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PREFACE

‘THE intention of this Treasury is to present a
selection taken in the main from the work of some of
the chief English poets writing in this century, and
also from that of some of their American contem-
porarics. Not all the poems included were actually
written in this ceatury: a few, as, for example, some
by Yeats, Kipling and Hardy, 2ppeared before 1900,
2nd there are, also, the notable exceptions of G. M.
Hopkins and Emily Dickinson. Poems by Hopkins
are commonly, and justly, included in anthologies of
modern poetry, and the present Editor considers the
inclusion of Emily Dickinson justifiable on very similar
grounds. At the other end of the scale comss an
appreciable number of poems belonging to 1940
and after,

It has been the aim of the Editor to provide a
Treasury which is suitable, not oaly for school and
college use, but which will make 2 definite appeal
to the general reader interested in modern poctry and
ready to welcome a guide to its best writers. There-
fore, rather than draw on a larger number of poers for
fewer examplesof their work, he has preferred to present
fewer poets and give more poems by each. In this
‘way, though some fine poems 2re inevitably omirted,
the more notable pocts stand out in truer perspective,
and it is possible to appreciate their quality and irs
varicty more adequately.  In some instances, however,
notably that of Yeats, the requirements of the owners
of copyright bave precluded as wide a selection as the
Editor would have desired,



Preface

In seeking to supply such a guide, the Editor’s over-~
riding consideration has always been to select what is
among the best poetry, whether of each poet or of the
years covered. He has by no means always aimed at
representing all the variety of any particular poet, but
has felt free rather to emphasise what scem to him
that poet’s best characteristics, for instance, the lyric
gift of W. H. Auden. Nor has he felt it necessary to
represent all the moods of these troubled years: the
horror of experience and the uncertainty and pain of
spirit cannot be hidden, but he has let his preference
for faith and hope play a part in shaping the selection.
Again, largely from personal choice, he has left un-
represented the more extreme poetic developments of
the later years, and has chosen nothing which he does
not think that, as poetry, he understands.

To choose among so many poets as these years offer
is a very difficult task. Every reader will, no doubt,
note omissions which he regrets, and the Editor himself
is sorry that he could find no space for Herbert Palmer,
W. J. Turner, Richard Church, John Pudney, Norman
Nicholson and Geoffrey Grigson, to name only a few.
He can only hope that the Treasury, viewed as a whole,
will reveal a harmony of aim and taste sufficient to
show neither a choice too arbitrary, nor a preference
too invidious.

No omission is due to inability to obtain permission
from any poets for their inclusion. On the contrary,
it has been the Editor’s happy experience to meet with
the kindest and most helpful response from all whom
he approached and to whom acknowledgement is made
clsu_vhcrc. In particular, he has to express his great
gratitude to Miss Edith Sitwell, Sir Osbert Sitwell,
and Mr. Gordon Bottomley for invaluable guidance in
his chioice of their poems.
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A separate word needs to be said of the American
pocts included in this Treasury. It is obvions that
they do niot represent the poetry of America on the
scale, and with the variety, of the English representa-
tion, but come rather a3 a kind of advance-guard of
the notable bost of American writers, The Editor
hopes their inclusion may be taken as a broad hint to
the reader that poetry in the English tongue does not
cease at our western seaboard, and that personal

jon will be richly and above all he
would be proud to play a part, however small, in
making the work of Emily Dickinson better known
than, in his experience, it generally is to lovers of poetry
such as he has in mind. Again, he has to regret the
limitations imposed upon his choice, especially among
the younger writers, and to express his warm thanks
for the helpful response of the poets and other owners
of copyright.

A.S8.C.
UNIVERSTTY COLLEGE,
LEICESTER.
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INTRODUCTION

For sevetal hundreds of years poetry i England
has never stood sull, At times oae kind of poctry has
hed the Bl for meny years, but it bas never beea
an undispmed sway, While Spenser ozs summing
up the essence of Elizabethan poctry in his Faeris
Queene, the young Donne was already courting # very
different Muse; while Pope dazzled the Augustans
with his incomparable mastery, other, though lesser,
poets turned to other runes and other moods, aad
Pope was tcarcely dead before it was disputed by somne
whether what he had written was poetry stafl.  The
English Muse, indeed, has nevet been like the phoeaix,
for she hay never become sileat in the ashes of ber

1t i rather, her lity is the
human immortality of rebirth through her rebelliouy
children and the differences of their temperamants,

So it i3 impaossible to generalise abott the develop-
ment of English poetry with any comfortable security.
To talk of periods and tendencies is all very weil, but
periods are rarely sharply defined and tendeacies are
often cbscurely comples, while exceptions to the
geazaalisation do oot by any means simply * prove
the rufe Now that it is no loager the fashion o
candeamy the Victarians with that wholchearted zeat
which alone produces carcfres generalisation, it is the
diversity within that vital and bustling age which
most impresses us, The beginning of the end of the
Victorian sge s now discernible while thay 2ge was in
its very prime, When Temapson's Jdylls of the King
wese all the rage in the drawing.rooms, Masedith
sa3 with grumpy scorn, * this stuff is not the Mase,
it's Musery. The man bas got hold of the Muse's

T






Introduction

Dowson, Arthur Symons and Lionel Johnson, it was
time for poctry to reject contemparary life and its
problems, and, passing to fairyland or trivialities, 1o
believe in the doctrine of art for art’s sake: st Yeats
said, “words alone are certain good.” Tired of
gteatness and the urgent modern world, they made
poetry in a corner, wasting a languid beauty of sound
on a century-tired sclf-pity: as Dowson wrote, * with
wine we dull our souls and careful straine of art,”
and Dowson was said 1o have remarked that “the
letter v wos the most beautiful of the lesters, and could
not be brought into verse too often.”

But exhanstion chatacterised only the poetry of the
“* Nineties,” not that of those ten years without any
inverted commas. Nor was Yeats even then, with
all his mournful faraway beauty, only tired of the
passing world; he was also passionately secking a new
faith—"* deprived by Huxley and Tyndal), whom I
detested, of the simple-minded religion of my child-
hood, 1 had made a new religion, almost an infallible
church, of poctic tradition, of & fardel of scories.”
And outside the Rhymers Club there was new life,
A. E. Housman, indeed, was not altogether new:
he shared in the self-pity of the * Nineties * and their
despair, but there was strength in his bitterness and
colour in his violeniee, which made him very acceptable
to the young twenty yeats and mote later, Hardy
and Meredith, too, were poers of this time, Hardy
growing steadily in poetic power, not without his
share of disitlusion, but with that in his sou} thar
saw far beyond it.  Bridges and Binyon were pursuing
2 poetic artistry that refreshed and extended traditional
poerry. But Kipling broke into the Nineties with a
new, and even vulgar, strength in his ballads of the
men who march and ight.  And while Kipling recalled
how mer smote *is bloomin® lyre,” H. G. Wells
was writing his scientific romances, his eyes bright with
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clothes line and hung it with jewellery,” and it was
Swinburne’s quip to call the Morte d’Arthur the
Morte d’Alberr. While Victorian Sunday observance
was the rule and much more than a social convention,
Hardy’s novels were inspired in part of their tragic
vision by his sense of the decay of faith, just as Matthew
Arnold, too, by Dover Beach heard the * melancholy,
long, withdrawing roar” of the Sea of Faith. Eatly
in the Victorian period Carlyle attacked its smug
materialism, Ruskin took up the assault on its soulless
economics, and then Morris fled from it to medievalism
and Scandinavian myth: yet Carlyle, Ruskin and
Morris were all true Victorians. In this healthy
diversity and reaction were the seeds of the Twentieth
century. Times were changing rapidly, and many
minds changed with them. Hardy, born in 1840,
was in 1873 writing poems which would be more in
place in a “modern * than in a Victorian anthology.
In fact, as the Victorian age wore on, there were three
forces at work whereby, in Tennyson’s phrasing,
‘“ the old order changeth, yielding place to new *:
first, the ferment born of changing conditions and
changing minds; secondly, the reaction of the younger
generations within it; and thirdly, exhaustion, if that
can be called a force.

It is exhaustion, perhaps, that is one’s first impression
of the “ Nineties.” The young poets and aesthetes
were so weary of the nobleness of the great Victorians
that they found it no longer noble but only shoddy,
and would no longer have poetry lecture men on
conduct and preach to them about life. Their
masters were Pater with his theory of style, and
Swixﬂ:mmc with his appreciation of Baudelaire and
\icrlmnc, not the Laurcate Tennyson or the noisy
giant Browning, whose lives had both just run out.
To the poets of the Nineties as represented by the
Rhymers Club, among whom were Yeats, Ernest
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Jowson, Arthur Symons and Lionel Johoson, lfd“;”
ime for poetry to rejece contemporary life and it
problems, and, patsing to fairyland or wivialities, to
belicve in the doctrine of art for ant's sake: 8y Yeats
32id, *words alone are certain good” Tired of
greatness and the urgent modern world, they made
poetry in a corner, wasting & languid beauty of sound
on a century-tired self-pity: as Dowson wrote, *“ with
wine we dull our souls snd careful straine of ast,”
and Dowson was szid to have remarked that *the
letter v was the most beautiful of the letters, and could
not be brought into verse 00 ofien.”

But exhaustion characterised only the poetry of the
“ Nineries,” pot that of those ten years without any
inverted commas, Nor was Yeats even then, with
all his moumnfu! farawzy beaury, only tired of the
passing world; he was also passionately sceking a new
faith— deprived by Huxley and Tyndaif, whom [
detested, of the simple-minded religion of my child-
hood, 1 had made g new religion, slmost #n infallible
chureh, of poctic tradition, of a fardel of stories.”
And cutside the Rhymers Club there was new life.
A. T. Housman, indsed, was not altogether new:
ke shared in the self-pity of the  Nineties ™ and their
despair, but there was strength in his bitterness and
colour in his violence, which made him very acceprable
to the young twenty years and more later. Hardy
and Meredich, too, were poets of thay time, Hardy
growing seadily in poetic power, not without his
share of disillusion, but with that in his sou) that
2w far beyond it.  Bridges and Binyon wese pursving
a poctic artistry that refreshed and extended traditional
poetry.  But Kipling broke into the Nineties with
new, and even vulgar, streoph in his ballads of the
menwho marchand fight,  And while Kipling recalled
how “"Omee smote ’is bloomin® lyre,” H, G, Well
w3 writing his acientific romances, his eges beight wit!
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the wonders of scicnce. The century was certainly
not whimpering to its end, when creative literature
is viewed as a whole.

In the first ten or so years of the twenticth century,
there were many new voices and a very considerable
output of poctry. There was some carry-over from
the * Ninetics ”: Stephen Phillips, in his poetic plays,
infused an Elizabethan richness into the theme of
wine, women and song, and Lord Alfred Douglas
developed into a great writer of sonnets. Hardy
produced his great epic, The Dynasts. Bridges and
Binyon maintained their high standards of artistry,
accompanied now in their devotion to the age-long
waditions of English poetry by Gordon Bottomley,
Wilfrid Gibson, William Watson and Lascelles
Abercrombie.  Kipling exchanged the cruder vigour
of his carlier journalistic verse for a more timeless
expression of an English vision he loved in time past
and present, calling for the preservation of values he
foresaw to be threatened. Yeats in Ireland, drawn
into political intercsts, developed away from the
aesthetes—* surely,” he said, ‘“ the idea of culture
expressed by Pater can only create feminine souls.”
Yeats gave himself mainly in these years to the drama,
but his relatively few lyrics, though still depressed in
mood, began about 1910 to come with a fresh
simplicity and realism, albeit combined with
symbolism; and, when he was nearly fifty, his volume
Responsibilities (1914) showed a new Yeats, throwing
aside his old “ coat covered with embroideries out of
old mythologies ”* to *“ the fools,” while he himself
found “more enterprise in walking naked.” In
Ircland, indeed, there had been a great movement in
literature, in which A. E. and J. M. Synge and others,
as well as Yeats, played a notable part.  England could
show no real counterpart to this, but when, in addition
to those already named, we remember Masefield,
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intervals, the last covering the years 1920 t0 I922.
Among these young poets were Rupert Brooke,
Drinkwater, Flecker, Freeman, Shanks, J. C. Squire,
who took over the leadership in the later years, and
Blunden, who came in towards the end, while W. H.
Davies, De Ia Mare and Gordon Bottomley were among
rather older poets who contributed a few poems.
Georgian poetry was to be beautiful, natural and
healthy—not ‘Tennysonian, but modern, yet with
no “modern” disease of extravagance, or obscurity
or decadence, or crude realism. It succeeded within
its limits, giving many charmingly quiet poems of
the English countryside, often flooded in moonlight,
but its limitations were considerable. The modern
industrial wotld of 1912 with all its urgent problems
was not in the vision of these poets; nor was the
outside world, already so close to the disaster of the
first World War, Their thoughts were untroubled
by the eternal mysteries of the universe, or the darken-
ing skies of their own transient days. Their pulses
beat too quictly, and their nerves were unexcited.
Nor did the war appreciably change them as poets.

Bur around 1912 poetic change was in the air, though
the Georgians were largely insensitive to it. T. E.
Hulme was talking brilliantly and lecturing about
poetry. He hated vague poctic raptures about the
soul, and he disclaimed * reverence for tradition.”
He wanted clear and accurate description, new poetic
images, and, above all, new rhythms. He held that
poctry came to a rebirth by the discovery of a new
poctic form, which bharmonised with the changed
outlook of &n age, and in French vers libre he discerned
a medium spt to the new * tentative and half-shy
manner of looking at things,” when * philosophers
no longer believe in absolute truth.” He wrote few
poems himself, and he was killed in Belgium in 1917,
but he was a portent of the change to come.
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Both in England and America there was a group
known a3 the Imagists, whose views resembled
Hulme’s, H. D. was prominent among them, zaod
Ezra Pound closely associated. Pound defined an
image as ** that which represents an intellectual and
emotional complex in an instant of time™; and the
image was to be both new and clearly seen. The
Imagists sought, too, new rhythms: ““to compose in
the sequence of the musical phrase, not in the sequence
of the metronome.” Edwin Muir says: * the aim of
szgnm was really to simplify t.hc art of poetry by

y rufes and a b mass of
dead associations.”  The movement did not last loog,
but it played its part in the poetry 1o come,

The first Warld War did not affect the development
of poctry vitally, except in the work of Whlfred
Owen. Rupert Brooke and Freeman and Masefield
hailed jts onset with a sure patriotism, which Binyon
held to the end, Robert Nichols experimented in
impressionistic verse to render the realities of the
modern war of machines. Many poets expressed
from France their love and longing for the English
countryside snd all that home meant to them.  In the
later years the service poets, disillusioned by the bote-
dom and horror of war, passed to satire, and even to
pacifism.  Blunden observed all he took part in, and
the war entered into him, but it made no immediate
difference to his poetic quality or technique,  Sassoon,
obsessed by the waste and sgony, reacted the most
creatively, and he influenced Wilfred Owen.

Owen had been experimenting in verse before the
wat, but his spirit was schooled then in the tomanticism
of Keats, Shelley and Tennyson, In the war his spirit
took on the maturity born of bitter experience on the
bartlefields of France, and his poetry that lives began
in 1917, when he spoke of “my recent cfforts ia
Sassoon’s manner.”” His short prefatory notes to
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his posthumous volume declared: this_book is not

shout heroes. English Poetry is not yet fit to speak

of them. . . . All a poet can do to-day is warn.

That is why the true Poets must be truthful.” His

mood of unsentimental pity, bitter satire, ruthless

questioning and detached realism suited the next

generation. Day Lewis commented that Owen-
commended himself to the post-war poets * largely

because they feel themselves to be in the same

predicament. . . . They knew in their hearts exactly

what Owen meant when he said ¢ the poetry is in the

pity.’”” And Owen could inspire, also, by his

technical achievement: his subtle use of assonance,

his easy, almost talking thythm, which yet had music

and dignity, his feeling for words, his ironic under-

statement—all these gifts of the artist who had
schieved a new mastery of verse had their effect on

his admirers,

Day Lewis puts, too, among the * ancestors ” of
modern poetry the Victorian Gerard Manley Hopkins,
whose work Bridges at last gave to the world in 1018,
He had chosen the moment for this exciting revelation
with inspired judgment. Here was a vividly original
poct, strong in passion and in intellect, and palpably
sincere, He seemed, in the blaze of his sudden
is§uing forth, a royal eagle among the hooded owls of
his poctic contemporaries. It did not matter that,
as a Jesuit priest, his outlook might be antipathetic
tomany of that post-war generation, for he had so much
that triumphed over any antipathy—his sincerity was
a passport, his senses were intensely alive, he fiercely
disliked the industrial age, he was distinctive and had
sought what was distinctive in things. Above all,
there was his technique: his sprung rhythm, internal
rhyme, alliteration, consonant play, assonance, new
compound epithets, bold freedom with grammar,
all serving inseparably a fine brain and fecling soul,



TIntroduction

were an inspiration to those who felt his revolutiopary
power in a changing world. .

So we come 1o modern poetry.  “ To circumscribe
poetry with a definition,” said Dr. Johnson, “ is the
pedantry of 2 marrow mind.” To define modem
poctry wonld be to step in where T. S. Eliot has feared
to read. We have seen some of the factors in its
growth. To these might be added other influences,
such as that of the French symbolists, gmng back w
Edgar Allan Poc, and the renewed appreciation of
the English icals [ike Donne.  But i
are very partial explanations. We mmust first know
what is being influenced, namely the minds of the
poets, and indeed the mind of a whole age of over-
lapping generations. Posterity may or may not sort
out the truth of that, ‘The disillusionment of the post-
war world is obvigus, the breakdown of the oid values,
the fever and the stress, the contempt for the old in
the uncertain pride of an emancipated youth. What
is reasonably clear is that it was a difficulc time for
poetry, and that T. §. Eliot spoke truly in rgz2r:
“We can only say that it appears likely that poets in
mdﬁlﬁaﬁon,uitdmatprcsmgmmbediﬁcn}c
Qur civilisation comprehends great variety and
complexity, and this variety and cumpkmy, playing
upon a refined sensibility, must produce various and
complex results.”

‘This complexity stares one in the face.  The limited
Geargian vision had gone, 2nd now pocts saw the whole
world, not only the present world from East to West

Nonh to South, with its internationzl and

bur the i and

bwlogzm! past, and the new pbym:, the new
psycbology, the new politis. It is not to be
wand:rcd atthat, fzcmg this mmpl:z mhty, the world,

and thep
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with a lyrical perfection. All the time he was himself
seeking foundations for his own personal life, and, as
Ash Wednesday testficd, he found it in the Catholic
faith: in religion, not in politics, he saw the solution
of the world’s distress. His later poctry, as in Four
Quartets, while not losing entirely the satiric note,
has brooded on the mystery of time and eternity,
with a depth of contemplation, out of which in certain
of the movements his pure, rather sad, lyricism issues
in sweet beauty. ‘That in the rwenties his verse was
often very * difficnlt * was no doubt due to the reasons
he himself expressed, as quoted above; his later
* difficulty ** is due more to the theme than to the
spitit or the technique.

When Eliot was writing his satires, Yeats, now
epproaching sixty, was writing his greatest poetry,
noting like Eliot a half-dead world where * the best
lack all conviction, while the worst are full of passionate
intensity,” Proud fusion of the aristocrat and the
peasant, he scorned the commonness of the new age,
now mocked at wisdom, and now distilled his rare
learning, now yearned for life with all its folly, now
sought refuge in the eternity of art, and all the time
stamped his work with the mmk of pgreamess,
‘Thomas Hardy, too, now over eighty, published in
1922 Later Lyrics and Earlier, with a preface dark
with @ sense that “ men’s minds appear . . . to be
moving backwards rather than on,”

l?ut new poets were speaking too.  Edith Sitwell,
yﬂnle she as well felt the malaise of the day, which she
mxeq?med through a world of clowns and paper houses
m§ tinsel scenery, was an artist in the very fibre of her
being, and an artist determined in revolr. She and
ber brothers swere perhaps outrageous in their reaction
from the Georgians, but they had to fight, and they
:;:de::g‘f:z, and they won,  Osbert Sitwell in 1921

poem need not have a message, or a story,
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ar a philosophy any more than a bun neced have
currants,” but neither he nor Edith Sitwell, with ail
her experiments born in part of the Russian baller and
in part of jazz and also of a realisation of the possi-
bilities of sense transference in poetic expression,
wrote without sornething to say or objects to hit. Both
drew the best from the old world of beauty and
ceremony that was passing, while satirising, Osbert
particularly, both that and the way the new world was
going. [Edith Sitwell’s Gold Coast Customs (1929) is,
indeed, her version of Eliot's Waste Land theme.
And as the years have passed, the fundamental
humanity of Edith Sitwell’s poetry has appeared as.
manifestly as her artistry. The younger brother,
Sacheverell Sitwell, with less of the intensity of
genius, has also laid all lovers of poetry under a great
debt for the continuous rich beauty of his poetry.
But it would take long to enumerate all the poetry
of the nineteen-twenties, The old was by no means
eclipsed by the fever and strangeness and accom-
plishment of the new. While the new poetry paraded
its disillusionment, the older poets rather hid theirs,
or were disillusioned by the new rather than by their
own older world, and fell back quietly upon their art.
De la Mare continued 1o sing incomparably. Gibson
pursued his quiet course; so did Gordon Bottomiey,
remarking in 1924: * as the generations go by and the
ficld of English poetry is more and more thoroughly
worked, the possibility of lasting achievement in it
becomes more difficult than ever. But the practice
of that great art and the acceptance of its fruitful
traditions l.ms still other uses: 1o add a page or a phrase
to the national achievement is worth a lifetime of its
pursuit, but even to continue its living practice in a
time of recession is to partake in its next blossoming.”
chtom‘ Sackville-West in The Land, Binyon in his
odes, Noyes and Masefield held on the traditional
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way. Of the younger poets, Blunden and Robert
Graves worked on to fuller selforealisation. The
young South African Roy Campbell sct about the
Georgians with boisterout satire, and bfazed with 2n
exuberant enetgy and passion at times almost barbaric.

The “next blossoming ** of poetry, swhether great or
not, and whether or notit was in the eyes of traditional~
Istsli d i ing, began
sbout 1930, Four young poets in particulat stood out,
Auden, Day Lewis, Stephen Spender and Macneice,
sll of whom had taken part in editing volumes of
Oxford Poetry. Here was again 2 new poetry, but by
no means unindebted to the traditions of English
poctry. It was greatly influeaced by T. S. Eliot, in
whose own work was a complexity of living poetic
tradition, but it drew largely, 0o, from Hopkins and
Owen, and Auden took suggestions from many places,
tuch as the sixteenth century poet Skelton, and even
from pre-Conquest verse.  But the artitude to life of
these new pocts was not Eliot’s attitude. Their
solution was not his religious solution, but a political
and psychological one, and in his later verse he seemed
to them rather a “lost leader.” The despairful
disillusionment of the twenties was gone, but they
were in no mood for g suability based on Catholic
principles: thrusting forward with a new confidence,
lhry‘ aggressively attacked the drifting chaos thar
survived from the old world, and optimistically
thought that their poetty might play a large part in a
necessary social and political regeneration. Though
they came themselves from the professional middle
S!nsses—And:n's father was a doctor, Spender’s a
journalist, Day Lewis’s a clergyman—they warmly
espous.ad the cause of the * proletariat * and claimed to
betheir comrades. Auden himself. ‘bardly knew whether
Karl Marx or the psychologists, Freud and Homer
Lane, were the better doctors for the sick world,
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Audenand Spender both published volumes of poetry
in 1930, but it was New Signatures (1932) that, like
Georgian Poctry twenty years before, made the public
aware of the new poetry. In this Michael Roberts
introduced a group of poets all under thirty-five years
old, bringing out in his preface the poetic outlook and
manner they shared in common, and making a confident
claim for their hearing. New Country (1933), again
introduced by Michacl Roberts, repeated this mass
attack, stressing particularly the common political
atritude of the group, When the Faber Book of Modern
Verse appeared in 1936 the new poetry was well
known, and its chief protagonists were seen clearly in
their separate individualities,

Auden was quickly recognised by his fellows as
their leader. He reacted widely and sensitively to
ideas and styles, and by incorporating in his verse so
much that was experimentally stimulating he provided
a treasury on which all who would could draw. So
far his poetry has had three periods: at first, he was
very young~—+with a half-fearful, half-gleeful anticipa-
tion of revolution he indulged in imagery of
preparations for armed revolt, with spies and secret
conspiracies and the crossing of frontiers, while,
alternately, he boisterously menaced * the enemy.”
The sick world really must be cured, and he thought
he knew how. It was an hour of decision:

“If we really want to live, we'd better start at once
to try;
If we don’t, it doesn't matter, but we'd better
stare to die.”

When five years had passed, Look, Stranger I showed
v:mut_h come 10 a fairly sure maturity, More confident
in himself, and with less of the feeling that poets like
him were speaking only 10 a small group of intimates
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naknd of secret conspiracys he expms:d,
rechnique, 8 ADE nfidencs and hope, €VED in his
doctrine of 10¥6: almost forgiving “ e encmys” snd
confident enough t0 become mWOTE ly persond in
wis speech. THE derelict contemporary jand was
sinking before 2 vision of & BeW dream WOE!
a2 world mot 1 be achicved without perhsp® the
it » gnd the pain @
surgeon must inflict o8 his patict. ‘At times in 8
1yric beauty all his oW he sang of spontaneous tiviags
with notes ofa transparent 1oveliness and colour- Ia
Another Time (1940) he grew deeper in his analysiss
‘more. wncenmted and objectives expressing himse!
through outside persons and things. ‘But by then the
sccond World War had comes and his Muse went int®
setreat, stil mastering techoiques put with defeat and
jsolation again #P arent as he pecame somewhat
vaguely mystical about love and moTC obscure in s
expression. In America he had missed the Danle of
Britain.

Day Lewis, Stephen Spendef and Macneice were
he other pocts who most stood out from those who
sppeared about 1930 Since then all three have
continued 10 produce fine Works growing in poetic
stature, yet REVer quite fulfilling all the promise their
early work seemed 10 hold. Lewis had something of
Meredith in him, & Tove of earths B desire to integrat®
blood and brain in 8 steel-Like unity of spitit, 8 COUrage
10 sing gbove the $10T™s 10 aspirc in 8 thrill of 8008
and bid Death £0 back usfeared 10 where he belongs.
He bas shown a unique parrative power in poems like
A Time 1o Dance and Nabara. He fias sobered fromt
the u}ly years when, with. Auden-like imagery of
rebellion, blasting and (mndcx-cross'mg, he npmmm\y
b‘adc_ the comrades g0 forward, faces 10 the sun, It is
%g:;xﬁgm that he became not & pacifist, but 2 ‘Hom¢
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Stephen Spender, a more introspective poet than
cither Auden or Day Lewis, has always felt things more

individually, and, despite his keen political interests, -

never sank the individual so much in the social group
in his political thinking as did Auden. The tragedy
of Spain hurt him deeply, and none since Owen has
conveyed such a sense of the pity of war as he, and
perhaps none has depicted so well the unhappiness
of man's central decencies ground between the violence
of political oppasites as he did in his play The Trialof a_
Fudge. Pity oddly jostled by violence, understanding
coupled with scnsuousness, realisation of the appeal

of modern mechanical power alongside insistence on
the inner life of the individual, these are some of |
Spender’s leading characteristics. By the early years

of the sccond War he had seen the error of poctry
using itself for political ends, and in his book Life and
the Poet he sought to unveil again the essential rruth -
about poetry: “the poetic is that which delights in

being for the sake of being., The poet is he who

realises in his art his own being and the being of other

lives and nature outside himsclf.”

Macncice had never given himself to partisan politics.
A scholar, caught like his fellows in the rushing rapids
of the threatening years, he clung to no special creeds.
A baffled, sentimental, satiric, Irish, Oxford, classicist,
he has struggled for balance and kept it remarkably
well, with a sense of humour. His Autumn Fournal
gave a most revealing picture of himself driving his
various nqd conflicting selves in the growing dark
after Munich. The years bring balance, but never in
these years will the balance, for any of us, be held
without constant struggle.

After this group of poets came another generation,
In 1934 the young Celt Dylan Thomas emerged with a
rich imagery much inspired by the Old Testament.
Of such young poets Stephen Spender remarked: -
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in 8 Xind of seceet conspiracy, he expressed, with suzer
technique, 3 growing confidence aad bepe, even, iz his
ocrrine of fove, almost forgiving * the eoemy,” and
confident enough 1o become more really personal in
Hs specch. The derelict contemporary land was
sinking befote & vision of a new dream world, though
a world mot to be achieved without perhaps the
impasition of 3 *military sileace™ and the pain 2
surgeon must ioflict on his patieat. At times ina
1yric beauty all bis own be sang of spontancous living,
with notes of a transparent laveliness and colour. In
Another Time (1940} he grew deeper in his analysis,
more concentrated and objective, expressing himself
through outside persons and things. But by then the
second Wotld War had come, and his Muse weat into
1ereat, still mastering technique, but with defeat and
isolation again apparent 23 he became somewhar
vaguely mystical about love and more obscure ip his
expression.  In Ametica he had missed the Banle of
Britaia,

Day Lewis, Stephen Spender and Macneice were
the other poets who most stood out from those wha
appeared about 1930. Since then afl three have
continued to produce fine work, growing in poetic
stature, yet never quite fulfilling all the promise their
¢arly work scemed 10 hold.  Lewis had something of
Meredith in him, a fove of earth, a desire to integrate
bloo_d snd brain in a steel-like unity of spirit, a courage
o sing ahove the storm, to aspire in a thrifl of song,
2nd bid Death go back unfeared ta whese he belongs.
He has shown 2 unique narrative power in poems like
&gﬁm}w Dance and Nabara, He has sobered from

catly years w) i ike i
tebetnn : Jears :;e:; with Audcfr-hk:e imagery of
bade the comarades go forward, faces 1o the sun, Yt is
l('}z:&am that he became not 2 pacifist, but 2 Home
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J. F. Hendry, and Christopher Hassall: the day of
the dominance by intellectualism and pacifism was
past. Indeed, a more purposeful and cffective attitude
had been evident for some time,  Just before the war,
Hendry and G. S. Fraser and Henry Treece had
Isunched a movement they called the New Apocalypse,
the aims of which were perhaps not very clear, but
which was struggling towards a more positive attitude
in literature. In the later thirties, too, Christopher
-Hassall had shown how, inspircd by the cighteenth
century poet George Crabbe, modern narrative poetry
could be reborn, and his attitude was religious and
positive. The religious note has continued to come
back in poetry from poets like Gascoyne and Norman
Nicholson.

Time will sift these poets of the war, and the years
show their staying power, Their mood at first was
rather melancholy: the editor of Faber’s Poetry in
War Time (1942) disclaimed responsibility for * the
strain of sadness running throughout,” for a true
selection could not ignore it. Throughout, the bore-
dom and waste oppressed the pocts.  Above all, there
was the whole problem of evil, and at the end Sidney
Keyes was confronting the enemy Death in his vital
inner life, and his poems show how he had conquered
it b.cforc death was his in fact, There was courageous
fincmg of all the reality by poet after poet, rising at
times to the clarion challenge of a poem like Hendry'’s
Churchillian Ode, “a hymn of cmbattled fury and
anthems of fortitude.” One young poet, Richard
Spender, killed in action, went to war in a spirit like
Rupert Brooke's, ready with joy to sacrifice “my
proud young body ... all my bright years,” to

repay laughing blood with spilt.””  On such a note

9( conﬁ{icncc this summary, with all the omissions of
its brevity, may well close :
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DICKINSON

Enmwy DICRINSON (1830-1886), whose grandfather
founded Amherst Cullege, came of an old-esblihed

About 1 Hss she bemc a vofuma.ry recluse m h:r
home. Her poems, in which she expressed the
drama of her inner life, appeared first in 1890, an:
only in 1928 was Complete Poems issued, followed by
Further Poems (1929). Like thar of Hopkins, her
poetry therefore belongs, and not only by the chance
of time, to this century.

I TASTE A LIQUOR

1 taste a liquor never brewed,
From tankards scooped in pearl;
Not all the vats upon the Rhin=
Yield such an alcohol !

Inebriate of air am I,

And debauchee of dew;

Reeling, through endless summer days,
From inns of molten blus.

‘When landlords turn the drunken bee
Out of the foxglove’s door,

‘When buterflies renounce their drams,
1 shall bue drink the more 1

Till seraphs swing theie snowy hats,
And saints 10 windows run,

To sez the lintle tippler

Leaning against the sun |
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THE GRASS SO LITTLE HAS TO DO .

The grass so little has to do,—
A sphere of simple green,
With only butterflies to brood,
And bees to catertain,

And stir all day to pretty tunes
The breezes fetch along,

And hold the sunshine in its lap
And bow to everything;

And thread the dews all night, like pearls,
And make itself so fine,—

A duchess were too common

For such a noticing,

And even when it dies, to pass
In odors so divine,

As lowly spices gone to sleep,
Or amulets of pine.

And then to dwell in sovereign barns,
And dream the days away,—

‘The grass so little has to do,

I wish I were a hay |
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NO BRIGADIER

No brigadier throughout the year
So civic as the Jay.

A neighbor and a warrior 100,
‘With shrill felicity

Pursuing winds that censure us
A February day,

‘The brother of the universe
‘Was never blown away.

The snow and he are intimate;
I've often scen them play

When heaven looked upon us ali
With such severity,

T felt apology were due

“To an insulted sky,

‘Whose pompous frown was nurriment
To their temerity,

‘The pillow of this daring head
1s pungent cvergreens;

His larder—terse and militant—
‘Unknown, refreshing things;

His character a tonic,

His future 2 dispute;

Unfair an immortatity

“That leaves this neighbor out.
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1 HAVE ELECTED ONE

Of all the souls that stand create
1 have elected one.

When sense from spirit files away,
And subterfuge is done;

When that which is and that which was
Apart, intrinsic, stand,

And this brief tragedy of flesh

Is shifted like a sand;

When figures show their royal front
And mists are carved away,—
Behold the atom I preferred

To all the lists of clay !

HEART NOT SO HEAVY AS MINE

Heart not so heavy as mine,
Wending late home,

As it passed my window
Whistled itself a tune,~—

A careless snatch, a ballad,
A diny of the streer;

Yet 1o my irritated ear

An anodyne so sweet,

It was as if n bobolink,
Sauntering this way,

Carolled and mused and carolled,
Then bubbled slow away.
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It was as if 2 chirping brook
Upon a toilsome way

Set bleeding feet to minuets
Without the knowing why.

To-mortow, night will come again,
Weary, perhaps, and soze.

Ab, bugle, by my window,

1 pray you stroll once more t

LOVE LYRICS
L
You feft me, sweet, two legacies,—~
A legacy of love
A Heavenly Father would content,
Had He the offer of;

You left me boundaries of pain
Capacious as the sea,

Between eternity and time,
Your consciousness and me.

)i
Alter? When the hills do.
Falter? When the sun
Question if his glory
Be the perfect one.

Surfeit? When the daffodil
Doth of the dew:

Even ay herself, O friend |
Twill of you |
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BECAUSE 1 COULD NOT STOP FOR DEATH

Because I could not stop for Death,
He kindly stopped for me;

The carriage held but just ourselves
And Immortality.

We slowly drove, he knew no haste,
And I had put away

My labor, and my leisure too,

For his civility.

We passed the school where children played
At wrestling in a ring;

We passed the fields of gazing grain,

We passed the setting sun.

We paused before a house that seemed
A swelling of the ground;

‘The roof was scarcely visible,

The cornice but a mound.

Since then ’tis centuries; but cach
Feels shorter than the day

I first surmised the horses’ heads
Were toward cternity.

EXULTATION
Exultation is the going
Of an inland soul to sea,—

Past the houses, past the headlands,
Into deep eternity !

Bred as we, among the mountains,
Can the sailor understand
The divine intoxication

Of the first deague out from land ?
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HARDY
Troms Hamoy (1840~1928), when he published
his first novel, Desperare Rmmiu’x, in 1871, had already

wrm:n some duny poc , 2pd while be wrote his
he also WOl ch poctry. After his last
mml. ]udt the Obxcvu (x896), he began to publish
this poctry with Wessex Poes (1898), by 1922 he
tad pmducrd & large body of Iyric and narrative
well 2 his incomparsble epic of the

% lmm: Wars, The Dynasts {1904-8).

DRUMMER HODGE
1

“They throw in Drummer Hodge, to rest

Uncoffined-—just 23 found:
His landmark is 2 kopje-crest

‘That breaks the veldt around;
And foreign constellations west

Each night above his mound,

I
‘Young Hodge the Drummer never knew-—
Fresh from his Wessex home—
The meaning of the broad Karoo,
The Bush, the dusty loam,
And why uprose to nightly view
Strange stars amid the gloam.

nL
‘Yet portion of that unknows plain
‘Wil Hodge for ever be;
His homely Northern breast and brain
Grow 10 some Southern tree,
And strange-eyed copstellations reign
s stars erernally,
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AN AUGUST MIDNIGHT
1.

A shaded lamp and a waving blind,
And the beat of a clock from a distant floor:
On this scene enter—winged, horned, and spined—
A longlegs, a moth, and a dumblcdore;
While *mid my page there idly stands
A sleepy fly, that rubs its hands . .

I1.

Thus meet we five, in this still place,

At this point of time, at this point in space.
—My guests besmear my new-penned line,

Or bang at the lamp and fall supine.

“ God’'s humblest, they | * I muse. Yet why?
They know Earth-secrets that know not I,

SHE HEARS THE STORM

There was a time in former years—
While my roof-tree was his——

When I should have been distressed by fears
(At such a night as this !

I should have murmured anxiously,
 The pricking rain strikes cold;

His road is bare of hedge or tree,
And he is getting 0ld.”

But now the fitful chxmncy-rn
The drone of Thomcombf‘

The Froom in flood upon t;
The mud of Mellstack L.,
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‘The candle slanting sooty wick’d,
‘The thuds upon the thatch,

‘The eaves-drops on the window flicked,
‘The clacking garden-hatch,

And what they mean to wayfarers,
1 scarcely heed or mind;

He kas won that storm-tight roof of hers
‘Which Earth grants alt her kind.

BEENY CLIFF
Afarch 1870-March 1913
1.

Otheopaland j i sea,

And the woman riding high sbove with bright hair
flapping free—

The woman whom I loved so, and who loyally
loved me.

1.
The pale mews plained below us, and the waves
scemed far away
In a pether sky, engrossed in saying their ceascless
babbling say,
As we laughed light-heartedly alofr on that clear-
sunned March day.

IIL
A lide cloud then clozked us, and there fiew an

insed rain,

And the Atlantic dyed its levels with a dull mis-
featnred stain,

And then the sun burst out sguin, and purples
prinked the main.



Hardy

.
_-sgll in all its chasmal peauty pbulks oid B
the sk¥»

And chall she and 1 1Ot go ther® once again now

March is pighs

the sweet things caid in that March 53Y anew

there by and by ?

What if still in chasmal beauty jooms that wild weird

westernt shores

The woman now xs——e\scwhcrc——-whom the amblind
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Bosomcd pere at its foot
“This brad 1 may o€ s wife,
A ruddy h

Last centurys for TEPOSE>
And the fair girl long ago
Whom 1 often tried to kKnowW
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HOPKINS

Grrarp ManiLey HOPRINS (1844~1889) became a
Jesuit priest in 1877; he called himself a Communist
in 1871. His pocms, mostly written after 1875, were
first published in 1918 by Robert Bridges, to whose
care Hopkins had entrusted them. A few years later,
their power and techmique considerably influenced
the younger poets.

HEAVEN—HAVEN
A nun takes the veil

I have desired to go
Where springs not fail,
To fields where flies no sharp and sided hail
And a few lilies blow.

And T have asked to be
Where no storms come,
Where the green swell is in the havens dumb,
And out of the swing of the sea.

PIED BEAUTY
Glory be to God for dappled things—
For skies of couple-colour as a brinded cow;
For rose-moles all in stipple upon trout that swim;
Fresh-firecoal chestnut-falls; finches’ wings;
Landscape plotted and pieced—fold, fallow and plough;
And 811 trddes, their gear and tackle and trim.

All things counter, original, spare, strange;
Whatever is fickle, freckled (who knows how ?)
With swift, slow; sweet, sour; adazzle, dim;
He fathers-forth whose beauty is past change:
Praise him.
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GOD'S GRANDEUR
The world is charged with the grandeur of God.

Te will fame out, like shining from shook foil;

It gathers to a greatness, like the ooze of oil
Crushed. Why do men then now not reck his rod ?
Generations have trod, have trod, have trod;

And all is scared with trade; bleared, smeared

with toil 3
And wears maa’s smudge and shares man’s smell:
the soil
Is bare now, nor can foot feel, being shod.

And for all this, nature is never spent;
‘There lives the dearest freshness deep down things;
And though the last lights off the black West went
Oh, morning, at the brown brink eastward, springs—
Because the Holy Ghost over the bent
World broods with warm breast and with ah!
bright wings.

SONNET

The fine delight that fathers thought; the strong
Spur, live and lancing like the blowpipe flame,
Breathes once and, quenchéd faster than it came,
Leaves yet the mind a mother of immortal song.
Nine months she then, nay years, nine years she long
Within her wears, bears, cares and moulds the same:
The widow of an insight lost she lives, with aim
Now known and hand at work now never wrong.

Sweet fite the sire of muse, my soul needs this;
I want the one rapture of an inspiration.
O then if in my lagging lines you miss
‘The roll, the rise, the carol, the creation,
My winter world, that scarcely breathes that blisi
Now, yiclds you, with some sighs, our explznmol
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BRIDGES

chm By.mcs (1!;.&}939) becare :::: Lazcerte
138’5 and 1916, and his work inadion 1o
mznylynaoi emdmme,lcngpncﬂ 2=d pogtic

t master of The
Tmamm nj B:awy (xgzq) pobly seztes lzt b:'.!:.
I HEARD A LINNET COURTING
1 heard a linnet courting
His lady in the spricg:
‘His mates were idly :pcmnz.
Not stayed to hear him sing
His song of love.—
1 fear my speech distorting
His tender love.
The phrases of his pleading
‘Were full of young delight;
And she that gave him heeding
Interpreted aright
His gay, sweet notes,—
So tadly marred in the reading,—
His tender notes.
And when be ctased, the hearer
Awnited the refrai
Till swiftly perching nearer
He sang his song azain,
His pretry songt—
Would that my verse spake clearer
His tender song !
Ye happy, aity creatures |
‘That in the merry spring
Think not of what misfeatures
Or cares the year may bring;
But unto love
Resign your simple natures,
To tender love,
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o Brige

BRIDGES L
‘ROBERT BRIDGES (1844-1930) became Poet ureate
i is smost productive years Were, oo ecn
‘&!‘59:?1‘4 x}a‘;‘ﬁ,x:nd h‘:s work included, in :ddauan o
‘many tyrics of love and nature, long
plays. He was 2 great master @ ; y‘.‘h'
Testamens of Beauty (1929) nobly states his fait
1 HEARD A LINNET COURTING
1 heard a linnet courting
His lady in the spring:
His mates were idly porting,
‘Nor staged to bear Bim sing
His song of love.—
1 feat my specch distorting
‘His tender lave.
“The phrases of his pleading
Were full of young delight;
And the that gave him heeding
Interpreted aright
‘His gay, sweet notes,—~
So sadly marred in the reading,—
His tender potes.
And when he ceased, the hearer
Awaited the refrain,
Till swiftly perching nearet
‘He sang his song again,
‘His pretty songi—
Would that my verse spake clearer
His tender song 1
Ye happy, airy creatures |
“That in the merry $pring
Think not of what misfeatures
Or cates the year may bring;
But unto love
Resign your simple natures,
‘To tender love.
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AWAXE, MY HEART

‘Avmke, my heart, to be loved, awake, awake {
“The darkness silvers away, the morn doth break,
It leaps in the sky: unrisen lustres slake
The o'ertaken moon. Awake, O heart, awake !

She too that loveth awaketh and hopes for thee;

‘Her eyes already have sped the shades that flee,
Already they watch the path thy feet shall take:
Awake, O heart, to be loved, awake, awake {

And if thou tarry from her,—if this could be,~—
She cometh herself, O heart, to be loved, to thee;
For thee would unashaméd herself forsake:
Awake to be loved, my heart, awake, awake |

Awake, the land is scattered with light, and see,

Uncanopied sleep is fiying from field and tree:

And blossoming boughs of April in laughter shake;
Awake, O heart, to be loved, awake, awake |

Lo all things wake and tarry and look for thee:

She looketh and saith, * O sun, now bring him to me.
Come more adored, O adored, for his coming’s sake,
And awake my heart to belloved: awake, awake 1
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‘THE DOWNS

O bold majestic downs, smooth, fair and Jonely;
O still solitude, only matched in the skies:
Perilous in steep places,
Soft in the level races,
‘Where sweeping in phantom silence the cloudland flies;
With lovely undulation of fall and rise;
Entrenched with thickets thorned,
By delicate miniature dainty flowers adorned 1

1 climb your crown, and o a sight surprising
Of aea in front uptising, steep and wide:
And scattered ships ascending
To heaven, lost in the blending
Of dissant blues, where warer and sky divide,
Urging their engines against wind and tide,
And a1l 50 small and slow
‘They seem to be wearily pointing the way they
would go.

The accumulated murmur of soft plashing,

Of waves on rocks dashing and searching the sands,
‘Takes my ear, in the veeting
Baffled wind, as rearing

Upright at the cliff, to the gullies and rifts he stands;

And his conquering surges scour out over the lands;
‘While sgain at the foot of the downs

He masses his strength to recover the topmost cmw:u
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MEYNELL

ALICE MEYNELL (!847—1922), wife of Wilfred
Meynell, journalist, was 3 friend of the poct Coventry
Patmore, and she and her husband befriended Francis
Thompson. Her poetic output was not 1argc-_—shc
was the mother of eight children—but she continued
10 Write throughout her life from Preludes (1875) t©
Poems on the War (1915); and some of her best work
is in The Shepherdess and other Verses (1914)-

THE RAINY SUMMER

There's much afoot in heaven and carth this years
The winds hunt up the sun, hunt up the moon,

Trouble the dubious dawn, hasten the drear
Heightof a threatening noon.

No breath of boughs, no breath of leaves, of fronds,
May linger or grow warm; the trees arc loud;
The forest, rooted, tOsses in her bonds,

And strains against the cloud.

No scents may pause within the gnrdcn-fold;
The rifled flowers are cold as ocean-shells;

Bees, humming in the storm, carry their cold
Wild honey to cold cells.

THE UNKNOWN GOD
One of the crowd went up,
And knelt before the Paten and the Cup,
Received the Lord, returned in peace, and prayed
Close to my side. Then in my heart I said:

« O Christ, in this man's life—

This stranger who is Thine—in all his strife,
All his felicity, his good and ill,

In the assaulted stronghold of his will;
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1 do confess Thee here,

Alive within this life; I know Thee near
‘Within this lonely conscience, closed away
Within this brother's solitary day.

** Christ in his unknown heart,

His intellect unknown—this love, this art,
‘This bartle and this peace, this destiny
“That I shall never know, look upon me !

* Christ in his numbered breath,

Christ in his beating heart and in his death,
Christ in his mystery | From that secret place
And from that separate dwelling, give me grace 1™

IN MANCHESTER SQUARE
In Memoriam T H.

‘The paralytic man has dropped in death
‘The crossing-sweeper’s brush to which he clung,
One-handed, twisted, dwarfed, scanted of breath,
Although his hair was young.

I saw this year the winter vines of France,
Dwarfed, twisted goblins in the frosty drouth—
Gnarled, crippled, blackened little stems askance
On long hills to the South,

Great green and golden hands of leaves ere long
Shall proffer clusters In that vineyard wide.

And O his mighe, his sweet, his wine, his song,
His sarore, tince he died



¢ sings
ca C?



Watson 39

WATSON
1 WiLLIAM WATSON (1838—x935) published one
cr iu finest poems, Wordrworth's Grate, In 1837, and
after Collected Poemr (1907) connnued to ublish,
ucing some five sonnets on the first Warld War,
Berh:p: because of its traditional virtues, his poetry
tended to be overlocked.

THE WINTER SLEEP
A raiden o’erwearied
With dance and song,
‘The Earth,
The Earth,
‘The Earth sleeps long.

And her dreams are ol

Of one mad sweet thing—
‘The kisses,
The kisses,

The Kisses of Spring.

Awike, O maiden,
For joy draws near.
Thy lover,
‘Thy lover,
Thy lover is here.

KILLINEY STRAND

The sea before me
s harassed and stormy:

The low sky o'er me
1s haggard and wan.

With gray tides foaming,

And drear winds roaming,

And tired gulls homing, .
Great Night comes on,
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VOICE AND VISION

If 1 had never known your face at all,

Had only heard you speak, beyond thick screen
Of leaves, in an old garden, when the sheen

Of morning dwelt on dial and ivied wall,

I think your voice had been enough to call
Yourself before me, in living vision scen,

So pregnant with your Essence had it been,

So charged with You, in each soft rise and fall,

At least I know, that when upon the night

With chanted wotd your voice lets loose your soul,
I am stricken and picreed and cloven with Delight
That hath all Pain within it, and the whole
World’s tears; all ecstasy of inward sight;

And the blind cry of all the seas that roll,

THE VISITOR ABHORRED

Unknowable Power is o’er me—
The might of unknowable Mind;

And fathomless Time is before me,
And fathomless Time is behind.

And I sit at the Feast of Husion
In the Palace of Baffied Quest,

Awaiting the loathed intrusion
Of the silent Unbidden Guest,

Who passes the sleeping sentry,
And leaves him to slumber on—

And makes his trivmphal entry,
And casts his dart, and is gone.
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A. E. HOUSMAN
Ausnep Epwarp HousMAN (1859~1936) published
only two slim volumes of poetry, A Shkropdare Lad
{1896) and Last Popns (1922). "He was above ail &
scholar, and was Professor of Latin, first at University

ard then ot Cambridge. His
l:ctu?:,'ml\'m; and Nature of Poetry Is & classic
©of & very personal quality.

REVEILLE
Wake: the silver dusk returning
Up the beach of darkness beims,
And the ship of sunrise burning
Strands upon the eastern rims.

Wake: the vaulted shadow shattery
Trampied to the floor it spanned
And the tent of night in tatters
Straws the sky-pavilioned land.
Up, lad, up, "tis late for lying:
Hear the drums of morning play;
Hark, the empty highways creing
*Whe'll beyond the hills away 2™
‘Towns and countries woo fogether,
Forelands beacon, belfries call;
Never lad that trod on leather
Lived to feast his heart with all,
Up, lad: thews that lic and cumber
Sunlit pallets nevee thrive;
Morns abed and daylight slumber
‘Were not meant for man alive.
Clay lies niilf, but blood's 2 rover;
Breath’s 8 ware that will not keep.
Up, Iad: when the journey’s over
There'll be time enouigh to sleep.
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‘The youth toward his fancy
Would turn his brow of tan,
And Tom would pair with Nancy
And Dick step off with Fan;
The gir! would lifc her glances
To his, and both be mute:

Well went the dancey
At evening 1o the flute.

Wenlock Edge was umbered,

And bright was Abdon Burf,
And warm berween them slumbered
“The smooth green miles of turf;

Until from grass and clover
The tpshot beam would fade,
And England over
Advanced the lofty shade,

‘The lofty thads sdvances,
1 fetch oy flute and play:
Come, lads, and icarn the dances
And praite the tune to-day.
To-motrow, more’s the pity,
Away we both must hie,
To air the ditty,
And 1o eanth I

EPITAPH ON AN ARMY OF MERCENARIES
These, in the day when heaven was falling,
‘The hour when earth’s foundations fled,
Followed their mercenaty cafling
And took their wages 20d are dead.

Their shoulders held the sky suspended;
They s100d, 20¢ carth’s foundations stay;
‘What God abandoned, these defended,
And saved the sum of things for pay.
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KIPLING

Rupyard KIPLING (1865-1936), born in Bombay,
was justly called in his prime * the Laureate of the
Empire.”” He began as a journalist in verse and the
short story, and soon showed that he was much more
than only an entertainer. Barrack Room Ballads
(1892) and The Scven Scas (1896) gained him immense
popularity. He wrote poetry throughout his life.
His short stories include Plain Tales from the Hills
(1888) and Puck of Pook’s Hill (1906). Kim (1901)
is a great novel of India, Stalky and Co. (1899) is
based on his own schooldays.

THE BALLAD OF THE “BOLIVAR”
1890
Seven men from all the world back to Docks again,
Rolling down the Rateliffe Road drunk and raising Cain:
Give the girls another drink 'fore we sign away—
We that took the * Bolivar® out across the Bay !

We put out from Sunderland loaded down with rails;
We put back to Sunderland ’cause our carge shifted;
We put out from Sunderland—met the winter gales—
Seven days and seven nights to the Start we drifted.
Racketing her rivets loose, smoke-stack white as snow,
All the coals adrift adeck, half the rails below,
Leaking like a Jobster-pot, stecring like a dray—
Qut we took the ““Bolivar,” out across the Bay !

One by one the Lights came up, winked and let us by;
Mile by mile we waddled on, coal and fo’c’sle short;
Met a blow that laid us down, heard a butkhead fly;
Left the “ Wolf"” behind us with a two-foot list to port.
Trailing like 2 wounded duck, working out her soul;
Clanging like a smithy-shop after every roll;
Just a funnel and a mast lurching through the spray——
So we threshed the “Bolivar” out across the Bayl
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Felt her hog and felt her sag, betted when she’d break;
‘Wondered every time she raced if she’d stand theshock;
Heard the seas like drunken men pounding at her strake;
Hoped the Lord "ud keep His thumb on the plummer-
block,

Banged ggainst the iron decks, bilges choked with coal;
Flayed and frozen foot and hand, sick of heart and soul;
Last we prayed she’d buck herself into Judgment

Day—
Hi! we cursed the * Bolivar " knocking round the Bay!

0 het nose flung up to sky, grodning to be atill—
Up and down and back we went, never time for breath;
‘Then the money paid at Lloyd’s caught her by the heel,
And the stars ran round and round dancin’ et our death.
Aching for an hour's sleep, dozing off berween:
Heard the rotten rivets draw when she took it green;
‘Watched the compass chase its tail like a cat at play—
‘That was on the “Bolivar,” south across the Bay |

Once we saw between the squalls, Iyin’ head to swell—
Mad with work and weariness, wishin® they was we—
Some damned Liner’s lighes go by Like a grand hatel;
Cheered her from the “ Bolivar* swampin' in the sea.
‘Then 2 greyback cleared us out, then the skipper
laughed;
*“Boys, the wheel has gone to Hell—rig the winches aft |
* Yoke the kicking rudder-tiead —get her under way
So we steered her, pully-haul, out across the Bay !

Justa pack o' rotten plates puttied up with tar,

0 we came, an’ time enough, *cross Bilbao Bar.
Overloaded, undermanned, meant to founder, we
Buchred God Almighty’s storm, bluffed the Eternal Seat
Seven men from ol the world, back to toun again,
Rollin® dowen the Ratcliffe Road drunk and raising Cain:
-,S'wm men from out of Hell, Ain't the otoners gay,

‘Cause we took the * Bolivar™ safe across the Bay ?
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THE CRAFTSMAN
-drawn revel at The Mermaid,

Once, after 1008
verbearing Boanerges

Jonson, uttered (If falf of it wert 1iquor;,
Blessed be he vintage

Saying hows at an alehouse under Cotswold,

He had made sure of his very Cleopatra,

Prunk with enormouss salvation-contcmning
Love for @ tinker.

mas’s kecpers
by the midnight

ide, a boy drowning kittens
reupon his sister

t the businesss whe
d seven) thrust 'em under,

(Lady Macbeth 3g¢
Sombrely scornful.

abbath, hushed and compassionate—
since her birth to the rownsfolk:

d delivered from Avon
Dripping Ophelia.

Howona S
She being known
Stratford dredged an

So, with 8 thin third finger marrying
Prop to wine-drop domed on the table,
his heart till the sunrist

Shakespeare opened
Entered 10 hear him.

London wakened and he, impc:mrbnb\c,

Ppassed from waking to hurry after shadows . -

Busied upon shows of no earthly importance ?
Yes, but he knew it!
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¢ cravens prayers are Jor the clown—
that cannot keep 6 crown.

As my loss 18 grievouss so my hope is small,
st be master of men ant”
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THE STORM CONE, 1932

This is the midnight—let no star
Delude us—dawn is very far.

"This is the tempest loag foretold—
Slow to make head but sure to hald.

Stand by ! ‘The lull *twixt blast and blast
Signals the storm is near, not past;

And worse than present jeopardy

May our forlorn to-morrow be.

If we have cleared the expectant rec,
Let no man look for his relicf,

Ouly the darkness hides the shape

Of further peril to escape.

It is decreed that we abide

‘The weight of gale against the tide
And those huge waves the outer main
Sends in to sct us back again.

‘They fall and whelm. We strain to hear
The pulses of her labouring gear,

Till the deep throb bencath us proves,
After each shudder and check, she moves !

She moves, with all save purpase lost,
‘To make her offing from the coast;
But, till she fetches open sea

Let no man decm that he #s frec !
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YEATS

WiLLIAM BUTLER YEATS (1865-1930) was the son of
an Irish artist. He devoted his life to literature, and
stood at the head of the Irish literary movement, his
work being largely inspired by Irish legends and folk-
jore. Politics also affected his life and his poctry,
and he was a Senator of the Irish Free State, 1922-28.
His poetry ranged from Mesada (1886) to A Full Moon
in March (1935), and included such poctic plays as
The Countess Cathleen (1892). In spirit he was a
great aristocrat, but in sgitc of his dislike of democracy,
science and ‘¢ progress » his later poetry, in particular,
won the admiration of the younger pocts, as witness
the clegies of W. H. Auden and Kenneth Allote,
Among his prose writings arc Ideas of Good and Euvil
(1903) and Autobiographics {1926).

TO A CHILD DANCING IN THE WIND

Dance there upon the shore;
What need have you to care
For wind or water’s roar ?

And tumble out your hair

That the salt drops have wet;
Being young you have not known
The fool’s triumph, nor yet
Love lost as soon os won,

Nor the best labourer dead

And all the sheaves to bind.
What need have you to dread
The monstrous crying of wind ?
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THE INDIAN TO HIS LOVE

The island dreams under the dawn

And great boughs drop tranquillity;

‘The peahens dance on & smooth lawn,

A parrot sways upon a tree,

TRaging at his own image in the enamelled sex.

Here we will moor our lonely ship

And wander ever with woven hands,
Murmuring softly lip to lip,

Along the grass, along the sands,

Murmuring how far away are the unquict lands:

How we alane of mostals are

Hid under quiet boughs apart,

While our love grows an Indian star,

A meteor of the burning heart,

One with the tide that gleams, the wings that gleam
and dart,

‘The heavy boughs, the burnished dove

‘That moans and sighs a hundred days:

How when we dic our shades will rove,

‘When eve has hushed the feathered ways,

‘With vapoury foctsole by the water’s drowsy blaze,
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THE WILD SWANS AT COOLE

‘The trees are in their sutumn beauty,

The woodland paths ate dry,

Under the October twilight the water
Mirrors a still sky;

Upon the brimming water among the stones
Are ninc-and-fifty swans,

‘The nineteenth autumn has come upon me
Since I first made my count;

1 saw, before 1 had well finished,

All suddenly mount

And scatter wheeling in great broken rings
Upon their clamorous wings.

I have looked upon those brilljant creatures,
And now my heart is sore.

All's changed since I, hearing at twilight,
‘The first time on this shore,

The bell-beat of theic wings above my head,
Trod with a lighrer tread.

Unwearicd still, lover by lover,

They paddle in the cold

Companionable streams or climb the sir;
‘Their hearts have not grown old;

Passion or conquest, wander where they will,
Attend upon them still.

But now they drift on the il water,
Mysterious, beautiful;

Among what rushes will they build,

By what lake's edge or pool

Delight men's eyes when I awzke some day
Ta find they have flown away p
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TO A YOUNG BEAUTY

Dear fellow-artist, why so free

With every sort of company,

With every Jack and Jiil ?

Choose your companions from the best;
Who draws a bucket with the rest 3
Soon topples down the hill. -

You may, that mirror for a school,
Be passionate, not bountiful

As common beauties may,

Who were not born to keep in trim
With old Ezekiel’s cherubim

But those of Beauvarlet.

1 know what wages beauty gives,
How hard a life her servant lives,

Yet praise the winters gone:

There is not a fool can c¢all me friend,
And I may dinc at journey’s end
With Landor and with Donne.

SAILING TO BYZANTIUM
L

That is no country for old men. The young
In one another’s arms, birds in the trees,
~Those dying generations—at their song,
The salmon-falls, the mackerel-crowded seas,
Fish, flesh, or fow], commend all summer long
Whatever is begotten, born, and dies.

Caught in that sensual music all neglect
Monuments of unageing intellect.
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1

Az aged man is but a paltry thing,
A tattered coat tpon a stick, unless
Soul clap its kands aod sing, and Jouder sing
For every tatter in ity mortal dress,
Nor is there singing school but stodying

! of its own if
And therefore I have sailed the seas and come
To the boly city of Byzzatium.

1IE

Q sages standing in God's holy fire

Ay in the gold mosaic of 8 wall,

Come from the holy fire, perne in a gyre,
And be the singing-masters of my soul.
Consume my heart away; sick with desire
And fastened 1o a dying animal

It knowy not what it is; and gather me
Into the artifice of eternity.

.

Once out of nature I shall never tak

My bodily form from any natural thing,

But such a form as Grecian goldsmiths make
Ofh gold and gold 1li

‘To keep 2 drowsy Emperor awake;

Or 3¢t upon a golden bough to sing

‘To Iords and Iadies of Byzantium

Of what is past, or passing, ot t¢ come.
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«AE
« pAE” (GEORGE W. RUSSELL, 1867-1935) Was &
great force i (] intellectual and artistic life of

in

Treland. With Yeats he played a 1eading part 10 the
Irish literary renaissance and had an active shar¢ in
founding the Irish Theatre. His remarkable abilities
made him not only poet but painter and politician:
he was both 2 mystic and 88 economist.  Fi€ edited
The Irish Statesmar; 1923-30-

RECONCILIATION

1 begin through the grass once again 10 be bound 10
the Lord;
1 can sce, through a face that has faded, the face full
of rest
Of the earth, of the mother, my heart with her heart
in accord,
As I lie "mid the cool green tresses that mantle her
breast

1 begin with the grass once again to be bound t0 the
Lord.

Bythehand of 3 child 1amled tothe throne of the King
For a touch that now fevers me not 1s forgotten
and far,
And His infinite sceptred hands that sway us can bring
Me in dreams from the laugh of 2 child to the 5088
of a star.

Onthelaughofa child 1 amborneto thejoyof the King.
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CARROWMORE

Is a lomely road through bogland to the lake at
Carrowmore,

And a sleeper there lies dreaming where the water
laps the shore;

Though the moth-wings of the twilight in their
purples sre unfurled,

Yet his sleep is filled with music by the masters of
the world,

‘There's a hand is white as silver that is fondling with
his hair:

There are glimmering fect of sunshine that are dancing
by him there:

And half-open lips of faery that were dyed a faery red

In their revels where the Hazel Trcee its holy clusters
shed.

* Come away,” the red lips whisper, * all the world
is weary now;

*Tis the twilight of the ages and it’s time to quit the
plough.

Oh, the very sunlight’s weary ere it l:ghtcns up the
dew,

And its gold is changed and faded before it falls to you.

““ Though your lover’s heart be tender, a tenderer
heart is near,

What's the starlight in her glances when the stars are
shining clear ?

Who would kiss the fading shadow when the flower-
face glows above ?

*Tis the beauty of all Beauty that is calling for your Jove."
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Oh, the great gates of the mountain have opened once

again,
And the sound of song and dancing falls upon the cars
of men,
And the Land of Youth lies gleaming, quick with
rainbow light and mirth,
And the old lingers in the honey-h
of earth.

QUTCAST

Sometimes when alone

At the dark close of day,

Men mect an outlawed majesty
And hurry away.

‘They come to the lighted house;
‘They talk to their dear;

They crucify the mystery

‘With words of good cheet.

‘When love and life are over,
And flight’s at an end,

On the outcast majesty
‘They lean as a friend,
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BINYON

Laurence BinvoN (1869-1943) wrote the imperish~
able lines * For the Fallen,” some of which are
engraved as a war memorial (1914-1918) on the front
of the British Muscum. Early volumes were London
Visions (1895, 1898), later poems The Sirens (1924)
and The Idols (1928), and his Collected Poems make a
considerable body of true and noble poetry, but
pethaps too restrained for the widest appeal. He
was a high official at the British Museum, and an
authority on art.

MILTON: AN ODE

Soul of England, dost thou slecp,

Lulled or dulled, thy mighty youth forgotten ?
Of the world's wine hast thou drunk too decp ?
Hast thou sown more than thy hands can reap ?
Turn again thine car

To that song severe

In thine hour of storm and war begotten !

Here in towered London's throng,

In her streets, with Time’s new murmur seething,
Milton pacing mused his haughty song;

Here he sleeps out feud, fret, and wrong.

Nay, that spirit august

Tramples death’s low dust,

Stll for us is kindled, burning, breathing.

He, on whose earth-darkened sight

Rose horizons of the empyrean

And the ordered spheres” unhasting flight;
He who saw, where round the heart of Light
Seraphs ardent-eyed

Flamed in circle wide,

Quiring music of their solemn pzxan,
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When through space a trouble ran

(Like 2 flush o serene skies arisen)

“That from this dim spot of earth began—
Rumour of the world's new marvel, Man,
From whose heart-beat sped

Hope, hazard, and dread

Past carth’s borders to hell's fiery prison:

He who saw the Anarch’s hate

‘Tower, winged for woe; the serpent chanming
Eve in ber imperilled bower; the Gate
Barred, end those two forms that desolate
Mid the radiant spheres

‘Wept first human tears;

‘Earlier war in heaven and angels arming:

He who, like his Samson, bowed,

“Toiling, hardly-tasked and night-enfolded,
Steered his proud course to one purpose vowed,
As an eagle beats through hailing cloud
Strong-winged and slone,

Secking vkies uoknown:

He whose verse, majestically moulded,

Moves like atmed and bannered host
Streaming irresistitle, or 2bounding
River in a land’s remoteness lost,

Poured from solitary peaks of frost,
And far histories brings

Of old realms and kings,
‘With high fates of fallen Man gesounding:
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“This is England’s voice that rang

Over Europes this the soul unshaken

That from darkness @ great splendour sangs
Beauty mightier for the cost and pangs

Of our blood and name

Risen, our spirits 10 claim,

To enlarge, 10 summon;, o awaken.

THE ANVIL

Burned from the ore’s rejected dross

The iron whitens in the heat.
With plangent strokes of pain and loss
The hammers of the iron beat.

Searched by the fire, through death and dole
We feel the ijron in our soul.

0O dreadful Forge 1 if torn and bruised
The heart, mort urgent comes our cry
Not to be spared but to be used,
Brain, sinew and spirit, before we die.
Beat out the jrom, edge it keen,

And shape us to the end we mean 1

THE wooD'S ENTRY

So old is the wood, s0 old,
Old as Fear.

Wrinkled rootss great stemss hushed lcavess
No sound near.

Shadows rewreat into shadow,
PDeepening, crossed.

Burning light singles o low leaf, 2 bough,
Far within, lost.
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WALNUT-LEAF SCENT
1In the high leaves of a walnur,
Qo the very topmost boughs,
A boy that climbed the branching bole
His cradled limbs would house.
On the airy bed that yocked him
Long, idie hours he'd lie
Alone with white clouds sailing
‘The warm blue of the sky.

1 remember nor what his dreams were;

‘But the gcent of a leaf’s enough

To hause me higher than those high boughs
In a youth he knew not of,

In a light that no day brings now

But none can spoil of smutch,

A magic that I felt not then

And only now I touch.

DAWN BY THE SEA
Beautiful, cold, freskness of light revesls
The black masts, mirrored with their shadowy spars,
‘The hill-gloom and the sleeping wharf, and steals
Up magical faint heights of fading stars.
1 hiear the waves, on the long shingle thrown,
Siowly draw backward, plunge, and never cease,
Against that sea-sound the earth-stillness lone
Builds vaster in the early light’s increase.
O falling blind waves, in my heart you break;
Outcast and far from my awn self T seem,
With alien sense in 8 strange air awake,
‘The body and projection of a dream,
Turm back, pale Dawn, or bring that light to me
‘Which yesterday was lost beyond the sea,



Masters

MASTERS

EpGAR LEE MASTERS (. 1869) was born at Garnetts
Kansas. Asaladhe tried iom'nalism_; then he pecame
a lawyen pmcﬁs'mg for many years 10 Chicago- His
early PO cted litde noticts he won wide

opulanity th Spoon River Anthology (1915)
of epitaphs § pposcdly poken by b habit-
ants of Spoon Riven a small 10 Mid-West

‘Except 88 jt swarms in the sun-light of youth,
Strcngthcning jts wings o what has been gathcrcd,
And tasting on the way t© the hive

From the clover ficld, the delicate spoil.
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LUCINDA MATLOCK

I went to the dances at Chandlerville,

And played snap-out at Wiachester.

Quae time we changed partners,

Driving home in the moonlight of middle June,
And then 1 found Davis,

We were masried and lived together for seventy years,
Enjoying, working, raising the twelve childsen,
Eight of whom we lost

Ere 1 had reached the age of sixty.

1 spun, I wove, I kept the house, I nursed the sick,
1 made the garden, and for holiday

Rambled over the fields where sang the larks,

And by Spoon River gathering many a shell,

And many & flower aad medicinal weed—
Shouting ta the wooded hills, singing to the green valleys.
At ninety-six 1 had lived enough, that is all,

And passed to a sweet 1epose.

‘What is this T hear of sorrow and weariness,
Anger, discontent and drooping hopes ?
Degenerate sons and daughters,

Life Is too strong for you—

It takes life to love Life.
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ROBINSON

EpwiN ARLINGTON ROBINSON (1869-1935) was born
in Maine, U.S.A., and educated at Harvard. His first
volume of poems appeared in 1896, and his lifelong
devotion to poctry produced a large body of verse
which well repays reading, both his Iyrics and his long
poems like Tristram (1927). In 1932 Allen Tate, the
American critic, called him * the most famous of living
American poets.”” He was three times awarded the
Pulitzer Prize for poetry.

CREDO

1 cannot find my way: there is no star

In all the shrouded heavens anywhere;
And there is not a whisper in the air

Of any living voice but on¢ so far

That I can hear it only as a bar

Of lost, imperial music, played when fair
And angel fingers wove, and unaware,
Dead leaves to garlands where no roses are.

No, there is not a glimmer, nor a call,

For one that welcomes, welcomes swhen he fears,
The black and awful chaos of the night;

For through it all—above, beyond it all—

I know the far-sent message of the years,

I feel the coming glory of the Light.
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ROBINSON

EowiN ARLINGTON RoBINsON (1869-1935) was born
in Maine, U.S.A., and educated at Harvard, His first
volume of pocms appeared in 1896, and his lifelong
devotion to poetry produced a large body of verse
which well repays reading, both his lyrics and his long
poems like Tristram {(1927). In 1932 Allen Tate, the
‘American critic, called him * the most famous of living
American posts.” He was threc times awarded the
Pulitzer Prize for poetry.

CREDO

I cannot find my way: there is no star

In all the shrouded heavens anywhere;
And there is not a whisper in the air

Of any living voice but one so far

That I can hear it only as a bar

Of lost, imperial music, played when fair
And angel fingers wove, and unaware,
Dead leaves to garlands where no roses are.

No, there is not a glimmer, nor a call,

For onc that welcomes, welcomes when he fears,
The black and awful chaos of the night;

For through it all—above, beyond it all—

¥ know the far-sent message of the years,

I feel the coming glory of the Light.
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UNCLE ANANIAS
¢ magic and his heart was trus,
ed he was plessed.

His words wer!
And everywhere he wander
Out of all ancient men MY childhood knew
1 choose him and 1 mark him for the best.
Of all authorimtive liars, 100,
{ crown him loveliest.
How fondly 1 remember the delight
That always g\oriﬁed him in the springs
The joyous courage and the penedight
Profusion of hi faith in cverything !

And often,
When we surprised
With what superb magnificence
He sinned enoug 1o make the day sublime !
And if he liked us there about his kneess
Truly it was 0 crime.
All summer long we loved him for the same
Perennial jnspiration ©
And when the Tussc
There flew but fairer vis
Multiple, tropicals winged with a fe
Like birds of paradise.

d of many 2 year

athery flame

So to the sheltercd en
He charmed the seasons out with pageantry

Wearing upon his forchead, with no fears

The laurel of npprovcd iniquity.
And every child who knew him, far or near,y

Did love him faithfully.
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THE STORY OF THE ASHES AND THE FLAME

No o1y why, for wheace, oot whea ibe caza,
There was ber place.  No roamer what oo s2id,
No i wiye she was; Erizg or dad,
Faittful er pes, ke Joved oy all the taze,

The s2ory way as ol 23 hzman share,

Dot ever ince thaz lonely £33 ghe £24,

Wk bocks ta blind bim, be Pad ozly rezd

The s2ory of the piber azd the frme.

There ste was 2'#273 coming prevty socn
To focl kim back, with penieect soaved cyes
Thaz 2d £x them the Lingier of the mocn.
For baTed Jorery, and o make bioy thick—
Before ahe prve Bim time encvgh to wizke—
Hezz Koiry were the kops 1o Panadise,
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DAVIES

W. H. DAVIEs (1871-1940) was born in Monmouth-
shire of Welsh parents. ~ He tells of his carly life in
his Autobiography of a Supcr-Tramp (1907). After
his first volume, The Soul’s Destroyer (1905), he wrote
and published poetry almost continuously, together
with some prose, such as 4 Poet’s Pilgrimage (1918).

THE RAINBOW

Rainbows are lovely things:
The bird, that shakes a cold, wet wing,
Chatters with ccstasy,
But has no breath to sing:
No wonder, when the air
Has a double-rainbow there |

Look, there's a rainbow now !

Scc how that lovely rainbow throws
Her jewelled arm around

This world, when the rain goes |
And how I wish the rain
Would come again, and again |

THE KINGFISHER

It was the Rainbow gave thee birth,
And left thee all her lovely hues;
And, as her mother’s name was Tears,
So runs it in my blood to choose
For haunts the lonely pools, and keep
In company with trees that weep.
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Go you and, with such glorious hues,

Live with proud Peacocks in green pasks;
On L2wny s tnocth as shining glass,

Let every feather show its marks;
Get thee on boughs snd clap thy wings
Pefore 1ke windows of proud kings.

Nay, lovely Bird, thou ert not vain;
Thou hast no proud, smbitious mind;
1 also love g quiet place
“That’s green, avay from all mankind;
A lonely pool, and let 2 trec
Sigh with her bosom over me.

STARERS
‘The small birds peck at spples ripe,
And twice as big as them in size;
The wind doth make the hedge™s leaves
Shiver with joy, until it dies.
Young Gosamer is in the field;
He holds the flowers with silver line—
They rod their heads as horses should,
And there are forty dappled kine
As fat 23 snails in deep, dark wells,
And just as shiny too—as they
Lic in a green Seld, motiontess,
And everyone now stares my way,
1 must become a starer too:
1 stare 8t them as urchins can
When seamen talk, or any child
‘That sees by chance ks first black man.
1 stare at drops of rain that shine
Like glow-worms, when the time is noon;
T stare at linde sears in Heaven,
That try 1o stare like the big Moon.
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STRONG MOMENTS

Somctimes I hear fine ladies sing,
Sometimes I smoke and drink with men;

Sometimes I play at games of cards—
Judge me to be no strong man then.

The strongest moment of my life
Is when I think about the poor;
When, like a spring that rain has fed,
My pity rises more and more.

The flower that loves the warmth and light
Has all its mornings bathed in dew;

My heart has moments wet with tears,
My weakness is they are so few.

MAGPIES

I have an orchard ncar my house,

Where poppics spread and corn has grown;
It is a holy place for weeds,

Where seeds stay on and flower, till blown.
Into this orchard, wild and quiet,

The Magpie comes, the Owl and Rook:
To sce one Magpie is not well,

But seeing two brings all good Juck.
If Magpies think the same, and say,

** Two humans bring good luck, not one *—
How they must cheer us, Love, together

And tremble when I come alone |
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NO PLACE OR TIME
‘TEs corly ckildtnod cf b yerr,
These days of dazei=g Elood—
Is Spring the proper time for brearh
To be retigaed for gnod 2

WEen Stmmer’s face is bright and clear,
And 37 the treey ate green—

Shall I believe the tize kas come
To coeep Taxy totesn ?

When Acom 15nPey fexves of gold,
Azd dealy them in one bezp

Moz T agzzee thas tha’s the ko
For ereclantizg sleep ?

Azd when the wosld iy wiite with gnow,
With Winrer i By prime~—

T 9ol paieeais thay Desch’s 2 feel,
‘TEat knems co place e tize,

THE GHOST

Sezk not ta know Love’s f211 exzezs,

For Dexk, rot Life, gomat meqess Lews ;.
Nottill one lover’s dead and goes,

Is Leve made sorong eneugh toprove.
Wh2t wernaa, with 2 ghostly borer,

Cza kold a mimrer ta kes baie 2
Armancant=ll bislove with teary,

Wkeatora weeas's ghest isthere,
O greqieye meeting i to come,

Whencitker youer T arzkone:
Wkeacze, beizngz left 2lone inteamy,

Cozfossestothe other’s ghove
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DE LA MARE

WALTER DE LA MARE (b. 1873) has delighted the
English world with his poetry, his short stories, his
novels, and his creative anthologies since /e Listcners
appeared in 1912, His poems for children are among
his purest poctry. The Remurn (1910) and The
Memoirs of o Midget (1921) are notable among his
long stories. Come Hither is one of several fascinating
and unusual anthologies. In versc and prose alike
his imagination plays hauntingly among the beauties
and mysterics of life.

THE TRUANTS

Ere my heart beats too coldly and faintly
To remember sad things, yet be gay,

1 would sing a bricf song of the world’s little children
Magic hath stolen away.

The primroses scattered by April,
The stars of the wide Milky Way,

Cannot outnumber the liosts of the children
Magic hath stolen away.

The buttercup green of the meadows,
The snow of the blossoming may,
Lovelier are not than the legions of children
Magic hath stolen away,

The waves tossing sutf in the moonbeam,
The Albatross lone on the spray,

Alone know the tears wept in vain for the children
Magic hath stolen away.

In vain: for at hush of the evening,
When the stars twinkle into the grey,

Seems to echo the far-away calling of children
Magic hath stolen away.
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POLONIUS

There haunts in Time's bare house an active ghost,
Enamoured of his name, Polonius.

He moves small fingers much, and all his speech

Is like a sampler of precisest words,

Set in the pattern of a simpleton.

His mirth floats ecrily down chill corridors;

His sigh—it is a sound that loves a keyhole;

His tenderness a faint court-tarnished thing;

His wisdom prates as from a wicker cage;

His very belly is a pompous nought;

His eye a page that hath forgot his errand.

Yet in his bran—his spiritual bran—

Lies hid a child’s demure, small, silver whistle
Which, to his horror, God blows, unawares,

And sets men staring. It is sad to think,

Might he but don indeed thin flesh and blood,

And pace important to Law’s inmost room,

He would see, much marvelling, one immensely wise,
Named Bacon, who, at sound of his youth’s step,
Would turn and call him Cousin—for the likeness.

THEY TOLD ME
They told me Pan was dead, but I
Oft marvelled who it was that sang
Down the green valleys languidly
Where the grey elder-thickets hang.

Sometimes I thought it was a bird
My soul had charged with sorcery;
Sometimes it scemed my own heart heard
Inland the sorrow of the sea.

But even where the primrose sets
The seal of her pale loveliness,
I found amid the violets
Tears of an antique bitterness.
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SUNK LYONESSE

In sea-cold Lyonesse,

When the Sabbath eve shafts down
On the roofs, walls, belfries

Of the foundered 1own,

The Nereids pluck their lyres

‘Where the green translucency beats,
And with motionless eyes at gaze
Make minstrelsy in the streets,

And the ocean water stirs

TIn salt-worn casemate and porch.
Plies the blunt-snouted fish

With fire in his skull for torch.

And the ringing wires resound;

And the unearthly lovely weep,

In lament of the music they make

In the sullen courts of slecp:

‘Whose marble flowers bloom for aye:
And—lapped by the moon-guiled tide—
Mock their carver with heart of stone,
Caged in his stone-ribbed side.
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THE QUIET ENEMY

Hearken | nOW the hermit bee

Prones 2 quict threnodys

Greening o1 the stagnant pool

The criss-cross light slants silken-cool;
In the venomed yew tree wings

Preen and git. The linnct sings.

Gradually the brave sun

Droops 108 day’s journcy dones

In the marshy flats abide

Mists to muffle midnight-tidc.

Puffed within the belfry tower

Hungry owls drowsc out their hour. « - *

\Walk in beauty. Vaunt thy 08¢
Flaunt thy transicnt oveliness.

Pace for pace \with thee there goes

A shape that hath not come¢ to bless.
1 thine enemy? - - - Nay, nay-

1 can only watch and wait

Patent treacherous time aways

Hold ajar the wicket gate.
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BOTTOMLEY

Gospow  Borrosary (b, 1874) contributed to
Georgian Poetry from 1912 101919, An early volume
wu The Gare of Smaragdus (1904), and he collected

Poems of Thirty Years in 1925. Vice-President
of the British Drama League, he has bad a lifelong
interest in the drama, and has himself written plays,
3¢ in King Lear’s Wj’e, and other Plays (1915).

ATLANTIS

What poets sang in Atlantis 7 Who can tell
“The epics of Arlantis or their names ?

The ses hath its own murmurs, and sounds aot
The secrets of its silences bepeath,

And knows not any cadences enfolded

‘When the last bubbles of Atlantis broke
Among the quicting of its heaving floor.

0, years and tides and leagues and all their billows
Can alter not man's knowledge of men’s hearts—
While trees and rocks 20d clouds inctude our being
We know the epics of Atlantis stll:

A bero gave himself 1o lesser men,

Who first misunderstood and murdered him,

And then misunderstood and worthipped him;

A woman was lovely and men fought for her,
‘Towns burnt for her, and men put men in bondage,
But she put lengthier bondage on them ally

A wanderer toiled among all the isles

That fleck this turning star of shifting sea,

Or lonely purgatories of the mind,

In longing for his home or his loss lave,
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Poetry is founded oo the hearts of men:
Though in Nirvana of the Heavenly courts

The principlc of beauty shall persists

Tts body of poetrys 85 the body of man,

isbuta terrenc form, & terrenc usts

That swifter being will not loiter with3

And, when mankind is dead and the world cold,
Poctry’s jmmortality will pass.

PROLOGUE FOR THE SILV'ERDALE
VILLAGE PLAYERS

Easter, 1922

Neighbours and friends, WC come to-night
Totella tale and shew 2 sight

That never since our Gilverdale

Was first puilt up amons the pale

Old rocks and woods of oak and fir

And heaths of gorse and junipers

Nor since the s¢2 first left the fand

Then took it back with the other hand,
Has been attempted here as now

We have a mind to try and shew.

We call ourselves the Village Players;
And acting is our game—Ilike theirs
Who, half 2 thousand years 380

Before the towns began to £rOW>

Kept the high feasts of their own places
With plays and dances, painted faces
awd lavely clothes and lively uncs
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And hearts as eager and light as June's
With 2ll the quiver of Springtime fn it
And Summer coming every mimae,

The world hus chasged t00 mach since thea,
But, if we like, we latermaen

Can do as much s anyone

Who ever drew from wind and sun,
From earth and heaven, such life 25 ours.
We never balf explore our powers

Of joy, discovery and delight,

We never get the good we might

Out of our spell of being alive:

Tt does not manter how much we thrive
1f, when there are no more days to live,
Beauty has something s¢ill to give.

Besuty of colours and shapes and sounds
Asd words—by these our life sbounds

In things worth having, 2nd there’s no way
Of getting them that beats a play,

And all the berter we shall pet them

If for ourseives we try to net them,

And play ourselves instead of paying
Orher folk to do our playing

As townsfolk do, and spread the tale

Of Siverdale folk for Silverdale,

So listen well 1o us to-night,
And if we do not do it right
Be judges moved to lenience;
Remember "tis onr first offence,
And bind us over to appear
Befote you all another year,
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BABYLONIAN LYRIC

Nimroud was a hunter, striding

A belated mastodon;

Forests where he took his riding
Lay like corn when night came on.

Nimroud slid beneath the table
After seven vats of drink:
When he rose he builded Babel
Tottering on heaven’s brink.

Babel fell in storm, but Nimroud
Went to sleep among his vats,
Where his body hid a dim rood,
Drawing down a plague of gnats,

By his elemental snoring

Baffled gnats swirled in his nose;
Thick ones up his brain crept boring,
Where their bodies swelled and rose.

Such his pain and such his clamour
That an Ethiop grey from fears
With a giant’s wooden hammer
Beat his head four hundred years.

On his cagle’s-breast-filled pallet
Nimroud swore that he was god
("T'wixt the wearings of the mallet)
Tressed with life, with deep death shod.



Chesterton 85

CHESTERTON

Gzt Kerrn CHESTERTON (ﬂ!u-xg;s) was poct,
essayist, journalist and critic,” His genius
had the nmusual mmbmzuon of robustness and
whimsicality, and both sides appear in his poetry,
though on thc whole, be found fullest expression I
prose. The fmumc novel The Man rcho was Thursday
is typical of his unusual imaginative trestment of
jdeas; his Fazher Brown stories are classics of their
hnd, hucrmmmofl!mwmng and Dickens is rich
power. 'The whole man fs to be found

i hu vabwmﬁky (3937)-

THE SONG OF THE CHILDREN
The world is ours tilf sunset,

Holly and fire 2nd snow;
And the pame of our dead brother

Who loved us long ago.

The grown folk mighty and cunning,
They write his name in gold;

But we can tell a lietle
Of the million tales be told.

He taught them laws and watchwords,
To preach and struggle and pray;

But he taught us deep in the hayfisld
‘The games that the angels play,

Had he stayed here for ever,

Their world would be wise as curs—
And the king be cutting capers,

And the priest be picking flowers,

But the dark day came: they gathered:
On their faces we could see

n!yhxd!zkmmdthourbm
And hanged him on a tree,
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THE FISH

Park the se2 was: but 1 saw him,
Onc great head with goggle eyes

Likea diabolic cherub
Flying in those gallen skies.

1 have heard the hoarse deniers,
1 have known the wordy wars$
1 have scen a mam by shoutings

Seck to orphan all the stars.

1 have seen @ fool half-fashioncd
Borrow from the heavens 2 tongues
So to curse them more at leisure—
—And T trod him not a8 dung-

For I saw that finny goblin
Hidden in the abyss untrod;

And I knew there can be laughter
On the secret face of God.

Blow the trumpets, crown the Sagess

(** He that sitteth in the heavenss
het said.)

He shall laugh »_the prop
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THE PRAISE OF DUST

“ har of vile dust ? ” the preacher s2id,
Methought the whole world woke,

The dead store lived beneath my foot,
And oy whole body spoke.

“ Yom, that play tyrant to the dust,
And stamp its wrinkled face,

‘This patient star that flings you not
Far inta homelest space,

* Coree down out of your dusty shrine
The living dusz to see,

‘The flowers that at your sermon’s end
Stand blaxing silenty.

* Rich white and blood-red blossom; stones,
Lichens like fire encrust;

A gleam of blue, a glare of gold,
“The vision of the do1t.

* Pasy therm all by: 1ill, as you come
Where, at the city’s edge,

Under & tree—1 know it well—
Under 2 lattice ledge,

“ The sunshine falls on one brown kead.
You, 100, O ¢old of clay,

Eater of stones, may haply hear
‘The trumpets of that day,

* When God 1o 21l his palading
By his own splendour swore
To make a fairer face than heaven,
Of dust 2ad notbing more.”

&
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FROST

Rosert Lee Frost (4. 1875), who is an Amecrican
has been teacher and farmer, sometimes conqurrqndy
He lived in England from 1912 to 1915, and his friend.
ship with English poets is celebrated by Wilfric
Gibson (sec p. 94). His first volume of poetry
A Boy's Will (1913), was published in England, as alsc
was an cxcellent selection of his life’s poetry, Com
In and Other Poems, 1944.

DUST OF SNOW

The way a crow
Shook down on me
The dust of snow
From a hemlock tree

Has given my heart
A change of mood
And saved some part
Of a day I had rued.

THE ONSET

Always the same, when on a fated night

At last the gathered snow lets down as white
As may be in dark woods, and with a song
It shall not make again all winter long

Of hissing on the yet uncovered ground,

I almost stumble looking up and round,

As one who overtaken by the end

Gives up his errand, and lets death descend
Upon him where ke is, with nothing done
To evil, no important triumph won,

More than if life had never been begun.
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Yet all the precedent is on my side:

1 know that winter death has never tried

The carth but jt has failed: the snow may heap
1a long storms an undrifted four feet decp

As measured against maple, birch and oak,

It cannot check the peeper’s silver croak;

And 1 shall sec the snow all go down hill

In water of a slender Aprit rill

“Ttat flashes tail through last year’s withered brake
And dead weeds, like 2 disappearing snake.
Nothing will be left white but here a birch,
And there 2 clump of houses with a church,

MOWING

There was never & sound beside the wood but one,

And that was ooy long scythe whispering to the ground.

What was itit whispered? I knew not well myself;

Perhaps it was something sbout the heat of the sun,

Something, perhaps, about the lack of spund—

And that was why it whispered and did not speak,

It was no dream of the gift of idle hours,

Or easy gold at the hand of fay or elf:

Anyv.l’n.:;gk more than the truth would have seemed too
Wes

To the earnest love that Jaid the swale in rows,

Not withom feeble-pointed spikes of flowers

{Pale orchises), and scared a bright green snake.

The fact is the sweetest dream that labour knows.

My long scythe whispered and feft the hay to make,
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DUST OF SN oW

The way 2 crow
Shook down on me
The dust of snow
From 2 hemiock tree

Has given ™Y heart
A chang¢ of mood
And saved some part
Ofadayl ad rued.

THE ON SET

Always the same, when ont a fated night

At last the gathered snow lets down as white
As may be in dark woods; and with a song
1t shall not make again 411 winter JoBg

Of hissing o1 the yet uncovered ground,

1 almost stumble looking uP and round;

As one who overtaken bY the end

Gives up his errand, and lets death descend
Upon him where he iS; with nothing done
To cvil, no jmportant triumph Won,

More than if life had never been begun-
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Yet all the precedent is on my side:

1 know that winter death has never tried

‘The earth but it has failed: the snow may heap
Ia long storms an undrifted four feet deep

As measured against maple, birch and oak,

It cannot check the peeper’s silver croak;

And I shall see the gnow all go down hill

In water of 2 slender April rill

‘That flashes tail through last year"s withered brake
And dead weeds, like & disappearing snake.
Nothing will be feft white but here a birch,
And there a clump of houses with a church.

MOWING

‘There was never a sound beside the wood but one,

And that was my long scythe whispering to the ground.

‘What was itir whispered? I knew not well myself;

Perhaps it was something about the heat of the sun,

Something, perhaps, about the lack of sound—

And that was why it whispered ang did not speak.

It was no dream of the gift of idle hours,

Or easy gold at the hand of fay or elf:

Anything more than the truth would have seemed too
weak

‘To the earnest love that laid the swale in rows,

Not without feeble-pointed spikes of Rowess

(Pale orchises), and scared a bright green snake,

The fact is the swectest dream that Iabaur knows.

My long scythe whispered and left the hay to make,
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pPUST OF SNOW

The way & crow
Shook down on me
The dust of snow
From 3 hemlock tree

Has given mY heart
A changé of mood
And saved some part
Ofadoyl had rued.

THE ON SET

Always the samb whenon?d fated night
At last the gnthcrcd snow lets down as white
As may be in dark woods, and with 8 song

Of hissing on the yet uncovered ground,
1 almost stumble looking up and round,

As one wWho overtaken by the end

Gives up his errand, and jets death descend
Upon him where he is; with nothing done
To evil, 0O jmportant triumph wWon,

More than if tife had never been begun.



Frost 8

Yet all the precedent is on my side:

1 know that winter death has never tried

The eanth but it has failed: the snow may heap
1n fong storms an undrifted four feet decp

As measured against maple, birch and cak,

1t cannot check the peeper’s silver croak;

And 1 shall sec the snow all go down hill

Ta water of & slender April rill

“That flashes tail through last year’s withered brake
And dead weeds, like 2 disappearing snake.
Notking will be left white but here a birch,

And there 3 clump of houses with 8 church,

MOWING

There was never a sound beside the wood but one,

And that was my long scythe whispering to the ground.

‘What was itit whispered? I knew not well myself;

Perhaps it was something about the heat of the sun,

Something, perhaps, about the lack of sound—

And tha was why it whispered and did not spaak.

Tt was no drezm of the gift of idle hours,

Or easy gold st the hand of fay or elf:

Anyv.hlnzukm: than the truth would have seemed too
W

To the earnest love that 1aid the swale in rows,

Not without feeble-pointed spikes of flowers

(Pale orchises), snd scared a bright green snake.
The fact it the sweetest drea that Labour knows,
My long scythe whispered and left the hay to make.
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NEVER AGAIN WOULD BIRDS' SONG
BE THE SAME

He would declare and could himself believe
That the birds there in all the garden round
From having heard the daylong voice of Eve
Had added to their own an oversound,
Her tone of meaning but without the words.
Admirtedly an cloguence so soft
Could only have had an influence upon birds
When call or laughter carricd it aloft,
Be that as may be, she was in their song,.
Moreover, her voice upon their voices crossed
Had now persisted in the woods so long
That probably it never would be lost.
Never again would birds’ song be the same.

And 1o do that to birds was why she came.

TREE AT MY WINDOW
Tree at my window, window tree,
My sash is lowered when night comes on;
But let there never be curtain drawn
Between you and me.

Vague dream-head lifted out of the ground,
And thing next most diffuse to cloud,

Not all your light tongues talking aloud
Could be profound.

But trec, I have scen you taken and tossed,
And if you have seen me when I slept,

You have scen me when I was taken and swept
And all bur lost,

That day she put our heads together,
Fate had her imagination about her,

Your head so much concerned with outer,
Mine with inner, weather.,
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LOVE AND A QUESTION

A stranger came to the door at eve,
And he spoke the bridegroom fair.

He bore a green-white stick in his hand,
And, for all burden, care,

He asked with the eyes more than the lips
For a shelter for the night,

And he turned and looked at the road afar
‘Without a window light.

‘The bridegroom came forth into the porch
With * Let us look at the sky,

And question what of the night to be,
Stranger, you and 1.

‘The woodbine leaves littered the yard,
‘The woodbine berries were blue,

Autumn, yes, winter was in the wind;
* Stranger, I wish I knew.”

‘Within, the bride in the dusk alone
Bent over the open fire,

Her face rose-red with the glowing coal
And the thought of the heart’s desire.
‘The bridegroom looked at the weary road,

Yet saw but her within,
And wished her heart in a case of gold
And pinned with a silver pin,

‘The bridegroom thought it Little to give
A dole of bread, a purse,

A heartfelt prayer for the poor of God,
Or for the rich a curse;

But whether or not a man was ssked
“To mar the love of two

By harbouring woe in the bridal house,
‘The bridegroom wished hg knew,
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TWO 1LOOK AT TWO

1 ove and forgetting might have carried them

A little gurther up the mountain side

With night 50 near, but not much further up-

They must have halted soont in any case¢

With thoughts of the path pack, how rough it was
With rock and washout, and unsafe in darkness;
When they Were halted by 8 tumbled wall

with b:xrbcd-wire binding. They stood facing this,
Spending what onward impulse they stll had

In one last 1ook the way they must not £0s

On up the {ailing path, where, if 2 stonc

Or earthslide moved at night, it moved jrselfs

No footstep moved it. ¢ This 18 all,” they sighed,
« Good-night 1© woods.” PBut not $03 there was more.
A doe from round a 5pruce stood ooking ot them
Across the wall, a5 near the wall as they.

She saw them in their field, they fer in hers.

The difficulty of secing what stood still,

Like some up-cndcd poulder split in tWO,

Was in her clouded eyes: they saw no fear there.
She seemed 0 think that tWo thus they were safe.
‘Then, as i€ they were something that, though stranges
She could not trouble fer mind with too long,

She sighed and passed unscared along the wall.

« This, then, is all. What more is there 10 ask?”
But no, not yet. A snort 10 bid them wait.

A buck from round the spruct stood looking at them
Across the wall as near the wall s they.

This was 80 antlered buck of lusty nostrily

Not the same doe come back into her place.

He viewed them quizzica\ly with jerks of head,

As if 1o a5k, « \Why don’t you make some motion ?
Or give sOme sign of life? Because you can’t.

1 doubt if you're S fiving as you ook
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‘Thus til! he had Ihem llmcst (:clmg dxrrd

To stretch 2 Pt ki
“Then he too passed unsured llong the wnll.

Two had seen two, whichever side you spoke from,
“ This must be all.” It wasall. Still they stood,
A great wave from it going over them,

As if the earth in one unlooked-for favour

Had made them certain earth returned their love.

COME IN
As I came to the edge of the woods,
Thrush music—~hark !
Now if it was dusk outside,
Inside it was dark.

‘Too dark in the woods for a bird
By sleight of wing

To better its perch for the night,
Though it still could sing.

‘The last of the light of the sun
That had died in the west
Still lived for one tong more
In 2 thrush’s breast.

Far in the pillared dark
‘Thrush music went—
Almost like a call to come in
To the dark and lament.

But no, T was out for stars:
1 would not come in.

1 meant not even if asked,
Asnd I hadn't been.



04 Gibson

GIBSON
GIBSON (b. 1878) was born at exham,
No umberlan has prac!iscd the art of poetry
om outh, d severd volumes have fouowed

from his ¥

Collected Pocmss 1905-1935. Kn'ndlcsykq (1922) and
Kestrel Edge and Other Plays ar¢ poetic dramas of
cchumbria ders. In Solway Ford (1945)
he selects from his Life's work.

THE GOLDEN ROOM

Do you remember that still summer cvening
<When, in the cosy acm-washcd {iving-room

Of The 0Old Nailshops weall talked and taughed—
Our neighbouts from The Gallowss Catherine

And Lascelles Abcrcrombic; Rupert Brookes
Etinor and Robert Frosh iving @ while

At Little 1ddens, who'd brought over with them
Heclen and Edward Thomas ? In the famplight
We talked and laughed; but, for the most part listened
1n his slow New England fashion, for our delights
Holding us with shrewd turns and racy quipss '
And the rarc rwinkle of his grave blue cyes?

We sat there in the amplight while the day

Died from rose-latticed casements, and the plovers
Called over the low meadows, 1l the owls
Answered them from the clms, we sat and tatked—

Now, 8 quick flash from Abcrcrombic; now,
Again Frost's rich and ripe philosophs

That had the pody and 1ang of good draught-cider
And pourcd as clear a stream.
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*Twas in July
Of nineteen-fourteen that we sat and talked:
‘Then August brought the war, and scattered us.
Now, on the crest of an Aegean isle,
Brooke sleeps, and dreams of England: Thomas lies
"Neath Vimy Ridge, where he, among his fellows,
Died, just as Jife bad touched his lips to song.

And nigh as ruthlessly has life divided

‘Us who survive; for Abercrombie toils

In a black Northern town, beneath the glower

Of hanging smoke; and in America

Frost farms once more; and, far from The Old Nailshop
We sojourn by the Western sea.

And yet,
‘Was it for nothing thar the lirtle room,
All polden in the lamplight, thrilled with golden
Laughter from hearts of friends that summer night 2
Darkness hay fallen on it; 2nd the shadow
May never more be lifted from the hearts
‘That went through those black years of war, and live,

And still, whenever mea and women gather
For talk end Jaughter on a summer night,
Shall not that lamp rekindle; and the room
Glow once again alive with light and laughter;
And, like 2 singing star {n time’s abyss,

Burn golden-hearted through oblivion ?
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MASEFIELD

A CON SECRATION

Not of the princes and prelates with pcﬁwiggcd charioteers
Riding uiumphnmly laurclicd to jap the fat of the years;™
Rather the scomcd——thc tcjcctcd-—-thc men femmed in

The men of the tattered pattalion which fights il it dics,

Dazed with the dust of the battle, the din and the crics,

The men with the broken heads and the blood running
into their €yes:

Not the bc-mcdn\lcd Commander, peloved of the throne,

Riding cock-horse 10 parade when the bugles are blown,

But the 1ads who carried the koppic and cannot be
known.

Not the culer for Mo but the ranker, the ramp of the

road,
The slave with the sack oB his shoulders pricked on with
the goad,

‘The man with t00 weighty @ burden, 100 weary & 1oad.
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‘The sailor, the stoker of steamers, the man with the cloue,

The chantyman bent at the halliards putting a tune to the
shout,

‘The drowsy man at the wheel and the tired fock-out.

Others may siag of the wine and the wealth and the mirth,

The portly presence of potentates goodly in girth;—

Mine be the dirt and the dross, the dust and scum of the
earth!

THEIRS be the music, the colour, the glory, the gold;

Mine be a handful of ashes, 2 mouthful of mould,

Of the maimed, of the halt and the blind in the rain snd
the cold—

Of these shall my songs be fashioned, my tales be told.
AMzN,

CARDIGAN BAY

Clean, green, windy billows notching out the sky,

Grey clouds tattered into rags, se2-winds blowing high,

And the ships under topsails, beating, thrashing by,
And the mewing of the herring gulls,

Dancing, fashing green seas shaking whise locks,

Boiling in blind eddies over hidden rocks,

And the wind in the rigging, the creaking of the blocks,
And the straining of the timber hulls.

Delicate, cool sea-weeds, green and amber-brown,

Ta beds where shaken suntight slowly filters down

On many a drowned seventy-four, many a sunken town,
+ And the whitening of the dead men’s skulls,



An® Bill can have mY sea-bootss Nigger Jim
knife,
You can divvy up p the dungarees an' beds
An' the ship can have m¥ plessings & ’ the Lord can have

my life,
An’ sails ap o fish my pody when

I'm dead.

g down pelow there in the tangled greens an’

Ax’ dreamin
blues,
Where the sU uplight shudders go\dcn round gbouts
1 shall hear the ships compl:umn an’ the cursin’ of th
CIews)
An’ be oty when the watch is tumbled out.

e weather crojick bract,

1 shall heat them hxl\y-ho“ymg th

And the suckin! g of the was ut the hulls

When they chan p the topsml 1’11 be hauling in my place
wﬂl follow seawards like a gull.

For my SO oul
nthe bumpkins o¥ cersides

1 shall hear the blocks a-gruntmg in
Ap’ the slatting g of sails on the sta¥»

An' the npp\mg of the cats paw at aking

An’ the swirl and splash of porpo;scs at play.

of the tide,

An’ Bill can fhave my ¢ea-boots; Nigger Jim can have M)
knife,

You can divvy up the whack I ha

An’ the ship can have mYy blessing on

my life,
For it's ime 1 quit the deck

ven't scoffty
¢ Lord can ha

and went aloft.
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NIGHT IS ON THE DOWNLAND

Night is on the downland, on the lonely moorland,
On the hills where the wind goes over sheep-bitten rurf,
Where the bent grass beats upon the unploughed

poorland
And the pine-woods roar like the surf,

‘Here the Roman lived on the wind-barren lonely,
Dark now and haunted by the moorland fowl;
None comes here now but the peewit only,

And moth-like death in the owl.

Beauty was here, on this beetle-droning downland;
The thought of & Caesar in the purple came

From the palace by the Tiber in the Roman townland
‘To this wind-swept hill with no name.

Lonely Beauty came here and was here in sadness,
Brave as a thought on the frontier of the mind,

In the camp of the wild upon the march of madness,
The bright-tyed Queen of the Blind.

Now where Beauty was are the wind-withered gorses,
Moaning like old men in the hill-wind’s blast;

‘The flying sky is dark with running horses,

And the night is full of the past.
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FORGET

fool in POWEDs
the jealous 0,

The bitter
The cruel no¥,

Men are no godss
But in out souls we

O divin¢ white wonder,
blind 10 all else, peen

assionate scas

all man’s P
these.

So you remain, thouch
1 can forget all

Roar theit blind tides,



Thomas ’ 101

THOMAS

Epwarn THOMAS (1878-1917) first wrote poetry, at
the suggestion of the American poet, Robert Frost, at
the beginning of the w:r, in wlnc.h he was killed in
action in Flanders. De 1a Mare has written that with
‘Thomas’s death *“a mirror cf England was shattered
of so pure and true a crystal that a clearer and tenderer
refiection of it can be found no other where than in

m:!‘ His prose work includes books and
essays on the English counn'ynde nnd studies of
Richard Jefferies and George Bos

SOWING

It was a perfect day

For sowing; just

As sweet and dry was the ground
As tobacco-dust.

I tasted deep the hour
Between the far

Owl's chuckling first soft ery
And the first star,

A long stretched hour it was;
Nothing undone

Remained; the eatly seeds
All safely sown.

And now, hark at the rain,
Windless and light,

Half a kiss, half a tear,
Saying good-night.
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Thomas

TWO PEWITS

Under the aftcr-sunsct sky
Two pevits sport and cTY»
More white thant is the moon on high
Rjding the dark surge silentlys
Thel

While the moon’s quarter silently
Rides, and earth tests as silently.

WOMEN HE LIKED
women he liked, did shovc\-bcardcd Bob,
Old Farmer Hayward of the Heath, but he
Loved hotses. He himself Was fike @ cob,
And lcaxhcr-ooloutcd. Also he joved a tee

For the life in them he loved most living thing$»
But a tree chiefly. All along the lane

He p\nntcd ¢lms where pow the stormcock sings
That travellers hear from the s\ow-cﬁmbing train.

Till then the track had never had a name

For all its thicket and the nightingalcs

That should have earned it. No onc was to blame:
To name & thing peloved man sometimes fails.

Maony years cince, Bob Hayward dicd, and now
None passes there because the mist and the rain
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THE BRIDGE

1 have come s Jong way to~day:

On a strange bridge alone,
Remembeting friends, old friends,

1 rest, witbont smile or moan,

As they remember me without smile or moan,

All are behind, the kind

And the uskind too, no more

To-night than a drexm,  The swresm

Rusns softly yet drowns the Past,

“The dark-lit stream has drowned the Future and the Past,

No traveller bas rest more blest

Than this reoment brief between

Two lives, when the Night's first lights

And shades hide what has never been,

‘Things goodlier, lovelier, dearer, than will be or have been.

LIKE THE TOUCH OF RAIN

Like the touch of rain she was

Oz & man's flesh and Bair and eyes
When the joy of walking thus

Hzs taken him by surprise:

With 1be love of the storm he burns,
He sings, be laughs, well 1 know how,
But forgets when he returny

As T shall not forget her ' Go now"',

Those 1wo words shur s door
Between me and the blessed rain
‘That was never shot before
And will not open again.



TALL NETTLES
Tall nettles cover up, a5 they have done
e rusty harrow, the plough

These many springss
Long worn out, and the roller made of stone:

er of the farmyard 1 like most:
on a flower

nettles, never lost

{ a showcr.

This corn!
As well 2
1 like the
Except 10

dust on the
prove the sweetness o

THESE THINGS THAT POETS SAID
These things that poets said )
Of love seemed wue to me
When I joved and 1 fed
On love and poetry equally.

But now 1 _wish 1 knew
1{ theirs were love jndeed,

Ot if mine wer¢ the muc

And theirs some other lovely weed:

{ainly not thus,

rcafter; 1

nween us

pefore 1 die.

For cer
Then or the
Loved ever. Be
Dedide, good Love,

Only, that once 1 loved

By this onc argument
1s very plainly proved:
1, loving oL am different.
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DRINKWATER
Joux Dy (1832-1 1937) blished
from 1903, and his considerable output shows on the

Zho!: the G:orgnn vxme? hdlx‘xgxuuans, m
y3 © greater

notably Abraham umf (1918), and he lharcd inthe

founding of the Bi

of the Repertory Thea His
literary studies mmmm Poerry and Pmmm
in Lireranure.

BIRTHRIGHT
Lord Rameses of Egypt sighed
Because a summer evening passed;
And lintle Ariadne cried
‘That summer fancy fell at last
To dust; and young Verona died
When beaury’s hour was overcast,

Theirs was the bitterness we know

Because the clouds of hawthorn keep
So shorr a state, and kisses go

‘To tombs unfathomably deep,
‘White Rameses and Romes

And little Ariadne slecp.

VERITY
Greatly to love, yet nothing to desite,
Little to own, yet riches to enjoy,
Burning, to keep an unextinguished fire,
All 1o command, yet sparely to employ—

‘Thus would 1 make my compact with my own,
My frugal spirit, that I know my friend:

Yet knowledze leaves the talisman unknown,
And T shall be s spendthrift to the end.
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MOONLIT APPLES
At the 10P of the houst the apples 8T¢ 1pid in TOWS:
And the skylight 1ets the moonlight in, and those
Apples aré deep-sed apples of green. “There §0€s
A cloud o0 the moon in the sutumd night.

A mouse in the wainscot scratches; and scratches, and
then
There is 00 sound at the top of the hous¢ of me
Or mices and the Joud is blowd, and the moon
Dapples the apples with deep-sed light.

n
again

They are lying in rows there, under the gloomy beams;

On the sagging floor; they gather the silver streams

Out of the moom those moonlit apples of dreams,
And quict is the stecP stair under

is nothing but sleep.
ey keep
decp

under there
chard boughs th

and deep 15 the silences
nder.

In the corridors
And stiller than ever
Tryst with the meons

On moonov:nshcd apples of wo
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FLECKER
JAves Erroy FLecxer (1884—1915) :czvcd in the
Middle East in the Consular died f
tuberculosis.  His plzy, Hzmm. mged ;frer
death, is rich in poctry angd was magnificent nsxpectzd:.

TO A POET A THOUSAND YEARS HENCE

1 who am dead a thousand years,
And wrote this sweet grchaic song,

Send you my words for messengers
“The way I shall not pass along.

T care not if you bridge the seas,
Or ride secure the cruel sky,

Or build consummate palaces
Of metal or of masonry.

But have you wiae and music still,
And statuey and 3 bright-cyed love,

And foolish thoughts of good and ill,
And prayers to them who sit above 2

How shall we conquer ?  Like a wind
That falls at eve our fancies blow,
And old Mxonides the blind
Said it three thousand years ago,

O friend nnseen, unborn, unknown,
Student of our sweet English tongue,
Read out my words at night, alone:
1 was a poet, I was young,

Since I can never see your face,
And never shake you by the hand,

1 send my soul through time and space
‘To greet you.  You will understar *



PROLOGUE

o with songs beguile your pilgrimage
at Beauty lives though Tilies dicy
oud old lincage
to find your hearts, We know not why,™

\Who sing
n? Tales, marv

What shall we 1ell YO
Of ships and stars and isles where £00
Where nevermore the rost of sunsct pales,

the West:

And winds and shadows
¢ whitc-bcardcd kings

the world's first hug!
ades slecping murmur in their sleeps
und their preasts the jvy clingss
pathway slow and red and deep:

11
u? D¢

And how peguile YO
han that

\Warmer and decper ¢
Which hides the beauty and bright fai
Golden Journcy to Sa

Who made the

And now they wait @

We wh

ellous tales
d men 155

And there
in dim g}
And closer 10
Cutting its

ath has no repose
Orient sand

th of thos¢
markand.

ad whiten pcnccably,
Those CONQUErorss those poetss those sO fair:
They know time comes; not only you art 1,

But the whole world shall whiten, here Of therc;
vans that cross the plain
sound of silver bells
put forth n ory or for gain,

from the pa\m—girt wells

Take no more solace
by the sed shut fast

cat markets
that goes on and on:

When the 6F

All that calm Sunday
When even tovers find their peace at 1ast,
that once had shone.

And Earth is but a s1ah
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LAWRENCE
w10 HeRsERT LAWRENCE (xass-xgzc) was bom.
ln l Nomnghzmshhe village, his father a

coal-miner,  He soon gave up lndung o devote him-
self to writing, and efter Sons and Lerers (1913) was
one of the outstanding novelists of his day, secking
through his novels 1o wrestle with the life which
frustrated him. His poems from Lote Poems and
Others (xgxguonw:rds similatly echo the passionate
struggle of spxm, wlu]: his poetic genius is richly
apent in his novels

FOR THE HEROES ARE DIPPED IN
SCARLET

Before Plato told the great lic of ideals

men slimly went like fishes, and didn't care.
‘They had long hair, like Samson,

&nd clean as arrows they sped to the mark
when the bow-cord twanged,

‘They knew it was 0o use knowing

their own nothingness:

fot they were not pothing.

So now they come back ! Hark !

Hurk | the low and shattering laughter of bearded men.
with the slim waists of warriors, and the long feet

of moon-lit dancers.

Oh, and their faces scarlet, like the dolphin’s blood !
Lol the loveliest is red alf over, rippling vermilion
88 he ripples upwards |

laughing in his black beard {

‘They are dancing | they return, as they went, dancing |

For the thing that is done without the glowing as of god,
ion,

‘were best not done at all. _

How glistening red they arc | N
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When he pushed his bush of black tir off his brow:
When she 1ifted her mop from her €765 and screwed
jtina knob pehind
—0 actof fearful cemerity !
When they {elt theit forchcads bare, paked to heaven,

v :

When they felt the tight of heaven prandished 1ike 2
knife at their defenceless eyess

And the se@ like 8 blade at their facts

When they came outs f:\cc-rcvcalcd, under heavem

from the shagey undcrgrov.-th of their owD hair

For the first time,

They SaW tiny ros¢ cyclamens between their 10€S
owing

Where the clow toads sat brooding oD the past.

Slow toads, and cyclamen {eaves
Stickily glistcning with cternal shadow
Keeping 10 carth.

Cyclamen Jeaves

Toad-Hlmy, canh-iridcscem

“The shaking aspeet of the sea

And man’s defenceless bare face

And cyclamens putting their ears back.
Long, pensive, sﬁm-muzzlcd grcyhound buds
Dreamys not yet present

Drasn out of earth

At his toes.
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Davm-rose

Sub-delighted, stonc-engendered
Cyclamens, young cyclzmens
Arching

Waking, pricking their cars

Like delicate very-young greyhound bndm
Half-y ing at the open,

Vista cf day,

Folding back their soundless petalled ears.

Greyhound bitches

Dending their rosy muzzies pensive down,

And breathing soft, uawilling to wake to the new day
Yet sub-delighted,

Ah Mediterranean morning, when our world began |
Far-off Mediterranean mornings,

Pelasgic faces uncovered,

And unbudding cyclamens.

‘The hare suddenly goes uphill
Laying back her long cars with unwinking bliss.

And up the pallid, sea-blenched Mediterranean stone-
slopes

Rose cyclamen, ecstatic fore-runner |

Cyclamens, ruddy-murzled cyclamens

In lirtte bunches like bunches of wild hares

Muzzles together, cars-aprick,

Whispering witcheraft.

Like women at & well, the dawn-fountain,
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Greects and the world’s morning :

Where all the Parthenon marbles still fostered the roots
of the cyclamen.

Violets

Aummml

Dawn-pink,

Dawn-pale

Among squat toad-lcaves sprinkl'mg the unborn
Erechtheion marbles.

THE SEA, THE SEA—

The sed dissolves SO much

and the moon makes away with s0 much more than
we know—

3

jron washes away like an old blood-stain

gold goes out into a green shadow

money makKes even no sediment

and only the heart

glitters in salty ¢riumph

over all it has known, that has gone¢ now into salt
nothingness.
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BEWARE THE UNHAPPY DEAD!
Bewzre the akappy dead thrust out of life
unready, unprepared, pawilling, unable
10 continoe o the Jongest journey.

Oh, now 33 November draws near

the grey, grey reaches of carth’s thadow,

the Jong mean marginal stretekes of ovr existence
are crowded with lost souls, the uneasy dead

that eannet embark on the slicking se2 beyond.

Ob, now they moan 20d throng in anget, and pressback

through breaches in the walls of this our by-no-means
impregmable existence

seeking their old haunts with cold ghostly rage

old haunts, old kabitans, old heartks,

old places of sweet 1 from which they are thrust eut

and can but haunt in disembodied rage.

©h, but beware, beware the angry dead.

Who knows, who kaows how much our modern woe
is due o the angry unappeated dead

that were thrust out of life, xnd now come back st oy
malizagnt, malignant, for we will pot succour them.
Oh, on this day for the dead, now November is here
et a place for the daad, with & csbion and soft seat
aad per & plite, and put s wine-glass out

and serve the best of food, the fondest wize

for your dead, your umseen dead, aad with your bearts
speak with them and give them peace zad do them bonour,

O else beware their angry presence, now

within your walls, within your very heart.

Ok, they can lay you waste, the angry dead.

Perkars even cow you are suffering from the bevoc
they make

unknown within your breast aad your deadered loins.
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WOLFE
T WOLFE (1885-1940), porn in Italy, \was
radford Grammar School and Oxford.
ay in the Civil Service. Regquicm (1927)
and The Uncelcstial City (1930); 2 among
wn volumes.

satire, are

THE NUN
pool in the convent garden. Sill is

the amber basin, where no fishes leaps
but slowly cruise berween the water-lilies
in sleepy gold, as those in silver sleep—

slecp on and on,
their sleep itself a quict
monks, the cypresses
about their cloistral boughss

those most human treess
<t and silver VOWS)y

Thercis 2

preathing orison.

In spring fike four tall
fold their dark green
while the yount birches,
50 sheltered, ke their fir

and flowers swing

their coloured censers in fragrance sofdly opening.

e of wind pehind these walls,

cho save bells sobbings
ctually falls
ter throbbing

There is small nois
nor any human ¢
whose normal cadence @
upon the pool, and sets the wa

with the far sens¢

of some angelic trouble, g difference.

some healin:

Pool of My heart} Mot always was thy cup

arded from the wind as now, as now \mstin'cd,

nor did the water-flowers drifting up

spread their green plumage tike a floating bird,
nor aught disturb :

ch of fin the lilics' trailing herb.

with any fla
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But passion deeply moving, loss and terror,
anger and sorrow, turpitude snd blame,
changed all, and what was made to be a mirror
for unassuming loveliness became
of shapes, that pass
in dark, s broken and tumulruous {ooking-glass,

“Thus rarnishing with rust the silent mere
beyond the world, whose stainless waters draw
from the small pools the saints establish here
in passionless obedicnce to the law,
that says ““ Refuse |
What we denied remains, but what we had we lose.”

(Dear Saint Teresa! who laid the world aside
before the world had spoken, will you bless
after such pain this all-but-virgin bride
of Christ, who will not be His fover less
because she shared
the enchanting agony of love, that you were spared ?

Will you not take her softly by the hand,
nor tell her that she sacrificed in vain
for music, that she did not understand,
thie Jovely human counterpoint of pain,
whose echoes faint
are grace-notes in the full acceptance of the saint ?)

It is very quist in the garden, Slowly
the oleanders let cheir roses fold.
The shadows reach my feer, a0d all the holy
precinets of evening are suddenly cold,
Sweet Christ ! anun
fies down to sleep, and for the last tims rejects the sun



Pennsylvanid settled in England in 19 i. Her first
yolume O , Sea Garden, W3S P blished 1o this
co he ied Richa Aldington,

poets; amon; whom, with the cnconragcment o

D. (her pen pame) first appcared in
xgx?. Among her 1atest work is The Walls Do Not
Fall (1944)-

An incident here and theres
and rails gone (for guns)
from your (and my) old town square:

mist and mist-grey, ne colour,
still the Luzor bee, chick and har¢
pursue unalterable purpose

in greens rose-red, lapis}
they continue t0 prophesy
from the stone papyrus:

there, as heré, ruin opens
the tomb, the temple; cnters
there as here, there arc 0o doors:

the shrinc lies open to the sKY,
the rain falls, here, there
sand drifts; cternity endures:

ruin everywhere yet as the fallen roof
1eaves the sealed room
open 10 the air,

50, through our desolation,
thoughts stif, inspiration stalks us
through gloom:
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unxware, Spirit announces the Presence;
shirering overtakes us,
83 of old, Samuel:

trembling at @ known strect-corner,
we know not nor 2re known;
the Pythiap prongunces—we pass on.

to another cellar, to another sliced wall
where poor utensils show
like rare objects in 8 museum;

Pompeii has nothing to teach us,
we know crack of volcanic fissure,
slow Bow of terrible lava,

pressure on heart, lungs, the brain
about 1o burst irs brittle case
{what the skull can endure }):

over us, Apocryphal fire,
under uy, the earth sway, dip of a floor,
slope of & pavement

where men roll, drunk
with & new bewilderment,
soreery, bedevilment:

the bone-frame was made for
1o such shock knit within terror,
yet the skeleton stood up to it:

the flesh 7 it was melted sway,
the heart bumt our, dead ember,
tendons, muscles shattered, outer husk dismembered,

yet the frame held:
we passed the flame: we wonder
what saved us? what for?
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SASSOON

SIEGFRIED SAssOON (6. 1886) served in France in the
1914-1918 war, in which he won the M.C, He and
Wilfred Owen were together in hospital, and Edmun'd
Blunden remarks that the *impact of Sassoon’s
character, thought, and independent poctic method
gave Owen a new purpose.” Poems Netwly Selected -
(1940) shows how his poetry grew and dcqpcch
beyond satire. His sutobiographical books beginning
with Memoirs of a Fox-Hunting Man (1928) are very
notable.

ALL-SOULS' DAY

Close-wrapped in living thought I stand
Where death and daybreak divide the land,—
Death and daybreak on either hand

For exit and for entry; .

While shapes like wind-blawn shadows pass,
Lost and lamenting, ¢ Alas, alas,

This body is only shrivelling grass,

And the soul a starlit sentry

Who guards, and as he comes and goes,
Points now to daybreak’s burning rose,

And now toward worldhood’s charnel close
Leans with regretless warning” . . .

I hear them thus—O thus I hear

My doomed companions crowding near,
Until my faith, absolved from fear,
Sings out into the morning,

And tells them how we travel far,
From life to life, from star to star;
Exult, unknowing what we are;

And quell the obscene derision

Of demon-haunters in our heart

Who work for worms and have no part
In Thee, O ultimate power, who art
Our victory and our vision.
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THE DEATH-BED
He drowsed and was aware of silence heaped
Round him, unshaken as the steadfast walls;
Aqucouy like fioating rays of amber light,
Soaring and guivering in the wings of sieep,
Silence and safrty; and his mortal shore
Lipped by the faward moonless waves of death.

Someone was holding water to his mouth.

He vrallowed, unresisting; soozaed sad dropped
Through crimson gloom to darkness; and forgot
“The opiate throb and ache that was his wound.
Water~—calm, sliding green above the weir;
‘Water—g sky-lit alley for his boat,

Bizd-valced, snd bordersd with sefleced fowens
And shaken hues of summer: drifting down,

He dipped contented cars, and sighed, and slept.

hxgh(, with 8 gust of wind, was in the ward,

the cuttain to a glimmering curve.
Night, He was blind; he could not see the stars
Glinting among the wraiths of wandering cloud;
Queer blots of colour, purple, scaslet, green,
Flickered and faded in his drowning cyes.

Rain; he could hear it rusthing through the dark;
Fragrance and passioniers mosic woven as one;
Warm rain on drooping roses; pattering showers
‘That sozk the woods; not the harsh rein that sweept
Behind the thunder, but & trickling peace

Gently and slowly washing Lie away.

. . * .
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He stirred, shifting his body; then the pain

Leaped like a prowling beast, and gripped and tore

His groping dreams with grinding claws and fangs.

But someone was beside him; soon he lay

Shuddering because that evil thing had passed.

And Death, who'd stepped toward him, paused and
stared.

Light many lamps and gather round his bed.
Lend him your eyes, warm blood, and will to live.
Speak to him; rouse him; you may save him yet.
He's young; he hated war; how should he die
When cruel old campaigners win safe through ?

But Death replied: “ I choose him.” So he went,
And there was silence in the summer night;
Silence and safety; and the veils of sleep.
Then, far away, the thudding of the guns.

1916.

A FLOWER HAS OPENED

A flower has opened in my heart . . .
What flower is this, what flower of spring,
What simple, secret thing ?

It is the peace that shines apart,

The peace of daybreak skies that bring
Clear song and wild swift wing.

Heart’s miracle of inward light,

What powers unknown have sown your seed
And your perfection fread? . . .

O flower within me wondrous white,

I know you only as my need

And my unsealed sight.
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BROOKE

Rurexy_Brooxe (x!B;—:g:sx Fellow of King's
Coll Cambridge, after serving on the Antwerp
cxpe?mon in 1914, dJed of fever az Scyros. Hi
ooms & 911, rosy and Other Poems in

xgxy ’Fgubzckzmuapo his wnnm of 1914 can

‘THE GREAT LOVER

1 have been s0 great 8 lover: filled my days

So proudly with the splendour of Lave’s praise,

The pain, the calm, and the sstonishment,

Desire {llimitable, snd stlf content,

And all dear names men use, to cheat despair,

For the perplexed and viewless streams chat bens

Qur hearts a¢ random down the datk of life.

Now, ere the unthinking sileace on that strife

Steals down, 1 would cheat drowsy Death so far,

My night shall be remembered for & sear

‘That gutshone all the suns of all men's days.

Shall 1 not crown them with immottal praise

Whom 1 have loved, who have given e, dared with me
High secrets, and in darkness knelt to see

The inenatrable godhead of delight 2

Love is 2 Same:~e bave beaconed the world's night,
A citys—and we have built i1, these and L.

An emperor:—ise bave taught the world to die.

So, for their sakes I loved, ere I g0 hencr,

And the high cause of Love’s magaificence,

Aad 10 keep loyalties young, 'l write those names
Golden for ever, eagles, crying fames,

And sct them a¢ @ baaner, that men may know,

Ta dare the generations, burn, snd blow

Out on the wind of Time, shining 2ad swreaming. | . .
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White plates and cupss clcan-gleaming,

Of blanketss ainy wood3 tive hair that is

Shining and frecs ‘blue-massing clouds; the keen

Unp:\ssioncd peauty of 2 great machine;

The benison of hot waters furs t0 touch;

The good smell of old clothess and other such—

The comfortable smell of friendly fingerss

Hair’s fragrance, and the musty reck that lingers

About dead leaves and last year’s ferns. «
ear namess

And thousand other throng 10 me! Royal flames;

Sweet water's dimpling laugh from 3P ot springs

Holes in the gtound; and voices that do sings

Voices in Jaughter, 1005 and vody’s pain,

Soon turned 10 peaces and the deep-panting train}

Firm sands; the little dulling edge of foam

That browns and dwindles as the wave goes homes

And washen stoncs, §aY for an hours the cold

Graveness of iron; moist black carthen mould;

Slecp; and high placess footprints in the dews

And oaks; and brown horsc-chcsmuts, glossy-ncw;

And aew-peeled sticks; ond shining pools o7 grass;—

All these have been my loves. And thes¢ shall pass

Whatever passes not, in the great houts

Not all my passion, oll my prayers: have power
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Ta hold them with me through the gate of Death.
‘They’ll play deserter, turn with the trajtor breath,
Break the high bond we made, and sell Love's trust
And sacramented covenant to the dust,
—Oh, never a doubt but, somewhere, I shall wike,
And give what's left of love again, and make
New friends, now straggers. . . .

But the best I've known
Stays here, and changes, breaks, grows ofd, is blown
About the winds of the world, and fades from brains
Of living men, and dies.

Nothing remains,

O dear my loves, O faithless, once again

‘This one last gift I give: that after men

Shalt know, and later lovers, far-removed,

Pniise you, ** All these were lovely '} say, * He loved"’.

THE DEAD

Blow out, you bugles, over the rich Dead |
“There's none of these so lonely and poor of old,
Bur, dying, has made us rarer gifts than gold.
These faid the world away; poured out the red
Sweet wine of youth; gave up the years to be
Of work and joy, and that unhoped serene,
That men call sge; and those who would have been,
Their sons, they gave, their immortality,

Blow, bugles, blow1 They brought us, for our dearth,
Holiness, lacked so long, and Love, xod Pain.
Honour was come back, as & king, to earth,
And paid his subjects with 8 royal wage;
And Nobleness walks in our ways again;
And we have come n to our heritage,
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EDITH SITWELL

EDITH SITWELL (b. 1887)» daughtet of Sir _Gcorgc
Sitwell, Barts of Renishaw Park in D_crbyshxrc, has
lived above all for the art of poetry. R}c_h in the finer
traditions of the past her highly individualist spirit
has fx}spiogcd its own vision of beauty and !;ruth \yith

cher er than
Alexander Pope (1930) The English Eccentrics (1933)
and Aspects of Modern Poetry. 1he following poems

STILL FALLS THE RAIN

(THE RAIDS, 1940. NIGHT AND DAWN)

Still falls the Rain—

Park as the world of man, plack as our loss—
Blind ss the nineteen hundred and forty nails
Upon the Cross.

Sl falls the Rain

Witha sound like the pulse of the heart that is changed
to the hammer-beat

Inthe Potter's Field, and the sound of the impious feet

Onthe “Tomb:
Still falls the i

Rain

In the Field of Blood where the small hopes breed and
the human brain

Nurtures its greed, that worm with the brow of Cain.
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HOW MANY HEAVENS e

The emeralds ar¢ singing on the gra

Andin the trees the bells of the long cold are ringings™
My blood seems changed t© o cme cralds like the spears
Of grass peneath the carth picrcing and singing

The flame of the first plade

Is an angel pxcrcmg through the carth to sing

« God is everything g!

The grass within the grass,’ the angel in the angels flame
Within the fame, and He is the green shade that came
To be the heart of shade 7.

The gtcy-bcard angel of the stont,
Who has grown wise with ag6 cried, Not alone
Aml within mY silence,™ __God is the stonc in the still

1n the heart of silence » . then, above the glade

The yellow straws of light
Whereof the s¥ 1 has built his nest, Y « Pright
1s the world, the yellow straw
My brother,— __God is the straw \within the straw =
All things ar¢ Light”.

He is thesed of ripeness and the sweet apple’s emerald
lore.

So you, MY flame of grass my root of the world from
which all Spring shall grow,

O you, My hawthorn bough of the stars, nOwW jcaninglow

Through the day, for your flowers 10 kiss my 1ips, § hall
know

He is the coré of the heart of love, and He, peyond
1abouring S€25 our ulumate shore.
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THE YyOUTH WITH THE RED-GOLD HAIR

The gold-armourcd ghost from the Roman road
« Fear not the sound and the glamour

rmour—

(The sound of the wind and the wheat)

Fear not its clamovur. « * *

Fear only the red-gold sun with the fleece of a fox

Who will steal the futtering bird you hide in your
breast.

Fear only the red-gold rain :

That will dim your brightness O my wll rower of the
corn,

You,—mYy plonde g1 1. <« -

But the wind sighed Reste - - ¢

The wind in his grey Kknight's armout

The wind in his grey pight armour

Sighed over the fields of the wheat « Heisgone . *

orlorn.

.
”

SONG

The QueenBee sighed, « How heavy jsmy sweet go\d,"

To the \wind in the honey-hive.

And sighed the old King» « The weight of my crown is
cold—

And laden is life1”

« How heavy,” sighed the gold heart of the days “is
the heat1”

Ah, not s0 aden sweet

As my heart with its infinite gold and its weightof fove.
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ANIMULA

« Ygsues fro™ the band of God, the simple soul”
To a flat world of changing lights and noises

To lights dark, dry OF damp, chilly ot warms;
Moving perween the legs of tables and of chairs,
Rising O fallings grasping at Kisses and t0¥Ss
Advancing boldlys sudden 10 take alarmh
Retreating 10 the corner of arm and kncts

Content with playiug-mrds and kings and queens,
What the fairics do and what the servants say.

0

Week by week, offends and pcrp\cxcs more¢
With the imperatives of “is and seems”’
And may and may 10% desire and control.
The pain of living an the drug of dreams

Behind the Encyclopacdia Britannica.
1ssues from the hand of time the simple soul

Unable t0 fare forward of retreaty

Fearing the warm reali the offered good,
Denying the importunity of the blood,

Shadow of jts own shadows, spectre in its own gloom
Leaving disordered papers in a dusty T00ms3

Living first in the silence after the viaticum.
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Pray for Guiterriez, avid of speed and power,

For Boudin, blown to pieces,

Far this ene that made a great fortune,

And that one who went his own way.

Pray for Floret, by the boarhound sliin between the

yew trees,
Pray for u3 now and at the hour of our birth,

NEW HAMPSHIRE
Children’s voices in the otchard
Between the blossom- and the fruit-time:
Golden head, crimson head,
Between the green tip and the root.
Black wing, brown wing, hover over;
‘Twenty years and the spring is over;
‘To-day gricves, to-morrow grieves,
Cover me over, light-in-leaves;
Golden bead, black wing,

Cling, swing,
Spring, sing,
Swing up into the apple-tree.

DEATH BY WATER
Phlebas the Phoecician, a fortnight dead,
Forgot the ery of gulls, and the deep sea swell
And the profit and losy,

. A current under sea
Picked his bones in whispers.  As ke rose and fell
He passed the stages of his age and youtk
Entering the whirlpool,

Gentile or Jew
© you who turn the wheet and Jook to windward,
Consfder Phiebas, who was once handsome and tall
£ you.
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BURNT NORTON aw -

Time and the bell have puried the day,
The black cloud carrics the suB away.

will the sunflowert wurn 10 1S will the clematis
Stray dowi bend to us3 tendril and spra¥y

Chill

Fingers of yew be curled

Pown on us > After the wingfisher’s wing

Has nnswcrcd light t0 light, and is silent, the light is
still

At the still point of the turning world.

GERONT 10N

Thou hast 107 youtl 107 age
But as it 7€ an after dinner sleep
Dreaming of both.

Here 1 am; a0t old manina dry month,

Being read to by 8 boys \waiting for rain.

1 was neither at the hot gates

Nor fought in the warm rain

Nor knee deep in the salt marsh, heaving 8 cutlass,
Bitten by fiies, fought.

My house isa decayed housts

And the jew squats OB the window sil], the QWNCT)
Spnvmcd jn some estaminet of Antwerps

A dull head among windy spaces.
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Signs are taken for wonders, * We would seeasignt®’
“The word within a word, unable 1o speak a word,
Swaddled with darkness.  In the juvescence of the year
Csme Christ the tiger

Indepraved May, dogwood and chestnut, flowering judas,

To be eaten, to be divided, 1o be drunk

Among whispers; by Mr. Silvero

With caressing hands, st Limoges

Wha walked alf night in the next room;

By Hakagawa, bowing smong the Titians;

By Madame de Tornquist, in the dark room

Shifting the candles; Fradlein von Kulp

Who turned in the hall, one band on the door.  Vacant
shuttles

Weave the wind. I have no ghosts,

An old pan in « deaughey house

Under a windy koob.

After such knowledge, what forgiveness?  Think now
History has many cunning passages, contrived cortidors
And issues, deceives with whispering ambitions,
Guides us by vanities. Think now

She gives when our artention s distracted

And what she gives, gives with such supple confusions
“That the giving famishes the craving.  Gives too late
What's not believed in, or if still believed,

In memory only, reconsidered passion.  Gives 100 soon
Into weak hands, what's thought can be dispensed with
“Till the refusal propagates a fear.  Think

Neither fear nor courage saves us.  Unnatura! vices

Are fathered by our heroism.,  Virtues

Are forced upon us by our impudent crimes.

‘These rezrs are shaken from the wrath-bearing tree,
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Think at last
We have not reached conclusions when X
Stiffenin @ rented house < at last

1 have not made this sho¥ purposclcss\y

And it is 0ot by any concitstion

Of the backward devils.

1 would meet you upon this honestly.

1 that was pear your heart was removed therefrom

To lose beauty in terrof; error in inquisidon-

1 have lost MY passion: why should I need to keep it
Since what 13 kept must be ndultcratcd ?

1 have lost ™Y sight, smell, hearing, 1aste and touch:
How should T use them for your closer contact

These with 8 thousand small deliberations

Protract the profit of their chilled delirium,

Excite the membrant, «hen the sens¢ has cooled,

With pungent 5aUCeS) multply variety

In o wilderness of mirrors. What will the spider o,

Suspend its opcmtions, will the weevil

Pelay? De Bailhache, Fresca, Mrs. Cammel, whirled

Beyond the circuit of the shuddering Bear

In fractured atoms. Gull against the wind, in the
windy straits

Of Belle 1sle, of running o1 the Horn,

White feathers in the snoWs the Gulf claims,

And an old man driven by the Trades

To n sleepy cornet.

Tenants of the houseé,
Thoughts of 8 dry brain ina dry season.
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Feom THE ROCK (X}

O Lizghe Invisible, we pr‘.us: “Theel

“Too bright for mortal vision.

O Greater Light, we prafse Thee for the less;

The eastern light cur spires touch at mereing,

The Iight that slants upen our wesieR dam &
evenlng,

‘The twilight over stagnant pools at barfighs,

Moon light and star light, owland mmh Eghr,

Gl glowlightona 1

O Light Invisible, we worship Theet

We thank Thee for the lights thas we Rave knlad,

“The light of altar and of sancteary;

Small lights of those who medint g7 pideie

And lights directed through the coloes2 gy &
windews

And lighy reflected from the poliaked gome

“The gilded cueven wood, the colowred fmyes

Our gaze I submarine, cus eyes Iock s

And see the lght that fractzres themogt evrmme poe

We see 1he light but see pot whemre =2 oo—er

© Light Invisible, we glorify Thee !
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EAST COKER (D

In my peginning is my end. In succession

Houses rise and fall, crumble, ar¢ extended, )
Are removed, destroyeds restored, OF in their place
1s an open field, or 2 factory, or @ by-pass:

Old stonc 10 new building, old timber 10 pew fires,
Old fires t0 ashes, and ashes t0 the €2

Bone of man and beast, cornstalk and leaf.

Houses live and dic: there is a time for building

And a ime for living and for gcncration

And a tim¢ for the wind to break the joosened panc

And 10 shake the wainscot where the field-mousc trots

And 10 shake the gattered arras woven with 2 silent
motto.

In my beginning is my engd. Now the light falls
Across the open field, leaving the deep lanc
Shuttered with branches, dark in the afternoons
Where you lean against 8 bank while a vant passess

. n
1s absorbeds not refracted, by grey stone.
The dahlias glecp in the empty silence.

Wait for the carly owl.
In that open field
1f you do not come 100 close, if you do not come 100
close,

On a summer midnight, you cant hear the music
Of the weak pipe and the little drum

And sce them dancing around the bonfire

The association of man and woman

1n daunsing® signifying matrimonie—
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A dignificd and commodious sacrament.

Two end two, necessarye conjunction,

Holding eche other by the hand or the arm

Whiche betokeneth concorde.  Round and round the

fire
Leaping through the flames, or joined in drcles,
Rustically solemn or in rustic lsughter
Lifting heavy feet in clumxy shoes
Earth feet, loam feet, Lited in country minth
Mirth of those fong since under eanth
Nourishing the corn.  Keeping time,
Reeping the rhythm in their dancing
A1 in their living in the living scasons
“The time of the seasons and the constellations
The time of milking and the time of harvesz
The time of the coupling of man and woman
And that of beasts.  Feet rising and falling.
Fating and drinking. Dung and death,

Dawn points, and another day

Prepares for heat and silence.  Out at sea the dawn
wind

Weinkles and slides.  Iem here

Or there, or elsewhere.  In my beginning.
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EAST COKER (D

In my peginning is my end. In succession

Houses Tise and fall, crumble, aré extended,

Are removed, destroyeds restored, Of jn their place

1s an opent field, or 2 factory, oF 2 by-pass-

0O1d stone 10 new buildings old timber 10 new fires,

0Ol4 fires 10 ashes, and ashes 10 the

Which is already flesh, fur and faeccs,

Bone of man and beast, cornstalk and leal.

Houses live and die: thereis @ time for building

And a time for living and for gencra’don

And a time for the wind to preak the loosened panc

And to shake the wainscot where the field-mouse trots

And to shake the tattered arras woven with 2 silent
motto.

In my beginning is MY end. Now the light falls
Across the opent ficld, leaving the deep lane
Shurtered with branches, dark in the afternoon,
Where you lean against @ bank while a van passess
And the deep lane insists OB the direction

Into the village in the clectric heat

Hypnotiscd. In a warm haze the sultry light

Is absorbed, not refracted, by grey stonc.

The dahlias sleep in the empty silence.

Wait for the carly owl.

In that open field
1f you do not come too close if you do not come t00
close,
On a summer midnight, you can hear the music
Of the weak pipe and the little drum
And sec them dancing around the bonfire
The association of man and woman
In daunsinge, signifying matrimonie—
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A dignified 2nd commodious sacrymmeer,

Two ead two, necessarye coriwncsios,

Halding eche other by the k20d or the arm

Whiche hetokeneth concorde. Romnd xmd roved the
£ire

Lesping theough the fames, of joined ia drcles,
Rutically solemn or in rmatic iugteer

Lifting kesvy fect in clumsy shoes

Earth fert, loam feet, Lfted in coumy minh
Mirth of thode long sinee under eanth
Nourishing the corn.  Keeping tize,
Reeping the rhytkes in their dancieg

At in their living in the living seasons

The time of 1he seasons aad the constellazicns
“The titne of milking and the time of barvest
The time of the covpling of oy and worzn
And thst of beasts.  Fert riting g=d falling,
Eating and drisking. Dung and detS,

Dawn peizts, and azotker diy

Prepares for heat aad siezce.  Ovt 2t 363 the down
wind

‘Wriskles and alides. 1am bere

Or there, of elsewbere.  In mmy beginming.
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MILLAY

EpxA ST. ViNeenT Miuray (b, 1892) was born in

Maioe (U.S.A.) and went to Columbia University.
She wrote her first notable poem Renascence in 1912.
Fatal Interviers (1931), a sonnct series, ranks high
among her work, which also includes poetic dramas.
The Harp-Weaver (1923) won her the Pulitzer Prize

for poetry,

MY CANDLE

My candle burns at both ends;
It will not last the night;

But ah, my foes, and oh, my friends—
It gives n lovely light !

GOD'S WORLD

O world, I cannot hold thee close enough !
Thy winds, thy wide grey skies |
Thy mists, that roll and rise }
Thy woods, this autumn day, that ache and sag
And all but cry with colour ! That gaunt crag
Ta crush ! To lift the lean of that black bluff {
World, World, I cannot get thee close enough !

Long have 1 known a glory in it all,
But never knew I this;
Here such a passion is
As stretcheth me apart,—Lord, I do fear
Thou’st made the world too beautiful this year,
My soul is all but out of me,~let fall
No burning leaf; prithee, let no bird call.
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WRAITH

“ Thin Rain, whom arc you haunting,
‘That you haunt my door 2

—Surely it Is not I she’s wanting;
Someone living here before—

* Nobody’s In the house but me:

You msy come is if you Like and see.”

“Thin s thread, with exquisite fingers,—
Have you seen her, any of you ?—

Grey shawl, and leaning on the wind,
And the garden showing through?

Glimmeting cyes,~#nd silent, mostly,
Sort of 8 whisper, sort of & purr,
Asking something, asking it over,
If you get & sound from het.—

Evet tee her, any of you ?—
Strangest thing 1've ever known,—
Every night since I moved in,
And I came to be alone.

** Thin Rain, hush with your knocking |
You may not come in |

“This fs I that you bear rocking;
Nobody's with me, nor has been !

Curious, bow she tried the window,—
Oddd, the way she tries the door,=—
Wender just ehat sors of people
Could have had tkis house before . . .
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SONNET

Time docs not bring relicf; you all have tied
Who told me time would €35¢ me of my pain!
1 miss him in the weeping of the rains

1 want him at the shrinking of the tides

The old snows melt from every mounmin-side,
And last year’s feaves arc smoke in every fanc;
But last year's bitter loving must remain
Heaped on MY heart, and mY old thoughts abide !
There arc a hundred places where I fear

To go,—SO with his memory they brim !

And entering with reticf some quict place
Where never fell his foot oF shone his face

1 say, ** There is no memory of him here 1R
And so stand stricken, SO remembering him.

EXILED

Searching MY heart for its tric SOTTOW,
This is the thing I find to be:

That I am weary of words and peoples
Sick of the city, wanting the sea3

Wanting the sticky, salty sweetness
Of the strong wind and shattercd Sprays
Wanting the loud sound and the soft sound
Of the big surf that breaks all day.

Always before about my dooryard,
Marking the reach of the winter 5¢d,
Rooted in sand and dragging drift-wood,

* Srrapgled the purple wild gweet-peas
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Ay 1 dimbed
Shook the sand
t now A caught beneath grest buildingt
Steicken with noises confused with light.

101 coudd hear the green plles groning
Under the windy wooden pierys
Gee once apsin the bobbisg barrels,

And the black suicks that fence the wert.

ke weedy mussels
Crusting the wrecked and rotting hulls

Hear once again the hungry €ryitg
Oveshead, of the wheeling gulls,

1¢ 1 could 3c¢

Feel onct again the shanty sraning
Under the rurning of B¢ ude,

Fear onct sgain the Tising freshet
Dread the tell in the fo5 outside,~

1 should be hlppy.—lhu was harp'y
All dsy long o ¢ coast of Maine 1
to hold and handle

 have g
Shelts and anchots and ships apin!

1 should be happy, that am Rarey
Never st all since 1 came here.
1 am too long away from warter.
1 have 8 need of weater et
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OSBERT SITWELL

Sir OsBERT SITweLL (b, 1892), brother of Edith
Sitwell, served in the Grenadier Guards in France in
the 1914-1918 war, and his early poetry had much
satire of the war and post-wac world. England
Reclaimed (1927) showed both his satirc and his
apprediation of the world of his childhood. He has
expressed himself most fully in prose, as in such short
stories as Triple Fugue and the novel Before the
Bombardment (1926). His latest writing is autobio-
graphical as in The Scarlet Tree (1946).

FOOL'S SONG

Yesterday is my To-motrow !
Private joy and private sorrow
Fade out of sight;

(Light, light, more light )

The grin of the skull
Is now void and null,
Leaving no laughter
To float after,

(Echo cries “ “ skull” . . . ¢ dull, dull,’
Of fools is the world full,

Leaving hereafter

Matter for slaughter 1)

Did you see—1 saw-—a tear
Falling, falling from King Lear,
No moisture giving,

Dry and perfect pearl of steel ?

Tt fell, T tell you, to assuage

The nations that rage,

Mad as he, in swracking fear.

Do you think him mad, old Lear,
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fecame B 5o should thut gwest 8t
iG] tard and without feels
That, fallins: whirzios lished round
Can dig tis OWD deep S7C in ;wund?
.. .o
11ollow, M7 Jove, bolle® your €7¢
And Ge fof your pony highs it 1
Lt me count ycun—l‘m alive
Fiogemh 90 two, thiees {outs fvel

1etme thank YOU a3 1At
All yout clegancs and £13

tha: mile
ot will 1ast 10 1078 » while

L th ant-heal™

For the def Yinle erexty o devours
et frulates

1 hate high deeds

Aid highe apiring wordss

“The belio™ of old, tlowsY puffalocs

Tlove the powerins s
And u:n'bak:d shepherds gipingto theit terdss
And wnter® Lppins oid wallse goid and 08¢

1hate me clamerout voiced of the crowds
s calt 08 st sacrif

Abhet the droning’® of ks Ampet 1caders.
11ove the quiet ik of these endowed

with r"wﬂ'°“ it reaseD—d the endeavout
Tn\‘xvnnd\o«. lbunbtmﬂ' reader
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(I love their money, but shall see it never).

I love the panther on its stealthy paws
Leaping from past to future in streaked flash.
I love to prick the bubbles, and to sever

The Jaws that clutter up effect with cause,
To trip the clown and then to see him crash.

1 love the peasant’s earth-old cunning,

‘The look of all things bred from a long line,
And talk up in the air, upon the ladders.

I hate the boasting first, and then the running,
The blatant brag and then regretful whine,

The bloated money-bags that burst like bladders.

1 hate war’s busy beetles all arrayed

In dung-bright armour of old truth ocutworn.

1 hate the clicking tongues within accustomed grooves,
I love speech to be bitter as a blade,

The unicorn with his rare ivory horn

And centaurs charging crowds with thundering hooves.,

THE VISION

I saw a cloud upon a hill
Anchor its shadow on a grave;

I saw a Vulture, oh | how still,
Upon a broken architrave.

I saw a hill within a cloud,
I saw a grave within its shade;
1 saw a Phoenix from its shroud
Soar upward 10 a fiery glade.

I saw a man with broken heart

And angels drooping broken wings;
I heard the rumble of a cart

Piled up with bodies of dead kings.
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And then T saw 2 cloud ope wide

And out of [t a white dove come,
Aliphting In sweet, coolng pride

‘Upon the branch that rocked irs home.

And then T hesrd its gentle nean
Caged in the splendour of the tree,
A sail, a floating cloud held down
By bird and butterfly 2nd bee.

And then I hesrd a human volce,
Far of, in lsughter, loud and feee;
"The Photnix cried * Rejoice ! Rejoice 1"
And all my soul burned inwardly.

For #3 she cried, the West Wind blew
With foree gigantic that space gives,

And deep within my heart I knew
‘That tyrants die, but freedom lives,

1 naw the cloud lift, drift along

To shelter all the sweltering plains
Whence rose the loud triumphaat song
Of broken hearts that break their chains.

T saw the Vulture's scsly face,
I saw {1 quit the architrave;
1 v3w the Phoentx give It chase
And blessomy burst forth from the grave.
Merch, 1939,
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OWEN
<WILFRED OWEN (1893—-1918) Franct
chortly pefore the jstices and his Wat P were
first ed 1920, ith Inf on by
siegf a! earlier v was entals
and his rst maste wa ts. Of bis W& P he
c

Move him into the sun—

Gently its touch awoke him onces

At hom®s whispering of fields unsown.
Always it woke hims evenin Franct,
Until this morning and this $NOW:

1£ anything might rousé him now

The Kind old sun will know.

Think how it wakes the seedsy™—

Woke, oncts the clays of a cold star-

Are limbs, SO dcnr-actﬁcvcd, arc sidess
Fu\l—ncwcd—-sun warm—100 hard 10 stir?

—O what made fataous sunbeams toil
To break earth’'s sleep atall
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GRIATER LOVE

Red lips ure not 30 red
As the suained stones kivsed by the English desd.
Kindnets of wooed and wooer
Serms shame to thelr dove pore,
O Love, your eyes fose fure
When 1 behold eyes blinded in my stead )

Your slender anitude
Trembles not exquisite ke limbs knife-tkewrd,
Rolling and rolling there
Where God seems not to care;
“Till the fierce Love they bear
Cramps them Ia daath's exteeme deerepioude,

Your voice sings pot sa soft,—~
Though cven a3 wind murmuting through raftered
loft=
Your dear voice {s not dear,
Gentle, and evening clesr,
As theirs whom none now hear,
Now earth has stopped their piteous moutht thar
coughed.

Heart, you were never hot,
Nor larpe, nor full like hearts made grear with shor;
And though your hand be pale,
Pales are al) which il
Your crows through flame and hall:
Weep, you may weep, for you may touch them noy,



148 Onwen

STRANGE MEETING

1t scemed that out of bartde I escaped

Pown some profound dull tunncl, 1008 since scooped’
Through granites whic itanic wars had groincd.

et also there cncumbcrcd sleepers groancd,

Too fast in thought oF death to be pestirred.

Then,as 1 probed them, on¢ sprang UPs and stared

. .

With pitcous recopnition 18 fixed €5CSs

Yet no blood reached there ¢rom the uppet ground,
And no guns thumped, 0f down the flues made moan.

« None,” said the other, ¢ 5av€ the undone years,
The hopelessness: Whatever hope is yours,
Was my life alsoj 1 went hunting wil

After the wildest peauty in the world,

Which lies not calm in eyes OF broided tair,
But mocks the steady running of the houts
Andif it gricvess grieves richlier than here.

Tor by m¥ glec might many men have Jaugheds
And of mY weeping something had been 1eft,
\Which must die now. 1 mean the truth untold
The pity of war, the pity war distilled.

Now men will go content with what w¢ spoiled.

Or, discontent, boil bloodys and be spillcd.

They will be swift with gwiftness of the tigress

None will break ranks, though nations trek from progres’
Courage was mine, and 1 had mysterys

Wisdom was mine, and 1 had masterys

To miss the march of this retreating world

Into vain citadels that arc not walled.

Then, when much blood had clogged their chariot-whe



Their fowers th8 1
T e st ik 8 &



Read

READ

HexrperT READ (b. 1893) was born in Yorkshire and
cent to Leeds University.  He won the D,5.0. and
A.C. in the 1914-18 war. Director of a publishing
irm, he has also been Professor of Fine Art at
idinburgh, 1931-33. A distinguished critic, his
studies of Wordsworth and Shelley, his book on
English Prose Style, and his Collected Essays {(1938)

are notable,

TO A CONSCRIPT OF 1940

Qui r’a pas une fois désespéré de Ihonneur, ne
sera jamais un héros.—GEORGES BERNANOS.

s soldier passed me in the freshly-fallen snow,
His footsteps mufiled, his face unearthly grey;

ind my heart gave a sudden leap
As I gazed on a ghost of five-and-twenty years ago.

I shouted Halt ! and my voice had the old accustomed ring
And he obeyed it as it was obeyed

In the shrouded days when I too was one
Of an army of young men marching

Into the unknown. He turned towards me and I said:
‘I am one of those who went before you
Five-and-twenty years ago: one of the many who never
returned,
Of the many who returned and yet were dead.

We went where you are going, into the rain and the mud;
We fought as you will fight

With death and darkness and despair;
We gave what you will give—our brains and our blood.
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ot rich and pooT Our victory -—u o\xr defe
Power w2y + retained where ;-m" mh\ued
And youth w3t 1eft to sWEEP

“The mber qhat the fires hxd mevm peacath ot feet.

Put one think we larned: there is no glory fnthe deed

Untit the nldx wears 8 badge O of rarpisbed braid;

There 87¢ re herocs ¥ who hate heard the nally and have seen
The glitter ofs prhn d round thels heads

“Theins is me hollow victory- They are deceived.
Tut you, =7 trother and tn¥ ;hmt, §f you can §°
Knowing that lh no certain Use

m hnonwnr , no
Tn sl yous 82 <e, then honout 13 reprieved.

To fight without hepe is 10 fight with §T8¢5
*The welf nwmuun:d the false heatt repai
1 turacd with 8 a smile, end B ¢ anywered Y ¢ mlute
As he sood apalost 1he ﬂmed hedges which was |
white 13¢e.
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GRAVES

ROBERT GRraves (b 1895) is probnbly most widely
as the x}ovel I, Clauditts,

but he has regarded s poetry a3 work. e
de three collections of his pubhshcd verst 1914-26>
1926-39; 19303 ut in 19 ubhsh.cd Collecte

Pocms, whi ade 2 very severe selection ir0 s
previous work ¢ father Wwas Graves, e
Irish po¢t and song Writer. obert Graves erved 1

France 10 the 1914-18 ar. In 1926 he was for 2

car Professor of Eng\is-h Litcrature 3% Cairo
University.

LOVE IN BARRENNESS

Below the ridge a raven flew

And we heard the lost curlew

Mourning out of sight belows

Mountain t0pS were touched with snows
Even the long dividing plain

Showed no sealth of sheep or grain,

But ficlds of boulders lay like comnt

And raven’s croak was shepherd's horn
Where slow dloud-shadow strayed across
A pasture of thin heath and moss.

The North Wind rose: 1% him press
\With lusty force against your dress
Moulding your body’s jnward grace
And streaming off from your set face;
So now no longer flesh and blood

But poised in marble flight you stood.

O wingless Victory, joved of men,

Who could withstand your beauty then ?
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G

AN ENGLISH wooD

This valley wood is pledged
To the set shape of things,
And reasonably hedged:

‘Here are o harpies fledged,
No rocs may <lap their wings,
Nor gryphons wave their stings-
Here, poited in quictude,
Calm elemnentals b

On the set shape of things:
They fend away alarms

From this grees wood.

Here pothiag is that harms—
No bulls with lungs of brass,
No toothed of spiny grass,

No tree whose clutching arm3
Drink blood when travellers pass,
No mount of glass;

No bardic toagues unfold
Satires or charms-

Only, the lawns are soft,

“The tree-stems, grave and old;
Slow branches sway aloft,

“The evening aif COmES cold,
The sunset scatters gold-
Small grasses toss and bend,
Small pathways idly tend
Towards no fearful end.
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A FROSTY NIGHT

* Alice, dear, swhat ails you,
Dazed and lost and shaken ?

Has the chill night numbed you?
1s it fright you have taken? ”’

“ Mother, I am very well,
1 was never better.
Mother, do naot hold me so,
Let me write my letter.”

“ Sweet, my dear, what ails you?
“ No, but I am well.

‘The night was cold and frosty-—
There's no more to tell,”

‘“ Ay, the night was frosty,
Coldly gaped the moon,

Yer the birds scemed twittering
Through green boughs of June.

* Soft and thick the snow lay,
Stars danced in the sky—

Not all the lambs of May-day
Skip so bold and high.

“ Your feet were dancing, Alice,
Seemed to dance on air,
You looked a ghost or angel
In the star-light there.

“* Your eyes were frosted star-light;
Your heart, fire and snow.
Who was it said, * I love you’?”
‘“ Mother, let me go 1
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NOBODY
Nobody, ancient mischief, nobody,

Harasses always with an absent body,

Nobody coming up the road, nobody,
Like a tall man in a dark cloak, nobody.

Nobody about the house, nobody,
Like children creeping up the stairs, nobody.

Nobody anywhere in the garden, nobody,
Like a young girl quict with needlework, nobody.

Nobody coming, nobody, not yet here,
Incessantly welcomed by the wakeful ear.

Until this nobody shall consent to die
Under his curse must every man lie—

The curse of his jealousy, of his gricf and fright,
Of sudden rape and murder screamed in the night.
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BLUNDEN

Enyewp BLOXDEN (5. 1896) was born jn Keat, served
in France, and has been ( 2 Umvmxwmd::r:t'foﬁo
:.nd Oxford. Ha kas twice collected his

erse in Poams, tgr4-i93o and Poems, 1930-1940.
Ur.dmam o}‘ Wa‘;l (1925) contzirs bod:'pmsc z0d

pocng His eritical and biegrep!
eﬁ:ld,uxdmdud Thomas Herdy, u:dShdl:y
1946).

THE WAGGONER

“The old waggon drudges through the miry lzos,
By the skulking pond where the pollards frows,
Nozshed dumb surty images of pain;
On 2 dulled earth the right droops down.

Windag to slow and wistful aies

The leaves oa the shrubbed oaks know their hour,
And the pnkoown wandering spoiler bares

‘The thorned black kedze of a mournfud shower.

Small bodies Suster in tie dead brown wrack
As the stumbling shaft-horss jingles past

And the wagganer flicks bis whip & crack;
‘The odd light flares en shadows vast

Orer the Jodges and oasts and byres

Of the darkened farm; the mement hangs wan
As though nature flagzed and all devires,

But ins the dim court the ghost is gone

From the hug-secret yew to the penthomse wall
And stooping there seems 10 listen 1o

“The waggoner Jeading the gray 1o sall,
As centurics past itself would do.
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FOREFATHERS

Here they went with smock and crook,
Tailed in the sun, lolled in the shade,
Here they mudded out the brook
And here their harchet cleared the glade:
Harvest-supper woke their wit,
Huntsman's moon their wooings lit.

From this church they led their brides,
From this church themselves were led
Shoulder-high; on these waysides
Sat to take their beer and bread.
Names are gone—what men they were
These their cottages declare.

Names arc vanished, save the few
In the old brown Bible scrawled;
‘These were men of pith and thew,
Whom the city never called;
Scarce could read or hold a quill,
Built the barn, the forge, the mill,

On the green they watched their sons
Playing till too dark 1o see,

As their fathers watched them once,
As my father once watched me;

While the bat and beetle flew

On the warm air webbed with dew..

Unrecorded, unrenowned,
Men from whom my ways begin,
Here I know you by your ground
But I know you not within—
There is silence, there survives
Not r moment of your lives.
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Like the bee that now is blown
‘Honey-heavy on my hand,
From his toppling tansy-throne
In the greea tempastuous land—~
P in clover paw, por know
Wko made honey fong ago,

THE SUNKEN LANE

Behind the meadow where the windmill stood
‘There Lies & swampy, unfrequented lans.
“There Jodges all the bigh ground's winter rain,
And stores skarp scent of sodden underwood.
Tussocks and plantains coarse 2nd eelandines
Trammel the creeping water, )l 21 foot

Tt rills out where the spiky horserails shoot

In tiny vision of primeval scenes.

So in this fane 10-dzy £y half-shor cyes

Saw monstrous waterwoods and weeds coiled high,
Whose heavy heat and chadow seemed o ston,
And saurians borrible of form and size.

Softly the twinkling water mravelled by,
‘The jurting stones stood whitened with ths sua.
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RURAL ECONOMY (1917)

There was winter in those woods,
And still it was July:
Thete were Thule solitudes
With thousands huddfing nigh;
There the fox had left his den,
The scraped holes hid not stoats but men.

To these woods the rumour tecmed
Of peace five miles away;
In sight, hills hovered, houses gleamed
Where Iast perhaps we lay
Till the cockerels bawled bright morning and
The hours of life slipped the slack hand.

In sight, life’s farms sent forth their gear;
Here rakes and ploughs lay still;

Yet, save some curious clods, all here
Was raked and ploughed with a will.

The sower was the ploughman too,

And iron seeds broadcast he threw.

What husbandry could outdo this ?
With flesh and blood he fed

The planted iron that nought amiss
Grew thick and swift and red,

And in a night though ne’er so cold

Those acres bristled a hundredfold.

Why, even the wood as well as field
This ruseful farmer knew

Could be reduced to plough and tilled,
And if he planned, he’d do;

The field and wood, all bone-fed loam,

Shot up a roaring harvest-home.
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‘THE RECOVERY

From the dark mood”s control
1 free thit man; there's light still in the Weat.
‘The most virtuous, chaste, melodions soul
Never was better blest.

Here medicine for the mind
Lies in & gilded shade; this feather stirs

And my faith lives; the touch of this tree’s rind,—
And temperate tense recurs.

No longer the Joud pursuir

Of self-made clamours dulls the ear; here dwelt
Twilight societies, twig, fungus, root,

Soundlesy, and spesking well,

Beneath the accustomed dome
Of this chance-planted, many-ceaturied tree
‘The saake-marked earthy multitudes are come
Ta breathe their hour like me.

The leaf comes curling down,
Asother and another, gleam on gleam;
Above, celestial Jeafage glistens on,
Borae by time’s blae stream.

The me2dow-stream will serve
Fot my refreshment; that high glory yetds
Tmaginings that alay; the safe paths curve
“Through uncxzlted ficlds

Like these, where now no more
My early aagels walk and call and fly,
But the moust stays his nibbling, to explore
My eye with his bright eye.
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ELEGY
On His Majesty King George V

T'o face the fortune of a scowling time,
The omen and the rumour, we acclaimed
This quiet man proceeding in his prime;
And his first triumph by foreboding maimed
Faded with little room for smile or sigh
When the world tempest plunged from that dacmonic sky.

Recalling this, who does not picture still
Silent battalions, those who first deployed
And mer the lightning on the crest of the hilf—
Iropically went into the void ?
Yet Irony, corporal of Valour, stood
Aside when two men’s names arose, and called them good:

Kitchener dies not, his command endures;
The King who heartened even that mighty heart
Stands with his marshal, and his gaze secures
The dead battalions, These no more shall part.
With men like those, the Leaders and the Led,
Who can descant of hate ?  Who call their influence dead ?

And who may school a king? Might Machiavel
Now from his table-book communicate
Precept or paradox that could do well
In the nerve centres of o modern state ?
Better the sailor’s plainness; better still
The honest man’s conviction, sclficssness, good will

An honest King's the noblest work of God—
Now passes one whom all the world termed so.
Some terrified the highest with their nod,
This Monarch held no subject high or low.
Whatever passion raged, it shall be known,
He but appeared or spoke: that storm was overblown.
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Whatever Party claimed as right or wrong,
“That he was wise and kind offended none;
Therefote our love shall be his evensong;
Al dwellers in the dask and in the sun,
1In the most populous, the most lonely places
Shall set 3 King among their old familiar faces.

TWO VOICES

“ There's something in the air,” he said
In the large patlont cool and bare;
The plain words in his hearers bred
A tumult, yet in silence there
Al waited; wryly gay, be left the phrase,
Ordered the march and bade us go our ways.

“We're going South, man *’; as he spoke
‘The howitzer with huge ping-bang
Racked the fight hut; as thus hie broke
The death-news, bright the skylarks sang;
He took his riding-¢crop end humming went
Armong the applestrees sl bloom and scent.

Now far withdraws the roaring night
‘Which wrecked our flower after the first
Of those two voices; misty light
Strouds Thiepval Wood and alf its worst:
Bot still * There's something in the air® I hear,
And still * We're going South, man,” deadly near,
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YOU NEVER STAY

Stay, kingfisher, so fleet along

‘This wind-blown water; stay by me,
Choose this soft-tinted willow tree,

And think no wrong

Where no wrong is; but X confess

My shape and presence must distress

A spirit of the wilderness.

1 vainly long

To show you that this giant race

Has not sbandoned every grace,

But shares your world; and ealls it yours,
Come, praise with me this startling sun,
This primrose paradise begun

When winter still should stalk the moors.
The gold-chained bee, more kind than you,
Just now sbout and about me flew,

And seemed inclined, though grumblesome,
To pass the time of day:

But you, however oft I come,

You never stay.
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SO SLIGHT

It was as near invisible
As night in early dusk.
So slight it was,

It was as unbelievable
As day in early dawn,

The summer impulse of a leaf
To flutter separately

Gets death and autumn.

Such faint rebellion

Was lately love in me.

So slight, it had no hope or sortow,
It could but choose

A passing flurry for its nuptial,
Drift off and fall

Like thistledown without a bruise.

HOSPITALITY TO WORDS

‘The small the far away

The unmeant meanings

Of sincere conversation

Encourage the common brain of talkers
And steady the cup-handles on the table.
Over the rims the drinking eyes

Taste close congratulation

And are satisfied.

Happy room, meal of securitics,

The fire distributes feelings,

The cross-beam showers down centuries.

How mad for friendliness

Creep words from where they shiver and starve,
Small and far away in thought,

Unralkative and outcast,
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CAMPBELL

Roy CampseLL (b. 1902) is a South African, who
has lived in Southern France, where he had a share in
a fleet of fishing-boats, and in Spain, where he took
part in bull-fighting. He once gave his recreations
as * poetry, horses, cartle, drawing and the gugmr.”
Tke Flaming Terrapin (1924) was hailed by a reviewer
as *“ a southwester straight from the sea.””  Adamastor
(1930) is perhaps his most notable volume to date,

HORSES ON THE CAMARGUE
In the grey wastes of dread,
The haunt of shattered gulls where nothing moves
But in a shroud of silence like the dead,
I heard a sudden harmony of hooves,
And, turning, saw afar
A hundred snowy horses unconfined,
The silver runaways of Neptune's car
Racing, spray-curled, like waves before the wind.
Sons of the Mistral, fleet
As him with whose strong gusts they love to flec,
Who shod the flying thunders on their feet
And plumed them with the snortings of the sea;
Theirs is no earthly breed
Who only haunt the verges of the earth
And only on the sea’s salt herbage feed—
Surely the great white breakers gave them birth,
For when for years a slave,
A horse of the Camargue, in alien lands,
Should catch some far-off fragrance of the wave
Carried far inland from his native sands,
Many have told the tale
Of how in fury, foaming at the rein,
He hurls his rider; and with lifted tail,
With coal-red eyes and cataracting mane,
Heading his course for home,
Though sixty foreign leagues before him sweep,
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THE ZULU GIRL

When in the sun the hot red acres smoulder,
Down where the sweating gang its labour plies,

A girl flings down her hoe, and from her shoulder
Unslings her child tormented by the flies.

She takes him to a ring of shadow pooled

By thorn-trees: purpled with the blood of ticks,
‘While her sharp nails, in slow caresses ruled,
Prow} through his hair with sharp electric clicks,

His sleepy mouth, plugged by the heavy nipple,

Tugs like a puppy, grunting as he feeds:

Through his frail nerves her own deep languors ripple
Like a broad river sighing through its reeds.

Yet in that drowsy stream his flesh imbibes
An old unquenched unsmotherable heat—
The curbed ferocity of beaten tribes,

The sullen dignity of their defeat.

Her body looms above him like a hill
Within whose shade a village lies at rest,
Or the first cloud so terrible and still

That bears the coming harvest in its breast.
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Plomer

He is as he was, inert, alert,

The one hand open, the other lightly shut,
His nostrils clean as holes in a fiute,

The nipples and navel delicately cut.

The formal eyes are calm and sly,

Of knowledge and joy a perfect token-—

The world being caught in the net of the sky
No hush can drown a word once spoken.

SEPTEMBER EVENING, 1938

As the golden grass burns out
In a cooling ash of dew

The lovers disembrace

And face the evening view,

The long plain down
Shaped like & thigh
Slopes towards the sea,
And away up in the sky

Too small to be heard

A plane like a silver spark
Bright in the sun’s last rays
Drifts eastward into the dark;

A single stack of hay

In the valley at their feet

Like a primitive small church
Looks simple, strong and neat;



Insidea wantled f0ld

A flock of sheeP

Stand, st O lie

Fleece against flecce asleePs

Lights in the pungalo®s

A constant hum of carsi
Mallow flowers in the grasss
One of two S

With the fading day -
Al has grow2 clears

“Fhat evesything is vital

And infinitely dear.

Looking round, the girl 1hinks

o How precious 10 me

My home and my wotk and cach thing
1 can touch snd &30 scey

George's pavy-blue suit,

And my white lineft dress,

And the way thst his eyebrows §rO¥
“This is my happiness (A

And he, clasping fer hand,
More grave than befores
Says,  Yes, 1 will fight
(if there istobe 2 wat)

For all that has gone 10 make
Us, end this day.”

‘Then amm in arm along the ot
Silent they saunter 337
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Day Leawis

DAY LEWIS

CeciL Day Lewis (5. 1904) was born in Queen’s
County, Ircland. After editing Oxford Poetry with
Auden in 1927, his first considerable volume of poetry
was Collected Poems, 1920~1933, followed by A Time
10 Dance (1935), Overtures to Death (1938), Poems in
Wartime (1940), and Word Quver All (1943). A Hope
for Poetry (1934) stated the poctic position as the

younger poets then saw it,

From FROM FEATHERS TO IRON
()

Now she is like the white tree-rose

That takes a blessing from the sun:
Summer has filled her veins with light,
And her warm heart is washed with noon.

Or as & poplar, ceaselessly

Gives a soft answer to the wind:

Cool on the light her leaves lic sleeping,
Folding a column of sweet sound.

Powder the stars. Forbid the night

To wear those brilliants for a brooch

So soon, dark death, you may close down
The mines that made this beauty rich.

Her thoughts are pleiads, stooping low
O'er glades where nightingale has flown:
And like the Juminous night around her
She has at heart a certain dawn,
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From TRANSXTIONAL POEM
an
When patur® plays hedgeschoommx,
Shakes out the gaudy map of summer
And sho™ me charabants 03¢ patley-cat
And every bdght-w’mged hummeTy

He only would requize of me

Tobethe $pOnEe ‘of patural 1293

And leamn 00 more of 1bat m!mcgﬂphy
Than passsd through the pores.

When bullyiog Aptil pruised min® eyes
With sleet-bound appetites and crude
iments ©f green, 1 otil) was Wise
And Kissed the blossoming rod.
Now summe? prings what April 1ok
Riding with fanfares from the south,
And1 should be 00 Solomon to look
My Sheba in the mouth.

Charabancs shout along the lane
And summet gales ‘bay in the
No less superbly because 1 can't cxplain
What 1 have understood-

Let Jogic snalyse the hive,
Wisdom's content 1@ have the honey?
So 'l g0 bite the crust of things and thrive

While hedgero™s sqll are sunny-
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THE CONFLICT
I sang as one )
Who on a tilting deck sings
To keep their courage up, though the wave hangs
That shall cut off their sun.

As storm-cocks sing,

Flinging their natural answer in the wind's teeth,
And care not if it is waste of breath

Or birth-carol of spring.

As ocean-flyer clings

To height, to the last drop of spirit driving on
While yet ahead is Jand to be won

And work for wings.

Singing I was at peace,

Above the clouds, outside the ring:
For sorrow finds a swift relcase in song
And pride its poise.

Yet living here, .
As one between two massing powers I live
Whom neutrality cannot save

Nor occupation cheer.

None such shall be left alive:

The innocent wing is soon shot down,

And private stars fade in the blood-red dawn
Where two worlds strive,

The red advance of life

Contracts pride, calls out the common blood,
Beats song into a single blade,

Makes a depth-charge of gricf.

Move then with new desires,
For where we used to build and love

Is no man’s land, and only ghosts can live
Between two fires,
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THE ECSTATIC
Lark, skylark, spilting your rubbed and round
Pebbles of sound in nir's sl lake,
Whose widening circles fill the noon; yet none
I8 fmown so small beside the sun:

Be strong your fervent soaring, yout skyward air 1
“Tremble there, a nerve of song !

Float up there where vaice and wing are one,

A singing star, a note of light §

Buoyed, embayed in heaven’s noon-wide reaches—
For soon light's tide will turn~Oh stay §

Cease not till day streams 1o the west, then down
‘That estuary drop down to peace.

COME, LIVE WITH ME
Come, live with me and be my love,
And we will all the pleasures prove
Of peace and plenty, bed and board,
‘That chance employment may afford.

T}l handle dainties on the docks

And thou shalt read of summer frocks:
At evening by the sour canaly

‘We'll hope 1o hear some madrigals.

Care on thy maiden brow shall puc
A wreath of wrinkies, and thy foot

Be shod with pain: not silken dress
Buz toil shall tire thy loveliness.

Hunger shall make thy modest zone
And cheat fond death of all but bone—
1f these delights thy mind may move,
Then live with me and be roy fove,
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THE REBUKE

Down in the lost and April days
What lies we told, what lies we told !
Nakedness scemed the one disgrace,
And there’d be time enough to praise
The truth when we were old.

The irresponsible poets sung

What came into their head:

Time to pick and choose among

The bold profusions of our tongue

When we were dead, when we were dead.

Oh wild the words we uttered then
In woman’s ear, in woman’s ear,
Believing all we promised when
Each kiss created carth again

And cvery far was near,

Little we guessed, who spoke the word
Of hope and freedom high
Spontaneously as wind or bird

To crowds like cornfields still or stirred,
It was a le, 2 heart-felt lic.

Now the years advance into

A calmer stream, a colder stream,

We doubt the flame that once we knew,
Heroic words sound all untrue

As love-lies in a dream.
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Yet fools ste the old who won't be taught
Modesty by their youtht

‘That pandemonium of the heart,

“That sensoa) arrogance did impart

A kind of trath, a kindling wruth.

Whete are the sparks a1 random sown,
The speadthrift fire, the holy fire ?

Who cares & damn for truth that's grown
Exhausted haggling for its own

And rpeaks without desire 7

BEHOLD THE SWAN

Behald the swan

Riding st her image, anchored there
Complacent, a water-lily upon

"The osnamental wates:

Queen of the mute October air,
She broods in that unbroken
Reverie of reed and water,

Now from the sericken

Pool she boists and Surries,

And passes overhead

1In hoarse, expressive flight:

Her wings bear hard

On the vibrant sir: unhurried

‘The theezt 2ad pulse of wings, the throat
Levelled towards the harizon, see—
They are prophecy.
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ONE AND ONE

1 remember, as if it were yesterday,
Watching that girl from the village lay
The fire in a room where sunlight poured,
And sceing, in the annexc beyond, M. play
A prelude of Bach on his harpsichord.

1 can see his face now, heavy and numb

With resignation to the powers that come

At his touch meticulous, smooth as satin,

Firm as hammers: I can hear the nir thrum
With notes like sun-motes in a twinkling pattern.

Her task there fetched from the girl the innate
Tingling response of glass to a note:

She fitted the moment, too, like a glove,

Who deft and submissive knelt by the grate
Bowed as if in the labour of love.

Their orbits touched not: but the pure submission
Of each gave value and definition

To a snapshot printed in that morning’s sun.
From any odd corner we may start a vision
Proving that one and one make One.
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AUDEX
YWysTan Hoon Atned (b, 1907) was regarded as the
fezder of the youag pocts af the nipeteen-thirtics.
Pmu (1935) immediately glzhvzrhm ymmm’nce, md
o

Th:DrEnmxfk the Skin (1935) 354 thxmnnst

(1936). pm:d him & wider gudience. way awarded
the King's Medzl for Poetry in 1937, In 1939 be went
t America, where he wyote New Year Letier (1941)

gad For the Tmu Being (£345).

LOOK, STRANGER
Look, stranget, at this island now
“The teaping light for your detight discovers,
Stand sble here
Aad silent be,
That through the channels of the esr
May wander Like s river
‘The swaying sound of the sea,

Here at the xmall field’s ending pause

Where the chalk wall falis to the foam, and its tall Jedges
Oppose the pluck

And knock of the tide,

And the shingle scrambles after the suck~

ing surf, and the gnll Jodges

A moment on ity sheer side.

Far off lixe floating seeds the ships

Direrge on urgent voluntary errands;

And the foll view

Indeed tmay enter

Ard meve in memory a3 il these clouds do,
‘That pass the hasbour mirrar

And all the sucamer through the water saunter,
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SIR, NO MAN'S ENEMY

Sir, no man’s enemy, forgiving all

But will his negative inversion, be prodigal:
Send to us power and light, 2 sovercign touch
Curing the intolerable neural itch,

The exhaustion of weaning, the liar’s quinsy,
And the distortions of ingrown virginity.
Prohibit sharply the rehearsed response

And gradually correct the coward’s stance;
Cover in time with beams those in retreat
‘That, spotted, they turn though the reverse were great;
Publish each healer that in city lives

Or country houses at the end of drives;
Harrow the house of the dead; look shining at
Nesw styles of architecture, a change of heart,

SONG

Let the florid music praise,
The flute and the trumpet,
Beauty's conquest of your face:
In that land of flesh and bone,
Where from citadels on high

Her imperial standards fly,
Let the hot sun
Shine on, shine on,

O but the unloved have had power,

The weeping and striking,
Always; time will bring their hour:
Their secretive children walk
Through your vigilance of breath
To unpardonable death,

And my vows break

Before his look.
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MAY wITH 175 LIGHT BEHAVING
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PROLOGUE

O love, the interest itsclf in thoughtless Heaven,
Make simpler daily the beating of man's heart; within,
There in the ring where name and image meet,

Inspire them with such a longing as will make his thought
Alive like patterns a murmuration of starlings
Rising in joy over wolds unwittingly weave;

Here 100 on our little reef display your power,
This fortress perched on the edge of the Atlantic scarp,
The mole between all Europe and the exile-crowded sea;

And make us as Newton was, who in his garden watching
The apple falling towards England, became aware
Between himself and her of an cternal tie.

For now that dream which so long has contented our will,
1 mean, of uniting the dead into a splendid empire,
Under whose fertilising flood the Lancashire moss

Sprouted up chimneys, and Glamorgan hid a life
Grim as a tidal rock-pool’s in its glove-shaped valleys,
Is already retreating into her maternal shadow;

Leaving the furnaces gasping in the impossible air,
The flotsam at which Dumbarton gapes and hungers;
While upon wind-loved Rowley no hammer shakes

The cluster of mounds like a midget golf course, graves
Of some who created these intelligible dangerous marvels;
Affectionate people, but crude their sense of glory.
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FisH IN THE UNRUFFL'ED LAKES

Fish in the ynruffied 1akes
The swarming colours Weat

And the great lion walks
Through his innocent groves
Lion, fish and swan

Act, and are gone

Upon Time's toppling wave.

We tll chadowed days are done,
We must Weep and sing

Puty’s conscious WIongs

The Devil in the clock,

The Goodness carefully worn

For atonement OF for lucks;

We must los¢ our lovess

On cach beast and bird that moves
Turn an envious ook.

Sighs for folly said and done
Twist our narrow dayss

But I must bless, I must praisc
That you, Mm¥ swan, who have
Al gifts that to the swan
Impulsive Nature §av€s

The majesty and pride,

Last night <hould add

Your voluntery ove.
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RIMBAUD
“The nights, the milway-arches, the bad sky,
His horrible companions did not know it;
But in that child the rherorjcan’s e
Burst lixe a pipe: the cold had made o poet.

Drinke bought him by bis weak and lyric friend
His senses systematically deranged,

To ell accustomed nonsense put e end;

“Till he from Iyre and weakness was estranged.

Verte was 8 special iliness of the ear;
Iategrity was not enough; that seemed
“The hell of childhiood: he must try again.

Now, galioping through Africa, be dreamed
Of 8 pew sclf, the son, the engineer,
His 1ruth acceptable 1o lying mea,

THE CAPITAL
Quarter of pleasures where the rich aee always waiting,
Waltlng expensively for miracles to happen,
G litde restaurant where the lavers eat each other,
Café where exiles have established a malicious village;

‘You with your charm and yonr spparatus have sbolisbed
“The strictness of winter and the spring's compulsion;
Far from yous lights the ovtraged punitive father,

The dullness of mete obedience here Is apparent.

Yet with orchestras and glances, O, you betray us
“Te beliel in our infinite pawers; and the fnnocent
Unabservent offender falls in a moment

Victim ta the heart’s favisidle furies,
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In unlighted streets you hide away the appalling;

Factories where lives are made for a temporary use

Like collars or chairs, rooms where the lonely are
battered '

Slowly like pebbles into fortuitous shapes.

But the sky you illumine, your glow is visible far
Into the dark countryside, the enormous, the frozen,
Where, hinting at the forbidden like a wicked uncle,
Night efter night to the farmer’s children you beckon.

From THE DOG BENEATH THE SKIN

Now through night’s caressing grip
Earth and all her oceans slip,
Capes of China slide away

From her fingers into day

And the Americas incline

Coasts towards her shadow line.
Now the ragged vagrants creep
Into crooked holes to sleep:

Just and unjust, worst and best,
Change their places as they rest:
Awkward lovers le in ficlds
Where disdainful beauty yields:
While the splendid and the proud
Naked stand before the crowd
And the Josing gambler gains
And the beggar entertains:

May sleep’s healing power extend
Through these hours to our friend.
Unpursued by hostile force,
Traction engine, bull or horse

Or revolting succubus;

Calmly till the morning break
Let him lie, then gently wake.
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1n unlighted strects you hide away the gppallings

Factories where lives arc made for 2 temporary usé

Like collars ©f chairs, rooms where the joncly are
pattered

Stowly like pebbles into fortuitous shapes.

But the sky you llumine, your glow is visible far

into the dark countrysides the cnormous, the frozels
Where, hinting at the forbidden like a wicked uncle,
Night after pight 1o the farmer’s children you beckon.

From THE DOG BENEATH THE SKIN

Now through night's carcssing grip
Earth and all her oceans slip,
Capes of China slide away

From her fingers into day

And the Amecricas incline

Coasts towards het shadow line.
Now the ragged vagrants crecp
Into crooked holes to sleep?

Just and unjust worst and besh
Change their places as they rest:
Awkward lovers lic in ficlds
Where disdainful beauty yields:
While the splendid and the proud
Naked stand before the crowd
And the losing gambler gains
And the beggat entertains?

May sleep's healing power extend
Through these hours to our friend.
Unpursued by hostile force,
Traction enging, bull or horse

Or revolting succubus;

Calmly till the morning break
Let him lie, then gently wake.
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M ACNEICE

[ c! La
jnml Tedand (io';mly with Auden), ‘Modern Dot
swudy of ¢ wW. . Yeatss and 8 radio plays Columbus.

SPRING SUN S“‘\'E

1n 8 betweed world 8 wmld of sm!
he old eat 07 the sand-w3 ndow-ml
Slecps OB the verge of nulhry

Spring sunshine has? q\uluy

Transcendint ooks and ! e hammena

Of those who hang AEF pictaress

Adking ifitiB ¥ un)\ y

o clamour 87 nd AW 10 3dd tick t0 stck for €veF

jeiris worth ¥ while really

To colonise 887 more 1he u\re'ldy populout

Tree of knuv\ledge, n and report rtion

Birs of rroken ki owlet d bn'd: and dead,
eth

To hide one’s hud in the wa! rm sand of slecP
And be embaimed without hustie ©F pother-

The rooh b\ckcr hed-\: Ppargyin slways

market

Lermein the cllm ol the 111 humouting $o°
‘Also indulge Y ‘humout

And bury BV <1f beyond creaks and cawing’
1n 8 below world, 8 borto™ “world of sTbe
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AUBADE
Haring hitten on lfe like a sharp apple
Or, playing it like 2 Ssh, been bappy,

Having fele with fngers that the sky is blue,
What have we after that to Jook forward 162

Not the twilight of the gods but a precise dawn
Of saliow and grey bricks, and newtboys crying war,

THE BRITISH MUSEUM READING ROOM

Under the hive-lite dome the stooping haunted readers

Go up ad down the sileys, t1p the cells of knowledge—
Honey and war, the accumulation of yeary~—

Some on commivsion, some for the Jove of Jearning,

Some becsuse they have nothing berter to do

Or becamse they hope these walls of books will deaden
The drumming of the demon in their ears.

Cranks, hacks, poverty-stricken scholars,
In pince-nez, period hats or romantic beards
And cherishing their hobby or their doom
Same are t00 much alive and some are asleep
Huoging ke bats in & world of inverted valaes,
Folded up in themselves in & world which iy safe and
ailent:
“This is the British Museum Reading Room.,

Out on the #eps in the yun thr pigeons are courting,

Puffing their ruffs and sweeping their tails or taking
A sun-bath a1 their case

And under the totem poles—the ancient terror—

Between the esormous Buted Jonic columny

There from ily jowled or hawk-like fc
The gutranl sorrow of the refugees,
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MEETING POINT

Time was away and somewhere else,
There were two plasses and two chairs
And two people with the one pulse
{Somebody stopped the moving stairs):
Time was away and somewhere else.

And they were neither up nor down,
The stream’s music did not stap
Flowing through heather, limpid brown,
Although they sat in a coffee shop

And they were neither up nor down.

The bell was silent in the air
Holding its inverted poise—

Between the clang and clang a flower,
A brazen calyx of no noise:

The bell was silent in the air.

The camels crossed the miles of sand

That stretched around the cups and plates;
The desert was their own, they planned
To portion out the stars and dates:

The camels crossed the miles of sand.

Time was away and somewhere else,
The waiter did not come, the clock
Forgot them and the radio waltz
Came out like wnter from a rock:
Time was away and somewhere clse.

Her fingers flicked awny the ash
That bloomed again in tropic trees;
Not caring if the markets crash
When they had forests such as these,
Her fingers flicked away the ash,
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God cr whateves rears the Good

Be praiscd thst time cn stop Fe this,
That wkat the Leart bas underniood
Can verify in the body's peace

God o7 whatcyer mieyns she Good.

Tizme was wway 228 she way bare
And Ie ro loager what it wat,
Tre bell was slent inthe aie
And 3!l the room & glow becrzse
Time war a=ay 2ad she was bere,

GALWAY

O ke crostbones of Galway,
Tk2 kollorw grey bouses,

Thbe robbith aad sew1ze,

TEe grass-grows pier,

And the dredger promblisg
All oight in the barbour:

The waz came down on s here,

Saloson is the Corrid
Gently swaying

And the water combed ot
Over the weir

Azd 2 kxsdred gwans
Drerming oa the harbour:
The war aaze down o3 ws ke,
The pighe was g1y

With the poon's motic
Bz Mars was angry

On e Ells of Clare

The war came down on o1 bere.
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STEPHEN SPENDER

SrepHEN SPENDER (b. 1999) after leaving Oxford,
where he edited Oxford Poctry ¢
travelled in Germanys _and took an active part 1ot

Spanish _pocts. Among his critical wriung is The
Destructive Element (1935) He served in the N.F.S.
in the war.

THE PYLONS

The sceret of these hills was stone, and cottages
Of that ston¢ made,

And crumbling roads

That turned on sudden hidden villages.

Jow over these small hills they have built the concrete
That trails black wire:
Pylons, those pillars
Bare like nude, giant girls that have no secret.

The valley with its gilt and cvening look

And the green chestnut

Of customary root \

Arc mocked dry fike the parchcd bed of 2 brook.

But far sbove and far as sight endures

Like whips of anger

with lightning's danger

There runs the quick perspective of the futute.

This dwarfs our emerald country by its trek

So tall with prophecy:

Dreaming of cides

Where often clouds shall lean their swan-like neck.
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THE EXPRESS

After the finst powesful plain manifesto

The black statement of pistons, withour more fuss
But gliding like 2 queen, she leaves the station.
Without bowing and with restrained unconcern
She passes the houses which humbly crowd outside,
‘The gasworks and &t Jast the heavy page

Of death, priated by gravestones in the cemetery.
Beyond the town there lies the open country
Where, gathering speed, she aoquires mystery,

“The luminous self-possession of ships on ocean.

It is now she beging to sing—at first quite fow
‘Thea loud, and ot last with a jazzy madness—

“The song of her whistle screaming 4t curves,

Of deafening tunnels, brakes, innumerable bolts.
And always light, aerial, underneath

Goes the elate metre of her wheels,

Steaming through metal fandscape on her lines

She plunges new eras of wild happiness

Where speed throws up strange shapes, broad cutves
And paralicls clean fike the stee] of guns.

At fast, further than Edinburgh or Rome,

Beyond the crest of the world, ahe reaches night
Where only & low streamline brightness

Of phosphorus on the tossing hills is white,

Ab, Tike & comet through flame she moves entranced
Wrapt fa her music no bird song, no, nor bough
Breaking with honey buds, sball ever equal.
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MY PARENTS KEPT ME

My parenis kept me from children who were rough

And who threw words like stones and who wore torn clothes.
Their thighs showed through rags. They ran in the street
And climbed cliffs and stripped by the country streams.

1 feared more than tigers their muscles like iron

And their jerking hands and their knees tight on my arms,
I feared the salt coarse pointing of those boys

Who copied my lisp behind me on the road.

They were lithe, they sprang out behind hedges
Like dogs to bark at our world. They threw mud
And I looked another way, pretending to smile,
1 longed to forgive them, yet they never smiled,

AN ELEMENTARY SCHOOL CLASS ROOM
IN A SLUM

Far far from gusty waves, these children’s faces.

Like rootless weeds the torn hair round their paleness.
The tall girl with her weighed-down head.  The paper-
seceming boy with rat’s eyes.  The stunted unlucky heir
Of twisted bones, reciting a father's gnarled disease,

His lesson from his desk. At back of the dim class,
One unnoted, sweet and young: his eyes live in a dream
Of squirrels’ game, in tree room, other than this.

On sour cream walls, donations.  Shakespeare’s head
Cloudless at dawn, civilised dome riding all cities.
Belled, flowery, Tyrolese valley. Open-handed map
Awarding the world its world. And yet, for these
Children, these windows, not this world, arc world,
Where il their future’s painted with a fog,

A narrow street sealed in with a lead sky,

Far far from rivers, capes, and stars of words.
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Surely Shakespeare Is wicked, the map 2 bad exsmple

With ships aad sun and love tempting them 1o steal—

For lives that siyly curn in their cramped holes

From fog ta endless night? On their slag heap, these
children

Wear skins peeped through by bones and spectacles of
sreel

With mended glass, like bottle bits on stones.

All of their time and space are foggy stum

S0 blot their maps with siums as big a3 doom,

Unless, governor, teacher, inspector, visitor,

This map becomes their window and these windows
“That open on their lives tike crouching tombs

Break, O break open, tili they break the town

And show the children 1o the fields and all their world
Axure on their sands, 1o Jet their tongues

Run paked into books, the white and green feaves open
The history theirs whose Janguage is the sun.

TWO ARMIES
Deep in the winter phain, two srmies
Dig their machinery, to desttoy ¢ach other.
Men freeze and hunger,  No one is given feave
On cither side, except the dead, and swounded.
‘These have their feave; whife new banalions wait
On time at 13t to bring them violent pesce.

All have become so nervous and so cold
That each man hates the cause and distant words
Which brought him here, more terribly than brlers.
Once a boy hummed 1 popular marcking seng,

. Once & novice hand Sxpped the safute;
The voice was choked, the lified band fo1y,
Shot through the wrist by those of is ows 2.



Stephen Spena’er

From theit numb harvest all would flec, except
For discipline drilled onc¢ in an iron school
Which holds them at the point of a revolver.
Yet when they sleePs the images of hom¢

Ride \wishing horses of cscape

\Which herd the plain in 8 mass unspoken poem.

Finally, they cease to hate: for although hate
Bursts from the air and whips the carth like hail
Or pours it up in fountains 10 marvel 8t

And although hundreds fall, who can connect
The inexhaustible anger of the guns

wWith the dumb patience of these tormcmcd animals ?

Clean silence drops at night when 8 fittle walk
Divides the sleeping armics, cach

Huddled in {inen woven by remote hands.

When the machines are stilled, 2 common suffering
Whitens the air with preath and makes both on¢
As though these enemics siept jn cach other’s arms.

Only the fucid fricnd 10 acrial raiders,

The brilliant pilot moon, stares down

Upon the plain she makes & shining bone

Cut by the shadow of many thousand bones.
Where amber clouds scatter on nwm:m’s-\and
She regards death and time throw up

“The furious words and minerals which kill life.
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RIDLER
z RIDLER - 1912) poblhh:d her finst ¥
ooms, in 1939 and followed jt with The Nine Bright
‘Skiners 18 1943 In het ry We O
woman in the potte Ridler is het married pame.

THE COLD HEART
Qur Spring geems wWarm in his €52 and s¥in,
Buthis breath come’ chilly—the heart must be of ice—

Y.

And I have Kknown WOEST st my heart 1ike this,
When 1 did not desite it gnd 1 did not Pre
And themind would have melted but the heartheld hard.
But here 08 the hill, sbove goisc snd 80EET

1 am notin heaven, but have goldet fields
Filmed into mauave where 2 cloud creeps overs
ith a woof fike tussores the trees cough gently
Below by the yellow and magentd housess

“The black cal{"s visage is wreathed in smiles

As he humps 10 his feets and high up the glider
Strays taphazard into shafts of light-

Sharp the paths duwnwurd 1eadings
Fach the pr:dpimicn of the 427’3 peace-

AT PARTING
Since we throvgh wat awhile must part
Sweethearts snd 1amn to 1ose

Lay up those secrets and those powens
Wherewith you pleased aad cherished me these twO Year
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We cannot quite cast out lack and pain.

Let him remain—what he may devour

We can well spare:

He never can tap this, the true vein.

I have no words to tell you what you were,

But when you are sad, think, Heaven could give no more,

ZENNOR

Seen from these cliffs the sea circles slowly.
Ponderous and blue to-day, with waves furled,
Slowly it crosses the curved world.

We wind in its waters with the tide,

But the pendent ships afar
Where the lightest blue and low clouds are
We lose as they hover and over the horizon slide.

When it was a dark blue heaven with feam like stars
We saw it lean above us from the shore,
And over the rocks the waves rear
Immense, and coming in with crests on fire;
We could not understand,
Watching the sea descend upon the land,

What kept it from flooding the world, being so much
higher.

To~day it lies in place, and the dun houscs,
The apple-green cloudy oats, the cows that seem
Compact of the yellow crust of their cream,
Shrink on Amalveor's grey and tawny sides,
Sucking the last shreds of sun.
But all life here is carried on
Against the crash nnd ery of the moving tides.
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IN REGENT'S PARK

These Sundzy mornings Londoners delight—
with or without the troting child—
their workday eyes growm mild

but with their panoply precise and spry,

the handsome pleasure-ways of paeks to tr3.

Dahlias down the banks flos crisp and bright,
the grass is winter-short and pungent,
dipping oars are plangent,

and in the light mist, dripping grey like silk,

water and trees and 2ir seem smoothed in milk.

So that the forbidden island in the stream,
the chimney that over Lords looms,
and those peculiar domes,
might be near or distant {llimitable mifes;
2nd a2y the stll sky breaks into a thousand gulls,

might burst into some bright or strange kind,
or open into a different scale,
To change in this style
is the propery, I find, of love, which brings
a new dimension 1o all physical things.

For 1 I see my park with Vivian"s eye—

the formal eye of a painter’s mind—-

it is changed as under his hand,
and through the mists of his being are visible
hints of glory before unimaginable.

One does not fearn to fook with 2nother’s eye
for ever, but the rigid world
moves and is unfurled.
This is the effect and virtue of passion’s part,
that trains the cye and exercises the hexry,
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BARKER

GrorGe Barxzr (b, 1913) carly impressed cridcs
like Yeats and Edwin Muir by the rich promise of his
very original genius. His earlier work was obscure,
but growing clarity matches the power in Lament and
Triumph (1940) and Eros in Dogma (1944). He has
visited Japan and America.

ALLEGORY OF THE ADOLESCENT AND
THE ADULT
It was when weather was Arabian I went
Over the downs to Alton where winds were wounded
With flowers and swathed me with aroma, I walked
Like Saint Christopher Columbus through a sea’s welter
Of gaudy ways looking for a wonder.

Who was I, who knows, no one when I started,
No more than the youth who takes longish strides,
Gay with a girl and obstreperous with strangers,
Fond of some songs, not unusually stupid,

I ascend hills anticipating the strange,

Looking for a wonder I went on 2 Monday,
Meandering over the Alton down and moor;
When was it I went, an hour a year or more,
‘That Monday back, I cannot remember.

I only remember 1 went in a gay mood.

Holiyhock here and rock and rose there were,

I wound among them knowing they were no wonder;
And the bird with a worm and the fox in a wood
Went flying and flurrying in front, but I was
Wanting a worse wonder, a rarer onc.

So I went on expecting miraculous catastrophe.
What is it, Y whispered, shall I capture a creature
A woman for a wife, or find myself a king,

Sleep and awake 10 find Sleep is my kingdom ?
How shall I know my marvel when it comes ?
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Then after 1078 striding snd striving 1 w33 where

1 had s0 1onged to be, inthe world's wind,

At the hill's 109 with no MOTE ground 10 wander
Pxcepting SownFArcy and 1 had found po wondet.
Found ooly the sorrow that 1 had missed My marvel

en remembered, w2 t the bird ot worm
The holtyhocks the flowes oF the strong

WCas it the mere dream of the M3t and woman
Made me 2 marvel? It not. Jtwas

When onthe hilleop ¥ stood in the world's wind.

The world ismy wonder, where the wind
Wanders like wind, end where the rock is

And man and woman fleshon 8 drearn.
1 look from m¥ hill with the woods behinds
And Time, 8 sea’s chaos, below

PACIFIC SONNET

Between the wall of China gnd my beart
O exile ds. Rememberiog the tremendous
Auturmnals of nations threatening 10 end us sll,

Fromme: O s it really an end of them,
“The flowering ‘moments that 8 poem blends
To Babylonian wreaths around 1Y heart?

*The arguments under arches i the rain

With lightning in out fists, the summeT drives
Through the Donet hills, evenings 2t the baths
TWith echoes exploding lixe bubbles a3 We dive
Down to quict worlds: these, ifnot 8

To be our happy Lives, shall be ouf happy death.
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THE DEATH OF YEATS

That dolphin-torn, that gong-tormented face
With the rumpets of Andromeda rose and spoke,
Blaring the pitiful blast and airing hope

So hope and pity flourished. Now the place
Cold is where he was, and the gold face
Shimmers only through the cchoes of a poem.

The swan mourns on the long abandoned lake,
And on the verge gather the great Irish ghosts
Whom only he could from their myth awaken
And make a kingdom. ‘The luckless and the lost
Got glory from the shake of his hand as he passed,
The lunar emperor whom Time could not break.

The boulder where he rested his shoulder is
Luckier than most, who know nothing of
The tremendous gentleness of the poet’s kiss,
Thwarted by passion and impetiled by love.
But the lost leaf lashed in a March above
Shares sense of action that is also his.

Saints on mountains or animals in the ground
Often found the feather of his wing on their lips
Proving and Joving them; stars in their eclipse
Saw his face watching through intervening ground:
And the small fry like fish came up at the sound
Of his voice and listened to his whistling lips.

But now the cloud only shall hear: the ant,

The winter bulb under the ground, and the hidden
Stream he made dumb by his murmur in death,
Lying between the rock and the jealous plant.

No matter how close to the ground I bend, his breath
Is not for me, and all divisions widen.
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Remember the Lion's head and the blonde ange!
Whispering {n the chimary; remember the tiver
Singing sweeter and sweeter a3 it grows older and older;
Remember the mocn sees things from a better angle.
0O forget the echoes that go on for ever,
And remember that the great harp-bregsted eagle

13 pow 2 grave.

THE SEAL BOY

See he slips fike insinuationy
Into the waves and sidles
Across breakers, diving under
‘The greatet tidals,

Plunging, a smal] plane

Down dark altitudes,

Trailing bubbles like z¢rial bombs
Ot a balloon’s broods,

O moving cestatic boy

Sliding through the gloomy seas

Who bring me pearls o enjoy

Rarer than 1o be found in these seas—

Betwren the fixed bars of your lips
Darts the kiss fike silver

Fish, and in my wild grip

You harbour, for ever.
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DYLAN THOMAS

Dyrax TroMAs (b, 1914) was born in Swansca,
His poetic outpur, so far more notable for its quality
than quantity, began with Eighteen Pocms (1934). He
also writes short stories as in Portrait of the Artist as a
Young Dog and The Map of Love.

THIS BREAD I BREAK

This bread I break was once the oat,
This wine upon a foreign tree

Plunged in its fruit;

Man in the day or wind at night

Laid the crops low, broke the grape’s joy.

Once in this wind the summer blood
Knocked in the flesh that decked the vine,
Once in this bread

The oat was merry in the wind;

Man broke the sun, pulled the wind down,

This flesh you break, this bload you let
Make desolation in the vein,

Were oat and grape

Born of the sensual root and sap;

My wine you drink, my bread you snap.
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AND DEATH SHALL HAVE NO DOMINION

And death shall have 1o dominion.

Dead men paked they shall be one

With the man in the wind and the west moon;

Chen theit bones are picked clean 2nd the clean booes
gone,

“They shalf have stars at elbow and foot;

Though they go mad they shall be sane,

Though they sink through the sea they shail rise again;

“Though lovers be fost fove shall not;

Asd deaths shall have no dominien.

And death thal] have o dominion.

Under the windings of the sez

“They lying Jong shall not die swindily;
‘Trwisting on racks when sinews give way,
Serapped to & wheel, yet they shall not break;
Faith in their hands shall snap in two,

And the uricorn evils run them through;
Split all ends up they shan't erack;

And death shall have no daminion.

And death shall have no dominion,

No more may gulis cry st their ears

Or waves break loud on the seashores;

Where blew 2 flower may 2 flower no more

Lift fts head to the blows of the nin;

Though they be muad and dead 13 nails,

Heads of the charscters hammer through daisies;
Break in the sun till the sun breaks down,

And death thall beve no dominion.
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pOEM IN OCTOBER

1t was my thirtieth year 10 heaven :
Woke 1o MY hearing from harbour and neighbout wood
And the mussel poo\cd and the beron
Pricsted shore

The morning peckon
With water praying and call of scagull and rooK
And the knock of sailing boats on the net webbed wall
Mysclf to set foot
That second
1n the still sleeping tOWR and sct forth.

My birthday began with the water=
f the winged trees flying m¥ name

Birds and the b
Above the farms and the white horses

And I ros¢
In rainy gutumn
And watked abroad ina shower of all my days.
High tide and the heron dived when 1 took th
Over the porder
And the gates
Of the town closed as the town awoke.

¢ road

arks in g rolling
dside bushes brimming with w

the sun of Qctober

A springful of !
Cloud and the rod
Blackbirds and
Summery
On the hill's shoulder,
Here were fond climates and sweet sin
Come in the morning where 1 wander¢
To the rain wringing
Wind blow cold
v ohm wenad faraway under me.

gers suddenly
d and listened

histling
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Palt rain over the dwindling barbour
And over the tea wet church the size of 3 snail
With jts horns through mist and the casde
Brown s owls
But all the gardens
Of spring and tummer were blooming in the tall tales
Beyond the border and under the lark full dloud.
There could 1 marvel
My birthday
Away but the weather rurned sround.

1t turned away from the blithe country
And down the other 2ir and the blue alteted sky
Streamed agzin 2 wonder of summer
With spples
Pears 2nd ted currants
And I naw in the turning so clearly 1 child’s
Totgotten morningy when be walked with his mother
Through the parsbles
Of sin light
And the legeads of the green chapels

Aad the ewice told fields of infancy
That his tears burned my checks and his hearr moved
in mine.
These were the woods the river and sea
Where a boy
In the listening
Summertime of the dead whispered the truth of his joy
To the trees aad the stones ead the fish in the tide.
And the mystery
Sang alive
Still in the water and slagingbirds,
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And there could 1 marvel my birthday
Away but the weather turned round.  And the true
Joy of the long dead child sang burning
In the sun,
It was my thirtieth
Year to heaven stood there then in the summer noon
Though the town below lay leaved with October blood,
O may my heart’s truth
Still be sung
On this high hill in & year’s turning.

IN MY CRAFT OR SULLEN ART

In my craft or sullen art
Excrcised in the still night
When only the moon rages

And the lovers lic abed

With all their griefs in their arms,
I labour by singing light

Not for ambition or bread

Or the strut and trade of charms
On the ivory stages

But for the common wages

Of their most secret heart,

Not for the proud man apart
From the raging moon 1 write

On these spindrift pages

Nor for the towering dead

With their nightingales and psalms
But for the lovers, their arms
Round the griefs of the ages,

Who pay no praise or wages

Nor heed my craft or art,
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GASCOYNE
Gacovse (b, 1916) had slceady, when 2
::Pm‘mﬁon of his poems ap| 2 red in Poett of To-morrota,
Third Sclection, 1942, Qecided 1o sbandon the sure
sealist manner, The following poems sre from Poerns
1017-1943, which containy drawings specially designed
for the book by Grabum Sutherland.

FETE
After long thirst for aky, there was the sky,
“That gether lake: vast gzure £anopy
Intenscly stretched between harizons® eads !

Along the guays

“The panes of opening windows flashed Bike wings,
Weaving Jong rays among the Jeafless trees;
Sirens of drifting barges sang:

Aad the whole day

Draak in the fecuad Nowing of the eky.

And on the outkirts of the town

Where the Laxt house-blocks take theit vacant stare
Atzoss the straggling zone, and rusty streams
Among brown squares of threadbare soil

Penlst thelr irrigating ooze, & savage wain

Tore through 8 cutting with triumphart sqeans,
Releasing strezmers of thick whirling bresth

Which climbed and were suspended like pregensimaney
onkigh ...

Once more the eanh, fts busied spicis srred,
Aspired towards 1he Summer's splendia borysiar
And an {fustrions deathy,

Pz, izt
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A WARTIME DAWN

Dulled by the slow glare of the yellow bulbs
As far from sleep still 38 at any hour
Since distant midnight} with 8 hollow skull

But deepin the velvet crater of the ear

A chip of sound abruptly jrritates.

A second, 2 third chirp; and then another far
Emphatic trilt and chirrup shrills in answer; notes
From all directons round pluck at the strings
Of hearing with frail ﬁncly—shnrpcncd claws.
And inan jnstant, €VeTY wakened bird

Across surrounding miles of air

Qutside, is sowing like a scintillating sand

Tts throat's incessantly rcplcnishcd store

Of tuneless singsong, timelesss aimless, blind.

Draw now with prickling hand the curtains back;
Unpin the blackout-cloth; Jetin

Grim crnckvof—da\m’s Girst glimmer through the glass.
All's yet half sunk in Yesterday's stale death,
Obscurely «till beneath 2 moist—t'mgcd plank

Sky like the inside of a deaf mute’s mouth . . ¢
Nearest within the window’s sight, ash-pale
Against 2 cinder coloured wall, the white
Pearblossom hovers like 2 stare; rain-wet

The further housetops weakly shines and there,
Beyond, hangs flaccidly a lonc barrage-batloon-
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An {ncomounicable desolation weighs

Like depths of sr2gnase water on this break of day.—

Fong meditation without !hnught.—UnuI a breeze

From some pure Nowhere straying, stirs

A pang of poignant odour from the earth, an unheard
sigh

Pregnant with s3p’s sweet tang and raw soil’s fine

Aroma, smell of stone, end acrid breath

Of gravel puddies. While the brooding green

Of nearby gardeny’ grass and trees, and quist flat

Blue feaves, the distant lilac mirages, are made

Clear by intreating daylight, and intensified,

Now head sinks into pillows in serreat

Before this morning’s hovering advance;

(Behind loose lids, in sleep”s warm porch, half kears
‘White bollow clink of bottles,~dragging crunch

©Of milk-cart wheels,~and presently a snatch

Of windy whistling as the newsboy’s bike winds near,
Distributing to neizhbour’s peaceful steps

Reparts of fast-night’s bartes); at last sleeps.

While carly guns on Norway's bitter coast

Where faceless troops aze landing, senew Sre:

And one more day of War starts everywhere,

April, 1950,
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LACHRYMAE

Slow are the years of light:

and more immense
‘Than the imagination. And the years return
Until the Unity is filled. And hcavy are
The lengths of Time with the slow weight of tears.
Since Thou didst weep, on a remote hill-side
Beneath the olive-trees, fires of unnumbered stars
Have burnt the years away, until we see them now:
Since Thou didst weep, as many tears
Have flowed like hourglass sand.
Thy tears were all
And when our sccret face
Is blind because of the mysterious
Surging of tears wrung by our most profound
Presentiment of evil in man’s fate, our cruellest wounds
Become Thy stigmata. They are Thy tears which fall,
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ALUN LEWIS

Arcy LEWDS (1918-1949) ame from B2 mining
rxu;v!cfsQ\nhWalzs- Hg:zthisd:zthinm
acadcn!inﬂmmamuunlinmm.h
YWales Borderers having pnblixhcd only %0 solumes,
both of whichs howWeveTy ateracted considerable potcc—
Raiders’ Dezn (1942) poetYs and Thelass Inspections

ahort stones.

THE SENTRY

1 kave begua © diee

For now at last 1kzow

“TEat there is 10 escape

From Night Not any drexm

Wor breathless mages of sleep
Touch my bal's€y¢3 1parg
Leathery-zsid froms the Eidden roof
Of Nights and sleeplessly

1 watch within Slecp’s

1 have left
Th:bv:lybodi:‘o‘.'th:bcy;ndg‘:ﬂ
D«?inad:mhs’s placid 267353
Andlhzvcleﬁ
Th:bmu:iﬁﬂhmsch!:ep

That basefoat lover® follow to this 1ast
@UMO(WIM
lt:zubeguntodis
Andtheguns" phablzsil::ce
I;:xyhhckimrximamyvmhmdtzc.
!nzh:mtrolfm,‘befo!dcdmy,
‘Wight.
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LACHRYMAE

Slow are the years of light:

and more immense
Than the imagination. And the years return
Until the Unity is filled. And heavy are
The lengths of Time with the slow weight of tears.
Since Thou didst weep, on a remote hill-side
Beneath the olive-trees, fires of unnumbered stars
Have burnt the years away, until we see them now:
Since Thou didst weep, as many tears
Have flowed like hourglass sand.
Thy tears were all.
And when our sccret face
Is blind because of the mysterious
Surging of tears wrung by our most profound
Presentiment of evil in man’s fate, our cruellest wount
Become Thy stigmata, They are Thy tears which fal
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ALUN 1EWIS

Avon LEVE (191%—1944) o from the ¢ mining
yalleys of South Wi He mc: lus dmxh in an
accident in Burma, when a Jie :\xlmzn
Wales ‘Pordererss , havio] pubbsh only :\m Dlum:S,
bothn! ‘hich, ROWEVET ﬂm'dct ed considera 1e notice—
Raiders® Dawn (19421 poctry, 28 d TheLast hupmwn,
short mmes

THE SENTRY

1 have begud 10 dic.
For now at 128 1ast I koo®

hang
Lmhery-and f m lhc idden roof
of nght, and sl:eplcssly

1 watch Wi thin SteeP s province.

1 have left

The \uv:ly podics of e boy and girl
PDeep in cach O other's phc!d arms;
And ‘ hﬂvc feft

The bex! janes of sleep

That bue(ooz lavus follow 1o this 1ast
Cold shore of thought gu:u

1 have begun © dx

And the guns’ imp! hablc silen

1s my black mu:nm Ty youtk and 88
1In the Bower fury, the folded P°P‘PY
Night.
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LINES ON A TUDOR MANSION

Slim sunburnt girls adorn

Lawns prowsed py fawn and doe.
Through three long centuries this house
Has mellowed in and known

Only the seasonal fulfitment

And the commcmomtcd gcncmxions.

But e know

Samson dead

And Delilah dirtying her hair
1n the dust of the fallen

Faiths.

We know

Violence cerrible and degradings
Beauty disigured,

And the coward crucel brute
Shaping us in his image.

So, grey assured houst surviving changés -
For all your cypresses and waving white

Potato TOWS and clustered jrises, 0o more
Than woodpzacker OF mouse do w¢ desire

Your purnished peact and all your storied past.

We are of Life,
. Teeming and musica
Perfect and jnstant
As the soft silk flash of the swifts
Which do not car¢ for the houses of the wealthy,
But have instead their own jnstinctive tife,
The flight and shythm of the blood. '
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Wherefore we ¢3¢ o monumental RO
No marble cenotaphs imscribed with s

Only the fleeting sunlight ia the forests
And dragonflies’ bloe fidker 62 grictpocls
Will perpetuste ouF vision

Who die young.

RAIDERS DAWN

Sofdy the cvilized
Centuties £l
Paper o0 PP
Perer o Pazl

Blue necklace feft
On & carred chair
“Tell that Bezaty
Was startled there.
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River throws sbout the toulders
Veils of scum to mar the ancient
chmdcd union of stone and water.

Unwashed colliers by the river
Gamble for juck the pavements hide.
Kids float tins down dirty rapids.
Coal-dust rings the scruffy willows.
Circe is 2 drab.

She gives men what they know.

But the fat ﬂabby-brcnstcd wives

Have grown nccustomcd to her ways.
They scrub, make 1€3, peel the potatoes
Without counting the days.
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KEYES
NEY. KEVES (5922~1943) was botn at Dan!crd,
K:nt, and educsted at Tonbridge School and Oxford.

Commissioned in the Queen’s Own Roy:d West Keat
Regiment, he was kitled in Tunisia, * For his two
volumes of poetry, The Jron Laurel (1942) and The
Cruel Solstice (1943), he was awarded posthumously
the Hawthomden Priz

WAR POET
T am the man who looked for peace and found
My own cyes barbed.
1 am the man who groped for words and found
An atrow in my hand.
1 am the builder whose firm walls surround
A slipping land,
‘When I grow sick or mad
Mock me not nor chain me:
‘When I reach for the wind
Cast me not down:
Though my face is a burnt book
And a wasted 1own,

March 1942,

ST. JOHN BAPTIST
1, Joho, not reed but root;
Not vested prisst nor saviour but a voice
Crying daylong like 2 cricket in the heat,
Demand your worship. Not of me
But of the traveller I am calling
From beyond Jordan and the limestone hills,
‘Whose tunoer and rude servant I am only.
Not man entirely but God's watchman,
1 dwell among thesc blistered rocks
Awaiting the wide dawn, the wonder
Of His first coming and the Dove’s descent,
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THE RHONDDA

Hum of shaft-wheel, whirr and clamour
Of steel hammers overbeat, din down
Water-hag’s slander, Greasy Rhondda
River throws about the boulders

Veils of scum to mark the ancient
Degraded union of stone and water.

Unwashed colliers by the river

Gamble for luck the pavements hide,

Kids float tins down dirty rapids.

Coal-dust rings the scruffy willows.

Circe is a drab.

She gives men what they know.

Daily to her pitch-black shaft

Her whirring wheels suck husbands out of sleep.
She for her profit takes their hands and eyes.

But the fat flabby-breasted wives

Harve grown accustomed to her ways.
They scrub, make tea, peel the potatoes
Without counting the days.
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ents was in “Funisia. ot wo
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] Solstice (xggzizhe was award humousty
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Cast me B¢ down?
Though ™Y faceis® purnt ook
And2 wasted tOWI-
March 1942-

ST. !Olm BAY“ST
1, Jobo not reed but oot

Not vested priest BOF savious but 2 voice
Crying daylong ke & cricket in the heats
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THE RHONDDA

Hum of shaft-wheel, whirr and clamour
Of steel hammers overbeat, din down
Water-hag's slander.  Greasy Rhondda
River throws about the boulders

Veils of scum to mark the ancient
Degraded union of stone and water.

Unwashed colliers by the river

Gamble for luck the pavements hide.

Kids float tins down dirty rapids,

Coal-dust rings the scruffy willows.

Circe is g drab.

She gives men what they know.

Daily to her pitch-black shaft

Her whirring wheels suck husbands out of sleep.
She for her profit takes their hands and eyes.

But the fat flabby-breasted wives

Have grown accustomed to her ways.
They scrub, make tea, peel the potatoes
Without counting the days.
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KEYES

mNry Keves (1922-1943) was borm at Dartford,
lxent, and educated at Tonbridge School and Oxford.
Comzmmoncd in the Queen's Own Royal West Kent
Regiment, be was killed in Tunisia. For his two
volumes of poctey, The Iron Laurel (1942) and 77u
Cruel Solstice (19-;3), he was awarded posthumously
the Hawthornden Prize.

WAR POET
1 am the man who looked for peace and found
My own eyes barbed
T am the mutn who groped for words and found
An atrow in my hand.
1 am the builder whose firm walls surround
A slipping land,
When I grow sick or mad
Mock me not nor chain me:
‘When I reach for the wind
Cast me pot down:
‘Though my face is a burnt book
And a wasted town,

Mareh 1942,

ST. JOHN BAPTIST
1, Joho, not reed but root;
Not vested priest nor saviour but a voice
Crying daylong Iike 2 cricket in the heat,
Demand your worship.  Not of me
But of the traveller I am calfing
From beyond Jordan and the limestone hills,
‘Whose runner and rude servant I am only.
Not man entirely but God's watchman,
I dwell smong these blistered rocks
Awaiting the wide dawn, the sonder
Of His first coming and the Dove's descent,
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THE RHONDDA

Hum of shaft-wheel, whirr and clamour
Of steel hammers overbeat, din down
Water-hag’s slander. Greasy Rhondda
River throws about the boulders

Veils of scum to mark the ancient
Degraded union of stone and water.

Unwashed colliers by the river

Gamble for luck the pavements hide.

Kids float tins down dirty rapids.

Coal-dust rings the scruffy willows.

Circe is g drab.

She gives men what they know.

Daily to her pitch-black shaft

Her whirring wheels suck husbands out of sleep.
She for her profit takes their hands and eyes.

But the fat flabby-breasted wives

Have grown accustomed to her ways.
They scrub, make tes, peel the potatoes
Without counting the days.



Cast me not

“Though my f16¢ is aburmt ook
And 3 wasted 1OWD-

March 1942

ST. JOHN BAPTIST

1, John, not reed but oot}

Not vested priest 108 saviout but a voict
&yin:dag\nng\k: » cricket in the hezty

worship. Notof me

Bt of the traveller Tam alling
From beyond Jordan and the limestone B35,
ans:mmumdmdumn!lmcc_‘y.
ot man entirely but God's warchoTs,

2 Blistered rocks
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PHEASANT

Cock stubble-searching pheasant, delicate
Stepper, Cathayan bird, you fire

The landscape, as across the hollow lyre

Quick fingers burn the moment: call your mate
From the deep woods tonight, for your surprised
Metallic summons answers me like wire
Thrilling with messages, and 1 cannot wait

To catch its evening import, half-surmised.
Others may speak these things, but you alone
Fear never noise, make the damp thickets ring
With your assertions, set the afternoon

Alight with coloured pride. Your image glows
At autumn’s centre—bright, unquestioning
Exotic bird, haunter of autumn hedgerows.

THE KESTRELS

When I would think of you, my mind holds only
The small defiant kestrels—how they cut

The raincloud with sharp wings, continually circling
Above a storm-rocked elm, with passionate cries.

It was an early month, The plow cut hard.

‘The may was knobbed with chilly buds. My folly
Was great enough to lull away my pride.

There is no virtue now in blind reliance

On place or person or the forms of love,

The storm bears down the pivotal tree, the cloud
Turns to the net of an inhuman fowler

And drags us from the ait.  Qur wings are clipped.
Yet still our Iove and Juck lies in our parting:
‘Those cries and wings surprise our surest act.



PLOWMAN

Time was 1 wa3 2 plowman driving

Hard furrowss pever 1estings under the mooR
Qrinthe fmubound bright—cyed morning
Labouring still; my team ﬂeek-hid:d

As mulberty {eaves, my €3 my best delight
After the sidelong blade my hero.

My iron-shod horses 1y heroic walkers.

Now all that's finished. Rain’s fallen 80V
Srmudging ™Y furrows, the comfortable

Fims are windpicked and harbour 8O¥ no singer
Or southward homing pird; my borses grazing
Tmpossible mounmin-sid:s, long-fmgsed and lonely.
And I'm gone on the roads, & pecvish man

By any but wild weeds and summer winds.
Time was 1 was & finc strong fellow
Followed by girls. Now 1 keep company
Only with season’ and the cold crazy moon.
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EPIWIU M

O you will have no ells and the sinter 15 coming,
But now the corn lics down 10 the srumbling threshers
The sycamore drops its ycnow-“ingcd proiccdlcs

And winter 35 comings but first the scason of fruit.

our bells will be the voices of autumn TiVers:
Your wint will be the dew on the fallen apple:

1 sing for yov who nt the end of summer

Have crowned the year and come ogether at last.

There’s s0 much burning in the autumn world.

The flames spread through the stubble, and the wind
Comes out of Russia with 2 smelt of fire.

“The reapers do not sing» put the sickle whispers

O you have seen, 88 1 have seen, the folly

Of those who think lost time can be cepaid:

The girl who, mad with sorroWs hung her ring
Onthe wind's fingely was not half so vain.

1 sing for you who at the cnd of summcet

Have crowned the year and com¢ together at 1ast.

These nights are kind as the memory of a mother.
The geese rack south across the heavy moon.
Your winter will be a triumph of clear decision
And what incredible spring mMay fic beyond ?

O live and fove to see your happy children

Peny the sorrow of 8 burning world.

"Though you will have no pells and the winter is coming
1 sing your courage, who expect the spring.
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munlck ed
“The crumpled hand 1ame! entins xh & brokes plowi
And the oraculat metal Hips jn2nger
Squared t0 the shapt of the n g\r\‘s yelling mouth:
4 the wi taiol ure’s SOrT0%
And humming in the Wire han of the dead.

He wrned;s and his great shadow on the wall
Swayed fike @ tree. His eye! s £V ld s fead:
Then,in2a ¥ of love and gri¢! of and pitys

e made the pcncmed map alive with wat.









