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Poetry (8)
Fourth Year
Ted Hughes
Ted Hughes was born on 17 August 1930, in the period after the First World War. He was an English poet and children's writer. Hughes was married to the American poet Sylvia Plath, from 1956 until her death by suicide in 1963 at the age of 30. He attended college in Cambridge where he met Sylvia Plath who had one scholarship to study in Britain, and they both developed a quick kind of relationship because both they are poets and shared common views, then they married. The marriage developed and they had two children, but unfortunately the relationship didn't continue between the two because of the relationship that he used to develop to another woman. 

He was accused of being the cause of the death of his wife Sylvia Plath, and he kept silent for a long period of time, because of one reason is that he was accused of destroying her diaries and actually he destroyed some of her diaries which he thought that is going to harm their own children, so he didn't publish it. But later on, after many years he published her diaries and that revealed the secret that he wasn't the cause of her suicide but the cause was her psychological problems. 

He used work as a professor of English poetry in England and he wrote many great works, Hawk in the Rain (1957), Crow, Moortown, River and many other. 
Q:What about is his poetry?
He used to be interested in the environment and in the natural world, his works really wrote in nature and in the innocent savagery of animal, in his point of view the animals behave according to their natural looks, for example the animal wouldn't kill another animal unless the animal is hungry, to feed which is the opposite of man's nature, man loves to dominate, sometimes he tends to be aggressive, we could find a lot of poems that are talking about the animals. Most of his poetry is highly emotional, has liberal imagery and natural setting, he is aware of mixture of beauty and violence in the natural world, and he wrote with great fascination about the natural world. But most of the time he could find metaphorical elements in the animals in the human nature as well. 

Hawk in the Rain is one of the famous poem that actually provided him with many prizes and he was nominated the poet of England. He was greatly interested in the predecessor, we could see several treats of previous literary figures in his work.   

Today we study Wind, in this poem the speaker talks about one of the significant element of nature which is wind. Wind as a natural force in the romantic imagination, it has great effect as imaginative source, we could see in Wordsworth, in Coleridge, even Emily Bronte has imaginative spirit. 

Let's see how he describes the wind in the poem.

Wind 

This house has been far out at sea all night, 
The woods crashing through darkness, the booming hills, 
Winds stampeding the fields under the window 
Floundering black astride and blinding wet 

Till day rose; then under an orange sky 
The hills had new places, and wind wielded 
Blade-light, luminous black and emerald, 
Flexing like the lens of a mad eye. 

At noon I scaled along the house-side as far as 
The coal-house door. Once I looked up - 
Through the brunt wind that dented the balls of my eyes 
The tent of the hills drummed and strained its guyrope, 


The fields quivering, the skyline a grimace, 
At any second to bang and vanish with a flap; 
The wind flung a magpie away and a black- 
Back gull bent like an iron bar slowly. The house 

Rang like some fine green goblet in the note 
That any second would shatter it. Now deep 
In chairs, in front of the great fire, we grip 
Our hearts and cannot entertain book, thought, 

Or each other. We watch the fire blazing, 
And feel the roots of the house move, but sit on, 
Seeing the window tremble to come in, 
Hearing the stones cry out under the horizons.
Q: what kind of poem is that?
This house has been far out at sea all night, we have a house which is related to land and we have sea imagery. (What does that mean?) metaphorically as a house in the sea, a windy stormy sea, so the house metaphorically is like a ship in stormy windy sea which means we have a very strong devastating mad kind of wind. far out at sea all night (what is the meaning?) fighting against the storm, the house is isolated from every piece of land like an isolated ship in a sea. So, we have a house may be in a city, a town, or a field we don't know yet. The presence of the wind is there through until the last line. 

all night,- Till day rose: look at the extend of the time through all night till day rose.                                                                                                                          
At noon I scaled along the house-side as far as 
The coal-house door. We have a kind of a journey, one of the residents in the house left the house as far as the coal-house, and coal house is like storage. So, (does the wind stop?) no, it continued through the noon time.                                             
The wind flung a magpie away and a black- 
Back gull bent like an iron bar slowly. The effect of the wind upon speeches, the gull and the magpie(the birds).                                                                                     
The house 
Rang like some fine green goblet in the note 
That any second would shatter it. Now deep. Look at the aggressive wind against the house as if it is going to destroy the house.                                                                                 
we grip, there are more than one person in the house.                                                             
Our hearts and cannot entertain book, thought, 
Or each other. We watch the fire blazing, here we have the feelings of the residents, they are afraid, they couldn't read, they couldn’t think, they couldn't even entertain each other with speeches.                                                                                              
And feel the roots of the house move, look how the wind shakes the house.                  
the stones cry out under the horizons, even the stones suffered from the storm, so we have the continuation of the wind.
So, this poem isn't a description of poem of an aggressive or a stormy wind, it is more than it; we have to go to deep through the lines to find out. 
The poem starts with the speaker giving us a description of severe aggressive wind. This house has been far out at sea all night, we have an isolated house may be on the top of hill, there is no other houses, like an isolated ship in a sea facing an windy stormy sea. all night, it is an indication to the link of the stormy wind and time.  The woods crashing through darkness, the woods with their fitness that we could see in the hill. Look at the dark imagery here. The woods crashing- which means the wind is destructive, it is completely dark, it isn't a shiny night because there is storm. the booming hills, it is talking about chain of hills. Stampeding, it is a kind of sudden frenzied rush of panic-strike against something, so as if the wind is trying to hit or crush the hill. The wind is not only trying to destroy the hill but also the feelings. Floundering black astride and blinding wet, It is not only wind but also rain that actually blinding the people. 
Till day rose, we feel here that the residents of the house couldn't sleep. They are afraid to sleep alone, so they gathered at the setting room.                                   then under an orange sky, look at the orange color which refers to the sunrise.       The hills had new places, look at the change here, the effect of the storm as if the storm changes the places of hills because of the stormy wind.
and wind wielded 
Blade-light , look at the excessive power as if the wind here is like a blade. The wind has made changes upon the natural atmosphere. luminous black and emerald, with the wind the colors are varied. Flexing like the lens of a mad eye, the wind is at great rage, the rage is beyond logic that the human sense could ascribe to it, the speaker here describes the wind with its great rage in images and pictures that show a kind of mad eye that will over look the horrible wind. The wind here has changed the elements of the nature.
At noon I scaled along the house-side as far as, look how the speaker discouraged to go out, he didn't move far away from the house but he try to walk by the house because the house is protecting him, because if he walks in the open field he will be under the rage of the wind. The speaker is afraid to look but he has the courage to have a look. Through the brunt wind, the wind so forceful. that dented the balls of my eyes, he has the courage to look(what happened to the balls of his eyes?) they received blows, dented –blow.                                                                                       
The tent of the hills drummed and strained its guyrope, the hills were reflecting the severe powerful sound of the wind. As if the house is like a tent (a tent with fix robes that attached to the ground), the wind was shaking the house as if it is going to remove it out of its place. We could feel the continuity of the wind all night and then during the day morning and noon. 
The fields quivering, over wind, by the power of the wind. a grimace- hard, severe, even the skyline is affected by the severe rages wind that is blown. The wind flung a magpie away and a black so the destructive power destroyed the speeches, magpie – a bird with a long tail. Gull- a bird with a long tail. Notice how he describes the wind, look at the feverish wind here, the wind is like rages fire, twisting the speeches.
The house 
Rang like some fine green goblet in the note, look at the metaphor of the house here, first the house is like a ship, then it is like a tent, and here it is like a fine green goblet, delicate, easily broken like a goblet. The house rang- the wind is blowing the house, so the house is ringing with sound. That any second would shatter it, the wind was so powerful and strong that it could destroy the house. The house was shaking producing sounds to show that it is weak and front of this monstrous wind.
 Now deep
In chairs, in front of the great fire, we grip 
Our hearts and cannot entertain book, thought,
Or each other, we have a reflection of the residents of the house. They are stock in the chairs, the wind is cold so, the residents here are warming themselves with the great fire, but they are frighten, weak, helpless in front of this severe wind. They aren’t able to read a book, or even to think, or to entertain or to talk to each other. We watch the fire blazing, look at the fire here; it is the source of warm for the residents of the house in comparison to the poetry nature around that. And feel the roots of the house move, but sit on The roots are shaken but still they struggle and fight for survival. Seeing the window tremble to come in, they afraid of windows, they might break and come into the house. Hearing the stones cry out under the horizons, look at the last stanza it shows how human's inability to intervene with natural elements like the wind, so man here is struggling, he is weak in comparison to the power of nature. 
What do you think the poem talks about? It is really talking about wind?
The poem is symbolic, many critics commented at the poem as it is showing the turbulent relationship of Ted Hughes and his wife saliva Plath. Because she could be like the troubled wind that is trying to disturb the house which was stable, to shake its roots. So, it could be any other analogy for man's civilized world, how it also is like the stone, it could be like the powerful when that is trying to disturb man's ability to survival, it could be like a descriptive poem describing the power of the wind and how man is helpless against any element of nature. The poem here has many collocations. It could be a good reference to the troubled relationship because one of the reasons that he had a relationship with another lady and this may be caused Sylvia to be furious and upset because she left him, took her children and moved to another house in London. And maybe he tried to reconcile with her but she may be wouldn't forgive him for such relationship and it could be because of Sylvia's psychological troubled life, Sylvia Plath has very difficult psychological problems, actually she had tried to commit suicide twice, one when she was in college, and then she had tried to commit another suicide, then she got married and enjoyed a kind of stable life and again she committed a suicide and died, actually before she died she wrote a poem in title Edge and in the first line she said the woman is perfective. 
The structure of the poem:
The poem consists of six stanzas; we have a kind of run on lines. Notice the use of the vocabulary even though the vocabularies talk about elements of nature but still it is associated with the human perceptions, feelings and experiences. It shows the battle of nature, the changes in nature again they reflect on the nature of man, man has varied feelings and emotions so does nature, it has changes. Notice these quatrains, they have run on lines(why?) to reflect the continuity of the wind, the continuity of the wind's power and effect upon man and upon nature. Notice that, the structure of the poem is actually related to the content of the poem. When you look at the poem you see the lines haven't the same link up and down, it is again an indication of waving kind of movement to reflect again the movement of the wind. There is no rhyme scheme (it is usually when there is run on lines, there is no rhyme scheme.), you will notice that the sentences are very long, the first and the second stanzas compose only one sentence which means that the structure of the lines is very difficult and complicated, because we have many phrases, clauses and elements of one sentence. Of course even though the poem isn't simple one, it is very rich, very philosophical and again you need to link it to the biography of the poet himself, so you will have more analytical data that will reflect him. He was fascinated by nature and environment and you could see many of his poems contain the lives of animals and birds. If you look at the title of his collections you will find more of them are related to the items of nature. 

Seamus Heaney is an Irish poet, born on 13 April 1939, writer and lecturer. He lives in Dublin. And most the Irish poets are related to their native land, he studied in Columb's college. After he is going to workshop in 1966, he published his first collection of work which is titled Death of naturalist , this collection gave him the media success that he deserved. In this collection he describes the man's response to the beautiful nature. He wrote many works Door into the Dark, Wintering Out, North, Selected Poems, Seeing thing and other. Heaney worked at Harvard University as a professor of poetry. Heaney's poetry reflects the Irish heritage.  
Digging is one of his most successful poems because in this poem he excludes roots of his ancestors and how his roots are really rooted deep in him even though he doesn't live in the land. 

Digging
Between my finger and my thumb
The squat pen rests; as snug as a gun.

Under my window a clean rasping sound
When the spade sinks into gravelly ground:
My father, digging. I look down

Till his straining rump among the flowerbeds
Bends low, comes up twenty years away
Stooping in rhythm through potato drills
Where he was digging.

The coarse boot nestled on the lug, the shaft
Against the inside knee was levered firmly.
He rooted out tall tops, buried the bright edge deep
To scatter new potatoes that we picked
Loving their cool hardness in our hands.

By God, the old man could handle a spade,
Just like his old man.

My grandfather could cut more turf in a day
Than any other man on Toner's bog.
Once I carried him milk in a bottle
Corked sloppily with paper. He straightened up
To drink it, then fell to right away
Nicking and slicing neatly, heaving sods
Over his shoulder, digging down and down
For the good turf. Digging.

The cold smell of potato mold, the squelch and slap
Of soggy peat, the curt cuts of an edge
Through living roots awaken in my head.
But I've no spade to follow men like them.

Between my finger and my thumb
The squat pen rests.
I'll dig with it. 

The speaker talks about how he has great control of pen which means he is a writer. 
Between my finger and my thumb
The squat pen rests; as snug as a gun, he has control that it can reproduce and become productive. So the power of the pen which is in his poem is his strength, this is a kind of unique ability for the speaker. 
First, he talks about the power of the pen then he swept back into his history when he was watching his father who was a farmer at work in the field.                                                                  Under my window a clean rasping sound, there is a rough rasping sound of the spadeالمعول . 

we could feel nostalgia here for the home land, notice Till his straining rump among the flowerbeds, which means his father is working continuously on the land, digging for potatoes, it is kind of vegetables that grow underground and there is must be a kind of digging to get it. 
The coarse boot nestled on the lug, the rough boots are deep into the ground. He describes how his father is at work by bending the knee and how he is firming and pushing the spade with his foot so that he will dig it easily, he is giving us detailed description of the father at work. Lug-is the flat part of the spade. He put his foot on the edge of spade, push it down deep in the ground and then left it up so all of the vegetables will come out of the ground.           To scatter new potatoes that we picked, He goes back to history to describe his childhood, as a child used to watch his father. Notice here the change of time, first of all he talked about himself as a writer having the ability to write with his pen, then he talked about his father as if he is watching, a kind of a vision to the past, and then he talked about his childhood's days when he used to help his father picking up potatoes, the father is the one who digs and the child is the one who is collect. Loving their cool hardness in our hands, the child enjoys doing that kind of job by touching this cold potatoes. So, the father is doing this kind of mechanical work, digging, and getting out all of the vegetables. 
By God, the old man could handle a spade,
Just like his old man, look how the speaker is very proud of his father, he is old man, this is a term of a fiction to show how he is affected by his father. This is a kind of great heritage for the father and his father who is the grandfather of the child. So, the speaker is very proud of father as well as his grandfather.

He is going back to talk about his grandfather.                                                               My grandfather could cut more turf in a day
Than any other man on Toner's bog, he is proud of the achievement of the grandfather, who was a farmer planted potatoes. Turf, is a kind of peat, usually collected from the swamp, usually they are a kind of plant that have become by time like coal. Bog is a kind swamp where people go to cut the turf, so the grandfather was so strong with great physical power that he could collect more than any other man in the area. 

The child remembered an experience when he was a child, he was sent to his grandfather in the swamp, carrying a bottle of milk covered by crocked sloppily paper. When he reached to the grandfather at work, he straightened up, drink it, and then return back directly to the work. So, he didn't waste time in relaxing or taking rest, it shows great physical power and energy of the grandfather. Nicking and slicing neatly, he used to nick the peat and slice it and collect it.
heaving sods
Over his shoulder, digging down and down
For the good turf. Digging , he isn't satisfied with the one dig on the surface but he is digging deep and collect the deeper turf. 

The speaker here remembered all of these things about his native land, The cold smell of potato mold, the potatoes when they are get, they are covered with the mud, so they have special kind of smell, the smell of the mold. the squelch and slap Of soggy peat, squelch is the sound of the mud, soggy- moist, the curt cuts of an edge , how the grandfather cuts to get the turf. Through living roots awaken in my head. These roots are the memory of the childhood; they are all awaken in his mind. 
But I've no spade to follow men like them. the speaker here admits that he doesn't have the ability and the skills of his father or his grandfather because he is an educated man so, he doesn't know how to handle spade or any other tool.
Between my finger and my thumb
The squat pen rests.
I'll dig with it, we could feel a sense of regret in the speaker because he has no skills in digging, no farming skills. But he will be able to dig under the surface of his own tradition, of his own heritage and created his own work. So, he will dig in different way, he will dig metaphorically by writing. Notice the repetition of the first line. He is going to use a metaphorically spade which is pen that he will dig with. 

The poem talks about the continuity of the tradition; it is the theme of the poem which is digging. When we read the title, Digging, it is blunt. It doesn't refer to what is the poem talking about. When we read the poem, we see the young man's response to beautiful aspects of life that he has experienced earlier, he evokes his nostalgia to the rural life that he was raised in, but he doesn't have the skills of his father and his grandfather. The poem actually talks about the power of the pen.
     End …[image: image1.png]
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