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Robert Penn Warren (1905-89) O H#1 4 (XF T 25548 Promises (1957) i, V4 — LY HED2ADT EHIC
BFonNTnaZ LI MIND L 50, BREMFELZRBIZIRY ARZ2AS5E, “Time” & W) EHEMT
MERMREAOMEEZ AL S EMIZFHEORDTERITRNL, ZNEZICL T, AANRZZEY — Kb
OAL NEIFRI L O@EEITE U D&M 7 “belief (F5R) DML 2D X LIz, £ Promises (2t < i You,
Emperors, and Others (1960) (LLN, AL TiX YEO L RFLT D) & Tale of Time (1966) (LLF. AL TIE IT
ERET D) X HMFAOMRIIRDZ LB ERDRL EFTOFFMM L E W EIXWV X W, YEOIZ DWW T,
EEHIDRBIETH 2 EROTNDIEETHD, KT v Ea—TROL S IZERTWS,

Poetry is even more disastrous, and I’ve made some very bad slips, such as in the volume of poems called You,
Emperors, and Others. When 1 came to do my Selected Poems a few years later, I discarded many of those
poems entirely. I was on the wrong track; I was writing poems that were not on my line, my basic impulse.
(Watkins et.al, 128)

EFEICLDFMIEF L& TNz 2ne LTh, BEERDIEL, YEO TIEHRDEE, TTTIHROEEZH->TH
D, HIZENSLDN “Time" D EDEBENLEOCOWIZBEITHEL CWDHETH D, Promises T “Time” D
BEE BAEMICERBALBDIZ Y+ — L, Z20%, WEAHKRONTEL 2D E W) HEICREDNL, 20
BN OIEDOEK L “Time” OBMEDER~LBELTHRA%E YEO £ TT THRVELIT>TWVWD, ZZT
%, Promises \ZBWTHESL L7= “Time” OHARICIESW-, YEO & TT TENANEAKBICERSN-HHL
EBETDH, B, INOLOFETOERIE, HDHOEOOREOL LICHEOFNERT S LWV I BEEORK
KEL-oTWD, BB, FRITOLINRMENRALNDIEE, BEHFORETH D,

1.

YEO DEPICE &7z “Garland for You” L WOIEBMTE LD ONT8EOFFN L2 2 EEFIX. BOEK
ORI ZZDT —< L LCHIEICH LB L, ThRT~DEiR) L WHFEBERRRMBEEZZR LTS, L
“Clearly about You” Ti. “Whoever you are, this poem is clearly about you, / . . . / For truth is all we are born to,
and the truth’s out.” (Collected Poems 145) (LA T, ZDT 7 A B DF|HIZOWT, KX T CP L XRFET D)
ELT BB ERBUDT H2MBHER~OBELA ZOFHEOTLCHDZENESEIND, Z0FT, I
et 2 b8 PECONEICHIFSELRZELE LD 0D vt — LU ORRWRRBWFEFF Brother to
Dragons (1953; 1979) OB ELEERI L/ EF — 7 038, BELORMORR, S LB ENEREZRDH Z
LOBRICBVERT ZLOHEREENFEEHVIZEND,

You won’t look in the mirror? Well—but your face is there
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Like a face drowned deep under water, mouth askew,
And tongue in that mouth tastes cold water, not sweet air,
And if it could scream in that medium, the scream would be you. (CP 145)

MEEICM D B OBIZ. BT-VWKICEDL THELEZDPOLIICERICEEED TWD] &, EDOAL A—IN
WMAINTEHZT, MOFEEZHTLETE. 2OUMNEIHRTEE] &, [bil-oF] TlEkl T, =
DEBEABZOLDOICEEHZTLEILVRY v 7 T, ABICE > THRICEN SN I ERIIARABHTH S
ZEWREND, BtERERO [HEMiE] L L TOKBICRELZDNTEED RN Thiiz] Nndk
. ANHOEBREEDSRIRE LT, BREBIEBELMBEOEIFICHFELTVLIEVIRBH#ERDLTCND
DTIFRNESL I D, TOEREBWMT S IRV ) TIZOFHTEIN TS, HENREY ORI,
DZFIIRFABTHL LEEINTVD,

Burn this poem, though it wring its small hands and cry alack.

But no use, for in bed, into your pajama pocket,

It will creep, and sleep as snug as a field mouse in haystack,

And its heart to your heart all night make a feather-soft racket. (CP 145)

IO/ TBERLOATVDLIEREBELLD & ZOEMEKIISRTLELTH, M bENLZDO TN
FTENFIRY ORPICETAVRAATADZZAIZ TPEOLIIZRSLVKEE 2EZFLVH, —R
TLHLMERELRBL, SENERLZEHALL) LT 2REMEELZBIBODI U+ — L DOEE I DN
bbb,

T, UA— VU UDREBHT 5B ENESR L IXMEA 9 0, K< & “Lullaby: Exercise in Human Charity and
Self-Knowledge” TlE. “Sleep, my dear, whatever your name is” (CP 146) &9 FEOMNT THAE Y . Fig~D
EMEMNHA LI E 72 H 2T, “our histories / Can have no common bond except the lonely / Fact of humanness
we share / As now, in place and fate disparate, we breathe the same dark pulsing air” (CP 146) &, TAMTH 5 Z
Ll DEZEXBONT D ERENZEND, TARME] &k TUMAFEE] Thr ez ED, RIS
2R BMERT L) HEANIY I, AR LOERBEBHERAFEIRENR TEND, TOFELLT
O TEE ) N5 Z &Y “V. Real Question Calling for Solution” T9 72biLd, MELEFKEROT HME—D
Fikk LT, [ZoimE NEAIND,

There is only one way, then, to make things hang together,

Which is to accept the logic of dream, and avoid

Night air, politics, French sauces, autumn weather,

And the thought that, on your awaking, identity may be destroyed. (CP 149)

MEDZER] UTIE, RRNATIURBOREEESLEREZEL TCWDLIEAY, ZnbEiiT, TEOH
Bl WZEoT, RVDPORDDEFIZHLIIBECEMY TE S LB FIEH, ZThb /v T UiiliET
HDHERNDTLDOEIESTHD, LrL, ebEzHRATVWD bDIE, BLEOHROFRIEI T CIFHEEL &
NRWVWRIEE DL DT ENRBINTND Z LBV, TO@AIAIL,  “VIL Arrogant Law” T, 32D
WERHDLS DI T LA ELTHIET S “Time” IZMAR 5RO TH D (“Time unwinds like a falling
spool.” (CP 152-53)), ZDOEHEIX, =/ I 7L L TBIHSNTVWENLY Y ~DEKRTH S (“This inner
life may be compared to the unrolling of a coil... / Henri Bergson: An Introduction to Metaphysics™ (CP 152)), Z Z T
D “Time” 1. THIBZRHEA W) XA PABRRT IO, AN EBEESIT O THEICERRS
no,

Have you stood beside your father’s bed
While life retired from the knowledgeable head
To hole in some colding last lurking-place,



Robert Penn Warren, You, Emperors and Others & Tale of Time (28} % “Time” L3CDHEY 23

But now, past such accident, seemed to withdraw
Into more arrogant dispensation, and law?
Time unwinds like a falling spool. (CP 153)

RO A, 3B FT TELICHERMOEBE, £ L CTHEAL AL, L2850 X 51 [R] 281
LT ) EEATVWS, [HE] ObORAIHOWEZ Z ZETHRYVIETOIR, FEV+— LR ENL
iR . TEBEMA~OH BN EWVIRET AV IMBZEZRHETIETH D, LT, BIZIZET D
T, RELLBVEBEINI RO A=, [TIUT Rx0%] 285 @S, Bit~DREF
EWVWIOMERMAMTEENTWS Z LB 05, “Time” NREEICTHEETHIMHENDD Z L2 HICE
2%, T LT, ZOEMEFOK%E “VII. The Self That Stares” TIE#EZ RO 2 BENEOH L, HEIEOH
RIEGENEAIND, ZTORKOT, “To recognize / The human self naked in your own eyes.” (CP 153) & & 5 &
AN, TOFETESALLENIDITHCORBIZDNNDIEETHLEMRLTIWESS, TOETEN,
WEMIZT D “Time” OEOHEHE L TEHTFIHBEHENTHDIDOTH S,

YEO IZBIFDbo & bEERFL, ROEICHE I N TENNTL “Mortmain® ThHhD, [FEFHEE] &
IEERERIETD XA MR, IEEAEC THAEORZICHSLEERSFICFE SN LML, 28
ETET, TOBENCEDKARTEEIND] EVWIBERTHD, ZO—RATHLHFRLLEZL54 A4 MV
., ZOFONBEPKRICEDLI LD ERDZEZEI ZLEZTRBRLTRBY, Ur— L UIEEDLD TEELRE
EBEZOFORMNTEHDIAATNAS Z L&, BEEICFONT TN,

BOIOFT, FIIFEORICHIRBOL LICnhF205, [RO7I74 hok, BFEBLICE#REK-T-
ROy ROZIFIZBETH, ROFFIIEETH LIRS TRHRLEND, HTMNALER) ET500
X912, 19554 LI VN HLEWVWI DX A MAEIABRICHHAM LR LOTHY | BRELLZEEZMZ D
R HEBHITHAI) ELBERLLZNRNZ > THOEEDRZZHLDIZLTVWDEFRDIEA D,
ZOFHEOFETEREND “Time”|Xak b W@ SO L FE OO T b, KEWVITFEIE L “Time” & D3R
BICHEL VWA Z LEHEIEA TS, 2

In Time’s concatenation and

Carnal conventicle, I

Arriving, being flung through dark and
The abstract flight-grid of sky,

.... Like law,
The hand rose cold from History
To claw at a star in the black sky,

But could not reach that far—oh, cannot!

And the star horribly burned, burns,

For in darkness the wax-white clutch could not
Reach it, and white hand on wrist-stem turns,
Lifts in the last tension of tendon, but cannot

Make contact ....

But no. Like an eyelid the hand sank, strove
Downward, and in that darkening roar, (CP 156)
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Bz kWb R’ bb, Xy FOAENL H{MiEE =R OFiE, “History” NHHRZFETH
5, EEEIND, ZOFRONL I L LTVDIE (ZFRBRKDONEICE%ZE 2 5 B fEM O KT
HB) ITETDHZ EFMETRNB, ZTRTH, ROFEBICHHBELBEL., MONOREICHATAED
R S5, —E LT E FICBATEEIC “roar” &) 4 FIT overstatement TdH DM b LILZRVD,
FRIERICH T EROBORS EZM T HEOTIFE LI 2WEBEISETH D, BEROKRITHDHRDEIT.
FOFTRTOBELZFEEY, HCOBKICHMEES S Z L2 &2 < S5, (“All things....Were snatched from
me, and I could not move, / Naked in that black blast of his love.” (CP 156))

II. “A Dead Language: Circa 1885” Tix, R D%, FAUIR DK LIZX U VY BOEALE RO, 2 OTD
ROEHERET S, §ICHI VY TOTFEHVRZRLX Y V¥ iEL2 DI LeRiE, BZmhoT IFY Uy
BOBXEBVTEIT) (CP15T) LEWRRL, B IV I EIRD, LML, [BEWEROEARD G (CP
157). T U ¥ IR AN TWAR o7 (CP 157) %5, A RICLZX Y v BIXFAUT & - Tk
THY ., ZHERXDBZEXY VY EICHKZF > T\ iht ot~ o2no T, TOFNL TS
NHRONHEOD, XRFV VY BEFATHRREAIE, RIEr O THLFESHFICHETWIBERELH Y,
HEDTDIETNEHE LD THEBEREZMELZ LV HIBRNFETH D,

. @ “Fox-fire”& ik, RKOBICOWEEENE T IHAEOZ L THD, ZOFT, KBOHFTALZFY ¥

BOEAREROF I EEonFIz, HRITEOHER TRYIZ-oTWD, ZOEEDRNTH > TAH
BERABO IO ET5) ZLazBRTIRELZFE>TWVD,

.... The world lives by the trick of the eye, the trick
Of the heart. I hold the book in my hand, but God
—In what mercy, if mercy?— will not let me weep. But I

Do not want to weep. I want to understand.

Oh, let me understand what is that sound,
Like wind, that fills the enormous dark of my head.
Beyond my head there is no wind, .... (CP 157)

FTESOF ELBEN B CHEATHDIFEMER2NRE, BORFELThoTc & BWVWHL, A&
DEH, EMOEGHICBEVEETOTHD, Z L TROBIFZALEX ) Uy EOBEAL, B OXIEEDH
WA ~NBDIE, EGORFED DEEEAMED, BOOTEENELEIMABNEFTEVIRERNH . #
TZENE T O, BARXEREL RV RO LbRBEEHHIZRA TERVEZIORBICH I L %
BRPODHBEOEDOHODLNE VI REZMTHD, HHRVICMETEDIEZERVIEZERVWERN, 20
FOHKIPDY TP “Amid History’s vice end velleity, that poor book burns / Like fox-fire in the black swamp of the
world’s error.” (CP 158) &\ 9 BE X |ZMEIZ KM I TV D,

COBEBOBRWNT, IV. BRORLE SO T: B2 L] T LTO “Time” L L THMOXER LR D,

In the turpitude of Time,

Hope dances on the razor edge.

I see those ever healing feet

Tread the honed edge above despair. (CP 158)

ZIZTORBEZEZROVEZET, “Time” ORHKICKD OIXRBRIZFIZR 5, LrL, “A silence wait to
become our own song:/ In the heart’s last kingdom only the old are young.” (CP 158) [ilx®D 72 5 & etk O EE D 727
T, BALETRE N, | £, “Time” OBEKREZHEDL - OICHREMICROMBELZ BV FRNCEBRAWIT 5
b,
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V. [H 5548 18804FEE ] TiX, FATFELDEORBEZLIRT 5, OB IHRICKREINDIBFBEDOENE
HW2nRbh, REE THROWTIED,

.... I stare

Down the tube and darkening corridor of Time

That breaks, like tears, upon that sunlit space,

..... and my tongue makes only the dry,

Slight sound of wind on the autumn corn-blade. The boy,
With imperial calm, crosses a space, rejoins

The shadow of woods, but pauses, turns, grins once,

And is gone. And one high oak leaf stirs gray, and the air,
Stirring, freshens to the far favor of rain. (CP 159)

“Mortmain” &9 26 OBEEFHTIX, —5 T 5 & “Time” (Z 2O\ TORBITAT S DO H LW FRIRE T 5
HEN7ZEEZEWEY, L, 2ITRENEDIF, KRB - Fh - BFEVIFEROKADORNT, KBO
FELHRRELOE LI L DT, “Time” &%, REPLBTVR_HEL LR TR—HINI D, HEREZZRLT
WHMREZLEDEVWIFADEETHD, T LT, ZOBMMERIL., HETHLESONEIZHND D H
FEDOBERLENITEDRNTRDITIZRELDOTHDHE, UAr— L UIEFE->TWV5DH, ZORMITIE, HHE M
WCEANORERIEER->T, BHDO Lo L b HaAEHERLE L TRERME~LIRESE LS &7
73— LUOBEERNKMEIN TS, HFERE 2> TZRI1E Promises T, FFEEENEEMNR h— TR
BTV, Z0 YEO [CIIRBRFHEINBE->TNHLEE-oTEL, “Time" 2 ZAMICEZL LS &7
B =Ly DEEZZICHELIEI DN Y ZENRTE S,

“Mortmain” THOEREZM7ETDHHDE LT, “Some Quiet, Plain Poems” &\ ) #IEDHK % “VI. Debate:
Question, Quarry, Dream” (2T, V4 — L E “Time” IZOWVWTHOELEEZ ML TS, ZZThH, “Time” D
BEEAZRHLEGLRVEREL, HECESL THRICZINEZEBRL TN ) ETHRENBERLENTND,

And Time leans down to kiss the heart’s ambition,

While far away, before moonrise, come the town lights, one by one.

Long since that time I have walked night streets, heel-iron
Clicking the stone, and in dark in windows have stared.
Question, quarry, dream—TI have vented my ire on

My own heart that, ignorant and untoward,

Yearns for an absolute that Time would, I thought, have prepared.

I shall go forth where the cold constellations deploy
And lift up my eyes to consider more strictly the appalling logic of joy. (CP 164)

BESCHELVWHISEILIT, BBOBRCHIMOLOKFEZENTIREONRADLNTNDLEEZDEA
D, Tl xiE, BELIT, EBICETEHESCKEINRZINEINERIEEOER, OLO2DOFHDO L IIZRL
LM, ANERHHEEERH LT, BEOLEMLELDOTH D, FILEZE, MFEOBERICH DRI
WHAZMITEREL200, “Time” DEHELEZTIVDTHD, Vr—LrOEBLEOENY bbb
Promises TIXHICEN T LESEAMR. 2D YEO THEINTWDEWVWZ D,
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2.

19605 D5 20 7= Tale of Time (TT) b, YEO L FARIZ, S W HFEOXRICE BT, FHNT RS20
STEHETHD, ZOFHETIT, BEBICLE “Time” OMEDELET, FEOX A Mo TV DERS
“Tale of Time” IZ X< TN TW5D,

TT T, 193 14EI0HIC Y 3+ — LV DORNEL Rot b &0 R Hmbid, TD & EXOKT %2, 3041
L OB ERIZI960FEMRE VI HANLEHLXEL, HILLWEREZREZS L4250 THD, 1. OWhat
Happened TiI, BUAECMH L W) AR MM AICEL T AR EREZSIEZ T L9 L35 BunRk~61 5,

It was October. It was Depression. Money
Was tight. Hoover was not a bad

Man, and my mother

Died, and God

Kept on, and keeps on,

Trying to tie things together, but

It doesn’t always work .... (CP 185)

FLTZDk®Z v a DT “There will also be the dream of the eating of human flesh.” &\ 9 ##b 72 — i
THULOLND, ZHIEREEBESORNCAEILT 2EBEZEORKRTH D, Z ORBHAZ T, “II. The Mad
Druggist” TlX, SEH L OREEMPRBER/MEHEIND, ERTOBEPIEAZ > T AL HOEEZ BN
HE S ETFUT, ZRARTERVRDZICARBTONEZLASICRY, TOLYHORAIEZEET D, O
BN - T, BE L OFHALHEZB L THENRL TS D EWVWI O EODOfwmNEXHEND,

.... I have therefore lost that much
Of her, and if I do remember,

I remember the lineaments only beyond the ice-blur and soot-smutch

Of boyhood contempt, for I had not thought they were real.
The real began where the last concrete walk gave out

And the smart-weed crawled in the cracks, ....

Now, far from Kentucky, planes pass in the night, I hear them and all, all is real.
Some men are mad, but I know that delusion may be one name for truth.

The faces I cannot remember lean at my bed-foot, and grin fit to kill,

For we now share a knowledge I did not have in my youth. (CP 186)

T2 TN AFEEDER ORREIL, All the King’s Men (1946) (2313 2 ik DB 0 LMz L 2 R OFE#H
DAA—VDERETHY, RELITBEOEEZZHCONEICERY ANTHW RBBIEATHS LFEY FiTR
NTW5, ZOFD “IV. Interim” O7RMNT, BV FXBFBHNLEBINLFETHDIEEAL, B
BEETAHEDITIEIFOEDMLETH T2 W) BRI DN R D, BEREOFHIIDOWIZIEOBRREI AL Z
EEREU L oFEY FIE, BICEMNRERELREZ ) LT 2EMNBHEFHEL TV 5,

I am myself, and

Her face is black like cave-blackness, and over
That blackness now hangs death, gray

Like cobweb over the blackness of a cave, but
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That blackness which she is, is

Not deficiency like cave-blackness, but is

Substance.

The cobweb shakes with the motion of her breath.  (CP 189)

IR, WEROBED X S ITENDBEN, N2 o THOFELERERE L TRRBIHEEHT LV £H
X, BRkOEO X O ICEMEIGESE TS, EMDDLDICE S TCREAWDOIEZ Z0N, EROAEFREEY 2T
HEVH | EOLOEENERLFATND,

“Time” B E VPR DHBEEEZ S ODONE VI BLEIL TTORNTH - L bEELEDONDROES Tk~
bbb,

Planes pass in the night. I turn

To right side if the beating

Of my own heart disturbs me.

The sound of water flowing is

An image of Time, and therefore

Truth is all and

Must be respected, and

On the other side of the mirror into which,

At morning, you will stare, History

Gathers, condenses, crouches, breathes, waits. History
Stares forth at you through the eyes which

You think are the reflection of

Your own eyes in the mirror.

Ah, Monsieur du Miroir!  (CP 190)

RICHRESRATHE L 1T, RO TWDIHHTHTHIEBH L TWDIENND I LERT L L BIT, HEEOT XY
HTCKRBE R > TR RS ABRFTOBRBELHERLTVAE LRV, £9 LEARZOBENEICH
BEALSE, KOMEEEZEED, TLTARHENDIFELWVI DX, BOOENZKS LKORNL TS
HHIEAHH, “Time” &I, BOORNCHREICFEET L HOT, ZIVUIELOLKRTLH D, ZOELEN
BICMS-HSOEEZBL THSZAODTL DLW ) HBREHIT, ACEMETERY, A—Y OER~
DERICHDEY, ZZTHERINDDEFF L NEICBDRIIA A=V OB IZT T, MREFEROH
DRPHERNVEVIFTHD, ZOMRKE L TRRINDON, FBICMAR S22, “Interim” D% T,
[FEEERRD| LW ARBBERICELIOTH D,

But the solution: You

Must eat the dead.

You must eat them completely, bone, blood, flesh, gristle, even
Such hair as can be forced. You

Must undertake this in the dark of the moon, but

At your plenilune of anguish.

Immortality is not impossible,
Even joy. (CP 190)

HEZEBDDORNPIERVATZ LICE 2 TRIELE 2D &V ) OB RS L0, EEROE % 8
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BLCABOAEMBERITEHL TV EWIRBBERT HOMAR L2V, ik, (e LTOEDIZIT
LBOIKIE, ZNEBRXTLESTHERBOLET D, LMLESR Bw<%ﬁi%wl%tkofw51kw
5. U4 —LUNnoO T “Pure and Impure Poetry” TlR~_72F A R E BECSHLZLDOTHA I,
Wiz oT, EHOBE L IIEDLDOTRERELLL, ELTHERLDTHLLLZEN, ZZXHLNTH
b, TNWPZIT, KD “V. Insomnia” TlX, “the living remember the dead only / Because we cannot bear the
thought that they / Might forget us.” (CP 192) I Z 2 HE N D HE LB L TV D DIE, Bl HITFER 2 FE N
EHEENDNE LARVEVIEZXCMAONRNNLTHD] LWV BEICETLINTRELITF
ETAZ LB TALELYFMCHZDI VA —LOFLERDIOTHD, ZOEEFORE T, [#Hz
RERMICEMNMEND &, RAICEBEENDIONRRZ D] LWV ) | Fichd2EALFEOEELZAR LD
L EMFED KRB B D (“The stars are, again, born. / They are bone one by one.” (CP 193)), Z 95 L T, REDIEIT
SEMENDBEDOTEN, AMOEFH~OELR>TNAZ L AT HETOREL Z OEIEFTRZR L,
BEOHN 2 XZADHEDEREHRL ., BOA A=V EEHBHRLLDICEBRL TNV D LT Z0FEMDE
RSN D,

‘TMDanmmth”fﬁ\%biwmﬁ®&%\wm%wﬂ”‘ L7z, [A UHT OfE R A HEE B 7% &%
T EBEOFEMER, OB CEERTIBRICKIFT LR VBV FIFIEVES TEHIZLTWD, S1nZ A
DFEVFEN, ZOFKHEM -2 L TITRVTE T DIE,  “That man—how long had he lain, just looking?” (CP
204) LEERTIGHRIZTTHY ., / v/ ARBEELEALEALARICENRD, HXPEXLEELERLM
BAEN LT L XICHSEBATLRIEZMET 5 &7 TIX, “Time” 2B CTEX ol D HE EZBEMN
HiftEL T 5,

the eyes fixed. The land, in sunlight,
swam, with the meadow the color of rust,
and distance the blue of Time, and nothing—
oh, nothing—would ever happen, and

in the silence my breath did not happen. (CP 204-5)

rsraoER] EICE MR oF ) oRXIZFANREIICON., ALEILRN-7] EWVIH#HE
I, TOEEYUHOEY FORBRMNLRASEYES, ZZTO “Time” EEOFI LHER2TF b, £D
ZLIPWFAINTBY, o T “Time” DBEREHEMT LI LR ETERPSLLIEBPEENTND
EYDFIL, FHOBRBEEZORFICERNSN, £ TEOEBIE SN TN LI (“I kept thinking
about how the place looked clean. / I kept wondering who had cleaned up the mess.” (CP 205) , Z Z b &> TS
TRz okFEEENE 9 £ 95 (“... 1 would lie / with my eyes shut tight, and let water flow / over me as I
lay, and like water, the world / would flow, flow away, on forever.” (CP 206)), il 57K T2 E L LWV LEL K
WEAIETHEBNBENETL LA TVDIILEEEIETHRY, ZO®ROFEISEIELRREERNRTL
(¥...have stolen small objects, committed / adultery, ...” (CP 207)) #IC 42 IRV iIR> T, ZOFENRBEICH S
ERPDELIEE L 2o T L xEAT D,

.. and if
once through the blaze of that August I fled,
but toward myself I fled, for there is

no water to wash the world away.

We are the world, and it is too late

to pretend we are children at dusk watching fireflies.

But we must frame more firmly the idea of good. (CP 207)

HOOBELZLOLZETEREAPEOND ZOEFT, BV FRESLTVDIOE, EKERLEZHLE
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LZOTERLS  BOPHEORB THLIFEIIMNEIAN,. ZOEREEZ Lo THEIZ T L T RS TH S,
COBREFBYVFETICELEEELRWEEEZ DI LIX, ZOEZTHEEOKDY L7225 “My small
daughter’s dog has been killed on the road. / It is night. In the next room she weeps.” (CP 207) &\ 9 —HiIlZ#H 5
NTHD, o> TV RBEROEHIZZT T, FY FORIEBLACINTND, LinL, TITH
%li\ BIZZDEFIZM P NEDLEDLI D THAH, HATEI/MNTHELIEFIZILTWEEEDNRDS, R
HozBolBombEREEEICRY . B ORBRPROMRITZ T A LT < SRS O 5 8%

%Tﬂ"“ﬁ“%’a DFENL, BEDOHEMEES ORGP IFEEZZEICIL TND LWV U+ — L OB EFH LT D0
NORPI, MBESTFENDDOTHD,

%ﬁ?ﬁ%?—’\}_‘l«‘5?@%%@@?‘5{?%"7?—VV@%:%li\ HAEFF “Holy Writ” @ “I. Elijah on Mount
Carmel” OFHETEMH L SN B,

Nothing is re-reacted. Nothing
Is true. Therefore nothing
Must be believed,

But

To have truth

Something must be believed,
And repetition and congruence,

To say the least, are necessary, ... (CP 207-8)

HEEZYU YO FE2EY) T, BOPBRVRTHEIBWTEEZLZELLT, Yr—L VAN RYO
(BEE| 2522 L2EMAL, M2 —BLTEURITILEEZH TS, ZOFEEMEIZ, “II. Saul at
Gilboa” TEEOLILAMMEME LTEEZEXTHND,

I am the past time, am old, but

Am, too, the time to come, for I,

In my knowledge, close my eyes, and am

The membrane between the past and the future, am thin, and
That thinness is the present time, the membrane

Is only my anguish, through which

The past seeps, penetrates, is absorbed into

The future, through which

The future bleeds into, becomes, the past even before

It ceases to be

The future. Am also
The knife that divides. (CP 211)

R ONAHEGRIZ. T.S. =V Ay b [WOOWMER] © [NX—2 k) —hr)] OFED, L7

B EZ T CEMINEEEINDI —EERDHIIHACEROHEESES, LML, [TXRTOFMABEET
6&#“1 TRTORMEZES Z & if%@wjkw9FEO®@i%JT®ﬁ% WL, 22 TOw %
—LiE HLETHLESNBAECHFET L2 L&, BELBELKOOT M, ZL CHEHELDY &
FAFATENDY RNLTHRKREANTES LTS, MRS T4 7od@maid, HicxRICEE/MRN
DLV EICHD, WITHEICHEAL EEH LT, BOPBEERKEZBEL LR DL, HLVWEEE
POBAWTWFEERAIEELZ, ZZCTHRLTWD EZITHoTWVWNWES S, wxiz, ZOEEFORK
ot vaiiBnT, BERBATLY UNVICELEIARIE., EEBHFOERZEORRER>TND,

The death I have entered is a death
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In which I cannot lie down.

I have forgotten, literally, God, and through
The enormous hollow of my head, History
Whistles like a wind. (CP 214)

T TEMARE] L0 ) REEMHREIE, BECEH#ZEED LI ETIHETHELIED, MEER
TW5] i, Uva—LYVEF IR MNETE R oL EEZXD L, [XFBEY ] ITHRLT, IR
BMENHBENRGFECELT, DSETHLEFONEEERT L Z EICHEOBERIIMN-oTNDHEF LD
259, REFULOERORNTELRXFO TFEER] 13, BEOEBEL L THELINTEY, Ihk
“Time” tFFEEAREIE, BEWBEAEL VO HENLRXFO 1M 25|&% 0257+ — LU ORIENZ
ZIZHOhnbnbdDThHB,

TTO#H D IZE S 7= @8 AEFF “Delight” D 727>® “V. Two Poems About Suddenly and a Rose” (28172 2.
Intuition” LW H &7 ¥ a it BRI TL BN L ORI ON 2 2ERE RIZTHE, 880 FI1T
BRI DIEEOHMATEH > CTRZBIZE R LTS,

Everything, some day, is suddenly, and life
Is what you are living, not

What you thought you had lived

All your life, but suddenly

Know you had not—(. . .)

The rose dies laughing, suddenly. (CP 219)

TNEZIBRETHY, BETIERY] EWVWOIRBLZETEL, 8RR, BRESTEV RO L
51 LoDk, ABOBRBORALZFHEICELETL2SHTHA Y, &ED 137 ) 1%, HHEy7e carpe diem
DTF—<ZERLLTVWHEE X T, mementomori DL ERG IR TE D, DV, FEHIZT HEA
R “Time” OFEEZRHTHZ LT, REBEBEHOEBORY 2EH L, HAHRWNEBRICEESN
LEEEZITENDLENEE . EEITFANT TODLDTIERND,

EHIT, “Delight”2® <5 Z OHEAEFH T, “Delight is not to be trusted. / It will betray you.” (CP 219) & E W
725 H . “The light may break through yonder / To stab gold to the gray sea, and twist / Your heart to a last de-
light—or at least, to wonder.” (CP 219) & WO FERINY 4 ¥ a VAW THFHERENRAL LA TVNDS Z &5
baND LI, vr—L ik, MEORSRBREBETLARNL L, ML NOFERNEROBRZE LT
AEHITELOEHEBLTVWDHDTHD,

BHlZ

KL L THLWNAED Promises T.HSD _ADFEHIZFEL T “Time” OMSEZRKIZEML L5 &
LI — L Tholz, 196015 & “Time” % <250 MR EDOREI HREIC
M2, MR AERD P = BN L DR D, TORMNTHEIRE VRSB Lz, “Time” OEfEM
LEDOBADILED RN TH D, ZZ TR LD I ENTE RN oM, YEO & TT [ZIEBE LA~ R
FLAEMBICER LFHFRHY, BRELEERICH- T, BOEZHEL BEHEORWEL DRIV DITALED
FTOAL BB TT AN EVNIXFLORZE L TWEU A — LU DREI DN D ZENRTE D,
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m

1. Tale of Time (X, 19604 7> 519665223 TENILIZFFNIND H AL, 19664EFI1T D Selected Poems: New and Old,
1923-1966 ZIH{E & fFE CTFIAT S iz,

2. U — L UOFHEICRT S BEHERICET 5 BRI Then & Now: The Personal Past in the Poetry of Robert Penn
Warren (2317 %, “he [Warren] is studying and creating a long historical view of the universal past; and he is reliving personally
and intensely the most memorable and intimate moments of his life spent with his father and other members of his family.” (129) &
WO B AN L0, BITREORBRICESS BEMRLELZ, BICBHPAEES IARBRICBVWTERT L2 LT
BALLTHEBICRIK LI E LEDOTH D, ZOHMA T, HORERHER /G E S4D “Blackberry Winter” T 5
LW TE D,
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Robert Penn Warren’s collections of poems titled You, Emperors, and Others and Tale of Time occupy a
significant position in his whole literary achievement despite the fact that the poet himself once admitted
the flaws in the poems. These collections were written in the midpoint of his life during the tragic phase
when his father and mother passed away. This inevitable ordeal of the life-long partings meant for him
not only the separation from the past but the opportunity to recognize the meaning of the death as a key to
vital communion between the deceased and the living. As the era when these works were written is the
turning point in modern American history, Warren tries to create a parallelism between his personal life
and the public experience in these works.



