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|. EARLIER POEMS






IRELAND

A wise-eyed solemn child, tanned gipsy, see
In solitary play beneath the eder tree

In thewild hillsde garden where the hours
Go by on tip-toe over thekitchen flowers:

There's sweet potato-bloom, lavender and white,
But under the hedge, nettles and aconite;

And aborder made, of thyme and saxifrage,
On aledge pennywort, and in abed, sage.

But he, forgotten child, content to play
With dreams for company, dl summer in aday,

In his coign where the green rain-water-barrel is
Under theelder, hears strangest harmonies.

Hiseyes, dark does, follow theevening sun
Up the hill dopes, till night's shadow dun

Enfoldsthe garden and him. Inthelast rich light
Hefinds asecret knowledge and his ddlight:

For then, he knows that beyond the round hill's brim
Where no one has ever beenistheworld'srim;

And there, hehasheard tell, isIreland coiled
In ultimate seas and is the endof the world..

'Ireland’, hewhispersto the sky's blue tent—
And the waters of degp sted over him content.
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THE OLD CORNISH WOMAN BY THE
FIRE

By thefire e gts

Inthe dusky evening of her years,
Andthefirdlight flits

Above her head, and on her whitened hairs.

Her sorrowing face,

Likeawithered lily in the gloom

Of the hearth-place,

Glimmerswith dim light in the shadowy room.

Shehasher thoughts,

Nor dirsifanyone should pass:

Like speckled motes

They come and go againg apane of glass.

Sopatiently
Shebearsher pain: asfor a friend,

So pescefully
Shewaitsthefootfalls of her certain end.



DtfPORTH

Intoaquiet, lonely placel come,

Toacoign of cliffand alanethat dropsto the sea:
The il voices of the winds have here

No place, nor thewinds fingersin my hair.
All that wasbeforeisstrangely far,

And| have entered on asecret dillness

A frightened hush fallson thethroat that sang,
On the stream that babbled dreamily in the sun,
Onwhigpering osers and ivied Sones

There areathousand timid eyes that watch

In the tartled slence: only the monotone

Of gathered waves that break upon the shore
Below, lulls sugpensewithregular best.

A sea-hird leaves his preening by the margin,
Andrigng through swift air, desolately
Wheds above the deserted shore. And now,
Rousing from dreams | find my quiet nook
Beautiful withinnumerable sounds:
Theintimate brook resumesitsidle chatter,

A littlewind wakes among the withies,
Theivy-leavesthat gleam like pools of light
Rustle softly over the Sones, and even
Themossesareadtir; arobinthreads
Theintricate hedge, and pipes afriendly song
Ere heflitsmocking up the covert lane.
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THE SHADOWS ON THE GLASS

Whenfarintothenight | sitandwork,
Within adim room where the shadows lurk,

Stll and black beforemeasapond
A window is, and the deeper night beyond:

Shade of another world althoughiit be,
The shapes of friendlier things | often see.

For there upon themirrored degps of space
Arethehomely signs of this my chosen place:

A polished surfacelitinkindly glow,
Thetongues of firdlight dancing inarow

On shdfand cupboard; andinfar background,
The great doors that may move, and with no sound.

Mysdflooksat mefromthedarkened glass
And holds my eyeswhenever they would pass.

And if ashadow now should wake and stir
Thisroom to movement, and my hearttofear...

A suddenflashoftheeyes, asabird takes cover,
The moment broken and the dread is over.

Theroom resumesits quiet homeliness,
And nothing gtirsin the night'slone distances.
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GROWN-UP TO CHILD: TEN
COMMANDMENTS

Take arake with ten teeth
To hollow out the seg;
Ride astride a sea-hird's back,
Nor ever be
Afraidtoraidthenestsof gulls
In the shy places of therocks;
Nor dow to draw music from
Thefluted comb.
Spread a bed of gathered down
From dandelion clocks;
Scorn not the thorn whereon there grows
The everlasting rose.
Do not you afear to pin
A thread to catch theair,
Nor lack to pluck the golden broom
On the high ledges where
Therare birds there do preen and plume
Themsdves above the bay.
Nor fail to sail acora boat
Out to meet the day
At dun of dawn: And may
Your eye descry
Whatever there shdll lie
Between the green seaand the sky.

19



PARADISE SQUARE

Therewasamoment of fleet-footjoy

Today in Paradise Square.

Even Time itsdf sood Hill,

When the obscure sun from behind acloud came out
And dartedfingersoflight through the aspen trees;
And thewind awoke and walked in thegardens of
ParadiseSquare.

Thelittle old women looked down through lattices
Of high upper windows in windmill houses,

And laughed to seethetreesblown dl slver and grey.
A tiny whitecut sniffed at thebreeze

Andfell threestepsdowninto thestreet.
Ajourneyman tinker went by under atower,

With bag on hisback and apprenticelagging behind.
Today therewasamoment of flegt-foot joy,

When even Time stood 4ill in

Paradise Square.



JEREMIAH, THE TABBY CAT, STALKS
IN THE SUNLIT GARDEN

Whileyou damber over the blue gate in the garden,

Inthesunlit garden

Already arrived am beforeyou: while

Inaflashoftheeye,

Y ou are supendedinyour legp, aninvert body

With lithe panther movement,

Againg the blue ground of the gate. And then,

Unconscious cinemaactor, you Cross your stage,

Thelittle plot wherelight cuts the shade like ajewd,

Onwhat intent?

Y our eyesareamber inthesun, flashing

From the cushioned tuft of harebdlls

And calceolarias. .

Now you thread the intricate pattern

Oflong garden stems and stems of shadow,

And crossthelawn;

Y our suppleflanksserpentine, your tread

Stedthy and secret, of who knows

What generations of greatjungle cats?

And 30 you reach the undergrowth of the sycamore;

Nor pause to hear me caling from my window

Whence sight of you | lose

Y our dappled Sde logt in the camouflage of dappled shadow:

Andyou have left the sunlit garden

For who knows what obscureingtinctive memories of logt
generations of greet cais?
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THE SNAKE: HOMAGE TO LAWRENCE

One day in childhood
Coming down the hot summer road,
The sun brilliant upon the angular van-sones
polished by the horses hooves,
upon the shining metal and white dust,
Passing thetriangular bed of nettles
in the corner of the hedge,
the dried-up water-course below:
| turned and suddenly saw
Cail upon coil, the striped and fascinated
rings of asnake desping there:
Sowly heshifted and alithe
movement likeashudder passed
through the shifting coilsashelifted
them to settle himself again.

But | did not stay to sse any more.
Of a sudden overwhelmed with horror
I fled spinning down thevillage street

in the hot sun, nor stopped

until the welcoming doorway of my house.
All'l remember istheway

those cailslay, the stripey colour,

the horror, and runniijg awvay

down the road.

Siill I have never forgotten the suddenfascination,
the horror of that instant,
thenearness, theunexpectedness,
22



Often and often that image,
adow-moation picture, comesinto mind;
And | wonder if perchancel shal see
thesnake, astonight,
come dowly unwinding his coils
out of the dying embers, thered
bed of thefire, unwinding himsdfthrough the bars
andinto theroom;
Or come dowly up out of the recesses
of the great blue chair,
or from under the stedlthily moving
pattern of the carpet:
The horror of it
if hewere, asin my childhood,
suddenly there!
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SATURDAY
(ToL.J)

Becausethisis Saturday, and because

Itislate afternoon, and the day'sscrubbing and dleaning arc
over,

Theneat and pictured red houses stand in their rows

Prim and tightly like proned women; and all

The brass-timmed doorstepsflashingin the sun,

And hereand there acanary cage set above the black hollow
of the door.

Suddenly | hear from awindow opened to the sreet,

Inalull of thebusy traffic, thethree quarterssprinkled

From asomnolent dock upon the hot oppressve air.

Then chiefly | remember the Saturdays of the pest,

And of them, one.

Andbecausethiswas Saturday,

Andbecauseweweresoonto godifferentways,

Wewere together, child of the daydream blue eyes

Andl:

Vigting our toy cathedral town, set within abowl of green
hills,

With cheerful runnels that go purling under the mirrored
ies

Tomake sweet and deanthe Srests.

The sdfsame chimewe heard, like drowsy beads of water

Dripping, from atower upon the commerce of the market-
place

And dl the belfriesfollowed: St Mary'sloosened tongue,

Deliberate and spare of speech;

And the Cathedrd chime, a digtant fine-spun web of sound,

24



That floated high overheed, out to the meadows

And over thewoods and waters of thevaley.

When evening came, we chose the oblique shadow of alime

And szt by theriver-sde onaspur,

Watching atall ship, rigged and delicatdly sparred,

That came with dow proud movement, againg the sunset-
shadowed hills,

Sowly uptheriver, withthebreezeand flowing tide:

0 magic hour, when the day dosesitspetdsup

Andfoldsitself, aflower upon the pond of the encroaching

night.
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THE FALLEN TREE

Waki ng through thefieldsin the eye of day
Blinded, | came upon atreethat lay

Acrosstheaccustomed path. Fdledinthestrife
With dementa winds, writhing for life,

The great tree bore the sedls of agony.
And now, like marble or likeivory,

Immovable and dill, without abreath
Itlies, finding aserenepeacein death.

And yet in the branches of theunfallen trees
Thereruns agentle music of the breeze

Among theboughs, likeasmdl stream'smurmur,
An echo of the Singing winds of summer.

The hedges are ydlow where the sunlight lingers:
Touchedto colour by the season's fingers,

They stand in regiment of gold and red.
Now over the stripped body of the dead

Tree, there cregps agleam of mirrored white
And blue of ged, the sheath and shadow of light.

The crumpled leaves fall with scranne cry
Over the tree's marmoreal ectasy.

Still in the high ems, there runs awhispered dirge
Of leavesin motion, the remembered surge

Ofwaves within a shell, hollow and smooth,
Somefar, faint song from the netherland of youth.
26



ODE

On hearing a hird sing from a farthermost
paint ofland out over the sea

How many days now, how many months and years,
Since that rain-mirrored evening of the spring,
When rooted in enchantment by the shore
Suddenly | heard the song of a bird take wing,

Sweet and uncertainin the illness, and soar

Out into the shattered sSlence of the bay.

So many years, o far athing, and yet

The saais strong within my nostrils now
Asthen, thewind off the seain my hair
Andinmy eyes, and to my heart shal bear,
Over the remembered music of the waves,
This confident song, thisringing ecstasy.

The cup of the bay is brimmed with melody
Asthe calyx of aflower isfilled with light.
Only theiron wals of the cliffsreject

The supplication of this throat and break
The song into a thousand petals white

That dl the hollows of the seareflect.

One last gleam of the sun lights up the rock

From whence the song comes ringing: thereit rides
Mutein tongueless immobility,

Proudly over the lgpse and flow of tides.

Y ¢t like abrave doomed ship with light at mast

Has st its course out to the open sea,
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Ifonly, before the night, the song should loose

The moorings of the rock, so that it bresk

Fromits foundations, and urging thedow bark
Acrosstheperilouswaysof thefatal sea,

And triumphing should meet disaster: if only

The song should dleave the ways of the deep and wake

The dead who despinthevalleysof the se,

So that the ssagive up her dead: if only

The stopped ears might hear music again,

And all the hudaled skeletons of drowned men
Asmble their bones and throng forth from the lonely
Places benegth the waters immengity:

But thesong shdll pass, asall thingspass
Across the margin of this trandunary sphere;
And no brave ship shdll be st voyaging,
Image of man'sinfinite londiness,

A cry that gathers strength from nothingness,
For theworld isdead and thereisnone to hear.
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THE PROGRESS OF LOVE

Y our beauty was of such a quality

As| have seen didtilled by sober light -

Of day upon the surfaces of things.

The delicate touch of the sun's passing brings
A glow of life upon the paace front,

That snks from desreto memory, and dies

So wasyour passing from the shadowy room:
While you were there, the late light lingering,
All things grew sentient of your loveliness,
Andhereaface caught therefractedimpress
Ofyour beauty. And when you went, you drew
Evening on, and owl-soft dusk came down.

Now isyour spring, and yet will summer come
To strengthen you, and make you bravetowar.
Andyouwill follow up the hot dusty course

Of irrevocable time, nor have remorse

For him that loved you, and would have you never
Changed by contact with the harsher world.

Andthenwill autumnlay adtill cold finger
Onyour beauty, will dimyour liquid eyes,
And suck the warmjuices of your lips
Thisliving dream you are shdl sseeclipse,
And I'll not mourn you in my wakiag stete,
Wide-eyed and in my frozen heart secure.

Many days now has your image haunted me
And set meforth upon my wonted ways:
Infield and pastureyou area my sde,
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Impetuous, inseparable guide,
Y oursisthevisonthat thesuninforms
Incloud, inwater, inevery goneand ledf.

Though spring shdl fade, and autumn summer folbw,
And winter come to ravagewith decay,

Something of your beauty shal remain

Untouched, intangible, beyond dl wane;

Nor canyou dtogether dig, aslong

Asl sndl liveyouwill gooninme.
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THE GARDEN

The enchanted garden under the illness lies
And the dark trees that taper to the skies
Funereal are, like sombre swaying plumes.
Beneath the stars, gigantic night entombs

All that thefamiliar day reveded.

Only amidnight lamp that hasfor shidd

The velvet verdurous gloom of vernd trees
Digturbs the dusk, dl night unseeing sees
Thisismy beacon, this solitary eye

That watches meinsensatetill | die.

Thisismy life, towatch the seasons pass

Over the garden's clear enchanted glass.

There goes by the procession of the hours,
Thedays, theyears, nor stirsthe ordered flowers.
Andthereasonamagicplanel see

The ceasdess flow of time away from me:

Not inmy heart, but in the external world

This evidence of my weak mortal hold.

And so through change to inevitable change
The visible shadows of existence range

From the dawn to the coming of the night.
Have | not waited for the dim uncertain light
That gedsinto this world of mystery,
Troubling its strangeness and its intimacy ?
Andinthisplace, wherelate the loud birds sang
Before the dawn, so that the garden rang

With passion and with ecstasy, now 4l

Is slent upon roof and stone and wall.
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Hush! the hour when dl things living wake
Itis they dir the garden's dream and bresk
The threads of degp. Now statuesque and il
The gathered chimneys of the paace Fill
Theladt rays of the wheding sickle moon.

A dock drikes the quarter: onenoteissoon
Dropped like astoneinto that shadowy well;
Thewadls resound to the shrill sudden bell,
Thendl isquiet, and thewaters of peace
How in and find their undisturbed release.

So morning comes, and the turning earth spinson
Under the blue acres of the sky whereon

The white douds flying, flaunt their candid banners;
Thewind springs up like the feet of many runners,
Isrampant in thetrees, then gradually

Subsides upon alow bough noisdesdy
Nid-nodding in the idiotic wind.
Theninthenoon, thetulips flame-quickened

Lay baretheir hearts aspiring to the sun;

And later, ki the coolness, when day isdone

They shut their petals up and like atroop

Of driven ghosts, pale and defeated droop.

So comesthenight, so vanishestheday,
Sowiththeseasonspasseslifeaway:
Passss away, nor any impress makes
On the mind that knows not if it degps or wakes.
Only by the shadows on the garden's face
Changing, | follow time's unchanging pace:
Bythem | know the world rolls on its course,
Irrevocable, swift, without remorse.
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ARCTIC MOON

The fingers of the moon upon the frozen world
Have caught the doof heart in anet,

Caught and enmeshed there is no longer hold
Within this arctic region wherelife is not:

The fine and subtle fingers of the night
Seek out the lunar shadows that we are,
Sifting in the crevices the white

Dust falen of the crumbling sphere:

The wind of death at the corners of the house
Isfurtive behind the barren leaves,

Though we, but shadows moving in the caves,
For screen from the approaching death have these:

Thefrozen eagle poised ill invain for flight,
The patterned poplars and the momentary light.



THE ACCUSTOMED SPRING

How usud is the world of Spring:
Thefloodsare out acrosstheplain;
The punctua birds areon the wing,
Scattering the dew like grain.

Over themeadows and the fields
There blowsawind of daffodils;
Eachpassingyear nodifferenceyidds
Upon the seasonablehills.

Y et dill | think sometimeto meet

A tiger, amber intherain;

And turning down the narrow street,
TheHoly Ghostin MagpieLane.
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SMALL ENCHANTMENTS

Hereby thefencel halt, the familiar spot
Under die green shelter of theleavesin the hot

Summer afternoon, wherethelight makes|attices
Upon therunning brook's sweet surfaces.

Intheflat water-meadows, the sorrdl isred
Among the golden kingcups. And overhead

A passng plane, blueand silver in the sun,
Drones and drowses marvelloudy on.

A sudden eddy of wind thelong grasses
Strs, and reved sthe sedges hidden places

Yet dl thewhilehad | taken no notice
Of the enchanted brook, playing to entice

Me from my dream of ordinary things,
That to the subsiding pulse of motion sings.

A gentlerill of sound asit ripplesover
The pebble edge makes alittle music hover

In the intimate air. Nor had | seen
A tiny splutter where a furtive wren

Bathes among the shdlows, among the cresses
O meagic of this place where secret voices

Put out their strength to soothe and charm awhile:
These are the smdl enchantmentsthat beguile.
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THE WJIND AND DEATH
(In memoriam R B))

Thewind in the aders and acrass the marshland
islike the plunging of many sees

| am borne down in the heavy waters
to where the strong tide runs by:

Thetrees are but fronds in the current waving,
thelong grassesleaning over.

Thewind makes afurrow in my hair,
Andadl isgtilinessaround mein the bent avenue
So loudisthewind'svoice.

Here on an earlier summer day weretwo
Lovers kissngintheran,
Oblivious of the wind, the trees and the evil eye of day.

They pass, the destroyers of my peece,
Strewing the floor of the world with broken flowers.

|, the passer-by, for consolation have only these:
The charity of brown ploughed earth,
Thefolded curves of the furrows,

The passng bdlls of raindrops

That break upon the upturned face.

Thereisno mystery in dying .
Only his body that ese had been lapped round
by dl thisland,
Onewith the folds of the hills and the strong trees,
Isbut ashes scattered in thewind
uponthelipsof flowers.
36



HOMEWARD RETURNING TO THE
CITY

(For Mrs. W. G. S Adams)

Thewintry sun apdlid laughter yieds
Tothegteriledopesand theforsaken fidds.

No ledf isleft upon theautumnal bough; ‘
The Sabbatarian rooks go homeward how.

And homeward |, yet pause to think that here
| stood for amoment of aformer year,

Andwatched afox drive his purposiveline
Acrossthe snowy ploughland, ina fine

Dark streak upon the white from hedge to hedge.
Now like an ossuary at the edge

Ofhill and sky, risesthe skeleton
Water-tower and bleakly leansupon

The open heaven. The gathered wind forlorn
Isshrill among the trees, yet to the shorn

Pastureis temperate and nothing stirs.
Only amemory returns and whispers

To meinthewillow-walk, of achild
Homeward from the wood returning with wild

Irisesinhisarms, andinhiseyes
A fugitivefear, asudden sweet surmise.
37



Now dl theland, crepuscular and ill,
Glidesinto darkness; and | follow from thehill

Thelast void loveliness upon the plains,
Till ofthe city thereisnothing that remains
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EXTEMPORE MEMORIAL
(ForCH.)
B 0
These anemones, these snowdrops, this frail aconite,
That light with purple the dark corner of the room,

And tdl methat in the west, the spring akeady come,

Heaves under the quickened mosses, runs along
The hedgerows and lightswith flame
The secret earth:

Speak dso to me of one untimely dead,

Thislanguage of the soul for the dead soul,

Thisbond, this union of the hills and valeys, wind
and the high trees,

Ofdl that country that by degthishis,

| who remain this protest make:

How should my life have become so bound,

So mixed with histhat by his death,

| now see never that ridge of land,

The familiar road, the stone-pines on the edge
leaning to thewind, their driven shapes
fantadtically flanking theforsakenhouse;

Nor ever see the curve of the hills

Encircling the beleaguered lighted city
through nocturnal mists, June night of stars,
or by theJanuary moon;

Nor ever walk in the funereal woods,
thewatersinmy earsfalling,
letting fall their drops upon my mind,

and in my heart:
41



Nor know dl thesein theflesh, or in the mind's eye,

" but they are his, being made so by his death?
Does deeth give this property in the sensbleworld?
—I had not thought so, savefor this.

(if)
Now come back to me the evidences of those hills,
Thosewalks, the bridle-path, the gorse bright
over ldless and the blue swept sky;
So dsothe December rainsand theplantations-
Shivering withwetnessand thewinter sun;

The Christmas moon above the hollow bowl

Wherethe city lies degping, lapped by the blown bdlls;
the quiet housewhere the successor of Peter,
sheltered within the peach-dlad walls
under the shadow of the tower,

Looksout upon hisflock and kegpshishours.

O bells, O moon of Bethlehem,
O moving finger of timethat writes
upon thosewadls, uponthetrees,
O prince of the Church, O people,
O desping city, O sgpient bells
that cdl the heart home,
opening the casements
upon what inner kingdoms,
what peaceforgotten,
savein the unquiet tongues of bells
ringing to church on Chrismas Eve,
the peoplewaking in the streets,
42



shaking themsalves from degp
having dreamed dreams under their spdll:
OSapientia,0 RadixJesse!

(iii)
Whoisthisthat moveswhen theleavesmove
Blown by the wind dong the midnight road
By Tresllian Bridge, past Pencdenick and . Clement's
Cross?
What dear ghogtisthis comesrevisting his former places?
| who remain keep watchinvain
uponthewind, uponthefaces
of thecloudsthat pass,
hoping for asign of one who haslong forsaken
thefriendly woods;
Perhaps to-night under the strong heedlights
of thepassing car,
the leaves dropping in crowds,
The sense of a faling star
may betaken
to sgnify
themygery.

(iv)

Heliesnot here: here you will not find him,
but in another country, under other sars,
not his, not ours,
in gtranger soil.



The gone-pines and the cypresses
whispering the sounds and perfumes of the seg,
take up these messagesfrom this country
that by deathishis,
wherein the spirit entered, finds release;
Here circumscribed by every line and fold,
in every blade and lesf
at home, at peace.



HOW MANY MILES TO MYLOR?

How many miles to Mylor
By frost and candle-light:
How long before | arrive there,
This mild December night?

As| mounted the hill to Mylor
Through the thick woods of Carclew,
A dock struck the three-quarters,
And suddenly a cock crew.

At the cross-roads on the hill-top
The snow lay on the ground,

Inthe quick air and the ftillness,
No movement and no sound.

'How isit? sad avoice from the bushes
Beneath the rowan-tree;

“Who isit? my mouth re-echoed,
My heart went out of me.

| cannot tell what queerness
There lay around Carclew:

Nor whatever stirred in the hedges
When an owl replied "Who-whoo?

A lampin alone cottage,

A facein a window-frame,
Above the snow awicket:

A housewithout aname.

How many miles to Mylor
This dark December night:

And shdl | ever arrivethere
By frost or candle-light?
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THE DEAD FRIEND

Sometimeswhen day drawsin | think | hear
Th* firm and friendly step uponthe &tair,

The door open, thelong familiar form
Stooping alittle, enter now the room.

Helooksalittlesadly asonethat'slost
To lifeand me, that affable shy ghog,

Y et movesacrossto his accustomed place
In the angle of thewindow, looksinto my face

Quedtioningly, asif | had someremedy
That might be sovranfor thisstrange malady

Of being dead. But when most | think to have
Found something that might heal, aword to save,

Soturntohim, heisnolonger there:
A soundless movement, asigh uponthedair,

And | remember in the empty room,
A narrow, cypress-darkened gravein Rome.
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WAYLAID

"What faceis that peering from the shadow
Though | turn not, of the darkened window:

Who isit watches me with such loving care,
So dosdy, when | turn heis not there?

Wherever in thiswaking room | am
Reminds me that another caled this home.

Slent, 0 Hill, s0 degplessan eydid,
What cover | may take, | anwaylaid.

Always beyond the turning of the eye,
Andwhen | think to follow, dipping away:

IfI should turn, | know, you are not there,
Unmoving, till I know thismoving fear;

And if perchancethen | am ligtening
My inner ear shdl hear the dead man sing,

Very low and soft and void of grief,
Regretful, yet having small regret for life.

Thisishewho formerly washere,
Who dead, forgetting not the things that were

His, lays ashadow upon dl that'smine:
Poor ghogt, come home then, comeyouin!
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THE FIELD

Thisquiet moment, unbroken of sound, asif
| should stand for ever at edge of cliff,

Theworld unmoving, the pastures of the sky
Still and harrowed by no cloud, and |

A londy column of shadow in a field,
A long gaunt finger pointing to the mild

Plains of the ssaand the trand ucent esst.
Thereisabrooding quiet in the west:

The high tired voices of children: Silence again.
And dl the generations of former men

Areforgotten while abird intent darts low
Along the hedge. And now with tread more dow

Fromthefour corners of the field they come,
So many dead men have made thistheir home.

The day will bewhen| shdl be dead asthey,
And the quiet land that bore me, in that day

Will know me no more then than the dust of those.
They squandered here the labour of their thighs,

Thefar-off, linked, inseparablelovers,
Until the moon set or sunrose. And others,

Watching amoment between the hills and seg,
Knew too atime would come and they not be.

Now dl theland is dlent asthe dead:
| celebrate their spilled and wasted seed.
48



MARCH LANDSCAPE IN CORNWALL

Passageis opened for the sunin heaven:
A flegtingwind drivesby, away is riven

For the late reluctant gleam to light upon
The splintered granite, the road bare as bone.

TheMarch light sudden and fitful of heart,
Mocking with faint hope the summer hest,

Explores the skeleton land and now reved's
Therifts and crannies that the rock concedls,

The secret periwinkle and parched mosses.
Now sings the keenlier in the long dry grasses

The shrill mnemonic of the scuttling wind:
The razor sound zigzags to the quarry'send,

Skimming with swift, subtle touch the edge
Of precipice and angular cut ridge,

And scurries swish-swish to the moor's rim.
Across the hollows of the pastures come

The comfortable cries of idiot sheep.
And now in the distance the familiar shape

Is suddenly there, of the snakewhite road once seen
Strung with red gems of light under the moon.

A gust of wind blows out the rapid sun:
The grey wings ettle on theland again.
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APRIL LANDSCAPE

Thhe cracked bell rings to Lenten servicSover
The April fields, lifting the mists that hover

Across the dun distances from wood to wood.
Each quiet stroke renews the familiar mood

Ofadream that has been dreamed, and again | hear
The interior, murmuring complaint of prayer.

Now the dark woods of Duporth are pierced with late
Innumerable Sweet voices, separate

And clear above the burden of the sea.
Thelong searswell rallsin its symmetry

Of surf, breaking the springwhite flowersof foam
Upontheiron rocksamid thefume

And thunder of spring upon the heaving sea.
The sheltered dopeis strewnwith sticksthat the

April winds have sown: thetrees areyet bare.
A night-moth voyages on the uncertain air,

Seeking thedizzy region of the cliffs.
Somewherein the domed sky agull laughs

Above the turning world, and with shrill mirth
Tha the sea should mumble the corners of the earth.
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TRENARREN

The moon a end of day
Saresat meacrossthebay;

The clouds scud overhead
Across the vdley of the dead,

The plain where the drowned men
Rise and fal again.

Smokefor thishour ascends
Fromthedtill house, befriends

The dark andfriendlessgrounds:
Nothing now there sounds,

Save the crack of boughs
Around the waiting house,

Under the lowering sky
Theimportunate seagullscry;

Thewind sirsthe frieze
Of black, ancestrd trees.

What if the long drowned men
Assambletheir bonesagain,

Sncedlisatanend,
The thronged cliffs ascend,

Once more themsdlves arouse
Againgt thedoomed house?
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IDEA

Suppose the brainis turned
And, looking up from the lamplit desk,
| meet the stony glare
of ajade-green different star,
Image of cold, ironic Seadfastness,
That watches me motived by no desire?
(Bright star, would | were steadfast asthou art.)
But who is steadfast?
Not you. Not I.
In the dark well of the palace
The moon-lipped sl of a window
Gleams, and iswithdrawn.
Theleaves glitter in thewind, in the darkness
Fdling. Theworldisfaling.
Und doch ist Einer welcher dieses Fllen
Unendlich sanft in seinen Handen halt.
O vanity of desire;
Theworldis but ajewel, and we
The prisoned lights that lurk in hidden depths,
Shifting andinsubstantial astheleaves
I am blown to where the cliff of Spain
Drawsits frozen draperiesin stone
Out of the vermiculous sea.
Y ou know the route:
That way madnesslies
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WALK BY THE MOON

Over thehill'sneck
King oftheland | walk,
Under the moon.
There are those eyes that follow me,
And the curve of another'slips.
Butinvain, butvain
asthethunder ofthe seq,
the grateful folds of the dliffs.
Ifafoot should stumble,
There would be an end perhaps:
Thelong siver leagues of surf
Leap up to receive me.
Into what hands then would | commend
the spirit?

Hurt by no possible thought,
Wounded by unhoped-for ends,
Thisismy will that spesks.

A dumb beast sheltering under awal,

A broken gate, thefaces of drowned men

Turned upwards to theinnocent surface of the seq,
A londly heronfishingin acreek,

The labouring spirit of the woods,

A roof that the wind sings through:

These would be greater content,

Lesssnigerthan

A bruised reed.
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THE DREAM

The dream begins tostir again

In the hallow corners of the winter mind,

In the secret places of the exhausted brain.

(Lifeis difficult because quotician.)

Yet, in the Wittenberg Plate on asummer noon,

The open balconies yawned up to catch the sudden sun,
The trees gleamed in alittle wind,

And lights brushed the brave geraniums on the market galls
These moments have | stored up againgt theruin

That time will bring upon us and upon our love.

But timethat ruinsaso heds

And perhapswill lay afinger to console; or 0 you say:
Asifthis should befor consolation

In the cold gradations of decay.

Whét are these soft autumnal leaves

That come drifting across my tired eyes

Drifting, nor cease to beat

With dow indstent concatenation

Upon the brain?

For al isnot yet dull

Under the different skull,

Although innumerable webs are woven

To net the vanishing dream.



AUGUSTE NEPT: 1877*

So here you are, brave soldier!

Y ou that were young in seventy-seven.
How clear it is heloved you:

Did you respond, | wonder?

But hehasleftfor later ages,

For the pogterity that is|,

The ineffacesble mould of feature
Theformthatin God'seye

Y ouwere, and dill to usisyou,

L'Homme seveillant h la nature®
Hecdled you, thinking to stiflehislove,
And make aparable of hispain.

Did hethink so to forget

The summer of seventy-seven,

And Bruxellesdusty under thelimetrees,
Andthe Caserne, thebuglesand thetrumpets,
Thewatered pavementsin the morning,

Y our upturnedfacein the archway,

Under the lamp at night?

Ifs0, hereitis

(O for the summer of saventy-seven,

The hest, the Expodition Universdle

And the gendarmes of the Trocadero, the gardener
Watering the flower-bedsbefore the hest o' the sun,
And MacMahon, and you.)

Themode for Rodin's VAg?a d*Airain was named Auguste Nept.
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Fear no morethe heat o* thesun.

Only 50 has he possessad you, \
And saved your body out of the wrack of time.

Where s then is this body,

Mauled or distorted by the years,

Scarred by the fevers ofthe flesh,

Ravaged by the worms,

Put out by death?

Whereisthisdust:

Mixed into the mould of many battles,
Ploughedinto thefields,

Or deeping by some quiet water

By Louveciennes or Charlerai,

Having found deathlatein an arm-chair by the fireside,
Or early, by the fevered waters of the Congo?

This is my body.
What e that matters?

He has saved you from the body's death
And made you for ever young:

Though you had no pity on himfor hislove,
Have mercy upon me now.

56



THE STRICKEN GROVE

Enter now the stricken grove
W. H. AUDBN

Here in the grove that's forested with bells
They walk who know their own loves funerals;

Two by two, though oftener one by one,
They seek their shelter from the tolerant sun:

They are but ghosts of their own discontent,
Hugging their private disillusonment,

Laying their withered fingerswithout heat
Upon the wounded places of the heart,

Cherishing their anguish and their pain
Till the tufted forest cry again

Adonis, Adonisl—O Adonai! O Lord,
If only we might hear the unlikely word

Spoken aoud to theworld as oncewe heard
Each to himsdlf dlone, nor ever feared

The exquisite risk, the danger of despair
Nor any defeat. Now thereisnothing there:

Only the sexual birdsrepeat their cry
And thevibrant lovely snake glides by.

Thisisthe gtricken grove: nolifeishere.
Too lateforjoy, too proud for hope or fear

They move as shadows. these arethey
Who blench not when their bodies turn to clay.
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THE SNAKE

Jy suivais un serpent qui venati de me mordre
PAUL VAL&IY

In'the water-meadows the yotaig men walk,
Admiretheir women, stiff with sex they talk,

Sdf-consciousness upon their fallow faces
(Better to be private in these public places).

The young women to assert their innocence
And hidetheir nativeingignificance

Chatter like parokeets along the paths,
Whose plumes they borrow for their summer clothes.

The human scene outdoes the verdurous,
The borderslush, the birdslascivious.

Thewise and hidden snake remains apart,
Unseen, unmoving, eating out his heart:

Heisnot decaived, but steadfast sees
Withlidless and live eyes these fooleries,

Withdraws himsdfinto a world remote,
With its own inner hitterness replete,

After long seasons slenceto reflect
Onwhat is passingin theworld, gect

Some suitable poison of the wounded brain
On dl that'sfolly, human and mane.
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6 snake, be thou my friend, an enemy
No more, no morealiving fear to me

But let me fed amid this treachery
Thy fang, thy ringed and stedled fidelity.
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THE APES

Thisistheday and thisthemagic hour
When apes, contemplative, now take the air.

Under the green lobes of the leafy glade
Darkling, the melancholy beasts parade:

Their native forest but agarden, whence
The velvet wallflower wind assals the sense.

Down thisblind dley comes asideing pair,
Oneszriousgreenface, avacant stare

The other, arm-in-arm they walk or run,
The eternal father with the eternal son.

Another, lithe and sinuous, long of limb,
Hangs shrinking at thewater's rim,

Dripping at mouth and fesde, harshly screams
Acrosstheriver, and disturbsthedrums

Of birds that startleinto lyric song.
No matter: he heeds nothing: needs not to sing:

Hehashisgirl. Behind theshifty leaves
A flashof the eyes betraysthefurtiveloves.

Syringablossoms drop on the honied air;
A young ape steals the deeping petalsthere.

Thefemales, gaudy of colour, chatter and grin
And chatter, whiletheinanebird criesagalA
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Cuckoo! Cuckoo! inthewood to hairy ears.
A reflectiveaperegardshimsdfwithtears

Inthemirror of apool, andliftshiseyes
Sowly, withwhat contempt, with what surmise?
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TAKE OFF YOUR HAT!

Takeoffyour hat to the deed.

Thereismore point in the dead
thaninthelive,

Thek ears cdlosad to theinnumerable
idiocies of common converse,

Their mouths stopped from adding

tothesum:

They arethetruly happy, thefortunate

Asthey go by onthek carts, thehearses
deckedwith flowers,

The mourning coachesfollowing them

K eeping up adecent appearance of grief,

Tributeof superfluousrespect.

Takeoffyour hat asthey pass,

Remove your headgear!
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VOX CLAMANTIS IN DESERTO

War isthe supreme reality in tinelife of a nation. Al else, even
in times ofpeace-which are but a freparationfor times of war—
must be subordinated to this reality. War isnot an instrument of
policy: policyisaningtrumentofwar —LUDENDORFF.

The voice of one crying in the wildemess,
Prepare ye theway of the Lord.
My mind aches, my templesthrob,

my tongueis swollen and dry,

the seat of my reason would give way
When | behold the desolation we have made

and cdled it peece.
(Iftherewere only twenty men foundin thecity,

ortenor five,
Still would | not destroy it.
Canthecity be saved?
But the city doesnot want to be saved.)
War isnot an instrument of policy:
Clausawitz waswrong: weknow athing or

two ’
Today: policy isaningtrument of war.
Wherehad weheard that before?
Ludendorffin nineteen-eighteen,

then after the War heard no more,

no more attended to

than an old rag upon adtick,

aclout upon an dld clothesline
Now back againin place and power,

the man of the War;

the men of after the War dl dead:
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Liebknecht dead; Ebert deed
that should have been hisfriend;
Rathenau dead; Erzberger dead;
The genid Stresemann that faced Europe
dying, with agmile
safeinhisgrave, fdicitoudy deaf
todl that hascomeafter:
the man of the trenches, of the Munich bier-hdle,
the nondescript of nineteen-fourteen
in the seet of power,
having learnt nothing and forgotten nothing by the
War,
remaking theworld to what it was before.
The men of the War come back once more, ~
L udendorffandMackensen, Goring
the friend of Richthofen, writing
thelatter'swill morelargely upon the air.
My reasonwould give way when | observe
theworld that these have made.
Amlinsane? | ask. Oram| sane?
The question that Swift often and often would put to
himslf,
Looking out withtoo clear avison upontheworld's
insanity.
Theworld concluded that it was sane, Swift mad.
AmlI perhapsmad?and L udendorff sane?
Then policy is but an instrument of war,
war the one redlity,
the one thing certain
inaworld unredl,
the world of a dream.
The voice of one crying,
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Thevoice of one crying in the wilderness. Repent
for the Kingdom
sane
the Kingdom
snesanesane
isa hand!
1936



1937

Behold the antics of the popul ace:
Herein acorner in aclose embrace

A loving couple without shape or grace
Front tofront, vapid faceto face,

A toddling father with his toddling child
Walksin the meadows in the warm and mild

Weather, has no thoughts to occupy
Hisvacant mind, nothing to signify

Except the daily round by tube and train
And bus, from hometo town and back again;

His constant one concern to earn enough
To keep hiswoman and his child, aroof

Over their heads and the garage: pity
Him. Behold the fresh youth of the city

Enter now thewakswith unseeing eyes,
Loud of mouth, whose voices hold no surprise.

A day will come when there shall descend on them
From the skies they do not observe, some stratagem

Offate to search and sear their fleshwith fire,
Sed the eyes that are stupid with desire:

Liquid gaswill rain down from the air,
Will suddenly arrive upon them there
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And lick their bodies up and burn their bones,
No-one a hand to hear their mutual groans.

For these are they who warned of what's to come
Walk blindly on to their gppointed doom.
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HOMO RATIONALIS

Mature | hate and what's unnatural choose
For rule oflife, rather than hourly lose

The sense of separateness from the common world,
Admit alikenesswhich | never willed

To dl that'shuman, smilar and mean:
Rather the animal than theinane,

Therationa without reason, without sense
The senghle, devoid of innocence,

The monkey-antics of the human child.
Better the native mischiefand the wild

Mdice of the ape, the young baboon
Or chimpanzeg, than suffer withdow scorn

Theusua mother'sloving lunacy-,
Suckling her childin humanfoolery.

Nor love the more the adult with his power
To greater harm, hisprocregtive hour

Now come, yet nothing makestojustify
The gerilemotions of his ecstasy.

Ofthe unequal | assert the sense,
Thevaued quality, thedifference.



NOT ALL THE MULTITUDINOUS SEAS

A hundredtimesaday | wash the hands,
Wash them of human fally, while the sands

Oftimedip tﬁrough thefingersand | smdl
The chloroform upon the folded towd.

Everywhere the odour follows me, the scent
Offolly, death and disillusionment,

Subtly stealing into athousand places,
Lurking in unexpected forms and poses

To come out a mewith sudden sweet surprise
And ruin pleasurewith asad surmise:

The blight that lies like something infinite-
ly fineand light, afilm of powder, white

Upon the covered face of everything:
The canker in the core of fruit, the sting

In the honey-bee, the poison in the heart,
Theworm that gnaws the vitals and the hot

Anguish of the mind denying peece.
What prophylactics are there to give relesse,

What instruments to sear and cauterise
Thiswound, theaffected placeto terilise?

Not al the multitudinous seas could cleanse
The scent of folly from the human hands.



UTILITY OF ILLUSION

| samdl the madness of the winter world,

the patent disgust of man for man, of man for woman,
of woman for man, of dl that's human,

madness upon the pavement, in contiguous bodies
jostling, thrusting, waiting for abus or atram,
madness of the mind and heart,

of homo sgpiens or domestic animal,

the lunatics that look upon each other and,

liking what they see, play their part

persuasvely amoment in the eye,
theincriminating smile, the gesture of ahand
suggests the body naked with the hair that smells,
theitching fingers, pams that swest:

the meaningless afternoons, the teartime hour,
theteartable spread beforethe fire,

each in acomfortable confiding mood,
onewatches the other for amove,

in mutual stimulation are renewed,

are fortified to face life in the nude,

stripped of illuson like the winter trees of leaves,
their trunkswashed black intheram,

the dow soft rain upon the heart that grieves,

the stimulus of madness to the brain.
Thereismadnessintheroom | fed,

in the touch, the contiguity of things,
assallsthe sense of tasteand smdll and sight,

behind the shutters, in the humble holes and corners,
in the seams and cracks of the floor:

Quick! Shut the shutters,

shut out the light!
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THE HOUSE OF SILENCE

O that the world were but a quiet shell,
A house of slence within which to dwdl,

"Where the relentless patter oftherain
Of sound should cease upon the tired brain

And tired eyes and heart should find release,
And from the stress of life, alittle peace.

So that quiet should, on asudden, fall
Upon the world like water and run through dl

The intricate channdl's of the vaulted mind.
O that some unseen hand would still the blind

Insanelaughter of children, and lay afinger
On the throats of men: Nor should there linger

The echoes of their vanished presences
Without the empty wals and in the spaces

Ofthat appointed house. So that there be
A blessed slence, and the mind set free

To voyagein those conchoid hdls, explores
Her utmost galleries and corridors.
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ANIMAL AFRAID

Something has happened to me,

I know not what, nor how, nor when:

some interior worm

eating my body'svitdity

has|eft melike abeaten shell

cast up by the sea

after a storm,

theoncevivid occupant

avid oflife, drinking in the tide,

now absent, quitedrained away:

aspacevacant

where that intangibleining

having motion and colour
andlight and sensibility

hasliveditslife:

now gone.

What has happened | do not know,
save that some grief of the body
has stolenin unawares upon the spirit,
hassappedand seeped
and underground driven innumerable fine channels,
honeycombed with seafoam
My will, my mind, my hair,
My teeth, my heart, my guts
and evento the sendtive finger-tips:

What has happened that insensibility
dedsover melike one aready dead,
so that the hair and nails
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go on living when the heart has stopped,
lifereceding from the organs

stageby stage, very gradually

till al isvacant, the sensesfledfromme
who was formerly

so greedy to drink intheair, the sea,
thesun, thevariety

of colour and sound and smell,
cliffsand ledges, meadow and moor and river:
dl that gavepleasure

now shal I never

enjoy ugain, full lip, full eye

theheart dry, the body

thisanimal afraidto die?
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EPITHALAMIUM

Behold them standing at the altar there,
The candles clearly burning inthe March air,

Theydlow spring-flowersin the chaste and bare
Church, are bright inthe eyes of the bridal pair:

These two have chosen each other with equa heart
Inscknessand inhedth, till death do them part.

The congregated women crane to see
Thisact made sure before society

For greater warrant of security
From man to woman, Or rather say that she,

Having won her woman's victory,
Will fasten like a sea-anemone

Upon him, thefemaleingtinct to enfold
And wrap him round, nor ever loosen hold.

Or like those plants of s0 seductive smell
That delicately entice within their cdll

Uncertaininsects, frail and fluttering,
Whose petals shut upon the wounded wing,

Whose slamens search the heart and suck thebrain,
Nor ever |et their prisoners out again.

Or as that animal with honeyed tongue
Licks up the unwary, innocent and young:
74



Or spider that with hairy limbs confines
Lovingly his prey within finelines,

Till thelong forefinger strikesto paralyse
Thewilling victim, the fascinated eyes.

S0 too society, the octopus
Many-tentacled, layswait for us,

Softly theinner core of man seeks out,
Piercesthefleshand dowly eatsthe heart.
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CARRION COMFORT

Not, not carrion confort, I'll not feed on thee.
+ G. M. HOPKINS

Fool, knave, idiot that | am
Not when well to leave well done
The itch of the eye, the tongue, the ear,
The body to forgo,
But must excite the mind to new
Wantonness, further foolery:
Who will deliver me
From the body of this death?
Who

will deliver me?
Not who, but what,
Not what, but that
Which unspecified
Isdtill unsatisfied.
No satisfaction had
Or possibleto be had,
But thismad mind, thismind unsatisfied
That ill would have
Thefreshrosetofoldwith flame
And clothe the sdlfwith shame:
Not peace, no peace but death itsdf
Can stay thedf
From verge of perjury,
This lived hypocrisy.

76



POEMS FOR A WEDDING

©
Open the templegates unto my love,
Open them wide that she may enter in.
SPENSER, Epithalamion

A pretty thing is human happiness.
Man and girl embracewith tenderness,

Holding mouth to mouth and lip to lip,
Lest fromthat uncertain cup shoulddip

Some tepid nectar of security
To spoil themomentary certainty

Withwhat thefutureholds: and she thewhile
Hangs loose and willing, innocent of will.

In due course an announcement will be made
Inthe Times, according to theusua mode:

Friendswill bevery welcome at the church;
They will be so happy: Thank you very much.

The pure young man takes to himsdfawife,
Preparesto live the squalor of domesticlife.

Yet | foresee a different future
Inwhich theman grows old and changesfeature,

Losesvitality and grace, while she
Retains her primal insatiety.
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So they two go complaining to the grave:
No happiness remains and none to grieve.

Now isit becomefor them asisméstjust
For lovers, earth to earth and dust to dust.
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(if)
Again, iftwo lie together, then have they
heat. But how can one be warmalone?
Ecdesiasticus,iv. |11

The phdlic crocuses are up and out
Standing on tip-toe asifto shout

Ther happiness, like lovers soon to be
Locked by thelaw in wedded chastity.

The Church confersablessing on the pair:
A clutch of leering women will be there

To watch each motion of the bride and groom,
How they enter, how up the aide they come,

Shevery white and virgina and he
Erect, conscious of hisvirility.

The well-bred women silent speculate:
One more licence given to fornicate.

The tasteful honeymoon will bein France,
Therewill be time to dance, a time to dance,

A dance of death, for | have surely known
The bridegroom not return from honeymoon,

The bride not rise from premature child-bed,
Fruit oftoo eagerjoy, that gate of the dead.

S0 let me spesk that have no children: |
That know not how to live nor how to die
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POEM ON MARRIAGE

I/ wait nomme cefte Chimere "I'Hippogriffe".
H. DE MONTHERLANT

ﬁwethought of marriage is enough to make men mad:
Tothink that in the end aman ishad

Neck in the noose, foot in the trap caught fast,
Winged and brought down, snared and secured at | att

By nature'sforces, malign, inscrutable,
Himsdlf no more an independent will

But only astraw, aconduit through which the power
Of human need to multiply may pour,

This parody of purpose, begetting more
Mensothat al may proceed asirwas before:

The end and aim of life! No wonder this
Onehrokehisword andfled acrossthe seas

Or that one tkew himsdlfunder atram
In the underground,; or athird paidinvain

Long visitsto the psycho-andys,
Yet never found again what he had lost:

Once trapped and hostage given there's straight an end
To freedom of the body and the mind,



THE ESCAPED SELF

Twice only has this dream appeared to me in which
Lying stifled and ill at ease upon thgpillows
My face has peered out a mefrom the darkness
Leaning so.dosdy, so lovingly over me

With such insistent sharp redlity

As of another person not mysdif, yet this

Sdf at the same time more mysdlf

Than the sdf adeep upon the pillows.

This other sdf undleeping watching me

So closdly, sointimately asifin deep

The soul and body had dipped connexion

And thiswere now the soul escaped

From bondage of the body observing the
Dead body lying there among the pillows.

Etfai deuxfois vainqueur traverse |'Acheron.

But ifathird occasion should come

And the escaped sdif not return,

Unableto re-enter the prison of the flesh,

The cord cut, the connexion severed,

The gulf now too great to be bridged,

The body adeep or dead impotent to recapture
The sdf escgped into the night of darkness—
Would this thing sed my doom?
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| MUST FORGET

| must forget that there's physica beauty in the world,
must reject perfecti onof gesture, S0 eeslly born, so conduded,
the fine form of the body, mould of the spirit,

gyesthat are awake, awake,

awakened to beauty and to Sin.

Contemplate animas. the strange world

of birds, geometrical and rare,

scattering seeds upon theair,

the seeds of diseaseamong men and beasts.

Contemplate cats: thelow forms

crouching, belly to earth, ready to spring.

Avoid the green window and that form;

Withdraw the intellect into the void of its own making,
cryingPeccavi, Peccavi,—

that bitter satisfaction freed from dependence

upon al that movesin the moving world:

lugt ofthe eye, desire of the body

hereinhibited, here extinguished,

Quite put out.



PRIDE OF THE BODY

Wheét pride of the body,
What lugt of the eyes

to look upon the body's strength,
Shdll find defeat
And bite the dust.
When this delight

at length be past,
Shdll flower from this seed
Some fragile bloom

of spiritual grace;
All that isearthy

then put away,
The usual hand,

the common face.
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THE PHARISEE

At the point at night,
where the copulating cars draw upi,
the lustful lovers sit huddled indde,
dark above the soft explosion of the seg;
or here where the beam of &. Anthony's light
lays adark track across the harbour mouth
to Pendennis and envious me:
| envy their abstraction from the world,
their absorption in each other,
their sdlf-sufficiency:
the primal couple as of ape or dog
making afruitful unity.
They heed not the rain that patters
on thewindow-screen, >
the careful footfall of the passer-by;
at intervals thetolerant car
patiently labouring givesforth asound,
some rhythmical motion indicative
of the creative gesture of the obscure within.
The wave breaks upon the shore below;
asolitary curlew cries,
the curious devout observer passes on.



Ill. POEMS OF WAR TIME






THE ANSWER TO ALL THIS HATE IS
ONLY LOVE

The answer to dl this hateis only love:
Love only, for dl we areinvolved dike
in common suffering, in common guilt.
No way isthere to be gained or held
By cherisning this cancer of the mind,
eeting up peace and quietude,
gnawing away al content and happinessthe root of life.
Nothing to be had from thisunnatural
cancerous growth, filling every nook and
crevicewith bitterness, theterile righteousness
of vain reflection: eating away love,
destroyinglife.
Thereisnolifewithout love; neither can | any longer live
by this excessve darity, thislight without sympathy
for common humanity.
Solittlerespongibility isthere here,
any morethan of theanimalswhenthey liedown anddie,
not knowing how this should come to them or why.
Y etisthereheresuch noblenessand sanity
—Itisl thiscancer of themind has madeinsane—,
such resgnation, magnanimity.
Hereissuchaonewho cametodie
inafar country, fightinginanother'scause,
the blood of comradeship notwithstanding seded in his.
These are they who heroically bear pain
with fortitude, huddled in time of war in crowds
in the clearings of the burning woods.
Here they die, Others survivein hospitas,
the desn white sheets ained with their wounds
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the light of life low in their eyes
—wars being fought in the blood of the young;
someturn their faces to the wal, theJdightslowered,
soreensabout them, thefootfalls soft about themas
they die
far fromtheir friends, their loved ones and the oenes
that so late held their livesin the hollow of the land.
Others attend upon the Sick; others make music
to sek alittle digtraction for the mind;
some borne away to the quiet cemetery,
Towhat point unless their livesarerounded withalittle love?
How otherwiseisthisgrief of lifeto be borne?
| must somesignal servicethen perform
tolessenthislot of human suffering,
makeretributionfor past bitterness,
turn hateinto love, subject themind
to discipling, myself prepare.



| LOVE NOW

| love now the very variety of the world
When once | admired only its unity,
Wished that dl men were subjected to alike disuipling,
walked done, away from their women,
thought the same thoughts, felt the same sentiments,
knit together in oneingistent unison.
Now | seehow dl things movein accordance with their own
harmonies,
| hear the Angelus upon the breeze and not object,
Seetwo lovers upon abench under thetrees
kissing, or waking innocently hand in hand,
and think no harm, am glad even that these
arebravein their course to continuethegay generations.
| welcome theflagsin the streets, theflagsfloating out
overthe river,
the noise, the clamour, the crowding of people,
the dogswalking with their mastersin the park,
theyoung women astride their horses,
their golden hair and russet and brown and dark
framing their facesfresh with thewind
and cantering over the meadows.
Remaps one can bein love even with the poor,
nor mark specidly the meanness of their accents,
when they too areinlovewithlife,
spring in their veins, the dead winter over.



TO A

()

| envy

yoursa £-sufficiency
integrity

of bird or flower or bee
intent

upon your purpose bent
content to be

and not to wonder why
achieving

beauty of body
sobriety of movement
candour of the eyes
thefaithful servinghands:
the whole being

sufficienttoitsalf
with no dependency

upon another
other than the sdif.
Or likea flower

turning to thesun
acresture at one

with nature
with no consciousness of sdf
not torn

or featuresworn
by conflict

of how and why
asl
seekingwhat satisfaction | may find
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In bitter occupetion of themind
whileyou
to your own sdfarc true
nor need
this compensation for the deed
wanted
and by that haunted
thisgap
between theimpulseand the act
unknown
to your philosophy
where soon
what's thought is done
what begun
. isended
what broken
mended
not left undone
whether tying up a flower
or waiting for the world-without-end hour
to meet your girl
or getting out your car
bound
upon your usua round
that bringsyou back again
where you began.
Soyouand|
that meet but day by day

pess by
each on our different way.
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TO A

()
| saw you in the street today
for apassing moment;
Obligingly and with your usual courtesy
you came my way':
Y et not without hesitation, | could see
the ddayed actionfor afraction
of a second.
Nobody dsewould notice save only he
so muchinlovewithyou
that anything you do
Can not escape the eye, the heart, themind,
issaved up and remembered
for abitter day
when you'reno longer here perhaps.
Who knows now what haps
maly seize onyou beforeyour time,
gay and aert among the chaps,
May tear the ruddy Englishfleshfrom the bone,
Expose the nerves, shatter the spine,
Making you of dl men so suppleand fine
acripple, or something worse?

Beholding you now | seemto seethecurse
inyour candid blue eyes questioning mine,
that rest but for amoment

and smileand are gone
on some quest of no moment
that holdsyou as| never can.

So you stop, stand by theroadside
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holding your bike asif a attention
while dl the while your mind
iselsawhere on your errand,

and the noise of the traffic goes by
and thesky isblueasyour eyes,
thetrees turning yellow and crimson
in this solemn and lovely autumn.

Whenyou are gone |l redise
It'snot so much your love | want,
Itisyour lifel want to share:
that which is so closed abook to me,
the quiet and contented round
ofwork and love and deep:
you cultivate your garden,
arefor ever making something
with your hands,
Y ou go contented to the pictures with your girl,
or take her for aride by your sde
or down to theriver for aswim,;
Y ouarestrong and superb: you canrun,
driveacar, fly, stripin the sun.
While | st here and spin these ropes of sand,
begin again, nor ever find
peace or content or ease of mind:
my only gift what hurts me mog,
thefaculty to ssethefutureinyour eyes,
your ghost.



TODAY MY WORDS SHALL BE OF
LOVE

(For Noreen)

Today my words shdl be of love,

Loveand the spirit of lifein things,

Lovefor thefiremanthat passesin uniform

withralling sailor's gait dong the corridor,

for the girl knitting quietly in her corner,

the student with his book, the old man smoking his pipe

the outlook from the window upon thefields,

the dun brown waste that speeks of winter,

the curve of theriver by Nuneham, thefdlen treesinthe
Copse,

the out-at-heel back-gardens with washing on theline

the crowing cocksand little animas

speak to me of England and the love of human kind.

Nothing on such aday can unlovely be:

Not the December ditancewith frosted trees

the horizon delicately fingering,

nor the stubbed willows holding up their crowns,

the tufted haycocks, thered and mottled cattle

scamperinghomeacrossthe fields,

the loquiacious crows chattering of Sunday,

thefine upsurge of the downs,

the country church that fortress-like

liftsupitshead abovethevillage

keeping its vigil through the centuries:

Onsuchaday al these things spesk to the heart

but lately frozen, that now beets

with love of life and common humanity.
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CORNISHACRE

Thisisthefieldthat |ooksto the south:
No words come to my mouth

To signify my dread

Ofthis field of the dead.

Thisisthat fildwhereon a time
Hopedied inme,

Evenas| looked out upon

The gay and smiling sea.

Theblueand bitter southern sea
Laughed back at meand sad
'Haveyou any recruitsfor me
From thefield of the dead?

Over the dark and echoing woods
| heard the bl tall nine,

And then | knew full well

The augury was mine.

O moving finger of timethat writes
My nameinwater, onthe sea,
Pauseyet avhileuponthissope
Remembering me.
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DUPORTH CAMP:. SEPTEMBER I%p}

They will come no more home to field and byre,
Our roads will not see them waiting & the corner for their
girl,
the beaches watch them stripping for abathe
laughing and chaffing their comrades asthey dressand
smoke their after-a-swim cigarette;
Therr sweethearts will wait for themin vain when the sun
goes down,
taketo bedwith themanimage and
gretch out their hand in the night to a shade:
The children they begot will never know their fathers,
Nor theland fed the |abour of their bodies,
the coves and quiet places hear their voices
on parade, the challenge of the sentries,
their quick step going up and over thehill
tofade away and beheard nomoreuponwhat field
of Spain?

Y, there are those who will not forget,
who will remember at each turn of the day:
a sunrisewhen thebuglesblow reveilleover thebay,
at midday 'Come to the cook-house door, boys;
the silence of afternoon upon the camp
as if everybody had suddenly gone away,
received his marching orders, shouldered his kit
and gone—as one has gone today.

When dl that isfar behind, and ordered life has resumed its
usua sway,
This place for one will be a place of ghogts.
%



Perhaps therewill come this way
onewho was here for atime and went away,
leaving no memorid of himsdlf,
nothing to remember him by
save that hewould say, looking out to seat
That isathing that | could never understand,
why anybody should break their heart about me/



IN THE TRAIN

Li the corner of the compartment

Theyoung air-force pilot degps

The lax pose of the splendid body

Drawing dl eyesto hisrepose:

No secret, for ashedegpsheamiles,

Some thought of whom he's going to meset

Is printed on the blood-red mouith,

Lights up the cornersof thelips,

Contracts the curve of the brow,

Some thought that transcends the here and now.

Outside the windows the winter rages

Over leve plainand Midland field,
Theriversare swollen and barely clear the bridges,
Thelandscape blotted out with mist and rain.
Theguard comesinwith hisusual message
'Please pull down the blinds on either Sde:

It's the regulation/ We obey.

Now enclosad in our travelling box

We four, four lives that fall together

Roll on through the darkness towards London
And our separate dream.

Some other thoughtfillsthe deep
Oftheyoung pilot as helies
Long leg outstretched, head onarm
Regting, athought more grave, more stern.
So perhaps one day will helook
When they pick him up, arm supporting the heed,
Outstretched hand upon thigh,
Upon the face an expression of gravity
And over dl the overshadowing
Wings enfolding him.
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REMEMBRANCE SUNDAY:
COpMBE CHURCH 1940

(For Lady Salto)

Herewe are on this afternoon of mid-November:
the quiet country churchiswell
filled, but today thereisno bell;
on one side thekhaki ranks of the Home Guard,
on the other the bandsmenin their uniform,
and behind, the good country people warm
intheir Sunday best.
Thesquireisin his pew, thelegion'sbanner
laid to rest
upon the atar wherethe candlesburn
in the thin light of winter afternoon.

Allisasitwasbefore. A dream, ahaze, amist
descends upon me and obscures my eyes
with the dear dead dust of centuries:
All ispassing asit passed before
in days of the Edwards, Henrys and Elizabeth:
the country folk comeyet once more
to commemoratetheir dead,
singing, Onward Chrigtian soldiers, Onward asto war.
Allisasithasbeen, asitwasbefore:
SO many wars, somany times
thebdlsring out their chimes
for peace proclaimed, upon the village green
under theems and limes
that remember thefaithful few
who in every age do not return,
thelr forfeit pay.
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Thereareno bdlstoday:
the sound of a plane passing overhead
wakes mefrom my dream of thedead:
tofind the parson ascending the pul pit,
hissaw assuring us
our caueisjust,
wefight becausewemus,
we shall not sheathe the sword
wehave drawn before the Lord.
Heremembersbefore God the names,
theinnocent country names
of Bakers, Coopers, Smiths:
| seethemearly or late at plough
againg the clean, bare world of winter,
or coming hot and sweating down the summer lane
from harvest, sopping at the brook
among thewater cressesfor adrink.
Now they arewhere thereisno thirg, | think,
nor any weariness, nor getting up from degp
nor lying down at night beside their dear companion.
All that wasfought for, al that they died for,
gave up the dewy morning and the scented night,
the harvest moon, the stars coming out over the
familiar hill,
All hasto befought for again—
the parson assuresusthelr sacrificewasnotinvain—
the price to be paid once morein thelives of their sons:
whilethey desp, those other ones,
far away from Coombe, far from their home,
from thevillage green, and cricketin summer
and winter games among the trees—
in France, in Palesting, under the sees
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fight thegood fight, wesing:

the young air-gunner with proud pursed lips

cariesthecrossdowly down theade—
fight the good fight with al thy might
Chrigtisthy Strength, and Chrigt thy Right;

behind him crowds the dow crocodile

of bright-faced choirboys, newly washed and spruce:
Run the straight race, through God's good grace,
Lift upthineeyes, and seek His Face.
So passthesinging menand a theend

an old and grey-haired clergyman

weary withyears, who has seenthreewars,

yet il keepslively eyeuponhis flock,

his OxfordM.A. hood alittle awry

upon hisback.

The peoplereverently stand asthe procession
goesdowly by
Singing, Faint not nor fear, HisArmsarenear,
He changeth not, and thou art desr.
Thelast light of the wintry sun
lightsupthecross,
the white head of the clergyman:
laying aloving finger upon them every one
asthey passdowly downthechurch
out of my dream, and day isdone.



ON CHAPLIN'S GREAT DICTATOR

Thislittleman, thiscommoivman -

who suffersin himsdf thelot of common humanity,
islogt among the millionswho fight in modern war,
emergeswith asense of logt identity

into aworld given up to ganggters,

whereforceand fraud and lack of human decency
and evident brutality prevail—

thepalpablelove of manfor man betrayed, put out—
aworldinwhich hehaslogt hisway,

islikeaman fumbling at adoor for akey,

cannot remember theword

but now upon the tip of the toil gue,

thesofamiliar speech that would put al right,
enablehimto get back upon the smpletrack

where right and wrong are not confused,

oppresson and cruelty not triumph,

nor the cry of the most numerousand themost poor unheard.

So he passesthrough theworld,

takesupon himsdlf the sufferings of commonman,

isdegpised andrejected for ason of Isredl,

suffersthedisappointment of small hopes,

thedefectionof friends, isheatenandpursued,—

yet nourishesaseed of hopewithin,

unconquerablespirit, that rises

yet 0 & the moment of our greatest misery

toofferwordsof faith and consolationin defezt,

an ultimate assurance of our victory,

the Sngular magic of gpeech

that putsforthflowersin our hearts

and laysupon our lipsthefinger of prophecy.
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SUNDAY CINEMAS

All iswell a my return
to my native town:
| find pompous Parsifd
begting the air
asusud
onthesubject of prayer
and Sunday cinemes.
The young men, it seems,
have other things to think of
than to attend his ministrations,
though there arethe ddlights
of Faith Teas and bun-fights
and cocoa to lure them on to hear theword of God,
or rather
of pompous Parsifal, who affects to be
Our Heavenly Fether, the Sovereign Pontiff,
the Archbishop of Canterbury,
the Chief Rabbi
and Moderator of the Free Church Council
dl rolledin one.
Lord, how he pontificates,
lays down thelaw to these poor bums;
Lord, how he hums!

All is meetly well,
Allisasit should be:
The world's about our ears,
But never mind
It'ssomeconsolationto find
Our Parsifal inhispulpitand
All's well with the world.
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Does he ever leave his pulpit

| wonder, step down

and look a himsdfin the glass, . .

turn up the hem of the robe of sdf-righteousness
that swaddieshim

and seethepitiful creature underneath,

the vacancy, the smug complacency,

the sckening hypocrisy?

Sunday cinemasindeed!—

While dl around

Theworld topplesinto ruin and disaster,

Men lose their lives, are bombed and drowned

that suchasthis

may continue to hold forth in conscious bliss

of the wickedness

of Sunday cinemas.



VISIT TO THE DENTIST
(Tojack)

. Explorewith metheromance of Keble Road
On aMay morning: the baker's van with its load
Of sweet-smdlling, new-baked loaves drawn up
At the door, the blue-print housemaid with white cap
On her kness scrubbing the sprinkled steps.
The rain-washed pavement gleams, the sun legps
Upon the neat and decorative garden-plots
Of wall-flowers, tulips and forget-me-nots.
Abovethewal aslver birch but waves
Its plumesin the wind with feminine grace, weaves
The sunlight in and out the shifting leaves.
While | wait in the swept and polished waiting-room,
Across the lugubrious bulk of the mausoleum
Of Keble and Pusey, the men of the Oxford Movement,
A thrushin the garden singsloud, triumphant.
Within, the white-coat dentist awaits his patient.
Enter now the room: the strong and surgical scent
Invadesthe senses. Thereisthevacant chair
Before the window-pane. With careful air
And ddlicate soft tread the dentist goes
About hispreparations. | recognise
Among the smell of medicaments and salves
The pervasive, pungent odour of ail of cloves.
Now the broad, firm hands place in position
The head, the clever fingers of the physician
Explore the mouth and mould the gums. The tree,
He says, 'the apple-tree, bears fruit profusely,
But the pear is sterile/ The eye rests upon
Clips and needles, syringes and spittoon,
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Theralls of cotton wool. All lulls the sense,
Induces apprehensive somnolence;
Hypnosissoftly sedsuponthebrain
Absorbed in the world of sky beyond the pane
Serene, while from the region cloud there ill
Approaches nearer, inexorably, the drill.



SUMMER WARNING
(ToR-B.)

Prigpian gods the meadows know
Under the clouds of summer snow;
The Chinese willows droop upon
Punt and pavement, water, stone.

Theblind man tapshisway along
Thesinging street, bird at end,
Until thetraffic stopsthesong
Andlilac girlsthestairsdescend.

June's sweet and heavy chloroform
Climbsthedower steps of sense;
Thetunnelled shades are green and warm,
And patternsof no consequence

Are made of light and leaves of sound
And petals white upon the ground.
Thearisfilledwithwires of fear:
Ifyou'd be happy, come not here!

Thered busrunsdongtheroad,

The pillar-box erects awarning:
Inthegrass, the snake, intheditch, thetoad,
At theturn thelazy lovers mooning.

With sudden shock the shut gate opens,
Uponthewal thedeadfruit ripens
With subtle smdl upon theair.
Theworldsacage. Beware! Beware!
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DAY S OF WAITING

These are the days of waiting, when
Crocus and aconite shoot their bud;

In the bare gardens the bkds are brave,
The spring sings early in their blood:

And in the veins of the elderly
Ladies and petulant nurse-maids
Pushing perambulators down
The willow-wak into the meads.

Thefamiliar trees are ftill and wait
For the sp to risedong their veins,
Put forth their bravery of leaves
And clothe with colour the English lanes.

So the turning world moves on,
Trees and meadows, river in flood,

Into the spring and the unknown,—
And over dl the threat of blood.



THE REVELATION

I, who found life so difficult, so fragile athing
that | could hardly dare tolook forward
from day to day and hour to hour,
dragging my weary body up the air,
could hardly bear

the noise of water dripping upon
thesenstivenerve,

holding lifeand its painin hourly horror:

Thisafternoon came upon aprocession
goingdownthestreet,
the drum-magjor with acrobatic tick
|leading theband,
the bandsmen bright and shiningin their uniform,
the coloured Indianinfantry, gay and smiling,
following them
and behind, thefresh-faced Oxford yeomen stepping
vigoroudly;
and then the sea-soouts, air-cadets
and engineeerswith their pontoons,
thesearchlights, tanksandguns—
thoseold Priapian gods, theguns—
to which the buxom land-girls paid tribute as they
passed;
And dl the peoplein the street happy to see them pass,
the planescircling overhead:

Suddenly | who found life difficult
was made aware of its Smplicity.
Perhapslifeissimpler than| thought
(I thought), Smpleand promising asasmile
10



from thedriver of anambulanceor tank
totheadmiring girl inthe street.
And | remembered
the dark and passionatelad inthelane,
the golden-haired khaki girl in the train;
And al ssemed easy and effortless
astheregular beet of the swans wings
flying overtheplain,
that disturbswith strangeexhilaration
the swansafloat upon thesurfaceof thewater.
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MAYTIME IN MAGDALEN
(For Bruce)

Early May, and the scent of the earth

Nostagic and bluelike smoke

Or drift of bluebellsin that woodland glade;

Thehot and resinous scent of the sun;

Theblueboles ofthe beeches,

The colour and shadow of Slver coming and going.

And here & the corner where Addison walked,

The wanton flute of a thrush;

A footstepfurther, thememory of thevoluptuous summer
snake

Gliding down to thewater to drink.

Abirddartsoutanduplikea fish.

Today no bellsfrom Cotman's tower:

Thefragrant, delicateeightiesareburied at last;

Only the mouse-like, hooded fritillaries

Ring their bells slently in the passing wind.

Thegreenand verdurousaleysaong theriver

Grow reminiscent of the Tuileriesin summer.

Themany andvariousscentsof flowers,

Cuckoo-pint, cow-pardey andjack-in-the-hedge,

Thewind-blown odour of wall-flowers from over theriver,

Besegethenodtrils, theeyes, theheart,

The breath that comes and goeswith delight,

Fillsthelungslike abdlying sal;

Whiledl day the yafflelaughs madly in thewood

That Spring'sinthear andintheveins

Oftheforgetful, thefaithlessand even the sophisticated

Has not failed to flow.
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