Linguistics 103
Language Structure and Verbal Art
Discussion Problems for October 7th

Directions:

Thomas Hardy, known to most readers as the novelist who wrote Tess of the
d’Ubervilles, Jude the Obscure, The Mayor of Casterbridge, Return of the Native, and
Far from the Madding Crowd, was also a major poet of the late 19th and early 20th
century. After the negative critical reception of his late novels, he ceased to write fiction
and concentrated on poetry exclusively, which he took to be his true calling. Like his
contemporary Alfred Tennyson, Hardy was a master of the full range of meters used in
the English tradition.

Read the following four poems representing Hardy’s work in various meters. Then
answer questions a-d:

a. For each poem, state whether the meter is strict iambic, strict trochaic, strict
anapestic or loose iambic.

b. Provide grids for any two lines in each poem to demonstrate your analysis.

c. Determine the number of feet per line and if there is a recurring pattern of foot
counts.

d. Show why the meter you have chosen is superior to an alternative choice. (In the
case of trochaic meters there may be no real argument against a strict iambic
interpretation.)

Hap

If but some vengeful god would call to me

From up the sky, and laugh: “Thou suffering thing,
Know that thy sorrow is my ecstasy,

That thy love’s boss is my hate’s profiting!”

Then would I bear it, clench myself, and die,
Steeled by the sense of ire unmerited;
Half-eased in that a Powerfuller than I

Had willed and meted me the tears I shed.

But not so. How arrives it joy lies slain,

And why unblooms the best hope ever sown?

— Crass Casualty obstructs the sun and rain,
And dicing Time for gladness casts a moan ....
These purblind Doomsters had as readily strown
Blisses about my pilgrimage as pain.



Under the Waterfall

“Whenever I plunge my arm, like this,
In a basin of water, I never miss
The sweet sharp sense of a fugitive day
Fetched back from its thickening shroud of grey.
Hence the only prime
And real love-rhyme
That I know by heart,
And that leaves no smart,
Is the purl of a little valley fall
About three spans wide and two spans tall
Over a table of solid rock
And into a scoop of the self-same block;
The purl of a runlet that never ceases
In stir of kingdoms, in wars, in peaces;
With a hollow boiling voice it speaks
And has spoken since hills were turfless peaks.”

“And why gives this the only prime
Idea to you of a real love-rhyme?
And why does plunging your arm in a bowl
Full of spring water, bring throbs to your soul?”
“Well, under the fall, in a crease of the stone,
Though where precisely none ever has known,
Jammed darkly, nothing to show how prized,
And by now with its smoothness opalized,

Is a drinking-glass:

For, down that pass

My lover and I

Walked under a sky
Of blue with a leaf-wove awning of green,
In the burn of August, to paint the scene,
And we placed our basket of fruit and wine
By the runlet’s rim, where we sat to dine;
And when we had drunk from the glass together,
Arched by the oak-copse from the weather,
I held the vessel to rinse in the fall,
Where it slipped, and sank, and was past recall,
Though we stooped and plumbed the little abyss
With long bared arms. There the glass still is.
And, as said, if I thrust my arm below
Cold water in basin or bowl, a throe
From the past awakens a sense of that time,



And the glass we used, and the cascade’s rhyme.
The basin seems the pool, and its edge

The hard smooth face of the brook-side ledge,
And the leafy pattern of china-ware

The hanging plants that were bathing there.

“By night, by day, when it shines or lours,
There lies intact that chalice of ours,

And its presence adds to the rhyme of love
Persistently sung by the fall above.

No lip has touched it since his and mine
In turns therefrom sipped lovers’ wine.”

Thoughts of Phena
At News of Her Death

Not a line of her writing have I,
Not a thread of her hair,
No mark of her late time as dame in her dwelling, whereby
I may picture her there;
And in vain do I urge my unsight
To conceive my lost prize
At her close, whom I knew when her dreams were upbrimming with light,
And with laughter her eyes.

What scenes spread around her last days,
Sad, shining, or dim?
Did her gifts and compassions enray and enarch her sweet ways
With an aureate nimb?
Or did life-light decline from her years,
And mischances control
Her full day-star; unease, or regret, or forebodings, or fears
Disennoble her soul?

Thus I do but the phantom retain
Of the maiden of yore
As my relic; yet haply the best of her — fined in my brain
It may be the more
That no line of her writing have I,
Nor a thread of her hair,
No mark of her late time as dame in her dwelling, whereby
I may picture her there.



Neutral Tones

We stood by a pond that winter day,
And the sun was white, as though chidden of God,
And a few leaves lay on the starving sod;

— They had fallen from an ash, and were grey.

Your eyes on me were as eyes that rove

Over tedious riddles of years ago;

And some words played between us to and fro
On which lost the more by our love.

The smile on your mouth was the deadest thing
Alive enough to have strength to die;
And a grin of bitterness swept thereby

Like an ominous bird a-wing...

Since then, keen lessons that love deceives,

And wrings with wrong, have shaped to me

Your face, and the God-curst sun, and a tree,
And a pond edged with greyish leaves.



