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Robert Penn Warren (1905-89) O 1978 4E D %% Now and Then: Poems 1976-1978 3. T D X F#/EMBED 2
THRAOHRFEVZEITHHEL L TMED TSN, HIIEBICHI2BPEFICEENSRER D LT MK
HBHLTWS, U — L VICEZEHOE2 Yy Y y—EHE2HZS5 LEZOFEIR, BEOHKREZEE
THHBHEOBWENSK S “Nostalgic” &, IR/ BRNBEICBWTERYT % “Speculative” D 57D
DErTalilnhilTnd, £THDOEI L a > THENSBEOHKFEORERNBHERIN, TOR
MNRDOEY 2 a > T “Time” 2H<2EELLTERT LS. ZORETHRIT, REEW S BBMIEMICHET
LEBIEBMEBVWEL, BELWVWIRRICEEL TWAAEN OB NBEOHKELZREEL T, BEEWE
BNBIEOHBPICWNRLIERE SO TWVWEINEEZEZ T WD, Nowand Then W55 A MVIhsEBEINS
DIF, ZOFHELEFBIENSBRICINDOIFVERTL2EZEFHICLE, FHEIOXRY MVERBILLERE
WHZETHAD, TNETRSEIOFEREIHELZDOTHLITINED, 22 TOUr—L U id, BEk%E
HICEBET, BRZVOEDOFEEHAEL T, BIEEBELNEEL TVLEVNIHAELRRBETEH
LTWb, ZOFRETHEDODN TV L2BEDOREIL. BEOCHSOBDEBROI<ETIIMETLILDOTHS
ZEMBAINTWVS, BEAfITIEH 2N, REBEEREOEL THRTERDICHE S ZBEORKNFAAN
DELSBRMEDOTWEELTH, WotAZTDODATHD EFN BRI, BEY XD IZHREOR
WHREANZ ST 2LV EHE, BIELBEEZMTHMEIR. RO HSROTVNDLEEFTADES
9. Hili &{WLA7Z John Crowe Ransom @ 1974 £ DFE, T L TERAEDYWK Allen Tate [IHZITE L A, T D%tk
DB 1979 FICEL 725, 1989 FXTEERNOLADEFVA, 20X, NEDOKRDDITED<HR
ETTRICEBRLUZFANT. BRNICIEADOHEKREWDSIE., DEDEHSNAERD LN ERD D REE O
NORMIHHPBEEEZELRENSD, HAAEELLTOREEZFEVBRZIZBHEND L WVITHEN L TFRE &0
SEEMEEZERTDHMANBMEBRHOLIRINF—Z2IROMIT TS, LT, BEWITITHEE WD RREIC
TOBEENEFRT S, BEOEY > a T, Uxr— L2 OREIT “Time” 2HREVI KRERKMENDI N
SHREE—HKEEIESLZET, FEECEAENFEIN TV S,

1. BE20H<HEBEORMRE

“American Portrait: Old Style” 13, U —L >R FEDBTHoLEEDRKAEZETNICILEK EOBNHTE
RAROBEREEZEMIZ, BEEHEOREEXR—AIZL T, BOD “Time” ETNIIEDDBIEDES A S
DENE, BEENCEWTHEI®TWS, ZoFIHITsNAE, RITFESEBEXLY 1 MLV, ZITE
RINOINFOEERZHREICHIRDTLDET200nb LAV, ZOFNZ2—I3—H—#ITHRIC
72572 1976 Hid. T AU SIMAL 200 FEREDETH D, ZOHMIFOERIT, UV —L VTBRICHZRITS
CEDEBEWEHFRANTITVWAEEFTADEAD., TR, TORMECHKINZH#RZRERLICLEFHR
Democracy and Poetry T, #FDEBAENL, T AU ANEELRKROBEN S ®#NL I L2BETLHIETHD.
EUF—LVVEEHLTWAZ EIZHINRONS, | 51T, 1975 FIZT AU AP N FLESETHIEL
72, TAYABERBIEBITIRENBETH o, ZOFT HEE THE) WHOEKDDTHROERIN



22 &/ RBER

503, BREIBWTHAERDIAEEERRL TWLEMNTELLES .

Beyond the last house, where home was,

Past the marsh we found the old skull in, all nameless

And cracked in star-shape from a stone-smack,

And here, at the widest circumference of shade, where shade was,
Ran the trench, six feet long,

From where on to where, and I wonder

What it would be like to die,

Like the nameless old skull in the swamp, lost,

And know yourself dead lying under

The infinite motion of sky. (Collected Poems 339-342) 2

LIl EET, BWPREZAL TRBDBIOMICAEZT LIRS ZHEITHFA DK DT (“But why should
I lie here longer? / I am not dead yet, though in years, / And the world’s way is yet long to go, / And I love the world
even in my anger, / And love is a hard thing to outgrow.” (CP342)), W4 — L VIIHETHHFEZEB L TH
T2 EETO2REERPL TS, ZORH T, TOHEOEFICITBAENFEL., BREFHFELEZD
DTIERL, BIZEORNIFEETLZEVNIDBDTHD. IHIEFAR, ET TZOEROHE) ObLIC
HDENIBTENS, BEOITSTICRAEENEFEL TWDLIEE2REBIEIEICER T OILBEITESNTY
LHEEoTNVWESS,

[JAZNTT ) Enwdtr T a oL, HENZEREVWHTIEARL, TOSEDOFERENLERTIHIED
2, BEOEREZRETLINEZH > TWSHEF > TELW., “Amazing Grace in the Back Country” T,
evangelists 725 EBONDIHMADEV LTS, WbhWwd TREY/NR) OXSRHAHEOKTE R EEOHE
BOZIC, HL<ETHHDHEEVWIHEAT O<H) 2BRIHREZLEZRENELSIND. FOTAY
BRMHMEHICLAEDETIHNTLUED DR, BCESARFENBOPLPALE, HITESA THK) EWOH
MEE BN D EERRICEDODNRNS TET 5.

And now, when all voices were stilled and the lamps
Long out in the tent, and stars

Had changed place in the sky, I yet lay

By the spring with one hand in the cold black water
That showed one star in reflection, alone—and lay
Wondering and wondering how many

A morning would I rise up to greet,

And what grace find.

But that was long years ago. I was twelve years old then. (CP 343-44)

BEOMNLEZ—FNRETL0E., TH<H] 2RODZEEZ2REBELEZDBOO. TNEITHROEHOEZITEBE
T, ZTOED 60 FEULOANEDEHEDRNT [O<H] 2RDITLHIENTET, TOERKIIVWEBHENT
WLHEWSHEDOHANSDERTH 5.

ZOU7E kT 280 OREE Lo OFEHZFHL 2 “Boy Wandering in Simms’ Valley” &, 2D
THAEZEONEZL TWEEBWEZRN, ZORELZERCHE TARLZZCHFVR D EEVWSIEOHFZE
WL, TOIZEY—RBHSD R OF—~&2H5A5Z &R ERBETIEMRTHS. FHOEHIC
BOFIE, COBEHOBBICOED THMNT, SPRAMICE S SNRBETATER>EROENT, YBHICH
SULHINEBETHFKE TBE2) BLEDNTWVWSDZE RS (“But lower was sinking the sun. I shook



Robert Penn Warren, Now and Then: Poems 1976 — 1978 128} % #a7: &L HAEDOPHAF 23

myself, / Flung a last glance around, then suddenly / Saw the old enameled bedpan, high on a shelf. / I stood still again,
as the last sun fell on me, / And stood wondering what life is, and love, and what they may be.” (CP 344)). F13%E#
EhoRFBOBEDNEE L GFRRHBOELTESAT.TAEITEI ZTNTNNEL2DDTHA D0,
EVSREMICARBICEDNTUE DS IIFEDRIT, V+—L 2 IT&EST Ik BWHEOXAEL TOHHRE
B S ol EERVRLESTELFEEEZD L, BEROLBMNBRECZTOEEEETVSZ
EERTHANELRD, HEEOKRBEN T +— L VICETEERAERBE TH > EMFEBLIEKRE D D,

FIESLIR E Vo ZHRERZE DRV, ZEZAFAORNSD—AHBREVWELTORELEDRET
HoILTH, TORRENEFICES> TAMEDORBRTHD . FRRICZORRKVEFOAMEOHNTH %
EEBIHD T —L VIFERLTWENOXDIC, TV ZXZINTTI O&Y T a id, HHRNZEWHTI
<, MW ® () 2FEF =TI ULAERNEE L TW5, “Evening Hour” 1%, BHBIZH > 7z EHNND
THRATAT - TAVACHRRCODEHNTWERTHD, TITRLVDEZREOEL TEATWEZEE, H
SIFEEDRICE ERAFENDEBEICEDONZKRKBMNIR RS 5 (“The lights of the town had come on. He did
not know / why the lights, so familiar, now seemed so far away, / And more than one felt the crazy impulse grow / To
lay ear to earth for what voices beneath might say.” (CP 346)). }&EDFEME &5 5 & LEDFED EEDONHE
N, SICLTHEETNEAMEDRE S TH oI ENEAINTVRLIDIFASNTH S, bbAHA. DENRN
HEHEICOTTHMIOELAEEEDR EIE, BAICE > TREANAGZE TR VWIIREES NS K
AR 5T, U —L & o T 3] MBREBEZERICHO DT LM—DENETH oL EIDTN
MBHZEMTELRESS, 20 3] 2NELT 22T, BROMA (ZEATEHY) THKEINT. A
DM HEOMXZRWTHIEH 415, “Orphanage Boy” 1. A RICEHONZWDLOEMBIZHN T REE
EDH, RUIEHBICRAZMBODEDN, ERICEFNTHELDFHWRZEERL., BRI TROEZ
TTWEZEEASFEVFOBRNEBICLULEEEZ, FEOLEZHELHIETREL TNV,

“Red-Tail Hawk and Pyre of Youth” 1%, DEQEICKHMIC T A TN TREH E LY A EFHBITL THR
HRBICAi>TWED, BECHAELEZZOHBOBARLZRERAT, BOLTLED, HlInkEEnTice
OB EEN., 2O WKEORN HTERIHL, BERLTLE TR/ EZHECDEVWIEF—TIE,
D=L RFRELEIEDHLA-IN) IO [EKKTI OFTNEHSHITTFREICLTHD, 77
DHELBRICH T IREEZETOHNRVEOFORVWERFT S, HBAZHEIL., INETITHATEL
HOONEDBEKNERELTHRTE, TNERCTIETIDREZHNTRELSETODWEORER TN
TNHEWT DI LI, BREBEOHEBEL, ZITHRELTVWL EHIBITE S,

And I pray that in some last dream or delusion,

While hospital wheels creak beneath

And the nurse’s soles make their squeak-squeak like mice,
I’1l again see the first small silvery swirl

Spin outward and downward from sky-height

To bring me the truth in blood-marriage of earth and air—
And all will be as it was

In that paradox of unjoyful joyousness (CP 350)

CITHVFR. RRICTEZDLZA2HSOEMOKTERBL, TOLZILRHDINTORMT L2
DTREEEDZEEZBNVHSERRTVE . U 2 F AT —FHBREOLNDL I ETHYANNERINDXDIT,
IZRXHONIRENTIBELEBHEOEHEEVWIRBEZRTEENREREN, TRHERKOMIZEALNT
WISDRMNDODEE] THD, LML, Ur— L IIKEINDIHAEY HOWEF<SEERTLTS —VIZTERT
HLE (#8513, non-believer THo7). TOBEBDOKIIASET EV00ARNWERXL X)) 2R LTSI &
MTEDEND, [BEUROBNERLIEVDIHOBHDBENT,/ IXRTENDTEI THH>LEFRITAED
A5 EnH A O ZNETOEIRCTSERMBBKDOVEHE T EE2TFTRELEED
FORLEWMBEL TS, ZOXIIT, EWFRICHSFZHSOREEZRERVBEDEVWHEBERIIDRESLD
BT, ROFTUA—L VBHSPOANEICHT 2% BEREICHEL T, BAOINETOANEZAETET
ZERHEKEWETDH, BERZL THSNDOERDITEEGAXIDIELTVWLDTH S,
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(JAZNTT O a O ODIEINE3IEDOFIT. NEOHWNMLSHET S L, DHPnR
HEEDH > TS EMIRTE %, “Mountain Plateau” Tl EOBOESH o EROBNICES —PD AT R
DR FEE, BAOLORBRNMIEZELFELTHE, TOFICMOBEZ SN2 WM H 73 % 5 U1 B#
T5, BEZN. ABEBYEDOHVWZILHH2AMFELOEEZEZITRHRAL TWADREN, TOEHKIESD
DNENOBMBIZET SN, RELSENMEDIN TS (“My eyes fill with tears. 1 have lived / Long without
being able / To make adequate communication.” (CP 351)c ZDHEHANDOOEDDE XN, Fi< & “Star-Fall” |2
AEINTWVS, BBOFRIITIERBAEBRLDN AT EADOBRVWRICIHEH ZHDIZRKTHWDS, T THE
DFENRECSAIa2r—2arllIBHHRETHD. HLMHHZDRNDZABIZEO>TVWS I EN
RE 3% (“For what communication / Is needed if each alone / Is sunk and absorbed into / The mass and matrix of
Being that defines / Identity of all?” (CP 351), HEIM VWA SBARLOLENENMMBBOD, TITOE
EOBENWADSHEL T, BOFRRRLASEVZEZEMICIEEIL TWANWEEZSNDS, E0DDIT,
“mass” “matrix” EWI RBNEWKRT 2 (#HR) (B85 hoEEINLA A—JF, EENRZDBDOTHD. T
SL7 THEHNMZHRETLHEMLERLDO) iz, MEARDNEDDED, WATHRRENTWS] &,
—HOEEALPHEBICEETE I EANEDRN O TNLES D, ZOEKT. “We found nothing to say, for
what can a voice say when / The world is a voice, no ear needing?” (CP 352) &5 DX, Z5 LZEIERDOERRAIC
flizz sz, 15 2HEOIERESEZDE, BEOEFOET TIIMRLERVWERENDH DL ENWD T EITR
5, ZOWEENANICEI ML, TRRN 02 aTUr—L2>OEZNRIND,

“Youth Stares at Minoan Sunset” Tl&, BT 5<IE U+ — L O RFEYVWEFEETIVE L AMNEE S
5, INET. IXRTHEOANDEIDOBFONTWEZRNT, RKEHES FETH 5 THAYO THMI.
KO arTOBRRICHITTORMEBOEENEINONTNS, ZOHT. BHEAOO L THOME
BB, RN ESOWERZEDFICEVHIETTWS, TNEARKRIC. EBEOFIT. FEAZOEICH
EDODNEDENTHEI THAIEHEVWIEMIBEVEHRLTWVWS, BRI /T (VLIS "EEE
B0, XHAOERTEDTFTRENAELE-STWS, bEAA. BHEERI / 7XHANOERIL, EEZEELT
W3, TLT, BATAREE, BOFETFHROPVWEOLEMNERICHIEEOHENHD, REZDHH
FERVKRELRPEDOBEIC />N D TDFHE Promises DEEDX D HBBH BRI ZOFICEIREZRETT. &
SBWFRICHN A EZBECZITEDTVAIHEOHANSBEOHERZRBETLHHANITEHEINTVYS
HTH5, /2. ZEOEM S, WEORRETIETFOAHRMAERNICENINTEY (HEA) LE
RNENTVEINDIIBRBEHRARREEAROTWT, BEVFETFROLVWEDOANLLDNBRIN TSI E
HEETHD,

We are closer now. Thea black

Silhouette, yet small, stares seaward. To our cry
It does not turn.  Later,

It will, and turning, see us with a slow

And pitying happiness of recognition born of

A knowledge we do not yet have. Or have forgotten.
He spreads his arms his to the sky as though he loves it—and us.
He is so young. (CP 352)

FHOBDMAIEZEBLAANSL D, BED FEEIHEVITHEN] EVWSIFET. ZORIHESHRD
BREQOEHNFHHE IR RIND., BMIZHEDIE, ZOFMHIFEHORMH 2 FRICEAXHAORTC Z2EAQL
EEMBEREFDTLNTLEI DB LAARVA, FHOBEZERITLHEMR. EHORIIIEIIND
LHEVNIEEEEZNZ, ZINSVNICHAELTVD, TOFRBEZBERLIS ETHEENEATND
RETHARDIENFINDES D,
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2. BIEIIBIT2IEM-

“Speculative” (TBREM)) Otralid, BEINZBENBREEVIRAEZTDOHO TEWR R I2HF
FELTWDEVWIREDOS &, BEMAEMWER TIIawn TRE) BNERINTWS, T I TOEREIT.
BHENBBERZHEHTENDIXDD, TORENRT I CERNZEZENERTOINETODDNE N,
TEZRW Oty arid. “Dream” EWVWDFTHE L. ZOERBISHINE (The Atlantic Monthly #8) %44,
ZOFEDOMDFF EHIT “Three Poems in Time” EWIEBETEEOONLHEEFTHoZ. ZOFOEHE
T AN T | OBRBEOFDOA A—T 22T/ K BHERINT, ELBEOEGEMEN D hARDN 5,
THL L, ZZTHEHIREER., KXFO [HH) 20 <2ZRNVEHETCFHFEINTVWLHRTH S (“What
can you dream to make Time real again? / I have read in a book that dream is the mother of memory, And if there’s no
memory where—oh, what—is Time?” (CP 353). £ . TR IZHAFICIEEIZTERVWDHDOTH DN, THIC
HEWHZE52 5013 TRRIEORELZE] THHEWIRFEVRINS, [RENZTE TRRE &3 EZi
HBHOM, MEON] EVWD KFEMZBEWL, T LT “Sograpple your dream!” (CP353) WS Fld. 74—
LOMEANZECREE VWS ERN, BEMLO# TH Y (“For the dream is only a self of yourself” (CP 353)).
TN THE) EWIREBREHANEBEHEL TNLIEND EREZFMEICITEHL TWD, EENZEE DR
RemE-o>Tnb,

%t < #F “Dream of a Dream” T. Z 5 LN EmraN, E NEMEICH L TEMLTH S ERAPRIZD -
Do,

But the joy Time plies to feel

In fraternal flux and glimmer

With the stream that does not know

Its destination and knows no

Truth but its own moonlit shimmer.

In my dream Time and water interflow,

And bubbles of consciousness glimmer ghostly as they go. (CP 353)

D=L ICEDT. KXFD TH SHSORBOEBELLIBELFABETHD., T I TIHAEEIIED
IO HATVSEND, o rb, HIOFF “First Dawn Light” TI3 “the reality of dream” (CP 354) & W5
RHIZHODNONH L D7, BEORHEZERLAZDBOOENIIZTHEENS D EWVWD FERIZ., REICE
STHHLVWHBDOTIEARW. Uxr—L>OFD TEOBFEME] &3, real EWVWIFEN,. HOLEYNBEC
FETLHIHOEETEVNDIXIDD, TOEYNERTHVEETHLILEZRET HRBENLRKRBETHS Z
Ens, EENG TE MR RXFO FKE] EWHSREHEZXZAHBREZH->TVLEVWSAEZED
Bt THD. 20 K OMEZREOLKR THIAL 25 “Ah, Anima!” 13ZFDD TH KRR &2 HE 1ITHK
FhiFTna,

“Ah, Anima!” 1%, FIHTIE TREOZND=D0F] ELTRRINLIEDVEDTHSH, BENL,
FAVEDREL TO TR ICHFI NS AMMRRRSIN, (FE] OB DM EENRFEINS.

Watch the great bough lashed by wind and rain. Is it

A metaphor for your soul—or Man’s—or even

Mine in the hurricane of Time? Now,

In the gray and splintered light, in the scything

Tail of the hurricane, miles of forest around us

Heave like the sea, and the gray underside of leaf is exposed (CP 355)

NDES TWSAEDE] EWIOERBEIZ, BBMICEE T 5 Father Time NDOEFKRTHY., IXRTEREICE
5L®5 HE OMENASEKREZEDL. ABWETREEETHLIE. TLUTABICHLRMITNIET
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% [hef) AEFICL > TXALN TSI &, ILHCEAR, KK LW HRICBVWTIEREFELLEED
KRB TH O, ABIBZHSFORNBICEZBIAATNSZE, XTHONBERENTWS., Ll Z
CTARXFD MR BEEMICESASNTVSD TRV, HET, ME—FMER2bDELT 3R] A
BRSN, ANBOAEELT BB Z2ERTOMLEZY A — L EFHVWTWLIENINEINETH S,

[You] Had run forth, screaming as wind snatched your breath away

Until you were nameless—oh, anima!—and only

Your mouth, rounded, is there, the utterance gone. Perhaps

That is the only purity—to leave

The husk behind, and leap
Into the blind and antiseptic anger of air. (CP 355)

(JZAINTT ) OFFEZITEVHLTANR., TNSOFIIIZONTVAERERIZ, WIRbBEMIC
EoTHBMAHEKEORVWHTH oL EERNTHIENTES, BERIVIMETLSESOLOENE, T+
=L TERN O0tr2aTRELTEALEDOTIRARVWES I, ZOFEIFIFERUCFHFE _fTEA
TEMNT “Unless” TH. K] & 138 O#EBENEMINTNS,

All will be in vain unless—unless what? Unless

Your realize that what you think is Truth is only
A husk for something else. (CP 356)

All is in vain unless you can, motionless, standing there,
Breathe with the rhythm of stars.

You cannot, of course, see your own face, but you know that it,
Lifted, is stripped to white bone by starlight. This is happening.

This is happiness. (CP 356)

AMIcE<HEEZHD TEOY XA &3 THEL OlKRTHO. TEZEENTICNWT, 20U XLEH
SOBMICEHOAERITNL, TRTHERKICARS) Eld. KXFO TRE] 2BBTLILEEZHFHANTT
WEHDEFEDIETHRVESS, TLULT, TBEFTEAZZWA, BEONXTHASOENBWEIZ/RSE TS E
BNEND] EVnDA A=JF, ZOFELEORIDIESMR “American Portrait” DTN ZE G EM/ N, TRERE ) &

(36 OinEEEMES RIS, BECEBR TIIEMTE RV, BOLBORBICK D2 AREOHRIEZ G
THHDTHAD.

UL, ZTOTOEAORES BFEVFEXEFICTHRL TVWASZEOHEHLATNE RS2, “Code
Book Lost” |3 MKl Z2X X 2EBOEKZMKRT 21013 ) #REBT D, HOIVWEITZETESLTEHM
UL AELSDHBHEND S E. FFOMHD (“As though, in the dark depth of water, Time held its breath, / While
the message spins on like a spool of silk thread fallen?” (CP 360) & . #%%> U (Yes, message on message, like wind or
water, in light or in dark, / The whole world pours at us. But the code book, somehow, is lost.” (CP 360) T 57z
NTW2, ZOMBNBEREZEBTLF-OOBESHHEXFIRDNTVLEVIDIE, BHIZEZEKRD
KOETHREEZRDLIEELE> TV,

“When the Tooth Cracks—Zing!” THEHKIZ. M NETZR I BELENDIEBZIMNRINTNSHA,  “Butit
is hard to know the end of a story.” (CP 361) EfTBHIND LI, BAMAODNSETED, TNEHEXALN
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SEZLEVWEDIMNEFA SN TS (“It is more important to live with memories that are longer remembered.”
(CP361). ZORKROTOELADEL 2, BEEEOEAZZDSILEICZEATIZS “Howto Tella
Love Story” 13, BREMIENEZSERIEDLEVNIHFHTLDH K 5N, TR SRS O 1T 5 e
56, TIUIFAMIZHLVWEDOHRFEDANDOREE R D EVNIRENHENTH S,

If only the first word would come and untwist my tongue!

Then the story might grow like Truth, or a tree, and your face

Would lean at me. If only the story could begin when Time truly began,
White surf and a storm of sunlight, you running ahead and a smile

Back-flung—but then, how go on? For what would it mean?

Perhaps I can’t say the first word till I know what it all means.

Perhaps I can’t know till finally the doctor comes in and leans. (CP 365)

BHICEAX, BENSHBEL I EIERBRIT. LAWITRE - BUE - RKOABITHNDD Z LT 5,
ENETRERLWEAEZRGKE LIS &, TR B2 0EBITR>TWAE L, 22T T3 WEET S, B
ROFEETSZHEN. TNERBLTVDEESS, ZOLIIT. Ur—L 2 id. HHEOEWLHD S 5%
ZELDD, IBRECRLSATNESNSARV) EXATEEVANSD, BEXOESORBREEMIZL T

[EEfE) DREEZHRATHOEEEZ I THRFAL TVWDIDOTIERWSES 5D, Perhaps 22 _EHEDRL THr
EEBT2DIE, BHNRLET > F—AT—hMAZFEVIRETHD, BRHPLTEANHDZDIT TRV Y X
2. TEHTHIE. DED THH OBEREZEAMITILISHPHCOEFHEHIBEICETLIEVWI T+ —L
DEEDPHDOENTNSEEZSNRNES SN,

COREBZEESIET. U — L EIBEEOHICRE 2ROTHBH/HOENDI I EEFARVEHEL TS,
“Identity and Argument for Prayer” T, FEO FIIR D2 DbV Daho8%, BN S, BEOHICIT. @
EORUCHBIFRL THEELRV, TNEZFEOFIL, BHEE WD BAENZGICE TRE) 2RD5 2 EDORT]
Rtz yoROAWR TKE) 2RI ETENMDILENSE TS,

For that old 7 is not I any more, though

A ghost somewhat different from that of

The truly perished companion, for the 7 here now
Is not dead, only what

I have now turned into. This

Is the joke you must live with. Have you ever

Seen serpentine Time at the instant it swallowed its tail? (CP 373)

ZZTIE, BEOREEEL, HEEBITOIBEZLENMEINTVDLETADLESS., Us—LINEHLTY
5D1F. EROEETIHELS, HEELTORELZEHRTSHIET. BAOANEFIIXZALNTWS I &
EEREL, STEEVHEANEBRL TWSBHBIERATHS, ZORHBOEKII. ZOFELITND SNZEMS
INENNTWEO ENTT LU THET WD 53TV Brother to Dragons D7 —<X TdhbH b, (/2. ZOLD
BREAKKEOEREEVWIHRIT. ZOYURNSHEFESOTWET A AANT I a OB Ak TBELZEAK
HADEEE THTE2Tr—L OB THI20HLNEN,) ZOEKRT, FO WL T, “Thinking now
that at least you are you, / Saying now, saying now, for / Now now is all, and you you.” (373) & W5 — A, FHEMH:
DEIEZRDLZT+—L > OREZEBEIIRBRTL2bDTHLIENGN %,

COFMEROBREIZK SN/ “Heartof Autumn™ 1, [REEOLZND=DDF] OVOEDELTEREINTW
5. ZOFI, EORTHLH > OVFROKI Rz, BOFIESORCEERREZR L, RRIC
WBESMNBIZARORATHL0EE RS, VEENLEZDHD., E0nH01E. =23 RE5&51. WaER
DL, U=V OEXFIIR D, £-. BROEXFETHH L7755, BRESZBATRETZ R
FIZDTWBHZEEDSRVHEDFIT. BRNICEEZRE TR WEHITE SN S,
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That much they know, and in their nature know
The path of pathlessness, with all the joy
Of destiny fulfilling its own name.

I have known time and distance, but not why I am here. (CP 376)

Path of logic, path of folly, all
The same—and I stand, my face lifted now skyward,
Hearing the high beat, my arms outstretched in the tingling

Process of transformation, and soon tough legs,

With folded feet, trail in the sounding vacuum of passage,
And my heart is impacted with a fierce impulse

To unwordable utterance—

Toward sunset, at a great height. (CP 377)
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The past must be studied, worked at—in short, created. For the past, like the present, is fluid. History, the
articulated past—all kinds, even our personal histories—is forever being rethought, refelt, rewritten, not
merely as rigor or luck tunes up new facts but as new patterns emerge, as new understandings develop, and as

we experience new needs and new questions. (51)
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1 N—T7—RRZIZBTSD, BE200FEZ2R/ICLTORZFBET, U+ —L ld “ourpoetry, in fulfilling its function of
bringing us face to face with our nature and our fate, has told us, directly or indirectly, consciously or unconsciously, that we are

driving toward the destruction of the very assumption on which our nation is presumably founded.” (Democracy 31) &Lk, #£&
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In his poetical work, Now and Then: Poems 1976-1978, Robert Penn Warren attempts to decipher the
meaning of the memory by juxtaposing the past and the present in the poems contained. The characteristics
of this method lies in his epistemological transformation of the multilayered concept on the past events into
the past as a one-dimensional plane figure. Warren’s familiar theme of “Time” is incorporated in the
juxtaposition technique in that the death is the vital element connecting the deceased and the living together.
Warren’s personal past is dealt in the “Nostalgic” section, and the theme of this part is far from
sentimentalism associated with its title. Warren attempts to develop the personal events in his early
childhood into a universal icon of human experience. This vision is clearly shown in “Speculative” section
through the poet’s meditative perspective on the events both of the past and the present. Warren may have
reached the point to connect the memory and the consciousness by removing the chronological layers of the
past events.



