“Reclaiming the Author, Recovering the Text: ITS (Sic) TIME” (criticism)
from Walking on a Trail of Words: Essays in Honor of Professor Agnieszka Salska, ed. Jadwiga Maszewska, (University of Lodz Press, 2007)


Teaching T. S. Eliot’s “The Wasteland” in the spring of 2006 for what must have been the thirtieth time in my life, I noticed something remarkable in the text.  The pub-keeper’s line in section II (“A Game of Chess”), which tolls five times as a thematic counterpoint to the vacuous monolog on Albert and Lil, contained a typo.  “HURRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME” the line read.  Everyone agrees that this line is the late-night pub last call for alcohol, the U.K. version of “It’s closing time.”   And thus, “Hurry up, please.  It’s time.” And thus, “HURRY UP PLEASE IT’S TIME.”  


“Well, okay,” I thought to myself—“the Dover Thrift Edition is not exactly the variorum Eliot.”1  If Dover’s The Wasteland and Other Poems contains a typo, what the hell—so does the Ballantine Desert Solitaire.  Even anthologies contain mistakes: I once cajoled a class into reading the hot-off-the-press edition of the Norton—fourth or fifth, I forget which—by playing “spot the typo.”  I offered bonus points for every typo the students found—and they found plenty—and at the end of the semester I sent a list to Norton, hoping for a generous check in return, or at least a letter of thanks and acknowledgment in the next printing.  What I got was nothing—not even an thank-you.  From Dover, I’d certainly get  “nada y pues nada y nada y pues nada.”  Why even bother to write?


Then in preparation for class I started looking at marginal notes I’d written in old anthologies, and I noticed something even more curious: Norton Anthology, third edition (1967): “HURRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME” (pages 1282-83).  Bradley, Beatty, Long and Perkins, fourth edition (1974): “HURRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME” (1192-93).  Norton Anthology, fifth edition (1999): “HURRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME” (2052-53).  William E. Cain’s Penguin American Literature, volume 2 (2004): “HURRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME” (595-96).  


I went to the library and started pulling anthologies off the shelf: New Oxford Book of American Verse (1976): ‘HURRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME.”  Likewise the old Oxford Book of American Verse, edited by F. O. Matthiesen.2  American Literary Masters (Holt, 1965), ditto.  Literature of the U.S. (Scott, Foresman, 1957), the same.  The McMichael Anthology of American Literature (Macmillan 1993)—no, no, wait a minute here: “HURRY UP PLEASE IT’S TIME.”  


Finally I went to the shelf of Eliot’s works, opened up T. S. Eliot, The Complete Poems and Plays (Harcourt, Brace & World, 1952), and there it was big as life, pages 41 and 42:



When Lil’s husband got demobbed, I said—



I didn’t mince my words, I said to her myself,



HURRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME



Now Albert’s coming back. . . .

I checked T. S. Eliot, Collected Poems, 1909-1935 (Harcourt, Brace and Company, 1936): “HURRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME.”  T. S. Eliot, Poems, 1909-1925 (Harcourt, Brace and Company, 1932, printed in Great Britain): “HURRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME.”  Complete Poems and Plays, 1952: “HURRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME.”  Collected Poems, 1909-1962: “HURRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME.”  


Intrigued, I started looking at criticism.  How was the line quoted when it was quoted?  Gertrude Paterson, T. S. Eliot Poems in the Making (1971): “ITS TIME” (154).  Elisabeth Schneider, T. S. Eliot: The Pattern in the Carpet (1975): “ITS TIME” (88).  Anne Bolgan, What the Thunder Really Said: “HURRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME” (157).  Eleanor Sickels in an explication of this very line titled “Eliot’s WASTELAND [sic]”: “There is in our plight a terrible urgency: ‘HURRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME.’ ”  Gareth Reeves in a book for some Critical Studies of Key Text Series: “HURRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME.”  

But Elizabeth Drew, T. S. Eliot: The Design of His Poetry: “HURRY UP PLEASE IT’S TIME.”  And Joseph Chiari, T. S. Eliot: Poet and Dramatist: “HURRY UP PLEASE IT’S TIME.”  Nancy Gish, The Wasteland: A Poem of Memory and Desire: “HURRY UP PLEASE IT’S TIME.”  Lawrence Rainey: “HURRY UP PLEASE IT’S TIME” (Annotated 95).  R. G. Collingwood in The Principles of Art (1938): “Hurry up please it’s time” (334).  Kitab Mahal, in a volume printed with cold lead type in 1991 in some place called Allahabeb: “Hurry Up Please It’s Time” (103).  Mildred Martin, A Half-Century of Eliot Criticism: “Hurry up please its time” (142).  And (here’s an inventive one for you) James E. Miller, Jr.: “Hurry up Please its Time” (84).3 Oddly, when the line appears on an internet site, it’s usually grammatically correct, some version of “Hurry up, please.  It’s time”: go to the web site blank.org/memory; or to www.nybooks.com/articles/376; or go to the web site www.hthefatladysings-novel.com, wsn/page2.html    


What could I make of one of the greatest typos in American Literature?  What had these critics been reading?  What were they thinking?  What was the Old Possum thinking . . . or was he even thinking at all?  Maybe he just brainfarted: an apostrophe is an easy thing to lose, especially in Britain.  Or did Eliot intentionally delete the apostrophe along with all the other punctuation in this sentence, in a manner which is not really characteristic of Eliot but can be found elsewhere among modernist poets?  After all, the letters of this line are all caps—perhaps Eliot wanted to paste the idea into the poem in big unpunctuated block caps: “HURRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME,” give it a solemn gravity akin to Allen Ginsberg’s voice of the rock.4  Maybe this is some “modern art technique” like others identified in the poem by Jacob Korg in his article of that same title.  


Then came another idea.  The Manuscript to The Waste Land, read and critiqued by both Eliot’s wife and Ezra Pound, was long considered missing,5 but it surfaced in the late 1960s among some Eliot materials purchased by the New York Public Library for $18,000 from the estate of Mrs. Julia Quinn Anderson, the sister of Eliot’s old friend and lawyer John Quinn.  The “Quinn Collection” was initially accessible on a read-only basis—no notes, no paper, pens, pencils, or cameras were allowed in the room.6  Eliot himself was not told of the library’s acquisition, and if the Waste Land papers were read at all, nobody spoke of them.7  However, in 1971 Harcourt Brace Jovanovick, Inc. published those papers—a combination of manuscripts and typescripts—under the title The Waste Land: A Facsimile and Transcript of the Original Drafts Including the Annotations of Ezra Pound.  This book was edited by Eliot’s second wife, Valerie, and Pound himself praised it in a preface as “a scholarly job which would have delighted her [Valerie’s] husband.”  Our library owns this book, and there on pages 18-21 I found . . . not an answer, but more questions.  


Parts one and two of “The Waste Land” had gelled sufficiently by the date of these papers to be in typescript,8 and clear as day Eliot had typed in all caps “HURRY UP PLEASE IT’S TIME.”  No commas, no semicolons, but a period at the end of the sentence, and a very definite apostrophe in the word it’s.  All five times, too.  Beside the line’s first appearance, Pound had written in the margin, “Perhaps better not so soon,” but in The Criterion, where The Waste Land first appeared in print in October of 1922, Eliot stuck with five repetitions.  And he stuck with the line exactly as he had originally typed it: “HURRY UP PLEASE IT’S TIME.”  (Eliot was, incidentally, editor of The Criterion, in which he printed not only his own poem but many of his wife’s short stories and prose sketches under a variety of pseudonyms.)  In the text of the first edition of “The Waste Land,” published by Boni and Liveright in 1922 (and reprinted in this facsimile edition, pages 133-49), the apostrophe remains, but the period at the end of the sentence is gone: “HURRY UP PLEASE IT’S TIME”  Then somewhere between that 1922 Boni and Liveright edition of The Waste Land and the Harcourt, Brace and World edition of The Complete Poems and Plays, the apostrophe went missing, unnoticed, apparently, by everyone9 except George McMichael and his team of editors at Macmillan.  


I began a line-by-line comparison between the text of the facsimiles published by Valerie Eliot in 1971, and the text of the first two sections of the poem in The Complete Poems and Plays, extending my attention later to the Boni and Liveright edition of 1922 and some of the anthology versions.  Eliot was sometimes careless—he misspelled laquearia (11), and abbreviated should as shd (51)—but his punctuation of its and it’s is standard throughout the typescripts and manuscripts of “The Waste Land” (as in lines 73, “disturbed its bed”; 129, “It’s so elegant”; 188 “dragging its slimy belly”; and 252, “I’m glad it’s over”; and cancelled line “It’s no use being sorry”).  Moreover, he seems disinclined to play typographical games: in a hand-written note reacting to his wife’s suggestion of “somethink” for “something,” Eliot wrote, “I want to avoid trying show pronunciation by spelling” (13).  Vivienne Eliot, on the other hand, seems dismissive of apostrophes: in suggesting a couple of lines for the pub dialog she wrote, “If you dont like it you can get on with it” and “What you get married for if you dont want children?” (both without the apostrophes).  


It did not take me long to realize that between the drafts critiqued by Ezra Pound and Vivienne Eliot and the poem as it appears in the Boni and Liveright edition and The Complete Poems and Plays, other significant changes had occurred, even in the first two sections of the poem.  In place of an epigraph from Conrad’s The Heart of Darkness, Eliot (at Pound’s suggestion) set the now familiar epigraph from Petronius’s Satyricon.  Königsee became Starnbergersee; in line 12, “talking an hour” became “talked for an hour.”  These were not changes suggested by Vivienne Eliot or Ezra Pound.  Between the facsimiles and the poem as published in 1922, a total of four lines had been lost in the first two sections, and nearly two dozen lines had been significantly altered.  All quotation marks disappeared from the pub dialog.  Where the typescript in the facsimile reads 


“You ought to be ashamed,” I said, “to look so antique”.


—(And her only thirty-one).


“I can’t help it”, she said, putting on a long face,


It’s that medicine I took, in order to bring it off”

the published version reads


You ought to be ashamed, I said, to look so antique.


(And her only thirty-one.)


I can’t help it, she said, pulling a long face,


It’s them pills I took, to bring it off, she said.

Other interesting changes of typography, spelling, and punctuation had occurred: “Irisch’ Kind” in line 33 had lost an apostrophe; the German “Öd’ und leer das Meer”—a hand-written addition in the margin of the typescript—had lost its umlaut (line 41).  In line 133, “tomorrow” had gained a hyphen (“to-morrow”), which it retains in The Complete Poems and Plays but loses in some American anthologies.  Line 161 misspells “all right” as “alright.”  Where did these changes come from?  Somewhere there must be one or more missing typescripts, and in his analysis of the poem’s genesis, Hugh Kenner writes, “There can be no doubt that the poem was retyped” by Eliot sometime after the manuscripts reproduced in the facsimile edition (44).  But, to return to the subject at hand, those typescripts did not affect the line in question: “HURRY UP PLEASE IT’S TIME” clearly contains an apostrophe in Eliot’s typescript, and it retains its apostrophe in the Boni and Liveright edition, which, as mentioned, managed to lose the umlaut from the German Öd’ and to misspell “all right.”  This The Complete Poems and Plays corrects . . . and then flubs a simple thing like it’s.  


And the line stays pretty much flubbed in editions, anthologies, and much criticism.  Go figure.


Were these typesetter errors?  Were they changes Eliot made in galleys or in a missing manuscript?  Did Eliot change his mind about ITS after the Criterion publication?10  Was Eliot attempting some subtle pun or some interpretation for the line other than a bartender’s last call?  Was Eliot himself just careless? (Woodward writes “in 1957, Robert L. Beare’s important survey showed conclusively that Eliot has indeed been neglectful of the texts of many of his plays and poems”—252).  


Other typescripts of The Waste Land do exist.  Critics disagree as to just who typed them and whether they are pre- or post-Pound, and thus pre- or post-the facsimiles.  One such manuscript, definitely post-Pound and even post-Complete Poems and Plays, is a “fair copy” written long hand by Eliot himself in 1960, for sale at Christie’s in a benefit auction for the London Public Library (Woodward 264).  That manuscript is now in the Harry Ransom Center of the University of Texas-Austin Library.  In response to an e-mailed query, an intern at that center e-mailed me an electronic file of the manuscript in question.  Each and every time Eliot wrote, “HURRY UP PLEASE IT’S TIME.”  The Harry Ransom Center also contains a 1961 edition which Eliot regarded as the standard text (Woodward 265).  This too the Center provided in electronic file: “HURRY UP PLEASE IT’S TIME.”  “You will see that Eliot used –IT’S-everywhere,” wrote the intern in his cover letter.  Eliot had not changed his mind between 1922 and 1960.


So what gives with ITS?   Vivien Eliot’s disregard for apostrophes aside, I began to smell an American rat.  Eliot, and several of his friends, had shopped The Waste Land around for a year before it appeared in print.  The result of their labors was an agreement under which the poem appeared first in The Criterion, then in The Dial (Eliot to receive both The Dial’s usual $20 per page payment and its $2,000 annual prize for poetry) and also in an edition published by Boni and Liveright.  I had already seen The Criterion publication and the Boni and Liveright publication.  Our library does not own back issues of The Dial, where The Waste Land appeared in November 1922, but Moorhead State University Library does.  I e-mailed a friend asking him to drop by the library and have a look.  A day later he replied: 

not to keep you in suspense, but the november 1922 issue of *the dial* spells "its" without the  apostrophe: "HURRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME. it is consistently misspelled  throughout the section of the poem. . . . i actually xeroxed this (and the table of contents) awhile back to show my students. i was esp.  interested in showing them the other writers/poems who were  published  in the issue. then i asked the question, "where are  they now?" that,  my friends, is the biz or po-biz. big fish  today, forgotten smelt  tomorrow. one day you're poem is next to  eliot's “the waste land,”  the next day it's forgotten.
Apparently The Dial is responsible for the lost apostrophe, although questions remain: Was the apostrophe absent from the typescript they saw, or did an editor or typesetter in Chicago flub the line?  And why does the apostrophe remain missing from American editions of Eliot’s poem?  Woodward mentions a typescript copy of the poem received “presumably from someone at The Dial” (The Waste Land 264) presented by Mrs. Jeanne Robert Foster to Houghton Library at Harvard.  But in his exhaustive examination of “The Waste Land in the Making,” Grover Smith concludes that the Harvard typescript “could not have been used for either of the American imprints of 1922, that of The Dial in mid-October (dated November) or that of Boni & Liveright in mid-November” (76).  Smith hypothesizes “some amended text” now lost, but if that text was used for both The Dial and Boni and Liveright, and Boni and Liveright retains “IT’S TIME,” then that missing text cannot be the source of the typo.  It must have been The Dial.


One question remains: why, in reading proofs for the various misprinted editions of his Collected Poems, did Eliot not insist that in the various Harcourt, Brace & World editions the line appear as he had typed it in 1920 and published it in The Criterion in 1922 and wrote it long hand in 1960?  Eliot could not control textbook editions or quotes in critical articles, but he was an editor (later director) at Faber and Gwyer (later Faber and Faber), which published his books in the U.K.  And he certainly exercised control over the Harcourt, Brace & World editions.  


I cannot answer this question, but in a letter of November 12, 1922, just after “The Waste Land” had appeared in The Dial, he wrote to Gilbert Seldes, “I find this poem as far behind me as Prufrock now; my present ideas are very different” (Woodward 269).  Three days later, he wrote to Richard Aldington, “As for The Waste Land, that is a thing of the past so far as I am concerned and I am now feeling toward a new form and style” (Valerie Eliot xxv).  Apparently the ITS in later editions of “The Waste Land” is a typo which Eliot did not notice, or did not care enough to correct if he noticed it.11 




*
*
*


What is the point of this excursion into textual pedantry?  There are a couple of lessons, I believe.  The first is the obvious fact that apostrophes are slippery.  They are slippery because they make no sense, and they have never made much sense.  Invented by pedants, they reflect neither spoken English nor historical usage.  They are inconsistent: why should all English possessives contain an apostrophe, except for possessive pronouns, none of which contain apostrophes, including its?  If the apostrophe in the possessive singular is supposed to represent a missing “e” in the Anglo-Saxon male genitive singular “es” (a dubious proposition, although it might represent an unpronounced “hi” of the “his genitive” popular in the Renaissance), what is represented by the s’ in plural genitives?  If it’s can represent a contracted it is or it has, then why couldn’t it also serve as a contracted it was?  No wonder students—American and foreign—have such problems with apostrophes.


And not just students.  Over the last decade I’ve taken to photographing bad signage, including several it’s/its gems:


“God provides for us a path to follow And promises Glory at it’s end.”


“Welcome to Minneota Boxelder Bug Days    Its great to see you.”


“Buckle Up for Safety.  Its the Law In Illinois.” 


“Burundi officials and it’s largest political party made a pact to let rebels in the govt.”

The line about Burundi officials came from a CNN Headline News ticker only a year or so ago.  I read it slackjawed, ran for the camera, waited until it came around a second time, and snapped my photo.  Illinois, incidentally, has corrected its signage from the photo I took in the 1980s.) 


And it’s not just it’s and its.  I doubt there is a single Farmers and Merchants Bank or Farmers Co-Op Elevator in the Upper Midwest with an apostrophe in its name.  Here are a few more signs among my collected photos:  


“Another George MacDonald Classic.  The Curates Awakening.  Edited for today’s reader.” 


“Exit 70   Bowmans Crossing”


“S&K Chevrolet.  The Chevy Store.  Todays Special.”


“Open Seven Days’ a Week”


“The Twin Cities Only Lite Rock Station W-Lite 103FM”


“Childrens Next-to-New & Boutique”


“Williams and Glyn’s Bank” (London)


“Earls Court Station” (also London; and right below that sign, “Earl’s Court Station”)


“Lets All Go to Church This Week”


“The Linski’s   Tom & Donna”


“Rural Sportsmens’ Assoc.”


“Purchase Tickets Todays Flights”


“Transient Merchants Licenses Required”


“Selling Skills for Todays Professional.  Raymond F Oelrich & Associates, Inc.”

And a bulletin board header put up by a journalist with a Ph. D. from University of California-Berkeley: “SSU Womens Studies.”


So apostrophes are tough—or irrelevant—even for the professionals, and that is my second conclusion.  There is no such thing as native speaker competence in it’s and its, you’re and your.  Or English Department expertise either.  My Moorhead friend—a poet himself and author-editor of a dozen published books—wrote in his e-mail, “one day you're poem is next to eliot's ‘the waste land.’ ”   

Does it really matter?  The author, we’ve been told for years, is dead: it doesn’t matter what Eliot “intended.”12  The text too, we’ve been told, is dead, and while The Waste Land may be thoroughly institutionalized as an object of academic study, and a major monument of the modern movement (Bergonzi 103) and the very embodiment of “theory and practice” (Davies and Wood), it doesn’t matter what the text says.  It’s all reader response, and people don’t necessarily see what they see.  They don’t read what they study.  So we are told, and so it seems to go.  Just review the variations of this line as quotes in printed criticism: 

  
HURRY UP PLEASE IT’S TIME.


HURRY UP PLEASE IT’S TIME


HURRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME


Hurry up please it’s time.


Hurry up Please its Time.

Intriguingly, Elizabeth Drew, who quotes the line as “IT’S TIME” (77-78) credits in her acknowledgments the Collected Poems of 1936, which prints the line as “ITS TIME.”  And I, as I admitted, have been looking at “HURRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME” for decades, and I never until this spring noticed anything odd.13  I certainly know it’s from its—my granddaughter Megan, age nine, knows the difference—and recognized the line in Complete Poems and Plays as a typo.  But the bottom line is that a lot of professionals don’t much care about it’s and its, your and you’re, including both Vivienne Eliot and Ezra Pound, to judge from their comments on The Waste Land manuscript.  Ours is an age in which audio text has largely supplanted printed text, an age in which internet gives us multiple texts, an age of fluid text.


I can’t get too punched out of shape over a sign for “womens studies” or a local Boxelder Bug Day celebration, or even an e-mail, or a note scribbled on a manuscript.  A missing apostrophe is not exactly “a botched civilization.”  But it does seem to me that teachers, sales consultants, and the marketing department at Bethany House Publishers might want to get the punctuation right.  And Harcourt, Brace and World—as well as the editors of college textbooks—might want to get things right with an important line in a poem like Eliot’s The Waste Land.  In cases like this, I think it’s time to recover both text and author.  Reading Eliot, we do need to think expansive thoughts involving Dante and Hegel and Bradley, Pound and Joyce, medieval legends and Modernist theories of art, but we need also “to see the object as it really is” (Eliot, Sacred Wood 15).  Its important that we get the text right.

Footnotes

1 The Dover Thrift was what I was using for class.  In the past I’ve used the Norton Anthology (the standard), or Brooks, Lewis and Warren (quirky, but well written), but the price of anthologies these days has inflated to three-figures, partly because of permissions expenses on all those small potatoes poets and PC prose writers whom nobody reads anyway.  Anthologies these days contain little or nothing by good authors like Kerouac and Kesey, Lindsay and Bly, and you certainly don’t get the complete On the Road or The Great Gatsby.  So I figured what the hell—have students buy a stack of twenty-five books, use films for Death of a Salesman and A Streetcar Named Desire, and supplement individual collections of poetry and short fiction with photocopies.  Dover Thrift editions—at one or two dollars each—would do just fine in a sophomore survey for early writers like Frost, Eliot, Lindsay, Sandburg, and William Carlos Williams and even for Willa Cather’s O Pioneers!  Books like Catcher in the Rye, On the Road, The Sun Also Rises, One Flew Over the Cuckoo’s Nest, even The World According to Garp, Beloved, and The Things They Carried can be bought for 95 cents on alibris.com or amazon.com.  

2 Matthiesen, it sticks in my head, once expostulated in print at considerable length on a Melville phrase about “fleshy scented wharfs,” unaware that something was fishy in the printed text, and in Melville’s manuscript those had actually been “fishy scented wharfs.”

3
In seventeen pages of “Notes on the Publishing History and Text of The Waste Land,” published in 1964, Daniel Woodward neither quotes the line nor comments on a missing apostrophe—although he notes numerous typographical errors in various editions, especially the Hogarth Press edition of 1923 (264).   

4
Anne Bolgan writes, “The voice of Tiresias is one of those five portentously solemn voices in the poem which are so reminiscent of the gods and of their prophets and which I referred to earlier as ‘the voice of the prophet.’  That voice is heard first in the sinister lines addressed to the Son of Man (20-30); next, perhaps, in the pubkeeper’s ‘HURRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME’ in Part II; then in the typist scene presently under review; again, in the Augustinian lines climaxing Part III; and finally in the brief words attributed to the Thunder and its auditors near the close of the poem” (157).   The problem, however, is that in the Caedmon recording of “The Waste Land” (1971), Eliot’s voice on this line is not at all portentous; he sounds just like your average bartender, a little bored, a little eager to get home and to bed.  

5
One of my more vivid grad school memories was the final exam of a class on James and Eliot taught by Oscar Cargill.  The exam was in-class and oral, one question for each of us, an all-or-nothing proposition.  I had done pretty well in class and on the mid-term (the James half of the course), and I had my eye on a glowing recommendation from a big-name scholar, so I came to the final loaded for bear on Eliot.  Professor Cargill, an impressive figure even in his dotage, entered the room quietly, arranged his materials before us with great solemnity, opened his green grade book, and one by one began to interrogate us.  “Mr.  Hickerson—where does Eliot get all this Fisher King business?” (Ask me, ask me.  Copies of Jessie L. Weston’s From Ritual to Romance and Sir James G. Frazer’s The Golden Bough were in a bag at my feet.) “Mr. Fredine—where did Eliot come up with Madame Sosostris and her deck of cards?” (Cargill, a biographical critic, had given us the real-life inspirations for half the characters and lines in “The Waste Land,” including his neurotic wife Vivien.  I was all over that stuff.)  “Mr. Logsden—“What foreign languages do you remember Eliot using in his poem ‘The Waste Land’?”  


Then his eyes settled on me.  “Mr. Pichaske,” he said with the hint of a smile; “We know that Mr. Eliot’s friend, Mr. Pound, made extensive revisions to ‘The Waste Land’ before it was published.  That would be an interesting manuscript to see, wouldn’t it?  So where would we find this manuscript?  Mr. Pichaske, where is the manuscript of ‘The Waste Land’ at this moment?”  


I heard a vague buzzing in my head, and I think I actually started to sweat.  I felt angry, I remember, at what I took to be a betrayal by a man with whom I thought I’d done well.  Then again, considering the importance of both Pound and Eliot, and of the poem itself, this was the most obvious question in the world.  But the matter had never crossed my mind, and I couldn’t remember it coming up in class, and why the hell had none of us thought to ask this most obvious question?  


Finally I could only shake my head and admit, “Dr. Cargill, I’m sorry.  I just plain don’t know.  I haven’t the vaguest notion.”  


Cargill’s smile broadened.  “Neither does anybody else, Mr. Pichaske.  Neither does anybody else.”


Everyone laughed but me.

6
Probably this was in deference to Eliot’s own wishes in a letter which accompanied the manuscripts sold to Quinn and quoted by Woodward: “You will find a great many sets of verse which have never been printed and which I am sure you will agree never ought to be printed, and, in putting them in your hands, I beg you fervently to keep them to yourself and see that they never are printed” (268).  

7
My old friend and colleague John Nemo used to tell the story of Peter Kavanaugh, brother of the Irish poet Patrick Kavanaugh, stumbling upon those papers in the late fifties.  Nemo had taken his Ph. D. at University College, Dublin, with a dissertation on Patrick Kavanaugh (he later wrote an encyclopedia article and the Twayne World Authors Series book on Patrick Kavanaugh), and he’d talked to Peter, so I believe he knew what he was talking about.  According to Nemo, Peter Kavanaugh recognized immediately the value of what he was looking at, and contrived to stash paper and pencil in the men’s room, to which he retired on frequent cigarette breaks, writing down long memorized passages, including whole sections Pound had cut from The Waste Land.  These he collected into a small book, which he published himself on the Peter Cavanaugh Hand Press in an edition of 130 or so copies, which he then offered for sale to high-end academic libraries.  He made the unfortunate tactical error of including the New York Public Library among those to whom he offered his little book; somebody recognized the contents as a violation of the library’s terms of use, filed a law suit, and forced Kavanaugh to reclaim and destroy all copies of “the work,” except for a couple of copies “for personal use.”  The story as reported in Life magazine (February 8, 1960) protected the secret of the manuscripts by talking about “letters” from several modern poets including Eliot.

8
“The manuscript of The Waste Land is a hoard of fragments accumulated slowly over seven and a half years,” writes Lyndall Gorden to begin his own four-page history of the poem’s genesis (143-46).  Gordon identifies the typewriter on which parts I and II were typed as Eliot’s own typewriter from Harvard, but is unable to decide whether parts I, II, and III were “done” before Eliot went to Lausanne in November, 1921.  

9  
While I have not seen everything ever written on Eliot or The Waste Land, to my knowledge no critic has mentioned the missing apostrophe, including Robert L. Beare in his 27-page essay titled “Notes on the Text of T. S. Eliot,” and Grover Smith in his fourteen-page essay titled “The Making of The Waste Land.”  And both critics spend a great deal of time discussing typewriters, paper watermarks, and typographical changes and errors.

10  Woodward notes a change in line 80 from “Wherefrom” to “From which” in all later editions and “other changes made as the various editions appeared” (255), and writes that while the Boni and Liveright edition of 1922 “has the most accurate text and is the closest to recent editions of the poem, [it] cannot be considered the standard text, for changes were made later in both the poem and the notes.  Most of these changes were typographical, most of no significance, but a few were substantive” (263).

11
It’s always difficult to know what scholars are thinking, but looking back at the scholarship I notice that those who quote the line with IT’S tend to cite the facsimile edition (Rainy, Gish), and those who quote ITS tend to cite a Harcourt edition.

12
Eliot, of course, is doubly dead, “as ur-draughtsman of the critical orthodoxy to be deconstructed and as archetypal white male elitist conservative literary icon” (Sharratt 232).

13
Then again, I’m a lousy proofreader, and my own books are full of typographical errors. Just last fall I turned former Chicago Mayor Harold Washington into “Herald” Washington in a book titled Rooted: Seven Midwest Writers of Place (University of Iowa Press, 2006).  That mistake floated past four readers and the University of Iowa Press copy editor, until I caught it while indexing the book.  When Rooted appeared in print, the “about the author” blurb on the back cover read, “David Pichaske is Professor of English at Southwest State University in Marshall, Wisconsin.”  So it goes.  
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