve can i magine wal ki ng t
Avernus, 0 as Virgil says, fAis easy. o0

But that is, as we have said, a fantaslge imagined fulfillment of a wish which
cannot be fulfilled in the reality dhe present. Just as we could argue that the fantasy of
the underworld has been described in the most detail within the realm of epic poetry, so

we could also argue that no one has told us more about wishes arfdlfllstent than

Sigmund Fr évwe Writerssand DBCr @e@mi ngo Freud writes:

down that a happy person never phantasies, only an unsatisfied one. The motive forces of

phantasies are unsatisfied wishes, and every single phantasy is the fulfilment [sic] of a
wish,acorrectin  of uns at iSE9WM6).Mhe fantasy of & degceént tq the
underworld is extremely easy to interpret according to this formula: the fact that we can
no | onger meet and speak with those who
correct it,we fantasize about a place whereaaeado this. The wish to speak with the

dead again finds its fulfillment (as do all wishes) wherever it can, but as it is not a wish
that can ever be fulfilled in reality, it is expressed primarily in fantasy, intliteraand

in dreams.

h a



Though Freud does not address this particular fantasy or literary theme in
ACreative Wdreamsngnd Da yTherlrntetpeetatioraof | engt h
Dreamsabout the meaning of dreams about dead people, particularly in hisemaf
the famous b uftFreuddgscribds thé dieam tiefle efore beginning
his interpretation, which continues intermittently over the course of almost seventy pages:

The preliminaries to this model dream were as follows. A father éad b

wat chi ng besi-besfohdays and rights ah @rsl. After thek

child had died, he went into the next room to lie down, but left the door

open so that he could see from his bedroom into the room in which his

chil dés body alaandles standing araund,it. Awold nfan t

had been engaged to keep watch over it, and sat beside the body

mur muring prayers. After a few hours
his child was standing beside his bed, caught him by the arm, and
whispered o him reproachfully: OFHet her, d

woke up, noticed a bright glare of light from the next room, hurried into it

*Freud openly states that this dream was not recounted to him by the person who dreamt it, but that it

glha G2fR (2 KAVIASYd WBWK@2XIR KSNAStEF KSENR Al Ay | f
GLINE OSSRINS [iY2Q WANIE T aAdGa | Oldzl £ a2 8BANISS)IHis o8NS dzR
repetitive account of this dream seems to fulfill a certain wish for Freud, insofaaksws him to
AYUNRRdzOS I &4S02yR FTdzyOliAzy 2F G(GKS RNBIEYHL)A
¢CKAad ARSI 2F CNBdzZRQaxX |yR AGa NBtFrdAz2y G2 GKS
by Jacques Lacan, in hiswdnth Seminar, ohes quatre concepts fondamentaux de la psychandigse
G¢dzOKS Si | dzid62)yahdibg Gathy Catuth)inclpimmed Experience: Trauma, Narrative and
History0 Ay / K® pX AGa¢NIdzYFGAO ! g1 { SyAydHRERS & CANYS dREA QK OF W&
NBalLl2yRa 020K (2 CNBdzRQa | O02dzyd 2F GKS RNBIY | yR
O2yAARSNI 6KS RNBIFY Ay GSN¥Xa 2F AGa NBflFGA2y G2 CN
repetition, a train of thought thats certainly relevant to the concerns of this dissertation. Walter

ax
)
ax

.Sy2FrYAY KIFa |t NBFRe I LI} A 8&onCiNSPizasd Priicitehizd K & I 0 2 dzil
Fylrteara 2F . dzRSEFANBQa L2 S i NwarehofanyiwkkSvhicha 2 G A Fa¢é¢ S&3a
SELX AOAGE @ FLILX ASE GNIdzyYll GKS2NEB (2 ¢agSil SO Qa ¢2N

2F ¢a@dSal SO Q& fta®@nt psycRoanalgtibltheorly idabirta Ndvetag\a: The Double
Beat of Heaven and Hell.
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and found that the old watchman had dropped off to sleep and that the
wrappings and one of the arms of his belovadchd 6 s dead body h
burned by a lighted candle that had fallen on th&&M:509)
All the essential elements of the poetic scene of the underworld are present in this dream,
in an extremely condensed form. The child who has died only hours befiorénes,
dream, able to speak to his father again; Freud interprets this detail asfalfiistent:
AThe dream was preferred to a waking refle
once mo rSEV.50.AMhe éamé time, in the dream theld appears to speak
prophetically, reproaching his father HfAcan
wakes to find his child in fact burning. It is a convention of the epic underworlds that the
shades there are prophetic, and also that dredgisate in the underworfd divided into
those that will come true and those that will not. Freud, devoted scientist that he is,
naturally gives no credence to the belief that dreams may be prophetic, explaining the
father ds dr eam oht glane oklighbshanentihrough the bpen ddoy intégi T
the sleeping mandéds eyes and | ed him to the
he had been awake, namely that a candle had fallen over and set something alight in the
nei ghbour hooddofadtdhewgbadytqg d&the words spo
been made up of words which he had actually spoken in his lifetime and which were
connected with i mport a®EV.58%EN Thaswords t he f at
spoken in the past, perhaps everdonf f er ent occasions (Al 6m bu
dondt you see0) combine with a present cir

l ight on the sl eeperds eyes) and seem to ¢

®See Chater 2, pages 14850 , for a discussion of the underworld and the®b f f SR a DI 18a 2F 51
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fact burning)i but all d these act together to fulfill a wish: that the child may be alive
again, if only for a moment.
Having already implicitly dismissed the possibility that dreams may be prophetic
with regard to the dream of the burning child, Freud returns to this isue very last
page and paragraph ©he Interpretation of Dreams
And the value of dreams for giving us knowledge of the future? There is
of course no question of that. It would be truer to say instead that they give
us knowledge of the past. For dreams @erived from the past in every
sense. Nevertheless the ancient belief that dreams foretell the future is not
wholly devoid of truth. By picturing our wishes as fulfilled, dreams are
after all leading us into the future. But this future, which the dreame
pictures as the present, has been moulded by his indestructible wish into a
perfect likeness of the pasBEV.621)
This model of the dream as a kernel of past, present and future, in which a-feished
future is represent eudedl[.n intb & perfeptlikeness ofthe t e ns e
past, 0 is reprised -Dneédaf@regbdi wet Wrregasdaht
The relation of a phantasy to time is in general very important. We may
say that it hovers, as it were, between three @ntesthree moments of
time which our ideation involves. Mental work is linked to some current
impression, some provoking occasion in the present which has been able
to arouse one of the subjectds major
memory of an earlieexperience (usually an infantile one) in which this

wish was fulfilled; and it now creates a situation relating to the future
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which represents a fulfilment of the wish. What it thus creates is-a day
dream or phantasy, which carries about it traces ofiggn from the
occasion which provoked it and from the memory. Thus past, present and
future are strung together, as it were, on the thread of the wish that runs
through them.SE9, 148)
It is according to this model that we will examine, in the follayyrages, the literary
fantasy of the underworld as it appears in book 10 oDtesseybook 6 of theAeneid
and in theDivine Comedythe entirety of which can, essentially, be read as an
underworl d scene), argui ng tohmtheundéneoyido n d
poeticwishes find expression. In the epic underworlds the poetry of the past appears in
various guises and is given the space to speak again, generally in order to prophesy,
directly or indirectly, the future glory of the present poem. As they do so, howesse, t
spectral apparitions of poetic tradition are often subject to violent transformations or
mutilations at the hands of the pddieyond the very fact that, insofar as they are
appearing in thenderworld they are presumed or proclaimed to have passedlife

into their afterlives. One result of the wish to make past poetry speak in order to

announce the future immortality of a Al

the future this oncéiving poem will be put to the same use to whichaw puts others,
thus leading to a future which is molded in the likeness of the past.

But let us remain for a moment with the questiohaivthe poetry of the past is
made to speak in the poetry of the present. We have proposed above litextthee.,
un-metaphorical) afterlife of a literary work consists in the incorporation of its language,

in a fragmentary manner, into the language of a new literary work, whether in the form of

an
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translation, quotation, or otherwise reproduction of its partiduiguistic/stylistic

characteristics. We have said also that an epic poem, especially in the representation of

the underworld, makes use of material from past poetry in a way similar to the way
dreams make use of mat er i entexpgerremceydrawirig dr eam
again in a fragmentary manriefrom widely diverse sources in the service of the

findestructible wish.o A relevant di fferen

however, i's Fr eud o0 swoirrks ifisdtoeensaloaiatd tan jeidige irinhke  d r
any way at all; 1t restriSEVS07)ilmtaking f t o gi v
material from the dreamer 6s evgripopaeratee nce t o

according to its functions of distortion, displacement, coratems etc., but cannot be

said to do so in any way that resembles conscious, waking thought. Thevdoegar

not rational or |l ogical, and it is not <cre

discussion of speeches made in dreams:
For the dreanwork cannot actuallgreatespeeches. However much
speeches and conversations, whether reasonable or unreasonable in
themselves, may figure in dreams, analysis invariably proves that all that
the dream has done is to extract from the dream thoughts freggafent
speech which have really been made or heard. It deals with these
fragments in the most arbitrary fashion. Not only does it drag them out of
their context and cut them into pieces, incorporating some portions and
rejecting others, but it often puts theéogether in a new order, so that a
speech which appears in a dream to be a connected whole turns out in

analysis to be composed of three or four detached fragments. In producing
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this new version, a dream will often abandon the meaning that the words
originally had in the drearthoughts and give them a fresh one. If we look
closely into a speech that occurs in a dream, we shall find that it consists
on the one hand of relatively clear and compact portions and on the other
hand of portions which serve asnoecting matter and have probably been
filled in at a later stage, just as, in reading, we fill in any letters or
syllables that may have been accidentally omitted. Thus speeches in
dreams have a structure similar to that of brecchia, in which largisksbloc
of various kinds of stone are cemented together by a binding me@&m. (
V.418-419)
We may remark, to begin with, t hspeeciFr eud?os
made up of Afragments of speech wthlerah have
often given a fifresho meaning, and fAcement
connect i hbgarsmaasignifieamt tesemblance to the image of the mosaic we
proposed as a means of understanding how the underworld scene in epic poetry deals
with past poetic material but there is an important distinction to make. The dream, and,
within the dream, anydreampeech, i s cons-wouktedwhychhad:it
not think, 0 whtreates pie ead bustieqpaetc undexwotldys
constructedgcreated by a poet or by poets who, we would tend to assdmihink.
Should this seeming similarity of two processes which are presumed to operate in
radically opposing manners, but in order to arrive at seemingly similar products and, we

haveproposed, with a similar driving for¢edesire, the wislh cause us to question what
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it means to fAt hi-wdkeansotbe daidtb thoasd, ant/dr eausd us¢oa m
guestion what it means to make a poem?

JeanFrancois Lyotard writes, of the &mt of desire in relation to language within
thedreamwvor k: A The dream is not the | anguage o
makes the opposition even more dramatic [...] by claiming that the work of desire is the
result of manhandling a text. Desidoes not speak; it does violence to the order of
utteranceo (19). We have already attribute
i ma n h a n diltexts, preceselytascording to the workings of desire, in the service
of wish-fulfillment. Butaga i n, t he Avi ol enceo that poems 1
utteranceo of past poems wétobnewhespeakssip!|l i ci t
well as (and not only by way of) doing violence to speech. Where does this leave us? On
the one hand, we havie® A dwoerakmd whi ch supposedly fAmanh
thinking, but is given by Freud so many abilities o fiext ract o fragment s
all that has ever been heard or said by th
someportionsah rejecting others, o0 to arrange t heil
original meaning and replace it with anoth
ma t ti that @e begin to wonder how far it really differs from the conscious thought
that construts waking speechéds notanyspeech constitutively fragmentary,

constructed out of the reservoir of what has previously been heard of Whg?then,

®In this line of guestioning we are, in must be notadt following Lyotard, who thoroughly maintains

CNBdRQ& AYAAAGBEOE GREBAGKSGRURBRY] ¢

"¢ekKAA ljdzSaltAazy Ad AYTEdzSyOSR o6& O2y&aARSNIGAZYya 2F W
| 2y GSEGZE 2F G(GKS 02y OSLIi 2F aOAlGFGA2YylfAGEE 2NJ GAlS
cut off entirely from its context whichstands as important counterpoint or even a stumbling block to

2dzNJ Of FAY oF2fft2Ay3 . Syeal YAyo GKFEG GSEddzZf FNI 3IYSy
gStt Fa G2 CNBdzZRQa 3ISYSNIft OflAYvYa Grconfextdimt S G2 NI
which, in waking life, they were spoken or heard.
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is conscious thought attributed to the composure of one kind of speech, but not another?
On the othehand, we begin to wonder how much any poaty writeri can be said to
be consciously in control of how he or she makes use of the material provided by past
literature. Though it is evident that certain poets entertain the fantasy that they are
masterf the past, drawing at will from its vast literary reserves, we must assume that
certain alchemical processes are effected, by the mixing of so many sources within the
medium of language, which were not only unintended by the poet, but even go unnoticed.
These are certainly questions which literary theory has asked before in many
contexts, and they are questions which, if we were to seek satisfying answers, would take
us extremely far afield, and perhaps lead to a certain vanishing point of the argment
this dissertation. However, my hope is that in the textual analyses that follow these
guestions will continue to resonate, deepening the implications of readings which are
maintained, here, in a sort of brief exemplarity, but which fully deserve mteedad

treatment. With no further ado, then, let us descend into the underworlds...

Odyssey 11 Erebus

There is no difficulty in determining what wishes are fulfilled for Odysseus in the
underworldi he is able to hear from the shade of the famous Thaloguinet, Tiresias,

what obstacles lie in the way of his homecoming, and how he can overcome them, and he
is able to speak to the ghost of his mother and hear news of his home and family from
her. But our concern here is not what the underworld does fggs@ds, but what it does

for theOdysseyOnly from an outside perspective is the journey to the underworld a

fantasy; for Odysseus, who is fantastical himself, it is real. Our focus, then, must be not
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on those underworldly encounters which engage withsCxlyy us 6 per sonal pas
those which engage with tiidysseg s | i ngui sti ¢ past. These f
confrontation of th@©dyssewith thelliad, and the confrontation of tl@dyssewith the

tradition of mythic/heroic song. THead, as a monumental portrayal of the male

dominated world of war, is fittingly represented by the shades of Agamemnon and

Achilles, thelliaddb s gr eatest king and its greatest h
the strongest forces shaping its narrattve.the other hand, the reservoir ofjesesting

mythic material, which nourished and gave birth tolliael and theOdysseyappears

with equal propriety as a procession of famous women, who are most especially famous

for the famous sons they bore. In book XI @&ysseyasserts a mastery of these two

major sources through their spectral representatives, by exerting comrdicw or

whether they are allowed to speak.

Between lines 225 and 330 of book XI, Odysseus interviews a procession of
women, fAwho had been the whoesaiandr idatuldrn e:
esan Ud € alréadygnahis desaiptionehwomen are valorized according to
their relation to men. Odysseus maintains this pkadiatrism (there really is no other
word for it), i mposing an order on what i s
Al ong sword fr om bratiusdoeing them o hppredctoongby and i g h 0
the sacrificial blood which, when they have drunk it, will allow them to remember their
past and tell Odysseus their stories. They tell of their relations with gods and great men,
and of the heroic (male) childrdorn of these liaisons. Or so Odysseus leads us to

bel i eve; we must remember t hat book XI i s

®n Studies in Odyssey 1@dysseus Tsagarakis presents a comprehensive treatment of -treled
G/ FGFf23dzS 2F 22YSyé Ay 0221 L 2F (h&thONRGAOAAY 3
Catalogue of Women was a later interpolation into thdysse); and of book Xl in general.
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travels to his hosts in the Phaeacian court, and while he directly quotes the speeches of all
the other shades he ai@s to have met in Erebus, he reports the stories of the procession

of women by way of indirect speech. While the fact that the underworld scene is entirely

pl aced within Odysseusd6 story |l eaves it op
(Odysseus is a mster liar), his control overhathe tells andhowhe tells it is especially
emphasized here by the fact that he does not let these dead women speak for themselves.
The singer of th®©dysseyna kes it cl ear that when it Cco0me
he is in control of the Obloodline, d order
Aithrong. 0 Odysseus drives this point home
have (not) had their say: fABut | haoeull d not
saw. l t woul d -23@).kWe shall dee later lppw Vimyil aflo@<2aglaughter

of one of these very women take revenge on her heroic husband, and even makes

Odysseus an accomplice to this brutality.

When Odysseus is eventually peadad by the Phaeacians to take up his story
again, he moves on to fAother things more p
died after the war, who escaped the Trojans and their-oaytleut died on their return
through a womBah®msi efvidmon B 8tlhese fApitiabl ec
Agamemnon, who was once the greatest of kings but who perished ignominiously,
wallowing like a pig in his own blood and that of his men, at the hands of his unfaithful
and vengeful wife, Clytemnestra. Thus didth# glory of having won the greatest war in

history disappear in an instant, because of an inglorious death. Next to speak to Odysseus

Odysseyj dz2 G GA2ya FNB FNRBY {dGFyfSe [2YolNR2Qa GNIyatl (
called to dwell on the Greek in more depth,or&lte [ 2 Yo I NR2Qa (NI yatl GdAazy G2 Yl
the language. Howevelgite book and line numbers from the Greek rather than the translation, to make

reference to the original simpler. My source for the Greek text has been the 1919 Loeb Clalssicgl

edition, edited by Capps, Page and Rouse.
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is the ghost of Achilles, who, as opposed to Agamemnon, died with all the glory that,
according to the values of tHed, was possible to a man; Odysseus says as much to
him:
ABut no man, Achill es,
Has ever been as blessed as you, or ever will be.
While you were alive the army honored you
Like a god, and now that you are here
You rule the dead with might. You should not
Lament your deat h48@&t all, Achill es. 0
I n OdysseusoO f | @dysseypays lipserviceAaits gréat peedecessorh e
and to the high valuation there of death in battle, as the most glorious that a warrior could
expect. But if Odysseupsaks for thdliad, a condemnation of its values is placed in the
mouth of its greatest hero, as Achilles responds:
ADond6ét try to sell me on death, Odys
| 6d rather be a hired hand back up o
Slaving away for some poor dirt farmer,
Thanlorditover all these -4Ol)eat hl ess dead.
I n the end what eases the sorrow of Achill/l
sonds gr e atOdysseyweems Tothansr tHeall, evhile making its own heroes
devalue their glory, deriving theirue greatness from the greatness of their chiltdren
i.e., deriving the greatness of thiad from its having given rise to tHedyssey
Agamemnon and Achilles are even introduced in the underworld with the very same

epithets which also introduced thémthe opening lines of théad: Agamemnon is
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referred to asaXkamgandd meeol {ne which sig
approach, fAthere came up Ulhtehes pdior ietpio fp sPuekl h
PUI Ui a d e]@verlyjkebhods the@famous first line of tied, f Si ng, mus e,
wrath of Pel eMBi someiAdcd, |t ledavhtiedel Ui ade d |
ghostly echoes th®@dysseyurns against thBiad not only its heroes but its very

language, to declarthe glory of the new poem.

Aeneid 6i Avernus
If it is a challenge to directly attribute the fulfillment of wishe©iysseyook XI,
because it is difficult to know who to attribute them tas we are writing of a poem that
is attributed to the nanw Homer by convention but is no longer generally believed to
have been the work of one miawith the Aeneidit is easier. We know who Virgil was,
and what were his main reasons for composing his great poem: to glorify Rome and its
history, to create argat national mythology which would be for the Roman people the
equivalent of the Homeric poems for the Greeks, to derive the mythic origins of Rome
from the greatest son of the Trojan race, thus creating a simultaneous link and opposition
to thelliad andthe Odysseyand the Greek people. Nowhere are these intentions more
apparent than in book VI, when Aeneas descends with the Cumaean Sibyl into the groves
of Avernus, past Tartarus and into EIlysium
procession of hisuture descendents.
Before this remarkable event, however,
mutilated shade of a former comraidea r ms Priamds son Depphobu

Helen as a wife after the death of Paris (Menelaus briefly alludes to thiskri\bobthe
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Odyssey, Deiphobus died in the fall of Troy, and his ghost presents Aeneas with a
terrible sight:

And here Aeneas saw Deiphobus,

Son of Priam, his whole body mangled

And his face cruelly mutilated, shredded,

And both hands gone. His ears haeib torn

From the sides of his head, and his nostrils lopped

With a shameful wound. Aeneas scarcely

Recognized him as he trembled, struggling

To hide his brutal disfigurement. (\194-499)
When questioned about his f as$deceftignofArene as,
Trojans, and how she led Menelaus and Ulysses (Odysseus) into {tisamelder to
attack him while he was sl eeping, excl ai mi
me mo r i il haed nonirenta religdi{512). This brief encounter works many
ways. First, it presents a figuiea sort of memorial from the Homeric poems,
appearing fAcruel |y mAenheidWare Reipliobus an Achhean, spac e
Virgil déds violence against Homer whaah,d be f
this violence is masked and even made to seem to be rather the vadléme&reeks. It
is not enough, however, to turn the figures of two great Achaean heroes, Menelaus and
Ulysses, to the purpose of waisddi ng the #dbr
representative of their own glory; involving Helen in the affair, Virgil lets loose the
Awi ves and daughters of great meno to take

the culture that passed women from man to man and derived their wortth&iom
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fathers and husbands. One of the women Odysseus is said to have spoken to in Hades is

Leda, mother (by Zeus and/or Tyndareus) of the twins Castor and Polydeucesgewho

mentioned in her story as Odysseus reports it, and mother of Helen, svlibldus the

most famous wife and daughter of Greek mythology enlists the help, precisely, of

Odysseus and the phallic sword he used to keep her mother in line, to enact an excessive

symbolic castration of her husband: having already removed all the weampmnisi$r

house as well as the sword from under his pillow, Helen lets in Menelaus and Ulysses,

who cut off Depuyphobusd nose, his ears, and
The complications of this scene, in which Virgil essentially makes Homeric epic

brutalize itself whie his hands remain clean, are only a foretaste of how he deals with the

history of his own people. When he arrives in the fields of Elysium Aeneas finds his

father, Anchises, Areviewing as a proud f a

intothe | i ght, contemplating their-68)etset i ni es,

procession of souls which father and son survey together completely overturns the

conception of the afterlife as evidenced in @dyssewhile making use of similar

images Odysseus encounters shades who, though they retain the shape and appearance of

their living bodies, have lost any memory of their lives, and they are restored their

memories only by approaching and sipping from the pool of sacrificial blood Odysseus

hasspl | ed. Aeneas, on the other hand, 1is str

i nnumerabl ed which crowd the banks of the

waters of forgetf wllbgss Aarcch i slelsi wogsi ai (N1 4

owed another body by fate, o6 but that soul s

many fAcorporeal taints,o and only after a
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clean; they are then call ed t aldwithmhoh e, Aso
memory and may begin again ta&blilethe re rebir
OdysseyAchilles, once restored his memories of life, affirmed that he would choose life

in any form over lordship over the deiadnd yet in Homer there is no amption of

resurrection; in théeneid in which the afterlifes in fact only a span of time between

one life and the next, both Aeneas and Anchises make it clear that the desire to return to

the world would be conceivable only on the basis of a cometatire of any memories

of |'ife there. It is on the canvas of such
before Aeneas, as the newly obliviated souls take on the forms of their lives to come and
parade before their living forefather. It is instiparade of souls that Virgil explicitly

traces the ancestry of the Roman emperors back to the Trojan hero, and through him, to

the gods (Aeneas is the son of Aphrodite). He is creating this mythic history, however,

over an existing history which he canmompe to erase or suppress with his own

inventions. Though the poet presents his own past, distorted by the wish to mythologize

it, to Aeneas as the glorious form of his future, the perversity and deathliness of this
endeavor shows t lomsetathdwvisionnas ReaskemchiBeQme s p

father, is it indeed possible for some souls to go from this place to the upper world to

return for a second time to their heavy bodies? What sorrowful misery degiigfor

t he I @paterPadnaliquas ad caelum hinc ire putandum éstiblimis animas

iterumque ad tarda reverticorpora? quae lucis miseris tam dira cuptdé | -7@27 1 9
emphasis added). The conflicted nature of the poetic task weighs most heavily on the

final figure in the processon, a youth of whom Aeneas r ema

enshrouds hi s h eghostobMartdilus,she nephew dneé-sodaw of u r e

10 My translation.
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Caesar Augustus,who died young; still in the realm of the dead and centuries before his

birth, the cleansesioul that has taken on the form of Marceliase already bears the

mar ks of his future death, and Anchises ho
strew armfuls of I|ilies and scatter purple
s h a dte Marcgllds eris. manibus date lilia plenis / purpureos spargam flores

animamague nepotis / his saltem accumulem donis, et fungar inani / unere@8s)8 3

The Divine Comedy Inferno, Purgatorio, Paradiso
In theDivine ComedyDante marshals a reservoirme-existing material from poetry,
mythology, history and religion, but thisssicha vast reservoir, and of such profound
sources, that he cannot hope to fully mast
highly kaleidoscopic, or constellatiorialn each canto, each level of tih&ferng
PurgatorioandParadisq he selects a handful of figures to appear together and creates
lines of dynamic between them, both in their original sources and as he recasts them. This
kaleidoscopic technique is heightenadts linguistic aspect when, Purgatorio, Dante
reveals the sins which are suffered, and the virtues celebrated, in each terrace, through
guotations or citations from an array of sources. In these instances the original context of
the quotationisalway si gni fi cant to Danteds usage of
undertones of interpretation of crucial moments in the poem.

A brief example can be found in canto XXX@#@irgatoria when Beatrice finally
appears to the pilgrim, her arrival is heralleg an echo of Anchi seso
young f at e Manikes ohcdate liliapkenisb A Vi rgi | 6s | ament f o

who died young is turned by Dante into a phrase of celebration and praise, which both

1 Under whose rule Virgil composed tAeneid
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declares the fateful significancetbk figure of Beatrice in poetry and reminds of her

own early departure from life. Recalling the fact, however, that Marcellus only

Aappearedo as the imprint of a future alre

depths of the underworld, ragsquestions about the function of Beatrice in the

Commedials the elaborate production of her appearanéaingatorioperhaps

predicated on the erasure or suppression of a past, even her own past? We will consider

this possibility again in Chapter 1, amyestigate the workings and suppression, or

sublimation, of desire in Danteds portraya
Desire creates curious bedfellowsHargatorico s cant o XXV, i n whi

pilgrim climbs to the seventh and final terrace of the mountain of Purgatbeye the

virtue of chastity is celebrated, and its corresponding sin is punished. The souls in this

terrace walk Athrough the fireo [per | a fi

within Athe heart of the gr ¢argatobour ni ngo [ n

XXV.121-122).*2 As in previous terraces, the souls cry out examples of the virtue they

aspire to; her e Mrumengncoghos@®d [ignri caiwanh oual t o@:

noncognosad] and then A ODiana kept to the wood

felt the poison of Venusdéd o0 [AAl bosco [/ s

Vener e avea s e#l32). The first dxclamatisndsdiblical, {roin2h8

Gospel of Lule: Mary has just been told by the angel Gabriel that, having found favor

with God, she will conceive and bear a chi

| do not know mah [Quomodo fiet istud, quoniamirum non cognosddqLuke 1:34,

Prtf ljdz2zdl GA2ya 2F 5LyidS INB FNRBY /KIFEINISa {o {Ay3fS
commentary, unless otherwise noted. However, rather than citing the page numbers from the translation,

| will cite passages according to the bob¥drno, Purgatorioor Paradis9, andcantoand line numbers, to

YI1S NBFSNBYyOS (2 GKS 2NRIAYIE AAYLISNI® LT OAdGAy3d {
volume and page numbers.
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emphasis adah. The second example is not a direct quotation, but the summary of a
story which is meant to praise the goddess Diana for her devotion to chamtitgnds
with the negative example of the nymph Hel
becausétshhdefifp@i son of Venus. o We wil/ not
immediate incongruity of placing a biblical fragment alongside reference to a pagan myth
Totherwi se we would have to call Il nto quest
But let us purge the myth of Diana and Helice, since it is not quite so well known as the
story of Mary, and because we may see that
transmitted from poor Helice to chaste Diana, to immaculate Mary, and perhaps even
beyond.
Themyth of Helice, known more often as Callisto, is derived from many sources

both Greek and Roman, including Hesiod, Pausanias, Virgil and Statius, and was even
the subject of a lost drama of Aeschylus, but receives its most complete (extant)
unfolding in Qs i dMétamorphoses Ovi d i ntroduces the fAcount
description:

She was no girl to spin soft skeins of wool

Or vary her hair style; a buckle held

Her dress, a plain white band her straggling hair.

She carried a light spegaisometimes a bodv

Di anads warrior; none so high as she

I n Dianés favour on the mountain sl o

Of Maenalus; but favourites soon fall. (36)
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This warriorgirl falls from favor because, having caught the eye of Jove while sleeping
in a forest glade, she is approached byftret her of the gods who t a
and in this form proceeds to seduction. Upon realizing the intentions of the god/goddess,
the nymph fights, but the father of gods i
be fertile) eventually reveadl to Diana when the nymphs all bathe together, the goddess
bani shes the former favorite from her comp
stream. 0 When Helice has given birth to a
f or her inhdelisybyaturring the girl into a bear, and she lives as such for many
years, fAbut kept her womands heart, o0 until
Arcas was now sixteen,

His mother lost, her fate, her name unknown.

One day, out hunting in the st glades

Of Erymanthus, as he placed his nets,

He chanced to meet her; seeing him as she stopped

Stock still, seeming to recognize his face.

He shrank away; those eyes, unmoving, fixed

For ever on his own, froze the boyos

With nameless fear, and sise moved towards him

He aimed his javelin to strike her dead.

The Almighty stayed his hand and swept away

Both son and moth&rwith the threatened crinde

Whirled in a wind together through the void,

And set in the sky as neighbouring stars. (39)
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While this astral transformation seems intended to repair the brutal transformation Helice
had formerly suffered, it in fact immortalized itHelice becomes the constellation Ursa
Major, the Great Bear; her son becomes Ursa Minor. Jove thus underlines the ponhishme
imposed on the girl for his own trespasses, freezing the violated Helice eternally in the
moment in which her life is threatened by her own son. To add final insult to the injury
which she perceives to be a rewmamybyr Juno r
green deeps / That sevéoid star that at the price of shame / Was set in heaven, nor let
that prostitute / Youwat er s® pur eo(40petcehgoriintgy Dpioalnlaubtse o r i
banishment and so the constellation of the bear is never allowdxhthe in the waters
of the world, for fear of Astainingo and A
yet Helice would be quite as justified as
she indeed never knew a man, but rather a god,idntbtleven know that god in the
form of a man, but rather in thdofmamrm of a
knowledgef Di anads own cel ebrated chastity is st
of noting the parallels between the sadystifrHelice, and the story of Mary.

Two virgin girls who, never having fikno
the Father of gods, God the Father, both of whom are eventually immortalized with their
sons in the heavens. Though the intervening detaileistories are divergent, the strong
similarities cannot help but cause us to ¢
and castigation of the other for her lack thereof. On the one hand, we can argue that
Helice was in fact raped, that she did hecome unchaste by choice, and did not deserve
any of her punishments, even those which were not intended as such. On the other hand,

it would be the height of blasphemy to make a similar argument about Mary, and we can
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hardly claim that Dante, howevetiosyncratic in his theology, meant to make such
imputations on the intentions of God the Father, or on the reputation of the Virgin
Mot her. Thus, despite Danteds (and the Bib
workings of desire from the conceptiohC@hrist (and Mary, for that matter), through the
story of Helice the #fpandisscomtanunatiolVdwesns 0 S eep
stop with Mary.

EarlyintheVitaNuovaDant e r el ates a dream in whict

l ord of terrible aspect to <E£goddminasstuds houl d

[ Al am thy mastero]: Aln his arms it seeme
only with a bloodcolouredc | ot ho ( 6) . Dante recognizes th
At he | ady ofiet Beatrice &his dreamthécamedthe source for the first

poem in the collection, which comes to serve (according to the poet) as his entry into the
community of Forentine poets, and as such is the beginning of the massive poetic

monument that Dante will build to the glorification of Beatrice, who he installs decisively

in Heaven, among the stars. According to D
is @abapvin the dream, Love wakes the sl eepi
heart. This act of violation of the love object by Love itself (Eros, desire, the wish
whatever we may call this indestrucaii bl e f
along its way, and the figure of Beatrice, in the very praise that is heaped upon her, in the

very fact that the poet invents new modes of poetry dewstecelyto praising her, is not

only, like the poet, subject to Love, but becomes subjecttwthe ki ngs of t he p

own desire.
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New Wishes, Modern Afterlives
With the rise of the age that effectively drives all of epic poetry, and not only certain
representatives of the genre, into its aft
structure of experience, 0 and perhaps most
experienced. Wishes still find expression in fantasies, in dreams, and in literature, but the
modes of expression, and the conceptions of what it would mean togwifidh, have
been radically changed. Freudo6s descriptio
timei as the linking of past, present and future on the thread of & wikich we have
applied to analyses of the representation of the underwaithe i@pic tradition, must be
affected by a different experience of temp
essay Benjamin writes:

The earlier in Iife one makes a wish

be fulfilled. The further a wish reachest in time, the greater the hopes

for its fulfillment. But it is experienceHrfahrund®® that accompanies one

to the far reaches of time, that fills and articulates time. Thus, a wish

fulfilled is the crowning of experience. In folk symbolism, distance in

space can take the place of distance in time; that is why the shooting star,

which plunges into infinite space, has become the symbol of a fulfilled

wish. The ivory ball that rolls into theextcompartment, thaextcard that

lies on top, are the very @thesis of the falling star. The instant in which a

shooting star flashes before human eyes consists of the sort of time that

Joubert has described with his custo

®*The word Benjamin uses for the kind of experience that has,lindzR St I ANBQa GAYSSE 0SSy
NBLX I OSR o6& aArazfl iSRE 2NJ af AGSR SELISNASYOSE w9INI So
poetry.
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found even in eternity; but it is not earthly, worldiyeé.... It does not
destroy; it merely completes. o It is
the province of those who are not allowed to complete anything they have
st ar SWIM.33D) (
In the following chapters | consider both Charles Baudelane\arina Tsvetaeva as
poets who are able, as Benjamin says of Baudelaire, to find a way to make modern
experience fertile for poetry, sometimes working against the forces of modernization, but
sometimes utilizing them to produce, within poetry, the shétkenew | argue that the
works of both poets are profoundly motivated by desire, but also comment profoundly on
the ways that desire and its modes of seeking fulfilment have been diverted, distorted
and broken by the broken times. In thigy they eaclprovide an afterlife to the epic
tradition insofar as it used the scene of the underworld to represent the fulfillment of
poetic wishes. However, we do not find in either Baudelaeer Tsvet aevabds wo
sustained narrative in which the underworld cppesr; rather, we find their poetry shot
through with slivers, or fragments, of souvenirs of the past, hallucinations of the future,
intimations of eternal time, and vivid experiences of infernal firaed between these
slivers we find the constant contieg thread: the wish to find a way to live, and to find
a way, in life, to be a poet.

I n Chapter 1, fiReading the Disaster: Ho
the figure of Ala Circ® tyranniqueo in the
proximity to the underworld, Circe imposes (or fails to impose) through her presence in
its final poem a narrative structur& on Ba

and, by association, the figure of femininitylies Fleurs dumali functions as a drug,
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simultaneously sating and stimulating desire which is, in the end, revealed to be desire

not for any particular object, but desire for trea | consider the mediation of

Baudel aireds Homeric rwiflngof®dys eubyp Daheeasd
in Canto XXVI of thelnferng a mediation that introduces into the Odyssean adventure

the workings of that fanci encousdaadbengsd De s i

him to his death, far from home, on the shores of the urmkelwBy association with

Dante, who considered himself fated by the
VoyageoO we see Baudel aire, who professes t

seeking a new way of writing poetry in the midst of thestesa of modernity.

Chapter 2, AReading the Bl ank: Poe and
drives of epic poetry, and the tendency to locate the underworld, as an opening onto the
AUnknown, 0 within the map©6s doffoatedkitheapace.
mapped world in which there were no more blank spaces, and consequently an atrophy
even of the concept of the underworld, turned to Edgar Allan Poe for instruction as to
how to construct these blank spaces within the map of his poetiywira a reading of
the figure of the fimael stromd in Poeds wor
novelty and the unknown, culminating in an analysis of the enigmatic ertteof
Narrative of Arthur Gordon Pymi argue that irLes Fleurs du makrd particularly in
theTableaux parisien§ made possi ble by ALe Voyageo), B
landscape in which a maelstrom can open in any doorway, and an underworld intrude on
life from any arcade.

Chapter 3, AWriting t he dWiRr d k:e, s wetaang n

Marina Tsvetaevaods transf or ma-worldwhiclroshe t he e
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i magines as the native home of the poet. F
transl ation of f@ALe Voyag e ofdeathfals ovBrieveryi an, i
vision of paradise, | examine Tsvetaevaos
and beyond that as a space for an idealized meeting between poets. | continue with

readings of poetry Tsvetaeva directs and dedicates tavfplb@ts Boris Pasternak and

Rainer Maria Rilke, in which she forges a space for a meeting with each of them in the

realm of language, but at the expense of any meetings with them in life.

Il n Chapter 4, AWritingotrhe,h TGdetheseonTsvet
reflections with an extended analysis of T
Evening, o0 in the context of a consideratio
much of Tsvetaeva scholarship, on a biographical approach to her work. Inaje ess
which marks the death of the poet Mikhail Kuzmin, Tsvetaeva relates her memories of a
poetic gathering on the eve of 1917, but in so doing she can be seen to mythologize the
lives and deaths of her fellow poets, and her own life and death, and tedlifieath of
the Aol do Russia, as much as she memori al]

immortalizes poetic archetypes.
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Chapter 1

Reading the DisasterHomer, Dante and Baudelaire

guisque suos patimur manis.

Virgil, AeneidVI1.743

Mais la Mort, que nous ne consultons pas sur nos projets et a qui

nous ne pouvons pas demander son acquiescement, la Mort, qui

nous laisse réver de bonheur et de renommeée et qui ne dit ni oui

ni non, sort brusguement de son embuscade, et
déaile nos plans, nos r°ves et |l es architectur
abritions en pensée la gloire de nos derniers jours

Baudelaire]_es Paradis Artificiels

According to the prevailing understanding
concluding poenof the 1861 edition dfes Fleurs du Malthe primary literary source for

the poem would bees Fleursdumdl t sel f. The | ongest poem of
Voyage, 0 redeploys many of its most signif
concl u@uleaeudd i Hf p o c r i Ttmy daukded che r b r oKypoerite! 0
lecteur,- mon semblable, mon frére!]**i exchanging, as addressee, the reader for

ADiIi €O my doubl e, o myOnmmasembéble, 6 nhon maitre,gee y o u !

te maudif (OC [:133). Richard Burton, in a study of the three months in 1859 that

Ittt NI yatlrdazya 2F . dZRSEFANB Ayidz2z 9y 3Ifusihk | NB Ye
chapters as Appendix 1.
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Baudel aire spent | iving with his mother at
intensive and most prolific period in a literary career, which, to say the least, was not
conspicuos | y mar ked by speed or fecundity of cr
i mmense r ec ap(¥)tJactuastDapont, inhis eritoidal introduction to a 1991
Flammarion edition of thEleurs goes further along this line, elaborating both on wiat i
is that ALe Voyageo recapitulates, and wha
The lesson of th¥oyage moralistic in its manner as was the prolodue
lecteur, appears, in its ample recapitulation of many of the essential
themes of Baudelairean poetrguchas the desire for escape, exoticism,
love, alcohol and opium, ennui, sias if in a more somber color, even
though one finds there thefetishor ds t hat are At he Unk
new, 0 and despite this paradoxically
sea of Darkness/ With the™happy hear

[LaleconduWoyage mor ali ste © sa maniAure com

lecteur, apparait, dans son ample récapitulation de bien des themes

essentiels de la poésie baudelairienne, telsledésd 6 ®v asi on, | 6e
| 6amour, | 6al cool et | 6opium, | dennu
sombre, m° me si | ©®hi ghest gaeveoaeés|

le «nouveaw, et en dépit de ce désir paradoxalement désabusé
déembar qmumemergsdigs I T®Nn bres/ Avec | e ¢
passager».] (27)

I n referring back to fiAu | ecteuro both thr

ALe VoyageoO seems t o0 ser v&noarsclaimuvnadedentoe f or

1 My translation.
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Alfred de Vigny, thates Fleursdumatad fia begi nf¥(CH:499and an en

Similarly, its survey of what are consider
themes, and t he prwaridcdseh caes off | lesdurcahe afief Rewut G sahr
mi ght | ead us to believe that flLe toMlmtyageo
ot her i nfamous claim made by Jules Barbey
LesFleursduMal t hat the coll ection had a fAisecret

p 0 e un® architecture secrete, un plan calculé par le p@d&8). However, to consider

ALe Voyageo primarily as a recapitulatory
theFleurs would facilitate a potentially misleading view of the collection, and the place

of ALe Voyageo wit hi n hepoemwikhn¢he sollectioncauses al p
it to be read as a conclusion, an epilogue
chronological position in the history of composition of all of the poems in the collection
yields a differ enVo ypaegres,poe cctoinvpeo.s eWdh iilne tfhhLee e
1859, does look back at all of the poems collected in tfietéd 1857 edition of the

Fleurs, it precedes some of the greatest and mostkmelvn of the poems added to the

1861 edition; lLa&ecelra) tames enaamrye of Tabldaex p o e ms
parisiens i nclLedCwgné, 0 AL e&s akPesBaptVeilard¥o eTh u £ s,
ALe Voyageodo can be seen to rehHersasmuch he f i

as it recapitulates its original themes and images.

PeKAE LI A&l IS Ad 2NIK AyOfdRAYy3I Ay AdGa SyGdaNBiaGes |
the Fleurto a new reader, and one whose good opinion he desires:
The only praise | solicit for thimok is that it be recognized that is is not a pure album
and that it has a beginning and an end. All the new poems have been made in order to
be adapted to the singular frame that | have chosen.
[S aSdzZ St23S 1jdzS 2SS a2 A0A&ES ILEANI O5Q 3 & D NI
Ffodzy SO ljdzQAt + dzy O02YYSyOSYSyid SiG dzyS FAyc
L2 dzNJ s iNB I RILJisSa | dz OF QNIB6)aA Yy 3dzt ASNI |jdzS 2Ql
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|l nsofar as fALe Voyageo | ooks back at th
reader of his own work; insof akFleurag fALe Voy
shows us the poet as a wrjtence again capable of creative work. And while the
promise of catching sight of Charles Baudelaire in the act of writing, perhaps especially
in the act of writing the monumental poems of Tladleaux parisiends deliciously
alluring, we can reach itnty at the end of a slideshow of scenes of Baudelaire reading.
Il n fact, AfLe Voyageodo reveals itself to be
Baudelaire reads his own poetic history, indeed, but in the context of a reading of a much
longer poet history. The poem bears, and effaces, the marks of at least three massive
l'iterary i nfOdyssey cBant & olne Goedgand adwmber of
works by Edgar Allan Poe, but in particular Narrative of Arthur Gordon Pym
Naming the weks in this order we rely only on their chronology of composition, and
make no claims about the relative i mportan
Voyage. 0 However, it happens that to consi
in order wil, in fact, lead us on a readerly journey through literary history to a point
where we will be able to understand beltew Baudelaire is also reading the past.e$
FleursduMawi t hin fAiLe Voyage, 0 and beginning to

In thepresent chapter we will uncover the marks thaQtgsseywandDivine
Comedjhave made on dALe V@agCiecgtgranniqumo tared fa gur e
paricular narrative structure that, through Circe, begins to haunt the poem, arttieeven
collectionitself Thi s structure is the herods journ
find expressed indok Xl of theOdyssep nd ex pand énterno(andda nt e 6 s

extended into a journey through new realms of the afterlife), and through it the nature of
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heroismpresupposed by each text is revealed. Odysseus is a hero in the original sense of

the word, by virtue of his identity: he fought with the other Greeks on the Trojan

battl efields; L i-EhglighlLdxicoa gives, & the first mesaninGaof e e k
D1dr,ahdiq i n Homer used of the Greeks before
(355). After the end of the Trojan war, the only thing left for the Greek heroes to do in

order to cement their status as glorious warriors was to return home to spreadstioé¢ ne

this glory, and it is in the interest of making his return that Odysseus travels to the mouth

of the underworld. He meets there with the shade of Tiresias, the blind seer of Thebes,

who details for him the events that will lead to his homecormiagomecoming which

we know, from the beginning of the poem, Odyssetatésito make. Thus in the

Odysseyhe journey to the underworld is instrumental in allowing Odysseus to achieve

his fate, but does not make any change in thisifateimply shows hinthe way to

manifest all the glory that is already his, because he is a hero. The pilgFime &fivine

Comedyis not, in any original sense of the word, a hero; he acknowledges as much in

canto Il of thelinferng, when he asks Virgil, his guide through tirederworld:fiBut I,

why do | come there? And who allows it? / | am not Aeneas, | am not Paul; / of this
neither | nor otMaeriso,t hpienrkc hn® wweonritrhvyio? [0 c h
Enya, i 0o non Paulo sono; [/ (InemollB3&3no a ci ,
Whereas Odysseusd journey to the under wor |l
Aeneas06 | our n e yelpedohimttohaehiewe mis fate (acoordinglto Dante) to

be Afather of gl or i olofgnolR®-hé ) amddoPaheér wamp
up i nto par adi s e4)sothat he n@bt(agant abcording $0,Daniep : 2

Abring thenoé ¢tbati fmathowhich is the begi
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(Infernoll:29-30) the pilgrim cannot see that any such great outcome would follow from
his own tour through the Ai mmortal worl d. o
battle, whethertis is the physical battle Aeneas must undertake to found his new city, or
the spiritual battle Paul wages for the souls of those who may be saved by his
6confirmation of faith.6 A transformati on
pilgrim alsolearns it, is that the journey must be made for the sake of his own soul, his
own salvation. For this reason, it is necessary for him both to make a descent in hell, as
Aeneas (and Odysseus) dahdto make an ascent into heaven, as Paui aidly the ful
experience will achieve the necessary result. A change in himself must be effected, which
will take hi m o welvaosturdh Wwhich thedobaem beganpaaddset hifn
back upon ft Hedirittatvig @nfergdi:2-3 )y .o a @ amstprendtien ot r
heroism goes even further: in the overt identification between pilgrim and poet, it
becomes clear that the real journey is the one made in poetry. In this sense, the journey is
fated, as Dante expresses many times over his belief thatsh@owaunder stars which
destined him to be a poet.

Some of Danted6s alterations of the def.
of Les Fleurs du madl the transferral of the battlefield from the physical to the moral
plane, and the identificatofo her o and poet. However, Baud
fracture in the notion of the pekero, and a confusion of the relation of the hero to fate,
whether handed down from the gods, or written in the stars. The fracture and confusion
are evident in th space between the first two poems of the collettithu lecteup a n d
fiBénédicton 6 I n the former, Baudel aireds introd

he insistently uses the first person plural, and if this were not enough to establish the
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identi fication bet ween po et Hypooride read®a dheirs, he ¢
fidoubl® abratherid Poet and reader make a journey
towards Hel |l by a step, [/ WiChaguejourversor r or ,
OEnf er nous descendons doéun pas, ]J(OCSans ho
I:5). There is nothing heroic about this journey, not even the lack of horror; every hero
who has made the descent into heled, from O
extreme horror at the sight and experience. The poet and reddey lBleurs du mal
however, are not living heroes but living deattheir brains peopled by Demons, sucking
in a river of Death at every breath. They belong in hell even while theyahethey are
above all characterized by the greatest of
horror, even in the face of the most horrible thingsAt  wi | | It makes a d
earth [/ And swal | o wilkferdit hobontierodrld tefre wnidébhis /Bt y a wn
dans un baillement avalerait le moh@@C I:6). The closest thing there is to a force of
fate in the poem is At he De\eiDlableghitentthes | ds t
fils qui nous remueh{OC :5).

fiBénédictiom s o compl etely r Aulectelwe & htalie i €t avrow
seem to take place in another world, if it were not clear from the first stanza that it is the
same wBemétidiom Al s t he st ory LoFoétd hiemmarplgp e ar anc e
ennuy¢ 0 However, this O6Poetd i 9framdhemonenther t
of his birth he is repudiated and tormented by all around him, he is a castaway and exile
from human fraternity. At the samendgdlne, h
[sous | a tut el |]eand despite alliatoune hing Wwho descAna tp ¢he

dirtiest of tricks to try to get a rise out of him, the Poet envisions his life as an ascent:
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ATowards Heaven, where his eyoetliftcsbhigppousa spl e
armvyeérp |l e Ciel, 0% son Til wvoit un trtne
pieuq (OCIl:7-8) . The | ast five stanzas consist of

expressing his faith thatméey ifsogiwvwem iNMpd:!
[la souffrance / Comme un divin remede anos impytegés d t hat a fAmysti ceé
[couronne mystiqygOC I:9) waits for him at the end of time.

The shadow of this divided Poet hangs dwes Fleurs du mal on one side, poet
and reader descend Atowards Hell, 0 brother
At owards Heaven;gd viemi dpwe diem.hiWwe Gmudct wai't
for Baudel aireds f ilongwait)toeBscuee the imagettis s was a
divided shadow, even if it does so only by plunging us into a deeper darkness. Returning,
as we have s aiAdlectews ® time iLwe 0/ ogfagied0 poet an
common att emnpet mom dessewdampvathygimpvement which can
| onger be established as descent or ascent
what does it matter? / To the depths of the Unknown to findeiae ¢au fpnd du
gouffre, Enfer or Ciel, quodi mpwmouteal? / Au f
(O©Cl :134). It remains to be seen whether th
as hero or hypocrite, fated for Heaven or bound to Hell, singular exile or one of the

crowd, or whether it fractures the figure of the Ploexto even more profoully.

fiLa Circé tyrannique:
Reading thepharmakon féeminini n fiLe Voy a&gyssey and t he

One morning we depart, heads on fire
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Hearts full of rancor and bitter desire,
And we go, following the rhythm of waves,

Lulling our infinity on the finite seas:

Some, happy to flee a frightful fatherland;
Others, the horror of their cradles, and still others,
Astrol ogers drowned in a womanos eye

Tyrannical Circe of dangerous perfumes.

So as not to be changed to beasts, they get drunk
On space and light and biag skies;
The gnawing ice, the baking suns,

Slowly efface the mark of kisses.

[Un matin nous partons, le cerveau plein de flamme,
Le ciur gros de rancune et de d®sirs
Et nous allons, suivant le rythme de la lame,

Bergant notre infini sur le firdes mers:

Les uns, joyeux de fuir une patrie infame;
Déautres, | 6horreur -uh® | eur berceaux
Astrologues noy®s dans | es yeux doun

La Circé tyrannique aux dangereux parfums.
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Pour noéo°tre pas chang®s en b°tes, il

D 6 e s ptdeclmiére et de cieux embrasés;

La glace qui les mord, les soleils qui les cuivrent,

Effacent lentement la marque des baise@d [:129-130)
Il n these three early stanzas of AdALe Voyage
consider at i oRe adni nCgh atphtee rBl2anki: Poe and Baud
presents us with a picture of ourselves, as he sdebaigrrites here in the third person
plural whichAuweeteualbsdbnuse@dsi pidture iwe have
we are on fire and fullfadesirei and we set umnatin d owed mea , c dimmo

journey. We do not yet seek anything, we onlyi gi&Nous allonsi simply following

Athe rhythm of waves, o0 lulling the infinit
its shores. Butwhie fAiweo are not yet in search, we a
his own personal past. Some escape from a

and still others tear themselves away from the eyes and the embraces of a woman. These
lastescpees receive unique description: they a
eyeAdt fol ogues noy®s d]amdshe Woean isynet any wothény n e f
she is ATyranni cal CiLaGre tyarfniquk aux daegereuxs per f
parfumg. Here, of course, Baudelaire makes reference t@ihgsseyand to the

goddes, Circe, who appears in bookwhen Odysseus and the crew of his last remaining

ship land on the shore of her island, having just escaped from the giaettmam
Laestrygonianswhh destroyed the rest of Odysseusod s

In this weltknown episode from th@dysseywhich we learn of from Odysseus himself
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as he recounts his travels to the Phaeaci a
house and transforms them into swine by me
Odysseus goes in search of them, bptradected from her spells and potions by an herb
given to him by Hermes; he is able to convince the goddess to change the beasts back to
men, and wins her hospitality and eventual help when they set out again. Baudelaire
strengthens the reference to Cierel theOdysseyn the next stanzafi we 6 depart #fs
not to be chpogrednd bt be ap hcBoosing) thenirdoR®icatioe n b ° t «
of space and |light over that of a womanos
of the voyage, to effacthe marks of kisses.

But how similar i s Baudel air @©dyssefi Ci r c ®
Odysseus and his men wash up on the shores of Aeaea alreadyomwetind worrout
adventurers, having encountered many obstacles and lost many abthpeiny on the
way back from Troy. Their constant desire, above all, retiarn home, and at one point
they come so close as -ftior se® dmetnhe esildo mags
nevertheless, for one reason and another, they cannot reagathsijitheir
Afatherl and. 060 After her initial attempt to
turns hospitable, anointing the swimee n wi t h A aphasnakoe allpwhichu g 0 |
counteracts t he pHaimaker oulonferdand actdothtpo eturd r ug [
them to their human form and make them appear even younger and handsomer than they
were before. She then proceeds to féte them for a year with food and sweet wine,
promising to them that she wil ft[thBifewstor e t
native |l and, [their] -BuCgyeeus sshetakesaasalover( Ody s s

When at the end of this year the segagers turn their thoughts and desires once again
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to Ithaca, Circe sends aleimhedon tb therhgsuseobn fanot
Hades and Persephone, to consult the shade of Theban Tiresias as to how to achieve a
homecoming. When they return from Hades to
on their way, detailing to Odysseus the dangers that still Medeet himself and Ithaca,
which include the Sirens, Scylla and Charybdis, and the temptinghyfedetiattle of
Helios on the isle of Thrinacia. Thus it appears that after her first encounter with
Odysseus and his ménwhich in the minds of many has coneestand for her entire
interaction with theni the Circe of th@ddyssey s not Atyrannical 0 at
welcoming, and wise. Odysseus and his crew do not flee from her; rather, she willingly
and generously sends them on their Wwagward their féherland, not away from an
Ai nf amous phtaetinfémg | ando |

Shall we conclude, then, that Baudelaire is intending to create a contrast with the
Odysseyreferencing the episode with Circe only in order to turn all of its associations
topsyturvy? Rchard Burton would seem to reach this conclusion, writing,

The Circe of the nineteenth century is no daughter of the Sun and Sea but

analltooh uman woman, and é stand[s] in p
caricatur al mi metic rel atidbows hhpitisa
underlying structure and t heme. Far
Voyaged6 in fact challenges the teleo

mythological universe and might, indeed, be regarded as a@dysisey
(73)
Whileitmayinked be correct that in ALe Voyageo [

Aftel eol ogi cal assumptionso of the Homeric
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and end of timed (Burton 73), we would pro
and theOdysseycannot simply reduce to a juxtaposition@dysseyo antrOdysseynor
can fALe Voyageo beepconds iadneyr ento raes tahma nd aarst ia
whatever that might be. Burton affirms tha
mythical, hstorical and literary allusion designed to endow the poem with vast temporal
and spatial resonances, 0 but that against
ironic contr apuntoattast e fi fne ptad tii ctuéd rmd e d Ofiltys s e
initiation and discovery through a mythologically significant universe charged with
sacred density with modern ma+#ldsnencumomeay Ot
worl d that has been deserted by73)gFords and g
Burton, the goddess Circe of ti@dysseya n d Qirtéayrafinigué of fALe Voyage
appear mainly as representatives of these two worlds, with the particular context of the
episode of Circe in th@dysseyolding no great significance for our understanding of the
presence of Circe in ALe Voyage. 0O Again, we
Circe, both in the details of her own episode and in the structural position that that
episode holds inth@dyssey becomes i n fiLe Voyageo somet h
that a@i vwaa t-bohauumaimlwoman, 06 or even a fAmi met
As we have already noted, Circeds magic
through the concoction of dAbaneful potions
characteir she,with her potions, is one of the many figures Odysseus and his men
encounter who threaten to make them forget the way home, or forget their desire for
home. This is in fact the greatest obstacle to homecoming, greater by far that the wrath of

Poseidon; théotus-eaters and the Sirens are linked to Circe through the common danger
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they pose, the danger of oblivion. To eat the Lotus, to hear the Siren gwegg things
will take away all thought of and desire for home, even from the most weary and
homesick varrior, and in the world of th@dyssey man with no desire for home is no
better than a cow or a pig. It has been sufficiently remarked that Baudelaire makes this
very connection between Circe, the Leceusst er s and the Sirens in
examplePierre Brunel, irBaudelaire, antique et moderna a chapter devoted to the
figure of Cir®vwitessn fiLe Voyage, 0
An Odyssean cycle opens with the mariners (Ulysses and his companions)
desi r ous Ia@ircétytamigue pux dandereuk parfoms T h e
perfumes take the place of thkarmakain the network of baudelairean
sensations and the imagination that is linked to it.
The cycle must close upon the voice of the Sirens, [...] and is
associated with the temptation offered by the LatatersThey are
presented as
[...] les voix charmantes et funébres
Qui chantent: «Par ici! vous qui voulez manger
Le Lotus parfumés®
[ Un cycle odyss®en soOouvre avec des
d®sireux de fuir [ é] cuxparf@srle® tyr an
parfums tiennent lieu degharmakadans le réseau des sensations

baudel airiennes et | 60i maginaire qui

Y ONHzy St Ffaz GNBFGa GKS FA 3 dNgificice of thesBnSeptiofy o[ S 28|
fnekyig F2NJ . | dzRS . I-AdRRSS A ALNRRS (SNiE X SA y& LJdzA & RS& Yl 3ASagy
poésie moderne

BISNB YR Ay (KS F2ft26Ay3 LI 3ISa L KBaddelalRangs Y& 26y
et moderne of which there is no published English translation.
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Le cycle devrait se refermer sur
associées a la tentation offerte par les Lotophages. Elleprésentées
comme
[ €] | es voix charmantes et
Qui chantent: «Par ici! vous qui voulez manger
Le Lotus parfumé»] (39)
I n the | ines Brunel quotes from the sevent

deadl yo song of LatusmoisSgerds decomeand t he A

retains the scent of Circebs fidangerous pe

3t

Odyssean cycle, o0 that Brunel emphasizes C
Adangerous perfumesesdbuand asver @peesemedng h.
forget and so turn them to beasts; he incl
wineo Circe offers to Odysseus and his men
regard to them. He describesthév c ount er of At he first group
sorceress deceived them and possessed them
barl ey and green honey i nt opharmakd Pr damini an[ w
magicienne les a trompés et pédés en leur ayant fait absorber un mélange, «ayant battu

dans son vin de Pramnos du fromage, de la farine et du miel vert» et y ayant ajoutés des
drogues gharmaka] (Brunel 34) and concludes from this that,

Thus thee is already wine in that which is only a dangerous imitation of a
kukéonmixed drink], that potion which, in thidad (XI, 638-640), is

brewed to return st rgharmakdalsdobtaitedh e war

by mixture, take away strength in place of conferring it and, like the
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honeyfruits of the Lotuseaters, make men forget their native land and the
objective of return #olyQknadidtewhich pr ot
Hermes, the god dhe golden wand, gives him, avoids the effects of
Circebs deadly potion, but does not
him by one of the four nymphs who ar
the sorceress may have two modes of action: transformatiomintals,

by means opharmaka intoxication by means of wine. The baudelairean
voyagers want to avoid the first danger and take refuge in intoxication, but

an enlarged and generalized intoxication, in conformity with the order of

Spleen du Paris«Enivrezvous!»

Il v a donc d® " du vin dans ce qui
kukéon ce m®I a nlbgade (O, 638-640)ktst censé tedonner la

force aux guerriers. Lggharmakade Circé, obtenus eux aussi par

mélange, enlévent la force au lide la conférer et, comme les fruits de

mi el des Lotophages (I X, 94), ils fo

retour. ¢é Ulymole, | paot ®g®t paguleel ui

dieu " |l a baguette dbéor , ge®delCitcér a | es
mai s ne refusera pas | e vin au go %t
nymphes compagnes de Circ®, | a trois

modes doaction de Circ® | a magicienn
lespharmaka | 6 i avrroe|sdes vopageurs baudelairiens veulent
®viter | e premier danger et se rr®fug

®l argie, g®n®r ali s®e, $peendoPame®ment a
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«Enivrezvous!» ] (34)

~

Following on this formulation, Brunelesems t o concl ude that the 0

baudel airienso never actually depart from
from her bestial potions, they in turn plu
bl azing heavens. 0 MMCaptainDadf Pasrnt uwdhegutcaydum

it may céf/mbedooususbd@ poison powOC:PEHO6I | nous

Bruneladdsn At t he end of the AVoyage, 0 tyrannic

perfume of death. She is become Dégaths el f, t he Bhlfinde! ai re Dea
«Voyage», la Circé tyrannique est entourée du parfum de la mort. Elle est devenue la

Mort méme, la Mort Baudelaity (40). To support the association of Circe and her

potions with the figure of Death, Brunelredis us of poor EIl penor,
shi pmate who, on the night before the sail
drunkenly up to sleep on the roof of Circe

his necki thus reaching the shore6Hades even more swiftly than Odysseus in his

sleek ship.
However, this focus on EIl penor, and on
spend a year drinking Circebs wine, is mis

something: that th®dysseys theOdysseyi.e., the story oOdysseusndhisreturn

home. Why, in the end, should we care what his shipmates do, except insofar as their

(

actions have an effect on his homecomffig?f it werenét for the fa

UONXzy St A& NBFSNBYyOAy3Is haMorkBaldeldireEsshlsUNGesiRielirs A2 Ky 9 @ W
Mal », the insights of which regarding the centrality of a consciousness of de&tiNJ . | dzRSf | A NEQa L.
have also made their way into these pages.

PeKAAa A& Y2NB 2N fSaa | LRAYG YFERS o6& 9NAXROK ! dzSNb I C

Mimesis: The Representation of Reality in Western Literature while | do not entirglagree with

| dzZSND I OKQ& F NBdzySyida 2y (KS sK2t8s Ay GKAa OF&asS (KS
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to man his ship and thus caalpng his narrative, they might as well have stayed to graze
with the Lotuse at er s, or wall ow in Circebodrewsnti es,
shores. Not hing but death waits for them b
then as ifjn some classicdtinal Destinationscenario, Death is anxious to have them
back, six are eaten by Scylla and the rest doom themselves to be sucked down by
Charybdi s, because they disobey orders and
men,itisa wor | d of Oeiatth eayn da/roer abler eecaadtye nbbe ast s,
notwithstanding. Only Odysseus is a man, a

The fiwedo of ALe Voyageodo does not corres
with the pluraity of Odysseus and his companions, who do not share the same fate. If
anythingalOdwesease or all in contrast to O
voyage, asth®dyssey s t he voyage of OdysslaGsé Thus t
tyrannique auxangereux parfunés means t o Aus, 0 we must wund
means to Odysseus. In general, the threats to Odysseus on his journey are not the same as
the threats to his men; while all can be said to be in danger of forgetting their desire for
homei becoming beasts this danger takes different forms for Odysseus than for his
comrades. He is never tempted by the Ledust er s, i s protected fro
Her mesd counspkl aeagd eodnpeotected from the
Neverth¢ ess, he | ingers for so |l ong on Circedos
intervention:

But when a year had passed, and the seasons turned,
And the moons waned and the long days were done,

My trusty crew called me out and said:
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6Good god, ashemembeayourhome g |

I f it is heavends will for you to be

And return to your house and your own native land.

(Odyssey.469474)
What is it that holds Odysseus here when even his men have sated their desire for meat
and wine, and must arousehim the desire for home? Baudelaire shows us the way: it is
Cir ce her spafuins dangereh hehperfumes standing in this case not as
an analogue for the potions in the Homeric episode, but as an index to the place of a
womanos plLesFleuwssmdemal\We could cite any number of poems to describe
this perfumed place; in the ®arfungexatigueo col | e
fiSed non satiafadLe serpent qui dansed_e Balcon d.e @hadi in which the poet
makes direct refe e n ¢ en dangeretix parfudi indeed most of the poems considered
to be addressed to or in some manner inspired by Jeanne Duval. In their evocation of a
perfume which mixes equal parts of remembrance and oblivion, which intoxicates and
transportsthemt t o some distant | and, &l of the-:¢
Chevelure 6 whi-cceaht epsosfiLe Voyageod in its composi:t
months.In fiLa Cheveluré the poet apostrophizes:

O fleece, foaming just over the shoulders!

O curls! Operfume laden with cool indifference!

Ecstasy! This evening to people the dark alcove

With the memories sleeping in this head of hair,

| want to shake it in the air like a handkerchief!
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Languorous Asia and burning Africa,

A whole world distant, abserda|most dead,
Lives in your depths, aromatic forest!

As other spirits sail upon music,

Mine, o my love! swims in your perfume.

[ O toison, moutonnant jusque sur | 6e
O boucles! O parfum chargé de nonchaloir!

Extase! Pour pedabscdurer ce soir | 6alctyv
Des souvenirs dormant dans cette chevelure,

Je |l a veux agiter dans | 6air comme u

La langoureuse Asie et la brllante Afrique,

Tout un monde lointain, absent, presque défunt,

Vit dans tes profondeurs, forét aromatique!

Comme d 0 aits Yoguens surdasnqusique,

Le mien, 6 mon amour! nage sur ton parfur@f( :26)
The associative | ink between intoxicating
strongly in this poem as to justify reading a lock of this hair into every poem in which
Baudel ai re mentions perf ume. I n thatacase,
Circé tyrannique aux dangereux parfamsi s i n f act a condensatio
goddesses both Circe with her wines and potions, and Calypso, the nymph who retains

Odysseus on her island for nine years; both goddesses are regularly endowed with the
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epi t h¢tr ed[euplakamos™

It is feminine intoxication, thgtharmakon gunaikeigmwhich is truly the most
powerful. Are we speaking here of tBelysseyr of LesFleurs du m&? Both, certainly.
In the Odysseywomen are both purveyors pharmakaandpharmakathemselves, and
their effect s phamakonwalamenoguisv.e sCimecne 6fist he heads
and bristles, and shape of swine, but their mindsirema unchanged even as
(Odyssey XI: ) On the other hand, the more sytiti@makorshe offers Odysseus,
protected fr om t hepharrhakon esthigrdoesmet change hike r me s 6
human form, but steals away from his mind the desire for honee.pléposition to
Odysseus, fAlet us mingle in bed and®in |ov
[ophra migenté eunei kai philoteiti pepoithomen alleiloi$ifOdyssey X1:334335),
makes use of the verhignumio f whi ch t he f ixyrmxwup, megeni ng i s
properly of liquidso) And yet again, Circe finally off
restore to Odysseus and his men to Arestor
own native | and,T inothdredrdsshe intends tp eetlrn thémhtatlcea 0
st at ejeanépasshger Baudel ai re desamndérmeksofi nitde b
Voyage, 0 wimmatied e pva tetveaafiein de flamme aaomidum | 0y e ux
Next up on the list of poisonous women, the Sirengoffe i n ibooneged
[meligeirur] a song of knowledge so tempting that no man would willingly resist;
Odysseus and his men arsewepetothbekeamsewa xoml[y by

melieided t hat Odysseus smears | n deldvisedlayi | or s o

“LElissa Marder has algminted out a possible reference here to Medea, who is linked to the image of
0KS aFf SSOS¢ (1 KNP dz3 Khe Kedrille) ¥dsidddde lshg §ivesi hdm invbtairding thé vy R
Golden Fleece, and is linked by blood to Circe, her aunt.

2 My translation.
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Circe. Calypso, finally, does not offer Odysseus anything but hérsk#, like Circe, is
a ffaéessed, dr ead g o duplekansos, deinei theosreadeidssegp e e ¢ h 0
but keeps him from home for nine years (though, it is truenkexications eventually
wear off)?® How shall we class these differgsitarmaka gunaikeissome of which are
Abaneful , 0 even poisonous, others of which
which work on a mandés mind, others on his
No one has diagnosed this situation more incisively than Jacques Derrida, and
though he writes a@sshall we call him a patrori?of a competing pharmacy, his words
mayapply to Homer 6s pharmacy as wel |l
Thispharmakon t hi s A medi ci nacts @ bdathréemedyp hi | t €
and poison, already introduces itself into the body of the discourse with all
its ambivalence. This charm, this spellbinding virtue, this power of
fascination, can be alternately or simultaneousiybeneficent or
maleficent. [...] Oprating through seduction, tpharmakommakes one
stray from oneds generalP*70natural, h
[Cepharmakon cette «médecine», ce philtre, a la fois reméde et poison,
s0introduit d®] " dans |l e cae.fes du di
charme, cette vertu de fascination,
étrei tour a tour ou simultanémenb ® n ®f i ques et mal ®f i g
Opérant par séduction, pdarmakorfait sortir des voies et des lois

générales, naturelles ou habituell¢87)

“SeeBrunel, I dzZRSf | ANB S fB2viMddzh (T2 NG S8 RvedaOdgaasis 2y 2F G/ Al
NBfFGA2KSBSEt dzNB dé

“ogy3AtAaK ljdz2GFGAZ2ZYya FTNRBY . | Nhadsbéminadiog {villzise Paje G NI yaft I G
numbers from this translatiorDisseminationafter the English, as well as page number for the original

after the French.
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Il n APl atobds Phar mphacmpkoraBear if d uread o atrh e c ul
Phaedrusfor writing T insofar as writing (as opposed to speech) is seductive and
dangerous, useful and baneful, healingand hurtfiula | t er nat el y iofirl asi mul
douceur qui fascine et | e plaisir ogqui tue.
is a slippery business to try to read figures of writing into Homer, bringing to the surface
all the treacherous issues of how and when oral tradition made a transition into writing,
all the questions of whether either of the Homeric epics bears hds transcription.
To truly enter into these difficulties would take us very far afield; let us, for now, simply
mark them withasighi Cauti ono; we shall stand by thi
but not take it. We gthawhile Saceatesbedhsther i dads o
Phaedrusiby sendi ng myt h-exaninatiorband sekndwladge he o f s el
interruptsthismytld i s mi ssal twice in the dialogue, a
moreover, in the opening of the question alitbu¢ st at u s68)We shatl mote,i ng o (
on the other side, that in Homer storytelling functions as a kiptiafmakon both
creating pain and relieving it, arousing desire and assuaging it, awakening memory and
putting it to sleep. And this note catts mind a passage from book 4 of thdyssey
which should be the inscription over the d
Tel emachusd6 visit to Menelaus and Helen in
Odysseus bring the entire company to tears:

But Helen, child of Zeus, had other ideas.

She threw a drugoharmakofinto the wine bowl

That they were drinking from, a drug

That stilled all paintiepenthésquieted all anger
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And brought forgetfulness of every ill.

Whoever drank wine laced with this dru

Would not be sad or shed a tear that day,

Not even if his own mother and father

Should lie there dead, or if someone killed

His brother, or son, before his eyes.

Helen had gotten this potent, cunning drpggrmaka metioenta, esthla
From Polydamna, theife of Thon,

A woman in Egypt, where the land

Proliferates with all sorts of drugs,

Many beneficial, many poisonoustfarmaka, polla men esthla
memigmena polla de lugfa

Men there know more about medicines

Than any other people on earth,

For they areghe race of Paeeon, the Healer.

When she had slipped the drug into the wine,

Helen ordered another round to be poured,

And then she turned to the company and saiatloisirj:
AMenel aus, son of Atreus in the
And you sons of noble fathersjsttrue

That Zeus gives easy lives to some of us

And hard lives to otheés he can do anything, after all

But you should sit now in the hall and feast
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And entertain yourselves by telling stori@suthois terpestije. 0
(OdysseyV:219-239)

Lest we think thaHelen speaks and acts only for herself in this moment, when she
simultaneously offers pharmakonwhich is supposedly healinggthlorj, but which
would steal from a man all human feeling, and proposes that Menelaus, Telemachus, and
all thosengsadfhemrck d sfoat her so should fAenter
stories, 0 we should pay close attention to
cunning Odysseus and a clever disguise, her own perspicacity in seeing through this
disguise, and yet héaithfulness to the Achaians because she does not betray him to the
Trojans, Menelaus counters with another anecdote, overtly designetigilight
Odysseusd6 cunning, but including a pointed
the Achaeans speasitting in the wooden horse within the walls of Troy, when Helen
came, fAlured ond by fisome god who favored
Argives in turn in the voices of their wives; only Odysseus resists this tempting voice and
keeps the @ace inside the horse.

Helen is every woman; she speaks with a dangerous voice which is both that of
the wife calling her husband home, and the Siren luring him from it. She represents the
comfort of hearth and home, and the temptation of the exotic geddermpharmakaare
cunning, like Odysseus (the storyteller), and cunning like her own story, which is
designed to mix just the right amount of forgetfulness into memory. I@dysseynen
make a treacherous journey with women waiting at every portiteceghem from the
way, turn them into beastswhether this means growing snouts and bristles, but with

minds and memories intact, or keeping their noble human form, but losing any sense of
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self. Women, with their fragrant tresses, enchanting voices;laming stories, give men

the food that nourishes their souls, but also sometimes eat them fofidinehmen, like

all junkies everywhere, want this and do not want it, need it and reject it, seek it and flee
it.

Looking beyond t helesHearpd makfal-tdgolwell- Voy age,
known for displaying an extensive pharmacy of its own, both intoxicating philters which
promise to render fiThe univer selLduensisvehrisdeo
moins hideux et les instants moins loyr@@3C |:25) and noxious brews producing only
spleen and ennui , fradduéndbrewks tthtae MPd airvk oslei Iploa
urn in grdesonhure Agranads$POC] : 72) i n “KFBrphemesn (| )
part, thesg@pharmakaare not separated into good and bad with regard to their origins, or
healing and harmful with regard to their effecthe potential is always present for both,
as Baudel aire expresses with Hyminealmme cl ari
Beaut® :

Do you come from deep heaven or out of the abyss,
O Beauty? your regard, infernal and divine,
Confusedly pours out benefit and crime,

And for that one might compare you to wine.

“®Let us not foget that Scylla and Charybdis are also women.
%% |n Convolute D of thércades ProjecBenjamin notes, obviously with Baudelaire at least partly in mind
6UKS oLl aal38 Aa alyRSAOKSR 080688y (62 NBFSNByYyOSa
The merenarcotizingeffect which cosmic forces have on a shallow and brittle personality is
attested in the relation of such a person to one of the highest and most genial manifestations of
these forces: the weather. Nothing is more characteristic that that precibedymost intimate
and mysterious affair, the working of the weather on humans, should have become the theme of
their emptiest chatter. Nothing bores the ordinary man more than the cosmos. Hence, for him,
the deepest connection between weather and boredod01102)
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In your eye you contain the sunset and sunrise;
You spread your perfume likestormy night;
Your kisses are a philter and your mouth an amphora

Which makes the hero weak and the child courageous.

[Viens-tu du ciel profondousotsu de | 6ab’” me,
O Beauté? ton regard, infernal et divin,
Verse confusément le bienfait et le crime,
Etl 6on peut pour cela te comparer au
Tu contiens dans ton 1l | e couchant
Tu répands des parfums comme un soir orageux;
Tes baisers sont un philtre et ta bouche une amphore
Qui font | e h®ros | ©OCIh2d) et | 6enf ant
It is not simply a question of grammar that Beauty is addressed here as a’inii@an
pharmakorféminini s t he strongest one on the shelf
survey of the complete collection, including the banned poems from the 1857,eddion
find women catalogued according to the pharmacological effects of their various parts:
the hair exudes perfume, and for this Baud
where | dream, and the gourd / From which | drink the wine of memdryom g gul ps o
[ 6oasis 0% je r°ve, et | a gour g beepfefer®% |j e h
to opium AThe el ixir ofL®luirxinrouder,t avhleawct

sepavanefit he terri bl e pr odi {eyerrible gdodigey Deuta gnawi r
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salive qui doofrldgdws il Hhe®t hi® sses; her eyes
e nnui s sodtiaicitededou poiventmesenjuis poi sonous Al akes wl
trembles and selacsouimorséeétieb bacé&wasdpbfon{ t ~ |
her eyes flow tears which, |l i ke those of A
me mo rméraoirg fertil¢. All of these womanly parts are ambivalent, sour and sweet,
someti mes fertil i zi n@sstatibfyngpiodesireétsforgeeandaa v, s
sleepiit o sl eep rather than t odomirpledtqué | n a s
vivre! / Dans un sommeil aussi doux que la hort

It is from this entire constellation of feminip&armaka both Homeric ad

Baudel ai rean, condensedaCrcéetyrathigetux| | ed i n t
dangereux parfum3, t hat the voyagers turn away, and
burdened by | ust sommeldabsutewos ot asst eepstheei

intoxication of all feminine charms, they depart, and fld®rut it is a false departure. The
voyagers flee from the suffocating cradle of childhodd the cradle of the sea, flee
fromatreinfimé only to take harbor in some str e

fatherland, the marks of kisses are erased only by the fresh marks of gnawing ice and

baking sun. They exchange the burning embr
skieso and forswear the intoxicatiom of a
intoxication of fAspace and I ight. o There i

the past is just what we will find in the future.
It is a fate we might have read in the
tyranniqueo arewmddti ol » dsrologeen roges dansées 0 |

y e u x d 0 ul.nnean &nalysisnad another poem, Elissa Marder remarks that,
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AAl't hough the stars are explicitly named i
heavenly vault. They have fallerofn the sky and taken up residence in the eyes of a
woma@B@® A similar disaster has occurred in
precisely fallen, not yet, but we cannot see tinrethe skyi in particular, we cannatad

them in the sky. We see onlyeflection of a reflectiofi the sea reflects the stars, and

the womanodés eyes reflect the reflection of
reflectionibecause we airbeuth aisnsrtod aodgewes odr own, i n
r ef | e c tdang en cisl kwréflet flléch@nthe return home that Odysseus seeks,

and which is written in his stars, has bee
return of the alwayghe-same; in the end there is no difference between Aeaea and

Ithaca, betwen Circe and Penelope; the Odysseus of the nineteentiry, upon

returning home, will immediately find that the desire to depart is alight in him again.

Walter Benjamin reveals to us this ghost of return haunting any supposed
departure or arrivalin he r ef erences with which he begi
the Nineteenth Ce?HewpeyswithBxypatorEfrorn Maxih@B9 . o
Camp, that seasoned traveller whose notion
critigue throughitsddi cati on to him: AHIistory is |i&ke
|l ooks at the past or at (hPerhgpgitesnetthépart i t s e
of history to | ook at the future; wthat i s
the astrological treatise of an old revolutionary, Auguste Blaihgud yet he can read
nothing new in the startn theRésuméfhisL 6 Et er ni t ®,ofpwaich | es astr e

Benjamin offers a composite quotation, Blanqui proclaims

“¢KS aSO02yR OSNEAZY 2F 6KIG 126ENR 9AfLFYR YR YSOAyY
9y 3t AaK (NI ya fThdiAkcAdgs PRojefiDas BaseageWarks 98 OF £ £ | aR2Odzy Sy G N
of the main lines oThe Arcades Pe¢é 0 E 0 ®
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Every star, whatevat might be, exists in infinite number in time
and space, not only in one of its aspects, but as it is at each second of its
existence, from birth to death [...]

The earth is one of these stars. Every human being is thus eternal
in every second of his drer existence. What | write at this moment in a
cell of the Fort du Taureau | have written and shall write throughout all
eternity, at a table, with a pen, in these clothes, in circumstances just like
these. And thus it is for everyone [...] The numbeswfdoubles is
infinite in time and space. One cannot in good conscience demand
anything more. These doubles exist in flesh and bone, indeed in trousers
and jackets, in crinoline and chignon. They are by no means phantoms,
they are actuality eternalized.

Here, nonetheless, lies a great drawhablere is no progress.

Alas! no, these are common reeditions, repetitions. Thus are the models
of past worlds, thus are those of future worlds. [...]

Essentially, it is melancholy, this eternity of man via tlaesstand
even more sad is this sequestration of brettands by the inexorable
barrier of space. So many identical populations which exist without ever
the suspicion of their mutual existence! So be it. It has been discovered
finally in the 19th centuryBut who would want to believe it?

And then to this moment, the past represented, for us, barbarism,
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and the future signified progress, science, happiness. Illugfons!

[ Tout astre, quel quodoil soit, exi
tempset 6espace, non pas seul ement sous
guodoil se trouve ° <chacune des second
jusquoé”® |l a mort. [...]

La terre est | 6un de ces astres.
dans chacune des secondesaleas exi st ence. Ce que | 0C¢
dans un cachot du fort du Taureau, |
| 6®t erni t®, sur une table, avec wune

circonstances toutes semblables. Ainsi de chacun. [...] Le nombre de nos
sosies est infini dans |l e temps et d
guére exiger davantage. Ces sosies sont en chair et en 0s, voir en pantalon
et paletot, en crinoline et en chignon. Ce ne sont point la des fantémes,
cbest de | 6amactualit® ®ternis®

Voi ci n®anmoins un grand d®f aut
ce sont des rééditions vulgaires, des redites. Tels les exemplaires des
mondes passes, tels ceux des mondes futurs. [...]

Au fond, ell e est m®l ancodsi que ce
astres et plus tristes encore cette séquestration des rfardsspar
| 6i nexorable barri re de | 6espace. T
passent sans avoir soupg¢onné leur mutuelle existence! Si, bien. On la

découvre enfin au XIXe siécle. Mais quudra y croire?

“Here and in the following pages | have done my own translation from the French of the original, rather
GKFY I ljdz2GAy3 9AfFYR YR aO[l dzZ3KfAyQa GNI¥yatrdAazy
Blanqui a bit differently than Besjnin does.
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Et puis, jusqubici, |l e pass® pour

| 6avenir signifiait pro@8343), science
Theechoes betwesdiiLe Voyag@®andL 6 Et er ni t ® arppeofoundl. &/keniast r e s
section Il a naie crowd begs the voyageiH,o liven up the ennui of our prisons, / Pass
your memories with their framing horizons
[ Faites, pour ®gayer | 6ennui de nos prison
toile,/ Vs souvenirs avec 0Cd:13l)andadhdroyagsrs evéntualy i z o n
respondi 6 Ever ywhere, without seeking, we have
fat al | adder, [/ The st ulitNofuysi nagv ospeesarnsia cplaer t
| 6avoir cherch®, [/ Du haut jusgues en bas
I 61 mmor t ©OCIl:12pwelcandéar Blanqui intone his own repetition of this
0 v ®r Alwagstand everywhere in the terrestrial arena, the saamajrthe same setting,
on the same narrow staj@ noisy humanity infatuated with its own grandeur, believing
itself to be the universe and living in its prison as ifinanimmemsitfy Touj our s et
dans le camp terrestre, le méme drame, le méme,dtcda méme scéne étroite, une
humanit® bruyante, infatu®e de sa grandeur
comme dans uI3d3344Breendcd It ®iorjeds voyagers (in
and ardent voyagers) are on the lookautf i O6Love. . .0glory. .. happi

[ Amour...gloire...bonhedr] j ust as Bl anqui sees humanit

Aprogress, s cprogmes;ssiencehbmhgiralhot tkesedare [dismissed as

St

' 11T usi ons! 0 | nasftuturewe became, sndeed; metaicikeolicf Wetwill r e
never and cannot know what we have lost in a future which is no longente since it

has always already come and gone. But can it really be the loss of a future of scientific or
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social progress that oasions this melancholia? Blanqui styles himself not a philosopher,
not an astrologer, his work fAneither revel

spectral anal ysi s an dirévéaton oiprepmaiegmasyneof L ap

simpledédat i on de | 6anal yse spect r(32)€ereis de | a
something loshere Whi |l e he purports to have reache
promi ses to everyone inononpansewlementmmor t al i ty

[ 61 mmomaiad i t|®®t@&mdinte®si gns himself to the b
conscience demand anything more, o0 he forge
throughout history people have, in good and in bad conscience, required, demanded, but
perhaps abee all hoped for something moirdor immortality, precisely. In this book

which, as Benjamin says, fipresents the ide
Zarathustra (25), Blanqui postulates birth, life, and de&tbf men as of stafsas events

which have repeated, and do repeat, and will repeat. We are eternally mortal, and thus

never immortal. After death there is and will be another birth, another life, anotheir death

but no afterlife. What is lost in this mathematical deduction of eternityyis@pe of what

we might call metaphysical, or spiritual progress.

Il s this the fate that causes us to drow
when we | eave her behind? Let wus recall th
it was ona mission to the underworld, where he came face to face with a host of immortal
shades, and was told by the shade of Tiresias about his bisrown singulari death in
the future, after which he could expect to make a return voyage to tde ayn
immortalityi n t he house of Hades. But what of th

tyranniqgueo? Certainly we seélcdrdEldoragpur s ue
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Americai one as illusory as the next. When at last they find themselves overcome by

Ti me, and yet stildl hope and cry out AENn a

be able to carry them somewhemy is this any different? There are certainly readers of

Baudelaire who would like to believe thatifiis hat i n tVWey &agpaeo owe ALe

encounter Baudelaire at an apex of ethical spiritualiti3aandelaire in 185%Richard

Burton directs us to this very momént, whe

hopei enters the poem and, as it does so, undermines the superstaiataspair erected

in part VI and revolutionizes no other word will da the whole vision of life with which,

at its close, the reader bés Fleurs du mal s  (8&).fCleadly the revolutionized vision

Burton sees here i s fwoerslidgsn aatwaoyn fwiotnn oBulta nhgo

Benjamin calls fithe | ast word of the great

of these Ahopeful 6 voyagers, with whom he
As they set sail [for Death], the travellers are inwardiseatinafraid,
wholly and willingly committed to the onward journey [...] and their parting
OEnfer ou Ciel, quodéi mporte?6 not at
sometimes taken for, but an affirmation of life whatever it may bring, a
triumphfortte | yri ci st 6s passionate espouseé
horrified recoil from it. (89)

However, Burton is not entirely correct in

emotiono when it appears in sectofdesparVIi | ; a

is first heard in the poem, we read of the

whose hope never tires, | RAbwWawpmerudenti ka

| 6espedasntcel asse, [/ Pour tr owmodr(OdlLE30)r epos
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What keeps us from the conclusion that this flight into death is any less foolish, in spite,
or perhap®ecauseof its hopefulness? Yet, Edward K. Kaplan maintains a similar belief
in this outburst of hep¥egpage, bornl aheesasa
Cambridge Companion to Baudelagent i t | ed fABaudel airean et hi
understanding of Baudel aireds #dAliterary an
ethical commitment, 0 wdhadlc hi rhenyi,dd skap Isaerd owr
The ambiguous ending of &éLe Voyage, 06
provides a decisive test of ethical irony. Its several journeys rehearse the
breakdown of al/l il lusions, while th
ambiggi ty [...] I|Is 6deathd here I|iteral
finite condition? We can interpret the ending as implying two
contradictory solutions: either suicide or a heroic embrace of chance.
I nterpreted in ter ms Vofy aigtesd etomifa alms
death has been integrated into a courageous passion for living, beyond
good and evil: O6Plunge to the depths
unknown and find theew!'0 (94)
I n the emphasis both BurEmfneranadu K@ipdla,n @u @i
whet her it expresses fAnihilistic defiancebo
Aher oi c embrace of Jicahdamoseentivelyelideainthe s f or go't
translation Kaplan usdsis the very point that Hean or Helldo not matterThe
promised land, the one we hope &fter| i f e houveaw fiH&avi ng found onl

eve,rsame in |ife, AYesterday, tomorrow, fore

show us something we have never seen beforgaBém however, reads the figure of
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novelty in Baudelaire and elsewhere as, always, the harbinger of the -#hesgne:

In the end, Blanqui views novelty as an attribute of all that is under

sentence of damnation. LikewiseQmel et enfera vaudevillepiece that

slightly predates the book; in this piece the torments of hell figure as the

| atest novelty of all time, as fApain

the nineteenth century, whom Blanqui addresses as if they were

apparitions, are natives tifis region.(26)
From the moment Baudel aireds voyagers depa
their way towards Death. We never see them arrive within the space of the poem, but at
the same time all we see them do is arrive at the same placefthagde and again.
While it may not matter to them whether trexyd upin Heaven or Hell, the fact is that
they will notend upanywheré by vi rtue of the fact that th
they are already in hell, undead, never having arrivéd De at h . It was all
eyes, to read: while Blanqui reads in the
cosmogony of Laplace, 0 that Humanity will,
reads in the st arisedamedisaetagd ab y eHd freacnt G so nw 0

oasis of horror in a desert of ennui o [ an

From Her to Eternity:
The disaster betweena Divina Commediaand Les Fleurs du mal

TheOdyssey s not the only text mediating Bau
ALe Voyage, 0 and even Baudel aireds reading

bet ween the episode of Odopdysseyandthe encounter
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voyageur6 f | i ghQi rfa® nt yiirlaanni qued i n fALe Voyage
compensated if we consider that Baudelaire is not directly referencing Homer, but rather
the transformation of this Homeric episode performed by Dante Alighieri in Canto 26 of
thelnferna Moreover,tos ay t hat Baudel aire is reading D
be entirely precise, as Danteds understand
Vir dAeneidasnd ot her texts; thus, Baudel aire di
Homer as read byirgil as read by Dante, calling up the shades of three mpsgts to
be his guides, or else to go beyond them.

The history of comparisons betweees Fleurs du MaandThe Divine Comed
as long as the history of tiéeursitself. A useful reviewof the critical comparisons
between Baudelaire and Dante, beginning with a critical notice by Edouard Thikgy in
Moniteur Universebnly weeks after the appearance offeursin 1857, is provided by
J.S. Patty in his 19%®6@ger aindl &JsenBdudalndier
train of numerous comparisons through the hundred years between the publication of the
Fleursand that of his own article, Patty yet
little effort atstvarramari lomn oc dmoer nihreg eBad d e
and that fAit yet remains -Baudebabwverrehath
(602) He sets himself the task of assembling
factual detailsandreasonae conj ectureso which will all o
Awhat did Baudel aire know of Dante direct
what extent did he assimilate ideas and images fromithee Comedyr other works of
Dante?0 (602). After an investigation of t

following conclusions:
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A decent regard for logic and for historical realities obliges us to recognize

the following limitsto Baudelaire's knowledge @dmise of Dante:

Baudelaire read some portions of ieine Comedybut probably no

more than thénferng he seems to have known Dante only in French

translation, more especially in Fiorentino's version; he quoted nearly fifty

lines of this translation ithe Salon de 1846he made some hadfozen

brief allusions to Dante which reveal no unusual admiration or knowledge

of the Florentine poet; it is possible but by no means demonstrable that

there are some relatively insignificant reminiscences of Daritedrileurs

du mal] finally, and most importantly, one passage of " Femmes damnees:

Delphine et Hippolyte " seems to have been markedly influenced by the

fifth canto of theinfernoand indicates that Baudelaire was at times a

sensitive and discerning readdrDante- a conclusion that need not

surprise any serious student of Baudelaire. But the dominant reality is that

the facts and conjectures above represent a strangely small legacy from

one great writer to a kindregpirit and a fellowpoet. Thus the efirt to see

in Baudel aire a fimodern Danted appea

(61011)
I n the years foll owing Pattyods -Damteti cl e, cr
relationship, o0 particularly as Vheyggeed at e
follow two trends. On the one hand, there is an ongoing scholarly conversation which
does indeed build on and consistently refe

Baudel airebés familiarity with Daste was so
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concluded. Mark Musa and John Porter Houst
knowledge ol,aVitaNuoveand t he evi dence of i1ts influert
A. Abou Ghanam follows up on this article with a study of the three poems from the
Fleurswhich at one time bore titles linking them to the figure of BeatrigeD e
profundis c¢cl amavi , 0 f Lifindihgpogsible soyracesohnd AL a
inspiration for these poems in ti®@mmediaas well as th&/ita Nuova Bernard Delmay
and Maria Canela Lori have provided perhaps the most comprehensive survey both of
the fival eurs dantesqueso in Baudelairebs w
done to link the two poets. Both Ghanam and Delmay and Lori call our attention to the
fact that at ae time the provisional title of the collection which would eventuallidse
Fleurs du malvasLes Limbe$ Limbosi and that Baudelaire published several groups
of poems in journals bearing this title to announce the projected book.

Ontheotherhandyci t i cal readings fomwsalng on AL
attention to canto XXVbf thelnfernoas a possible source of inspiration, either for
section | of the poern in which Circe is named in particular, or for the tone of the
poem more generallario Richter, in hid_ecture Intégraleof LesFleurs du mal
proposes that, according to the grammar of stanzas three and fiher\dbyage o w e
are thus authorized in thinking that not only woman, but also the fatherland and the
family may change ouroyageurs nt o “B[eoasssonsmés alors autorisés a penser
gue non seulement la femme, mais aussi la patrie et la famille peuvent changer nos
voyageurs en bétgsand following on this he concludes that,

For the rest, this has the air of being confirrbgdhe celebrated speech

whi ¢ h Da ntielaced biHinyis Helé sjust after having

9 My translation from the French.



73

departed from Circe, makes to his companions at the moment when, with

them, he is heading out to sea beyon
avivercomebruti. . 0: as Abrutis, Obeadtisach i s t
[Du reste, cela a | 6air doéo°tre confir

de Dantd mis parluien Enfef, j ust ement apr s soé°tr

fait a ses compagnons au momentou, aveceuk | sdest avanc®
au del "™ des c:oFatimondoste advived @ome buuli»e
comme des Brutise, cod6est © dire, bépes®Pci s®ment
(15941595)

Pierre Brunel, while his focus is on the Homeric reference and other possible sources for

ALe Voyageo ( s Ulgskel s im agfeenment with this eading, alluding

t o: fa return to Homer with an i mgortant i

Inferna Danteds Ulysses flees the coast of Ga
theAeneida n d OMetachdrphoses un retour a Homere avec un maillon

inter m®di ai re i mpoiferaonle, Dhaetehahd® UKX¥bkedda
lactte de Ga te, tr adi Eréideathes Métamarphesesde Ci r c ®

d 6 O\ [29). @hese two quotations represent the entirety of the attention Richter and

Brunel give to this questiointhe possible allusion to thefernoand Ulysses in the

figur elaGréétyfannige i s noted, but not analyzed. |
Athe places where there appears, in Baudel
not say: an objective i n{] Hesendrotyo of dant ea
sbaper-oit, dans | a po®sie ou dans | a pens
disonspas une influence object i voeg), ddinnda gseusc ho u

%0 My translation from the French.
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Aremini scencedo in the Aepisode of Ulysses,
...where the rebellion manifests as thallenge the hero poses to the
limits of received knowledge, a trait which made Dante the herald of
Humanism and the Italian Renaissgmnee rediscover the spirit of this
Ulysses in AL6Homme et | a Mero and,
secondtolassnd t he | ast parts of &éLe Voyac
[...ou la rébellion se manifeste par le défi que le héros a lancé aux bornes
ddbune connaissance re-ue, trait qui
et de la Renaissance italienne nous retrouvons | 6espr
| 6Homme ettdudba® MeRt aphysi que, dans | 0a
derniére partie divoyage] (453)
Whil e the authors do of f erouradanttsyger ¢ e @GifLei nt
Voyage, 0 they do not attempt to claim that
nor do they refer specifically to the presence of Circe in this context. We can say then
with a degree of certainty that those readers of Baudelaire who have been interested in
evaluating Danteds i mpor tesileues dansahaaenstour c e
alit upon the figure of Circe in ALe Voyag
Ulyssesinthénfernoo and that those readers of fALe Vi
connection have not taken it up as an object for extended consideratibaui/ihy
pretense, then, at a rigorous commentaringgrno XXVI (which would be as
unnecessary as it would be impossible, given that it has attracted more critical attention

than almost any other canto of tiemmedi&’), we will attempt to remedy thisdana.

B OKSE LIFdzd NBazdzNOS F2NI NBOASeAYy3I GKS f AGSNI GGdz2NB 2y
DAOGEA23NY LIKE 2F 5 ltayan Suuie1981;8:2%65a (12 Mpy mdE
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Let us begin by casting our eyes over the events of the canto, lingering on those details

which seem most relevant in its relationto@#yssey and t o fAlLe Voyage.
Having just finished describing the seventh bolgia of the eighth circle ofrhell,

which thieves are punished, and where he has encountered several Florentines suffering

gruesomely, Dante begins canto XXVI with a bitter apostrophe to hisdirtt y: fi Rej o

O Florence, since you are so great / that over sea and land you beatngs)r/\and

your name i s spGedid, thirougmz delpdido dhe sebd

e per terra batti | 6al i, ]@RB)*deendsrthiskhdiressnf er n

with a seeming wish for the hastened destruction of theitciynd i f it wer e al

come, it would not be too soon. / Would it were come, since indeed it must! / for it will

weigh the more ok me, gtiiefmese ,| nage & alri a
ei, da che pur esser pgie% ! mdp1oERMgscatly mi gr a
ironic address has the effect, among ot her

situation of Dante the poétthe distance, both physical and spiritual, between himself
and his native city, and the burden of advagage. We return, then, to Dante the
pilgrim, with his guide, as they climb to where they can see into the eighth bolgia, which
holds those souls who were guilty, in life, of fraudulent counsiglceit by means of
speech (all of the eighth circle is dé®d to deceit). Before we are given a glimpse of
what they see there, however, the poet recalls us to his side, reining us in with the
confession that he is, presently, reining himself in:

| sorrowed then, and sorrow now again

when | turn my mind to whdtsaw,

% As the majority of Dante quotations in this section are friiernocanto XXVI, | will cite these only by
line numbers for the duration of the section; quotations from other cantos or cantica will continue to be
cited by name and canto number.
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and | curb my genius more than | am wont,
that it not run where virtue does not guide;
so that, if a kindly star or something better
has granted me the good, | may not grudge myself that gift.
[Allor mi dolsi, e ora mi ridoglio
quando drizzé a mente a ci, choio vidi,
e pi*¥% |l o 6ngegno affreno cho6i 6 non s
perché non corra che virtu nol guidi;
si che, se stella bona o miglior cosa
moha dato 0Ol ben, |](&99i o st essi nol m
Only a cursory acquaintance with Dante is required to know that he believes himself born
under stars which destined him to be a poe

b et tie.rtidat which gives the stars their power to give gifts to imisrone the poet

highly values, and he is borne along on the course @@dnemedicoy hi s @Ai ngegno

But i f A g e ngivenpdetic bask whith &eess him afloat in the sea of
| anguage, Avirtueod is the guitokeeplysegetomr ; i f
that star, and not allow himself to be car

about to embark on a subject which tempts him to spread all of his poetic sails.
Indeed, when we read the following description of his sighit@righth bolgia,
which takes the form of what we must be tempted to call an epic simile, it is hard to
believe that his Aingegnoo is not in full
As many as the fireflies the peasant,

while resting on a hillside in the season
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when he who lights theorld least hides his face,
just when the fly gives way to the mosquito,
sees glimmering below, down in the valley,
there where perhaps he gathers grapes and tills:
so many were the flames that glittered in
the eighth bolgia, as | perceived asrsoo
as | had come to where one sees the bottom.
And as he who was avenged by bears
saw Elijahdés chariot as it departed,
when the horses rose erect to heaven,
and he could not so follow it with his eyes,
except to see the flame alone in its ascent,
just like a little cloud that climbs on high:
so, through the gullet of that ditch each moves,
for not one displays its theft,
and each flame steals away a sinner.
[Quante 61 wvillan chodal poggio si rig
nel tempo che colui c¢che 06l mondo sch
la faccia sua a noi tien meno ascosa,
come la mosca cede a la zanzara,
vede lucciole giu per la vallea,
forse col”™ dovd ed6 vendemmia e ar a:

di tante fiamme tutta risplendea
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| 6ottava bolgia, s® comdb io mbébaccors
tosto che fui | ° O6ve 06l fondo parea.
E qual colui che se vengio con li orsi
vide 0l carro doEIia al di partire,
guando i cavalli al cielo erti levorsi,
che nol potea si con le occhi seguire,
chbéel vedesse altro che |l a fiamma so
si come nuvoletta, in su salire:
tal si move ciascuna pex fola
del fosso, ch® nessuna mostra 061 fur
e ogne fiamma un peccatore invpl@5-42)
I n his stunning reflections on theOLD&et&EOS
s 1 QdzlOjsi p Mandel stam chall engesnotfeele r eader
dizzy from this miraculous ascent, worthy of the organ of Sebastian Bach, then try to
show what is here the second and what the first member of the comparison. What is
compared with what? Where is the primary and where the secondary, clarifying
eement ?20 (127). I ndeed the | anguage, with i
ascent, with its complicated quantifications, temporal qualifications, and allusive
identifications, with its dancing clouds of fireflies and flaming hais®vn chariot
cbuds, does induce readerly vertigo. We mu:c
as he returns us to the pilgrim with a des
the bridge, having risen up to see, / so that if | had not laid hold ckd rshould have

fallen bel ow|[WbtbBbawva aopusahodl ponte a ved
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avessi un ronchion pr es o0],(4345).Cherd ollowsars ar e i g
exchange between Virgil and Dante in which the former explhat the flames contain

spirits, and the latter avers that he had already suspected as much; he goes on to ask:

A 6who is in that fire which comes so divi
pyre / where Eteocles was laid with his brotller?6 hf A~ &dn quel foco <ch
/| di sopra, che par surger de]-bViilra / do
tells that the split flame contains Ulysses and Diomedes, identifying them by several

stories of their wicked counsel, wh reference both his owkeneidand theAchilleid of

Statius. Thus Dante here already emphasizes his mediated knowledge of these Homeric
figures, but also includes details for which he seems to have no precedent; for example,

with regard to the punishmeaof Ulysses and Diomedes together, Singleton remarks in

his commentary, fVir giAened(B $3200), butle makbse se ev
no mention of Diomedes in connection with the strategy of the horse. Evidently Dante
understood that Diomedesawinvolved with Ulysses in this as in the other events to

which the shade of Ulysses now referso (Vo

To continué' in, for Dante, relatively formal language, the pilgrim prays that he

be allowed to wait foeamebe[ &ppmmacboohut A¢
speak with it, concluding, A 6édyou see how
di sio verdé Il ei mi piego!o] (69). So begins

pilgrim is Obent 0 etadama bedtbytthe siridnnhis caserthe her o
wind of Adesire, o recalling those spirits
hurricaneo [bufera infernal] because they

to desire. eMegualyiorimd, sactsrag mth apprebation and corrective: he
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accepts Danteds prayer as deserving of Amu
his tofrgquedeol[afit ua | ileawgnglamts dothe @lkirge gnao] (

Virgil gives an explicit reason that he should act here as mediator and translator of

Dantebs desire: @i O6perhaps, since they wer
wordsd o [fiperchd e6 fuor greci, forse del
proposedseveralmp | i cit meanings: that Virgil spea

true that the author made their acquaintan
Singleton, Vol . 1, Part 2 459); that Virgi
heroestan Dante, a modern Italian and Christie
the poetic distancing of the story to be told by Ulysses, helping to raise it to the loftiness
associated with tragedyo (Singl etanother Vol . 1
possible reading. Theesireof the pilgrim to speak with Ulysses, emphasized by his
leaning toward the flame, is the very reason thahoeild nospeak. We remember from
earlier in the canto his dangerous inclination toward the sight of thevpjpigt after the
poet had alerted us to the fact that he wa
Virgil acts here as the restraint, shielding his protegé from-great temptation,
preventing oveidentification between the Greek hero ahd ttalian poet.

Speaking even more formally, (though in Italian, making somewhat clear that it is

not precisely théanguagethat Ulysses would disd&ff), Virgil asks the question to

BThisremm Aya I ljdzSadAz2yyY KIG fly3dz IS Aa aLR1Sy Ay 51
shade of the medieval Provencal poet Arnaut Daniel, who the pilgrim encounters in Purgatorio XXVI (we

may be justified in thinking that a contrast is drawnween Arnaut and Ulysses given their placement in
O2NNBaLRyRAYy3a OlyiG2a 2F (GKS (62 022140 FYyR 6K2a$s a
materno], Italian and the occasional Latin phrase are the only languages @othenediathough Dante

introduces numerous characters for whom Italian was not their native language. Are we meant to assume

that they speak in their own language, and the pilgrim simply understands them (and the poet translates

for them)? The issue becomes more complicated the furtiver dwells on it.
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which Dante desires the answer:
A 60 you who are two within one fi
if | deserved of you while | lived,
if | deserved of you much or little
when in the world | wrote the lofty lines,
move not; but let the one of you tell
where he went, |l ost, to die.d 0
[ @ voi che siete dudentro ad un foco,
sO0i o meritai di voi mentre choio vi
s6i o meritai di voi assai 0 poco
guando nel mondo le alti versi scrissi,
non vi movete; ma | 6un di wvoi dica
dove, per lui, perduto a morir gissd ] -84§ 7 9
We mi ght wonder vohityturhstorethigpariicglar poiintthes ¢ u r i
circumstances and location of the death of Ulysdmst it seems the reason is in the
answer returned to him, which cements the parallel between himself and Ulysses. Even
before the Greek shade begins to spdakgdescription of his manner of speaking leads
us to this identification:
The greater horn of the ancient flame
began to wag, murmuring,
like one that is beaten by a wind;
then carrying to and fro its tip,

as if it were a tongue that spoke,
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it flung forth a voice and said:
[Lo maggior corno de la flamma antica
comincio a crollarsi mormorando,
pur come quella cui vento affatica;
indi la cima qua e la menando,

come fosse la lingua che parlassa,

gittd coce di fuori e disse:] (880)
The pdetresncreeto the cloaked shade of Ul yss
seems a simple enough descripicfi ngl et on gl osses the phras
serves to distance and remove to a focus o
1, Pat 2 459460)i in fact forms a link to scenes in both fhergatorioand theAeneid
and provides the reader with a map for f ol
fl amed r ecal | s Aensidintwbich BDidopHhaving beencsparkeédhodove for
Aeneas by Venus and Cupid, confesses to her sister that, against all her vows of loyalty to
her dead husband, #fl r ec o dfmgnoseovetdrievedtigiaac e s
flammae] AeneidlV:23). The traces of the flame Dido acknowledges here are fanned,
over the course of book 1V, into the blazing pyre that consumes her. Ulysses is, then,
immediately associated with the queen of Carthage and her limitless, destructive desire.
He is, on the otherdmd, also associated with Dante and his love for Beatrice: in canto
XXX of the Purgatorio, which sees both the loranticipated appearance of Beatrice, and
the unexpected di sappearance of Virgil, th
the descrippn of the stilv ei | ed Beatrice, who is #fAcl ot heo

[vestita di color di flamma viva], the pilgrim desires to express his emotions to his guide

% My translation from the original; | have used the Latin text of Aemeidedited by R. D. Williams.
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and mentor:
As soon as on my sight smote
the lofty virtue that had already piercext
before | was out of my boyhood,
| turned to the left with the confidence
of a little child that runs to his mother
when he is frightened or in distress
to say to Virgil: Anot a drop
of blood is left in me that does not tremble:
| recognize theigns of the ancient flaméd
[Tosto che ne la vista mi percosse
|l 6alta virt¥ che gi " mbéavea trafitto
prima choéio fuor di pueri zia fosse,
volsimi a la sinistra col respitto
col quale il fantolin corre a la mamma

guando ha paura o quando elli éigdfl

per dicere a Virgilio: AMen che dr a
di sangue mdéd rimaso che non tremi
conosco i segni OHUmdtOriadXxN28-48 a f i a mma

It is with this very turn to Virgil, with an almostwofdr-wor d tr ansl|l ati on of
phrase, that the pilgrim discovers that th

gone. Singleton does remark on nvérses ci tat.

& Emphasis added.
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becomes a verse of this 4{74l) oweedr heatcounts i mo (
for the fAantiquity of Danteds o6fl amedo as
dates back to his first vision of her, in childhood, as recountte Vita Nuova This
chaste interpretation, | acking any comment
of himself with Dido, and completely eliding the association with Ulysses, faithfully
follows Dante in his relentless religious allegorizatudris relationship with Beatrice
(and this iIis entirely typical of Singleton
of the proximity of this love to the extremely dangerous and destructive desire that
characterizes both Dido and Ulys$est least as Ulysses is depictby Dante

To return to the description of Ulysses
to Asway and trembl ed back andpufoomet h, Al i k
guella cui vento affatidg87), recalling the pilgm, only 20 lines earlier, bent with desire
toward the flame, which we have already associated with the violent winds of desire in
canto V. So Ulysses is again related to destructive desire; we should not forget that Dido
herself is among those punishedit he first circle, described
|l ove, |/ and broke faith to the ashes of Sy
fede al cener di SichedljpfernoV:61-62). Finally, the movement of the flame is
described as similartodht made by fAa tongue that spokeo
just as the tongue of flame does indeed send forth a voice. This speaking tongue reminds
us of the pilgrim who, on Virgilds advi ce,
opposed onespeaks, the other does fiah such a way that it seems as though the one
canonly speak if the other is silent, or perhaps as though the one has given over speech

entirely to the other. Because Dante cannot sfellkysses, Ulysses speaks Dante in
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a way that other figures in tl@@mmedialo not. Let us see, then, what he says:

A Wh en
| departed from Circe, who had detained me
more than a year there near Gaeta,
before Aeneas had so named it,
neitherfondness for my son, nor reverence
for my aged father, nor the due love
which would have made Penelope glad,
could conquer in me the longing
that | had to gain experience of the world
and of human vice and value;
but | put forth on the deep open sea
with one vessel only, and with that small
company which had not deserted me.
One shore and the other | saw as far as Spa
as far as Morocco, and the island of Sardinie
and the others which that sea bathes round.
| and my companions were old and slow
when wecame to that narrow outlet
where Hercules set up his markers,
that men should not pass beyond,;
on the right hand | left Seville,
on the other | had already left Ceuta.
60 brothers, 6 | said

thousand dangers have reached the west,

[ AQuando

mi diparti o da Circe
me pi % débun anno |
prima che si Enea la nomasse,

né dolcezza diglio, né la pieta

del vecchio padre, n
lo qual dovea Penelopé far lieta,
vincer potero dentro
chéi 6 ebbi a divenir
e de li vizi umani e del valore;

ma mi si me per | 6alt

sol con un legno e coruglla compagna

picciola da la qual non fui diserto.

Lébun Iito e | 6altro
fin nel Morrocco, e
e | 6altre che quel n
l o ed compagni erava

Quando venimmo a quella foce stretta
d ov 0 eBegm Ui $uoi reguardi
che

acci l Guom pi %

da la man destra mi lasciai Sibilia,

da | 6altra gi moéave
60 frati, o6 dissi, 6c
peri gl siete giunti
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of our senses that remains to us,

choose not to deny experience,

following the sun, of the world without people
Consider your origin:

you were not made to live as brutes,

but to pursue virtue
| made my companions &een,

with this little speech, for the voyage

that then | could hardly have held them back
and turning our stern to the morning,

we made of our oars wings for the mad flight
always gaining on the left.

The night now saw the other pole

and all its starsand ours so low

that it did not rise from the ocean floor.

Five times the light beneath the moon

had been rekindled and as many quenched,
since we had entered on thigh pass

when there appeared to us a mountain, dark
in the distance, and to me it seentleel highest
that | had ever seen.

We rejoiced, but soon our joy turned to grief,

for from the new land a whirlwind rose

and struck the forepart of the ship.
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a guesta tanto picciola vigilia

doi noistoah 6 s edesl ri

non vogliate negar |

di retro al sol, del mondo sanza gente.
Considerate la vostra semenza:
fatti non foste a viver come bruti,

ma per seguir virtut

Li mi ai compagni fec

con questa orazigpicciola, al cammino,
che a pena poscia li avrei ritenuti;
e volta nostra poppa nel mattino,
ded remi facemmo al:i
sempre acquistando dal lato mancino.

Tutte | e stelle

gi

vedea |l a notte, edl
che non surgefuor del marin suolo.
Cingue volte racceso e tante casso

lo lume era di sotto da la luna,

che o6ntrati

er ayv

poi

guando nbéapparve una
per la distanza, e parvemi alta tanto

guanto veduta non avea alcuna.

Noi ci allegrammog tosto torno in pianto;
ché de la nova terra un turbo nacque

e percosse del legno il primo canto.
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Three times it whirled her round withallthe Tr e volte il f® gira
waters; a la quarta levar la poppa in suso

and the fourth time it lifted the stenloft e |la prora ire in gi

and plunged the prow below, as pleased infin che oI msof f u
Another, (90-142)

till the sea closed over us.
Let us note from the very beginning that D
departure from Circe thus Dante departs from tkalysseyt the same point from
which Baudelaire also departs. And make no mistake, this is an extreme departure from
theOdyssey Homer 6s Odysseus certainly does not
knowledge which ends with death. That is, he does set offirtls of the knowledge of
how to return home, and this does actually lead him to the land of thé teatie
returns from Deatandr et ur ns home, to his son, his fac
is no precedent, in Homer or elsewhere, for the stobjlysses tells it in thénferna
Singleton hedges a bit on this point, citing descriptions of the character of Ulysses from
both Cicero and Horace which emphasize the
displays; in the end, however, he acknowledje§,h e sour ce of Dantebs
death of Ulysses [...] is unknowno (Vol . 1
assume, however, that thesea source, though unknown. David Thompson, in a study
devoted entirely to the appearances of therégf Ulysses in th€Eommediagoes
further, claiming,

Aside from the list of sins that landed Ulysses in Hell, and a few details of

his story (e.g., his having stayed with Circe), Dante has invented the entire

account of Ulysses [...] And he hasented these episodes not to fill gaps
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in the story as known to himself and his Greekless contemporaries, but in
direct opposition to a perfectly clear tradition.

From Dares and Dictys, or from the extensive literary texts
dependent upon them, Dantetod easi |y have | earned
return to Ithaca and how he died there. And these were not the only
obvious sources of information. Classical texts cast considerable light
upon Ulyssesd6 fate, but i1 f we consid
only turn to the various mythographers. Hyginus, for example, gives us the
several stages of Ulyssesd homeward

| think we can safely assume that if Dante was the least bit curious
about Ulysses, he may be expected to have founddyigo one or
another of these sources. Without laboring the point unduly, | should like
to suggest that Benvenuto de I mola w
whatever may be said, | cannot be persuaded to believe that Dante was
ignorant of what even schoalys know; so | say that rather the author
devised this on purpose. 0 Dante was
made a special point of including him, and then changed the accepted
story in a radical fashion. But for what purpose? What had Ulyssks to
with Dante, and Dante with Ulysse@®-50)

If we are convinced, at the very least, that Dantecapsbleof discovering, from
mul tiple sources in a Aperfectly clear tra
Odysseyas well as the additionalythology that grew up around it, then we must ask,

with Thompson, what the purpose was of his
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di fferences of Dantebs story from the exis
which i s Ul y srsleagng Cictes to igreoie allrthe claims of family and

home, and instead submit to the Al ongingo
of human vice and value. 0 By the same toke
reinvention of Ulysset which werecognizeby the similarities, most particularly the

same decision to turn away from home and faiiniiyust lie in his own reinventions, in

his differences from Dante.

Three stories begin at the same point: departure from Circe. Odyssees, in th
Odysseyfollows thewebk nown i tinerary: from Circebs i
return to Circe, then an eventual, though extremely indirect and difficult, return to Ithaca
and his family. Ulysses, according to the story he tells from the defptthslofernoand
from out of his cloak of flames, veers wildly off course between Circe and Hades; instead
of following the Odyssean trajectory, he traverses the Mediterranean from shore to shore,
sees everything the world of men has to offer, and thénlsgyond the bounds of this
world in order to gain experience fAof the
before him is, we later learn, the mountain of Purgatory; thus his entire journey consists
of a prolongation of the distance from Circett he shores of the | and
Christian remapping of the pagan afterlife makes it possible for Ulysses to
simultaneously arrive and not arrive at the endpoint of this prolonged voyage: the story
ends with his failure to arrive at Purgatamyd, we infer, his arrival in Hell. Perhaps even
expecting to find himself in Paradise, Ulysses instead finds himself in eternal torment.

B a u d e Ivayageuedollew a similar route. Having departed from Circe, they are

driven across the sea, from partgort, seeing much of the vice of man, but apparently
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not much of value. While on the one hand the voyage from Circe to Death seems to
exactly mirror that of Dantedés Ulysses, we
miniature, with Death offering dypone of many imagined paradises:

Singular fortune, its end displaced,

And, having no part, perhaps has no place!

And Man, whose hope never tires,

Always runs like a fool to find peace!

Our s o u knaster seekindits leagia,;
A voiceringsfromthd r i d g e : AOpen your eyes! o
A voice from the topmast, ardent and mad, cries:

ALove...glory...happiness!o Hell! it

Every isle signaled by the watchman
Is an Eldorado promised by Destiny;
Imagination erects its fantasy,

But finds only a sandbar ihe light of day.

[Singuliere fortune ou le but se déplace,
Et n6®tant null e plart, peut °tre noi
O% | 6Homme, dont jamais | 6esp®rance

Pour trouver le repos court toujours comme un!fou
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Notre &me est un treimats cherchant son ldéa;
Une voix retentit sur le pont«Qu vr e!» 61 i |
Une voix de la hune, ardente et folle, crie

« Amour...gloire...bonheur» Enferr c6est! un ®cueil

Chaque “1l ot signal ® par | 6homme de v

Est un Eldorado promis par le Destin

L 6 1 ma g iundaesse son orgie

Ne trouve quoun r ®©OCI130aux cl art ®s du
This constadenteetvfaly@ gies , maide in the i mage of
Afardoreo for experience, propelling him on
[folle volo]. Every island appearing on the horizon promises to fulfill every hope, every
desire, but whBefhewke a@edks oHoown nRafiuyeiways we c
exclamation! As a curse, simply: AOh Hell!
mistook for a paradise is in fact only a reef. Or as a plain statement: Hell is this, a reef.
Hell is the obstaclé every obstaclé that keeps us from ever arriving at
AAmour...gloire...bonhelro ; Mietelwe i ar ri ve when weunexpecte
Eldorado promis parle Destin, Hel | i s the reef that <crack
the sea. Hell is a reef, and a reef is Hell. And thouglhdlgageursio not approach
Death until the close of the poem, they seem to have already seen everythineg tdad t
of the dead has to offer: AFrom the height
spectacl e ofDu nhneoutt ajlussguneds [efin bas de | 6®ch

ennuyeux de [0§0OCHIBD).r t el pech®
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It is the voyage of the Dantean pilgrim that seems to depart from the model of
departure from Circe towards Hell which <c¢h
voyageurssoyages he does not name a ACirceodo to depe
journeyin Hell, but continues on through Purgatory and Paradise, ending his voyage
having achieved exactly what he sought. Still, there are recognizable parallels which
reveal figures along Dantedés journey 1in a
Circe, there are several possibilities. First, as Circe seems to stand for a certain way of
i fe i n AL e Cohmgdatheeeyevse inay bettrbeea certain way of life
stands in for the figure of Circe. In particular, the way of life that leadgildyem to the
Aselva oscurao in which htferho ndavhngonskbs§t i
diritta via.o Thus his choice to follow Vi
a return to the right path, by way of a téusr detouri through the afterlife. This would
liken the pilgrim to Odysseus, who leaves Circe behind to return to his rightful duties as
son, father, and husband. Circe might also be seen to be a more specifit figuref
t he fAdonna \ita Nubvawhafor a infe makbeseDante forget his love and
his sorrow for Beatrice, and who he later claims was actually an allegorical representation
of his turn, for a time, away from religion and toward philosophyurgatorio XIX the
pilgrim has a dream of a womarho grows beautiful in his sight, and sings to him that
she is the siren who di WergatomoXIX:1Bl2¢)s ses fr om
Having already identified Circe with the Sirens, as both offering a tempting mixture of
knowledge and oblivion, we cougdy that the pilgrim is like Ulysses in this way, that he
desires knowledge so passionately that this desire is dangerous, because it makes him

forget about more important things, and that he must turn from the pursuit of knowledge
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to the pursuit of sal\teon.

Both of these views are perfectly consistent with the familiar understanding of
Dante, both poet and pilgrim. A final possibility, however, which bringCibmmedia
into cl oser pr oxi besEleyrsduonaiiore genevallyyaaldsreeww a n d
dimension to this familiar picture. We might read Beatrice as a figure for Circe; Dante
6departsdéd from Beatrice in the sense that
mythologizing and allegorizing of his own life, beginning with his fiistan of her as
recounted in th¥itaNuova She i s the point of departure
point of departurdthat hbeweBdohew stiyl enowo
makes praise of her its only object. Beatrice is the poidéepéarture for th®ivina
Commediaas it is her directive which sends Dante following Virgil throughifierno,
just as Circe was the one who directed Odysseus to Hades. The figure of Beatrice in
Danteds poetry obscures,aee@ehaecoi psles fdhe:
of his life, including his own wife and children. This same figure of Beaimip®etry
also obscures the view we, and perhaps Dante, might have had of the détilgef
From the opening of théita Nuovato the closef theDivina Commediawe can see this
perpetual motiofi away from Beatrice as a living woman, away from Bice Portinari of
Florence who married another man and died young, away from a woman with a physical
body subject to mortality and decay (the dreswan of Purgatoriois revealed to have a
stinking, decaying wound in her fAventreo),
with a body capable of arousing desire. But Dante does not only depart from Beatrice, he
is also always in hopes of arriving at Bezd. Dante must traverse Beatrice the woman in

order to arrive at Beatrice the allegorical figure, must turn away from but also traverse
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sexual desire on the way to a desire for God. But desire is desire, always the same. So the
poet must turn, and turmain as he strives to perfect his desire, always turning away
from one object, toward Athe new, 0 but alw
ant Pca. o
Desire is at the root of ALe Voyage. o T

Aenamofremaps aathost ampsde| c arahddosabegfl dobéest an
lamp-it time it seems possible that this desire may find satisfactom® he wuni ver se
equal to hik6Wasvtemppet i ®¢@AC[:129).Oathe vast e a
morning we depapteingdeflamene a ¢ i Re fl aming Ul ysses) .
already turned bittér already become infinite, we can no longer expect to find surcease
on the bounded seas, or within any horizon. On the course of the voyage we place many
objects ahead of us ahdpethat one of them will bring peace, but as each new object
turns old and one by one all the objects of desire are stripped away, desire itself rises up
again and reveals itself more pure, more powerful. In their trepelrt hevoyageurs
testify to this incessant growth of desire, such that it outgrows all of its objects:

The richest cities, the greatest landscapes,

Never contained the mysterious attraction

Of those made by chance in the clouds.

And desire always rendered usxaus!

0 Enjoyment gives strength to desire.

Desire, old tree manured with pleasure,

% For any insight at all about Dante, and particularly about the role of desire iBdhemedial am
deeply indebte to Professor Giuliana Carugati, a remarkable Dante scholar, with whom | had the
privilege of reading his works over the course of a semester at Emory University.
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While your bark thickens and grows,

Your branches want to see the sun up close!

Will you grow forever, great tree, more hardy

Than the cypress?

[Les plus richegités, les plus grands paysages,
Jamai s ne contenaient | 6attrait myst
De ceux que le hasard fait avec les nuages.

Et toujours le désir nous rendait souciéux

0 La jouissance ajoute au désir de la force.
Désir, vieil arbre a qui le plaisirseftb e ngr ai s,
Cependant que grossit et durcit ton écorce,

Tes branches veulent voir le soleil de plus prés

Grandirastu toujours, grand arbre plus vivace

Que le cypré§]’ (OC1:131-132)

Thiveilatbore 6 whi ch ger mi nat ed iuth, giowsfstomgery and t

L aal 3% FNFZ TS dNI ROSYHM divz K FS | LI NI AoftdeftreeNd NB & 2y
of desire: In describing the lovabject of the opiumeS I § SND& e2dzi KX f2ad FyR LINBadz
NB I LILIS I NEf SiZ2 WAYYR 3y RS2 GaddaiSay>3 SidzNJ, IBs@iéulelirsidy

f QSyTIFyO0S 2yi 2S0GS 8§udelieddkontrBras, eNdeaibseSjétteradtsBroRsyleR S &

objets de la vie leur ombrage funébte. hy t @ I FSgY If i ¥ SdzNJ¢ RferSSuEdsylf &S &

d OhNEa S R KAa Ele@s(OA:452463)clredalliigdh’ shectradppearance at the end

2F aS80GA2y +LL 27 W23zNg 2 ITNS D KA (1 @Iyte tddzdeNdziy 168 Sa S |
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with every momejodissanch ; pt Basura pndpaéalling o
pleasures, new sights, new knowledge in hopegiehchingour desire, we only ensure

that we never will. Baudel aireds tree is ¢
tree which brought knowledge, sex and death into the world, and linked them together

forever in a constellation of desire.

When sex andriowledge are no longer viable objects of desire, when we have
departed fr omésiiamerse h aared odmefi edavwesi tp del
treduvoyagy t hen only one destination remains,
Darkness/With he happy heart d\busaousyemharmgueropsawsla e n ger
mer des T®n bres / Avec 10d0CJ138)rAndwhatwilb x d o u
we see? One answer, though it may not be entirely correct by reason of disaster, seems to
be ineviable: we will see the stars. When Ulysses ventures beyond the pillars of Hercules
he eventually comes to where all the fami/l
from t he @mansugea fdot del onarid suplahd he sees only new and
unknown star§ until a whirlwind®®f r om t he shores of Purgator.y
t he sldilegnail pimo canfd® of his ship, and he sinks into the sea with the stars.

Dante famously ends each cantica of@menmediawith the stars; he emergésm the
Infferna f ol | owi ng Vi r gdathminobsgo§m fAhi dden road?o
and caring not for any rest
we climbed up, he first and | second,

so far that through a round opening | saw

Br3rAays Ly FaazOAl A2y 2F ! fe&aasSaqQ R2dnfefocanto oA G K KA
V.

% Another parallel bateen Ulysses and DanteDante, whose poetic bark carries him, through 100

OFyiz2aszx G2 (GKS KSAIKAG 2F tIFINIXRA&AST !feaasSax sgKz2asS 3
proceeds by the wrong path.
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some of the beautiful things that Heaven bears.

And thence we issuddrth to see again the stars.

[e sanza cura aver dobéalcun riposo,

salimmo su, el primo e io secondo,

tanto choi 6 vidi de | e cose belle
che porta oI <cil, per un pertugio
E quindi uscimmo a riveder le ste]léinferno XXXIV:135-139)
Having completed his ascent®firgatorioand bathed in the river Lethe which brings
oblivion of all sin, he finally drinks of the river Eunoe, which restores the memory of
good deed¥:
| came forth from the most holy waves
renovated even as new trees
renewed with new foliage,
pure and ready to rise to the stars.
[lo ritornai da la santissima onda
rifatto si come piante novelle
rinovellate di novella fronda,
puro e disposto a salire a le stell®lifgatorio XXXII1:142 -145)
Finally, having risen with the aid of Beatrice through all the spherBamaidisq he
receives a vision of the holy trinity as
“*The single source of these two rivers, one offefinyetfulness, the other restoring memory, must
remind us irresistibly of thpharmakqn it is gpprop[iate, in light of our previous discuss[oq of tbe
opharmakonf SYAYAyY2Zé UKIUO A0 Aa | ¢2YLyEX aluStRIXZ gK2

t

(0]

0 NJ
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tre giri [/ di tré,cohemni oé¢landsiaefiiggastiageén ¢ n z
painted within this circle. He desires to
how it has idemelaaicecdrmweernea o/ [| 6i mgo al (
while his own faculty of sight is not sufficient to this wisj it is granted to him:
Here power failed the lofty fantasy;
but already my desire and nwil were revolved,
like a wheel that is evenly moved,

by the Love which moves the sun and the other stars.

[A Il 6alta fantasia qui manc, possa;
magiav ol geva ilvellmi o di sio eo6 |
s3 come rota chodéigual mente  mossa,

| 6amor che move iPhradsaxXKXll:142-1u5) al tr e s

The stars, which partake of the circular motion of all heavenly bodies, are perfectly
representative of the peattet derives from a desire and will aligned entirely with divine
love. As undercurrents to all these stellar reflections we find the necessity of descent for
the sake of ascent, and the proximity of renovation to return. The pilgrim descends into
the Infeno so that he may ascend to Purgatory. He descends into and is cleansed in the
rivers, so that he may ascend to Paradise. Likewise the stars descend into the sea and rise
again renewed. Every day the sunodselight e
night their constellations are drawn again as before. Always the same, and always new.

| f we want to characterize the function

make a small change to this formulation. They are always the same, always n#wsand
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never new. Danteds stars have fallen, and
ALe Voyageo reveals this fall . yolhagenrsi n eve
can be read, a fate which they share with the stars. In fastatfseappear firgtand
perhapsnly appeaii in the act of reading them. As we have already seewpyegeurs
are, i n aosnter ogluoigsuee,s inoy ®s dans | es yeux dou
aux dangereux parfumsd As we have tarlosloo gsueeesno, arhleys er efiaa
translation: their | ight reflected in the
astrologers read drowned stars. These drowned, drunken readers reappear in section |,
speaking with the voices of those who hawe yet travelled, questioning those who
have:

Astonishing voyagers! what noble stories

We read in your eyes, profound as the seas!

Show us your rich memorghests,

These marvelous jewels, made of ethers and stars!
We want to voyage without wind or sails

To liven up the ennui of our prisons,

Pass your memories with their framing horizons
Over our minds, stretched like screens.

Say, what have you seen?

[Etonnants voyageutsguelles nobles histoires
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Nous lisons dans vos yeux profonds comme les imers
Montreznous les écrins de vos riches mémoires,

Ces bijoux merveill éux, fait dbéastre

Nous voulons voyager sans vapeur et sans Voile
Faites, pour ®gayer | 6ennui de nos p
Passer sur nos esprits, tendus comme une toile,

Vossouvenimvec | eurs cadres doébhori zons.

Dites, qud&?p@& A23lyous vu

This eager audi ence, wdnveaunenfantinsd art epr dxe ratd de
return to childhood; with their wootrceaeci ous
queviendeloin , t hey recall Al 6enfanto of the ope

and s taamopusroe ux de c alrAs augienee theydodke listenaamadpeads
reading Anobl e s tvoyagewss owh inc it heaer e yfepr off o u rhee
They wish to see the jewels contained in the mershgsts sunk in those profound eyes
ijewels fAimade of ethers and stars. o Thus af
astrology: these new, childish fAtestr ol oger
voyageursAt the same time, they make of themselves the medium of memory, desiring a
slideshow of Asouvenirso to be pamgviegct ed u
show of picturene mor i es t o help them forget @Athe enr
I n response to the final, simple demand

voyageurgespond with a list which, given its first term, makes them sound for a moment
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as if they are echoing Dante. However, their account almost immediately veers off
course, anthey plunge wildly into urDantean territory:
AfWe have seen stars
And waves; we have also seen sands;
And despite shocks and unforeseen disasters,

We have often been bored, like you are here.

The glory of the sun on the violet sea,
The glory of citiesn the setting sun,
Alit in our hearts an uneasy ardor

To plunge into an alluringly reflect

[« Nous avons vu des astres
Et des flots nous avons vu des sables ayissi
Et, malgr® | es chocs et do6i mpr ®vus d

Nous nous sommes souvent eyds; comme ici.

La gloire du soleil sur la mer violette,
La gloire des cités dans le soleil couchant,
Al l umai ent dans nos ciurs une ardeur
De plonger dans un ciel au reflet alléchahi(OC 1:131)
As the stars become only one term in a list Whilescribes the visions of voyage with

remar kabl e f | at nes s imprévus désastes nsehso ucll de abre whnyf o
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disaster can never be foreseen, because it ingolig$sour absolute loss of the ability to

f or e skegastie® . a gipeeraeg i n rdésgstres 0 wa lt mo §it i dent i ca
fidésastresi di f f er ent i at ed Night]white Blgepldsd nggitsuchgsp ace .
the disasted wr i t e s Ma atheinightlacBrg dankonekssp ut,brightened by no

lighto ( 2 ) ; scrption notssimply oflaenight sky with no stars, but the erasure of the
difference between dark and light that is the entire constitution of-&llgdrsky. Many

of the dream visions Baudelaire describekan Fleurs du makke place in such a night

under such a blank skiy; nRévie Parisied t he poet dreams (it pose

Bl anchotds qualification thatiBaldelaremi ght i s
often dreams, but seems never tbeadotep) a
wat &uo m®t al , du @Cl:101)eanddanisteeeboth siagsand sun

from its sky in what can only be interpreted as desire for disaster. They are unnecessary,
because fAthese prodigi esesprady e s] [s.h.i.nle baiitlhl &
feu personngl(OCI : 102). The counterpart to this fit
moment of waking: though the clock is striking noon, the sky pours down only

fténebres © and nevertheless thaipotamdiohdmcdeas ee\
his eyes ar gleiidedldmmg(©GI:108) CGninahdsides dreaming and

wakingi we see a night which is not night, a day which is not day; the differences

between night and day are erased. With no heavenlgdtaimark these differences

there is an erasure of the passage of time, countered by an assertion of the passage of time

i by the sounding of thecloégkc r eat i ng an eternal WAdur ®eo w
paradisal or infernal. But in a heavenly vault whigneither dark nor light, it is

impossible to tell whether the sky has swallowed the stars, or the stars have overwhelmed



10¢

the sky. Stars can appear only by virtue of the blank space that separates and

differentiates therii the loss of this space is thesdster. The blank space is what allows

us to read, what makes astrology possible. The loss of this space is the disaster of

reading, and the disaster of writing. Blanchot writes, as if in description of what has

passed (in the past) between @@mmediaand A Le Voyageo:
If disaster means being separated from the star (if it means the decline
which characterizes disorientation when the link with fortune from on high
is cut), then it indicates a fall beneath disastrous necessity. [...] The
disaster is not of capital importee. Perhaps it renders death vain. It does
not superimpose itself upon dyingos
void. Dying sometimes gives us (wrongly, no doubt), not the feeling of
abandoning ourselves to the disaster, but the feeling that if veetavdre,
we would escape it. Whence the illusion that suicide liberates (but
consciousness of the illusion does not dissipate it or allow us to avoid it.)
The disaster, whose blackness should be attenuatedugh emphasis
exposes us to a certain idefgpassivity. We are passive with respect to the
disaster, but the disaster is perhaps passivity, and thus past, always past,
even in the past, out of da{@-3)

There has been a disaster. We have been separated from the stars, both unchained from

themi a liberation, and cut off from theima disorientation. We are cut off from the

Al i nk with f orithateaee High ononedhat sdnt Darfted(and Aeneas,

and Odysseduis but not Ulysses) avoyaging. Whether it is because we can no longer read

this fortune in the stars, or because the stars no longer write it, we cannot tell. Whether
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the fideclined Blanchot refers to is a fal/l
tell. We do not cease toy to read our fortune or some reflectionofi n a womanos
eyes, or in the sea, or both. We would even wish to submit ourselves to it entirely; of all
voyageurs tviaievoyageus ar e t hose who identify them
voyage: fAThey neveDelesrfatalaég mai esmi it s Bue & ®e @
this submission, this passivity, cannot change the fact that the fortune they follow is a
ASingular fortune, its end displaced, [/ An
[Singuliere fortune ou le but se déplace, 'E§ ®t ant nul |l e patrt, peut
Submission can become a passion, a desire, a drive, ruling our actions and even our
dreams. Inabitterre nvi si oni ng of Dalinhiseodmosiavedr c|l i ng ¢
entirely by the submission of matter, valhd desire to Divine Loviethevoyageurs
exclaim:

Horror! we mimic the top and ball

In their waltz and bounce; even in our sleep

Curiosity torments and rolls us around,

Like a cruel Angel whipping on the suns.

[Nous imitons, horreur! la toupie et la beu
Dans leur valse et leurs bonds; méme dans nos sommeils
La Curiosité nous tourmente et nous roule,
Comme un Ange cruel qui fouette les solef8€T 1:130)
Whipped along by Curiosity, the fortune we follow is, at last, nothing better than

Achanhwhehdo has, i1t is true, a fAmysterious att
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stars, and they move him with a desire to ascend into them, a desire which the light of the
sun allows him to fulfil/** so thevoyageurssee the stars and the sun, and these visions
al i ght iardeutimgeiete / Benploiger dans un ciel au reflet alléofiamtt
whether this is an ascent into heaven following Dante, or a plunge into the sea following
Ulysses, we cannot tell. Because the sea reflects the heavens.
T h e p end ratbiras us, again, to the beginning. After all we have seen of the
worl d, when we now see i to eamtdi rtehley birti herfo wg
senses comestoaclose,westlta bl e t o Ahope and cry: Onwar
departureadi it were the first, embarking fAon th
of a youngsupraslsae nngeerr 0d gfs T®n bres / Avec | e
passagédr The two final stanzas which make up section VIII consist entirely of an
apostrophe to Bath:
Oh Death, old captain, i1tds time! up
This country bores us, oh Deat h! Let
If the sky and the sea are as black as ink,

Our hearts, as you know, are filled with light!

Pour us out your poison so it may comfort us!
Our heads are bumg, we want to plunge
To the depths, of Heaven or Hell, what does it matter?

To the depths of the Unknown to find thew

[O Mort, vieux capitaine, ilesttemps | evonls | dancr e

“In Purgatorig upward motion is only possible during the day, when the sun is shining.
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Ce pays nous ennuie, 6 Mor\ppareillons!
Selecieletlamersontoi rs comme de | dencr e,

Nous ciurs que tu condnais sont rempl

Versenous ton poison pdur quoil nous r ¢
Nous voulons, tant ce feu nous brile le cerveau,
Pl onger au fond du gou?fre, Enfer ou
Au fond de rtrouvemdmounead] (Of b:1B4)
Ablaze with exclamation marks, this address to Death repaints the picture of the Ulyssean
voyageurburning for discovery the entire world and all of life has been reduced to a
source of ennui. (Recall AAu Lecteuro and
designated as the ugliest of all our vicd$l ferait volontiers de la terre un débris / Et
dans un baillement avaleraitlemondé ) Di sast erinosarsmgpear compl et
either in the sky or the nsoeiar,s who ntcnhe adree |bsoe
This ink-spill image reminds us that if the stars are gone, there can be no rieading
whether because the blackness of blank space has blotted out the stars, or because the
blackness of infblots have covered the page. At the same time, we have absorbed all the
light and fire of the stars into ourselves, and it burns us inwardly whiteiikting

nothing®? To put out this fire, welesiret he poi son (Circebds poti on

P¢CKSNB Aa | adNRYy3 fAyl Ay (GKSasS faysSa (2 ahoaSaarz
How you would please me, oh night! without these stars
Whose light speaks a familiar language!
For | gek the empty, and the black, and the bare!

But the darknesses are themselves the canvases
Where, springing from my eye by the thousands,
There live vanished beings with familiar regards.
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does not matter whether this plunge is into Heaven or Hell, the black sky or the black sea,
because we cannot tell the difference, in which case ihaodifference. And because

we cannot read the absent stars, whatever
that remains to be seentige newi but will we be able to see it? Is it still possible for the

reader to believe ithenew at t h eVoeynadg ecof? fiBleanchot writes
that suicide | iberates, o adding parentheti
di ssipate it or all ow us Voyageardtiaveddplayed. 0 Thr
an intermittent consciousnesstbé many illusions of liberation which, indeed, has not
dissipated them. The question remains, however: is every plunge into death a suicidal
plunge? Perhaps tveyageurdiave no chance of discovering anything new, in life or in

deathi but perhaps it idjnally, thepoetwho seeks. Perhaps we read, here, a plunge into
literary deathi into the Underworld in order to find somethingewnot in life, but in

poetry.

iles fleurs nouvelles que je r°veo:
Reading and marketing novelty

Oneneedonlyfipthough the pages of Baudel aireds
obtain a sufficiently vivid picture of the difficulties of being a poet in nineteeattiury

Paris. Perpetual debt forced him into a legion of unhappy situations, not the least of

[Comme tu me plairais, 6 ndisans ces étoiles
Dont la lumiére prle un langage conniu
Car je cherche le vide, et le noir, et lelnu

Mais les ténébres sont ellesémes des toiles
hG GAGSyiGs 2FAtftAaalryid RS Y2y dzif LI NJ YA £ A
Des étres disparus aux regards familief®€(:75-76)
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which was beingonstantly under the necessity of marketing the products of his pen
past, present and future. Many dates see multiple letters to family, friends,
acquaintances, even strangers, asking for small or large sums of money to settle one
account or another;didelaire often complains in letters to his mother that so much of
his time and energy is expended in these humiliating exertions that he has nothing left for
his work. Unwilling to ask for money for nothing, however, the poet promises whatever
he has to mmisei his completed works, if there are any, but if not, then his wiorks
progress or, in the end, projects of which he has only dreamt. For example, in a letter
dated ANovYyl. 18610 to Ars ne Hol&Arainest evho
LaPresse Baudel aire begins by requesting that
read over this speci men tduvepquegses ingiant® ms wh i
pour parcourir ce spécimen de poemes en prose que je vougenvoi@ nnounci ng t |
ammaking a |l ong attempt of this species, an
[Je fais une |l ongue tentative de JCette esp
[1:207). Several paragraphs later, he comes to what we may assume wasgogiteal
| will ask you at the same time to pay me for the part alreadg or the
totality done for the sudden and coincident fall of thentaisisteand the
Européenndias thrown me into complete poverty; but as it is a holiday;
as you may be put owind at any rate it is not permitted to fall on people
unexpectedly like this, and finally because | would like to bring together
the immediate satisfaction of my needs with all your own easdhe
absence of any money, | would ask you for a writterdwawomising me

the insertion of the poems; in such



which is always open to me.
[Je vous demanderai en méme temps de me payer la partieid¢j@u la
totalitéfaite ; car la chute soudaine et coincident dedataisisteet de
| Européennen6 a mi s s,urmalia pcainmniee cdest | ou
comme vous serez peétregéné que dbéail l eurs il noe
tomber ainsi sur | es gens ~ | 0i mproyv
satisfaction immédiatde mon besoin avec toutes vos ais@sgéfaut
doargent, je vous demander ai un mot
poémes dans ces conditiols © , | 6 a i une bourse dobéam
ouverte} (C 11:207-208)

Whil e twenty of Baudel ai rla@ressqn Augsteof poems w

1862, along with the promised dedication to Houssaye, and other groupings of them came

out in other journals in later years, they were only published as a complete collection

years after his death. Thus whether Houssaye did nor did not, in response to this

particular letter, pay him for any portion of his prose poems, done or undone, is

essentially irrelevarit we see Baudelaire here in the position of advertising and even

hop ng to profit on his dreams, as he writes

ma ny Yylleya plssieursfannées que je réve a mes poémes elj. drlosdenefit,

from an advertising standpoint, of selling works before they had been completedj or eve

before they were begun, was that when and

T at least for a day. The drawback: being already in debt to the future.

There is no doubt that Baudelaire knew the value of novelty, a value on which he

hoped to cpitalize in issuing a new edition bks Fleurs du maHoping, of course, to
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make money on the +&dition of the previously censored collection, published this time
without the six poems which had been deemed objectionable, the poet was clearly aware
thatthe attention of its potential audience must be directed to what in it was new. He
expresses as much already in December of 1859 (the second edition did not appear until
February of 1861) in a letter to his publisher and faithful friend, Auguste Pdalassis,
When we come to theleurs | would like everything possible to be done
to draw the eyes to this new edition, thus we will do as Hugo; on the eve
of the day it goes on sale, it is necessarydhldhe journalswhere we
have connections should &acite a morsel chosen from among the
previously unpublished pieces.
[Quand nous serons akileurss j e veux quoil soit
possible pour attirer les yeux sur cette nouvelle édition, ainsi nous ferons
comme Huggq la veille du jour de la e en vente, il faut queus les
journauxou nous avons des liaisons citent chacun un morceau choisi
parmi les inédits] (C 1:635
However, when it came to the poems in question, particularly the newest of tiie new
i.e., the new poems in the new segtitheTableaux parisiens the value of their novelty
in the realm of advertising was in danger of being eclipsed by their novelty in the realm
of poetry. Baudelaire attemptédind achieved something so actually new with these
poems, (and with the pregpoems, which appear as a continuation of the project of the
Tableauy, that he had good reason to fear that they would strike his readeomasv.
To moderate the hazards of this extreme

which Victor Hugo pedicted would be caused in a Parisian audience bjahkeaux

ai

no
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the poet must have sought means to cushion the new with the familiar, to retrospectively
build into the c arthiteetord seavéte Wihiat¢c h pwo plod t ma k é
nervous reader feahore secure. This was not a skill he could have learned from the

ancient poets, who were not burdened by the concerns of marketing their poetry to a

general public. On the other hand, no one could have been more qualified to instruct
Baudelaire intheskil of bwuil ding a framework for a t

itself than his American double, Edgar Allan Poe.

Chapter 2

Reading the Blank:Poe and Baudelaire

Le po te jouit de cet isagusmparable privil ge,



étre lurméme et autrui. Comme ces ames errantes qui cherchent
un corps, il entre, quand il veut, dans le personnage de chacun.

Pour lui seul, tout est vacant...

Baudel aire, fLes Foul eso
Baudelaire a fait plusi Je tiens quodil a choi s
doappel er I a mort dans son corps et de vivre s

pour mieux saisir dans sa poésie la nuée apercue aux limites de

la parole. Mort, déja mort, déja celui qui est mort dans un ici et

un maintenant, Baudel ai reunnéa plus besoin de d
maintenant. lls sont en eux, et sa parole les porte.

Yves BonnefoyL 6 | mpr obabl e

I n the previous chapter wevoyagemshodbeginted t he
speak in the second stanza of fALe Voyage. 0
with Alil@thafrmephi 6 scene of a chil ddelvamtest over
et doéoesOCaIPBEEE Yoyageod presesvisenofis with Ba
childhood, and his understanding of what it means to groiwudpat the child loses, or

what is lost with the child. The loss comes earbetween the third and fourth lines of

the poem, and what is | ose, mondphras fngraa
[ grand]. The world fil enfanto i magines, wh
of lampso is Avast, o fAgreat, 0 perhaps even

me mo r y 0 sux geuxeds spuverjinas nothing imaginarybeut it to age is to

experience the attrition of imagination simultaneous with the expansion of knowledge
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of experiencé so that the remembered world, while it may be as ephemeral as the

i magined world, is dAsmal | & ingheworld)Wwhicmdodse. 0 T
not | iterally contract. Nor is the | oss in
which, if anything, grows with age. What is lost is a particular way of seeing theiworld

a fantasy, a vision, a vision of a future in @efheverything is to come, and everything is
Unknown. This vision is replaced by anothex vision of the past in which nothing is to

come, and nothing is Unknown. Baudelaire does not judge that the vision of old age is

true, while that of childhood is f&, or vice versa; both may be illusianthe illusion of

a future, the illusion of a past. Regardless, they are all there is to see.

The circle closes over the fAmaps and st
has reduced the world to something seegoniit hr ough memor ybés eyes:«
child, magical tokens signaling the perfec
vast appetite. o0 We cannot help but attribu
still in the 19" century, despitall Progress, there were blank spaces on the maps,
unmapped and AUnknowno areas into which th
ardor. We might go further, however, and say that for the child, in any age, the entire map
is composed of blank space,egfenclosed in the circle of lamjght. If the blank
spaces on the map represent the Unknibwrat which has yet to be mapped except
insofar as it borders on and is framed by wiegtbeen mappedf or Al 6 enf ant 0 e
place on the map is equally Unknownd so equally blank insofar as it offers itself to
imagination. Children stare at maps and sound out the words which may be names of
cities, or rivers, or countries. Children look at the name and dot representing their own

city, and try to imagine thatot containing all the streets and buildings and trees and
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crowds that they see every day, and their own home, with their own room inside it, and

inside the room they themselves, sitting and looking at thei raag then they look at

the dot of a city aciss the world and try to imagine what streets and buildings and trees

and crowds they might see every day if their own home and room and table and lamp

were there, and not here. And then they imagine traveling here or there, tracing out the

route with a figer all the way to that fawff and mysterious destination, whether Hong

Kong, Madagascar, or Where the Wild Things Are. The names themselves are magical,
conjuring up an entire worl d; ALe Voyageo
Al cari e,do, MEIAAar®a i que, 0 fAiCapoue, 0 Al a Chi ne
AEnNf erqio ni@hélch no distinction is made bet
place and those which derive from myth, fable, imaginationvbgageurss f fi L e
Voyage, 0 whconsigs of ah endless saacession of nameless places where

they see only what they already know, are
dense concentration of alluring Unknowns that it is in essence entirelyibéarkthe

more bl ankrand,e0 mohe magr e capable of exciti
Avast appetit eu pvoydgeur homever, one spaag remains blank

that space which i s al tieanditadnfeunds arly mdpeel e d i E
itinerary by presentmitself as the destination, no matter in what direction we travel, but

also provides one final frame for all the imagination with which we once peopled the
entire map. Thus in the address to fAMorto
outburst é the voice of the child (which has made repeated returns throughout the poem)

articulating a desire for death as the last outpost of the Unknown.
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APl onger au fond du gouf frebo
Poetic maps of the Unknown
There is scarcely addysseyublished these days without a map of the areas

traversed by Odysseus. For exampl e, Stanl e
map entitled fAHomeric Geographyo that show
all the ports, islands, cities, mountsjetc, and also an inset of Troy with its two rivers
and neighboring cities. On the following page we find a rendering of the possible layout
of AThe Palace of Odysseus, 0 compM)ete with
Robert Fagl e [Ar9®WwWi desantsHeatrieader with thr
Greece, 0 AThe Peloponnese, 0 and ATh-e Aegea
73). Of course, given that these maps seem intended to allow the reader to map out
OdysseusoO it i nelyuselegs, asideifreny Troy and Ithaca asdeginning
and end points, most of Odysseusodo stops al
read the poem to appreciate how much of Od
blank spaces of the Unknown,dathis geographic Unknown can only be mapped in
language, only visited in Imagination. However, this lack of susceptibility to cartography
does not prevent the poet from describing the journeys to these various unknown
destinations with enough detail astake it seem possible to arrive at thieat least,
relatively possible given that it seems entirely impossible that Odysseus should, finally,
arrive at Ithaca. For example, Circeobds dir
simple enough, in partitar because the journey apparently requires no navigation:

ASon of Laertes in the Iine of Zeus,

My wily Odysseud do not worry about
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A pilot to guide your ship. Just set up the mast,
Spread the white sail, and sit yourself down.
The North Willhbedrdher onwardsat h w
But when your ship crosses the stream of Ocean
You will see a shelving shore and Pe
Tall poplars and willows that drop their fruit.
Beach your ship there by Oceands dee
And go yourself to the dank houseHtdides.
There into Acheron flow Pyriphlegethon
And Cocytus, a branch of the water of Styx.
And there is a rock where the two roaring rivers
Flow into one. At that spot, hero, gather yourself
And do a@dyskeXb@pl6) (
Simple, right? Now, if onlyve knew how to get to Circe! The fact is that Odysseus and
his men crossed into the space of the Unknown many episodes back, and in order to set a
course for the Underworld following Circebd
how to follow them fronCytherai the last known location Odysseus mentions the
land of the Lotuseaters, then the island of the Cyclopes, the floating island of Aeolia,
then to Lamus, Athe |l ofty city of Telepylu
thence to Aeaeanot to mention that this itinerary does not take account of the many
times that Odysseus is blown off course, and that he doasi@adto arrive at any of
these destinations. Thus in @eysseyhe Underworld, that Unknown of Unknowns, is

deeply maped around with blank space. One receives the impression that any known
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| ocation on the map of A Ho meoff point foGeptunge a p hy o
into the Unknown.

By the time Virgil returns, in thAeneid to the childhood of literaturdat is
Homeric poetry, there is no blank space left on the map of the Mediterranean region in
which to hide the Unknown. Aeneasodo entire
pointsit he map included in Lombar dmedés 2005 tr a
Wanderings of Aeneaso, and the main featur
on the map (&). The poet does mention in passing several of the Homeric Unknowns,
and even roughly situates them with regard to the given geographyr ce8s i sl e i
somewhere off the coast of Latium between Caieta and Laurentum, Scylla and Charybdis
are precisely placed in the Strait of Messina between Sicily and the southwestern tip of
ltaly, and the Sirens are somewhere in the middle of the Tyrrheniah Seaeve,
Aeneas avoids all of these Homeric menaces and, rather than ignore the geographical
knowledge of his own time, Virgil chooses to map dver undefi a contemporary map
of Greece and Italy with a heavy sediment of his own myth. The mythic plot thiakens
Aeneas approaches his descent into the Underworld, as the poet pretends to discover
beneath all the names of the surrounding areas that these names pay tribute to lost friends
of the Trojan hero. There is Cape Palinurus (known today as Cape Palvaime) for

Aeneaso6 pilot, another drowned astrologer,

*That is, the Sirensere somewhere in the middle of the Tyrrhenian sea, but now are no more:
The fleet sailed on safely without alarm,
As Neptune had promised, and now approached
The cliffs of the Sirens, formerly perilous
l'YR 6KAGS 6A0GK YSyQa o02ySa odzi y2¢ 2dzaid NROT
Roaring anakchoing in the ceaseless surfAeheidV:862866)
One wonders when this disappearance of the Sirens took place, given that, as David Thompson points out
in a rather mindblowing aside, Odysseus and Aeneas were wandering around the Mediterranean at the
same time.
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by the stars had fallen from the stern int
l'taly, Palinurus washes up asympreyifdrgbasdlofor es s
mar auder so; while the Sibyl denies his gho

with herself and Aeneas, she promises him:

AThe neighboring peoples, in cities

Will be driven by portents to appease your bones,

Will build a tomb, and to the tomb will tender

Solemn offerings, and forever the place

Will be cal RewadVIB&BBEI)N UTr us. 0 (
There is also Misenum (now Miseno), named for Misenus, once the companion of
Hector, who is supposedly drowned by Tritaut of jealousy for his trumpeting skill
with a conchshell while Aeneas is consulting with the Sibyl at Cumae. He is given all
the proper funer al rites, and AnAeneas, in
burial mound wi t h t he h e amlobad beagatma soarihgditl that is still
called Misenus and wil |l bAkeaadviR3d2-a35). name t hr
Finally, there is Caieta (now the Gulf and city of Gaeta), which honors the name of
Aeneasd nurse; Virgil addresses her:

You too Caieta, nurse of Aeneas,

Have by your death given eternal fame

To our shores. Still your resting place

Is honored, and if bones can lie in glory

So lie yours beneath your name

In great HesperiaAeneidVIl.1-4)
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As these three ac descem inteEreblistwo comimgdeforegcones a s 6
afteri it seems that rather than wrap the Underworld around with Unknowns, as Homer

did, Virgil has chosen to situate it in the midst of known locations which he then

underlays with mythic and funereal signéitce. Even the land of the dead itself lies

beneath a known location: it is entered by way of a cave on the shores of Lake Avernus.

In the account of his descent, Virgil makes Aeneas the discoverer of realms of the

Underworld far beyond what Odysseus sate Aeneidprovides a poetic map of death

that includes the fAhuge whirlpool o of Ache
Lamentationo where the shade of Dido wande
Rhadamant hus, 0 t Hifelungipgidown mtb dafkrzessttwéce as sleep as s e

Ol ympus is high, o0 and finally the Tfields o
where ancient souls are cleansed of all memories in preparation for a real return to

childhood.

Virgil 6s deveéelheptddeandtes worl d | ay the foun
topography, which is so intricate that it
commentary provides us with multiple diagrams, details, and-sext®ns). Dante, of
course, takes usir beyond the nderworld, as the pilgrim plumbs the depths of the
Inferno, comes out the other side, and ascends through Purgatory and Paradise. Not
content to add wings to the house of Hades, however, Dante even remaps the narratives
of ancientepic,'eer ri ng, as he does so, to the trad
tendencies. As we have already seen, he changes the cours®dys$seyturning
Ulysses away from home and directly into the realm of the Unknown on a voyage of

discovery. The flaminggsa de of t he Greek hero begins hi
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mythic geography:
A Wh e n

| departed from Circe, who had detained me

more than a year there near Gaeta,

before Aeneas had so named it,

neither fondness for my son, nor reverence

for my agedather, nor the due love

which would have made Penelope glad,

could conquer in me the longing

that | had to gain experience of the

(InfernoXXV1.90-98)
In this brief but extremely hardorking passage, Ulysses establishes his temporal
prioritywit h regard to Aeneas, while also confir
acknowledging the mythic origins of Italian geography; at the same time Dante brings
Virgil 6s map up to date, making Caieta int
compleely contradicts Homer, sending Ulyssesona bramlw Ody ssey. Ul ys s
volo, 0 his attempt to reach the shores of
which ends in a whirlwind and his #tteri pds p
in theDivina Commedialn the first canto oPurgatorio, the pilgrim emerges again into
the light at the foot of the great mount ai
to be cleansed of all traces of the fiaur a

Then we came to thdesert shore,

that never saw any man navigate its waters
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who afterward had experience [esperto] of return.
There, as it pleased another, [ comd
(Purgatoriol.128-133)
The poet reminds us here of Ulysses, whose journey intsefexperience [espertdid
lead him to navigate the waters the pilgrim now regards, but did not allow him any return.
The pilgrim, whohasr eached the fAdesert shoreo while
girded there fAas i tuipmdgekjsstaditdeasedtahotherdo [ ¢ o mo
(InfernoXXV1.141) to send Ulysses into the depths. Later, from the height of the sphere
of the fixed stars in Paradise, the pilgri
mad cour seo0 [ isk]ParadisaXXVIl.82683) Itegratédinitoithss
totalizing view is the poetds implicit con
of divine things in a way other than the way he has dofiets@ugh poetry.

At the end of the same canto, Beatwedivers a lesson to the pilgrim concerning
Acupi digia, 06 a worldly force which, though
desire for money, has a broader meaning in origin and in its usage throughDiviribe
Comedyand functions as a boundlekssire or longing for all the things of the world.

Certainly though its etymological link to Cupid, the god of love, it embraces a desire for

the flesh Purgatorio XXXI1.152), but only as one of the many objects which wok

satisfy this desire, a foraghich will notlead men to God. In all of these aspects it

resemblesthdésirof fALe Voyage, 0 and Beatricedbs spe

Acupi digia, o |ike ALe Voyage, 0O presents a
AOh cupi di plyngemertals do s o

in your depths, that none has power



to lift his eyes from your waves!
The will blossoms well in men,
but the continual rain turns
the sound plums into blighted fruit.
Faith and innocence are found
only in little children; then each
flies away before the cheeks are covered.
One, so long as he lisps, keeps the fasts,
who afterward, when his tongue is free,
devours any food through any month;
and one, while he lisps, loves and listens to
his mother, who, when his speech is full,
longs to see her buried.
Thus the white skin turns black
at the first sight of the fair daughter

of him that brings morning and | eavce

[ AOh cupidigia, che i mortali affond
si sotto te, chaessuno ha podere
di trarre li occhi fuor de le tue onde!

Ben fiorisce ne li uomini il volere;
ma la pioggia continlia converte

in bozzacchioni le sosine vere.
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Fede e innocenza son reperte
solo ned parvoletti; poi ciascuna
pria fugge che lguance sian coperte.
Tale, balbuziendo ancor, digiuna,
che poi divora, con la lingua sciolta,
qualunque cibo per qualunque luna;
e tal, balbuziendo, ama e ascolta
la madre sua, che, con loquela intera,
disia poi di vederla sepolta.
Cosi si fda pelle bianca nera
nel primo aspetto de la bella figlia
di qguel chdéapporta mane e | ascia sel
(ParadisoXXVI1.121-138)
Beatrice does not stint in examples to illustrate her point that each mortal in particular,
and humankind in general, are made and thus begin well, but soon turn bad through the
influence of the force of fAcupi coiabldgatad 06 The

and blighted fruit is an image thoroughly appropriateds Fleurs du makecalling

poems such as ALOEnNnemi . o6 More fruitful, h
the i mage of the |little chil dsofs®naren t he o
opposedt he chil dés vision of the world A" | a

worl d fAaux vy dsohereReatrceopposes tiva types ofumision. The
child is charact er i ziendcerreas @tk af knowledgeandl i nnoc

faith, as defined by Aqui nathechildseesandicer t ai
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knows nothing, and believes. Once the adul
power to |Iift his eyes ECanmediane find eferencestor € s 0 ;
ici eca d¢hapi dndi em@paxXd49y*3Between two blindnesses there is
one Vvision: Athe first sight of the fair d
evening. o0 With this v oupootofdeparture:Cince, thar ou n d
daughter of the Sun. Circe, who turns men
from home, who turned Danteds Ul ysses away
she inherited from her father the ability to givkiler tan, since the moment the child
sees her, the white skin of his innocence becomes black, steepefiftgrsight of
Circe is both illuminating and blinding: she robs the child of his faithful lack of vision
and replaces it with her own image,she appears in the person of all worldly objects of
desire which blind us to the only worthy object.

How lucky for Dante, then, we must conclude, that the ertdsahildhood was
marked by his first sight of Beatrice, setting him on the path, witlvaligressions,
toward immortal salvation, and away from mortal desires. IViteeNuovaDante marks
thisturninhislifeft he begi nni n gi wihfthe pderm whicim aceasions his e 0
official entry into the community of poems; thus it is as madinguistic (and
specifically poetic) event as it is a spiritual event. Beatrice also distinguishes the

transition from childhood to manhood as it takes place in language: the state of childhood

**Can we help but think that this is also a reference to the belief that, to put it in rather clichéd terms,

aft 29SS Aa of AYREK

**The image of the white skin becoming black attaches itself to a number of other images: there are

multiple referencego color-change within the same canto, but these are all from white to red,

symbolizing the modest shame that Beatrice and the other souls feel over the state of the Church on

SINIKT GKSNB FINB GKS aSik FyR ailée 57 RBKS QSyWRONBT ¢a [l § |
other figures of disaster we have uncovered in Feurs looking forward, there are the natives at the

SY R 2 Wartat®&afthe life of Arthur Gordon Pymiho are black even to their teeth, and the

mysterious appearance attt®ey R 2 F (KS y I NN} GAGS 2F | FAIdzNBE a27F G
opposition which has been theorized as an allegory of race, among other possible interpretations).
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is characterized by the state of speethe childisachl d (i nnocent, faith
| i spso [ bladibmhzmpme mdos] .t ongue is freeo [con |
speech is fullo [con I oquela intera] that
practices, and desires the death of theherohe loved. But if language can lead us
toward Hell, it can also, as we have already remarked concerning Dante, lead us toward
Heaven: if a child is born to be a poet, and his imagination thrills not just to maps but to
those maps which are poems, thieis entirely appropriate that his eventual voyage, in
whatever direction, should be made in poetry.
If we can divine, in Dante, a movement from child to man, whether in language or

ot herwise, i1t iIs possible thapiunlessitBsahed el ai
growth of desire. The child is already <cha
a synonym for Danteébés Acupidigia, 06 and thi
Voyage. 0 An associated woirdsi h®Bauwhi ahr ap
Voyageo as a t or meéu aseuch it isaalsdiadarnucé fate; Baudglaite 0
expresses this very thoughtTihe Painter of Modern Liff_e Peintre de la vie moderhe

It is to this profound and joyous curiosity that we must attribute the fixed

and animally ecstatic eye of children beforernke; whatever it may be,

face or landscape [...] One of my friends told me one day that when he was

very small, he used to helpshiather bathe, and that he would

contemplate, in a stupor mixed with delights, the muscles of his arms, the

gradations in the color of his skin from pink to yellow, and the bluish

network of veins. The tableau of the outward appearances of life already

penetrated him with respect and possessed his mind. Already he was
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obsessed with form and possessed by it. Predestination was manifest
precociously at the end of his nose. Taennatiorwas done. Need | say

that today this child is a celebrated painter?

[ CHte © cette curiosit® profonde et |
animalement extatique des enfants devanblereay quel qudoil so
visage ou paysage [...] Un de mes am
petit, il assistait a la toilettederso p r e, et quobal ors il

une stupeur mélée de délices, les muscles des bras, les dégradations de
couleurs de la peau nuancée de rose et de jaune, et le réseau bleuatre des
veines. Le tableau de la vie extérieure le pénétrait déja de respect
sbemparait de son cerveau. D®] " | a f
prédestination montrait précocement le bout de son nedarbaation
était faite. Aj e besoin de dire que cet enf ar
célebre?] (OCI1:690-691)
The ifiocsuirt yo of the child, which |l eads to a
end of his nose, 0 bnewp pfairgtuirceusl aarsl yi pw headteesvtei
fidamnation 6 For one chi | diandthischildiscoenpes tbean d st a my
restlessroyageur for another child it is the details of color and movement of the human
formi and this child is damned to be a painter. But what is it that damns a child to be a
poet? Foll owi ng B a uTdesPaiater of 8ddsern L&f we mightlsayt | on s
thatthepoetBaudel aire in fact refers to Ale g®n
painting, which he is explicitly addressing, as of poétiyyone who can, by choice,

return to the state of @Gdedevanythiagawoweeltyd A The ¢
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[L6enf ant nouvdautfe ,t oauntd efng e n i chilslhoodsefoundat Willi ng b u't
childhood endowed now, in order to express itself, with strong organs and an analytic

mind which permits it to order the sum of matemaMi o | unt ar illey ga®maises endfoe
g u enfdné retrouvéé v ol ont ®, | 6enfance dou®e mai nt e
déoorganes virils et de | 60esprit analytique
matériaux involontairement amass@er 11:690). On one isle this appears to be an

incredible gift; it is what th@oyageursonstantly hope fair the ability to see the world
fiennouveaut® | n plunging into childhoodnew he poe

Apredestinati ono; hdamaoned , Thdippoets ias sohea

bl essed with Athe incomparable privilege,
and oftkeér samclomparabl e pri vi I-mémeetautui, and ]l peu
Al i ke those errahyt, shoailentweros ,s evelkem he | i ke

[Comme ces ames errantes qui cherchent un corps, il entre, quand il veut, dans le
personnage de chacufilFor hi m al one, 0 the pd®eatluisays, f
seul, tout est vacantDC 1 :291), for the poet the mass of humanityaismap composed

of an infinity of blank, fAvacanto spaces,
whil e each plunge r et utoatennduweantétwo it heal cloi Ida
him anew to the damnati on ofaweltameever foth
damnation, because itimew but a damnation just the same, a whole crowd of

damnationg®

®eKS 2LISYAYy3 LI aal3asS 2F a4/ NBsRaAéE o[ SalsdiskdzhiSaes GKS
FFFAYAGE 2F GKS LI2SG F2NJ ONRPoRa 6A0GK GKS RSEAANB F2N
It is not given to everyone to be able to bathe in the masses: to take pleasure in the
crowd is an art; and he alone can do it, at th@exse of mankind, into whom, in his
cradle, a fairy breathed the taste for disguise and mask, the hatred of home and the
passion for voyage.
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't is no wonder tha&aeéendanadelr mibkesni dscrti be

likening it to the state of convalescence which is both the emergence from illness and, in
al |l possibility, the I|Iikelihood of a retur
rapport withcongestion 06 and fAnot hi ng oaled@mspiratos, hamb | e s wh
the joy with which thel &ihnd gi radbtsioorb sa fouen
lacongestiof . . . ] Rien ne ressemble plus ° ce qudg
l aquel l e | 0enf ant earbBCd 69Dkenthexontexvoftme et | a c
elaboration of the relationship of childhood, and the childish state of poetic inspiration in
the face of the novelty of the crowd, to convalescence, Baudelaire makes recourse to Poe
for the illustration of his poin

Do you remember that tableau (truly, it is a tableau!) written by the most

powerful pen of the age, and which is entifldee Man of the Crowdi

Behind the window of a café, a convalescent, contemplating the crowd

with pleasure, mixes himself, in thoughtth all the thoughts which toss

and turn around him. Recently returned from the shadows of death, with

delight he breathes in all the germs and all the emanations of life; as he

had been at the point of forgetting everything, he remembers and ardently

[Lf yQSad LI a R2yyS t OKLI Odueyir dBIS fowldeB ynR NS dzy 0
art; et celuila seul peufaire, aux dépens du genre humain, une ribote de vitalité, a qui
une fée a insufflé dans son berceau le goQt du travestissement et du masque, la haine
du domicile et la passion du voyage)d:291)

In this poem it becomes clear that the pleasure to legivkd from plunging into the crowd is an addictive

pleasure, and thus also a painful and destructive pleagurek S & Y dzf ipHakmdk@rSNalteh & |

Benjamin expresses the same conclusionBha Paris of the Second Empire in Baudelaire
Jules Laforgua F AR GKF G . FdzZRSTEFANBE gl a GKS FANROG G2
O2yRSYYSR (2 tA@®S Ay GKS OFLAGFE RFE& | FGSNIF
also the first to speak of the opiate that afforded relief to men so condemned, and only
to them. The oowd is not only the newest asylum of outlaws; it is also the latest
narcotic for people who have been abandoneg\W4:31)
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wants to remember everything. Finally, he hurls himself across the crowd

in search of an unknown whose glimpsed physiognomy has, in the blink of

an eye, fascinated him. Curiosity has become a fatal, irresistible passion!

[Voussouvenex ous doéunv®mabl @auc §)@émitparun t abl

la plus puissante plume de cette époque, et qui a pour tiirelo mme d e s

foues? Derri re |l a vitre dédun caf®, un

avec jouissance, se m°l e, mgitent | a pen

autour de lui. Revenu récemment des ombres de la mort, il aspire avec

délices tous les germes et tous les effluves de lacdamme il a été sur le

point de tout oublier, il se souvient et veut avec ardeur se souvenir de tout.

Finalement,ilse@ci pi te ~ travers cette foul e

dont | a physionomie entrevue | 6a, en

devenue une passion fatale, irrésistlplgdC 11:689-690)
Poebs | arhegviaraoftee Crowdraws him closerto8u del|l ai reds poi nt
than Baudelaire has even indicated; the narrator (the convalescent) describes his state
while sitting, fAabout the closing in of an
ofthe D CoffeHous e i n L ondo nappyansodsiwhioheare sdpretiselp s e h
the converse acdnnud moods of th&keenest appetancwhen the film from the mental
vision departs, 0 and when, fias the darknes
window the fitwo dense aatnido nc o[n.t.i.nju oruuss htiindge sp
confesses that Athe tumultuous serovellyf huma
of emotiod SWP 232-233 emphasis add@dThe moment when the narrator begins to be

Aabsorbed i n cont eonigde the coffedonse wiidow ipeecisely o wd s
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the moment that AdAthe | amps we rnarraterdhle | Il i ght
space of the streé&mp-light become the equivalent of the space of the fagip for
Baudel ai r ednsurefixdde hahe so eid dides tspges .of | amp
through which the crowds pass becomes a fr
make minute observations of Athe innumerab
and expression of countenanc 6 and t o di weodlehe aeestaccordimgs si f y
to their physiognomies. As this space becomes more and more clearly defined, the
narrator fancies that his faculties of observation become more and more acute:

As the night deepened, so deepermeché the interest of the scene; for not

only did the general character of the crowd materially alter [...] but the

rays of the gatamps, feeble at first in their struggle with the dying day,

had now at length gained ascendancy, and threw over everyathithg

and garish lustre. [...] The wild effects of the light enchained me to an

examination of individual faces; and although the rapidity with which the

world of light flitted before the window, prevented me from casting more

than a glance upon eactsage, still it seemed that, in my then peculiar

mental state, | could frequently read, even in that interval of a glance, the

history of long years.SW235)
It is only when the deepest contrast is drawn between the dark of the night and the
Agar i Oh olfudgthree streetl amps that the narrato
the lamplight is a space of readiriga reading which happens in the blink of an eye, and
is felt to be more incisive, the more instantaneous it is. For the narratomibvela

experience, a new kind of reading; in Wal:t@t
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relation to Baudel airebés poetry he shows u
Poe, in the course of his story, lets darkness fall. He lingers over the city
by gaslight.The appearance of the street agnéérieurin which the
phantasmagoria of the flaneur is concentrated is hard to separate from the
gas lighting. The first gas lamps burned in the arcades. [...] Under
Napoleon lll, the number of gas lamps in Paris gramdly. This way of
increasing safety in the city made the crowds feel at home in the open
streets even at night, and removed the starry sky from the ambiance of the
big city more effectively than tall/l
curtain over thesun; now it has been put to bed, as is proper. Henceforth |
shall see no other |l ight but that of
no longer worth mentioningS{\VVol.4 28)
The O6increased safetyd in the andohgrPamif)r eet s
represented by the gas streshps parallels the safety of the rdaping child inside his
room, A" la clart® des | ampes, 0 and Benjam
streetintérieur, ® am fl cove or precisaylbecaugerthey and do
remove Athe starry sky from the ambiance o
ur ban disaster which is the erasure of the
lamps, and thus following the end of our ability (or d&sio read any fate for ourselves
in the sphere of the stars, the sphere of theaghpbecomes a new space of reading,
and whatever happens to pass through its blank becomes that which engages our curiosity
and consequently fixes our damnatioar, in the case of the poet, his infinite

possibilities for damnation as he flits in and out of every pdsser isaintea



prost.i

Il n

t utoio€h29ld.e | 6 ©me

fThe Man of the Crowd, 0 however, t he

assertion of the ingssibility of reading, and arrival at this impasse is the circuitous but

also somehow direct result of the fateful curiosity that inspired the narrator to his act of

readi n

g in the first place. Poe begbkns t he

t h @rlassiisichnichtlesédi t does not perSW2a32).iThasel f t o

which inspires the narrator to leave hiswindeve at and, as Bawudel aire

hi msel

f across the crowd, o6 is a plarticul ar

remember that my first thought, upon beholding it, was that Retzch, had he viewed it,

woul d

have greatly preferred it SW®235hi s own

236). His fascination with this fiendish face causes him to make a aigththy-long

pur sui
desper
be con
can st
Aful |y

power s

t of the Adecrepid old mando to whom

ately pursues the crowds through the
stantly among them. Wheunnt of idneaaltlhyo, atn
and to follow this fAsingular beingo
i n front of the wanderer, [gazing]
to read At he hisdarestymed: | ong year so

He noticed me not, but resumed his solemn walk, while I, ceasing to

foll ow, remained absorbed in contemp
|l ength, #Ais the type and the genius
He is the man of the crowt will be in vain to follow; for | shall learn no

more of him, nor of his deeds. The worst heart of the world is a grosser

book than the O6Hortulus Ani mae, 6 and
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mer ci es oeflas§ siah nithhlesen&WP(238-239)
For the most avid and ardent reader, it is that which cannot be read, which absolutely
Adoes not permit itself to be read, 06 whi
because it most strongly evokeprecédingg sens
chapter we postulated that the newbuwhechn
we read at the end of fALer’iNsegrehgpfadewrindg h t
of poetry, a new poetic language. We will pursue the argument in dhef ¢éimis chapter
that this pursuit of poetic novelty resulted in the new sectidesfFleurs du mathe
fiTableaux parisiens0 I n order to offer such an exp
however, Baudelaire had to learn how to build a certain infpbgsof readingi a truly
blank spacé into his language, and no better teacher of such an unknown architecture

could be found than Edgar Allan Poe.

Edgar Allan Poe Arthur Gordon Pym , and the Maelstrom of the Unknown

It cannot be left without comment that to refer to the works of Edgar Allan Poe in the
context of a discussion of the tradition of epic poetry is an unexpected, if not an outright
perverse thing to db unless the discussion concerns the decline or dddag éorm. In

his posthumously published | ectur e, AThe
taste for epic poetry: fwerépppularin realityywhithil me ,
doubt, it is at least clear that no very long poemwilléver popul()x agai no
Defining poetry by its effect, Poe comme
deserves its title only i naég/buwedhisthiss it e

definition of poetry that justifies his

ch

e

t o

be

er

nt

=)}
(7]
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does not exist,o0o indeed, that #fAthe phrase
t e r (WF.Himself a master of the short work, both in poetrgt in prose, Poe did
make one foray into long fiction wifhhe Narrative of Arthur Gordon Pyrbut certainly
never wrote a long poeinthat is, unless we know how to read his cosmological treatise,
Eureka as what it cl ai ms Pioremi tos Suu ketl iyt li¢ two ul
too much of the readerds credulity to cl ai
attributed to Dante, that knowledge of the heavens is only properly attainable through
poetry. Enough, perhaps, to point out that Pdendt have a problem with the material of
epic poetry, but with what he considered to be the pretense that it could be bound
together into a unified whole. He expresses admiration for those pass&geadise
Lostwhi ch he <consi dethepropeoappreciation of whieh musifeet r vy, 0
marred and even nullified, in his estimation, by the fact that each is inevitably followed
by fAia passage of platitude which no critic
and that we are supposed to swalkdirof this together. With regard to thead, as the
model of an epic poem, Poe purports to hav
intended as a series of Ilyricso (72), in w
(or poets) whose woris represented in théad, but with the epic editor who bound
these lyrics up in a bundle, and sent them out into the world to inspire other poets to
imitation. What Poe has in common, however, with this hypothetical editor, and also with
t he e pwehave qgorsigdred is that he knows how to make use of the material of
past traditions.

With all of antiquity before him like a vast burial ground whose contents, in

varying states of decomposition, have been unearthed by some great cataclysmyPoe is b
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no means averse to picking through the remains, and availing himself of what he finds,
whether this is an obscure passage from some old philosopher which he turns to canny
epigraph, or an oftepeated theme of ancient narrative which he resets in amaweler.

Such is the theme of the voyage to death, the repetition of which in the epic tradition has

been our object of consideration. Paul Joh
el aborates on what he calls aciilbsasarPweopl o
body of wor k, in such diverse texts as ALi
Coll oquy of Monos and Una, 0 A THed&arrktimecof s i n

Arthur Gordon Pymand theMarginalia, to name only a few. The elementgfas plot

are fAa movement of approach and entryo int
the state of death itself, impelled by a 0
Aknow all , 0 even Ato surviveciessotadaerst déak

movement of with@nawdlheamesmudtturofo thz2se mo
accurate mort al record of Oposthumous cons
anticipati on of outrehombes 2)(Wha differdntiatesraomgahisi o n
collection of texts is whether or not the subgoésachieve the knowledge which was

soughttal t hough there may be no great differer
dialogues " The Col |l oquy of Monos and Wbna, 06 AThe
C h a r miihe pra@sents souls who have attained the knowledge which comes with

death, the knowledgef death, as each of these dialogues unfolds in some posthumous
time. On the other side, a tale such as nA
story of one who has made the approach to death, has seen and felt the abyss open

beneath him, but has not in fact dietlas, rather, returned to tell a tale which is lacking
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the final knowledge. Indeed, we might say that in all of these texts, Poe lomgérs
passage, the long or short period of time leading just up to the very brink of the
dissolution of consciousness which is also the consummation of consciousness; an
element of mystery, of the Unknown, is systematically preserved.

Death, as an evens, not necessarily coincident with this Unknoivit appears at
times that death is the passage, rather than the destination. Monos tells Una of his
Apassage through the dark Valley and Shado
breathless and motionlesspor [...] termedDeathb y t hose whoSWt ood ar c
283), and ends (as does the tale) with the final complete dissolution of the body and utter
departure of tihveatrémmiestsbe told it how keihasgame to be in
colloquywithUna or she with him. AThe Facts in th
narrate the other side of this passage, su
deathbed, and were able to hear the tongue of a dying/dead body testify to the movement
from life into death until, with the final and horribly rapid decay of this corpse, the
tongue can tell no more. There are limits to how fully such an approach to and entry into
death can be brought into langudghese limits are indicated by an intimation, in mpan
cases, that the subject has developed a ne
were unusually active, although eccentricalljsos sumi ng often each ot
at randomo; | ater, as the bodychapagithecoac hes
usual senses, there appeared to have arisen within me a sixth, all perfect [...] there seemed
to have sprung up in the brathat of which no words could convey to the merely human
intelligence even an indistinct conception [...] this idelhis sixth sense, upspringing

from the ashes of the rest, was the first obvious and certain step of the intemporal soul
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upon the threshol dSwf284285e t empor al eternit
The narrator of 0 Ms. Found i n natesBeot t | eo

composes while speeding along on a decaying ship to what he trusts will be certain death:

A feeling, for which | have no name, has taken possession of my soul

sensation which will admit of no analysis, to which the lessons of bygone

time are nadequate, and for which | fear futurity itself will offer me no

key. To a mind constituted like my own, the latter consideration is an evil.

| shall neveii | know that | shall never be satisfied with regard to the

nature of my conceptions. Yet it istn@onderful that these conceptions

are indefinite, since they have their origin in sources so utterly novel. A

new sensé a new entity is added to my soub\P 112)
I f we could use Poeds body of work to crea
this map would contain one particular blank space, subject to repeated approach. The
object of an extreme Athirst to know, 0 but
Aso utterly novel o that our five #¢hases ar
imminence of this space of the Unknown would be signaled by the development of a new

sense, for which we have no languéder which all the lessons of human experience,

past and future, will be constibecalted vel y #i
death, but it might also be figured as a return to childhood, even to irfdrece the
|l oss of |l anguage; fiMonos and Unao begins w
UnaiBorn again?o
MonosYes, fair and most beloved Una

the wordsupon whose mystical meaning | had so long pondered, rejecting
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the explanations of the priesthood, until Death himself resolved for me the

secret.
(SWP 279)
Whil e it cannot be doubted that al |l of

i he translatednost of theni it is also obvious which of them must have been in the
forefront of his mind when he was composin
Mael str°m, 06 fAMs. HheNardtivad ohArtleur @@antPyrtee, 6 and
three works in which Poe mpa this approach to the Unknown upon the topography of a

sea voyage, and which for that reason also have strong connections to the epic poems we
have previously considered. In these three texts Poe repeatedly stages an experiment
concerning the possibilityf eliciting a surviving manuscript or narrative from one who

has been sucked into the Ainfsehiscanrb@called | n e
T to this problem is presented in a framing narrative. Within the frame, we find the story

of the appoach or descent itsélfeither the account of the survivor, or the surviving

account, or, in the case Bym some amalgam of the two.

AA Descent into the Maelstr°mo is, to b
who has been led to the summitofthemmnt ai n of fAHel seggen, the
Lofoden | sl an d*so thatthis(also inrmdmed) ofdamman nay tell him the
story of fAan event such asionaleastrsucthaspop e ned
man ever sur SW2e6a67)t The rneeedsity footlie @ascdnt to this height is
the view it affords of the opening of the maelstiomr , mor e prop-erl vy, th

s t r P imwalf in the sea far below, a view which acts as an illustration for the story.

2§ YAIKG &aS8SS I LI NI ff St ¢tSyndng nartatordlet! ByShe ald pan® e G KS /N
can receive a vision of soiting that cannot really be seen.
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Already within this framingharrative we find links to the epic tradition on the one hand,

and ALe Voyaged on the other. The ol d sail
happened beforeto mortalmam r at | east such as no man ev
recal | sefledbtmm in thédopening dfurgatorio upon arriving at i

shore, / that never saw any man navigate its waters/ who afterwards had experience of
return. o As the narrator and his guide gaz
whirlpoolopen s, t he narr at or n onkya bue &shoabting atbnge fiwat €
to my mind the Nubi anMaeTempbraumSH¥R2673. Tec c oun't
socal l ed ANubian geographero i s al ldri si,
Tenelh ar ifm$e a of iAdritksawsndoe often us€She narrator also

refers to another geographer, Jonas Ramus, who he claims has given some account of the
AMos-Ebe°mo; the text iUyssgsueeQtinug dnos &idem dva mu s 6
Disquisitio & Historica Geographican which he postulates that this very maelstrom,

along with the rocky islands surrounding it, are in fact Scylla and Charybdis of the
Odysse)(SWP 269, n6). It seems rather incredible that Odysseus and his crew coeld hav

been blown so far off course as to find themselves off the coast of Norwsythen, is

it any more incredible than any of the adventures irQittgssey or el se Dant e 0 ¢
reinterpretation, in which Ulysses sets off into the Atlantie., the Mare Tegbrarum?

Poe thus references the tendency to remap the epic narrative, while at the same time

calling the credibility of the whole enterprise into questidyut only in order to

simultaneously assert the truth of his own incredibleitale the narratar e mar ks, @A Th €

“*® Notably in the opening oEurekain whichk Wt SGGSNJ FNRBY G(GKS FdzidzNBQ Aa &l .
on the Mare TenebrarunClearly Baudelaire followed Poe in a curiosity over this sea: we secsibn VII

27 (A8 BEZ6KAOK ab2aBNB 2 azaa &NIOf INJISIND KR SRE ¢ BB ONSAZ ¥ Y
f QSY ONB d¢
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attempts to account for this phenomein@ome of which, | remember, seemed to me
sufficiently plausible in peruséailn ow wor e a very different ano
(SWP 270). In particular, the narrator evinces doubt over the suficien of Ra mus 6
reasonings with regard to the causes of the maelstrom:
The ordinary accounts of this vortex had by no means prepared me for
what | saw. That of Jonas Ramus, which is perhaps the most
circumstantial of any, cannot impart the faintest conceithrer of the
magnificence, or of the horror of the scéner of the wild bewildering
sense ofhe novelwhich confounds the beholdeB\\P 269)
Even i f the narrator i sheoowedr whehmwedi wht hhe
narrator of BoMd. eoursd ailmoastruck, as his
him, he is not as close to it as the sailor who begins to narrate his own tale of being
sucked into and spit out of the Moskstedm. At the same time, as readers we are
distanced from this noveltgloubly distanced by the two narrators, triply distanced if we
consider Poe to be another mediator of this novelty.
This is precisely tvogmgeprdinel thensavesdint Bawude
always in search of theoveltythey have read about, butvays distanced from it
becausof r eadi ng. I n Poe ttheeové@h amprmperad drod ett he
unified in one impression; in Baudelaire this unity has disintegiatesl always seek
one, and always, fAaujourddébhui, hier, demai
remains the same. Theyageura r e dr i v e n theyailgim@matornradates t ® 0 ;
that, after realizing he could not escape

became possessed with the keenest curiosity about the whirl itself. | positivelyiit a
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to explore its depths, even at the sacrifice $ waing to make; and my principal grief
was that | should never be able to tell my old companions on shore about the mysteries |
shoul &Wk2ereb0) .( Baudel aire, in hi swishor amstloat i o
fidésir 0 preparingivhegwadyprftcer of hédd®siro in AL
sail or does in fact return to tell his tal
believe it), but does not reach the depths of the maelstrom, so his story lacks the final
knowledgeii . e., tobesbpasboiwtmdge.

The narrator/ aut hor ofi ortMastwebBssumethati n a
he doeg$ take the final plunge, although in order for the narrative to survive, it must also

remain lacking. Midway through the manuscript, its author resflen its existence, and

its fate:

| shall from time to time continue this journal. It is true that | may not find

an opportunity of transmitting it to the world, but | will not fail to make

the endeavour. At the last moment | will enclose the MS. inteeband

cast it within the seaS\\P 112)
I n the fADescent, 0 the sailor abandons hi s
end; in the AMs. 0, the voyager kagamis to th

reaches its reader with no end.e§hk two fates seem to mirror the two fates of
Odysseus/Ulysses: in ti@dysseyOdysseus abandons his ship when it is finally sucked

down into Charybdis, and survives to tell his tale; inDinene ComedyJlysses keeps to

his ship and is sucked down irttee sed in this case the tongue of flame is the bottle
bearing the message which all ows Ul yssesd

well, studded with details which will already be familiar: the narrator insistently attempts



to determine hitocation in relation to known geography, while at the same time
asserting that his experience must be unpr

a realm in which both sea and sky are completely dark; the narrator experiences the

developmentof@new senseo; the ship upon which th
finds himsel f, i s crewed by sailors who ar
spirit of EIld. o I n a description of his f
says, AHI s manner was a wild mixture of th

solemn di gnSWwy1d). aTlge ddhi(p i s strewn about

navigationo and fimat hematical instruments
constructon 6 and as i f in mockery of the progre:
which is as singular and antique in its ap
most appalling hell of water which it can
some abyss, with no help from any map or in

crew abandon themselves utterly to the voyage they seem to have been werydoreg
time. Of the captain, the narratandhiswri tes,
greyer eyes ar e S\Un). like theodiecayed neapsf thietcaptaie i6 an (
unreadable record of the past, which is entombed in his hair, and an equally illegible
record of the future, as the narrator cannot read any fate in his kye<Sybils, the
knowledge they hold is sown in the whirlwind. As testament to his unreadable destiny,
the narrator recounts an extremely curious event:
An incident has occurred which has given me new room for meditation.
Are such things the operatiofungoverned Chance? | had ventured upon

deck and thrown myself down, without attracting any notice, among a pile
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of ratlin-stuff and old sails, in the bottom of the yawl. While musing on
the singularity of my fate, | unwittingly daubed with a-baush tle edges
of a neatlyfolded studdingsail which lay near me on a barrel. The
studdingsail is now bent upon the ship, and the thoughtless touches of the
brush are spread out into the word DISCOVERYAR 112)
Clearly such an unlikely occurrence would seesighed by fate, even while it also
conveys the opposite messdge hat A DI SCOVERYO comes only a

Aunwi ttingod and iitmieeght bgssiChantcieoms Put i

Voyageo: we cannot fi nd varimechweomuseoathed by se
singularity of our fate, however ardently
Il n the final entry of the AMs. 0, the an

eagerness of hope than of tdnéfinalpaaivehny of de
where the current has brought them: fda gig
is lost in the daEWkldas. Jhe naratal has lbfteonlydaifesvt anc e 0
moments, a few | ines mor e, hiathedgrasplofehe fHwe ar
whirlpool T and amid a roaring, and bellowing, and thundering of ocean and of tempest,

the ship is quivering, oh God! aildg o i n g $SWP W1B)OThe cry of the whirlpool,

its Aroaring, and bell owimA,Dandenthuinmteo i tnl
Mael str°m, o6 in which the narrator first te
increasing sound, |ike the moaning of a va

(SWP 268)i this before the maelstrom forrmsand then, after ihas opened its mouth, it
emits fAan appalling voice, half shri ek, h a

Ni agara ever | ifts SW269).He goesontaquatentye t o Heav
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aforementioned Ramus, who tells of whales being caugheiwhirli A 6t hen it i s
impossible to describe their howlings and bellowings in their fruitless struggles to
di sengage 1dne@aveneflonedéstébaror ed bear who, A o6att
from Lofoden to Moskoe, was caught by the stream and lalmwe, while he roared
terribly, so as SW26%220). ihe sailodarrator, fimallyor e d 0 (
describes the sound he hears as his boat e
kind of shrill shrieki such a sound as you might imagineay out by the wastpipes of
many thousand steame ssel s, |l etting o$W2/)hThisisa st eam
cry echoed not only across Poeb6s |l andscape
up from out of the very mouths of the earth.
In a study ofthe two Gates of Dream in book Wf theAeneid Ernest Leslie

Highbarger presents what | would argue is a genealogy of the roar issuing from the
mouth of the maelstrém. After Aeneas has finished his tour of the Underworld, he leaves
by one ofthese gates:

There are two gates of Sleep/Dream. One, they say

Is horn, and offers easy exit for true shades.

The other is finished with glimmering ivory,

But through it the spirits send false dreams

To the world above. Anchises escorted his son

As he talled, then sent him with the Sibyl

Through the gate of Ivory.

[Sunt geminae Somni portae, quarum altura fertur

cornea, qua veris facilis datur exitus umbris,
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altera candenti perfecta nitens elephanto,

sed falsa ad caelum mittunt insomnia manes.

his ibi tum ratum Anchises unaque Sibyllam

prosequitur dictis portaque emittit eburna.]

(AeneidV1:893-898)
As Highbarger observes, Virgil clearly seems to be following Homer in his description of
these two gates, as in book XIX of t@eysseyenelope advises Odyssehat,

AThere are two gates for dreams to d

One made of horn and the other of ivory.

Dreams that pass through the gate of ivory

Are deceptive dreams and will not come true,

But when someone has a dream that has passed

Through the gate of pslhed horn, that dream

Will come true. o

(OdysseyIX.562-567)
Between these two passages is formed an association of the Gates of Sleep, or Dream,
with the gates of the Underworld, as well as an association of what passes through them
dreamswittishades. 06 Adding sever al ot her probab
including Plato, Highbarger performs a significant act of grammatical archeology:

It is highly important for the interpretation of the Vergilian passage that

Homer, Plato, and other weits describe the Gate of Horn(s) in the plural,

while the Gate of Ivory is presented in the singular. [...] in the Roman

poets the plural noun has disappeared and an adjective in the singular
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(corneg is substituted. This practice has obscured the origiineo

concept [...](2)
Highbarger devotes several chapters to illuminating the origins of the concept of the two
gates, one the Gate of Horns, the other the Gate of Ivory, claiming that its ultimate origin
is in AEgyptian and Mesopoadradi ag trkEeéi GTCatus:
the eastern and western fiGates of the Sun.
Aithe concept of the Nether World, o and the
multiple associations in early Egyati religion between the sun and the image of a cow
or bull, Highbarger details the fieasy and
or the realm of the dead, as through the horns of thibskyii hence t he AGat e
Hornd (15) . A thé teansmission df thisiconstgllation of figures to the Greek
world, and its integration into Homer and later Greek writers, Highbarger gives an
account of the fAvision of ErRepudisc it is tol

As a fitting end to the longest of the Platonic dialogues, perhaps we should

suspect this myth to bepdnarmakon suspect that Plato piles on the weight of eternal
judgment to make us forget the unanswered question of human justice. Still, this story
stana as a significant entry in the history of journeys to the land of theidexash
though Socrates starts off by opposing it to such stories:

It is not, let me tell you, said I, the tale to Alcinous told that | shall unfold,

but the tale of a warrior boldr, the son of Armenius, by race a

Pamphylian. He once upon a time was slain in battle, and when the

corpses were taken up on the tenth day already decayed, was found intact,

and having been brought home, at the moment of his funeral, on the
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twelfth day & he lay upon the pyre, revived, and after coming to life
related what, he said, he had seen in the world beyond.
(RepublicX: 614b-c)
Er provides a detailed topography of the |
shades t o ragiofbmyweijtegmentasypassed on the souls of the dead; in this
pl ace there aidedysidé wo t b p e eabonetabddveaagainst fhem
in the heaventwo othersd Accor di ng t o tjdumeytothemghteneinc e s,
upward through theeaven 6 wh i | e takehhe road mojthe keft andidownward
Later Er sees souls descending from theHaftd hole in the heavens, avitiersrising
ffull of squalor and duét f r o m -hartd @olerinithg round. These souls greet each
other andell of their thousangear journeys, in which the unjust were punished tenfold
for their wrongs, and just souls were equally rewarded. Finally, those who have been
punished tell of the moment when, as they were preparing to leawethgh t he A mout
ofthecaverns ever al soul s appear edprivatestation..]l i f e we
who had committed great crimes
AAnd when these supposed that at | as
the mouth would not receive them, but it bellowed when anybtiee
incurably wicked or of those who had not completed their punishment
tried to come up. And thereupon, 0 he
who stood by and took note of the voice laid hold on them and bore them
away. But Ardiaeus and others theybd hand and food and head and
flung down and flayed them and dragged them by the wayside, carding

them on thorns and signifying to those who from time to time passed by
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for what cause they were borne away, and that they were to be hurled into
Tar t dRepublicXi615e6163
As many as the details are of this entire myth which would resonate witietiegdand,
beyond, with thdivine Comedy | et wus | inger with the fAroa
so that we may return to Poe, and thence to Baudettighbarger translates this slightly
di fferently, saying rather that the mouth
The verb here used (egga¥YeeUs) is mos
bellowing or lowing of cattle, particularly of bulls; or, of the groaning of
ponderous doors on tinesockets. It appears significant, too, that in all
cases where Vergil employs the Latin equivalemidire, he uses it
exclusively of cattle, except once of the blare of trumpets, once of the
dreadful rumbling sound made by the earth underneath aptireach of
Hecate, and once of Apollobds shrine
Clearly along the course of its evolution the Gate of Horns became more strongly
associated with souridthe sound of horns, or the bellowing sound of the cattle who bear
the horns, or the groan of a heavy gatend less associated with the image of the horns
which may have been its origin.

Poe follows in this tradition, giving the roar of this whirlpgglte at times a
particularly Americanotaaoaneg bDh higsaméenheod
and the agonized shriek of Athe mighty cat
character, with the howls of whales and the roars of swimming bears, or a particularly
modern tenor, wi t hmvessdas, I@itmagofftheirtstbamals and st ea

together.o I'f we were to attempt a gener al
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associated with the Gate of Horns, both as Poe inflects them, and in their earlier
intonations, it would be most apt to say that theyinhuman. They are the roars, howls
and bellows of animals, or the shrieks issuing from mouths without toinghesmouth
of the cavern in Plato, the mouth of the Delphic cavern in Virgil, the opening mouth of a
gate, the mouth of a trumpet or steasmistle, the mouth of a maelstrom. Or, if we can be
allowed to extend the web of associations, they are voices issuing directly from the
tongue itself, whether this is the fAswoll e
gives life to a voice thatseenso come Afrom a vast distance,
wi t hi n tSWe413, arthe mwmu(ing tongue of flame that is the shade of
Ulysses. Perhaps it seems farfetched to bring in these two examples, but we must
remember that the Gate of Horn®ige of the openings to the Underworld, a place where
communication with the dead is possible. For Poe, this gate can open in any mouth, and
this communication can issue from any tongue. Not that we can necessarily seek the gate
T it may open unexpectedlgr in a place we can only reach accidentally, or it may open
and close, so that we find ourselves in the situation of thesador r at or of A A De
into the Maelstr°m, 06 who is one moment in
surface of the ocedn.] above the spot where the pool of the Moskttémhad been
(SWP 278).

What i ssues from this moving mouth, 1in
to its roars, is a procession of prophetic glimpses, otherworldly shadows, souls who have
been cleased of their passage through some Underworld, and the occasional mortal who
is allowed to bring his report back to the mortalwérldh at Eaki n cal l s dar

mort al record of Oposthumous consciousness



15C

narrator(one of them) ofrhe Narrative of Arthur Gordon Pyrithat theNarrativedoes
not, in point of fact, contaithispart of therepoitt he fir ecord of Opost hi
c ons ci oiuegcaptigsefdr as it contains the blank space where the stouit
have ben is not only not a stumbling block for our argument, it is precisely the point.
While this blank space may seem to consti-t
source of its failurguanovel, it is almost too easy to see that the entire magrat
including its elaborate narrative framework, issues from this yawning mouth of the
Unknown, and that it is all precisely constructed to preserve this space in its blankness.

It is rather ironic, given Poeobns 0c canntde m
his near certainty that thikad was not composed as a unified whole, #yah his only
piece of writing which is epic at least in length, should be often criticized for lacking
either narrative or thematikymnot @racae BRdh
briefly reviews the criticism on this front, citing Joseph V. Ridgely and lola H.
Haverstickdéds nAnChartless Voyage: The Many N
most systematic argument for the lack of unity?ym as they concludéi No amount of
straining can bring al/l of its d@»parate e
Farrell herself does not entirely disagree with this pronouncement, which is supported by
evidence thaPymwas composed in haste, in stages, and Wwenwas under financial
constraint, but she ddoessnotprecludtte existericchohad A s uc
structur al principle underlying the succes
The equivocation in this faint praise is followedwp t h mor e of t he same:
extreme pressure and in great haste this mastertsitelywasattemptingto explore, in

fictive form, a phenomenon fundamental to
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In particular, she claims,
Arthur Gordon Pynrevitalizes an archetype found throughout religious
mythology, the descent into Hell, and utilizes the structure of a sea
voyage, a familiar postungian image of the collective unconscious, to
voyage into the recesses of the human psyche and to jceaiokyard in
time to the origins of creatioRymis a twepronged dream quest into the
unknown where the terror of the uniwv
primal nature is reawakened. [...] The archetype for the descent into Hell
in pagan mythology asimes the form of a journdy the deado Hades.
In Christian documents, especially in the Gospel of Nicodemus, a parallel
may be discovered in the descent of Christ into Hglincombines the

two, pagan and Christian elements, to create a structuinesfquest(23-

24)
This argument, per hapbklurdgiiean® tiheorrieds amfc ef
unconscious, 0 eventually draws Farrel/ I nt
one hand, she makes refeaedcPanhbedmagedveas
Aprimitive beliefo in Asome sort morfaliswat er
permitted entry into the world of spirito

Pym makes t he 0 deeofcthe ddadrtie island of Asalal,lwberedgm

arrives near the end of his voyage, Farrel
portrayal of Hell, o0 from its fAunusual warm
i t s i nh a-B0).$uahmatotaltassqciatibn of Tsalal with Hell, in conjunction with

the thesis that the theme of the descent [
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directly to the conclusion that, AdAthe myth
deadintiHades finds its completion on the isla
necessitates a general |l ack of interpretat
theisland hi s voyage into the fAwide and desol at

regonof novelty and wonder o characterized by
which eventually seems to be fAa | imitless
immenseandfadi st ant rampart in the heaven, 0 and
Ai nto the embraces of the cataract, o0 where
as snow rises up beforehimtmt whi ch point Pymdés narrative
Farrell does make several stabs at fitting this end into her structure, irgvhnmersion
in milk as a means of effecting disenchantment in order to return from Hell, on the whole
her most decisive statemenRymhasprodutcadswuch A T h e
Sspecul ation as to its r el aisewes$ohthepndofo t he
the narrative; as for the appended editorial note, which alludes to the death of Pym as if it
iswelkk nown, refers to AMr. Poe0 as fAThe gent
preface, 0 and | ament s chaptezs whichweretoliavefit he f ew
compl et ed [ Py Raéradl nakesana corantemt &t @llo The blank space into
which both Pym and the supposed conclusion to his story haveifdbenve are told
that the | ast chapt er s ughth@acadenblby emchhher r ec ov e
per i s hed wharenslyemade@ware of by this note, and so certainly it deserves
some degree of attention.

Eakin does pay the attention due to thi

Sense of an Eendrrativganadits frama id rielatign td his conception of
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the ALazarus Plot. o6 ASo completely realize
narrative is incomplete, o0 he writes, #fAthat
assume t braisunfihishedas well,tthat Poe had more work to do and that he

|l eft that work undone. [...] Given Poebs s

every indication thathe Narrative of Arthur GordonPyms a compl et ed f i ct

15). Whileac knowl edging the prevailing critical
rejected as a means of interpreting the na
upshot of the editorial note i s iaunclear gumen

whose argument he thinks this is, but given that he refers to what Poe does in the note
without making reference to the fact that
gentl eman whose name i se.,someaoteiotbentade persont he p
whoiswritingi we shall conclude that he thinks it
note to give the reader a key for decoding
Eakin discerns, in particular from the beginning of the note whichan fiel abor at e
sleightoffhando establ i shes Pyimashesunbvedtie dead and
mysterious event at the end of his narrative, but later died in some other mysterious
accidenfi s Aa systematic exploratiextoémievegody
(18). Reading the character of Pym, who #fi
mel ancholy man whose i maginative |ife is <c¢
Eakin concludes that AThis centmr adf fRaocetd so f
fiction; the hero and his author collaborate to act it out at the expense of narrative itself,

for no single story can suffice but rather a seemingly endless series of tales that constitute

a tale without an endo (18).
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I f Pym is bDndeefBaki iheabls him, he is a
Poebbosdy of work. The beginning of the novel
of childhoog®and i f we hold in mind Baudel aireds

appetite correspondseqmisely with the world as he imagines it, then Pym never leaves
childhood, no matter how far his voyages take him. The first chapBymoharrates the
young protagoni stoés meeting and subsequent
Barnard, the soof a sea captain. Pym is at this time sixteen, and while such an age may
not be regarded precisely as childhood, in
Augustus he appears in the iIimage of Baudel
He had been on a whaling voyage with father in the John Donaldson,
and was always talking to me of his adventures in the South Pacific
Ocean. | used frequently to go home with him, and remain all day, and
sometimes all night. We occupied the same bed, and he would be sure to
keep me awakentil almost light, telling me stories of the natives of the
Island of Tinian, and other places he had visited in his travels. At last |
could not help being interested in what he said, and by degrees | felt the
greatest desire to go to se8WP 434)
ForBkm, his friendds stories take the place

night and awakening fAhis vast appetite. o H

voyagers, habitually taking Pymés sail boat
frek s in the world, o one of which he recount
more moment o8VWP48B84)yrafThveosf{ory in itself r

YeKS 20KSNJ y20l 6f S SE I¢x dtdrySvhich Baudelsirepby thefbfy, foundt 2 A f a2 v ¢
extremely interesting and about which he wrote extensivel A y at 2S> &t @AS SG asSa 2d
convinced that it is highly autobiographical in its details.

<,
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in a Bottled and AA Descent into the Mael s
an approach to death.

One evening after a party which | eaves
intoxicated, 06 Pym is induced by his friend
i mmedi ately comes around t o t telightiliamdg t hat
most reasonabl e SWHi3mndg)s. iTnh itsh el nwoosrtl ddoe | (i ght f
reasonabl edo excursion turns speedily wrong
rather far out to sea and a gathering storm is evident, it becomesdRsan that
Augustusdobesaditdiryyunkrunk. 0 His friend (who he
than he of how to manage a boat) rendered
an d6extremity of terror. & Wit hmseliohehope of
makes what arrangements he can for them bo
bear whatever might happen with all the fo
directly:

Hardly had | come to this resolution, when, suddenly, a loud and long
scream or yell, as if from the throats of a thousand demons, seemed to
pervade the whole atmosphere around and above the boat. Never while |
live shall | forget the intense agony of terror | experienced at that moment.
My hair stood erect on my head felt the blood congealing in my

vein® my heart ceased utterly to beat, and without having once raised my
eyes to learn the source of my alarm, | tumbled headlong and insensible
upon the body of my fallen companio®SWP 436-437)

Pymés narrative hesawmalsemsn | tyo whiend hi msel f
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whalings hi p (the Penguin) bound to Nantucket,h @
ship both for his life, and for the tale of how they saved it. Needless to say, he had a
miraculous escape,ahde t el |l s us that the fAshouts of v
crew who saw his boat just before their own ship collided with it were the sounds which
Aso terribly alarmedod hi m.
If we may be excused a brief flight of fancy, let us imagine that, instieiad
terrible sound issued up from the Gate of Horn(s), as Pym approached within a few steps
of his own death. (The nature of his injirywhen the whaling ship crashes over his own
boat, Pym is caught on tbecel thé tiwdiyipaskeda t he s
through the back of his ne¢kis such that a fatal outcome would be far less surprising
than his survival.) While Pym escapes with his life this time, let us imagine that
something else escapes through the Gateh at Vi r gi Ihadal, lIos oa , itpreu e
Homer, a dream that #Awill come true. o0 As i
chapter Pym himself gives a detailed description of the kind of life he dreams about, and
the continued novel bears witness to the truth of his dreams:
In no affairs of mere prejudice, pro or con, do we deduce inferences with
entire certainty even from the most simple data. It might be supposed that
a catastrophe such as | have just related would have effectually cooled my
incipient passion for the sea. @e contrary, | never experienced a more
ardent longing for the wild adventures incident to the life of a navigator
than within a week after our miraculous deliverance. This short period
proved amply long enough to erase from my memory the shadows, and

bring out in vivid light all the pleasurably exciting points of colour, all the
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picturesqueness of the late perilous accident. My conversations with
Augustus grew daily more frequent and more intensely full of interest. He
had a manner of relating his stor@dghe ocean (more than one half of
which | now suspect to have been sheer fabrications) well adapted to have
weight with one of my enthusiastic temperament, and somewhat gloomy,
although glowing imagination. It is strange, too, that he most strongly
enlisted my feelings in behalf of the life of a seaman, when he depicted his
more terrible moments of suffering and despair. For the bright side of the
painting | had a limited sympathy. My visions were of shipwreck and
famine; of death or captivity among barkan hordes; of a lifetime
dragged out in sorrow and tears, upon some gray and desolate rock, in an
ocean unapproachable and unknown. Such visions or desoethey
amounted to desirésare common, | have since been assured, to the
whole numerous race tie melancholy among mérat the time of which
| speak | regarded them only peophetic glimpses of a destiny which |
felt myself in a measure bound to fulAlugustus thoroughly entered into
my state of mind. It is probable, indeed, that our intinsatemunion had
resulted in a partial interchange of charact®Y\R 440-441, emphasis
added)
Though Pym does look back at his terrible adventure through the eyes of memory, his
memory is sufficiently imaginatiws,endt o repa
bring out in vivid Ilight all the pleasurab

past in glowing colors, Pym acknowledges that he paints the future with a much more
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somber, but no | ess attractoirved,epasleatot a ,s tr
strongly roused by stories of fAsuffering a
painting | had a |Iimited sympathy. o0 The sc
Ashi pwreck and f amine, 0 ifladne ahtohr doers , coa patnidv ifita
dragged out in sorrow and tears, upon some gray and desolate rock, in an ocean

unapproachabl e and unknown. o0 Pym retrospec
but notes that nfAat t he t onigaspomphetwdlimpsdsofl spe
a destiny which I felt myself in a measure

vi sions as Adesires, 0 which would have the

3t

prophetic gl i mps es iofad detediminesthefewemtsuof his futuie f e , t

with striking accuracy as the novel unfolds. For Arthur Gordon Pyamd this may

justify our consideration of him as a perpetual chitde world as he experiences it is

precisely fAequal to his vast appetite. o
Pym envisions fAshipwrecko; the brig he

with the help of Augustus is first thrown into relative chaos by a mutiny among the crew,

and then all but destroyed by various accidents which cause it to lose all of itanthsts

its rudder and fill it so completely with water that it can scarcely stay afloat. Pym dreams

of Afaminedo; the four sail oii Bym)Ardustus,al i ve o

Dirk Peters (the Al ine managuawobthedribeof he s hi

Upsar whascomes to replace Augustus as Pymo

and Richard Parker (one of the mutineers, who surrenders to Pym, Augustus anid Peters

the other mutineers are killed¥loat helplessly for almost a monthttvonly the food

they can recover from diving into the wategged depths of the ship. After several
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weeks they resort to cannibalism: after drawing lots, Parker (who proposed the plan in the
first place) is the unlucky oriehe surrenders his life ansl @aten. This does not save

Augustus, who dies not long afterwards. Pym and Peters are saved, finally, by a British

schooner called the Jane Guy. Pym i magines
hordeso; the Jane Guy pur esAntarstic@cean,@aydage o f
di scovers an island with an initially frie

massacring the entire crew of the shipnly Pym and Peters escape with their lives, and
Pym concludes that nafr sewrekches, thgytagpearegtolbe c o u |
the most wicked, hypocritical, vindictive, bloodthirsty, and altogether fiendish race of
men upon the Y®We 666)heFghabéy, Pym desir
out in sorrow and tears, upon some gray andldesoock, in an ocean unapproachable
and unknown. o6 It is actually impossible to
comes trudor him, but on the other hand we might say that it comesftnruesi that is,
for the readers, as the novel leavemlPyi n a real m which i s fAunap
unknowno to us. But to understand how this
the novel 6s fr ame.

The Narrative of Arthur Gordon Pymas published as a novel in July of 1838,
but this was not the firstiroduction of Pym to the American public. In January and
February of 1837 Poe publ i s heSbutherwbiteraryn st al |
Messengerof which he was then the editor. The first installment comprised what is now
the first chapter andhe first three paragraphs of the second chapter; the second

installment contained the remainder of Chapter Il, all of Chapter Ill, and roughly half of

*This episode is a significant source (and no doubt deservedly) of the ongoing conversation concerning
t28S0a GASsa 2F NI OS:I (2 6KAOK a2YS 2F (KS YIAy 02yl
John Carlos Rowe, and Terence Whalen.
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Chapter IV. The end of this installment left our hero in rather dire straits, having been

nearly entombeadlive in the hull of a ship suffering, unbeknownst to him, from a brutal

mutiny aboveboard. When, a year and a half later, readers were presented with the novel
bringing them up to date with the adventures of Mr. Pym, it was prefaced with a letter

from Pym himself which narrativized this very publication history, and was concluded

with a ANoteo alluding to Athe | ate sudden
not included in Pymdés narrative, for obvio
the unnamed fAauthoro of the note presumes t
known to the public through t he Pymodtheum of
popular genre of travel literature, or adventure narrative (which contained bothoforks

fiction and norfiction), the prefatory letter and appended note seem designed to add to

the novel s verisimilitude, to make cl ai ms
and the truth of his narrative. In point of fact, they constitute a commyenta
verisimilitude, and the expectations of a

his return to the United States at the end of his journeys, and his chance meeting with

Asever al gentl emen in Richmondofth#a. o, i ncl
Southern Literary Messenger, a monthly mag
SW432). These gentl emen encourage Pym to 0
he is initially reluctant to do so due to

consideration that deterred me was, that, having kept no journal during a greater portio
of the time in which | was absent, | feared | should not be able to write, from mere
memory, a statement so minute and connected as to haajgpbarancef that truth it

woul d r e alSWB432). @wnsiretsegeérsor of theyageureturned homéo
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an audience hungry for tales of voyage, fears that his tale wilesntirue because,
since he was not writing down every event as it occurred, he may not be able to produce
all the details to give the impression of a unified and continuous nartafieeput it
another way, because he is hesitant to invent details to supplement his memories, he
worries that his tale will lack the appearance of truth. To complicate the situation further:
Another reason was, that the incidents to be narrated wereatifre 50
positively marvellous, that, unsupported as my assertions must necessarily
be (except by the evidence of a single individual, and he dhedfl
Indian), | could only hope for belief among my family, and those of my
friends who have had reasohrdugh life, to put faith in my veracidythe
probability being that the public at large would regard what | should put
forth as merely an impudent and ingenious ficti@WP 432)
In this casé with regard to the events to be narratdelym cannot even Ipe that they
will appeat o be true, however he should write al
positively marvellous. 0 Thus despite his e
di sjointed and | acking in deudentand he al so
i ngeniihcceu snvag | | not i nv e nappearanteafitrlttsd taon de nfheaanrcse
that the actual facts willppearso fantastic that they will seem to be invented! He finally
names fia distrust i n my ovanl &ahaiulsietdi € sora sk eae
stories to himself.

Mr . Poe, it seems, was among the most e

>! Critics havenot hesitated to point out discrepancies in the narrative regarding dates, places, and the
timing of events; it is undecided whether these were intentionally created by Poe to enhance the
verisimilitude, or whether they were in fact mistakes Poe maderackr corrected because he was
rushed in preparing?’ymfor publication.
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acquaintances, and argued that the causes
believability would in fact enhance said belibiiy:
He strongly advised me, among others, to prepare at once a full account of
what | had seen and undergone, and trust to the shrewdness and common
sense of the publicinsisting, with great plausibility, that however
roughly, as regards mere authopshmy book should be got up, its very
uncouthness, if there were any, would give it all the better chance of being

received as truthS\WP 432)

This back and forth, however, comes to not
my mindtodoashesuggst ed. 0 Mr . Poe, then, who it se
public should receive Mr. Pymbés story by w

He afterward proposed (finding that | would not stir in the matter) that |

should allow him to draw up, in htavn words, a narrative of the earlier

portion of my adventures, from facts afforded by myself, publishing it in

the Southern Messengeander the garb of fictionTo this, perceiving no

objection, | consented, stipulating only that my real name should be

retained. WP 432)
Hence the man who would not publish his story asfraion for fear it would be taken
for fiction has no o bndethegarbofficono i dnd ey etg p
insists that his own fr e author)nnahsenarvelboasandn c | ud
yet true tale masquerading as a fiction, b
The result, we are told, is the two installments of the narrative published in the

MessengerThe audience has itself to thank, Pymtoares, for the subsequent
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publication of the entire narrative, as th
name of Mr . Poed was sufficient to convinc
The manner in which thisisewas received has induced me at karig
undertake a regular compilation and publication of the adventures in
question; for | found that, in spite of the air of fable which had been so
ingeniously thrown around that portion of my statement which appeared in
the Messenger (without altering distorting a single fact), the public were
still not at all disposed to receive it as a fable, and several letters were sent
to Mr. P.0s address distinctly expre
thence concluded that the facts of my narrative wordggof such a
nature as to carry with them sufficient evidence of their own authenticity,
and that | had consequently little to fear on the score of popular
incredulity. SWP 433)

Let us try to summarize this situation: Pym initially refuses to writepaidish his

narrative out of fear that its imatekwillof 0 mi
hinder any beliefinitasuee Py m agrees to allow AMr. Poed
his narrative, without altering any of the facts andretain g hi s fir eal nameo

about garkoffictbre &i mply by affixing the name o
audience seesedtAndugkptbssed certainty in
appearance f f i cti on, P ateddasd hé determises & wriée aad pubést i
the rest of the narrative himself, doing a
situation with Mr. Pym, and it is hard enough to summarize; how much harder, then, to

see through the mask of Pymand trgfito scover the situation wit
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find it extremely difficult to delineate w
APoe. o It is, supposedly, fAPoed who opens
Art hur Go¥witngasHiyAr, tthur Gor dorpddagrantér; i s a ma
APymo | ater takes up the nailbubofcowsethisali ce a
continues to be a ruse perpetuated by Mr.
of the difference betweenhgne | f and APoe, 0 in writing if
readers who have not seen the Messenger, it will be unnecessary to point out where his
[ APoebdbso] portion ends and my own commence
readi | y wWrA3IeThisreaden neyertheless, must beg to difféne
di fference bet we aati riccaockiol ya npde ricPeyimbe d ,s60 as t
seems to bridge seamlessly over the space between the end of theMesssher
install ment, and the narrativeds resumptio
di fference between himself and fAPoeo where
conclusion, when both APymo and APeedd di sa
of the narrative and the concluding Note.

In The Narrative of Arthur Gordon PyRoe brings hiseadercloser to the
maelstrom than perhaps anywhere else in his fiction. In other works he may bring either
narrator or protagonist closer to the mouttthe Unknown that is the maelstrom; Pym, as
far as we know, gets at | east as close to

Mael str°m, 06 and perhaps as close as the da

entry in the travel log which takes the last three pages of the narrative proper takes

> A phrase which would seem to echo the famous first linsloby-Dicke. & / I f £ YS L&AKYIl Sf 3¢
castPymt & | LI} NBPR& 2NJ St aS Y2NBE & Sk Redzit nokfdfihéfaci A2y 27F a
that Pympredates the publication dfloby-Dickby more than a decade. The interplay between these two

lines is fascinating in terms of how each affects how the reader relates to the narrator.



165

Pym to the very brink of the Unknown:
March 22: The darkness had materially increased, relieved only by the
glare of the water thrown back from the white curtain before us. Many
gigantic and pallidly whé birds flew continuously now from beyond the
veil, and their scream was the eterfiekelili! as they retreated from our
vision. Hereupon NiNu stirred in the bottom of the boat; but upon
touching him we found his spirit departed. And now we rushedfeto
embraces of the cataract, where a chasm threw itself open to receive us.
But there arose in our pathway a shrouded human figure, very far larger in
its proportions than any dweller among men. And the hue of the skin of

the figure was of the perfect waness of the snowSY\P 560)

Were this the novel 6s end, its readers wo

u

approach to it mediated, as i1t was in Poebd

and its integration into the language afamtinuous narrative. IRym however, the real
mael str°m is not the Achasmodo which opens
rather the blank space that opens up beist@tween the narrative and its frame. The
narrative leaves Pym at the edgf an abyss, with no idea how he will survive. Did we

not have the Preface, we would not know that he had survived ahal the Preface

leaves us with the knowledge that he did survive and return home, but without any
knowledge ohow. The Note goesven further, informing us that, despite his survival of
whatever catastrophe ended the narrative,

knowl edge of the Acircumstances connected

Mr . Pymo ( atudtiheinsc ep obiencto niehse aa ¢ \vweaared&ordde r |

n

u
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to play the rtoek@aowd)somédenaudihmr of the No
that the few remaining chapters which were
which were retainedybhim, while the above were in type, for the purpose of revision,
have been irrevocably | ost through the acc
left in a very curious position: we do not know how Pym died, precisely because we are
presumed talready be in possession of this knowledge, and we do not know how he
survived, because he died!

We are left in a curious positiGnand leftcurious our desire to know most
strongly awakened, and with a sense that the consummation of our curiosity is hanging
just before us. The Noteds author indeed w
Afearo that the end of the manuscript is i
in fact not be, first speculating that the suspected loss of the lag¢ichalong with Pym
hi mself #f@Amay prove not to be the case, 0 an
found, will be given to the public. 0 He th
story from Pymds compani on tionmiBhtleexpected, f r om
is still alive, and a resident of lllinois, but cannot be met with at the present. He may
hereafter be found, and will, no doubt, af
account. o0 Finally, t hesdiliaguistic amalysicofsomehi s app
mysterious geographical features Pym encountered on the island of the murderous
savages, which seems to give vague directions for interpreting the entire narrative as an
opposition between dark and light, or black and whitkile the attempt to map the most
mysterious events of the narrative in terms of language tends in this case to obscure

rather than il ]l uminate, or as the writer 0
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speculation and exciting conjecty¥the attempt s made both because #

~

relationtoallt he f i gures are most singular, o and 7T

guestion have, beyond doubt, escaped the a
events, AMr. Poe o0 enfrdns whonyanyeealightegmentbambel ast p
expected, concerning the strange-geongui sti ¢ fi gures, or the

narratvei he has &éno comment 6:

The gentleman whose name is mentioned in the preface, and who, from a

statement there made, mightdagposed able to fill the vacuum, has

declined the task this for satisfactory reasons connected with the general

inaccuracy of the details afforded him, and his disbelief in the entire truth

of the latter portions of the narratio P 561)
We might wondeif ever an author has gone so far in the attempt to create a (fictional)
Avacuumo only in order to decline (by way
so hard to establish his (fictional) texto
intentionally weaving inaccuracies into it, only in order to assert (again, from behind the
veil of a fiction) his owrdisbeliefin the narrative and dissatisfaction over its
inaccuracies.

It is hard to imagine Poe, with his wild and fertile imagination, unable to think of

anendingfoPymiunabl e to i magine what Pym saw fbe
conclude that the vacuum, the blank sp&the intended endingthat Poe applied his

imagination in all its fertility to preserving this space in its blankness, despite whatever

attempts might be made to map the unknown and unspeakable within language, to cover

>3 Critical commentary oRymhas both 6llowed up on this lead, and generally dismissed it as a red
KSNNAY3IS gKAOK ¢S Ydzald FaadzyS G2 KI @S 0SSy t2S5Qa Ay
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the blank white page with the ink of interpretation, to write and thenceddhea

Unknown. Through identifying with his reader, absenting himself from the position of

author and instead putting himself in the position of the rational critic who is frustrated

by inaccuracies and determined in disbelief, Poe also learned how foutatsthe

desires of the readérdesires which are ultimately contradictory. The reader desires, on

the one hand, tknoweverything, to map ovexveryblank space. The reader desires, on

the other hand, to retur i 6tUerseshégdlasomo ment i
vaste appétitdo Ma ki ng use of the very architectur
and unreadable space between author and narrator, between the first published

installments and the revised and reframed novel, between the naaratiits frame;

i mplicating the readero6s desire for advent
brings both Pym and his readers up to the raggedy edge of this abyss, leaving us with no

choice but to plunge, with all our imagination and all owirde into the Unknown.

TheNoveltyofthed Tabl eaux pari si enso

In March of 1852, less than a year after discovering the work of Edgar Allan Poe,

Baudel aire wrote to his mother, Al have fo
anincredibls y mpat hy, and | have writtenJdaio art.
trouv® un auteur am®ricain qui a excit® en

deux articles sur sa vie et ses ouvra¢€d:191). Baudelaire is referring to the
publicatian, in two parts, of hifdgar Poe, sa vie et ses ouvragehkich is part
biography and part literary criticism. If Baudelaire was not quite the first French reader of

Poe, he was in many ways more than areaderofRoe devoted a | ionés
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tme and energy to translating Poeds wor ks i
felt that the fAAmerican authoro was i n man
directly following the appearance Histoires extraordinaireshis first volumeof

transl ations of Poeds t al @auye, sBralywhdpnbfari r e wr
some good publicity, omste ¢hatmsitorsay|dediretiat publ i
Edgar Poewho is not a big deal in America, should become a greafn@am Fidlance o |
fautt, cO editr e |jEelgardP®es i q i g ecBose ep Angriqger a n d

devienne un grand homme pouR&ncd (C 1:343). Not long after this, he makes the

first mention in his correspondence of a plan to trangletteur GordonPyn this

translation appeared first in installmentd.enMoniteurbetween February and April of

1857under thetittdk e Rel at i on d 0, Aandttheruwas pGldishet cmmovd? y m

form by Michel LevyafAvent ur es d o ArinMayof 18%30Tiatdhese Py m

dates of publication embrace the June 1857 appearance of the first editesnFdéurs

dumal] that the publicati on hPymninucstpadefreeBaudel
its original publication by Poe (first in installments, then as\&l), that the publication

history ofLes Fleurs du madlso to a certain extent follows this pattérthese are

interesting details even if we cannot draw remarkable insights from them. More
interesting, perhaps, isBauhaecelfaictedhatr ares |
achieved a great deal of popular success.

P o e 0 s 1 slista@resiExtraordinairesn March of 1856 an@llouvelles Histoires

Extraordinairesin March of 1857 had to a certainxent succeeded in making Poe, as
Baudel ai ruegrahéhommeealrla Fiancé t he first vol ume r

the second, bulRym advertised by its publisher (Michel Levy had also published the two
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ear | i er v oDemitre Higtoirdxdraotdinare ¢ di d | i ttl e for P
reputation. I n his notes to Baudel aireds c¢
Florenne remarks:

If the success of thidouvelles Histoires Extraordinairdgad fallen off

from that of the first one&rthur Gordon Pymmarks the beginning of a

fall which would accelerate with the following two volumes. Even friends

such as Asselineua, write very mitigated reviews. Sdeta/e writes

nothing at allj not one critic of the first rank. A sole exception: Barbe

D6Aurevilly; but this Jwatdeastthabwhghut r ud
he assigned to himal ong with his book, Poe all
a poet (...) he wildl never be but a

[Si le succes deNouvelles Histoires Extraordinairesait été en retrait

sur celui des premiére&rthur Gordon Pymmarquent le commencement
dédune chute qui sb6bacc®l ®ra avec | es
comme Asselineau, écrivent des comptglus tres mitigés. Sainte

Beuve no®criniauaun cetigue deupremier mang. Une seule

exceptionn Bar bey ;Dnaigaefuepeur ferhettre rudemerit «

saplace’s-cel | e du moi n g avgasonilivre, Poetout as si g n:
entier:«lI' | ®tait n® po te (euse»]BOCI ne sel
11:1422).

If we have succeeded in demonstrating that Pd@yimas in his stories, can be seen to
anticipate and manipulate the desire of his readers for an encounter with the Unknown,

and a strong sensationmdvelty neverthelesBymat least left American and French
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readers alike unsatisfied in these desires perhaps too satisfied. Some of the more
striking idiosyncrasies of the novel, as for example the bewildering interplay between the
narrative and its prefaces and conclusions, whie have interpreted as deliberate
attempts to create for the reader the expe
Found in a Bottleodo andoidePesiceatati ntloet fiie
maelstrom, were taken by many readers as thet @fsoverhasty composition and
editing, lapses in attention to detail, failures to pay heed to the laws of the genre of
adventurenarrative, or simply failures of imagination. Such views are reproduced by the
narrat or o fLe Sphinx des Gla¢cgan exteedealy idiosyncratic work in its
own right, which purports to be a sort of corrective sequeyta and sets Poeds
straight in many cases, dutifully recount:.
voyage onl yEdgardPoegmer dorevienara, edila en pleine fantaistie a n d
ending a chapter whichqear r at es Poeds novel Rymdtsh t he coc
conclusion:

Such is this bizarre novel, brought forth by the stpeanan genius of the

greatest poet of the New World. Tlgshow it concludes... or rather how it

does not conclude. In my opinion, out of an inability to imagine a

dénouement for such extraordinary adventures, we understand that Edgar

Poe has interrupted the recital of t

deah of his hero, all the while letting us hope that if ever the two or three

missing chapters are found, they will be delivered to the public.

[Tel est ce bizarre roman, enfanté par le génie-bliraain du plus grand

po te du Nouveau MosdeteCthhene. ainedu
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se termine pas. A mon avi s, dans | 0i
de si extraordinaires aventures, o0
interrompu leur récit par la mortsoudaine et déplorable de son hésps
toutenla ssant esp®rer que si | 6on retr ol
chapitres qui manquent, ils seront livrés au public.] (86)
't i s hard to say whet her Nérativeastioldbylifoe event
guite as radically Gdgsselasatoldbg Homerwresemntisgs Ody s s
readers with the knowledge of how Pym, lost, came to die, displays in his novel a
complete misunderstanding of what Poe intendd®lym or rather a profound
understanding as well as a response by way of creative repimdut is unclear also
whether Baudelaire had complete faith in Poe when it cafgrtpor did not rather
suspect hautsuradméricanv ®d @ ertain oversights or
Florenne recounts:
To the ardor he devoted to his translatiand the concern he gave it, was
added his zeal for documenting it: Asselineau reports that he ran around
taverns in search of English sailors in order to make them explain
navigational terms, manoeuvers, etc. He confided to his friend that he
meant to bérreproachable in the eyes of those readers who would read it,
Awhile foll owing along on the map! o0
having laughed. He did not know that Baudelaire was proceeding to such

minute verifications that, finding Poe flagrantly imaer(with regard to

orientation, notably) he had set him straight, without saying a word about
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[A. |l 6ardeur quo6il mettait ~ sa traduc
sfbajoutait son:z Alsselisxeadocampemtr ¢re
tavernesa la recherche des marins anglais pour se faire expliquer les
termes de navigations, maniuvres, et
entendait étre irréprochable aux yeux des lecteurs qui le liraient, «
suivantsurlacarte! Assel i neau var®@asttlnersavaitr oc h ®
pas que Baudelaire procédait a des vérifications si minutieuses que,
prenant Poe en flagrant d®l it doerre
| 6avait recti fBO®14214422)s ri en en dire.
Whether this evidences aresistance Baudel ai r eds Magatiteort o t he
whether it is instead a testament to a desire to write over the smaller holes in order to
make the larger oriei.e., the lack of conclusion to the narrative following the
fidéplorable désastite o nisletoflirgalal more apparent, again, we cannot say with
any certainty. On the other hand, the image of Baudetaagininghis audience eagerly
reading Pymdébs narrative of his voyage whil
seemstohavebecre | odged in ALe Voyage, 0 where the
and Avoyageo Pwyn as evident as 1in
Given the confused and lukewaitrcold reception oPymon both sides of the
Atlantic, and certainly following the violent and heated reactidre®Heurs du maln
its first publication, Baudelaire was amply justified in an anxiety over republishing the

collection, and particularly over its new additiolsa letter to Jean Morel of May 1859,

>* Asselineau may laugh, bue Sphinx des Glaamsikes it clear that Baudelaire found one such reader in
Verne, and also thateven BAWS f | ANB Q& Y2ail aYAydziS OSNAFAOFGA2yas |
t 25048 aSNNENHEODE
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accompanying an ear |y droasfderatianfor padieatonide pt V
theRevue francaiseBaudelaire expresses his own fear concerning these verses:
... for all I think of them is that the pain they have cost me proves
absolutely nothing with regard to their quality; this is the first oéwa
series | want to attempt, and | do fear that | have simply succeeded in
going beyond the limits assigned to Poetry.
[ ... car tout ce que jbOben pense est
prouve absolument rien quant a leurs qualitt c 6 e st numéro pr emi er
d 60 unouvelles ®r i e que je veux tenter, et |
simplement réussi a dépasser les limites assignées a la RaEkE83)
The series Baudelaire refers to is the trio of poems eventually includedTialileaux
parisiensallofwhi ch ar e dedicated to Victor Hugo:
Vieill eso and fALe Cy gewiathése wotks, thenppet enterg inte o me t
the realm of the Unknown, and with such an attempt there is always the danger of going
beyond dsignated limits. In these three poems more than in any others, he maps the
mundane and the mythic topography of Paris which is also so frequently evaleed in
Spleen de ParisTheTableaux parisiengself is, within the 1861 edition of tHdeurs a
concetration ofnouveautéwhile eight of the eighteen poems in frebleauxwere
included in the 1857 edition, the section itself is new, as are the other ten poems, which
include the three mentioned above. Of these last Victor Hugo (whose protective
patronag Baudelaire had sought through his dedications) predicted that they would
create Aun frisson du nouveauo in the gene

It is this very novelty the novelty of th& ableaux parisienand within this the
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more profound nov el iewnichalerts ushecethefiaot thattheseé | e s ®
three poems constitute the Underworld_e§ Fleurs du maHaving left Paris to stay
with his mother in Honf |l euigngandextangiveng f or
pharmacy, its labyrinthine streets amihed arcades, Baudelaire returned himself to a
state of childhood toaterwbuvealiéoh d uwa svi athl ¢ hteo
organs and an analytic mindo which would a
The long gaze into the histooyf poetr vy, i ncluding his own,
him, Circelike, to a discovery: that the Unknown he (along withvajfageurs or all
readers) seeks can be found in the very heart of the known, that a maelstrém of blank
space may open up eventimose grounds that have been most thoroughly mapped and
remapped. Such a ground is the city of Paris, both in its actual topography, and insofar as
it has mapped itselfintbhe poet 6 s | mhingonvolute C offke Aecadpsa n s e
ProjectBenjamin writes:
Few things in the history of humanity are as well known to us as the
history of Paris. Tens of thousands of volumes are dedicated solely to the
investigation of this tiny spot on t
the antiquities othe old Roman city Lutetia Parisorud appear as early
as the sixteenth century. The catalogue of the imperial library, printed
during the reign of Napoleon Ill, contains nearly a hundred pages under
the rubric APari s, 0 anedteMamyodthee ol | ect
main thoroughfares have their own special literature, and we possess
written accounts of thousands of the most inconspicuous houses. In a

beauti ful turn of phrase, Hugo von H
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| andscape bu@B288) of pure | ife.o

We cannot consider Hof mannsthal s descript
we include in the definition of #dApure |ife
as a palimpsest of fragments of the past and fantasies of tine, fsgtting the scene for
i nnumer abl e enspectientaend fppdswveemt d and openir
onto the Unknown. In place of the seayage to the underworld we see in Homer and
Virgil, which still lingers in parts of Dante and is reimagirt®y Poe as an approach to
and descent into the maelstrom, Baudelaire imagines the Underworld as accessible from
and intruding upon the modern urban landscape, afterlife overtaking life, life
interpenetrated with deat h,readingBethjammimi ty, 0 a
Apetrified by antiquityo (76).

The ocean which led Odysseus, Aeneas and Ulysses to the Underworld, and
carried Pym aayapeuBoa thalr eather moresedldss quests, is not entire
absent from the Paris of tHableaux however; it is replaced by the heaving, surging,
roaringcrond t he French Afouleso linguistically |
in AThe Man of the Crowdo Poe referenced t
popul ation, 06 and Bsesahckenhancesehis mage,eardtermphadsigesr e p
the capacity of the crowd to bring one to
t our biiil.leaond t he mael str°m. | roidigedne[ses] Sedspt Vi e
commeunhéras f or t batof stepping outsilean tHe morning, observes that
fidans la triste rue / Les maispuaont la brume allongeait la hauteur, / Simulaient les
deux quais doéuomel nrifivlid Hoemnaec cdreuse Foul es, 0 hi

of the Crowd,foi ntahlel yn alreraavteos fil 6i nconnuo he
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mi dst of the Atourbillon de |l a rue, 0 fAtour
translate, in both AMs. Found in a Bottl eo
A whi r | hpsoindréducing & maelstrom even where Poe had not (explicitly) written
one. We might ev daruelaseumdissardteeiAmne fiassantega  f a n
echo of the roar issuing from the Gates of Horn(s)/the maelstrom, as the sea of the crowd
partst o reveal for t hefuditivebeaktt 0f amd Elhgenackeste
her again. As Benjamin writ ableawnparisi&e me Mot
the secret presence of a crowd is demonstrable almost everywhere...The masans were
agitated veil, and BaudelSW4:r3®2 3) ;e wss dParra tso
key word in this passage, which is a revision and simplification of another passage from
the earlier AParis of the Second Empire in
...in Baudelaire th big city almost never finds expression through a direct
presentation of its inhabitants. The directness and harshness with which
Shelley captured London through the depiction of its people could not
benefit Baudel aireds Paris.
Hell is a city much like.ondon,
A populous and smoky city;
There are all sorts of people undone,
And there is little or no fun done;
Small justice shown, and still less pity.
For the flaneur, there is a veil over this picture. This veil is formed by the
masses; it thwilsltawmg fiod dishef the ol d

of it, horrors have an enchanting effect upon him. Only when this vell
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tears and reveals to the fl ©neur fAon

empty during street fi ghdviewgfthe does h

big city. (SW4:34)
't is the crowd which off edasldpersonfagedp oet t
chacuw and so return to the state of infancy
fisoudainement renait® by the gaze of apdsm g wo man wltiel bviledey e i s
and who might have been his paradcepse, but
monstres hideux whose ficort ge infernalo forces hi
room, but leaves him entirely undone, tossedmendless sea:

Exasperated as a drunk seeing double,

| went back in, closed my door, stricken,

Sick and shivering, with troubled and fevered mind,

Wounded by the mystery and absurdity!

Vainly my reason tried to take the helm;
The frolicking tempest foile its efforts,
And my soul danced, danced, an old barge

Without masts, on a monstrous sea without shores.

[Exaspéré comme un ivrogne qui voit double,
Je rentrai, je fermai ma porte, épouvanté,
Mal ade et morfondu, | 6esprit fi ®vreu

Blessépat e myst re et par | 6absurdit®!

P61 dzy S LOCE) yiSé o



Vainement ma raison voulait prendre la barre;

La tempéte en jouant déroutait ses efforts,

Et mon ame dansait, dansait, vieille gabarre

Sans mats, sur une mer monstrueuse et sans b@ds.} §8)
Having pludagedonntopnmuweadt nbuvbe dod of ALe
cari ng wlgeuffrebe rmatydnfdrssu Gel 0 inouveadiéf the Tableaux
parisienspoet and reader discoieothi Enf er 0 and ACi el 0 as they
the sea of therowd, or flit through the flickering light of the gas lamps, and are
swallowed again in the dark. And while on the one hand it would seem to be entirely
possible to Tableado BaRarilaiwkidlse foll owing al
tracing, forexemp |l e, the itinerary of ALe Cygneo as
Carrousel odewamde Lauvrg d vtelse ivery f act that t he
alternately promise him Heaven and damn hi
street where the poet mhave wandered unintentionally, fleeting encounters with faces
he wil/ never ddeaemmsadd®treembddsg®s t hesese At abl

unreadable spaces within thhemeo f  tith @einé de réveso

Chapter 3

Writing the Wires: Tsvetaeva, Pasternak and Rilke

Hell is too small and heaven is too small:
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They are already dying for you.

After such a brother, alas, onto the pyre
Is that really done? It is not the place
Of a sister, but of a glowing passion!
Under the buriainound with a brother...
Is it done?...

~

iTAiHe was mine and stil/l I sl Even rotting!o

i This is the order of the grave!!!
Tsvetaeva, fASister, o

May 11, 1923

It was so visible how all living things desire more than their daily meal, how the bird, too,
hasits feast, and the beast.

Holderlin, Hyperion

In a letter dated January 22, 1929, to her Czech friend Anna Teskova, Marina Tsvetaeva
presents what amounts to a theory of translation (she was engaged at the time in
transl ating RainsertbMaani ¥oRnpbkPO6etGLENDt 617 Ru

theory of the afterlife:
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| am also convinced, that when | diée [Rilke] will come to meHe will
translate mento that world, as | nowranslatehim (by hand) into
Russian. Only thus do | understanttanslation.
[UBJYHJ]A&O Jjhy ylsts CLEE HAGHZzBID HYlAS dlzad3 dlatg] Ads -
zO0 Issls Mo j Isf,j €j0tez fnf Dy k) dzO kM
ssdz €5 sOCY f ts i #@I1875)
On the one hand, Tsvetaeva expresses certainty that at the momandedth Rilke
(already two years dead, with whom Tsvetaeva carried on an intense correspondence in
the |l ast year of his Ilife, bulti nevall yeidt al
[ her] Tdcomssdi s worl d (|Hethegnetogrdetderfipprh at . 0
arrival, and the one to introduce her into the afterlife, which is thus imagined as a
di fferent | anguage. On the other hand, Tsyv
her own language, envisioning this as a linguistierlife into whichshecan introduce
him.
This brief formulation contains the germ of all the themes we will explore in this
chapter and the next in relation to Tsvetaeva and her work. First, there is the
apprehension that the death of a poet willHgedccasion for a meeting between poets.
Second, the mirror image of this meetingdeath: the implication of death and the
afterlife (Athat worldo [Itsls Meajls]) in eve
Tsvetaevabds bel i efoetsisameetmmbetvaetrlanguagee®t i ng o
meetingin language A consequence, only very delicately implied here, but expressed

many times over in Tsvetaevads poetry, pro



nonrmeeting between herself and her madoted poets in life, for the sake of an

otherworldly meeting. For example, in an early letter to Boris Pasternak she writes,
|l dondt | ove meetings in |ife:
penetrate that way. A meeting should be an arch: then thengnesti

above Heads thrown back!

bumpi

[c daj dzsBdzE ofplstcj y © YdLded: Mmhde OB Ismw

fesddSdzgjh' . 1flcj yod HEGdy dz@Qa' Is!
1 OC d dzkz IsT(ONV @B

Tsvetaeva works through these themes, centering on the place of tirethtsetvorld

and in Athat world, o throughout her® writin

the longer poémas to which she often turns in the 1920wl in the prose works

composed largely in the 19385To follow the course of thisevolatin  of Tsvet aev a

creative output is to see it as an arc, or arch, in itself, tracing a temporal curve in which

she turns from poetry to prose in order tdumn to examine her childhood and youth,

and especially her own sense that from her earliest gharaas fated to be a poet

indeed that she was already, as a child, a poet. To thistemting the life of the Poet in

the worldi Tsvetaeva draws on a reservoir of mythology which she turns to her own

purposes with startling freedom. In her manrferemterpreting mythology, as in the

material of many of the myths themselves, she links herself to the age and poetic practice

% Especially in the collectioMilestoneq® . h m 1921],Craft[_ ., 2 _ m1928], andAfter Russiab_o°o m

thégreatMyPushkirtbi o x ©_ e ¥ MpoTBOD

omm 3 |Jdz& buk chriaBhiRg Iyrigs fromql9212925]

Representatwe examples inclu@ a Re®teed[” = __h " m e 4921], Frontthe se§ 2 o h, 'Y
1926],Attempt ataroom ° ¢ -t _ " | 1928]PG6ein of the staircage © 'Ha © 19263, . ¢ -
bS¢ . Sk NIXJac _DoNJBoSIgoN]yaAcPoem of the Aif, © Ha ~ _ d9%]. x o~
% IncludingHero of Laboto 1, h © _  t h Histdty bf a Deplicgtidus” m t oh 'y o " eo o com 7y~
O2YLI2&ASR AYy wmdpom 0dzi dzy LIdad ivingaMmor8 &bouk tife megQSy F $gF Qa AT
.02 3 Adptva BoEb . T, e e - "Otheniorldly \emings . " . e ;. h T M

—
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which preceded and surrounded the emergence of epic poetry as the ocean surrounds an
island; the myths Tsvetaeva calls on nuf&n are those which have no canonical
version, and of which her own retelling is one of a tradition of many previous retellings.
At the same time she links herself to her own age, and creates a contemporary other
world in place of the mythic underworldspecially through images of the technology of
her timei airplanes and trains instead of ships, telegrams instead of godly or angelic
messengers.

Those which prove most fertile for her work are the myths in which the hero or
heroine mediates between tknerld and the otheir for example, Ariadne, lover of
Theseus but beloved of Bacchus/Dionysus, or Psyche, beloved of Eros, who makes a
journey to the underworld for love of hithParticularly fertile is the myth of Orpheus;
while other mythic figures may be identifiedth the poet, Orpheus is already identified
asthe Poet, the first poet, the force of poetry which exists in life and carries over into the
next life?® The copresace of poet and myth in one figure is determinative for
Tsvetaevabds poetic worldview: for her, eve
essentially mythic, and this includes hers&l such, the details of the lives of poets, as
well as the details ofdr own life, are as fully available for creative reinterpretation as are
the ancient myths. Alongside Ariadne, Phaedra, the Cumaean Sybil, Psyche, Eurydice
and Orpheus (among others) stand Pushkin, Goethe, Rostand, Blok, Akhmatova, Rilke
and Pasternak (amg others). Tsvetaeva imagines herself as, or in relation to, all of these

T the queen of the othavorld gathering all the souls of beloved poets to herself. In her

PC2NJ ONBFGYSYyd 2F GKS taedOKS KSARSssianysyeha 9SG SOl Qa 6
OFortreatment& (G KS hNLKSdza YeiK Ay ¢2488068000Da6ANLEKADS W
the Worlds of the Word
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own writing she figures alternately as an individual mythic character, or as the sea of
myth out of which each character arises, transformed by its immersion in this sea.

I n the following chapters we will exami
wor |l d, o-worldieT sovtentearevads i nterpretation of wh
orpoether o6s descent to t he iantdw@rocwreisimgdoseadn t he
on Tsvetaevaodos |ife and works, and particu
poets. In this chapter we will develop further the concept of poetic tramsiatrelation
to thevofrdtdlbert hrough an examination of Tsve
Baudel aireés AnLe Voyage. 0 Next we wil/l con
relationship with Boris Pasternak and some of the poetry which came out of it,
particu | ar | y t he 1 doyso|tt8r8irMiAiteeRussid) sfdzj Jtardnmdd
end with a brief consideration of Tsvetaev
andthepoesh et t er she composed on the occasion
[ 5o ts¢ 1927 J

In Chapter 4ve will turn to a problem that every scholar and writer concerned
with Tsvetaevads | ife and work, from stric
everything in between, seems bound to address, and which bears dimexcgyualy of
Tsvetaevads mythologizing: the problem of
poetry and prose, which encompasses questions of the proper place of biographical
information in a study of her poetry, as well as questions of thearalati b et ween o0t r u
and o0fictiondé in those of her prose works
autobiographical . We wil!/ use Tsvetaevaos

N 4L HJNMdzd,Xonpgsed pricthe occasion of the death of the poet Mikhail Kuyzmi
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as a case study for the relation between m
writings. The essay, which acts as a memorial to Kuzmin and to the many great poets of

her generation who, as she hypertauwslhltescal | vy
a particular historical evening into an ottvesrld in which it can be understood only

according to the poetry and myth with whic

Tsvetaevaandi Le Voyageo

In 1940, the year before her death, Mafinavet aeva transl ated Char
Voyageo into Russian. On the surface, ther
fact. Tsvetaeva frequently worked on and published translations both from Russian into

other languages and from othemdmages into Russian. Poets whose works she translated
include Shakespeare, Pushkin, Lermontov, Rostand, and Rilke. She translated both for

love and for money; in the later years of her life translations were often a surer source of
income than publishinger own works, and many of her translations date from after her
return to Soviet Russia in 1939. Tsvetaeva
whi ch she tl dzOe Pigpydledtioninnhg journghternational

Literature[ R dzls j tc dd® yWHG3'dz@izd Is j tc OlIsztc®] , i n whi ch she
in 1940; inThe Intersection of Fatgsa S toj h j dzdJ MEkHjB] Mari a Bel |
from Tsvetaevads journal from October 3, 1
postponed and will appear ontythe Januaryissuiea pi tyé6 o [ ANB! [ 2 1
fsvedlsmyw Istsd € 5 {fdsdwdeds Bty fidyiMisS dgdeli3 5) . Bel ki
indicates that Tsvetaeva began work on the translation in June of 1940, and that although

she did not work on it consisténthroughout the following months, was still engaged
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with it in the fall of that year and in November had produced as many as twelve versions.
Despite all this, the translatonwastp u bl i shed i n January, or i1
indeed, itfrstapeared in a collection of transl ati
Russian only in 1965. This is also not particularly remarkable; Tsvetaeva herself was not
in favor with the literary powers in the Soviet Union, and paid translation work was not
easyto come by for any writers at the timet is possible that Tsvetaeva engaged in the
transl ation of #ALe Voyageo with only a vag
it Whatisr at her remarkable is the chobgageb Bau
iremarkable both with regard to the place ¢
poetry and poetic taste.

Baudel aireds wor k-knoma &n Rassia; lesavdrls stgriedtd e we |
appear in Russian translation more than a decade Whe$odeath, and at least four
complete translations each of baitss Fleurs du mandLe Spleen de Parisere
published before Tsvetaeva was even twenty. Adrian Wanner has extensively
documented the history of Bauifledneeiofheds tr a
writings and thought on Russian poetry, including his obvious influence on Russian
symbolism, but also much less wkfiown facts of the interest he held for various
acmeists, formalists, and futurist poets, and the details of the fisstdRuedition of his
poetry, fprepared by a convicted terrorist
Siberian ®&Bommciamgpoap Baudel aireds multifa

Wanner writes:

®Lp F. Yakubovich, a revolutionary poet in the late nineteenth century, then an active revolutionary, who
was sentenced in 1884 to eighteen yeafdorced labor; he discovered Baudelaire in 1979, and
immediately began to translate his poetry into Russian, but most of his translations were done while he
was imprisoned. He died in 1911.



[...] perhaps the most striking feature in Rwssian response to
Baudelaire is the surprisingly various images of the French poet.
Baudelaire was seen in turn as a social critic, decadent, symbolist,
revolutionary, reactionary, aestheticist, pornographer, nihilist and religious
prophet. [..] Baudelar e appeal ed to members of Db
and the Adecadento camp. As do the <c
Baudel aireds metamorphoses indicate
he was immersed. (2)

For the symbolists, above all, both in thesFand Second Wave, Baudelaire was

regarded as a predecessor and poetic andéstod, there are few Russian poets

associated with the symbolist movement who did not translate a poem or two of

Baudel ai r e 6 % Tsaetaeva, bowever pvas nat enbyplisti indeed, she

persistently i1otidentifiable with any of the poetic movements of her time in Russia

though at various times in her life she was acquainted with or even quite close to a

number of the symbolist potsAt the same time, she regad it as anathema to do

something that had been done befSrand by 1940 Baudelaire had definitely been done

in Russia.

1t 0K2dzAK KS RAR y2i0 SaLSOALff& FRYANB . I dRStFANB K
Ge¢g2 LI GNAREFNDODKaE 2F GKS waeyvyoztAald Y20SYSyidQ SyaNl @S
the new art in the literature of the second Half the nineteenth century; these patriarchs are Baudelaire

YR bASiHT a0OKS¢ o

% See Petersom History of Russian Symboligmp. 22, 47, 69, 117; Wanner, pp. 62, 78, 151.

% Tsvetaeva devoted a cycle of poems to Alexander BIBkZ27-231), became goodinds with

Konstantin Balmont when they were both living in Paris in the 1930s, and for a time she struck up a

friendship with Andrei Bely while she was living in Berlin 1922.

®1 g GKS 38 2F aSoSyiasSSy ak$S LI §xwenotlyioyiveup &y 31 ISR A
her work when she discovered that a Russian translation already existed (Feinstein 44).
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Even were this not the case, there is no documentary evidence (other than the
translation) to suggest that Tsvetaeva admired Baivel@falespite the fact that her
official entry into the world of Russian poetry at the age of seventeen was facilitated by a
friendship with the poet and translator Ellis (pseudonym of Lev Lvovich Kobylinsky),
who Wanner call s fpedehlaapisr etahne onfo satl |f atniamei oc
the fact that she lived for the majority of her seventeen years abroad in Paris, and could
easily have empathized with Baudel aireds e
she herself was a literal exile. Hdunge into Baudelaire and a decision to translate
ALe Voyage, 0 Baudel aireds |l ongest poem, ca
into icy water at thai is all the more striking, then, for its unexpectedness. On the other
hand, Tsvetaeva wagver one to do anything hdieartedly, and from this perspective it
is far more characteristic of her to throw herself fully into a huge and possibly thankless
project than to dabble with only lukewarm enthusiasm. There can be no doubt that she
pouredalof her incredible poetic talent into 0
Russian translations of ALe Voyage, 0 both
poem in its own right; Wanner asserts that
Voyaged... has made this poem perhaps Baud
(5). Given her obvious expenditure of energy and emotion on this tranglaton
expenditure which, as we will see, she no longer felt justified in devoting to her own
poetryii t i s tempting to try to understand TsvV
translate in terms of the circumstances of her life at the time in the expectation that the

translated poem may be autobiographical in the unique way that Ts\etaeva r i gi n al

®\We may be able to infer something from that fact that Baudelaire seemed to have been one of Georgy
9FNRYQa FI @2 NX (S tAdadSaiExron also&rigdgkdyirt-translatingya Rumbet of poems
from the Fleurs du mal
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poetry is autobiographical. To be specific
transl ation of a poem which iIis so often re
intimation of her own suicide.

On the 18 of June, 1939, Tsvetaevaumed to the Soviet Union with her son,
Georgy (Mur); her husband, Sergei Efron, and daughter Ariadna had already returned in
1937. Al though it is difficult to find a w
entirely appropriate. Inthesemwt een year s since her emigrat
country changed far more than she did. The Russia of her yautlountry where poetry
was valued, even necessary, a country she
autobiographical pro§éi was herown vision of paradise. She often describes her
emigration as a move into a society where poetry is not necessary, and thus she herself is
also not necessary, even if she can make herself useful in other ways. Although she
continued to write and publish gy and indeed reached her poetic maturity while
abroad, she struggled to find an appreciative audience for it. For many years Boris
Pasternak, who had never left Russia, seemed to be the only reader capable of following
her on her poetic path, and desthe atrophy of their correspondence in later years, this
fact may have encouraged her to think that, whatever hardships she might face in
returning to Soviet Russia, her poetry might yet be heard and understood. The reality was
quite the opposite. The w@s of her brothers and sisters in poetry were silenced, either
by death (Osip Mandelstam had died already in 1938, although this was not yet known
for certain), or by fear (Akhmatova published her first poetic collection in yiears)

Six Bookgr L hdj fr¥litbditaould not safely include her best work of the last decades

ax
N

1t GK2dAK 68 sAafft ljdzSadazy fFGSNI G2 sKIFG SEGSYdH ¢
in a conventional sense, she herself considered it to besuch,iwvyy 3 Ay wmcbnnz a!ff 2°7F
Fdzi20A23ANPIYKAOIY ¢ 0 G~ 0 hEBVEB.™_~ Y
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ITTsvetaeva, knowing nothing ofg¢t i ©6o]dg¢szampl e
judged this collection to be Aol d, weako).
Tsvetaeva; becausef Sergei 6s mysterious connections
of her own emigration, it was considered dangerous to show supportioéhen

Pasternak was initially afraid to see her (Schweitzer 350). Only months after her arrival

with Mur, who had neer lived in Russia, both Ariadna and Sergei were arrésted

Ariadna on the 27 of August and Sergei on the"16f October. Tsvetaeva never saw

either of them agaiff The following two years were a constant struggle to find a place to

live and a means aficome. At the same time, Tsvetaeva still sought an audience for her
poetry, although in such a demanding manner that she may have ended by losing the
interest of some who would have been sympa
t he [IAtr dgO ~dgaasia ki of test for her listeners, a poem so extremely dense

and abstract that it seems nearly all of them failed the test, even Akhmatova, in whom
Tsvetaeva might have been expected to find an &jiakre was no possibility of

publishing any of heown poetry; instead she worked on translations from German,

Polish, Czech, Bulgarighl i vi ng on whatever money ®she co
In her workbook, between the pages of these translations, Tsvetaeva kept a sporadic

journal; here, in an ery dated October 24, 1940, she opposes her own poetry to her

translations:

(V)
Q)¢

B SNHSA 9FNRY 6l a SESOdziSR 2y hOiG206SNI MmcX mpnms f
Efron was released from prison in 1947 butareested in 1949 and remained in a labor camp in

Turukhansk until her rehabilitation in 1955; she died in 1975 in Tarusa.

% Tsvetaeva and Akhmatova mefor the first time!¢ in Moscow in 1941.

The Literary Fund which collected dues from its members inramlprovide aid to writers while they

were engaged in original work or translations for publication.
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| know, that poetry i$ good, and to someorienecessary (maybe evén
like bread).Butit doesndét come out, I owi || t
mout h of whoeveawdebesause twieiyonel and 6t vy
small, and to write to myself in a notebookuxe’. Because they pay for
translations, and for my owinnothing. At least I tried.
[c L da@sts fjB &GN dJ -spdetgdgdz | ( Btsy jls B Is!
iCOC Sdiidg) .onEkHjls, BEHE fjttjosHdl! , L
cBoaBwWIls: oy 3z I daj Tfsdifdzasls d fff Bt dgo
d §dMmOls: fyjisLjxe o }idgjldsHaigH CUdsts L @O fLjGe j © 5 H
Motdails. 165 Ct0O22dz 2](IBIVEIR) f sMisOte OdzOM! .
Less than a year after this édnote to self,
of Elabuga following the German attack on the Soviet Union in June of T844taeva
could not try anymag, either for herself or her family: on the®3df August, 1941, she
hung herself in the entryway of the rented room she shared with Mur. Another passage
from her notebook testifies to the fact that this act, though it was certainly precipitated by
the clange in circumstances, was not unpremeditated:
About myself. Everyone considers me masculine. | know efm@more
timid than myself. | am afraid of everything. Of eyes, of the dark, of
footsteps’? but more than anythinigof myself, my own head, so loysl
devoted to me in my notebook and so murderous to me in lif@ndo
seed nooneknowsjt hat for a year already (anp

lookingforira hook, but there arendét any, b

" In French in the original.
2l fragmentary references to the surveillance imposed on poets in the Soviet Union.
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ever ywher e. .bf°Forayeahlainwdee | b eeeridedthc yi ng or
Everything isi uglyi andi horrible. To swallow vile, to jumpi my
hostility, myinbornr e pul si on by water. |l donodt
(posthumously), and it seems to me that | am alréguhsthumously
afraidofny s el f . |7 todd hvwant tomoabe Nonsense. As long
as | amneeded. but, God, how small | am, and canrdihingd

To liveT to chewi to the end.

Bitter wormwoodi
So many lines, which have passed by. | write nothing down. Witfi this
is finished.
[ Mmisd. [dd ofmj MudlsOorls dHsgemUsje | dadzts
mMisw. 1M eofMmjets. | dzOL , T fiyjsevdsts Isi 9, ts jh20
CGodzsea ", ISOC §tojHOdzdzs d3dzj Mmdzzy doah j2 o
B4 dzv o ydLded. T def ¢ istREIPES Gasdin Jzlg J
(ftedBdzdL dlIsj dz' det€)tcs ¢h & dasdz@rOdizf Is, f Sls sk
Ldzg Slsted yd mMlse ts. | HtSfH@W fif 1 thgddzs thdsite.e . 1 figy
FtocsH d&zdiofids tc Oh dats. Vil G dztsiydsls L7 § tor ¢ dzlzIs ¢
o tc Oy H J BldEEfidstrtz® WG Ols d Isj dz' dztsfils+ OdssHT . (¢
(fmd3j elsdats) , d3dzj ¢ OPHE fipdg)itelsyigs daj M s W
Atsikzdi to,j Isw déis Bl kl'L H stedzlz » d8@.0 dgs, | MY s
CO¢C v RO, jzg S cviz !

sy doi@lsyy or 9 Ols! .

I BEC ks § sdr dz .

®Tsvetaeva transliterates the Frengh2 NR T2 NJ OKI YRSt ASNET 6f dza G NB & vé



19¢

dsCtsdz €5 MistesC, d3d dzetOdf Qemdcp A . | dry &t dsty dilzg

¢ 5 dzyli(SBIY:610)
Between the pages of her translations, her work (however economically motivated) to
translate the work of other poets by hand into a linguistic afterlife, Tsvetaeva perpetually
contemplates the moment when she wpbl (her own) hand be translated out of this
entire world where (her own) poetry is no longer necessary to anyone.

Considering Tsvetaevaods translation of

that the future ghost of her suicide insistently hauatsh r ender i ng o.f Baude
Or, to speak more generally and less hypothetically, we can say decisively that the figure
of Death plays a much | arger role in Tsvet
ALe Voyageo pl ay s eathyittisthe codciuding poereinthdé gn of d
concluding section dfes Fleurs du makntitledLa Mort), and certainly displays a
multitude of scenes of torture, misery, horror, and ennui, it is not until the end of the
poem that Death appearspropria persond implicitly in section VII with references to
the fimer de T®n bresd and the O6spectersd o
the opening of section VIII and its addres
within the ptoéenfiigurtehsatonmMoras the way to
paradises, a mirage in a long procession of mirages, and perhaps not the last. Thus death
loses its singularity its poison, like others, promises the intoxicatiom@fvvisions, but
it is more than likly that this promise is illusory. What is real for the Baudelairean
voyageurss not any of the particular destinations they desire to reach, but the persistence
of desire. I n ASailingo the specter of dea

poemand returns so consistently that we can
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for Tsvet aefvdaddsgvdiyanadge i®awmnted bly shades, and Death stands
behind every illusory image of paradise, as perhaps the one and only true Dibgsiteo
Even in the moment which was our point of
ChapterII't he depar t ur e ifwefomda hdioftlusgp@Eeaminense o n d
death in ASailingo:

What pushes us on our way? Soirfeatred of the fatherland,

Othersi the boredom of the hearth, still othérs the shades

Of Circean lashes having lived out half their lives,

A hope to stand out the remaining days.

[y Iss dzOf Issdzé Ogesdz®o gk ?C stsBydL dzj ,

s JRMCEC O YOG I§jrdgd d dz" -

Adteyjdde = tjMmdzdy tffsOGeadoeh dr ¢ dy dL dzd
1OHJYHO BlsMmistswIs](SAHIREBPo M dj MW Hdz] .
Departing framtBalodglueisr @y ® 5 dans | es yeu
tyrannique aux dangereux parffumé Tsvet aeva creates a somew
of her fAsailorsod depart after-l haes ni@i nemhae
shades of Cisrjaczaan hleaswlbesd. d rfansl ated here a
multiplicity of meanings as in Englishwh i | e fAishaded i s tkkke shado
shelter from the sun, fAshadesd are a synon
voyageurs ead their fate of ithathey biredameckicdesire n Ci r
forever and never arrive at the desired destindtiborn en Tsiieabakbovonanée | ear |
fate from the shades in Circeds | ashes: th

underworldi this intimate encounter is alreadyekyia
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Continuing to compare stanzas of Baudel
Tsvetaevds transl ation, we continue to see the
Russian. Whi lraisvByageuise |aaier e dssmsBavoimpouguoi, fi
di sent t ouljoo,udr sT.s vieAtl a eovnas d edffilarejs {odatessajirt r u e

who fAeven in the hour Wby deathddschblzl 2 r gPRga,

so jtoHwWIs] . ofpmtegeEbti on | | sBagliere fortuadi raec cdoersdci rni gb
to whiddHlo mime, dont jamais | 6esp®rance nobest
toujourscommeunfau; Tsvetaeva, al most entirely aba

writes of th@gkkoOthzdzpbnpdcgBbmedb fiman chases a
ghosts of boats qu daisleg € g lsa sstsid)Onwatd der tdOjC.dzmds |,
o' d &0 ftedLcOythslevtsaayyads Asail orso sail
and hydras fromtct e Bg e adzf U 4. Gikfen this atstariyC 56 ts
proximity of death througrhewgwt tihSaitéfii mag,l 0 otb
desire offered at the end of the poem, must change. A highly charged concept in

Baudel aireds poetic | andscape transl ates i
concept in Tsvetaevaods.

Foll owing in great part Walai eedBempjoamiriy
impression and expression of the capitalist culture of the nineteenth century, we have
understood this final striving toward 061 e
present ottleseamedhe whewe nmarketivalug indeemkdensof on a
any use value, then Death becomes desirable simply because it has been stamped with the
| abmelvecau® At t he same time, we con-asl uded th

commodity might stand kindefpgetyeddesretidbebsrer e t o



19¢

real fruit in theTableaux parisienand the prose poemsloé Spleen de Parighus we

affirmed that for Baudelaire the concept of novelty might have some real value beyond
advertisement, but acknowledged that for hmetpy was inescapably bound up with the
commodity economy. Reflected back on the n
thishalfn ew novel t vieuxcapikaené6 whe fr omi selerkkast i nto
well, marketing something that anyone canéhas something unique and just fisr At

the same time, his explorations of the stratifications of death in life and life in death,
particularly in the urban | andscape, creat

poetry after fALe Voyage. 0

MuchasfoBaudel ai re, an understanding of Ts
expressed in ASailingo hinagewsi dosoitdgimerappr ai
and her poetry. As we have already observe

Death seem® hover behind every earthly object of desire, and render every earthly

paradise phantasmal. From this perspective, novelty would seem to have little earthly, but
great unearthly, even otherorldly, value. According to the schematics of what we might

cdl Tsvetaevads poetic metaphysics, in whi:
in her career, it is from the unearthly, or the otherldly, that poetry issues. Indeed, she

considers poetryriting to be a form of translation from the otherworld whi c-h i s i al
| i ngafgLo ifiptdone of the many worldly languagésAs we began with the

observation that Tsvetaeva thinks of death as a kind of translation and imagines her own

death as the translation of herself by another poet (Rilke) m&dl-ngual afterlife, so

now we assert that for Tsvetaeva the act of writing a gotra birth of the poer is

also an act of translatidnbut as such it is perhaps as much a death as it is a birth. The

" See pages 668 below.



poet acts as the mediator in both cases, &tinglthe poem from the otherorld into
this one, and translating the fellqpoet from this world into that. To translate is to render
something unto its afterlife, which is both a death with regard to one life, and a birth with
regard to another. But wheedoes novelty enter into this schema? If it is in the ether
worl d thatneweimhi md siabsol ute sense, then w
issues from the othavorld i poetryi carries with it a trace, a translation, of this absolute
i n e w e markethvalue of novelty in this world would be conferred by its relation to the
absol ute weamd uien otfword. (Ttie@bet, m his or her privileged role as
translator to or from the othevorld (and we shall see much more of this latehia
chapter and in the next) is thus a purveyor of novelty both in its earthly anehattely
forms. We are |left with the remarkable con
translator and a poet, and that, for Tsvetaeva, a meeting betwesifvoe are
translators) whether this meeting is physical, epistolary, or onéigenounts to a birth
(for both), a death (for both), an encounter with somethewgwhich is simultaneously
startlingly familiar, and an act of @oanslation, in which soething is gained and
something is, necessarily, lost.

It is in the context of this formula that we will proceed to consider, in the
remai nder of this chapt er-poetsBovisePastemakanis enc
Rainer Maria Rilke: her relationghwith Pasternak characterized at first (by her own
description) by a resistance to anything
by a tricky epistolary and poetic dance in which each desires, and fears, the other as
death; her relationshipith Rilke marked by his impending, and then actual death, an

event which gives Tsvetaevads poetry the w
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his ascent into his @newpoédmatNedw OY eAdrtéesr Ri |
Greeting, 0 T s wtherintetheathewerld than she everthad before, and

in her subsequent prose pieces, so many of which are devoted to tracing her childhood

birth into the world of poetry, and to marking the worldly deaths of her fellow poets

i.e., the moments of tnslationi it seems evident that she never came all the wayiback

that she felt far more at home among the dead than among the living. In her haunted
transl ation of @ALe Voyaoemplatechactofséfussi an, a
translation, we see thmal worldly steps on a path Tsvetaeva chose for herself from the
beginningi a path leading to a meeting between poets in a world where translation would

no longer be necessary, and poetry would beyond questions of necessityhe only

language, thenly food.

ALYr i caPoemsitaPastetnak
In her first letter to Boris Pasternak, dated July 29, 1922, and her first essay about

Pasternak i Downpour wof] Islisio dgsh twatteijanjthdzsame month but
foll owing her f i rMytSisterieLifedd infiglsto®@ ) dmjdzt er nak 6 s
Tsvetaeva creates an identification between herself and Pasternak around their mutual
desire for fAnot hing n e waevwaopenlyackmbwledges beu r o f
only Anodding acquaintanceodo with Pasternak
ignorance regarding his poetry:

With Pasternak himself | have only a nodding acquaintance: three or four

brief meetingsi And almost silentsince | never want anything new
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[ MOBddB 1 OfMisj tcdzOC sz W L dzO§ jslel0Ote jf 5 yls d
BJGedz » dMistepwdd B jdBdsts ddpddk’'tsie,H O dzd y4 ¢ ts
~ B YBSV:232, emphasis added)
Tsvetaeva thus attributes her previoos-friendship with Rsternak to a negative desire,
and resistanceltdeamyttlyindgnefvewo not hing ne
grammar warmly embraces double or even triple negatives). With her emigration in May
of 1922, her noiknowledge of Pasternak was cemer{teslremained living in Moscow),
until she received a letter from him on July 14, telling of his discovery of her 1922
collection,Mileposts[l j tefjls* i n whi ch he begs Tsvetaevabd
previous resistance to her poetry:
A month ago | could hee reached you with a hundred steps, and
AMi |l epostso already existed ... You
to buy them!! So forgive me, forgive me.
[ i fqwy dzOL OH v Btse HBMIsOl! | O M fMisO
¢cljtmlsre ... ¢ ddswEdia e ZfjogBOCdids ¢ L
feshisdisj ] (ONERpIsdIs] .
Pasternak goes even further than expressing an aversion to novelty, instead attributing his
non-knowledge of Tsvetaeva to a discomfort even with availability, and the fact that
poetry, whethenew or old, can bboughtat alli but these are related emotions.
Tsvet aeva doe$ ordauesvt adgatively and Rastérnakyresists the
economy in place which puts a value on novelty. Tsvetaeva clearly recognizes the
sympathy between heif and Pasternak on this point: in the first of her two responses to

this letter (the first being the letter to Pasterrw#preshe has reahllly Sister- Life, the
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second @ Do wn @ftenshe has freadlit) Tgvetheyadranslates his statement into
her own terms in the context of a relation of her memory of their first meeting:

Sometime (In 1918, in the spring) | sat next to you at dinner at the
Tseitlins. You said: Al want to writ
ili ke Bal zact 0 AHawIlgddhd.ughow true. F
iPoet . o

Then | invited youitYofiul dwodunlddt bceo npe
because you never want anything new in life

[scsecB® (9 1918 6., ojMmMdts?) i fm o0
Exddesds £ Aj2lsdzddzsolz dzOf ) O O dze s dz¢ ¢ 52
l dze BSO 8, T MOE jic@Gdf'daij@¢e. R W f 5HEABOd
s OC Isydets. s OCT)osdzjls elOBIsdzs B W .

I slssdy v 1 O fted e dzOMm-dl dzO :dzj¢ JfAcdh dm(Q H
fslstsdkilz yYlsts dad yj ¢ s dats g €DN®14emphasis dzd dzj
added)

Tsvetaeva characterizes what it is that each recognizes in the other, and brings about an
identification between them,:itheirlove, aveach wor d

in some way will eventually profess it to bés founded on the recagion of each by

the other as fAPoet. o0 And not only this, bu
equal , a poet of equal voice. For this ver
Tsvetaeva will | ater wr oettlatl irilifedlsavesseemak! Yo
You are the first poet, i n wWhodgdse ta¢dpO8dr rlow

fjtor 2 (ilsiLok gliagmes 9@ §jwor 2 fsils, o uj
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w9 jtet , YOIV 33p In the da@their equality in poetry causes each poet to

violently embrace their connection at times, and at other times to resist it just as violently
ifor the sake of dAlife. o0 Both already have
husband and daughter (and eventually a son), Pasternak has a new wife and a son on the
wayi and this is only in the beginning. Both already struggle with finding the time and

space for poetry in lifé sometimes the poetry suffers from this struggle, and sometimes

life suffers. It is clear to both, however they may not acknowledge it to the other, that life

T life in thisworld 1 is not big enough to hold two such poets together. Thus they

embrace (and this is a truth that Tsvetaeva, in particular, expresses nlyaroperse

than in letters) eacBPobtcO®e dzdhl nmjf tize hfadt wroe |
in | etters and poetry, which belong to fth
Indeed they often seem to work in spite of themselves to praveeeting in person

which would be certain to be either less than anticipateelse too much.

To examine all of the poetry that passes between Tsvetaeva and Pasternak, or
even just the poetry on Tsvet aevwoolldbesi de a
a monumental undertaking, and far beyond the purview of this chapter. The relationship
and the poetry have already received a measure of excellent critical atfehtoawe
will focus only on olntetsadmedTevetach 6 p oemk | e & Wi
After Russiaas the cycle exemplifies the pattern of moeeting, and particularly on the
l'yric AEwr Yd ipSteetaudsHog ® J as it both interrupts and interprets
this cycle. The context of the composition of the poems is élessential to an
appreciation of them, but it is not difficult to narrate. In the very beginning of their

correspondence, Pasternak announced to Tsvetaeva that he was planning a trip to Berlin

LY LI NI A Odzf | NI ATife Sarhe(SHIGIHEROF)S / A SLIA St Qa
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to visit his parents, and expressed a hope of seeing Tsvétaesas well. Tsvetaeva
encouraged thisvisither first | etter to him ends Al w
[rHk 100 j2 Q@14 ahd dxaeéied that she would still be in Berlin for
his visit: Al am i n BtePraguenbutfdally lifedherevibvelye , |
hargoo [1 jtedzddzj dZOHBEZE, ~AtlsjdzO jrOl! 9o 16O
3 d L]@BPNV 16). However, only two days after the date of this letter, Tsvetaeva did
indeed leave Berlin for Prague to live with her hubd hus when Pasternak arrived in
August, Tsvetaeva was goffeThey exchanged several letters in the following months,
but on Pasternakodos side there were extende
toward obscurity or equivocation with regard to femlings. In one and the same letter
she implies that she meets him in her dreams, states outright that she dislikes physical
meetings, and ends by proposing a hypothetical trip to Berlin precisely for the sake of
such a meeting. In the end this meetinggioot take placeby the time Pasternak
clearly states that he would like to see Tsvetaeva, it is (apparently) too late for her to
obtain a visa to make the trip. Instead she arranges to see him off through poetry.

Pasternak announces the date of hadere as March 18, although he did not in
fact leave until several days later. Before the eighteenth Tsvetaeva sends him a group of

poems she had written in the monitishyousf Febr

®In her_t h e ¢ . (tfanslated irrEnglish aéo Love Without Poetfyya memoir of the years after
their emigration, Ariadnafion writes of this hasty move:

I SNJ RSLI NIidzNE FNRBY .SNIAY 2y (KS S@S 2F t ! al
02YY2y gAGK GKS yeYLKQa FEAIKGEG FNRY téaniff 2 a2y
the decision and act itself made doubtless sehsg

But perhaps it was a (no less mythological) escape with an already acknowledged, an
already proven treasure in hamdan appropriation, an abduction, an unwillingness to share with
everyone else in the vacuum surrounding the little tables of the éndigle, her fear of prying
eyes, her need to get out of sight, so typical of Marina in her quest for and attachment to the
secretof possessing any treasure, be it a book, a piece of the natural world, a letter or a human
soul... In the realm of immateri@alues Marina was a grand claim staker who tolerated neither
co-owners nor collaborators. (106)
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Do what you wain®tdzwi 1823 he miologdhdzts jr2d d@Aldgd M d
Ylsts RlEBIY4sg ) ), with instruct iCayfs hGonldsnee ad o0 n e
i's still i n Berlin, and the otlhzd'sStioonl| y I
9 Octsdzj , ¢ 56 H Q(DNMEE3)LThis idshiertiindt jnteriged accompaniment to
Pasternakdéds departure and journey. The sec
poems Tsvetaeva composes in order to follo
telegraph poles running alongside ttain tracks’’ The first four poems are composed

on March 17, 18, 19 and 20one for every day of (what she believes to be) the-trde

from Berlin to Moscow. After this there is a time lajjsthe poems pick up again on

March 25, and the last poemtbk cycle is dated April 11. What happened between

March 20 and 257 Two things. First, Tsvetaeva received a letter from Pasternak

explaining the main reason for his departure from Berlin: his wife was pregnant and

wanted to return to Russia; she was a@dently jealous of the place Tsvetaeva had

come to occupy in her husbanddés thought s.

Pasternak ends this letter to and, for a time, his correspondence with Tsvetaeva by way of

the following:
| 6m not dlettere Anothet réqquesthakkeady expressed to you
once. Dondét think about me or about
t hemsel ves. I candt read your poems
wonot write-iffr oymo Mohsacwew,wr i t tnen | et t e

B dm! O dey S dzydadz. JHwis! fJtesm! BO, x4

Hzk02lsj et &daj d B o jlsj, dd §td

"See Appendix 2 below for full translation of the cycle. The cycle appears between pages 56 and 64 of
Stikhotvoreniia i poemyV I in the remainder of thesection | will not cite page numbers for passages
FNRBY G2 ANBaPE



204

[BMCer yYydbOlb' daj MBsclk. -FEHOoB®&] 0 dd
B dz0f d MOdzd, | (OBV64 s dzO2 s j .

So he imposes a silence thests, at least on his side, until the beginning of 1924.
Second, Tsvetaevdt oo @p pSkId:563 dated Maycd 23¢ e
which stands both inside and outside of AW
correspondence, she sends thaecto Pasternak in the spring of 1924 (along with a
number of other poems which areitéidirectly
Orpheuso in the cycle in the place where i
all of the poems in 1928 ifter Russia she lifts the poem out of the cycle and places it
directly before insteadVe will consider this poem first, then, as it sets the key for the
hummi ng of the cyclebds Alyrical wires, 0 bu
within the cyce as it constitutes one event in a very specific development from beginning
to end.

The poemre magi nes the famous tale of Orpheu
the shade of his wife, Eurydice, who died after she was bitten by a snake. The general
mythic consensus is that Orpheus, through the enchanting power of hisimrogie and
lyrei was able to persuade the gods of the underworld to let Eurydice return to life. He
was told to make his way back out of Hades, trusting that Eurydice followed dtitne
threshold of the light his patience failed and he looked back, only to see his wife for the
last time as she disappearédsvetaeva gives voice, in her own poem, to Eurydice, who

takes the situation into her own hands (on

PeKS G2 Y240 FryY2da Of I 24aA O t GaOGitdBAR YR RRFQEI KS Y& (i K
Metamorphose® *&Ay3 6AGK 620K 2F GKSasS F2NJ AYyFtdsSyOoS 2y
wif1S8Qa &hNLKSdz ¢ 9dzNJa AlSo ISN SéquT 6S gAft y22aGS
YEN] 2y ¢ag@gSal SO Q& AYIFAAYyLGAZY | GKSe 2 00dzNI
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hd tez§)oamd i nforms Orpheus: AYou candt co
foll bywho flzi tOWtc] p b ffBBgHES py performed a
caref ul reading of the poemdés structure, I
collision of two mutually exclusive perceptual realms in the confrontation of Eurydice
and Orpheus i n t hues eu nodfe riwdoirslrdudp ttihvreo ucgahe s ur a
enjambmentso (47). These occur most dramat
Hasty interprets as the height of Eurydice
and embodied, in the demesne of tleethbodied dead, where she fears he is not
authorized to be: AOh, does not Orpheus ex
[, dei ftojorhjdedli fd¥ § B dzdetzdsisFhiefactchatthis ¢ H ?
doubt is phrased as a question, the onlystioe in the poem, allows us to entertain the
possibility that it might be answered either in the positive or the negative. Eurydice asks,
perhaps, out of the confusion that Hasty reads in her halting and broken speech. By the
poembés end, hesolveduhésicgnfussoin decistvelysenough to issue the
statement: AOrpheus should not come down t
si stlejr sleOHB [teW it Mr/BRHEBWOISI "Hp tsdeH.HpBQ dls+ M
While this might seem to be an affirmativesauer to the questioni . e. , 0 Or phe
should not come down to Eurydice,ilitisecause
not necessarily so. While Eurydice opposes herselfto Orph@dsor i n t hi s pha
house/ The phantomisyou, the living, ad realityisi/ Me, t firReetdesad. . . O

fodL 0Oy ddEidfsdie0s Mizh §2/c,0 djodiswsOvideadd t o

5t

Al i vingo and, unexpectedly, Arealityo to

hol ds #fAin this phsomsheskoni@drot fdiicovinie é that inhikavn r e a
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world he would be real, and she would be the phantom. Which is not to say that she could
not follow him, that she does not have dnl
however, all in the pa$tiiil ps and cheeks, 0 Ahands, 0 and 0
hers, but are now exchanged foftcthiglststpdz’el en
i ¢ t6isP M d3)i RedOrpheus and Eurydice, there is now no land in which they

can both be real to be togdter, one must be a phantom. Nevertheless, Orpheus has links

to the Aphantasmal houseo as well. On the
T itis his future home. Onthe otherhandnd t hi s i s where Tsvetae
the nature of pdey makes its mark Orpheus is linked by kinship to the land of the

dead. The very myth Tsvetaeva rewrites here underwrites this interpretation. Because,
according to myth, Orpheus was a poet, and went down into Hades, so it is joasible

within his authorityT for Orpheus to go down to Hades, and the poet is eternally

identified as one who is able to cross these borders. Seeing this descent through
Eurydicebs 6eyesd does not change the fact
poet, and it is ttough his descent that Tsvetaeva derives her own kinship to the

underworldi which puts her in the position, in this poem, of taking up the lyre of
Orpheus in order to sing with the voice of
brothers disturbiss t @ r 8 @Ols* v &3 Istc] oy glspommymbpdi c: wh
voice says O0You should not disturb me, 6 an
acknowledges Orpheus as her brothker kini and does so in poetry, thus making

herselfhis kin, his sister, his equalbecoming a poet (becoming Orpheus) herself. If
Orpheus6é descent into the | and of the dead

| and, Eurydicebds earned exiastlenbe bhobldi so
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[V f dzs y g idesh pdfd tesL]Qd3di Altd & gseed a |l le dray datsnyij elas! O § [
ToMmtf sd3v dzd dyssthbliShesthér gs!a poet. In life they were, or might have been,
husband and wifé happily, with family and an everyday life; separated and, et
united in death, they are brother and sister, and poets.
It is impossible not to hear the resonances of this tale with the story between
Pasternak and Tsvetaeva. Pasternak crosses borfdens Russia to Germany, and back
T in part in order to achve a meeting with Tsvetaeva, but she eludes this meeting and
sends him back, unsatisfied, to Russia and the call of the duties of hikisfevife and
child. She herself remains in the emigration/exile which gives rise to the podiitgof
Russia This title is particularly appropriatea s Eur ydi cebds presence |
allows her to become a poet, so Tsvetaeva collects the lyric poetry she writes after
leaving her life in Russia under the sign of the death that, in many ways, her emigration
was for her. At the same timeexactly the same tinieit is also true that Tsvetaeva
leaves Russia and remains abroad (and avoids a physical meeting with Pasternak) out of
loyalty to her own family, to the demands of her own life. And, again out of |olyaligr
own family, she finally returns to Russia in 1938n act which all signs seem to indicate
she was well aware might be a death sentence. As Alyssa Dinega writes (reading the
poems relating to Pasternako6s mgleoplErasandr e ac
Psyche, rather than Orpheus and Eurydice),
Russia, according to [Tsvetaevaods] |
with Hades and with EvetjidaRuss@lisy mpi an
both the dark, enigmatic hell that she knew durirggRevolutionary

years, and the lost paradise of her childhood. (101)
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Likewise her own return to Russia, while Tsvetaeva might have entertained slim hopes
that it would be a return to that f#fAparadis
yearsre i t i ng in her prose), was <clearly more
perhaps even more hellish than before. As we switch from myth to myth, then, we can
read these various evelity svet aevads emigration from Rus
from and | ater return to Rusisasm@avemErdgsMrent ae v a 0 ¢
life to death, from death to life, from life to life, from death to death.

Certainly at various points in Tsvetaev
however, (ad we make this claim to a certain extent against the arguments of two
excell ent works ofTgweateandv ads tQrcgltsimc JHawsrt nye
the Worda n d D i AaRugsiandPsycheno one myth is dominant for her entire career.
Ratheiand we can see this in miniatuirske i n 70 Wi
plays on all the strings, and tuineik and r e
tune / T hdilstetodnisej dz! odadote @ ffg stz WAZSPHIEB4)), now
drawn ng out the notes of on ®ngarnlahgenilohgerl/i ng an
This isi the right pedal ... Softérsofteri softeri softer: / Thisis§t he | eft pedal
[ sdz'iHjisdz’iHjsdz/iHjsdz M jAfteOCo OV f j HOdztzED j . | dzz2h
G dzzhgidzlz7 j Sildzas o OW ] {SPIH: &Y but never letting any one of them die
away completely. In the poems frokfter Russiacomposed in February, March and
April alone (the months preceding and foll
Tsveteva explicitly mobilize the myths or stories of Antony and Cleopatra, Hamlet and
Ophelia, Phaedra and Hippolytus, Eurydice and Orpheus, Eros and Psyche, and Ariadne

and Theseus. Notoneisenoighone are enough; in the secol
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exclams , Alom afraid, that al/l Racine and all
b, yYybts d@Odzts hipy ctsOf Bd dzp Hl.gtisanfplgysdrdss z 4 ¢ MY
all the stretched strings and wires, sometimes breaking the strings or burning through the
wires, that Tsvetaeva is able to sing the distance between two poets, with a poetry that
contains both the music and the breakdown, the telegrapssage and its failure.
It will not go unnoticed that all of the mythical models named above are examples
of pairs of lovers, and all lovers separated by somethingll cases, eventually, by
death. Later,h [ X INNYSwdes il kacerthis faft, and its
consequences for her life, head on, in a myth of her first understanding of love, brought
on by her first encounter with that Russian literary/mythic couple, Tatyana and Onegin,
of P u £wgkny @negn
| fell in love not with Onegin, but with Onegin and Tatyana (and,
perhaps, with Tatyana a little bit more), with both of them together, with
love. And there is not one thing that | have written since, in which | have
not fallen in love at the same time with two together (wéhiha little bit
more), not with the two, but with their love. With love. [...]
This my first love scene predestined all of my later ones, all of my
passion for unhappy, nonreciprocal, impossible love. From that moment |
didndét want t othatl @atechnayselp tp noalovd wi t h
[c deai ©® JdzgicddzO o dz¢ BddzOM! , O o [ dai
BfrlIs:!, 9o uvOl! wdzz dzj dzdetsHC s B M j), 9

dd GHAS2 Metsj2 o0hd w fslssd dj §dmod
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SH s o to | d3j dedats t§ dm) dydasky® ts(jop tsdigidld) o dzdn H o
gr drBBO! .[.]] dEBBO!! .

ClsO fjtcoOW dBsw dzF B d&Z2ZOW Mmyj dz0  toj
fsmMdzi ks hdj, oM MlsteOMls: ot ddai dzi My
dzj o L By des?2 dzg#BoOod. (¢ M b2 MOks?2 dddz
fuOMmisdzdo 52  ddzjidsdads bfiiglj B{EERNTA)

The list of couples above seems to bear witness to the truth of thi$ stacih
relationship is uniquely Aunhappyo or @i mp
are characteri zednlobey @ h onh eveidh ipavataeva falts m i
love in the case of Tatyana and Onegin. A different note sounds, however, when we
pluck the lyrical wire stretched between Tsvetaeva and Pasternak. Certainly there are real
obstacles between them, itbepreogathéhematfr:
time, each of them makes numerous deliberate choices to maintain these obstacles and
even to multiply theni for the sake, on both sides, of a maintenance of the stability of
Al i fe, o but al so, at esakeafheérportry. Shestacidyt aev a 6 s
acknowl edges this fact thr ougAftertRossid @ pi gr ap
passage from FrHypertm i ch H°|l der |l i nds
The heartodés wave would not foam up s
the ancient, muteock, fate, did not stand opposed to it.
[Des Herzens Woge Schaumte nicht so schon empor, und wirde Geist,
wenn nicht der alte stumme Fels, das Schicksal, ihr entgegenstande.]

(55) 79

“Michael M. Naydan, translator déffter Russia y 12 9y 3t AaKE OAGS&E GKAAa | a Ly
Hypeion. In fact, although this is not an unlikely claim, given that Tsvetaeva does often quote other texts
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Hol derl inds novel in | ettersfharpaeticl eft many
correspondence with Pasternak (and, later, with Rilke) particularly in the theme of the
her o6s di Vtolisfriendlamd yeloksoldier, Alabanda, and to the female
object of his desires, Di ot iogne eviddnsevthatt aev ao
she casts herself in the role of the hero, Hyperion, with Pasternak alternately serving as
lover and brother/fellowpoet. In the novel Hyperion chooses to fight alongside Alabanda
and leave Diotima, the indirect consequence of whithesr de at h. Il n Tsvet e
of this novel we can see her complete awareness that in choosing Pasternak as her
brotherpoet, she is essentially killing off the life they might have had together as lovers;
we can see this more clearly still if we koat the passage frokfyperionin its slightly
broader context:
What is it, then, that man wants so much? | often asked; what is the

meaning of the infinity in his breast? Infinity? Where is it? Who has

perceived it? He wants more than he is capable af!rtfight be true! O!

you have experienced it often enough. And it is necessary as it is. What

gives strength its sweet rapturous feeling is that it does not pour out as it

will; precisely this creates the beautiful dreams of immortality and all the

lovely and colossal phantoms that enchant man a thousand times over, this

creates for man his Elysium and his gods, that the line of his life does not

run straight, that he does not travel toward his destination like an arrow

and that an alien power throws itsielfthe way of this fleeing creature.

rather inexactly and probably from memory (for example, the quotation from Vasilii Trediakovsky that is
the epigraph to the First Notebook éffter Rusia), her quotation of Holderlin appears to be perfectly
exact.



The heartdés wave would not foam up
if the ancient, mute rock, fate, did not stand opposed to it.
But the impulse in our own breast dies nonetheless, and with it our
gods and theineaven.
The fire flares up in joyful forms from the dark cradle where it slept,
and its flame rises and falls and breaks apart and joyfully entwines around
itself again until its matter is consumed, now it smokes and struggles and
expires; what remains &sh.
So itis with us. That is the core of all that the wise tell us in
frightening, enticing mysteries. (5ib)
This passage transposes the essential them
rendering manodos slipkhpatnbibhdawoeeot hdesheei s
fas the very source of those fbeautiful dr e
colossal phantoms that enchant man a thous
pl agued Bwyageert aTheodoSancikentf atmmwt @ srda he cou
fikcueib whi cHnfemwvaisn AiLe Voyage. 0 I n Tsvetaevabs
interpretation, Holderlinds as well) it 1is
A f aitthatds, by events in life which are out of our contrethich cause the wave of
desire upbontid®@f cs@amet h iinodecdne paetaytwhi€hiexisés on a
higher plane. Recognizing herpoetrg nd, she Dbel i evédasthePaster n;
froth of the breaking wave of desire, and choosing poetry over an attempt to satisfy her
desire,overthe our se of HAWireso Tsvetaeva shows he

initially posed by fate, and choosing to preserve them for the sake of the resultant poetry.



21¢

At the same time, to combat the end that H
breast dies nonetheless, o0 that dAthe fire fI
consumed, 060 at which point it fAexpireso | ea
her enthusiastically stoking the flames of desire, vigorously stirringrtiieers, burying

and hiding away the dying sparks and, finally, proudly displaying the mibacidoorn

from the ashes. The fire cannot joyfully flame up withiooththe consuming sparks and

the physical matter to consume, just as the wave does not foaithoutboththe force

of the wave and the unmoving obstaiclikewise poetry does not come into existence

without boththe living force of excessive desire and the facts of daily life that stand in its

way.

I n the first poem dudes theWiular exatibof tdlegrapht a e v a
wires which serves her so richly through t
pilings, [/ Pr opplijngj dadpy jteh eff/ JEsnplyd tefthon®@T -

CBf died At he alOlkdzezy Hdsf] tsPadepbussd Fof heavethwe | | er s 0O

[MC OC ozt /\f s Pdlls jazy®@ fAri ggi ngshde@frelsd sdeG@Hs o
i3ts tc j df Bdhathd all of these images is the connective congtémt we are dealing

with a communicati on s ydegrapmpolesAlke tiiegpilingsgpi ng p
a bridge, become the supports for a passage which is a transition and a trainslation
crossing over from one side to another. AP
Empyrean, 0 these fsi ndenoegfsgmethinghigherthanf aci | it
themselves, and higher than that which pitbyesnupi i.e., the earth. In attributing the
Asingingo to the fApilings, 0 rather than to

metaphoric structure: she and her addresseeaa pair of these fAsingi
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wires which measure the distance between them are the lines of poetry which that
distance brings into beirigpoetry, which they hold up above the rest of the world,
including themselves. Without one orthe stheo f t hi s pair of Apil in
fall flat. While the poetry is in the wires, it is silent (to the eaitbh)n e si gh i n t he
o f s apditdstonly heard when the pilings singne or the other or both of them.
Tsvetaeva already eslashes here an image of equality between poets, and poetic co
creation: while in this case it is she who
does not hold up hi s lieend. sAlnggd nign ptiH & nigmag
community, @ even network of poets is evoked; what passes from one to another may
pass through many others, or be passed on from the past, or toward the future. The verses
that seem to be travelling through the wires from Tsvetaeva to Pasternak may in fact be
only passing through Tsvetaeva from some other time or place, from some other poet, or
from many poets in many different ages and pladéeir voices having been preserved
in quiet vibrations until the moment when they emerge, perhaps by chance, in her
singing.We may even ask if it is indeed correct that she is the one sending the message
of the poem; since she is fAsinging, o0 perha
she acts here as the receiver and transdribetranslatoii of their sighs.

It canonly complicate the matter that at any point along this line the
communication may fail, that the message may become transformed or garbled as in a
childbdébs game of ftelephoneo; the poetry 1in
arepresentatioaf i t: A Al ong i wite& pasti /IA¢elegraphicOld os i g h s
fovel 5. OMddpjgrtfdctso sdzts € 52 /vl dij Isstdcdepifialzts | @ dz¢

Bdz¢]... .Giving a new meaniing ttea atl H-eyr, wtitdd rsd taenl
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initspassager om fiwire to posto the poetds profes
the distance it must traveldrawn out into song. Catherine Ciepiela observes that
ATsvetaeva | ater spoke of being influenced
scores,th&wor ds el ongated to f i®tAtthelsametimesriits al phr
lyrical prolongation the expression of love loses its object. Who is it that the speaker

loves? Does it still matter?

With the evocation of vocal music comes a reminder thaitad | ey of si ghs
also the throat, the vocal cords the wires that mediate between inner emotion and outer
expression, and that there may be obstacl e
encompasses and i s const.iisthetlastdredkdownt fa s e:
torn throat: fof ori g i v ew. dzr.hod h[+ ? Clsts { K§fipdg siCded 21 Hidesr G dzdzts 2
i e Mis d k A whole chorus of voices come to back the poét ap) the
abandoned women of mythology whose final cries have remained gilibret wires
because there was no one to receive them. Raising her sorrowful words into the realm of
poetry, AHIi gher , hi gher, 0 siludidem/ITumAt hey m
back!d j[ Tof hgdzdf H¥ ¢ tcd OH ded dezd ijoAliadne left
alone by Theseus to die on the isle of Nax
farei thee-wel | . . . 0 sing all tihéenfwarndwelalwal cf /4
voi cédde,.0.5H O[dzqd /ImistOedss eitts dizts ) O/ v g1 o 1™ ]gfand in
her fAdying cry/ IOff & jnsfidjt telkodffde S&stddfceimey 0 [
MistcOMisij t he whi st | er bdzts & FEded Jy dWhilesttfese] Do e at h
mythic models help the poet get her message across, adding their voices to s in o

to amplify and clarify her song, they al so

UeKS NBFSNBYyOS Aa (2 (KS ndpoEp . J&BMIBA) 6a2iKSNI | YR ad
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will you [/ I Manl el ifijtds® u tzd 0. Ghe'canfiot master the song

at such a pitch or determine what will come out at the other end; in fdastiveords are
Eurydi cebs, and they are iandidtched/et e: AThr o
Eurydiiaéloas, a/ 1 DwintdjtL | tepificof o tcdH d Odadlets: Lk
o'/l Jokg. It is the Asinging pilipogsthe (t he t
humanpoet s) which complicate the system, try
wireso into fAa printed iimgdenwhendhe poetrystays s i mp
in its elevated realm; when an attempt is made to translate it mdydanguage, the

language is found to be already determined. Other poets have been there and laid down
tracks, and it iIis impossible to jump the t
punctuating dashes appear rather more representative inrthegtdostanding in for the

wires, for the space between one printed word and the next, within which the poem is
suspended on the potentiality of the breat

The cyclebdbs next poem continues to stag

a |l anguage which is, on the one hand, too
Asorrows, 0 and, on the other hand, too pre
and all Shakespeareo). She performs an equ

andnot mathematical, designed to figure out the relation between individual and general

lossi and to find her own place in this economy. Beginning with the situafitdre

death of an individual which is mourned by
from this situation by placing the descriptions of it in quotation marks, though she does

not seem to be directly quoting anyone. Given the immediately predteremce to

Racine and Shakespeare, the commentfthato Ever yone c¢ried, and i f
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[ Al § d&zOC Odzd, d q§]ndids Cadtmo s tB tscdedrist. ai.nl y a r e
her burning blood; only ten dagmetear |l i er T
ACompl aint, 0 which begins, AHI ppol ytus! Hi
cheekrsf.f.sddd ! R §/sdzficO®dzY jSldzd Is! ] (SSIH5@)cz dzOdzd IsT
Li kewise, the second Agqguotationod is al most
death after being bitten by a snake while walking through afiedthis second

instance, the lost love is clearly Eurydice (putting Tsvetaeva, again, in the Orphic
position), but in the first case weorcannot
Hippolytus or for Phaedriaher blood, and his blood, hurt them botkilled them both.

The next | ines seem to obviidorRhaedrii s conf us
Hi ppol ytus! if oAr Thdnedats atds aeHhdpdadetf § sldzd Is

/1l zOy' ¢icHOHERN dsIE vsPppggsing the general gri
the individual grief of Phaedra for Hippolytus, of Ariadne for Theseus, makes it clear that
the 6l ostdéd one is Hippolytus, itmerewasom Phae
only one, as for Ariadne there was only one. Exchanging the example of Eurydice (and
Orpheus) for that of Ariadne and Theseus introduces another element of specificity into
this equation. We began wiitthe dealt ol Eorgdge, f or wh
the death of Hippolytus (or Phaedra). We move to a loss which, for one individual, is the

loss of everythingand everyon haedr adés | oss of Hippol ytus
Theseus but this is no longer entirely synonymous with deatlppdlytus does die, but

Phaedra lost him long before (or never had him) in his rejection of her passion, her love,

and indeed her death precedes his. Ariadne, as well, loses Theseus through his own

- 0vid is the authority for this version of the story; in Virgil Eurydice is bitten by a snake while being
chased by the shepherd, Aristaeus.
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abandonment of her; these are losses which would not$esldst were possible to

choose who we burn for, if we could al ways
Theseus, cries only for Theseus; Phaedra (her sister) is married to Theseus but loves and
burns only for Hippolytus (his son). Only the gods caroant for taste. In the alignment

of the two examples we can see also that the death has migfRiteedra dies out of

longing for Hippolytus, and Ariadne out of longing for Theseus. This is ailewe a

griefi from which you die. It is witltheseexpressions of love and loss that the poet must
struggle in order to individuate her own e
cannot fit into any previous fAlines and rh
of Phaedras and Ariadnes whave mourned their losses in famous words, and she fears
that she is Alost in the count. o The only
the chorus, to make her fAonedo stand out fr
hyper bol e: nfiimYlessinthefcaunt, / Thatengou I lose all those / Who

sometime and somewheneverwered [ P, dBts klseo jtey HOE/yIlsds Myjlsd
o IsjBd Lklst/@upEards so-Gfg &t j dzj & Withfthi hé poet does

not simply display, as Jan@Tu b man suggests, that #Aher | oss

has lost not a friend whose potential was explored, but one whom she had only begun to

knowo (191); she is, as in the rest of the
pronouncement. Itisnotenugh f or her to i dentify with P
Ariadneds, nor i s it 1evenafagehwvdicéinthenchorusdfo b e

abandoned, utoved women of poetry. All that will suffice is for her to identify with the
wholechous at once, with dall Racine and all S

these ages and pages of grief into her own heart and language. In this monumental act of
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identification she loses all of the losges her own loss she loses Hippolytus, These
Orpheus (and Eurydice) and faheverwerddose [/ Wh
i.e., all those who ever were, and were lostiterature.

In keeping with the logic of hyperbole, the poet goes on to identify with the earth
itself which bearstheweg ht of such sorr owyownl$nhes!¢ e Naxo
Since my own blood under the skin s St Px ! p OF M isfifjtsedn lsizdgj dzdzO W
CeMmig'AL Mmtse Mmise j dzdzOWi ulstd S dnisengfbisgins (essentially,
although it was intimated at earligoints in the first poem) a language of the body which
runs alongside the language of the voice: the poet has expanded her voice to absorb all
the voices of mythic mourners (biperhaps more appropriatélynelancholics), and her
body now becomes coextens e wi t h t he i sl and that suffer
death, her veins flowing with the black river which eternally separates the living from the
dead. A flurry of exclamations of i mmeasur
Everywhere'having | osed / My eyes: wi thgistO! botst o3agl

sdzO! | jLH)dzOL OF tcB pL H]da@d laadizibectly o a realigatipi: in

this complex and highly |literary equation
sorrow, theequai ty bet ween the two poets, the two
has di sappeared. While on her side the poe

sometime and somewheneverwere 6 f or hi s part she concl ud
not.../ Alos 1104 [ ¢ tcd OH ddO v % tc @ I@ddition,. in her titanic self

expansion the poet has literally lost her belovéaist him within her own expanse: she

made herself into the very earth, but now

A Oh rwhateseas and cities / To seek you? (Unsdery u n s efe itfntg 'S @C d d3
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Bt d3 d /eFBBH Q&S Ols' Pdzi n tg . dis dEE)agsr she, but he

who i s fl o sitinherawnddsperate sstfultipiioation. With this realization

shecomes back to herself, and back to the telegraph poles, in a moment which contains

the sadness of satfeflation, but also the comfort of return to a modicum, however small,

of certainty: Al entrust my goodblesryo th

[c fto, osHT 99 eV vy tstgmn tsHe Odf,dz’ 21 ffigkdmudze 24 j toh d fi
Parenthetical(¥VyEklg)t rad dy ®Pladads )tohi[rd poce

thread of this return to the metaphorics of communication modes, but only in order to

discardeer y mode one by one: fAHaving picked th

(Inparticulari a s emaplfgor e J)toj gtcOQo /dl ot ts Bisjlsddatshijdp |,

i BOY stcAs she throws fAeverythiabed away, ho

addressee,eachmetaph al one sounding a note or a cho

wil dest of dissonancedgyoORh PR §ch tzafitsdsc tsiizts

JIslsjtfJdzj ’.h.e. met aphor of the semaphore al on

predecessor of theeddtrical telegraph system which consists of posts and wires, the

Asemaphore telegraphdo or Aoptical telegrap

of the 18" century and used most famously by Napoleon Bonaparte, who used to travel

with a portable semaphore (a fact that Tsvetaeva, thanks to her early love of all things

Napoleon, would be sure to have known). Semaphore networks built on similar principles

also gpeared at around the same time in Britain, Spain and Sweden, and later in Canada

and the United States, and many of these were in use through the middle &f the 19

century. In essence, the semaphore system consists of lines or networks of stations, each

manned by semaphore operators and readers who are in charge of manipulating some
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kind of structure to transmit a coded message to the next station along the line. The

structure itself may take a number of forms, but in general consists of a large aesttral p

with various arms extending from it whose positions may be changed by the operators,

and to which lamps and shutters may be affixed. The positions of these moving arms

along with different configurations of lighted lamps, or opened and closed shutters,
correspond to elements of a code to which the semaphore operators are privy; by means

of this system secure messages could be transmitted across great distances with relative
speed in comparison to earlier forms of tebenmunication, and it is easy toagine the

strategic benefits of such a system for a military commander such as Napoleon, waging

war on multiple fronts. (One thinks of the kingdom that was lost for the sake of a

horseshoe nail, or some other such triviality which prevented the conveyfaace
necessary message.) While this is what is
term extends itself generously, allowing i
across a distance, from heliography to smoke signals. Theiflaglling systm, used

primarily in the navy to visually transmit messages from ship to shore, or ship to ship, is

also called a semaphore system (it replaced shutter semaphores in maritime use), and
operates on similar principles: a person holds differently colorepatelned flags in

his or her hands, and moves his or her arms in predetermined weeyflags along with

the motions correspond to elements of a code. Tsvetaeva clearly evokes this system as
well, in the poemds s econuwdouts.tidthow shanielS| ee v e

it SO 0 UYDSCB @M EighQwL. . i Thesd two semaphore systems,

2 KAES /ASLIASElI KFa gAGK O2YLX SGS Ol tARAGE ARSYOGATA
initiated ini KS FANRG LI2SYZ | O0O2NRAYy3I (2 6KAOK (GKS af&NRO
OK2NHzas gKAOK AyOfdRSa y20 2yté& I NRFRYS FyR 9dzNERAC
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in their commonalities, indicate something of what Tsvetaeva is trying to do with her
poetry. First, both systems operate as extensions otitharmbody and its ability to
convey meaning visually through movement. Clearly, having lamented the narrowness of
language in relation to her heart in the previous poem, the poet is resorting to more
physical means of expression. Both systems of semapkaggerate the movements of
the human body in order to make them more visible |egiflle, at greater distances; the
flagsi gnal | i ng {walggd ngal)|l edd efwisgp more obviou
structure with its moving arms still mimics the sanuenan form, with arms thrown
wide. In the issue of legibility we return to a key point: even in her recourse to the
language of the body, and its technological extensions, the poet does not and cannot do
away with languagée the original system devised ¢arry signs across the distance
between one person and another. Any semaphore technology would be useless without
the preset code which allows the message to be encoded and decoded, sent andl received
thus we al ways come balcknkool Bogweagevert oeat
language at all? Once again we see Tsvetaeva engage with the fact of translation;
messages may be translated in and out of any number of codes and media, all of which
have their merits and their limits, but always remain ematmosphere of languages, of
language.

Still, it is possible to conceive of a language, a system of signs, known only to a
few i known, even, only to two, who alone are able to send and receive messages by its
means. The simplest of semaphore sysfiethe simplest of telegraph systems as well

requires at least two stations but, in essence, no more. Having already imagined herself

perhaps only insofar as the exaggerated and stylized movenaénitee opera singer are imagined as a
particular kind of semaphore system.
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and her addressee as two Asinging pilingso
over whether he will hear hewnvoice within the wires which carry so many other
voices as well, the poet now tests out a new (though older, more archaic) po$sihiéty
will make her poetry into a semaphoric code that only he can read. The epigraph she
chooses f or t heofAt& &uessian da Npoat sesbaogoek 0Egsasm Mo nt &
speaks to this choice to single amereader:
Remember that man who, when he was asked why he took so
many pains over an art which could only ever come to the attention of a
very few people;
AA isewenough for me, 0 he responde
Not one is enough for me. 0
[Souvienne vous de celuy a qui, comme on demandoit a quoi faire
il se peinoit en un art qui ne pouvoit venir a la cognoissance de gueére des
gens-
AJOen ay adpendiz | de ngded, ay assez d

assez dé& pas un. 0]

I n this we can hear Tsvetaevads insatiabl e
couldsatisff i Not one i s i esioutaneoustharmonynaadodiscord with

her love of a secteheld together only with oriei One i s enough for me.
has indeed suggested that her motheros poe

when she began to writewardsanother poet of her caliber:

BeagSit SOl l[d2GSa azydlAaysS Ay GKS 2NAIAYIET GKS &t
[De la solitude], updated into modern French reads as follows:
Souviennevousde celui, & qui comme on demandait & quoi faire il se peinait si fort en
dzyy I NI ljdzA yS LI2dz@8FAlG GSYANI £ fF O2yYylIA&aal y(
réponditA £ = 2QSy A | 2aST »RQEg2Yy 2QSy A | aasSi RS
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The then intensifying complexity dfer poetic languag@eintelligible,

nowadays [...] to a fimasso reader shi
the fisel ect 0 diesadalrs oo fi nt hpea rlt9 2e0xsp | ai r
orientation toward Pasternak: this was a speech comprehensible to two and
en®ded for all others! After all, those who have just acquired the basics of

arithmetic cannot immediately expect to be able to decipher calculus...

(109)
Ciepiela points out that, while Tsvetaeva
atothet i mes, and now 6dadoptsd some fAfeatures
| exicon, his convoluted syntax, and his pr
case that #Aher ventriloquizing of Pasterna

simil arhai eBdsvetaevads poetics resembled |
particularly in their strong reliance on i
two-person language sings in wires that are higher than telegraph virése Ipb g r a
pole? Could anythi agpgtsszBobfj dzf ctcOBdz" @/ho § &5 &zl
RLBGREN? Al yr idedad d wiifirCed$jo Wheisohs H®e r ge wi t h t h
vaulb &H[ dzj 0 jhigdwery movement passing through the air and across the

sky, from the semaphoric waving arms and flags to the passing dafunss fcd whi ch i s
both sunrise and sungeis a sign carried from poet to poet, from lover to beloved.

Beyond fAsemaphore, 0 beyond the Atel egraph
Stanps of cobBstzacaw @Yo ( f ot/ ORY tf o M uzdzts fizis g 2

i tsmls ts Vilbéyknd, that is, any mode of communication under outside cérdrad

At hrough epochs of eviYtjageddd sE&EjnyER kimema ¢,



22t

dzO fn 1 if tfeir ownlanguagé it he spring overflow of drain
spadddydiss fMistsC so/Ro 16t hls teg 2t E %Y Iswwqdvas O dzfls o
makes her c¢claim on Pasternak: AAs | ong as
are dawns toward the bordd For so long | clearly and everywhere / And interminably
bi nd nHySuddzj[ Mo S/ SdejsEizj MdzsSIcidu Etstzize Y g gls o j dadats
fsofmMj ddRMida Isj dz' dfs. sTlBe BY¥Ky, 0 that ATransm
feelings, |/ Tavnigodimbe detvies | dzsy/dzinss Bine J OQ sz !
9 J fij Bansmitter of the coded semaphoric language which belongs only to two, replaces
telegraph wires as a medium of communication, but acts as wires which bind the two
poets inescapably together. Throughets e fAwi res of spaceodo the p
shame! 0 her fAudepdibh Ocdedep f amidgtBiadf pi t hful pa
[dzj d Mis 5o OWwithEso@dbdehind her made up of human constructions of
communication which all somewhat resemble hesermaphore with wide waving arms, a
wig-wagger with flapping flags, a telegraph pole with its extended arms, and even the
stretched riggings of a ship on its fAqui et
With the fourth poem of AWireso we appr
mar ked byiticuO®Oryphewes, 06 and in more than one
already knows what Pasternak will say to her in the letter which precipitates the break.
Two things in particular the poenmnsteems ¢t o
write to him in Moscow, and his revelation that his wife is expecting a child. The poem
begins a response to both points that will continue throughout the cycle, not excluding

AEur ytdoc®r pheus. 0 After her wiesamdadieandi ng o

% Aphrase whichrecalls@S G SO Qa FaaSaavySyida 2F GKS LMB I SyOSs
Sister, Life
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mythology in the previous poems, here the poet begins with an immediate expression of
awareness that each member of the chorus h
pol eso are decl ared HtOdiite zOMmls BAhEshydzsatsHC s
acknowledged to function accordingtteeir ownrules, but still according to rules.

Li kewise poetry, the Aautocratic suburbo o
conventional linguisticrulespoet s hol d, as we adalmbynknow, a
even follow conventional poetic rules, but even in breaking them poetry is governed and
conditioned by the rules of AMeter and mea
suburb, however, the poet imagines a language that is born directly frondghe bo

| eaping over dffkomheé heuwesmb pa&d&rLy Yyt ® Owidn
dzO 9 ]j Bage wverflow, excess, or discharge, this embodied language is like the

Awhi st | edthemfly part of itrthatiismot bound to follow tracks guch it can
bedestructvé i Thi s i s my heaiitt @emastinap ifigetdHeySp af
s,  dMOwstsz] Is d g o lss]Adgutlaléo productive: the discharge of

excess, unruly energy allows the metered and measured actions and oatmmsue.

|l s what we are reading, then, this dischar
steam, so that she can continue to follow the rules of living in the world? But how could

this be? if we have understood this discharge as precibelywhichescapep o et r y 0 s
Afautocratic suburb, o which is higher by fa
are reading poetry which is magdessibleboy t he di scharge of the b
would not fit into its dimensions (the dimensiorighe body, or of the poetry). However,

though this excess of energy may be lost to the economy which transforms desire into

poetry, still it wings its way to the beloved:



Shh... But if suddenly (are there
Wires and posts everywhere?) tipping
Your head yownderstand: these

Hard wordg are only the cry

Of a nightingale, having lost its path:
I Without my beloved the world is emptiy!
Having fallen in loi ove with the Lyre of your arms,

And the Layla of your lips!

[vMf. . . O JjNJjdzd eHttkze (oM ulkz xJ
l cs®ds Mlstsdzer ?) dztss
1 Odzsdsdoh d 52 d3g h Istclz H dz" |

o dztse j fj@zdmd d o 54 d

stsdzseo ! ddzr 2, fp fEkIsd fmedeh d2Mmw:

il dJL dzeBdiseis d3ddtc § zmlis!

Il [ dtkz tclzCo Blstpanddn? frpwdzs

R 9o [JjddzEz]lsstsdn Zfmis!
Lost, but also escaping, frometlidaadt whi dis
which reach the beloved will be understood by him, the poet is certain, as a natural
phenomenoii the song of a nightingale that cannot help but sing. While it is without

words, the nightingal ebs somgordissmaéhbuts al so
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the poet (whether lover, or beloved) cannot help but translate the song into language, and
into the meter and measure of poetjy: A Wi t
dz¢ B d d3ts 6 ts ]dJdfius evieriztiglsischarged energy cotodse bound. The poem

ends with another translation of the song into pdetias time mythepoetici terms:

with reference to the fAiLyre of your ar mso
thiscas€) , whil e with refelipslévericfigerddtaditee Lay | a
poet® Even more thanthist he fLyred of the beloved6s ar
by the arms i.e., the lover has fallen in love with poetry as represented by thé Lyre

and also the arms themselves, as they stand for the body, the desire of andifgawdic

rise to the poetry. The fAlLayl ao of #Alipso

desired and desiring bodlythe lips may inspire poetry, but also speak it.

It is this very body which, with its desire, has disappeared, if we consider

3t

Eurgidoc Orpheuso insofar as it fits into t

sidelong reference to Orpheus®*lemdsinbhe end o

3t

Eurydoc®rpheuso thematically, there is a

expressed n t hat poem, which is a | ove of heart

) NBFSNBYOS (12 wifl185Qa ahNLKSdza® 9 dzvdlehge S | SNX¥Sas
conscious of the delicate lyy@Nhich had grown into his left armke a slipf Of roses grafted onto an
olive tree¢
% A reference to the traditional Arabic tale of Layla and Majnun.
87 A reference which is strengthened by the image of the nightingale, who makes an appearance in the
GFrfS 27 h NLK $ GeogicF ait@® Orpheus Na3 fost Eudydiae to her second death, he sits by
the river, weeping and singing:
...entranced,

The wild beasts listened; entranced, the oak trees moved

Closer to hear the song, which was like that

Of the nightingale, in the shade opaplar tree,

In mourning for her children who were taken,

As yet unfledged, by a herdsman, hard of heart,

Who had happened upon her nesshe weeps all night

And over and over repeats her lamentation

And fills the listening air with her sad complaint. (181)
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AEur ytdoc®r pheusd which has done away with
Apassion. o Here, from the first |ines, mar
Tsvda aeva foll ows Ovidodos version of the myth

Metamorphose®v i d pl aces Eurydiceds death direct
the marriage ceremony itself seems to portend such an eventuality:

Thence Hymen came) saffron mantle clad,

At Orpheusd summons through the boun

To Thessaly, but vain the summons proved.

True he was present, but no hallowed words

He brought nor happy smiles nor lucky sign;

Even the torch he held sputtered throughout

With smartingsmoke, and caught no living flame

For all his brandishing. The ifitarred rite

Led to a grimmer end. The nemed bride,

Roaming with her gay Naiads through the grass,

Fell dying when a serpent struck her he2®5
Tsvetaeva goes even further than Omaking marriage and death simultaneous and
synonymous, as Eurydice begins her address
married away the |l ast shreds dzv Qsfj nt,he shro
slsydddoh dr f tsiydjstde gjo & dfsiagzOUife deatlz.shroud,
which covers the decaying dead body, is here also the bridal veil, which covers the
bri deds ( supp oandhed bogy)itself, which ihensoubtbrawg off in death.

The metaphor continues into the next stanzayini ch t he fAbed of bedso
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marriage bed and the death beloboth of which are built upon a lie (in her reference to
those who fAon the bed of beds -t¢f.aclg® hfave I
dzsy 4 dudztzggoh dd3 o j dddyl iz vt$ Jskdetappva pldys on the
similarity between the Russianwordas i g n ar chai ¢ Tvaoddzesyf or fnbed
Al i edetsy digodd parti ci pfjdetsy, d lswrhm cdf itsh é owt ehr L t
togethero (in the conj unghe tonssrietivessense)asod it o
contains the samerodtt hi s i s ttokEateeoofhé@fhice of appe
the body itself. AFor thoseo such as Euryd
who have made themselves at home in déathalso means, as we have already
established, forpoetswh o do not 6l ived in their bodies
Al ok fzlzlstc itdivfhodrds t h o stefoa ¢ ehee md eatcieng, whet he
marriage bed, the death bed, or in the phantassmalb e of t he dead, i s a
[dzs) . Eurydice has made an € alothebloodrasesé x c han g
For this ampl e otz dEshdpdnote tt /@ g y Bistso d
fetsmisstcdz /2 J U Bbids pays, withhe bed which is either marriage or
death bed, wostbdsdhehfibhostdain its sheets i
can fi nfdsCftRéret del[d of fij i @Y pdaamshdhe o |
Aampl ed sheets of Ai mmortality. o

Let usbe clear, here, even if the poet is obscure: Tsvetaeva associates, throughout
the poem, not simply marriage, but sex, with death. She thus establishes, through the
known fact of Eur y dthatkud/dice and @rphleuys coasarmontatece r f a
thermar ri age. (On this point Virgil and Ovid

payments for her peatei al | sieallthdboodr a pes 0 and ifeeall | sett
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my c i eveke @gually the pain (and pleasure) of the sexual act. Pain asdrplea
however, belong to the mortal body, and 0B
passiom ep Moz fels! v Ugh dzdz® f3ls B¢ ZnHiddegil ther Mmistc ©
end of passion comes a change of relations
l ast ampldtsls ufdtehpdzj] H]dDrpheudf alsdHyrigdiedsare no longer

husband and wife, but now brother and sister, although according to our interpretation it

was the very act which made them husband and wife, which also made them brother and
siste.

Eurydicebds poetic resignation of her fw
command that he show' di Ifitt or @egdeentohthestsfgle@o g o
surface to be entirely out of tune ,owith th
composd t wo days atfd e@r gilEaiurs/,dd cien whi ch the p
you may bé | will overtake you, / | will sufferthroughand r et ymn gouldr [ dzd
B'idassjiBW MOt g 08 j t dfrzandiz®mnn@mrds her beloved,

ASuffendd btfjMisOHQPI fjjaytzhii ng, in the cont
the poet seems initially to have become even more determined upon seeking and finding

her beloved, and against the second poem in which she despaired of ever finding him, she

is nowfantastically sekHconfident in her discerning abilities. Eurydice and Orpheus have

not passed, however, without | eaving trace

throughiand return you, 0 the poet picks up the
the counterpoint: she becomes Orpheus, still set on finding and rescuing his wife from

deat h. I n the repeated decl arations of her

bl oody my | ips and r et ur -Qrphicpoet appearmitot he dea

®Both verb formg ¢ - m t h § £~ [OY R t éicaré derived from t h ~cpdsson.
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have heard or understood Eurydice. At this point comes a-tepeated command to

AGIi veuduPlmWwW[AGi ve upo because fHGAHt ¢ista Mise i

dzf MFOaf® AGi ve upd because fANotthaseme yet h

without arms: [/ fthThozduh d b lezgdzdfiflsagelDeh i c s B

tcz@y j toj L H 1] Th desf we read in two ways: that no one has ever come

through death alive, and that no one yet has saved himself or ess@lfotheii from

death by means of poetry (an interpretation justified by the ubiquitous association in

Tsvetaevabds work between breath and poetry

kind of death which is not entirely deathly, a sidikp death or a deatlike sleep, a

stasis: ABreasts soarédrapndAljignsl iod a3 filz , n

1 31¢d dzj o dHivlsdze Hp@his imege iz indscative of a general shift in the

constellation of citati onsTseefaevdibdiinetes 0: beg

move away from the classical, mythical, and tragic figures of Ariadne, Phaedra, Orpheus

and Eurydice, and towards, on the one hand, the material dbfelland fairytale®® and,

on the other hand, Biblical materiabnd this last m&t strongly. Indeed, it is a

movement initiiatoedrlpy efulsyroy cinde preci sel vy i

that, with death, AWomanbés passion ends. 0
i lstcOQfpls't he word with which Tsvetaeva i nf¢

pleasure, whichwe ave transl|l ated here as fApassion, 0

end of ChriiselbsOmedtmabdihE&E®ePassi on of Chri

Christian exegetical tradition (especially

between the défa of Christ and his resurrection, he descended into Hell and brought back

¥1n particular the tales of Sleeping Beauty and Snow White, which both feature a heroine who falls into a
period of prolonged, deatfike sleep, which only the beled can end; Tsvetaeva plays, as usual, all of the
roles.
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with him the souls of Adam and Eve, among otlieas exploit commonly known as the
AHarrowing of Hell .o Transforming Orpheus?d
empowered to trangge her own endeavors into a redemptive key; Orpheus failed in his
attempt to bring Eurydice out of Hades, but Christ is successful in opening the doors of
Hell . The poet, for her part, is motivated
deat haojeleldzin [sSHtb@Qt t his same | ove can al so e
[o § tec dzlz fr]]; by hemHodzGchoice. Passionate love gives way to patient love, and the
remaining poems of the cycle express the p
with, it istrue, varying degrees of actual patience, but a godlike certainty that in the
fullness of time she and her beloved will be united:

Like a woman sage | will fool

Samueli and return alone:

For another is with you, and on the day
Of judgement we do naompete...

| circle and outlast.
I am and will be and will mine out
Your souli as she mines out your lig$,

The one who puts lips to rest...

[s OC { tcsLTtsd@dfFzd gD
Il " BBsteimfyle § edzz ! tsH dz2O:

PeKSNBE A& Fy20KSNI wAf1Sly SOK2 KSNBY dahNLKSdza ® 9 dzNE
YAYS 2F azdzZ ad k [A1S OSAyad 2F aAiAf OSNI®NBZI (GKSe aAf
hNLIKSdza | OGAy3 Fa GKS WYAYSNI 2F azdzZ aoQ
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RBES HttkzeOw M kB2, d o MmMikzHdz 2
r4dg2 dzgj IswgeOs sfw. . .

148t d Hdz¢ M.
[ Mlis! w d BkHE w d HtsBEHE

[ 2hitE ©C GkB" HEBBEHJjI Efis

vfBsSBdlsj dz dzed yo. . .

Setting her sights on an eventual unionof sbldlse y ond @At he diay of jud
requires renunciation of any hope for a union of bodies, however; in the follpaamg

Athe hour, whenOf, démsdH O eags aapso tclzlfe hour
begin ftibh ¢ eds®yd dzpantin thegninth [soem of the cycle the poet
expresses her faith in 1dneintowhese whibendii k nows,
wi t h whdg modz@ j[IsQH tuyd't 0o ' Bd i ]sStifisdsis not without

pain and suffering) the same passidnthat physical passion is given up: as Eurydice

was ushered into immortatosgs woDandefMieooniad €.
suffers the overcoming and disintegration
expressions struggle to burst forth from it. In the seventh poem, at the hour of the

bel ovedds departure, in trying mebybid an i
At eidbrisgger tipdajiteeswze 8 9 @RaAez@LiWwayges t han handc
[oL BOBFdz: h]j, c&hd testifies that #ASpeech | o0s
hokSCd t©OMEY @®dzdz@" totg Q3. Thisvparentlyfinpétilsnt period of

simultaneous physical | ongi ng,i opthegreund; al st
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/| Teeth in | ipBukzSiwmPler EFHsodeggsy | gzcize .
b ls tsdzB dzv € . )])J amdiphysickddBintegration corresponds, in the terfitiseo
new Christian schematic I mposed over the O
death and his resurrectidrbut for the poet this is her entire life. She is doomed, as is her
bel oved, i uniftarupsedly ferever, / And to livé for life i with no bliss!
[ ...] In the archivedizyigds}he EFd@gaiprlum of cr
A4 sy dL dep dedzts[ddjl ¢ 'Otcr do, o F Emtiee mogneft €hdzj ¢
gives up any claim to Al i ps orclaimaponithet he mom
soul, the poet and her bel dslagedi slavese bound i
sl aviesBdtc @B lc OB OB '
And yet theras a promise of something beyond this infernal life; Tsvetaeva ends

the eighth poem of the cycle,which, mantrdike, she repeatedly invokes the
patience/ passion which is both pain and pl
it jddeots, C(P¢ BRAYI edzsh ls a s jderf g daftorse t & IO&
dzj G Iz ]) witlied flantasy of the patidg-awaited end:

Scrape of the sledge runners, answering scrape

Of the door: the racket of taiga winds.

Descent of the highest decree:

i Change of kingdom and entry of the grandee.

And home:
Into the unearthly

But mine.
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MCtedy §sdsL ' fjltdisise jIsds 2
rejted: tsitls o jlstese IsOY 3 dzr = .
I r syo02h d2 ftedh jdz i MStedyls:

Tz dzO yYyOteMmlso® d 9l jJLH 9ojd d3gsy J .

R HEBMGs2:
1 dzj L J d3dzts 2
r o dis?
Without a doubt, the Aunearthlyodo kingdom i
thus the natural site for the uniohpoets; also without a doubt, this kingdom is
inaccessible in life. Except, perhaps, through glimpses, and only by way of certain paths.
Tsvetaeva begins a |l etter to Pasternak (th
meetings i n | tiohefthgsepaths: h an i nti ma
My favorite mode of communicatidnotherworldly: a dream: to
see in a dream.
Second correspondence. A letter, like a certain mode of
otherworldly communication, is less perfect than a dream, but follows the
same laws.
[ 52 dz¢ Bodddpr s Binfjimiis stotsdzed 2 : Mmtsdz: o
fndzj .
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O olifesgi f dMEO. 1 dMm s, COC dzgj €d2
sBhjdzdw, 3jdajj Mmtso jteh j dadats j](DNUzj 3 j dzd
23)
Both of these modes of communication are a
ot her s. I n the ninth poem the poet i magine
they may be brought togeth®r
Spring brings sl eep. Letbs sl eep.
Though separately, still it yields: sleep
Brings together all incompleteness.

Perhaps we will seeaeh other in sleep.

[l i MdzO dzOeo sHdIls Misdz. v Mmdzj d3.
MmBls! otetsLt, O ofj Y MHOJjIMmw: ofp

t OLtotsL dgj dedetsisd Mo tsH s Mmitsda.

botsf! EodH{diMw ot Mmdzj .
As they are transcriptions of dreams, the poems also stand in forildtierietters
Tsvetaeva imotsending to Pasteank . But insofar as <dreams an
worl dly, o0 they are by nature already poet.i
the otherworld. To meet in poetry then, is an even higher form of communication, a

higher form of correspondence dream, and the closest thing to the eventual

otherworldly meeting of souls which can be achievetthi;world; every poem of

AWireso is, as we have -saldyunonafppetoetsi ¢ f ant
TeKAE A& 2yS 2F ¢agSil SOLQa FlL@2NRAGS LRSGAO GKSYSas
FYOAQ@EE Sydte RANBOGSR (G2 tFadSNYyl®hHWR 02 (wWirStY|ILEIS | Ady
W22Yféc wt _ "~ _Loae““t
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What does it mean, though,tomeepim et r y? Thr oughout AW re
imagined her language as a direct line to one addressee, springing straight from her body
and reaching all the way to his ears, no matter what technological intermediaries and
poetic meters, measures, and predecsseay reroute, interrupt and stamp it with their
forms. Telegraph wires, semaphore stations and wandering nightingales have been
i magined as so many strings of Orpheusodo |y
and discords the poet has played ugant have all been orchestrated toward the goal of
a meeting between twaoetsi in place of a missed meeting between two people. Within
this poetic choir, singing with all of MfAHa
the figure of Orpheus descensth g t o fAdi stur bo Eurydice with
is far from simple. On the one hand, Eurydice asserts that for those who have exchanged
the bodyds mort al l i fe for theiabladadvéns I mmo
for one,preciselyfor one who has no body to suffer its wound. To call upon a ghost with
all the passion of the body is inappropri a
down to Eurydice. o0 At the same time, Orphe
Acme down to Eurydice, 0 sought the meeting
painful, and in so doing he established, establishes, and always will have established the
poet 6s power over and Kkinship withr, death a
addressing the ghostief Rit kidgthbhdWewhaleddb |
descending from Orpheus (from his descent), from whom (and from which) all poets
descend. As Rilke so famously wréta line which Tsvetaeva pointedly takes noté of

Afi@ce and for all [/ 1tés Orpheus i f 1t sing

inalettertoastdl i vi ng Ri |l ke: Aalf 1t dies, among poc
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and Eurydice both must not, and must, take place, over the sheetsnafrttame bed or

the death bed (which is the same bed), wit
white sheets of a notebook. The unmet meeting of poets is a meeting of voices, voices

which are carried by and born from bodies, but in Tsvetaeva tbdseskalways appear
fragmented and incomplete, manifestordy what is necessary to create the paem

telegraph poles and wires, lung cavity and vocal cords or, finally, womb and umbilical

cord.

Out of the relations Tsivet Oepdheast ablbieg
marriage and death, between the pains of death and the pleasures (and pains) of sex, a
seed is sown which grows through all the p
final poem, itspringsforthia | i vi ng od¢ o &4 :/YQimBaiththiso |
revel ation Tsvetaeva directly responds to
which he ends their correspondence, that his wife is expecting & éhddmmunication
which he prefaces with the declaration that,ihi s marri age, he chose
and cat adntsrddstee @ ][C QloOfIstctteé gi v ebulliviige fAnot

childremd dz]] ff tc d wWdaisO Syt dp,” df(DNY 68)YRBsternak, so Tsvetaeva

understands, has ¢ ho shaetshe,llike Ewydieencdoosed deathi ng c
which is to say, poetry. Thus sihiarosyel egat e
heaps / Of breasts. .. | n td eH thlyiged dizfisa tsioc g |
CGizH'elzH 2. . . 1 ¢/QH Gy jditroizhe jtempoaitysadd spatiality of

pink, pregnant domesticity. But Eurydice, having known passion, also goes pregnant into
death (like Rilkebs Eurydike, who is fAdeep

[...] filed withhervasd eat ho) , and | i kewi se Orpheus, ha
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life pregnant with his own (and her own) death. While Pasternak claims to have made his

choice for the sake of the Aliving chil do
andshecabe f at her and mother, that both can f.
children. o She promises him: ABut | wild.l b

Picked upg in the sand, on the gravel / By chariceverheard / In the wind, along the

tracks. .. [/ I n all the br dadl dgs jodtecgadzindz w
stsCtoso dh dzd y /3 s dedks @R j ¢ OR , /) dz@ tshs jiceddids -
9JlsteOn, MG HfddxOFdzdz = . . . | HiRQdDMlseCipj, »n 6BHjjM A dzj B
B dztsH sMis ! |1 h @cOGHy he is imagined as pregnant with her, and she in

turn pregnant with a multitude of poetic embryos. Both areithaginedas capable of

giving birth to children by each other, but also of giving bigtkeach other, and each will

be bornandrebon al ready pregnant with new Al i kene
Afdo you know it? Wi th a chill [/ Wrapped 1t
[z Odz: , kL dzOj "M /1iQ{?0OA debsldniisylz H RPfcQun) dziishEx . . .

chillof theirmi ssed meeting and Pasternalknfs reques
Tsvetaeva wraps the shawl of her languageeir shared languagearound herself and

Al oiobke and all the boundless sorrow she see
outintote worl d (building, |ike Rilkeds Orpheu
Klage]) she is in fact sending through her own internal wires, vibrating along all her veins

and feeding that fylzidisg ¢ Wdéch growOand watmehed e pt h s o
fromt he inside until, AhotterrandafnSbehboeman

itself a Aliving child. o In closing the cy

[f jtco]jdwhi ch is fAmore / Thantf&h/mjRrstborns
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fjteo jdzyd o d JoWjth this ghedvafcdrye? even.herself, putting the
ot herworldly firstborn that is fAiSongo befo
and wifel not the first, fertile wife (Leah), but the beloved, promised v&cheli i.e.,
the poetAllit he most aut hendept|sieHtd [metsfiils oof j tandpj b L
G Iz , & category which includes any flesh and blood children born by any flesh and
bl ood women (not excluding herselibnsbhe po
[3ded dB3s M Isw dzd] .f J ficB Mafridefa leO& le se fii magi nati ono
but i n the Aps atfnts chLsten@daisidis tne teatiie Home of all
poets, it is tvhag'y who are fArealityo |

We began our consideration of the poetic encounter between Tsvetaeva and
Pasternak with a reference to their mutual resistance to this encounter, as a resistance to
anything finew. o0 Initially, in Tsvetasevaos
resistance both to any worldly encounter beyond that of passing acquaintance, and to any
encounter with the poetry of the other. Appropriately, each makes a first significant
impression on the other through poetry, and though this does lead to daaset in
person, the resistance to this meaodtaicregp und
is maintained on both sidésand thus all the desire is diverted and translated into the
realm of poetry. For Tsvetaeva this results in an incredybieal outpouring, of which

AWi reso stands out as her mo st extended an

St

bropgdetr. 0 (It is no interpretive stretch,
Pasternak; when the two poets do resume theirgmorelence, Tsvetaeva almost
i mmedi ately sends him AWireso along with a

period, all of which she later includesAfter Russiat el | i ng hi m, AOf t he



sent only that which is addressed to you without medigpointblank. Otherwise |

woul d have to serd filhder tswh ofl efyrbde@dk@ oOls t§dz! € t5 s
dzj f sMtej HMiso jdzdes ¢ 1 O3, o Efste. RdAdud ftdhd
(DNV9O), and prefaces AWireso with agsdedi cat
in-poetry are openly acknowledged to be fantasies, imaginations, illusions, and phantoms,

they are not thebjectsof desire but rather thgroductsof diverted or obstructed desire

(of sublimation, to put it in Freudian terms) and, as such, may lsemlwr phantasmal

t ha

N

in this worl d, but are fully alive 1in

reading Tsvetaevaods @ NmewwoXdear 6s Greetingo

ANew Year 0 sAnGpereletteritompapiy:

It is Pasternak who initiates tikerrespondence between Tsvetaeva and Rilke,
following his receipt of RiYikwhitlshe(Réke\pons e
tells of having recently encountered and a
knowledge that Rilke is aware bim as a poet is profoundly affecting; he confesses to
Ril ke: Al am indebted to you for the funda
intellectual being. They are your creations [...] The sense of fateful tension, of the
presence of the incredihlef impossibility surmounted, which penetrates me as | write to

you cannot be reachle&d)hy Awgrmeallt | enxgp rPeasgieam

fateful tensiono is the fact of his having
receivedRilkés | etter, Tsvetaevabs APoem of the |
upheaval .0 The coincidence of these fitwo a
Pt AGSNYEF1Qa FILOKSNE [ S2YAR h&aALRIOAOKSE 6+F& | LINRBYAY

to Germany in 1921, and met Rilke for the first time in Russia in 1899.
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connect Rilke with Tsvetaeva directly, and he expresses this desire to Rilke; describing
Tsvetaevatohimms a fiborn poeto and one who fAmay b
part of your own poetic history, outreach,

| dare to wis® oh, please, please, forgive me this audacity and what must

seem an impositiah | would wish, | would dare wish, &t for her part

she might experience something akin to the joy that welled in me thanks to

you. | am imagining what one of your books, perhap®ihieo Elegies

which title I know only by hearsay, would mean to her, with an inscription

by you. Do, pleasgardon me! For in the refracted light of this deep and

broad fortuity, in the blindness of this joyful state, may | fancy that this

refraction is truth, that my request can be fulfilled and be of some use? To

whom, for what? That | could not say. Perhagpthe poet, who is

contained in the work and who goes through the courses of time by

different names.L(66-67)
It is in the name of this fApoetodo that RilKk
writes to Tsvetaeva in Paris, and sends her capibis Duino ElegiesandSonnets to
Orpheus he inscribes the former:

For Marina Ilvanovna Tsvetayeva

We touch each other. How? With wings that beat,

With very distance touch each othero6

Onepoet only lives, and now and then

Who bore him, and whbears him now, will meet.

(L 105)
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With this he affirms Pasternakoés conceptio
and who goes through the courses of time b
ARai ner Maria Rilkeo isemoOrthahantbeepoét d

Rainer Maria Rilke!

May | hail you like this? You, poetry incarnate, must know, after

all, that your very nanée is a poem. [...] Your name does not rhyme with

our timed stems from earlier or lat&@rhas always been. [...] Youeanot

my dear est daevdl), yfurac a phenersenond of nature,

which cannot be mine and which one does not so much love as undergo,

or (still too little) the fifth element incarnate: poetry itself or (still too

little) that whence poetry comé&s be and which is greater than it (you).

(L 105-106)
Across all of these emotionally charged passages the impression emerges that both
Pasternak and Tsvetaeva consider themsel ve
afterlife, fdApahitstodr y,hiesyt roevaactpoednad ef f ect
with him is not like corresponding with another poet (not even like the correspondence
bet ween the two of them), but | i ke corresp
from outside oftmeand pace. The fact of Ril keds | ivin
unbelievable; less than a year before Tsvetaeva had apparently passed on the (erroneous)
newsto Pasternakt hat Ri |l ke was dead, and Leonid Pa
December ©1925 is written on the occasion of his having discovered to his surprise and

joy that the poet was still alive, telling

% This letter has not survived, though Pasternak responsedn August 16, 1925, is collectedlirt
e™ . e” 0Ot(121-128)., t E
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Europe and the world of culture, in the nightmarish conditions of our Russiarefife w

that is, my family andd bitterly mourned your death, rumors of which had reached our

earls4o6 )(. Approxi mately one year after this

mourn his death againfor this year, then, he writes as one who has retumoeddeath,

but not quite enough to do away with the distance between himself and the world. His

language is infused with an awareness that he is no longer living in his own time, that

though he may be united with Pasternak and Tsvetaeva through thed bbeden, that

fionep o etheyador e t hose Awho bear him now, 06 while
Pasternak and Tsvetaeva respond differe

itsel fo: after his initial &ddressilgRilkke Past ern

again, but Tsvetaeva vaults headlong into the correspondence, trying by any means to

lessen the distance between herself and her idol, not by bringing him closer to herself, but

bringing herself closer to him. For example, she writesilteefR German (in which she

was more capable than she represents herself to be) rather than in Russian (Rilke admits

that his comfort with the language has diminished) or in French (though he tells her that

h e justsasfdiniliar with French aswithGeramn 6) , and gi ves her rea

choice: Al might have said all of this to

give you the trouble of reading your way into it, | would rather take the trouble of writing

my way LInG7) ;i tifyolwedarstamd me, given my bad German? French

|l write more fluently; thatodods why | donodt

nothing should fl ow. FIly, yes! LAXMdItig ail ing

clear that Tsvetaeva igédply concerned with the proper way to approach Rilke, and that

this is entirely a question of language. She would like to close the gap between them, but
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without requiring him to exert himself, thus she writes in German so as not to give him
anytroubles he does not want to address him too
in German, choosing to translate the motive impulse of her thoughts into a language in
which she is aware they may dhalt and stum
affirmation that Tsvetaeva has, indeed, succeeded in trandiatisgjf

YourGermad no, it doesndt fAstumble, o0 it |

and then, like the steps of one who is going down a stone staircase with

stairs of unequal height and cannotraeate as he comes down when his

foot is going to come to rest, right now or suddenly further down than he

thought. What strength is in you, poet, to achieve your intent even in this

language, and be accurate and your¥aitirgait ringing on the steps,

your tone,you Your lightness, your controlled, bestowed weighl1.27)
It is already a stepy-step approach to death, this detinslation into the language in
which she is the least fluent, but which is, for Tsvetaevapoet mor e O6nat ur al 6
it is the |l anguage of that Aphenomenon of n
Greetingd Tsvetaeva parenthetically remark
Russian, angelic cf§fbkmbretczimsals/[telgadzj a1 dz
ofin Odze j dz M PYTRh e sHdgjdBbréad 20w Hifich is fAnatur al
Ahome, 0 (-aswho)fihohefnArel ated by bl oododo] dna

to Tsvetaeva in her correspondence with Rilkiehangs over their letters to each athe

PLy wdzaaAly GKS e 2NREF2ZNBABRSNXPDER & BRPEY2 (KSODBND «
RdzYo ¢ oA ®Sods &LISS OK g BithcutsayidgNiexplicifly, ToVet@eRaYirfiityatiy o £

aLISI]1 2NJ gNARGS Ay DSNX¥YIYy A& (2 FLLINRBIFOK (KS YdziSz a
the language of this world.
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l' i ke a c¢cl oud. Having r eadVergersTdvaagva wrdes ol ect i

Writing poetry is in itself translating, from the mother tongue into another,

whether French or German should make no difference. No language is the

mother tague. Writing poetry is rewriting it. [...] A poet may write in

French but he cannot be a French poet. [...] The reason one becomes a poet

(if it were even possible toecomeone, if onewerenot one before all

elsel) is to avoid being French, Russian,,etcorder to be everything. Or:

one is a poet because one is not French. Natiodadiggregation and

enclosure. Orpheus bursts nationality, or he extends it to such breadth and

width that everyone (bygone and being) is includddZ1)
Inherelaborabn of this concept of the Amothero o
or explosive expansion of the attribution
Tsvetaeva, is the reason a poet is a poet, Tsvetaeva begins to intimate that for her death
(@andl i fe) only mean something in | anguage. T
above all, that between life and death; translation bridges this borderline. Viewing death
as a translation from the realm ofaemaati ona
regards Ril kebds decision to write in Frenc
his i mpending translation, expressing this

About him. His last book was in French: Verger [sic]. He was weary of his

native tongue [...] He was weary of his-pbwerfulness, he wanted an

apprenticeship, so he seized upon the language least congenial t6 a poet

French poésigd and again he could do it, was doing it, was suddenly
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weary again. The trouble, it seems, lay nahmGerman language but in
the human language. Desire for the French language turned out to be
desire for the angelic language, for the otwerldly language. In Verger
he utters the angelic language.
[{ dzj d3. 1 tsfpdzj Hdzww j et Verded ¢ Q da 'zdg® OWidc ®&dk
Wi rCo Mmotsjd[uzsymp@dzy sls o Mmj dBsh desmlis d,
Eyjddyj mMse ©, MroOlsddazhmw L O dzj BidzOG s5H Ot
WicOdzy z fpééged i ftfcw Is! Mmdsse, Jhj tOL Mmise,
s5COL Odztsfy!  dzy o dzj d3d y§& =Od3, ¥ te@ day iSdssos] Y
s5COL OzOMm! Y Oy HES2 Odze J dz! fiybrgeidstslz Iskzfpe j Is
ftese o sted dzipw  dzO ] (O¥248plz: MC sz wiLr €j.
Ril kebs proxiwdrtlydIty Itehreg iamgenerappears as &
correspondence as well as his poetry; he ends a long excursus on what he feels to be a
growing fAdiscordo between hrnieseasMannd, and hi s
pardon meéAnd pardon also the opposite, if all of a sudden | should turn
uncommunicativé which ought not to keep you from writingteed L 127). Thus the
interruptions of his letters caused by his advancing iliness figure as mute intrusions of the
Al anguage lofd i nto his own -nukelabguage @and hi s o wn
Tsvetaeva follows him as he distances hi ms
that he may Aturn uncommunicative, 0 Tsvet a
My isolation from life becomes even more irreparable. | keep moving, | have resettled,

carrying with me all my passion, all my savings, not as a shattedless, but carrying

% For the most part | follow the translation of this passage filoetters: 1926but | have altered a few
detalils.
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so much of it, that | would intoxicate and poison all of Hades. Oh, how it woulddalk it
head off, cmplddyde §'1s@ [slstcr 9 Bls Yy dL dzd MisOdzs e
f4teimjdvsm , ¢t mjddddon' , kdshy M M2 o
5B jMCtose dzj dzedets?2, O fMbtsdn ¢ GlcdBdmey:, alfis' d
d3d dzv B " tstedf da, @ @ENROS5E Imagining herself rather as Odysseus than
Orpheus (a rare moment for Tsvetaeva), she sees herself venturing into the underworld
and feeding the souls on her own bl ood (he
that AHattegygdnwowl|l éital k its head off, 0 and
Ai sol at ibecauseshie has saved up her passion so faithfully, becomes a positive
clamor of voices inthe othavo r | d . I n the same way, Ri |l keo:
comes, figures ihis correspondence with Tsvetaeva as only another interruption on his
sidei which does not keep her from writinghon, but does occasion a change in her
languagé into Russian, and into poetry.

AHappy Naevorldigetaedge/realmi hav & fudso’ d3 € 5H KR
Mo | B&WOIjCdptso|issizxd begi ns Tsve tfaeovwasdjs] itiflofehy rasst |

Anew pds@a cdetno §,dBndd3hefgiplicitly comments on her new mode of

address:
Not to be forgotten, my friend,
The following: that if Russian

% There is a discrepancy between the 2004 ~ . e ~ ; e "af@ithe 1994 o *ME e = mo . e e
mo_a  t9oiagRo F2f dzYSa 2F SKAOK FNB O2YLINAASR 2F ¢agSal S
aydzl KAYyZ 20SN) GKX&oy EFURY &Shdef EVEASESRMHzy 1 ¢ 2N SOSy
GAYLINBIY I 68T e{"{" c3ABIB &S RPAGSYRYAG] PE L KI g8 F2ff 24
i NF y aet"tcioSRE"al & aL o2dd R AyG2EAOFGSs¢ F2NJ GKS al 1§ 2

and poisonous women dfes Feurs du malbut the other possibility is equally interesting, playing up the

RSIRf& YFOASNYFt FAIdNB Ay ¢a@dSil SOl Qa LRSINE AyaidsSt
NBI RA'Y'DP G AVaAa&SIER® T & f (i K2 dz3 K thesGurceXarthS @875 b + | &

9 Both the word® _ _ andE h “have strong double meanings which are relevant to the meaning of the

line, so | have rendered them both rather than choosing one.
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Characters come instead of German anes

That s not because now, as they say,
Anything goes, and the dead (poor) man eats anything

Not batting an eye! but becauséatworld,

Ours,T in Novodevichy, at thirteen

| understood: is not-dut alklingual.

Nd YtsLOBT' Is! BN, Hickze Bs2,
ddzj HEE N jes: ybts jJMmdzd BECar
temmedy §hdd dL0d4jd dj B ysda
v dzi btz ylsts dzr dzyi, HJ MEOIs!
I My MmM2Hjl, ybt &jtwilser 2 (ddhd2) ofmy
1 4 MA@ di sl slsgzlhak s,
1 OMilsted dzOH yOIsd, o© 1 BatsHjoady' § &
1 s dzv dzO :- Codiyyj L 8 N(SER/:274)
For Tsvetaeva to begin to write to Rilke in Russian is far more than a simple replacement
of German letters with Russidrnf Tsvetaeva descends, with the occasional heavy step,
in German, in Russian she soars. Having sent sommer @implest poetry to Rilke in life,
she was disappointed to learn that it was hard for himtoiréaNe w Year 6 s Gr eet
by contrast, on a lever with any of her most challenging and ambitious experiments in
and upon the Russian language. ForRilkee man it woul d have bee
the dead Ril ke, 0 Joseph Brodsky writes, AT

supreme | istenero (199). That Ril kebds deat
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for him to read her poetry is, inveay, a great gift, foRilket he poet endowed w

l ingual o fluency is the best possible addr
imagine.
Ril kedbs change i n st at ecrossimginteeavealm, i S no

where, among other negonditions, thereisanew langudgeor Tsvet aeva dal i
Adeat ho ar eylargwageddonditioashlanguage, habits of speech of which
the general wunderstanding, while customary

derives the meangs of life and death by way of poetry. Brodsky observes that

3t

throughout the entire poem Tsvetaeva neve
Ashe avoids it even when the | ine all ows i
avoidance of it, gplaining to her addressee:

Shall I tell you, what I did when | found out about...?

Sssh... | slipped. Out of habit.

For a |l ong time |1 6ve put | ife and de

Like emptyrumored gossip.

[t OMME OL Ols! , Yyl MHJ ZOEZO kL &ZOs ftes. . .
vsmim. .. [ ¢ tso tf tied{dz® fiyC .j .}
rdLrdz d MmMd3d tels! HOedes Bjtelz 9 COor y¢d,
s0C L Ofpmbwp ]JEPM2MB) .
Indeed, she dramatizes this practice within the poem, transcribing the conversation in
which she Afound o kediandr rafuses toiwnte amfhg scahy & he i s

about this Onews. 0 IiTiHheesherkardahehbse | oofn gRifllkne Gtsh e
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News and k hetdDafyls OF thef ar@alrgadiz®l& news, fit only for the
newspapesy, and gossip at the New Yeamnvibesheparty v
to. Tsvetaeva would rather spend fher New Y
new death with him alone, asking him about what happenegt A How was t he r
she asks, and AYour surroundi ngfsf r iRen cer ,
from hirsgaffpyest ehomel famrd, i mwhfi &lhr @ ad ywoawne o0
again in her very habits of speech she seeks to distance hersdtiisararld, to replace
in language the mundane with the heavenly:
| pronounce life andehth with a footnote,
Starred (the night, for which I 6m ho
Instead of the cerebral hemisphére

The astral!)

[rdrdz d Md3d els! HesdL dsh 2 M mMdshé s,
1o9JLHBYStsE (desy!, GCtbststets?2 YO :
l &3 Mss BsLesasets f sdzkh Ote! w

1 94 L H BBIY:27H)

I n repeating her pronunciations of #dAlife a
the poet attempts to reproduce in her | ang
Ril keds outlook (in which she hesstngl f scar
solely of footnotes to Rilket hat i s, starso (Brodsky, 229)

own perspective for his.



258

For both poets, then, the death of one doesamdsion butmeans onlythough
this is no small matter) a change of languageftbh , whi ch i s a return
language for both, and an enrichment of the poetic possibilities of language for both.
Tsvetaeva returns to Russian, the languadeeppoetry, with a confidence that now her
highest heights will not be too highforer fAsupr eme 1| i st ¢hater 0; Ri |
worl d, o with which all poed $ nlgiaogedingfioo | ood t
him the poetic reservoirs of every language at once, and all together. Death, then, is an
implicit and urgent commana twrite, although the poet expresses uncertainly over how
to respond to it: -yfeMdlhradts can sle do Win ht hhehinmse
iumer® vy sts Bdzj Hj &zOl! odu daslbc? soideflic) dedgj v tod W d
iz o3) (BPIV:275). WhenRi keds death is finally stated
hi storical fact or event in the world, but
notyetfulybeen internalized into the structure
rhyming couplebnly insofar as it is a twavord poemi fit O 2 dzlg &g iteechoing in
the poetds head but undissolved in the cur
rhyme requires a new consideration both of the meaning of thé Vetbo T @rid efo
the meaing of the namé i R a i nas if the name had always been destined for the
rhyme® So much for herseffb ut what about him? AThe only

here in earnest, o Brodsky asseffisshe Ai . e.,

BeKAE A& F NKeYS 2yfeé Ay wdzaBA EYERMKREOKNIABK NG I K |
translating it.

PeagShl SO NBLISFGISRt& NBFSNBYyOSRataXKISI RRS A yi Kit KS O9NS
G _ o AKS OFffta 1 2YSNIyAOIKYKE aF OMAYE BanBlyR al St Sy ¢
Russian the names are more harmonious), and for separating them gddeording to certain myths

Helen and Achilles were married in the afterlife.

1% A rather remarkable assertion, considering ttitimplies the claim that Tsvetaeva knows the answer,

F2NJ SEIF YLX S (2 (cEPowhgad 200A 20y 31 NBLSKEQG D2 R



254

following: AHow are you wr ist@Sngf d"nj l&fihve @G wiztpol adg
is inconceivable that he dorstwr i t e, lye a dharee poetiyis there you
yourselfard / P o ejtfifdgi 9 MEylsd = : M Odg/yfls d.Absveverdor
Tsvdaeva the very stance of the writing body is so intimately bound to the act of writing,
that her imagination fails in the attempt to conceive of writing without this body, and this
stance:
How are you writing in that good dwelling
With no desk for the ethw, no forehead for the hand

(Cupped hand).

[s ¢ fdhjbmw o nttesh j2 ydiisd

1jL MssdzO Hdv dsClkw, &0 Hdv ¢Cdmisd

(1 B&V)277)
We can so clearly see the poet, elbow on her desk, forehead resting in her cupped hand,
writing these very lines and tryirtg work out with them how they could be written in
any other way. Her only solution is to turn her attention away from the writing hand to
the sounding voice, which is more compatib
place / Like Aeblicddsbmphuast aweready envi si
Ahaveno:

Rainer, are you happy with the new rhymes?

For properly interpreting the word

Rhymé whati if noti a whole new row

Of rhymesi is Death?
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Nowhere to go: the language learned.
A whole row of newmeanings and new

Harmonies.

[t O2dzj .6, WOHEjN! MW dzgsor d&3 ted W BZO3?

RBS fftcOoddz dets lstsczC v fdztse ts

{ % Qi OCT Wgjdzr 2 teWH dztse ' o

[ dwidgd3gj els! ?

14dSEHO: wiLr C dL Eyd da

Ajdzr 2 tWH LdOyjdd?2 d MtLekzyd?

1 9 1 (SPIV:277)
The death of a poet means this: thitrguage has been learned, mastered, and outgrown
T the death came precisely at the time when the poethddneef a fAwhol e r ow
rhymeos . Tosv®taeva congratul-atast Rigb&®dion hi s
L 8 iz ¢ 5 dz0 y]j kisdsvi@giatjhdg own paic lexicon has been enriched and
expanded by the new fAint er niadndimdoiggselas t hat
brought her one rhyme, one step, closer to
spirit that she wrote, in February of 1%1fhe second to last poem of which there is any
record, before her death:

Time to take off the amber,

Time to exchange the langualjé,

Time to put out the lamp,

W ~o ¢ham GKS RAOGA 2 Y kiNEcampBte @ledibnBwbrdsd2oPinad dzf + NB
language.
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Over the door...

l 5tO® fMdzd KOl W dzs Ot ,
) S0 &) dgvls! fdztse Ots! |
) 8560 ¢OMmdls! W sdots! ,

1 OH 9 | tg@8PRI:212).



Chapter 4:

AOt herworl dly Eveningod and the problem o

Tsvetaevads voice had the sound of some
frightening to the Russian ear: the unacceptability of the world.
It was not the reaction of a revolutionary or a progressive demanding
changes for the better, nor was it the conservatism or snobbery of an
aristocrat who remembers better days. On the level of content, it was a
guestion of the tragedy of existence in gengrat excellence, outside a
temporal context. On the plane of sound, it was a matter of the voice
striving in the only diection possible for it: upward.

Joseph Brodsky, AFootnote to a Poemo

The Life and Lies of Marina Tsvetaeva

There is a striking conundrum in Tsvetaeva scholarship (in which category |
include, which is not perhaps an obvious gesture, both biographical and literary critical
works): that her writings are affirmed to be the best source of biographical information,
while at the same time the known facts of her life are used as the primary interpretive
source for her writings, and particularly her poetry (perhaps because of its complexity).
This situation can be easily demonstrated with a selection of passagesiticahasrd
biographical works which represent two prevalent attitudes. Let us turn, first, to a passage
from the begi nni nMarimaflTsvedaeva.dar Lite and Atarisskyy 0 s

who was almost entirely responsible for introducing Tsvetaesaa tnglishspeaking
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audience with the former work (based on his dissertation) and hisatara

Tsvetaeva: The Woman, her World, and her Po&rgonsistently credited in the

acknowl edgements of critical strmadies i n En
godfather of Tsvetaeva scholarship:

It would have been unwise to attempt a biography of Cvetaeva
without access to so much of the material that is not available in the West,
had she herself not told us so much about her life. The view of the world
reflected in the writings of Marina Cvetaeva is one of the most personal
ever recorded in literature. Except for her ethailosophical essays, the
autobiographical element played a major role in everything Cvetaeva
wrote. A considerable portion of herage works belongs to the
autobiographical genre: personal memoirs, reminiscences, extracts from
her diaries. Less personal prose pieces, such as her memoirs about other
writers [...] often contain autobiographical digressions, at times supported
byprecie |l y dated quotations from Cvetaey

The lyric poetry of Cvetaeva is collected into volumes which are at
the same time chronological journals of her emotional and intellectual
dayto-day life. This is why Cvetaeva found it necessargdd
explanatory notes whenever, for thematic reasons, she dislodged a poem
from its strict chronological sequence [...] The collections of verse
published by Cvetaeva between 1910 and 1928 [...] constitute an
uninterrupted lyrical diary of her experielscand emotions between 1908

and 1925. The biographical material in the lyrical poems of Cvetaeva
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appears at times in cryptic and veiled form, yet the comparison of many of

these poems with some of the recently published Cvetaeva letters [...] and

with someof her prose pieces [...] shows to what extent her poetry

contains factual material.

[...] In view of this wealth of fact

the following biographical essay will be based primarily on her own

testimony, drawing on oé#r available sources to fill in gaps and to

describe periods in her life for which she left no written recor®) (8
Karlinsky makes his mainpoiinti . e. , t hat @Athe autobiographi
role in ever vyt 9 ngnuBbeeftways. Beyonavthose okhér prose

wor ks which seem to need no justification

genre, 0 Karlinsky particularly refers to T
Achronol ogical jour nalualdaytb-dder!| iefmod i @amaeél i at
uninterrupted | yrical diary of her experie

Tsvetaevabs Atesti monyodo as the primary sou

Aaut obi ographical 06 pr os eoughiaekoowledgihguhtitinal s o h
the poems the fibiographical material [...]
Still, in comparison with Tsvetaevads pros

of fer their biographki aaald meti d reidalf oirmog IKag
be able to show fAito what extent her poetry
An anecdote Karlinsky relates almost thirty years later, at a conference

celebrating Tsvetaevaods cerftacrtruiadl ,maitlelru satl

%While Karlinsky excRiSa ¢ &30S -B0A 08 a8 BKKDOOEf Saaleaéd FTNRY (KAaA
FIOG I NHdzS GKIFG S&aaleéa adzOK |a G¢KS t280 Ay ¢AY Ss |
 dzi206A23N} LIKAOLEt& & Slarte | YdzOK 2F ¢a@gSil SOl Q&



26C

contained in Tsvetaevaods poetry was truly
biographical essay:
With regard to the problematic biography of Marina Tsvetaeva, |
encountered difficulty when | started work on my dissertation abeut
life and art in 1961. Immediately it became clear that it would be
necessary to establish the year of her birth. The ranks of available sources
at the time, including the Great Soviet Encyclopedia of 1957 and Fyodor
Stepunds introdvucrtoorky eelssayni mfa TNe e
from 1953, all asserted that she was born in 1894. In other, earlier
publications the year was given as 1892. | struggled over this problem of
the year of her birth for around fou
poems came to my aid. In two poems it is said that she was born in the
night between Saturday and Sunday, and moreover that the Saturday was
the day of John the Evangelist, that is, the 26 of September by the old
calendar (the®of October by the new) [J.The calendar clarified that the
day of John the Evangelist fell on a Saturday in 1892 (but in 1894 it was
celebrated on a weekday)5-16)'°
This tale, obviously appropriate to the occasion as the conference was gathered to
celebrate the 100 yearannisea r y of Tsvetaevads birth, is
light of the question of biography considering that the date of birth is one of those first
facts without which a biographer is likely to be rather at sea. Indeed it is a valuable piece
of detecive work. Still, we must ask, with all due respect for Professor Karlinsky and all

he did for Tsvetaevads | egacy: why shoul d

103 My translation from the Russian.
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Tsvetaeva placed a certain importance on the date she names in the poems hsrthat of

birth1 an importance beyond the simple fact of it, or why would she have written two

poems in which this date figures? There is no doubt that Tsvetaeva habitually altered
facts (an alteration beyond O6encrtywhati ond o
would be called Iying) for the sake of poe
Sunday, 06 i mmediately following the day of
for Tsvetaeva, she would be perfectly capable of seizing on thissdaytah e fAt rue o d:
her birthi true with a higher truth than that of facts and dates; it is Tsvetaeva herself who
writes fAthe date on the calendar |ies. .. o0.
Karlinskyds r esear c hsubsequenty alleconteroporary Stcholarg)a t e
names as that of Tsvetaevab6s birth. Rather
that Tsvetaeva is the best, most reliiable
perhaps even less about her diignthan the lives of others. To trust her poetry to

convey biographical i nformation, even i f i
i mmedi ately problematic, and calling this
the probleni people have, | belie been known to lie even in journals or diaries. Poetry

i s one thing, then, biuparottihceu!l arfl yT shveert afeavuat

prose pieces and her lettérare apparently another. It is in comparison with her prose

and lettersthalar | i nsky c¢cl aims to be able to disco
contains factual material, o clearly with t
materi al is |l ess ficryptic and veiled, o0 or

unveilingthe poetry. While at some, even at many, points this understanding may be

justified, it is not necessarily so, as Tsvetaeva was just as free with her alteration of facts
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in her prose and letters as in her poetry. One example is particularly fittingrhare: i

early letter to Rilke, dated AAscension Da
two years from the ages of all members of her family (excepting her son, Mur, as this

woul d have taken him back bef orRarlingils conce
had to smile. Children that word stretches (two or seven?). Two, darling, a twyhae

old girl and a ongrearold boy [...] My husband a volunteer soldier all his young life,

barely thirtyone years old (I am turning thirgne in Septemiie) 6 (121) . Gener oo
rejuvenating her family for whatever reasons of her own, Tsvetaeva here presents the

year of her Dbirth (i f my math is correct)
writingsi the continuum of all her writingscan be seen dBe source of clarification

and the source of obfuscation over the very same biographical facts, even the most basic,

and that no genre of text immediately earns itself more trust than another, is perfectly
representative of the place of autobiographysnvfet aevads oeuvr e.

Beginning with Karlinsky we can see an evolution in how critics in the West have
treated the relationship between Tsvetaeva
mainly by the gradual availability of sources of information adostv et aevads | i f €
than her prose and poetry. During the Second World War and later the Cold War,
information about Tsvetaeva was available almost solely from her literary works, so
many of which had been published in Europe, and from those of éeddgror
acquaintances abroad who were still |living
the basis oMarina Tsvetaeva: Her Life and Adraws mainly fronthese sources, and
thus it is more than clear why in this work he relies heavily on Tsvéiagvapoet ry and

prose for biographical information. Although in the early 1960s, when it became safer for



268

Russian intellectuals to speak publicly ab
contemporaries, including Pasternak, began to praise her work and digdifss ihevas

not until 1965 that a generous edition of her poetry was published, annotated by Ariadna
Efron. Efron began to publish some of her
published her own memoirs in 1973 and 1975, and Anastasia Tsvetaeghgdiibier

memories of her childhood with Marina in 1966. With the breakup of the Soviet Union in

1985 a great deal more information became available to all readers, scholars, and

bi ographers; Karlinskyo6s second 1886,i ti cal b
responds to this watersheBRyt ais Myt O/ii & tMariiar
Tsvetaevoa nd Jane TaA blmafne® sTHMO@B®gh Poetry: Mar.i
Poetry Given this timeline of availamility of
about her life, we can identify three distinct stages in the treatment of the relationship

between her biography and her writings: 1) in the absence of other sources, her poetry

and prose are used to illuminate her biograpKgarlinsky is the obvious pneer here; 2)

as more biographical information becomes available from outside sources, it begins to be
clear that Tsvetaeva is not strictly #Atrut
art, and studies begin to focus on parsing out the diféerbetween life and art, and
examining Tsveptatvadd mampyshwor k i s a forer
with a wealth now of literary and biographical sources, more detailed works of literary

criticism begin to appear, dealing with the extetyrcomplex functioning of myth in

Tsvet aevaodisOlgrat Hamd yMist ddAW&HO s Or phic Journ

oftheWora nd Al yssa MRussamgRsyrsand Gubirlthis field.
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We can see this progression more clearly in passagessfvme of these works,
and see also that no matter when they are writing, every biographer and critic of
Tsvetaeva I s bound to take up the question
biography through reference to her writings, or whether amdtbase the details of
Tsvetaevabds biography as a isespacialy&ermoétry.i | | um
Taubman writes:
This book will study the most i mport
l yric poems [ .. .] andtofahetoatemporart o fAr e
senses of that verb) as a continuously unfolding;reédirential diary.
Though it must inevitably sort out the internal and external events of
Tsvetaevads |ife as it studies their
literarybigr aphy [ .. .] Il will treat other
prose, long narrative poems, verse dramas, and letters) only as they serve
to illuminate the lyric diary. We must not forget that we will be using
biography, when necessary, to illuminate sorary difficult and complex
poetry, not the other way around, an
of her life into art which makes that life of interest3)2
Picking up on Karlinskyds concept of the i
wiit e a | iterary biography (she dByeris byt ¥i
Mariny Tsvetaevoh s havi ng already achieved this) nc
overview of [Tsvetaevads] entire oehsvreo (
t wo books), but she openly admits that her

biography and her literature, particularly her lyric poetry. The biography will take a
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subordinate role to the literature, however, and much of that literature asilvied w
subordinated to the role of il luminating t

in her | yric poetry, 0t peshapsthemosttastidatifger Al i

statement of her critical precepit¢ hat #fAi t | s rinationeothardfeiatd s t r an
art which makes that I|ife of interest.o

't i s important to understand how Taubm
Alife into art.o She states that @Aa centra

opposituoinomfoned lrather #Ai magination, 0 to
di stinctly preferred i magination.o Citing
Tsvetaevads Atransformation of everyday re
proposestoexamie fAt he i mportance of mythmaking 1in
bi ographyo (4). The first fAprogrammatic st
Tredi akovskyds essay AAn Opinion of the Or
[ [idz] dsfigOy @ dzj ) d - &6 0 1 whitl® Tisvetaeva took as an epigraph to
After Russia:

From the fact that the poet is a creator, it does not follow that he is a liar: a

lie is a word against reason and conscience, but a thing poetically

imagined is, according to reason, such as a ttaodd and should be.

s Miect, vyt il jMmls! bkostedlsj d dzj

ifmMsy MmMizsets fteslsdeo ©WOLERBO d Mte j Misd,

B'90jls s OLEBE IOC, C0OC 9]lfIr Bse dzO

111:9)
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The second Apr otgd aimgmad ifcew tlaitreemenof a poem
(unpublished in her lifetime) Poems of Youthflzs " € d j ]: Misd = d

And how can |

Not lie,T since my voice is softer,

When | lie...

[R €0O¢C dBsck

14 EE®BL , csdztsfy Ti3ss?2 dzaj ¥ dzj 4§ ,

stsGHO SPUHi8% . . .
Taubma applies the rules, as she understands
throughoutA Life Through Poetry n or der to explain the appe.
di aryo of ceiitaén, Aftesidamceés ewlden t he aut ol
the poetry does not corroborate the biogra
ot her sources. But | et us note from the st

contradictory programs. The poem, as Taubman interprets it, associdy@sgiveice,

which is fAsoft eriohe(ngeen ttiheer ,i tneonrdee rt e nideedr) , W
and so associates poetry with |Iies. Thus w
autobiographically as journal ot ydidcary, se
Taubman would (and does) identify this as
however, directly opposes this definition
clearly: AFrom the fact thathea ippea liisara. &

some poets may be liars, and some poems may be lies, it does not follow from the
definition of Apoeto as Acreatoro (and a p

precisely a creator, a maker) that a poet is a liar, or that poerAsdielespite
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Taubmandés qualification of Tsvetaevaods dal i
negative connotatona | i e i s oOowrong, 6 both factually
puts 1t, fia word/speech agachstpoetasonwand:
thing poetically imagined, o0 is, on the con

thing couldiangoesmoiug déhieght . 6

Then agai n, I n identifying only certain
| i & thasedetails which seem to falsify her autobiography, given the assumption in the
first place that the poetry can be read autobiographitdlgubman excludes the rest of
the poetry from this label. Its truth value, however, is still only determined in retatio
Areality, 0o the facts, the real truth, whic
Thus in spite of her intention to make Tsv
biographical details only insofar as they illuminate the poetry, Taulsrsiiil
performing the task Karlinsky believed was possible with regard to Tsvétdbaaof
determining Ato what extent her poetry con
of measuring and separating ttyinvetationtbtheo m fl i
presumed truth of biographical facts, whether it is for the sake of illuminating her
biography or for the sake of illuminating her poetry, seems entirelysuataevan.
Whether regarding poetry as lies or as truth, Tsvetaeva wolildtger in both
directionsi superlatives are her preferred means of measurement. In the same poem from
which Taubman takes her idea of the fAtende
understanding of this poem as a commentary on poetry) Tsvetaeva éldimsa m t h e

virtuoso of virtugsoesgtlskzisisLt /e danftzlintbswigy i n

dzy Jdthe grand boastfulness of this claim defies any potential attempt to analyze the art
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of such a virtuoso and det ermatner ifdalo. avh@n t
ot her side, in her essay fAHiIi story of a Ded
fell ow poet Osip Mandel stam, and her own h
theeventsthaat ood behi nd hi s Ilewndiethenorackofthd And not
ressurregtodpmy . o 6§ tinjrdggonse to a pulitishém.accdlhof
the events which inspired the poem which is, in her estimation, a complete fabrication.
Still, she ends this essay with a reflection on the value of such an enterprise:
Il dondot know i f, 1 Aorwgoedrirenslaions inpoems n
terms of theeveryday: wha wheni wherei with whom?i in what
circumstances and so on, like the grammachool game that everyone
knows. The poems grind up life and throw it off, and then from the
remaining residue, after which he crawls almost on his knees, the
biographer endeavors to reconstitute the past. For what? To bring the
l' iving poet closer to us. Yes but af
poetryi is living, in essence is distant?
Nd LdzOr, dzydzr oz otstsBh j BrIster j f SH
(secM®Hij Cided COCdr GoBlflsbyishdd MEOOR o
dLo jMmMlsdes? cdd3dzOL dyd MEBs2 detej. swlsdad
otsls dqL kEyjdzjiehdr BlMmMjoealse, LO Cltstt
Cdzj dz2¢ Or, BdBGEOW Ishdlsmw ocsmifist H®Is!
ZOB ydotsets st lsO. 1 O OL 9y dsadts Xzj 1 =z0
izt § fijs ®dzj K(ESNVA57)

% Though she does not name the author of this account in her essay, it is known to have been the poet

Georgy Ivanov.
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Not a very congenial message to send to her own wmildiographers, even though
Tsvetaeva does go on to grtantt hteh atoftfh e ihailo
[ tecslspS¢&dzd t hat given this right one thing
report shoul d be eix.a,chatltghouldberight. Fdrthisreasdn r ep o
only does Tsvetaeva take on the task of biografanévandelstam, and wostbr-word

transl ator of his poem Ain terms of the ev
translationo with fAher own translation, o t
Tsvetaeva has no problem with the preewf separating truth from lies within the work

of biographyi indeed, she regards it as the duty of those who can tell the truth to do so,

in order to defend against lies. Within the work of poetry, however, questions of truth and

lies never even aris@) her recollection of the summer of 1916, when Mandelstam
visited her in fithe town of Alexandrov in
events which registered in Mandelstambs po
Mandelstam has falsifieithese events in his verses, whether life has been reported

truthfully by poetry. To measure poetry by the yardstick of biography, for which the
qgualifications of Atrueo and fAfalseodo have
inappropriate but somehow unthatke, impossiblé the two realms (poetry and

biography) are incommensurate. Tsvetaeva evokes the predicament of the poet who, as a
poet, is in essence distant from the world of the everydag realm of biographiy at

the end of the third poeminthecy e A Poet so from After RuUusSSIi
singer and firstborn, / In the world, where the blackastgrey!/ Where they preserve

inspiration, l' i ke in a ther mos! / Wi th thi
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[vists >3 j d3dzej HY @i/ eyigdwyl dHj idEdaly edzj 2" d2
OHBR s jd2 | RtcOd#t sy s&€DCB »UIEJ dgdzs i(Salka8)?

To stop here, however, would still be to stop short. The incommensurability of
poetry with everyday life, or poetry withiography, cannot be an excuse to simply regard
and treat the two realms as separate. In her life and in heaiadtin the contradictions
and incommensurabilities between her life and her &idvetaeva passionately embraced
contradiction and incommemsability. The same poem from which Taubman derives her
concept of Atender | ieso begins,

Madness and prudence,
Disgrace’ and honor,
Everything that leads to thought,

There is too much of everything

In me.i All hard passions
Were rolled up into ond!
Thus in my haiii all the colors

Wage war!

b § L kzidg jBdzOGtstcOL Z 3! §
1 sLisdfe ygj Mist
I my, yYybt dOostsHdl dO ttOLHEA j,

Iy MmMazdhEsd J Mmis
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This celebration of contradiction has been consistently recognized in criticism. Taubman
writes that 0 jviegnwshaseoftea beenadéssriped asadualistic, more
recently as o6dichotomousdédo (3), <citing Any

Tsvehevads various antithetical noti on

hermetically sealed and mutually exclusive, but, on the contrary, are

related and represent opposite sides of one and the same phenomenon.

(Kroth 19)
Olga Hasty couches a similar argurhenthe more detailed terms of the relation of
Tsvetaevabds poetry to Romanti ci s m,

Marina Tsvetaevaods emotionally <c¢ch
seemingly contradictory writings have focused critical attention on several
gualities that are regarded in ttveentieth century as the negative heritage
of Romanticism. These qualities coalesce in a single image: the irrational,
willful, unrestrained, and excessively emotional poet dependent on intense
passion for creative productivity. Yet such a representaligints the
Romanticsd lucid, systematic thinkin
which Tsvetaeva was also an heir and avid student. The dynamic systems

of process and, specifically, the Hegelian dialectic that typify poetic and
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philosophical inquiry bthe Romantics are powerful forces that shape her
artistic speculations and practice.
Compelled by a dialectic of generative contraries, Tsvetaeva

attacks the phenomenal world of sense and mere appearance and yet

insists that without sensuous incarnatuaetry cannot exist. She sets out

to subvert the conventional significance of perceived objects in order to

expand the domain of sensibility. Her demand is for nothing less that the

coincidence of all opposites, and it falls to the poet to enable such

coincidences, indeed to comprise them hergelf: j dz2v di3tsy dzts o j Mis d

Stsdz! €5 20O CdzlstcOMIsOR, Ists [Iganbeled dzO oM

only on contrasts, that is, on the-piesence of everything]. (xiii)
What Hasty begins to hint at here (and continuetetelop later) is a phenomenon
which infinitely complicates the work of any biographer or literary scholar approaching
Tsvetaeva and her work: that Tsvetaeva str
than one way through her writing, obviously (bbtpoetry and prose), but also through
attempting to 6comprise in herselfd the fAd
writing. This is a point Alyssa Dinega also takes as a starting proposition:

It has often been observed that Tsvetaevaeistihsummate poet of

antithesis: life versus death, body versus soul, human versus poet,

ephemerality versus eternity. These, among a host of other dichotomies

inherited from German Romanticism and Russian Symbolism, inform her

world-view and shape her po@universe. The psychologically and

poetically complex dialectic of love versus loneliness [...] is yet one more
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such antithesis. Through her relationships with her various poetic
contemporaries, Tsvetaeva struggles to reconcile singularity with
mutuality, poetic inspiration with human companionship. [...] This
dialectic between loneliness and love quite possibly lies at the root of all
the others, insomuch as it provides
life for her constant reevaluation of her staasea poet with respect both
to humanity and to Poetry as a wholand, therefore, continual
inspiration for and obligation toward her poems. (3)
In her language it is clear that Dinega constantly works to make her argument account for
Tsvet aevand ; a pedantwayyher biography or, to put it another way, her way
of writing and her way of living we see it in the phraswes sucl
and shape her poetic experience, 0 fithe psy
andiher stance as a poet with respect both t
fact emerges that Tsvetaeva applied the same rules to living as to writing, that her life
was as much apoetictestiggr ound as was her notebiflmok. The
which would generally be the demesne of the biographer must be regarded, as Dinega
says, fias the r-pwothatesi af )aRad matdrighmedb iy vi t y o
by-products, not separately, but often simultaneously, which is to saypheicular
event can be seen as having provided material for a crégtivetici work, but also as
having resulted from the imposition of a creatgubetici structure upon life. Life and
art intermingle to such am@nsanclkawhatfitalyat , as

serves what: the poetry the Iife or the 11
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This circulating economy appears most ¢

relationships, or her relationships with contemporary goeiisich are almost always

romantictos ome degree. Taubman references Athe |
Tsvetaevabds poetry and biographyo; Hasty,
some version of the Orpheus myth in Tsveta

connections that the Orplis myth suggests to Tsvetaeva, we must learn to move freely
through Greek myth, Western |iterature, an
ATsvetaeva requires participation in an ar
fully independent etors, indifferent to one another, but are bonded by certain mythical
relations. o0 Tsvetaeva O6requireddé this, on
loved, and particularly poets she loved. Such mythmaking within the realm of everyday
lifewasa practice as destructive as it was <cre
own | anguage in describtimegy tgf jpmopedpistis dde | a
I'i fe and fistisksricadvinttiadshe wds pedfect]y aware of it. Such

mythmakingwithin the realm of love offered the potential for explosive creativity, but

al so for equally explosive explosions; as
reality by [Tsvetaevads] poetic imaginatio
human relationships which were its most frequent subject. Tsvetaeva acted as if her

reality were the operative one, and few, even of her brother poets, understood what she

was doingo (4). Dinega essentially mevotes
its products, i n p apodtcnegotiattons withDther goetaothera 6 s m
time, 0 her assertion being that #Athrough h

T in a simultaneously artistic and emotional aréffiasvetaeva] will emblish her
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entitlement to her own place in the poetic brotherhood, while forging even newer
versions of the myth of her own poetic gen
means to make or create myths or poems out of life, and then to livéesafrhyth

poems are the Aoperative reality, o0 then we
also from us (whoever we are) that we Opar
T and a poetry such as thighe tasks of biographer and literagholar, though they may

(or may not) be contradictory, will be bound together vitally. To write about Tsvetaeva

we must become like mythic figures ourselves, two both things at once, not trying to

separate our study any more than its subj@ctnot tryng to synthesize our study any

more than its subject.

DeathinthethroatThe myt h of Tsvetaevads suicide

AiDeath is terrible only for the body. The s
Therefore, in suicide, thebodlyy s t he sol e hero, 0 she wrote.

AThe hatheosous tolive, the heroism ofthebodyt o di e. o

[cudsjtols! MlseOh dzO® kstsd S5 Isjez. [ khO jv dagj o
MOmtskze d2 fijl§ e j dhspdgezd 2 c¢jts2e, §dMOEO sdO.
cl1dtesdLdy flh d ¢ BRd3y tB] b iz©

MariaBelkinapg S tej h j dzdd MmEkH ] B

Of all other events in the life of Marina Tsvetaeva, one has been most heavily

burdened with mythic weight: her death. To be precise: her suicide. Perhaps suicide
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always opens itself to the kind of imaginative speculations that so easily lead to

mythologiang. A seltwilled death imposes a structure of interpretation upon the facts of

the life that led to it such that for those left with the work of interpreting, this life appears

as a coded message which always means the same thing; what remains njecessaril

unknown is how it means. In the case of Tsvetaeva, who, as we have seen, already saw

and actively worked to create mythological patterns within her life, it must be regarded as
inevitable that her suicide would draw mythological interpretations likegmetaThe

story of Tsvetaevabts |l ast days is told ove
the interests of the storyteller. It becomes the story of the death of a woman, or of a

mother, or of a wife, or of an emigrée returned home to alienatio always in

combination as the story of a worpoet, a mothepoet, a wifepoet, an emigrépoet,

an alienated poet. It is a tale of victimization or of martyrdom, of despair eseszlfice,

of madness or sethastery. Several works are devoten@st entirely to accounting for
Tsvetaevaods suicide through a pred®ntation
|l ndeed, too many accoun tosmanyforfheamvaktolzeevads s
based on facts. Out of the tide of interpretatithrag has risen around the solid fact of the

suicide certain details emerge which seem to be unauthorized, unconfirmed by any

witness, unattached to any evideilideh e fAt rut ho of whi ch seems
how felicitously they fit into the story acading to its particular themésfrom how

much it seems that they fAcould or should b
sides, however, is that the end of the | if

rules the life to make it fall iotthe lines of tragedy as well.

SLUNNFE O YdRRRKR SVEQE ~h t & (1995)Maria. S | Ay" QA e | (1999).x ° ¢
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Viktoria Schweitzer begins her biography of the pSatith an account of her
own (Schweitzerods) journey to the site of
For years | had wanted to go to Elabuga, the town in which Tsvetaeva had
spent her lst days, to look at the town itself, the cemetery in which she is
buried, and perhaps see people who knew her there. In the autumn of
1966, twentyfive years after her tragic end, my desire became
overpowering, and | decided to retrace her steps... (1)
Lat er in the narration of her compul sive re
(coul dndét Dbiography be regarded as a sort
|l ife of another?) Schweitzer referdsato Tsyv
tragic |ife behind her and a hopeless futu
life shades easily into the tragedy of Russia at the time, and in particular the many
tragedies of Russian artists at the time. Maria Razumovsky claims thathgiven
extraordinary talent combined with the har
Russian population of her generation...Tsvetaeva has thus become a symbol of the fate of
her generation and of a tragedy that in many cases was systematicatiyeatidnally
overl ooked and deli berately suppressedo (1
neglect, persecution, and suicide have been the fate of Russian poets after the Revolution,
but perhaps only Marina Cvetaeva has experienced all €. thier personal and literary

bi ography exemplify the fate of Russian po

106

The Russian titlssx - t 'E |
of Life of Marina Tsvetae¥a 6 dzii éExAa y20 @OSNE GNIryatlrdlrofS:I KI@GAy3
part of life that is opposed to everyday life. Probably for thsan, the English translation of the

biography is simply entitle@isvetaeva

- UE - ™ h wiich roughly, trarislates @he Life and Way

>
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Karlinsky in referringdg atatewolVen bydhe aoafictng s end
threads of her time and place and her vocation:
twas Tsvetaevaods fate to absorb the
powerfully, because she was a poet; that is, someone who is shaken by the
elements (of nature and time) more strongly than anyone else. According
to the same natural law by which tladlést tree attracts lightning during a

storm, Marina Tsvetaeva perished dur

Ot her scholars cast Tsvetaevaods | i fe and d
tragic myths. Ellendea Proffer resorts to what she cdilsrey t hol ogi cal cl i c h
Tsvetaevabds suicide (Al have been se

the corridors of Russian cultural history for many reasons, not least

because it is associated with the terror, truly a time of civic suicide in her

country. Tke mythological cliché we use to describe such situations is

always that of Saturn, especially as painted by Goya. Stalin did finally

devour the children of the Revolution, the children of the socialist idea,

but long before that, as illustrated in pairdetail in this book”’, he

destroyed their souls. (Proffer, in Kudrova, 5)
While this capacious (and therefore perhaps indeed clichéd) myth accounts for
Tsvetaevabds death only in terms of its bro
not allow for amy agency on her paits he was Odevourieitiedd and 6des
mythological interpretations place her suicide rather in the context of her own poetry, and

thus attempt to account for this event as an actively crafted and even artistic act. Olga

"’The Death of a Poet; The Last Days of Marina Tsvefaeva KS 9y 3f AaK (NI yattdAazy 2
1. 7 . 7 E for which Prbffer wrote the Introduction.



27€

Hasty,who traces the thread of the Orpheus myth, one aspect of which is an ever
repeated confrontation with the threat of
attraction to and even | onging for death a

As Tsavetaeva moves toward her own death, she represents the Apollonian

gift of song as an onerous burden. The lygdgs OL ¢ tseo tstc ) ¢ J dzd j O3

[Conversation with a Genius] agd; fyls! MyOMisdzdeo yr d MmMyof

[There are Fortunate Men and Women] plead for escape gerlénom

the limitations of the mundane and from her human form, but rather from

the inexorable poetic imperative. In these poems the human side of the

divinely bestowed bard comes to the fore, and the very antinomies that

generate poetry now indicatetheat ed tragedy of the po
Even here, while Tsvetaeva is seen as fAmov
Aonerous burden, 0 6pleading for escapebd fr
death of Orpheus, however, was at thedsasf others, and though destructive forces in

her world certainly contributed to Tsvetae

own hands.
Al yssa Dinega, who argues that the myth
fundament al par ademxtes mdr el svemmleestadlsy ttaH an

because it accounts for problems of gender and sexuality in her poetry more fully, deals
even more explicitly with the question of
relation between her death and her poetr

The overt tragedy of Tsvetaevaos

her undertaking is not by any means a foregone conclusion; the sheer
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brilliance and abundance of her literary output denies any claim that she
does, in fact, fail. Nor does she everlsdtito the comfortable morass of
victimhood, for she insists everywhere on her complete freedom, which
implies her complete responsibility for the events of her life (thus, she
never casts her poetic and personal struggles as the fault of men, society,
poverty, history, Facism, Stalinism, etc., even when the objective facts
might seem to argue otherwise.) She is almost obsessed with presenting
herself as the sole creator of her o
is not unambiguously tragic. Ratherhen viewed as her final poetic act,
her suicide seems in itself a fittingly brilliant, albeit deeply disturbing,
culmination of her poetic pathher final statement in the dialectic
between ethics and aesthetics that has engrossed her throughout her
creative lifetime. Although it may represent her final exclusion from the
masculine poetic domain, at the same time it also enacts her final entry
into a unified poetic space where the soul floats freely, unimpeded by
gender difference.

Tsvetaevaloved eadi ng poetsd | ives forwat
discerning in the death a symbolic continuation of the poetic personality.
Rat her than the deathds casting a | o
creative legacy, in a sense the opposite effect occurrego#iey wrote

the biography. (-B)
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There follows the passage previously qubtéith which Dinega proposes considering
bi ographical facts of Tsvetpwoaustacbher | i f e fAas
creativity, o and stat ads ctidet, tilaeg e i fmpotrd ,an
only to the extent that they shape and, 1in
Too many issues are at stake in this pa
statement o for Di nega 0 slisagreerwih,it. Letasfiistmme di at e
consider the proposition that fnfeveild Tsveta
which may mean either that it may or may not be tragic (and thus may be simply not
tragic), or that it is ambiguously tragic (and thudaiety tragic, but in an ambiguous,
mysterious manner). This proposition acknowledges the prevailing sense (of which we
have seen ample evidence) that Tsvetaevaos
equally so) and does not go so far as to disagitkeitwbut attempts to influence the
perception of it by viewing it as a Apoet.i
as an act in the world of Amen, society, p
thereis no intentionheretoppose Atragico to Apoetic, o0 or
suicide is viewed as a fApoetic act,o it wi
meaning of Anot wunambiguously tragico: tha
is so because is tragic in a poetic manner. We might wonder how all of the biographers
and literary scholars who refer toithe oOtr
whet her in the common, <colloquial sense of
original) poetic sense. Disregarding the potential contradiction of saying that a certain act
i's Anot wunambiguously tragi coangdisegardege! v be

this especially since we are extrapolating statements which Dinega does ndtweake

1% 5ee p. 14 above.
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must still question the appropriateness of the myth of Psyche for understanding a death
that is, in any way, tragic.
Psycheds story is fAnot wunambiguously tr
really tragic at all, except perhaps by way afdonterpretive stretches. Indeed, in the
two literary versions which were most likely known to Tsvetdetree long digression
wi t hin Lucihe&oldarpAsd ainuds d a LeB Anmmotirade Rsyoheset
Cupidort® - the myth is, or appears in the cexttof, a comedy or satire. Tsvetaeva was
also certainly acquainted with the Greek philosophical tradition of interpretation of the
myth of Psyche as an allegory of the soul 0
relation to whi edssighificareey lae gepeval, Psgcke alengsedoes hot
diei though she does, living, venture into the Underwbtbdit drifts in an ambiguous
manner into immortality, where she enjoys the fruits of her previous labors: an eternal
union with Eros, and a daltgr, Pleasure. It may be due to this complete incongruity
between the details of the Psyche myth and the dictates of tragedy that Dinega does not

refer to Psyche at all in her references t

3t

the peestrtyhewrbiitographyo and that Athe Psyc
summation of [ Tsvetaevabs] poetics. o0 At th
this moment, and to the ambiguity surround

It is impossible to say, inthe finahea | ysi s, whet her Ts
death should be read as the capitulation of poetic inspiration to the dark
tyranny of nothingness, or, on the <c
creative will over the limitations of earthly being. In other words, it is

impossi ble to say whether Tsvetaevaods

195 Dinega, 248n1
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way around. The only possible answer to this question is that it has no
answer; Tsvetaevaods suicide is, in a
[...]
Tsvetaevads gr eftetall, hdr suicidegpe sedbyut i s n
the fact that even that heroic final act (heiiolzecause necessitated by the
whole shape and development of her poetics and life) fails, ultimately, to
resolve the insuperable divide between the lonely, needy, shy;sefiolo
woman and the raging poet beset by a demonic muse. Death cannot mend
this divide, any more than life can; it can simply cancel out the offending
terms, erase the parameters. There is no exit for Tsvetaeva, even in death;
the perpetual machine of iragsibility goes on grinding around in circles
into eternity. Her last bid for entry into a higher heaven, her last attempt to
escape the vicious cycle of desire and loneliness, is, at the same time, her
last betrayal of those she loves and who need het: trershusband,
daughter and sister, all in prison and awaiting her food packeayss,
most of all, her unruly and unhappy teenage son.-g2%5)
One al most shrinks away, at the statement
overdet er noffening eny furthér coommentary or interpretation to add to this
overdetermination. Almost... but what is overdetermined calls out for interpretation.
Whether in a dream, or a story, or a life, those moments when the knots of meaning seem
to have been teethe most tightly and artfully are the very moments our desire might be
to take a knife and slice right down to th

certainly lead us to tie knots over knots insteaahd in the knotting is the art, if these
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an art to biography, or literary criticism, or their intermixture. We may do violence either
wayi in the cutting or the knotting but Tsvetaeva herself did not hesitate to do such
violence, to herself or to others, in her own art, or in her lifeHfersake of her art.

In these pages | have attempted, and will attempt, to follow the threads of
Tsvetaevads | ife and her I iterature to fee
most inextricably knotted togeth&to try to discern the patternsdicated by the
resulting fabric. In the details of her suicideoth concrete and unsubstantiateal
strong pattern emerges which conforms both to the forms of tragedy (in the poetic sense)
and to the requirements of heroism (in the tragic sense)iAsBbga puts i t, Ts\
sui ci de ileesausd heeessdated by the whole shape and development of her
poetics and her life. 0o In short, Tsvetaeva
as we shall see), under the sway of forces somdwh she herself set in motion, but
which had grown past her ability to stop them. She is caught between desire and duty,
pride and shame, love and despair, and her death, as Dinega aptly observes, perpetuates
the conflicts she struggled with in her ldad her poetry, rather than resolving them. It
might have seemed incumbent upon her to live for her son, and indeed he did not live for
many years after her death, but it is also clear from the notes she left to him and to others
that she feltshewasdgn f or him: Al hope that Mur wil/
woul d be done foro; dal ©bsnglytakebhiminasald i n Mu
and see that he studies. | cané6t do anyt hi
Mur himself testifes to an understanding that his mother acted in the only way possible

to her; Maria Razumovsky cites his correspondence at the time:
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I n a long |l etter to his aunt, Lilya
many times about her intention of killing hersel,the best decision she
could make. |l fully wunderstand and e
Sezeman: 6The most that | can say in
she had sufficient grounds and this was the best way out of the situation,
andl fully approve of her action. 6 (2¢
One more small and apparently authorless 8tobyr i ngs Tsvetaevads own
her death with the realm of mythic tragedy to the forefront:
Someone (who, but Mur, could have told this to me?) repeated her. words
Al ol | hang myself after all, |ike my
all the time.
[slsbs (SClts, Ctesdidi [ EttO, d&se LIt MEOL O
cc oM wOQedes s jhlMmsr, COC dBBW AJjHE©GO
W te Olumssky 271)
Phaedra, whin the mysterious absence of her husband came to fear even the light of
day, who struggled desperately under the dual constraints of desire and duty, who
suffered and sickened from her silence but equally was terrified of the possible
consequences of hgoeech, and who conceived of suicide as the only choice left to her,
both for herself and her familyPhaedr a was a figure | ong clo
and one of the mythic identities she returned to most often. Tsvetaeva, in constant anxiety

and ign@ance over the fate of her husband and her daughter after their arrests in 1939, in

ML SNRYAIdzS [2aaTemOAN S ae G KAZ . It a butitisource is peculiarly
encoded.
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constant fear for (and of) herself and her,5drspecially after the beginning of the

German attack on the Soviet Union in June of 1941, tormented by her inabilitygo writ

poetry any moré*?but afraid that what she had written in the past, or might write in the

future, had already been or would be dangerous as their poetry had already been fatal to

so many among her contemporaries and former frienids easy to see than

contemplating her own deatfishe would think again of Phaedra, her Phaedra.
Tsvetaevads Phaedra appears most openly

lyrics fromAfter Russie nt i t | ed A PhaendjrHac Ol .1 JGmodnpditsaBin't O |

APhaedrsa |/ejon HO i) 1 de@pzseg in March of 1923, and in the

playPhaedralan j H]te,© Tsvetaevaos {idatesl192%though mpt at dr

certainly conceived in thought years before. We will not venture into an analysis of the

poetry here, butonlynoe t he details of Tsvetaevads Ppos

Phaedra is as voluble as her t wélippolgust f amo

and RaPbadm aréeventually induced to be, but she addresses her speech more

directly to Hippolyusi her stepson and the object of her desiréhan do previous

Phaedras, making her arguments herself rather than, as in Sophocles and Racine,

reluctantly allowing another to make them for her. In this she renders herself more guilty

of her inevitableend and of his, but also somewhat more innocent by virtue of extreme

honesty. For the Phaedra/ifter Russimot t o speak, not even to

moaning of tender | ips, 0 would be utterly
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conversation; withhe | ast words, the Phaedra of Tsvet
Hi ppol ytus to speak to her, 0A -agBhaatilh At | e
we are imagining, the silencing of her poetic voice would be like suffocation, and the
disappearance of any gaecommunity and communion would be like starvation. And
Tsvetaevads Phaedra, | i ke Sophoclesd (thou
of sight.

I n this death Tsvetaevads Phaedra and T
conventions of the deathswbmen in classical tragedy. Nicole Loraux has addressed the
subject of these conventions in Aeagic Ways of Killing a Womditacons tragiques
de tuer une femr€® in which Phaedra appears as one instance of a rule derived from

careful attention to thfates of female characters in all the extant Greek tragedies of

Aeschylus, Sophocles and Euripides he r ul e t hat AWomen in tra
(3). Two basic categories of violent death
suicide ioxf) .wiPvheaseodr(abs death falls obviousl

Loraux presents what was the prevailing opinion on suicide in the literature and
philosophy at the time, and particularly the manner of suicide chosen by Phaedra (both
Sophoclesd HFbaedaavabws):
Suicide, then, could be a tragic death chosen under the weight of necessity
by those on whom fell Athe i1 ntolerahb
there is YButwaiyn oturtagedy itself it wa
death. There was one forof suicidei an already despised form of death

T that was more disgraceful and associated more than any other with

18 All following quotationswill be from the published 1987 English translation by Anthony Forster.

WeKS NBFTSNByGSs Aa G2 tfldzQa
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irremediable dishonor. This was hanging, a hideous death, or more exactly
a Aformlesso death (aschemon), the e
inflicted on oneself only in the utmost shame. It also turn$ ouwit is it
justchance?t hat hanging i s a womands way
Leda, Antigone ended in this way ... (9)
Though this may have been the prevailing, the conventionabopithat suicide was
both a shamef ul and a womanodos death, and t
shameful manner of suicide and a manner of suicigdihin the realm of tragedy
belonging only to women, Loraux skillfully demonstrates how the tragetbmplicate
these conventions, revealing how women make choices about death and thus snatch
control over their ends, however violently
mastered her death [ .. .] It waysndthe deat h t h
mastery and possession of death represente
of suicide allowed a woman either to step out of the conventions of her gender, or to
embrace them. While the death of men in tragedy, including the uncomstandes of
the suicide of men, Afobeys this firm rul e,
sword and with blood spiltdé (Loraux 12), t

it he r op e .00 Thoughtlee expressiond of this choice reagm to evince

118Though I will not comment on it here, | cannot help thinking in this context of a moment from

Otherworldly Eveningshen Tsvetaeva recounts her eting with the poet Mikhail Kuzmin, and her first
words to him:
T!YR L G FAFGESSY NI RotaspadeNd Fay ANA[SRE GlAdziKH & 12
SPSY RARY QU -oNBneéspokelitIo m€ By hég, klwhom | then did not get
married, precisely beause he was a spade: and aspage S NRX | yR Ay ISy SNI f X
Kuzmin, frightened:
T Beeard? A bearded fiancé?
I, recognizing that | am frightening him:
T A spadish square, a frame, and in the frame shameldssiest blue eyes. Yes. And
when | found out from himthat there are those, who are buried withasworde ! YR L o6& |
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only desperation i@ Th e r o p e Tonrbriet, teath a ampprick, whatever the
method. That is the way manlike women, who would in general prefer the sword, reason
in a desper at e sifid, norethéless) achojal; tber mrooment ofldbath
it is possible for a woman to be a Omanlik
does, by the sword, or to be a o6womanli ke
elaborates on the rope insofar as it figures as, or is derivedfgorale accoutrement:
Hanging was a womanodos death. As prac
endless variations, because women and young girls contrived to substitute
for the customary rope those adornments with which they decked
themselves and which werlsa the emblems of their sex, as Antigone
strangled herself with her knotted veil. (18)
All of this leads to the conclusion that while men, as represented in tragedy, may be more
free in life, woman are more free in death, particularly with regard t@oonig to or

straying from the conventions of their gender:

spada Y SOSNHE X ' yR gKI G I NIFY @A &KRAtga of@étlageftrt®ey 3Ss {2
F2NNdzE 'Y 6. dzNI@ Rspanld @ Ky 2y ap8&B dziHE ' yR gl ayQia A
sake ofthat line?

T Like all poetry for the sake of the last line.

T Which comes first.

T Oh, you know that too!

Wy ¢adSit SO Qa OFasS + KSENIONBFIAY3I SENREFYG (2 K
fA1LStEAK22R GKFdG Al Aa SyGANBfte dzyGNHzSZ o6dzi AaadzSa N
¢ NBRA I |1 2 @auld®rishodld & KibEEnSiccording to the laws of her own poetry) comes in the
form of another of those unauthorized, thirdr fourth-hand stories, cited by Maria Razumovsky:
+F NA2dza a02NASa adAftft OANDdzZ I GS lo2dzi ¢cagSalesSgy
the following from Paustovsky when he was in Rome in the autumn of 1965:
Pasternak went to help her pack. He brought her a piece of rope to tie around
her...suitcase, he praised its strength and joked that it would be strong enough for
anything, you couldeen hang yourself with it. He later learnt that Tsvetayeva had
hanged herself with this rope and for a long time he could not forgive himself for
YIE1Ay3 6KFEdG KS OFftSR KAa aFlart 221Sé€d 0HMDC
LG adzZFFAOSa 2yte G2 y2aGS didule 6f Hibpblytus svad livdysSsagsocated t K| S RN
GAOGK tFadSNYI1l Ay 2NRSNI 2 aSS K2g LRSGAONff& | LILINE
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A man never hangs himself, even when he has thought of doing so; a man
who kills himself does it in a manly wds$f For a woman, however, there
is an alternative. She can seek a womanly way of grieen life, by the
noose, or she can steal a mands deat
of identification, of personal coherence in her character within the play?
Perhaps. The imbalance is nonetheless obvious, proving, if proof were
needed, that thgenre of tragedy can easily create and control a confusion
of categories, and also knows the limits it cannot cross. To put it another
way, the woman in tragedy is more entitled to play the man in her death
than the man i s t o asosdugheveraimhis aspect
manner of death. For women there is liberty in tragelilyerty in death.
(Loraux 1617)
The liberty of a woman in death is the liberty of women in poetic trageey, in drama,
in the ability to play arole. Asmuchasawomanimgy! ay t he man in her
assumed that in seeking fia womanly way of

the woman. Thus Tsvetaeva exercises her liberty to play the woman in héf'drath

e 530S0 SO Oy 0S8 aSSy (@theiwdligivéniay i K-Syarks ORS A SayaiaA @Ayl
she creags are in fact borne out in life. For example, in the essay she makes (or rather, places in the
mouth of another) a visual comparison between herself and the (male) poet Sergei Esenin, couched in an
intimation of homosexuality which echoes the suppressgalesentation of her own relationship of Sofia
Parnok (see note 32 below). This very moment is recalled by Nina Berberova in writing about the news of
tapgSil S@ Qa RSKFGKY

A rumour has spread that Tsvetayeva hanged herself in Moscow on 11 August-feapiRey

recently her prose | came across a passage where she writes how from the back someone once

mistook her for Yesenin. [In fact it is the opposjteomeone mistakes Esenin for Tsvetaeva.] And

how | can see them before me: hanging and swaying in nobs#s,of them fairhaired. He is on

the left, she on the right, but the hooks and the ropes are identical, and they both have flaxen

hair, cut in a bowl shape. (Cited in Razumovsky, 302)
Berberova is referring to the fact that Esenin hung himself in 1925.
211t would be interesting, though there is not space for it here, to put this formulation into conversation
GAOGK 5AyS3IFQa OLINBGA2dzat e [[d2GSRO 02y OSLIiAZ2Yy 2F ¢Aac(g
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above all, in the very fact that she can be ustded to be playing to be acting
according to the poetic forms of tragedy but above all according to the forms of her own
poetryi she exercises her liberty, still, to play the poet.

There is a paradox here: to hang is to suffocate, to cut off thé pasat to cut off
the breath is to cut off the voice, and without a voice a poet is not & poet, then, can
a poet be said to act as a poet in cutting off her (orihis®his possible according to the
tragic formulation, since men never hang?) veiteenot the silencing of the voice death
to the poet? To complicate the question even further, Loraux asserts that a woman,
whet her she dies by the sword or the rope,
hersel fé60o or has4)t dliwdys cdieels ufployn thiee ot K1
throato (52). For Loraux, which is to say
the womandés beauty, and thus Adeath | urks
beauty, which the texts never &eomore freely than at the precise moment when their
l'ives are t hr eat e n53)dForlavdtaevanin herpeetryhdedthalutks e 0 (
in the throats of poets, because to speak may be dangerous and even fatal, and because
not to speak is alwayfr a poet as a poet, fatal. Though she did not entirely cease to
write poetry after her return to the Soviet Union, and several excellent poems date from
those two years, the sum of them weighs little in the balance with her remarkable output
in almost ag other two years of her writing life; it would not be inappropriate to claim,
then, that Tsvetaeva had already begun to die, in the throat, as a poet, years before she
actualized this spiritual suffocatiron. ASo

not ebook, il have written none of them dow

represent her finakxclusion from the mastine poetic domainat the same time it also enacts her final
entry into a unified poetic space where the soul floats freelyimpeded by gender difference 6 T =
emphasis added).
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reason that rumor has swirled so violently, and factually unsubstantiated mythology
flourished so wil dl yithe aeryoeasordthaflithéseomasov ads s
Ai mmensely ovVies dtethatr mT ;eaeltbaeva hersel f, t he
which was such a rich source of biographical material (however encoded) for other

periods of her life, had for the most part ceased to write. And yeg istdiging of her

own death, in her retreat into silence and
Loraux, #Ait is this reluctance to die in p
femininity in tragedyotéakhj)y thathehéuivbul
after all, |l i ke her Phaedra, 6 there remain
always imposed so rigorously upon her life and her art.

One more thought, by way resolution to the paradox of a poet actingoas layp

ceasing to speak: We have noted in passing
Afor the sake of the |l ast I|line, o0 Awhich <co
poetd6s voice and breath i s wetasimagmehowei ved

carefully the voice is modulated throughout the entire poem in calculation of how to
render the last line most expressively, and the artistry with which breaths are taken, held
and saved in order to suffice perfectly for that lastiliteit perhaps for no more. At the
same time, Tsvetaeva expressed often in her poetry her love of the moment when the

voice breaks, and breaks precisely because it is at its absolute limit of expression, or of

breath. In After Russia she sings the praises &f voi ce of a girl or b
edge. |/ The only one in a thousand / And a
Goddés gifts: / By my I|iving soul! [/ Your v

heights! 0 Several ipoems , loat @ar whicht hel egc la
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stand for vocal cords, she calls out, #fADo
throat: foi origi ve. . . 0; itofigi beoken @bald eqiually ¢k
areiwe l | . . . 0 stwonds thrbugl altcen tHroat the broken voice of the poet begs

forgiveness, and bids farewélfor the sake of this the last breath has been saved for the

moment when the poetry has ended.

In the following pages we will move away from the literal end of Marina
Tsvetaevatdts |ife and poetry, and the meagr
since become so embroidered over with imagination and invention precisely because she
herself eft them unadorned with any inventions of her awvand move back to a text
which exemplifies her creative intermingling of biography, autobiography, mythology,
poetry, citation, imagination and invention, in which she fully exercises her poetic, and
womarly, liberties. In the essajOtherworldly Evening) composed and published in
1936 on the occasion of the death of the poet Mikhail Kuzmin, Tsvetaeva gives herself
over to the consi der at i o mowatfsthatpoets qgaseto 6 s fiv
speaki but she does so in the context of a recollection of her own entry into the
community of poets and entry into poetic conversation, thus framing the temporal events

of the breakdown of the poetic voice, and death of the poet, in an eternal and wibreaka

unity of poets across alworlidnedo and all sil

APraise be to you, Pl agueioOt hTesr weotr a edv ayd sk veemn
On March 1 of 1936, the poet Mikhail Alexeevich Kuzmin died of complications

from a persistent hg condition, in a hospital in what was then Leningrad. In July of the
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same year Marina Tsvetaeva published an essay in issue #61 of tHeaBadgournal
Contemporary Notefst 5o to j d3f @tzdnSecht i t 1 ed AOt herworl dl vy
L 4L HJ P dzd],Headicaed to her recollections of her one meeting with Kuzmin, in
St. Petersburg at the opening of the year #9& he | ast vye a'f’Basdd t he o
on its publication date this essay deserves to be considered alongside other prose pieces
Tsvetaeva composédn t he 630s, which fall mainly int
contemporaries, generally poets, on the occasion of their deaths, or reflections on her life
in Russia before the revolution. While acc
naturaly with these other prose woikgartaking to an extent of both categodies
nevertheless the history of its interpretation, and especially of its placement in the rest of
Tsvetaevads body of work, has been ughonf use
the essay was published in 1936, Tsvetaeva claims within it that the majority of the text
consists of a letter she wrote to Kuzmin in 1921. As late as 1980 the original of this letter
had not surfaced, and critics had no reason not to take this ¢tltaoeavalue. In the
Introduction toMarina Tsvetaeva; A Captive Soul: Selected Prds#larin King divides
Tsvetaevabds prose output into three period
Of the prose translations irdly t he pre
Eveningo displays some of the hall ma
published in 1936, but it was based on, perhaps even copied largely
verbatim from a letter written in 1921 to the poet Mikhail Kuzmin, and
that letter, in turn, may well havedr®based on notes in journals made
during her visit to Petersburg when she met Kuzmin for the first time.

(16)

122 e., the last year before the revolutions of 1917, which ended the leigmrof the Tsars in Russia.
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Here Kingdés reliance on the veracity of Ts
l etter to Kuzmin | eadswool dl yoEuwueniongt bdei s
link it to Tsvktabeeaéssagbbycpnosat, unfor

unexamined. The interpretive situation changes soon afterwards, however. In 1988, Jane
Taubman sets the record straight on certain accatiritsn [ Ot her wor | dl'y Eve
[Tsvetaeva] claims her description of the evening is simply copied from a letter she wrote
Kuzmin in 1921. But that letter has recently come to light. The texts [...] provide a
gl i mpse of Tsvetaevadmsfiaremdefidegaliyti wa, ion tac
Having exposed the gap between letter and essay, Taubman devotes a brief chapter to
teasing out Ts vie.e. ahe chanyes heb stoeymurtiergoeslfronmelettér to
essay but here, at least, her focus is on disgring as much as possible about the
6realitydéd of the experience behind both | e
creative work, however, it is necessary to shift the emphasis away from what it may (or
may not) tell us ifeboandsexdnsningitas&work 6fart. 6r eal 6
Infact,A Ot her wor |l dl'y Eveningo is an intensel
prose, revealing its central concern in every aspect of the wisiyge, theme, structure,
intertext® and thus to grasp this deasl concern fully it must be examined from all
side® from the perspective of stylistics, thematics, structure, and intertextuality. This
central concern is the meeting of poets, across all boundasfasne, place, class, race,
gender, sexuality and in he face of all historical obstacles.
From the very beginning, the title of t

understanding of how, where, and why this meeting of poets exists. The title refers, first,

BC2NJ SEFYLX S5 ahOi2¥9NE @ y2 NI @GNR § £tERA a |, Alhidughe ~
neither of these are included among the essays translatel Gaptive Soul
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to the meeting between Tsvetaeva and a multitug@ets previously unknown to her,
including Mikhail Kuzmin, on one evening i
Petersburg. The bulk of the essay is devoted to narrating the events of this evening. Next,
the title refers to0nMeeateitmepd adisedingkitb,rdi mn d
his poetry, not his person: in 1921 she discovers his book of po#raswvorldly

Eveningdl JLHibDgedfi]jtcOi n the Writerds Bookshop in
poems she is able to read there (particularly by hesesttrat they are hers, or that they

echo exactly what she herself has thought, written, or intended to write), but is unable to
purchase the book. Upon leaving she immediately writes a letter to Kdizimérvery

letter of 1921 which she claims has servetldse or i gi nal for the ess
title Apays tribute, 0 as Taubman writes, 0
claim that @Athe wor d-ofdhetrtee dwemipdlay, & elsi t[ €rs
Moscow Vi e-&7).dhisnstarinteres6ng possibility Tsvetaeva certainly does

oppose Moscow to Petersburg in the e8shyt it overlooks the delicate commentary

that AOtherworldly Eveningo offers on its

qgualificatih$ineanildé e & jgth certain figures and events in

the essay, but nowher e doeshesrheadjmdder t o M

Petersburg particu-bfhrelrggpas j]|iVdedglhedssayie 0 or i
fact derived wholly or even prinafly from the letter, written while Tsvetaeva was still

in Moscow (she emigrated in May of 1922),
she meant fAMoscow. o0 However, the most poin

happens @ her emeimpthe openirg ind blasinggpassages of the essay,

neither of which were included in the letter. Given that in 1936, when the actual essay






