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DYLAN THOMAS

FROM A PORTRAIT BY AUGUSTUS JOHN



Introduction

DYLAN THOMAS was twenty years old when his first
book of poems was published in England in 1934. At that
time the most attentively observed of the young British poets
were a Revolutionary coterie headed by Auden, Day Lewis,
MacNeice and Spender. Like them, Thomas was concerned
with the problem of man’s regeneration, but he never became
identified with their group. His interest in the reconstruction
of the individual contrasted sharply with their interest in the
reconstruction of society. His poetry reflected an influence
more Freudian than Marxian. He was primarily concerned
with the spiritual regeneration of the individual. That indi-
vidual was himself.

Since 1939, English poetry has undergone a shift of em-
phasis from social-consciousness to self-consciousness. Today
Thomas’ attitude does not seem as unusual as it did when his
poetry first appeared. Disillusion perhaps—the war certainly
—had something to do with this shift of emphasis. The indi-
vidual self is now the compositional key not only for the
younger English poets who followed Thomas, such as those
of the Apocalypse movement who acknowledge his influence,
but also for some of their immediate predecessors, the leaders
of the Revolutionary poets. Auden has become an exponent
of Séren Kierkegaard, the philosopher of individual respon-
sibility, who had asked the critical question: “Then art thou
so living as to be aware of thyself as an individual?” Day
Lewis’ latest work is fine and private, self-embracing song.
And MacNeice’s recent Prayer Before Birth clearly shows
the subjective, self-critical turn which English poetry has
taken since 1939:
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T am not yet born; forgive me
For the sins that in me the world shall commit, my words
when they speak me, my thoughts when they think me,
my reason engendered by traitors beyond me,
my life when they murder by means of my
hands, my death when they live me.

The task of becoming subjective, as Kierkegaard said,
“may be presumed to be the highest task, and one that is
proposed to every human being.” Few poets writing today
are more fervently subjective than Thomas; more flauntingly
and humbly faithful to the first person singular. His subjec-
tive intensity has drawn him close to the primitive source of
poetry which Werner Jaeger has described as “the simple
cries of personal emotion which we hear in many different
ages and countries, and which must have been uttered in the
earliest stages of civilization.” Through Freud’s theory of
dreams, “the new found land reclaimed from the region of
Folklore and Mysticisor” Thomas has tapped another source
of poetry: the store of tradition housed in the individual Un-
conscious. His poetry springs directly from primitive and
traditional sources, but it is peculiarly the poetry of his own
time. It is the record of a struggle toward spiritual rebirth.

II

In 1934 Day Lewis prophesied a cleavage in the commu-
nity of Revolutionary poets. The opportunists and haven-
seekers, he felt, would withdraw from the struggle which
would then be carried on by poets of solid conviction “pro-
ducing work of which Communism is the foundation, not
the decoration and fagade.” This hope for poetry was not
fulfilled. The expected “entrance of a new theme” did not
take place; and no one expected the theme which Thomas
introduced. Here was a poet talking introspectively and quar-
reling rhetorically with himself about his body, and sin, and
sex. He did not use the symbols current in contempo-
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rary poetry—the “derelict barns,” “the derelict mills,
“the derelict factories” and the “run-down machine
But he was obviously not reactionary nor a quietist.
He had lived in South Wales during the bitterest years of her
postwar distress. Still Thomas was not attached to a particu-
lar political movement. His attitude was, “I take my stand
with any revolutionary body that asserts it to be the right of
all men to share, equally and impartially, every production
of man from man and from the sources of production at
man’s disposal, for only through such an essentially revolu-
tionary body can there be any possibility of a communal art.”
Take him for all in all, Thomas was an odd bird and fitted
into none of contemporary poetry’s pigeonholes. The pitch
and terms of his argument were high and violent. His tone
disclosed certain symptoms of the contemporary “neural
itch” but no signs of decadence. Even when his sayings were
darkest they were vital. His imagery was tense with strained
resemblances. It was always vibrant, suggestive.

Especially when the October wind

(Some let me make you of autumnal spells,
The spider-tongue, and the loud hill of Wales)
With fist of turnips punishes the land,

Some let me make you of the heartless words.
The heart is drained that, spelling in the scurry
Of chemic blood, warned of the coming fury.
By the sea’s side hear the dark-vowelled birds.

It was easy to say, as some did, that he spoke wild and
whirling words. In a sense this was true. There was a certain
madness in his method, and his language was far from tame.
Frequently it seemed as incult as it was occult. His inter-
twined images grew variously from roots in sun-worship, fer-
tility ritual, magic, Welsh folklore, and the Bible. His tem-
per was devout but his religion was hard to identify. He
wrote about religion as if he and the Druids and the chapel
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preachers were contemporaries. Chant and hymn were in
his full-bodied music but the underlying rhythm was always
simple. It was un-English and would not yield its cadence to
slur or drawl. The syllabic beat was sharply defined. There
was measure without monotony in the arrangement of in-
ternal and end-rhymes. The chime, when it came was, like a
ballad rhyme, usually a little off center:

The force that through the green fuse drives the flower
Drives my green age; that blasts the roots of trees

Is my destroyer.

And I am dumb to tell the crooked rose

My youth is bent by the same wintry fever.

Among the men of his generation Thomas was unclassifi-
ible, but unquestionably a poet. Nevertheless, in 1938, more
than three years after his first book was published, a London
Letter in Poetry (Chicago) revealed that Thomas was still on
the waiting list:

England today is blessed with the presence of several
mature pocts writing with authority and power, nota-
bly Robert Graves, Louis MacNeice, Stephen Spender,
Ronald Bottrall, and W. H. Auden, as well as younger
men who have not yet reached the stage of being “ac-
cepted writers,” like Dylan Thomas and George
Barker.

By this time Thomas was, in fact, more than “accepted.”
He had already begun to influence the direction of some of
1is contemporaries—Hendry, Treece, Watkins, and others.
They recognized the relevance of his introspective individ-
aalism. They realized, as Herbert Read has said, “that the
world of poetry is a world of peace.” At Munich a shaky in-
ernational peace was shored up by a reconstruction of policy
sased on fear.{A “world of peace” could be supported only
3y a reconstruction of the mind on tranquil foundations.

xii



Thomas’ poetry was the expression of an individual effort to
secure this reconstruction.

The cleavage predicted by Day Lewis in 1934 was wide-
spread by 1938. The satirists had begun to comment. In John
Betjeman’s Tea with the Poets

Three pink Hampstead intellectuals
Three thin passé Bloomsbury dons
Sit discussing Manley Hopkins
Over Mr. Grogley’s dainty scones.

Betjeman’s pun on “manly” was off-side but it shows how
ruthlessly favor was turning against the poetry-front of the
early thirties. Empson’s Just @ Smack at Auden came a liule
later and went a little deeper. It probed the subsiding founda-
tion:

Shall we blow a bubble, boys, glittering to distend,
Hiding from our trouble, boys, waiting for the end?
When you build on rubble, boys, Nature will append
Double and re-double, boys, waiting for the end.

It had become evident that the Revolutionary poets would
have to put up their bright sword. Very soon there would be
no more poetic journeys to a war. The “run-down machine”
would be bombed out. And, unfortunately, a great many
healthful and useful things would go with it. Every indi-
vidual in every group would feel the impact of war, and the
more thoughtful would wonder why man should so insist-
ently contrive his own destruction. Everyone would have to
search in himself for an answer.

I

In 1934 Thomas had described his poetry as “the record of
my individual struggle from darkness towards some measure
of light” and added: “My poetry is, or should be useful to
others for its individual recording of that same struggle with
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which they are necessarily acquainted.” Perhaps he did not
then intend the analogy which might have been drawn from
his words. Darkness of war was inevitable. Some measure of
light at the end of the war was not inevitable. There is, as
Stephen Spender has remarked, “an unbroken continuity of
conflict which runs through both peace and war. Peace pre-
sents exactly the same rivalries, dissatisfactions, and hatreds
as war.” War unites nations and through that unification
leads to external peace=But external peace is not a true re-
generation unless it is corroborated by the inner regeneration
of humanity. ,

Ten years before the outbreak of World War II, Freud, the
clinical advocate of individual regeneration, made a diagnosis
which military science confirmed with abrupt finality in

1945°

Men have brought their powers of subduing the forces
of nature to such a pitch that by using them they could
now very easily exterminate one another to the last
man. They know this—hence arises a great part of
their current unrest, their dejection, their mood of ap-
prehension.

Freud believed that the two forces at war in man are Eros
and the death instinct. The human instinct for aggression
might be mastered if Eros could hold his adversary in check.
Dr. Georg Groddeck, Freud’s German contemporary, offered
a prescription:

The road to love of our own neighbor and the love of
God lies through self-knowledge. It is possible, I be-
lieve, since Freud has taught us about the Uncon-
scious, to travel further on this road than we were
able to before. Whoever analyzes himself, investigates
and changes himself, he knows himself. But to know
and to love are one and the same thing. “He knew his
xiv



wife”—that means, he loved her. Out of love comes
birth. And he who knows himself is born again.

Although exacting Marxist critics, such as Christopher
Caudwell, rejected Freud as philosophically unfit, many of
the Revolutionary poets made use of the imagery and sym-
bols of psychoanalysis in their view of society. Auden’s
“What do you think about England this country of ours
where nobody is well?” has its figurative counterpart in his
Groddeckian reference, “the liar’s quinsy.” Thomas makes
use of the imagery and symbols of psychoanalysis in a view
of the individual self. The Freudian influence is especially
evident in the sexual emphasis of Thomas’ early poetry, in
its preoccupation with birth and the informative period of
childhood. Freud’s system, as Kenneth Burke has pointed
out, “is full of paradoxes, of leaps across gaps, of vistas—
much more so than the work of many a modern poet who
sought for nothing else than these and had no search for ac-
curacy to motivate his work.” Thomas’ record of his indi-
vidual struggle is strikingly Freudian in its paradoxes and
leaps; in its synthesis of unconscious experience. Unlike Sur-
realist poetry, however, it is a consciously composed record.
Surrealist composition, as André Breton described it, is
“thought’s dictation in the absence of control exercised by
the reason and outside of all aesthetic or moral preoccupa-
tions.” About the composition of his images Thomas has
said:

I let, perhaps, an image be “made” emotionally in me
and then apply to it what intellectual and critical
forces I possess—, let it breed another, let that image
contradict the first, make, of the third image bred of
the other two together a fourth contradictory image,
and let them all, within my imposed formal limits, con-
flict. . . . Out of the inevitable conflict of images—
inevitable, because of the creative, recreative, destructive
xv



and contradictory nature of the motivating center, the
womb of war—I try to make that momentary peace
which is a poem. . . !

Iv

The thought which activates the imagery of a poem may
be prompted by a formal occasion, as in the case of Thomas’
The Marriage of a Virgin. This poem was evidently conceived
as an epithalamium, but only the poet can venture a guess as
to which was its germinal image. The first section of the poem
is a complimentary conceit based on the attribute of miracu-
lous virginity. The conflicting images composing the conceit
are drawn from pagan and Christian miracles of love. The
physical desirability of the woman with whom the sun has
consorted is spiritualized by the compliment. In the second
section of the poem the mortal lover, who will take the place
of the sun, receives his share of praise. Traditionally the epi-
thalamium is a pagan song, and Thomas has emphasized this
characteristic. The sun is a god. The dove, the Holy Ghost, is
God, but has none of the sun’s sensual attributes. The oppo-
sition is solved by an equation of miracle.

Waking alone in a multitude of loves when morning’s light
Surprised in the opening of her nightlong eyes

His golden yesterday asleep upon the iris

And this day’s sun leapt up the sky out of her thighs

Was miraculous virginity old as loaves and fishes,

Though the moment of a miracle is unending lightning

And the shipyards of Galilee’s footprints hide a navy of doves.

In these lines Thomas achieves a blending of sensual and
metaphysical elegance reminiscent of Marvell (who wrote so
ominously of “long preserv’d virginity”) by echoing a series
of Marvell’s images from The Gallery:

1See Unsex the Skeleton: Notes on the Poctry of Dylan Thomas by

Marshall W. Stearns (Sewanee Review, Summer 1944).
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But, on the other side, th’ art drawn
Like to Aurora in the dawn;

When in the East she slumb’ring lies,
And stretches out her milky thighs;
While all the morning quire does sing,
And manna falls, and roses spring;
And, at thy feet, the wooing doves

Sit perfecting their harmless loves.

Here Thomas has reworked the sensual and spiritual color
of Marvell’s imagery. Dawn, “thighs,” the miracle of manna
(replaced by the “loaves and fishes”), and the dove symbol,
have the same order of appearance in both poems. Thomas
has used metaphor instead of simile. He has put the sensual
reference, “thighs,” in a central position, and has made it a
central point of rhyme into which the dominant sound is
struck from “light,” “nightlong,” “iris,” “sky,” “lightning”
and “hide.” In the pattern of spiritual reference “manna” has
been converted into the New Testament symbol of the Sacra-
ment which it prefigured.

Thomas’ eye may sometimes seem to be rolling in an ex-
travagant frenzy, but he never loses sight of his responsibility
to poetic tradition. He is a conscientious renewer of language,
a “shaper,” as the old Welsh poets called themselves:

¢

And from the first declension of the flesh

I learnt man’s tongue, to twist the shapes of thoughts
Into the stony idiom of the brain,

To shade and knit anew the patch of words

Left by the dead who, in their moonless acre,

Need no word’s warmth.

v

The life of poetry, the vitality of its language, depends on
the regular renewal of that “patch of words,” and perform-
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ance of this function is, in T. S. Eliot’s opinion, a measure of
the genuineness of a living poet.

Living, the poet is carrying on that struggle for the
maintenance of a living language, for the maintenance
of its strength, its subtlety, for the preservation of
quality of feeling, which must be kept up in every
generation.

The life of poetry also depends, to some extent, on occasional
transfusions of a foreign culture. The Welsh contribution to
English poetry would not have been possible if the Tudor
Act of Union had succeeded in its attempt to suppress the
Welsh language. “We have to consider,” as Eliot said re-
cently, “that if Welsh ceased to be cultivated as a literary lan-
guage, the Welsh would become less Welsh, and those of
their poets who write in English would cease to make the
contribution which they do make to English poetry.”

The tradition of the Welsh race, its folklore, mythology
and magic are mines of imagery for Thomas. In the lines,

No. Not for Christ’s dazzling bed
Or a nacreous sleep among soft particles and charms
My dear would I change my tears or your iron head.

“Christ’s dazzling bed,” directs an allusion to the Welsh fer-
tility ritual called “making Christ’s bed,” a pagan survival
in which “Christ’s bed” was “made” by leaving, on the earth
of a retired field, the figure of a crucified man formed from
reeds. In Poem in October the traditional womb symbol “wa-
ter,” is given a specific mythological significance. The poet’s
name, Dylan, is not only the Welsh word for “tide” but also
the name of Arianrhod’s child who plunged into the sea at
birth and became a deity of the sea.

My birthday began with the water—
Birds and the birds of the winged trees flying my name
xviii



Within the poetic tradition of England, one of Thomas’ main
sources of metaphor is Donne. The “navy of doves,” for
example, in The Marriage of a Virgin, echoes a figure in
Donne’s marriage song, Ecclogue:

Even small birds, who by that courage dare,
In numerous fleets, saile through their Sea, the aire.

Donne, however, like Vaughan and Herbert, was of Welsh
extraction. He was profoundly introspective, a natural prod-
uct of one of the most ardent religious ages in European his-
tory—the age of Puritanism, and Jansenism, of Boehme and
St. Teresa. In Donne’s last sermon, Death’s Duell (the source
of Thomas’ title Deaths and Entrances) there is a vision of
the womb:

Wee have a winding sheete in our Mothers wombe,
which growes with us from our conception, and wee
come to secke a grave; and as prisoners discharg’d of
actions may lie for fees, so when the wombe hath dis-
charg’d us, yet we are bound to it by cordes of flesh
by such a string, as that we cannot goe thence, nor stay
there; wee celebrate our own funeralls with cries, even
at our birth.

Thomas’ anniversary poem, Twenty four years remind, re-
flects this section of Death’s Duell in a soliloquy which pic-
tures the life-giving sun as life’s destroyer. The “meat-eating
sun” is a composite figure drawn from the folk traditions of
Wales, the English poetic tradition, and the Freudian syn-
thesis. It combines references to the Welsh festival of “meat-
eating” (ciga) celebrated when a bullock was slaughtered, to
Hamlet’s theme of death (“If the sun breed maggots in a
dead dog . . .”) and to the Freudian concept of the libido,
the “hunger energy” symbolized by the sun.
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VI

Since 1940, and the air-raid poems, Thomas has turned
from the womb and the grave to the world of light; from
contemplation of the flesh and its declension to a metaphysi-
cal vision of resurrection. In Holy Spring the resurrection
theme is ritualized by the traditional symbols, sun and spring.

No
Praise that the spring time is all
Gabriel and radiant shrubbery as the morning grows joyful
Out of the woebegone pyre
And the multitude’s sultry tear turns cool on the weeping
wall,
My arising prodigal
Sun the father his quiver full of the infants of pure fire,
But blessed be hail and upheaval
That uncalm stll it is sure alone to stand and sing
Alone in the husk of man’s home
And the mother and toppling house of the holy spring,
If only for a last time.

The “meat-eating” sun has become a benevolent figure, the
visible father of the world, the dying and resurrected re-
deemer. The allusive devices too are bent towards rebirth.
In Holy Spring, the pun with “prodigal” is a traditional one.
Shakespeare used it in Timon of Athens (“You must con-
sider that a prodigal course is like the sun’s but not like his
recoverable.”) and the English Metaphysical pocts turned it
to their purposes. Holy Spring echoes Vaughan’s Regenera-
tion.

The unthrift Sunne shot vitall gold
A thousand peeces,
And The Pursuite

The lost Sonne had not left the huske
Nor home desir’d;
xx



The quiver of light in the sun’s radiance is also the quiver of
the Psalm: “Like as the arowes in the honde of the giaunte
even so are the younge children. Happy is the man yt hath
his quyver full of them.” The father is reborn in the son.

In Vision and Prayer the distinctive typographical device
establishes an allusion to the prayer in Herbert’s Easter
Wings:

Lord, who createdst man in wealth and store,
Though foolishly he lost the same,
Decaying more and more,

Till he became
Most poore;
With thee
O let me rise
As larks, harmoniously,
And sing this day thy victories:
Then shall the fall further the flight in me.

This formal allusion to the Spiritual rebirth which Chris-
tianity associates with Easter, enters the prayer section of
Thomas’ poem in which the calendar measure of beats from
one to nine, symbolizing physical birth, is inverted to center
on the individual “I.”

I turn the corner of prayer and burn
In a blessing of the sudden
Sun. In the name of the damned
I would turn back and run
To the hidden land
But the loud sun
Christens down
The sky.

I
Am found.

O let him
xxi



Scald me and drown
Me in his world’s wound.
His lightning answers my
Cry. My voice burns in his hand.
Now I am lost in the blinding
One. The Sun roars at the prayer’s end.

The burning blessing of the Sun is a vision of spiritual re-
birth in the son.

In a Nativity poem by the Jesuit, Southwell, Jesus Christ,
the Son of God, is conceived as the “Burning Babe.” Thomas
has taken this intersection of pagan and Christian symbolism
into one of his prose pieces, The Burning Baby. The story
itself is a dream narrative, a fantasy of the Unconscious, but
some of the steps in its climax recall a dramatic incident
which took place not far from Swansea, on Sunday, January
13th, 1884. It was the sort of incident which lives on in local
folktalk, and it is reasonable to assume that Thomas, who
was born in Swansea, heard the story of Dr. William Price
of Llantrisant.

Price lived in the nineteenth century but his spirit lived in
the presence of its past. Skillful in medicine, learned in the
law, and boldly active in his support of the Chartists, he de-
voted his prodigious vision and energy to the enlightenment
of Victorian Wales. Throughout his struggle to share with
others the light he had found in himself he was faithful to a
primitive tradition, and maintained it in the way he con-
sidered becoming. He dressed in what he believed was Dru-
idic costume and, at the Rockingstone on Pontypridd Com-
mon, he would chant The Song of the Primitive Bard to the
Moon. Price’s much-loved illegitimate son, whom he had
named Iesu Grist, and believed destined to recover the lost
secrets of the Druids, died at the age of five months. Price
carried the body to the top of a hill in the Caerlan fields and
burned it. For this he was persecuted by the people of the
countryside and prosecuted by Her Majesty’s Government.
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Officially he is remembered because his acquittal legalized
cremation in Britain *

The Burning Baby and the story of Dr. Price have only a
few points in common: the theme of rebirth from fire; the
phoenix and the pyre. But Price himself is worth considering
as a symbol of those who fearlessly seek their selfhood and
speak its truths. They are the phoenix kind, the true poets,
and Dylan Thomas is one of their number.

John L. Sweeney

* An account of this case appears in the opinion handed down by Sir
James Fitzjames Stephen in Regina v. William Price, 12 Law Reports,
Queen’s Bench Division 247. Price’s Chartist activities are described in
John Frost; a study in chartism, by David Wilhams, Cardiff, University
of Wales press board, 1939.
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POEMS






I

I

I see the boys of summer in their ruin

Lay the gold tithings barren,

Setting no store by harvest, freeze the soils;
There in their heat the winter floods

Of frozen loves they fetch their girls,

And drown the cargoed apples in their tides.

These boys of light are curdlers in their folly,
Sour the boiling honey;

The jacks of frost they finger in the hives;

There in the sun the frigid threads

Of doubt and dark they feed their nerves;
The signal moon is zero in their voids.

I sce the summer children in their mothers

Split up the brawned womb’s weathers,

Divide the night and day with fairy thumbs;
There in the deep with quartered shades

Of sun and moon they paint their dams

As sunlight paints the shelling of their heads.

I see that from these boys shall men of nothing
Stature by seedy shifting,

Or lame the air with leaping from its heats;
There from their hearts the dogdayed pulse

Of love and light bursts in their throats.

O see the pulse of summer in the ice.

I

But seasons must be challenged or they totter
Into a chiming quarter
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Where, punctual as death, we ring the stars;
There, in his night, the black-tongued bells

The sleepy man of winter pulls,

Nor blows back moon-and-midnight as she blows.

We are the dark deniers, let us summon

Death from a summer woman,

A muscling life from lovers in their cramp,

From the fair dead who flush the sea

The bright-eyed worm on Davy’s lamp,

And from the planted womb the man of straw.

We summer boys in this four-winded spinning,
Green of the seaweeds’ iron,

Hold up the noisy sea and drop her birds,

Pick the world’s ball of wave and froth

To choke the deserts with her tides,

And comb the county gardens for a wreath.

In spring we cross our foreheads with the holly,
Heigh ho the blood and berry,

And nail the merry squires to the trees;

Here love’s damp muscle dries and dies,

Here break a kiss in no love’s quarry.

O see the poles of promise in the boys.

I

I see you boys of summer in your ruin.

Man in his maggot’s barren.

And boys are full and foreign in the pouch.
I am the man your father was.

We are the sons of flint and pitch,

O see the poles are kissing as they cross.



2

The force that through the green fuse drives the flower
Drives my green age; that blasts the roots of trees

Is my destroyer.

And I am dumb to tell the crooked rose

My youth is bent by the same wintry fever.

The force that drives the water through the rocks
Drives my red blood; that dries the mouthing streams
Turns mine to wax.

And I am dumb to mouth unto my veins

How at the mountain spring the same mouth sucks.

The hand that whirls the water in the pool

Stirs the quicksand; that ropes the blowing wind
Hauls my shroud sail.

And I am dumb to tell the hanging man

How of my clay is made the hangman’s lime.

The lips of time leech to the fountain head;
Love drips and gathers, but the fallen blood
Shall calm her sores.

And I am dumb to tell a weather’s wind

How time has ticked a heaven round the stars.

And I am dumb to tell the lover’s tomb
How at my sheet goes the same crooked worm.
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When, like a running grave, time tracks you down,
Your calm and cuddled is a scythe of hairs,

Love in her gear is slowly through the house,

Up naked stairs, a turtle in a hearse,

Hauled to the dome,

Comes, like a scissors stalking, tailor age,
Deliver me who, timid in my tribe,

Of love am barer than Cadaver’s trap
Robbed of the foxy tongue, his footed tape
Of the bone inch,

Deliver me, my masters, head and heart,
Heart of Cadaver’s candle waxes thin,

When blood, spade-handed, and the logic time
Drive children up like bruises to the thumb,
From maid and head,

For, sunday faced, with dusters in my glove,
Chaste and the chaser, man with the cockshut eye,
I, that time’s jacket or the coat of ice

May fail to fasten with a virgin o

In the straight grave,

Stride through Cadaver’s country in my force,
My pickbrain masters morsing on the stone
Despair of blood, faith in the maiden’s slime,
Halt among eunuchs, and the nitric stain

On fork and face.

Time is a foolish fancy, time and fool.
No, no, you lover skull, descending hammer
Descends, my masters, on the entered honour.
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You hero skull, Cadaver in the hangar
Tells the stick ‘fail’.

Joy is no knocking nation, sir and madam,
The cancer’s fusion, or the summer feather
Lit on the cuddled tree, the cross of fever,
Nor city tar and subway bored to foster

Man through macadam.

I damp the waxlights in your tower dome.
Joy is the knock of dust, Cadaver’s shoot
Of bud of Adam through his boxy shift,
Love’s twilit nation and the skull of state,
Sir, is your doom.

Everything ends, the tower ending and,

(Have with the house of wind) the leaning scene,
Ball of the foot depending from the sun,

(Give, summer, over) the cemented skin,

The actions’ end.

All, men my madmen, the unwholesome wind
With whistler’s cough contages, time on track
Shapes in a cinder death; love for his trick,
Happy Cadaver’s hunger as you take

The kissproof world.
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When once the twilight locks no longer
Locked in the long worm of my finger

Nor dammed the sea that sped about my fist
The mouth of time sucked, like a sponge,
The milky acid on each hinge,

And swallowed dry the waters of the breast.

When the galactic sea was sucked

And all the dry seabed unlocked,

I sent my creature scouting on the globe,
That globe itself of hair and bone

That, sewn to me by nerve and brain,
Had stringed my flask of matter to his rib.

My fuses timed to charge his heart,

He blew like powder to the light

And held a little sabbath with the sun,
But when the stars, assuming shape,

Drew in his eyes the straws of sleep,

He drowned his father’s magics in a dream.

All issue armoured, of the grave,

The redhaired cancer still alive,

The cataracted eyes that filmed their cloth;
Some dead undid their bushy jaws,

And bags of blood let out their flies;

He had by heart the Christ-cross-row of death.

Sleep navigates the tides of time;

The dry Sargasso of the tomb

Gives up its dead to such a working sea;

And sleep rolls mute above the beds

Where fishes’ food is fed the shades

Who periscope through flowers to the sky.
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The hanged who lever from the limes
Ghostly propellers for their limbs

The cypress lads who wither with the cock,
These, and the others in sleep’s acres,

Of dreaming men make moony suckers,
And snipe the fools of vision in the back.

When once the twilight screws were turned,
And mother milk was stiff as sand,

I sent my own ambassador to light;

By trick or chance he fell asleep

And conjured up a carcase shape

To rob me of my fluids in his heart.

Awake, my sleeper, to the sun,

A worker in the morning town,

And leave the poppied pickthank where he lies;
The fences of the light are down,

All but the briskest riders thrown,

And worlds hang on the trees.
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Especially when the October wind

With frosty fingers punishes my hair,

Caught by the crabbing sun I walk on fire
And cast a shadow crab upon the land,

By the sea’s side, hearing the noise of birds,
Hearing the raven cough in winter sticks,

My busy heart who shudders as she talks
Sheds the syllabic blood and drains her words.

Shut, too, in a tower of words, I mark

On the horizon walking like the trees

The wordy shapes of women, and the rows

Of the star-gestured children in the park.

Some let me make you of the vowelled beeches,

. Some of the oaken voices, from the roots

Of many a thorny shire tell you notes,
Some let me make you of the water’s speeches.

Behind a pot of ferns the wagging clock

Tells me the hour’s word, the neural meaning
Flies on the shafted disc, declaims the morning
And tells the windy weather in the cock.

Some let me make you of the meadow’s signs;
The signal grass that tells me all I know

Breaks with the wormy winter through the eye.
Some let me tell you of the raven’s sins.

Especially when the October wind
(Some let me make you of autumnal spells,
The spider-tongued, and the loud hill of Wales)
With fist of turnips punishes the land,
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Some let me make you of the heartless words.
The heart is drained that, spelling in the scurry
Of chemic blood, warned of the coming fury.
By the sea’s side hear the dark-vowelled birds.
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From love’s first fever to her plague, from the soft second
And to the hollow minute of the womb,

From the unfolding to the scissored caul,

The time for breast and the green apron age

When no mouth stirred about the hanging famine,

All world was one, one windy nothing,

My world was christened in a stream of milk.

And earth and sky were as one airy hill,

The sun and moon shed one white light.

From the first print of the unshodden foot, the lifting
Hand, the breaking of the hair,

And to the miracle of the first rounded word,

From the first secret of the heart, the warning ghost,
And to the first dumb wonder at the flesh,

The sun was red, the moon was grey,

The earth and sky were as two mountains meeting.

The body prospered, teeth in the marrowed gums,
The growing bones, the rumour of manseed

Within the hallowed gland, blood blessed the heart,
And the four winds, that had long blown as one,
Shone in my ears the light of sound,

Called in my eyes the sound of light.

And yellow was the multiplying sand,

Each golden grain spat life into its fellow,

Green was the singing house.

The plum my mother picked matured slowly,

The boy she dropped from darkness at her side

Into the sided lap of light grew strong,

Was muscled, matted, wise to the crying thigh
12



And to the voice that, like a voice of hunger,
Itched in the noise of wind and sun.

And from the first declension of the flesh

I learnt man’s tongue, to twist the shapes of thoughts
Into the stony idiom of the brain,

To shade and knit anew the patch of words

Left by the dead who, in their moonless acre,

Need no word’s warmth.

The root of tongues ends in a spentout cancer,

That but a name, where maggots have their X.

I learnt the verbs of will, and had my secret;
The code of night tapped on my tongue;
What had been one was many sounding minded.

One womb, one mind, spewed out the matter,
One breast gave suck the fever’s issue;

From the divorcing sky I learnt the double,
The two-framed globe that spun into a score;
A million minds gave suck to such a bud

As forks my eye;

Youth did condense; the tears of spring
Dissolved in summer and the hundred seasons;
One sun, one manna, warmed and fed.
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A process in the weather of the heart
Turns damp to dry; the golden shot
Storms in the freezing tomb.

A weather in the quarter of the veins
Turns night to day; blood in their suns
Lights up the living worm.

A process in the eye forewarns
The bones of blindness; and the womb
Drives in a death as life leaks out.

A darkness in the weather of the eye

Is half its light; the fathomed sea
Breaks on unangled land.

The seed that makes a forest of the loin
Forks half its fruit; and half drops down,
Slow in a sleeping wind.

A weather in the flesh and bone
Is damp and dry; the quick and dead
Move like two ghosts before the eye.

A process in the weather of the world
Turns ghost to ghost; each mothered child
Sits in their double shade.

A process blows the moon into the sun,
Pulls down the shabby curtains of the skin;
And the heart gives up its dead.
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I dreamed my genesis in sweat of sleep, breaking
Through the rotating shell, strong

As motor muscle on the drill, driving

Through vision and the girdered nerve.

From limbs that had the measure of the worm, shuffled
Off from the creasing flesh, filed

Through all the irons in the grass, metal

Of suns in the man-melting night.

Heir to the scalding veins that hold love’s drop, costly
A creature in my bones I

Rounded my globe of heritage, journey

In bottom gear through night-geared man.

I dreamed my genesis and died again, shrapnel
Rammed in the marching heart, hole

In the stitched wound and clotted wind, muzzled
Death on the mouth that ate the gas.

Sharp in my second death I marked the hills, harvest
Of hemlock and the blades, rust

My blood upon the tempered dead, forcing

My second struggling from the grass.

And power was contagious in my birth, second
Rise of the skeleton and

Rerobing of the naked ghost. Manhood

Spat up from the resuffered pain.

I dreamed my genesis in sweat of death, fallen
Twice in the feeding sea, grown

Stale of Adam’s brine until, vision

Of new man strength, I seek the sun.

15



9

I

I, in my intricate image, stride on two levels,

Forged in man’s minerals, the brassy orator

Laying my ghost in metal,

The scales of this twin world tread on the double,

My half ghost in armour hold hard in death’s corridor,
To my man-iron sidle.

Beginning with doom in the bulb, the spring unravels,
Bright as her spinning-wheels, the colic season

Worked on a world of petals;

She-threads off the sap and needles, blood and bubble
Casts to the pine roots, raising man like a mountain
Out of the naked entrail.

Beginning with doom in the ghost, and the springing mar-
vels,

Image of images, my metal phantom

Forcing forth through the harebell,

My man of leaves and the bronze root, mortal, unmortal,

I, in my fusion of rose and male motion,

Create this twin miracle.

This is the fortune of manhood: the natural peril,

A steeplejack tower, bonerailed and masterless,

No death more natural;

Thus the shadowless man or ox, and the pictured devil,
In seizure of silence commit the dead nuisance:

The natural parallel.

My images stalk the trees and the slant sap’s tunnel,
No tread more perilous, the green steps and spire
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Mount on man’s footfall,
I with the wooden insect in the tree of nettles,
In the glass bed of grapes with snail and flower,
Hearing the weather fall.

Intricate manhood of ending, the invalid rivals,

Voyaging clockwise off the symboled harbour,

Finding the water final,

On the consumptives’ terrace taking their two farewells,
Sail on the level, the departing adventure,

To the sea-blown arrival.

IT

They climb the country pinnacle,

Twelve winds encounter by the white host at pasture,
Corner the mounted meadows in the hill corral;
They see the squirrel stumble,

The haring snail go giddily round the flower,

A quarrel of weathers and trees in the windy spiral.

As they dive, the dust settles,

The cadaverous gravels, falls thick and steadily,

The highroad of water where the seabear and mackerel
Turn the long sea arterial

Turning a petrol face blind to the enemy

Turning the riderless dead by the channel wall.

(Death instrumental,

Splitting the long eye open, and the spiral turnkey,
Your corkscrew grave centred in navel and nipple,
The neck of the nostril,

Under the mask and the ether, they making bloody
The tray of knives, the antiseptic funeral;

Bring out the black patrol,
Your monstrous officers and the decaying army,
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The sexton sentinel, garrisoned under thistles,
A cock-on-a-dunghill

Crowing to Lazarus the morning is vanity,
Dust be your saviour under the conjured soil.)

As they drown, the chime travels,

Sweetly the diver’s bell in the steeple of spindrift

Rings out the Dead Sea scale;

And, clapped in water till the triton dangles,

Strung by the flaxen whale-weed, from the hangman’s raft,
Hear they the salt glass breakers and the tongues of burial.

(Turn the sea-spindle lateral,

The grooved land rotating, that the stylus of lightning

Dazzle this face of voices on the moon-turned table,

Let the wax disc babble

Shames and the damp dishonours, the relic scraping.

These are your years’ recorders. The circular world stands
still.)

III

They suffer the undead water where the turtle nibbles,
Come unto sea-struck towers, at the fibre scaling,
The flight of the carnal skull

And the cell-stepped thimble;

Suffer, my topsy-turvies, that a double angel

Sprout from the stony lockers like a tree on Aran.

Be by your one ghost pierced, his pointed ferrule,

Brass and the bodiless image, on a stick of folly

Star-set at Jacob’s angle,

Smoke hill and hophead’s valley,

And the five-fathomed Hamlet on his father’s coral,

Thrusting the tom-thumb vision up the iron mile.
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Suffer the slash of vision by the fin-green stubble,

Be by the ships’ sea broken at the manstring anchored
The stoved bones’ voyage downward

In the shipwreck of muscle;

Give over, lovers, locking, and the seawax struggle,

Love like a mist or fire through the bed of eels.

And in the pincers of the boiling circle,

The sea and instrument, nicked in the locks of time,
My great blood’s iron single

In the pouring town,

I, in a wind on fire, from green Adam’s cradle,

No man more magical, clawed out the crocodile.

Man was the scales, the death birds on enamel,
Tail, Nile, and snout, a saddler of the rushes,
Time in the hourless houses

Shaking the sea-hatched skull,

And, as for oils and ointments on the flying grail,
All-hollowed man wept for his white apparel.

Man was Cadaver’s masker, the harnessing mantle,
Windily master of man was the rotten fathom,

My ghost in his metal neptune

Forged in man’s mineral.

This was the god of beginning in the intricate seawhirl,
And my images roared and rose on heaven’s hill,
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A grief ago,

She who was who I hold, the fats and flower,
Or, water-lammed, from the scythe-sided thorn,
Hell wind and sea,

A stem cementing, wrestled up the tower,
Rose maid and male,

Or, masted venus, through the paddler’s bowl
Sailed up the sun;

Who is my grief,

A chrysalis unwrinkling on the iron,
Wrenched by my fingerman, the leaden bud
Shot through the leaf,

Was who was folded on the rod the aaron
Rose cast to plague,

The horn and ball of water on the frog
Housed in the side.

And she who lies,

Like exodus a chapter from the garden,
Brand of the lily’s anger on her ring,
Tugged through the days

Her ropes of heritage, the wars of pardon,
On field and sand

The twelve triangles of the cherub wind
Engraving going.

Who then is she,
She holding me? The people’s sea drives on her,
Drives out the father from the caesared camp;
The dens of shape
Shape all her whelps with the long voice of water,
That she I have,
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The country-handed grave boxed into love,
Rise before dark.

The night is near,

A nitric shape that leaps her, time and acid;

I tell her this: before the suncock cast

Her bone to fire,

Let her inhale her dead, through seed and solid
Draw in their seas,

So cross her hand with their grave gipsy eyes,
And close her fist.
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Then was my neophyte,

Child in white blood bent on its knees
Under the bell of rocks,

Ducked in the twelve, disciple seas
The winder of the water-clocks
Calls a green day and night.

My sea hermaphrodite,

Snail of man in His ship of fires
That burn the bitten decks,

Knew all His horrible desires

The climber of the water sex

Calls the green rock of light.

Who in these labyrinths,

This tidethread and the lane of scales,
Twine in a moon-blown shell,
Escapes to the flat cities’ sails

Furled on the fishes” house and hell,
Nor falls to His green myths?

Stretch the salt photographs,

The landscape grief, love in His oils
Mirror from man to whale

That the green child see like a grail
Through veil and fin and fire and coil
Time on the canvas paths.

He films my vanity.
Shot in the wind, by tilted arcs,
Over the water come
Children from homes and children’s parks
Who speak on a finger and thumb,
And the masked, headless boy.
His reels and mystery
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The winder of the clockwise scene
Wound like a ball of lakes

Then threw on that tide-hoisted screen
Love’s image till my heartbone breaks
By a dramatic sea,

Who kills my history?

The year-hedged row is lame with flint,
Blunt scythe and water blade.

‘Who could snap off the shapeless print
From your to-morrow-treading shade
With oracle for eye?’

Time kills me terribly.

‘Time shall not murder you,” He said,
‘Nor the green nought be hurt;

Who could hack out your unsucked heart,
O green and unborn and undead?’

I saw time murder me.
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From the oracular archives and the parchment,
Prophets and fibre kings in oil and letter,

The lamped calligrapher, the queen in splints,
Buckle to lint and cloth their natron footsteps,
Draw on the glove of prints, dead Cairo’s henna
Pour like a halo on the caps and serpents.

This was the resurrection in the desert,

Death from a bandage, rants the mask of scholars
Gold on such features, and the linen spirit

Weds my long gentleman to dusts and furies;
With priest and pharach bed my gentle wound,
World in the sand, on the triangle landscape,
With stones of odyssey for ash and garland

And rivers of the dead around my neck.
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Let the tale’s sailor from a Christian voyage

Atlaswise hold halfway off the dummy bay

Time’s ship-racked gospel on the globe I balance:

So shall winged harbours through the rockbirds’ eyes
Spot the blown word, and on the seas I image
December’s thorn screwed in a brow of holly.

Let the first Peter from a rainbow’s quayrail

Ask the tall fish swept from the bible east,

What rhubarb man peeled in her foam-blue channel
Has sown a flying garden round that sca-ghost?
Green as beginning, let the garden diving

Soar, with its two bark towers, to that Day

When the worm builds with the gold straws of venom
My nest of mercies 1n the rude, red tree.
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I make this in a warring absence when

Each ancient, stone-necked minute of Love’s season
Harbours my anchored tongue, slips the quaystone,
When, praise is blessed, her pride in mast and fountair
Sailed and set dazzling by the handshaped ocean,

In that proud sailing tree with branches driven
Through the last vault and vegetable groyne,

And this weak house to marrow-columned heaven,

Is corner-cast, breath’s rag, scrawled weed, a vain
And opium head, crow stalk, puffed, cut, and blown,
Or like the tide-looped breastknot reefed again

Or rent ancestrally the roped sea-hymen,

And, pride is last, is like a child alone

By magnet winds to her blind mother drawn,

Bread and milk mansion in a toothless town.

She makes for me a nettle’s innocence

And a silk pigeon’s guilt in her proud absence,
In the molested rocks the shell of virgins,

The frank, closed pearl, the sea-girls’ lincaments
Glint in the staved and siren-printed caverns,
Is maiden in the shameful oak, omens
Whalebed and bulldance, the gold bush of lions
Proud as a sucked stone and huge as sandgrains.

These are her contraries: the beast who follows
With priest’s grave foot and hand of five assassins
Her molten flight up cinder-nesting columns,
Calls the starved fire herd, is cast in ice,
Lost in a limp-treed and uneating silence,
Who scales a hailing hill in her cold flintsteps
Falls on a ring of summers and locked noons.
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I make a weapon of an ass’s skeleton

And walk the warring sands by the dead town,

Cudgel great air, wreck east, and topple sundown,

Storm her sped heart, hang with beheaded veins

Its wringing shell, and let her eyelids fasten.

Destruction, picked by birds, brays through the jawbone,
And, for that murder’s sake, dark with contagion

Like an approaching wave I sprawl to ruin.

Ruin, the room of errors, one rood dropped
Down the stacked sea and water-pillared shade,
Weighed in rock shroud, is my proud pyramid;
Where, wound in emerald linen and sharp wind,
The hero’s head lies scraped of every legend,
Comes love’s anatomist with sun-gloved hand
Who picks the live heart on a diamond.

‘His mother’s womb had a tongue that lapped up mud,’
Cried the topless, inchtaped lips from hank and hood

In that bright anchorground where I lay linened,

‘A lizard darting with black venom’s thread

Doubled, to fork him back, through the lockjaw bed
And the breath-white, curtained mouth of seed.’

‘See,” drummed the taut masks, ‘how the dead ascend:

In the groin’s endless coil a man is tangled.’

These once-blind eyes have breathed a wind of visions,
The cauldron’s root through this once-rindless hand
Fumed like a tree, and tossed a burning bird;

With loud, torn tooth and tail and cobweb drum

The crumpled packs fled past this ghost in bloom,
And, mild as pardon from a cloud of pride,

The terrible world my brother bares his skin.

Now in the cloud’s big breast lie quiet countries,
Delivered seas my love from her proud place
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Walks with no wound, nor lightning in her face,

A calm wind blows that raised the trees like hair
Once where the soft snow’s blood was turned to ice.
And though my love pulls the pale, nippled air,
Prides of to-morrow suckling in her eyes,

Yet this I make in a forgiving presence,
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It is the sinners’ dust-tongued bell claps me to churches
When, with his torch and hourglass, like a sulphur priest,
His beast heel cleft in a sandal,

Time marks a black aisle kindle from the brand of ashes,
Grief with dishevelled hands tear out the altar ghost

And a firewind kill the candle.

Over the choir minute I hear the hour chant:

Time’s coral saint and the salt grief drown a foul sepulchre
And a whirlpool drives the prayerwheel;

Moonfall and sailing emperor, pale as their tide-print,

Hear by death’s accident the clocked and dashed-down spire
Strike the sea hour through belimetal.

There is loud and dark directly under the dumb flame,

Storm, snow, and fountain in the weather of fireworks,

Cathedral calm in the pulled house;

Grief with drenched book and candle christens the cherub
time

From the emerald, still bell; and from the pacing weather-
cock

The voice of bird on coral prays.

Forever it is a white child in the dark-skinned summer
Out of the font of bone and plants at that stone tocsin
Scales the blue wall of spirits;

From blank and leaking winter sails the child in colour,
Shakes, in crabbed burial shawl, by sorcerer’s insect woken,
Ding dong from the mute turrets.

I mean by time the cast and curfew rascal of our marriage,
At nightbreak born in the fat side, from an animal bed
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In a holy room in a wave;

And all love’s sinners in sweet cloth kneel to a hyleg image,

Nutmeg, civet, and sea-parsley serve the plagued groom and
bride

Who have brought forth the urchin grief.
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The spire cranes. Its statue is an aviary.

From the stone nest it does not let the feathery

Carved birds blunt their striking throats on the salt gravel,

Pierce the split sky with diving wing in weed and heel

An inch in froth. Chimes cheat the prison spire, pelter

In time like outlaw rains on that priest, water,

Time for the swimmers’ hands, music for silver lock

And mouth. Both note and plume plunge from the spire’s
hook.

Those craning birds are choice for you, songs that jump back

To the built voice, or fly with winter to the bells,

But do not travel down dumb wind like prodigals.
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(In memory of Ann Jones)

After the funeral, mule praises, brays,

Windshake of sailshaped ears, mufile-toed tap

Tap happily of one peg in the thick

Grave’s foot, blinds down the lids, the teeth in black,
The spittled eyes, the salt ponds in the sleeves,
Morning smack of the spade that wakes up sleep,
Shakes a desolate boy who slits his throat

In the dark of the coffin and sheds dry leaves,

That breaks one bone to light with a judgment clout,
After the feast of tear-stuffed time and thistles

In a room with a stuffed fox and a stale fern,

I stand, for this memorial’s sake, alone

In the snivelling hours with dead, humped Ann
Whose hooded, fountain heart once fell in puddles
Round the parched worlds of Wales and drowned each sun
(Though this for her is a monstrous image blindly
Magnified out of praise; her death was a still drop;
She would not have me sinking in the holy

Flood of her heart’s fame; she would lie dumb and deep
And need no druid of her broken body).

But I, Ann’s bard on a raised hearth, call all

The seas to service that her wood-tongued virtue
Babble like a bellbuoy over the hymning heads,

Bow down the walls of the ferned and foxy woods
That her love sing and swing through a brown chapel,
Bless her bent spirit with four, crossing birds.

Her flesh was meek as milk, but this skyward statue
With the wild breast and blessed and giant skull

Is carved from her in a room with a wet window

In a fiercely mourning house in a crooked year.

I know her scrubbed and sour humble hands
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Lie with religion in their cramp, her threadbare
Whisper in a damp word, her wits drilled hollow,
Her fist of a face died clenched on a round pain;

And sculptured Ann is seventy years of stone.

These cloud-sopped, marble hands, this monumental
Argument of the hewn voice, gesture and psalm
Storm me forever over her grave until

The stuffed lung of the fox twitch and cry Love
And the strutting fern lay seeds on the black sill.
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How shall my animal

Whose wizard shape I trace in the cavernous skull,
Vessel of abscesses and exultation’s shell,

Endure burial under the spelling wall,

The invoked, shrouding vel at the cap of the face,
Who should be furious,

Drunk as a vineyard snail, flailed like an octopus,
Roaring, crawling, quarrel

With the outside weathers,

The natural circle of the discovered skies

Draw down to its weird eyes?

How shall it magnetize,

Towards the studded male in a bent, midnight blaze
That melts the lionhead’s heel and horseshoe of the heart,
A brute land in the cool top of the country days

To trot with a loud mate the haybeds of a mile,

Love and labour and kill

In quick, sweet, cruel light till the locked ground sprout out,
The black, burst sea rejoice,

The bowels turn turtle,

Claw of the crabbed veins squeeze from each red particle
The parched and raging voice?

Fishermen of mermen

Creep and harp on the tide, sinking their charmed, bent pin
With bridebait of gold bread, I with a living skein,

Tongue and ear in the thread, angle the temple-bound
Curllocked and animal cavepools of spells and bone,

Trace out a tentacle,

Nailed with an open eye, in the bow! of wounds and weed
To clasp my fury on ground

And clap its great blood down;
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Never shall beast be born to atlas the few seas
Or poise the day on a horn.

Sigh long, clay cold, lie shorn,

Cast high, stunned on gilled stone; sly scissors ground in frost

Clack through the thicket of strength, love hewn in pillars
drops

With carved bird, saint, and sun, the wrackspiked maiden
mouth

Lops, as a bush plumed with flames, the rant of the fierce eye,

Clips short the gesture of breath.

Die in red feathers when the flying heaven’s cut,

And roll with the knocked earth:

Lie dry, rest robbed, my beast.

You have kicked from a dark den, leaped up the whinnying
light,

And dug your grave in my breast.
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A saint about to fall,

The stained flats of heaven hit and razed

To the kissed kite hems of his shawl,

On the last street wave praised

The unwinding, song by rock,

Of the woven wall

Of his father’s house in the sands,

The vanishing of the musical ship-work and the chucked
bells,

The wound-down cough of the blood-counting clock

Behind a face of hands,

On the angelic etna of the last whirring featherlands,

Wind-heeled foot in the hole of a fireball,

Hymned his shrivelling flock,

On the last rick’s tip by spilled wine-wells

Sang heaven hungry and the quick

Cut Christbread spitting vinegar and all

The mazes of his praise and envious tongue were worked in
flames and shells.

Glory cracked like a flea.
The sun-leaved holy candlewoods
Drivelled down to one singeing tree
With a stub of black buds,
The sweet, fish-gilled boats bringing blood
Lurched through a scuttled sea
With a hold of leeches and straws,
Heaven fell with his fall and one crocked bell beat the left air.
O wake in me in my house in the mud
Of the crotch of the squawking shores,
Flicked from the carbolic city puzzle in a bed of sores
The scudding base of the familiar sky,
The lofty roots of the clouds.
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From an odd room in a split house stare,

Milk in your mouth, at the sour floods

That bury the sweet street slowly, see

The skull of the earth is barbed with a war of burning brains
and hair.

Strike in the time-bomb town,

Raise the live rafters of the eardrum,

Throw your fear a parcel of stone

Through the dark asylum,

Lapped among herods wail

As their blade marches in

That the eyes are already murdered,

The stocked heart is forced, and agony has another mouth to
feed.

O wake to see, after a noble fall,

The old mud hatch again, the horrid

Woe drip from the dishrag hands and the pressed sponge of
the forehead,

The breath draw back like a bolt through white oil

And a stranger enter like iron.

Cry joy that this witchlike midwife second

Bullies into rough seas you so gentle

And makes with a flick of the thumb and sun

A thundering bullring of your silent and girl-circled island.
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‘If my head hurt a hair’s foot

Pack back the downed bone. If the unpricked ball of my
breath

Bump on a spout let the bubbles jump out.

Sooner drop with the worm of the ropes round my throat

Than bully ill love in the clouted scene.

‘All game phrases fit your ring of a cockfight:

I'll comb the snared woods with a glove on a lamp,
Peck, sprint, dance on fountains and duck time
Before I rush in a crouch the ghost with a hammer, air,
Strike light, and bloody a loud room.

‘If my bunched, monkey coming is cruel

Rage me back to the making house. My hand unravel
When you sew the deep door. The bed is a cross place.
Bend, if my journey ache, direction like an arc or make
A limp and riderless shape to leap nine thinning months.’

‘No. Not for Christ’s dazzling bed

Or a nacreous sleep among soft particles and charms

My dear would I change my tears or your iron head.

Thrust, my daughter or son, to escape, there is none, none,
none,

Nor when all ponderous heaven’s host of waters breaks.

‘Now to awake husked of gestures and my joy hike a cave
To the anguish and carrion, to the infant forever unfree,
O my lost love bounced from a good home;
The grain that hurries this way from the rim of the grave
Has a voice and a house, and there and here you must couch
and cry.
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‘Rest beyond choice in the dust-appointed grain,
At the breast stored with seas. No return
Through the waves of the fat streets nor the skeleton’s thin

ways.
The grave and my calm body are shut to your coming as

stone,
And the endless beginning of prodigies suffers open.’

39



21

This bread I break was once the oat,
This wine upon a foreign tree

Plunged in its fruit;

Man in the day or wind at night

Laid the crops low, broke the grape’s joy.

Once in this wind the summer blood
Knocked in the flesh that decked the vine,
Once in this bread

The oat was merry in the wind;

Man broke the sun, pulled the wind down.

This flesh you break, this blood you let
Make desolation in the vein,

Were oat and grape

Born of the sensual root and sap;

My wine you drink, my bread you snap.
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Hold hard, these ancient minutes in the cuckoo’s month,
Under the lank, fourth folly on Glamorgan’s hill,

As the green blooms ride upward, to the drive of time;
Time, in a folly’s rider, like a county man

Over the vault of ridings with his hound at heel,

Drives forth my men, my children, from the hanging south.

Country, your sport is summer, and December’s pools
By crane and water-tower by the seedy trees

Lie this fifth month unskated, and the birds have flown;
Hold hard, my country children in the world of tales,
The greenwood dying as the deer fall in their tracks,
This first and steepled season, to the summer’s game.

And now the horns of England, in the sound of shape,
Summon your snowy horsemen, and the four-stringed hill,
Over the sea-gut loudening, sets a rock alive;

Hurdles and guns and railings, as the boulders heave,
Crack like a spring in a vice, bone breaking April,

Spill the lank folly’s hunter and the hard-held hope.

Down fall four padding weathers on the scarlet lands,
Stalking my children’s faces with a tail of blood,
Time, in a rider rising, from the harnessed valley;
Hold hard, my county darlings, for a hawk descends,
Golden Glamorgan straightens, to the falling birds.
Your sport is summer as the spring runs angrily.
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To-day, this insect, and the world I breathe,

Now that my symbols have outelbowed space,
Time at the city spectacles, and half

The dear, daft time I take to nudge the sentence,
In trust and tale have I divided sense,

Slapped down the guillotine, the blood-red double
Of head and tail made witnesses to this

Murder of Eden and green genesis.

The insect certain is the plague of fables.

This story’s monster has a serpent caul,

Blind in the coil scrams round the blazing outline,
Measures his own length on the garden wall

And breaks his shell in the last shocked beginning;
A crocodile before the chrysalis,

Before the fall from love the flying heartbone,
Winged like a sabbath ass this children’s piece
Uncredited blows Jericho on Eden.

The insect fable is the certain promise.

Death: death of Hamlet and the nightmare madmen,
An air-drawn windmill on a wooden horse,

John’s beast, Job’s patience, and the fibs of vision,
Greek in the Irish sea the ageless voice:

‘Adam I love, my madmen’s love is endless,

No tell-tale lover has an end more certain,

All legends’ sweethearts on a tree of stories,

My cross of tales behind the fabulous curtain.’
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The hand that signed the paper felled a city;
Five sovereign fingers taxed the breath,
Doubled the globe of dead and halved a country;
These five kings did a king to death.

The mighty hand leads to a sloping shoulder,
The finger joints are cramped with chalk;

A goose’s quill has put an end to murder
That put an end to talk.

The hand that signed the treaty bred a fever,
And famine grew, and locusts came;

Great is the hand that holds dominion over
Man by a scribbled name.

The five kings count the dead but do not soften
The crusted wound nor pat the brow;

A hand rules pity as a hand rules heaven;
Hands have no tears to flow.
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Do you not father me, nor the erected arm
For my tall tower’s sake cast in her stone?
Do you not mother me, nor, as I am,

The lovers’ house, lie suffering my stain?
Do you not sister me, nor the erected crime
For my tall turrets carry as your sin?

Do you not brother me, nor, as you climb,
Adore my windows for their summer scene?

Am I not father, too, and the ascending boy,
The boy of woman and the wanton starer
Marking the flesh and summer in the bay?

Am I not sister, too, who is my saviour?

Am I not all of you by the directed sea

Where bird and shell are babbling in my tower?
Am I not you who front the udy shore,

Nor roof of sand, nor yet the towering tiler?

You are all these, said she who gave me the long suck,
All these, he said who sacked the children’s town,

Up rose the Abraham-man, mad for my sake,

They said, who hacked and humoured, they were mine.
I am, the tower told, fellcd by a timeless stroke,

Who razed my wooden folly stands aghast,

For man-begetters in the dry-as-paste,

The ringed-sea ghost, rise grimly from the wrack.

Do you not father me on the destroying sand?

You are your sisters’ sire, said seaweedy,

The salt sucked dam and darlings of the land

Who play the proper gentleman and lady.

Shall I still be love’s house on the widdershin earth,
Woe to the windy masons at my shelter?

Love’s house, they answer, and the tower death

Lie all unknowing of the grave sin-cater.
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2.6

Foster the light nor veil the manshaped moon,

Nor weather winds that blow not down the bone,
But strip the twelve-winded marrow from his circle;
Master the night nor serve the snowman’s brain
That shapes each bushy item of the air

Into a polestar pointed on an icicle.

Murmur of spring nor crush the cockerel’s eggs,
Nor hammer back a season in the figs,

But graft these four-fruited ridings on your country;
Farmer in time of frost the burning leagues,

By red-eyed orchards sow the seeds of snow,

In your young years the vegetable century.

And father all por fail the fly-lord’s acre,

Nor sprout on owl-seed like a goblin-sucker,

But rail with your wizard’s ribs the heart-shaped planet;
Of mortal voices to the ninnies’ choir,

High lord esquire, speak up the singing cloud,

And pluck a mandrake music from the marrowroot.

Roll unmanly over this turning tuft,

O ring of seas, nor sorrow as I shift

From all my mortal lovers with a starboard smile;
Nor when my love lies in the cross-boned drift
Naked among the bow-and-arrow birds

Shall you turn cockwise on a tufted axle.

Who gave these seas their colour in a shape
Shaped my clayfellow, and the heaven’s ark

In time at flood filled with his coloured doubles;
O who is glory in the shapeless maps,

Now make the world of me as I have made

A merry manshape of your walking circle.
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Twenty-four years remind the tears of my eyes.

(Bury the dead for fear that they walk to the grave in labour.)
In the groin of the natural doorway I crouched like a tailor
Sewing a shroud for a journey

By the light of the meat-cating sun.

Dressed to dic, the sensual strut begun,

With my red veins full of money,

In the final direction of the elementary town

I advance for as long as forever is.
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2.8

When all my five and country senses see,

The fingers will forget green thumbs and mark
How, through the halfmoon’s vegetable eye,

Husk of young stars and handfull zodiac,

Love in the frost is pared and wintered by,

The whispering ears will watch love drummed away
Down breeze and shell to a discordant beach,

And, lashed to syllables, the lynx tongue cry

That her fond wounds are mended bitterly.

My nostrils sce her breath burn like a bush.

My one and noble heart has witnesses

In all love’s countries, that will grope awake;
And when blind sleep drops on the spying senses,
The heart is sensual, though five eyes break.
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POEM

There was a saviour
Rarer than radium
Commoner than water, crueller than truth;
Children kept from the sun
Assembled at his tongue
To hear the golden note turn in a groove,
Prisoners of wishes locked their eyes
In the jails and studies of his keyless smiles.

The voice of children says
From a lost wilderness
There was calm to be done in his safe unrest,
When hindering man hurt
Man, animal, or bird
We hid our fears in that murdering breath,
Silence, silence to do, when earth grew loud,
In lairs and asylums of the tremendous shout.

There was glory to hear
In the churches of his tears,
Under his downy arm you sighed as he struck,
O you who could not cry
Onto the ground when a man died
Put a tear for joy in the unearthly flood
And laid your check against a cloud-formed shell:
Now in the dark there is only yourself and myself.

Two proud, blacked brothers cry,
Winter-locked side by side,
To this inhospitable hollow year,
O we who could not stir
One lean sigh when we heard
Greed on man beating near and fire neighbour
But wailed and nested in the sky-blue wall
Now break a giant tear for the little known fall,
48



For the drooping of homes
That did not nurse our bones,
Brave deaths of only ones but never found,
Now see, alone in us,
Our own true strangers’ dust
Ride through the doors of our unentered house.
Exiled in us we arouse our soft,
Unclenched, armless, silk and rough love that breaks all rocks.
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AND DEATH SHALL HAVE NO
DOMINION

And death shall have no dominion.

Dead men naked they shall be one

With the man in the wind and the west moon;

When their bones are picked clean and the clean bones gone,
They shall have stars at elbow and foot;

Though they go mad they shall be sane,

Though they sink through the sea they shall rise again;
Though lovers be lost love shall not;

And death shall have no dominion.

And death shall have no dominion.

Under the windings of the sca

They lying long shall not die windily;
Twisting on racks when sinews give way,
Strapped to a wheel, yet they shall not break;
Faith in their hands shall snap in two,

And the unicorn evils run them through;
Split all ends up they shan’t crack;

And death shall have no dominion.

And death shall have no dominion.

No more may gulls cry at their ears

Or waves break loud on the seashores;

Where blew a flower may a flower no more

Lift its head to the blows of the rain;

Though they be mad and dead as nails,

Heads of the characters hammer through daisies;
Break in the sun till the sun breaks down,

And death shall have no dominion.
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AMONG THOSE KILLED IN THE DAWN
RAID WAS A MAN AGED A
HUNDRED

When the morning was waking over the war

He put on his clothes and stepped out and he died,
The locks yawned loose and a blast blew them wide,
He dropped where he loved on the burst pavement stone
And the funeral grains of the slaughtered floor.

Tell his street on its back he stopped a sun

And the craters of his eyes grew springshoots and fire
When all the keys shot from the locks, and rang.

Dig no more for the chains of his grey-haired heart.
The heavenly ambulance drawn by a wound
Assembling waits for the spades’ ring on the cage.
O keep his bones away from that common cart,

The morning is flying on the wings of his age

And a hundred storks perch on the sun’s right hand.
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LOVE IN THE ASYLUM

A stranger has come
To share my room in the house not right in the head,
A girl mad as birds

Bolting the night of the door with her arm her plume.
Strait in the mazed bed
She deludes the heaven-proof house with entering clouds

Yet she deludes with walking the nightmarish room,
At large as the dead,
Or rides the imagined oceans of the male wards.

She has come possessed
Who admits the delusive light through the bouncing wall,
Possessed by the skies

She sleeps in the narrow trough yet she walks the dust
Yet raves at her will
On the madhouse boards worn thin by my walking tears.

And taken by light in her arms at long and dear last

I may without fail
Suffer the first vision that set fire to the stars.
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BALLAD OF THE LONG-LEGGED BAIT

The bows glided down, and the coast
Blackened with birds took a last look

At his thrashing hair and whale-blue eye;
The trodden town rang its cobbles for luck.

Then goodbye to the fishermanned
Boat with its anchor free and fast
As a bird hooking over the sea,
High and dry by the top of the mast,

Whispered the affectionate sand

And the bulwarks of the dazzled quay.
For my sake sail, and never look back,
Said the looking land.

Sails drank the wind, and white as milk
He sped into the drinking dark;

The sun shipwrecked west on a pearl
And the moon swam out of its hulk.

Funnels and masts went by in a whirl.
Goodbye to the man on the sea-legged deck
To the gold gut that sings on his reel

To the bait that stalked out of the sack,

For we saw him throw to the swift flood

A girl alive with his hooks through her lips;
All the fishes were rayed in blood,

Said the dwindling ships.

Goodbye to chimneys and funnels,
Old wives that spin in the smoke,
He was blind to the eyes of candles
In the praying windows of waves
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But heard his bait buck in the wake
And tussle in a shoal of loves.

Now cast down your rod, for the whole
Of the sea is hilly with whales,

She longs among horses and angels,
The rainbow-fish bend in her joys,
Floated the lost cathedral

Chimes of the rocked buoys.

Where the anchor rode like a gull
Miles over the moonstruck boat

A squall of birds bellowed and fell,

A cloud blew the rain from 1ts throat;

He saw the storm smoke out to kill
With fuming bows and ram of ice,
Fire on starlight, rake Jesu’s stream;
And nothing shone on the water’s face

But the oil and bubble of the moon,
Plunging and piercing in his course
The lured fish under the foam
Witnessed with a kiss.

Whales in the wake like capes and Alps
Quaked the sick sea and snouted deep,

Deep the great bushed bait with raining lips
Slipped the fins of those humpbacked tons

And fled their love in a weaving dip.

Oh, Jericho was falling in their lungs!
She nipped and dived in the nick of love,
Spun on a spout like a long-legged ball
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Till every beast blared down in a swerve
Till every turtle crushed from his shell
Till every bone in the rushing grave

Rose and crowed and felll

Good luck to the hand on the rod,
There 1s thunder under its thumbs;
Gold gut is a lightning thread,

His fiery reel sings off its flames,

The whirled boat in the burn of his blood

Is crying from nets to knives,

Oh the shearwater birds and their boatsized brood
Oh the bulls of Biscay and their calves

Are making under the green, laid veil

The long-legged beautiful bait their wives.
Break the black news and paint on a sail
Huge weddings in the waves,

Over the wakeward-flashing spray
Over the gardens of the floor

Clash out the mounting dolphin’s day,
My mast is a bell-spire,

Strike and smoothe, for my decks are drums,
Sing through the water-spoken prow

The octopus walking into her limbs

The polar eagle with his tread of snow.

From saltlipped beak to the kick of the stern
Sing how the seal has kissed her dead!
The long, laid minute’s bride drifts on
Old in her cruel bed.
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Over the graveyard in the water
Mountains and galleries beneath
Nightingale and hyena

Rejoicing for that drifting death

Sing and howl through sand and anemone
Valley and sahara in a shell,

Oh all the wanting flesh his enemy
Thrown to the sea in the shell of a girl

Is old as water and plain as an eel;
Always goodbye to the long-legged bread
Scattered in the paths of his heels

For the salty birds fluttered and fed

And the tall grains foamed in their bills;
Always goodbye to the fires of the face,

For the crab-backed dead on the sea-bed rose
And scuttled over her eyes,

The blind, clawed stare is cold as sleet.
The tempter under the eyelid

Who shows to the selves asleep
Mast-high moon-white women naked

Walking in wishes and lovely for shame

Is dumb and gone with his flame of brides.
Susannah’s drowned in the bearded stream
And no-one stirs at Sheba’s side

But the hungry kings of the tides;

Sin who had a woman’s shape

Sleeps till Silence blows on a cloud

And all the lifted waters walk and leap.
56



Lucifer that bird’s dropping
Out of the sides of the north
Has melted away and is lost
Is always lost in her vaulted breath,

Venus lies star-struck in her wound
And the sensual ruins make
Seasons over the liquid world,
White springs in the dark.

Always goodbye, cried the voices through the shell,
Goodbye always for the flesh is cast

And the fisherman winds his reel

With no more desire than a ghost.

Always good luck, praised the finned in the feather
Bird after dark and the laughing fish

As the sails drank up the hail of thunder

And the long-tailed lightning lit his catch.

The boat swims into the six-year weather,

A wind throws a shadow and it freezes fast.
See what the gold gut drags from under
Mountains and galleries to the crest!

See what clings to hair and skull
As the boat skims on with drinking wings!
The statues of great rain stand still,

And the flakes fall like hills.

Sing and strike his heavy haul

Toppling up the boatside in a snow of light!
His decks are drenched with miracles.

Oh miracle of fishes! The long dead bitel
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Out of the urn the size of a man

Out of the room the weight of his trouble
Out of the house that holds a town

In the continent of a fossil

One by one in dust and shawl,

Dry as echoes and insect-faced,

His fathers cling to the hand of the girl
And the dead hand leads the past,

Leads them as children and as air

On to the blindly tossing tops;

The centuries throw back their hair

And the old men sing from newborn lips:

Time is bearing another son.

Kill Timel She turns in her pain!

The oak is felled in the acorn

And the hawk in the egg kills the wren.

He who blew the great fire in

And died on a hiss of flames

Or walked on the earth in the evening
Counting the denials of the grains

Clings to her drifting hair, and climbs;
And he who taught their lips to sing
Weeps like the risen sun among

The liquid choirs of his tribes.

The rod bends low, divining land,

And through the sundered water crawls
A garden holding to her hand

With birds and animals
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With men and women and waterfalls
Trees cool and dry in the whirlpool of ships
And stunned and still on the green, laid veil
Sand with legends in its virgin laps

And prophets loud on the burned dunes;
Insects and valleys hold her thighs hard,
Times and places grip her breast bone,

She is breaking with seasons and clouds;

Round her trailed wrist fresh water weaves,
With moving fish and rounded stones

Up and down the greater waves

A separate river breathes and runs;

Strike and sing his catch of fields
For the surge is sown with barley,
The cattle graze on the covered foam,
The hills have footed the waves away,

With wild sea fillies and soaking bridles
With salty colts and gales in their limbs
All the horses of his haul of miracles
Gallop through the arched, green farms,

Trot and gallop with gulls upon them

And thunderbolts in their manes.

O Rome and Sodom Tomorrow and London
The country tide is cobbled with towns,

And steeples pierce the cloud on her shoulder
And the streets that the fisherman combed
When his long-legged flesh was a wind on fire
And his loin was a hunting flame
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Coil from the thoroughfares of her hair
And terribly lead him home alive
Lead her prodigal home to his terror,
The furious ox-killing house of love.

Down, down, down, under the ground,
Under the floating villages,

Turns the moon-chained and water-wound
Metropolis of fishes,

There is nothing left of the sea but its sound,
Under the earth the loud sea walks,

In deathbeds of orchards the boat dies down
And the bait is drowned among hayricks,

Land, land, land, nothing remains

Of the pacing, famous sea but its speech,

And into its talkative seven tombs

The anchor dives through the floors of a church.

Goodbye, good luck, struck the sun and the moon,
To the fisherman lost on the land.

He stands alone at the door of his home,

With his long-legged heart in his hand.



POEM

Once below a time,

When my pinned-around-the-spirit
Cut-to-measure flesh bit,

Suit for a serial sum

On the first of each hardship,

My paid-for slaved-for own too late
In love torn breeches and blistered jacket
On the snapping rims of the ashput,
In grottoes I worked with birds,
Spiked with a mastiff collar,
Tasselled in cellar and snipping shop
Or decked on a cloud swallower,

Then swift from a bursting sea with bottlecork boats
And out-of-perspective sailors,

In common clay clothes disguised as scales,
As a he-god’s paddhing water skirts,

I astounded the sitting tailors,

I set back the clock faced tailors,

Then, bushily swanked in bear wig and tails,
Hopping hot leaved and feathered

From the kangaroo foot of the earth,

From the chill, silent centre

Trailing the frost bitten cloth,

Up through the lubber crust of Wales

I rocketed to astonish

The flashing needle rock of squatters,

The criers of Shabby and Shorten,

The famous stitch droppers.

I

My silly suit, hardly yet suffered for,
Around some coffin carrying
Birdman or told ghost I hung.
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And the owl hood, the heel hider,
Claw fold and hole for the rotten
Head, deceived, I believed, my maker,

The cloud perched tailors’ master with nerves for cotton.
On the old seas from stories, thrashing my wings,
Combing with antlers, Columbus on fire,

I was pierced by the idol tailor’s eyes,

Glared through shark mask and navigating head,
Cold Nansen’s beak on a boat full of gongs,

To the boy of common thread,

The bright pretender, the ridiculous sea dandy
With dry flesh and earth for adorning and bed.
It was sweet to drown in the readymade handy water
With my cherry capped dangler green as scaweed
Summoning a child’s voice from a webfoot stone,
Never never oh never to regret the bugle I wore
On my cleaving arm as I blasted in a wave.

Now shown and mostly bare I would lie down,
Lie down, lie down and live

As quiet as a bone.
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DEATHS AND ENTRANCES

On almost the incendiary eve
Of several near deaths,

When one at the great least of your best loved
And always known must leave

Lions and fires of his flying breath,
Of your immortal friends

Who'd raise the organs of the counted dust
To shoot and sing your praise,

One who called deepest down shall hold his peace
That cannot sink or cease
Endlessly to his wound

In many married London’s estranging grief.

On almost the incendiary eve
When at your lips and keys,

Locking, unlocking, the murdered strangers weave,
One who is most unknown,

Your polestar neighbour, sun of another street,
Will dive up to his tears.

He'll bathe his raining blood in the male sea
Who strode for your own dead

And wind his globe out of your water thread
And load the throats of shells
With every cry since light

Flashed first across his thunderclapping eyes.

On almost the incendiary eve
Of deaths and entrances
When near and strange wounded on London’s waves
Have sought your single grave,
One enemy, of many, who knows well
Your heart is luminous
In the watched dark, quivering through locks and caves,
Will pull the thunderbolts
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To shut the sun, plunge, mount your darkened keys
And sear just riders back,
Until that one loved least

Looms the last Samson of your zodiac.
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THE MARRIAGE OF A VIRGIN

Walking alone in a multitude of loves when morning’s light
Surprised in the opening of her nightlong eyes

His golden yesterday asleep upon the iris

And this day’s sun leapt up the sky out of her thighs

Was miraculous virginity old as loaves and fishes,

Though the moment of a miracle is unending lightning
And the shipyards of Galilee’s footprints hide a navy of doves.

No longer will the vibrations of the sun desire on

Her deepsea pillow where once she married alone,

Her heart all ears and eyes, lips catching the avalanche

Of the golden ghost who ringed with his streams her mercury
bone,

Who under the lids of her windows hoisted his golden
luggage,

For a man sleeps where fire leapt down and she learns
through his arm

That other sun, the jealous coursing of the unrivalled blood.



CEREMONY AFTER A FIRE RAID
I

Myselves

The grievers

Grieve

Among the street burned to tireless death
A child of a few hours

With its kneading mouth

Charred on the black breast of the grave
The mother dug, and its arms full of fires.

Begin

With singing

Sing

Darkness kindled back into beginning

When the caught tongue nodded blind,

A star was broken

Into the centuries of the child

Myselves grieve now, and miracles cannot atone.

Forgive

Us forgive

Us your death that myselves the believers

May hold it in a great flood

Till the blood shall spurt,

And the dust shall sing like a bird

As the grains blow, as your death grows, through our heart.

Crying
Your dying
Cry,
Child beyond cockcrow, by the fire-dwarfed
Street we chant the flying sea
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In the body bereft.
Love is the last light spoken. Oh
Seed of sons in the loin of the black husk left.

I

I know not whether

Adam or Eve, the adorned holy bullock
Or the white ewe lamb

Or the chosen virgin

Laid in her snow

On the altar of London,

Was the first to die

In the cinder of the little skull,

O bride and bride groom

O Adam and Eve together

Lying in the lull

Under the sad breast of the head stone
White as the skeleton

Of the garden of Eden.

I know the legend
Of Adam and Eve is never for a second
Silent in my service
Over the dead infants
Over the one
Child who was priest and servants,
Word, singers, and tongue
In the cinder of the little skull,
Who was the serpent’s
Nightfall and the fruit like a sun,
Man and woman undone,
Beginning crumbled back to darkness
Bare as the nurserics
Of the garden of wilderness.
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111

Into the organpipes and steeples

Of the luminous cathedrals,

Into the weathercocks” molten mouths
Rippling in twelve-winded circles,

Into the dead clock burning the hour

Over the urn of sabbaths

Over the whirling ditch of daybreak

Over the sun’s hovel and the slum of fire
And the golden pavements laid in requiems,
Into the bread in a wheatfield of flames,
Into the wine burning like brandy,

The masses of the sea

The masses of the sea under

The masses of the infant-bearing sea

Erupt, fountain, and enter to utter for ever
Glory glory glory

The sundering ultimate kingdom of genesis’ thunder.
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HOLY SPRING

0]
Out of a bed of love
When that immortal hospital made one more move to soothe
The cureless counted body,
And ruin and his causes
Over the barbed and shooting sea assumed an army
And swept into our wounds and houses,
I climb to greet the war 1n which I have no heart but only
That one dark I owe my light,
Call for confessor and wiser murror but there are none
To glow after the god stoning night
And I am struck as lonely as a holy maker by the sun.

No
Praise that the spring time is all
Gabriel and radiant shrubbery as the morning grows joyful
Out of the woebegone pyre
And the multutude’s sultry tear turns cool on the weeping
wall,
My arising prodigal
Sun the father his quiver full of the infants of pure fire,
But blessed be hail and upheaval
That uncalm sull it is sure alone to stand and sing
Alone in the husk of man’s home
And the mother and toppling house of the holy spring,
If only for a last ume.



VISION AND PRAYER

Who
Are you
Who is born
In the next room
So loud to my own
That I can hear the womb
Opening and the dark run
Over the ghost and the dropped son
Behind the wall thin as a wren’s bone?
In the birth bloody room unknown
To the burn and turn of time
And the heart print of man
Bows no baptism
But dark alone
Blessing on
The wild
Child.

I
Must lie
Still as stone
By the wren bone
Wall hearing the moan
Of the mother hidden
And the shadowed head of pain
Casting tomorrow like a thorn
And the midwives of miracle sing
Until the turbulent new born
Burns me his name and his flame
And the winged wall is torn
By his torrid crown
And the dark throne
From his loin
To bright
Light.
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When
The Wren
Bone writhes down
And the first dawn
Furied by his stream
Swarms on the kingdom come
Of the dazzler of heaven
And the splashed mothering maiden
Who bore him with a bonfire in
His mouth and rocked him like a storm
I shall run lost in sudden
Terror and shining from
The once hooded room
Crying in vain
In the caldron
Of his
Kiss

In
The spin
Of the sun
In the spuming
Cyclone of his wing
For I was lost who am
Crying at the man drenched throne
In the first fury of his stream
And the lightnings of adoration
Back to black silence melt and mourn
For I was lost who have come
To dumbfounding haven
And the finding one
And the high noon
Of his wound
Blinds my
Cry
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There
Crouched bare
In the shrine
Of his blazing
Breast I shall waken
To the judge blown bedlam
Of the uncaged sea bottom
The cloud climb of the exhaling tomb
And the bidden dust upsailing
With his flame in every grain.
O spiral of ascension
From the vultured urn
Of the morning
Of man when
The land
And

The
Born sea
Praised the sun
The finding one
And upright Adam
Sang upon originl
O the wings of the children!
The woundward flight of the ancient
Young from the canyons of oblivion!
The sky stride of the always slain
In battle! the happening
Of saints to their vision!
The world winding homel
And the whole pain
Flows open
And I
Die.



II

In the name of the lost who glory in
The swinish plains of carrion
Under the burial song
Of the birds of burden
Heavy with the drowned
And the green dust
And bearing
The ghost
From
The ground
Like pollen
On the black plume
And the beak of slime
I pray though I belong
Not wholly to that lamenting
Brethren for joy has moved within
The inmost marrow of my heart bone

That he who learns now the sun and moon
Of his mother’s milk may return
Before the lips blaze and bloom
To the birth bloody room
Behind the wall’s wren
Bone and be dumb
And the womb
That bore
For
All men
The adored
Infant light or
The dazzling prison
Yawn to his upcoming.

In the name of the wanton
Lost on the unchristened mountain
In the centre of dark I pray him
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That he let the dead lie though they moan
For his briared hands to hoist them
To the shrine of his world’s wound
And the blood drop’s garden
Endure the stone
Blind host to sleep
In the dark
And deep
Rock
Awake
No heart bone
But let it break
On the mountain crown
Unbidden by the sun
And the beating dust be blown
Down to the river rooting plain
Under the night forever falling.

Forever falling night is a known
Star and country to the legion
Of sleepers whose tongue I toll
To mourn his deluging
Light through sea and soil
And we have come
To know all
Places
Ways
Mazes
Passages
Quarters and graves
Of the endless fall.

Now common lazarus
Of the charting sleepers prays
Never to awake and arise
For the country of death is the heart’s size
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And the star of the lost the shape of the eyes.
In the name of the fatherless
In the name of the unborn
And the undesirers
Of midwiving morning’s
Handsor instruments
O 1n the name
Of no one
Now or
No
One to
Be 1 pray
May the Crimson
Sun spin a grave grey
And the colour of clay
Stream upon his martyrdom
In the interpreted evening
And the known dark of the carth amen,

I turn the corner of prayer and burn
In a blessing of the sudden
Sun. In the name of the damned
I would turn back and run
To the hidden land
But the loud sun
Christens down
The sky.

I
Am found.

O let him
Scald me and drown
Me in his world’s wound.

His lightning answers my
Cry. My voice burns in his hand.
Now I am lost in the blinding
One. The sun roars at the prayer’s end.
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POEM IN OCTOBER

It was my thirtieth year to heaven
Woke to my hearing from harbour and neighbour wood
And the mussel pooled and the heron
Priested shore
The morning beckon
With water praying and call of seagull and rook
And the knock of sailing boats on the net webbed wall
Myself to set foot
That second
In the still sleeping town and set forth.

My birthday began with the water—
Birds and the birds of the winged trees flying my name
Above the farms and the white horses
And I rose
In rainy autumn
And walked abroad in a shower of all my days.
High tide and the heron dived when I took the road
Over the border
And the gates
Of the town closed as the town awoke.

A springful of larks in a rolling
Cloud and the roadside bushes brimming with whistling
Blackbirds and the sun of October
Summery
On the hill’s shoulder,
Here were fond climates and sweet singers suddenly
Come in the morning where I wandered and listened
To the rain wringing
Wind blow cold

In the wood faraway under me.
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Pale rain over the dwindling harbour
And over the sea wet church the size of a snail
With its horns through mist, and the castle
Brown as owls,
But all the gardens
Of spring and summer were blooming in the tall tales
Beyond the border and under the lark full cloud.
There could I marvel
My birthday
Away but the weather turned around.

It turned away from the blithe country
And down the other air and the blue altered sky
Streamed again a wonder of summer
With apples
Pears and red currants
And I saw in the turning so clearly a child’s
Forgotten mornings when he walked with his mother
Through the parables
Of sun light
And the legends of the green chapels

And the twice told fields of infancy
That his tears burned my cheeks and his heart moved in mine
These were the woods the river and sea
Where a boy
In the listening
Summertime of the dead whispered the truth of his joy
To the trees and the stones and the fish in the tide.
And the mystery
Sang alive
Still in the water and singingbirds.

And there could I marvel my birthday
Away but the weather turned around. And the true
Joy of the long dead child sang burning
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In the sun.
It was my thirtieth
Year to heaven stood there then in the summer noon
Though the town below lay leaved with October blood.
O may my heart’s truth
Sull be sung
On this high hill in a year’s turning.
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FERN HILL

Now as I was young and easy under the apple boughs
About the lilting house and happy as the grass was green,
The night above the dingle starry,
Time let me hail and climb
Golden in the heydays of his eyes,
And honoured among wagons I was prince of the apple towns
And once below a time I lordly had the trees and leaves
Trail with daisies and barley
Down the rivers of the windfall light.

And as I was green and carefree, famous among the barns
About the happy yard and singing as the farm was home,
In the sun that is young once only,
Time let me play and be
Golden in the mercy of his means,
And green and golden I was huntsman and herdsman, the
calves
Sang to my horn, the foxes on the hills barked clear and cold,
And the sabbath rang slowly
In the pebbles ot the holy streams.

All the sun long it was running, it was lovely, the hay-
Fields high as the house, the tunes from the chimneys, it was
air
And playing, lovely and watery
And fire green as grass.
And nightly under the simple stars
As I rode to sleep the owls were bearing the farm away,
All the moon long I heard, blessed among stables, the night-
jars
Flying with the ricks, and the horses
Flashing into the dark.
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And then to awake, and the farm, like a wanderer white
With the dew, come back, the cock on his shoulder; it was al!
Shining, it was Adam and maiden,
The sky gathered again
And the sun grew round that very day.
So it must have been after the birth of the simple light
In the first, spinning place, the spellbound horses walking
warm
Out of the whinnying green stable
On to the fields of praise.

And honoured among foxes and pheasants by the gay house
Under the new made clouds and happy as the heart was long,
In the sun born over and over,
I ran my heedless ways,
My wishes raced through the house-high hay
And nothing I cared, at my sky blue trades, that time allows
In all his tuneful turning so few and such morning songs
Before the children green and golden
Follow him out of grace,

Nothing I cared, in the lamb white days, that time would take
me
Up to the swallow thronged loft by the shadow of my hand,
In the moon that is always rising,
Nor that riding to sleep
I should hear him fly with the high fields
And wake to the farm forever fled from the childless land.
Oh as I was young and easy in the mercy of his means,
Time held me green and dying
Though I sang in my chains like the sea.



THE CONVERSATION OF PRAYERS

The conversation of prayers about to be said

By the child going to bed and the man on the stairs
Who climbs to his dying love in her high room,

The one not caring to whom in his sleep he will move
And the other full of tears that she will be dead,

Turns 1n the dark on the sound they know will arise
Into the answering skies from the green ground,
From the man on the stairs and the child by his bed.
The sound about to be said in the two prayers

For the sleep in a safe land and the love who dies

Will be the same grief flying. Whom shall they claim?
Shall the child sleep unharmed or the man be crying?

The conversation of prayers about to be said

Turns on the quick and the dead, and the man on the stairs
Tonght shall find no dying but alive and warm

In the fire of his care his love in the high room.

And the child not caring to whom he climbs his prayer
Shall drown 1n a grief as deep as his true grave,

And mark the dark eyed wave, through the eyes of sleep,
Dragging him up the stairs to one who lies dead.
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A WINTER'S TALE

It is a winter’s tale
That the snow blind twilight ferries over the lakes
And floating fields from the farm in the cup of the vales,
Gliding windless through the hand folded flakes,
The pale breath of cattle at the stealthy sail,

And the stars falling cold,
And the smell of hay in the snow, and the far owl
Warning among the folds, and the frozen hold
Flocked with the sheep white smoke of the farm house cow
In the river wended vales where the tale was told.

Once when the world turned old
On a star of faith pure as the drifting bread,
As the food and flames of the snow, a man unrolled
The scrolls of fire that burned in his heart and head,
Torn and alone in a farm house in a fold

Of fields. And burning then
In his firelit island ringed by the winged snow
And the dung hills white as wool and the hen
Roosts sleeping chill till the flame of the cock crow
Combs through the mantled yards and the morning men

Stumble out with their spades,
The cattle stirring, the mousing cat stepping shy,
The puffed birds hopping and hunting, the milk maids
Gentle in their clogs over the fallen sky,
And all the woken farm at its white trades,

He knelt, he wept, he prayed,
By the spit and the black pot in the log bright light
And the cup and the cut bread in the dancing shade,
In the muffled house, in the quick of night,
At the point of love, forsaken and afraid.
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He knelt on the cold stones,
He wept from the crest of grief, he prayed to the veiled sky
May his hunger go howling on bare white bones
Past the statues of the stables and the sky roofed sties
And the duck pond glass and the blinding byres alone

Into the home of prayers
And fires where he should prowl down the cloud
Of his snow blind love and rush in the white lairs.
His naked need struck him howling and bowed

Though no sound flowed down the hand folded air

But only the wind strung
Hunger of birds in the fields of the bread of water, tossed
In high corn and the harvest melting on their tongues.
And his nameless need bound him burning and lost
When cold as snow he should run the wended vales among

The rivers mouthed in night,
And drown in the dnifts of his need, and lie curled caught
In the always desiring center of the white
Inhuman cradle and the bride bed forever sought
By the believer lost and the hurled outcast of light.

Deliver him, he cried,
By losing him all in love, and cast his need
Alone and naked in the engulfing bride,
Never to flourish in the fields of the white seed
Or flower under the time dying flesh astride.

Lisen. The minstrels sing
In the departed villages. The nightingale,
Dust in the buried wood, flies on the grains of her wings
And spells on the winds of the dead his winter’s tale.
The voice of the dust of water from the withered spring
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Is telling. The wizened
Stream with bells and baying water bounds. The dew rings
On the gristed leaves and the long gone glistening
Parish of snow. The carved mouths in the rock are wind
swept strings.
Time sings through the intricately dead snow drop. Listen.

It was a hand or sound
In the long ago land that glided the dark door wide
And there outside on the bread of the ground
A she bird rose and rayed like a burning bride.
A she bird dawned, and her breast with snow and scarlet
downed.

Look. And the dancers move
On the departed, snow bushed green, wanton in moon light
As a dust of pigeons. Exulting, the grave hooved
Horses, centaur dead, turn and tread the drenched white
Paddocks in the farms of birds. The dead oak walks for love.

The carved limbs in the rock
Leap, as to trumpets. Calligraphy of the old
Leaves is dancing. Lines of age on the stones weave in a flock.
And the harp shaped voice of the water’s dust plucks in a fold
Of fields. For love, the long ago she bird rises. Look.

And the wild wings were raised
Above her folded head, and the soft feathered voice
Was flying through the house as though the she bird praised
And all the elements of the slow fall rejoiced
That a man knelt alone in the cup of the vales,

In the mantle and calm,
By the spit and the black pot in the log bright light.
And the sky of birds in the plumed voice charmed
Him up and he ran like a wind after the kindling flight
Past the blind barns and byres of the windless farm.
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In the poles of the year
When black birds died like priests in the cloaked hedge row
And over the cloth of counties the far hills rode near,
Under the one leaved trees ran a scarecrow of snow

And fast through the drifts of the thickets antlered like deer,

Rags and prayers down the knee-
Deep hillocks and loud on the numbed lakes,
All night lost and long wading 1n the wake of the she-
Bird through the times and lands and tribes of the slow flakes.
Listen and look where she sails the goose plucked sea,

The sky, the bird, the bride,
The cloud, the need, the planted stars, the joy beyond
The fields of seed and the time dying flesh astride,
The heavens, the heaven, the grave, the burning font.
In the far ago land the door of his death glided wide,

And the bird descended.
On a bread white hill over the cupped farm
And the lakes and floating fields and the river wended
Vales where he prayed to come to the last harm
And the home of prayers and fires, the tale ended.

The dancing perishes
On the white, no longer growing green, and, minstrel dead,
The singing breaks in the snow shoed villages of wishes
That once cut the figures of birds on the deep bread
And over the glazed lakes skated the shapes of fishes

Flying. The rite is shorn
Of nightingale and centaur dead horse. The springs wither
Back. Lines of age sleep on the stones till trumpeting dawn.
Exultation lies down. Time buries the spring weather
That belled and bounded with the fossil and the dew reborn.
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For the bird lay bedded
In a choir of wings, as though she slept or died,
And the wings glided wide and he was hymned and wedded,
And through the thighs of the engulfing bride,
The woman breasted and the heaven headed

Bird, he was brought low
Burning in the bride bed of love, in the whirl-
Pool at the wanting center, in the folds
Of paradise, in the spun bud of the world.
And she rose with him flowering in her melting snow.
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THIS SIDE OF THE TRUTH
(for Liewelyn)
This side of the truth,

You may not see, my son,

King of your blue eyes

In the blinding country of youth,
That all is undone,

Under the unminding skies,

Of innocence and guilt

Before you move to make

One gesture of the heart or head,
Is gathered and spilt

Into the winding dark

Like the dust of the dead.

Good and bad, two ways

Of moving about your death

By the grinding sea,

King of your heart 1n the blind days,
Blow away like breath,

Go crying through you and me
And the souls of all men

Into the innocent

Dark, and the guilty dark, and good
Death, and bad death, and then

In the last element

Fly like the stars’ blood,

Like the sun’s tears,
Like the moon’s seed, rubbish
And fire, the flying rant
Of the sky, king of your six years.
And the wicked wish,
Down the beginning of plants
And animals and birds,
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Water and light, the earth and sky,
Is cast before you move,

And all your deeds and words,
Each truth, each lie,

Die in unjudging love.
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A REFUSAL TO MOURN THE DEATH,
BY FIRE, OF A CHILD IN LONDON

Never until the mankind making

Bird beast and flower

Fathering and all humbling darkness
Tells with silence the last light breaking
And the still hour

Is come of the sea tumbling in harness

And I must enter again the round

Zion of the water bead

And the synagogue of the ear of corn
Shall T let pray the shadow of a sound
Or sow my salt seed

In the least valley of sackcloth to mourn

The majesty and burning of the child’s death.
I shall not murder

The mankind of her going with a grave truth
Nor blaspheme down the stations of the breath
With any further

Elegy of innocence and youth.

Deep with the first dead lies London’s daughter,
Robed in the long friends,

The grains beyond age, the dark veins of her mother,
Secret by the unmourning water

Of the riding Thames.

After the first death, there is no other.
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LIE STILL, SLEEP BECALMED

Lie still, sleep becalmed, sufferer with the wound

In the throat, burning and turning. All night afloat

On the silent sea we have heard the sound

That came from the wound wrapped in the salt sheet.

Under the mile off moon we trembled listening

To the sea sound flowing like blood from the loud wound
And when the salt sheet broke in a storm of singing
The voices of all the drowned swam on the wind.

Open a pathway through the slow sad sail,

Throw wide to the wind the gates of the wandering boat
For my voyage to begin to the end of my wound,

We heard the sea sound sing, we saw the salt sheet tell.
Lie still, sleep becalmed, hide the mouth in the throat,
Or we shall obey, and ride with you through the drowned.



IN MY CRAFT OR SULLEN ART

In my craft or sullen art
Exercised in the still night
When only the moon rages

And the lovers lie abed

With all their griefs in their arms,
I labour by singing light

Not for ambition or bread

Or the strut and trade ot charms
On the ivory stages

But for the common wages

Of their most secret heart.

Not for the proud man apart

From the raging moon I write

On these spindrift pages

Not for the towering dead

With their nightingales and psalms
But for the lovers, their arms
Round the griefs of the ages,

Who pay no praise or wages

Nor heed my craft or art.

[*) ¢






STORIES






THE ORCHARDS

He HAp dreamed that a hundred orchards on the road to
the sea village had broken into flame; and all the windless
afternoon tongues of fire shot through the blossom. The birds
had flown up as a small red cloud grew suddenly from each
branch; but as night came down with the rising of the moon
and the swinging-in of the mile-away sea, a wind blew out
the fires and the birds returned. He was an apple-farmer in
a dream that ended as it began: with the flesh-and-ghost hand
of a woman pointing to the trees. She twined the fair and
dark tails of her hair together, smiled over the apple-ficlds to
a sister figure who stood in a circular shadow by the walls
of the vegetable garden; but the birds flew down on to her
sister’s shoulders, unafraid of the scarecrow face and the cross-
wood nakedness under the rags. He gave the woman a kiss,
and she kissed him back. Then the crows came down to her
arms as she held him close; the beautiful scarecrow kissed
him, pointing to the trees as the fires died.

Marlais awoke that summer morning with his lips still wet
from her kiss. This was a story more terrible than the stories
of the reverend madmen in the Black Book of Llareggub, for
the woman near the orchards, and her sister-stick by the wall,
were his scarecrow lovers for ever and ever. What were the
sea-village burning orchards and the clouds at the ends of the
branches to his love for these bird-provoking women? All
the trees of the world might blaze suddenly from the roots to
the highest leaves, but he would not sprinkle water on the
shortest fiery field. She was his lover, and her sister with
birds on her shoulders held him closer than the women of
LlanAsia.

Through the top-storey window he saw the pale blue,
cloudless sky over the tangle of roofs and chimneys, and the
promise of a lovely day in the rivers of the sun. There, in a
chimney’s shape, stood his bare, stone boy and the three blind
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gossips, blowing fire through their skulls, who huddled for
warmth in all weathers. What man on a roof had turned his
weathercock’s head to stare at the red-and-black girls over
the town and, by his turning, made them stone pillars? A
wind from the world’s end had frozen the roof-walkers when
the town was a handful of houses; now a circle of coal table-
hills, where the children played Indians, cast its shadow on
the black lots and the hundred streets; and the stone-blind
gossips cramped together by his bare boy and the brick vir-
gins under the towering crane-hills.

The sea ran to the left, a dozen valleys away, past the range
of volcanoes and the great stack forests and ten towns in a
hole. It met the Glamorgan shores where a half-mountain fell
westward out of the clump of villages in a wild wood, and
shook the base of Wales. But now, thought Marlais, the sea
is slow and cool, full of dolphins; it flows in all directions
from a green centre, lapping the land stones; it makes the
shells speak on the blazing half-mountain sand, and the lines
of time even shall not join the blue sea surface and the bottom-
less bed.

He thought of the sea running; when the sun sank, a fire
went in under the liquid caverns. He remembered, while he
dressed, the hundred fires around the blossoms of the apple-
trees, and the uneasy salt rising of the wind that died with the
last pointing of the beautiful scarecrow’s hand. Water and
fire, sea and apple-tree, two sisters and a crowd of birds, blos-
somed, pointed, and flew down all that midsummer morning
in a top-storey room in the house on a slope over the black-
housed town.

He sharpened his pencil and shut the sky out, shook back
his untidy hair, arranged the papers of a devilish story on his
desk, and broke the pencil-point with a too-hard scribble of
‘sea’ and ‘fire’ on a clean page. Fire would not set the ruled
lines alight, adventure, burning, through the heartless charac-
ters, nor water close over the bogy heads and the unwritten
words. The story was dead from the devil up; there was a
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white-hot tree with apples where a frozen tower with owls
should have rocked in a wind from Antarctica; there were
naked girls, with nipples like berries, on the sand in the sun,
where a cold and unholy woman should be wailing by the
Kara Sea or the Sea of Azov. The morning was against him.
He struggled with his words like a man with the sun, and the
sun stood victoriously at high noon over the dead story.

Put a two-coloured ring of two women’s hair round the blue
world, white and coal-black against the summer-coloured
boundaries of sky and grass, four-breasted stems at the poles
of the summer sea-ends, eyes in the sea-shells, two fruit-trees
out of a coal-hill: poor Marlais’s morning, turning to evening,
spins before you. Under the eyelids, where the inward night
drove backwards, through the skull’s base, into the wide, first
world on the far-away eye, two love-trees smouldered like
sisters. Have an orchard sprout in the night, an enchanted
woman with a spine like a railing burn her hand in the leaves,
man-on-fire a mile from a sea have a wind put out your heart:
Marlais’s death in life in the circular going down of the day
that had taken no time blows again in the wind for you.

The world was the saddest in the turning world, and the
stars in the north, where the shadow of a mock moon spun
until a wind put out the shadow, were the ravaged south
faces. Only the fork-tree breast of the woman’s scarecrow
could bear his head like an apple on the white wood where
no worm would enter, and her barbed breast alone pierce the
worm in the dream under her sweetheart’s eyelid. The real
round moon shone on the women of LlanAsia and the love-
torn virgins of This street.

The word is too much with us. He raised his pencil so that
its shadow fell, a tower of wood and lead, on the clean paper;
he fingered the pencil tower, the half-moon of his thumb-nail
rising and setting behind the leaden spire. The tower fell,
down fell the city of words, the walls of a poem, the symmet-
rical letters. He marked the disintegration of the ciphers as
the light failed, the sun drove down into a foreign morning,
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and the word of the sea rolled over the sun. Image, all image,
he cried to the fallen tower as the night came on, whose harp
is the sea? whose burning candle is the sun? An image of
man, he rose to his feet and drew the curtains open. Peace,
like a simile, lay over the roofs of the town. Image, all image,
cried Marlais, stepping through the window on to the level
roofs.

The slates shone around him, in the smoke of the magni-
fied stacks and through the vapours of the hill. Below him, in
a world of words, men on their errands moved to no purpose
but the escape of time. Brave in his desolation, he scrambled
to the edge of the slates, there to stand perilously above the
tiny traffic and the lights of the street signals. The toy of the
town was at his feet. On went the marzipan cars, changing
gear, applying brake, over the nursery carpets into a chuld’s
hands. But soon height had him and he swayed, fecling his
legs grow weak beneath him and his skull swell like a bladder
in the wind. It was the image of an infant city that threw his
pulses into confusion. There was dust in his eyes; there were
eyes in the grains of dust ascending from the street. Once on
the leveller roofs, he touched his left breast. Death was the
bright magnets of the streets; the wind pulled off the drag of
death and the falling visions. Now he was stripped of fear,
strong, night-muscled. Over the housetops he ran towards
the moon. There the moon came, in a colder glory than be-
fore, attended by stars, drawing the tides of the sea. By a para-
pet he watched her, finding a word for each stage of her jour-
ney in the directed sky, calling her same-faced, wordering: at
her many masks. Death mask and dance mask over her moun-
tainous features transformed the sky; she struggled behind a
cloud, and came with a new smile over the wall of wind.
Image, and all was image, from Marlais, ragged in the wind,
to the appalling town, he on the roofs invisible to the street,
the street bencath him blind to his walking word. His hand
before him was five-fingered life.

A baby cried, but the cry grew fainter. It is all one, the
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loud voice and the still voice striking a common silence, the
dowdy lady flattening her nose against the panes, and the well-
mourned lady. The word is too much with us, and the
dead word. Cloud, the last muslin’s rhyme, shapes above
tenements and bursts in cold rain on the suburban drives.
Haul falls on cinder track and the angelled stone. It is all one,
the rain and the macadam; it is all one, the hail and cinder,
the flesh and the rough dust. High above the hum of the
houses, far from the skyland and the frozen fence, he ques-
tioned each shadow; man among ghosts, and ghost in clover,
he moved for the last answer.

The bare boy’s voice through a stone mouth, no longer
smoking at this hour, rose up unanswerably: Who walks,
mad among us, on the roofs, by my cold, brick-red side and
the weathercock-frozen women, walks over This street, un-
der the image of the Welsh summer heavens walks all night
loverless, has two sister lovers ten towns away. Past the great
stack forests to the left and the sea his lovers burn for him
endlessly by a hundred orchards. The gossips’ voices rose up
unanswerably: Who walks by the stone virgins is our virgin
Marlais, wind and fire, and the coward on the burning roofs.

He stepped through the open window.

Red sap in the trees bubbled from the cauldron roots to the
last spray of blossom, and the boughs, that night after the
hollow walk, fell like candles from the trunks but could not
die for the heat of the sulphurous head of the grass burned
yellow by the dead sun. And flying there, he rounded, half
mist, half man, all apple circles on the sea-village road in the
high heat of noon as the dawn broke; and as the sun rose like
a river over the hills so the sun sank behind a tree. The wo-
man pointed to the hundred orchards and the black birds
who flocked around her sister, but a wind put the trees out
and he woke again. This was the intolerable, second waking
out of a life too beautiful to break, but the dream was broken.
Who had walked by the virgins near the orchards was a vir-
gin, wind and fire, and a coward in the destroying coming
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of the morning. But after he had dressed and taken breakfast,
he walked up This street to the hilltop and turned his face
towards the invisible sea.

Good morning, Marlais, said an old man sitting with six
greyhounds in the blackened grass.

Good morning, Mr David Davies.

You are up very early, said David Two Times.

I am walking towards the sea.

The wine-coloured sea, said Dai Twice.

Marlais strode over the hill to the greener left, and down
behind the circle of the town to the rim of Whippet valley
where the trees, for ever twisted between smoke and slag,
tore at the sky and the black ground. The dead boughs prayed
that the roots might shoulder up the soil, leaving a dozen
channels empty for the leaves and the spirit of the cracking
wood, a hole in the valley for the mole-handed sap, a long
grave for the last spring’s skeleton that once had leapt, when
the blunt and forked hills were sharp and straight, through
the once-green land. But Whippet’s trees were the long dead
of the stacked south of the country; who had vanished under
the hacked land pointed, thumb-to-hill, these black leaf-
nailed and warning fingers. Death in Wales had twisted the
Welsh dead into those valley cripples.

The day was a passing of days. High noon, the story-killer
and the fire bug (the legends of the Russian seas died as the
trees awoke to their burning), passed in all the high noons
since the fall of man from the sun and the first sun’s pin-
nacling of the half-made heavens. And all the valley summers,
the once monumental red and the now headstone-featured, all
that midsummer afternoon were glistening in the seaward
walk. Through the ancestral valley where his fathers, out of
their wooden dust and full of sparrows, wagged at a hill, he
walked steadily; on the brink of the hole that held LlanAsia
as a grave holds a town, he was caught in the smoke of the
forests and, like a ghost from the clear-cut quarters under
the stack roots, climbed down on to the climbing streets.
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Where are you walking, Marlais? said a one-legged man
by a black flower-bed.

Towards the sea, Mr William Williams.

The mermaid-crowded sea, said Will Peg.

Marlais passed out of the tubercular valley on to a waste
mountain, through a seedy wood to a shagged field; a crow,
on a molehill, in Prince Price’s skull cawed of the breadth of
hell in the packed globe; the afternoon broke down, the
stumped land heaving, and, like a tree or lightning, a wind,
roots up, forked between smoke and slag as the dusk dropped;
surrounded by echaes, the red-hot travellers of voices, and the
devils from the horned acres, he shuddered on his enemies’
territory as a new night came on in the nightmare of an eve-
ning. Let the trees collapse, the dusty journeymen said, the
boulders flake away and the gorse rot and vanish, earth and
grass be swallowed down on to a hill’s v balancing on the
grave that proceeds to Eden. Winds on fire, through vault
and coffin and fossil we'll blow a manfull of dust into the
garden. Where the serpent sets the tree alight, and the apple
falls like a spark out of its skin, a tree leaps up; a scarecrow
shines on the cross-boughs, and, by one in the sun, the new
trees arise, making an orchard round the crucifix. By mud-
night two more valleys lay beneath him, dark with their two
towns in the palms of the mined mountains; a valley, by one
in the morning, held Aberbabel in its fist beneath him. He
was a young man no longer but a legendary walker, a folk-
man walking, with a cricket for a heart; he walked by Aber-
babel’s chapel, cut through the graveyard over the unstill
headstones, spied a red-cheeked man in a nightshirt two foot
above ground.

The valleys passed; out of the water-dipping hills, the mo-
ments of mountains, the eleventh valley came up like an hour.
And coming out timelessly through the dwarf’s eye of the
telescope, through the ring of light like a circle’s wedding on
the last hill before the sea, the shape of the hundred orchards
magnified with the immaculate diminishing of the moon.
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This was the spectacle that met the telescope, and the world
Marlais saw in the morning following upon the first of the
eleven untold adventures: to his both sides the unbroken
walls, taller than the bean-stalks that married a story on the
roof of the world, of stone and earth and beetle and tree; a
graveyard before him the ground came to a stop, shot down
and down, was lost with the devil in bed, rose shakily to the
sea-village road where the blossoms of the orchards hung over
the wooden walls and sister-roads ran off into the four white
country points; a rock line thus, straight to the hilltop, and
the turning graph scored with trees; dip down the county,
deep as the history of the final fire burning through the cham-
ber one story over Eden, the first green structure after the red
downfall; down, down, like a stone stuck with towns, like
the river out of a glass of places, fell his footholding hill. He
was a folkman no longer but Marlais the poet walking, over
the brink into ruin, up the side of doom, over hell in bed to
the red left, till he reached the first of the fields where the
unhatched apples were soon to cry fire in a wind from a half-
mountain falling westward to the sea. A man-in-a-picture
Marlais, by noon’s blow to the centre, stood by a circle of
apple-trees and counted the circles that travelled over the
shady miles into a clump of villages. He laid himself down in
the grass, and noon fell back bruised to the sun; and he slept
till a handbell rang over the fields. It was a windless afternoon
in the sisters’ orchards, and the fair-headed sister was ringing
the bell for tea.

He had come very near to the end of the indescribable jour-
ney. The fair girl, in a field sloping seaward three fields and a
stile from Peter, laid out a white cloth on a flat stone. Into one
of a number of cups she poured milk and tea, and cut the
bread so thin she could see London through the white pieces.
She stared hard at the stile and the pruned, transparent hedge,
and as Marlais climbed over, ragged and unshaven, his
stripped breast burned by the sun, she rose from the grass
and smiled and poured tea for him. This was the end to the
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unrola aaventures. 10ey sat 1n tne grass by tne stone taple
like lovers at a picnic, too loved to speak, desireless famihars
in the shade of the hedge corner. She had shaken a handbell
for her sister, and called a lover over eleven valleys to her side.
Her many lovers’ cups were empty on the flat stone.

And he who had dreamed that a hundred orchards had
broken into flame saw suddenly then in the windless after-
noon tongues of fire shoot through the blossom. The trees
all around them kindled and crackled in the sun, the birds
flew up as a small red cloud grew from each branch, the bark
caught like gorse, the unborn, blazing apples whirled down
devoured in a flash. The trees were fireworks and torches,
smouldered out of the furnace of the fields into a burning are,
cast down their branded fruit like cinders on the charred
roads and fields.

Who had dreamed a boy’s dream of her flesh-and-ghost
hand in the windless afternoon saw then, at the red height,
when the wooden step-roots splintered at the orchard en-
trance and the armed towers came to grief, that she raised
her hand heavily and pointed to the trees and birds. There
was a flurry in the sky, of wing and fire and near-to-evening
wind in the going below of the burned day. As the new
night was built, she smiled as she had done in the short dream
eleven valleys old; lame like Pisa, the night leaned on the west
walls; no trumpet shall knock the Welsh walls down before
the last crack of music; she pointed to her sister in a shadow
by the disappearing garden, and the dark-headed figure with
crows on her shoulders appeared at Marlais’s side.

This was the end of a story more terrible than the stories of
the quick and the undead in mountainous houses on Jarvis
hills, and the unnatural valley that Idris waters is a children’s
territory to this eleventh valley in the seaward travel. A
dream that was no dream skulked there; the real world’s
wind came up to kill the fires; a scarecrow pointed to the
extinguished trees.

This he had dreamed before the blossom’s burning and the
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putting-out, before the rising and the salt swinging-in, was a
dream no longer near these orchards. He kissed the two se-
cret sisters, and a scarecrow kissed him back. He heard the
birds fly down on to his lovers’ shoulders. He saw the fork-
tree breast, the barbed eye, and the dry, twig hand.
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A PROSPECT OF THE
SEA

It was high summer, and the boy was lying in the corn.
He was happy because he had no work to do and the weather
was hot. He heard the corn sway from side to side above him,
and the noise of the birds who whistled from the branches
of the trees that hid the house. Lying flat on his back, he
stared up into the unbrokenly blue sky falling over the edge
of the corn. The wind, after the warm rain before noon, smelt
of rabbits and cattle. He stretched himself like a cat, and put
his arms behind his head. Now he was riding on the sea,
swimming through the golden corn waves, ghding along the
heavens like a bird; in seven-league boots he was springing
over the fields; he was building a nest in the sixth of the
seven trees that waved their hands from a bright, green hill.
Now he was a boy with touseled hair, rising lazily to his
feet, wandering out of the corn to the strip of river by the hill-
side. He put his fingers in the water, making a mock sea-
wave to roll the stones over and shake the weeds; his fingers
stood up like ten tower pillars in the magmifying water, and
a fish with a wise head and a lashing tail swam in and out
of the tower gates. He made up a story as the fish swam
through the gates into the pebbles and the moving bed. There
was a drowned princess from a Christmas book, with her
shoulders broken and her two red pigtails stretched like the
strings of a fiddle over her broken throat; she was caught in
a fisherman’s net, and the fish plucked her hair. He forgot
how the story ended, if ever there were an end to a story that
had no beginning. Did the princess live again, rising like
a mermaid from the net, or did a prince from another story
tauten the tails of her hair and bend her shoulder-bone 1nto
a harp and pluck the dead, black tunes for ever in the courts
of the royal country? The boy sent a stone skidding over the
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green water. He saw a rabbit scuttle, and threw a stone at
its tail. A fish leaped at the gnats, and a lark darted out of
the green earth. This was the best summer since the first
seasons of the world. He did not believe in God, but God had
made this summer full of blue winds and heat and pigeons
in the house wood. There were no chimneys on the hills with
no name in the distance, only the trees which stood like
women and men enjoying the sun; there were no cranes or
coal-tips, only the nameless distance and the hill with seven
trees. He could think of no words to say how wonderful the
summer was, or the noise of the wood-pigeons, or the lazy
corn blowing in the half-wind from the sea at the river’s end.
There were no words for the sky and the sun and the sum-
mer country: the birds were nice, and the corn was nice.

He crossed the nice field and climbed the hill. Under the
innocent green of the trees, as black birds flew out towards
the sun, the story of the princess died. That afternoon there
was no drowning sea to pull her pigtails; the sea had flowed
and vanished, leaving a hill, a cornfield, and a hidden house;
tall as the first short tree, she clambered down from the sev-
enth, and stood in front of him in a torn cotton frock. Her
bare brown legs were scratched all over, there were berry
stains round her mouth, her nails were black and broken,
and her toes poked through her rubber shoes. She stood on
a hill no bigger than a house, but the ficld below and the
shining strip of river were as little as though the hill were a
mountain rising over a single blade and a drop of water; the
trees round the farmhouse were firesticks; and the Jarvis
peaks, and Cader peak beyond it to the edge of England, were
molehills and stones’ shadows in the still, single yard of the
distance. From the first shade, the boy stared down at the
river disappearing, the corn blowing back into the soil,
the hundred house trees dwindling to a stalk, and the four
corners of the yellow field meeting in a square that he could
cover with his hand. He saw the many-coloured county shrink
like a coat in the wash. Then a new wind sprang from the
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pennyworth of water at the river-drop’s end, blowing the hill
field to its full size, and the corn stood up as before, and the
one stalk that hid the house was split into a hundred trees.
It happened in half a second.

Black birds again flew out from the topmost boughs in a
cloud like a cone; there was no end to the black, triangular
flight of birds towards the sun; from hill to sun the winged
bridge mounted silently; and then again a wind blew up, and
this time from the vast and proper sea, and snapped the
bridge’s back. Like partridges the common birds fell down
in a shower.

All of it happened in half a second. The girl in the torn
cotton frock sat down on the grass and crossed her legs; a
real wind from nowhere lifted her frock, and up to her waist
she was brown as an acorn. The boy, still standing timidly in
the first shade, saw the broken, holiday princess die for the
second time, and a country girl take her place on the live hill.
Who had been frightened of a few birds flying out of the
trees, and a sudden daze of the sun that made river and field
and distance look so little under the hill? Who had told him
the girl was as tall as a tree? She was no taller or stranger
than the flowery girls on Sundays who picnicked in Whip-
pet valley.

What were you doing up the tree? he asked her, ashamed
of his silence in front of her smiling, and suddenly shy as she
moved so that the grass beneath her rose bent and green be-
tween her brown legs. Were you after nests? he said, and sat
down beside her. But on the bent grass in the seventh shade,
his first terror of her sprang up again like a sun returning
from the sea that sank it, and burned his eyes to the skull and
raised his hair. The stain on her lips was blood, not berries;
and her nails were not broken but sharpened sideways, ten
black scissor-blades ready to snip off his tongue. If he cried
aloud to his uncle in the hidden house, she would make new
animals, beckon Carmarthen tigers out of the mile-away
wood to jump around him and bite his hands; she would
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make new, noisy birds in the air to whistle and chatter away
his cries. He sat very still by her left side, and heard the heart
in her breast drown every summer sound; every leaf of the
tree that shaded them grew to man-size then, the ribs of the
bark were channels and rivers wide as a great ship; and the
moss on the tree, and the sharp grass ring round the base,
were all the velvet covering of a green county’s meadows
blown hedge to hedge. Now on the world-sized hill, with the
trees like heavens holding up the weathers, in the magnified
summer weather she leaned towards him so that he could not
see the cornfield nor his uncle’s house for her thick, red hair;
and sky and far ridge were points of light in the pupils of her
eyes. This is death, said the boy to himself, consumption and
whooping-cough and the stones inside you and the death
from playing with yourself and the way your face stays if
you make too many faces in the looking-glass. Her mouth
was an inch from his. Her long forefingers touched his eye-
lids. This is a story, he said to himself, about a boy on a holi-
day kissed by a broom-rider; she flew from a tree on to a
hill that changes its size like a frog that loses its temper; she
stroked his eyes and put her chest against him; and when she
had loved him until he died she carried him off inside her to
a den in a wood. But the story like all stories, was killed as
she kissed him; now he was a boy in a girl’s arms, and the hill
stood above a true river, and the peaks and their trees towards
England were as Jarvis had known them when he walked
there with his lovers and horses for half a century, a century
ago.

Who had been frightened of a wind out of the light swell-
ing the small country? The piece of a wind in the sun was
like the wind in an empty house; it made the corners moun-
tains, and crowded the attics with shadows which broke
through the roof; through the country corridors it raced in
a hundred voices, each voice larger than the last, until the last
voice tumbled down and the house was full of whispers.
Where do you come from? she whispered in his ear. She took
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her arms away but still sat close, one knee between his legs,
one hand on his hands. Who had been frightened of a sun-
burned girl no taller or stranger than the pale girls at home
who had babies before they were married? I come from Am-
man valley, said the boy. I have a sister in Egypt, she said,
who lives in a pyramid. She pressed down her knee, and
laughed when he drew in his breath. You mustn’t, he said.
She mimicked his Mustn’t, you mustn’t, and drew him closer.
They’re calling me in for tea, he said. She lifted her frock to
her waist. If she loves me until I die, said the boy to himself
under the seventh tree on the hill that was never the same
for three minutes, she will carry me away inside her, run
with me rattling inside to a den in a wood, to a hole in a tree
where my uncle will never find me. This is the story of a boy
being stolen. She has put a knife in my belly and turned my
stomach round.

She whispered in his ear: I'll have a baby on every hill;
what’s your name, Amman? The afternoon was dying; lazily,
namelessly drifting westward through the insects in the
shade; over hill and tree and river and corn and grass to the
evening shaping in the sea; blowing away; being blown from
Wales in a wind, in the slow, blue grains, like a wind full of
dreams and medicines; down the tide of the sun on to the
grey and chanting shore where the birds from Noah’s ark
glide by with bushes in their mouths, and to-morrow and
to-morrow tower over the cracked sand-castles.

So she stroked her clothes into place and patted back her
hair as the day began to die; she rolled over on to her left side,
careless of the low sun and the darkening miles. The boy
awoke cautiously into a more curious dream, a summer vision
broader than the one black cloud poised in the unbroken
centre on a tower shaft of light; he came out of love through
a wind full of turning knives and a cave full of flesh-white
birds on to a new summit, standing like a stone that faces the
stars blowing and stands no ceremony from the sea wind, a
hard boy angry on a mound in the middle of a country eve-



ning; he put out his chest and said hard words to the world.
Out of love he came marching, head on high, through a cave
between two doors to a vantage hall room with an iron view
over the earth. He walked to the last rail before pitch space;
though the earth bowled round quickly, he saw every plough
crease and beast’s print, man track and water drop, comb,
crest, and plume mark, dust and death groove and signature
and time-cast shade, from ice field to ice field, sea rims to sea
centres, all over the apple-shaped ball under the metal rails
beyond the living doors. He saw through the black thumb-
print of a man’s city to the fossil thumb of a once-lively man
of meadows; through the grass and clover fossil of the coun-
try print to the whole hand of a forgotten city drowned
under Europe; through the handprint to the arm of an empire
broken like Venus; through the arm to the breast, from his-
tory to the thigh, through the thigh in the dark to the first
and West print between the dark and the green Eden; and
the garden was undrowned, to this next minute and for ever,
under Asia in the earth that rolled on to its music in the be-
ginning evening. When God was sleeping, he had climbed a
ladder, and the room three jumps above the final rung was
roofed and floored with the live pages of the book of days;
the pages were gardens, the built words were trees, and Eden
grew above him into Eden, and Eden grew down to Eden
through the lower earth, an endless corridor of boughs and
birds and leaves. He stood on a slope no wider than the lov-
ing room of the world, and the two poles kissed behind his
shoulders; the boy stumbled forward like Atlas, loped over
the iron view through the cave of knives and the capsized
overgrowths of time to the hill in the field that had been
a short mark under the platform in the clouds over the mul-
tiplying gardens.

Wake up, she said into his ear; the iron characters were
broken in her smile, and Eden shrank into the seventh shade.
She told him to look in her eyes. He had thought that her
eyes were brown or green, but they were sea-blue with black
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lashes, and her thick hair was black. She rumpled his hair,
and put his hand deep in her breast so that he knew the
nipple of her heart was red. He looked in her eyes, but they
made a round glass of the sun, and as he moved sharply away
he saw through the transparent trees; she could make a long
crystal of each tree, and turn the house wood into gauze. She
told him her name, but he had forgotten it as she spoke; she
told him her age, and it was a new number. Look in my eyes,
she said. It was only an hour to the proper night, the stars
were coming out and the moon was ready. She took his hand
and led him racing between trees over the ridge of the dewy
hill, over the flowering nettles and the shut grass-flowers, over
the silence into sunlight and the noise of a sea breaking on
sand and stone.

The hill in a screen of trees: between the incountry fields
and the incoming sea, night on the wood and the stained
beach yellow in the sun, the vanishing corn through the ten
dry miles of farmland and the golden wastes where the split
sand lapped over rocks, it stood between time over a secret
root. The hill in two searchlights: the back moon shone on
seven trees, and the sun of a strange day moved above water
in the spluttering foreground. The hill between an owl and
a seagull: the boy heard two birds’ voices as brown wings
climbed through the branches and the white wings before
him fluttered on the sea waves. Tu wit tu woo, do not adven-
ture any more. Now the gulls that swam in the sky told him
to race on along the warm sand until the water hugged him
to its waves and the spindrift tore around him like a wind and
a chain. The girl had her hand in his, and she rubbed her
cheek on his shoulder. He was glad of her near him, for the
princess was broken, and the monstrous girl was turned into
a tree, and the frightening girl who threw the country into a
daze of sizes, and drove him out of love into the cloudy house,
was left alone in the moon’s circle and the seven shades be-
hind the screen.

It was hot that morning in the unexpected sunshine. A girl
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dressed in cotton put her mouth to his ear. I'll run you to the
sea, she said, and her breasts jumped up and down as she
raced in front of him, with her hair flying wild, to the edge of
the sea that was not made of water and the small, thundering
pebbles that broke in a million pieces as the dry sea moved in.
Along the bright wrack-line, from the horizon where the vast
birds sailed like boats, from the four compass corners, belly-
ing up through the weed-beds, melting from orient and
tropic, surging through the ice hills and the whale grounds,
through sunset and sunrise corridors, the salt gardens and the
herring fields, whirlpool and rock pool, out of the trickle in
the mountain, down the waterfalls, a white-faced sea of peo-
ple, the terrible mortal number of the waves, all the centuries’
sea drenched in the hail before Christ, who suffered to-mor-
row’s storm wind, came in with the whole world’s voices on
the endless beach. Come back, come back, the boy cried to the
girl. She ran on unheeding over the sand and was lost among
the sea. Now her face was a white drop of water in the hori-
zontal rainfall, and her limbs were white as snow and lost in
the white, walking tide. Now the heart in her breast was a
small red bell that rang in a wave, her colourless hair fringed
the spray, and her voice lapped over the flesh-and-bone wa-
ter. He cried again, but she had mingled with the people
moving in and out. Their tides were drawn by a grave moon
that never lost an arc. Their long, sea gestures were deliberate,
the flat hands beckoning, the heads uplifted, the eyes in the
mask faces set in one direction. Oh where was she now in the
sea? Among the white, walking, and the coral-eyed. Come
back, come back. Darling, run out of the sea. Among the pro-
cessional waves. The bell in her breast was ringing over the
sand. He ran to the yellow foot of the dunes, calling over his
shoulder. Run out of the sea. In the once-green water where
the fishes swam, where the gulls rested, where the luminous
stones were rubbed and rocked on the scales of the green bed,
when ships puffed over the tradeways, and the mad, name-
less animals came down to drink the salt. Among the measur-
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ing people. Oh where was she now? The sea was lost behind
the dunes. He stumbled on over sand and sandflowers like a
blind boy in the sun. The sun dodged round his shoulders.

There was a story once upon a time whispered in the water
voice; it blew out the echo from the trees behind the beach in
the golden hollows, scraped on the wood until the musical
birds and beasts came jumping into sunshine. A raven flew
by him, out of a window in the Flood to the blind, wind
tower shaking in to-morrow’s anger like a scarecrow made
out of weathers.

Once upon a time, said the water voice.

Do not adventure any more, said the echo.

She is ringing a bell for you in the sea.

I am the owl and the echo: you shall never go back.

On a hill to the horizon stood an old man building a boat,
and the light that slanted from the sea cast the holy mountain
of a shadow over the three-storied decks and the Eastern
timber. And through the sky, out of the beds and gardens,
down the white precipice built of feathers, the loud combs
and mounds, from the caves in the hill, the cloudy shapes of
birds and beasts and insects drifted into the hewn door. A
dove with a green petal followed in the raven’s flight. Cool
rain began to fall.
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THE BURNING BABY

THey sap that Rhys was burning his baby when a gorse
bush broke into fire on the summit of the hill. The bush,
burning merrily, assumed to them the sad white features and
the rickety limbs of the vicar’s burning baby. What the wind
had not blown away of the baby’s ashes, Rhys Rhys had sealed
in a stone jar. With his own dust lay the baby’s dust, and
near him the dust of his daughter in a coffin of white wood.

They heard his son how! in the wind. They saw him walk-
ing over the hill, holding a dead animal up to the light of the
stars. They saw him in the valley shadows as he moved, with
the motion of a man cutting wheat, over the brows of the
fields. In a sanatorium he coughed his lung into a basin, stir-
ring his fingers delightedly in the blood. What moved with
invisible scythe through the valley was a shadow and a hand-
ful of shadows cast by the grave sun.

The brush burned out, and the face of the baby fell away
with the smoking leaves.

It was, they said, on a fine sabbath morning in the middle
of the summer that Rhys Rhys fell in love with his daughter.
The gorse that morning had burst into flames. Rhys Rhys, in
clerical black, had seen the flames shoot up to the sky, and
the bush on the edge of the hill burn red as God among the
paler burning of the grass. He took his daughter’s hand as she
lay in the garden hammock, and told her that he loved her.
He told her that she was more beautiful than her dead
mother. Her hair smelt of mice, her teeth came over her lip,
and the lids of her eyes were red and wet. He saw her beauty
come out of her like a stream of sap. The folds of her dress
could not hide from him the shabby nakedness of her body.
It was not her bone, nor her flesh, nor her hair that he found
suddenly beautiful. The poor soil shudders under the sun, he
said. He moved his hand up and down her arm. Only the
awkward and the ugly, only the barren bring forth fruit. The
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flesh of her arm was red with the smoothing of his hand. He
touched her breast. From the touch of her breast he knew
each inch of flesh upon her. Why do you touch me there?
she said.

In the church that morning he spoke of the beauty of the
harvest, of the promise of the standing corn and the promise
in the sharp edge of the scythe as it brings the corn low and
whistles through the air before it cuts into the ripeness.
Through the open windows at the end of the aisles, he saw
the yellow fields upon the hillside and the smudge of heather
on the meadow borders. The world was ripe.

The world is ripe for the second coming of the son of man,
he said aloud.

But it was not the ripeness of God that glistened from the
hill. It was the promise and the ripeness of the flesh, the good
flesh, the mean flesh, flesh of his daughter, flesh, flesh, the
flesh of the voice of thunder howling before the death of man.

That night he preached of the sins of the flesh. O God in
the image of our flesh, he prayed.

His daughter sat in the front pew, and stroked her arm.
She would have touched her breast where he had touched it,
but the eyes of the congregation were upon her.

Flesh, flesh, flesh, said the vicar.

His son, scouting in the fields for a mole’s hill or the signs
of a red fox, whistling to the birds and patting the calves as
they stood at their mother’s sides, came upon a dead rabbit
sprawling on a stone. The rabbit’s head was riddled with
pellets, the dogs had torn open its belly, and the marks of a
ferret’s teeth were upon its throat. He lifted it gently up,
tickling it behind the ears. The blood from its head dropped
on his hand. Through the rip in the belly, its intestines had
dropped out and coiled on the stone. He held the little body
close to his jacket, and ran home through the fields, the rab-
bit dancing against his waistcoat. As he reached the gate of
the vicarage, the worshippers dribbled out of church. They
shook hands and raised their hats, smiling at the poor boy
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with his long green hair, his ass’s ears, and death buttoned
under his jacket. He was always the poor boy to them.

Rhys Rhys sat in his study, the stem of his pipe stuck be-
tween his flybuttons, the bible unopened upon his knees. The
day of God was over, and the sun, like another sabbath, went
down behind the hills. He lit the lamp, but his own oil burned
brighter. He drew the curtains, shutting out the unwelcome
night. But he opened his own heart up, and the bald pulse
that beat there was a welcome stranger. He had not felt love
like this since the woman who scratched him, seeing the
woman witch in his male eyes, had fallen into his arms and
kissed him, and whispered Welsh words as he took her. She
had been the mother of his daughter and had died in her
pains, stealing, when she was dead, the son of his second love,
and leaving the greenhaired changeling in its place. Merry
with desire, Rhys Rhys cast the bible on the floor. He reached
for another book, and read, in the lamplit darkness, of the
old woman who had deceived the devil. The devil is poor
flesh, said Rhys Rhys.

His son came in, bearing the rabbit in his arms. The lank,
redcoated boy was a flesh out of the past. The skin of the
unburied dead patched to his bones, the smile of the change-
ling on his mouth, and the hair of the sea rising from his
scalp, he stood before Rhys Rhys. A ghost of his mother, he
held the rabbit gently to his breast, rocking it to and fro.
Cunningly, from under halfclosed lids, he saw his father
shrink away from the vision of death. Be off with you, said
Rhys Rhys. Who was this green stranger to carry in death and
rock it, like a baby under a warm shawl of fur, before him?
For a minute the flesh of the world lay still; the old terror set
in; the waters of the breast dried up; the nipples grew through
the sand. Then he drew his hand over his eyes, and only the
rabbit remained, a little sack of flesh, half empty, swaying in
the arms of his son. Be off, he said. The boy held the rabbit
close, and rocked it, and tickled it again.

Changeling, said Rhys Rhys. He is mine, said the boy, I'll

116



peel him and keep the skull. His room in the attic was
crowded with skulls and dried pelts, and little bones in bot-
tles.

Give it to me.

He is mine.

Rhys Rhys tore the rabbit away, and stuffed it deep in the
pocket of his smoking coat. When his daughter came in,
dressed and ready for bed, with a candle in her hand, Rhys
Rhys had death in his pocket.

She was timid, for his touch still ached on her arm and
breast but she bent unblushing over him. Saying good-night,
she kissed him, and he blew her candle out. She was smiling
as he lowered the wick of the lamp.

Step out of your shift, said he. Shiftless, she stepped to-
wards his arms.

I want the little skull, said a voice in the dark.

From his room at the top of the house, through the webs on
the windows, and over the furs and the bottles, the boy saw
a mile of green hill running away into the darkness of the
first dawn. Summer storm in the heat of the rain, flooring the
grassy mile, had left some new morning brightness, out of
the dead night, in each reaching root.

Death took hold of his sister’s legs as she walked through
the calf-deep heather up the hill. He saw the high grass at
her thighs. And the blades of the upgrowing wind, out of the
four windsmells of the manuring dead, might drive through
the soles of her feet, up the veins of the legs and stomach, into
her womb and her pulsing heart. He watched her climb. She
stood, gasping for breath, on a hill of the wider hill, tapping
the wall of her bladder, fondling her matted chest (for the
hair grew on her as on a grown man), feeling the heart in her
wrist, loving her coveted thinness. She was to him as ugly as
the sowfaced woman of Llareggub who had taught him the
terrors of the flesh. He remembered the advances of that un-
lovely woman. She blew out his candle as he stepped towards
her on the night the great hail had fallen and he had hidden
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in her rotting house from the cruelty of the weather. Now
half a mile off his sister stood in the morning, and the vermin
of the hill might spring upon her as she stood, uncaring,
rounding the angles of her ugliness. He smiled at the thought
of the devouring rats, and looked around the room for a
bottle to hold her heart. Her skull, fixed by a socket to the
nail above his bed, would be a smiling welcome to the first
pains of waking.

But he saw Rhys Rhys stride up the hill, and the bow! of
his sister’s head, fixed invisibly above his sheets, crumbled
away. Standing straight by the side of a dewy tree, his sister
beckoned. Up went Rhys Rhys through the calfdeep heather,
the death in the grass, over the boulders and up through the
reaching ferns, to where she stood. He took her hand. The
two shadows linked hands, and climbed together to the top of
the hill. The boy saw them go, and turned his face to the wall
as they vanished, in one dull shadow, over the edge, and
down to the dingle at the west foot of the lovers’ alley.

Later, he remembered the rabbit. He ran downstairs and
found it in the pocket of the smoking coat. He held death
against him, tasting a cough of blood upon his tongue as he
climbed, contented, back to the bright bottles and the wall
of heads.

In the first dew of light he saw his father clamber for her
white hand. She who was his sister walked with a swollen
belly over the hill. She touched him between the legs, and he
sighed and sprang at her. But the nerves of her face mixed
with the quiver in his thighs, and she shot from him. Rhys
Rhys, over the bouldered rim, led her to terror. He sighed and
sprang at her. She mixed with him in the fourth and the fifth
terrors of the flesh. Said Rhys Rhys, Your mother’s eyes. It
was not her eyes that saw him proud before her, nor the eyes
in her thumb. The lashes of her fingers lifted. He saw the
ball under the nail.
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It was, they said, on a fine sabbath morning in the early
spring that she bore him a male child. Brought to bed of her
father, she screamed for an anaesthetic as the knocking head
burst through. In her gown of blood she slept until twilight,
and a star burst bloody through each ear. With a scissors and
rag, Rhys Rhys attended her, and, gazing on the shrivelled
features and the hands like the hands of a mole, he gently
took the child away, and his daughter’s breast cried out and
ran into the mouth of the surrounding shadow. The shadow
pouted for the milk and the binding cottons. The child spat
in his arms, the noise of the running air was blind in its ears,
and the deaf light died from its eyes.

Rhys Rhys, with the dead child held against him, stepped
into the night, hearing the mother moan in her sleep and the
deadly shadow, filled sick with milk, flowing around the
house. He turned his face towards the hills. A shadow walked
close to him and, silent in the shadow of a full tree, the
changeling waited. He made an image for the moon, and the
flesh of the moon fell away, leaving a star-eyed skull: Then
with a smile he ran back over the lawns and into the crying
house. Half way up the stairs, he heard his sister die. Rhys
Rhys climbed on.

On the top of the hill he laid the baby down, and propped
it against the heather. Death propped the dark flowers. The
baby stiffened in the rigor of the moon. Poor flesh, said Rhys
Rhys as he pulled at the dead heather and furze. Poor angel,
he said to the listening mouth of the baby. The fruit of the
flesh falls with the worm from the tree. Conceiving the worm,
the bark crumbles. There lay the poor star of flesh that had
dropped, like the bead of a woman’s milk, through the nip-
ples of a wormy tree.

He stacked the torn heathers in a circle. On the head of the
purple stack, he piled the dead grass. A stack of death, the
heather grew as tall as he, and loomed at last over his windy
hair.
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Behind a boulder moved the accompanying shadow, and
the shadow of the boy was printed under the fiery flank of a
tree. The shadow marked the boy, and the boy marked the
bones of the naked baby under their chilly cover, and how
the grass scraped on the bald skull, and where his father
picked out a path in the cancerous growths of the silent circle.
He saw Rhys Rhys pick up the baby and place it on the top
of the stack, saw the head of a burning match, and heard the
crackle of the bush, breaking like a baby’s arm.

The stack burst into flame. Rhys Rhys, before the red eye
of the creeping fire, stretched out his arms and beckoned the
shadow from the stones. Surrounded by shadows, he prayed
before the flaming stack, and the sparks of the heather blew
past his smile. Burn, child, poor flesh, mean flesh, flesh, flesh,
sick sorry flesh, flesh of the foul womb, burn back to dust, he
prayed.

And the baby caught fire. The flames curled round its
mouth and blew upon the shrinking gums. Flames round its
red cord lapped its little belly till the raw flesh fell upon the
heather.

A flame touched its tongue. Eeeeeh, cried the burning baby,
and the illuminated hill replied.
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THE MOUSE AND
THE WOMAN

I

IN THE eaves of the lunatic asylum were birds who whistled
the coming in of spring. A madman, howling like a dog
from the top room, could not disturb them, and their tunes
did not stop when he thrust his hands through the bars of
the window near their nests and clawed the sky. A fresh
smell blew with the winds around the white building and its
grounds. The asylum trees waved green hands over the wall
to the world outside.

In the gardens the patients sat and looked up at the sun or
upon the flowers or upon nothing, or walked sedately along
the paths, hearing the gravel crunch beneath their feet with a
hard, sensible sound. Children in print dresses might be ex-
pected to play, not noisily, upon the lawns. The building, too,
had a sweet expression, as though it knew only the kind
things of life and the polite emotions. In a middle room sat a
child who had cut off his double thumb with a scissors.

A little way off the main path leading from house to gate, a
girl, lifting her arms, beckoned to the birds. She enticed the
sparrows with little movements of her fingers, but to no avail.
It must be spring, she said. The sparrows sang exultantly, and
then stopped.

The howling in the top room began again. The madman’s
face was pressed close to the bars of the window. Opening
his mouth wide, he bayed up at the sun, listening to the in-
flections of his voice with a remorseless concentration. With
his unseeing eyes fixed on the green garden, he heard the
revolution of the years as they moved softly back. Now there
was no garden. Under the sun the iron bars melted. Like a
flower, a new room pulsed and opened.
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Waking up when it was still dark, he turned the dream
over and over on the tip of his brain until each little symbol
became heavy with a separate meaning. But there were sym-
bols he could not remember, they came and went so quickly
among the rattle of leaves, the gestures of women’s hands
spelling on the sky, the falling of rain and the humming
wind. He remembered the oval of her face and the colour of
her eyes. He remembered the pitch of her voice, though not
what she said. She moved again wearily up and down the
same ruler of turf. What she said fell with the leaves, and
spoke in the wind whose brother rattled the panes like an old
man.

There had been seven women, in a mad play by a Greck,
each with the same face, crowned by the same hoop of mad,
black hair. One by one they trod the ruler of turf, then van-
ished. They turned the same face to him, intolerably weary
with the same suffering.

The dream had changed. Where the women were was an
avenue of trees. And the trees leant forward and interlaced
their hands, turning into a black forest. He had seen himselt,
absurd in his nakedness, walk into the depths. Stepping on a
dead twig, he was bitten.

Then there was her face again. There was nothing in his
dream but her tired face. And the changes of the details of the
dream and the celestial changes, the levers of the trees and
the toothed twigs, these were the mechanisms of her delirium.
It was not the sickness of sin that was upon her face. Rather
it was the sickness of never having sinned and of never having
done well.

He lit the candle on the little deal table by his bedside.
Candle light threw the shadows of the room into confusion,
and raised up the warped men of shadow out of the corners.
For the first time he heard the clock. He had been deaf until
then to everything except the wind outside the window and
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the clean winter sounds of the nightworld. But now the
steady tick tock tick sounded like the heart of someone hid-
den in his room. He could not hear the night birds now. The
loud clock drowned their crying, or the wind was too cold for
them and made commotion among their feathers. He remem-
bered the dark hair of the woman in the trees and of the
seven women treading the ruler of turf.

He could no longer listen to the speaking of reason. The
pulse of a new heart beat at his side. Contentedly he let the
dream dictate its rhythm. Often he would rise when the sun
had dropped down, and, in the lunatic blackness under the
stars, walk on the hill, feeling the wind finger his hair and at
his nostrils. The rats and the rabbits on his towering hill
came out in the dark, and the shadows consoled them for
the night of the harsh sun. The dark woman, too, had risen
out of darkness, pulling down the stars in their hundreds and
showing him a mystery that hung and shone higher in the
night of the sky than all the planets crowding beyond the
curtains.

He fell to sleep again and woke in the sun. As he dressed,
the dog scratched at the door. He let it in and felt its wet
muzzle in his hand. The weather was hot for a midwinter
day. The little wind there was could not relieve the sharpness
of the heat. With the opening of the bedroom window, the
uneven beams of the sun twisted his images into the hard
lines of light.

He tried not to think of the woman as he ate. She had
risen out of the depths of darkness. Now she was lost again.
She is drowned, dead, dead. In the clean glittering of the
kitchen, among the white boards, the oleographs of old
women, the brass candlesticks, the plates on the shelves, and
the sounds of kettle and clock, he was caught between be-
lieving in her and denying her. Now he insisted on the lines
of her neck. The wilderness of her hair rose over the dark
surface. He saw her flesh in the cut bread; her blood, still
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flowing through the channels of her mysterious body, in
the spring water.

But another voice told him that she was dead. She was a
woman in a mad story. He forced himself to hear the voice
telling that she was dead. Dead, alive, drowned, raised up.
The two voices shouted across his brain. He could not bear
to think that the last spark in her had been put out. She is
alive, alive, cried the two voices together.

As he tidied the sheets on his bed, he saw a block of paper,
and sat down at the table with a pencil poised in his hand. A
hawk flew over the hill. Seagulls, on spread, unmoving wings,
cried past the window. A mother rat, in a hole in the hillside
near the holes of rabbits, suckled its young as the sun climbed
higher in the clouds.

He put the pencil down.

3

One winter morning, after the last crowing of the cock, in
the walks of his garden, had died to nothing, she who for so
long had dwelt with him appeared in all the wonder of her
youth. She had cried to be set free, and to walk in his dreams
no longer. Had she not been in the beginning, there would
have been no beginning. She had moved in his belly when he
was a boy, and stirred in his boy’s loins. He at last gave birth
to her who had beea with him from the beginning. And with
him dwelt a dog, a mouse, and a dark woman.

4

It is not a little thing, he thought, this writing that lies be-
fore me. It is the telling of a creation. It is the story of birth.
Out of him had come another. A being had been born, not
out of the womb, but out of the soul and the spinning head.
He had come to the cottage on the hill that the being within
him might ripen and be born away from the eyes of men. He
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understood what the wind that took up the woman’s cry
had cried in his last dream. Let me be born, it had cried. He
had given a woman being. His flesh would be upon her, and
the life that he had given her would make her walk, talk,
and sing. And he knew, too, that it was upon the block of
paper she was made absolute. There was an oracle in the lead
of the pencil.

In the kitchen he cleaned up after his meal. When the last
plate had been washed, he looked around the room. In the
corner near the door was a hole no bigger than a half-crown.
He found a tiny square of tin and nailed it over the hole,
making sure that nothing could go in or come out. Then he
donned his coat and walked out onto the hill and down
towards the sea.

Broken water leapt up from the inrushing tide and fell into
the crevices of the rocks, making innumerable pools. He
climbed down to the half-circle of beach, and the clusters of
shells did not break when his foot fell on them. Feeling his
heart knock at his side, he turned to where the greater rocks
climbed perilously up to the grass. There, at the foot, the
oval of her face towards him, she stood and smiled. The spray
brushed her naked body, and the creams of the sea ran un-
heeded over her feet. She lifted her hand. He crossed to
her.

5

In the cool of the evening they walked in the garden behind
the cottage. She had lost none of her beauty with the covering
up of her nakedness. With slippers on her feet she stepped as
gracefully as when her feet were bare. There was a dignity
in the poise of her head, and her voice was clear as a bell.
Walking by her side along the narrow path, he heard no dis-
cord in the crying together of the gulls. She pointed out bird
and bush with her finger, illuminating a new loveliness in
the wings and leaves, in the sour churning of water over
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pebbles, and a new life along the dead branches of the trees.

It is quiet here, she said as they stood looking out to sea and
the dark coming over the land. Is it always as quiet?

Not when the storms come in with the tide, he said. Boys
play behind the hill, lovers go down to the shore.

Late evening turned to night so suddenly that, where she
stood, stood a shadow under the moon. He took its hand, and
they ran together to the cottage.

It was lonely for you before I came, she said.

As a cinder hissed into the grate, he moved back in his
chair, made a startled gesture with his hand.

How quickly you become frightened, she said, I am fright-
ened of nothing.

But she thought over her words and spoke again, this time
in a low voice.

One day I may have no limbs to walk with, no hands to
touch with. No heart under my breast.

Look at the million stars, he said. They make some pattern
on the sky. It is a pattern of letters spelling a word. One night
I shall look up and read the word.

But she kissed him and calmed his fears.

6

The madman remembered the inflections of her voice,
heard, again, her frock rustling, and saw the terrible curve of
her breast. His own breathing thundered in his cars. The
girl on the bench beckoned to the sparrows. Somewhere a
child purred, stroking the black columns of a wooden horse
that neighed and then lay down.

7

They slept together on the first night, side by side in the
dark, their arms around one another. The shadows in the
corner were trimmed and shapely in her presence, losing their
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old deformity. And the stars looked in upon them and shone
in their eyes.

To-morrow you must tell me what you dream, he said.

It will be what I have always dreamed, she said. Walking
on a little length of grass, up and down, up and down, till my
feet bleed. Seven images of me walking up and down.

It is what I dream. Seven is a number in magic.

Magic? she said.

A woman makes a wax man, puts a pin in its chest; and
the man dies. Someone has a little devil, tells it what to do. A
girl dies, you see her walk. A woman turns into a hill.

She let her head rest on his shoulder, and fell to sleep.

He kissed her mouth, and passed his hand through her
hair.

She was asleep, but he did not sleep. Wide awake, he stared
into darkness. Now he was drowned in terror, and the suck-
ing waters closed over his skull.

I, I have a devil, he said.

She stirred at the noise of his voice, and then again her
head was motionless and her body straight along the curves
of the cool bed.

I have a devil, but I do not tell it what to do. It lifts my
hand. I write. The words spring into life. She, then, is a
woman of the devil.

She made a contented sound, nestled ever nearer to him.
Her breath was warm on his neck, and her foot lay on his
like a mouse. He saw that she was beautiful in her sleep. Her
beauty could not have sprouted out of evil. God, whom he
had searched for in his loneliness, had formed her for his
mate as Eve for Adam out of Adam’s rib.

He kissed her again, and saw her smile as she slept.

God at my side, he said.

He had not slept with Rachel and woken with Leah. There
was the pallor of dawn on her cheeks. He touched them
lightly with a finger-nail. She did not stir.

But there had been no woman in his dream. Not even a
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thread of woman’s hair had dangled from the sky. God had
come down in a cloud and the cloud had changed to a snakes’
nest. Foul hissing of snakes had suggested the sound of water,
and he had been drowned. Down and down he had fallen,
under green shiftings and the bubbles that fishes blew from
their mouths, down and down on to the bony floors of the sea.

Then against a white curtain people had moved and moved
to no purpose but to speak mad things.

What did you find under the tree?

I found an airman.

No, no, under the other tree?

I found a bottle of foetus.

No, no, under the other tree?

I found a mouse-trap.

He had been invisible. There had been nothing but his
voice. He had flown across back gardens, and his voice,
caught in a tangle of wireless aerials, had bled as though it
were a thing of substance. Men in deck-chairs were listening
to the loud-speakers speaking:

What did you find under the tree?

I found a wax man.

No, no, under the other tree?

He could remember little else except the odds and ends of
sentences, the movement of a turning shoulder, the sudden
flight or drop of syllables. But slowly the whole meaning
edged into his brain. He could translate every symbol of his
dreams, and he lifted the pencil so that they might stand
hard and clear upon the paper. But the words would not
come. He thought he heard the scratching of velvet paws be-
hind a panel. But when he sat still and listened close, there
was no sound.

She opened her eyes.

What are you doing? she said.

He put down the paper, and kissed her before they rose to
dress.

128



What did you dream last night? he asked her, when they
had eaten.

Nothing. I slept, that is all. What did you dream?

Nothing, he said.

8

There was creation screaming in the steam of the kettle,
in the light making mouths on the china and the floor she
swept as a child sweeps the floor of a doll’s house. There was
nothing to see in her but the ebb and flood of creation, only
the transcendent sweep of being and living in the careless
fold of flesh from shoulder-bone to elbow. He could not tell,
after the horror he had found in the translating symbols, why
the sea should point to the fruitful and unfailing stars with
the edge of each wave, and an image of fruition disturb the
moon in its dead course.

She moulded his images that evening. She lent light, and
the lamp was dim beside her who had the oil of life glistening
in every pore of her hand.

And now in the garden they remembered how they had
walked in the garden for the first time. .

You were lonely before I came.

How quickly you become frightened.

She had lost none of her beauty with the covering up of
her nakedness. Though he had slept at her side, he had been
content to know the surface of her. Now he stripped her of
her clothes and laid her on a bed of grass.

9

The mouse had waited for this consummation. Wrinkling
its eyes, it crept stealthily along the tunnel, littered with scraps
of half-eaten paper, behind the kitchen wall. Stealthily, on
tiny, padded paws, it felt its way through darkness, its nails
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scraping on the wood. Stealthily, it worked its way between
the walls, screamed at the blind light through the chinks, and
filed through the square of tin. Moonlight dropped slowly
into the space where the mouse, working its destruction,
inched into light. The last barrier fell away. And on the clean
stones of the kitchen floor the mouse stood still.

I0

That night he told of the love in the garden of Eden.

A garden was planted eastward, and Adam lived in it. Eve
was made for him, out of him, bone of his bones, flesh of his
flesh. They were as naked as you upon the seashore, but Eve
could not have been as beautiful. They ate with the devil, and
saw that they were naked, and covered up their nakedness.
In their good bodies they saw evil for the first time.

Then you saw evil in me, she said, when I was naked. I
would as soon be naked as be clothed. Why did you cover up
my nakedness?

It was not good to look upon, he said.

But it was beautiful. You yourself said that it was beautiful,
she said.

It was not good to look upon.

You said the body of Eve was good. And yet you say I was
not good to look upon. Why did you cover up my nakedness?

It was not good to look upon.

II

Welcome, said the devil to the madman. Cast your eyes
upon me. I grow and grow. See how I multiply. See my sad,
Grecian stare. And the longing to be born in my dark eyes.
Oh, that was the best joke of all.

I am an asylum boy tearing the wings of birds. Remember
the lions that were crucified. Who knows that it was not I
who opened the door of the tomb for Christ to struggle out?
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But the madman had heard that welcome time after time.
Ever since the evening of the second day after their love in
the garden, when he had told her that her nakedness was not
good to look upon, he had heard the welcome ring out in the
sliding rain, and seen the welcome words burnt into the sea.
He had known at the ringing of the first syllable in his ears
that nothing on the earth could save him, and that the mouse
would come out.

But the mouse had come out already.

The madman cried down at the beckoning girl to whom,
now, a host of birds edged closer on a bough.

12

Why did you cover up my nakedness?

It was not good to look upon.

Why, then, No, no, under the other tree?

It was not good, I found a wax cross.

As she had questioned him, not harshly, but with bewilder-
ment, that he whom she loved should find her nakedness un-
clean, he heard the broken pieces of the old dirge break into
her questioning.

Why, then, she said, No, no, under the other tree?

He heard himself reply, It was not good, I found a talking
thorn.

Real things kept changing place with unreal, and, as a bird
burst into song, he heard the springs rattle far back in its
throat.

She left him with a smile that still poised over a question,
and, crossing the strip of hill, vanished into the half-dark
where the cottage stood like another woman. But she re-
turned ten times, in ten different shapes. She breathed at
his ear, passed the back of her hand over his dry mouth, and
lit the lamp in the cottage room more than a mile away.

It grew darker as he stared at the stars. Wind cut through
the new night. Very suddenly a bird screamed over the trees,

131



and an owl, hungry for mice, hooted in the mile-away wood.

There was contradiction in heartbeat and green Sirius, an
eye in the east. He put his hand to his eyes, hiding the star,
and walked slowly towards the lamp burning far away in the
cottage. And all the elements come together, of wind and sea
and fire, of love and the passing of love, closed in a circle
around him.

She was not sitting by the fire, as he had expected her to
be, smiling upon the folds of her dress. He called her name
at the foot of the stairs. He looked into the empty bedroom,
and called her name in the garden. But she had gone, and all
the mystery of her presence had left the cottage. And the
shadows that he thought had departed when she had come
crowded the corners, muttering in women’s voices among
themselves. He turned down the wick in the lamp. As he
climbed upstairs, he heard the corner voices become louder

and louder until the whole cottage reverberated with them,
and the wind could not be heard.

13

With tears in his cheeks and with a hard pain in his heart,
he fell to sleep, coming at last to where his father sat in an
alcove carved in a cloud.

Father, he said, I have been walking over the world, look-
ing for a thing worthy of love, but I drove it away and go
now from place to place, moaning my hideousness, hearing
my own voice in the voices of the corncrakes and the frogs,
seeing my own face in the riddled faces of the beasts.

He held out his arms, waiting for words to fall from that
old mouth hidden under a white beard frozen with tears.
He implored the old man to speak.

Speak to me, your son. Remember how we read the classic
books together on the terraces. Or on an Irish harp you
would pluck tunes until the geese, like the seven geese of
the Wandering Jew, rose squawking into the air. Father,
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speak to me, your only son, a prodigal out of the herbaceous
spaces of small towns, out of the smells and sounds of the
city, out of the thorny desert and the deep sea. You are a
wise old man.

He implored the old man to speak, but, coming closer to
him and staring into his face, he saw the stains of death upon
mouth and eyes and a nest of mice in the tangle of the frozen
beard.

It was weak to fly, but he flew. And it was a weakness of
the blood to be invisible, but he was invisible. He reasoned
and dreamed unreasonably at the same time, knowing his
weakness and the lunacy of flying but having no strength to
conquer it. He flew like a bird over the fields, but soon the
bird’s body vanished, and he was a flying voice. An open
window beckoned him by the waving of its blinds, as a scare-
crow beckons a wise bird by its ragged waving, and into the
open window he flew, alighting on a bed near a sleeping girl.

Awake, girl, he said. I am your lover come in the night.

She awoke at his voice.

Who called me?

I called you.

Where are you?

I am upon the pillow by your head, speaking into your ear.

Who are you?

I am a voice.

Stop calling into my ear, then, and hop into my hand so
that I may touch you and tickle you. Hop into my hand,
voice.

He lay still and warm in her palm.

Where are you?

I am in your hand.

Which hand?

The hand on your breast, left hand. Do not make a fist or
you will crush me. Can you not feel me warm in your hand?
I am close to the roots of your fingers.

Talk to me.
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I had a body, but was always a voice. As I truly am, I come
to you in the night, a voice on your pillow.

I know what you are. You are the still, small voice I must
not listen to. I have been told not to listen to that still, small
voice that speaks in the night. It is wicked to listen. You must
not come here again. You must go away.

But I am your lover.

I must not listen, said the girl, and suddenly clenched her
hand.

14

He could go into the garden, regardless of rain, and bury
his face in the wet earth. With his ears pressed close to the
carth, he would hear the great heart, under soil and grass,
strain before breaking. In dreams he would say to some fig-
ure, Lift me up. I am only ten pounds now. I am lighter. Six
pounds. Two pounds. My spine shows through my breast.
The secret of that alchemy that had turned a little revolution
of the unsteady senses into a golden moment was lost as a
key is lost in undergrowth. A secret was confused among the
night, and the confusion of the last madness before the grave
would come down like an animal on the brain.

He wrote upon the block of paper, not knowing what he
wrote, and dreading the words that looked up at him at last
and could not be forgotten.

15
And this is all there was to it: a woman had been born, not
out of the womb, but out of the soul and the spinning head.
And he who had borne her out of darkness loved his creation,
and she loved him. But this is all there was to it: a miracle
befell a man. He fell in love with it, but could not keep it,
and the miracle passed. And with him dwelt a dog, a mouse,
and a dark woman. The woman went away, and the dog
died.
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16

He buried the dog at the end of the garden. Rest in peace,
he told the dead dog. But the grave was not deep enough and
there were rats in the underhanging of the bank who bit
through the sack shroud.

17

Upon town pavements he saw the woman step loose, her
breasts firm under a coat on which the single hairs from old
men’s heads lay white on black. Her life, he knew, was only
a life of days. Her spring had passed with him. After the
summer and the autumn, unhallowed time between full life
and death, there would be winter corrugating charm. He
who knew the subtleties of every reason, and sensed the four
together in every symbol of the earth, would disturb the
chronology of the seasons. Winter must not appear.

18

Consider now the old effigy of time, his long beard whit-
ened by an Egyptian sun, his bare feet watered by the Sar-
gasso sea. Watch me belabour the old fellow. I have stopped
his heart. It split like a chamber pot. No, this is no rain fall-
ing. This is the wet out of the cracked heart.

Parhelion and sun shine in the same sky with the broken
moon. Dizzy with the chasing of moon by sun, and by the
wwinkling of so many stars, I run upstairs to read again of
the love of some man for a woman. I tumble down to see the
half-crown hole in the kitchen wall stabbed open, and the
prints of a mouse’s pads on the floor.

Consider now the old effigies of the seasons. Break up the
rhythm of the old figures’ moving, the spring trot, summer
canter, sad stride of autumn, and winter shuffle. Break, piece
by piece, the continuous changing of motion into a spindle-
shanked walking.
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Consider the sun for whom I know no image but the old
image of a shot eye, and the broken moon.

19

Gradually the chaos became less, and the things of the
surrounding world were no longer wrought out of their own
substance into the shapes of his thoughts. Some peace fell
about him, and again the music of creation was to be heard
trembling out of crystal waters, out of the holy sweep of the
sky down to the wet edge of the earth where a sea flowed
over. Night came slowly, and the hill rose to the unrisen stars.
He turned over the block of paper and upon the last page
wrote in a clear hand:

20

The woman died.

21

There was dignity in such a murder. And the hero in him
rose up in all his holiness and strength. It was just that he
who had brought her forth from darkness should pack her
away again. And it was just that she should die not knowing
what hand out of the sky struck upon her and laid her low.

He walked down the hill, his steps slow as in procession,
and his lips smiling at the dark sea. He climbed on to the
shore, and, feeling his heart knock at his side, turned to
where the greater rocks climbed perilously to the grass. There
at the foot, her face towards him, she lay and smiled. Sea-
water ran unheeded over her nakedness. He crossed to her,
and touched her cold cheek with his nails.

22

Acquainted with the last grief, he stood at the open win-
dow of his room. And the night was an island in a sea of
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mystery and meaning. And the voice out of the night was a
voice of acceptance. And the face of the moon was the face
of humility.

He knew the last wonder before the grave and the mystery
that bewilders and incorporates the heavens and the earth.
He knew that he had failed before the eye of God and the eye
of Sirius to hold his miracle. The woman had shown him that
it was wonderful to live. And now, when at last he knew how
wonderful, and how pleasant the blood in the trees, and how
deep the well of the clouds, he must close his eyes and die.
He opened his eyes, and looked up at the stars. There were a
million stars spelling the same word. And the word of the
stars was written clearly upon the sky.

23

Alone in the kitchen, among the broken chairs and china,
stood the mouse that had come out of the hole. Its paws
rested lightly upon the floor painted all over with the gro-
tesque figures of birds and girls. Stealthily, it crept back into
the hole. Stealthily, it worked its way between the walls.
There was no sound in the kitchen but the sound of the
mouse’s nails scraping upon wood.

24

In the eaves of the lunatic asylum the birds still whistled,
and the madman, pressed close to the bars of the window
near their nests, bayed up at the sun.

Upon the bench some distance from the main path, the
girl was beckoning to the birds, while on a square of lawn
danced three old women, hand in hand, simpering in the
wind, to the music of an Italian organ from the world outside.

Spring is come, said the warders.
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STORIES

FROM ““PORTRAIT OF THE
ARTIST AS A YOUNG DOG"






THE PEACHES

THE GRASS-GREEN cart, with ‘J. Jones, Gorsehill’ painted
shakily on it, stopped in the cobblestone passage between
“The Hare’s Foot’ and “The Pure Drop.’ It was late on an
April evening. Uncle Jim, in his black market suit with a
stiff white shirt and no collar, loud new boots, and a plaid
cap, creaked and climbed down. He dragged out a thick
wicker basket from a heap of straw in the corner of the cart
and swung it over his shoulder. I heard a squeal from the
basket and saw the tip of a pink tail curling out as Uncle Jim
opened the public door of ‘The Pure Drop.’

‘I won’t be two minutes,” he said to me. The bar was
full; two fat women in bright dresses sat near the door, one
with a small, dark child on her knee; they saw Uncle Jim
and nudged up on the bench.

‘Tll be out straight away,’” he said fiercely, as though I
had contradicted him, ‘you stay there quiet.’

The woman without the child raised up her hands. ‘Oh,
Mr Jones,” she said in a high laughing voice. She shook like
a jelly.

Then the door closed and the voices were muffled.

I sat alone on the shaft of the cart in the narrow passage,
staring through a side window of ‘The Hare’s Foot” A
stained blind was drawn half over it. I could see into half
of a smoky, secret room, where four men were playing cards.
One man was huge and swarthy, with a handlebar moustache
and a love-curl on his forehead; seated by his side was a thin,
bald, pale old man with his cheeks in his mouth; the faces
of the other two were in shadow. They all drank out of
brown pint tankards and never spoke, laying the cards down
with a smack, scraping at their matchboxes, puffing at their
pipes, swallowing unhappily, ringing the brass bell, ordering
more, by a sign of the fingers, from a sour woman with a
flowered blouse and a man’s cap.
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The passage grew dark too suddenly, the walls crowded
in, and the roofs crouched down. To me, staring timidly
there in a dark passage in a strange town, the swarthy man
appeared like a giant in a cage surrounded by clouds, and the
bald old man withered into a black hump with a white top;
two white hands darted out of the corner with invisible
cards. A man with spring-heeled boots and a two-edged knife
might be bouncing towards me from Union Street.

I called, ‘Uncle Jim, Uncle Jim,” softly so that he should
not hear.

I began to whistle between my teeth, but when I stopped
I thought the sound went hissing on behind me. I climbed
down from the shaft and stepped close to the half-blind
window; a hand clawed up the pane to the tassel of the
blind; in the little, packed space between me on the cobbles
and the card-players at the table, I could not tell which side
of the glass was the hand that dragged the blind down
slowly. I was cut from the night by a stained square. A story
I had made in the warm, safc island of my bed, with sleepy
midnight Swansea flowing and rolling round outside the
house, came blowing down to me then with a noise on the
cobbles. I remembered the demon in the story, with his
wings and hooks, who clung like a bat to my hair as I bat-
tled up and down Wales after a tall, wise, golden, royal girl
from Swansea Convent. I tried to remember her true name,
her proper, long, black-stockinged legs, her giggle and paper
curls, but the hooked wings tore at me and the colour of her
hair and eyes faded and vanished like the grass-green of
the cart that was a dark, grey mountain now standing be-
tween the passage walls.

And all this time the old, broad, patient, nameless mare
stood without stirring, not stamping once on the cobbles or
shaking her reins. I called her a good girl and stood on tiptoe
to try to stroke her ears as the door of “The Pure Drop’
swung open and the warm lamplight from the bar dazzled
me and burned my story up. I felt frightened no longer,
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only angry and hungry. The two fat women near the door
giggled ‘Good night, Mr Jones’ out of the rich noise and the
comfortable smells. The child lay curled asleep under the
bench. Uncle Jim kissed the two women on the lips.

‘Good night.

‘Good night.’

‘Good night.

Then the passage was dark again.

He backed the mare into Union Street, lurching against
her side, cursing her patience and patting her nose, and we
both climbed into the cart.

‘There are too many drunken gipsies,” he said as we rolled
and rattled through the flickering, lamp-lit town.

He sang hymns all the way to Gorsehill in an affectionate
bass voice, and conducted the wind with his whip. He did
not need to touch the reins. Once on the rough road, be-
tween hedges twisting out to twig the mare by the bridle
and poke our caps, we stopped, at a whispered “Whoa,” for
uncle to light his pipe and set the darkness on fire and show
his long, red, drunken, fox’s face to me, with its bristling
side-bushes and wet, sensitive nose. A white house with a
light in one bedroom window shone in a field on a short hill
beyond the road.

Uncle whispered, ‘Easy, easy, girl,” to the mare, though
she was standing calmly, and said to me over his shoulder
in a suddenly loud voice: ‘A hangman lived there.’

He stamped on the shaft, and we rattled on through a
cutting wind. Uncle shivered, pulling down his cap to hide
his ears; but the mare was like a clumsy statue trotting, and
all the demons of my stories, if they trotted by her side or
crowded together and grinned into her eyes, would not make
her shake her head or hurry.

‘I wish he’d have hung Mrs Jesus,’ uncle said.

Between hymns he cursed the mare in Welsh. The white
house was left behind, the light and the hill were swallowed
up.
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‘Nobody lives there now,” he said.

We drove into the farm-yard of Gorsehill, where the cob-
bles rang and the black, empty stables took up the ringing
and hollowed it so that we drew up in a hollow circle of
darkness and the mare was a hollow animal and nothing
lived in the hollow house at the end of the yard but two
sticks with faces scooped out of turnips.

‘You run and see Annie,” said uncle. “There’ll be hot broth
and potatoes.’

He led the hollow, shaggy statue towards the stable; clop,
clop to the mice-house. I heard locks rattle as I ran to the
farm-house door.

The front of the house was the single side of a black
shell, and the arched door was the listening ear. I pushed
the door open and walked into the passage out of the wind.
I might have been walking into the hollow night and the
wind, passing through a tall vertical shell on an inland sea-
shore. Then a door at the end of the passage opened; I saw
the plates on the shelves, the lighted lamp on the long, oil-
clothed table, ‘Prepare to Meet Thy God’ knitted over the
fire-place, the smiling china dogs, the brown-stained settle,
the grandmother clock, and I ran into the kitchen and into
Annie’s arms.

There was a welcome, then. The clock struck twelve as
she kissed me, and I stood among the shining and striking
like a prince taking off his disguise. One minute I was small
and cold, skulking dead-scared down a black passage in my
stiff, best suit, with my hollow belly thumping and my heart
like a time bomb, clutching my grammar school cap, un-
familiar to myself, a snub-nosed story-teller lost in his own
adventures and longing to be home; the next I was a royal
nephew in smart town clothes, embraced and welcomed,
standing in the snug centre of my stories and listening to the
clock announcing me. She hurried me to the seat in the
side of the cavernous fire-place and took off my shoes. The
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bright lamps and the ceremonial gongs blazed and rang for
me.

She made a mustard bath and strong tea, told me to put
on a pair of my cousin Gwilym’s socks and an old coat of
uncle’s that smelt of rabbit and tobacco. She fussed and
clucked and nodded and told me, as she cut bread and butter,
how Gwilym was still studying to be a minister, and how
Aunt Rach Morgan, who was ninety years old, had fallen
on her belly on a scythe.

Then Uncle Jim came in like the devil with a red face
and a wet nose and trembling, hairy hands. His walk was
thick. He stumbled against the dresser and shook the corona-
tion plates, and a lean cat shot booted out from the settle
corner. Uncle looked nearly twice as tall as Annie. He could
have carried her about under his coat and brought her out
suddenly, a little, brown-skinned, toothless, hunchbacked
woman with a cracked, sing-song voice.

‘You shouldn’t have kept him out so long,” she said, angry
and timid.

He sat down in his special chair, which was the broken
throne of a bankrupt bard, and lit his pipe and stretched his
legs and puffed clouds at the ceiling.

‘He might catch his death of cold,” she said.

She talked at the back of his head while he wrapped him-
self in clouds. The cat slunk back. I sat at the table with my
supper finished, and found a little empty bottle and a white
balloon in the pockets of my coat.

‘Run off to bed, there’s a dear,’ Annie whispered.

‘Can I go and look at the pigs?’

‘In the morning, dear,” she said.

So I said good might to Uncle Jim, who turned and smiled
at me and winked through the smoke, and I kissed Annie
and lit my candle.

‘Good night.’

‘Good night.’
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‘Good night.

I climbed the stairs; each had a different voice. The house
smelt of rotten wood and damp and animals. I thought that
I had been walking long, damp passages all my life, and
climbing stairs in the dark, alone. I stopped outside Gwilym’s
door on the draughty landing.

‘Good night.

The candle flame jumped in my bedroom where a lamp
was burning very low, and the curtains waved; the water
in a glass on a round table by the bed stirred, I thought, as
the door closed, and lapped against the sides. There was a
stream below the window; I thought it lapped against the
house all night until I slept.

‘Can I go and see the pigs?’ I asked Gwilym next morn-
ing. The hollow fear of the house was gone, and, running
downstairs to my breakfast, I smelt the sweetness of wood
and the fresh spring grass and the quiet untidy farm-yard,
with its tumbledown dirty-white cow-house and empty stables
open.

Gwilym was a tall young man aged nearly twenty, with
a thin stick of a body and spade-shaped face. You could dig
the garden with him. He had a deep voice that cracked in
half when he was excited, and he sang songs to himself,
treble and bass, with the same sad hymn tune, and wrote
hymns in the barn. He told me stories about girls who died
for love. ‘And she put a rope round a tree but it was too
short,’” he said; ‘she stuck a penknife in her bosom but it was
too blunt” We were sitting together on the straw heaps that
day in the half-dark of the shuttered stable. He twisted and
leaned near to me, raising his big finger, and the straw
creaked.

‘She jumped in the cold river, she jumped,” he said, his
mouth against my ear, ‘arse over tip and, Diu, she was
dead.’” He squeaked like a bat.

The pigsties were at the far end of the yard. We walked
towards them, Gwilym dressed in minister’s black, though it
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was a weckday morning, and me in a serge suit with a darned
bottom, past three hens scrabbling the muddy cobbles and a
collie with one eye, sleeping with it open. The ramshackle
outhouses had tumbling, rotten roofs, jagged holes in their
sides, broken shutters, and peeling whitewash; rusty screws
ripped out from the dangling, crooked boards; the lean cat
of the night before sat snugly between the splintered jaws of
bottles, cleaning its face, on the tip of the rubbish pile that
rose triangular and smelling sweet and strong to the level of
the riddled cart-house roof. There was nowhere like that
farm-yard in all the slap dash county, nowhere so poor and
grand and dirty as that square of mud and rubbish and bad
wood and falling stone, where a bucketful of old and be-
draggled hens scratched and laid small eggs. A duck quacked
out of the trough in one deserted sty. Now a young man and
a curly boy stood staring and sniffing over a wall at a sow,
with its tits on the mud, giving suck.

‘How many pigs are there?’

‘Five. The bitch ate one,” said Gwilym.

We counted them as they squirmed and wriggled, rolled
on their backs and bellies, edged and pinched and pushed
and squealed about their mother. There were four. We
counted again. Four pigs, four naked pink tails curling up
as their mouths guzzled down and the sow grunted with
pain and joy.

‘She must have ate another,’ I said, and picked up a
scratching stick and prodded the grunting sow and rubbed
her crusted bristles backwards. ‘Or a fox jumped over the
wall)’ I said.

‘It wasn’t the sow or the fox,” said Gwilym. ‘It was father.’

I could see uncle, tall and sly and red, holding the writhing
pig in his two hairy hands, sinking his teeth in its thigh,
crunching its trotters up; I could see him leaning over the
wall of the sty with the pig’s legs sticking out of his mouth.
‘Did Uncle Jim eat the pig?’

Now, at this minute, behind the rotting sheds, he was
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standing, knee-deep in feathers, chewing off the live heads of
the poultry.

‘He sold it to go on the drink,” said Gwilym in his deepest
rebuking whisper, his eyes fixed on the sky. ‘Last Christmas
he took a sheep over his shoulder, and he was pissed for
ten days.’

The sow rolled near the scratching stick, and the small
pigs sucking at her, lost and squealing in the sudden dark-
ness, struggled under her folds and pouches.

‘Come and see my chapel,’ said Gwilym. He forgot the
lost pig at once and began to talk about the towns he had
visited on a religious tour, Neath and Bridgend and Bristol
and Newport, with their lakes and luxury gardens, their
bright, coloured streets roaring with temptation. We walked
away from the sty and the disappointed sow.

‘I met actress after actress,” he said.

Gwilym’s chapel was the last old barn before the field
that led down to the river; it stood well above the farm-
yard, on a mucky hill. There was one whole door with a
heavy padlock, but you could get in easily through the holes
on either side of it. He took out a ring of keys and shook
them gently and tried each one in the lock. ‘Very posh,” he
said; ‘I bought them from the junk-shop in Carmarthen.’
We climbed into the chapel through a hole.

A dusty wagon with the name painted out and a white-
wash cross on its side stood in the middle. ‘My pulpit cart,’
he said, and walked solemnly into it up the broken shaft.
‘You sit on the hay; mind the mice,” he said. Then he brought
out his deepest voice again, and cried to the heavens and the
bat-lined rafters and the hanging webs: ‘Bless us this holy
day, O Lord, bless me and Dylan and this Thy little chapel
for ever and ever, Amen. I've done a lot of improvements to
this place’

I sat on the hay and stared at Gwilym preaching, and
heard his voice rise and crack and sink to a whisper and break
into singing and Welsh and ring triumphantly and be wild

148



and meck. The sun, through a hole, shone on his praying
shoulders, and he said: ‘O God, Thou art everywhere all the
time, in the dew of the morning, in the frost of the evening,
in the field and the town, in the preacher and the sinner, in
the sparrow and the big buzzard. Thou canst see everything,
right down deep in our hearts; Thou canst see us when the
sun is gone; Thou canst see us when there aren’t any stars,
in the gravy blackness, in the deep, deep, deep, deep pit;
Thou canst see and spy and watch us all the time, in the
little black corners, in the big cowboys’ prairies, under the
blankets when we’re snoring fast, in the terrible shadows,
pitch black, pitch black; Thou canst see everything we do,
in the night and the day, in the day and the night, every-
thing, everything; Thou canst see all the time. O God mun,
you’re like a bloody cat.’

He let his clasped hands fall. The chapel in the barn was
still, and shafted with sunlight. There was nobody to cry
Hallelujah or God-bless; I was too small and enamoured in
the silence. The one duck quacked outside.

‘Now I take a collection,” Gwilym said.

He stepped down from the cart and groped about in the
hay beneath it and held out a battered tin to me.

‘T haven’t got a proper box,” he said.

I put two pennies in the tin.

‘It’s time for dinner,” he said, and we went back to the
house without a word.

Annie said, when we had finished dinner: ‘Put on your
nice suit for this afternoon. The one with stripes.”

It was to be a special afternoon, for my best friend, Jack
Williams, from Swansea, was coming down with his rich
mother in a motor car, and Jack was to spend a fortnight’s
holiday with me.

‘Where’s Uncle Jim?’

‘He’s gone to market,’ said Annie.

Gwilym made a small pig’s noise. We knew where uncle
was; he was sitting in a public house with a heifer over his
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shoulder and two pigs nosing out of his pockets, and his
lips were wet with bull’s blood.

‘Is Mrs Williams very rich?’ asked Gwilym.

I told him she had three motor cars and two houses, which
was a lie. ‘She’s the richest woman in Wales, and once she
was a mayoress,’ I said. ‘Are we going to have tea in the best
room?’

Annie nodded. ‘And a large tin of peaches,’ she said.

“That old tin’s been in the cupboard since Christmas,’
said Gwilym, ‘mother’s been keeping it for a day like this.’

‘They’re lovely peaches,” Annie said. She went upstairs
to dress like Sunday.

The best room smelt of moth-balls and fur and damp and
dead plants and stale, sour air. Two glass cases on wooden
coffin-boxes lined the window wall. You looked at the weed-
grown vegetable garden through a stuffed fox’s legs, over a
partridge’s head, along the red-paint-stained breast of a stiff
wild duck. A case of china and pewter, trinkets, teeth, family
brooches, stood beyond the bandy table; there was a large
oil lamp on the patchwork tablecloth, a Bible with a clasp,
a tall vase with a draped woman about to bathe on it, and a
framed photograph of Annie, Uncle Jim, and Gwilym smil-
ing in front of a fern-pot. On the mantlepiece were two
clocks, some dogs, brass candlesticks, a shepherdess, a man
in a kilt, and a tinted photograph of Annie, with high hair
and her breasts coming out. There were chairs around the
table and in each corner, straight, curved, stained, padded, all
with lace cloths hanging over their backs. A patched white
sheet shrouded the harmonium. The fireplace was full of
brass tongs, shovels, and pokers. The best room was rarely
used. Annie dusted and brushed and polished there once a
week, but the carpet still sent up a grey cloud when you trod
on it, and dust lay evenly on the seats of the chairs, and balls
of cotton and dirt and black stuffing and long black horse
hairs were wedged in the cracks of the sofa. I blew on the
glass to see the pictures. Gwilym and castles and cattle.
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‘Change your suit now,’ said Gwilym.

I wanted to wear my old suit, to look like a proper farm
boy and have manure in my shoes and hear it squelch as I
walked, to see a cow have calves and a bull on top of a cow,
to run down in the dingle and wet my stockings, to go out
and shout, ‘Come on, you bugger,” and pelt the hens and
talk in a proper voice. But I went upstairs to put my striped
suit on.

From my bedroom I heard the noise of a motor car draw-
ing up in the yard. It was Jack Williams and his mother.

Gwilym shouted, ‘They’re here, in a Daimler!’ from the
foot of the stairs, and I ran down to meet them with my tie
undone and my hair uncombed.

Annie was saying at the door: ‘Good afternoon, Mrs Wil-
liams, good afternoon. Come right in, it’s a lovely day, Mrs
Williams. Did you have a nice journey then? This way, Mrs
Williams, mind the step.’

Annie wore a black, shining dress that smelt of mothballs,
like the chair covers in the best room; she had forgotten to
change her gym-shoes, which were caked with mud and all
holes. She fussed on before Mrs Williams down the stone
passage, darting her head round, clucking, fidgetting, excus-
ing the small house, anxiously tidying her hair with one
rough, stubby hand.

Mrs Williams was tall and stout, with a jutting bosom
and thick legs, her ankles swollen over her pointed shoes;
she was fitted out like a mayoress or a ship, and she swayed
after Annie into the best room.

She said: ‘Please don’t put yourself out for me, Mrs Jones,
there’s a dear.” She dusted the seat of a chair with a lace
handkerchief from her bag before sitting down.

‘I can’t stop, you know,’ she said.

‘Oh, you must stay for a cup of tea,’ said Annie, shifting
and scraping the chairs away from the table so that nobody
could move and Mrs Williams was hemmed in fast with her
bosom and her rings and her bag, opening the china cup-
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board, upsetting the Bible on the floor, picking it up, dusting
it hurriedly with her sleeve.

‘And peaches, Gwilym said. He was standing in' the
passage with his hat on.

Annie said, ‘Take your hat off, Gwilym, make Mrs Wil-
liams comfortable,’ and she put the lamp on the shrouded
harmonium and spread out a white tablecloth that had a
tea stain in the centre, and brought out the china and laid
knives and cups for five.

‘Don’t bother about me, there’s a dear,” said Mrs Wil-
liams. ‘There’s a lovely fox!” She flashed a finger of rings
at the glass case.

‘It’s real blood,” I told Jack, and we climbed over the sofa
to the table.

‘No it isn’t,” he said, ‘it’s red ink.’

‘Oh, your shoes!” said Annie.

‘Don’t tread on the sofa, Jack, there’s a dear.’

‘If it isn’t ink it’s paint then.

Gwilym said: ‘Shall I get you a bit of cake, Mrs Williams?*

Annie rattled the tea-cups. “There isn’t a single bit of cake
in the house,” she said; ‘we forgot to order it from the shop;
not a single bit. Oh, Mrs Williams!’

Mrs Williams said: ‘Just a cup of tea, thanks.” She was still
sweating because she had walked all the way from the car.
It spoiled her powder. She sparkled her rings and dabbed at
her face.

“Three lumps,” she said. ‘And I’'m sure Jack will be very
happy here.’

‘Happy as sandboys.” Gwilym sat down.

‘Now, you must have some peaches, Mrs Williams, they’re
lovely.’

‘They should be, they’ve been here long enough,’ said
Gwilym.

Annie rattled the tea-cups at him again.

‘No peaches, thanks,” Mrs Williams said.

‘Oh, you must, Mrs Williams, just one. With cream.’
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‘No, no, Mrs Jones, thanks the same,” she said. ‘I don’t
mind pears or chunks, but I can’t bear peaches.’

‘Jack and I had stopped talking. Annie stared down at her
gym-shoes. One of the two clocks on the mantel-piece
coughed, and struck. Mrs Williams struggled from her chair.

“There, time flies!” she said.

She pushed her way past the furniture, jostled against the
cupboard, rattled the trinkets and brooches, and kissed Jack
on the forehead.

‘You’ve got scent on,” he said.

She patted my head.

‘Now, behave yourselves.”

To Annie, she said in a whisper: ‘And remember, Mrs
Jones, just good plain food. No spoiling his appetite.’

Annie followed her out of the room. She moved slowly
now. ‘T'll do my very best, Mrs Williams.’

We heard her say, ‘Good-bye then, Mrs Williams,” and go
down the steps of the kitchen and close the door. The motor
car roared in the yard, then the noise grew softer and died.

Down the thick dingle Jack and I ran shouting, scalping
the brambles with our thin stick-hatchets, dancing, hallooing.
We skidded to a stop and prowled on the bushy banks of the
stream. Up above, sat one-eyed, dead-eyed, sinister, slim, ten-
notched Gwilym, loading his guns in Gallows Farm. We
crawled and rat-tatted through the bushes, hid, at a whistled
signal, in the deep grass, and crouched there, waiting for the
crack of a twig or the secret breaking of boughs.

On my haunches, eager and alone, casting an ebony shadow,
with the Gorsehill jungle swarming, the violent, impossible
birds and fishes leaping, hidden under four-stemmed flowers
the height of horses, in the early evening in a dingle near
Carmarthen, my friend Jack Williams invisibly near me, I felt
all my young body like an excited animal surrounding me,
the torn knees bent, the bumping heart, the long heat and
depth between the legs, the sweat prickling in the hands, the
tunnels down to the eardrums, the little balls of dirt between
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the toes, the eyes in the sockets, the tucked-up voice, the blood
racing, the memory around and within flying, jumping,
swimming, and waiting to pounce. There, playing Indians in
the evening, I was aware of me myself in the exact middle of
a living story, and my body was my adventure and my name.
I sprang with excitement and scrambled up through the
scratching brambles again.

Jack cried: ‘I see you! I see you!” He scampered after me.
‘Bang! bang! you’re dead!’

But I was young and loud and alive, though I lay down
obediently.

‘Now you try and kill me,’ said Jack. ‘Count a hundred.’

I closed one eye, saw him rush and stamp towards the
upper field, then tiptoe back and begin to climb a tree, and
I counted fifty and ran to the foot of the tree and killed him
as he climbed. ‘You fall down,’ I said.

He refused to fall, so I climbed too, and we clung to the
top branches and stared down at the lavatory in the corner of
the field. Gwilym was sitting on the seat with his trousers
down. He looked small and black. He was reading a book
and moving his hands.

‘We can see you!’ we shouted.

He snatched his trousers up and put the book in his pocket.

‘We can see you, Gwilym!’

He came out into the field. “‘Where are you, then?’

We waved our caps at him.

‘In the sky!’ Jack shouted.

‘Flying!” I shouted.

We stretched our arms out like wings.

‘Fly down here.’

We swung and laughed on the branches.

‘There’s birds!” cried Gwilym.

Our jackets were torn and our stockings were wet and our
shoes were sticky; we had green moss and brown bark on our
hands and faces when we went in for supper and a scolding.
Annie was quiet that night, though she called me a ragamuf-
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fin and said she didn’t know what Mrs Williams would
think and told Gwilym he should know better. We made
faces at Gwilym and put salt in his tea, but after supper he
said: “You can come to chapel if you like. Just before bed.’

He lit a candle on the top of the pulpit cart. It was a small
light in the big barn. The bats were gone. Shadows still clung
upside down along the roof. Gwilym was no longer my cousin
in a Sunday suit, but a tall stranger shaped like a spade in a
cloak, and his voice grew too deep. The straw heaps were
lively. I thought of the sermon on the cart: we were watched,
Jack’s heart was watched, Gwilym’s tongue was marked
down, my whisper, ‘Look at the little eyes,” was remembered
always.

‘Now I take confessions,” said Gwilym from the cart.

Jack and I stood bareheaded in the circle of the candle,
and I could feel the trembling of Jack’s body.

‘You first.” Gwilym’s finger, as bright as though he had
held it in the candle flame until it burned, pointed me out,
and I took a step towards the pulpit cart, raising my head.

‘Now you confess,” said Gwilym.

‘What have I got to confess?’

“The worst thing you’ve done.’

I let Edgar Reynolds be whipped because I had taken his
homework; I stole from my mother’s bag; I stole from Gwy-
neth’s bag; I stole twelve books in three visits from the
library, and threw them away in the park; I drank a cup of
my water to see what it tasted like; I beat a dog with a suck
so that it would roll over and lick my hand afterwards; I
looked with Dan Jones through the keyhole while his maid
had a bath; I cut my knee with a penknife, and put the blood
on my handkerchief and said it had come out of my ears so
that I could pretend I was ill and frighten my mother; I
pulled my trousers down and showed Jack Williams; I saw
Billy Jones beat a pigeon to death with a fire-shovel, and
laughed and got sick; Cedric Williams and I broke into Mrs
Samuels’s house and poured ink over the bedclothes.
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I said: ‘T haven’t done anything bad.’

‘Go on, confess!’ said Gwilym. He was frowning down at
me.

‘T can’t! I can’t!’ I said. ‘T haven’t done anything bad.

‘Go on, confess!’

‘T won’t! I won’t!l’

Jack began to cry. ‘T want to go home,’ he said.

Gwilym opened the chapel door and we followed him
into the yard, down past the black, humped sheds, towards
the house, and Jack sobbed all the way.

In bed together, Jack and I confessed our sins.

‘I steal from my mother’s bag, too; there are pounds and
pounds.’

‘How much do you steal ?’

‘Threepence.’

‘I killed a man once.

‘No you didn’t then.

‘Honest to Christ, I shot him through the heart.

‘What was his name?’

‘Williams.”

‘Did he bleed?’

I thought the stream was lapping against the house.

‘Like a bloody pig,’ I said.

Jack’s tears had dried. ‘I don’t like Gwilym, he’s barmy.’

‘No, he isn’t. I found a lot of poems in his bedroom once.
They were all written to girls. And he showed them to me
afterwards, and he’d changed all the girls’ names to God.’

‘He’s religious.’

‘No he isn’t, he goes with actresses. He knows Corinne
Griffith.’

Our door was open. I liked the door locked at night, be-
cause I would rather have a ghost in the bedroom than think
of one coming in; but Jack liked it open, and we tossed and
he won. We heard the front door rattle and footsteps in the
kitchen passage.

‘That’s Uncle Jim.!
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‘What's he like?’

‘He’s like a fox, he eats pigs and chickens.’

The ceiling was thin and we heard every sound, the creak-
ing of the bard’s chair, the clatter of plates, Annie’s voice
saying: ‘Midnight!’

‘He’s drunk,’ I said. We lay quite still, hoping to hear a
quarrel.

‘Perhaps he'll throw plates,’ I said.

But Annie scolded him softly: “There’s a fine state, Jim.’

He murmured to her.

“There’s one pig gone,” she said. ‘Oh, why do you have to
do it, Jim? There’s nothing left now. We'll never be able to
carry on.

‘Money! money! money!’ he said. I knew he would be light-
ing his pipe.

Then Annie’s voice grew so soft we could not hear the
words, and uncle said: ‘Did she pay you the thirty shillings?’

‘They’re talking about your mother,’” I told Jack.

For a long time Annie spoke in a low voice, and we
waited for words. ‘Mrs Williams,” she said, and ‘motor car,’
and ‘Jack,’ and ‘peaches.’ I thought she was crying, for her
voice broke on the last word.

Uncle Jim’s chair creaked again, he might have struck his
fist on the table, and we heard him shout: ‘I'll give her
peaches! Peaches, peaches! Who does she think she is? Aren’t
peaches good enough for her? To hell with her bloody motor
car and her bloody son! Making us small.’

‘Don’t, don’t, Jim!” Annie said, ‘you’ll wake the boys.”

‘T’ll wake them and whip the hell out of them, too!’

‘Please, please, Jim!’

‘You send the boy away,’ he said, ‘or I'll do it myself. Back
to his three bloody houses.’

Jack pulled the bedclothes over his head and sobbed into
the pillow: ‘I don’t want to hear, I don’t want to hear. I'll
write to my mother. She’ll take me away.’

I climbed out to close the door. Jack would not talk to me
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again, and I fell asleep to the noise of the voices below, which
soon grew gentle.

Uncle Jim was not at breakfast. When we came down,
Jack’s shoes were cleaned for him and his jacket was darned
and pressed. Annie gave two boiled eggs to Jack and one to
me. She forgave me when I drank tea from the saucer.

After breakfast, Jack walked to the post office. I took the
one-eyed collie to chase rabbits in the upper fields, but it
barked at ducks and brought me a tramp’s shoe from a hedge,
and lay down with its tail wagging in a rabbit hole. I threw
stones at the deserted duck pond, and the collie ambled back
with sticks.

Jack went skulking into the damp dingle, his hands in his
pockets, his cap over one eye. I left the collie sniffing at a mole-
hill, and climbed to the tree-top in the corner of the lavatory
ficld. Below me, Jack was playing Indians all alone, scalping
through the bushes, surprising himself round a tree, hiding
from himself in the grass. I called to him once, but he pre-
tended not to hear. He played alone, silently and savagely. I
saw him standing with his hands in his pockets, swaying like
a Kelly, on the mud-bank by the stream at the foot of the
dingle. My bough lurched, the heads of the dingle bushes
spun up towards me like green tops, ‘I'm falling! I cried,
my trousers saved me, I swung and grasped, this was one
minute of wild adventure, but Jack did not look up and the
minute was lost. I climbed, without dignity, to the ground.

Early in the afternoon, after a silent meal, when Gwilym
was reading the scriptures or writing hymns to girls or sleep-
ing in his chapel, Annie was baking bread, and I was cutting
a wooden whistle in the loft over the stable, the motor car
drove up in the yard again.

Out of the house Jack, in his best suit, ran to meet his
mother, and I heard him say as she stepped, raising her short
skirts, on to the cobbles: ‘And he called you a bloody cow,
and he said he’d whip the hell out of me, and Gwilym took
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me to the barn in the dark and let the mice run over me, and
Dylan’s a thief, and that old woman’s spoilt my jacket.’

Mrs Williams sent the chauffeur for Jack’s luggage. Annie
came to the door, trying to smile and curtsy, tidying her hair,
wiping her hands on her pinafore.

Mrs Williams said, ‘Good afternoon,” and sat with Jack
in the back of the car and stared at the ruin of Gorsehill.

The chauffeur came back. The car drove off, scattering the
hens. I ran out of the stable to wave to Jack. He sat still and
stiff by his mother’s side. I waved my handkerchief.
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ONE WARM
SATURDAY

THE YOUNG MAN in a sailor’s jersey, sitting near the summer
huts to see the brown and white women coming out and
the groups of pretty-faced girls with pale vees and scorched
backs who picked their way delicately on ugly, red-toed feet
over the sharp stones to the sea, drew on the sand a large,
indented woman’s figure; and a naked child, just out of the
sea, ran over it and shook water, marking on the figure two
wide wet eyes and a hole in the foot-printed middle. He
rubbed the woman away and drew a paunched man; the child
ran over it, tossing her hair, and shook a row of buttons down
its belly and a line of drops, like piddle in a child’s drawing,
between the long legs stuck with shells.

In a huddle of picnicking women and their children,
stretched out limp and damp in the sweltering sun or fussing
over paper carriers or building castles that were at once de-
stroyed by the tattered march of other picnickers to differ-
ent pieces of the beach, among the ice-cream cries, the angrily
happy shouts of boys playing ball, and the screams of girls
as the sea rose to their waists, the young man sat alone with
the shadows of his failure at his side. Some silent husbands,
with rolled up trousers and suspenders dangling, paddled
slowly on the border of the sea, paddling women, in thick,
black picnic dresses, laughed at their own legs, dogs chased
stones, and one proud boy rode the water on a rubber seal.
The young man, in his wilderness, saw the holiday Saturday
set down before him, false and pretty, as a flat picture under
the vulgar sun; the disporting families with paper bags,
buckets and spades, parasols and bottles, the happy, hot, and
aching girls with sunburn liniments in their bags, the bronzed
young men with chests, and the envious, white young men in
waistcoats, the thin, pale, hairy, pathetic legs of the husbands
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silently walking through the water, the plump and curly,
shaven-headed and bowed-backed children up to no sense
with unrepeatable delight in the dirty sand, moved him, he
thought dramatically in his isolation, to an old shame and
pity; outside all holiday, like a young man doomed forever
to the company of his maggots, beyond the high and ordinary,
sweating, sun-awakened power and stupidity of the summer
flesh on a day and a world out, he caught the ball that a small
boy had whacked into the air with a tin tray, and rose to
throw it back.

The boy invited him to play. A friendly family stood wait-
ing some way off, the tousled women with their dresses
tucked in their knickers, the bare-footed men in shirt-sleeves,
a number of children in slips and cutdown underwear. He
bowled bitterly to a father standing with a tray before a
wicket of hats. ‘The lone wolf playing ball,’ he said to him-
self as the tray whirled. Chasing the ball towards the sea,
passing undressing women with a rush and a wink, tripping
over a castle into a coil of wet girls lying like snakes, soaking
his shoes as he grabbed the ball off a wave, he felt his hap-
piness return in a boast of the body, and, ‘Look out, Duck-
worth, here’s a fast one coming!’ he cried to the mother
behind the hats. The ball bounced on a boy’s head. In and
out of the scattered families, among the sandwiches and
clothes, uncles and mothers fielded the bouncing ball. A bald
man, with his shirt hanging out, returned it in the wrong
direction, and a collie carried it into the sea. Now it was
mother’s turn with the tray. Tray and ball together flew over
her head. An uncle in a panama smacked the ball to the dog,
who swam with it out of reach. They offered the young man
egg-and-cress sandwiches and warm stout, and he and an
uncle and a father sat down on the Evening Post until the sea
touched their feet.

Alone again, hot and unhappy, for the boasting minute
when he ran among the unknown people lying and running
loudly at peace was struck away, like a ball, he said, into the
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sea, he walked to a space on the beach where a hell-fire
preacher on a box marked ‘Mr Matthews’ was talking to a
congregation of expressionless women. Boys with peashooters
sat quietly near him. A ragged man collected nothing in a
cap. Mr Matthews shook his cold hands, stormed at the
holiday, and cursed the summer from his shivering box. He
cried for a new warmth. The strong sun shone into his bones,
and he buttoned his coat collar. Valley children, with sunken,
impudent eyes, quick tongues and singing voices, chests thin
as shells, gathered round the Punch and Judy and the Stop
Me tricycles, and he denied them all. He contradicted the
girls in their underclothes combing and powdering, and the
modest girls cleverly dressing under tents of towels.

As Mr Matthews cast down the scarlet town, drove out
the bare-bellied boys who danced around the ice<ream man,
and wound the girls’ sunburnt thighs about with his black
overcoat—'Down! down!’ he cried, ‘the night is upon us’—
the young man in dejection stood, with a shadow at his
shoulder, and thought of Porthcawl’s Coney Beach, where
his friends were rocking with girls on the Giant Racer or
tearing in the Ghost Train down the skeletons’ tunnel. Leslie
Bird would have his arms full of coco-nuts. Brenda was with
Herbert at the rifle-range. Gil Morris was buying Molly a
cocktail with a cherry at the ‘Esplanade.’ Here he stood,
listening to Mr Matthews, the retired drinker, crying dark-
ness on the evening sands, with money hot in his pocket and
Saturday burning away.

In his loneliness he had refused their invitations. Herbert,
in his low, red sports-car, G.B. at the back, a sea-blown nymph
on the radiator, called at his father’s house, but he said: ‘I'm
not in the mood, old man. I'm going to spend a quiet day.
Enjoy yourselves. Don’t take too much pop.” Only waiting
for the sun to sct, he stood in the sad circle with the pleasure-
less women who were staring at a point in the sky behind
their prophet, and wished the morning back. Oh boy! to be
wasting his money now on the rings and ranges of the fair,
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to be sitting in the chromium lounge with a short worth one
and six and a Turkish cigarette, telling the latest one to the
girls, seeing the sun, through the palms in the lounge window,
sink over the promenade, over the bath-chairs, the cripples
and widows, the beach-trousered, kerchiefed, weekend wives,
the smart, kiss-curled girls with plain and spectacled girl
friends, the innocent, swaggering, loud bad boys, and the
poms at the ankles, and the cycling sweet-men. Ronald had
sailed to Ilfracomb on the Lady Moira, and, in the thick sa-
loon, with a party from Brynhyfryd, he’d be knocking back
nips without a thought that on the sands at home his friend
was alone and pussyfoot at six o’clock, and the evening dull as
a chapel. All his friends had vanished into their pleasures.

He thought: Poets live and walk with their poems; a man
with visions needs no other company; Saturday is a crude
day; I must go home and sit in my bedroom by the boiler.
But he was not a poet living and walking, he was a young
man in a sea-town on a warm bank holiday, with two pounds
to spend; he had no visions, only two pounds and a small
body with its feet on the littered sand; serenity was for old
men; and he moved away, over the railway points, on to the
tram-lined road.

He snarled at the flower clock in Victoria Gardens.

‘And what shall a prig do now?’ he said aloud, causing a
young woman on a bench opposite the white-tiled urinal to
smile and put her novel down.

She had chestnut hair arranged high on her head in an
old-fashioned way, in loose coils and a bun, and a Wool-
worth’s white rose grew out of it and drooped to touch her
ear. She wore a white frock with a red paper flower pinned
on the breast, and rings and bracelets that came from a fun-
fair stall. Her eyes were small and quite green.

He marked, carefully and coldly in one glance, all the un-
usual details of her appearance; it was the calm, unstartled
certainty of her bearing before his glance from head to foot,
the innocent knowledge, in her smile and the set of her head,
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that she was defended by her gentleness and accessible
strangeness against all rude encounters and picking looks,
that made his fingers tremble. Though her frock was long
and the collar high, she could as well be naked there on the
blistered bench. Her smile confessed her body bare and spot-
less and willing and warm under the cotton, and she waited
without guilt.

How beautiful she is, he thought, with his mind on words
and his eyes on her hair and red and white skin, how beauti-
fully she waits for me, though she does not know she is wait-
ing and I can never tell her.

He had stopped and was staring. Like a confident girl be-
fore a camera, she sat smiling, her hands folded, her head
slightly to one side so that the rose brushed her neck. She ac-
cepted his admiration. The girl in a million took his long look
to herself, and cherished his stupid love.

Midges flew into his mouth. He hurried on shamefully. At
the gates of the Gardens he turned to see her for the last time
on earth. She had lost her calm with his abrupt and awkward
going, and stared in confusion after him. One hand was raised
as though to beckon him back. If he waited, she would call
him. He walked round the corner and heard her voice, a
hundred voices, and all hers, calling his name, and a hundred
names that were all his, over the bushy walls.

And what shall the terrified prig of a love-mad young man
do next? he asked his reflection silently in the distorting mir-
ror of the empty ‘Victoria’ saloon. His ape-like, hanging face,
with Bass across the forehead, gave back a cracked sneer.

If Venus came in on a plate, said the two red, melon-slice
lips, I would ask for vinegar to put on her.

She could drive my guilt out; she could smooth away my
shame; why didn’t I stop to talk to her? he asked.

You saw a queer tart in a park, his reflection answered, she
was a child of Nature, oh my! oh my! Did you see the dew-
drops in her hair? Stop talking to the mirror like a man in
a magazine, I know you too well.
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A new head, swollen and lopjawed, wagged behind his
shoulder. He spun round, to hear the barman say:

‘Has the one and only let you down? You look like death
warmed up. Have this one on the house. Free beer to-day.
Free X’s.” He pulled the beer handle. ‘Only the best served
here. Straight from the rust. You do look queer,’ he said,
‘the only one saved from the wreck and the only wreck saved.
Here’s looking at you!” He drank the beer he had drawn.

‘May I have a glass of beer, please?’

‘What do you think this is, a public house?’

On the polished table in the middle of the saloon the young
man drew, with a finger dipped in strong, the round head of
a girl and piled a yellow froth of hair upon it.

‘Ah! dirty, dirtyl’ said the barman, running round from
behind the counter and rubbing the head away with a dry
cloth.

Shielding the dirtiness with his hat, the young man wrote
his name on the edge of the table and watched the letters dry
and fade.

Through the open bay-window, across the useless railway
covered with sand, he saw the black dots of bathers, the
stunted huts, the jumping dwarfs round the Punch and Judy,
and the tiny religious circle. Since he had walked and played
down there in the crowded wilderness, excusing his despair,
searching for company though he refused it, he had found his
own true happiness and lost her all in one bewildering and
clumsy half a minute by the ‘Gentlemen’ and the flower clock.
Older and wiser and no better, he would have looked in the
mirror to see if his discovery and loss had marked themselves
upon his face in shadows under the eyes or lines about the
mouth, were it not for the answer he knew he would receive
from the distorted reflection.

‘The barman came to sit near him, and said in a false voice:
‘Now you tell me all about it, I'm a regular storehouse of
secrets.’

“There isn’t anything to tell. I saw a girl in Victoria
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Gardens and I was too shy to speak to her. She was a piece
of God help us! all right.

Ashamed of his wish to be companionable, even in the
depth of love and distress, with her calm face before his eyes
and her smile reproving and forgiving him as he spoke, the
young man defiled his girl on the bench, dragged her down
into the spit and sawdust and dolled her up to make the bar-
man say:

‘I like them big myself. Once round Bessy, once round the
gasworks. I missed the chance of a lifetime, too. Fifty love-
lies in the rude and I'd left my Bunsen-burner at home.’

‘Give me the same, please.’

‘You mean similar.’

The barman drew a glass of beer, drank it, and drew an-
other.

‘I always have one with the customers,” he said, ‘it puts us
on even terms. Now we’re just two heart-broken bachelors
together.” He sat down again.

‘You can’t tell me anything I don’t know.” he said. T've seen
over twenty chorines from the Empire in this bar, drunk as
printers. Oh, les girls! les limbs!’

‘Will they be in to-night?’

“There’s only a fellow sawing a woman in half this week.’

‘Keep a half for me.’

A drunk man walked in on an invisible white line, and
the barman, reeling in sympathy across the room, served him
with a pint. ‘Free beer to-day,” he said. ‘Free X’s. You’ve been
out in the sun.’

‘I’ve been out in the sun all day,’ said the man.

‘T thought you looked sunburnt.’

“That’s drink,’ said the man. ‘I've been drinking.’

“The holiday is drawing to an end,’ the young man whis-
pered into his glass. Bye-bye blackbird, the moment is lost,
he thought, examining, with an interest he could not forgive,
the comic coloured postcards of mountain-buttocked women
on the beach and hen-pecked, pin-legged men with telescopes,
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pasted on the wall beneath the picture of a terrier drinking
stout; and now, with a jolly barman and a drunk in a crushed
cap, he was mopping the failing day down. He tipped his hat
over his forehead, and a lock of hair that fell below the hat
tickled his eyelid. He saw, with a stranger’s darting eye that
missed no single subtlety of the wry grin or the faintest ges-
ture drawing the shape of his death on the air, an unruly-
haired young man who coughed into his hand in the corner
of a rotting room and puffed the smoke of his doped Weight.

But as the drunk man weaved towards him on wilful feet,
carrying his dignity as a man might carry a full glass around
a quaking ship, as the barman behind the counter clattered
and whistled and dipped to drink, he shook off the truthless,
secret tragedy with a sneer and a blush, straightened his
melancholy hat into a hard-brimmed trilby, dismissed the
affected stranger. In the safe centre of his own identity, the
familiar world about him like another flesh, he sat sad and
content in the plain room of the undistinguished hotel at the
sea-end of the shabby, spreading town where everything was
happening. He had no need of the dark interior world when
Tawe pressed in upon him and the eccentric ordinary people
came bursting and crawling, with noise and colours, out of
their houses, out of the graceless buildings, the factories and
avenues, the shining shops and blaspheming chapels, the
terminuses and the meeting halls, the falling alleys and brick
lanes, from the arches and shelters and holes behind the
hoardings, out of the common, wild intelligence of the town.

At last the drunk man had reached him. ‘Put your hand
here,” he said, and turned about and tapped himself on the
bottom.

The barman whistled and rose from his drink to see the
young man touch the drunk man on the seat of the trousers.

‘What can you feel there?’

‘Nothing.’

“That’s right. Nothing. Nothing. There’s nothing there to
feel.’
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‘How can you sit down then?’ asked the barman.

‘T just sit down on what the doctor left, the man said
angrily. ‘I had as good a bottom as you’ve got once. I was
working underground in Dowlais, and the end of the world
came down on me. Do you know what I got for losing my
bottom? Four and three! Two and three ha’pence a cheek.
That’s cheaper than a pigl’

The girl from Victoria Gardens came into the bar with
two friends: a blonde young girl almost as beautiful as she
was, and a middle-aged woman dressed and made up to look
young. The three of them sat at the table. The girl he loved
ordered three ports and gins.

‘Isn’t it delicious weather?’ said the middle-aged woman.

The barman said: ‘Plenty of sky about.” With many bows
and smiles he placed their drinks in front of them. ‘T thought
the princesses had gone to a better pub,’ he said.

‘What’s a better pub without you, handsome?’ said the
blonde girl.

‘This is the “Ritz” and the “Savoy,” isn’t it, garcon
darling ?’ the girl from the Gardens said, and kissed her hand
to him.

The young man in the window seat, still bewildered by the
first sudden sight of her entering the darkening room, caught
the kiss to himself and blushed. He thought to run out of the
room and through the miracle-making Gardens, to rush into
his house and hide his head in the bed-clothes and lie all night
there, dressed and trembling, her voice in his ears, her green
eyes wide awake under his closed eyelids. But only a sick boy
with tossed blood would run from his proper love into a
dream, lie down in a bedroom that was full of his shames,
and sob against the feathery, fat breast and face of the damp
pillow. He remembered his age and poems, and would not
move.

“Tanks a million, Lou,” said the barman.

Her name was Lou, Louise, Louisa. She must be Spanish
or French or a gipsy, but he could tell the street that her voice
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came from; he knew where her friends lived by the rise and
fall of their sharp voices, and the name of the middle-aged
woman was Mrs Emerald Franklin. She was to be seen every
night in the Jew’s Harp,’ sipping and spying and watching
the clock. '

‘We've been listening to Matthews Hellfire on the sands.
Down with this and down with that, and he used to drink a
pint of biddy before his breakfast,” Mrs Franklin said. ‘Oh,
there’s a nervel’

‘And his eye on the fluff all the time,’ said the blonde girl.
‘T wouldn’t trust him any further than Ramon Novarro be-
hind the counter.’

‘Whoops! I've gone up in the world. Last week I was
Charley Chase,’ said the barman.

Mrs Franklin raised her empty glass in a gloved hand and
shook it like a bell. ‘Men are deceivers ever,’ she said. ‘And
a drop of mother’s ruin right around.’

‘Especially Mr Franklin,” said the barman.

‘But there’s a lot in what the preacher says, mind,” Mrs
Franklin said, ‘about the carrying on. If you go for a constitu-
tional after stop-tap along the sands you might as well be in
Sodom and Gomorrah.

The blonde girl laughed. ‘Hark to Mrs Grundy! I see her
with a black man last Wednesday, round by the museum.’

‘He was an Indian,’ said Mrs Franklin, ‘from the university
college, and I’d thank you to remember it. Every one’s broth-
ers under the skin, but there’s no tarbrush in my family.’

‘Oh, dear! oh, dear!’ said Lou. ‘Lay off it, there’s loves. This
is my birthday. It’s a holiday. Put a bit of fun in it. Miaow!
miaow! Marjorie, kiss Emerald and be friends.” She smiled
and laughed at them both. She winked at the barman, who
was filling their glasses to the top. ‘Here’s to your blue eyes,
gar¢onl’ She had not noticed the young man in the corner.
‘And one for grand-dad there,’ she said, smiling at the sway-
ing, drunk man. ‘He’s twenty-one to-day. Therel I've made
him smile.’
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The drunk man made a deep, dangerous bow, lifted his
hat, stumbled against the mantelpiece, and his full pint in his
free hand was steady as a rock. ‘The prettiest girl in Car-
marthenshire,’ he said.

“This is Glamorganshire, dad,’ she said, ‘where’s your
geography? Look at him waltzing! mind your glasses! He’s
got that Kruschen feeling. Come on, faster! give us the
Charleston.’

The drunk man, with his pint held high, danced until he
fell, and all the time he never spilt a drop. He lay at Lou’s
feet on the dusty floor and grinned up at her in confidence
and affection. ‘T fell,” he said. ‘I could dance like a trooper
when I had a beatyem.

‘He lost his bottom at the last trump,’ the barman ex-
plained.

‘When did he lose his bottom?’ said Mrs Franklin.

‘When Gabriel blew his whistle down in Dowlais.’

‘You'’re pulling my leg.’

‘It’s a pleasure, Mrs Em. Hoi! you, get up from the vom-
itorium.’

The man wagged his end like a tail, and growled at Lou’s
feet.

‘Put your head on my foot. Be comfy. Let him lie there,’
she said.

He went to sleep at once.

‘I can’t have drunks on the premises.’

“You know where to go then.’

‘Cru-el Mrs Franklin!’

‘Go on, attend to your business. Serve the young man in
the corner, his tongue’s hanging out.’

‘Cru-el lady!

As Mrs Franklin called attention to the young man, Lou
peered shortsightedly across the saloon and saw him sitting
with his back to the window.

‘T'll have to get glasses,” she said.

‘You'll have plenty of glasses before the night’s out.’
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‘No, honest, Marjorie, I didn’t know any one was there. I
do beg your pardon, you in the corner,’ she said.

The barman switched on the light. ‘A bit of lux in Tene-
bris.!

‘Oh?’ said Lou.

The young man dared not move for fear that he might
break the long light of her scrutiny, the enchantment shining
like a single line of light between them, or startle her into
speaking; and he did not conceal the love in his eyes, for she
could pierce through to it as easily as she could turn his heart
in his chest and make it beat above the noises of the two
friends’ hurried conversation, the rattle of glasses behind
the counter where the barman spat and polished and missed
nothing, and the snores of the comfortable sleeper. Nothing
can hurt me. Let the barman jeer. Giggle in your glass, our
Em. I'm telling the world, I'm walking in clover, I'm staring
at Lou like a fool, she’s my girl, she’s my lily. O love! O lovel
She’s no lady, with her sing-song Tontine voice, she drinks
like a deep-sea diver; but Lou, 'm yours, and Lou, you're
mine. He refused to meditate on her calmness now and twist
her beauty into words. She was nothing under the sun or
moon but his. Unashamed and certain, he smiled at her; and,
though he was prepared for all, her answering smile made
his fingers tremble again, as they had trembled in the Gar-
dens, and reddened his cheeks and drove his heart to a
gallop.

‘Harold, fill the young man’s glass up,” Mrs Franklin
said.

The barman stood still, a duster in one hand and a drip-
ping glass in the other.

‘Have you got water in your ears? Fill the young man’s
glass?

The barman put the duster to his eyes. He sobbed. He
wiped away the mock tears.

‘I thought I was attending a premiére and this was the
royal box,” he said.
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‘He’s got water on the brain, not in his earhole,” said Mar-
jorie.

‘I dreamt it was a beautiful tragi-comedy entitled “Love at
First Sight, or Another Good Man Gone Wrong.” Act one
in a boozer by the sea.’

The two women tapped their foreheads.

Lou said, still smiling: “Where was the second act?’

Her voice was as gentle as he had imagined it to be before
her gay and nervous playing with the over-familiar barman
and the inferior women. He saw her as a wise, soft girl whom
no hard company could spoil, for her soft self, bare to the
heart, broke through every defence of her sensual falsifiers.
As he thought this, phrasing her gentleness, faithlessly run-
ning to words away from the real room and his love in the
middle, he woke with a start and saw her lively body six steps
from him, no calm heart dressed in a sentence, but a pretty
girl, to be got and kept. He must catch hold of her fast. He
got up to cross to her.

‘I woke before the second act came on,” said the barman.
'T'd sell my dear old mother to see that. Dim lights. Purple
rouches. Ecstatic bliss. La, la, cheriel’

The young man sat down at the table, next to her.

Harold, the barman, leaned over the counter and cupped
his hand to his ear.

The man on the floor rolled in his sleep, and his head lay
in the spittoon.

‘You should have come and sat here a long time ago,’ Lou
whispered. ‘You should have stopped to talk to me in the
Gardens. Were you shy?’

‘I was too shy,” the young man whispered.

‘Whispering isn’t manners. I can’t hear a word,” said the
barman.

At a sign from the young man, a flick of the fingers that
sent the waiters in evening dress bustling with oysters about
the immense room, the barman filled the glasses with port,
gin, and Nutbrown.
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‘We never drink with strangers,” Mrs Franklin said, laugh-
ing.

‘He isn’t a stranger,’ said Lou, ‘are you, Jack?’

He threw a pound note on the table: ‘Take the damage.’

The evening that had been over before it began raced along
among the laughter of the charming women sharp as knives,
and the stories of the barman, who should be on the stage, and
Lou’s delighted smiles and silences at his side. Now she is
safe and sure, he thought, after her walking, like my doubtful
walking, around the lonely distances of the holiday. In the
warm, spinning middle they were close and alike. The town
and the sea and the last pleasure-makers drifted into the dark
that had nothing to do with them, and left this one room
burning.

One by one, some lost men from the dark shuffled into the
bar, drank sadly, and went out. Mrs Franklin, flushed and
dribbling, waved her glass at their departures. Harold winked
behind their backs. Marjorie showed them her long, white
legs.

‘Nobody loves us except ourselves,” said Harold. ‘Shall I
shut the bar and keep the riff-raff out?’

‘Lou is expecting Mr O’Brien, but don’t let that stop you,’
Matjorie said. ‘He’s her sugar daddy from old Ireland.’

‘Do you love Mr O’Brien?’ the young man whispered.

‘How could I, Jack?’

He could see Mr O’Brien as a witty, tall fellow of middle-
age, with waved greying hair and a clipped bit of dirt on his
upper lip, a flash ring on his marriage finger, a pouched,
knowing eye, dummy dressed with a whale-boned waist, a
broth of a man-about-Cardiff, Lou’s horrible lover tearing
towards her now down the airless streets in the firm’s car.
The young man clenched his hand on the table covered with
dead, and sheltered her in the warm strength of his fist. ‘My
round, my round,’ he said, ‘up again, plenty! Doubles, trebles,
Mrs Franklin is a jibber!’

‘My mother never had a jibber.’
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‘Oh, Lou!’ he said, ‘I am more than happy with you.’

‘Cool cool hear the turtle doves.’

‘Let them coo,’ said Marjorie. ‘I could coo, too.’

The barman looked around him in surprise. He raised his
hands, palms up, and cocked his head.

“The bar is full of birds,” he said.

‘Emerald’s laying an egg,’ he said, as Mrs Franklin rocked
in her chair.

Soon the bar was full of customers. The drunk man woke
up and ran out, leaving his cap in a brown pool. Sawdust
dropped from his hair. A small, old, round, red-faced, cheery
man sat facing the young man and Lou, who held hands
under the table and rubbed their legs against each other.

‘What a night for love!” said the old man. ‘On such a night
as this did Jessica steal from the wealthy Jew. Do you know
where that comes from?’

‘The Merchant of Venice, Lou said. ‘But you're an Irish-
man, Mr O’Brien.’

‘I could have sworn you were a tall man with a little tish,’
said the young man gravely.

‘What’s the weapons, Mr O’Brien?’

‘Brandies at dawn, I should think, Mrs Franklin.’

‘I never described Mr O’Brien to you at all. You’re dream-
ing!” Lou whispered. ‘I wish this night could go on for ever.’

‘But not here. Not in the bar. In a room with a big bed.’

‘A bed in a bar, said the old man, ‘if you'll pardon me
hearing you, that's what I've always wanted. Think of it,
Mrs Franklin.

The barman bobbed up from behind the counter.

‘Time, gentlemen and others!’

The sober strangers departed to Mrs Franklin’s laughter.

The lights went out.

‘Lou, don’t you lose me.’

‘T've got your hand.’

‘Press it hard, hurt it.’
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‘Break his bloody neck,” Mrs Franklin said in the dark.
‘No offense meant.’

‘Marjorie smack hand,’ said Marjorie. ‘Let’s get out of the
dark. Harold’s a rover in the dark.

*And the girl guides.’

‘Let’s take a bottle each and go down to Lou’s,” she said.

‘Tll buy the botiles,” said Mr O’Brien.

‘It’s you don’t lose me now,” Lou whispered. ‘Hold on to
me, Jack. The others won’t stay long. Oh, Mr Christ, I wish
it was just you and me!’

‘Will it be just you and me?’

‘You and me and Mr Moon.’

Mr O’Brien opened the saloon door. ‘Pile into the Rolls,
you ladies. The gentlemen are going to see to the medicine.’

The young man felt Lou’s quick kiss on his mouth before
she followed Marjorie and Mrs Franklin out.

‘What do you say we split the drinks?’ said Mr O’Brien.

‘Look what I found in the lavatory,’ said the barman, ‘he
was singing on the seat” He appeared behind the counter
with the drunk man leaning on his arm.

They all climbed into the car,

‘First stop, Lou’s.’

The young man, on Lou’s knee, saw the town in a daze
spin by them, the funnelled and masted smoke-blue outline
of the still, droning docks, the lightning lines of the poor
streets growing longer, and the winking shops that were
snapped out one by one. The car smelt of scent and powder
and flesh. He struck with his elbow, by accident, Mrs Frank-
lin’s upholstered breast. Her thighs, like cushions, bore the
drunk man’s rolling weight. He was bumped and tossed on
a lump of women. Breasts, legs, bellies, hands, touched,
warmed, and smothered him. On through the night, towards
Lou’s bed, towards the unbelievable end of the dying holiday,
they tore past black houses and bridges, a station in a smoke
cloud, and drove up a steep side street with one weak lamp

175



in a circle of railings at the top, and swerved into a space
where a tall tenement house stood surrounded by cranes,
standing ladders, poles and girders, barrows, brickheaps.

They climbed to Lou’s room up many flights of dark,
perilous stairs. Washing hung on the rails outside closed
doors. Mrs Franklin, fumbling alone with the drunk man
behind the others, trod in a bucket, and,a lucky black cat
ran over her foot. Lou led the young man by the hand
through a passage marked with names and doors, lit a match,
and whispered: ‘It won’t be very long. Be good and patient
with Mr O’Brien. Here it is. Come in first. Welcome to you,
Jack!” She kissed him again at the door of her home. ‘That
kiss is my promise.’

She turned on the light, and he walked with her proudly
into her own room, into the room that he would come to
know, and saw a wide bed, a gramophone on a chair, a wash-
basin half-hidden in a corner, a gas-fire and a cooking ring,
a closed cupboard, and her photograph in a cardboard frame
on the chest of drawers with no handles. Here she slept and
ate. In the double bed she lay all night, pale and curled, sleep-
ing on her left side. When he lived with her always, he would
not allow her to dream. No other men must lie and love in
her head. He spread his fingers on her pillow.

‘Why do you live at the top of the Eiffel Tower?’ said the
barman, coming in.

‘What a climb!’ said Mr O’Brien. ‘But it’s very nice and
private when you get here.’

‘If you get here! said Mrs Franklin. ‘I'm dead beat. This
old nuisance weighs a ton. Lie down, lie down on the floor
and go to sleep. The old nuisance!’ she said fondly. “What’s
your name?’

‘Ernie,” the drunk man said, raising his arm to shield his
face.

‘Nobody’s going to bite you, Ernie. Here, give him a nip
of whisky. Carefull Don’t pour it on your waist-coat; you’ll
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be squeezing your waistcoat in the morning. Pull the curtains,
Lou, I can see the wicked old moon,” she said.

‘Does it put ideas in your head?’

‘I love the moon,’ said Lou.

“There never was a young lover who didn’t love the moon.’
Mr O’Brien gave the young man a cheery smile, and patted
his hand. His own hand was red and hairy. ‘I could see at
the flash of a glance that Lou and this nice young fellow were
made for each other. I could see it in their eyes. Dear me, nol
I’'m not so old and blind I can’t see love in front of my nose.
Couldn’t you see it, Mrs Franklin? Couldn’t you see it, Mar-
jorie?’

In the long silence, Lou collected glasses from the cupboard
as though she had not heard Mr O’Brien speak. She drew
the curtains, shut out the moon, sat on the edge of her bed
with her feet tucked under her, looked at her photograph as
at a stranger, folded her hands as she had folded them, on
the first meeting, before the young man’s worship in the
Gardens.

‘A host of angels must be passing by,” said Mr O’Brien.
‘What a silence there is! Have I said anything out of place?
Drink and be merry, to-morrow we die. What do you think
I bought these lovely shining bottles for?’

The bottles were opened. The dead were lined on the
mantelpiece. The whisky went down. Harold the barman and
Marjorie, her dress lifted, sat in the one arm-chair together.
Mrs Franklin, with Ernie’s head on her lap, sang in a sweet,
trained contralto voice The Shepherd’s Lass. Mr O’Brien kept
rhythm with his foot.

I want Lou in my arms, the young man said to himself,
watching Mr O’Brien tap and smile and the barman draw
Marjorie down deep. Mrs Franklin’s voice sang sweetly in
the small bedroom where he and Lou should be lying in the
white bed without any smiling company to see them drown.
He dnd Lou could go down together, one cool body weighted
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with a boiling stone, on to the falling, blank white, entirely
empty sea, and never rise. Sitting on their bridal bed, near
enough to hear his breath, she was farther from him than
before they met. Then he had everything but her body; now
she had given him two kisses, and everything had vanished
but that beginning. He must be good and patient with Mr
O’Brien. He could wipe away the embracing old smile with
the iron back of his hand. Sink lower, lower, Harold and
Marjorie, tumble like whales at Mr O’Brien’s feet.

He wished that the light would fail. In the darkness he
and Lou could creep beneath the clothes and imitate the
dead. Who would look for them there, if they were dead
still and soundless?

The others would shout to them down the dizzy stairs or
rummage in the silence about the narrow, obstacled corridors
or stumble out into the night to search for them among the
cranes and ladders in the desolation of the destroyed houses.
He could hear, in the made-up dark, Mr O’Brien’s voice cry,
‘Lou, where are you? Answer! answer!’ the hollow answer
of the echo, ‘answer!’ and hear her lips in the cool pit of the
bed secretly move around another name and feel them move.

‘A fine piece of singing, Emerald, and very naughty words.
That was a shepherd, that was,” Mr O’Brien said.

Ernie, on the floor, began to sing in a thick, sulking voice,
but Mrs Franklin placed her hand over his mouth and he
sucked and nuzzled it.

‘What about this young shepherd?’ said Mr O’Brien,
pointing his glass at the young man. ‘Can he sing as well as
make love? You ask him kindly, girlie,’ he said to Lou, ‘and
he’ll give us a song like a nightingale.’

‘Can you sing, Jack?’

‘Like a crow, Lou.’

‘Can’t he even talk poetry? What a young man to have
who can’t spout the poets to his ladyl” Mr O’Brien said.

From the cupboard Lou brought out a red-bound book
and gave it to the young man, saying: ‘Can you read us a
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picce out of here? The second volume’s in the hatbox. Read
us a dreamy piece, Jack. It’s nearly midnight.’

‘Only a love poem, no other kind,’ said Mr O’Brien. ‘I
won’t hear anything but a love poem.’

‘Soft and sweet,” Mrs Franklin said. She took her hand
away from Ernie’s mouth and looked at the ceiling.

The young man read, but not aloud, lingering on her
name, the inscription on the flyleaf of the first volume of the
collected poems of Tennyson: ‘“To Louisa, from her Sunday
School teacher, Miss Gwyneth Forbes. God’s in His Heaven,
all’s right with the world.’

‘Make it a love poem, don’t forget.’

The young man read aloud, closing one eye to steady the
dancing print, Come into the Garden, Maud. And when he
reached the beginning of the fourth verse his voice grew
louder:

‘I said to the lily, “There is but one
With whom she has heart to be gay.
When will the dancers leave her alone?
She is weary of dance and play.”

Now half to the setting moon are gone,
And half to the rising day;

Low on the sand and loud on the stone
The last wheel echoes away.

‘I said to the rose, “The brief night goes

In babble and revel and wine.

O young lord-lover, what sighs are those,
For one that will never be thine?

But mine, but mine,” so I sware to the rose,
“For ever and ever, mine.”’

At the end of the poem, Harold said, suddenly, his head
hanging over the arm of the chair, his hair made wild, and
his mouth red with lipstick: ‘My grandfather remembers
seeing Lord Tennyson, he was a litde man with a hump.’
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‘No,’ said the young man, ‘he was tall and he had long
hair and a beard”’

‘Did you ever see him?’

‘I wasn’t born then.’

‘My grandfather saw him. He had a hump.’

‘Not Alfred Tennyson.’

‘Lord Alfred Tennyson was a little man with a hump.’

‘It couldn’t have been the same Tennyson.’

‘You've got the wrong Tennyson, this was the famous poet
with a hump.’

Lou, on the wonderful bed, waiting for him alone of all
the men, ugly or handsome, old or young, in the wide town
and the small world that would be bound to fall, lowered her
head and kissed her hand to him and held her hand in the
river of light on the counterpane. The hand, to him, became
transparent, and the light on the counterpane glowed up
steadily through it in the thin shape of her palm and fingers.

‘Ask Mr O’Brien what Lord Tennyson was like,’ said Mrs
Franklin. “‘We appeal to you, Mr O’Brien, did he have a hump
or not?’

Nobody but the young man, for whom she lived and
waited now, noticed Lou’s little loving movements. She put
her glowing hand to her left breast. She made a sign of se-
crecy on her lips.

‘It depends,” Mr O’Brien said.

The young man closed one eye again, for the bed was pitch-
ing like a ship; a sickening, hot storm out of a cigarette cloud
unsettled cupboard and chest. The motions of the sea-going
bedroom were calmed with the cunning closing of his eye, but
he longed for night air. On sailor’s legs he walked to the
door.

‘You'll find the House of Commons on the second floor
at the end of the passage,’ said Mr O’Brien.

At the door, he turned to Lou and smiled with all his love,
declaring it to the faces of the company and making her,
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before Mr O’Brien’s envious regard, smile back and say:
‘Don’t be long, Jack. Please! You mustn’t be long.’

Now every one knew. Love had grown up in an evening.

‘One minute, my darling,” he said. ‘I'll be here.’

The door closed behind him. He walked into the wall of
the passage. He lit a match. He had three left. Down the
stairs, clinging to the sticky, shaking rails, rocking on see-saw
floorboards, bruising his shin on a bucket, past the noises of
secret lives behind doors he slid and stumbled and swore and
heard Lou’s voice in a fresh fever drive him on, call him to
return, speak to him with such passion and abandonment
that even in the darkness and the pain of his haste he was
dazzled and struck still. She spoke, there on the rotting stairs
in the middle of the poor house, a frightening rush of love
words; from her mouth, at his ear, endearments were burned
out. Hurry! Hurry! Every moment is being killed. Love,
adored, dear, run back and whistle to me, open the door,
shout my name, lay me down. Mr O’Brien has his hands on
my side.

He ran into a cavern. A draught blew out his matches. He
lurched into a room where two figures on a black heap on the
floor lay whispering, and ran from there in a panic. He made
water’ at the dead end of the passage and hurried back
towards Lou’s room, finding himself at last on a silent patch
of stairway at the top of the house; he put out his hand, but
the rail was broken and nothing there prevented a long drop
to the ground down a twisted shaft that would echo and
double his cry, bring out from their holes in the wall the
sleeping or stirring families, the whispering figures, the blind
startled turners of night into day. Lost in a tunnel near the
roof, he fingered the damp walls for a door; he found a
handle and gripped it hard, but it came off in his hand. Lou
had led him down a longer passage than this. He remem-
bered the number of doors: there were three on each side.
He ran down the broken-railed flight into another passage
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and dragged his hand along the wall. Three doors, he
counted. He opened the third door, walked into darkness,
and groped for the switch on the left. He saw, in the sudden
light, a bed and a cupboard and a chest of drawers with no
handles, a gas-fire, a wash-basin in the corner. No bottles. No
glasses. No photograph of Lou. The red counterpane on the
bed was smooth. He could not remember the colour of Lou’s
counterpane.

He left the light burning and opened the second door, but
a strange woman’s voice cried, half-asleep: “Who is there?
Is it you, Tom? Tom, put the light on.’ He looked for a line
of light at the foot of the next door, and stopped to listen for
voices. The woman was still calling in the second room.

‘Lou, where are you?’ he cried. ‘Answer! answer!’

‘Lou, what Lou? There’s no Lou here,” said a man’s voice
through the open door of the first dark room at the entrance
to the passage.

He scampered down another flight and counted four doors
with his scratched hand. One door opened and a woman in
a nightdress put out her head. A child’s head appeared be-
low her.

‘Where does Lou live? Do you know where Lou lives?’

The woman and the child stared without speaking.

‘Loul Lou! her name is Loul’ he heard himself shout.
‘She lives here, in this house! Do you know where she lives?’

The woman caught the child by the hair and pulled her
into the room. He clung to the edge of her door. The woman
thrust her arm round the edge and brought down a bunch
of keys sharply on his hands. The door slammed.

A young woman with a baby in a shawl stood at an open
door on the opposite side of the passage, and caught his sleeve
as he ran by. ‘Lou who? You woke my baby.’

‘T don’t know her other name. She’s with Mrs Franklin and
Mr O’Brien.’

‘You woke my baby.’
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‘Come in and find her in the bed,’ a voice said from the
darkness behind the young woman.

‘He’s woken up the baby.’

He ran down the passage, holding his wet hand to his
mouth. He fell against the rails of the last flight of stairs. He
heard Lou’s voice in his head once more whisper to him to
return as the ground floor rose, like a lift full of dead, towards
the rails. Hurry! hurry! I can’t, I won’t wait, the bridal night
is being killed.

Up the rotten, bruising, mountainous stairs he climbed, in
his sickness, to the passage where he had left the one light
burning in an end room. The light was out. He tapped all the
doors and whispered her name. He beat on the doors and
shouted, and a woman, dressed in a vest and a hat, drove him
out of the passage with a walking-stick.

For a long time he waited on the stairs, though there was
no love now to wait for and no bed but his own too many
miles away to lie in, and only the approaching day to remem-
ber his discovery. All around him the disturbed inhabitants
of the house were falling back into sleep. Then he walked out
of the house on to the waste space and under the leaning
cranes and ladders. The light of the one weak lamp in a
rusty circle fell across the brickheaps and the broken wood
and the dust that had been houses once, where the small and
hardly known and never-to-be-forgotten people of the dirty
town had lived and loved and died and, always, lost.
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