
BRUIAL OF THE DEAD

â€˜The Burial of the Deadâ€™ is the first of five sections that make up The Waste Land (), T. S. What follows is a short
analysis of this opening section, with the most curious and interesting aspects of Eliotâ€™s poem highlighted. In
summary, Eliotâ€™s poem opens, famously, with a.

Regeneration, though, is painful, for it brings back reminders of a more fertile and happier past. Lines And I
will show you something different from either Your shadow at morning striding behind you Or your shadow
at evening rising to meet you; I will show you fear in a handful of dust. In this case, though, April is not the
happy month of pilgrimages and storytelling. Here, said she, Is your card, the drowned Phoenician Sailor,
Those are pearls that were his eyes. The first allusion is in lines  Share this:. Son of man, by the way, is a
phrase commonly used in the Bible. He then asks Stetson whether the corpse he planted last year in his garden
has begun to sprout. These lines are also written in almost-perfect iambic meter , which is really supposed to
give you a sense of stability in a poem. The speaker then asks Stetson if the corpse he planted in his garden
has begun to sprout. The speaker asks the ghostly figure, Stetson, about the fate of a corpse planted in his
garden. I see crowds of people, walking round in a ring. Stay tuned for more. Thank you. At the end of the
day, time passes as each morning and night goes by, and when all's said and done, you're going to die just like
everyone else. You find out at this point that the speaker's name is Marie. Will it bloom this year? The speaker
then encounters a man he knew, named Stetson. Um, thanks for the info? We're shaking in our Shmoop boots
over here shmoots? He cries out to him, and it appears that the two men fought together in a war. These lines
show that when it comes to feeling bad, it's better to be forgetful and almost numb in your emotions, surviving
on the little bits of joy in your life as if they were "dried tubers" from you potato cellar 7. Are these the dead?
Wherever we are, we're surrounded by stony rubbish, whether real or figurative , and our speaker is Not
Happy. Footsteps shuffled on the stair.


