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Poetry Seminar

Pinpointing Prufrock

Thomas Stearns Eliot. People come and go: they live they create and eventually, they die – the more talented active ones are able to spark debate. Debates have a point. The opposing (often more than two) sides constantly strive towards a resolution or a better articulation of their argument and opinion. Eliot managed to outdo even this. He lived, created, sparked debate… but the opposing sides (if one resorts to calling them that, for some are just complementary to others) have not managed to arrive to any resolution. There is not a scholar who would claim that he or she understands or holds the key to Eliot’s poetry. Not only that, but newer and newer editions of Eliot’s poems and criticism are published constantly for the views and opposing sides are still formulating. There, of course, have been many ways explored to try and account for his poetry. His “first incontestable masterpiece” (Peter Conn, 1989, p 334), The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock, for example, has been examined with the method of Robert Penn Warren and Cleanth Brooks’(from now on simply ‘Warren’) New Criticism and its close-text-reading technique; has been viewed in context of his critical works like the Selected Essays of 1932 (and the rest of the reviews published in the Egoist and Athenaeum that were left out of that collection), ‘Tradition and the Individual Talent,’ the essays published on Elizabethan and Jacobean dramatists; some of his lectures like ‘Poetry and Drama’ (1919); and finally a few of his additional “more mature” works, such as ‘The Three Voices of Poetry’ (1953). Each had its advantage. Though one is usually not inclined to agree with every aspect of a particular analysis, all these approaches provide insights and spring ideas that one would otherwise not think of. Though I read every interpretation with reserve and a healthy doubt, they are appreciated nonetheless, as they contributed to the evolution of my own opinion of this poem. Though most of the conclusions and revelations I came to I discovered to have already been said and arrived to by another scholar, undergraduate or critic, the final inference I derived from the poem about the addressee – that this is a love song to imagination and life itself  – was not mentioned in the reference materials I tediously read and contemplated. My basis for analyzing the poem was R. P. Warren’s Understanding Poetry, and apart from many of the minor details, like various references and allusions in the poem and many of their implications, along with Warren’s focus on merely the text, not viewing it in context of the earlier dramatic monologues to see its genre evolve, or not relating it to Eliot and his critical works, I did not agree with the main theme of the “overwhelming question” being addressed to a lady – nor its meaning as explained by Warren, neither do I think Warren attributed a sufficient amount of attention to the title of the poem. Furthermore, I have come across a painting by Giorgio di Chirico that presents an interesting new view from where the poem came and since I did not find this link to have been mentioned in any other scholarly work, I will also elaborate on the connections of it and the Love Song. With this innovation at hand and so many contrasts with the old interpretation of Understanding Poetry, as so many others before me, I am inclined to construct my ideas into a coherent whole in order for others to contemplate and maybe spark new theories.

I began my study of The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock by close-reading the text, and jotting down all the ideas that came to mind. After reading the poem several times, I found myself prepared enough to read others’ views, and that is when I came across R. P. Warren’s analysis in Understanding Poetry. It was this book, “compiled by Cleanth Brooks and Robert Penn Warren, that did the most to popularize the New Criticism” (A Walton Litz, The Harvard Guide to Contemporary American Writing, p 56) and it is under the egis of this notion that Warren analyzed The Love Song. The formalistic tendencies of New Criticism, arose from The Theory of Literature (1949), by René Wellek and Austin Warren, in which the authors stressed “that there is a substantial element common to all readings, and claim that our best access to this common center is through close study of the work’s formal structure” (Litz, p56). I note this notion to parallel my first approach to the poem, as I too first wanted to see what the poem’s text held in itself for “the common reader.” Despite our similar approaches, R.P. Warren and my insights differed to some extent. 

Let us start from the beginning and follow the poem and Warren’s essay accordingly. Some initial points I lacked from Warren were his lack of attributing enough importance to the title, and not focusing on how Eliot modifies the dramatic mologue from the Victorian poets’ tradition. If text is to be stressed, these should have been dealt with. Fist, there is the issue of the title. After analyzing the poem, not many scholars return to elaborate on this, so let us deal with it now: Is this a love song? Yes, I find it is, although not in the sense Warren puts it. Warren involves “an allusion to Marvell’s love poem ‘To His Coy Mistress’” (Warren, p393) – he reaches this conclusion, mistakenly, by first equating the two terms: “Prufrock does not have the strength to force the ‘crisis,’ the overwhelming question” (Warren, p393) then assessing that the crisis “seems to involve the love story, it involves some understanding with a woman” (Warren, p393). First of all, I do not think the “crisis” and the “overwhelming question” are to be made one and the same – I do not see how Warren made the connection using the text. If something had to be named as the overwhelming question, lines 45-46 would suggest that it is whether to disturb the universe or not. The echoes of “Do I dare” (2x in line 38, then once more in 45) calls attention to itself structurally, especially since the last reverberation in lines 45 is fragmented: broken into two to further enhance and seclude the (to me, enthralling) question of daring to disturb the universe. This constant repetition also suggests that we are coming to something trying psychically; something that requires courage – even to utter, that is why the speaker needs to get himself worked up to finally coming to utter it in line 46. I find this much more rational and appealing as The Love Song was one of Eliot’s early works, when he was still formulating his voice, still unsure of his work and not familiar with his talent’s boundaries... Hence the question: Do he dare stirr the universe (the people who were living (especially the way they were living), art-life, the past, present and the future order of “monuments,” etc) with his poetry? Do he dare write? Let us note that it was Eliot’s claim – though only later articulated in ‘Tradition and the Individual Talent’ (1919) – that 

“[t]he existing monuments form an ideal order among themselves, which is modified by the introduction of the new (the really new) work of art among them. The existing order is complete before the new work arrives; for order to persist after the supervention of novelty, the whole existing order must be, if ever so slightly, altered; and so the relations, proportions, values of each work of art toward the whole are readjusted and this is conformity between the old and the new.”

Then there is the allusion to Marvell’s Coy Mistress, which I also find a bit of a strech, but  we will deal with this when we reach that part of the poem, below. How is this a love song to Life and Imagination? Warren asks the following: “[t]he transitions in Prufrock’s utterance are more violent [than those of Tenysson’s Ulysses], at first glance less justifiable. But can we make sense of them? Is the poem a mere jumble?” He then immediately answers “It is no mere jumble, for even a superficial reading yields a general impression of Prufrock. He is a middle aged man, somewhat over-sensitive and timid, yearning and procrastinating, fearful that life has passed him by and yet somehow resigned to the fact, very much a creature of his world of drawing rooms and yet feeling a vague dissatisfaction with that world” (Warren, p390). First of all, I concur to there being violent transitions in the stream of thought, though I do not see how Warren came to that conclusion. New Criticism sticks to what the text implies, and the fact is, that with so many echoes and reverberations, if one merely looks at the reoccurring words of the poem, there is always a slight indication of what is next. “Go” (line 1, 13) already foreshadows the “digression” (line 66) of women coming and going in the next paragraph , while “evening” (2,17) loosely links the third paragraph to the first, and in it, inherently “time” is brought up, which is the main theme of the fourth paragraph (mentioned 8 times in just 12 lines) and also creates a bridge to the 5th paragraph, since it is present twice in the first three lines, then disappears overtly (note that the theme of this stanza is about the passing of time and growing old “bald spot in dthe middle of my hair” (line 40), for example), only to return openly in 47 as part of a neat paradox. “Question” (lines 10, 30) too, is a recurring theme, which will culminate in the previously mentioned 45-46th lines, and one could go on. However, when one moves away from the text (and New Criticism’s methods) and searches for a logical connection, a stream of thought in Eliot’s poem... well, quite simply, one tends to get lost. Graham Hough asserts in his essay, “The Poet as a Critic,” that “[t]he most striking and disconcerting feature of his poems is that they have no rational structure at all. From what we know of their method of composition they could hardly have had any.” He also states that “[t]hey are brilliant collages, patterned by unity or contrariety of moods [. . .] Sometimes moods and images cluster round a ‘plot’ that is never stated but can be more or less divined. Sometimes even this submerged plot is absent” (Hugh, 1977, p52). “Eliot’s poetry was never in its texture, its imagery or its rhythms – not to anyone who could read. The difficulty was in the structure – the absence of anything that by traditional standards could reasonably be called structure at all” (Hugh, 1977, p53). I concur with Graham Hugh’s statements. A unity is implied through all the places, and situations that are evoked. Like a collage or a mosaic, this poem is made up of distinct fragments that together have their meaning. Each part has its respective connotation – somekind of an attitude, emotion attached to it – which then formulates our idea that R. P. Warren had also grasped, that ‘Prufrock’ is somehow a middle-aged man, a person not content with his own surroundings – both in the sense of social context and the shallow age he is in), fearing that life has passed him by. However, complaint is not at the basis of this poem. There are various strains of contemplations regarding “would it have been worth it” (lines 84-103), but note that this is not equal to “I would liked to have done something else.” “And would it have been worth it, after all” (line 99), after all those things the speaker lists “And this, and so much more?” to do something above all this... to do yet another thing, ie, “To have squeezed the universe into a ball / To roll it toward some overwhelming question” (lines 92-93). One only asks such a question if one is (more or less) content with him or herself: would it have been worth trying something different? If one is sure that he or she could have done better, he or she simply asserts that “it would have been better to do something else.” No, “Prufrock” is content, at least to a degree. Complaint is not what moves this poem (though there is a fair share of grim depiction of the age and a touch of criticism). In fact, the love of life and the praising of imagination is what compels the speaker to utter these words: Time passes, it is inevitable. Prufrock has made the most of it for he has “measured [his] life with coffee spoons” (line 51) cherishing every ounce of it. He is “no prophet – and here is no great matter” (line 83), but he is happy with what he has accomplished (acknowledging himself with the words “my greatness” in line 84): “I am not Prince Hamlet, nor was meant to be.” Forcing things (ie, becoming even greater) would have been risky, could have carried in itself the chance of failing and living to experience a scene like that in lines 96-98. This is the voice of a man who has come to terms with what he is. Did the most, brought the best out of him, and is content with it (perchanse lived, created, and sparked debate – if one wishes to bring in the poet’s own feelings and life parallelling Prufrock to Eliot). This man is not happy to let life go, he enjoys it, no matter what his circumstances are. Though he loves life, he knows time is passing above him – but as there is nothing to do against it – he at least declares his love for it by singing a love song to it. The love of imagination, on the other hand, is most clearly stated in the last 4 paragraphs (lines from 120). It starts with a statement that depicts reality “I grow old...” then slowly but surely drifts into the world of fantasies, first only imagening his future looks, then drifting from himself to the surroundings where he imagines himself to be as an old person... all the way to the completely fantasmagoric mermaids. The world of fantasies and the real world do not interact (“I do not think that they will sing to me,” line 125), but it nonetheless makes this real world a bearable place. Imagination is the key to live through reality. It is there where a “real” and complete life can be lived, “Till human voices wake us and we drown” (line 131) and sink back to reality. Contrary to Warren, this is where we get the harshest criticism of his age, I believe.

At the beginning of his essay (p 390) , R. P. Warren is quick to assert that “[t]his poem is a dramatic monologue” in a sense that “a person utters a speech that implies his story and reveals his character,” but he merely tells us that “the reader must depend to some extent upon his imagination to fill in what is unsaid.” New Criticism’s focus on formality denies the virtues of this poem, namely, how Eliot altered the dramatic monologue to make it what it is in The Love Song. John Paul Riquelme, after briefly overviewing the genre’s history, pinpoints how Eliot modified the the dramatic monologue to deviate from his predecessors: “with Victorian poets, as a reaction against Romantic poetry’s emphasis on lyric utterance, the form does become important in the nineteenth century because it provides an alternative to the Romantic lyric. Finding that alternative insufficient, Eliot modifies the dramatic monologue in ways that undercut the impression of a person speaking in a specific scene,” meaning that we will be inclined to lose track of who is talking to who: the poet to himself or maybe to nobody, merely getting getting the thoughts out of his mind? The poet to us readers (the implied “you”)? To an audience? “He does that in one way by not providing the kind of determinate details about a situation and a person that would enable the reader to link the language readily to a personality or a voice” (Riquelme, 1991, p156).
After clearing up the way the speaker talks, let us define who he is. The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock being the title, this would imply that “Prufrock” is the speaker. By now, we know a lot about him. He loves life and imagination, is kind of nostalgic and probably middle aged, not too happy about his social surroundings but consoled by his own moral standards. As Hugh Kenner says of Prufrock, “we have no information abou him whatever” (Riquelme, p156). This is where I most discernably longed for background information R.P. Warren misses out on by concentrating on the text so narrowmindedly. We cannot go back in history to find J. Alfred Prufrock, but we can discern what Eliot ment by him if we widen our sope a bit – not even to the age, merely to the author of the poem himself. As noted before, he was one of the most influential critics of his time, which enabled him to continually shape, revise, formulate and better articulate his ideas. As he matured, he shed light on his early works through retrospects and lectures and essays. One such essay is ‘The Three Voices of Poetry’ (1953) in which he shares his mind with us concerning his approaches to the poets’ whereabouts in his or her works:

“The first voice is th evoice of the poet talking to himself – or to nobody. The second is the voice of the poet addressing an audience, whether large or small. The third is the voice ofthe poet when he attempts to create a dramatic character speaking in verse; when he is saying, not what he would say in his own person, but only what he can say within the limits of one imaginary character addressing another imaginary character” (Eliot cite from Hugh, p59)

This was an enlightening passage for me, as I found “Prufrock” the epitome of this dramatic character, that Eliot donned in order to regulate all his outbreaking thoughts. He imposes a voluntary barrier (the dramatic character of J.A. Prufrock) to free himself of at least some of what is inside. He, the Eliot/Prufrock himself states in line 104 of The Love Song that “It is impossible to say just what I mean!” Gottfried Benn had the idea of a poet having “something germinatin in him for which he must find words; but he cannot know what words he wants until he has found the words” (Benn cite from Hugh, p60) However, Eliot is willing to go even farther, Hugh suggests: “in non-didactic verse the poet may be concerned solely to bring to birth this [germinating thought]. ‘He does not know what he has to say until he has said it; and in the effort to say it he is not concerned with making other people understand anything” (Hugh, p 60). This is why The Love Song seems disjointed. Eliot/Prufrock was looking for a way to rid himself of feelings or thoughts, finally found the words for it, and making us readers understand these emoitons and thoughts was not his concern. 

Another feature I found superficially analyzed by Warren, is the question of “you” in “you and I” (ie, line 1). Who is this you? Warren makes the assumption of “presumably the generalized reader. But in this poem the ‘you’ is something more – it is the person to whom Prufrock wishes to make his revelation” (Warren, p391), but leaves it with that. This is an innovation, yes, but J.P. Riquelme pointed out a very interesting aspect, that gives the “you” its manyfoldedness that one would expect from Eliot. Warren would not have had to look much farther: Riquelme found the cue in the epigraph following the title. This epigraph, and its pair, the one at the beginning of the entire volume, together define “you” in a dualized status. “In the first epigraph, Statius mistakes Virgil’s shade for a ‘solid thing’ and forgets momoentarily what he himself is and can do. In the second, Guido da Montefeltro predicates his address to Dante on the opposite mistake, that Dante is not human and cannot carry his words further. Like Statius and Guido, the reader who tries to pin down the indeterminate identities and locations of ‘you and I’ will always be mistaken” (Riquelme, p159) Here, Eliot’s transformation of the dramatic monologue depend on the deictic nature of the pronouns (“you” and “I”), since they are mutually defining and depend on the pragmatic context of the discourses in which they occur in order to be interpreted (Riquelme, p159).

After having cleared up who is who, we can turn to another theme I found hard to accept from Warren, namely, the statement that “Prufrock prepares a mask for the world, He cannot face the world directly, there is need for disguise [. . .for] fear of the mocking, inimical eyes of the world that will avidly note all defects and failings” (Warren, p291-292). I view this assertion to be incorrect. I see no reference, or implication for forming a mask or feeling insecure in the crossfire of scrutinizing eyes. As I asserted above, Prufrock rather seems to be a resignant but still stabilized and content man. Warren also states that “the time motif changes its emphasis. In the section before, there was enough time to allow for postponement of vital decision, but now, mixed with that idea is the idea of the closing in of time, of age” (Warren, p392). My claim is that in the mirror of such a grand opponent (ie, Time), such petty things as the opinion of others would not only not bother Prufrock – whom I previously depicted as a balanced man who has come to terms with himself, therefore is likely to be unscathed by the deprecating opinion of others – but would also probably go unnoticed by him. Notice that both “concerns” are in parentheses (lines 41, 44). This gives the impression of their contents either being inferior, or is suggestive of it having been added “later”... as if the content of these lines (the opinion of others) were not even noticed the first time. 

The next sections Warren takes to be arguments “explain[ing] why Prufrock may not disturb the universe” (Warren, p292). Adhering to the rules of Warren’s New Criticism and the analysis of form, note that in the three stanzas, from line 49 to 69, the most frequent word is “known” (mentioned eight times). Instead of these lines being an argument against disturbing the universe, I take them to be a list of reasons for disturbing the universe, as they seem to give a detailed account of various previous experiences. They account of a unique, experienced life that has encountered everyday situations (line 50), still savored every ounce of them (line 51); encountered art (line 53) and perhaps the rise and fall of contemporaries or friends (line 52); experienced the limelight (lines 55-58) and the sometimes painstaking process of creating (ie, poetry) (lines 60-61); lived a full life in terms of personal relationships aswell, not excluding women (the whole stanza, especially lines 62-63 ). This is a life enriched with so much experience that it might do good to share it with others in the form of poetry (which might stir up and “disturb the universe”) so that they may learn from it. Warren suggests that there is a “more realistic observation put as a parenthesis” (Warren, p392) which tells something about Prufrock. “The fact that the observation of the ‘real’ arms is put in contrast with the ‘romantic’ arms, modifies the attraction: against the attraction there is a hint of revulsion, a hint of neurotic repudiation of the real, the physical” (Warren, p392). Fist of all, it is not put in contrast to the preceding 2 lines. It is there to supplement them. Moreover, it does not necessarily bring about a “neurotic” character for Prufrock, rather, an ironic strike back – at the world that is so quick to judge hair, arms and legs that go thin (lines 41, 44) – that is so typical of mature, wise men who have experienced enough to utilize this tool with expertese, since its nature provides for perfect disclosure, or uncovering of hipocrisy and other character flaws in a witty, intelligent way. Warren himself states at the end of his argument on irony (in another context, refering to the irony of the lines he takes to be Prufrock’s self-deprecation on p396), “in such instances we shall always find that these direct statements develop out of implied or presented contexts which justify them” (Warren, p397). Furthermore, I take these lines to be justifying too: his experiencedness with women is proven to be legitimate, for on the mention of the women of the past (in lines 62-65) he instantly feels himself digressing from his train of thoughts. As he further exploits his memories of past women (in line 67), he loses control of his thoughts. I believe this aspect of the next two little paragraphs were left out of Warren’s analysis, even though lines 70 through 74 are distinguished by three dots (which can be said to imply the three dots “...” signaling a pause in thought!). These are the “digressions” he mentions earlier (in line 66). The content of the two paragraphs vary to great extent: one seems to be echoing the fist and third paragraphs, while the second, with its two lines is suggested by critics to be the center of the poem. Some view the “seas” (line 74) to be a symbol for imagination, which would be supported by the last lines, from 120 and on, and suggest that here Prufrock is stating that he should have been a radical poet exploring, exploiting the “floor of silent seas,” that is, the edges of imagination, the verge of the subconscious.

The statement “Prufrock does not have the strength to force the crisis, the overwhelming question” by Warren is another of his quick assumptions. First of all, since we know nothing about the circumstances, surroundings (due to Eliot’s transformation of the dramatic monologue), we cannot overlook that in Eliot’s poem the line goes: “force the moment to its crisis” (line 80), and not forcing the crisis to anything. Furthermore, Warren’s bold statement that “Prufrock does not have the strength” to act neglects yet another important aspect of Eliot’s poem. According to the original text, Eliot has “Should I, after tea and cakes and ices, / Have the strenth to force the moment to its crisis” (lines 79-80). “Should I” does not exclude the possibility of having the strength and still opting to act, while in Warren’s statement, he condemns Prufrock as a depressed weakling (as he does through all of his essay). 

The allusions that follow, John the Baptist, and Lazarus are mostly well discussed by Warren – though he leaves out the allusion to Christ (“wept and fasted, wept and prayed” in line 81), however, we have arrived back at the allusion to Marvell’s To His Coy Mistress, which I find a bit of a stretch. First of all, the crisis, mistakenly identified as “the overwhelming question,” being so close to the (first!) hint that the achievements are measured on the scale of the expectations of a somewhat mysterious woman (“If one, settling a pillow by her head” line 96) is taken to be posed to her. It is not. The question is still whether to dare to disturb the universe or not, only, the possible fall of the poet is contemplated here... what would have happened (“would it have been worth it”), had he taken the chance, and reached for an even greater name and reputation to become “a prophet” or “Lazarus” or “Prince Hamlet” and failed in his attempt. Enduring such a sincere and not ill-intended confession (that this is not what she ment at all (ie, by “greatness,” for example)) from the mysterious woman whose opinion counts so much, would have been devastating. Secondly, what Warren states is true: “it is not merely the personal relationship , but the meaning of the world, of life, that is involved. But the two are to be somehow related: the personal relationship cannot be significant if life is without significance” (Warren, p393). Perhaps it is merely the different eras we have lived in, but the priorities of today would state this vice versa, I believe. Love and other personal relationships give significance to life itself and not the other way around. A life without love and organized personal relationships can be far more miserable than a difficult life with a sanctuary of personal relationships to return to. Returning to the text, “No!” he cries out in the next line, to wave goodbye to such visions of the mysterious woman being dissatisfied with his achievements, in order to emerge, once more, reassured that he is good as he is, where he is, even if it is just a place where he is an “attendant lord,” somebody second in line. This is not what matters. What matters is neatly summed up, in the lines 120 and onward, that pay tribute to the power of imagination in a stream of subsequent images that literally entrance the readers. 

Last but not least, I would like to call the readers’ attention to a painting of Giorgio de Chirico entitled ‘The Love Song’, which was put on canvas in 1914 – that is, one year before The Lovesong of J. Alfred Prufrock was written by T.S. Eliot. The number of allusions are striking, so much so, that I am not too hesitant to suggest that Eliot may have encountered this painting sometime before writing The Love Song. Notice the fine details: “The evening is stretched out against the sky” [image: image1.png]


(line 2) it is nighttime. The “half deserted streets” of line 4 are there too, there is not a human in sight. The statue-head is from the beheaded David sculpture, work of Michaelangelo (in lines 14, 36), but this encorporates the allusion to John the Baptist also, who was beheaded and is also mentioned in The Love Song (line 82). The “yellow fog” and the “yellow smoke” that “curled once aobut the house” (lines 15,16, 22) can also be seen on the lefthand side curling behind the house’s walls. “And when I am formulated, sprawling on a pin, / When I am pinned and wriggling on the wall” (lines 57-58) are also included: the marble that David was sculpted out of was also formulating, thus he is now formulated, furthermore, he is pinned on a wall. Note that there is a “free” pin below David’s head – one that might be reserved for the painter/writer or even the viewer? The ball in the front can be found in line 93, “To have squeezed the universe into a ball,” and I would also like to take this opportunity to bring to your attention the shading of the ball. The shadows that are cast run from the right to left and downwards, thus, the bottom of the ball, especially the left side’s bottom should be black, whereas it is light-green. Even lighter green than the right side that is supposed to be the one getting the most light. What is the reason for this? It might also be a strech (as Warrens allusion of the ball to _The Coy Mistress’ love-ball) , but I discovered the dark-light, black-white play of the Yin and Yang symbol – the symbol in the painting that denotes the unity in the universe according to asian symbolism. This would perfectly fit into the picture, for the roundness of the ball also suggests unity. The only image on the painting I could not find consistent with the poem entirely or immediately comprehensible was the light orange or dark-yellow glove pinned on the right side of the wall in the picture. It may be a reference to the night, stretched out as a patient, this glove alluding to the glove of a doctor’s. Perchanse it symbolizes the artificialness of the age (or society): as it is a rubber glove, it is made of synthetic materials – unnatural, in other names, artificial ones. Maybe it adds to the yellowness of the fog and the smoke creating an atmosphere of illness that the night is supposed to have (ie, night as a sick patient). These were the main features that were easily discernible from the painting. With so many alluions, it is hard not to consent to the fact that Eliot might have come across this painting before writing The Love Song. I might even go as far as to say, this painting may have initiated the poem.

One cannot hope to exhaust the analysis of a poem and deal with all the connected works and theories (along with their lacks, imperfections) as well as the circumstances of the poem’s conception in one short essay. I did my best to point out obvious inconsistencies, deficiencies I came across while familiarizing myself with Robert Penn Warren’s analysis, and reflected on new allusions, views that were not mentioned in the reviewing works I have read as well as – hopefully – contributing with a new perspective on the conception or inspiration of this manyfolded poem called The Love Song of J. Alfred Prufrock.
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