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THE HAUNTED HOUSE

' Come, surly fellow, come! A song!'
" What, fools? Singto you?

Choose from the clouded tales of wrong
And terror | bring to you:

" Of anight so torn with cries,
Honest men deeping

Start awake with rabid eyes,
Bone-chilled, flesh creeping,

" Of spiritsin the webbed room
Up above the stable,

Groans, knockingsin the gloom,
The dancing table,

" Of demonsinthe dry well
That cheep and mutter,

Clanging of an unseen bell,
Blood choking the gutter,

" Of lust filthy past belief
Lurking unforgotten,

Unrestrainable endless grief
In breasts long rotten.
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" A song? What laughter or what song
Can this house remember?

Do flowers and butterflies belong
To ablind December?



2
APPLES AND WATER

Dust in a cloud, blinding wegther,
Drumsthat rattle and roar!

A mother and daughter stood together
Beside their cottage door.

' Mother, the heavens are bright like brass,
The dust is shaken high,

With labouring breath the soldiers pass,
Their lips are cracked and dry.

"Mother, I'll throw them apples down,
I'l fetch them cups of water.'

The mother turned with an angry frown,
Holding back her daughter.

" But, mother, see, they faint with thirgt,
They march away to war.'

" Ay, daughter, these are not the first
And there will come yet more.

' Thereisno water can supply them
Inwestern streamsthat flow;

Thereis no fruit can satisfy them
On orchard-trees that grow.
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'Oncein my youth, | gave, poor foal,
A soldier apples and water;

And may | diebeforeyou cool
Such drouth as his, my daughter.’



3
TIME

The vague seathuds against the marble cliffs
And from their fragments age-long grinds
Pebbleslike flowers.

Or the vague weather wanders in the fields,
And up springflowerswith coloured buds
Like marble pebbles,

The beauty of theflowersis Time, death-grieved,
The pebbles beauty too is Time,
Life-wearied.

Itiseasy to admire ablowing flower
Or asmooth pebbleflower-likefreaked
By Time and vagueness.

Timeis Time's ease and the sweet ail that coaxes
All obstinate locks and rusty hinges
To loving-kindness.

And am | proof againg that lovesome pair,
Old age and childhood, twinsin Time,
Insorrowful vagueness?

And will 1 not pretend the accustomed thanks:
Humouring agewith filia flowers,
Childhood with pebbles?

13



4
ON DWELLING

Courtesies of good-morning and good-evening
From rustic lips fail as the town encroaches:
Soon nothing passes but the cold quick stare
Of eyes that see ghosts, yet too many for fear.

Here | too walk, slent myself, in wonder

At atown not mine though plainly coextensive
With mine, even in days coincident:

In mine | dwell, in theirs like them | haunt.

And the green country, should | turn again there?
My bumpkin neighbours loom even ghostlier:
Like trees they murmur or like blackbirds sing
Courtesies of good-morning and good-evening.
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5
LOVE IN BARRENNESS

Below theridge araven flew

And we heard the logt curlew

Mourning out of sight below;

Mountain tops were touched with snow;
Even the long dividing plain

Showed no wesalth of sheep or grain,

But fields of boulders lay like corn

And raven's croak was shepherd's horn
Where dow cloud-shadow strayed across
A pasture of thin heath and moss.

The North Wind rose: | saw him press
With lusty force against your dress,
Moulding your body's inward grace

And streaming off from your st face;

So now no longer flesh and blood

But poised in marble flight you stood.

0 wingless Victory, loved of men,

Who could withstand your beauty then?



6
VAIN AND CARELESS

Lady, lovely lady,
Cadessand gay!

Once, when abeggar caled,
She gave her child away.

The beggar took the baby,
Wrapped it in a shawl—

" Bring her back,' the lady said,
‘Next timeyou cdl.'

Hard by lived a vain man,
So vain and so proud

He would walk on ilts
To be seen by the crowd,

Up above the chimney pots,
Tdl asamast—

And al the people ran about
Shoutingtill he passed.

" A splendid match surely,’
Neighbours saw it plain,

" Although sheis so careless,
Although heis so van.

16



But the lady played bob-cherry,
Did not see or care,

As the vain man went by her
Aloft in the air.

This gentle-born couple
Lived and died apart—
Water will not mix with ail
Nor vain with cardess heart.
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IN PROCESSION

Often, half-way to deep,
Not yet sunken deep—
The sudden moment on me comes
From a mountain shagged and steep,
With terrible roll of dream drums,
Reverberations, cymbals, horns replying.
Then with standards flying,
Horsemen in clouds behind,
The coloured pompsunwind—
TheCarniva wagons
With their saints and their dragons
On the scroll of my teeming mind:
The Creation and Flood
With our Saviour's Blood
And fat Slenus flagons,
And every rare beast
From the South and Eadt,
Both greatest and lesst,
On and on,
Inendless, different procession.
| stand at the top rungs
Of aladder reared in the air,
And | ral in strange tongues,
So the crowds murmur and stare;
Then volleys again the blare
Of horns, and summer flowers

18



Hy scattering in showers,
And the sun turns in the sky,
While the drums thumping by
Proclaimme,...

Oh, then, when | wake.
Could | couragetake
To renew my speech,
Could | gtretch and reach
Theflowersand the ripe fruit
Lad out at the ladder's foot,
Could I rip a slken shred
From the banner tossed ahead,
Could I call adouble-flam
From the drums, could the goat
Horned with gold, could the rai
With aflank like a barn-door,
The dwarf, the blackamoor,
Could Jonah and the Whale
And the Holy Grail,
The Ape with his platter
Going clitter-clatter,
The Nymphs and the Satyr,
And every marvellous matter
Comebeforemehere,
Standing near and clear—
Could | makeit so that you
Might wonder at them too!
—Glories of land and seg,
Of Heaven glittering free,
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Cadtles hugdy built in Spain,
Glories of Cockaigne,

Of that spicy kingdom, Cand,
Of the Delectable Land,

Of the Land of Crooked Stiles,
Of the Fortunate |des,

Of the more than three-score miles
That to Babylon lead

(A pretty city indeed

Built on a four-square plan),
Of the Land of the Gold Man
Whose eager horses whinny

In their cribs of gold,

Of the Land of Whipperginny,

Of the Land where none grow old. . ..

But cowardly | tell,
Rather, of the Town of Hell—
A huddle of dirty woes
And housesin fading rows
Straggled through space:
Hdl has no market-place,
Nor point where four ways meet,
Nor principal stredt,
Nor barracks, nor Town Hall,
Nor shops at all,
Nor rest for weary fest,
Nor theatre, square, or park,
Nor lights after dark,

20



Nor churches, nor inns,

Nor convenience for Sns—

Neither ends nor begins,

Rambling, limitless, hated well,

This Town of Hdll

Where between deep and deep | dwell.

21



8
ANGRY SAMSON

Are they blind, the lords of Gaza
In their strong towers,

Who declare Samson pillow-smothered
And stripped of his powers?

0 stolid Philistines,
Stare now in amaze

At my foxes running in your cornfields
With their tails ablaze,

At swung jaw-bone, at bees swarming
In the stark lion's hide,

At these, the gates of well-walled Gaza
A-clank to my stride.
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OGRES AND PYGMIES

Thosefamousmen of old, the Ogres—

They had long beards and gtinking arm-pits,
They werewide-mouthed, long-yarded and gregt-hellied
Yet of no taller sature, Srrs, than you.

They lived on Ogre-Strand, whichwas no place
But the churl's terror of their vast extent,
Where every foot was three-and-thirty inches
And every penny bought awhole hog.

Now of their company none survive, not one,
Thetimes being, thank God, unfavourable

Todl but nightmare shadows of their fame;
Their images stand howling on the hill
(Thewinds enforced against thosewide mouths),
Whosegranitehaunches country-folk sdute
With May Day kisses, and whose knobbed knees.

So many featsthey did to admiration:
With their enormous throats they sang louder
Than ten cathedral choirs, with their grand yards
Stormed the mogt rare and obstinate maidenheads,
With their strong-gutted and capacious bellies
Digested stones and glasslike ogtriches.
They dug grest pits and heaped huge mounds,
Deflected rivers, wrestled with the bear
And hammered judgements for posterity—
For the sweet-cupid-lipped and tassel-yarded
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Ddlicate-stomached dwellers

In Pygmy Alley, where with brooding on them

A foot is shrunk to seven inches

And twelve-pence will not buy a spare rib.

Andwho would judge between Ogres and Pygmies—
Thethundering text, the snivelling commentary-
Reading between such covers he will marvel

How his own members bloat and shrink again’
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THE BARDS

The bards falter in shame, their running verse
Stumbles, with marrow-bones the drunken diners
Pdt them for their delay.

It is a something fearful in the song

Plagues them—an unknown grief that like a boor
Goescommon-placeincowskin

And bursts unheralded, crowing and coughing,
An unpilled holly-club twirled in his hand,

Into their many-shielded, samite-curtained,
Jewel-bright hall where twelve kings sit at chess
Over the white-bronze pieces and the gold;

And by a gross enchantment

Hails down the rafters and leads off the queens—
The wild-swan-breasted, the rose-ruddy-cheeked
Raven-haired daughters of their admiration—
To dir his black pots and to bed on straw.
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THE COOL WEB

Children are dumb to say how hot the day is,
How hot the scent is of the summer rose,

How dreadful the black wastes of evening sky,
How dreadful the tall soldiers drumming by.

But we have speech, that blunts the angry heat,
And speech, that dulls the rose's cruel scent.
We spdl away the overhanging night,

We spdll away the soldiers and the fright.

There's a cool web of language winds usiin,
Retreat from too much gladness, too much fear:
We grow sea-green at last and coldly die

In brininess and volubility.

But if we let our tongues lose self-possession,
Throwing off language and its watery clasp
Before our death, instead of when death comes,
Facing the wide glare of the children's day,
Facing the rose, the dark sky and the drums.
Weshal go mad no doubt and diethat way.
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THE CUIRASSIERS OF THE FRONTIER

Goths, Vandals, Huns, Isaurian mountaineers,
Made Roman by our Roman sacrament,

We can know little (as we care little)

Of the Metropoalis. her candled churches,

Her white-gowned pederastic senators,

The cut-throat factions of her Hippodrome,
The eunuchs of her draped saloons.

Hereisthe frontier, here our camp and place—
Beansfor the pot, fodder for horses,

And Roman arms. Enough. He who among us

At full galop, the bowstring to his ear,

Lets drive his heavy arrows, to sink

Stinging through Persian cordets damascened,
Then follows with the lance—he has our love.

The Chrigt bade Holy Peter sheathe his sword,
Being outnumbered by the Temple guard.

And this was prudence, the cause not yet lost
While Peter might persuade the crowd to rescue.
Peter renegued, bresking his sacrament.

With us the penalty is death by stoning,

Not to be made a bishop.

In Peter's Church thereis no faith nor truth,
Nor justice anywhere in palace or court'
27



That we continue watchful on the rampart
Concernsno priest. A gaping slken dragon,
Puffed by the wind, suffices us for God.
We, not the City, are the Empire's soul:

A rotten tree lives only inits rind.
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THE CASTLE

Wialls, mounds, enclosing corrugations
Of darkness, moonlight on dry grass.
Walking this courtyard, deepless in fever;
Planning to use—but by definition
There's no way out, no way out—
Rope-ladders, baulks of timber, pulleys,
A rocket whizzing over the walls and moat—-
Machines easy to improvise.

No escape,
No such thing; to dream of new dimensions,
Cheating checkmate by painting the king's robe
So that he dides like a queen;
Ortocry,'Not true, nottrue!
Like a corpse in the cholera-pit
Under aload of corpses;
Or to run the head against these blind walls,
Enter the dungeon, torment the eyes
With apparitions chained two and two,
And go frantic with fear-
To die and wake up swesting in moonlight
In the same courtyard, deepless as before.
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FULL MOON

As | walked out that sultry night,
| heard the stroke of One.

The moon, attained to her full height,
Stood beaming like the sun:

She exorcized the ghostly whesat

To mute assent in love's defeat,
Whose tryst had now begun.

Thefieldslay sck beneath my tread,
A tedious owlet cried,
A nightingale above my head
With this or that replied—
Like man and wife who nightly keep
Inconsequent debate in deep
As they dream side by side.

Y our phantom wore the moon's cold mask,
My phantom worethe same;

Forgetful of the feverish task
In hope of which they came,

Each image held the other's eyes

And watched a grey distraction rise
To cloud the eager flame—

To cloud the eager flame of love,
Tofogtheshining gate;
30



They held the tyrannous queen above
Sole mover of their fate,
They glared as marble statues glare
Across the tessdllated dtair
Or down the hdls of date.

And now warm earth was Arctic sea,
Each breath came dagger-keen;
Two bergs of glinting ice were we,
The broad moon sailed between;
There swam the mermaids, tailed and finned,
And love went by upon the wind
As though it had not been.
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VANITY

Be assured, the Dragon is not dead
But once more from the pools of peace
Shdll rear his fabulous green head.

The flowers of innocence shall cease
And like a harp the wind shall roar
And the clouds shake an angry fleece.

'Here, hereis certitude, you swore,
' Below this lightning-blasted tree.
Where once it struck, it strikes no more.

"Two loversin one house agree.
The roof is tight, the walls unshaken.
As now, so must it aways be!

Such prophecies of joy awaken
The toad who dreams away the past
Under your hearth-stone, light-forsaken,

Who knowsthat certitude at last
Must fall away in vanity—
No gateisfast, no door isfast.

That thunder bursts from the blue sky,
That gardens of the mind fall waste,
That age-established brooks run dry:
For the Dragon will not die.
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PURE DEATH

We looked, we loved, and therewith instantly
Death became terrible to you and me.

By love we disenthralled our natural terror
Of every comfortabl e phil osopher

Or tall, grey doctor of divinity:

Death stood at last in his true rank and order.

It happened soon, so wild of heart were we,
Exchange of gifts grew to amal ady:

Their worth rose aways higher on each Sde
Till there seemed nothing but ungivable pride
That yet remained ungiven, and this degree
Cdled a conclusion not to be denied.

Then we a last bethought oursalves, made shift
And simultaneoudly thisfina gift

Cave: each with shaking hands unlocks
Thesniger, long, brass-bound coffin-box,
Unwraps pure death, with such bewilderment
As greeted our love's first accomplishment.
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SICK LOVE

O Love, be fed with apples while you may,
And feel the sunand go in royd array,
A smiling innocent on the heavenly causeway,

Though in what listening horror for the cry
That soars in outer blackness dismally,
The dumb blind beast, the paranoiac fury:

Be warm, enjoy the season, lift your head,
Exquisite in the pulse of tainted blood,
That infirm passion not to be despised.

Take your delight in momentariness,

Walk between dark and dark—a shining space
With the grave's narrowness, though not its peace.

34
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THE PRESENCE

Why say 'death'? Degth is neither harsh nor kind:
Other pleasures or pains could hold the mind

If she were dead. For dead is gone indeed,

Lost beyond recovery and need,

Discarded, ended, rotted underground—

Of whom no personal feature could be found

To stand out from the soft blur evenly spread

On memory, if she were truly dead.

But living dill, barred from accustomed use
Of body and dress and motion, with profuse
Reproaches (since this anguish of her grew
Do | ill love her as | swear | do?)
Shefillsthe house and garden terribly
With her bewilderment, accusing me,
Till every stone and flower, table and book,
Cries out her name, pierces me with her look,
'You are deaf, listen!
You are blind, see!"

How deaf or blind,
When horror of the grave maddens the mind
With those same pangs that lately choked her breath,
Altered her substance, and made mock of death?

35
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NATURE'S LINEAMENTS

When mountain rocks and leafy trees
And clouds and things like these,
With edges,

Caricature the human face,
Such scribblings have no grace
Or peace—

The bulbous nose, the sunken chin,
The ragged mouth in grin
Of cretin.

Natureis always so: you find
That dl it has of mind
Is wind,

Retching among the empty spaces,
Ruffling the idiot grasses,
The sheep's fleeces.

Whose pleasures are excreting, poking,
Havocking and sucking,

Seepy licking.
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Whose griefs are melancholy,
Whose flowers are oafish,
Whose waters, dlly,

Whose birds, raffish,

Whose fish, fish.

37
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THE FURIOUS VOYAGE

So, overmasterful, to seal

But hope no distant view of sall,

No growling ice, nor weed, nor whale,
Nor breakers perilous on the lee.

Though you enlarge your angry mind
Three leagues and more about the ship
And stamp till every puncheon skip,
The wake runs evenly behind.

And it has width enough for you,
This vessdl, dead from truck to ked,
With its unmanageabl e whed,

Its blank chart and the surly crew,

In balast only due to fetch

The turning point of wretchedness
On an uncoasted, featureless

And barren ocean of blue stretch.

38
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CALLOW CAPTAIN

The sun beamsjovial from an ancient ky,
Flooding the round hills with heroic spate.
A cdlow captain, glaring, sword at thigh,
Trots out his charger through the camp gate.
Soon comes the hour, his marriage hour, and soon
He fathers children, reigns with ancestors
Who, likewise serving inthe wars, won
For a much-tattered flag renewed honours.

A wind rufflesthebook, and hewhose name

Was mine vanishes; dl is at an end.
Fortunate soldier: to be spared shame

Of chapter-years unprofitable to spend,
To ride off into reticence, nor throw

Before the story-sun along shadow.
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THE BEAST

Beyond the Atlas roams a love-beast.

The aborigines harry it with darts;
Itsfleshis esteemed, though of afishy tang
Tainting the eater's mouth and lips.
Ourselves once, wandering in mid-wilderness
And by despair drawn to this diet,

Before the meal was over sat apart

Loathing each other's carrion company.
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A LOVE STORY

The full moon eagterly rising, furious,
Againgt awinter sky ragged with red;

The hedgeshighin snow, and owlsraving—-
Solemnities not easy to withstand:

A shiver wakes the spine.

In boyhood, having encountered the scene,
| suffered horror: | fetched the moon home,
With owls and snow, to nursein my head
Throughout the trids of a new spring,
Famine unassuaged.

But fell in love, and made alodgement

Of love on those frozen ramparts.

Her image was my ensign: snows melted,
Hedges sprouted, the moon tenderly shone,
The owls trilled with tongues of nightingale.

These were dl lies, though they matched the time,
And brought me less than luck: her image
Warped in the weather, turned beldamish.
Then back came winter on me a a bound,
The pallid sky heaved with a moon-quake.

Dangerous it had been with love-notes
To serenade Queen Famine.
41



In tears | recomposed the former scene,

Let the snow lie, watched the moon rise, suffered
the owls,

Paid homageto them of unevent.

42
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THE LEGS

There was this road,

And it led up-hill,

And it led down-hill,

And round and in and out.

And the traffic was legs,
Legsfromthekneesdown,
Comingand going,

Never pausing.

And the gutters gurgled

With therain's overflow,

And the gticks on the pavement
Blindly tapped and tapped.

What drew the legs adong
Was the never-stopping,

And the sensdless, frightening
Fate of being legs.

Legsfor theroad,
The road for legs,
Resolutely nowhere
In both directions.
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My legs a least

Were not in that rout:
On grass by the road-side
Entire | stood,

Watching the unstoppable
Legs go by

With never a sumble
Between step and step.

Though my smile was broad
The legs could not see,
Though my laughwasloud
The legs could not hear.

My head dizzied, then:
| wondered suddenly,

Might | too be awalker
From the knees down?

Gently | touched my shins.

The doubt unchained them:
They had run in twenty puddles
Before | regained them.
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FLYING CROOKED

The butterfly, a cabbage-white,

(His honest idiocy of flight)

Will never now, itistoo late.
Master the art of flying straight,

Y et has—who knows so well as | 72—
A just sense of how not to fly:

He lurches here and here by guess
And God and hope and hopel essness.
Even the acrobatic swift

Has not his flying-crooked gift.
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WARNING TO CHILDREN

Children, if you dare to think
Of the greatness, rareness, muchness,
Fewness of this precious only
Endless world in which you say
Y ou live, you think of thingslikethis:
Blocks of date enclosing dappled
Red and green, enclosing tawny
Ydlow nets, enclosing white
And black acres of dominoes,
Where a neat brown paper parcel
Temptsyou to untie the string.
In the parcd a smdl idand,
On the idand a large tree,
On the tree a husky fruit.
Strip the husk and cut the rind off:
In the centre you will see
Blocks of date enclosed by dappled
Red and green, enclosed by tawny
Yedlow nets, enclosed by white
And black acres of dominoes,
Where the same brown paper parcel—
Children, leave the string untied!
For who dares undo the parcel
Finds himsdf at once insde it,
On the idand, in the fruit,
Blocks of date about his head,
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Finds himsdlf enclosed by dappled
Green and red, enclosed by ydlow
Tawny nets, enclosed by black
And white acres of dominoes,

But the same brown paper parcel
Sill untied upon his knee.

And, if he then should dare to think
Of the fewness, muchness, rareness,
Greatness of this endless only
Precious world in which he says
He lives—hethen untiesthe string.
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THE LAUREATE

Like alizard in the sun, though not scuttling
When men approach, this wretch, thisthing
Scowls and sits rhyming in his horny age.

His time and truth he has not bridged to ours,
But shrivelled by long heliotropic idling
He croaks at us his out-of-date humours.

Oncelong ago here was apoet; who died.
See how remorse twitching his mouth proclaims
It was no natura death, but suicide.

Arrogant, lean, unvenerable, he

Stll turnsfor comfort to the western flames
That glitter a cold span above the sea
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THE TERRACED VALLEY

In a deep thought of you and concentration

| came by hazard to a strange region:

The unnecessary sun was not there,

The necessary earth lay without care—

For more than sunshine warmed the kin

Of the round world that was turned outsde-in.

Cam sea beyond the terraced valley

Without horizon essily was spread,

Asit were overhead,

Washing the mountain-spurs behind me;

The unnecessary sky was not there,

Therefore no heights, no deeps, no birds of the air.

Nest outside-inside, neat below-above,
Hermaphrodizing love.

Neat this-way-that-way and without mistake:

On theright hand could dide the |ft glove.

Neat over-under: the young snake

Through an unbresking shell his path could bresk.
Singing of kettles, like a singing brook,

Made out-of-doors afiresidenook.

But you, my love, where had you then your station?
Seeding that on this counter-earth together
We went not distant from each other,
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| knew you near me in that strange region,

So searched for you, in hope to see you stand
On some near olive-terrace, in the het,

The left-hand glove drawn on your right hand,
The empty snake's egg perfect at your feet—

But found you nowhere in the wide land,

And cried disconsolately, until you spoke
Immediate at my elbow, and your voice broke
This trick of time, changing the world about
To once more insde-in and outside-out.
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RECALLING WAR

Entrance and exit wounds arc silvered clean,
The track aches only when the rain reminds.
The one-legged man forgets his leg of wood,
The one-armed man his jointed wooden arm.
The blinded man sees with his ears and hands
As much or more than once with both his eyes.
Their war was fought these twenty years ago
And now assumes the nature-look of time,

As when the morning traveller turns and views
His wild night-stumbling carved into a hill.

What, then, was war? No mere discord of flags

But an infection of the common sky

That sagged ominoudy upon the earth

Even when the season was the airiest May,

Down pressed the sky and we, oppressed, thrust out
Boastful tongue, clenched fist and vaiant yard.
Natural infirmities were out of mode,

For Death was young again: patron aone

Of hedlthy dying, premature fate-spasm.

Fear made fine bed-fellows. Sick with delight
At life's discovered transitoriness,
Our youth became al-flesh and waived the mind.
Never was such antiqueness of romance,
Such tasteless honey oozing from the heart.
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And old importances came swimming back—
Wine, meat, log-fires, aroof over the head,
A weapon a the thigh, surgeons at call.
Even there was a use again for God—

A word of rage in lack of mesat, wine, fire,

In ache of wounds beyond &l Burgeoning.

War was return of earth to ugly earth,

War was foundering of sublimities,
Extinction of each happy art and faith

By which the world had dill kept head in air,
Protesting logic or protesting love,

Until the unendurable moment struck—

The inward scream, the duty to run mad.

And we recall the merry ways of guns—
Nibbling the walls of factory and church
Like a child, piecrust; feling groves of trees
Like a child, danddions with a switch!
Machine-guns rattle toy-like from a hill,
Down in arow the brave tin-soldiers fall:

A dght to be recdled in elder days

When learnedly the future we devote

To yet more boastful visons of despair.
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CERTAIN MERCIES

Now must al satisfaction
Become mere mitigation
Of an accepted curse?

Must we henceforth be grateful
That the guards, though spiteful,
Are dow of foot and wit?

That by night we may spread
Over the plank bed
A thin coverlet?

That the rusty water
In the unclean pitcher
Our thirst quenches?

That the rotten, detestable
Food is yet eatable
By us ravenous?

That the prison censor
Permits a weekly letter?
(We may write: 'we are well.’)

That with patience and deference
We do not experience
The punishment cdl?
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That each new indignity
Defeats only the body,
Pampering the spirit

With obscure, proud merit?
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ULYSSES

To this much-tossed Ulysses, never done

With woman whether gowned as wife or whore,
Penelope and Circe seemed as one:
She like awhore made his lewd fancies run,

And wifely she a hero to him bore.

Thelr counter-changings terrified his way:
They were the clashing rocks, Symplegades,
Scyllaand Charybdis too were they;
Now they were storms frosting the sea with spray
And now the lotus orchard's filthy ease,

They multiplied into the Srens' throng,
Forewarned by fear of whom he stood bound fast,
Hand and foot helpless at the vessd's magt,

Yet would not stop his ears: daring their song
He groaned and swested till that shorewas past.

One, two and many: flesh had made him blind,
Fesh had one pleasure only in the at,
Hesh set one purpose only in the mind-
Triumph of fleshand afterwards to find
Still those same terrors wherewith flesh was racked.

His wiles were witty and his fame far known,
Every king's daughter sought hii' for her own.
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Y et he was nothing to be won or logt.
All lands to him were Ithaca: love-tossed
He loathed the fraud, yet would not bed aone.



32
DOWN, WANTON, DOWN!

Down, wanton, down! Have you no shame
That at the whisper of Love's name,

Or Beauty's, presto! up you raise

Your angry head and stand at gaze?

Poor bombard-captain, swornto reach
Theravelin and effect abreach—
Indifferent what you storm or why,
So be that in the breach you die!

Love may be blind, but Love at leasst
Knows what is man and what mere beast;
Or Beauty wayward, but requires

More delicacy from her squires.

Tel me, my witless, whose one boast
Could be your staunchness at the post,
When were you made a man of parts
To think fineand profess the arts?

Will many-gifted Beauty come

Bowing to your bald rule of thumb,

Or Love swear loydty to your crown?

Be gone, have done! Down, wanton, down!
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33
THE FLORIST ROSE

This wax-mannequin nude, the florist rose,
She of the long stem and too glossy leef, '
Is dead to honest greenfly and leaf-cutter:

Behind plate-glass watches the yellow fogs.

Claims kin with the robust mae agroplane
Whom eagles hate and phantoms of the air,
Who has nolegend, as shebreaksfrom legend—
From fellowship with sword and sail and crown.

Experiment's flower, scentless (heiits bird);

Is dewed by the spray-gun; is tender-thorned;
Pouts, false-virgina, between bud and bloom;
Bought as alove-gift, droops within the day.
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THE THIEVES

Loversinthe act dispense

With such meum-teum sense

As might warningly reveal

What they must not pick or stedl,
And their nostrum is to say:

| and you are both away.

After, when they disentwine

You from me and yours from mine,
Neither can be certain who

Was that | whose mine was youl.
To the act again they go

More completely not to know.

Theft is theft and raid is raid
Though reciprocaly made.
Lovers, the conclusionis
Doubled sghs and jealousies
In a sngle heart that grieves
For logt honour among thieves.
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SEASIDE

Into a gentle wildness and confusion,

Of here and there, of one and everyone,

Of windy sandhills by an unkempt sea,

Came two and two in search of symmetry,
Found symmetry of two in sea and sand,

In left foot, right foot, left hand and right hand,

The beast with two backs is a single beast,

Yet by his love of sngleness increased

To two and two and two and two again,

Until, instead of sandhills, is aplain

Patterned in two and two, by two and two—

And the sea partsin horror a a view

Of rows of houses coupling, back to back,

While love smokes from the common chimney-stack
With two-four-eight-sixteenish single same
Re-regigtration of the duple name.
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THE DEVIL'S ADVICE TO STORY-
TELLERS

Lest men suspect your tale to be untrue,
Keep probability—some say—in view.

But my advice to story-tdlersis:

Weigh out no gross of probabilities,

Nor yet make diligent transcriptions of
Known instances of virtue, crime or love.

To forge apicture that will pass for true,

Do conscientioudy what liars do-

Born liars, not the lesser sort that raid

The mouths of others for their stock-in-trade:
Assemble, first, al casud bits and scraps
That may shake down into aworld perhaps;
People this world, by chance created o,
With random persons whom you do not know—
The teashop sort, or travellersin atrain

Seen once, guessed idly at, not seen again;
Let the erratic course they steer surprise
Their own and your own and your readers' eyes;
Sigh then, or frown, but leave (as in despair)
Motive and end and moral in the air;

Nice contradiction between fact and fact

Will make the whole read human and exact
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THE CLOAK

Into exile with only a few shirts,

Some gold coin and the necessary papers.

But winds are contrary: the Channel packet
Time after time returns the sea-sick peer

To Sandwich, Dedl or Rye. He does not land,
But keeps his cabin; so at last we find him

In humble lodgings at perhaps Dieppe,

His shirts unpacked, his night-cap on a peg,
Passing the day with cards and swordsmanship
Or merry passages with chambermaids,

By night a his old work. And dl is well—
The country wine wholesome although so sharp,
And French his second tongue; afaithful valet
Brushes his hat and brings him newspapers.
This nobleman is at home anywhere,

His castle being, the valet says, histitle.

The cares of an estate would incommode

Such tasks as now his Lordship has in hand.
His Lordship, says the vaet, contemplates

A profitable absence of some years.

Has he no friend at Court to intercede?

He wants none: exile's but another name

For an old habit of non-residence

In al but the recesses of his cloak.

It was this angered u great personage.

62



38
TO BRING THE DEAD TO LIFE

To bring the dead to life

Is no great magic.

Few are wholly dead:

Blow on a dead man's embers
And alive flame will start.

Let hisforgotten griefs be now,
And now hiswithered hopes;
Subdue your pen to his handwriting
Until it prove as natural

To sgn his name as yours.

Limp as he limped,

Swear by the oaths he swore;

If he wore black, affect the same;
If he had gouty fingers,

Be yours gouty too.

Assemble tokens intimate of him—
A ring, apurse, a chair:

Around these eements then build
A home familiar to

The greedy revenant.

So grant him life, but reckon
That the grave which housed him
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May not be empty now:
Youin his spotted garments
Shdl yoursdlf lie wrapped.
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DEFEAT OF THE REBELS

The enemy forces areinwild flight.

Poor souls (you say), they were intoxicated
With rhetoric and banners, thought it enough
To believe and to blow trumpets, to wear
That menacing lie in their shakos.

Enough: it falsto us to shoot them down,

The incorrigibles and cowards,

Where they shiver behind rocks or in ditches
Seck graves that have no headstones to them—
Such prisoners were unprofitable.

Now as our vanguard, pressing on,
Didodges them from village and town,
Who yelling abandon packs and cloaks,
Their arms and even the day's rations,
We are not abashed by victory,

We raise no pitying monument

To check the counter-stroke of fortune.

These are not gpoils: we recognize

Our own strewn gesr, that never had been robbed
But for our doth and hesitancy.
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NEVER SUCH LOVE

Twined together and, as is customary,

For words of rapture groping, they

'Never such lovel swore, 'ever before was!'
Contrast with dl loves that had failed or staled
Registered their own as love indeed.

And was this not to blab idly

The heart's fated inconstancy?

Better in love to sed the love-sure lips:
For truly love was before words were,
And no word given, no word broken.

When the name 'love' is uttered
(Love, the near-honourable malady
With which in greed and haste they
Each other do infect and curse)

Or, worse, is written down....

Wise after the event, by love withered,

A 'never more!' most frantically

Sorrow and shame would proclaim

Such as, they'd swear, never before were:
True lovers even in this.
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THE POETS

Any honest housewife would sort them out,
Having anosefor fish, an eyefor apples.
Isit any mystery who are the sound,

And who the rotten? Never, by her lights.

Any honest housewifewho, by ill-fortune,
Ever engaged a dut to scrub for her

Could instantly distinguish from the workers
The lazy, the liars and the petty thieves.

Does this denote a sixth peculiar sense
Gifted to housawives for their vestal needs?
Orisitfallure of theusual five

In dl unthrifty writers on this head?
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A JEALOUS MAN

To be homelessis a pride
To the jealous man prowling
Hungry down the night lanes,

Who has no sted at his sde,
No drink hot in his mouth,
But a mind dream-enlarged,

Who witnesses warfare,
Man with woman, hugely
Raging from hedge to hedge:

The raw knotted oak-club
Clenchedintheraw fist,
Theivy-noose wdl flung,

Thethronged din of battle,
Gaspings of the throat-snared,
Snhores of the battered dying,

Tal corpses, braced together,
Fdlen in clammy furrows,
Male and female,

Or, among haulms of nettle
Humped, in noisome heaps,
Male and female.
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He glowersin the choked roadway
Between twin churchyards,
Like aturnip ghost.

(Here, the rain-worn headstone;
There, the Cdltic cross
In rank white marble.)

Thisjealous manis smitten,
His fear-jerked forehead
Swedts afinemusk;

A score of bats bewitched
By the ruttish odour
Swoop singing &t his head;

Nuns bricked up dive
Within the neighbouring wall
Wail in cat-like longing.

Crow, cocks, crow loud!
Reprieve the doomed devil,
Has he not died enough?

Now, out of careless deep,
She wakes and greets him coldly,
The woman at home,

She, with a private wonder
At shoes bemired and bloody—
His war was not hers.
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THE ADVOCATES

Fugitivefirsand larches for amoment

Caught, past midnight, by our headlight beam
On that mad journey through unlasting lands

| cannot put a name to, years ago,

(And my companionsdrowsy-drunk)—thesetrees
Resume again their sharp appearance, perfect

Of spur and tassdl, claiming memory,

Claiming affection: 'Will we beincluded

In the catalogue? Yes, yes? they plead.

Green things, you are already there enrolled.
And should anew resentment gnaw in me
Againgt my dear companions of that journey
(Strangers aready then, in thought and deed)
You shall be advocates, charged to deny
That dl the good I lived with them is lost.
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ON PORTENTS

If strange things happen where sheis,

So that men say that graves open

And the dead walk, or that futurity
Becomes awomb and the unborn are shed,
Such portents are not to be wondered at,
Being tourhillions in Time made

By the strong pulling of her bladed mind
Through that ever-reluctant element.
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LIKE SNOW

She, then, like snow in a dark night,

Fel secretly. And the world waked

With dazzling of the drowsy eye,

So that some muttered "'Too much light,'
And drew the curtains close.

Like snow, warmer than fingersfeared,
And to soil friendly;

Holding the higtories of the night

In yet unmelted tracks.
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END OF PLAY

We have reached the end of pastime, for aways,
Oursalves and everyone, though few confessit
Or see the sky other than, as of old,

A foolishsmilingMary-mantleblue;

Though life may ill seem to dawdle golden
In some Junelandscape among giant flowers,
The grassto shine as crudlly green as ever,
Faith to descend in a chariot from the sun—

May seem only: amirror and an echo
Mediate henceforth with vision and sound.
Thecry of faith, no longer frolicsome,

Sounds as a blind man's pitiful plea of ‘blind'.

We have at last ceased idling, which to regret
Were as shdlow as to ask our milk-teeth back;
Asmany forthwith do, and on their knees

Call lugubriously upon chaste Christ.

Wetdll no lies now, at last cannot be

Therogues wewere—so evilly linked in sense
With what we scrutinized that lion or tiger

Could leap from every copse, strike and devour us,
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No more shdl love in hypocritic pomp
Conduct its innocents through a dance of shame
From timid touching of gloved fingers
To frantic laceration of naked breasts,

Yet love survives, the word carved on a gl

Under antique dread of the headsman's axe;

It is the echoing mind, as in the mirror

We stare at our dazed trunks by the block knedling
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THE FALLEN TOWER OF SILOAM

Should the building totter, run for an archway!
We were there already—already the collapse
Powdered the air with chalk, and shrieking

Of old men crushed under the fallen beams
Dwindled to comic yelps. How not terrible
When the event outran the darm

And suddenly we werefree—

Free to forget how grim it stood,

That tower, and what great fissuresran

Up the west wall, how rotten the under-pinning
At the south-eastern angle, Setire

Had whirled a gentle wind around it,

As if to buttress the worn masonry;

Yet we, waiting, had abstained from satire,

It behoved us, indeed, as poets

To be slent in Siloam, to foretell

No visble calamity. Though kings

Were crowned and gold coin minted till and horses
Still munched at nose-bags in the public streets,
All such sad emblems were to be condoned:

An old wives tae, not ours.
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THE GREAT-GRANDMOTHER

That aged woman with the bass voice

And ydlowing white hair: believe her.
Though to your grandfather, her son, she lied
And to your father disingenuoudy

Told half the tale as the whole,

Y et she was honest with herself,

Knew disclosure was not yet due,

Knows it is due now.

She will conceal nothing of consequence
From you, her great-grandchildren

(So distant therdlationship,

S0 near her term),

Will tell you frankly, she has waited
Only for your sincereindifference

To exorcize that filia regard

Which has estranged her, seventy yesrs,
From the folk of her house.

Confessions of old distaste
For music, sighs and roses—
Their false-innocence assaulting her,
Breaching her hard heart;
Of the pleasures of afull purse,
Of clean brass and clean linen,
Of being done &t last;
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Disgust with the ailing poor

To whom she was bountiful;

How the prattle of young children
Vexed more than if they whined;
How she preferred cats.

She will say, yes, she acted well,

Took such pride in the art

That none of them suspected, even,

Her wrathful irony

In doing what they asked

Better than they could ask it...

But, ah, how grudgingly her will returned
After the severance of each navel-cord,
Andfled how far again,

When again she was kind!

She has outlasted dl man'uses,
Aswas her first resolve:

Happy and idle like a port

After the sed's recession,

She does not misconceive the nature
Of shipmen or of ships.

Hear her, therefore, as the latest voice;
The intervening generations (drifting
On tides of fancy 4ill) ignore.
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49
TO SLEEP

The mind's eye sees as the heart mirrors:
Loving in part, | did not see you whole,
Grew flesh-enraged that | could not conjure
A whole you to attend my fever-fit

In the doubtful hour between a night and day
And be Seep that had been so long away.

Of you sometimes a hand, a brooch, a shoe
Wavered beside me unarticulated—

As the vexed insomniac dream-forges;

And the words | chose for your voice to speak
Echoed my own voice with its dry creak.

Now that | love you, now that | recall

All scattered elements of will that swooped
By night as jeaous dreams through windows
To circle above the beds like bats,

Or as dawn birdsflew blindly at the panes
In curiogity rattling out their brains—

Now that | love you, as not before,

Now you can be and say, as not before,

The mind clears and the heart true-mirrors you
Where at my side an early watch you keep
And dl sdf-bruising heads ldll into deep.
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S0
NO MORE GHOSTS

The patriarchal bed with four pogts

Which was a harbourage of ghogts

Is hauled out from the attic glooms

And cut to wholesome furniture for wholesome rooms,

Where they (the ghosts) confused, abused, thinned,
Forgetful how they sighed and sinned,

Cannot disturb our ordered ease

Except as summer dust tickles the nose to sneeze.

We are restored to Simple days, are free

From cramps of dark necessity,

And one another recognize

By an immediate love that signals at our eyes.

No new ghogt can appear. Their poor cause
Was that time freezes, and time thaws;

But here only such loves can lagt

As do not ride upon the weathers of the padt.
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