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PART ONE






MAPLE AND SUMACH

Mapleand sumach down thisautumnride—

Look, in what scarlet character they speak’

For this their russet and rejoicing week

Trees spend ayear of sunsets on their pride.

You leaves drenched with the lifeblood of the year--
What flamingo dawns have wavered from the eat,
What eves have crimsoned to their toppling crest
Togivethe fame and transience that you wear!
Leaf-low heshall hesoon but no such blaze
Briefly can cheer man'sashen, harsh decline;
Hisfall isshort of pride, he bleedswithin

And paler creepsto the dead end of his days.

O light'sabandon and the fire-crest sky

Speak in me now for all who areto die!



FEBRUARY 1936

Infirm and grey
This leaden-hearted day
Dragsits lank hours, wishing itself away.

Grey astheskin
Of long-imprisoned men
The sky, and holds a poisoned thought within.

Whether to die,
Or livebeneath fear'seye—
Heavily hangs the sentence of this sky.

The unshed tears
Of frost on boughs and briers
Gathering wait discharge like our swoln fears.

Servant and host
Of thisfog-bitter frost,
A carrion-crow flaps, shadowing the log.

Nowtothefire
Fromkilling fellswe bear
This new-born lamb, our premature desire.

We cannot meet
Our children's mirth, at night
Who dream their blood upon adarkening street.

Stay away, Spring!
Since death is on the wing
Toblast our seed and poison every thing.



BOMBERS

Through the vague morning, the heart preoccupied,
A deepinair buried grain of sound

Startsand grows, asyet unwarning—

The tremor of baited deepsea line.

Swells the seed, and now tight sound-buds
Vibrate, upholding their paean flowers

To the sun. There are beesin sky-bells droning,
Flares of crimson at the heart unfold.

Children look up, and the elms spring-garlanded
Tossing their heads and marked for the axe.
Gallant or woebegone, alike unlucky —

Earth shakes beneath us: weimagineloss.

Black as vermin, crawling in echelon
Beneath the cloud-floor, the bomberscome:
The heavy angels, carrying harm in

Their wombs that ache to be rid of death.

Thisis the seed that grows for ruin,
The iron embryo conceived in fear.
Soon or late its need must be answered
Infear delivered and screeching fire.

Choose between your child and this fatal embryo.
Shall your guilt bear arms, and the children you want
Be condemned to die by the powers you paid for

And haunt the houses you never built?



A PARTING SHOT

He said, ‘Do not point your gun
Atthedoveinthejudastree:
It might go off, you s

Sol fired, and thetreecamedown—
Limed |eaf, branch and stock,
Andthefantail swerving flew

Up like ashuttlecock

Released intotheblue.

Andhesad, 'l toldyou so.



NEWSREEL

Enter the dream-house, brothers and sisters, leaving
Y our debts adeep, your history at the door:
Thisisthehomefor heroes, and thisloving
Darkness a fur you can afford.

Fish intheir tank electrically heated

Nose without envy the glasswall: for them

Clerk, spy, nurse, killer, prince, the great and the defeated,
Movein amute day-dream.

Bathed in this common source, you gape incurious
Atwhat your activehourshavewilled —
Sleep-walking on that silver wall, the furious

Sick shapes and pregnant fancies of your world.

Thereisthe mayor opening the oyster season:
A society wedding: the autumn hatslook swell:
Anold crock'srace, and apolitician
Infishing-wadersto provethat dl iswell.

Oh, look at thewarplanes! Screaming hysteric treble

In thelong power-dive, like gannetsthey fall steep.

But what arethey totrouble—

These silver shadowsto trouble your watery, womb-deep deep?

Seethebig guns, rising, groping, erected

To plant death in your world's soft womb.
Fire-bud, smoke-blossom, iron seed projected —
Are these exotics? They will grow nearer home:

Grow nearer home— and out of the dream-house stumbling
Onenightinto astrangling air and the flung

Rags of children and thunder of stone niagarastumbling,
You'll know you dept too long.



REGENCY HOUSES

In the abandoned heaven

Light shrinkslike poolson sand —
Oneinamillion days

That dying where they stand
Image our last and leave an
Adored light behind.
Autumnissoon. We gaze

At a Regency terrace, curved
Liketheritual smile, resigned
And formidable, that's carved
On the stone face of the dead.
Shallow abreath dividesus

From the formal-smiling dead.
Light leaves this shore, these shells,
The windows glazed in death,
And soon on us beneath

A first leaf falls,

And then the next night hides us.



Wewhoinyounger days,

Hoping too much, tried on

The habit of perfection,

Have learnt how it betrays

Our shrinking flesh: we have seen
The praised transparent will
Living now by reflection.

The panes darken: but still

We have seen peering out

The mad, too mobile face

Under thefloral hat.
Areweliving— wetoo,

Living extravagant farce

Inthe finery of spent passions?
Isall we do andshall do

But theglib, habitual breathing
Of clockswhere time means nothing,
In a condemned mansion?



LANDSCAPES

This autumn park, the sequin glitter of leaves
Uponitswithering bosom, thelake amoonstone—

O light mellifluous, glossing the stone-blind mansion,
October light, a godsend to these groves!

These unkempt groves, blind vistas, mark the defeat

Of men who imposed on Nature a private elegance

And died of dropsy. Let till the gay ghosts dance,

They are heartless ones we should wish nor fear to meet.

A ruin now, but herethe Folly grinned —

The mad memento that one joker built:

Mocking their reasoned crops, afabulous guilt

Towered up and cursed them fruitless from the ground.

Light drops, the hush of fallen ash, submission

Of adying face now muted for the grave:
Through mansion, lake and the lacklustre groves
We see the landscape of their dissolution.

2

A landscape, now, with no remorse
Or symmetry, hacked out by those
Whom versatile history later chose—
Her ugliest, cash Conquistadors.

Aninflamed sky reflectsthewrath

Of babes from whom they hid the sun:
Disease and dag-tip smoulder on

With rancour round their narrowing path.

10



Townsthere are choked with desperate men,
Scrap-iron glutsthe sidings here:

Iron and men they mouldfor war,
Butintheir death that war will end.

Fromthegashed hillsof desolation
Our life-blood springsto liberty,
Andinthecallouseyeswesee
Thelandscapeof their dissolution.

11



SEX-CRIME

For one, the sudden fantastic grimace

Above, the red clown's-grin ripping the chalk sad sky,
Hailstones hatched out of midsummer, aface
Blanchedwithlove'svilereversal.

The spirit died
First— such blank amazement took away itsbreath,
And let the body cry
Through the short scuffle and infamy of death.
For the other, who knows what nice proportion of loathing
And lust conjured the deep devil, created

That chance of incandescence? Figures here prove nothing.

One step took him through the roaring waterfall

That closed like abead-curtain, left him alonewiththewrithing

Of what heloved or hated.

Hishandsleapt out: they took vengeancefor all
Denialsand soft answers. Therewasonewho said

Long since, rough play will endintears.' Therewas Cain
In the picture-book. Forgotten. Hereis one dead,

And one could never be whole again.

The news
Brokea Sunday inertia: ring after ring
Across that smug mirror went echoing
And fainting out to the dim margins of incredulity.
A few raw souls accuse
Themselves of thisfelony and find not guilty—
Acquitted on amere dibi or technical point.
Most seeit asanisland eruption, viewed
Fromthe safe continent; not dreaming the samefire pent
Within their clay that warps
The night with fluent alarm, their own wrath spewed

12



Through the red craters of that undistinguished corpse.
All that has reached them isthe seismic thrill:

The ornaments vibrate on the shelf; then they are till.
Snugly we settle down

Into our velvet and legitimate bed,

While news-sheets are yet falling all over the town
Like awhiteash. Falling on one dead

And one can never bewhole again.

Youwatch him
Pulpited in the dock, preaching repentance
Whilethetwo professionasinfancy dress
Manoeuvreformally to score off him or catch him.
But grief hasher conventions—
Theopague mask of misery will confess
Nothing, nor plead moving extenuations.
But you who crowd the court-room, will you never be called
Towitnessfor the defence?

Accomplices,
All of you, now — though now isstill toolate—
Bring onthe missing evidence! Reveal the coiled
Venom, the curse that needs
Only atouch to be articul ate.
Y ou, Judge, strip of f! Show usthe abscessboiling
Beneath your scarlet. Oh point, someone, to where it spreads
On every hand — the red, collusive stain...
All too well you have done your work: for oneisdead,
And the other will not bewhole again.

13



THE BELLS THAT SIGNED

The bells that sgned a conqueror in
Or franked the lovers bed, now mean
Nothing more heavenly than their
Own impulse and recoil of air.

But gtill at eve, when the wind swells
Out of the west, those rocking bells
Buoy up the sunken light, or mark
What rotsunfathomed in the dark.

Broods the stone-lipped conqueror ill
Abject upon hisiron hill,
Andloversinthenaked beds

Cry for more than maidenheads.

14



A HAPPY VIEW

... Sotakeahappy view—

Thislawn graced with the candle-flames of crocus,
Frail-handed girlsunder theflowering chestnut,
Or anythingwill do

That timetakesback beforeit ssemsuntrue:

And, if thetruthweretold,

Y ou'd count it luck, perceiving in what shallow
Crevicesand few crumbling grainsof comfort
Man'sjoy will seed, hiscold

Andhardy fingersfindaneagle'shold.

15



OVERTURES TO DEATH

For us, borninto aworld

Of fledged, instinctive trees,

Of lengthening days, snowfall at Christmas
And sentried palaces,

Y ou were the one our parents
Could not forget or forgive—
A remittanceman, avery very
Distant relative.

Weread your nameinthefamily

Bible. Itwastabu

At mealsandlessons, butin church sometimes
They seemed to be praying for you.

Y oulived overseas, we gathered:

And oftenlying safe

In bed we thought of you, hearing the indrawn
Breath of the outcast surf.

Later we heard them saying

Y ou had donewell intheWar.

And, though you never came hometo us,
We saw your name everywhere.

When home grew unsympathetic,

Youwereal theragefor awhile—

The favourite uncle with the blank-cheque-book
Andtheunderstanding smile.

Some of uswent to look for you

In agroplanes and fast cars:

Sometried the hospitals, some took to vice,

Others consulted the gtars. 16



But now, sir, that you may be going
Tovisitusany night,

Wewatch the french windows, picturing you
Inrather adifferent light.

Thehouse, we perceive, isshabby,

There's dry-rot in the wood:

It'sapoor welcome and it won't keep you out
Andwewishwe had been good.

But there's no time now for spring-cleaning
Or mending the broken lock.

We are hereinthe shrouded drawing-room till
Your first, your final knock.

2

Whenadl theskyisskimming
Andloversfriskinthe hay,

Whenit'seasy forgiving the dead or theliving,
Heisnotsofar away.

When love'shands aretoo hot, too cold,
Andjusticeturnsadesf ear,

When springscongeal andtheskiesaresealed,
Weknow that heisnear.

Now herewas aproperty, onal sides
Considered quiteimposing:

Takeagood ook round at house and grounds—
The mortgage is foreclosing.

Now Death he isthe bailiff

And hestsin our best room
Appraising chintz and ornaments
Andthe child in thewomb.



We were not shysters or loonies,
Our spirit was up to proof:
Simpler far isthe reason for our
Notice to quit this roof.

Wepaid for our leaseand ruleof life
Inhard cash; and one day

The news got through to you-know-who
That weld ceased to pay our way.

Oh what will happen to our dear sons,

Our dreamsof pensioned ease?

They are downed and shredded, for the wind we dreaded
Worries the blossom trees.

Oh Death heisthe bailiff

And hismen wait outside:

Weshall deegpwell in our handsome shell
While he auctions away our pride.

3

Sir, I'd not make so bold asto lack all

Respect for one whose prowessin the bed and the battlefield
Have excited (and justly) universal comment.

Nor couldl, if | wished —

Who, inthe small hours and the talkative
Reception, havefelt you tickingwithin my belly —
Pretend there's any worse ordeal to come.

You and |, my friend, are antagonists
Andthefight'sframed: for thisI blame not you
But the absentee promoter. If | seem to treat

Your titles, stamina, skill with levity,

Call it therat's bad-loser snarl, the madman
Humouring the two doctors, the point declaring

War on the calm circumference....
18



Y ou have appeared to usin many guises—
Pale priegt, black camel, the bemedalled sergeant
Of generd conscription, abugbear to affright
Second childhood, or the curtain drawn so deftly
To show that diamond-tiered tree
Evergreen with blissfor dl good boys and girls.
Y ou have been cdled the Leveller: but little
That meant to the aristos you transferred
Straight from one rotten borough to another;
Nor can our state, hollow and cold astheirs,
Much envy the drab democrats of the grave.
Happiest, in our nervoustime, who nameyou
Peace. Y ou arethe peacethat millionsdiefor.
If there'samoment'ssolace, laid likethe bloom
Of dew upon our meadows; if honeysuckle
Clingsto itssweetened hour, and the appealing
Beauty of fleshmakestimefalter in hisstride;
If anywhere love-lips, flower-flaunt, crimson of cloud-crest
Withflamesimpassioned hold of f the pacing shadows—
Y ou can rest indulgent: soon enough
They shall bedll, al of your complexion.
| grant youthelast word. But what of these—
The criminal agents of adying will
Who, frantic with defeat, conspire to force your
Earlier intervention?
Itisthey, your damned auxiliaries, must answer
For the self-dain in the foodless, fireless room,
For stunted hearts that droop by our olive-green
Canals, the blossom of children untimely shattered
By their crazed, random fire, and the fear like ablack frost
Foreshortening our prospect, metallic on our tongues.
If | amtoo familiar withyou, sir,
It isthat these have brought you into contempt.
You arein nature. These are most unnatural.
We shall desire your peacein our owntime:
But with those, your free-lance and officious gunmen,
Our war is life itsdf and shall not fail. 19



4

Forgive us, that we ever thought

Y ou could with innocence be bought,
Or, puffed with queasy power, have tried
Your register to override.

Such diamond-faced and equal laws
Allow no chink or saving clause:
Besotted may-fly, bobbish wren
Count in your books as much as men.

No North-West Passage can be found
To sail those freezing capes around,
Nor no smooth by-pass ever laid
Shall that metropolis evade.

The tampering hand, the jealous eye
That overlooked our infancy—
Forgiven soon, they sank their trust
And our reproach into the dust.

We dso, whom a bawdy spring
Tempted to order everything,

Shdll shrink beneath your first caress
Into a modest nothingness.

The meshes of the imperious blood,
The wind-flown tower, the poet's word
Can catch no more than aweak sigh
And ghost of immortality.

O lord of leisure, snce we know

Y our image we shall ne'er outgrow,
Teach usthe value of our stay

Lest we insult theliving clay.

20



This clay that bindsthe roots of man
Andfirmlyfootshisflyingspan—
Only thisclay canvoice, invest,
Measureand frameour mortal best.

O lord of night, bid us beware
Thewistful ghost that speaksusfair:
Oncelet himin—heclotstheveins
Andmakesastill-birth of our pains.

Now we at last have crossed theline
Whereearth'sexuberantfieldsbegin,
That greenillusionin the sky

Born of our desert yearscan die.

No longer let predestined need
Cramp our design, or hunger breed
Itswindy dreams, or lifedistil
Rarepersonal goodfromcommonill.

Lord of usall, nowitistrue

That we arelords of al but you,
Teach usthe order of our day
Lest wedefacethe honouredclay.

5

ThesuncameoutinApril,

The hawthornin May:

Wethought theyear, like other years,
Would gothe Christmasway .

In June we picked the clover,
Andsea-shdlsinduly:
Therewas no silence at the door,

Noword from the sky.
21



A hand came out of August
Andflickedhislifeaway:

Wehad not timeto bargain, mope,
Mordize, or pray.

Where he had been, wasonly
An effigy on a bed

To ask us searching questions or
Hear what we'd left unsaid.

Only that stained parchment

Set out what he had been—

A facewe might havelearned better,
But now must read unseen.

Thusheresigned hisinterest
Andclams, dl inabreath,
Leavingusthelong officework
Andwinding-up of death:

The ordinary anguish,

The gairs, the awkward turn,
Thebearers hatslikeblack mushrooms
Placed uponthe lawn.

Asamigrantremembers

The sting and warmth of home,
Asthefruit bears out the blossom'sword,
Weremember him.

Helovedthesunin April,

The hawthornin May:

Our treewill not light up for him
Another ChristmasDay.

22



6

[tisnotyou | fear, but the humiliations
Youmercifully useto deadengrief —
The downward graph of natural joys,
Imagination'sslump, the blunted ear.

| hatethis cold and politic self-defence

Of hardening arteries and nerves

Grown dull with time-serving. | see that the heart lives
By self-betrayal, by circumspectioniskilled.

That boy, whose glance makes heaven open and edges
Each dawning pain with gold, must learn to disbelieve:
The wildfire lust of the eyes will gutter down

To age's dim recalcitrance.

Have we not seen how quick this young girl's thoughts,
Wayward and burning asacharm of goldfinches
Alarmed from thistle-tops, turninto

Spite or acupboard love or clipped routine?

Nearing thewatershed and the difficult passes,

Man wraps up closer against the chill

Inhisfamiliar habits; and at thetop

Pauses, seeing your kingdom like anet beneath him spread.

Some climbed to this momentous peak of theworld
And facing the horizon — that notorious purewoman
Who luresto cheat the last embrace,

Hurled themselves down upon an easier doom.

Onetherare air made dizzy renounced
Earth, and the avalanchetook him at hisword:
Onewooed perfection— he'sbedded deep inthe glacier, perfect

And null, the prince and image of despair.
23



The begt, neither hoarding nor squandering

The radiant fleshand the receptive

Spirit, stepped on together in the rhythm of comradeswho
Havefound aroute on earth's true reckoning based.

They havenot known thefalse humility,
Theshamming-dead of the sensesbeneath your hunter'shand;
Butlife'sgreenstandardsthey'veadvanced

Tothelimit of your salt unyielding zone.

7

For us, borninto atill

Unsweetened world, of sparse
Breathing-room, alleysbrackishashell'spit
And heaven-accusing spires,

Y ouwerenever far nor fable,
Judgement nor happy end:

Wehave cometothink of you, mister, as
Almost the family friend.

Our kiddiesplay tag with you often

Among thetornado wheels,

Through fevered nightsyou st up with them,
Y ou servetheir little meals.

Y ou lean with us at street-corners,

Wehave met you inthe mine;

Y our eyes are the foundry's glare, you beckon
From the snake-tooth, gy machine.

Low intheflooded engine room,
Highontheyawing steeple—
Wherever weare, webeginto fancy
That we're your chosen people.
24



They came to us with charity,

They came to us with whips,

They came with chains behind their back
And freedom on their lips:

Castleandfieldand city —
Oursisanobleland,

Let uswork for its fame together, they said;
But we don't quite understand.

For they took the land and the credit,
Took virtue and double-crossed her;
They left usthe scrag-end of the luck
And the brunt of their disaster.

And now like horsesthey fidget
Smelling death inthe air:

But we are your chosen people, and
We'velittle to lose or fear.

When the time comesfor aclearance,
When light brims over the hill,
Mister, you can rely on us

To execute your will.

25



WHEN THEY HAVE LOST

When they have logt the little that they looked for,
The poor allotment of ease, custom, fame:

When the consuming star their fathers worked for
Hasguttered into death, afatuous flame:

When love'sacripple, faith abed-time story,
Hope eats her heart out and peace walks on knives,
And suffering men cry an end to this sorry

World of whose children want alone till thrives:
Then shdl the mounting stages of oppression
Likemazed and makeshift scaffoldingtorndown
Reveal hisunexampled, best creation—

The shape of man's necessity full-grown.

Built fromtheir bone, | see apower-house stand
Towarm men'sheartsagain and light theland.

26



IN THE HEART OF CONTEMPLATION

Inthe heart of contemplation—

Admiring, say, thefrost-flowers of thewhitelilac,

Or lark'ssong busily sifting like sand-crystals

Through the pleased hourglass an afternoon of summer,
Oryour beauty, dearer to methanthese—

Discreetly awhisper in the ear,

The glance of one passing my window recall me
Fromlark, lilac, you, grown suddenly strangers.

In the plump and pastora valley

Of aleisuretime, among thetreeslike seabirds
Asleeponaglasscam, oneshadow moves—

The dy reminder of the forgotten appointment.
All the shining pleasures, born to beinnocent,
Grow dark with atruant's guilt:

The day'shigh heart fall sflat, the oakstremble,
And the shadow dliding over your face dividesus.

Inthe act of decision only,

Inthe hearts cleared for action like lovers naked

For love, thisshadow vanishes: thereaone

There is nothing between our lives for it to thrive on.
Youand | withlilac, lark and oak-leafed

Valley arebound together

Asin the astounded clarity before dezth.
Nothingisinnocent now but to act for life's sake.

27



SONNET FOR A POLITICAL WORKER

Isthiswhat wearsyou out— havingtoweigh
Onemote against another, thetime spent

Fitting each thumbed and jig-saw argument
Into a pattern clear to you asday?

Boredom, the dull repetitive delay,

Opponents' tricky cal, the discontent

Of friends, seem to deny what history meant
When first she showed her hand for you to play.

Do you not see that history's high tension

Must so be broken down to each man'sneed
And hisfrail filaments, that it may feed

Not blast all patience, loveandwarminvention?
Onlinesbeyond your singlecomprehension
Thecircuit and full day of power proceed.

28



QUESTIONS

How long will you keep this pose of self-confessed
And aspen hesitation

Dithering on the brink, obsessed

Immobilized by the feminine fascination

Of animage dl your own,

Or doubting which is shadow, which is bone?

Will you wait womanish, while the flattering stream
Glossesyour faultsaway?

Or would you find within that dream

Courageto break the dream, wisdom to say

That wisdom is not there?

Orisit smply thefirst shock you fear?

Do you need the hornin your ear, the hounds at your heel,
Gadfliesto sting you sore,

The lightning's angry feint, and all

The horizon clouds boiling like lead, before

You'l risk your javelin dive

And piercereflection'sheart, and come alive?

29



THE VOLUNTEER

Tell themin England, if they ask
What brought usto thesewars,
Tothisplateau beneath the night's
Gravemanifol dof stars—

It was not fraud or foolishness,
Glory, revenge, or pay:

We camebecause our open eyes
Could see no other way.

There was no other way to keep
Man'sflickeringtruth alight:

These starswill witnessthat our course
Burnedbriefer, not lessbright.

Beyond the wasted olive-groves,
Thefurthest lift of land,

There callsacountry that wasours
And hereshall beregained.

Shinetous, memoriedandreal,
Green-water-silkenmeads:
Riversof home, refresh our path
Whomhereyourinfluenceleads.

Herein aparched and stranger place
Wefight for England free,

The good our fatherswon for her,
The land they hoped to see.

30



THE NABARA!

"They preferred, because of the rudeness of their heart,
to die rather than to surrender?

PHASE ONE

Freedom ismore than aword, more than the base coinage

Of statesmen, thetyrant's dishonoured cheque, or the dreamer's mad
Inflated currency. Sheismortal, we know, and made

In the image of smple men who have no taste for carnage

But sooner kill and are killed than see that image betrayed.

Mortal sheis, yet rising always refreshed from her ashes:
Sheisboundto earth, yet shefliesashigh asapassage bird

To home wherever man's heart with seasonal warmth is stirred:
Innocent is her touch asthe dawn's, but still it unleashes

The ravisher shades of envy. Freedom is more than aword.

| see man's heart two-edged, keen both for death and creation.
Asasculptor rejoices, stabbing and mutilating the stone
Intoashapelier life, and thetwojoysmakeone—

So maniswrought in hishour of agony and elation

To effacethefleshto reveal the crying need of hisbone.
Burning the issue was beyond their mild forecasting

For those| tell of — men used to thetolerablejoy and hurt

Of simple lives. they coveted never an epic part;

But history's hand was upon them and hewed an everlasting
Image of freedom out of their rude and stubborn heart.

! The episode upon which this poem is based is related in G. L. Steer's The Tree

of Gernika.
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The year, Nineteen-thirty-seven: month, March: the men, descendants
Of those Iberian fathers, the inquiring ones who would go

Wherever the seaswaysled: apacific people, dow

Tofeel ambition, loving their lawsand their independence—

Men of the Basque country, the Mar Cantabrico.

Fishermen, with no guile outside their craft, they had weathered

Often the sierra-ranked Biscayan surges, the wet

Fog of the Newfoundland Banks: they were fond of pelota: they met
No game beyond their skill as they swept the seatogether,

Until the morning they found the leviathan in their net.

Government trawlers Nabara, Guipuzkoa, Bizkaya,

Donostia, escorting across blockaded seas

Galdames with her cargo of nickel and refugees

From Bayonne to Bilbao, while the crest of war curled higher

Inland over the glacial valleys, the ancient ease.

On the morning of March the fifth, a chill North-Wester fanned them,
Fogging the glassy waves: what uncharted doom lay low

There in the fog athwart their course, they could not know:

Stout were the armed trawlers, redoubtable those who manned them-~
Men of the Basgue country, the Mar Cantabrico.

Sowly they nosed ahead, while under the chill North-Wester
Nervous the sea crawled and twitched like the skin of a beast

That dreams of the chase, the kill, the blood-beslavered feast:

They too, the light-hearted sailors, dreamed of a fine fiesta,

Flags and their children waving, when they won home from the east.
Vague asimages seenin amisted glass or the vision

Of crystal-gazer, the ships huddled, receded, neared,

Threading the weird fog-maze that coiled their funnels and bleared
Day's eye. They were glad of the fog till Galdameslost position
—Their convoy, preciousin life and metal — and disappeared.
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But il they held their course, the confident ear-ringed captains,
Unerring towards the landfall, nor guessed how the land lay,
How the guardian fog was aguide to lead them all astray.

For now, at awink, the migt rolled up like the film that curtains
A saurian's eye; and into the glare of an evil day

Bizkaya, Guipuzkoa, Nabara, and thelittle

Donostia stepped at intervals; and sighted, alas,

Blocking the sea and sky a mountain they might not pass,
Anidethrown up volcanic and smoking, agiant in metal
Adtridetheir path— therebel cruiser, Canarias.

A ship of ten thousand tons she was, aheavyweight fighter

To the cocky bantam trawlers. and under her armament

Of eight- and four-inch guns there followed obedient

Towards Pasgjesaprizejust seized, an Estonian freighter

Laden with armsthe exporters of death to Spain had sent.

A hush, thefirst qualm of conflict, falls on the cruiser's burnished
Turrets, the trawlers grimy decks: fiercer the lime-

Light falls, and out of the solemn ring the late mists climb,

And ship to ship the antagonists gaze at each other astonished
Across the quaking gulf of the seafor amoment's time.

The trawlers men had no chance or wish to elude the fated
Encounter. Freedom to these was natural pride that runs

Hot as the blood, their climate and heritage, dearer than sons.
Bizkaya, Guipuzkoa, knowing themselves outweighted,

Drew closer to draw first blood with their pairs of four-inch guns.
Aboard Canariasthe German gun-layers stationed

Brisk at their intricate batteries—guns and men both trained
Toahair in accuracy, aimed at apitilessend—

Fired, and the smoke rolled forth over the unimpassioned

Face of aday where nothing certain but death remained.



PHASE TWwWO

The sound of thefirst salvo skimmed the ocean and thumped

Cape Machichaco's graniteribs: it rebounded where

The salt-sprayed trees grow tough from wrestling the wind, it jumped
Fromidetorocky ide it was heard by women while

They walked to shrine or market, a warning they must fear.

But, beyond their alarm, as

Though that sound were also asignal for fate to strip

Luck'slast green shoot from thefalling stock of the Basgues, Galdames
Emerged out of the mist that lingered to the west

Under the reeking muzzles of the rebel battleship:

Which instantly threw five shells over her funnel, and threw

Her hundred women and children into a slaughter-yard panic

On the deck they imagined smoking with worse than the foggy dew,
Sothat Galdamesrolled asthey slipped, clawed, trampled, reeled
Away from the gape of the cruiser'sguns. A spasm galvanic,

Fear's chemistry, shocked the women's bodies, amoment before
Huddled like sheep in amist, inert as bales of rag,

A mere deck-cargo; but more

Than furiesnow, for they stormed Galdames" bridge and swarmed
Over her captain and forced him to run up the white flag.

Signallingthe Estonian, 'Heave-to,' Canariassteamed

Leisurely over to make sure of this other prize:

Over-leisurely washer reckoning—she never dreamed

The Estonian in that pause could be snatched from her shark-shape jaws
By shipsof minnow size.

Meanwhile Nabara and Guipuzkoa, not reluctant

For closer grips while their guns and crews were till entire,

Thrust forward: twice Guipuzkoa with adeadly jolt was rocked, and
The sea spat up in geysers of boiling foam, asthe cruiser's

Heavier gunsboxed themin atorrid zone of fire.
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And now the little Donostia who lay with her 75's
Dumbintheoffing—her weaponsagainst that leviathan

Impotent aspen-knives—

Witnessed abold manoeuvre, amove of genius, never

In naval history told. She saw Bizkaya run

Ahead of her consorts, aberserk atom of stedl, audacious,

Her signal-flags soon to flutter like banderillas, straight

Towards the Estonian speeding, ayoung bull over the spacious

And foam-distraught arena, till the sides of the freight-ship screen her
From Canariasthat will see the point of her charge too late.

'Who are you and where are you going? the flags of Bizkaya questioned.
‘Carrying arms and forced to go to Pasgjes, replied

The Estonian, 'Follow me to harbour.' 'Cannot, am threatened.'
Bizkaya'slast word—'Turn at once! '—and she points her peremptory guns
Against the freighter's mountainousflanksthat blankly hide

This fluttering language and flaunt of signal insolence

Fromtheeyesof Canarias. At last therebelscan see

That the two ships' talk meant a practical joke at their expense:

They see the Estonian veering away, to Bermeo steering,

Bizkaya under her lee.

(Tothe Basquesthat ship wasatonic, for she carried some million rounds
Of ammunition: to hearts grown sick with hope deferred

And the drain of their country's wounds

She brought what most they needed in face of the aid evaded

And the cold delay of those to whom freedom was only aword.)*

1 Cf. Byron's comments upon ‘Non-intervention' in The Age of Bronze:

Lone, logt, abandoned in their utmost need

By Christians, unto whom they gave their creed,

The desolated lands, the ravaged ide,

The fostered feud encouraged to beguile,

The aid evaded, and the cold delay

Prolonged but in the hope to make a prey: —

These, these shall tell the tale, and Greece can show

The false friend worse than the infuriate foe. 35



Owlish upon the water sat the Canarias

Mobbed by those darting trawlers, and her signals blinked invain
After the freighter, that till she believed too large to pass

Into Bermeo's port—arize she fondly thought,

When she'd blown the trawlers out of the water, she'd take again.

Brisk at their intricate batteries the German gun-layers go

About death's business, knowing their longer reach must foil
Theimpetus, break the heart of the government ships. each blow
Deliberately they aim, and tiger-striped with flame

Isthejungle mirk of the smoke astheir gunsleap and recoil.
TheNewfoundland trawlers feel

A hail and hurricanethelikethey have never known

Indl their deep-sealife: they wince at the squalls of steel

That burst on their open decks, rake them and leave them wrecks,
But still they fight on long into the sunless afternoon.

—Fought on, four guns against the best of the rebel navy,

Until Guipuzkoa's crew could stanch thefiresno more

That gushed from her gashes and seeped nearer the magazine. Heavy

At heart they turned away for the Nervion that day:

Their ship, Guipuzkoa, wore

Flame'srose on her heart like a decoration of highest honour

Aslisting shereeledinto LasArenas; andin arow

On her deck there lay, smoke-palled, that oriflamme's  crackling banner
Abovethem, her dead—aquarter of thefishermenwho had fought her—
Men of the Basque country, the Mar Cantabrico.

PHASE THREE

And now the gallant Nabara was|eft in thering alone,

The sky hollow around her, the fawning sea at her Sde;

But the ear-ringed crew in their berets stood to the guns, and cried
A fresh defiancedown 36



The ebb of the afternoon, the battle's darkening tide.

Honour was satisfied long since; they had held and harried

A shiptentimestheir size; they well could have caled it a day.
But they hoped, if alittle longer they kept the cruiser in play,
Galdameswiththewealth of lifeand metal shecarried

Might make her getaway.

Canarias, though easily sheoutpaced and out-gunned her,
Finding this midge could sting

Edged off, and beneath awedge of smoke steamedin aring
Ontherim of thetrawler'srange, acircular storm of thunder.
ButalwaysNabaraturned her broadside, manoeuvring

To keep both guns on the target, scorning safety devices.
Sower now battle's tempo, irregular the beat

Of gunfireinthe heart

Of the afternoon, the distempered sky sank to the crisis,
Shell-shocked the sea tossed and hissed in delirious heat.

The battle'stempo dowed, for the cruiser could take her time,
And theguns of Nabara grew

Red-hot, and of fifty-two Basque seamen had been her crew
Many were dead already, the rest filthy with grime

Andtheir comrades blood, weary with woundsall but afew.
Between twofiresthey fought, for the sparksthat flashing spoke
From the cruiser'sthunder-bulk were answered on their own craft
By traitorflamesthat crawled out of every cranny and rift
Blindingthemdl with smoke.

At half-past four Nabarawasburning foreand aft.

What buoyancy of will

Wastheirsto keep her afl oat, no vessd now but a Seve-

Sojarred and scarred, therivets starting, noinch of her safe

From the guns of the foe that wrapped her in a cyclone of shrieking stedl!
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Southward the sheltering havens showed clear, the cliffs and the surf
Familiar to them from childhood, the shapes of alife still dear:

But dearer il to see

Those shores insured for life from the shadow of tyranny.

Freedom was not on their lips; it was what made them endure,

A sted spring inthe yielding flesh, athirst to be free.

And now from thelittle Donostiathat lay with her 75'8
DumbintheofEng, they saw Nabara painfully lower

A boat, which crawled like ashattered crab slower and slower
Towards them. They cheered the survivors, thankful to savetheselives
Atleast. They saw each rower,

Astheboat dragged alongside, waswounded—theoarsthey held
Dripping with blood, a bloody skein reeled out in their wake:

And they swarmed down the rope-ladders to rescue these men so weak
From wounds they must be hauled

Aboard like babies. And then they saw they had made a mistake.

For, standing up in the boat,

A man of that grimy boat's-crew hailed them: 'Our officer asks

You give usyour bandages and dl your water-casks,

Then run for Bermeo. We're going to finish this game of pelotal
Donostia's captain begged them with tearsto escape: but the Basques
Would play their game to the end.

They took the bandages, and cursing at his delay

They took the casks that might keep thefireson their ship at bay;
And they rowed back to Nabara, trailing their blood behind

Over the water, the sunset and crimson ebb of their day.

For two hours more they fought, while Nabara beneath their feet
Wasturned to a heap of smouldering scrap-iron. Once again
Theflamesthey had checked awhile broke out. When the forward gun

Was hit, they turned about
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Bringing the after gun to bear. They fought in pain

Andthe instant knowledge of death: but the watersfilling their riven
Ship could not quench the lovethat fired them. As each man fell

To the deck, hisbody took fire asif death madevisible

That burning spirit. For two more hoursthey fought, and a seven
They fired their last shell.

Of her officersdl but one were dead. Of her engineers

All but one were dead. Of the fifty-two that had sailed

Inher, dl were dead but fourteen—and each of thesehalf killed

With wounds. And the night-dew fell in ahush of ashentears,

And Nabara'stonguewasstilled.

Southward the sheltering havens grew dark, the cliffsand the green
Shallowsthey knew; wheretheir friendshad watchedthemaseveningwore
To aglowing end, who swore

Nabara must show awhiteflag now, but saw instead the fourteen

Climb into their matchwood boat and fainting pull for the shore.

Canariaslowered alaunch that sweptinagreyhound's curve
Pitilessto pursue

And cut them off. But that bloodless and all-but-phantom crew

Still gave no soft concessionsto fate; they strung their nerve

For onelast fling of defiance, they shipped their oars and threw
Hand-grenades at the launch asit circled about to board them.

But the strength of the hands that had carved them a hold on history
Failed them at last: the grenades fell short of the enemy,

Who grappled and overpowered them,

WhileNabarasank by the sterninthe hushed Cantabrian sea.

They bore not acharmed life. They went into battle foreseeing
Probableloss and they logt. Thetidesof Biscay flow
Over the obstinate bones of many, the winds are sighing
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Round prison wallswhere therest are doomed like their ship to rust-
Men of the Basque country, the Mar Cantabrico.

Simple men who asked of their life no mythica splendour,

They loved its familiar ways so well that they preferred

In the rudeness of their heart to die rather than to surrender ...
Mortal these words and the deed they remember, but cast aseed
Shall flower for an agewhen freedomis man's creative word.

Freedom was more than aword, more than the base coinage

Of paliticianswho hiding behind the skirts of peace

They had defiled, gave up that country to rack and carnage:

For whom, indelibly stamped with history's contempt,

Remainsbut to haunt the blackened shell of their policies.

For these | havetold of, freedom wasflesh and blood — amortal

Body, the gun-breech hot to its touch: yet the battle's height
Raisedittolove'smeridian and held it awhileimmortal;

And itslight through time still flasheslike a star's that hasturned to ashes,
Long after Nabartfs passion was quenched in the sea's heart.
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SPRING SONG

Floods and the voluble winds
Have warned the dead away:
In swaying copse the willows
Wavetheir magic wands.

Thesunishereto dedl

With the dull decay we felt:
Infield and square he orders
Thevague shadowsto hedl.

The licence is renewed
Andal roadsleadtosummer:
Good girls cometo grief,
Fish to the springy rod.

Our thoughtslike sailplanes go
To and fro sauntering

Along fantastic cloud-streets
Onwarmer currents' flow.

A larger appetite,

A tautening of the will,
The wild pony tamed,
The common gorse alight.

Now the beefindsthe pollen,
The pale boy acure:

Who caresif inthe sequel
Cocky shall becrestfallen?
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NIGHT PIECE

Down the night-scented borders of deep
They walk hand in hand, the lovers
Whom day abashed like the cross
Eye of the rheumatic keeper.

They arelaid in the grass, and above
Their limbs a syringa blossoms

In brief and bridal white,

Under whose arch of moonshine
The impotent is made straight,

The ice-queen delighted,

And the virgin loves to moan,

And the schoolboy finds the equator.

Here too the dark plays tricks

On some of accredited glory.

The chairman's forgot his speech:

The general meets hisvictims,

And the pale wounds weep once more;
The archbishop is preaching

Stark naked: standing alone

Among his people, the dictator

Glares round for a bodyguard.

All the fears cold-shouldered at noonday
Flock to these shades, and await

In displeasure those who ignored them.
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THE THREE CLOUD-MAIDENS

Sayswinding Trent
Amongthelow pastures—

In my crystal read

Y our real wish and features:

May no accident

Of flood or mist be flawing

The chaste, prophetic reed,

The child-face stream's flowing --
Says winding Trent

Among the low pastures.

Say the three cloud-maidens
Over thesoiled valley—

To reproach you we rise
Wind-flushed and early:
The mist that maddens,

The clumsyfloodsthat hurt
Innocence, dl arise

Out of your shallow heart—
Say the three cloud-maidens
Over the soiled valley.
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BEHOLD THE SWAN

Behold the swan

Riding at her image, anchored there
Complacent, awater-lily upon

The ornamental water:

Queen of the mute October air,

She broodsinthat unbroken
Reverieof reed and water.

Now from the stricken

Pool shehoistsand flurries,

And passesoverhead

In hoarse, expressive flight:

Her wings bear hard

Onthevibrant air: unhurried
Thethreat and pulse of wings, the throat
L evelledtowardsthehorizon, sce—s
They are prophecy.
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SONG

It was not far through the pinewoods
That day to the lodge gate,

But far enough for the wind to phrase
My ten-year-longregret.

It wasnot far by the cornfield,

Thetall earslooked dive:

But my heart, like corn, was broken for
A harvest | could not have.

From husk of words unspoken

I'll winnow aripe seed:

From woodswherelove was shy to trespass
I'll learn theairs| need.

Oh here and unlamenting

Her graceful ghost shall shine—
Intheheart matureasfruited fields,
The singing words of pine.
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THE ESCAPIST

Beforearumour stirred, hefledthe country
Preferring blank disgrace to any gesture
That could wipe out hisfailurewith himself.
A warmer man no doubt had realized
Hisassetsin our buoyant love, and taken
Somebondsto gild anunromantic exile.

Beforetheir first reproach could reach his ears,
He had set up a private court, accepted

Full responsibility, and passed judgement.

The manwhom later they reviled because

He would not face their music, was already
Self-flayed and brandedin hisheart for ever.

Beforethe story broke, he had sat down
Towriteit out, determined that no vestige
Of guilt bemissed, notiniestfalseinflection
Of heroism creepintojustify

Theugly tale. They said he wastoo proud to
Trust other hands even with his dishonour.

Beforeyou heap quick-limeuponthat felon
Memory, think how nothing you can do
Couldtouchhisself-vindictiveness, and nothing
You did to cure the cowardice it avenged for.
Say, if youlike, escapewasin hisblood—
Escape'sasgood aword asany other.
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PASSAGE FROM CHILDHOOD

Hisearliest memory, the mood
Fingeredandfrail asmaidenhair,
Wasthis—achinacupsomewhere

In agreen, deep wood.

Helivestofind again somewhere

That wood, that homely cup; totasteall
Itschill, imagined dews; to dare

The dangerouscrystal.

Whocansay what misfeatured elf
Firg led him into that lifelong
Passage of mirrorswhere, soyoung,
Hesaw himsalf

BalancedasBlondin, moreheadstrong
Than baby Hercules, rareasaone-
Cent British Guiana, abovethewrong
Andcommonrun?

He knew the secrecy of squirrels,
Thefoolish doves antiphony,
Andwhat wrensfear. Hewasgun-shy,
Hating dl quarrels.
Lifewasahostileland to spy,

Full of questionshe dared not ask

Lest the answer in mockery
Orworseunmask.

Quick toinjustice, quick he grew
Thishermit and contorted shell.

Self-pity likeathinrainfell,

Fouling the view:

Then tree-trunks seemed wet roots of hell,
Wren or catkin might turn vicious,

The dandelion clock could tell

Nothing auspicious.



No exile has ever looked so glum
Withthe pinesfretful overhead,

Y et hefelt at homeinthe gothic glade—
Morethan at home.

You will forgive him that he played
Bumble-puppy on the small mossed lawvn
All by himsdlf for hours, afraid

Of being born.

Lying awake one night, he saw
Eternity stretched like ahowl of pain:
He wastiny and terrible, anew pin
Onaglacier's floor.

Very few they arewho havelain
With eternity and lived to tdll it:
There's asecret processin hisbrain
And he cannot sl it.

Now, beyond reach of sense or reason,
Hislifewalksinaglacia deep

For ever, since he drank that cup

And found it poison.

He's one more ghost, engaged to keep
Eternity'slong hours and mewed
Upinlivefleshwith no escape

From solitude.
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SELF-CRITICISM AND ANSWER

[t wasawaysso, dways—

My too meticulous words
Mocked by the unhinged cries
Of playground, mouse or gull,
By throats of nestling birds
Likebdlsupturnedinapeal —
All that hasinnocence
Topraiseandfartofall.

| fear this careful art

Would never storm the sense:
Its agonies are but the eager
Retching of an empty heart;

It never was possessed

By divineincontinence,

And for him whom that eygre
Sweeps not, silence were best.

Y our politicians pray silence

For the ribald trumpeter,

The fasetto crook, the twitching
Unappeasable dictator.

For any ese you should be pleased
To hold your tongue: but Satan
Himself would disown his teaching
And turn to spit on these.



When madmen play the piper
Andknavescdl thetune,
Honesty'saright passion—

She must cdl to her own.

Let yours bethe start and stir

Of afloodingindignation

That channelsthe dry heart deeper
And singsthrough the dry bone.

SO



PART TWO






THE LIGHTED HOUSE

One night they saw the big house, some time untenanted
But for its hand-to-mouth recluse, room after room
Light up, as when Primavera herself has spirited

A procession of crocuses out of their winter tomb.

Revelsunearthly are going forward, one did remark —

He has conjured athing of air or fire for his crazed delight:
Another said, Itisonly atraveller lost in the dark

He welcomes for mercy's sake. Each, in away, wasright.

Y ou were the magic answer, the sprite fire-fingered who came
To lighten my heart, my house, my heirlooms; you are the wax
That melts at my touch and still supports my prodigal flame:

But you were aso the dead-beat traveller out of the sorm

Returned to yourself by aimost obliterated tracks,
Pedling off fear after fear, reveding love'strue form.
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THE ALBUM

| s;eyou, achild

Inagarden sheltered for budsand playtime,

Listening asif beguiled

By afancy beyond your years and the flowering maytime.
Theprintisfaded: soontherewill be

No trace of that pose enthralling,

Nor visible echo of my voice distantly calling
Wait! Wait for me!'

Then | turn the page

Toagirl who standslikeaquestioningiiris

By thewaterside, at an age

That asks every mirror to tdl what the heart's desireis.
The answer shefindsin that oracle stream

Only timecould affirmor disprove,

Yet | wish | wastheretoventureawarning, ‘Love

Is not what you dream.’

Next you appear

Asif garlands of wild felicity crowned you—
Courted, caressed, you wear
Likeimmortellestheloversand friends around you.
They will not last you, rain or shine,

They are but straws and shadows,’

| cry: 'Give not to those charming desperadoes
What wasmadeto bemine.’

Onepictureismissing—

Thelast. It would show me atree stripped bare

By intemperategal es, her amazing

Noonday of blossom spailt which promised so fair.

Y et, scanning those scenes at your heyday taken,

| tremble, asonewho must view

Inthe crystal adoom he could never deflect— yes, | too
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| dose the book;

But the past dides out of itsleaves to haunt me
And it seems, wherever | look,

Phantoms of irreclaimable happiness taunt me.
Then | see her, petalled in new-blown hours,
Besdeme—'All youlovemostthere

Has blossomed again.' she murmurs, 'al that you missed there
Hasgrowntobeyours.'
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THE HUNTER'S GAME

[ amanarrow, | amabow—
Thebow singsfierce and deep,

The arrow'stipped with cruel flame,
Feathered with passionate deep.
When you play the hunter's game,

| am your arrow and your bow.

Only my love can bend the bow:
Whenthe bow leapstoKkill

And darkly asanerveof night

The string throbs out, you arethe skill
That drew the impulsive bowstring tight,
The hand that bent the bow.

What istheair thatfloatsmy arrow
Smoothly aloft and bears

It uptothesun, downtothe dark?
Youarethewantonairs

Which shapeand hold itsshining arc,
The innocent air that flightsthe arrow.

What isthe victim of this arrow
Thatfliessofast andtrue?
Deepintheclose, fawn-dappled glade,
Pierced by a shaft of light are you
Thehuntress, whiteand smiling, |aid—
The victim of your arrow.
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DEPARTURE IN THE DARK

Nothing so sharply remindsaman heismortal
Asleavingaplace

Inawinter morning's dark, the air on hisface

Unkind asthe touch of sweating metal:

Simple goodbyesto children or friends become

A felon'snumb

Farewell, and lovethat wasawarm, ameeting place—
Loveisthe suicide's grave under the nettles.

Gloomed and clemmed asif by animminent ice-age
Liesthe dear world

Of your street-strolling, field-faring. The senses, curled
At the dead end of a shrinking passage,

Care not if close the inveterate hunters creep,
Andmemoriesdeep

Likemammothsinlost caves. Drear, extinctistheworld,
And has no voice for consolation or presage.

Thereis aways something at such times of the passover,
When the dazed heart

Beats for it knows not what, whether you part

From home or prison, acquaintance or lover—

Something wrong with the time-table, something unreal
In the scrambled meal

And the bag ready packed by the door, asthough the heart
Has gone ahead, or is staying here for ever.

No doubt for the Isradlites that early morning

It was hard to be sure

If home were prison or prison home: the desire

Going forth meets the desire returning.

Thisland, that had cut their pride down to the bone
Wasnowtheirown

By ancient deeds of sorrow. Beyond, there was nothing sure

But a desert of freedom to quench their fugitive yearnings.
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At thisblind hour the heart isinformed of nature's
Ruling that man

Should be nowhere amore tenacious settler than

Among wry thorns and ruins, yet nurture

A seed of discontent in hisripest ease.

There'sakind of release

And akind of torment in every goodbye for every man—
Andwill be, eventothelast of hisdark departures.
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CORNET SOLO

Thirty years ago lying awake,

Lying awake

In London at night when childhood barred me
From livelier pastimes, I'd hear a street-band break
Into old favourites— The Ash Grove," ‘Killarney'
Or 'Angels Guard Thee!

That wasthe music for such an hour—

A deciduous hour

Of leaf-wan drizzle, of solitude

And gadlight bronzing the gloom like an autumnflower —
Thetime and music for aboy imbrued

With the pensive mood.

| could have lain for hours together,

Sweet hours together,

Listening to the cornet's cry

Down wet streets gleaming like patent leather
Where beauties jaunted in cabs to their revelry,
Jewelled and spry.

Plaintiveits melody rose or waned

Like an autumnwind

Blowing therain on beds of aster,

On man'slast bed: mournful and proud it complained
Asawoman who dreams of the charms that graced her,
In young days graced her.

Strange how those yearning airs could sweeten

And il enlighten

The hours when solitude gave me her bresst.

Strange they could tell amere child how hearts may beat in
The self-same tune for the once-possessed

And the unpossessed.



Last night, when | heard a cornet's strain,
It seemed arefrain
Wafted fromthirty years back — so remote an

Echoit bore: but | felt again
The prophetic mood of a child, too long forgotten,

Too lightly forgotten.
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O DREAMS. O DESTINATIONS

For infantstimeislikeahumming shell

Heard between deep and deep, wherein the shores
Foam-fringed, wind-fluted of the strange earth dwell
And the sed's cavernous hunger faintly roars.

It isthe humming pole of summer lanes

Whose sound quiverslike heat-haze endlessly

Over the corn, over the poppied plains—

An emanation from the earth or sky.

Faintly they hear, through the womb's lingering haze,
A rumour of that seato which they are born:

They hear the ringing pole of summer days,

But need not know what hungers for the corn.

They arethelisping rushesin astream—
Grace-notes of aprofound, legato dream.

2

Children look down upon the morning-grey

Tissue of mist that vells avalley's lap:

Their fingersitch to tear it and unwrap

Theflags, the roundaboults, the gala day.

They watch the spring rise inexhaustibly—

A breathing thread out of the eddied sand,
Sufficient to their day: but half their mind

Ison the sailed and glittering estuary.

Fondly we wish their mist might never break,
Knowing it hides so much that best were hidden:
We'd chain them by the spring, lest it should broaden
For them into a quicksand and awreck.

But they dlip through our fingerslike the source,
Like migt, like time that hasflagged out their course.
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3

That was the fatal move, the ruination

Of innocence so innocently begun,

When in the lawless orchard of creation

The child left thisfruit for that roser one.
Reaching towards the far thing, we begin it;
Looking beyond, or backward, more and more
We grow unfaithful to the unique minute

Till, from neglect, its features stale and blur.
Fish, bird or beast was never thusunfaithful —
Man only caststheimage of hisjoys

Beyond hissenses reach; and by thisfateful

Act, he confirms the ambiguous power of choice.
Innocence made that first choice. Itisshe

Who weeps, a child chained to the outraged tree.

4

Our youthtime passes down a colonnade
Shafted with alternating light and shade.
All'sdark or dazzlethere. Halfin adream
Rapturously we move, yet half afraid

Never to wake. That diamond-point, extreme
Brilliance engraved on us a classic theme:

The shaft of darkness had itslustretoo,

Rising where earth's concentric mysteries gleam.
Oh youth-charmed hours, that made an avenue
Of fountains playing uson to love's full view,

A cypresswalk to someromantic grave—
Waking, how falsein outline and in hue
Wefind the dreamsthat flickered on our cave:
Only your fire, which cast them, still seems true.
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All that time there was thunder in the air:

Our nerves branched and flickered with summer lightning.
The taut crab-apple, the pampas quivering, the glare
On the roses seemed irrelevant, or a heightening

At most of the sealed-up hour wherein we awaited

W hat?—some explosive oracleto abash

The platitudeson thelawn? heaven's del e%ated
Angel —thegoldenrod, our burning bush

No storm broke. Y et in retrospect the rose
Mountingvermilion, fading, glowingagain
Likeafire'sheart, that breathlessinspiration

Of pampas grass, crab-tree's attentive pose
Neverwereso divinely charged asthen—

Theveiled Word'sflesh, anear annunciation.

6

Symbols of gross experience! — our grief
Flowed, like a sacred river, underground:
Desire bred fierce abstractions on the mind,
Then like an eagle soared beyond belief.

Often we tried our breast against the thorn,
Our paces on the turf: whither we flew,

Why we should agonize, we hardly knew —
Nor what ached in us, asking to be born.

Ennui of youth! —thin air above the clouds,
Vain divination of the sunless stream

Mirror that impotence, till we redeem

Our birthright, and the shadowplay concludes.
Ah, not in dreams, but when our souls engage
With the common mesh and moail, we come of age.
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Older, we build aroad where once our active

Heat threw up mountains and the deep dales veined:
We're glad to gain the limited objective,

Knowing the war we fight in has no end.

The road must needs follow each contour moulded
By that fireinitslodng fight with earth:

We march over our past, we may behold it
Dreaming a dave's dream on our bivouac hearth.
Los the archaic dawn wherein we started,

The appetite for wholeness. now we prize
Half-loaves, half-truths— enoughfor thehal f-hearted,
Thegleam snatched from corruption satisfies.

Dead youth, forgive usif, al but defeated,
Weraise atrophy where your honour lies.

8

But look, the old illusion gtill returns,

Walking afield-path where the succory burns
Like summer's eye, blue lustre-drops of noon,
And the heart follows it and freshly yearns:

Y earnsto the sighing distances beyond

Each height of happiness, the vista drowned

In gold-dust haze, and dreams itsdlf immune
From change and night to which dl eseis bound.
Love, we have caught perfection for aday

As succory holds agem of halcyon ray:
Summer burnsout, itsflower will tarnish soon—
Deathlessillusion, that could sorelay

The truth of flesh and spirit, sun and clay
Singing for once together dl in tune!
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To travel like a bird, lightly to view

Desarts where stone gods founder in the sand,
Ocean embraced in awhite deep with land,;
To escape time, aways to start anew.

To settlelike abird, make one devoted
Gesture of permanence upon the spray

Of shaken stars and autumns; in abay
Beyond the crestfallen surges to have floated.
Each is our wish. Alas, the bird fliesblind,
Hooded by a dark sense of destination:

Her weight on the glass calm leaves no impression,
Her homeis soon abasketful of wind.
Travelers, we're fabric of the road we go;
We settle, but like feathers on time's flow.
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WORD OVER ALL

‘Word over al, beautiful asthe sky,
Beautiful that war and all its deeds of carnage
must in time be utterly logt,
That the hands of the sisters Death and Night
incessantly softly wash again, and ever
again, this soiled world.". . .

—WALTWHITMAN : Reconciliation

Now when drowning imagination clutches

At old loves drifting away,

Splintered highlights, hope capsized—awrecked world's
Flotsam, what can | say

To cheer the abysmal gulfs, the crests that lift not
Toanylandin sight?

How shall the sea-waif, who lives from surge to surge, chart
Current and reef aright?

Always our time's ghost-guise of impermanence
Dauntsme: whoever | meet,

Wherever | stand, a shade of parting lengthens

And laps around my feet.

But now, the heart-sunderings, the real migrations—
Millionsfated to flock

Downweeping roadsto mereoblivion—strikeme
Dumb asarooted rock.

| watch when searchlights set the low cloud smoking
Like acid on metal: | start

At grens, sweat to feel awhole town wince

And thump, aterrified heart,

Under the bomb-strokes. These, to look back on, are
A few hours' unrepose: ’

But theroofless old, the child beneath the debris—
How can | speak for those?

66



Busy the preachers, the politicians weaving

Voluble charms around

This ordeal, conjuring a harvest that shall spring from
Our hearts al-harrowed ground.

I, who chose to be caged with the devouring

Present, must hold its eye

Where blaze ten thousand farms andfieldsunharvested,
And hearts, steel-broken, die.

Y et words there must be, wept on the cratered present,

To gleam beyond it:

Never was cup so mortal but poetswith mild

Everlastings have crowned it.

See wavelets and wind-blown shadows of |eaves on a stream
How they ripple together,

Aslifeand death intermarried—you cannot tell

One from another.

Our words like poppies love the maturing field,

But form no harvest:

May lighten the innocent's pang, or paint the dreams
Where guilt is unharnessed.

Dark over dl, absolving al, ishung

Death's vaulted patience:

Words areto set man'sjoy and suffering there

In constellations.

We spesak of what we know, but what we have spoken
Truly weknow not—

Whether our good may tarnish, our grief to far
Centuries glow not.

The Cause shalesoff, the Humankind standsforth

A mightier presence,

Flooded by dawn'’s pale courage, rapt in eve's

Rich acquiescence.

67



THE IMAGE

From far, she seemed to lie like a stone on the sick horizon:
Too soon that face, intolerably near,

Writhed like afurious ant-hill. Whoever, they say, set eyes on
Her face became a monument to fear.

But Perseus, lifting his shield, beheld as in a view-finder

A miniature monster, darkly illustrious.

Absorbed, pitying perhaps, he struck. And the sky behind her
Woke with a healthier colour, purified thus.

Now, in aday of monsters, a desert of abject stone
Whose outward terrors paralyse the will,
Look to that gleaming circle until it has revealed you

The glare of death transmuted to your own

Measure, scaled-down to a possible figure the sum of ill.
Let the shield take that image, the image shield you.
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THE POET

For methereisno dismay

Though ills enough impend.

| havelearned to count each day
Minuteby breathingminute—
Birds that lightly begin it,
Shadowsmutingitsend—
Aslovers count for luck

Their own heart-beats and believe
Inthe forest of time they pluck
Eternity's single leaf.

Tonight the moon's at the full.

Full moon's the time for murder.

But | look to the cloudsthat hide her--
The bay below meis dull,
Anunreflectingglass—

And chafe for the cloudsto pass,
Andwish shesuddenly might
Blazedownat meso| shiver

Into atwelve-branched river

Of visionary light.

For now imagination,

My royal, impulsive swan,
Withrakingflight—I can seeher—
Comes down asit were upon

A lakeinwhirled snow-floss

And flurry of spray like askier
Checking. Again| feel

The wounded waters heal.

Never before did she cross

My heart with such exaltation.
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Oh, on this striding edge,

This hare-bell height of cam
Where intuitions swarm

Like nesting gulls and knowledge
Isfree asthe windsthat blow,

A little while sustain me,

Love, till my answer is heard!
Oblivion roars below,

Death's cordon narrows:. but vainly,
If I've dipped the carrier word.

Dying, any man may

Feel wisdom harmonious, fateful
At thetip of his dry tongue.

All I havefelt or sung

Seems now but the moon's fitful
Sleep on aclouded bay,
Swan'smaidenflight, or the climb
To atremulous, hare-bell crest.
Love, tear the song from my breast!
Short, short is the time.
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IT WOULD BE STRANGE

It would be strange

If at acrucia question, in wild-beast dens

Or cellars sweating with pain the stammerers
Should find their confidence.

It would be strange

If the haphazard starling |earned a neat
Construction from the goldcrest, and the blackcap's
Seamless song in anight.

It would be strange

If from the consternation of the ant-hill
Arose some order angelic, ranked for loving,
Equal to good or ill.

It would be more than strange

If the devil we raised to avenge our envy, grief,
Weakness, should take our hand likeaprince and raise us
And say, 'l forgive.
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THE ASSERTION

Now, in the face of destruction,

In the face of the woman knifed out of all recognition
By flying glass, the fighter spinning like vertigo

On the axis of the trapped pilot and crowds applauding,
Famine that bores like a death-watch deep below,
Natice of agony splashed on headline and hoarding,
Inthe face of theinfant burned

To death, and the shattered ship's-boat low in the trough—
Oarsweakly wavinglikeabeetle overturned—

Now, asnever before, when man seemsborn to hurt
And awhole wincing earth not wide enough

For hisill will, now isthe time we assert

To their face that men are love.

For love's no laughing matter,

Never was afree gift, an angel, afixed equator.
Love'sthe big boss at whose side for ever douches

The shadow of the gunman: he'smortar and dynamite;
Antelope, drinking pool, but the tiger too that crouches.
Therefore be wise in the dark hour to admit

The logic of the gunman's trigger,

Embrace the explosive element, learn the need

Of tiger for antelope and antelope for tiger.

O love, so honest of face, so unjust in action,
Never so dangerous as when denied,

Let your kindnesstell us how false we are, your bloody correction

Our purpose and our pride.
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WATCHING POST

A hill flank overlooking the Axe valley.

Among the stubble afarmer and | keep watch

For whatever may cometoinjureour countryside—
Light-signals, parachutes, bombs, or sea-invaders.
The moon looks over the hill's shoulder, and hope
Mansthe old ramparts of an English night.

In ahouse down there wasMarlborough born. One night
Monmouth marched to hisruin out of that valley.

Beneath our castled hill, where Britons kept watch,
Isachurch where the Drakes, old lords of this countryside,
Seepunder their painted effigies. Noinvaders

Can dispute their legacy of toughness and hope.

Two counties away, over Bristol, the searchlights hope
To find what danger is in the air tonight.

Presently gunfire from Portland reaches our valley
Tapping like an ill-hung door in a draught. My watch
Says nearly twelve. All over the countryside
Moon-dazzled men are peering out for invaders.

Thefarmer and | talk for awhile of invaders:

But soon we turn to crops— the annual hope,

Making of cider, prizes for ewes. Tonight

How many hearts along this war-mazed valley

Dream of a day when at peace they may work and watch
The small sufficient wonders of the countryside.

Image or fact, we both in the countryside
Have found our natural law, and until invaders
Come will answer itsneed: for both of us, hope
Meansaharvest from small beginnings, who thisnight
While the moon sorts out into shadow and shape our valley,
A farmer and a poet, are kegping watch.

July 1940
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THE STAND-TO

Autumnmet metoday as| walked over CastleHill.

Thewind that had set our corn by the ears was blowing still:
Autumn, who takestheleaves and thelong days, crisped the air
With atang of action, ataste of death; and thewind blew fair

Fromthe east for men and barges massed onthe other side—

Men maddened by numbersor stolid by nature, they havetheir pride
Asweinwork and children, but now acontracting will
Crumplestheir meek petitionsand holdsthem poised tokill.

Last night aStand-To was ordered. Thirty men of ushere
Cameouttoguardthestar-litvillage—my menwhowear
Unwitting the seasons beauty, thereceivedtruth of thespade—
Roadmen, farmIlabourers, masons, turnedtoanother trade.

A dog barked over thefields, the candl e stars put a sheen
Ontheriflesready, the sandbags fronded with evergreen:

The dawnwind blew, thestars winked out onthe postswherewelay,
The order came, Stand Down, and thirty went away.

Since a cold wind from Europe blows back the words in my teeth,
Since autumn shortensthe days and the odds against our death,
Andtheharvest mooniswaxingand hightidesthreaten harm,
Since last night may bethelast night all thirty mengo home,

| writethisverseto record the men who have watched with me—
Spot who isgood at darts, Squibby at repartee,

Mark and Cyril, the dead shots, Ral ph with aploughman's gait,
Gibson, Harrisand Long, old handsfor the barricade,

Whiller the lorry-driver, Francis and Rattlesnake,
Fred and Charl and Stan—thesenights| havelain awake
And thought of my thirty men and the autumn wind that blows

The apples down too early and shatters the autumn rose.
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Destiny, History, Duty, Fortitude, Honour — dll

Thewords of the politicians seem too big or too small

For the ragtag fighters of lane and shadow, the love that has grown
Familiar asworking-clothes, faithful asboneto bone.

Blow, autumnwind, upon orchard and rose! Blow leavesalong
Our lanes, but sing through me for the livesthat are worth a song!
Narrowing days have darkened the vistasthat hurt my eyes,

But pinned to the heart of darknessatattered fire-flag flies.

September 1940
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WHERE ARE THE WAR POETS?

They who in folly or mere greed
Endaved religion, markets, laws,
Borrow our language now and bid
Usto speak up in freedom's cause.

It is the logic of our times,

No subject for immortal verse—
That we who lived by honest dreams
Defend the bad against the worse.
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ANGEL

We thought the angel of death would come
Asathundering judge to impeach us,

So we practised an attitude of calm or indignation
And prepared the most eloquent speeches.

But when the angel of death stepped down,
Shewaslike a spailt girl in ermine;

She tipped a negligent wing to some
Andtreated the rest asvermin.

Now we have seen the way she goes on,
Our self-possession wavers:
Wed fear ahanging judge far lessthan
That bitch's casual favours.
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AIRMEN BROADCAST

Speak for the air, your element, you hunters

Who range across the ribbed and shifting sky:
Speak for whatever givesyou mastery—

Wings that bear out your purpose, quick-responsive
Fingers, afighting heart, akestrel's eye.

Speak of the rough and tumble in the blue,

The mast-high run, theflak, the battering gales.
You that, until thelife you love prevalls,
Mustfollowdeath'simpersonal vocation—
Speak from the air, and tell your hunters' tales.
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LIDICE

'Not a grave of the murdered for freedom but grows

seed for freedom.’ —WALTWHITMAN

Cry to us, murdered village. While your grave
Achesraw on history, make us understand
What freedom asks of us. Strengthen our hand
Against the arrogant dogmas that deprave

And have no proof but death at their command.

Must the innocent bleed for ever to remedy
These fanaticfitsthat tear mankind apart?
The pangs we felt from your atrocious hurt
Promise atimewhen even thekiller shall see
Hissword isaimed at his own naked heart.
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ODE TO FEAR

The lustre bowl of the sky

Sounds and sustains

A throbbing cello-drone of planes.

Entombed beneath this caving liberty,

We note how doom endorses

Our deviousfraud and folly where skeins

Of wild geese flew direct on visionary courses.

Now Fear has come again

Tolive with us

In poisoned intimacy like pus,

Hourly extending the area of our pain,

It seems | must make the most

Of fever's pulsing dreams and thus

Liveto alay this evil or dying lay its ghost.

Fear hasso many symptoms—

Planes throbbing above

Like headache, rumoursthat glibly move

Along the bloodstream, sleep's prophetic phantoms
Condemning what we have built,

Heartburn anxiety for thosewelove—

And dl, yesall, are proof of an endemic guilt.

The bones, the stalwart spine,

The legs like bastions,

The nerves, the heart's natural combustions,

The head that hives our active thoughts—all pine,
Are quenched or paralysed

When Fear puts unexpected questions

And makesthe heroic body freeze like a beast surprised.
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The sap will rise anew in

Both man and brute:

Wild virtues even now can shoot

From thereviled interstices of ruin.

But oh, what drug, what knife

Can wither up our guilt at the root,

Cureour discoloured daysand cleansetheblood of life?

Today, | can but record

In truth and patience

Thishigh delirium of nations

And holdto it thereflecting, fragile word.

Cometo my heart then, Fear,

With al your linked humiliations,

Aswild geeseflight and settle on asubmissive mere.
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THE DEAD

They lieinthe Sunday street

Likeeffigiesthrown down after afete

Among the bare-faced housesfrankly yawningrevulsion,
Fag-ends of fires, litter of rubble, stale

Confetti-sprinkle of blood. Wasit defeat

With them, or triumph? Purification

Or All Fools Day? Onthisthey remain silent.

Their eyes are closed to honour and hate.

We cannot blamethe great

Alone—the mad, the calculating or effete

Rulers. Whatever grotesque scuffleand piercing
Indignant orgasm of pain took them,

All that enforced activity of death

Did answer and compensate

Some voluntary inaction, soft option, dream retreat.
Each man died for the sins of awhole world:

For the ant's self-abdi cation, the fat-stock's patience
Are sweet goodbye to human nations.

Still, they havemade usest

Our knowing words, who rose and paid

The bill for the whole party with their uncounted courage.
And if they chose the dearer consolations

Of living—the bar, the dog race, the discreet
Establishment—andlet Karl Marx and Freudgohang,
Now they are dead, who can dispute their choice?

Not I, nor even Fate.
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RECONCILIATION

All day beside the shattered tank he'd lain
Like alimp creature hacked out of its shell,
Now shrivelling on the desert's grid,

Now floating above a sharp-set ridge of pain.

There came aroar, like water, in his ear.

The mortal dust was laid. He seemed to be lying
Inacoal coffin of stonewalls,

While memory did towards a plunging weir.

Thetime that was, the time that might have been
Find in this shell of stone achanceto kiss

Before they part eternaly:

He fedls aworld without, aworld within

Wrestle like old antagonists, until eachis
Balancing each. Then, in aheavenly cam,
The lock gates open, and beyond

Appear the argent, swan-assemblied reaches.
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WILL IT BE SO AGAI N?

Will it be so again

That the brave, the gifted arelogt from view,
Andempty, scheming men

Areleftin peacetheir lunatic ageto renew?
Will it besoagain?

Mustit bealwaysso

That the best are chosento fall and deep

Likeseeds, and wetoo dow

In claiming the earth they quicken, and the old usurpersreap
What they could not sow?

Will it be so again—

Thejungle code and the hypocrite gesture?

A poppy wreath for the dain

And acut-throat world for the living? that stale imposture
Played onusonceagain?

Will it be asbefore—

Peace, with no heart or mind to ensue it,

Guttering down to war

Likealibertineto hisgrave? We should not be surprised: we knew it
Happen before.

Shdl it be so again®?

Cdl not upon the glorious dead

To be your witnesses then.

The living alone can nail to their promise the oneswho said
It shal not be so again.
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THE INNOCENT

A forward child, a sullen boy,

My living image in the pooal,
Theglassthat mademelook afool—
He was my judgment and my joy.

The bellsthat chimed above the lake,
The swansadeegp in evening's eye,
Bright transfers pressed on memory
From him their gloss and anguish take.

When | was desolate, he came

A wizard way to charm my toys:
But when he heard a stranger'svoice
He broke the toys, | bore the shame.

| built ahouse of crystal tears
Amid the myrtles for my friend:
Hesaid, noman hasever feigned
Or kept the lustre of my years.

Later, agirl and | descried

His shadow onthefern-flecked hill,
His double near our bed: and till
The more| lived, the more he died.

Now arevenant dips between

The fine-meshed minutes of the clock
To weep the time we lost and mock
All that my desperate ditties mean.
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ONE AND ONE

| remember, asif it were yesterday,
Watching that girl from the village lay
Thefirein aroom where sunlight poured,
And seeing, intheannexe beyond, M. play
A prelude of Bach on hisharpsichord.

| can see hisface now, heavy and numb

With resignation to the powers that come

At histouch meticulous, smooth assatin,

Firm ashammers: | can hear the air thrum

With noteslike sun-motes in atwinkling pattern.

Her task there fetched from the girl theinnate
Tingling response of glassto anote:

Shefitted the moment, too, likeaglove,

Who deft and submissive knelt by the grate
Bowed asif inthelabour of love.

Their orbitstouched not: but the pure submission
Of each gavevaue and definition

To asnapshot printed inthat morning's sun.
From any odd corner we may start avision
Proving that one and one make One.
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WINDY DAY IN AUGUST

Over thevale, thesunburnt fields

A wind from the sealike a streamer unreels:
Dust leaps up, applesthud down,

The river's caught between a smile and a frown.

An inn-sign swinging, swinging to the wind,
Whinesand whingeslike adog confined,
Round hispaddock gallopsthe colt,
Dinghies at moorings curvet and jolt.

Sunlight and shadow in the copse play tig,
While the wallowing cloudstalk big
About their travels, and thistledown blows
Ghosting above the rank hedgerows.

Cornfield, orchard and fernland hail

Each other, waving from hill to hill:

They change their colours from morn to night
In play with the lissom, engaging light.

Thewind roars endlessly past my ears,

Racing my heart asin earlier years.

Here and everywhere, then and now

Earth moveslike awanton, breatheslike avow.
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AFTER THE STORM

Have you seen clouds drifting across anight sky

After storm's blown out, when the wind that urged them
Liesadeep elsewhere and the earth isbuoyed in
Maoon-lockedablivion?

Sow the clouds march: only the mooniswakeful,
Watching them trail past in their brown battalions
Spent as storm-troops after defeat or triumph
Deeply indifferent.

No, not storm-troops now, but as crowds that wander
Vague and duggish down the disordered boulevards
After afootball match or acoronation,

Riot or lynching.

Done the act which tied them together, al its
Ebbing excitement leavesthe heart aquicksand:
So betrayed by passion they move, remembering
Each hisaloneness.

Cloudsarenot men. Yet, if | ssw menmovelike
Cloudsthewind inspires and abandons, | should
Fed that wakeful sympathy, feel the moon'swild
Achefor oblivion.
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FAME

Spurred towards horizons

Beyond the common round,
Trained in ambition's cruellest ring,
Their powers grew muscle-bound

Likethose equestrian public statues
Pawing the sky, that rear

And snort with furious nostrils
Nobly, and get nowhere:

A target for birds, asuntrap

For the elderly or infirm,

Children bowl hoopsaround them, aplaque
Nailsthemto their fame,

Whosestrenuousflanksthesunlight grooms
While sculptured hyacinths

Breathe an odour of worship

Bedded below their plinths.

Finefor the public statues amid
Those noonday crowds. but when
Night fallsandthe park isemptied,
What do they think of then?

Does expectation till cast

Its overweening shadow

Onwards? Or do they look back in grief
Toafoal of the green meadow?—

That foal with itsmanelike a carpet-fringe
And its hobbledehoy hooves,

That colt of the restive eye
Whosebreastinamazementheaves—
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Or, clamped to the sky in atortured

Pose of the haute ecole,

Havethey logt al kinship, horse and rider,
With the dead, the impatient foal ?
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THE SINGING MATCH

(Trandated from the Third Eclogue of Virgil)
(Air: 'O waly, waly’)

Damoetas From Juppiter the Muse begins, and
Juppiter is everywhere;
He makesthe earth dl fruitful to be, he doth
unto my ditties give ear.
Menalcas But I'm the man that Phoebus loves.
My gardenisApollo'sseat.
| give him gifts, the bay-tree and the hya
cinth do blush so sweset.
D. Now Galateathrows at me an apple, she'sa
wanton maid:
Off to the saly-trees she do run, wishing |
spy whereto she's fled.
M. But dear Amyntas is my flame. He is my
flame, and never coy:
My little dog knows Delia well, far better
doth he know that boy.
D. | have apresent for my Venus, I've a present
for my love,
Since | mysdlf did notice a spot where nesties
high have builded the doves. \
M. Ten golden apples did | pluck, ten golden
apples a wild tree bore;
All that | could | sent to my boy, tomorrow
he shdl have ten more.
D. O many times, O charmingwords she's spoke
to me—my Galateal
Whisper a little part of them, you breezes,
into heaven's ear!
M. Ohwhat avails, Amyntas dear, that after me
your heart's inclined,
If while you hunt the ravening boar, you
leave me the netsto mind?
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. Send Phyllis here, send Phyllis now, lollas,
since it is my birthday:
Until | sacrifice a heifer for the crops, you
keep away!
. Phyllis | love before the rest, and Phyllis
wept when she saw me go:
Long did she say farewell to me, farewell,
farewell, my handsome beau.
. The wolf is cruel to the sheep, and rain to
cornfieldsthat ripened be,
Cruel the wind to orchard trees, Amaryllis
rageiscruel to me.
.. Sweetisashower to crops, and arbute boughs
to kids that weaned be,
Sdlies are sweet to breeding herds, none but
Amyntas sweet to me.
. My Museisbut acountry girl, yet Pollio this
girl adores:
Fatten a heifer, Pierian maids, for him who
reads the song that isyours.
. Fatten a bull, I'd liefer say, for Pollio new
songs doth write:
Fatten a bull with venturesome horn and
hooves that kick the dust about.
. Let him who loves thee, Pollio, come thither
where thy enjoyment lies:
Let honey flow for him in streams and
brambl es bear the cardamum spice.
. Letonewho hatesnot Bavius, let him admire
genMaevius ditties—
Aye, let him yoke a fox to his plough and
milk he-goats that have no titties.
. O children dear who gather flowers, who
gather flowersand wild strawberries,
Run away fast, dear children, Ohrun! A cold
cold snake do lurk on the leaze.

92



M. O sheep, beware, stray not too far, and never

trust the river bank:
Look at the ram your master, O sheep, drying
hisfleecethat il is dank.
. Now Tityrus, keep you the kids from graz-
ing nigh to the river brim:
| mean to dip them al mysalf into the spring
when it be time.
. Now fold the flock, my shepherd boys. for
if the heat turn the milk again
Asit has donethese |atter days, then we shall
~ squeezetheir dugsall invain.
. Ah welladay, my little bull he peaks and
pines where thick vetches grow:
Love is the same for man or beast, 'tis death
to herd and herdsman aso.
. My flock are naught but skinand bone— and
tisnot love, | tell thee true
An evil eye hath overlooked my pretty
lambs, | know not who.
. | have ariddle— where on earth do space of
Sky measure but three yard?
Answer my riddle, and I'll say Apollo's not
a greater bard.
. | haveariddle— where on earth are flowers
signed with aking's name grown?
Answer my riddle, and I'll say that Phyllis
you shall keep for your own.
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I1G

That winter love spoke and we raised no objection, at
Easter 'twas daises dl light and affectionate,

June sent us crazy for natural selection— not

Four traction-engines could tear us apart.

Autumn then coloured the map of our land,

Oaks shuddered and apples came ripe to the hand,

In the gap of the hills we played happily, happily,
Even the moon couldn't tell us apart.

Grave winter drew near and said, Thiswill not do at all--
If you continue, | fear you will rueit all.’

So at the New Y ear we vowed to eschew it

Although we both knew it would break our heart.

But spring made hay of our good resol utions—

Lovers, youmay beaswiseasConfucians,

Y et once love betrays you he playsyou and plays you
Likefishesfor ever, sotakeit to heart.
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HORNPIPE

Now the peak of summer's past, the sky isovercast

And the love we swore would last for an age seems deceit:
Paler isthe guelder since the day wefirst beheld her

In blush beside the elder drifting sweet, drifting sweet.

Oh quickly they fade—the sunny esplanade,

Speed-boats, wooden spades, and the duneswherewe'velain:
Others will be lying amid the sea-pinks sighing

For love to be undying, and they'll Sghin vain.

It'shurrah for each night we have spent our love so lightly
And never dreamed there might be no moreto spend at all.
It's goodbye to every lover who thinks he'll live in clover
All hislife, for noon isover soon and night-dewsfall.

If I could keep you there with the berriesin your hair
And your lacy fingersfair asthe may, sweet may,
I'dhave no heart to doiit, for to stay loveistorueit
And the harder we pursue it, the faster it's away.
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THE FAULT

After the light decision

Made by the blood in amoon-blanched lane,
Whatever weariness or contrition

May come, | could never seeyou plain;

No, never again

See you whose body I'm wed to

Distinct, but aways dappled, enhanced

By amontage of al that moment ledto—
Duneswhere heat-haze and sea-pinks glanced,
The roads that danced

Ahead of our aimlesscar,

Scandal biting the dust behind us,

Thefedl of being on aluckier star,

Each quarrel that came like anight to blind us
And closer to bind us.

Others will journey over

Our hill upaongthislanelikearift

L oaded with moon-gold, many alover
Sleepwal king through the moon's white drift,
Loved or bereft.

But for meitislovesvolcanic

Toofertilefault, and will mark aways

The first shock of that yielding mood, where satanic
Bryony twines and frail flowersblaze

Through our tangled days.



THE

REBUKE

Down inthe logt and April days
What lies we told, what lies we told!
Nakedness seemed the one disgrace,
And there'd be time enough to praise
The truth when we were old.

The irresponsible poets sung

What came into their head:

Time to pick and choose among

The bold profusions of our tongue

When we were dead, when we were dead.

Oh wild the words we uttered then
In woman's ear, in woman's ear,
Believing al we promised when
Each kiss created earth again

And every far was near.

Little we guessed, who spoke the word
Of hope and freedom high
Spontaneously aswind or bird

To crowds like cornfields still or stirred,
Itwasalie aheart-felt lie.

Now the years advance into

A calmer stream, a colder stream,

We doubt theflamethat once we knew,
Heroic words sound al untrue
Asloveliesinadream.

Yet fools are the old who won't be taught

Modesty by their youth:

That pandemonium of the heart,

That sensua arrogance did impart

A kind of truth, a kindling truth. 97



Where are the sparks at random sown,
Thespendthriftfire, theholy fire?
Who caresadamn for truth that'sgrown
Exhausted haggling for itsown
Andspeakswithoutdesire?
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