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I. Project origin (Dec. 2011)

• Term paper: “Inconsistence of Internal and 
External Reality in The Love Song of J. 
Alfred Prufrock.”
• Explored the connection between objects 
and subjectivity in Eliot’s work. 
• Incorporated the work of F.H. Bradley and 
Henri Bergson, philosophers Eliot studied.

This thesis argues that T.S. Eliot’s use of objects in his poetry suggests they are active in the construction of experience and subjectivity. 
By using previous critical analysis, object-oriented philosophy and Eliot’s prose and poetry, I explore how Eliot’s poems present a distinct 
model of subject-object relations that is relevant both to modern critical questions and to the study of 20th-century literature.

II. Expanding analysis (March - Aug. 2012)

• Began thesis project with Dr. Raymond 
Malewitz with term paper as starting point.
•Widened focus to include Eliot’s “Preludes” 
and “The Waste Land.”
• Utilized theoretical, critical and primary 
sources in analysis.

III. Forming the thesis (Sept. 2012 - May 2013)

• Established critical context and crafted 
a distinct argument.
• Related subject-object relations in the 
poems to theoretical models.
• Suggested possible approaches for 
future study.
• Pepared and revised several drafts to 
refine the thesis.

The subject projects on the physical such 
that the object is rendered subjective and 
there can be no objective correlative.

Objects serve as a medium of 
communication, acting as symbols 
for metaphysical content they 
cannot fully articulate.

“The ivory men 
make company 
between us.”

— “The Waste 
Land” (facsimile)

“I have measured 
out my life in 
coffee spoons.”

—“The Love 
Song of J. Alfred 
Prufrock”

Metaphysical content becomes comprehensible 
only in the context of physical frames that 
shape and contain it.

“You dozed, and watched the night revealing
The thousand sordid images
Of which your soul was constituted;
They flickered against the ceiling.”

— “Preludes”


