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Ir thou indeed derive thy light from Heaven,

Then, to the measure of that heaven-born light,

Shine, Poet ! in thy place, and be content:

The stars pre-eminent in magnitude,

And they that from the zenith dart their beams,

(Visible though they be to half the earth,

Though half a sphere be conscious of their bright-
ness),

Are yet of no diviner origin,

No purer essence, than the one that burns,

Like an untended watch-fire on the ridge

Of some dark mountain ; or than those which seem

Humbly to hang, like twinkling winter lamps,

Among the branches of the leafless trees.

Wordsworth



ON POETRY AND THE MODERN
MAN

OLETRY was born, like Beatrice, under a dancing

star. There is in the nature of things a law,of
dancing which, at a crisis of great happiness or
exaltation, sets the thoughts and the emotions
leaping rhythmically to time. All men, even those
who would be most surprised to be reckoned among
the poets or the followers of the poets, are subject
to this law. Every child is a poet from the age
at which he learns to beat a silver spoon on the
table in numbers. He likes to make not only a noise
but a noise with something of the regularity of an
echo. He coos with delight when he is taken on
an elder’s knee and is trotted up and down to the
measure of ¢ This is the way the ladies ride,” with
its steady advance of pace till the ultimate fury
of the country clown’s gallop. Later on, he himself
trots gloriously in reins with bells that jingle in
rhyme as he runs. His pleasure in swings, in sitting
behind a horse, in travelling in a train, with its
puff as regular as an uncle’s watch and its wheels

ix



x ON POETRY

thudding out endless hexameters on the line, arise
from the same delight in rhythm. Wec may even
trace the origins of the poet in those first reduplica-
tions of sound that lead a child to call a train a
pufl-puff and its mother ma-ma. Cynies may
pretend that it is nurses and foolish parents who
invent the language of babyhood. It is the child,
however, who fcels that a sound docs not mean
enough till it has rhymed itsclf double, and who
of its own accord will gravely murmur ** cawr-cawr ”
to a scratching hen or ¢ wow-wow » to a dog with
expectant eyes and ears.

It is difficult to remember what was the first
literature one enjoyed in childhood. But I feel
reasonably certain that it was in thyme. No child
whb ever lived in an old house, with a clock like
a tall wooden tower beating the seconds at the turn
of the stairs, but must have owed one of its first
literary thrills to Hickory-dickory-dock. To know
the rthyme was to live with a clock that might become
a mouse’s race-course. It made the stairs even
more intensely exciting than they were before. It
brought the patter of new hopes and fears into the
house. The nursery-rhyme thrill, I think, precedes
by a considerable time the prose thrill of Jack the
Giant-Killer, and even in Jack the Giant-Killer it is
when the Giant falls to rhyming with his—

Fee-foh-fum,
I smell the blood of an Englishman,

that the excitement catches fire. It is in verse
that the imagination learns its first steps. The first
sorrows with which we learn to sympathize in litera-
ture are the sorrows of Bo-pcep. Our first sense
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of the comedy of disaster we owe to Jack and Jill.
Into ethical comedy—the comedy brought to adult
perfection by Moli¢re—we were initiated at the
hands of Little Jack Horner and Margery Daw.
Reading and hearing the nursery-rhymes, indeed,
we went round the entire clock-face of the emotions
—at least of the emotions possible to a child.
We were merry with Old King Cole, excited
with Little Miss Muffet, distraught with the Old
Woman who lived in a Shoe. We heard the bell
toll for Cock Robin and stood by his grave. Cross-
patch was as real to us as the face in the mirror.
We opened the door inlo romance with a rhyme
about a white horse and a woman who had rings
on her fingers and bells on her toes. Critics of
literature are fond of making a distinction between
poetry and verse, and it is possible to make these
distinctions in regard to nursery rhymes cqually
with every other kind of literature. If we must do
s0, I should say that, while Little Miss Muffet
is indubitably verse and Litlle Jack Horner (though
rich in character as in diet) almost indubitably so,
IRide a Cock-Ilorse is poetry. Here we are in a
fantastic world, a world beyond the prose of know-
ledge. Polly, Put the Kettle On, contains not a
word or a rhyme that makes the world a new place
for us. Ride a Cock-Horse, however, and Mary,
Mary, Quite Conirary, carry us out of our walled
lives like a dream. They liberate us into a fairy-
land of chiming music and flowers.

In pociry we are continually being re-born into
new fairylands. The poet in the child is a travcller
into fairyland, and if at a later stage he returns
to reality, he must bring back with him fire from
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that Heaven if he is to remain a poet. He cannot
be a poct of experience unless he has first been a
poct of innocence. Poetry begins as a random
voyage among the blue seas of fancy, though it
may end with the return of a laden treasure-ship
of the imagination into the harbours of home.
The poet of riper years cannot entirely dissociate
his imaginative life from his every-day experience.
He is always a commentator on life under whatever
disguises. The child, on the other hand, claims
complete liberty of the imagination, and can build
for itself at a moment’s notice a world as perfect
and useless and beautiful as a soap-bubble—a
world in which defiance is bidden to all the zoologists
and geographers and gods of the things that are.
The child, it may be argued, is in this enjoying
the pleasure of incxpericnee rather than rebelling
against experience, and, perhaps, this gives us a clue
to one of the secrets of poctry. The poet must
always retain a mighty sense of inexperience—of
a world outside him of which he can know nothing
save by guesses and wonder. True poetry begins
with the delighted use of this sense. It creates
the mermaid, the unicorn and the fiery dragon. It
peoples the vague unknown with witches on broom-
sticks and fairies and beasts that are kings’ sons in
disguise. Distance has no terrors for it, and we can
travel over impossible spaces either in seven-league
boots or by the light of a candle:
‘*“ How many miles to Babylon ?
*“Three score and ten.”

‘“Can I get there by candle-light ?
*Yes, and back again.”

That is the poet’s licence. Impossible trees bear
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impossible fruits, and for their sake an impossible
princess comes over the sea:
I had a little nut tree;
Nothing would it bear,
But a silver nutmeg
And a golden pear.
The King of Spain’s daughter
Came to visit me,
And all because
Of my little nut tree.

You might easily construct a theory of poetry,
taking this most charming of nursery-songs as your
text. Here, better than in many a more pompous
poem, you can see what it is that distinguishes
poetry from prose. Here is the imagination escaping
from the four walls—laughing at the four walls—
and building its own house out of nothing but beauty
and rhymes. Like all fine poetry, it is a thing of
pleasant sights and pleasant sounds—of images
and music. Prose, too, can give us these delights.
But verse which gives them to us is what we speci-
fically call poetry.

For convenience’ sake, however, most of us use
the word * poetry” with different meanings in
different contexts. In one context we mean by it
verse that has taken the wings of inspiration, or
even prose that dares the same levels. In another,
we mean siinply literature in verse or in rhythms
akin to those of verse. Whichever may be the
sense in which we use the word, there is a good
defence of poetry as, not the possession of a select
few, but a part of the general human inheritance.
Poetry is natural to man: it is not a mere cult of
abnormal or intellectual persons. We see the begin-
nings of it, not only in the child’s love of repetition
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and rhythms and jingles, but in the scullery uses
to which verse is put by school-boys and grown men.
Boys and men take to verse for use as well as beauty.
We can remember the number of days in each month
better because of the rhyme that begins ¢ Thirty
days hath September.”

Milton, in his attack on rhyme, denounced the
* jingling sound of like endings,” as though they
were but a child’s toys that a mature world should
lay aside. But the truth is that rhyme makes even
a fact doubly a fact because it makes it memorable.
Memorableness, after all, is one of the eminent
qualities in literature. We judge the greatness of
an authorlargely by his genius for writing memorable
passages. ¥le must do more, but he must incident-
ally pass this test. The appeal to the memory
seems to be part of the appeal to the imagination.
The memory desires patterns, whether of metre or
rhyme or alliteration, and the pattern in its turn
excites the imagination to make new and unexpected
uses of it. Poetry has a double birth: it has a
utilitarian father and an westhetic mother. The man
who first said, ** Birds of a feather flock together,”
was probably a tcacher anxious to leave a lesson
that would repeat itself in the mind, but he also
seems to have been a little excited in his wisdom,
and so he gave us not only a pattern but an image.
We sce the same use of the pattern as a net for the
image in the didactic pocts. Hesiod is a didactic
writer of verse, but, in the heat of his excitement,
he is exalted into an imaginative poct. Lucrctius
sought to make his philosophy memorable by putting
it into verse ; as he did so, his verse rose into poetry
that is more memorable than his philosophy. I
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do not wish to suggest that this literally was the
way in which the masterpicces of Hesiod and Lucre-
tius shaped themselves. I wish only to emphasize
the fact that each of them wrote with the aid of
two muses—a muse of utility and a muse of
inspiration. Morace of the critical verse and
Pope of the critical and moral verse also did
so, though in different degrees. Wit and wisdom,
no less than desire, seem to turn naturally
to the poetic pattern. Pope has often been
derided as a prosaic writer, but, if he had written
in prose, he would not be one of the most frequently
quoted of English authors. It was a muse, a muse,
that sharpened his arrows. Ilis epigrams may
be as monotonous as soldiers in a battalion on the
march, but like the soldiers, they have gained at
least in neatness and deportment from the regimental
discipline. The cpigram in verse is not necessarily
supcrior to the epigram in prose, but other things
being equal, it seems to stamp itsclf deeper and
more delightfully on the memory ; and lines such as

Willing to wound, and yet afraid to strike,
and
Mistress of herself, though China fall,

remain clear as gold pendants in the mind when
the witticst sayings of La Rochefoucauld and Dr.
Johnson have become a little blurred. Even if
we despised thyme and metre as Tolstoy did, and
held that nothing has been said in verse that could
not be better said in prose, we should still have to
admit that many things are said more permanently
in verse. Great story-tellers, like great wits, have
turncd to verse, consciously or unconsciously, in
b
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search of this permanence. In the result, Homer
shows us the adventures of men from a higher
tower than we are permitted to climb in even the
most beautiful of prose tales such as those of the
Irish heroes. Here the muse of utility and the muse
of inspiration do not mercly march side by side:
they are no longer two but one.

So far the aim of my argument has been to sug-
gest that in the past a tasle for poetry has in some
degree been natural to men in general ; first, because
our emotions automatically seek to express them-
sclves in patterns of rhythm and measure, and,
secondly, because the memory finds such patterns
useful as well as pleasant. On the score of memory,
perhaps, the defence of poetry has weakened since
the introduction of books and especially since the
introduction of printing. Memory nowadays stores
on the bookshelf many things that the memory of
Homer’s contemporaries had to store in the brain.
Our memory is no longer our chief reference library.
Hence the teacher of facts—agriculture, theology,
or genealogies—has in recent centuries been ever
less tempted to say what he has to say in verse.
Verse that merely makes knowledge or opinion or
anecdote tinkle no longer appcals to us, and to
write a treatise on farming or botany in verse would
in these days bc to court ridicule. Wit can still
triumph in verse in spite of a lack of the poetic
fire ; but, on the whole, it is truec of the modern
man who reads verse that he is descended not from
the jingler of facts and wise saws, but from the
enraptured child beating the spoon on the
table.

At every great hour of his life—hours of passionate
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happiness or passionate sorrow—if he can speak
at all, he is aware of the fulility of common speech.
His deepest personal emotions find no echo in the
prose of a leading article or in the intonations
of the commercial traveller discussing the short-
comings of provincial hotels. He feels asinarticulate
as though he had never learned to speak. He may
be a fluent conversationalist, but in presence of
love and death he is dumb. He is not contentedly
dumb, however. His dumbness is but a prelude
to a longing for utterance. He realizes that while
speech has given him words that make him master
of the common objects in his house, it has as yet
given him no words to express what he has begun
to perccive or half-perceive in this vast house of
the universe in which he finds himself a visitor. He
is like a man invited to the king’s table who knows
only the language of the shop and the servants’
hall. To experience any of the deeper emotions
of life—whether in love, religion, patriotism, or
the desire for a more perfect world—is to be a guest
of the king, and the language of the king is, in the
finer sense of the word, poetry. We realize that the
room in which we have so far been content to live
is mecan and narrow, and even though we return
to it, it can no longer confine us like a prison, but
is rich with memories that enable us to escape at
will into the sense of that unforgettable experience.
We do this cither by becoming poets ourselves or
by becoming poets by proxy. Poetry is that which
reminds us of reality, and that we live in a world,
not merely of twenty-four-hour days, but of great
occasions.

The function of poctry is to make the life of
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man more full and real. It is to make him an
independent hunter of the facts by which men
live—the facts of the world and the facts of the
universe. It enables him to escape out of the
make-believe existence of everyday in which
perhaps an employer seems more huge and im-
minent than God, and to explore reality, where
God and love and beauty and life and death are
seen in truer proportions and where the desire of
the heart is at least brought within sight of a goal.
There are critics who hold that it is enough to say
that art offers us an escape from life. Art, however,
offers us not only an escape from life but an escape
into life, and the first escape is of importance only
if it leads to the second. If the poets offered us
nothing more than another make-believe world,
they would be mere sellers of drugs or, at best,
sweetmeats. The wares of the poetic imagination,
however, as I have said, are not make-believe but
reality. Even the make-believe of nursery rhymes
is something more than make-believe : it is a trial
flight of the imagination into reality-—the reality
of the beauty and the wonder of things. We often
speak of the imagination as though it were a brilliant
faculty of lying : on the contrary, it is a faculty by
which not only do we see and hear things that
the eye cannot see or the ear hcar, but which
enables the eye to see and the car to hear things
that they did not see or hear before. To scorn the
imagination is to be a blind man deliberately refusing
the miracle of sight. It is imagination that cleanses
the scales from our eyes, and awakens our senses
to the real things that surround us. We cannot
fall in love without imagination, or become good
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citizens conscious of our citizenship, or enjoy the
song of a robin, or the beauty of a rose. Friendship,
patriotism, love of father, mother and children, love
of nature—none of these can exist without imagina-
tion. Where there is no imagination, there is
cruelty, selfishness, death. We can sce the results
of the lack of imagination in the cruelty with which
nation trcats nation and class treats class. When
Christ announced that all men were His brothers, He
taught us to look on other people imaginatively and
not as though they were ciphers in a statistical
abstract. 7To treat a child without imagination is to
treat it without love. To Blake imagination seemed
to be another name for the Holy Ghost.

Thus we see that the life without imagination is
a mutilated life, and we have also seen that the
imagination, when it becomes articulate in speech,
at its highest moments desires to express itself
rhythmically. This being so, it scems improbable
that poetry will ever cease to be written, and the only
astonishing thing about poetic revivals such as the
present is that they are comparatively rare. They
are rare, however, only because we are so easily
tempted to follow mirages—wealth and a luxurious
table, the vain show of power and the still vainer
show of security-—and to become intensely interested
in what is fleeting rather than what is permanent.
No sooner, however, do mortals hope to settle down
in comfort in their well-appointed sty than a long-
ing—a discontent, a protest, a questioning-—begins
to trouble them. We may not know what causes it,
but, as it grows in strength, it demands utterance,
and poetry is its supreme utterance. Longingness
—* poor mortal longingness,” in Mr. Walter de la
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Mare’s phrase—is the beginning of poetry, whether
in the nursery or the grown man. It may be the
longing of love or the longing for God or the longing
merely for some permanence somewhere in a world
of things that pass like the wind and disappear into
the earth like snow. Whitman relates in Out of the
Cradle Endlessly Rocking how his whole life was
changed by hearing, as a boy, the song of a bird
breaking its hcart in longing for its lost mate.
‘“ Now I know what I am for,” he cries:
Nevermore shall I escape, nevermore the reverberations,
Nevermore the cries of unsatisfied love be absent from me.
Never again leave me to be the peaceful child I was before
what, there, in the night
By the sea, under the yellow and sagging moon,
The messenger there aroused—the fire, the sweect hell
within,
The unknown want, the destiny of me.
Without that * unknown want” there would be
no poetry.

Sir Henry Newbolt in an admirable essay treats
poetry as a transfiguration of life heightened by the
home-sickness of the spirit for a perfect world ; and
it would be difficult to find a more suggestive theory
in contemporary criticism. The home-sickness of
the poet may be home-sickness for beauty, or for
permancnce, or even for the past. The home-sick-
ness of Mr. Hardy differs from the home-sickness
of Mr. Yeats, and the home-sickness of Mr. Davies
from the home-sickness of Mr. dc1a Mare. But there
is this element in each of them, making them all
equally, if not equal, poets. In the absence of it,
man is but a prodigal, glad to be allowed to live
on the husks, without memory of his father’s house.
At the same time, * home-sickness ”’ is not altogether
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the best word to express this longing of the spirit.
It has a connotation of plaintiveness that does not
seem to accord with the hunger for reality of a
Browning or the hunger for God of an A. E. A. E,,
it is true, called his first book of verse Homeward :
Songs by the Way ; but they are songs of a spirit,
not sick, but eager for home. On the other hand,
all those sad poets who chiefly mourn over the
transience of things may justly be defined as home-
sick, though some of them are home-sick for a
home that they believe does not exist.

Of all contemporary poets, there is none who is so
obviously the poet of home-sickness as Mr. de la
Mare. He is the poet of * love shackled with vain-
longing ”’—vain-longing for lovely things that pass,
for love that passes. He draws consolation, how-
ever, from the fact that, though things pass, they
pass in a perpetuity of bcauty. The stream remains
though it does not stand still—the stream of lovely
things that change, watched by loving eyes that
change. Hence he bids us:

Look thy last on all things lovely
Every hour. Let no night
Seal thy sense in deathly slumber
Till to delight
Thoua have paid thy utmost blessing ;
Since that all things thou would’st praise
Beauty took from those who loved them
In other days.

Every poct continually returns to the stream of
lovely things—the stream that flows and yet remains.
This is for him the river of life—the brook that flows
‘“fast by the oracle of God.” His attitude to it
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may vary from the delight of the soul in the Creator
of these deep and incessant waters to the delight
of the eye in the play of wind or the skimming of
a blue-backed swallow over its surface. But, what-
ever his attitude to it, he knows that without it
the world would be an Egypt without a Nile. He
may not be conscious of the reason why he is home-
sick for its banks. A Browning and a Swinburne,
a Hardy and a Yeats, haunt its shores for rcasons
that seem defiantly contradictory of each other.
But all of them alike know that but for its waters
we should be inhabitants of a barren plain—that
here is what gives life riches and significance.
That is why men must always return to poectry.
Civilized human beings cannot be content to live
like desert tribesmen, ignorant of what it is that
makes life significant and rich. They live under
a constant pressure of mechanical needs, like animals
and savages. But even the fullest satisfaction of
these needs leaves them only animals and savages.
They must have somcthing else—the something
else that makes man a master, that satisfics his
hunger for reality. The poets, like the religious
teachers, the historians, and the astronomers, help
to satisfy this hunger. We may live opposite to
an advertisement hoarding and be overwhelmed
by a sense of the visible commonness of things;
but Mr. Davies will transform the world back into
the likeness of reality with an image of a waterfall.
He will do more for us than this. Even when we
live, not among advertisement hoardings, but
among grecn and singing things, we are creatures
of indolent and occasional sight and hearing. To
read him is to see with new cyes, to hear with new
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ears. He invites us to a more intense experience
of eye and ear than we have before known. Like
Mr. de la Mare, he bids us look on all things lovely
as longingly as though it were for the last time.

A rainbow and a cuckoo’s song
May never come together again.

Perhaps, however, one could define the different
qualities of Mr. de la Mare’s and Mr. Davies’s poetry
better by saying that, while Mr. de la Mare has the
genius for making us look on lovely things as though
for the last time, Mr. Davies has a gift for making
us look at them as if for the first time. When we
read his poem on the robin:

That little hunchback in the snow,

we feel as if we had never perfectly seen a robin
before.

The variety of the poems in the present anthology
—an anthology that gives a better idea of the diffuse
and ubiquitous riches of recent poetry than any
that has yet appeared—should help to remind any
thoughtful rcader that we must always look for
personal differences of this sort as among the essen-
tial things in poetry. Every poct extends the boun-
daries of reality for us; but he is not the master
of all reality ; he makes but a partial and personal
conquest. He is not a teacher, telling us the signifi-
cance of all significant things. He can reveal only
those things that were significant to himself. To
Mr. Hardy the ship of which we read in 4 Passer-By
would not have been superlatively significant as
it was to Mr. Bridges. To Mr. Bridges the forlorn
figures in Beyond the Last Lamp would not have
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been superlatively signilicant as they were to Mr.
Hardy. Mr. Squire is as incapable of the original
imaginative experience recorded in Mr. Yeats’s
The Song of Wandering Acngus as Mr. Yeats is of
the original imaginative experience recorded in Mr.
Squire’s Winter Nightfall. Ivery poet has his own
net and his own draught of fishes. Even when
we have invented a formula that seems to explain
those things the poets have in common, we shall
find that cach of them escapes out of the formula
and has to be re-formulated—or, as I should prefer
to say, portrayed—in terms of his own personality.
Each of them has even a personal music, and the
musical characteristics of the pocts are as clearly
distinguishable as arc those of Mozart and Bach
and Chopin. This does not neccessarily imply
the invention of new forms. Mr. Yeats can take
the rhymed couplet, as in The Folly of Being Com-
forted, and he can make of it something new—a
measure unknown alike to Pope and to Keats.
Not that Mr. Yeats has been slow to invent new
forms, as in several of the poems in The Wind
.Among the Reeds. But many of these are mercly
variations of wcll-known forms, as when he trans-
forms the quatrain of four beats to magic uses
in Had I the Ieaven’s Embroidered Cloths. Mr.
Bridges, like Mr. Yecats, has made music hitherto
unknown in both old and new mecasures. A
Passer-By is written in a form as original as
those poems in which he is merely experiment-
ing in metre. In it he has intermixed the
beat of dactyl and spondee in a music that
lesser poets have imitated but greater poects had
not anticipated. Mr. Iardy has not influenced
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the rhythm of recent verse as Mr. Bridges and
Mr. Yeats have, but he, too, loves to experiment
with new forms. At the same time, some of his
most unforgettable poems, such as The Oxen and
In Time of ** The Breaking of Nations,” are poems
in which he makes use of old and simple metres.
Among the younger poets of distinction, none has
shown himself more impatient of the settled forms
than Mr. Squire. He has taken over the cultivated
dactyl of Mr. Bridges, as in Adugust Moon and A4
Far Place, but he has used it in rhythms that have
anew flow. His long practice as one of the wittiest
parodists of his time compelled him, I suspect, to
turn away from forms in which he had learned too
thoroughly the habit of imitation. As a result,
though a mocker of ¢ frec verse,”” he has claimed
some of the liberties of *‘ frece verse,”” as in that
beautiful poem The Stronghold.

On the whole, however, as any reader of the
present anthology can see, though there has been
a continuous invention of new forms on the part
of living and recent writers, the good poets of the
twentieth century have not been nearly so revolu-
tionary cither in form or in formlessness as is some-
times imagined. The notion of what is corrcet in
rhyme has changed, largely owing to the influence
of Mr. de la Mare, whose occasional half-rhymes
are a part of the charm of his music. We find the
later Mr. Yecats deliberately rhyming “ did ” and
“head.” DBut there are precedents for these faint
rhymes even in the most consciously musical of
the Elizabcethans, Campion. Wilfred Owen made
a further innovation with his consonantal rhymes
and wrote a whole poem in which the lines ended
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in such rhymes as “escaped” and * scooped.”
Regarding the poetry of the present generation in
the mass, however, it may truly be said that there
has been no violent break with the past. There
has been a general loosening of form, but there
has been a logical development, based on tradition.
The chief danger of the modern poet is not in-
difference to form, but indifference to phrase. No
one wishes to see the revival of the phrasc as a
sort of posy in the buttonhole; but every garden
should charm us, not only as a whole, but in the
delightful detail of flower after flower. Great
poetry is memorable—with lines and phrases
that repeat themselves hauntingly. Modern poetry
seems to me to be risking the loss of the quality
of memorableness. It may be doubted if there are
any lines being written to-day that will live in the
world’s memory like :

Magic casements, opening on the foam
Of perilous seas, in faery lands forlorn,

or like :

For he on honey-dew hath fed,
And drunk the milk of Paradise.

There has been a reaction against style in
favour of sincerity, as though the two things
were contradictory instead of being complement-
ary. The perfect word has gone the way of
the perfect rhyme, and it is a more serious
loss.

As for the change in the spirit of modern poetry,
it is obvious enough that there has becn a change,
but it would be folly to attempt to discover a
generalization within the four corners of which Mr,
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Bridges, Mr. Hardy, Mr. Yeats, Mr. A. E. Housman,
Flecker, Brooke, Mr. Davies, Mr. Sassoon, Mr. Free-
man, Mr. Colum and Mr. Chesterton can all be

-securely herded like cattle in a yard. The pocts of

to-day differ from one another almost as profoundly
as from their predecessors. Mr. Bridges is the poet
of nine o’clock in the morning ; Mr. Hardy of mid-
night—a midnight, however, not without passionate
mecmories of ‘‘ the throbbings of noon-tide.” Mr.
Hardy’s powerful creative intellect, his tragic and
sensitive imagination have given him a kingdom
rather than a school among living writers: Mr.
Bridges is not only a master but a head-master.
To Mr. Yeats all the world’s a mixture of fairy-
land and a crystal-gazer’s vision: Mr. Davies is
conicnt with the world that mects the eye:

What is this life if, full of care,
We have no time to stand and stare ?

For A. E. the twilicht vibrates with the passing
of unseen spirits : DMr. Edward Shanks, as we scc
in his Night Piece, loves the dying fall of day for
the appeal it makes, in one note after another, to
his sensibilities. Mr. Chesterton is a humorous
Gothie architect ; Mr. Maseficld turns in verse from
romance to realism, and from realism to the novel
of action. Mr. Kipling's genius blazed upon his
generation in humour and rhetoric: Francis
Thompson’s rhetoric was a fire of lights before an
altar. Mr. Colum writes of the country as though
he knew the pcople in it, their ambitions and
affairs : Mr. de la Mare writes of it as a traveller
among dreams. Mr. Housman is an ironic senti-
mentalist who somehow comforts us : Mr. Sassoon’s
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irony is a protest that seeks us out and punishes
us. The truth is, there has never been a greater
variety of moods among pocts than during the past
two gencrations. The poets of war may be regarded
as a group by themsclves ; but even among them
what has Mr. Sassoon, or cven Mr. Nichols, in common
with Grenfell and the Rupert Brooke who wrote :

Now, God be thanked Who has matchicd us with 1lis
hour ;
and :
If I should die, think only this of me:
That there’s some corner of a fordign field
That is for ever England.

The Georgian group of poets are frequently
regarded as a single school. They have been censured
in the mass as * the week-end school of poetry,”
as though they were writers on themes rather than
poets under compulsion. One may disagree wilh
this criticism, but one can sce the point of it.  More
poctry is written to-day in a rapture of self-con-
sciousness than in the sclfless rapture of a Shelley.
Poetry of the sensibilities is commoner than poctry
of the passions. The passion of love scts as few
of the younger poets on fire as the passion of politics.
The only great book of love poctry written in
English by a living man is Mr. Yeats’ Wind Among
the Reeds. There are great individual lyries of
love, such as Mr. Bridges’ Awake, my Heart, {o be
Loved ; but nothing so matehless has been written
in this mood by any of the younger men. You
have only to compare the present anthology with
any good collection of Elizabethan verse in order
to see how love has dwindled as a theme for poetry.
The absence of political passion from modern verse
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is more easily understood. Politics as a rule make
bad poctry, but I am not sure that they are not
a part of the malke-up of great poets.  Wordsworth
and Byron and Shelley were all ardent politicians,
and that generous ardour, I am convinecd, enriched
their imaginative lives. Mr. Squire, it is true,
has written a witty book of political passion, The
Survival of the Filtest. But, for the most part,
the poets have been not only dumb but indifferent
in a world in which there is an unprecedented need
for the creative imagination in politics. Whether
the dcepening social consciousness that has come
into the world in the last century and a half will
ever become the common stuff of poctry is, I admit,
doubtful. Great poctry is not the expression of
collective feeling. It is the specch of soul to soul.
On the other hand, as Whitman showed in To a
Foil'd European Revolutionaire, there is room for
the expression of personal passion in politics as in
religion. No one is eager to sce the poets turning
aside from the Muse to tell us that ““ a man’s a man
for a’ that.” But it is reasonable to bclicve that
Burns’s genial realization that “a man’s a man
for a’ that” was of scrvice to him as a poet in that
it made him a richer-natured human being. Modern
poctry has its own genius, however,* and we nced

* Those who are inchined to condemn modern poetry becauso
1t does not square with some pre-cstablished code, would do
well to remember what Wordsworth said in regard to the appre-
ciation of poetry of a new kind in lus mtroduction to Lyrical
Ballads. ‘‘ Readers accustomed to the gaudimess and inane
phrascology of many modern writers,” wrote Wordsworth,
“if they persist 1 reading this book to 1its conclusion, will
perhaps frequently have to struggle with feelings of strangeness
and awkwardness , they will look round for poetry, and will
be mnduced to enquire by what species of courtesy these attempts
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not weigh it against that of another age as we delight
in its sensibility, its wealth of obscrvation, its con-
quest of new themes, its perpetual rediscovery of
simple things and of their effect on the conscious-
ness.

We may see in it, as in the poetry of the Lake
school, a revolt against convention in favour of
reality. As in the verse of the Lake school, the
thing seen has become more important than the
thing said. The twenticth century is recovering
from too much Tennyson as the nincteenth century
had to recover from too much Pope. Tennyson,
no doubt, has often been praised for his minute
observation of nature, but it is not as a familiar
of nature that he survives as a poet. He was a
lord of the literary manner and the wstheticism
of the nincties came as logically after him as after
Rossetti and Swinburne. The Georgian poets, like
the Lake poets, are re-establishing the claim of
familiar expericnces to poetical treatment in familiar
language. They love birds like naturalists rather
than @®sthetes.

To him this must have been a familiar sight,

is the epitaph Mr. Hardy foresecs for himself, as he
watches the hawk alighting on the * wind-warped

can be permitted to assume that title. It is desirable that
such readers, for their own sakes, should not suffer the solitary
word Poetry, a word of very disputed meaning, to stand in
the way of their gratification ; but that, while thoy are perusing
this book, they should ask themselves if it contains a natural
delineation of humen passions, human characters, and human
incidents ; and 1if the answer be favourable to the author’s
wishes, that they should consent to be pleased in spite of that
most dreadful enemy to our pleasures, our own pre-established
codes of decision,”
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upland thorn » at the close of evening. There is
alrnost more of the spirit of John Clare than of
Wordsworth in the modern eagerness to set down
exactly some small individual expericnce as a thing
of value in itself. Mr. de la Mare, it is true, is no
naturalist ; he even goes so far over the borders of
romance as to give the blackbird “ golden shoon.”
Mr. Davies is more representative of one of the
tendencies of modern poetry when he exclaims :

I could sit down here alone
And count the oak-trees one by one.

We find this surrender to the immediate joy of
the eye, not only in Mr. Hardy and Mr. Bridges,
but in most of the younger pocts, down even to
such meditative writers as Mr. Frecman and Mr.
Brett Young. It is as though poetry were now
going through the same phase of evolution that
painting went through in the days of Impressionism.
The same passion for the actual, for the record of
the minutiz of personal expcricnce, accounts per-
haps for the frequency of place-names in contem-
porary poetry. Gloucestershire means something
to Mr. Drinkwater, Sussex to Mr. Belloe, that was
never expressed in Elizabethan or eighteenth-century
poetry.

Poetry, if not politics, has succeeded in taking
us back to the land, and the exiles in the towns
return home. We are aware of this cven in the
work of so romantic a poet as Mr. Turner:
he returns in his imagination to a more giant
world under loneclier stars, as Dora Sigerson
and Moira O’Necill rcturn to the soft rains of
Ireland.
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And side by side with this return to the roads
of home there are cvidences that something like
a return to religion is in progress. We sec signs
of this, not only in such Catholic pocts as Mr.
Chesterton and Mrs. Mcynell, but in the work of
Mr. Gould, Mr. Graves and Mrs. Shove., Painting
to-day has gonc to the café, but poetry lingers
at the door of the church. In this, I think, poctry
is mcre faithful to the tradition of the arts. For
what is art but a consolation of exiles by the waters
of Babylon? As I have said, however, it is in
vain that we make categories for the poets, if we
expect them to be mechanically perfect and beyond
contradiction. We can point to a few tendencies,
like currents in the sea, but winds blow across from
the east and the west, and the tide makes for a
thousand shores. The moon and her rule are still
the same. What is most important in modern
poetry is not that which distinguishes it from the
poetry of yesterday, but that which makes it in
its degrce one with the poctry of Homer and Sappho,
of Shakespearc and Shelley.

Critical opinion is still conflicting as to the place
to which the various poets represented in this an-
thology will ultimately be entitled in the hicrarchy
of authors. Mr. Bridges and Mr. Hardy, Mr. Yeats
and Mr. Davies have all been the subjects of widely
different estimates. There are critics—and able
critics—who would like to arrange the pocts in
order (first, second, third, etc.), like horses at the
end ofarace. 'This, Ithink, is only a minor function
of criticism. We must, indced, have a standard
by which we know, without even the trouble of
thinking, that Flecker is a lesser poet than Milton.
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But our pleasure in reading Wordsworth dees not
consist in knowing that he is a greater poetthan
Keats, or our pleasure in Keats in knowing that he is
greater than Wordsworth, either of these judgments
being reasonably tenable by a good critic. The
good critic is he who can define a poet’s genius in
terms of quality rather than in terms of quantity.
The astronomer must know the greater and lesser
magnitudes of the stars; but the stars have more
exciting interests than these. When Wordsworth
wrote :

If thou indeed derive thy light from Heaven . . .
Shine, Poct, in thy place and be content,

he was bequeathing a lesson not only to poets but
to critiecs. Mr. Hardy and Mr. Bridges, Mr. Yeats
and Mr. Davies may well be content to know that
they are luminaries for all time; and even many
of the smaller pocts in this collection may be well
enough pleascd to be peeps of light in a not inglorious
constellation. That there is no Shakespeare writing
in our midst is a fact in support of which it is unneces-
sary to arguc. But our gencration has not failed
to add new and lovely lights to the firmament. The
pocts of to-day are not a remnant but a nation.
That is the justification—if justification were needed
—of this finc and catholic collection of modern verse.
In an age poor in pocts a misccllany of such varie:l
exccllences would be impossible.
ROBERT LYND






COMPILER’S NOTE

HE compiler renders his sincere thanks to
those authors and publishers whose names are
mentioned in the index of authors and whose
kindness has made this sclection possible. Con-
siderations of copyright have prevented the in-
clusion of poems by one or two eminent writers.
There is an obvious difficulty in deciding where
modern verse begins, but, roughly, the pieces chosen
for this book are cither the work of living poets or,
with rare exceptions, of pocts who have died within
the last fifteen years. It is hoped in any case that
the spirit of the new poctry inspires this little book.
January, 1921

Eighteen new pieces, each marked ¢ in the Index
of Authors, have been added to the Fourth Edition.

August, 1921

PUBLISHERS’ NOTE
TO TWENTY-SEVENTH EDITION

OWING to the revisions which living poets are
tempted from time to time to introduce
into their work, the text of the poems in any
modern anthology is likely to differ from other
texts in the reader’s possession. In this edition of
An Anthology of Modern Verse, the poems have all
been collated with versions published under the
authors’ names, and therefore present a text which
has at some time been approved by them or their
literary executors.

January, 1933
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NOTE TO THE SCHOOL EDITION

HIS edition is an exact reprint of the more

expensive one. Some teachers may think a
few of the picces unsuitable to the youthful mind,
but it is a mistake to give the young only juvenile
verse or rousing ballads or edifying hexameters.
Boys and girls dislike being written down to, and
their taste should be fed and cultivated by the
very best.
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AN ANTHOLOGY
OF
MODERN VERSE

FROLIC

THE children were shouting together
And racing along the sands,

A glimmer of dancing shadows,
A dovelike flutter of hands.

The stars were shouting in heaven,
The sun was chasing the moon :

The game was the same as the children’s,
They danced to the self-same tune.

The whole of the world was merry,
One joy from the vale to the height,
Where the blue woods of twilight encircled
The lovely lawns of the light.
A. E.

; BABYLON

TEHE blue dusk ran between the streets: my love
was winged within my mind,
It left to-day and yesterday and thrice a thousand
years behind.
I 1



2 A. E.

To-day was past and dead for me, for from to-day
my feet had run

Through thrice a thousand years to walk the ways of
ancient Babylon.

On temple top and palace roof the burnished gold
flung back the rays

Of & red sunset that was dead and lost beyond a
million days.

The tower of heaven turns darker blue, a starry
sparkle now begins ;

The mystery and magnificence, the myriad beauty
and the sins

Come back to me. I walk beneath the shadowy
multitude of towers;

Within the gloom the fountain jets its pallid mist in
lily flowers.

The waters lull me and the scent of many gardens,
and I hear

Familiar voices, and the voice I love is whispering
in my ear.

Oh real as in dream all this; and then a hand on
mine is laid :

The wave of phantom time withdraws; and that
young Babylonian maid,

One drop of beauty left behind from all the flowing
of that tide,

Is looking with the self-same eyes, and here in
Ireland by my side.

Oh light our life in Babylon, but Babylon has taken
wings,

While we are in the calm and proud procession of
eternal things.

4. E.
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HYMN TO LOVE

WE are thine, O Love, being in thee and made of
thee,
As thou, Love, were the deep thought
And we the speech of the thought; yea, spoken
are we,
Thy fires of thought out-spoken :

But burn’d not through us thy imagining
Like fierce mood in a song caught,
We were as clamour’d words a fool may fling,
Loose words, of meaning broken.

For what more like the brainless speech of a fool,—
The lives travelling dark fears,
And as a boy throws pebbles in a pool
Thrown down abysmal places ?

Hazardous are the stars, yet is our birth
And our journeying time theirs ;
As words of air, life makes of starry earth
Sweet soul-delighted faces ;

As voices are we in the worldly wind ;
The great wind of the world’s fate
Is turned, as air to a shapen sound, to mind
And marvellous desires.

But not in the world as voices storm-shatter’d,
Not borne down by the wind’s weight ;
The rushing time rings with our splendid word
Like darkness fill’d with fires.
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For Love doth use us for a sound of song,
And Love’s meaning our life wields,
Making our souls like syllables to throng
His tunes of exultation.

Down the blind speed of a fatal world we fly,
As rain blown along earth’s fields;
Yet are we god-desiring liturgy,
Sung joys of adoration ;

Yea, made of chance and all a labouring strife,
We go charged with a strong flame ;
For as a language Love hath seized on life
His burning heart to story.

Yea, Love, we are thine, the liturgy of thee,
Thy thought’s golden and glad name,
The mortal conscience of immortal glee,
Love’s zeal in Love’s own glory.
Lascelles Abercrombie

PRAYERS

Gop who created me
Nimble and light of limb,
In three elements free,
To run, to ride, to swim :
Not when the sense is dim,
But now from the heart of joy,
I would remember Him :
Take the thanks of a boy.

Jesu, King and Lord,
Whose are my foes to fight,



HILAIRE BELLOC

Gird me with Thy sword,
Swift and sharp and bright.
Thee would I serve if I might,

And conquer if I can;
From day-dawn till night,
Take the strength of a man.

Spirit of Love and Truth,

Breathing in grosser clay,
The light and flame of youth,

Delight of men in the fray,
Wisdom in strength’s decay ;

From pain, strife, wrong to be free,
This best gift I pray,

Take my spirit to Thee.

Henry Charles Beeching

TIIE SOUTII COUNTRY

WaeN I am living in the Midlands
That are sodden and unkind,

I light my lamp in the evening:
My work is left behind ;

And the great hills of the South Country
Come back into my mind.

The great hills of the South Country
They stand along the sea;

And it’s there walking in the high woods
That I could wish to be,

And the men that were boys when I was a boy
Walking along with me.
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The men that live in North England
I saw them for a day;

Their hearts are set upon the waste fells,
Their skies are fast and grey;

From their castle-walls a man may see
The mountains far away.

The men that live in West England
They sce the Severn strong,

A-rolling on rough water brown
Light aspen leaves along.

They have the secret of the Rocks
And the oldest kind of song.

But the men that live in the South Country
Are the kindest and most wise,

They get their laughter from the loud surf,
And the faith in their happy eyes

Comes surely from our Sister the Spring
When over the sea she flies;

The violets suddenly bloom at her feet,
She blesses us with surprise.

I never get between the pines
But I smell the Sussex air;

Nor I never come on a belt of sand
But my home is there.

And along the sky the line of the Downs
So noble and so bare.

A lost thing could I never find,
Nor a broken thing mend :

And I fear I shall be all alone
When I get towards the end.

Who will there be to comfort me
Or who will be my friend ?
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I will gather and carefully make my friends
Of the men of the Sussex Weald ;

They watch the stars from silent folds,
They stiflly plough the field.

By them and the God of the South Country
My poor soul shall be healed.

If I ever become a rich man,
Or if ever I grow to be old,

I will build a house with deep thatch
To shelter me from the cold,

And there shall the Sussex songs be sung
And the story of Sussex told.

I will hold my house in the high wood
Within a walk of the sea,
And the men that were boys when I was a boy
Shall sit and drink with me.
Hilaire Belloc

DUNCTON HILL

He does not die that can bequeath

Some influence to the land he knows,

Or dares, persistent, interwreath

Love permanent with the wild hedgerows ;
He docs not die, but still remains
Substantiate with his darling plains.

The spring’s superb adventure calls
His dust athwart the woods to flame ;
His boundary river’s secret falls
Perpctuate and repeat his name.

He rides his loud October sky :

He does not die. He does not die.
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The beeches know the accustomed head
Which loved them, and a peopled air
Beneath their benediction spread
Comforts the silence everywhere ;
For native ghosts return and these
Perfect the mystery in the trees.

So, therefore, though myself be crosst
The shuddering of that dreadful day
When friend and fire and home are lost
And even children drawn away—
The passer-by shall hear me still,
A boy that sings on Duncton Hill.
Hilaire Belloc

THE BIRDS

WueN Jesus Christ was four years old,
The angels brought Him toys of gold,
Which no man ever had bought or sold.

And yet with these He would not play.

He made Him small fowl out of clay,

And blessed them till they flew away :
Tu creasti, Domine.

Jesus Christ, Thou child so wise,
Bless mine hands and fill mine eyes,
And bring my soul to Paradise.
Hilaire Belloc
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FOR THE FALLEN

‘Wita proud thanksgiving, a mother for her children,
England mourns for her dead across the sea.

Flesh of her flesh they were, spirit of her spirit,
Fallen in the cause of the free.

Solemn the drums thrill : Death august and royal
Sings sorrow up into immortal spheres.

There is music in the midst of desolation
And a glory that shines upon our tears.

They went with songs to the battle, they were young,
Straight of limb, true of eye, steady and aglow.
They were staunch to the end against odds un-

counted,
They fell with their faces to the foe.

They shall grow not old, as we that are left grow old -
Age shall not weary them, nor the years condemn.

At the going down of the sun and in the morning
We will remember them.

They mingle not with their laughing comrades again ;
They sit no more at familiar tables of home;
They have no lot in our labour of the day-time;

They sleep beyond England’s foam.

But where our desires are and our hopes profound,
Felt as a well-spring that is hidden from sight,
To the innermost heart of their own land they are
known
As the stars are known to the Night;
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As the stars that shall be bright when we are dust,
Moving in marches upon the heavenly plain,
As the stars that are starry in the time of our

darkness,
To the end, to the end, they remain.
Laurence Binyon

O WORLD, BE NOBLER

O WorLDp, be nobler, for her sake !

If she but knew thee, what thou art,
What wrongs are borne, what deeds are done
In thee, beneath thy daily sun,

Know’st thou not that her tender heart
For pain and very shame would break ?

O World, be nobler, for her sake!
Laurence Binyon

ALMSWOMEN

AT Quincey’s moat the squandering village ends,
And there in the almshouse dwell the dearest friends
Of all the village, two old dames that cling

As close as any trueloves in the spring.

Long, long ago they passed threescore-and-ten,
And in this doll’s house lived together then;

All things they have in common, being so poor,
And their one fear, Death’s shadow at the door.
Each sundown makes them mournful, each sunrise
Brings back the brightness in their failing eyes.
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How happy go the rich fair-weather days
When on the roadside folk stare in amaze
At such a honeycomb of fruit and flowers
As mellows round their threshold ; what long hours
They gloat upon their steepling hollyhocks,
Bee’s balsams, feathery southernwood, and stocks,
Fiery dragon’s-mouths, great mallow leaves
For salves, and lemon-plants in bushy sheaves,
Shagged Esau’s-hands with five green finger-tips.
Such old swect names are ever on their lips.
As pleased as little children where these grow
In cobbled pattens and worn gowns they go,
Proud of their wisdom when on gooseberry shoots
They stuck cggshells to fright from coming fruits
The brisk-billed rascals ; pausing still to see
Their neighbour owls saunter from tree to tree,
Or in the hushing half-light mouse the lane
Long-winged and lordly.

But when these hours wane,
Indoors they ponder, scared by the harsh storm
Whose pelting saracens on the window swarm,
And listen for the mail to clatter past
And church clock’s deep bay withering on the blast ;
They feed the fire that flings a freakish light
On pictured kings and queens grotesquely bright,
Platters and pitchers, faded calendars
And graceful hour-glass trim with lavenders.

Many a time they kiss and cry, and pray
That both be summoned in the selfsame day,
And wiseman linnet tinkling in his cage
End too with them the friendship of old age,
And all together leave their treasured room

Some bell-like evening when the may’s in bloom.
Edmund Blunden
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THE BARN

RAIN-SUNKEN roof, grown green and thin
For sparrows’ nests and starlings’ nests;
Dishevelled eaves; unwieldly doors,
Cracked rusty pump, and oaken floors,
And idly-pencilled names and jests

Upon the posts within.

The light pales at the spider’s lust,

The wind tangs through the shattered pane:

An empty hop-poke spreads across

The gaping frame to mend the loss

And keeps out sun as well as rain,
Mildewed with clammy dust.

The smell of apples stored in hay

And hormely cattle-cake is there.

Use and disuse have come to terms,

The walls are hollowed out by worms,

But men’s feet keep the mid-floor bare
And free from worse decay.

All merry noise of hens astir

Or sparrows squabbling on the roof

Comes to the barn’s broad open door;

You hear upon the stable floor

Old hungry Dapple strike his hoof,
And the blue fan-tail’s whir.

The barn is old, and very old,

But not a place of spectral fear.

Cobwebs and dust and speckling sun

Come to old buildings every one.

Long since they made their dwelling here,
And here you may behold
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Nothing but simple wane and change ;
Your tread will wake no ghost, your voice
Will fall on silence undeterred.
No phantom wailing will be heard,
Only the farm’s blithe cheerful noise ;
The barn is old, not strange.
Edmund Blunden

THE OLD SQUIRE

I LikE the hunting of the hare
Better than that of the fox;

I like the joyous morning air,
And the crowing of the cocks.

I like the calm of the early fields,
The ducks aslecp by the lake,

The quiet hour which Nature yields,
Before mankind is awake.

I like the pheasants and feeding things
Of the unsuspicious morn;

I like the flap of the wood-pigeon’s wings
As she rises from the corn.

I like the blackbird’s shriek, and his rush
From the turnips as I pass by,

And the partridge hiding her head in a bush,
For her young ones cannot fly.

I like these things, and I like to ride,
When all the world is in bed,

To the top of the hill where the sky grows wide,
And where the sun grows red.
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The beagles at my horse heels trot,
In silence after me;

There’s Ruby, Roger, Diamond, Dot,
Old Slut and Margery,

A score of names well-used and dear,
The names my childhood knew ;

The horn, with which I rouse their checer,
Is the horn my father blew.

I like the hunting of the hare
Better than that of the fox;
The new world still is all less fair
Than the old world it mocks.

I covet not a wider range
Than these dear manors give ;

I take my pleasures without change,
And as I lived I live.

I leave my neighbours to their thought ;
My choice it is, and pride,

On my own lands to find my sport,
In my own fields to ride.

The hare herself no better loves
The field where she was bred,
Than I the habit of these groves,

My own inherited.

I know my quarries every one,
The meuse where she sits low ;
The road she chose to-day was run

A hundred years ago.
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The lags, the gills, the forest ways,
The hedgerows one and all,

These are the kingdoms of my chase,
And bounded by my wall;

Nor has the world a better thing,
Though one should search it round,
Than thus to live one’s own sole king,

Upon one’s own sole ground.

I like the hunting of the hare;
It brings me, day by day,

The memory of old days as fair,
With dead men past away.

To these, as homeward still I ply
And pass the churchyard gate,

Where all are laid as I must lie,
I stop and raise my hat.

I like the hunting of the hare ;
New sports I hold in scorn.

I like to be as my fathers were,
In the days ere I was born.

15

Wilfrid Scawen Blunt

THE LITTLE WAVES OF BREFFNY

TuaE grand road from the mountain goes shining to

the seca,

And there is traffic in it and many a horse and

cart,

But the little roads of Cloonagh are dearer far to me,

And the little roads of Cloonagh go rambling

through my heart.
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A great storm from the ocean goes shouting o’er
the hill,
And there is glory in it and terror on the wind,
But the haunted air of twilight is very strange
and still,
And the little winds of twilight are dearer to my
mind.

The great waves of the Atlantic sweep storming on
their way,
Shining green and silver with the hidden herring
shoal,
But the Little Waves of Brefiny have drenched
my heart in spray,
And the Little Waves of Breffny go stumbling
through my soul.
Eva Gore Booth

NEW YEAR’S EVE, 1913

O, CArRTMEL bells ring soft to-night,
And Cartmel bells ring clear,

But I lie far away to-night,
Listening with my dear;

Listening in a frosty land
Where all the bells are still

And the small-windowed bell-towers stand
Dark under heath and hill.

I thought that, with each dying year,
As long as life should last

The bells of Cartmel I should hear
Ring out an aged past:
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The plunging, mingling sounds increase
Darkness’s depth and height,

The hollow valley gains more peace
And ancientness to-night :

The loveliness, the fruitfulness,
The power of life lived there
Return, revive, more closely press

Upon that midnight air.

But many deaths have place in men
Before they come to die;

Joys must be used and spent, and then
Abandoned and passed by.

Earth is not ours; no cherished space
Can hold us from life’s flow,

That bears us thither and thence by ways
We knew not we should go.

O, Cartmel bells ring loud, ring clear,
Through midnight deep and hoar,
A yecar new-born, and I shall hear
The Cartmel bells no more.
Gordon Bottomley

TO IRON-FOUNDERS AND OTHERS

WHEN you destroy a blade of grass
You poison England at her roots:

Remember no man’s foot can pass
Where evermore no green life shoots.

You force the birds to wing too high
Where your unnatural vapours creep :
Surely the living rocks shall die
When birds no rightful distance keep.
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You have brought down the firmament,
And yet no heaven is more near;

You shape huge deeds without event,
And half made men believe and fear.

Your worship is your furnaces,
Which, like old idols, lost obscenes,
Have molten bowels; your vision is
Machines for making more machines.

O, you are busied in the night,
Preparing destinies of rust;

Iron misused must turn to blight
And dwindle to a tettered crust.

The grass, forerunner of life, has gone:

But plants that spring in ruins and shards
Attend until your dream is done:

I have seen hemlock in your yards.

The generations of the worm

Know not your loads piled on their soil ;
Their knotted ganglions shall wax firm

Till your strong flagstones heave and toil.

When the old hollowed earth is cracked,

And when, to grasp more power and feasts,
Its ores are emptied, wasted, lacked,

The middens of your burning beasts

Shall be raked over till they yield
Last priceless slags for fashionings high,
Ploughs to wake grass in every field,
Chisels men’s hands to magnify.
Gordon Bottomley
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LIGHT

TrE night has a thousand eyes,
And the day but one;

Yet the light of the bright world dies
With the dying sun.

The mind has a thousand eyes,
And the heart but one;
Yet the light of a whole life dies
When love is done.
F. W. Bourdillon

SO SWEET LOVE SEEMED

So sweet love seemed that April morn,
When first we kissed beside the thorn,
So strangely sweet, it was not strange
We thought that love could never change.

But I can tell—let truth be told—
That love will change in growing old ;
Though day by day is naught to see,
So delicate his motions be.

And in the end ’twill come to pass
Quite to forget what once he was,
Nor even in fancy to recall

The pleasure that was all in all.

His little spring, that sweet we found,

So deep in summer floods is drowned,

I wonder, bathed in joy complete,

How love so young could be so sweet.
Robert Bridges
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AWAKE, MY HEART, TO BE LOVED

AWwAKE, 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 cyes 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 hecart, to be loved, to thee;
For thee would unashameéd herself forsake :
Awake to be loved, my heart, awake, awake !

Awake ! the land is scattered with light, and sece,
Uncanopied sleep is flying 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 be loved : awake, awake ! ”
Robert Bridges

I WILL NOT LET THEE GO

I wiLL not let thee go.
Ends all our month-long love in this ?
Can it be summed up so,
Quit in a single kiss ?
I will not let thee go.
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I will not let thee go.
If thy words’ breath could scare thy deeds,
As the soft south can blow
And toss the feathered seeds,
Then might I let thee go.

I will not let thee go.
Had not the great sun seen, I might;
Or were he reckoned slow
To bring the false to light,
Then might I let thee go.

I will not let thee go.
The stars that crowd the summer skies
Have watched us so below
With all their million eyes,
I dare not let thee go.

I will not let thee go.
Have we not chid the changeful moon,
Now rising late, and now
Because she set too soon,
And shall I let thee go?

I will not let thee go.

Have not the young flowers been content,
Plucked ere their buds could blow,
To seal our sacrament ?
I cannot let thee go.

I will not let thee go.
X hold thee by too many bands:
Thou sayest farewell, and lo!
I have thee by the hands,
And will not let thee go.
Robert Bridges
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A PASSER-BY

WaITHER, O splendid ship, thy white sails crowding,
Leaning across the bosom of the urgent West,

That fearest nor sea rising, nor sky clouding,
Whither away, fair rover, and what thy quest ?
Ah! soon, when Winter has all our vales opprest,

When skies are cold and misty, and hail is hurling,
Wilt thou glide on the blue Pacifie, or rest

In a summer haven asleep, thy white sails furling ?

I there before thee, in the country that well thou
knowest,
Already arrived am inhaling the odorous air :

I watch thee enter unerringly where thou goest,
And anchor queen of the strange shipping there,
Thy sails for awnings spread, thy masts bare ;

Nor is aught from the foaming reef to the snow-

capp’d, grandest
Peak, that is over the feathery palms more fair

Than thou, so upright, so stately, and still thou

standest.

And yet, O splendid ship, unhailed and nameless,
I know not if, aiming a fancy, I‘rightly divine
That thou hast a purpose joyful, a courage blame-
less,
Thy port assured in a happier land than mine.
But for all I have given thee, beauty enough is
thine,

As thou, aslant with trim tackle and shrouding,
From the proud nostril curve of a prow’s line
In the offing scatterest foam, thy white sails crowd-

ing.
Robert Bridges
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THE LINNET

I uEArD a linnet courting
His lady in the spring:
His mates were idly sporting,
Nor stayed to hear him sing
His song of love—
I fear my speech distorting
His tender love.

One phrase was all his pleading,
He spoke of love and home :
To her who gave him heeding
He sang his question, * Come.”—
His gay sweet notes,
So sadly marred in the reading!
His tender notes!

And when he ceased, the hearer
Re-echoed the refrain,
And swiftly perching nearer,
¢“ Come, come,” she sang again,—
Ah for their loves!
Would that my verse spake clearer,
Their tender loves !

Blest union of twin creatures
Unmarred by sense of doubt :
All summer’s dry misfeatures
Such springtide trust bars out;
But of their loves
Fall short our wiser natures :
Their tender loves |
Robert Bridges
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THE SOLDIER

Ir I should die, think only this of me :
That there’s some corner of a foreign field
That is for ever England. There shall be
In that rich earth a richer dust concealed ;
A dust whom England bore, shaped, made aware,
Gave, once, her flowers to love, her ways to roam,
A body of England’s, breathing English air,
Washed by the rivers, blest by suns of home.

And think, this heart, all evil shed away,
A pulse in the eternal mind, no less
Gives somewhere back the thoughts by Eng-
land given ;
Her sights and sounds ; dreams happy as her day ;
And laughter, learnt of friends; and gentleness,
In hearts at peace, under an English heaven,
Rupert Brooke

THE DEAD

TaESE hearts were woven of human joys and cares,
Washed marvellously with sorrow, swift to mirth.
The years had given them kindness. Dawn was
theirs,
And sunset, and the colours of the earth.
These had seen movement, and heard music ; known
Slumber and waking; loved; gone proudly
friended ;
Felt the quick stir of wonder; sat alone;
Touched flowers and furs and cheeks. All this
is ended.



RUPERT BROOKE 25

There are waters blown by changing winds to
laughter

And lit by the rich skies, all day. And after,
Frost, with a gesture, stays the waves that dance

And wandering loveliness. He leaves a white
Unbroken glory, a gathered radiance,

A width, a shining peace, under the night.

Rupert Brooke

THE OLD VICARAGE, GRANTCHESTER

Café des Westens, Berlin, May 1912

JusTt now the lilac is in bloom,
All before my little room ;
And in my flower-beds, I think,
Smile the carnation and the pink;
And down the borders, well I know,
The poppy and the pansy blow . . .
Oh! there the chestnuts, summer through,
Beside the river make for you
A tunnel of grcen gloom, and sleep
Deeply above; and green and deep
The stream mysterious glides beneath,
Green as a dream and deep as death.—
Oh, damn! I know it! and I know
How the May fields all golden show,
And when the day is young and sweet,
Gild gloriously the bare feet
That run to bathe . . .

Du lieber Gott!

Here am I, sweating, sick, and hot,
And there the shadowed waters fresh
Lean up to embrace the naked flesh.



26 RUPERT BROOKE

Temperamentvoll German Jews

Drink beer around; and there the dews
Are soft beneath a morn of gold.

Here tulips bloom as they are told ;
Unkempt about those hedges blows
An English unofficial rose ;

And there the unregulated sun

Slopes down to rest when day is done,
And wakes a vague unpunctual star,
A slippered Hesper; and there are
Meads towards Haslingfield and Coton
Where das Betreten’s not verboten . . .
elfe yevoluny . . . would I were

In Grantchester, in Grantchester |—
Some, it may be, can get in touch
With Nature there, or Earth, or such.
And clever modern men have seen

A Faun a-peeping through the green,
And felt the Classics were not dead,
To glimpse a Naiad’s reedy head,

Or hear the Goat-foot piping low . . .
But these are things I do not know.

I only know that you may lie

Day long and watch the Cambridge sky,
And, flower-lulled in sleepy grass,
Hear the cool lapse of hours pass,
Until the centuries blend and blur

In Grantchester, in Grantchester . . .
Still in the dawnlit waters cool

His ghostly Lordship swims his pool,
And tries the strokes, essays the tricks,
Long learnt on Hellespont, or Styx.
Dan Chaucer hears his river still
Chatter beneath a phantom mill.
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Tennyson notes, with studious eye,

How Cambridge waters hurry by . . .
And in that garden, black and white,
Creep whispers through the grass all night;
And spectral dance, before the dawn,

A hundred Vicars down the lawn;
Curates, long dust, will come and go

On lissom, clerical, printless toe ;

And oft between the boughs is seen

The sly shade of a Rural Dean . . .

Till, at a shiver in the skies,

Vanishing with Satanie cries,

The prim ecclesiastic rout

Leaves but a startled sleeper-out,

Grey heavens, the first bird’s drowsy calls,
The falling house that never falls.

God! I will pack, and take a train,

And get me to England once again!

For England’s the one land, I know,
Where men with Splendid Hearts may go ;
And Cambridgeshire, of all England,

The shire for Men who Understand ;

And of that district I prefer

The lovely hamlet Grantchester.

For Cambridge pcople rarely smile,

Being urban, squat, and packed with guile ;
And Royston men in the far South

Are black and fierce and strange of mouth;
At Over they fling oaths at one,

And worse than oaths at Trumpington,
And Ditton girls are mean and dirty,

And there’s none in Harston under thirty,
And folks in Shelford and those parts,
Have twisted lips and twisted hearts,

27
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And Barton men make cockney rhymes,
And Coton’s full of nameless crimes,

And things are done you’d not believe

At Madingley, on Christmas Eve.

Strong men have run for miles and miles
When one from Cherry Hinton smiles ;
Strong men have blanched and shot their wives
Rather than send them to St. Ives;
Strong men have cried like babes, bydam,
To hear what happened at Babraham.

But Grantchester! ah, Grantchester !
There’s peace and holy quiet there,

Great clouds along pacific skies,

And men and women with straight eyes,
Lithe children lovelier than a dream,

A bosky wood, a slumbrous stream,

And little kindly winds that creep

Round twilight corners, half asleep.

In Grantchester their skins are white,
They bathe by day, they bathe by night;
The women there do all they ought;

The men observe the Rules of Thought.
They love the Good; they worship Truth;
They laugh uproariously in youth;

(And when they get to feeling old,

They up and shoot themselves, I’'m told). . . .

Ah God! to see the branches stir
Across the moon at Grantchester !

To smell the thrilling-sweet and rotten,
Unforgettable, unforgotten

River-smell, and hear the breeze
Sobbing in the little trees.

Say, do the elm-clumps greatly stand,
Still guardians of that holy land ?
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The chestnuts shade, in reverend dream,
The yet unacademic stream ?
Is dawn a secret shy and cold
Anadyomene, silver-gold ?
And sunset still a golden sea
From Haslingfield to Madingley ?
And after, ere the night is born,
Do hares come out about the corn ?
Oh, is the water sweet and cool,
Gentle and brown, above the pool ?
And laughs the immortal river still
Under the mill, under the mill ?
Say, is thcere Beauty yet to find ?
And Certainty ? and Quict kind ?
Deep meadows yet, for to forget
The lies, and truths, and pain? . . . oh! yet
Stands the Church clock at ten to three ?
And is there honey still for tea ?
Rupert Brooke

THE GREAT LOVER

I nAvE been so great a lover: filled my days
So proudly with the splendour of Love’s praise,
The pain, the calm, and the astonishment,
Desire illimitable, and still content,

And all dear names men use, to cheat despair,
For the perplexed and viewless streams that bear
Qur hearts at random down the dark of life.
Now, ere the unthinking silence on that strife
Steals down, I would cheat drowsy Death so far,
My night shall be remembered for a star

That outshone all the suns of all men’s days.
Shall I not crown them with immortal praise
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Whom I have loved, who have given me, dared with
me

High secrets, and in darkness knelt to see

The inenarrable godhead of delight ?

Love is a flame ;—we have beaconed the world’s
night.

A city :—and we have built it, these and I.

An emperor :—we have taught the world to die.

So, for their sakes I loved, ere I go hence,

And the high cause of Love’s magnificence,

And to keep loyalties young, I'll write those names

Golden for ever, eagles, crying flames,

And set them as a banner, that man may know,

To dare the generations, burn, and blow

Out on the winds of Time, shining and streaming. ...

These I have loved :

White plates and cups, clean-gleaming,
Ringed with blue lines ; and feathery, facry dust;
Wet roofs, beneath the lamp-light; the strong crust
Of friendly bread; and many-tasting food ;
Rainbows ; and the blue bitter smoke of wood ;
And radiant raindrops couching in cool flowers ;
And flowers themselves, that sway through sunny

hours,

Dreaming of moths that drink them under the moon ;
Then, the cool kindliness of sheets, that soon
Smooth away trouble; and the rough male kiss
Of blankets ; grainy wood ; live hair that is
Shining and free; blue-massing clouds; the keen
Unpassioned beauty of a great machine ;
The benison of hot water ; furs to touch;
The good smell of old clothes; and other such—
The comfortable smell of friendly fingers,
Hair’s fragrance, and the musty reek that lingers
About dead leaves and last year’s ferns. . . .
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Dear names,
And thousand other throng to me! Royal flames ;
Sweet water’s dimpling laugh from tap or spring;
Holes in the ground; and voices that do sing;
Voices in laughter, too; and body’s pain,
Soon turned to peace ; and the deep-panting train ;
Firm sands; the little dulling edge of foam
That browns and dwindles as the wave goes home ;
And washen stones, gay for an hour; the cold
Graveness of iron; moist black earthen mould ;
Sleep ; and high places; footprints in the dew ;
And oaks ; and brown horse-chestnuts, glossy-new ;
And new-peeled sticks; and shining pools on
grass ;—
All these have been my loves. And these shall pass,
Whatever passes not, in the great hour,
Nor all my passion, all my prayers, have power
To hold them with me through the gate of Decath.
They’ll play deserter, turn with the traitor 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 wake,
And give what’s left of love again, and make
New friends, now strangers. . . .
But the best I've known,
Stays here, and changes, breaks, grows old, 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
Shall know, and later, lovers, far-removed,
Praise you,  All these were lovely ”; say, * He
loved.”
Rupert Brooke
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OPIFEX

As I was carving images from clouds,
And tinting them with soft ethereal dyes
Pressed from the pulp of dreams, one comes, and
cries :—
“Forbear!” and all my heaven with gloom en-
shrouds.

‘ Forbear! Thou hast no tools wherewith to essay
The delicate waves of that clusive grain :
Wouldst have due recompense of vulgar pain ?

The potter’s wheel for thee, and some coarse clay !

“ So work, if work thou must, O humbly skilled !
Thou hast not known the Master; in thy soul
His spirit moves not with a sweet control ;

_Thou art outside, and art not of the guild.”

Thereat I rose, and from his presence passed,
But, going, murmured :—* To the God above,
Who holds my heart, and knows its store of love

I turn from thee, thou proud iconoclast.”

Then on the shore God stooped to me, and said :—
‘“ He spake the truth : even so the springs are set
That move thy life, nor will they suffer let,

Nor change their scope; else, living, thou wert

dead.

“This is thy life : indulge its natural flow,
And carve these forms. They yet may find a
place
On shelves for them reserved. In any case,
I bid thee carve them, knowing what I know.”
T. E. Brown
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SWEET BREEZE
SWEET breeze that sett’st the summer buds a-sway-
ing,
Decar lambs amid the primrose meadows playing,
Let me not think!
O floods, upon whose brink
The merry birds are maying,
Dream, softly dream! O blessed mother, lead me
Unsevered from thy girdle—lcad me! feed me!
I have no will but thine;
I need not but the juice
Of elemental wine—
Perish remoter use
Of strength reserved for conflict yet to come !
Let me be dumb,
As long as I may feel thy hand—
This, this is all—do ye not understand
How the great Mother mixes all our bloods ?
O breeze! O swaying buds!
O lambs, O primroses, O floods!
T. E. Brown

MY GARDEN

A GARDEN is a lovesome thing, God wot !
Rose plot,
Fringed pool,
Ferned grot—
The veriest school
Of peace; and yet the fool
Contends that God is not—
Not God! in gardens! when the eve is cool ?
Nay, but I have a sign;
'Tis very sure God walks in mine.
T. E. Brown
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DORA
SHE knelt upon her brother’s grave,
My little girl of six years old—
He used to be so good and brave,
The sweetest lamb of all our fold ;
He used to shout, he used to sing,
Of all our tribe the little king—
And so unto the turf her ear she laid,
To hark if still in that dark place he played.
No sound! no sound!
Death’s silence was profound ;
And horror crept
Into her aching heart, and Dora wept.
If this is as it ought to be,

My God, I leave it unto Thee.
T. E. Brown

I AM THE GILLY OF CHRIST

I am the gilly of Christ,
The mate of Mary’s Son ;

I run the roads at seeding time,
And when the harvest’s done.

I sleep among the hills,
The heather is my bed ;

I dip the termon-well for drink,
And pull the sloe for bread.

No eye has ever seen me,

But shepherds hear me pass,
Singing at fall of even

Along the shadowed grass.

The beetle is my bellman,
The meadow-fire my guide,

The bee and bat my ambling nags
When I have need to ride.
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All know me only the Stranger,
Who sits on the Saxon’s height ;

He burned the bacach’s little house
On last Saint Brigid’s Night.

He sups off silver dishes,
And drinks in a golden horn,
But he will wake a wiser man
Upon the Judgment Morn !

I am the gilly of Christ,
The mate of Mary’s Son;

I run the roads at seeding time,
And when the harvest’s done.

The seed I sow is lucky,
The corn I reap is red,
And whoso sings the *‘ Gilly’s Rann *’
Will never cry for bread.
Joseph Campbell

THE DONKEY

WhEN fishes flew and forests walked
And figs grew upon thorn,

Some moment when the moon was blood
Then surely I was born;

With monstrous head and sickening cry
And ears like errant wings,

The devil’s walking parody
On all four-footed things.

The tattered outlaw of the earth,
Of ancient crooked will ;

Starve, scourge, deride me: I am dumb,
I keep my seccret still.
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Fools! TFor I also had my hour;
One far fierce hour and sweet :
There was a shout about my ears,
And palms before my feet.
G. K. Chesterton

THE HOUSE OF CHRISTMAS

Tarre fared a mother driven forth
Out of an inn to roam;
In the place where she was homeless
All men are at home.
The crazy stable close at hand,
With shaking timber and shifting sand,
Grew a stronger thing to abide and stand
Than the squarc stones of Rome.

For men are homesick in their homes,
And strangers under the sun,

And they lay their heads in a foreign land
Whenever the day is done.

Here we have battle and blazing eyes,

And chance and honour and high surprise,

But our homes are under miraculous skies
Where the yule tale was begun.

A child in a foul stable,
Where the beasts feed and foam;
Only where He was homeless
Are you and I at home;
We have hands that fashion and heads that know,
But our hearts we lost—how long ago !—
In a place no chart nor ship can show
Under the sky’s dome.
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This world is wild as an old wives’ tale,
And strange the plain things are,
The carth is enough and the air is enough
For our wonder and our war;
But our rest is as far as the fire-drake swings,
And our peace is put in impossible things
Where clashed and thundered unthinkable wings
Round an incredible star.

To an open house in the evening

Home shall men come,
To an older place than Eden

And a taller town than Rome;
To the end of the way of the wandering star,
To the things that cannot be and that are,
To the place where Gon was homeless

And all men are at home.

G. K. Chesterton

LEPANTO

WaiTE founts falling in the Courts of the sun,

And the Soldan of Byzantium is smiling as they run ;

There is laughter like the fountains in that face of
all men fearcd,

It stirs the forest darkness, the darkness of his
beard,

It curls the blood-red crescent, the crescent of his
lips,

For the inmost sea of all the earth is shaken with
his ships.

They have dared the white republics up the capes
of Italy,

They have dashed the Adriatic round the Lion of
the Sea,
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And the Pope has cast his arms abroad for agony
and loss,

And called the kings of Christendom for swords
about the Cross.

The cold queen of England is looking in the glass ;

The shadow of the Valois is yawning at the Mass ;

From evening isles fantastical rings faint the Spanish
gun,

And the Lord upon the Golden Horn is laughing
in the sun.

Dim drums throbbing, in the hills half heard,

Where only on a nameless throne a crownless prince
has stirred,

Where, risen from a doubtful seat and half at-
tainted stall,

The last knight of Europe takes weapons from the
wall,

The last and lingering troubadour to whom the
bird has sung,

That once went singing southward when all the
world was young.

In that enormous silence, tiny and unafraid,

Comes up along a winding road the noise of the
Crusade,

Strong gongs groaning as the guns boom far,

Don John of Austria is going to the war,

Stiff flags straining in the night-blasts cold

In the gloom black-purple, in the glint old-gold,

Torchlight crimson on the copper kettle-drums,

Then the tuckets, then the trumpets, then the can-
non, and he comes.

Don John laughing in the brave beard curled,

Spurning of his stirrups like the thrones of all the
world,
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Holding his head up for a flag of all the free,
Love-light of Spain—hurrah !

Death-light of Africa !

Don John of Austria

Is riding to the sea.

Mahound is in his paradise above the evening star,

(Don John of Austria is going to the war.)

He moves a mighty turban on the timeless houri’s
knees,

His turban that is woven of the sunsets and the scas.

He shakes the peacock gardens as he rises {rom
his ease,

And he strides among the tree-tops and is taller
than the trees,

And his voice through all the garden is a thunder
sent to bring

Black Azracl and Aricl and Ammon on the wing.

Giants and the Genii,

Multiplex of wing and eye,

Whose strong obedience broke the sky

When Solomon was king.

They rush in red and purple from the red clouds
of the morn,

From temples wheie the yellow gods shut up their
eyes in scorn;

They rise in green robes roaring from the green
hells of the sea

Where fallen skics and evil hues and eyeless crea-
tures be;

On them the sea-valves cluster and the grey sca-
forests curl,

Splashed with a splendid sickness, the sickness of
the pearl;
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They swell in sapphire smoke out of the blue
cracks of the ground,—

They gather and they wonder and give worship to
Mahound.

And he saith, “ Break up the mountains where
the hermit-folk can hide,

And sift the red and silver sands lest bone of saint
abide,

And chase the Giaours flying night and day, not
giving rest,

For that which was our trouble comes again out
of the west.

We have set the seal of Solomon on all things under
sun,

Of knowledge and of sorrow and endurance of
things done;

But a noise is in the mountains, in the mountains,
and I know

The voice that shook our palaces—four hundred
years ago :

It is he that saith not ‘ Kismet’; it is he that
knows not Fate;

It is Richard, it is Raymond, it is Godfrey in the
gate !

It is he whose loss is laughter when he counts the
wager worth :

Put down your feet upon him, that our peace be
on the earth.”

For he heard drums groaning and he heard guns jar,

(Don John of Austria is going to the war.)

Sudden and still—hurrah!

Bolt from Iberia !

Don John of Austria

Is gone by Alcalar.
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St. Michael’s on his Mountain in the sca-roads of
the north,

(Don John of Austria is girt and going forth.)

Where the grey seas glitter and the sharp tides shift

And the sea-folk labour and the red sails lift.

He shakes his lance of iron and he claps his wings
of stone;

The noise is gone through Normandy; the noise
is gone alone ;

The North is full of tangled things and texts and
aching eyes,

And dcad is all the innocence of anger and surprise,

And Christian killeth Christian in a narrow dusty
room,

And Christian dreadeth Christ that hath a newer
face of doom,

And Christian hateth Mary that God kissed in Galilee,

But Don John of Austria is riding to the sea.

Don John ecalling through the blast and the eclipse,

Crying with the trumpet, with the trumpet of his lips,

Trumpet that sayeth ha!

Domino gloria !
Don John of Austria
Is shouting to the ships.

King Philip’s in his closet with the Fleece about
his neck,

(Don John of Austria is armed upon the deck.)

The walls are hung with velvet that is black and
soft as sin,

And little dwarfs creep out of it and little dwarfs
creep in.

He holds a crystal phial that has colours like the
moon,

He touches, and it tingles, and he trembles very soon,
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And his face is as a fungus of a leprous white and grey,

Like plants in the high houses that are shuttered
from the day,

And death is in the phial, and the end of noble work,

But Don John of Austria has fired upon the Turk.

Don John’s hunting, and his hounds have bayed—

Booms away past Italy the rumour of his raid.

Gun upon gun, ha! ha!

Gun upon gun, hurrah!

Don John of Austria

Has loosed the cannonade.

The Pope was in his chapel before day or battle broke,

(Don John of Austria is hidden in the smoke.)

The hidden room in man’s house where God sits
all the year,

The secrect window whence the world looks small
and very dear.

He sees as in a mirror on the monstrous twilight sea

The crescent of his cruel ships whose name is
mystery ;

They fling great shadows foe-wards, making Cross
and Castle dark,

They veil the pluméd lions on the galleys of St. Mark ;

And above the ships are palaces of brown, black-
bearded chiefs,

And below the ships are prisons, where with multi-
tudinous griefs,

Christian captives sick and sunless, all a labouring
race repines,

Like a race in sunken cities, like a nation in the mines.

They are lost like slaves that swat, and in the skies
of morning hung

The stairways of the tallest gods when tyranny
was young.
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They are countless, voiceless, hopeless as those
fallen or fleeing on

Before the high Kings’ horses in the granite of
Babylon.

And many a onc grows witless in his quiet room
in hell

Where a yellow face looks inward through the lat-
tice of his cell,

And he finds his God forgotten, and he seeks no
more a sign—

(But Don John of Austria has burst the battle line !)

DonJohn pounding from the slaughter-painted poop,

Purpling all the ocean like a bloody pirate’s sloop,

Scarlet running over on the silvers and the golds,

Breaking of the hatches up and bursting of the holds,

Thronging of the thousands up that labour under sea,

White for bliss and blind for sun and stunned for
liberty.

Vivat Hispania!

Domino Gloria!

Don John of Austria

Has set his people free!

Cervantes on his galley sets the sword back in the
sheath,

(Don John of Austria rides homeward with a wreath.)

And he sees across a weary land a straggling road
in Spain,

Up which a lean and foolish knight forever rides
in vain,

And he smiles, but not as Sultans smile, and settles
back the blade . . .

(But Don John of Austria rides home from the
Crusade.)

G. K. Chesterton
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OUR LADY

Motrer of God! no lady thou:
Common woman of common earth!
Our Lady ladies call thee now,
But Christ was never of gentle birth;
A common man of the common earth.

For God’s ways are not as our ways.
The noblest lady in the land
Would have given up half her days,
Would have cut off her right hand,
To bear the child that was God of the land.

Never a lady did He choose,
Only a maid of low degree,
So humble she might not refuse

The carpenter of Galilee.
A daughter of the pcople, she.

Out she sang the song of her hecart.
Never a lady so had sung.

She knew no letters, had no art;
To all mankind, in woman’s tongue,
Hath Israelitish Mary sung.

And still for men to come she sings,
Nor shall her singing pass away.
* He hath filled the hungry with good things »—
Oh, listen, lords and ladies gay !—
*“ And the rich He hath sent empty away.”
Mary E. Coleridge
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AN OLD WOMAN OF THE ROADS

Omn, to have a little house!

To own the hearth and stool and all}
The heaped-up sods upon the fire,

The pile of turf against the wall!

To have a clock with weights and chains
And pendulum swinging up and down,

A dresser filled with shining delph,
Speckled and white and blue and brown!

I could be busy all the day

Clearing and sweeping hearth and floor,
And fixing on their shelf again

My white and blue and speckled store!

I could be quict there at night
Beside the fire and by myself,
Sure of a bed, and loth to leave
The ticking clock and the shining delph!

Och! but I’'m weary of mist and dark,

And roads where there’s never a house or bush,
And tired I am of bog and road

And the crying wind and the lonesome hush!

And I am praying to God on high,
And I am praying Him night and day,
For a little house, a house of my own—
Out of the wind’s and the rain’s way.
Padraic Colum
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FRANCES CORNFORD

A CRADLE SONG

O, MEN from the fields!
Come gently within.
Tread softly, softly,
O! men coming in!

Mavourneen is going
From me and from you,
Where Mary will fold him
With mantle of blue !

From reck of the smoke
And cold of the floor,
And the peering of things
Across the half-door.

O, men from the fields!
Softly, softly come through—
Mary puts round him
Her mantle of blue.
Padraic Colum

PRE-EXISTENCE

I ra1p me down upon the shore
And drearaed a little space;

I heard the great waves break and roar;
The sun was on my face.

My idle hands and fingers brown
Played with the pebbles grey;

The waves came up, the waves went down,
Most thundering and gay. .
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The pebbles, they were smooth and round
And warm upon my hands,

Like little pcople I had found
Sitting among the sands.

The grains of sand so shining-small
Soft through my fingers ran;

The sun shone down upon it all,
And so my dream began :

How all of this had been before ;
How ages far away

I lay on some forgotten shore
As here I lic to-day.

The waves came shining up the sands,
As here to-day they shine

And in my pre-Pelasgian hands
The sand was warm and fine.

I have forgotten whence I came,
Or what my home might be,

Or by what strange and savage name
I called that thundering sea.

I only know the sun shone down
As still it shines to-day,
And in my fingers long and brown
The little pebbles lay.
Frances Cornford
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NON NOBIS, DOMINE

Nort unto us, O Lord,

Not unto us the rapture of the day,

The peace of night, or love’s divine surprise,

High heart, high speech, high deeds >mid honouring
eyes ;

For at Thy word

All these are taken away.

Not unto us, O Lord :

To us Thou givest the scorn, the scourge, the scar,
The ache of life, the loneliness of death,

The insufferable sufficiency of breath.

And with Thy sword

Thou piercest very far.

Not unto us, O Lord;
Nay, Lord, but unto her be all things given.
May light and life and earth and sky be blasted,
But let not all that wealth of loss be wasted ;
Let Hell afford
The pavement of her Heaven !

Henry Cust

IN ROMNEY MARSH

As 1 went down to Dymchurch Wall,

I heard the South sing o’er the land:
I saw the yellow sunlight fall

On knolls where Norman churches stand.

And ringing shrilly, taut and lithe,
Within the wind a core of sound,
The wire from Romney town to Hythe

Alone its airy journey wound.
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A veil of purple vapour flowed

And trailed its fringe along the Straits;
The upper air like sapphire glowed ;

And roses filled Heaven’s central gates.

Masts in the offing wagged their tops;
The swinging waves pealed on the shore ;

The saffron beach, all diamond drops
And beads of surge, prolonged the roar.

As I came up from Dymchurch Wall,
I saw above the Downs’ low crest

The crimson brands of sunset fall,
Flicker and fade from out the west.

Night sank : like flakes of silver fire
The stars in onc great shower came down ;
Shrill blew the wind; and shrill the wire
Rang out from Hythe to Romney town.

The darkly shining salt sea drops
Streamed as the waves clashed on the shore ;
The beach, with all its organ stops.
Pealing again, prolonged the roar.
John Davidson

A CINQUE PORT

BerLow the down the stranded town

What may betide forlornly waits,
With memorics of smoky skies,

When Gallic navies crossed the straits ;
When waves with fire and blood grew bright,
And cannon thundered through the night.
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With swinging stride the rhythmic tide
Bore to the harbour barque.and sloop ;
Across the bar the ship of war,
In castled stern and lanterned poop,
Came up with conquests on her lee,
The stately mistress of the sea.

Where argosies have wooed the breeze,

The simple shecp are feeding now ;
And near and far across the bar

The ploughman whistles at the plough;
Where once the long waves washed the shore,
Larks from their lowly lodgings soar.

Below the down the stranded town
Hears far away the rollers beat ;
About the wall the seabirds call;
The salt wind murmurs through the street ;
Forlorn the sea’s forsaken Dbride
Awaits the end that shall betide.
John Davidson

PIPER, PLAY!

Now the furnaces are out,
And the aching anvils sleep;
Down the road the grimy rout
Tramples homeward, twenty deep.
Piper, play! Piper, play!
Though we be o’erlaboured men,
Ripe for rest, pipe your best !
Let us foot it once again!



JOHN DAVIDSON . Bl

Bridled looms delay their din;
All the humming wheels are spent;
Busy spindles cease to spin;
Warp and woof must rest content.
Piper, play! Piper, play!
For a little we arc free!
Foot it, girls, and shake your curls,
Haggard creatures though we be!

Racked and soiled the faded air
Freshens in our holiday ;
Clouds and tides our respite share;
Breezes linger by the way.
Piper, rest! Piper, rest!
Now, a carol of the moon!
Piper, piper, play your best !
Melt the sun into your tune!

We are of the humblest grade;
Yet we dare to dance our fill :
Male and female were we made—
Fathers, mothers, lovers still !
Piper—softly ; soft and low;
Pipe of love in mellow notes,
Till the tears begin to flow
And our hearts are in our throats.

Nameless as the stars of night
Far in galaxies unfurled,
Yet we wield unrivalled might,
Joints and hinges of the world !
Night and day! night and day!
Sound the song the hours rehearse !
Work and play! work and play!
The order of the universe !
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Now the furnaces are out,
And the aching anvils sleep 3
Down the road a merry rout
Dances homeward, twenty deep.
Piper, play ! Piper, play!
Wearied people though we be,
Ripe for rest, pipe your best!
For a little we are free!
John Davidson

WHERE SHE IS NOW

WHERE she is now, I cannot say—

The world has many a place of light ;
Perhaps the sun’s eyelashes dance

On hers, to give them both delight.

Or does she sit in some green shade,
And then the air that lies above
Can with a hundred pale blue eyes
Look through the leaves and find my love.

Perhaps she dreams of life with me,
Her check upon her finger-tips;

O that I could leap forward now,
Behind her back, and, with my lips,

Break through those curls above her nape,
That hover close and lightly there;
To prove if they are substance, or
But shadows of her lovely hair.
W. H. Davies
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LEISURE

WaAT is this life if, full of care,
We have no time to stand and stare.

No time to stand beneath the boughs
And stare as long as sheep and cows.

No time to see, when woods we pass,
Where squirrels hide their nuts in grass.

No time to sce, in broad daylight,
Streams full of stars, like skies at night.

No time to turn at Beauty’s glance,
And watch her feet, how they can dance.

No time to wait till her mouth can
Enrich that smile her eyes began.

A poor life this if, full of care,
We have no time to stand and stare.
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W. H. Davies

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 thy 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 parks;
On lawns as smooth as shining glass,
Let every feather show its mark;
Get thee on boughs and clap thy wings
Before the windows of proud kings.

Nay, lovely Bird, thou art not vain;
Thou hast no proud ambitious mind ;
I also love a quiet place
That’s green, away from all mankind ;
A lonely pool, and let a tree
Sigh with her bosom over me.
W. H. Davies

RICH DAYS

WELCOME to you rich Autumn days,
Ere comes the cold, leaf-picking wind ;

When golden stooks are seen in ficlds,
All standing arm-in-arm entwined ;

And gallons of sweet cider seen

On trees in apples red and green.

With mellow pears that cheat our teeth,
Which melt that tongues may suck them in;
With cherries red, and blue-black plums,
Now sweet and soft from stone to skin ;
And woodnuts rich, to make us go
Into the loneliest lanes we know.
W. H. Davies
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A GREAT TIME

SweeT Chance, that led my steps abroad,
Beyond the town, where wild flowers grow—
A rainbow and a cuckoo, Lord,
How rich and great the times are now !
Know, all ye sheep
And cows, that keep
On staring that I stand so long
In grass that's wet from heavy rain—
A rainbow and a cuckoo’s song
May never come together again ;
May never come
This side the tomb.
W. II. Davie:

EARLY SPRING

How sweet this morning air in spring,
When tender is the grass, and wet!
I see some little leaves have not
Outgrown their curly childhood yet;
And cows no longer hurry home,
However sweet a voice cries ““ Come.”

Here, with green Nature all around,
While that fine bird the skylark sings;
Who now in such a passion is,
He flies by it, and not his wings;
And many a blackbird, thrush and sparrow
Sing sweeter songs that I may borrow.
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These watery swamps and thickets wild—
Called Nature’s slums—to me are more
Than any courts where fountains play,
And men-at-arms guard every door;
For I could sit down here alone,
And count the oak-trees one by one.
W. II. Davies

THE MOON

Tuy beauty haunts me heart and soul,
Oh thou fair Moon, so close and bright ;
Thy beauty makes me like the child,
That cries aloud to own thy light:
The little child that lifts each arm
To press thee to her bosom warm.

Though there are birds that sing this night
With thy white beams across their throats,
Let my deep silence speak for me
More than for them their sweetest notes:
Who worships thee till music fails,
Is greater than thy nightingales.
W. H. Davies

SILVER

SrowLy, silently, now the moon

Walks the night in her silver shoon ;
This way, and that, she peers, and sees
Silver fruit upon silver trecs;

One by one the casements catch

Her beams beneath the silvery thatch ;
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Couched in his kennel, like a log,
With paws of silver sleeps the dog;
From their shadowy cote the white breasts peep
Of doves in a silver-feathered sleep ;
A harvest mouse goes scampering by,
With silver claws, and silver eye;
And moveless fish in the water gleam,
By silver reeds in a silver stream.
Walter de la Mare

THE LISTENERS

“Is there anybody there ?  said the Traveller,
Knocking on the moonlit door ;
And his horse in the silence champed the grasses
Of the forest’s ferny floor ;
And a bird flew up out of the turret,
Above the Traveller’s head :
And he smote upon the door again a second time ;
¢ Is there anybody there ? ”’ he said.
But no one descended to the Traveller;
No head from the leaf-fringed sill
Leaned over and looked into his grey eyes,
Where he stood perplexed and still.
But only a host of phantom listeners
That dwelt in the lone house then
Stood listening in the quiet of the moonlight
To that voice from the world of men :
Stood thronging the faint moonbeams on the dark
stair,
That goes down to the empty hall,
Hearkening in an air stirred and shaken
By the lonely Traveller’s call.
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And he felt in his heart their strangeness,
Their stillness answering his cry,

While his horse moved, cropping the dark turf,
’Neath the starred and leafy sky;

For he suddenly smote on the door, even
Louder, and lifted his head :—

“Tell them I came, and no one answered,
That I kept my word,” he said.

Never the least stir made the listeners,
Though every word he spake

Fell echoing through the shadowiness of the still

house

From the one man left awake :

Ay, they heard his foot upon the stirrup,
And the sound of iron on stone,

And how the silence surged softly backward,
When the plunging hoofs were gone.

Walter de la Mare

NOD

SorrLY along the road of evening,
In a twilight dim with rose,

Wrinkled with age, afld drenched with dew,
Old Nod, the shepherd goes.

His drowsy flock strcams on before him.
Their fleeces charged with gold,

To where the sun’s last beam leans low
On Nod the shepherd’s fold.

The hedge is quick and green with briar,
From their sand the conies crecp ;

And all the birds that fly in heaven
Flock singing home to sleep.
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His lambs outnumber a noon’s roses,
Yet, when night’s shadows fall,

His blind old sheep-dog, Slumber-soon,
Misses not one of all.

His are the quiet steeps of dreamland,
The waters of no more pain,
His ram’s bell rings ’neath an arch of stars,
‘“ Rest, rest, and rest again.”
Walter de la Mare

THE SCRIBE

WaAT lovely things
Thy hand hath made:
The smooth-plumed bird
In its emerald shade,
The seed of the grass,
The speck of stone
Which the wayfaring ant
Stirs—and hastes on !

Though I should sit

By some tarn in thy hills,
Using its ink

As the spirit wills
To write of Earth’s wonders,

Its live, willed things,
Flit would the ages

On soundless wings
Ere unto Z

My pen drew nigh ;
Leviathan told,

And the honey-fly :



€0 WALTER DE LA MARE

And still would remain
My wit to try—
My worn reeds broken,
The dark tarn dry,
All words forgotten—
Thou, Lord, and 1.
Walter de la Mare

HAUNTED

THE rabbit in his burrow kceps

No guarded watch, in peace he sleeps;
The wolf that howls in challenging night
Cowers to her lair at morning light ;
The simplest bird entwines a nest
Where she may lean her lovely breast,
Couched in the silence of the bough.

But thou, O man, what rest hast thou ?

Thy emptiest solitude can bring
Only a subtler questioning

In thy divided heart. Thy bed
Recalls at dawn what midnight said.
Secek how thou wilt to feign content,
Thy flaming ardour is quickly spent ;
Soon thy last company is gone,

And leaves thee—with thyself—alone.

Pomp and great friends may hem thee round,
A thousand busy tasks be found;

Earth’s thronging beauties may beguile

Thy longing lovesick heart awhile;

And pride, like clouds of sunset, spread

A changing glory round thy head ;

But fade will all; and thou must come,
Hating thy journey, homeless, home.
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Rave how thou wilt; unmoved, remote,
That inward presence slumbers not,
Frets out each secret from thy breast,
Gives thee no rally, pause, nor rest,
Scans close thy very thoughts, lest they
Should sap his patient power away,
Answers thy wrath with peace, thy cry
With tenderest taciturnity.

Walter de la Mare

DREAMS

Be gentle, O hands of a child ;

Be true: like a shadowy sea

In the starry darkness of night
Are your eyes to me.

But words are shallow, and soon
Dreams fade that the heart once knew;
And youth fades out in the mind,

In the dark eyes too.

What can a tired heart say,
Which the wise of the world have made dumb ?
Save to the lonely dreams of a child,
¢ Return again, come!”
Walter de la Mare

THE STRANGER

HALF-MIDDEN in a graveyard,
In the blackness of a yew,
Where never living creature stirs,
Nor sunbeam pierces through,
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Is a tomb, lichened and crooked—
Its faded legend gone—

With but one rain-worn cherub’s head
Of mouldering stone.

There, when the dusk is falling,
Silence broods so deep

It seems that every wind that breathes
Blows from the ficlds of sleep.

Day breaks in heedless beauty,
Kindling each drop of dew,
But unforsaking shadow dwells

Beneath this lonely yew.

And, all else lost and faded,
Only this listening head
Keeps with a strange unanswering smile
Its secret with the dead.
Walter de la Mare

FAREWELL

WneN I lie where shades of darkness

Shall no more assail mine eyes,

Nor the rain make lamentation
When the wind sighs;

How will fare the world whose wonder

Was the very proof of me ?

Memory fades, must the remembered
Perishing be ?
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Oh, when this my dust surrenders

Hand, foot, lip, to dust again,

May these loved and loving faces
Please other men !

May the rusting harvest hedgerow

Still the Traveller’s Joy entwine,

And as happy children gather
Posies once mine.

Look thy last on all things lovely,
Every hour. Let no night
Seal thy sense in deathly slumber
Till to delight
Thou have paid thy utmost blessing ;
Since that all things thou wouldst praise
Beauty took from those who loved them
In other days.

Walter de la Mare

ALL THAT’S PAST

VERY old are the woods;
And the buds that break
Out of the briar’s boughs,
When March winds wake,
So old with their beauty are—
Oh, no man knows
Through what wild centuries
Roves back the rose.

Very old are the brooks ;
And the rills that rise

Where snow sleeps cold beneath
The azure skies

63
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Sing such a history
Of come and gone,

Their every drop is as wise
As Solomon.

Very old are we men;
Our dreams are tales
Told in dim Eden
By Eve’s nightingales ;
We wake and whisper awhile,
But, the day gone by,
Silence and sleep like fields
Of amaranth lie.
Walter de la Mare

A BALLAD TO QUEEN ELIZABETH
(OF THE SPANISH ARMADA)

Kine Pmvir had vaunted his claims;

He had sworn for a year he would sack us;
With an army of heathenish names

He was coming to fagot and stack us;

Like the thieves of the sea he would track us,
And shatter our ships on the main;

But we had bold Neptune to back us,—
And where are the galleons of Spain ?

His carackes were christened of dames
To the kirtles whereof he would tack us;
With his saints and his gilded stern-frames,
He had thought like an egg-shell to crack us :
Now Howard may get to his Flaccus,
And Drake to his Devon again,
And Hawkins bowl rubbers to Bacchus,—
For where are the galleons of Spain ?
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Let his Majesty hang to St. James
The axe that he whetted to hack us;
He must play at some lustier games
Or at sca he can hope to out-thwack us;
To his mines of Peru he would pack us
To tug at his bullet and chain;
Alas! that his Greatness should lack us !—
But where are the galleons of Spain ?

Envoy
Gloriana! the Don may attack us
Whenever his stomach be fain;
He must rcach us before he can rack us,
And where are the galleons of Spain ?
Austin Dobson

RUTH

¢ Sue stands breast high amid the corn’—
The harvest of her love and tears

And every pain her soul has borne
Through the fulfilling years.

She stoops amid the golden wealth
That drops around her patient feet,
Gathering her suffering and her health—

Her spirit’s ripened wheat.

She gleans, unwearied, evermore
The great ears of her joy and grief,
And binds the wonders of her store
Into a little sheaf.

Bruising the grain of all she is,
She kneads a little loaf of bread,
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Mingling her life’s strange mysteries—
Loins, bosom, heart and head.

And then upon hersclf she feeds
The life she loves, the lives she bears,
Breaking her passion for their needs,
Her pity for their cares.

So, through her days’ allotted span,
She yields and binds and spends her truth;
The woman Gop has given to man—
The everlasting Ruth.
May Doney

TIIEY ARE NOT LONG
Vitee summa brevis spem nos vetat incohare longam
Tuey are not long, the weeping and the laughter,
Love and desire and hate :
I think they have no portion in us after
We pass the gate.

They arc not long, the days of wine and roses :
Out of a misty dream
Our path emerges for awhile, then closes
Within a dream.
Ernest Dowson

THE CARTHUSTIANS

TarouGgH what long heaviness, assayed in what
strange fire,
Have these white monks been brought into the
way of pcace,
Despising the world’s wisdom and the world’s desire,
Which from the body of this death brings n