
A LITERARY ANALYSIS OF THE WASTE LAND BY T S ELIOT

A critical reading of a landmark modernist poem by Dr Oliver Tearle The Waste Land, first published in , is arguably the
most important.

Just to note, it is definitely not a poem to be read once and then easily understood; rather, its complexities and
limitless interpretations are still being discovered and redefined today. Could both their lives be defined by the
relationships with men? The lines are sung by a lovelorn sailor on Tristan's ship, thinking of his Irish beloved.
And, to be licentious is to reject spiritual atonement and placidity. Swarming city, city filled with dreams,
Where the spectre in broad daylight accosts the passer-by, The Unreal city is London, Eliot's chosen home in
real life, and his poetic waste land metropolis. The mountains are the natural abode of those who seek spiritual
attainment: the ascetic, the hermit, the monk. Then follow some descriptive lines highlighting streets in
London, near London Bridge, and one church interior, that of St Magnus Martyr, one of Eliot's personal
favourites. Tereus cuts out her tongue, but the gods compensate her for this by turning her into a nightingale.
The first question to be asked in the poem is rhetorical and relates to renewal. He returns home with a sad tale
of Philomela's death. To sum up, all the central symbols of the poem head up here; but here, in the only
section in which they are explicitly bound together, the binding is slight and accidental. He is not an escapist
or a romanticist; he is a stern realist who laid his hand on the pulse of the modern man. You may also like. It
gives us a sense of how much of the world that we do not know about, that exists but is not within our range of
comprehension. One last reference, from Dante's Inferno, 26, Consider your nature, you were made not to live
like beasts, but to pursue virtue and knowledge. In a published memory of Verdenal, Eliot recalls their last
meeting in Paris: 'my own retrospect is touched by a sentimental sunset, the memory of a friend coming across
the Luxembourg Gardens in the late afternoon, waving a branch of lilac, a friend who was later so far as I can
tell to be mixed with the mud of Gallipoli. Eliot wrote most of The Waste Land at Lausanne, on its shoreline.
The melancholy and sombre rhapsody aims at describing the aridity and impotence of modern civilization, in a
series of sometimes realistic and sometimes mythological episodes, whose perspectives impinge on each other
with an indescribable total effect. Elizabeth never married, didn't have children. Eliot, Notes from The Waste
Land  Out of his personal trauma came the impersonal art. It was written during the autumn of , in
Switzerland, where the poet was just recovering after a serious breakdown in health caused by domestic
worries and over work. This is possibly a reference to the hallucinations of Antarctic explorers, but more
likely to the journey to Emmaus when Christ resurrected accompanied two disciples without being recognized.


