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INTRODUCTION 

THE a im of th is Anthology is to give a survey o f 
twe nty yea r's of p os t-\V a"r p oe try in E ngla nd . No, 
poem is included tha t was p ublished befo re the end a t 
the \Var. Apa rt fro m two o r three who a rc self
exc1uded , the o nly omissions a rc such poets as Hilaire 
Delloc a nd S ir H enry Ncwbolt , the b ulk o f whose 
work is prc-vVa r . 

Prophecy is a lways dan gero us, but wh en the m a in 
contrib ution to p oetry of the las t two d ecad es is 
assessed , it m ay be fou nd tha t the period und er 
review is prima rily lyrical ; m any fin e n a rra tive a nd 
sa tirica l poems have b een writteo , but they, excepting 
Maseficld 's na rra tive poems, a rc no t read in this age 
of " sick hurry and divided a ims," o f tabloid n ews 
and the slick read y-mad e ente rta in me nt of the c ine m a 
and the wireless. 

The Elizabe tha n age m ade wide discover ies in the 
physical a nd geogra phical wo rld , a nd the R e n ascence 
enlarged the field s of m a n 's sp ecula tio ns; b ut the 
twentieth century h as m ad e mo re m om ento us dis· 
coveries , a nd phys ical scie nce h as op e ned imrne nser 
rcalms to m a n 's imagina lio n , not a ll o f them with 
potentia lities for the grea ter h a ppiness of m a nkind . 
These discove ries h ave stimula ted m a n 's mind, but 
som e of them h ave b een so sh a tte ring tha t m a n h as 
not yet been able to reorientate himself. Hence 
while some minds fecI that • 

.. Bliss is it in this d awn to be alive, 
But to b e yo ung is very H eaven," 
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IN I RODUGrION 

morc feci that m a n 's conques t of his environme nt 15 

insig nifica nt compared with m a n's fa ilure to co nquer 
himself. Sc ie n ce and war have disillusioned man~' 
kind ; n o t that way lie self-conques t, self-rea li zat io n, 
and a bette r world , a wo rld free fro m injustice, in
equa li ry and into lera nce. a world wh ere m a n can 
"en su e peace.» So, tho u g h this age may be m a inly 
lyrica l, m a n y of th e lyrics a r c so ngs of disillusionment 
o r of fea rful h o pe, the song o f the bird in the storm 
o r und e r the sh adow o f th e s to rm past or the s to rm 
impending. But the lyric is not less lyrical fo r being 
wrung fro m despair. 

Other p oets turn, as pocts h ave a lways d o n e, to the 
immutable things of Nature-to flowers, birds, a nd 
animals. I t is whe n one considers these pocts in the 
lig ht o f contemporary events that o n c sees the m as 
escapists- like the p oets of Eldorado, 

co Out to seek a n Age of Gold 
Beyond the Spanish Main." 

Thomas H a rdy may b e utte ring an essentia l truth 
whe n h e d eclares, 

co O nly thin sm ok e without (la me 
Fro m the h eaps of couch-grass: 

Ye t this will go o nward th e same 
T h o u g h D yn as ties p ass, " 

but it is little help and con sola tio n to a fearful gen e ra 
tion, and it is n o solutio n o r pallia tive o f the difficulty. 
But whethe r a poe t sh o uld o ffe r a solutio n to contem
porary problems is a nother and a d ehatable m a tter. 

After the fi rs t exhila ra tion o f th e \Va r , expressed in 
such p oems as Rupert Brooke's The Soldier and Julian 
Grenfell's Into Battle, where the spirit o f the poet is 
identified with the spirit of his country, and "-nlOmas 
H ardy'S k i m JVll o ,\larch A way with its-
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.. Press we to the field ungric ving. 
In our heart of hearts believ ing 

Vic tory crowns the just. 

Hence the faith and fire within us 
t,,(cn who m a rch away," 

came the realization of the b es tia lit y and h orror and 
\.:aste and futility of wa r. Then followed cynic ism , 
e.'(pressed in terms of derision of the earlier facile 
idealism, and with it the knowledge that the only 
good that ever arises from war is comradeship. 

" \Vas the re love once? I have forgotten her. 
\Vas there g rief once? Grief yet is minco 
Other loves I have, men ro ugh . but men who stir 
More grief. more joy, than love of thee and thine. 

Faces ch eerful , full of whimsical mirth , 
Lined by the wind, burned by the sun ; 
Bodies enraptured by the abounding earth, 
As whose ch ildren we arc brethren: one ." 

(Fulfilmt nt,' R o bert Nic hols) 

Foremost among the \ Var p OClS was Siegfried 
Sassoon , one of the first to turn his disillusio nment 
into poetry and one whose poetry marked with perfect 
candour the changes in the combatant's outlook on 
war. Later came Isaac Rosenberg, who. a promising 
poet before the \Var, had his tortured imagination 
further roughened and fevered by the \ Var; and 
\Vilfred Owen, who would have developed into a fine 
poet even witho ut the emotional impulse of the \Var. 
For Wilfred Owen, .. the poe try is in the pity" : 

" The truth untold, 
The pity of war, the pity war distilled." 

And from this sorrow a t the incalculable slaughter 
of youth and the turmoil around him from '1 the • . . 
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miseries of the wodd that would not le t him rcst," 
U1e poet turned to e.xamine his own mind: 

.. H ere is no cause to mourn 
. . . save the undone years, 
The ho peless ness. Whatever hope is YOUl'S, 

\ Vas my life a lso; I went hunting wild 
After" the ,vildest beauty in the world." 

To express this searing of the emotions, this clear· 
sig hted waking from illusion, the poets felt the smooth 
words and rhythms of traditional verse to be in· 
congruous and inadequate . They needed a freer 
verse. As d id \Valt Whitman, they mouJd p.d a fornl 
that made u se of the vocabulary of everyday speech 
and the cadences and rhythms of prosc. 

H Grant peace; 
For a space let there be no roar 
or wheels and voices, no din 
Of s teel and stone and fire. 
Let us cleanse ourselves from the sweat and dirt, 
Let u s b e hushed, let us breathe 
The cold sterile wind from colourless space. " 

(Retreat: Richard Aldington) 

Of the tra ditionalists some were stro n g ly to uched by 
the \-Var a nd its generate d emotions a nd reac tions: 
for example, Edmund Blunden (especia lly in his prose 
Undertolles of "Var, whe re arc fused his two subjects, 
the War and the English co untryside, and which 
reveals the sensitive p oet 's matured reflec tions on the 
War, as docs S iegfried Sassoon's trilogy, Complete 
Memoirs of George Shentoll ) ; others \vere touc hed less; 
s till o thers not at all, especially W . H . Davies, who is 
a law unto himself. 

The p os t-Wa r generation has fallen into two camps: 
it has ei the r pursued tradition as if the War had not 
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occurred , or it has had its whole outlook modified by 
what happened from 19 14 to 1918. 

In 1922 T . S. Eliot's The '·Vasle Land epitomized 
and gave a new impetus to the mood ge ne rated by 
the \Va r- if anything so pe rmea ted by d eath a nd 
aridity can g ive impe tus. The cynical bitterness 
and disillusioned disorientation caused by the \Var 
received their full expressio n in this steri le , but 
dynamically steri le, poe m , so freed from any passage 
sugges tive of consola tion . In broken-down cadences 
was echoed the breaking -dow n of a ll life 's decencies. 
standards. conventions, and beliefs. No philosophy 
of courage was availing; the o nly philosophy that 
was not m eaning less was .. defea tism. " Echoing 
traditiona l passages o f ro mantic and classical poetry 
in order to stre ng the n its p ages and to emphasize the 
contras t between the spacious days of o ld a nd these 
barren times, Tht ~VaJtt Laud probed through sh a ms 
and exposed the d ry bones of rea lity as seen by a 
J eremiah . T he poe m a lso seemed to c-"< ploit the new 
interes t in psychology a nd Freudian theories o f the 
subconscious. 

From this cadaver, risen , as it were, from the 
tomb, has issued a new class o f poets. The earliest 
imitators of T . S . E lio t copied m a n y o f his falsiti es a nd 
negations, c hief among them b e ing Stephen Sp ende r, 
C. D ay Lewis, W . H . Aud en , a nd Louis l\·facNcice. 
Bu~ these four show signs of winning to a n ew posi tive 
philosophy, a faith in the mind o f m a n and the great
ness ~f the huma n spirit. In rhythms b ased o n the 
expenments of T. S. E lio t a nd Gera rd l\1a nley 
H opkins, and even , in the fi rst two of the m of Robert 
Bridges, and by m eans o f an inlTusive symbolism a nd 
vocab.ulary that a re o ften private a nd personal, 
tech~leal and elliptical, and using few of the con
venuons of traditional verse, at leas t three of these 
four are fonnulating a philosophy akin to Communism . 

. 
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Their verse is abundant in innuendoes, half-hints, 
bizarre symbo lism, recondite images. But the basis 
of it is " man 's inhumanity to man " and, offshoot 
of the "Var, the essential and eternal brotherhood of 
man . But the content of a poem, whe the r idealistic 
or Communistic, does no t m :t ke poetry by itself, and 
it is often debated 'whether t.hese four, judged in 
bulk , are p oets in the lruC sense of the word. 

Apart from them all, yet susceptible to c urrent 
changes, s tand s h e who is generall y acclaimed as the 
greatest poet of the day-"V. B. Yeats. In his early 
d ays h e was a pure melo dis t , a poet of half tones and 
half lig hts, of the Celtic Twilig ht, of The Fiddln of 
Doolley and Atdh tYishes fo r Ihe Clo/IIS of Heaven . He 
was then th e poet of Irish myth and fo lk-lore, though 
influenced by his fell o ...... pOClS of the Rhymers' Club, 
especially Ernest D o ...... son and Arthur Symons, ...... ho 
...... ere under the lates t French influences. The post
\ Var YealS h as som e thing of John Donne in him, and 
is a philosopher influenced by the mystic ism of the 
Hindus (a s is the latest J a mes Stephens, and" A.E." 
fro m th e beg inning). His poetry is ...... eighted with 
thought, as "veil as with symbolism. The melody is 
st ill there, but n o ...... it is not quite such a proffi_inent 
part of the design. 

A few poets remain, individualists, keeping a little 
apart from conte mpo rary life in its aspects o f flux 
and change, untouched by movements and schoo ls of 
thought. Thcir main stud y is themselves or things 
absolute, and the politi ca l wodd around th em is mean
ing less save in so fa r as it impinges o n them. They 
include Roy Campbe ll , of th e flamboyant line; \.y. H. 
Davies, the spontaneous and se nsitive c hild o f nature, 
singing as unsclfconscio usly as a n Elizabethan; 
"Vaher de la Mare, who, ...... ith his wa vering rhythms 
and magica l cadences, wanders like a visi tor from 
another country among the beautiful sights of this 
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world ; A. E. H ousman , the iron ic stoic; D. H . 
Lawrence, in rC\'oh against machines and s ta nd a rdiza
tion, and upholding the holiness of m a n's appetites 
and instincts; Hug h MacDiarmid , the leader of the 
Gaelic revival in Scotland ; H erbert Pa lmer, the 
twentieth-century Isaiah; Ruth Pitter, in the classic 
tradition, intellec tual, res trained, but spiritual and 
full of colour; Lady 1\.Jargarct Sackville, Landorian 
cpigrammist, creating images of gem-like clarity ; 
Anna \ Vickham , the vehement feminis t. 

Here they arc-a hundred poets, diversified as man's 
moods, but a ll a like b earing witness to the variety 
a nd interes t of the life of the senses and the spirit. 

MAURICE WOLLMAN 
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BIOGRAPHICAL NOTES 

.. A.E." (GtOrgi W illiam RIlJuJl ) ( , 86j- 193S) .- 1 rish \.; rit er 
and painter . poet a nd m ys ti c, dreamer and p rac tical 
genius. Born Lurgan , Co. A rmagh . S tudied a t the Dublin 
School of Art, where he m c t \V. B. Yeats. fi rs t a n account 
ant ; then he o rganised co-operati ve soc ieties a nd ag ri c ul
tural ba nks fo r the I r ish Agri cultura l O rgan isa tion Socie ty, 
l'!- ter becoming Assis ta nt Secre ta r y a nd Edito r of i ts maga
zine. T ht Ir ish S laiu man , under h is edi tors hi p, was no ted 
for its " d gour , fresh ness and fa irness," A n e nthusias tic 
supporter o f Irish Na tionalism . L a rgely ins tr u m enta l in 
~ringing the Irish \Va r to an c nd . \ Vilh \ V. B. Yeats , 
In the fo refro nt o f the Irish literary renaissa nce o f the 
'nineties; o ne o f the fo und ers of the Irish Nation a l T hca trc 
(1 8gg). O ne o f the g rea test m odern painte rs, a kind of 
combmation of Bla ke and V a n Gogh: h e uscd the Va n 
Gogh technique befo rc Va n Gogh 's pic turcs wc re known 
or seen. Had becn in close contac t with som c oft ll c leading 
Theosophis ts and Hindu m ys ti cs, w hose b el ids havc in
Iluenced much o f h is wo rk . H is p OC I!:)' is insp ired w ith the 
Jove of earth a nd o f m a n . a nd a m ys tica l scnsr: o f t hc o ne
ness of things secn and the thi ngs tha t a rc unsee n . His 
works include: Songs b) , the W ay ( 18g.l ) ; N(IV POtlllS ( 1904) ; 
OJluctld POl ms ( 19 13); ThL CondlL of Vision ( 19 19 ) ; Vale 
(1932) ; Song and Its Founlajru ( 1932); ThL ,,(;:-arms ( 1933)-
3J;ose romance o f the future; Th€ HOWL l!f thl Titans and 
o( PotmJ ( 1934) ; Slia lLd Poans ( 1936); ThL L iving T orch 

1937)-cssays. 
S AoronJo'l , LA~arlls ( 1394 ).-\\·orks include: Chris l j'l Ihe 

l)71agoguL ( 1930) ; Poems ( 1933) ; ThL HOnl£l(JOrd ] oll rw)' ( I ~H') ' 
~ AbLTCTombiL, LAsullts ( 188 1- 193U).- Poe t , c riti c. and pro 
es.sor. Born in C heshire. Educa t«i l\(a i\'e rn . a nd Man
~estcr U ni versity. Profcs.'1o r of English L itera tu re. Bed fo rd 
T liege, U nivers ity o f Lo ndo n, 1929- 1915. Fel low and 
. utor in E nglish Litera ture , M erto n College, Oxford, 
sTkcc 1935· Works include: Inter ludu and PO(lru ( 1908) ; 

Sa/~ of SI. ThoTTl4S ( 19 11 and 1930) ; E m blef1l.5 of LoVl 

( 19 t2l; DLborah J I9 12) ; T hnmas HaTdy ( 19 12) , T hL Epic 
(19 14, Thlory 0 Arl ( 1922 ), a nd Pr inciplts ()f English 
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Prosody ( 1923)-criticism ; Twt/ve Idyll-t ( 19'28); Collected 
Ponns ( 1930) ; Porlry: Its Music and its Meaning ( 1932) ; 
L.J" ics and U nfin ished Pomu ( 1940) . 

Andason , ] . R edwood (1883).-Bol"n at r\,'lan c hest~r. 
Educated rrivatcly. and for a short time at Trinity College, 
Oxford. I' ro m five to twenty years of a ge r esided abroad in 
Switzerland and Brussels, studying the viol in at the Brussels 
Consen:atoirc. Tra .... e lled extensi vely in Italy, South 
Gennany, and Egypt. Since 19 15 , master at Hymen 
College, Hull. His poe try s hows the influe nce of Milton 
and Rilke. Great tec hnical skill based on an intimate 
knowl edge o f prosody. \Vo rks include: The Ma.rk ( 1912) ; 
F/rmi.Jh Tales ( 191 3 ) : Haunted Islands ( 192 3 and 1924); 
Bahel : a Dramatic Poem ( 1927); Tilt Vortex (1928); 
Tran.waluatioru ( 1932); English Fantasia ( 1936); The 
Curl~w Cries ( 1940). 

AngrtJ , ft1ariml ( 1870).-Nativc of North-East Scotland. 
Has lived chie fl y in Angus o r Aberdeen. \Vl"it cs in both 
Scots and English . \Vo rks include : The Tinker's Road I 1924) ; 
Sun and Candlelight ( 1927); The Turn of the Day '93 r) ; 
L.QJt Country ( 1937 ). 

Audm, Wysttlll Hugh ( 190 7) .-Born at York. Son of Dr. 
C . A. Auden, School l\1edical Officer at Birmingham. 
Educated G rcsham's School, H o lt , and C hrist Church, 
Oxford. Pre paratory-sc hool master. Awarded the King's 
l'vledal for Poe try , ' 93 7 . "Vo rks: PomLS ( 1930) ; The 
Orators ( 1932); Po~m.s ( I 933); The Dance of Death (1~33) ; 
T"~ D og bmeath lIlt Skin ( 1935), The Ascent of F6 (1936) and 
On tM Fronliu ( 1938)-with C. Isherwood- plays; Look, 
Stran.f:er.' ( 1936); l--€lIns(:,om Iceland ( 1937)-with Louis 
MacNeice; Anotha Time 1940); N~w Year utter (1940). 

Baric", G~orge (19 I 3) .-Born in Essex. on risb extraction 
Educated Marlboro ugh L .C.C. School, Chelsea. Sinee his 
marriage in 1933 h as lived in D orse t. Works: Janus (1935) 
- two talcs ; Po~m.s ( 1935) ; Calamiu-rror ( 1937). 

Bell, Julian H uva,d (1908-1936}.-Born in London. 
Educated Cambridge University. :KiUed fighting for the 
International Brigade of Republican Spain. \.yorks: 
Wate1" MovernLnl and olher Pomu (1930); Edited JVe Did Nol 
Fighl-J914- 1918 exp e riences of war resisters (1935); 
JVorkfor Ihe Winter (1936)-poems. 

Bemon, Stella (1892-1933).-Novelist, short-story writer, 
and poet. Born in Shr-opshire. Niece of Mary Chol
m o ndeley, autho r of Red Pottage. Educated at home. 
Married , in 192 1, J. C. O'Corman Anderson of the Chinese 

. 
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Customs Service. Lived in China. Begueathcd ajournal in 
twenty volumes to Cambridge University on condi tion that 
it should not be made public fo r fifty years. \Va rks include: 
J POSt (1915); Twmty (1918)-pocms; The Poor Man 
(19!22); PiPn'J and a Danur ( 1924) ; TluLittltJVorld ( 1926) 
and Worlds within Worlds ( 192B)-skctchC'i of travel ; Tabi 
Transplanted (1931)-awardcd the Femina V ic Hcureuse 
Prize; H ope agairut H ope ( 193 1 )-short s tories; Afundoj 
(1935}-an unfinished novel; Porms ( 1935) ; Call1clfa 
ShOTI StoritJ (1936). 

8in)'on, Robal Lmama ( 186g- 1943).-Born at Lancas te r. 
Cousin of Stephen Phillips. Educa ted S t. Paul's School, 
and Trinity College, Oxford. \ Von the Ncwdiga te Prize, 
18go. Entered the British r..luseum, 11393 ; a t fil"S t in the 
Library , aftenvards ( 1895) in D epartment of Prints and 
Drawings; Assistant Keeper, '909; Deputy K eeper, in 
cha rge o f the sub-departmcnt of O rienta l Prints and 
Drawings, 19'3- 1932; K eeper of Prints and Drawings, 
1932-1933. Charl es Eliot Norton Professor of Poe try, 
Han'ard University, 1933-1934. Plays produced in London 
-Paru and Otnon~, Alli/G , Arthur, Wo rks include: L) 'ri<al 
PlUms ( 1894); London Vi.Jiofl.J ( 1895 and 18g3); Ode.s 
( I~) ; Blak~ ( 1906); Ca taloglle of English Drawings ill th~ 
BTltuh Afuseum ( 1898- 1907 ) ; Augurj(S ( 19 13 ) ; Potlry and 
Modem Life ( 1919); The Sir(llS ( 1927); The /dols ( 192U) : 
Collected Poems ( 193 1); Vuse Translatior: of" The I"jemo" 
(1933); Paintillf, in the Far East ( 193'1 ) ; Vuse TrallS/a tion of 
.. Tht Purl{a/orio • ( 1938) aru/" Tht Paradiso" (1943) . 

BllI1ldcn. Edmund Char/u ( 18g6),-Educatcd C leave's 
g;ammar School, Yalding, Christ's Hospital , and Queen's 

Uege, Oxford. Served in France and Belg ium during 
the War and received the i\lilitary C ross. Awarded 
~awthornden Prize fo r Tilt; Siuplurd, 1922, and Benson 
1 recial o,f the Royal Society of Literature, 19~0 . Professor 
o Enghsh Literature, Tokyo U niversity. Japan ( 192 4-¥!'7) .. occupying Lafcadio Hearn 's o ld Chair. FcIJowand 

utor m English Literature, ?\'lcrton College, Oxford, since 
~93k' h A ~astoral poct, more scholarly than C lare , whose 
Wor Iu ~ edited, but not less true to rural life and charac ter. 
pOI" mclude: Pas/orais (1915); Tht Waggontr and olhu 
cJ::;;(19'20); ThtBonavtnIMe ( 19'l'2); Eng/ishPomu(lg2 5) ; 
H. lOTUS of lVar (1928); Collected Poems (1930) ; Halfu.:ay 
ChUft (19~2); Char/u Lamb and his Conlanporariu (1933) ; 
( l;ue)orC lJnct ( 1934)- pocms; Keats' Pllblishu~John Ta)'lor 

34 ; An Elegyemd Other Pomu ( ' 937); POt/TU ' 930 -40 ( /941). 
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B ottomlq. Gordon ( 1874 ).-8 0 rn at K c:: ighle y . Educated 
JC. e ig hlcy G ra mma r School. A\'\'ardcd the Fc mina Vie 
H c ure use Prize, 1923. fo r his Gruach and Britain's D aught". 
and the Benson l\,·l edal o f the R oyal Soc ie ty o f Lite rature , 
1925. Vice -Presid e nt o f the British D rama L eagu e . His 
fin es t w o rk is in his p oe tic dra m as . He s ta nds. with 
Lauren ce Binyon and T . S turge l\,·loorc. o n the s ide o f 
huma nity aga inst m oder n ity . \ Vor ks in cl u u e : The Galt of 
S maragdus ( 19 ° 4 ) ; K ing L<tar's I-Vife ( I g :w ) ; Pom u of Thirt,) 
rears ( 19 '25) ; ScOles and P /1J.J's ( 19:..! 9 ) : J;,(-st h 'al Preludes 
( 1930) ; TJu Acls of S t. Pda ( 19 3 3) ; Choric Pla.J·J ( 1939)' 

B ramtaJ/, ] atne-s ( l g ll ).-Ed u ca ted Charte rho u se a nd 
Ballio l College , Oxfo rd. Fro m Ba ll io l j oined s ta ff of the 
L OTldoTI Aln cwy . L e ft to t a ke up writing in 193?:. \Vorks : 
Be;'ond t"~ Sunris~ and other Poems ( 1934 ) ; Going West (1935) 
a nd Iron Gatu ( 19 36 )-ficti(l n ; Lost A tlantis ( 1937 ) . 

B Tidgu , Robert Seymour (1844- 193°), O . lVI. , I 929.-Bo rn in 
K e nt. E duc a ted E to n , and Corpus C hris ti College, Oxfo rd. 
Prac tised as a physicia n in .. B a rt 's," etc ., retiring in 1882. 
P oe t Laurea te, 19 13 . W o rks incl ude p oems, plays, c ritical 
essays, and a ntho logies: Pronu l/uus th~ Firegiuer ( 1883); 
E ros and PS'>'ch~ ( 1885) ; T he Growth of Lo.:~ ( 1876-89) ; 
Shorter Poems ( 18go, 1894); klilton's Prosody ( 18g l ) ; 
Colltctrd Pomu ( IU99); D rmd er ( 19°5); Poelical IYorks 
(191 2) ; Th~ Sp irit of klan ( 19 16)-an a ntho logy; October 
(1 920) ; N ew VerJe ( 19 25) ; The T eJlanUll t of Beauty ( 1929) · 

Cam/)bcll, R oy D wmachie ( 19 0 2).-Born a t Durban , Nata l. 
Educa ted Durban Hig h S ci lOO I, and Natal Univers it y . 
J o ined up with the South A fri can infa ntry at the age o f 
fifteen ; re turned la te r to fin ish sch oo ling; sp e nt some 
m o nths at Oxfo rd try ing to p ass R esp onsio ns ; a fte r which, 
and h aving p assed fro m j o b to job o n la nd a nd sea, returned 
to L o ndo n a nd man-ied . E dit ed a m o nthly review in 
South Africa , wruc h c a m e into co nfli c t with the authoritit.-s. 
E ven t u a ll y se ttled d own in p a rtnership with Fre nch r e la 
tives a t l\.-1 ar tig u cs , Bo uc hes du Rh6ne, as part-o v'/ n e r i n 
fishing -boats. R aze te ur and pro fess io nal lance r in L a 
J oye we Lance (ch a mpio ns o f the M edite rranean in L es 
j o l1tcs Nautiq u cs, 19'29- 193 1) . T ook three cocardes in 
the Are n a a t Aries a nd N imcs, 192 1. \Vo n the cocarde 
at the g ra nd ta urine ga la o f Is trcs, 193 1, fi ghtin~ and thro w
ing the bull s ing le -ha nded w itho ut the a id o f cape. 
R ec rea tio ns- writing p oetry a nd lite rary c riti cism. His is 
o nc of the two o r three r ea l r eput a ti o ns m a d e in poetry since 
the \Var. Works include : T he Flaming Terrapin (1924); 
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Adanwlo, ( 1928) ; T he Georgiad ( 193 ' ) : Tamillt p'O{'t1IU 

(1932) ; Flou'ering Rtttb ( 19 33) ; Bro}.;o'l Ruo.,d ( ~ 93-I>-rc. 
miniscences ; j\lj/hraic Em blems ( 1936) ; Flou:rr/1/g R iflt ( 1 93~) · 

Cksta lon. Gitbal Keith ( 18 i4- 1936).-POC!. no v,cl u t, 
essayist, j ourna lis t, writer upo n lite ra ry and SOCIal su bj ects, 
editor, and a uthor o f o ne play, Alagi, ( 19 13). Bo rn ,:\t K e n
sington. Educated S t. Pa ul 's School ; a tt e nded a rt classes 
at the Slade School (ill ustra ted seve ra l books , c h ie fl y no vels 
b)' Mr. Hilai re Belloe). Edito r o f C .K .'s Wak{y. \ " o rks 
include: Robert B,o.lL'njn~ (Eng lis h M e n o f LC,tt crs Ser ies ) ; 
Tlu Napolton of Noltm~ H Ili ( 19°4) ; Charln D " knl.I ( 1906) ; 
TIu Man Who was ThuTSday ( l goB) ; A ll Things COIlSidt' ,t d 
(1908); The Innounce of Father Brown ( 19 1 I ); AfanalH·t 
(1912) ; T ht Ballad of tht Whitt Horse ( 19 13); T Ilt F I;·jng 
Inn ( 19 14l ; POtTIu ( 19 IS ) ; ThtBaliad ofSt. IJarbara ( 192j) ; 
Ccl/uud PotmI ( 1927); Chaltu r ( 1932); Ali I Sll rn..>' ( 1933) 
and T ht I-Ytil and tlu ShadoUJs ( 1936)-cssa )"s; Autobiography 
(1936). 

ChiMe, Wilfrtd Rowland ( 18go).-Ed uc:l ted H a rrow . :lnd 
Magdal~n College. Oxfo rd . R ece ived into the Ca tho lic 
Ch1!rch (1 9 14) , Lec ture r in E ng lish Lite rature , Leeds 
UOIvenity, since 1922. ' Yorks include: T ht Lillit City 
(1, 11) ; TheCothie Rost ( 1922 ) ; Ivory PalauJ ( 1925) ; Billt 
Dlltanu ( 1930)-travel ; St /u ud POtms ( 1936) . 

CJllJu.h, Richard ( 1893).-Poe t , novel is t , and lite rary c ritic , 
Bom m London . Educa ted D ulwic h H amle t School. 
Contributor to numero us periodicals . R eade r to .J. M . 
De:nt & Sons, Ltd. 'Yorks includ e : Tht Flood of Lift and 
ot~Ponn.r ( 1 9 17 ); Philip ( 1.923) ; Tht D" a",. ( 1927); i\food 
~' thO}lI Mea.IUTt ( 19 '28); ]{(lL'sf, om Iht :\/011111alll ( 1932) : T ht 

' Mlgal FathlT ( 1933) A/)plt ofCo"cord ( 1935) a nd Tht Po,," 
« 1 937) -:-fleli o~ ; rd:tlt·t N oon ( 1936) ; 'Flu Solitary l\l(J11 
194 1). T u;tntuth-Ct"Iflry Psalltr ( 19 43) . 
C~ke. AWlin ( 1896).-Educ."ltcd U nivers it y College, 
~~Iin. English u c turc r " t Dublin U ni vers it y, 19 I j - 19'2 1. 
ti alJonal Awa rd for Poe try, Tailtca nn Gam es, ' 93 '2 . Fo und,, -

on M~~bcr of the Irish Academ y of Leltcrs, 193 '2 . Import 
ante:xpenmentalist in verse , under the influen ccofo ld G ael ic 
"T.ene. Numerow revie ws in pe riodicals. \Vo rks incl ud e : 
(I he Vmgtanct of Fionn ( 19 17 ) ; Tht Cattlt ·dril't in Corl1laught 
~.~2$); Tht Son of u arnin.1! ( 1927)-a poe ti c com edy; 
S:/'·Im.aj; ( 1929); Tht Bright Ttmpla tion ( 1932) a nd T h., 
~nl t'7I at Casht l ( 19 36 )-fict io n ; Coiltcltd PonnI ( 1936 ). 

Bo 'Ppard, Alfred Edgar ( 1878).- 5 ho r l sto ry-wrile r a nd poe t. 
rn at Folke3 tone. A ppre nticed 10 a London tai lo r. 
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Began to compose poer:ru and tales about 1911. His first 
book was the fi rst to issue from the Golden Cockerel Press. 
!'-1'ost of his writing is done in a hut in the Chiltcrns. Works 
mcludc .: Adam and Eve and Pinch Ate ( 192.); Clorinda 
IYalkJ In HM t-ro ( 1922); The . Fidd of J\fu.ltard ( 1926); 
Pdegca and allttr P~mu ( 1 9~6) ; S,tUT Circus ( 1928) ; Collected 
P o.cmr, ( 1928) ; . Pmk FurnIture ( 1930 ) - a s tory for c hildren; 
Nlxcy s H arlequin ( 193 1); Polly O/wa ( 1935); Chary Ripe 
( 193s)-poems; Nintprm!y Flute ( 193 7 ). 

J?arywh. Eliz-f!bcth { ~887).-Daugbter of the late Robert 
Bridges. Marncd All Akbar Khan Daryush , of P ersia. 
\Vorks ; Vt'TSeJ", I . ( 1930) ; Vases, 11. ( 1932) ; Vast'J", Ill. 
( 1933); Vnres. IV. ( 19 :l4) ; Porou ( 1935); The Last Alan 
(1936); Vt'1SCS, Vi. ( 1938) . 

Daviu, JYilliam H airY ( 187 1- 194o).-Bo rn a t Newport, 
Mon":,outhshire. Pic ked up knowledge among tra mps in 
AmcTlca, on cat tl e -boats, and in commo n lodg ing-h ouses in 
England . Apprenticed to a picture-frame m aker . Became 
a tramp in America fo r s ix years. making cight or nine triJ>5 

.with c a ttl e to En~land. Returned to England, a nd settled 
in common lodgtog-houses in Londo n and made several 
walking-tours as a pedlar. After eight years of tills, pub
lished his first book of p oems, TJu Soul's Destro)'tT. Became a 
poet a t thirty-four years of age, a nd h as been one ever since. 
Awarded a CiviJ Lis t pension fo r his" distinction as a poet." 
Rec reatio n-walking, m os tly alone . \Vorks i ncludc: N~w 
PannI ( 19°7); The Autobiography of a SuptT-Trnmp (1908); 
Coll~cled Pomu ( 19 16, 1928, and 1934) ; Latn Da)'s ( 1925)
autobiogTaphy ; Love Poems ( 1935) ; The Birth a/Song (1936). 

Davison, Edwa rd u wis ( 1898).-Educate<f Cambridge 
University. Editor of Cambridge Review, 1920-1922 . Liter
ary Editor o f The Challenge. 1922- 1923. O n the A1anchesln 
Guardian, 1924- 1925. Edi tor o f Cambridge Pods: an 
Anthology, 1920. Contributor to numerous English and 
American periodicals. W o rks include: Poems (1920); 
Pomu by Four AUlhors ( 1923); H arvnt of r Ollth ( 1926) ; 
Sonu M odtTn Poets ( 1928) ; The Hearl 's Umeason ( 1931). 

De 10 Mare. Walter J ohn (1873). - Born In Kent. 
Descended from a Hug uenot family, and related to Browning. 
Educaled St. Paul 's Cathedral Choir School, London. 
Spent eighteen years in comnu:rcial life before. in 1908, 
devo ting his time to literature. His first book (Songs of 
Childhood, 1902) was published under the name of \Valter 
Ramal , but his second (HenryBrockrn, 1904-a prose rc;)I~anc.e) 
appeared under his own name. Awarded a C ivil Lut 
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pension for the distinction of his literary work. \ Vorb 
Indude : Pomu (lg06) ; Tfu R rlllTtl ( 19 Io)-awarded the 
Polignac Prize 19 1 I ; Tht LisloltrS ( 19 12); Peacock Pit 
(1913); Col/aid Pomu ( ' 920) ; ~ ft'."0iTS of a A fi~gtl ( 1921 ) 
-fiction-awarded the James fait Black Prize; Conu 
Hillin ( 1923)-ao anthology; Tnt Flu /ing and ol nt'T POfrru 
(1933); Ear(; Ont J\1orning ( 1935) ; POlms 19 '9-33 ( 1936); Tht 
Wind 8!ows 0,-," ( 193G) ; T his r(llT , .Nat riaT ( 193j ) ; ,\lrmaT.)" 
tmd olhtT P (XnlS ( 193U ) ; Tht Bum;",£! GhlfS ( ' 945 ) · ' " 

Douglas. Lord A/I,d ( , 8jo- 19,15 ) .- Educatct! \\ IIl chcstc r 
and ~la~da l c n C ol lege. Oxford . Edi l o r of t he .-lear/em) ', ' g07 -
1910 j founder and editor of Plain English and Plain Spuch. 
Received into the Cat holic Church , 1911. \ "orks include: 
Poetry-TJu City of tIll' Soul ( 1899) ; SormtlJ ( 19°9); 
Colltcttd Porms ( 19 19); / " ExalJiJ ( 1924) ; Compltll' Porms 
( 19'28); New Edition in two \'o lumes, SOnntLs :md Ly ricJ 
(1935)· Various \'o lumes of light verse. Biography
Dstar Wildl' and ,\f)'Jr/f ( 19 J 4) ; AlJlob iogTflphy ( 1 9~9 ) . Col. 
/({ttd Sa/ir(J ( 1927) . lVi/hout Apolo.O' ( '938)-rcminisccnccs. 

Drinkwatn,John ( IBB2- 1937).-llorn in Essex:. Educated 
Oxford High School and Birming ham Uni\'ersity. For 
twdve years in various assurance offices. Co-founder of the 
Pilgrim Players , which developed into the Birmingh a m 
Reper.tory Theatre Company. His finest and mos t 
e~dunng work is perhaps in his prose dramas, Abraham 
Lincoln (19 18), Olit'v Cromu'dl ( 1921), Rohut E . Lu ( ' 923) . 
Works include: P Otr1U ( 19 14); Ollon Pooh ( 1916); Prr
luau (1922); Collu /td Porms I and II ( 1923) ; Cromu·( /J 
(19'27) i Bird-in-Hand ( 1928)-a comedy i All A hollt ,\Ie ( J 928) 
-<hddren's verses; Inh(Tilnna ( 193 1)-an autobiog raphy ; 
Sum?,e, HarvtJ/ (1933); A ft-fan's PaJI (1934)-a play i 
RoblTtJon of £.n.Jland ( 19~.n ) ; Colhard POtms III ( 1937). 
I D)17Unt, CliJJord ( 1914).-Born in the l\ fidlands. Educated 

e ementary schools and Loughboroug h Grammar Sch ool. 
Hal been a shop-assistant, clerk, commercial tra\'ell er, and 
fi(l:m critic . Works: Fi'J/ Day ( 193:. ) : Sunigh t or Cur!.)' 

937> j Tht Axt it. III( Wood ( 1944 ) ; Sdultd Pomu ( 194 ". J. 
rEllot, ThorruuStearns (1888).-Born at 51. Louis, Missouri , 

o. an old New Eng land family. Educated Harvard Uni\'c rh'Y, the Sor.bonne, and Merton College, Oxford. I n 19 1.1 
~ set~lcd In London , \"here he has li\'ed ever since , 
h coming a naturalised Englishma n in 19'27- Fo r :t. lime Th/3.l ~i.stant Editor of Thl' E~oiJ/ , and helped to fou nd 
N elltmon, of which he is stili Editor. C ha r les E lio t 

orton Prof(!$Sor of Poetry, Harvard University, 193'1- 1933. 
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Directo r of the publishers. Faber & Faber. Ltd. He has 
greatly influenced the younger generation of .. ..,riters. in both 
E ng land and America. \Vo rks include: The Sacr~d lVood 
(1920) essays; The lVa.ste Land ( 1922) ; Poems ( 19 25) ; 
Fo-rLanuloIA ndrewu ( 1928 ) essays; A.sh U/edne.sdaY(1930); 
Seluted Essays ( 1932); The R ock ( 1934)-a pageant-play; 
Eliz,abtlhan Esso)'s ( 1934) ; i\furder in /Iu Cathedral ( 1935)-a 
J?lay; Collated Poems ( 1936); usays Ancient Qnd i\/odnn 
( 1936); The Family R(unio1l ( 1938)-a verse-play; Ea.s/ 
Coku ( 1940); The DrySalvago ( 1941 ); Lillie Gidding ( 1942) . 

Empson , IVilham ( 1906}.-8orn in Yorkshire. Educated 
\Vinchc:stcr anti :\-Iagda.lcne Coll ege, C ambridge. Professor 
of English Lite rature at the Imperial Uni\Oersi ty. Tokyo. 
1931- 193-1:' \Vorks: S~un Tjope.s of Ambiguity ( 1930) ; SOT1U 
VUJiortr oj Pas/omi ( 1933) ; POWlS ( 1935) ; Th.e Galhning 
S torm ( 19 40). 

Fruman , J oh" ( l 88o- I929). - P oe t , c riti c, novelis t. Born 
in Londo n . \ Vinner of the Hawtho rnden Prize, 1920, for 

. Poems 1909- 1920. Contributor to numerous periodicals. 
Secretary, Director, and Chie f Executive Officer o f the 
Live r pool V ic toria Friendly Society. \Vo rks include: 
Ancient and l\1odn" E.UQ.)'S in Lilnary Criticism (1917); 
Mnnorie.s of Childhood and other Poems ( 19 19); lv/usie ( 19!2:I) ; 
Collecud PomtS ( 19:28) ; Las' Poems ( 1930). 

Gawsworth , J ohn ( 191:2 ) .-Poe t. bibliograJ.>her and b ook
man. Editor of JV~o-Georgian POdr)', a senc::s in progress. 
Born London , of Anglo-Celtic parenta~e (related on 
fath e r 's side to Ben J onson and to Lionel Johnson, and o n 
m o the r 's to the a ttri bu ted Dark Lady of Shakespeare's 
sonnets and to Milto n's third wife). Educated ~:lerchant 
Taylor'S School. Lite rary Advise r to the Richards Press, 
Ltd . In 1937 discovered eleven spurious fragn:aents in the 
Milfo rd and Beeching texts of Mihan's Poetical \Vo~ks. 
His volumes of verse, prose, bibliography, and translallc;)O 
to tal , together \\'ilh hi.. .. edi tions of works by Havelock ~lhs, 
\Vilfrid l ::'wart. Richard Middle to n , . etc., so!1l.c fifty titles. 
Poems (Fo urth , Augm ented and R eVised, Edition) ( 1938 ). ; 
JYew Pomu ( 1939) ; Tlu A1ind of JHan ( 1940) ; }.-/arlow Hill 
( 194 1); u gacy to Lou ( 194 3 ) · 

GibbonJ. S tdla ( 190:2 ) .-liorn in L_ondo n_ £dycat.cd 
North London Collegiate School for Glrl5, and Untve~IlY 
College, Londo n. Journalist, 1924- 1933. Awarded FemlO3 
Vie H eureusc Prize , 19 :14, fo r the no\,d Cold Comfor t Farm 
( 1933) . \,'o r ks: The l\-lounlain HeM! and othrr Poenu ( 1930 ) ; 
The J]asUlLJ ( 1934)-a novel; T he PrjeJtos and otha Poems 
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(1934); E,lbur)' U tolli ( 1935)! AIiss LinJCY and Po ( 1936) 3nd 
Jr{ightmgall Wood ( 1938)-fi c tlon. . 

Gibson, Wilfrid Wilson ( 18.78).-Bom In Nor~humber1and . 
During the War he se rved In the ranks . H~ mterprets the 
lives of o rdinary m e n a nd women. \Vo rks Include: S~ont
folds ( lg07); Daily Bread ( 1910) ; Batllt ( 19 15) ; Frun4s 
(19 16) ; Neighbours ( I ~20) ; ,Krindlts) ·kt ( 19':!2 )-3 drama,h e 
poem, which he cons iders Ius bes t work : J Heard a Salior 
(1925) ; ColhCltd Pomu ( 1926); The Goldm R oom ( 19 28) ; 
l slandJ ( 1932) : Fuel ( 1934) ; ThoHul ( 1941 ) : ChaiJOlgr( 1943 )· 

Gittings, Robat ( 19 1 I ) .- Awarded the Chancel lo r r-..l edaJ 
for English Verse at Cambridge, '930. '''orks : Tht 
R(J17UUI Road and olh" Pomu ( J 932 ) ; The Story of PSJ·(he-a 
Nanative Poem ( 1936). 

Guinness, Br)'an lValt" ( 190s).-Born in Londo n. Edu
cated Eton and C hrist Church, Oxford. Barrister-at-bw. 
Recreation- walking. Works : Singing out of Twit ( 1933) ; 
Lantbcape with Figures ( 1934), and A Wuk by the Sea ( 1936)
fic ti on ; Und(T the E)'elid ( 1935)-poems. 

Ha,d),. T homas ( , 840- 19:28) , O. ~1. 19 10.- Bo rn ncar 
Dorches ter . Appre nticed to an eccles ias ti ca l architcc t. 
Gave up architec ture for lit erature . He was a poe t before 
he was a novelist , and in his "\'entic:s .. prac tised the writing 
of poe try very assiduously," but aba ndo ned that art when 
he began his ca reer as a novelis t. \Vhc n he fo und that 
his two last no\'e1s, T us of the D ' Urbavillu ( 1891) and 
Jude tlu Obswre ( I U9S), were m isunderstood , he resolved 
to write no m o re fi c tio n and turned back to poc try. In 
all his work Nature fonns a bac kg round to if no t a 
cause of, man's conflic t and traged y. \Vo r~ include: 
De.rpnate Rmudiu ( 187' ); The Retum of the .Natit·e ( 1878) ; 
T~t :Ha)'Or of Castabridge ( 1886); IVnsex POtms ( 1898) ; 
TJ~s Laughing-Sloc/cs ( 1909); Tht DynasLr ( 19 Io )- an 
epic-poem; Late Lpic.s and Earlier ( 19:2:2) ; Winter W ords 
(1928); ColltCled Poems \ 19:28) . 

Hassall, Christoph" V"non ( 19 12) .- Yo unger son of J ohn 
H~all, R . I. Educated St. l\·lich3cl 's College, Tenburv, 
BrIghton College, and Wadham College, Oxford. Played 
R omeo for the O .U .D.S. 1932. T o ured Egypt and 
Awtral~a as juvenile lead in repertory of twelve plays ; at 
Old VIC and \Ves t End 19.33. T o ured pro vinces ' 934 . 
Left theyage 1935. Recreations- musical compos itio n and 
play-go~ng. W~rks : Poems of T wo l (ars (1935) ; Devil 'J 
D)'le, WI~h (A,mpllmml and Satire ( 1936) ; Chrut's Comet ( 1938 ) 
-3 poe ti c drama; Ptnlhupnon ( 1939) ; S .O.S. Ludlow ( 1940) • 
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Hjg~e.i,/.S . F,~dai(k R obal ( 1896- 194 1) .- 80ro at Foxford. 
Co. i\layo. Educated at various country schools in Mayo. 
Began work at the age of fourteen in Dublin. Later 
became an official in the Irish Labour ~1ovement. Fro m 
1920 edited various Irish pniodicals, economic and literary. 
A frequent contributo r of poe try and c ritical studies to 
English, Ame rican, and Irish Lit e rary journals . F oundation 
Member o f the Iri sh Acade m y of Letlers. For the last three 
years he has lived exclusively among the fo lk o f \Ves te rn 
Ireland . Rcc reatioru- " playing the melodeon, and drink
ing wi.th mountainy ' men. " W o rks include : Salt ...1i,
Pomu ( 1924) ; Islalld Blood ( 1925); The Dark Brad ( 1927 ) ; 
Arable H oldings ( 1933); Tlu Gap of B,ighllUH ( 19 40). 

H odgson , Ralph ( 1871).-Born in Yorkshire. W o rked as a 
pressman in Fleet Street. Edited Fry's j1;faga-tin~. Has 
live d in America. \\linner of the Po lignac Prize ( 1914) for 
Tiu Bull and The Song of Honour. Professor of English 
Lite ra ture at the Imperi a l U niversity of Se nd ai, japan, since 
1924 . \"o rks ; The Last Blackbird ( 1907); PoW'..s ( 1917) ; 
Hymn to Aloloc}, (1921). 

How11Uln , Alfred Edward ( 185g-- 1936).- Poet and scholar. 
Educated Bromsgrove School and St. John's College. 
Oxford. Hon. Fellow o f the College. P os t in H .~I. Patent 
Office. Professo r of Latin, University College. Londo n, 
1892- 1911. F e llo w of Trinity College. C ambridge, 1911, 
and Professor of Latin. C hief publications, besides many 
papers in classical journals, are editions o f Juumal ( l g05), 
Maniliw ( 19°3- 1920), and Lucan ( 1926/. Tht Nameolld Nature 
of Poetry (1933), and three volumes of yrics , A Shropshirt Lad 
( 1896) , La.st Ponns ( 192 2), and M ore P O(11U ( 1937 ). 

]oh,u on, GeoJfrg ( 190o).-Secondary Sch ool Masler. 
Bo rn in the W ack C o untry. Educated \Volverhampton 
Grammar School and L o ndon University. Contributor o f 
short stories, verse, and verse-criticism to various periodicals. 
Rec reations : walking, cycling , gardening, fo re ign languages. 
and travel. \ \lorks : TIle QUt.s1 UnUlding ( 1930); Chang ing 
Horiz.ofU (1932); ,\-Iother to S Oll ( 19 35); The Scholar ( 1936). 

Kavanagh, Patrick ( 1905) .-Born in County l'vlo naghan. 
Ireland. Son o f a shoemaker. Educated Common 
National School. L e ft school at thirteen. .. S!iuandered 
next ten years ." Unde r the influence of" A .E.' began to 
write verse. First poeml rubl ished in bish Statt.small and 
Sptctator. Has tramped al over Ireland. \Vorks: Ploug},
man and other Pomu (1936); Tiu Gtun Fool (1938)- ao 
autobiograph y : A SOIlI f or Salt ( 19 47 ). 
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Ktndon, Frank (1893).-Dorn in, K ent. ~ducatcd in Ken!_ 
and, after service, 1914-1918, In Palesttne, at S t. J o hn s 
College, Cambridge. Journal is t. \"arks: POtms.. and 
Sonnets (1924); ArglJnunl.J and Embltrru ( 1925); A L ift alld 
Death of Juda.l /scariol (1926); The Small rears (193o~-an 
auwbiography' The Adventure of POttry ( 1933); Tnstram 
(1934)-a ballad narrative; Tht Chu~-ftlindu (1935)" 

Kipling. RUib'ard.\1865-1936).-Bor~ 10 Bom~ay and hved 
in India as a c hi d . Educated Umted Servlces College, 
Westward Ho North Devon. Assistant Editor in India of 
the Civil and 'Alilitary GQ.tttle and the Pionur, 1882- 1889. 
Travelled in China, Japan, Amel"ica, Africa , and Austral
asia. Awarded Nobel Prize for Literature, 1907. and Gold 
Medal of the R oyal Society of Literature. 1926. Rec tor of 
the Universi ty orSt. Andrcws. 1922- 1925. \Vorks include: 
Dtparlmenlal Diltits (1886) ; Plain Talufrom tk Hills ( 1887) ; 
Barrack-Room Ballads (1892); Many Im.:tntions (1893); Tht 
Jungle Books (,894-,895); The S,ven S,as (,896); Kim 

1
'90ll; Puck of Pook's Hill (1906); Actions alld Rtactions 
Igog j Dtbits and Crtdits (1926) j Limits arid Rtntu..·a£r 
1932 ; Something of AlystJf ( 1937)-autobiograf'hy. 

Lawrtnu. David Hubal ( t 885-1930).-Born m Notting
harruhire, son of a mincr. Educated Nottingham High 
School and Nottingham Day Training Collcge. Became a 
teacher in an elementary school. Travelled extcnsively. 
Novelis t, poct, and short -story writer. \Vorks include: 
Tht Whitt Ptacock (191 I)-fic tion ; Lovt Pomu lJIId OtJurs 
( 1913); Sons and lAJ,itrS ( 1913)-fiction; Anwrts (1916) ; 
.NtW POtms (19 19); Birds, BtaJts and Flowtrs (1923); 
Kangaroo (1923) and SI. A1awr (1924)-fiction ; Paruits 
( 1929) ; Colluud POfflU (1930) ; LaJl POtms (1933) ; Pilant:, 
(1936)-collected essays. 

uhnumn, Rudolf J ohn Frtdaj,k ( 1907).-Educated Eton 
and Trinity College, Cambridge. Has travelled and worked 
a s a journalist a great deal in Central Europe. \Yorks: 
Editor, Ntw Writing .fr.om 1936, and Tht rta,.·s POtl~ry, 1934-
1916; A Gardm RtVUl ttd and olhv POtms (19:,\1) ; The NoiJt 
oJ f1ulDry (1934)-poems; P'onlttheus alld the Bolsheviks 
(1937):-tr3":cJ; TIlt Sphat ojGlaJs ( I ~H4 ). 

Ltwu, Curl Day (1~04).-Born Ballin tubber. Queen's Co., 
Ireland, of Anglo-Iruh parcntage (related on mother 's side 
to Oliver Goldsmith). Educated Sherborne School and 
\Va~ham College, Oxford. Ediled OxfDrd POdry, '1927. 
Assutant Master at Summerfields, Oxford, 1927- 1928; 
Larchfield. Heleruburgh. 1928-1930; Cheltenham College 
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Junio r Schoo l , ' 930- 19 35 . R ccrcations-bird-watching. 
singins:. darts. \ Vorks: Country Corruu ( 1 9~8); TronritiolloJ 
P O(TTJ ( 1929); From Feathas 10 I ron ( 193 1); The klagnrtic 
"'fountain ( 1933); A H ope f or P oet r;)' ( 1934 )-cnlic is m; A 
Tirru to D ance ( 1934) ; Gollerled PamlS ( 1934) ; Noah and tlu 
Jilalns ( 1936); The F,imdly Tru ( 1936), a nd Slarlinp Point 
(I 937 )-fi c ti o n ; POtnl.S in lVoTlimd ' 940) ; H"ord OUn All ( l g.4-3) . 

L'>'fld, S.y/via ( 1888).-Educa ted S lade School, and Academy 
~f Dramatic Art. M a rried , 19 09, R obert Lynd. Literary 
Edito r of the l 'lews-Chronicle, cssayiit a nd c riti c. Works 
include : The Thrush and llt( Jay ( 19 16)-pocms; The 
Chorw ( 19 16 )-a novel ; The Goldfinchu ( 192o)-poems; 
Tlu Su'ollow Dive ( ' 92 1 )-a novel; Th~ folll/brTry BUJh 
( 1925}-sto ries j Th~ rrllow Placard ( 193 1 }-poems ; Editor 
o f Th~ Chilc!r.€n's QTllfl ibus ( 1932) ; Th€ Enemies ( 1934)-p oems. 

Lj 'on, Lthan B Olt'rs ( 1895} .- &ro in N o nhumbcrland . 
N u rsed , the last eighteen m o nths of the W a r-. H as don e a 
year-'s tcaching unde r- Fisher-'s Scheme and som e farming. 
A good d eal abroad. but " a rathe r lo nely part o f Northum
berland h as been s till a t the back of m y w o rk ." \-Vorks: 
Th~ Bllri~d Str~(Zm ( 1929)- fi c lion; Yh€ JVhit~ Har~ ( 1934 ) . 
Bright Fcathu Fading ( 1936) ; To-morrow is a R€lJ~a/jng (1941). 

J'vJacauJay, R o.u.-Novelis" poe' . essayis t. and hterary 
c riti c. Father w as a lec ture r in E ng lish Lite rature at Cam. 
bridge. Bro ug ht up in Ita ly. S tudied a t home. '-Vo rks 
include: What N ot {19 19}, Polin-ism {1920}, Dang€rotJ.S Ages 
( 1922)-awarded the Femina Vie H e ure use Pri ze, Kuping 
Up Approrances ( 1920), and Thq w('u Dif~attd ( 1932)
fic tio n ; John Millon ( ' 933); two volumes of verse ( 1914 
a nd 19 19); Going A broad ( 1934)- fi c lion; Tht Min D' 
P/~asur(.S of Lift ( 1934), a nd Pn-so'lal P/~aslJres ( 1935)-
antho logies; I ,"Vould Bt Private (1937)- fic tio n; The 
Writings of E . M . Forsler ( 1938 ). 

M cC'aUJland, N ora Kerney ( 189 1 ).-\Vo rks : The Cunfling 
Ch~misl-ill us tra t ed no nsense verse fo r c hildren; The ugmd
ary Short ( 1937 )-poems. 

MacDiarmid, Hugh (Chris to pher l'vlurray G rieve) ( 1892).
Born Dumfricsshire. Educa ted Edinburgh Univers ity. 
One o f the fo unders o f the Scottish Na tio nalis t Party. 
Regular contributo r o n lit e rary, polili c..'l l, and gene ral 
matters to many British and forei~n newspapers and 
periodicals. Rc:c rc:a lio n - " Ang lo phobia ." W o rks include: 
Conl~mporary Scottish Slutjits; A Tbyn , Or the Fulurt of Sco/lam/: 
Prn ny Whup ( 1926) ; SCOIS Unbot/nd ( 1932) ; Srcond H)'mn 10 
Leni" ( 1935) ; Lucky POd ( 19 43)-auto biog raphy. 
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klcKtnna J\[ichati ( J91O- 193 1). - Do rn Ad mira lt y H o use, 
Whiteha ll.' E ldes t so n of the Rt. H a n. R egina ld ~IcKcn na. 
then Firs t Lord of the Admira lty. Educated Summerfi~I?s. 
O xford, Eta n (Capta in of the School, 1928 ) and Tnmty 
CoUege, Cambridge. .. Among the poets he cared mos~ fo r 
Virgil a nd ~lilton . but at all times, he h ad a hungry mmd . 
and it was di fficu lt to find a n y subjec t (c.'l(ccpt pure ma the
m a tics) in which he was no t keenly inte res ted ." The late 
Provost of E ta n wrote of him: .• I t is like ly lha t h e, who w as 
of independent mind and n o t content to leave wTo ngs 
untouched, \\'ou ld ha ve d one good service in the world ." 
POfflU ( 1932). 

J\ladarm, Hamish ( 190 1).-Born T a in , Ross-shire. At 
sea, 19lj- 1924. Lt .-Cdr., R .N. A rolling stone in the 
modern wo rld, ho p-I?icker , pedlar , comme rcia l travelle r ; 
for some lime AssOCia te L iterary Editor o f the Spiclalor. 
Wo rks: Saitor wilh Banjo ( 1929)- pocms; Prit'att Opin ions 
0/ a British BlutjlUkct ( 1929) ; Cockalorum ( 1936)-auto
biography. 

},lacNt iu , Frtdn ick Louis ( 1907).- Born in Belfas t. Fa mily 
ca me fro m \ Ves t of Ireland. Educated M a rl boro ug h 
College and Merto n College, O xford . At O xford read 
LilUrat HumoniortS (Fi rs t in" rVlods." a nd Fi rst in " G rea ts "). 
u cturer in C lassics a t U nivers ity o f Birmi ng ha m , 1930-
1936. Since 1936 Lecturer in C reek a t Bedford College fo r 
Wom en in the U niversi ty o f Lond on . \Vorks include: B lind 
Firtworks ( 19 29)- poems ; PomlS ( 1935) ; uttns from 
letland ( 1937)-with W. H . Aude n ; Out of tlu PictUTt ( 1937) 
- a play ; T ht Earlh Comptls ( ' 93U)-poems; J CrOll td the 
/.-/inch ( 1938}-a travel-book abo ut the Outer H ebrides . 
Modern Engfish Pottry ( 1938); Autumn J oumal ( 1939) '; 
Plant aru/ Phantom (1 941 ) ; ~ilrjngboa,d ( 1944). 

~faJtfold, J ohn ( 1875), a.M., 1935.- Born in H e reford
shIre. \Ve nt to sea .at an ea rly age, spent years in a d venture 
by sea a nd land , chle ny America, where he earned his living 
by doing odd jobs. R e turned to England and dc\'o{t."(j 
h~elf to Iit e.r~lturc-pocms. plays, no vels, essaY's, sho rt 
ston es, and cnucal prose . Poet La ureate in succession to 
R o bert Bridges, 193 1. Works include: Sall-Wacn Ballads 
( 1902 ); The EL'(TJarting M trcy ( 19 1 I ) ; The Widow in the B)'e 
Strul ( 19 12 ) ; Daub" ( 19 13}; T he Daffodil Fitlds ( 19 13)' 
R07la,d the Fox (1 9 19) ; R ighi ROJ'al ( 1920) ; COIIUlid Poem:s 
( 1 ~2 3) ; Sar~ lIarleu ( 1924) and Odlaa ( 19 26)-fic tion; 
iHldsllmmn N igh t ( 1928); End and Btginning ( 1934); Victoriow 
T roy ( 1936) ; A UtltT from Pontus ( 1936) ; T ht SquaTe Ptg 
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or flu Grm F~/la ( 1937)-fl c tion : Th~ C Oll fl".)' Safl~ ( 1937) ; 
Gotltama the E"Jighioud ( 19 41 ); I, "o" do;ngs ( 19-13 ). 

,,\tau, Charlo tte ( 186g-- I928). - Born in London . The 
daughter of an arc hitec t ""ho d ied in s lra itcned c ircum
stanccs. She passed prac tically a U her life in the heart of 
Bloomsbury. Poverty and family m isfortunes do~gcd all 
her day~-" her poems sh ow an if Hense preoccupation , .. -llh 
death and disas ter either phys ica l or spiritu ;:d.' In 1923 . 
through the united e ffo rts o f Hardy, John !\tasefield and 
\Vaher de la ]l.larc, she received a Civi l List pension . 
. >\..Ithough her po verty \vas a lleviated, family m is fo rtunes s till 
pursued heL She died in a nu rs ing-ho lne by her own hand 
on 1\larc h 24, 1928. \ \forks: The Farmer's Bride and othu 
Poml.! ( 19 16 ); Tm Rambling Sailor and otha P Otrn.J ( 1929)' 

~\/e.)'n-sui" , Edward H arry Hfilliam ( , 889).-Born in Hamp
stead. Educated Harrow and l\·fagdalcn College, Oxfo rd . 
191 3- 191 8 ass is tan t at British Museum (Department of 
r..·lanuscripts ) and in 19 14 j o ined the Third Battalion of the 
Royal DubHn F usi liers. Rec reatio n- music . \Vo rks in
clude : S)·mphonie.s ( 19 ' 5 and 1919) ; /" J\1eTlin's 'Vood ( 1922) ; 
A Life of Thomru Challaton ( 1930) ; New S)·mphonit.S (1933) ; 
Tn-wee Duke ( 1935)-a novel; Selected PotmS ( 1935); Tram
/atio" of th e Eltl!;es of Properlius ( 1935) ; SiraphilJt ( 1936)-01 
novel ; Boy of elaTe ( 1937 )-poems; Joshua Slade ( 1938)
fiction ; So"nels ( 1939 ) ; The Vi.J iona,), ( 19.11); /" Tfme of 
'Yar ( 1942 ) ; A .{. llre ( 19 44 ) . 

J\/onro, H aToid ( 18i9-' 932 ).-Bo rn in Brussels , where he 
lived for six or sevc n y <:ars. £duc:tt,,:d Radley. and Caius 
College, Cambridge. Spent a fc\\' years in Ireland, Flo rence. 
a nd Switzerland. Founded thc Poetry Review, 19 ' I , and 
later , POdry and Drama. In January 19 13. founded the 
Poetry Bookshop. Thcobalds R oad-a place of c all fo r all 
who were interested in poe try. It was a success, but not 
commercially-it gai ned an internatio nal reputation. After 
the \Va r he produced various .. C hapbooks "-antho logies 
of modern poe try_ Nc,'I movements in poetry owe a great 
debt t o the poet and to the Poetry Bookshop--" The Mer: 
maid Tave rn o f the twentieth cc.: ntury." \Vo rks include; 
Juda.s(1 908); B~foreDau-n(19tO); ChildrmofLm:e ( 1914); 
Strange ~/ttli"cs ( 19 1 7) ; Some Conlemporary Poels ( 1920); 
Real Propn-t)' ( 1922); The EaTthfor Sale ( 1928) ; Twmtielh
Cmlury POltry ( 1929)- ao anth o logy; ColiUlu l Poems ( 1933). 

~/oort , ThomaJ Siurce ( IOio- J9 44).-\Vood·c ngraver and 
des igner o f book-plates and book-covers, poet , and prose
write r. Born ;\1 Hastings . !\-Jember o f the A cademic Com-

. 
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mittce of the R oval Societ y of Litc r:lturc. Awarded a C ivil 
List p ension , 1920. \Vo rks include: The ViTudrcsur ( 1 899~ . 
D11,a ( l g0-l ); PoonJ ( 1906) ; CO,rtggiO ( l go6 ) ; Art and L if~ 
( 19 to) ; .J/Jdas ( 1923); Collteled POUlts- four vo!umes ( ' 932-
1934) ; Sdu/td Poml.1 ( 193-\ ) ; T he Urtkrtou:n Anou:n ( 1939)' 

J\fuir, Edwin.-Educated Kirkwall Bu rgh School , Orkney. 
A clerk in various commerc ial and shipbuilding o ffices in 
Glas~o\\" Later. journ al ist. translator, and autho r . Ass is t
ant Editor of Tht N ew Age, 19 19- 192 1. Co-Edi to r of the 
E UTOPMlI Qflarltrl.J since 1934. R ec rea tio ns-swimming: and 
patience. Wo rks include: The i\{ariontllt and Tht TI:ra 
BrothtrJ-novcls; First Poems ( 19'25): Chorus 0/ tht NfII 'l)," 
Drad (19'26) : Tralu i/io,, : SlrIu(u rt 0/ (ht NO/'d ---<: rit icislll ; 
] olm Il"r/ox-biography ; ,'arialionJ QrI a Timt- Thmu ( 1934 )
poems; Poor T om ( 1934 )- a. no vel ; Scou iJh ] ounuy ( 1935) : 
J ournt)'J and Plaus ( 1937); Tht Narrow Place ( 1943) . 

Nichol.1 , R obtr, ,\/aliu BoaJ'tr ( 18Q3- 19 44).-llo m a t 
Shanklin . Educa ted Winc h cster and Trinity College, Ox
ford . Second Lieute nant R .F .A ., October 19 '4 to August 
19 16 ; se rv ed o n W este rn fron t ; British r-.. liss ion (Ministry 
of I nformation) to U .S.r\. , 19 1 n. Professor of Englis h Lite ra 
ture in the Im perial U niversity ofTo k)'o (C ha ir o f La fc adio 
H ea rn ) . 192 1- 1924 . R ec rea tions- conversatio n :1nd m us ic. 
Works: Inroca tion ( 19 1 s) - pocms; ArdOUr! and Enduran,tJ 
( 19 17) ; AuTtlia ( 1920 ) ; Guilty Soul.J ( I 92o)---drama ; Fall 
(aJlica ( 19':!3)-ro manccs of ide:1s; Undtr tht Yt'w ( 1927)
short nove l ; Wing.!' ot'tr li:/lro/Jt ( 192g)-drama , with Maurice 
Browne: FiJbo ( 1934 )- 3. sa t iri cal poem; Such U"ru J\I), 
S inging ( 1942). . 

O'Connor. Frank ( 1903).-Born in Cork . Direc to r 0 1 
Abbey Thea tre . Dublin. and Fo unda tio n M ember Irish 
,o\ cade~lY o~ ~ett ers. W o rks: GutJl.1 0/ ,Ju Nation ( 1931 ) ; 
Tht Wild B"d s NU I- Potms/fom tht h uh ( 1932 ) : Tht Saint 
and .Mary Katt ( IQ32)-fi c lio n : B ones o/Conltn/ion and otJur 
StOf/" ,< 1!')36); Thru O/~ lJ,olhtrJ and other P(ltTTU ( 1936) ; 
Tht BIg FtllofV ( 1937 )-blOgraphy; The Fountain 0/ :\I('I(:;c 
(1 939)-tran.slalions of O ld Iris h ' ·crsc. ' 

O' S ul.fi t'oll , Sellmru ( 1879).-&Ii to r o f thc Dublin ,\/a./{a;;.i1!l' . 
Work! Include: T ilt Twilight P(oplt ( 19°5): !"nus S(J( m i 
and PfOjo.nt ( 1908) : Po(rnJ ( 19 1 '1) ; CO I1l T1W n Ad{'OIturtS ( 19 26) ; 
Potrru 1930-,.18 ( 1939); Colltcttd Pomu ( 194 1) . 

.ow(n. lI,rjrtd ( 1893- 19 18).-Bo rn at O swcslry. S hro p . 
sh',re. Educat<:<J: Lo ndo n University. Sen.·ed in the \Va r , 
a\\3.rded the ~(Ihtary C ross, and was kill cu in a Clio n a w ee.k 
before the Armis ticc. .. My study is \Va r and the pity o f 
War. The Poelry is in the pity ," Pomu ( 1C)'10) - wilh 
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an introduc tion by Si~ried Sasaoon; Pomu ( I 93 I)-oe\'\' 
editio n, with n o ti ces ofhu life and work by Edmund Blunden. 

Pairrur, H"bat Edward ( 188o).-Born at !vlarket Raseo. 
Educated \Voodhouse Cro ve School, Birmin$ham Uni· 
versity, and Bonn Uni,,·ez-sity. Has earned hlS living as 
schoolmaster, private tuto r . j o urnalis t , and public reader a nd 
lecturer (chicHy fo r the \V.E .A.). Gave up schoolmastering, 
in 192 1 , for lit e rature and journalism. Previous to the \Va r 
lived ovu eig ht yean in France and Germany. Awarded 
Civil L is t pension in 1932 for his" distinction as a poet." 
Frequent contributo r to numerous periodicals. Reecea
tions-" fl y -fu hing fo r trou t a nd grayling , and lo ng-distance 
hill -walking ." "All m y poel'Il3 have been written for the 
voice, fo r I pride myself nearly as much on my capac.ities for 
reading poetry to an audience as for writing it and writing 
about it ." \Vorks include: T wo Fishn-s ( 19 IS); Two 
MiTLItrds ( 192 1); The U nk nown Warrior ( 19'24 ); The Judf!. 
fTU11t of Franrois Villon ( 192 7)-a biog raphical play; The 
T~aching of English ( 1930) : Cindv Thursday ( 193 1) ; 
Collutcd Pomu ( 1933) : The Roving Angln ( 1933 )-c..uays; 
Summit and Chasm ( 1934)-poems; The A-I;.sll~toe Child : an 
Autobiography of Ch ildhood ( 1935) ; The Vampire ( 1936); 
POJ /-Victorian P tMiry ( 1 ~)38 ) : The Gallows CrOJ.1 ( 19 40) ; 
SUl.1mt am i Fe.slh al ( 19'13 ) ; A S W01 d in the DeU'rl ( 1946 ) . 

Parsoru , Clue Trevor Jamn Herberl ( 1908- 193 1).-P oems 
( ' 93»· . 

Pitl.tr , Ruth ( t S97 ) .- Bo rn a t lifo rd , Essex. Educated 
elementary school a nd Coborn School, Bow. \Vith \Val
berswick Peasa nt Po tt e ry Co. at \Valberswick . Suffol k. till 
1920 , and the n at K e nsing ton till 1930. In partnership in 
private bwincss of som e lUnd from 1930. .. Does aU kinds of 
painted things, wholesa le . Docs not believe in it, but I'athe r 
enjoys it. " Awarded the Hawthornde n Prize for 1937 for 
A Trophy of Arms ( 1936). \Vo rks : Fiul Pomu ( 1920) ; Fir.11 and 
Steond Po~rru ( 1927) ; A A'lad Lady's Garland ( 1934); A Trophy 
of ArmJ'-Po~ms t9~1935 ( 1936); The Spirit IValches ( 1939) · 

Plomer, William Charles Frank(;'n ( 1903).-Bom at Pieters
burg. N orthe rn T r ansvaal. Educa ted Rugby and elsewhere. 
At one time a fa rme r in the Stormbe rg; later, a trader in 
Zulu land . \Ve O( to Japan for IWO years. Travelled in 
Europe, and w e nt to live in Greece ( 1929) . Contributor to 
numerow periodicah. R ecrea tions-" varied, pre ferably 
swimming.' \Vo rks include : TurbOIl IVoift ( 1926); J 
Speak of A/rica ( 1927); N otnfor Poems ( 192S) ; rile Fami'.! 
'rru (1 929)-~ms ; Sodo ( 1931) - a novel; Tlu Fiul-foid 

... 
XXXVlU 



BIOGRAPHICAL NOTES 

Saun ( 193'2)-poems; Tht CaSt is Alttrt~ ( 19;32)-a r;? vd,; 
Cuil RJwde.r ( t933)-biography; The Child oj Queen l l ( IO,UJ 

( 1933)-short sto ries; ViJi( ing Iht Cat't.S ( ' 937)-poems. 
Read, H abal £du'ard ( 1893) .-Born in Yorkshire. Edu· 

ca ted Leeds University. Commissioned January 19 1 S. to 
the Yo rkshire Reg iment ; Ca(?tain, 19 '7 ; fought in France 
and Belgium (M .C., D .S.O ., Despa tc hes ) ; Ass ista nt 
Principal, H .rvl. Treasury, ' 9 19- 19'2'2; Assis tant K eeper . 
Victoria and Albert M useum, 192'2- 193 ' ; \ValSon Gordo n 
Professor of Fine Art in the U nivcrs ity o f Edinburgh, ' 93 1-
1933. Edito r of the Burlington i\lagazint. Wo rks include : 
NaJud Warriors ( 191 9); EclogULS ( 19 19); A/utat;oru of llu 
Phanix ( 19'23) ; English PfOS( S/.),Ie ( 1928) ; Tnt J\hanillg of 
Art ( 193 1); Tlu Innocm t E)'r ( 1933)-auto biography ; rllt 
Endofa Wm ( 1933) ; Porrras 19 /5-35 ( 1935). 

RickwoTd, J ohn Edgtll ( 1898).-Born at Colchcs tc l". Con
tributo r to Oxford POttry befo re he was twenty. \\'o rks 
include: Bth j"d tIlt E)'eJ ( 19'2 1 )-poems ; Rimbaud,' tht boy 
and tlu pOll ( 1924); Invoca tions to Angtls and Iht Happy Ntw 
rlar ( 1928)-poc:ms ; Editor, Scrutinies ( 19'28) ; 'r wi/ti",g
pan, and somt othaJ ( 193 1)-sa tirical poems. 

Robtrt.s, JH ichati ( T902). - Bo rn at Bournemouth. Edu
cated King's College, London, and Trinity College, Cam
bridge. R ec rea tions-climbing. ski-ing, swi mming. 'Vorks 
include : TIIt.It Our J\falins ( 1930)-poems; Edito r , .I\'tll) 
SignatureJ ( 1932 ) and NIW Cormlry ( 1933); CTi/iqut of Potlry 
( 1934); Edito r Fabtr Book oj Alodnn VtTIt ( 1936) ; Porms 
( 1936); T. E. Hulrru ( 1938)-a critical study; Ori01l 
M aTChes ( 1939) . 
. Rou",bag , Isaac ( 189O- I9 18 ).-Bo rn in Londo n. Appren

ti ce? as a pho togra.ph e ngrave r. .. Poetry was h is o b
s?Slon." Painted , a nd wrote poetry, but without recognition 
till 191 4. ' Vent to South Nrica for a yea r o r two. .. Isaac 
Rose nberg is one o f the two g rea t poets killed in the War
the o ther being ' ''i lfred Owen "-Edith Si twd l. Colltcltd 
PotmJ (~. Gord o n Bottomley) ( 19'22 and 1937). 

Sackvlllt, Lady AJarga rtl ( 138 1 ) ,-Third daughte r o f the 
seve~th Ea. rl d e Ja W3rr. ' Vorks : POtms ( 190 1) ; A H)'mll 
10 plonysw and olhtT POlms ( 190:-' ) ; Hildril tht Quun ( 1908) ; 
Ly nu ( 1 9 1 ~); Songs 0/ Aphroditt ( 19 13); Stltcud POtms 
~91 9) ; Epitaphs ( 192 1 and 1926); POtms ( 1923); Colltcltd 

ramas ( 1926) ; A Hundred Littlt POlms ( 19'28 ) ; AriadIU by Iht 
Sla ( 19:}/3) ; Colltct~d P?tmJ ( 1939) ; RLium to SO'I~ ( 1943). 

Sackrn lt-lVu /. VlClorra (The Ho n . ~,trs . Haro ld Nicolson) 
( 1692).-Born at Sevenoaks. Awarded the I-Iawtho rnden 
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Prize, 192 7. for her modern Georgie, Th~ Land. Contributor 
to numerous periodicals. \Vorks include: Pomu of U't'J'I 
and EaJ l ( 1917); Orchord and Vi"e;:ard ( 1921 ); The Land 
( 1926l ; King 's Daughter ( 1929)-poerru ; The Edwardian.s 
( 1930. All Passion Spm l ( 193 1), and Family Hi'story ( 1932) 
- novels; Col/tad Ponns, Vol. I ( 1934); The Dark Island 
( ' 934 )-3 c harac tc r.study ; T he Gardm ( 1 ~146 ) -

Salmon , Arthur Leslie.-Poct of the \Vest Country . essayis t , 
prose-writer, and topog rapher . Contributo r to numerous 
periodicals. \"orks include: Songs of a Heor, '.1 Surrmder 
( 1895 ) ; Life of Lift ( t897); LJ'riu and Verst'S ( , gO'll; 
U' e.sl Country V,.,ses ( l g08); Tlu Corn wall eorul ( 19 10 ; 
The Frrry of SOIlI..r - prosc ske tches; New Vau ( 1929); In 
Lala DOJ'J ( 1933) ; 'Ves/ward ( 1936); Swan Songs ( 1938). 

Sassoon, Siegfried Loraine ( 1886).-Educated Marlborough, 
and Clare College, Cambridge. Served in the War, in 
France and Pales tine. Literary Editor of the Daily rlerald, 
19 19. Awarded the Hawtho rnden Prize, 1929. and James 
Tait Blac k Memorial Prize for ,\femoirs of a Fox-Hunting Man 
(1928). \Vorks include: The Old Hun tsman ( 1917) ; War 
Pomu ( 19 19 ) ; Satirical Poo7u ( 1926); The Heart 's JOllr1le; 
( 1928); A'IrmoiTS of an Infantry OjJi£er ( 1930); Shenton s 
Progu H ( 1936) ; I"gils ( 1936); Complete J\[emoirJ of George 
Shaston ( 1937 ) ; RI!)med Ruminations ( 1940). 

S COli , Geoffrey (IUU1- lg2g).-Educatcd Rugby, and New 
College, Oxfo rd. \Vlnnc r of the Newdigatc, and in Ig08 of 
the Chan cellor Essa y Prize. In Igog first went to Florence, 
where h e devcloped an ever-inc reasing intcrest in Italian 
architec ture, especia ll y the baroque. In 1927 went to 
America to edit the private Papers of James Boswell , whic h 
Colonel Isham had just purc hased. First vo lume published 
in 1928, with a brillIant prefa ce and notes, and eight further 
volumes were prepared fOT p'ublicalion before Geoffrey 
Scott 's sudden d eath. A brilliant conversationalist and 
raconte ur. \-Vorks: The ArchitUlure of H llmaniJm (1914); 
A B oJC of Paints ( 19Q 3); Portrait of <'Iide ( 1925); Poems 
(193 1) . 

Shanks, Edward Buxton ( 1892 }.-Poet, c ritic , and novelist. 
Born in London. Educaled Merchant Taylor's School, and 
Trinity College, Cambridge. Editor of the Grallla, 19 12-
19 13. Served in the \Va r and at the \-Var Office. Awarded 
the first Hawthorndc n Prize fOT Imaginative Lite rature, 
1919, fo r The Queen o{China and other Poems ( 19 1 9). Assistant 
Editor of the London AlercIJ'J', 19 19- J 932. Rec rca tio ns
.. conversation and Ihe gramo pho ne." \Vorks include: 
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Songs <:l IS) ; Po<m.s ( 1916) ; Tht Old ~ndiJP(nJablts ( 19 19) ; 
bland 0 Youth ( 192 1) ; First Essop on LllnalUT( ( 1923) ; 'tht 
Shadou.graph and orha Poems ( 19 25) ; POlntS 19 12-193 2 ( 1933 ) ; 
Tht Er.clzanltd Vi I/aCt ( 1933), and Tom Tiddlrr's Ground (; .93:1) 
-fiction ; .l.Hy England ( 1937) ; A Study of Rud)'ard 1\ Ip lillg 
tJ 938); The Night- Walch j or Eng/and ( 19 42) . 

S ilu:tll . Edith ( ,887).-Bo rn at Sca r bo rough . Educated 
pri'·3tcl y. W ith her . brothers edited, Whul.s: an, Annual 
. Intlwlogy of J\lodar/. I a Jt, 19 ,6-'921 , III revolt a gainst the 
popular poetry o f t he time . " In ea dy . youth took an 
intense dis li ke to simplicity , morris.danc an~ , a se~~ of 
humour, and every kind of spor t except renewer-battmg. 
and has continued these dis likes eve r sincc." Awarded 
Med a l o f the R oya l Socie ty o f Literature, 19 34: \\'o r~ 
include: T he .\lotha alld othtr Pomu ( t 9 15) ; BucolIC ComtdUJ 
( 1923 ) ; Tht Sla ping Brow)' ( 19 24 ) ; T, oy Park ( 192 5) ; 
GoldCotLJl Cw tomJ ( 19 '29) ; ColttCltd POtms ( 19 30 ) ; Altxandtr 
POpt ( 1930) ; Tlu PltasUTlJofPotl')'( 19 3 1- 19 34 ) ; Bath ( 1932 ) ; 
Tht English Ea m triu ( 1933) ; Asptcts of ,Hodtm POclry ( 1934 ) ; 
I LiC'td undn a B lack Sun ( 19 3i ) and Sprin_~ Torrtnts ( 1938 )
fic tion ; Poons N rw and Old ( 19-tl ); Stru t Songs ( 194 t ) ; 
II Pott's N Ofe book ( Ig -n ) : Thr Song of thr Cold ( 19-t 5) . 

Situ.·tll, Osba t ( 1 8~2).-POet , play-wrig ht . n o\' e1 is t , and 
essayist. Bo rn in Lo ndon . Educa tcd Elon. In the 
G renadier Guards, 19 13- 19 19 . " D eeply interes ted in any 
manifestation of sp o rt." Contribulo r to p eriodi cals. 
R ecrealions-" en tertaining Ihe ri ch and charilY gen erally. " 
Works include : T lt'(1ttirlh Crntury Harftquinadt ( 1916) ; 
Ar.~oT/aut and ]1I1!E!tmall/ ( l g I 9) : Oul of thr Flamt ( 1923) ; 
Triplt Fugut and olh" SturilJ ( 19 24) ; Bt/ort thr Bombardmtnt 
( 1926)-a novel ; England Rulaimrd ( 1927 ) : All at Sra ( 1927) 
- a play; Dumb Animal and oIlier S/oriu ( 1930); Colltc ttd 
Pocm.J and Salins ( 193 1); j\firadt on Sinai ( 1933)-a n o \·el ; 
Wintn; o(Co fl lm l ( 11)14 ) ; Rri,ehton (\\' ith Marg-arct Barto n) 
( 1934 ) ; I'amy Foo/uh ( 1!l3s )-cssays: T hou WITt the Days 
(1938 )-. novel; vft Hand! R,~.ht Hand! ( 1945) and 
TIlt S~arltl T,u ( 19 'l b )-autobiography. 

Snalth, S tmllry ( 190 3).-Wri ter and librarian. Edu cated 
Kc~dal , a~d priva~cly . . Contributor to \'a ri o us periodica ls. 
S~ntor .As-\ l s tant LI~rana~ , Dc thnal Gree l~ Pub lic Library. 
\\ orks Include : Aprrl'\fornm.d 19 26) ; Th~Srll'VSC), th~ ( 19 33 ) ; 
N O'.'h ( 1934 ) ; Cru n LLgacy ( 1937) ; Stormy flarvc-JI ( 19.14). 

Sptndr r_ J-/arold Sttphtn ( 1909}.-Educa ted U nivcrs it y Col
ICJ:c Sch ool. Ha~pstea.d, ~na University Collegc , Oxfo rd . 
f-f:u travelled w ld cly 10 Europe-two y r ars in G ermany 
after Oxford . W o rks : Pomu ( 1933) ; Vimlla ( 1934 )-a 
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poem; The D utrua h:e Elarun' ( 1933}-criti cism ; The Trial 
of a Jlldge ( 1938)-a verse-p lay; The SJilL CUltre ( 1939); 
Ruins and Vi.sions ( 1942) . 

S lephms, James (1882} .- Poet , novelis t . and sh ort-story 
write r . Bo rn in Dublin . Spent h is c hildhood in poverty, 
wandering over Ire la nd. Typis t in a lawyer's office In 

Dublin. for a time. Irish life, scenery, c harac ter, and fo lk
lo re a re the m ate ri a l of his novds a nd poems. \Yo rks 
include: /nswrut ions ( Igog); The H ill of Vision (191!:!:) ; 
The Crork of Gold ( 19 12)-awarded the P o lignac Prize; 
The Charwoman'.! Doughlu (1912); The Demi-Gods ( 19 14) ; 
Reincarnations ( 19 18); Irish Fai'l Ta/(.J ( 19 20); Deirdre 
( 1923) ; Collu/ed Pomu ( 1926) ; Etched in A100nlighi ( 1928)
sh o n s tories; S lr;ct Joy ( 1931). 

S trong, u onard Alfr~d C~OTge ( 18g6) .- Poet, novelist , short
s tory writer, and journa lis t . Born at Plympton. Three
parts Iris h by b Ulh. Educated Brighton College. and 
Wad ham College, Oxford . For t\\'elve years assis tant 
m aster a t Sununerfields Pre paratory School, Oxford. 
Associa te ~rember of the Irish A cademy of Lcuers. R ecrea. 
tio ns-" m usic , walking in the country, swim.ming. and 
ta lking dia lec t. " \Vo rks incl ude: Dublin Day.s ( 192 1) , The 
L Ol.ary Road, DijJiw/t Love ( ' 927). a nd Northan Light.s-poems ; 
Dewer Rides, The Eng lish Caplai", Th~ Card~n. Tht Brothas, 
S~a-'''all , Corporal Tune ( 1934). and The Sevefl Amu ( ' 935) 
fiction; Laughta fr om Ihe lVest ( t 935). a nd Call 10 Ihe Swan 
( 1936)-poems; The A1inslre/ B oy (J937)-biography; The 
Day was 1m Fines t ( t 938)- fi c t ion. 

S lrulha_ Jan (!\o[ rs. J oyce M axtonc Graham) ( 190 1) .
Educa ted L o ndon, privately. H as been contributing, since 
1917. p oems, articles , and sho rt studies to va rio us periodicals , 
including Punch, the New Statesman, the Spulalor, and the 
London Alvcury. \ Vorks: Betsinda Dallcts and other Poenu 
( I Q:o:l') ; Sj'camore Square and otha Verses ( 1932) . 

S.ymons, Arlhur (I 665- J 9 45) .-\Vri teT of verse and prose . 
Born in \ ,ya les, o f Cornish parentage. Educated vario us 
priva te :o>chools. Editor of the Savoy ( 18g6) . Leader of the 
Symbolist m o ve ment in Eng land, R ecreations-hearing 
and playing mus ic, seeing dancin~. W o rks include: All 
InlToducl;o1J to the S tudy of Browning ( 1886); Days and Nights 
(188g); Silhouettn ( 1892); London Nighu ( 1895); Amoris 
Victima ( 18g7); S ludiu in Two Lilaaturn ( 18g7); The 
S.>'mbolul M ova'llmt in LiteTature ( 1899); Images of Good and 
E vil ( 1900) ; Collected Pomu ( 190 1); ' ''il/iam BlaJ.:e ( 1907) ; 
Ci/in of h oly ( 190 7); Trogdie..s ( 1916) ; Ciliu and Sea COQJis 
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llJld IJ/QlUb ( 1918) ; Dramatis Pal onae ( 19:16); CwjtJs iQlu 
( 19:30) ; ]ez.ebcl Alort and other Poems ( 193 1). . .. 

TtSJimolld, Arthur S9'l1Iour J ohn ( lg02 ).-Bom at .. BII-kcn
head, Cheshire. Educated C harter-house and Llve rpo?) 
University. Tried teac hing for two tcrn~s ; ~ ... o rkcd lit 

bookshops for two years; has been a copywriter 111 Londo n 
advertising a gencies since 1928. Books of verse : The H'allJ 
ojGlaH ( 19.3.4,) ; Voices in a Cian t City ( J9 ·1:7 ) · 

Thomas, Philip Edward ( t878-1 9 17).- EduC3tcd St. P~ul 's 
School and Lincoln College , Oxford . Always a wr~tcf". 
Works include: The Woodland Lift ( 189 7)-naturc studlcs; 
Horat Solilariae (1902); The H((Ir t of England; The South 
Country; Lift of Richard JLjJaiu; B ortow [19121 ; Four and 
Twml,)' Blackbirds ( 19I s )-storics; Po~ms 19 17 ; Th~ LaJl 
Sh~af ( 1928)-prose fra gm ents; Th~ Childhood of Edward 
ThomaJ ( 1938)- 41 fragmc nt o f auto biography. 

Thomas, C ilbat Olit'~r ( 189 1) .-Author and journalist. 
Edito rial Stan' Chapman and Hall, '910-1914 . Editor , 
Th~ Ventllr~r , '9'9- '92 I . Contribu tor to various periodicals. 
Recreations- music, m odel railway's. \"o rks include: 
BirdJ 0/ Passage ( 19 12)- pocms; T owardJ the Dawn ( 1918)
poems; ThingJ Big and Lillie {19I g )- essa ) '$ ; PomlJ 19[2-

'919 ( ' 920); l\{ary oJ Huntingdon (Jnd ollur Pomu ( 1928); 
J ohn klas(fuld ( 1932}-Modcm \Vriters Series ; William 
COUJpa and tlu Eighlunlh Cmlury ( 1935) ; AUlobiography (1946). 

Trme", Frd aic H abal ( 1865- 1923 ).- Poc t and play. 
wright. Born Avoncol'c, Co. Cork. Educated Hai lcybury 
and K cblc Collcge, Oxfo rd. Board of Education Examiner, 
1892- 1909. Artis ti c direc tor at the Haymarket Theatre, 
I g~- l g ll , where he s taged The Blue Bird. _ '''orks: 
Dmdrt Wtd and olher Poems ( 1900) ; .NtW POlms (mcluding 
Apollo find the Slaman ) ( 1907); L)'rics and Narrative PlUms 
(1 9 11 ) ; PMms,wilh FahitS in Prost ( 1918) ; N opohon, aPlay 
( 19 19) ; Collu/~d W orkJ ( 1924) ; Stluud Poans (19'24 ), 

TII",: r, Walta .lames ( 1 889- 1 ~)46 ).-Born in China. Edu
caled :,cotch College, Melbourne, and privately in lvfunic h 
and Vlcnna, Travelled in South Africa , Germany, Austria , 
11a.1):. 19 ' ?": l g I.J . A cOInmission in (he R.G,A., 1916. 
M.u~ ,cal erltlc of Ihe Nt1/) S late.sman since 1916. Dramalic 
Crlhc o~ the London A1act/r)', 1919- 1923_ Lite rary Edito r of 
!he DlJIly Han/d, 1920- 19'23. Rcc rea (ion- mwic. \Vo rks 
mclude: Tlu Hunter and olhu PoemJ ( 1917); The A-fan u·flo 
Alt' tht Popomack ( 192'2)- :1 play ; The Lambcape ofC"ythtrM 
( 19'23)- pocms; The Seu n Dnp of Ih~ Sun ( lq'2s )-poems ; 
OUlhor.:m ( 1927); Ntw Pomu ( 19'28); The PllrJuit of PS)'tht 
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( 193 1)-poems; ' ''agnl'r ( 193:\) : Jack a"d Jill ( 1934)
poe ms; Eatiot,. ( 1934 ) ; Blow for Balloons ( 1935)-3 n ovel .; 
Songs and I nu JI/((J/ioru ( 1936) ; 1\10;:0" : Iht Alan and Hu 
Work ( 1937); Poems 19 16-36 ( 1939) · 

Visiak, Edwa rd H arold {t878).-\Vo rks include: Buccanur 
B allath ( 19 10 ) ; Tht H aun /cd bland ( 19 10); Tht Phantom 
Ship ( 19 12); Brief Pomu ( 1919) ; A1jlton Agoni.sll'S ( 1 923~
criticism; l\ hdus a ( 1929)-fiction ; Sau ted Pocnu ( 193b); 
I"troduction to tht AllLJqut of Comus ( 1937) ; Editor .. Nonu!leh 
Prt-Ss Millon ( 1938). 

IYarn". S.>1c'ia Townsend ( 1 8~)3) .-Born in tvliddlesex. 
Studied music. ~'l em be r of the Editorial Committee o f 
Tlld~r Church A/usie. Contributo r .to Grou's Dictionary of 
A/fmc. \ -Yorks Include: Tht £Spahn" ( 192s)-verse; Lolly 
lVillowe.J ( 1926) and lib Forlune's J\fag.r:ol ( 1927)-fiction j 

Time Im/JOrtunrd ( 1928)-poems ; T he Tnu H eart ( 1929)-:
fic ti on; OPtlJ 7 ( 193 1) and Whrtlur a D Ol'e or Seagull (10 
conjun c tion with Valentine Ackland ) ( 1934)-poems; 
Slimmer !rill Show ( 1936)-fiction. 

W elltJlr)', D orothy Violet (Duc h ess o f \ Ve ll ington ) ( , 889)· 
D a ug hte r o f R obcrt A shto n o f C ro ug h to n , C heshire (died 
1899), and of the Countess of Scarbo rough . Brought up a t 
S andbcc k P ark, Yo rkshirc, and Lum)ey Castle, Co. Dur
h am. No education , beyo nd a German governess and 
unlimitcd read ing . Married, ' 9 '4 , Lord Gerald W e lles ley, 
so n of the Duke o f W e lling to n. British Embass ies, Con
sta ntino ple and R ome, unti l e nd of the \Var. Travelled in 
Egypt, Ind ia, Russ ia , and Pers ia . H obbies, fo rme rl y 
hunting, e tc., n ow gardening. Con tributo r to nume rous 
periodi cals and antho logies. Editor of •• The H ogarth 
Living Poets " Serics ( 1928- 1932) , and The Annual ( 1929)' 
\.yorks incl ude: Poems ( 1920); Lost Lane ( 192S); Genrsis 
( 1926) ; D u ertcr/ N olI.u (11)30 ) ; POffllS of TOI Y ears, I !P-I 
J934 ( 1934 ) ; LQrt Planet ( , g.12) ; D esert rVells ( 1946) . 

IVhis tler. LallTmce ( 1912) .- Awarded {he King's l\of edal 
fo r Poet ry 1935. \Vorks: Armed O c/oba and other POrlns 
( 1932); FOllr IVall1 ( 1934); TIlt Emperor Hrart ( 1936) ; Sir 
.7oltn Vanbm.elt ( 1 1'}~8)-b,ography; The Quirk and tlte D,ad 
(1 940); Who Lil'c In Unity ( 1 ~)44) . 

' Viekham, A'lnn (Edi{h H a rpe r , M rs. Patric k H c pburn) 
( 1883).-Bo rn at Sulton. \Ve nt {o Australia at the agc o f 
s ix . \ Vil h h er m o ther , taug ht e locutio n in t cchni cal collegC$ 
unde r the Govrrnme nt. R e turned to E urope, at the age o f 
twe nty-o ne, to b ecom e a stage voca li!)J . S tud ied a t Tree 's 
School o f Ac t illl:!:'. Con:'lrrval o ire d~ P :u-j" . and IIllflrr D~ 
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BIOGRAPHICAL NOTES 
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Bradford G rammar School. a nd \\'~dham College , Oxford . 
Entered the C iyil Servi ce , 1 90~ . Princip31 Ass is ta nt 
Secretary, ~tinisler of Labour. C.B. E. , 19 18. C .B. , 1925-
Contribu tor to numerous period ica ls. \ Vorks include : 
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(1926) ; Rtquitm ( 192 7) ; T his Blind Rou ( u)28 ) ; Dlaloguti 
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( 1933)-auto blography; R (l 'CTlt oj a Pobu man ( 1933 ). ; 
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of Aug"'l ( 1936) ; P.L. .If. ( 1936) ; Do" J. Ewa" ( 1937) ; n , 
Upwa rd Anguish ( 19 38)-autobiogr::aph y ; Ollt of Grw t 
Tribulation ( 1939 ) . 

rtats, lVi/liam BIll/a ( 1865- 1919).- TII(" Ic:lding figure in 
the Irish literary renaissance. Bo rn in Dubl in . Educated 
Codolrhin School , H3mmersmith . and Erasmus Smith 
Schoo. Dublin. Art s tudent fo r thrce ye:lrs , but left a rt 
for literature. Hel ped to found the Irish Natio nal Thea tre 
( 1899). and has been a Dircc lOr of the Abbey T he:l tre evcr 
since, and has contri buted to its repertory many no b le 
plays in prose and verse. Senato r of the Irish Free S tat(' 
since 1922. Awarded the Nobel Prize for lit erature, ' 923. 
Wo rks include: The lVandaillgs of Oisin ( 1889) : Tht 
CormlLls Calh/an ( 1892); The Ct llie T wilight ( 1893)
essays; POtms ( 1895); Prose-Co llec ted Editio n-cight 
\'olumes (1908); Pla)'s for an Ir ish Thtatr t ( 19 12) ; ula 
Pomu ( 1923) ; The Tou.:tr ( 1928) ; The IVinding Stair ( 1933) ; 
Colltcle4 POtms ( 1933); Colltcted Pla)'s ( 193.1) ; Whul.s and 
BUtiafilts ( 1934)-plays; A Visiorl ( 1935) ; A Full ,\loon in 
.Harch ( 1936) ; Collected Poems ( 1936); Editor The Oxf ord 
Book of.\lot/ern Verse ( 1937) ; A Jiisiol' ( 1937); The H tnu's 
Egf. ( 1938)-a play; Last Poems and Plays ( 19 .10). 

oung. :indreUJ ( 188s) .- Born in Elgin. Educated a t the 
Royal High School and the Unive rsity of Ed inburg h . 
Wo rlu inclu~c: Boa::, and Rulh ( 1920); The Crukoo Clock 
~22 ) ; Th,rl)'-One Poems ( 1922) ; The.NtwShtpherd ( 193 1) ; 

Inler Han:t.Il ( 19)3) ; The IVhi le Blackbird ( 1936) ; Collecled 
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WORDS 

OH words, Oh words. a nd sha ll you rule 
The world ? \Nh a t is it but the lo ng ue 
That doth proclaim a m a n a fool, 
So that his bes t songs go unsung. 
So tha t his dream s arc sent to school 
And a ll die young. 

There pass the trav ' lIing dreams, and these 
My soul adores-my w o rds cond cmn-
Oh , I would fall upon m y knees 
To kiss their golden garmen ts' he m , IC 

Ye l words do lie in wait to se ize 
And murder them . 

To-night the swing ing s tars shall plumb 
The silence of the sky. And herds 
Of plumed winds like huntsm e n come 
To haunt with dream s the res tless birds. 
To-night the moon sh a ll s trike you dumb , 
Oh words, O h wo rds . . . . 

S TEl.LA nEN:;O~ 

SECOND INTERL U DE 

SPOKEN DEFOR E "ARDVORLI C I-I 'S \"IFE" 

THESE are not visions o f ro mance , 
Nor dreams (begotten by lo nging and chance ) 20 
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POH!S OF TWENTY YEARS 

Of a ric h er life , a fairer place 
Than this fai r ea rth: they sec k to trace 
In true a nd violent things th at WCI-C done 
In years lo n g over , by m e n lo n g gon e 
The impulses o f spirits like o u rs, 
The SOll.Tees of [OT-go tt e n powers 
Engendered by the wild ea rth's to u ch 
And lost to us by overmuc h 
Contac t a nd c rowd ing a nd m odishlless 
Tha t blunt o ur apprehensiven ess. 10 

' -Ve te ll of things th a t once w e re news, 
S u c h a s the press no w so ils fo r its usc; 
But we look beyond the accid e nt 
Of a thing tha t h a ppe n ed for th e thing It m eant. 
To mimic the mlll-d e r or the kiss 
Tclls u s nothing o f wha t it is 
In the s igni fi ca n ce of the h eart. 
' '''c need to m edita te a p a rt 
Fro m the imitatio n o f som e thing sccn-
T o ask of deeds th a t o n ce have been 
\-Vhat they were d es tined to com e to m ea n 
In the spiri ts o f those who suffe red a nd did, 
And in O UI" s piriL'i in which arc hid 
The sa m e dim fo r ces. whi c h a ll iohe l"it. 

\Vhic h of us has seen a spirit ? 
W e h ave no beli e f to bring us n ca r It 

Y e t in the world o f poetry 
W e ca n admit s uc h things m ay he, 
And in th e p ossibility 
R eceive e nla rged exp e rience 30 

or beauty a nd the int e rior sense 
Of m a n 's m"ost intima te dealing with man. 

H e re, m oving in the little span 
Of this lo ved stage, you sh a ll n o t see 
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UNCONQUERABLE 

The day's cxtcrnc reality. 
Poe try wills that you sha ll hear 
The implications of a ll fcar, 
All terror and joy, tha t sha ll express 
In earnest g rievous life n o less 
Than an inmos t essence o f }o \-c1incss . 

GORDON BOTTO~ILEY 

UNCONQUERABLE 

HO~f£R and ~1.ilton blind, Beethove n deaf, 
And Collins mad and Savage famishin g, 
And Marlowe huddled into a fo rgott e n g rave, 
And Chatterto n - and so rrows everywhere 10 

Loading the witless a ir : 

Ca lamity and D eath hunt the sa m e wood, 
One strikes if olher misses; ne ithe r res ts , 
Making o f Eden dail y d esolatio n. 
A bloody amphitheatre o f Earth, 
Cinders of April turf. 

The enemies of Poetry, the fi e rce thieves 
Of beauty's and c reatio n 's miracle, 
Twin Ca::sars ravaging their captivcd Kingdoms, 
For envy slaying wh:. t else lives und ecaying , 20 

Or maiming without slaying . ... 

If there we re worser ills tha n D ea th to dream or, 
\Vone pangs than hunger's and the numbed sense. 
I[ even the lo ng ro ul solitude o r the g rave 
Ended no t o ther griers of o the r men, 
And o ther rears; eve n then 
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POEMS OF nVENTY YEARS 

Poe try nee d s must breathe throug h lips of man 
D esp e rate d e fian ce and immortal courage. 
Needs mus t h o p e bicker in his bunti ng eye, 
And Death and hunge r , m adness a nd d espite. 
Sink sull en ly from sight. 

J OHN FREEMAN 

PROLOGUE 

SPO K EN B EFORE "THE. S I NGI NG SANDS" 

I N the b eginning was the \ 'Vo rd: the n b ega n m a n's 
th o ug ht. 

And the w o rd is wit h God , by it H e is sti ll c reating. 
The power th a t is in man 's utterance m a n h~s latel y 

forgot. 
Thoug ht h ascl(' nicd the part th a t sound h as in thoug ht '! 

shaping. 

In the yo ung yea rs o f the earth m a n d esired to con -
te mplate 1 0 

His d e feats a nd victories, j oys a nd agonies, beg inning 
a nd ending : 

To ac t th ese o n a St"lgC was a h o ly ceremony, a n aid 
To the w o rship of the Forces that maintain us, 

s tric ke n or contented. 

By this e nn o bling ar t man's bodily 10 ve1incsscs 
(Th a t a r c uncontro lle d accid e nts, e ithe r to inspire o r 

hurt) 
\¥e re seen, like those o f the soul , to b e every man 's 

possessio n 
In the influ e n c e of the \\'01"<.1 , Clnd of m ovem e nt born 

of th e \Vord . 
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PROLOGUE 

First in the: lVord, and last in th e \ .yord \\'3S their 
belief : 

Colour and form and tone were th e irs , but in its 
servtce ; 

Sound was th eirs, but sound enriched by the texture 
of speech 

And, governed by ordered rhythm of speec h, to mllSIC 

turning. 

To such a lovely la bour we , ... ould have d edicated 
OUf days and selves, OUf p ass ion and all we can 

achicve-
To present honourable beings o r sh attered b eings 

and degraded 
Seeming worthy alike in the enlargement brought by 

the deed. 

But the ancient theatre of adoration and b eauty 
revered, 

In which the fate of man was faced and borne and 
softened 1 0 

By watching its devout imitation , its law mad e clear, 
Is taken away from us who would serve it, and from 

OUf longing. 

\Ve and OUf kind have been homeless, we have not 
known what to do 

To bring to expression the impulses hidden in us by 
our fathers, 

Till a poet and master of power in his power, in the 
hour and mood 

Of creating, has seen 'a purpose for us: to the \Vord 
he has hearkened . 

The \Vord is in him fo r guide. 
Of the old august celebration 

Over: 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

\Ve asse mble here in its name. h e has unlocked and 
restored 

This h o use of the \ Vard for us, n ew and yet not other. 

Now to th e o ld great art of the drama of moving 
speech, 

And of movement looking to speec h for grace and 
divine inte ntio n, 

' Vc address ourselves in your presen ce : in satisfying 
our need 

\Ve would sp eak to a need in you for OUf ancient way 
with no ending. 

GORDON BOTTO~fLEY 

I HAVE HEARD VOICES UNDER 
THE EARLY STARS 

I H I \. VE hea rd voices unde r the ea rly s tars 
, ,yhere, a m ong hills, the cold roa d s glimmer whitc,
V o ices of sh a dows p ass ing. each to the ot her, 
Clear in the airy s tillness 10 

Call their famili a r greeting and Good-nig ht. 

Were they not come as g uests to a re membered room , 
Those w ord s, surrounded by th e b e friending silence ? 
But words, a h , words-who can tell what they are 

made of, 
Or how insc rut ably sh aped to colo ur a nd bloom ? 
Sharp odours they breathe, and bitter and sweet a nd 

s tro n g, 
Born from exultation, end urance, and d esire; 
Flying fro m mind to mind , (0 bud a thoug ht again, 
Spring, and in e ndless birth the ir wizard power pro lo ng . 

There was a vo ice on a sun·shafted sta ir 
That sang ; I h eard it singing: 
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I HAVE HEARD VOICES 

The very trees seem ed lis tening to the ir roo lS 
Out in the sunshine, and like dro ps in lig ht 
The words rained o n the grasses g ree nl y spring ing. 

Ah, lovely living words, wha t have we d o ne to YOll ? 
Each infant tho ught a so ul e.xulting to be bo rn 
Into a body, a breath brea thed from the lips, a 

word 
Dancing, tingling, pulsing, a bod y fresh as d ew! 
Once in the bonds of usc manacled a nd confi ned 
How have we m ade you labour, thinned from bea uty 

and s tre ng th , 
Dulled with OUf dullness, sta n 'cd to the apathy o f a 

serf, to 
Outcast in streets, abandoned foundlings o f the mind I 

Yet once, in stilln ess of night 's stillest h Ollr, 
\Vords from the page I read 
Rose like a spirit to embrace my spirit. 
Their radiant secret shook rne: ea rth was new; 
And I throbbed, like o ne wa kened fro m the dead . 

o swift words, words like flames , proud as a victo r 's 
eye, 

Words armed and terrible, storming the h ea rt , sending 
\Vaves of love, and fcar , a nd accusa tio n ovcr 
Peoples,-kindling, c ha nging! Al as , but ca n you 

die, 20 

Hardened to wither ro und the tho ught wherein you 
grew? 

Become as the blind lead ing \vith slow shuffie the 
blind, 

Hcavy like senseless stones the savage kneels befo re? 
o shamed. 0 vic tim wo rds, wh.l t have we do nc to 

you? 

LA U R ENC E BI NYON 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

THE BIRTHRIGHT 

TH E mir acle of Ollr land 's spuch- so k l10lL'n 
A nd long reeeit'ed, none m a r oJel whtn '(is shown! 

\Vc h a ve su c h w ealth as R o me at h e r m ost pride 
H a d n o t or (hav ing) sea tte rc d n o t so wide; 
Nor with su c h a rra nt pro dig ality 
Be nea th h e r a n y p aga n 's foot le t l ie . ... 
Lo! Dia m o nd tha t cost som e h a lf the ir d ays 
T o find a nd ['othe r h a lf to bring to bla ze: 
Rubies o f ever y h ea t , where thro ug h w e scan 
The fi e rcer a nd m o re fi ery h eart o f m a n : t o 
Eme ra ld that with the uplifted billow vies, 
And Sapphires e ve ning r e m e mbe red skies : 
Pea rl p e rfec t. as immo rta l tears InuS l sho w, 
Bred, in d ee p w a te rs , o f a pi e rc ing woe; 
And te nd e r Turkis, so with c h a rms y-writ, 
Of w oven gold , T ime d a res n o t bite on it. 
The rea ft e r , in a ll m a nne rs w o rked a nd set, 
Jade, c o ra l, a mbe r. c l-ys ta l, ivo ries, j e t,
S h o wing n o m o re th a n vario us fa nc ies, ),e t , 
E ach a Life's to ke n o r Love's a mule t. .. _ 20 

Whic h things, thro ug h timeless a rroga n ce o f usc, 
W e n eithe r g u a rd n o r garne r , but abuse; 
So that o ur sch o la rs- n ay, o ur c hildren- fling 
In sp o rt o r j es t treas urc to a rm a King; 
And the g ross c r o wd. a t feas t o r marke t, h o ld 
Traffi c p c r"fo rce w ith dus t o f gems and gold! 

R UD \, .. 'RD KIPLING 

O N MEMORY 

N o t l"i bc h a s built a shrinc to M e m o r y 
N o r ca r ved a n image dreaming in h e r nam(' 
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ON MEMORY 

Above the rocks, where twice a day the sea 
!\lay pour a music at her a ltar fl ame; 
An image curled to lis ten like a shell 
Rounded with sound upon the ocean brim, 
A subtle coil of coral that can te ll 
The echoes floating in the sea fall dim. 

Yet she is eldest of th e goddesses. 
She makes our fl esh ring softly, like a b e ll 
Shaken by pass ing fee t. No wo rds ca n te ll 
Why man should find her murmuring so S\\"ee l. to 

In the coiled ashy ncrvcways of the brain 
This goddess has her shrine. 
Sound dies in breaking waves of pain 
Before she takes her echoes thin and fine ; 
And the eye's gateway sifts a ll coloured li ght, 
The nostril's ga teway sep a rates a ll fum e, 
Before those echoes, born on the mind-spume, 
Come: to the aJtar where she dwells. smiling in ordered 

night. 

She doth undo her delica te sw eet d oor 
With subtle keys. N o huma n sound can le ll 30 

Of tha t fresh light and ancient sorrow-bell 
Tolling remotely as we tread her fl oor 
(Mazed yet as simple as a ba ll o f d ew ) 
Among the wandering echoes blowing thro ugh . 

She harvests for the a utumn of the mind, 
Bringing all ho me beneath an evening lig ht , 
Storing h gently a t the o pen d oors 
That cannot shut agains t the coming night; 
There, in the lingering d ay 
Th~ mind may pause, and play 30 
A little while: with toys of garnered touch a nd sight. 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

The dragon and the dai sy of Atl a ntis 
She h a th dra wn in: and still the h a rvest goes 
Betwee n t h e e a g er doorways o f the sen ses, 
And sh e w eaves it into e c h oes as it fl ow s. 
H er c urved po wers rise and go like lig ht 
Into the future, d a rk devouring brig ht , 
Like h a lf a ra inbo w los t 
In cloud a nd h a lf by w ood s a nd cities c r ossed . 
S h e kno ws the fu ture, w ith its d ea th o f w a rmth a nd lig ht. 

But when this com es, and a ll the s tars a re dead, 10 

Hidd e n behind the drifting s ta r-mo te sheet, 
\Vhe n fin a l sn o w sto rms cover p a laces 
And m e n c r eep d own within s t eel cl iffs fo r heat 
But canno t c hea t the old, 
Returned a nd c reeping cold-
The n M e m o ry sh a ll undo h e r d oorway dim a nd s",~' cetJ 
And wait a lo ne within m a n 's freezing bra in 
\"'hile a ll his s to ry closes like a flower ; 
Faithfull y garne ring his fin a l p a in 
\Vith courage, go dhead , b eauty . in the ir hour; 2 0 

And fo r the fin a l t ime 
His soul sh a ll hea r h e r b e ll o f SOITO W c hime 
And know h er lig ht o ffreshncss a nd her calming p o wer. 

No m o re, oh n eve rmo re 
(So to lls the bell across th e s lo wly d a rkening flo or) 
No m o r e, 0 h a rvest fin e 
Y o ur w ave shall w ash the d oorwa y o f the shrine 
In th e las t m~tn ' S cold skull , the goddess Past, 
Shut in by dark, by furry fros t , sha ll sleep a t las t. 

S TELLA GIBBO t'.5 

MERU 

CIVILIZATION is hooped together, broug ht 30 

Under a rule, under the semblance of peace 
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CIVILIZATION 

By m anifold illusion ; but man's life is tho ugh t, 
And he, despite his te rro r , cannot cease 
Ravening through century afte r century. 
Ravening, raging, a nd uproo ting that he may come 
Into the desolation of reality: 
Egypt a nd Greece good-bye, and good-bye, R o me! 
Hermits upon tvlount 1\'Ieru or Everest, 
Cavcrncd in nig ht unde r the drifted snow, 
O r where tha t snow a nd winter 's dreadfu l blas t 
Bea t down upo n their na ked bodies, kno w 10 

That day brings round the nig ht, that b efore dawn 
His glory and his monuments are gone. 

W. B. YEATS 

CIVILIZATION 

I W E IG H the piles of Babylo n 
Against a morning bird's shrill cry, 

\Vhen the d awn-wind flutes a lone 
Under the pearl-blue misty sky. 

I weigh the m o unds of comned coin, 
Buried in vaults , bases of towers. 

Against the gossamer threa d s tha t join 
The petals of p a le Autumn fl owers. 20 

The brazen and the iro n h o use 
Are rooted amid skulls a nd bones, 

But the Sun 's joy sings luminous, 
And d ances thro ug h his crysta l zones . 

Beyond the hills of Corylande 
The violet evening weaves a star 

Tha t burns immaculate and bland
\Vhat ant-hills Time's d a rk cities are! 

WILFRED ROWLAND ClIlLDE 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

CONTINUITY 

BANKERS at war 
That gold may rule 
Dim lives that should be free, 
Space circular, 
And Faith gone cool, 
And Time a mystery .... 
But from some old and plain delight! 
No puzzles shall me sever' 
Love's act could speak 
\Vhcn Greek Inel Greek; Ie 

Some joys arc good for ever. 

Rose in her bower 
Of thorn and leaf 
Growing through history 
Smells for an hour 
As sweet as bl"icf 
And for eternity_ 
Fishing in history's murmuring taro 
'"'\Thence echo ceases never, 
With Thought for cast 
) 'U catch the past 
And stay by it for ever. 

Roses were old 
And wit was salt 
With Ulysses at sea 
Long before gold 
Made thought a fault 
Heavy in mine and mc. 
Sercnc by rose and murnluring tarn 
No banking laws can sever, 30 

My senses share 
The warm Greek air 
Sweet once, and so for ever. 

STELLA GroDONS 
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IN THE CAVES OF AUVERGNE 

HERALDRY 

\VHO curbed the lio n long ago 
And penned him in this towering fi e ld 
And reared him wingless in the sky ? 
And quenc h ed the dragon 's burning eye, 
Chaining him here to m a ke a show > 
The faithful guardi a n of the shield ? 

A fa bulo us wave fa r back in Time 
Flung these calm trophies to this shore 
That looks o ut o n a diffe re nt sea . 
These relics o f a buried war, 10 

Empty as shape and cold as rhym e, 
Gaze no w on fabulo us w ars to b e. 

So w ell th e storm m us t h ave fulfill ed 
I ts task o f perfec t overthro w 
That this new w o rld to them must see m 
Irrccogni zably the sam e, 
And looking from the fl ag and shield 
They sec the self-sa me road they know, 

Here now heraldic watch the m rid e 
This path far up the m o unta in-side '20 

And backwa rd neve r cas t a look i 
Ignorant that the dl-agon died 
Long since and tha t the m o untain shook 
\"hen the great lio n was cruc ified_ 

EDWIN !\l UIR 

IN THE CAVES OF AUVERGNE 

H E carved the red d eer a nd the bull 
Upon the smooth cave rock, 

13 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

R e turned fro m war with bell y full. 
And scarre d with many a knock , 

He carved the red deer and th e bull 
Upon the smooth cave r o ck. 

The stars Hew by the cave 's wide door, 
The clouds wild trumpets blew, 

Trees rose in wild dreams from the floor, 
Flowers with dream faces g rew 

Up to the sky, and softly hung 
Golden and white and blue. 10 

The woman ground h e r heap of corn, 
Her hea rt a guarded fire; 

The wind played in his trembling soul 
Like a hand upon a lyre, 

The wind dl"cW faintly on the s tone 
Symbols of his desire: 

The red dee r of the forests dark, 
\Vhosc antlers cut the sky, 

That vanishes into the mirk 
And like a dream flits by, 

And by an arrow slain at las t 
Is but the wind's dark body. 

The bul1 that stands in marshy lakes 
As motionless and stiU 

As a d a rk roc k jutting from a plain 
vVithout a tree or hill, 

The bull that is the sign of life, 
Its sombrc, phallic will. 

And from the dead, white eyes of them 

20 

The wind springs up anew , 30 

I t blows upon the trembling hcart, 
And bull and deer renew 
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ROMAN HEADSTONE 

Thei l' flitting life in the: dim pas t 
\Vhcn that dead Hunter drew. 

I sit beside him in the night, 
And, fingering his red slone, 

I chase through endless forests dark 
Seeking that thing unknown , 

That which is n o t red deer or bull, 
But which by them was shown : 

By those stiff shapes in which he drew 
His soul 's exalted cry, 

"Vhen flying down the fores t d a rk 
He slew and knew not why, 

\Vhcn he was filled with son g, and streng th 
Flowed to him from the sky. 

The wind blows from red deer and bull, 
The clouds wild trumpets blare, 

Trees rise in wild dreams from the earth, 
Flowers with dream faces sta re-

0 , Hunter, J'our own shadow stands 

10 

IYithin ) 'our forest lair! 
W. j. 

20 

TURNER 

ROMAN HEADSTONE 

JULIA , cori.ssima Julia, 
Stra nge how you hold a beauty for me now. 
As though no sixteen centuries had dimmed your 

charm, 
When only c rusted stones remain to trace 
Your exile life , here where I seek not balm 
To heal such wounds of body as once scarred your lord, 
But silence for my mind and peace for hands 
That they may cease their restless artifice 
And stretch at ease in tendrils and grass s trands 1 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

Julia ) carissima Julia, 
Strange that no w o man bears the likeness now 
That you have set upon my tablet mind , 
No t in ob1itcratcd text as h e re 
In perpetuum ave carved I find, 
A valediction lic h en ised and broke n 
Beyond what ultimate arc you? I ponde r. 
In perpeluum aVe a/que vale. 

Julia, where do you \ ... ·andcr? 
JOHN GAWSWORTH 

A SAXON SONG 

T OOLS with th e comely names , 10 

Mattoc k and scythe and spade, 
Couth and bitter as flam es, 
Clean. and bowed in the blade,-

A man and his tools make a man and his trade. 

Breadth of the English shires, 
Hummock and kame and Inead, 
Tang of the reeking byres, 
Land of the English breed,-

A m an and his land make a man and his creed. 

L e is ure ly floc ks an d h e rds, zo 
Cool-eyed cattle that come 
Mildly to wonted words, 
S wine that in orchards roam,-

A m an a nd his beasts make a man and his home. 

C hildren sturdy and flaxen 
S houting in brotherly strife, 
Like the land they are Saxon, 
So ns of a man and his wife,-

For a man and his loves make a man and his life. 
VICTORIA SACKVILLE~\.yEST 
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THE GOTHIC ROSE 

THE LAST ABBOT OF GLOUCESTER 

THE Mjddle Ages sleep in alabaster 
A d elicate fine sleep. They never knew 
The irreparable hell of that disas te r, . 
Tha t broke with hamm ers H eaven 's fra g il e blue. 

Yea, crowned and robed and silent he abides, 
Last of the R o m a n s, and that ivory calm , 
Beneath whose wings a ugus t the minster-sides 
Trembled like virgins to the perfec t Psa lm. 

Yea, it is gone with him , yea, it re turns n o t; 
The g ilt proud sanctuaries arc dust, the hig h to 
Steam of the violet fragrant fra nkincense burns no t : 
All gone; it \\'a5 too beautiful to die . 

It was too beautiful to live ; the world 
Nc'er rotted it with her slow.crecping hells : 
?vfcn shall no t sec the Vision crowned and pearlcd. 
\-Vhen J erusa lem blossomed in the noon·tide bells! 

\ 'VILFRED ROWLAND CI-IILD E 

THE GOTHIC ROSE 

A"IID the blue smoke of gem-glassed chapels 
You shall find Me, the white five-wound ed Flower, 
The R ose of Sarras. Yea, the moths have eaten, 
And fretted the gold cloths of the Duke of York, ~o 
And los t is the sca rl e t cloak of the Cardinal Bea ufo rt ; 
Tapers arc quenched and rods of silver broke n, 
Where.once King Richard dined beneath the leop a rds : 
But think yo u that any beautifulness is wasted 
\Vith which Mine angels have blessed the bl~e-eyed 

English, 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

Twining into stone an obscure dream of Heaven, 
A crown of flinty spines about the Rose, 
A slim flame blessing the Coronal of Thorns? 
And Y o rk is for ever the \Vhite R ose of tvlary. 
And Lancaster is dipt in the Precious Blood, 
Though the hig h shrine that was built by the king of 

the Romans 
Be down at Hayles, and the abbey of Saint ~.fary 
Be shattered now in three-towered Eboracum. 

\NILFRED ROWLAND CHILDE 

ALAS! POOR QUEEN 

SHE was ski lled in music and the dance 
And the old arts of love 10 

At the court of the poisoned rose 
And the perfumed glove. 
And gave her beautiful hand 
To the pale Dauphin 
A triple crown to win
And she loved little d ogs 

And parrots 
And rcd.legged partridges 

And the golden fishes of the D ue de Guise 
And a pigeon with a blue ruff :10 

She had from M onsie ur d'Elba;uf. 

1vfas ter John Knox was no friend to her; 
She spoke to him soft and kind , 
Her honeyed words were Satan 's lUl'c 
The unwary soul to bind. 
U Good sir , doth a lissom e shape 
And a comely face 
Offend your God His Grace 
Whose Wisdom maketh these 
G o ld en fi shes of the Due de Guise? n 30 
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OPENING CHORUS 

She rode throug h Liddcsdale with a song ; 
.. Ye streams sac wondrous strang, 
Oh mak' me a wrack as I com e back 

, I " But spare me as gang. . 
\Vhilc a hill-bird c ried and cn ed 
Like a spirit lost 
By the grey storm-wind tost. 

Consider the way she had to go , 
Think of the hungry snare , 
The net she herself had WO\'C tl, 

Aware or unaware, 
Of the dancing feel grown still , 
The bli nded eyes-
Queens should be cold and wise, 
And sh e loved little things, 

Parrots, 
And red-legged partridges, 

And the golden fishes of the Due de Guise . 
And the pigeon with the blue ruff 

.0 

She had from Monsieur d ' Elbceuf. '0 
MARION ANG US 

OPENING CHORUS 

FOR A NOAH PLAY 

S TAND with us he re 
On the south·\vCS lCrn cliff of the great Jurassic escarp

ment, 
A common for rare wood-larks, a place where wind-

pumps veer 
Constant as your necessity, drinking that reservoir 
Free to all: invisible the veins it is life to open, 
The lake only your death may look on. 
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POE~IS OF TWENTY YEARS 

Stand with us now and hear 
Only the wood-lark's irrelevant song, the shepherd's 

whis tle, 
And seven-league [aetraH of wind striding through dry 

grasses. 
For as yet the torrents to come are but a roaring in the 

ear 
Of prophets, or the raving fancy of one delirious with 

thirst. 
Pac ific the sky. a delig ht for shepherds and hikers ; 

though a seer 
!\·fight beho ld ove r the ci ties to north and north-eas t 

spreading 
A s tain, clouds not whit e, the coaling-up of wrath. 

Stand \"iIh u s h e re. 
Feci underfoot the linked vertebrae of your land 10 

Stretching north to the far fells, the head of rivers. 
Prehis tory sleeps below in many beds . Refore 
Man se t a valueon his thoughts or made a prison for fear, 
These hills were grown up, to the sky happiJy married, 
That now are wrinkled with the rains of more than 

mortal years, 
Old enough to reme mber the first birds and the great 

reptiles. 

Stand with u s. Far and ncar 
See his to ry unfo lded in the scrolled hills, her secret 
Indelible as hieroglyphs stamped on the il- s tone, clear 
To the eye but hard fo r you to interpret. The green 

barrows 20 

Of Britons. The high camps where Roman eagles 
kept watch 

On Wales unblinking. The manors, cosy in combes. 
Dear 

The dewponds, and still black the circles of Jubilee 
bonfires. 
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OPENING CHORUS 

Stand with us here, 
The past at yo ur feet , your fin gers nervo lls like the 

lark 's wing . 
To be up and doing. And now, for to·day 5 sun goes 

higher, 
Let your heans grow warm as wax to take note of the 

future: 
Let him step forward, if onc there be wise to weather . 
From behaviour of m a rtens or altered tones of the 

smooth-voiced weir 
Able to lea rn a nd to beware. 

Now look away 
Into the valley and deep into the unregard ed 
Sweat that h as made it fertile. That curve of plough. 

land sec 10 

As a graph of his tory. and hC~\r what the young corn 
tries to say. 

Read between those furrows a desperate appeal 
Of men \'I.'ho had no other voice. 

No,",,' look beyond, this way. 
Behold a different growth: set in ancient wood, 
Grafted on to the valley stock, a new life-the Town. 
Consider the unifo rm foliage of roofs, hiding decay 
And rain.fearing pests and all the diversities ofloving : 
\Vind-screens dazz led by the sun: strip.built roads 

that stray 
Out like suckers to drain the country; and routes 

familiar 1:0 

To night-expresses, the fire·cres t flyers, migrating 
south. 

Now come away 
From these self-flattering heig hts , and 1ike a diver 

plunging 
Into his own image, cnler the Town. You p ass 
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P O EMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

Nurseries tha t splash c .-ude colour over war's pale 
griefs, 

Nurturing seed fo r a soil sh a llo\\' a.s soldie rs ' g raves: 
Huts, the butt-ends of a w a r , H onour 's s loven re trea t; 
And ash amed as pha lt where the n a ked put on in-

differencc--to-day 
\Villowherb g rows in the c r a cks , the idiot flower of 

e..~austion. 

Now close r look this way. 
Do not be d eceived by th e two -faced tra ffic sig n s, th e 

e..xpenslve 
Flood-lit smile of civic beauties, the fo untains th a t 

play 
In limelight like spoilt children. See rather how the 

old 
Their wintering g h osts c ree p out on gusts of w a rm 

n osta .lg ia : 1 0 

The young, their run-ahead hope b a rred by Death's 
o n e -way 

Approach : a nd the good like m a dmen preaching to 
locked faces . 

Look not away-
Though u gly th is, it IS your foundatio n and your 

predicament. 
Be hind th e image o f g lass, the mira ge of bric k, you 

await 
A judgm e nt a nd a c h o ice. But lis ten for tha t which 

is sti ll 
Less th an the whisper of clouds assembling, of arrows 

falling . 
But look to him we w ill ca ll Noah, fi g ure of your 

fate, 
Him understand, him obey. 

C. DAY LEWIS 



FROM .. DEVIL'S DYKE" 

THE LANE 

YEARS and years and m a n 's thoughtful foot, 
Drip and guttering rains and mute 
Shrinkage of snows, and shaggy-hoofed 
Horse have sunk this Jane tree-roofed 

Now patched with blossoming elder, 
\Vayfaring-tree and guelder ; 

Lane that eases the sharp-scarped hill 
\Vinding the slo pe with leisurely ,viii. 

Foot of Briton, formal R o m a n, 
Saxon and Dane and Sussex yeoman 
Have delved it deep as river-bed, 
Till I walk wading to my head 

In ai r so close and hot 
And by the wind forgo t, 

It seems to me that in this place 
The earth is breathing on my fa ce. 

Here I loi tee a lost hour, 
Listen to bird, look on a flower. 
\Vhat will be left when I am gone? 

10 

A trodde n root, a loosened s tone 20 

And by the blackthorn caug h t 
Some gossamery thought 

Of thankfulness to those dead bones 
That knit hills closer than loose stones. 

ANDREW YOUNG 

FROM .. DEVIL'S DYKE .. 

(Satan leaning against the lintel or the open door", looks out 
toward the pell-mel! duruption or hu army. ) 

CO.ME back out of the day, my people! 
It IS the hour of moths, and conquer'd men. 
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POEMS OF nVEl'.'TY YEARS 

Come back , limp wings! 
T h e firs t bird sings 
\Vich ro und c hes t puff 'd against the sky, 
And sm a lly blinks a t the beginning breeze. 
\Vo uld we w e re closer to suc h things,
The innoce nt concerns of bird a nd fcath e r . • 
F o r bidden h eave n , mus t we fo rfe it th ese? 
But com e, m y failures , le t u s go toge the r 
Out o f th e li g ht, le t u s a way; 
Justly we a rc cxpcll 'd ; this day-shone ea rth 10 

lvlocks a t our c unning , a nd we s tay 
But to pro v id e unseemly mirth 
For tra i tors , wild \",ieh h o liday. 
L ook a t th e dew, 
The slowly-fo c ussing land , 
The o p ening fields in rustic sm ock o f g rey; 
O h , they will never undcrs la nd 
H ow n ear to death they lay, 
But in dull simpleness th ei r journal tasks renew. 
T h e re is n o fea r in Nature; tho u g h I spin 20 

Each nig ht a different net o f sin, 
F o reknowing my d efea t 
S he sleeps, the n wakes 
And sh akes 
The dun ga u ze o f h e r lovel iness 
Over the m o rning, sieving o ut the s ta rs, 
Then h as te ns to repeat 
The tedio u s conve ntions o f r ebuilding d a y. 
Come, my poor Jio ns, ga the r up your h a te ; 
O ut of the wo rld w i th YOll, 30 

Into the pit wi th YO ll , o ut o f the sun :-
Self-fo il 'd , the re 's the disg r ace, we arc scIf-foiJ'd. 
O ne of o ur number, wo rking o ur own plan! 
H e ncefo rth co nte nt yourselves with sing le comba t, 
F o r know , mankjnd ca n o nly be assa iled 
Thro u g h the weak individual , so ul by soul, 
S to le n , devour'd; his mind, COIiCCliveJy, 
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GO THE LONG WAY, THE LONG WAY HO~(E 

Cannot be scralch'd -
\Vitness the strange futility of war. 
Death was our ally long ago, 
I say long, long ago, for now we arc betrayed. 
OUT murders have no t sti ll'd the thrush , 
Nor to the white hills brought decay ; 
Our hope had swollen to a cloud, 
But now it weeps, and rains away. 
Come back into the d ark , my soldiers. 

CHRISTOPHER H ASS ALL 

GO THE LONG WAY, 
THE LONG WAY HOME 

Go the long , ... ay, the long ,,,'ay home. 1 0 

Over this gate and that lean, at the three la ncs ' 
meeting delay. 

Look well at that field of hay, eye closely the drilled 
loam, 

Finger the springing corn, count every petal 
Of the hedge rose and the guelder rose. 
Under the bosom of the blossomed elder stay. 
Delay, linger, browse deep on al l this green and a ll 

this growing, 
Slant cheek to the sweet air, with deep greeting survey 
The fu11·leaved boughs like water fl owing, 
The corn-waves hurrying uphill as the wind blows. 
Look overhead into the blue, look round. 20 

\Vatch this bird fly and that bird settle, 
With slow treading and sure greet the assuring g round: 
Go slowly, for slowly goes this midsummer day, 
And this is the last time you will eome this way. 

Co the long way. the long way home. 
Aye, and when you've arrived and the sig hing gate 

falls to, 
Go ,lowly, go heedfully your garden through. 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

Breathe in the spi ce pink s, turn face up to the soft 
Ripe rose that wags alo ft, 
Nod to the old rake, rub thumb along the sp a d e 's edge, 
l\1easure the potato hills and the tall bean rows, 
Pledge cherry and currant bush, pledge lily and lily 

leaf spear 
And rebel the nettles w a ving along the h ed ge; 
Look closely, look well, 
See how your garden gro ws, 
Ponder yourself even into the secret cell 
Of this year's honeycomb : 10 

Look long, for long has this been yours and long been 
dear, 

And this is the last time you will stand here. 

Go the long way. the lo ng way home. 
Though you are wea ry, h as ten not ghos t to ground, 
Tarry this last hour OUl, take your last look round , 
Greet finally the earth. greet leaf and root and stock . 
Stand in your last hour poised, like thedanddion clock
Frail ghost of the gaudy raggle.taggle that you were
Stand up, 0 homing phantom, stand up intact and 

declare 
The goodness of earth the greatest good you found, 20 

Ere the wind jolts you, and you vanish like the foam. 
SYLVIA TOWNSEND \VARNER 

THE CORNER STONE 

STERlLE these stones 
By time in ruin laid. 
Yet many a creeping thing 
Its haven has made 
In these least crannies. where falls 
Dark 's dew, and noonday shade. 
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THE SNARE 

The claw of the lender bird 
Finds lodgment here; 
Dyc-winged butterflies po ise ; 
Emmet and beetlc steer 
Their busy cou rse; the bee 
Drones, laden, ncar. 

Their myriad-mirrored eyes 
C reat d ay reflect. 
By their exquisite facin gs 
Is this granite specked; 
Is trodden to infinite dust; 
By gnawing lichens d ecked . 

Toward what eventual dream 
Sleeps its cold on , 
\Vhen into ultimate dark 
These lives shall be gon e, 
And even of man not a sh ad ow rem ain 
Of all he has done ? 

\VAL TER DE LA Iv1..ARE 

THE SNARE 

FAR away and long ago 

'0 

This trouble at my heart began: lO 

Ere Eden perished like a flo wer) 
Or Eve had shed her tears a n hour, 
Oe Adam knew himself a m a n, 
In every leaf of every tree 
Beauty had set a snare fo r mc. 

Far away and long ago 
Her loveliest song began to chime. 
Bright Hector fell, and at the stroke 
Ten thousand hearts like mine awoke 
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PO EMS OF T WENTY Y E ARS 

In every age and e ve r y cl ime . 
S h e s tood b es triding Time and Space 
Amid the s tars, a nd Ii t the r ose 
\ 'Vith scent a nd colour, a nd she c h ose 
l\1y country fo r a dwelling p lace , 
And se t a s n a re in eve ry tree 
A wai ting m e, aWai ting m e ! 

EDWA R D D AV ISON 

THE VAGRANT SCHOLAR 

TH E golde n sunshine c re pt upo n my book 
And c h a n ged the p ages to diminishing fi elds, 
The w o rds to bush es whe re the thrush es sa n g . 10 

I wande red b ack whe re I h ad b ee n b efoTe, 
Page a fte r p age, e n c h a nted with the g rass, 
The flowering h ed gero w a nd the scented b ra nc h, 
The rills with vo ice o f linnets, a nd the birds 
\Vith music as o f hidde n w a ters tumbling 
Thro u g h s to n es a nd m osses into secre t p ools. 
I looked upo n the wises t words again 
And saw the sow e rs at the ir a n c ient w o rk 
Alo ng the furrows g leaming thro ug h the cla y. 
The seed of tho u g ht, a n d seed fo r huma n bread, 
Ete rnal b eauty a nd immedi a te n eed , 2 1 

W e re scattered the re b e fo re my hung ry eyes 
In that i nspired confusio n o f the su n . 

RIC llARD CIIU R C B 

BROOK NOSTALGIA 

OH I would go away and fire m y eyes, 
G e t' a new bra in , and w oo the gravel fli e" 
And m a ke a glow-worm pillow o f nly s ig h s ! 

28 



FAMILIARITY 

f orge t, forget-where alder r oots cling we t. 
\Vhcre wa le r runs I can a year forget. 
The empty brain grows pleasuring cars a nd eyes. 

Sec, wa tch , suspend . Just tha t , and g ild my nose, 
rvUndlcss as hern or otter, in the sun's throes, 
\Vhc rc roc k-moss drips, whe re water g leams and fl ows. 

G rey is my hea rt, and g rey the fa ce of th ee. 
T hese c hopine heels se t no t the pace for me. 
\Vhere winds walk w a rily I canno t sec. 

But by the ivied bridge the dun-flies gleam; 10 

T he brown trout tUfns his speckles to the stream, 
And small sto nes s tun my d a rk s treet-troubled dream. 

O nly whe re water runs I can forge t. 
Fins, little wings and pebbles pearl Time's net. 
\Vha t some times was, came o ft , a nd sh a ll be ye t. 

HERBERT PALM E R 

FAMILIARITY 

D ANCe. not your spectral d a nce a t me ; 
I know you well ! 

Along this lane there lives no tree 
But I can tell. 

I know each fall a nd rise a nd twist· • You-why, a wildflower in the mis t • The moo n , the mis t. 

Sound not that long alarm, gray tower, 
I know you well ; 

This is your h abit at this hour • You and your bell ! 
If once, I heard a hundred times 
Thro ugh evening's ambuscade your chimcs

Dark tower, your chimes. 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

Enforce n o t th at no-m eanin g so, 
F a miliar stream; 

Whe ther you tunc it hig h or lo w, 
I know your the m e ; 

A proud-fed but a pun y rill , 
A m eadow brook, poured quick a nd shrill

Alo ne and shrill. 

Sprawl not so mons ter-like, blind mist; 
I kno w n o t U seem s ••. , 

I a m too o ld a r ealis t 10 

To take sea-drea ms 
From you , o r think a great white VVh a le 
Floats through O Uf h a wthorn-scented vaJc

This foam-cold vale. 
EDMUND BLUNDEN 

EVENING 

THE burde n of these beauties is too much. 
T hey strain my p assion for m o rta lity. 
They ring my world with falsity of touch 
As fingers can the far dim rims of sea. 
They overcrowd with their reality 
The small a nd casu a l places of the bra in, %0 

Till what is edged most p ass ionately with m e 
Is lost too easily for e rrant pain. 

E mpty the sack of lhis 100 varied sky 
Of sa ils and lig hts and children. Let there lie 
A vacant vastness of expectancy 
As in the mind before the last dream s free. 
Let doom be cvc fY'vhcre the sign o f grace , 
And each thing s ta nd for dea th in its true place. 

L. AARONSON 

Rapallo 
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CLUSE AKIN MY WARRIURS ARE 

THE GOLDEN SPIDER IN THE MIND 

H ERE'S a be nt tree: 
H a ted a nd loved it, h a ve I , years in turn ; 
Cool fa n-fla ke roof a nd d a ppled root in fe rn, 
\Vha t d o they say fo r m e ? 
This o nly: h e re 
I s tood a lone , o ncc, in a va nished yea r, 
Imagining 
A most vain thi ng. 

Mark Folly well : 
But her divine disguising 10 

\\'ho m ay tell ? 
\Vha t golden spid er in the mind , d evis ing 
H ow h e should fling his unseen film y rope, 
C hanced h ere to sh ed 
On trembling bccch-nvig tender overhead 
His skein o f a iry ho pe? 
On tha t d ay I 
Lay leafy-lost, sun-sped , 
Till greenligh t fled 
And the sky whispered , a nd a web w as spun 20 

Neve r to be undone . 

Be nt tree, 
o ha tred part of me, 
By wha t an iron cord you bind m e now 
Fas t to your bitter bough! 

GEOF FREY Seorl" 

CLOSE AKIN MY WARRIORS ARE 

C LOSE a kin m y w a rnors a re; 
From the humming bird tha t swings 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

All a-quiver, like a s ta r 
In a r a diance of quic k wings
-To the tiger m o untains, s tric ke n 

Into stillness by a breaking 
C u rse ; b eh o ld , they stir a nd quicken, 
Gods shall tremble a t the ir waking ... 

L a, my warriors, close akin, 
An impreg n a ble aJliance. 

Drop thy Jword and thy dqiallct, 
Bow thy head Gild let them in. JO 

STELLA BENSON 

THEY WILL COME BACK 

THEY will come back, the quie t days, 
R osem a ry, myrtle, lavender, 
And spring r e turning, leaf by leaf, 
T o the quiet heart, the single mind. 

Not with th e slow septennial change, 
The s tead y p ulse, o r the iron tide ; 
With the c urfew d ove , the quiet b e ll , 
It will n o t come, the harvest-home. 

They will not com e, the genti a n days, 
With the cornfield white in summer, o r the long 20 

Provenc;a l n oon, but with the autumnal storm, 
Strikes in the n o rth. a nd random shots. 

They will com e bac k, the strenuous d ays. 
On Petere t Ridge, the Eagle Nest. 
And c ross the gap of trivial time 
Sure as the wind, the nig ht express. 

Throug h b o mbs and teargas , thro u g h the acute 
Machine-gun rattling answer, s tric t 
Self-knowledge, dark rebellion, death 
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PLOU GHING 

In the shuttered streets, thro ug h barricades , 
And doors flung o pen in the wind , 
They will come b ack. 

MICHAE L R O DE RTS 

PLOUGHING 

GR U D GING o f d aylig ht w e re those w inter houn, 
And sp ring a g lea m of flower in the mind . 
T he earth had sta led with bearing, but aga in 
The lo th soil must be m e llo wed with dung 
And opened for new sowing. 

\Vhe n th e east 
H ad dra ined the las t twilight fro m the low pl aces 
And birds shook the stillness loose, the ploughma n 10 

Had scored his second groove o n the fi e ld. 
The horses muscled fo rwa rd without the whip, 
But quick to a nswer to his m astery 
\Vha weighed the g ive o f soil a nd rip of sha re, 
T rus ting the nervo us needle o f his instinc t 
T o point the furrows stra ight. 

At the turn 
He cased the team a b out , d o led the a ng le 
T o keep the jus t spa n o f th e p a ra llels ; 
And as h e swung the blad e spilt fire. The clod s 
'Vue glossy as they stumb led o fT a nd settled 20 

To wa it until the tight \\'ca the r sh ould break them. 

Each time he neared I h a iled him, but the wind 
Or whirlpool o f blac k wings weaving ro und him 
Broke up my words. \Va iting his re turn 
I did not guess how h e would o ne d ay ri se 
Heroic into my imagina tion , 
Treading the land his fath ers knew, plying 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

Fo rwa rd, back, a living shuttle, drawing 
Closer the inv isible s tuff of traditio n . 

But so I see him now, against wide m o rning, 
H e and his plo ug h, a moving s ta tuary 
Of to il , an image of the will o f our race, 
Familiar sin ce m a n h ad n o o the r annals 
Than tho se written o n a scro ll o f lanel. 

S TANLEY SNI"\.lTH 

ORCHARDS 

S O M ETIM ES in apple co untry you may see 
A g hostly o rc hard s ta nding all in white, 
Aisles o f white trees, white b ranc h es, in the g reen, 10 

On som e s till day whe n the year h a n gs b e tween 
Winte r and spring, and heaven is full of lig ht. 
And rising fro m the ground pale clouds o f smoke 
Floa t through the trees and h a ng upo n the air, 
Trailing the ir wisps o f blue like a swelled cloak 
Fro m the round c h ecks of breezes. But though fair 
T o him who lea ns upo n the ga te to slare 
And muse" H o w delicate in spring they be, 
That m ob1cd b lossom and tha t wimpled tree," 
Ther e is a purpose in the cloudy aisles 20 

That took no thoug ht of beauty fo r its care . 
F o r h ere's the beauty of a ll country miles, 
Their rolling p a ttern and the ir sp ace: 
That there 's a r eason fo r eac h changing ~ flua l'c, 
H e r e sleeping fallow, there a meadow mown , 
All to the ir u se ranged diffe r ent each year, 
The shave n g rass , the gold , th e brindl ed roa n , 
Not in some search for empty g race, 
But fine throug h se r vice and intent sincere . 

VICTORIA SACKVILLE-\OVE.<;l 
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NIGHT RHAPSODY 

NIGHT RHAPSODY 

How beautiful it is to wake at nig ht, 
\-Vhen over all the re reigns the ultimate spe ll 
Of complete silence, darkness absolute, 
To feel the world, tilted on axle-tree , 
In slow gyration , with no sensible sound, 
Unless to ears of unimag incd bcinb"S , 
R esident incorporeal or s tre tched 
In vigilance of ecstasy among 
Ethereal paths and the celes tial m aze, 
The Tumour of OUf onwa rd course now brings to 
A steady rustlc , as of some strange ship 
Darkling with soundless sail all se t and amply filled 
By volume of an ever-constant air, 
At fullest night, through seas for ever ca lm, 
Swept lovely and unknown for eve r on. 

How beautiful it is to wake at nig ht , 
Embalmed in darkness watchful , sweet, and still, 
As is the brain's mood flattered by the swim 
Of currents circumvolvcnt in the vo id , 

• 
To lie quite still and to become aware %0 

Of the dim light cast by nocturnal skies 
On a dim earth beyond the window.ledge, 
To brood apart in calm and joy awhil e 
Until the spirit sinks and scarcely knows 
\Vhether self is. or if self only is, 
For ever .... 

How beautiful to wake at night , 
Within the room grown stl"ange, and still , and sweet, 
And live a century while in the dark 
The ddpping wheel of silence slowly tUl"ns, 30 
To watch the window open on the night, 
A dewy silent deep where nothing stirs. 
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POEI\·IS OF TW'ENTY YEARS 

And , lying thus, to feel dilate wi thin 
The press , th e conflic t, a nd the h eavy pulse 
Of incommunica ble sad ecs tasy, 
G ro wing until the bod y seem s o uts tre tc h ed 
In p e rfect c ruc ifixion on t h e a rms 
Of a c ross p oin ting from las t vo id to void, 
' '''hile the h ca n dies to a m ere midway spa rk. 

All h a ppin ess tho u h oldes t, happy nig ht, 
F o r su c h a s lie awake and feci disso lved 
The peaceful spi ce o f darkness and the cool (0 

Breath h ither blown from the e thereal n owel-s 
Tha t mist th y fi e lds ! 0 happy, h a ppy wounds, 
Conditioned by existence in humanity. 
That have s uc h p o we rs to h ea l them !-slo w sweet sig hs 
Torn from the bosom, s ile nt wails, the binh 
O f su c h long. treasured tca rs as pain his eyes, 
Who , waking, h ea rs th e divine solic itudes 
Of midnig ht with ineffable purport charged. 

H ow b eautiful it is to w ake at nig ht, 
Ano th er ni g ht, in darkness yet m ore s till , 2 0 

Save when the myriad leaves o n full-fl edged boug hs, 
Filled r a the r by the perfumes' wandering flood 
Tha n by dispansio n of the s till sweet air, 
ShaH fro m th e furthes t uttc r s ilc n ces 
In gli mme ring secr ecy h a ve ga thered up 
An h ost of whisp e rings and sca ttered s ig h s, 
To loose at las t a sound as o f the plunge 
And la psing see the o f so me Pacific wave, 
\.yhich, ri se n fro m the s ta r-thro n ged outer troug h s, 
Rolls in to wreathe with ci rcling foam away 30 
The fluu e r o f th e golden m o th s th a t h a unt 
The star 's one g limm e r d aggcrcd o n we t sands. 

So beautiful it is to wake at nig hl ! 
Imagination, lo udening with the surf 
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DUST 

Of the midsummer wind among the boughs, 
Gathers m y spirit from the ha unts remote 
Of faintest silence a nd the shades o f sleep, 
To bear m e on the summit of her wave 
Beyond known shorcs, beyond the m ortal edge 
Of thought terrcstrial , to ho ld me poised 
Above the frontiers of infinity, 
To which in the full refiLL'\( of the wave 
Come soon I must , bubble of solving foam, 
Bo rne to those other shores- now never mine 10 

Save for a h overing instant, sho rt as th is 
\Vhich O O\\' su s~""\ins me erc I be drawn back
T o learn again , and whoHy learn, I trust, 
How beautiful it is to wa ke at night. 

R OBERT NICHOLS 

DUST 

THE sower trudged and swung , leaning 
On the sinewy wind , a nd as h e tossed, 

The gTain over the chapped furrows 
PutTed fro m his hand like dust. 

Dragged and driven , the upl a nd (rees 
\Vent in a confusion of leaf; 20 

Even the pedantic oaks 
Bowed to that shado \'vY' mischief. 

Last autumn's skeletons r a n , o r lifted 
Like a flirt of sparrows oIT the g ro und. 

I dizzied at that ta ngled fli ght 
And the woodland's surf-sound. 

o Conqueror, s ta nd awhile in the hills 
~efore scattering my life, I said , 

With the dead leaves and the quick dust 
And the thoughts out of my head . 30 

STANLEY SNAlTH 
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WOOD AND HILL 

:f\"'o " rH ERE is one a lo ne 
And in the closes t cove rt lea s t , 
But to small eye of bird or beast 
H e will be known ; 
To-day it w as fo r m e 
A squirrel that embraced a tree 
Turning a sm a ll h ead r o und ; 
A h a r e too that ran up the hill , 
To his sho rt forelegs level ground, 
And with taB ears stoo d still . 10 

But it was birds I could n o t see 
And larks th a t tried to s tand 00 air 
That m a d e of wood and hill a market-square. 

A l"ORE\V Y ouse 

THE SNOWDROP 

N o \',,'-no, .. ·, as lo w I stooped , tho ug ht I, 
I will see what this snowdrop is ; 
So sh a ll I put muc h argument b y, 

And solve a lifetime's mysteries. 

A n o rth e rn wind had frozen the grass ; 
Its bl ades were hoar with crys ta") rime , 
A g lint like lig ht-dissecting glass 1:0 

At b eam of morning prime. 

From hidden buJb the flower reared up 
Its ang led, slender. cold , dark stem, 
\Vhence dang led an inverted cup 

For tri-leaved diadem. 
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THE GUEST 

Beneath these ice-pu rc sepa ls lay 
A triple t of green-pencilled snow,_ 
Which in the chill-aired g loom a t day 

S tirred softly to a nd fro . 

Mind fixed. but else made vaca nt, I, 
Lost to my bod y, called m y so ul 
T o don that frail solemnity, 

I ts inmost sel f m y goal. 

And tho ug h. in vain- no m o rta l mind 
Across tha t threshold ye t hath fared !- 10 

In this collusio n I divined 
Some consciousness we sh a red. 

Strange roads- while suns, a myriad, set
Had led us thro ugh infinity ; 
And where they crossed, there then ha d m et 

Not two of us, but three . 
\"'ALT E R DE LA MARE 

THE GUEST 

IT seemed our guest was la te o r los t
Although the oaks hoot thrust 
Through the sta le snow its leafy crucifix 
The winter's spell to break. 2 0 

The pulse of water was hushed , the s tems and sticks 
\Vere rasped with frost 
And bracken hunchbacked with snow's weight. 
No fiower·knot burst on the stiff sed ge . 
It seemed our guest was los t o r late, 
T iJI watching how 
That goldfinch battled to a bough, 
A muscular nvig trailed from its beak, 
I knew that Spring was faithful to her pledge. 

STANLEY SNAI T H 
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POE~IS OF TWENTY YEARS 

A HOLLOW ELt-I 
, 

\VHAT h ast thou not wlths toou • • 
Tempest-despising tree, 

\\' h ose bloat and riven wood 
Gapes n ow so h o llowly, 

Wha t r a ins have beaten thee through m a ny years, 
\Yhat s no w s f.-om off th y boughs h ave dripped like tea rs ? 

Ca lmly tho u s tandcst now 
Upo n thy sunny m ou nd ; 

The first spring breezes fl ow 
Pas t with sweet dizzy sound. 

Yct o n U1 Y pollard top the branch es fe w 
Stand slimy out, disd a in to murmur too. 

The c hildre n a t thy foot 
Open new-lighted eyes 

Where o n gnarled bark and 1'00 1 

The soft, w a rm sunshin e li cs~ 
005 1 thou upo n thine a n c ie nt s ides r ese nt 
The tou c h of youth , quick a nd impermanent? 

These a t th e b eck of spring 

10 

Live in the m o m e nt s till ; 20 

Thy boughs unquivcring, 
R e m embering winter's c hill 

And many oth er winters pnst a nd gone. 
Arc m ocked. n o t c hea ted, by th e tra n sie nt sun. 

H a s t thou so mu c h withs tood, 
Dum b and unmoving tree, 

That now thy h o llow wood 
Stiffens disdainfully 

A ga inst the soft spring airs and soft spring rain , 
Knowing too , ve il that winte r com es again ? 30 

EDWARD SHANKS 



INVITATION TO CAST OUT CARE 

A SWITCH CUT IN APRIL 

THIS thin elastic stick was plucked 
From gradual growing in a hedge, 
"·here early mist awakened leaf, 
And la te d amp hands with spiral stroke 
Smoothed slumber from the weighted d ay, 
\Vhile flowers drooped ".l ith colours furled. 

I cut quick c ircles with the s tick: 
It whistles in the April a ir 
An eager song, a bugle call, 
A signal fo r the running fee t, 
For rising flyer flashing sun, 

10 

And windy trce with surging crest. 

This pliant wood like expert whip 
Snaps action in its voice, commands 
A quiver from the sloth, achieves 
A j erk in buds ; with stinging lash 
A spring of movement in the stiff 
And sleeping limbs of winter land. 

Stick plucked and peeled, companions lost, 
Torn from its rooted stock: I hold 20 

Elate and lithe within my hand 
\Vinged answer to the wings' impulse, 
The calyx breaking into flame, 
The crys ta l cast into the light. 

CUFFORD DYMENT 

INVITATION TO CAST OUT CARE 

C O,"U:. , stoop bct\vee n the hazel leaves, 
And thrust the chestnut branch aside ; 
The tangle that the woodland weaves 
Forgets the waiting world outside; 
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POEMS O F TWE . 'TY YEARS 

So in th is cave of wa te red gree n 
Cool al l thy tho u g h ts by car e o pprest, 
A nd let t h e sunlig h t fa ll betwee n 
T h e leaves, a nd d a p p le o n thy breas t. 

The green of sprin g , th e younges t g r ecD, 
Tha t c hcquers a ll the leafy ride, 
Shal l m esh the la ttice o f the scree n 
\Vhere fac t a nd m y th fo r thee div ide ; 
The bluebells drifting thro u g h the trees, 
A s ile nt brook a long the brook , 10 

S h a ll flo w fo (" thee as fa ntas ies 
Escaped fro m reason 's r ecord-book. 

The h yacinths be tween the trecs' 
Young gree n sh a ll sprea d as blue as sm o ke, 
\Vider tha n dreams o r pro phecies 
Around the s tatic , r ooted oak ; 
The little o wl tha t cries b y night 
S hall vo ice thine intimate d espair, 
And b a rking fo xes sh a ll invite 
Thy sorro w to the lis tening a ir; ao 

\Vild influences tha t invo ke 
Communio n with a mind p c rplext, 
And all the sec recies unclo ak 
Tha t c ro u ch within a spirit vext, 
And seek no ease in sp o ken w o rds, 
But in the c hapel of the wood 
Take wing among the boughs with birds 
To find a perfec t bro the rhood . 

VICTORlA SAC KVILLE-\VEST 

HIGH NOON 

FRO~1 hi g h endeavour 
On his brig ht wings, 

The w asp is fa llen 
To so rry things. 
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PRAYER FOR RAIN 

From deep searc hing 
In honcy 'd cup 

The bee is fl own 
Elsewhere [ 0 sup. 

An apple dropped 
By a grey tTun k 

A wasp wastrel , 
And a bee drunk! 

HA~IISH i\lAC LAREN 

TORMENTED BY THE WORLD 

TORMENTED by the world, the wise man said: 
A rock stands in the sea, Ie 

And white the a nger of water ceaselessly 
T hunders upo n that stubborn head. 
And 1 heard the no ise of the wa ter say 
.. Not now, not now, but soon enough. ay, soon 
Thou shalt be wo ro away." 
And I perceived the so ul within the Slone, 
And that it a nswered the corroding tide: 
.. Do all thou canst: have me in thy power : 
Destroy this body while it is thy hour. 
Shall I be injured, I undignified, 20 

Who am my soul, and in my soul 
Am God."-\Vhcreat the whole 
Insult of the storming sea 
In one confounding catarac t re pli ed , 
II \Vhat else, thou fool, lhjnkcsl thou I may be ? to 

LASCE LLES ABERCRO~I.BI E 

PRAYER FOR RAIN 

o GOD, make it rain! 
Loose the soft silver passion of the rain 1 
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Send swiftly from above 
This clear toke n of Thy love. 
Make it rain! 

Deck the hushes and the trees 
With the tassels of the rain . 
~'Iakc the brooks pound to the seas 
And the earth shine young again . 
God of passion, send the rain! 

Oh, r es tore our ancient worth 
\Vith Thy rain! 10 

Ease the hea rtache of the earth; 
Sap the grain. 
Fill the valleys and the dales 
\Vith Thy silver slanting gales; 
And throug h England and wild \'Vales 
Send the r a in! 

Lord, restore us to Thy will 
\Vith the r ain! 
Soak the vall ey, drench the hill, 
Drown the stain; 20 

Smite the mountain 's withered hips, 
W ash the rouge from sunset's lips, 
Fill the sky with singing ships. 
Send the rain ! 

HERBERT PALMER 

THE LANE 

SOME day, I think, there will be people enough 
In FroxficJd to pick all the blackberries 
Out of the hedges of Green Lane, the straight 
Broad lane where n o w September hides herself 
In bracken and blackberry, harebell and dwarf gorse. 
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MORTALITY 

To-day, where yesterday a hundred shee p 
\Vere nibbling, halcyon bells shake to th e sway 
Of w a ters tha t n o vessel evel" sa iled . . . . 

It is a kind o f spring : the cha ffinch tries 
His song. Fo r heat it is like summer too. 
This might b e w inte r 's quiet. \Vhile the g lint 
Of hollies d a rk in the swollen h ed ges la51s
One mile- a nd those bells ring, little I know 
Or h eed if time b e still the sa m e , until 
The la nd end s a nd o nce morc a ll is the same. 10 

EDWARD THOMAS 

MORTALITY 

As 1 wcnt down the field tha t d ay 
\Vhere la te was stooked my sil .... er hay, 

It seemed a day o f d eath ; 
~'I Y spaniel nosing o n the g round 
Set up a rabbit whose lithe bound 

'Vas ch ecked with c ho king brea th. 

In loa m was then withheld my foot; 
I looked to sec some saucy roo t, 

But 10! it was a mol e, 
His naked fee t upra ised in air, :10 

No sign of murde re r anywhere, 
Nor yet of burrow-hole. 

Dea th was no t d one \" ilh m e Ula t day 
Where late had stood m y silver h ay, 

For, las t , I found a bird; 
And, o h, though its quic k voice was still , 
Loud, loud upon that s tric ke n hill, 

" Mortality," I heard . 
J O HN GA\VSWORTH 
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A WINDY DAY 

THIS wind brings all dead things to life, 
Branches that lash the air like whips 
And dead leaves rolling in a hurry 
Or peering in a rabbits' bury 
Or trying to push down a tree; 
Gates tha t fly open to the wind 
And close again behind, 
And field s that are a flowing sea 
And make the cattle look like ships ; 
Straws glis te ning and s tiff to 
L y ing on air as on a shelf 
And pond tha t lea ps to leave itself; 
And feath e rs too that rise and fl oa t, 
Each feath e r changed into a bird , 
And line-hung sheets that crack and strain; 
Even the sun-greened coat, 
That thro ugh so many winds has served, 
The scarec ro w struggles to put on again . 

ANDREW YOUNG 

THE SOWER 

u 0 WHO is this a t sunrise sowing, 
Young as the springtime and as fair? 20 

On rosy manti c blithely blowing 
Swerves so ex ultantly d o wn the air 
Scar ce seems it dull earth is imprinted? 

Who upon g ilded sandal going 
Scatters with grace his gay unstinted 
Golden b o unty everywhcre ? .. 

H The seed I sow is living treasure, 
Dowercd with profound and obscure might 

Of earth to bear unearthly pleasure, 
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DARK-SKIED NOVEMBER 

Of deepest d ark to gather light; 
But first by frost must it be chidden , 

By strong rain ra\';l.gcd b eyond ~easurc, 
Until its fi ery fl ower, long ludden , 
Flame forth to fill a happ y night." 

" Lovely sower so lightly strowing 
Your golden bounty everywhere, 

The breeze has borne you b eyond knowing 
Nor mind I what spring frosts the re wcre. 
The summe r rains lo ng since have riscn , 10 

The autumn ra ins now cease their blowing, 
The seed lies in its secr e t prison 
And deathly s till the winter ai r." 

ROBERT NICHOU 

DARK-SKIED NOVEMBER, HOW HAST 
THOU NOW TURNED 

DARK-SKIED November, how hast thou now turned 
To drear reRection aU our glad employ ! 
Chill visitor, who com'5t but to d es troy 
Our fruiting of contentment tardy earned, 
\Vith thy sad look i silent remembrancer , 
\Vha, hand on lip, with ruthful eye dost tell 
To hill and field and wood whJ.t know they w ell- 'lo 
How changCd shall they be from wha t they were. 

Now, her vain joys repented of. each lree 
Drops first those leaves whereon the sun first shined; 
Dulling thy steps, as by dank hedgerows twined 
\Vith perished grace thou walk 's t : now echoes thee 
Down the dim alleys of each mortal mind 
The muffled footfa ll of eternity. 

EUZADE.TH DAR YUSl-l 
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WINTER FIELD 

S O RROW on the a c res, 
\Vind in the thorn, 

And an old man plo ug hing 
Through the fros ty m o rn. 

A fl ock of the dark birds , 
R ooks a nd their \Vi yes, 

F o llo w the plo u g h tea m 
The o ld man drives ; 

And troop s of starlings, 
A-tittl e -tat a nd prim, 

F o llo w th e rooks 
That fo How him. 

A. E. C OPPARD 

SNOW 

'0 

THE roo m was suddenly ric h and the great bay-
\vind o w \vas 

Spawning snow a nd pink roses against it 
Soundless ly colla teral and incompatible: 
\Vo rld is sudde n e r tha n we fanc y it . 

W o rld is c r az ie r and more of it than we think, 
Incorrigibly plura l. I peel and portio n 
A tangerine and spit th e pips and feel 
The drunke nn ess of things being various. 20 

And the fire fl a m es with a bubbling sound for w o rld 
I s m o rc spi te ful and gay than one supposes-
On the tongue o n the eyes on the ears in the palms of 

o ne's h ands-
T h e re is m or e than glass between the snow and the 

huge roscs. 
LouIS MAcNEICE 



THE WAYFARER 

o TO US speak 
Bleak snow 

ODE 

' Vith your mellifluous smooth tongue : 

\Vhat have we done wTong 
\Vhat wrong h ave we d on e, 

Our stronges t perish without an answering b low 
OUf stron ges t you ng 
Hour by hour grow wea ker, 

While we like prisoners loo k on 
Awaiting our warmth and storage, our a lly, the Sun. 

Return from the \ .. 'cst 
OUT ho ur is come, 

Release the squirrel from its frozen n est 
The worm from solid moul<.l. , 
Cremate to comfortable dust 
OUf old, and immediately reduce 

The icy fo rtifica tions o f our adversary ; 
Dissolve with lightning the imprisoning cold : 

Arm with miraculous beams our youth 

11 

Clothed in the habilimen ts of your warmth, 20 

And resuscitate all fiery spirits from their death. 
GEORGE BARKER 

THE WAYFARER 

A LA~IP shines in a single window, 
And the wayfarer pauses, looks ahead. 

The fields not mute now, though. the sensitive fabric 
Of a man's ear must be taut and tuned 
To ~egis ter the rub of a volc 's red body 
Agatnst a bush; the crack of the m ouse's skull 
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In an owl's beak; th e badgc.-'s and the rabbit's way; 
The wind winding among the stems of Rowen, 
And a leaf falling on the g rass. 

The field s not mute, th ough the sounds arc small, 
And in nocturnal quiet los t. 
The huge wood whispering, 
The invisible hills somewhere to the south, 
And the city far away 
Are covered by the wide hand of the sky, 
The hand that is frec kled with stars. [0 

The wayfarer, standing in the enormous meadow, 
Sees th e yel low square of the lamp, 
And knows the fox is not his brother, 
Nor the drifting owl his guide; 
Knows the stone no pillow, nor soil his bread, 
Nor the milk of petals his wine. 
Looking ahead, the wayfarer knows this, 
And is awa re that he must kneel 
To know the c reatures whom he loves, 
For the wayfa rer is solitary in his country. 20 

CLIFFORD DYMENT 

THE SECRET WOOD 

WHERE there is nothing more to see 
Than this old carth·bound tree 
That years ago dry sawdust bled 
But sprouts each spring a leaf or two 
As thou g h it tri ed not to be dead , 
Or that down-hanging broken boug h 
That keeps its withered leaves till now 
Like a d ead man that can n o t move 
Or taka his own clothes off, 
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MOUNTAINS 

\Vhat is it that I seek or who, 
Fearing from passcr·by 
Intrusion of a foot or eye? 
I only know 
Though all m en of earth 's beauty speak 
Beauty here I do not seek 
!vlore than I sought it on m y mother's c h eek. 

A.. .... OREW YOUNG 

IN THE HILLS 

THE athletic road swings round 
And takes the abrupt fellsidc at a bound ; 
But I am well con te nt to turn my back 10 

And spin my spider track 
In the m ountain d ews, that stonechat will not dread, 

Nor fox and hare, to tread . 
STANL.E¥ SNAITH 

MOUNTAINS 

\VITH dignity yc surge into the sky, 
o mountain fortresses: pure is the g leam 
Of the far worlds cau ght in your n a ked slabs : 
Well tempered. arc ye in the season 's forge, 
Cold progeny of the fire-breathing sun . 
Ye heed not the soft mists and wooing clouds 
That your locked hollows gently seck to explore . 20 

Proudly above the clinging claim of life 
Ye rise to break the ele m e ntal storms: 
Proudly ye sluice the drooping vines below, 
Gaunt monuments of fire tha t lost its soul. 

MIC HAE.L McKENNA 

5\ 



POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

GARNETT'S GARDEN 

I L OO K d o wn fro m my window, 
And I sec 
A ra mble o f forg et-mc-no t 
Benea th a flowery tree; 
As if th e sky h a d fallen 
To le t p ass 
A lovel y g irl 
To dan ce upo n the g r ass. 
I could li e happy d ead beneath you r garden 
If m y soul could walk the skies 10 

\ \lith such while lovely women . 
]n a cool paradise. 

ANN A \VICKHA~I 

TO A GIRL AT THE SEELEY LIBRARY 

\ VI-I EN with c ro u c h ed sh o ulde rs and attentive head 
Y o u droop. lovely. above 'a sulle n p age, 
So ill your eyes ex p end the ir wea lth of power 
Bea uty might mourn h e r wasted heritage : 
Yet a ll the care ful wisdom you have read 
Lies like the dust upo n a thi rs ty fl ower. 

Fo r I have heard you in clear reve ries 
L a u g hing across the Downs, and \\'C h ave swung 20 

DO .... '11 P cn-y-Pas toge the r and la in st ill 
O n C lcadon when the lark below us SUllg. 

And sunlig ht rippled to your eager eyes, 
And winds went tumbling down the s leepy hill. 

EDWARD DAVISO N 



PUDDLES 

OXFORD REVISITED 

ALAs! what make you he re poor ghost that goes 
Where your swift feet of youth so lightly went? 
Time h as borne down that gracious argument 
\Vhich was your advocate where Isis flows 
Through Christ Church meadows. Sublimate your 

woes 
Among these happy children whose consent 
Holds out kind hands ; accept the treasure lent, 
Unconquered sweetness, death-defying rosc. 

\Vauld yet this sweetness find an echoed home 
\Vherc the drcam-buildcd city's semblance lies 10 

Beyond the st:lrS, could but its silver bell 
Out-chime the iron knell of miscalled doom, 
How \\'ould not Death come kindly with mild eyes 
Shining like invocatcd Uricl ? 

ALFRED DOUGLAS 

PUDDLES 

THE casual children of the storm, they play 
like ragged urchins in the public road. 
Even the Earth. their mothcr. holds them cheap: 
she feeds them not- for them no welling fount 
of waters from her bosom flows; they wait 
on the chance merc ies of the p ass ing showers. 20 

Nor are they clothed as arc their fos ter-brothe rs 
of field and mcadow, in fine cloth of grass 
green-woven with gay broide ries of flo\ .... crs. 
but in coarse tatte rs from the gutters picked 
and muddy fents. They have no playfellows 
save the drab tousled sparrows; and no toys. 
no wind-blown peta l, fallen leaf. but make 
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"",hat spo rt they can with twigs and ra ndom straws 
and m atches by the careless p asser dropped . 
None gives the m heed, and they mus t live th e ir d ays 
n eglected a nd despised, to come at las t 
to shrunken g rey d ecrepi tud e and die , 
sunk in a n ameless grave as paupers a l'c. 
None gives the m h eed, poo r urchins ! Yet h ave I 
m a n y a time b een c h eer ed upon m y way 
seeing h ow bravely they h ave m a d e the b es t 
of the ir lean c h a nce: no m e rri e r laug h than that 10 

whic h on the ir dirty faces g r eets the wind 
was ever in ripples fl ashed; n o fri e ndlie r smile 
by any poo l is g ive n tha n whe n the sun 
shines from the ir eycs. Then is th e ir poor attire 
fo rgotte n and their lowly circ umstance, 
a nd I re m e mber o nly 
youth 's irrepressible joy, the loveliness 
inseparable from waters g r ea t a nd sm a ll , 
whose powe r a nd g ife from God is to r e fl ect 
the lig hts of h eaven ; a nd as I go my way, :10 

ofte n in sudd e n dee p humility, 
ofte n in g r at itud e , I pause to bless 
th e c heerfu l puddles of the public r oad . 

J. R E DWOOD ANDERSON 

IN THE SPRING, AND IN SEPTEMBER 

IN the dreary m orning, whe n 
Every wave is capped with foam, 

Seafarers re m e mbe r th e n 
Pansies in the garden Joam. 

\-\f he n b e n ea th Ih e s ilver Plo u g h 
Blo w the clouds , half-hiding: it, 

S eafarers re m e mbe r' how 
Lamps in viJIagc inns arc lit. 
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THE BOYNE WALK 

In the spring , and in September, 
\Vllen the white-throa t swa llows pass, 

M a riners, looking up, r em embc:r 
The swee t waves of u p la nd grass. 

HAMlSH ~1ACI..AREN 

THE BOYNE WALK 

.. FROM these d ew-Ja p ped fields," sa id the M eath 
m a n , 

" Tra mps doze a t the ir d rink a nd the shiny air 
Is too drunk to stir," o r so his words ra n 
As we wa lked, h a lf-hidde n . thro ug h where the reed s 

sta nd 
Between the Boyne a nd its green can a l ; 
And sweltering I kept to the p ace h e plan ned , 10 

Ye t he w ouldn ' t even w a it in the reed s 
To wa tch a red perch , like a J apa nese ha nd, 
Grop e in the su n-sho t wate r a nd wceds-
He m erely called back : .. 0, go be d amned! .. 

\Vith break-neck looks a t the slrcaly e nd 
O f a stupefied town , I paced h is heel 
By moat, dead wall a nd under a n arch 
Tha t was all of a crou~h with the weight of yea rs : 
But where the road led I 'd have known were I 

wise 
From one running look in the d a rk of his eycs- 20 

For each seemed the bright as tro logical pla n 
O f a new Don Quixo te a nd his m an 
Again on campa ign with ladder-ribbed steeds 
Knock-kneed- what odds ! O ne cock o f the ca rs 
Or a n opening smoke-blue eye in the reed s 
\Vould fork me upon a ba re back , and, cheers ! 
\Ve 'd have ridden our road as the kings of ~lca th. 
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We w a lked. as became two lUngs outcast 
From plains walled in by a g rass-raising lo rd, 
\Vhose saint is the J o ke r , whose hope is the Past
What vi c tua ls fo r b a rd s could that lad afford ? 
0, none! So off w e nt his dus t fro m ollr b OO IS, 
But his dus t that d ay ' vas of buttercup gold 
From a slope, with a s ig ht that was, m a n a li ve. 

grand: 
Jus t two ser va nt g irls spreading blue clo thes 
On grass too d eep fo r a c row to land ; 9 

And tho ugh they waved to us we ke pt on our trac k , 
And tho ugh to the bank the ir o wn clothes soon toppled 
\Ve sweltered a lo n g- while my tho u g ht floated bac k 
Throug h shy bea uty's b a thing -pool, like an old hottle ! 

H eal lrembled in halos on grass and on cattle 
And eac h roc k blazed like a drunken (l ee; 
So I c ried to th e m a n o f the speedy wattle 
.. In the name of Lot 's wife will you wait a spa c e 
For Ada m 's r ed apple h o p s dry in my throttl e, " 
And yet ins tead of easing the pace, 
I saw o n the broad blackboa rd of his bac k 20 

His muscles m a d e s ig ns of a far g rea ter c h a se , 
Until as I trie d to keep up on his track 
Each pore o f m y skin b ecame a hot spring 
And e ve ry bone swam in a bli ster of pains 
\ Vhile all my bent body seem e d .as an o ld crane's 
Lost in a g r ea t overcoat o f wings. 
S oon out fro m my sig ht o ff went the big ivlcath 

Inan 
D od g ing the r eed s o f his nine-mile road , 
So I lo lle d , as a b a rd b e reft of his daemon 
O r a Nl oscs a waiting a light-burd e ned cloud; 30 

BUI h eaven lay lo w all naked and braze n 
""ithin the m a d c a lm o n that dese rt of green, 
Whe re nothing, not even the wate r , is lea n, 
Where the orderly touc hes of Tho ught aren't seen-
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THE BOYNE WALK 

And yet not a wild thought sang in my n oddle. 
Ah , how could it sing, while speed bit each heel, 
\Vhile heat tugged a tig ht noa se into m y thrott le . 
And while, on my spine, the hung head went noddmg 
As on it fie rce lig ht picked with a black bill. 

Then where in soft Ivlcath can one find ease? 
\Vhen the sun , like a scarec row, stands In those 

m eadows 
Guarding their glory. not even the breeze 
That ghostly rogue , can crop a sh adow ; 
\Vhe n eve n I asked for" a drink , jf you please" 10 

A woman, as proud as a mothe rly sow, 
Hoked out of my way and hid where a larc h 
Leant like a d erric k across an o ld barge 
Stocked in the reeds ; and so I went parched! 
Ah , but soon down the Boyne, the re 0 the surprise 
From a leaping fish- tha t silver Aicker-
\Vas nOlhing compared to what hit my eyes: 
An innocent house, marked « Licensed for Liquor I II 

Could anyone treat m e to brighter green mea d ows 
Tha n the ?\"[eath man who finished his thirsty plan 

whe n 2 0 

Bctween every swig he m ooned thro ug h those windows ? 
And yet , on my oath, it was easicr the n 
To coop a mounta iny cloud in a h e nhouse 
T han to group the ~[cath light into lines fo r my 

pen; 
And s till I must bless him since beauty was ca ug ht 
In cars that were drumming, in eyes all sweat, 
In nostrils slimmed by indrawn breath ; 
For J made , as we lay in the grass by that road 
This poem- a gem fro m the head o f a toa d ; 
So here, will you take it- h a ll-marked by a day 30 
Over the hills and far away? 

F. R. HIGGINS 
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THE FLOWERING REED 

\VHEN the red bra nds of day consume 
And in the darkening Rhone illume 
The still reflec tions of the reed, 
I saw its pass ing leagues of gloom, 
Torrential in the ir s trength and speed, 
Resis ted by a rosy plume 
That bu.rned far down among the \\'ced ; 
As in the dark of Tullia's tomb 
The final wi ck- telhered phantom set 
To watch, remember and regret, 10 

Thawing faint tcars to feed its fume 
Of incense, spent in one long sigh 
The centuries that thundered by 
To battle, scooping huge moraines 
A c ross the wrec k of fifty reig ns ; 
It held a candle to the eye 
To show how muc h must pass and die 
To set such scatheless phantoms fre c, 
Or feather with one reed of rhyme 
The boulder-rolling Rhone of time, 20 

That rafts our ruin to the sea. 
Roy CAMPBJ:::LL 

MIDDLE OF THE WORLD 

TillS sea will never die. n e ither will it ever grow old 
n o r cease to be blue, nor in the dawn 
cease to lift up its hiBs 
and le t the slim black ship of Dionysos come sailing in 
with g rape-vines up the mast. and dolphins leaping. 

What d o I care if the smoking ships 
of the P . and O. and the Orient Line and all the other 

atinkers 



THE OLIVE TREE 

cross like clock-work the Jvlinoan distance! 
They only c ross , the distance never changes. 

And now that the moon who gives men glistening 
bodies 

is in her exaltation . and can look down on the sun 
I see descending from the ships at dawn 
slim naked men from Cnossos , smiling the archaic smile 
of those that will without fail come bac k again, 
and kindling little fircs upon the sho res 
and crouching, and speaking the music of lost 

languages. 

And the Iv1inoan Gods, and the Gods of Tiryns JO 

are heard sofdy laughing and c hatting, as ever; 
and Dionysos, young, and a stranger 
leans listening on the gate, in all respect. 

D. H. LAWRENCE 

THE OLIVE TREE 

IN a bare country shorn of leaf, 
By no remote SiCr-r3 screened, 
Where pauses in the wind arc brief 
As the remorses of a fiend, 
The stark Laocoon this tree 
Forms of ils knotted arm and thigh 
In snaky tussle with a sky 20 

\Vhose hatred is elernity, 
Through his white fronds that whirl and seethe 
And in the groaning root he screws, 
Makes heard the cry of all who breathe, 
Repulsing and accusing still 
The Enemy who shaped his the\\'s 
And is inherent to his will. 

Roy CAMPBELL 
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VESPERS ON THE NILE 

""HEN to the ir roos t the sac red ibis file, 
1\losquito-thin aga ins t the fading \Ves t, 
And palm-trees fishing in the c rimson Nile 
Dangle th eir windless e ffig ies of res t, 

Scarce to the m oon 's hush ed conques t of the blue 
H ave wa ked the wing less warblers o f the bogs, 
Or to the luna r sabba th s ta unc hly true 
The jac kals s un g th e ir first selc n o logu es, 

\Vhe n thro u g h the w as te, far-flung as fro m a s teeple 
First in low rumours, then in sounding choir, 10 

The lamentation of an ancient peopl e 
Sounds from the w a te rs and the sands of fire; 

And centuries have h eard that plaint p ersis t , 
S ince Ph a raoh's fo r eman stood with lifted quirt, 
Or swung the blood y sjambo k in his fis t 
To cu t the sluggard through his hairy shirt. 

This w as the strain, the Amphionic lyre, 
By which were carted Thebes' colossal s to n es, 
\Vhic h tho ug h it lifted pyramid a nd spire 
Ye t rang their ruin in prophc tic tones. 20 

Still the irs the agony, still thei rs the oondage, 
S till th e irs the toil , their rccompense fo rlo rn 
To c ro p the this tlcs, bite the withered fro nd age 
And r asp the bille r s tubble of the corn . 

Still as jf Ph a rao h 's sjambok cut their rumps, 
Sick for some Zion of the vast inane, 

60 



AT RHEY [RHAGESJ 

Th e e ffo rt o f a thousand rus ty pumps 
\Vhec:zcs ulHiring dll-o ugh the ir shrill refrain. 

\Vhere royal suns d escending le ft n o sta ins, 
\\' here fo rms of p ow er a nd b eauty c ha nge a nd pass, 
One epic to eternity r em a ins~ 
The heeha whalleluja h s of the Ass. 

Roy C .. \..\ IP BELL 

AT RHEY [RHAGES] 

'WHAT says the PCI'5ia n poe t ? " In tra \'eI meet 
toge the r 

The na tive of l\1CI"V and of Riley, the Roma n a nd the 
Kurd . " 

Now at Rhey, in the Pe l-s ia n summer wea the r , 
I saw on the rocks a swallow , an Eng lish bil-d. 1 0 

I wondered, h a d it nested unde r a rafte r 
There in K e nt, built a nes t o f K c ntish clay ? 
Brought up its young to the so und of English l a u~htc r, 
And heard the English la ught er aga in at Rhey ? 
The rocks were red in the sun, the rocks were 

bare; 
Ruin was on the hillsid e, sha rds ,ve re fo und 
On the rocky hill side the re 
Beneath a little scra pin g o f the g ro und. 
Shards of Darius' and Alexander 's d ay 
\Vhere th e swallow skimmed the m ound 10 

As if AJexa nder h a d no t p assed th a t way, 
But only the m onths gone b y in j o urneying 
From the m eadows to th e red rocks in the pla in, 
From the red rocks to the m eadows uaek again , 
On the impulse of a blind ins tinc tive wing, 
As if R a pha el a nd Tobias h a d n cvCI' come to Riley. 

VICTORIA SAC KVILLE-\VEST 
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POHIS OF TWENTY YEARS 

TRISTAN DA CUNHA 

SNORE in the foam; the night is vas t and blind ; 
The blanket of the mis t about your shoulders, 
Sleep your old sleep of rock, s nore in the wind, 
Snore in the spray! the storm your slumber lulls, 
His wings arc fo ld ed on your nest of boulders 
A s o n their eggs the grey wings of your gulls. 

No more as when, so dark an age ago, 
You hi ssed a giant cinder from the ocean, 
Aro und your rocks you furl the shawling snow 
Half sunk in your own darkness, vast and grim, 10 

And round you on the deep with surly motion 
Pivot your leag ue-long shadow as you swim. 

\Vhy should you haunt me thus but that I know 
1\1 y surly heart is in your own displayed, 
Round whom such leagues in endless circuit flow, 
Wh ose hours in such a g loomy compass run-
A dial with its league-long arm of shade 
Slowly revolving to the moon and sun . 

:tvly pride has sunk, like your grey fi ssured crags, 
By its own strength o'crtoppled and betrayed: 20 

I, too, have burned the wind with fiery flags 
Who now am but a roost for empty words, 
An island of the sea whose only trade 
Is in the voyages of its wandering birds. 

Did you not, when your strength became your pyre, 
Deposed and tumbled from your flaming tower, 
Awake in gloom from whence you sank in fire, 
To find, Antaeus-like, more vastly grown, 
A throne in your own darkness, and a power 
Sheathed in the very coldness of your stone? 30 
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TRISTAN DA CUNHA 

Your strength is thaI you h ave no hope or fcar, 
You march before the world without a crown, 
The nations call you back, you do no t hear, 
The cities of the earth g row grey behind you , 
You will be there when the ir great flames go down 
And still the morning in the van will find you. 

You march before the con tine nts , you sco ul 
In front of all the earth; alone you sca le 
The mast-head of th e world, a lorn loo k-o ut, 
\Vaving the snowy Outter of your spray Ie 

And gazing bac k in infinite farewe ll 
To suns that sink and shores tha t fade away. 

From your grey tower what long regrets you flin g 
To where, along the low horizon burning. 
The great swan-breasted sera phs soar and sing, 
And suns go down , and trai ling splendou rs dwindle. 
And sails on lonely errands unreturning 
Glow with a gold no sunrise can. re kindle. 

Turn to the night; these flames are no t for you 
\Vhosc steeple for the thunder swings its bells; 
Grey Memnon, to th e tempest only true, 
Turn to the night, turn to the shadowing foam, 
And let your voice, the sadd est of farewells, 
With sullen c urfew toll the grey wings ho me. 

The wind , your mournful syren , h au nts the g loom: 
The rocks, spray-clouded. are your signal guns 
\Vhose s tony nitre, puffed with flying spume, 
Rolls forth in grim salute your broadside ho llow 
Over the gorgeous burials of suns 
To sound the tocsin of the storms that follow. 

Plunge forward like a ship to battle hurled, 
Slip the long cables of the failing light, 
The level rays that moor you to the world: 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

Sheathed in your armour of eternal frost, 
Plunge forward . in the thunder of the fight 
To lose yourself as I \,vQuld fa in be los e 

Exiled like you and severed from my race 
By the cold ocean of Iny own disdain, 
Do I not freeze in such a wintry space, 
Do I not travel through a storm as vast 
And rise at times, victorious from the main, 
To fly the sunrise at my shattered Inast ? 

Yo ur path is but a d ese rt where you rea p 10 

Only the bitter knowledge of your soul: 
You fish with nelS of seaweed in the deep 
As fruitlessly as I with nets of rhyme--
Yet forth you stride, yourself the way, the goal, 
The surges arc your strides, your path is time. 

Hurl ed by what aim to what tremendous range I 

A missile from the great sling of the p as t, 
Your passage leav es its track of death and change 
And ruin on the world: you fly beyond, 
L eaping the c urrent o f the ages vast 20 

As lightly as a pebble skims a pond. 

The years arc undulations in your fljght 
Whose awful nlotion we can only guess-
Too swift for sense, too terrible for sight, 
We only know h o w f:lst behind you darke n 
Our days like lonely beacons of distress : 
We know that you s tride on and will not hearken. 

Now in the eastern sky the fairest planet 
Pierces the dying wave with dangled spear, 
And jn the whirring hollows of your granite 3° 
That vas ter sea to whic h you are a shell 
Sighs with a ghostly rum our, like the drear 
Moall of the rughtwind in a hollow cell. 
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THE WANDERER 

\Ve sh all no t m ee t aga in ; over the wa ve 
OUf ways divide , a nd yours is s tra ig ht a nd endless, 
But mine is short a nd c rooked to th e g rave: 
Yet what of these dark c ro wds amid whose Aow 
I ba ttle like a roc k, a loof a nd fr ie ndless, 
Arc not the ir generatio ns vague a nd e nd less 
The waves, the strides, the fee t o n whic h I go ? 

R o y CAMPBELL 

THE WANDERER 

You swept across the w ate rs like a Queen , 
Finding a p a th whe re n ever tra ckway showed , 
Daylong you coultc rcd the unga rnered clean 10 

C as ting your tra ve lling sh ad ow as you strod e. 

And in the n ig ht , whe n la mps were lit , you sp ed 
\Vith g leam s running b esid e you , like to ho unds, 
Swift , swift , a d a ppled g litte r o f lig ht shed 
On sna tching spra ys a b ove colla psing m ounds. 

And afte r m a n y a calm and m a ny a s torm , 
Nea ring your la nd , your sa ilo rs saw a rise 
The pinnacles o f snow where s trea m e rs fo rm, 
And the ever-d ying surf tha t never di es. 

Then, lade n with Earth 's spoil s, you u sed to com e 20 

Back, from the ocea n 's beauty ( 0 the roa r 
Of a ll th e h a mmers of the mills o f h om e, 
Your wa ndering sailo rs dragged you to the sho re, 

Singing, to leave you muted a nd ine rt , 
A moping place fo r sea-g ull s. in tile ra in 
While city strangers trod you \\"jlh th eir dirt, 
And la ndsm en load ed you fo r sea aga in. 

J O HN MASEPlELD 



POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

SAILOR AND INLAND FLOWER 

TH E s lars neve r had a ny mys tery fo r me : 
In the soft midnigh t, in the Indian Sea, 
I h ad simply to level my sex tant at Arc turus's eye 
And h e had to Ie)) m e where I was; he dared not lie. 

I had simply to level my sex tant and wonder, .. To-
nigh t 

\·Vhcrc a m I . Arcturus, Arcturus brig ht ? H 

And h e would twirl his s ilve r whiskers and then say: 
"Yo u arc exactly seve ntee n hours' stealning from 

Bombay." 
O rion, the Lio n , the Crab, and Betelgeuse, 
They w ere all as friendly as farm-hands in the Fox 

and Geese. 10 

But these unwinking w ood anemones 
That make a lVlilky \-Vay beneath the trees 
Are nothing but secrecies. 

They simply shine there, and keep 
Themselves in eternal haughtiness and half-sleep, 
And I mig ht be in Atlantis, or any haunted place 
Out of time and space. 

HAJ.IIS I-I MAC LAREN 

SAILING SHIPS 

LYING on Downs above the wrinkling bay 
I with the kestrels shared the cleanly day, 
The candid d ay; wind-shaven, brindled turf; 20 

Tall cliffs; and lo ng sea- line of marbled surf 
From Cornish Lizard to the Kentish Norc 
Lipping the bulwarks of the English sho re, 
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SAILING SHIPS 

\Vhilc many a lovely ship below sa iled by 
On unknown errand, kempt and leisurely ; 
And after each , oh , after each, my heart 
Fled forth , as, watching from the Downs apart, 
I sha red with ships good joys and fortunes wide 
That might befall their beauty a nd their pride; 

Shared first with them the blessed void repose 
Of oily d ays at sea, when o nly rose 
The porpoise's slow wheel to break the sheen 
Of sa tin water indolently green ; ]0 

\Vhen fo r 'ard the c rew, caps tilted over eyes, 
Lay heaped on deck ; slep t; murmured; smoked, 

threw dice; 
The sleepy summer d ays ; the summe r nights 
(The coast pricked O llt with rings of ha rbour-lights), 
The motionless nights, the vaulted nights of June 
\Vhen high in the cordage drifts the entangled 

moon, 
And blocks go knocking, and the sh eets go slapping, 
And lazy swells against the sides com e la pping, 
And summer m ornings off red D evon rocks, 
Faint inland b ells at dawn a nd c rowing cocks. 20 

Shared swifter days, when headlands into ken 
Trod grandly; threatened; and were los t again, 
Old fa ngs along the battlem en ted coast; 
And fo llowed still my ship, whe n winds were most 
Night-purified, a nd , lying stee ply over, 
She fled the wind as fl ees a g irl h er lover , 
Quicke ned by that pursuit fo r which she fre tted, 
Her temper by the contes t proved and wh e tted· 
\Vild stars swept overhead i he r lofty spars ' 
R eared to a ragged heave n sown with s tars, 
As leaping out fro m n a rrow English ease 
She faced the roU of lo ng Atla ntic seas. 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

H e r c:l plain the n W:iS I, I was h er crew, 
The mind that laid h er course, the wake she dre w, 
The waves that r ose agains t h e r bows, the galcs,
Nay. I was m ore; I was h e r very sails 
R ound ed before the wind. h e r eager keel, 
H er s train ing m as t.hcads, h e r responsive wheel, 
H e r pennon stiffe n ed like a swallow's wing; 
Y cs, I was a ll h er slope and speed and sw ing, 
vVh c th c r by yel low lemon s and blue sea 
S h e dawdl ed thro ug h the is. les off T h cssa ly, 10 

Or sa w the palms like sh eaves of scimitars 
On desert's verge below the s unse t bars, 
Or passed the g irdle of th e planet where 
The Sou th e rn C ross looks over to the Bea r, 
And s trayed, cool Narthe I'ncr beneath s tra nge ski rs, 
Flo utin g the Jure o f tropic es tuaries, 
D own that long coas t, and saw l\1agcllan's C loud s 

n n sc. 

And som e that beat up C h a nnel h o meward-bound 
I watch ed , and wondered wha t they mig ht h avc 

found , 
\ Vh;)t alicn ports e nric h ed thci r t eeming h o ld 20 

\ rVil h c rate s of fruit or ba rs of unwrought gold ? 
And tho u g ht h ow L o ndo n clerks with paper-clips 
H a d filL:d the b ills of lading of those ships, 
Clerks Ihat had neve r see n the e m ba ttled sea , 
But w ro te down je ttison a nd b a rra try , 
Perils , Adve n tures, and the A c t of God, 
H aving no v isio n of su c h wrath flun g broad; 
\Vro te down with wea r y a nd accu s to m ed pen 
T h e class ic d a n gel'S of sea-fa ring m e n; 
And wro te" R estraint of Princes," a nd" the Acts JO 

or th e King's E n e mies," as vacant facts, 
Ol ind to th e amb ush ed seas, the e n c ircling roa r 
Of ::lngry 11 :l 1io n s foaming into war. 

VI CTOR IA SAC K VILLE-WEST 
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THE BLUE-PETER 

THE BLUE-PETER 

THE day h as com e for sa iling; and at last 
The brisk b lue-peter flutters a t the m as t. 
Too lo ng beneath the mounta ins we have la in 
\\"hile winds and waters ca ll ed to u s in vain: 
Too long the inn has held us, and too long 
Our cars have h earken ed to the tavern-song. 
The lime h as com e to quit the company 
Of those who drea d the isola ting sea , 
\Vha . slumbe rin g: through nig ht-wa tch es, sp end their 

d ays 
Carousing in the ing le 's dro wsy bl aze : 10 

For \ ... ·hat arc they to u s who arc the sons 
Of tem pest , in whose veins the salt tide runs, 
\Vhosc pulses answer to the ebb and flo ...... · 
Of all the seas that travel to and fro, 
\Vhose feet have trod the lilting d eck from birth 
And s tumble only on the s tabl e earth, 
" 'h ose eyes can pie rce tllC spindrift of the night 
And b lunder blindfold in the tave rn lig ht , 
\Vhose hearts mus t ever in the throng and press 
Ache with into le rable loneliness 20 

Shut in by walls as in an ai rlcss g rave, 
\Vhose home is the unwallcd unrafte red wave, 
\ Vho each within himself ca n only find 
In solitude the comrade to his mind , 
And only in the lone sea-watc h can be 
At case at leng th in his own company. 

The brisk blu e-peter b eckons ; and at last 
Our souls sh a ll ride full-sail ed b efo re the b last 
Into the perilous sec urity 
Of strife with the uncompromising sea. 30 

\VILFRID \ V. GIDSO N 

69 



POBIS OF TWENTY YEARS 

DOCKS 

\VHEN paint or st eel o r w ood are weanng thin , 
The n they com e in : 
The liners. schooners , m e r chantmen, and tramps, 
Upon a head of water pressing hard 
On g a tes of green h eart wood, that close and guard 
The doc ks , till lintels , cla mps, 
Swing suddenly on quo ins steel.pivoted, 
\Vith harsh complaint and cl a ng, 
And then above the wall s arise and spread 
Top-gallant yards or funnel, spanker.vang 10 

Or d o lphin-striker ; figure-heads arise 
That se ttling sway 
Beside an inn; a m erm a id's breasts and eyes 
Beneath a bowsprit g la r e b eside a dray. 

All docks are w o nde rfuJ, whether beside 
The estuaries or fo rcshorcs robbed of sea, 
\Vhere j e tties and muc h dredging keep them free, 
And the strong cons tant scouring of the tide 
Sweeps down the silt; or where by sandy dune 
The neap-tides leave them dry, or flood-tides dash 20 

\Vith a vindic tive lash 
At the conjunc tion of th c sun and moon . 
And wond crful are dry d ocks, whcre the ships 
Are run on keel-pro p s held by timber-shores, 
And sterns a nd pro res 
Stand up fo r sc r a p e rs ' \· ... o rk. and the paint drips 
Among algae and musse ls ; wonderful when 
Doc ks still are in th e building, and the pumps 
Move water fro m the sumps, 
And derricks , litllc trains , and shouting men JO 
Dump clus te r ed cy lind c l"S upon thc gravel, 
And through the sky squa_re blocks of granite travel, 
Dangling to pl a ce to makc the sills. Or when 
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THE MOON HATH NOT 

As now by Thames the running currents flush 
The sluices of the locks, and seek to rush 
Reverse-gates strengthening the entrances, 
Harry the boa 15, and shift 
The refuse of the town and littoral drift; 
And in the dusk the slums arc palaces. 

They wait upon the sea. 
And wharf and j e tty, stately in the grime, 
~'iake comme rce classical, and turn sublime 
The ""archousc crammed with jute o r flax or tea. 

DOROTHY \VELLESLEV 

THE MOON HATH NOT 

THE moon hath not got any lig ht; 
All that b eauty, all that p ower, 
I s a cheat upon the sight, 
Is come and gone within the h our! 
'Vhat is pure, 
Or what is lovely? 
Nothing is that will endure! 

An apple-blossom in the spring, 
When spring awakens cv~rything. 
Is pure or lovely as it please, 
Or not as it knows not of these ! 
What is pure, 
Or what is lovely? 
Nothing is that \vill endure! 

Pure is cherished in a dream, 
Loveliness in little thought ; 
Out of nowhe re do th ey gleam. 
Out of nothing arc they wrought' 
What is pure 
Or what is lovely? 
Nothing is that will endure! 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

Courage, goodness, te nderness : 
Beau ty, wisd o m, ecs tasy: 
\ Vonder, love, a nd loveliness : 
H ope, and immo rtality 
'.-Vh a t is pure, 
O r what is lovely? 
Nothing is th a t , .., ill e ndure! 

Pure and lovely sleep and w ;\ it, 
" ' he r e not good no r ill is d o ne, 
In the keep. within the gate, 10 

At th e h ea rt of everyon e 
\Vh a t is pure , 
Or w h a t is lovely? 
All is, a nd doth a ll endure. 

ROTATION 

EVEN the owls a r c ly rical 
' Vh e n the moon 's rig ht , 

J AMES STEPHENS 

And we h ave n o p a tie nce with the s ta n 
O n a dusty nig ht. 

L ove is dull w ith the m ood wro n g, 
And age m ay outsing youth, 

FO I- th e r e is no m easuring a song, 
Nor counting upon truth . 

All 's wel l, and the n a fl ood of loss 
S urges upo n delig ht, 

' Vhil e the I"ose buds u pon the c ross, 
And the b lind have sig ht. 
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THE IMMORTA L HOU R 

!v[orning wisdom vanish es, 
And dusk brings dread 

That s ta lwart sleep ba nish es 
Ere primes a rc said. 

H e who is surc, h as a ll to learn; 
\Vha fca rs , but fears in vain ? 

F or never a d ay d ocs the year turn , 
But it sh a ll turn again . 

J O li N DRI N K W A TE R 

THE IMMORTAL HOUR 

I . Snu-CHoRUS 

\VE have no tears , who a rc the source of weeping. 
a nd what is la ughte r to us, whose la ug hte r fi rs t 10 

of la ughter woke in m a n the sweet unslceping 
hunger a nd thi rs t ? 

\Ne are the words the p oc ts h ear a nd fa il o f, 
we arc the n o te beyond the fiddl e's cry, 

we fo r a ll lovers of b eau ty a rc a ta lc of 
b eauty tha t p asses by. 

I I. SUII-CHORUS 

Cried a ghost-king by night , .. Divine Augustus! 
you tread the e nds of the wo rld only to find 

that the long roads of dream s go swee ping p as t us 
into a wo rld be hind. '20 

A fleeting throne . a shad ow godhead these a rc . 
whose symbol is the axes a nd the rod ," 

.saying , " There is ano ther kingd o m , C a:sar, 
a further heaven . God." 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

I . SEMI-CHORUS 

\Vc walk with the wind 's fect , 3 nd do n o t rest, 
we walk ben\'ccn the leaves in the high meadows, 

our hair with their green win gs of light, O Uf breast 
s tained with the soft gree n shad o ws. 

Fl eeter than the heart's desire, one by one 
we leave delig hts that are well spoken of, 

and far behind u s echo, a s we run, 
the tired fee t of love. 

II. SEMI-CHORUS 

We are impatient of truth, that is no more 
than finite s tain upo n the infinite, 10 

a fading seamark on a distant shore, 
and we have gone from it, 

\",hose lips, though g rave, are not too grave to smile at 
the heart of man c rying in his vext youth: 

.. \ 'Vhal is the truth? II and to make answer, " Pilate, 
we are the truth." 

HUMBERT WOLFE. 

BYZANTIUM 

THE unpurged images of day recede; 
The Emperor's drunke n soldiery are abed; 
Nig ht r esonance recedes, night.walkers' song 
Afte r great cathedral gong; 20 

A starlit or a moonlit dome disdains 
All that man is, 
All mere complexities, 
The fury and the mire of human veins. 

Before me fl o ats an image, man or shade, 
Shade more than man, more image than a shade; 
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BYZANTIUM 

For Had~s' bobbin bound in mummy-cloth 
May unwind the winding path; 
A mouth that has no moisture and no breath 
Breathless mouths may summon; 
I ha il the superhuman; 
I call it dcath-in-life and lifc-in-dca th. 

Miracle, bird or golden h andiwork, 
lvlore miracle than bird or h andiwork, 
Pla nted on the s tar-lit gold en bough, 
Can like the cocks of Hades crow, 10 

Or, by the moon embitte red, scorn aloud 
In glory of changeless metal 
Common bird or petal 
And all complcxi tics of mire or blood. 

At midnight on the Emperor's pavement flit 
Flames that no faggot feed s, nor s teel has lit, 
Nor storm disturbs, flames begotten of flame, 
\Vherc blood-begotten spirits come 
And all complexities of fury leave, 
Dying into a dance, ~o 
An agony of trance, 
An agony of flame that cannot singe a sleeve. 

Aslraddle on the dolphin 's mire a nd blood, 
Spirit after spirit! The smithies break the flood, 
The golden smithies of the Emperor! 
Marbles of the dancing fl oor 
Break bitter furies of complexity, 
Those images that yet 
Fresh images beget, 
That dolphin-tom , that gong-tormented sea . 30 

W. B. YEA,.. 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

SHALL WE STILL 'vVRANGLE? 

SHALL we s till wr.:ing le, 
Struggle a nd c ry? 
Oh, why not entangle, 
Live life a nd let die, 
Together, espoused, 
Body and I ? 

Come, THOU, without reason, 
Pro fit , or ill : 
\Vithout need or season, 
Come, without will : 10 

L ook up a nd frown n o t! 
Ah, Love, s ta nd s till ! 

\Vhal a wild power 
H as t thou over a ll ! 
This earth-thy flower !- . 
Thy nothing-at-all ! 
This heaven- thy d om inion: 
This brain thy thra lJ ! 

Art tho u the Weave r 
\,yhosc fingers shall tie 
Quiet into fever 
Comfortably-
That knot for whose secret 
I\rlany m e n die? 

FRAN K KENDON 

o LOVE, THE INTEREST ITSELF 
IN THOUGHTLESS HEAVEN 

o LOVE, the interes t itself in thoughtless Heaven, 
lvlakc simpler daily the beating of man 's heart; within, 
There in the ring whcl'c name and image meet, 
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o LOVE 

Inspire them with such a longing as will make his 
thought 

Alive like patterns a murmuratio n of s tarlings 
Rising in joy over wolds unwittingly w eave; 

H ere too on our little reef display your power, 
This fortress perched on the edge of the Atlantic 

scarp, 
The mole between all Europe and the exile-crowded 

sea ' , 

And make us as Newton was, who in his garden 
watching 

The apple falling towards England, became aware 
Benveen himself and her of an eternal tic. 

For now that dream which so long has contented OUf 

will, 10 

I mean, of uniting th e dead into a splendid empire, 
Under whose fertilizing flood the Lancashire moss 

Sprouted up chimneys, and G lamorgan hid a life 
Grim as a tida l rock-pool 's in its glove-shaped valleys, 
Is already re trealing into he r maternal shadow; 

Leaving the furna ces gasping in the impossible air, 
The flotsam at which Dumbarton gapes and hungers ; 
\Vhile upon wind-loved Rowley no hammer shakes 

The cluster of mounds like a midge t golf course, 
graves 

Of some who created lhese intelligible dangerous 
marvels ; :20 

Affectionate people) but crude their sense of glory . 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEAR~ 

Far-sig hted as falco ns, they looked d own a nother 
future ; 

F o r the seed in their lo ins w c .·c hostil e, tho u g h a fraid 
o f their pride , 

And , fa ll with a sh a d ow n ow, in e rtl y w a it. 

In b a r , in n e tte d c hic ke n-fa rIn , in lig htho u se, 
S ta ndi n g o n these impove rish ed cons tric ting a c res, 
The la dies a nd gentle m e n apa rt , too muc h a lo n e , 

Consider the years of the m easured w o rld b egun, 
T h e barren spiritu a l m a rriage of s to n e and w a te r. 
Y e t , 0, a t th is v e ry m o m ent o f o ur h o peless s ig h 

\Vh e n inl a nd the y a r e thinking the ir tho ug hts but a rc 
w a tc hing th ese is la nds, 10 

As c hildre n in C h es t e r look to !\'·l o cl F a mma u to d eci de 
On pic nics by the clearness or withdra wal of h e r 

tree less c ro wn, 

So m e p ossib le dream, long coil ed in the a mmo nite 's 
slumbe r , 

Is uncurling , prepared to lay o n o ur ta lk a nd kindness 
Its milita r y silence. its surgeon's idea o f p a in; 

And o ut o f the Future into ac tua l His to ry, 
A s whe n M edin, tame r of h o rses, and his lo rds to 

who m 
Sto n e h e n g e will s till a tho u g ht , the Pillars p assed 

And into the unda r ed ocean swung n o rth their prow, 
Drives thro ug h the nig ht a nd s ta r-con cealing d a wn 
For the v irgin roadsteads of our hea rts a n unwavering 

keel. 2:1 

W. H. AUDEN 



THE ENEMIES 

DEVICE 

o THAT I mig ht believe that ti~c 
] s but a m easure thrown on thmgs 
That hold exis te nce in a sphe re 
Inte nse alone, and always felt 
In full reality! For then 
I could evade despo nd e ncy 
By m agnifying to my fl-arne 
The ecs tatic b eat that nigh t and day 
Pulses within the milk-white walls 
Of mental sloth , eager to break 10 

Into the radi a nt release 
or vision divine and precise. 

-Time that is a shrouded thoug ht 
Involving earth and life in d oubt. 

H ERBERT R EAD 

THE ENEl\!IES 

TIME, change and d eath , ulcse 
Three aTC 1\1ao'5 enemies. 

\Vhal? Time that takes the p a in from g ri ef, 
That brings a gain bud and leaf, 
That sets the c hild in its m o ther's arms ? 

'Vhat? Change that gives eyes to the blind, 20 

That in decay can freshness find, 
lvlaking old, n ew; familiar , strange? 

\Vhat? Dcath that shuts the gate 
On longing and regre t, 
Grief, fear , p a in , sh a mc) satiety, and all harms
Time and change? 

SVLVL\ LYND 
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POEM S O F 'IWENTY YEARS 

IN TIME LIKE G LASS 

I N time like g lass the s ta rs arc sct, 
And seeming -flutte ring butterfli es 
Arc fixed fas t in T ime's g la ss n c t 
\Vith m o unta ins a nd with m a ids' brig ht eyes. 

Above th e cold Cordill e r as hung 
T h e winged cagle a nd the .NIoon : 
T h e gold , s no w-throa ted o rchid sprung 
Fro m g loom where p eers the d a rk ba b oon: 

T h e Hima layas' white, r a pt bro ws ; 
T h e j ewel-eyed b ear tha t thread s their caves ; 10 

T h e lush p la ins' lo wing h e rd s o f cow s ; 
T h a t S h a d o w e ntering huma n g raves : 

All these like stars i n T ime a r c se t , 
T h ey vanish but ca n n e ve r p a ss; 
T h e S un tha t with th e m fa d es is ye t 
F as t- fixed as the y in T ime like g lass. 

W. J . TURNE R 

THE ENIGMA 

MAN, w h a t is nla ll ? A h as ty tool 
Forg ed in fo ur secon ds o f distrac ted fire , 
Unkindly c as t into the w o rld to cool 
In the co ld wind of lo neliness, until 20 

Bracing his m e ta l to the wind reveal 
The b eauty o f his spirit a nd d esire , 
As every q u a lity of ed ge a nd s teel 
Soul, the delighted c raftsman, can require 1 
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LOOKING AT THE STARS 

Man, what is man ? The Prince of Time, 
The roof of the world , and cornice of renown, 
\\'hose thoughts go up into the sta rs o f rhyme 
Or flit between the Scorpion and the Crown
And whose most d a ring ac t is to uncover, 
To the indifferent ear o f d arkn ess, a ll 
His little failures to be loved or lover , 
Crying between the pillow and the wa ll. 

?vbn, what is man but woman's toy , 
Needing her h a nds at first in pitiful h a rms, to 
Humbled a ll his life to n eed the j oy 
That's in one w om a n or a no ther 's arms; 
And even in the g rave I d a re say lonely 
Till the d a rk fin gers of the trees brea k throug h
\Va rnan, you make us at your pleasure, o nl y 
That OU f strong bo nes may b e embraced by yew . 

LAURE NCE ' '''HlSTLER 

THIS BLIND ROSE 

As this blind rose, no m o rc tha n a whim of the dust, 
achieved he r excelle nce without intent, 

so man , the casual sp ort of lime and lust, 
plans wea lth and war, and loves by accide nt. 2 0 

HUMBERT \VOLFE 

LOOKING AT THE STARS 

Now, by nig h t, while a ll is still, 
Orion sets his star ry heel, 
Marching, on the w es tern hill :_ 
Constellations with him wheel 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

\tVestward, ever westward moving, 
l\1any a hero, many a god, 
Fierce in war and fierce in loving ;-
1\.1cn in ancient times who trod 

This strange planet knew and named 
Their great deeds, procla imed their glories, 
While the white stars flin ched and flamed :
Shades of shades those m e n; but stoTies 

Live when speaking lips are dumb: 
Is it their night-haunting breath, 
Across unnumbe red ages come, 
Breathes in my hair the chill of death? 

SYLVIA LYND 

POEM FOR AN ANNIVERSARY 

ADMIT then and be g lad 
Our volcanic age is o ver. 
A molten rage shook earth from head to toe, 
Seas leapt from their beds, 
World's bedrock boiling up, the terrible lava. 
N ow it is not so. 

Remember, not r egret 

'0 

Those cloudy dreams that trod on air 20 

How distantly reflec ting fire below: 
The mating in a ir, the Inutc 
Shuddering electric storms, the foul and fair 
Love was used to know. 

Admire, no m o re afraid, 
Counlry m a d e for peace. Earlh r ent, 
Rocks like prayers racked from the heart, are now 
Landmarks for us and shade : 
Hotfoo t to havoc where the lava went, 
Cooler rivers flow. 30 
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SHINING DARK 

Survey what most survivcs-
Love's best, climate and co ntour fine: 
\Ve have trained the giant lightning ( 0 lie low 
And drive our linked lives: 
Those clouds stand not in daydrea m but for rain~ 
And earth has grain to grow. C. DAY LEWIS 

SHINING DARK 

S CATTER grey ash to the darkness, break 
The j a r , the brittle urn , to the blea k 
Inhuma n north , and the dark wind-

Crumble the trivial husk . th e sh ell , 10 

And claim, 0 firm substantial Earth, 
The living pulse a nd the quick sap 
From the green shoot a nd the cunning skull, 

Take it ; a nd ta ke the unsullied la ke, 
The song. the unconquered hill, the a le rt 
Touch , and the glance, and a m a n 's strength-

T a ke it; you can but take it oncc-
The gcn tian hour and the sun 's light; 
Pride of young earth and living limb, 

Take: Calcine th e a m o rphous dust , '10 

D estroy the inert substratum, brea k 
Too late, the p a ttern: dust a tta ins, 
Quicker than tardy death, the shining d a rk-

Beethoven d eaf and ~·lilton blind , 
Melville, forsaken o f the valiant mind, 
Beyond the inhuman pa ttern, m e n , 
Broken, epheme ra l, u nd ismayed . 

MICHAEL RODERTS 



POEMS OF TWENTY YE ARS 

IN YEARS OF CRISIS 

On. fo r the a n od y n e 
O f ac tio n - for a fi ght to fi ght, 
Kno w i n g both c nd a nd m ea n s ""'ere rig ht I 

Al as ! No lib e ra ting ca Jl is min e . 

The w o rld tra v a ils. H e r groa n s 
G ive m e n o r cs t. Ca n I n o t m a ke 
Som e swif t brig ht e ffo rt fo r h e r sake ? ... 

But , ,,here? But h ow? A d eep er \'o ice disowns 

The ego th a t 'w o uld lose 
Self- p a in in some impe tuo u s 10 

T iltin g a t sh a d o w s. Credulo u s 
Arc they who R easo n 's mimic wa rfa re cho ose! 

R eason ? S h e cla ims h e r due . 
But if sh e b e n o t b o rn aga in 
O f sp i rit , sh e must to il in vain , 

And with m o r e ang u ish the sad earth b estrew. 

Not whe re h e r e n g ines sw eep . 
And all the dus t a nd ech oes s ta rt , 
Lies the true comba t. N ay ! 0 h eart , 

Tunnel int o th yself! Bo re d eep! Bo re d eep! zo 

The r e lurk the enemies : 
A n oxio us h ost! Scck the m clsewhc r"c , 
And- th o u g h ad venture lull th y care, 

And g a y illusio n g ild the e nte rprise-

Eve n as tho u aim's t the blo w 
At th e m e re visible fe int of wrong , 
Fo r a ll thy vaunting martia l song, 

Thou wilt but run ye t fur th e r from the fo c I 
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A TIME TO DANCE 

Back to thyself, 0 soul ! 
There the world 's ba ttles must be fought: 
There her salvation must be sought: 

There only can'st thou make her sorrows whole. 

The fight is long, you say? 
The victory will be too late? 
Perchance. Yet- back! Look to the gate: 

To thine own gate! There is no other way. 
GILBERT THOMAS 

A TIME TO DANCE 

FOR those who had the power 
of the forest fires tha t burn 10 

Leaving their sou rce in a shes 
to flush the sky with fire: 

Those whom a famous urn 
could not contain , whose passion 

Brimmed over the dee p grave 
and dazzled epitaphs: 

For all that have won us wings 
to clear the tops of g rief, 

My fri end who within me laughs 
bids you d a nce and sing. 20 

Some set out to explore 
eanh's limit, and little they reeked if 

Never their fee t came ncar it 
outgrowing the need for glory : 

Some aimed at a small objective 
but the fierce updraught of their spirit 

Forced them to the stars. 
Arc honoured in public who built 

The dam that tamed a river; 
or holding the salient for hours 30 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

A gai nst odds, c ut off and killed, 
are remembe red by one survivor. 

All these . But m os t for those 
whom accident m a de g r ea t, 

A s a r a dia nt c hance encounter 
of cloud and sunlight grows 

Immonal on the h eart : 
whose gift w as the sudde n bounty 

Of a p ass ing m o ment , enriches 
the fulfill ed eye fo r ever. 1 0 

The ir s pirits float se rene 
above time's roug hest r eac h es, 

But their seed is in u s and over 
Our lives they are ever green . 

C. DAY LEWIS 

THE FOOLS 

TH EY are the fools of the earth, 
Envy and scorn of the wise, 

Rapt to the wonders of birth, 
Blind with the light in their eycs

Blind to the things tha t d e face, 
S eei n g the marvel that lies 20 

In the lure of unlimited space 
And the fa thomless deep of the skies. 

They are the p oor of the world, 
Ri c h with intangible gold; 

Rac ing fo r rainbows unfurled 
"Vide over pasture and wold: 

Children of dream and d es ire, 
Sceki ng t he g lory revealed 
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REPLY 

In daybreaks of passionate fire 
Or grasses and weeds of the field. 

They see the Unseen a nd end ure. 
Though the seen is insistent and loud; 

They cleave to the things that arc sure, 
To vision and phantom and cloud . 

Day is a n impulse of light, 
Nig ht is a m assing o f s tars ; 

\Vaves arc alive whe n rhey smite 
At cavern and c rag of the ir bars. 10 

They a rc the fools o f the eanh , 
Drunke n as men with new wine

Born in myste rious birth 
To a n heirship of purpose di\'ine : 

Singing whe re others are dumb, 
Hea ri ng the wonders lha t spca k 

From the heaven and the grasses, they come 
In the pathways that lead to th e p ea k . 

AR T H UR L. SALMON 

REPLY 

YES, you , who dared not face your intuit jo n, 
\Vho stilled as soon as born the puny cry 20 

That rose re membering immo fl a lity-
Yes, you, who fled as cowards from your vis ion 
Down the broad ways of easy. ch eap d ecisio n, 
Hoping tha t gold and meat and drink could buy 
A tower to hide your secre t self-suspic io n 
And shut fro m sight your una ttempted sky-
Yes, you wo uld find it easy to d eride 
Our feet that fail where yours have never tried ... 

GEOFFREY jOHKSO N 



POE)'.!S OF TWENTY YEARS 

HEARING OF HARVESTS RO'ITING 
IN THE VALLEYS 

H EAR I!'o;C of h a rves ts r o ttin g in the va lleys, 
Seeing at c nd o f s tree t Ihe barren m o untains, 
R ound corne rs coming sudde nl y o n ' ... ·a ler, 
Knowing the m shipwrec ked \vh o were launc hed fo r 

isla nd s, 
\,Ve h o no ur founders of these s tarving c ities, 
Who se h o n o ur is th e image o f our sorrow . 

\Vh ich canno t sec its likeness in thei r sorrow 
That brought the m desp e ra te to the brink of valleys ; 
Dreaming of even ing walks throug h lea rned cities, 
They r e ined the ir violent h orses on the m o untains, 
Those field s like ships to castaways o n isla nds, u 
Visions o f g r ee n to th e m th a t c raved for water. 

They built by rivers and a t night the w ater 
Running p a s t \vind o ws comforted th e ir sorrow; 
E ach in hi s little bed con ceived of islands 
\Vhc re every da y w as danc ing in th e va JIeys, 
And a ll the year trees blo ssomed o n th e m o untains, 
\Vh c re love was innocent , being far fro m c ities. 

But dawn came back and they were s till in cities; 
No m arvello u s c rea ture r ose up from the w a ter, 20 

There was s till gold and si lve r in the mountains, 
And hun ger was a m o re imm ediate sorrow; 
Al thoug h to m o ping villagers in valleys 
Som e w aving pilg rims w e re d escribing is la nds . 

.. The gods," they promised, .. visit us from islands, 
Are sta lking h ead-up, lovely through the cities ; 
Now is the time to leave your wretc hed valleys 

88 



MARINA 

And sail with them ac ross the lilllc. g recn wa te r ; 
Sitting at thei r white sides, fo rge t the ir sorrow, 
The shad ow cas t ac ross your lives by m ounta ins. " 

So many, do ub tful , perished in the mounta ins 
Climbing up crags to ge t a vicw of isla nds ; 
So ma ny, fearful , took w ith the m the ir sorrow 
Wh ich stayed them whe n they reac h ed unha p py c ities ; 
So ma ny, careless, dived a nd dro wned in wa ter ; 
So many. wre tc hed , w o uld no t leave the ir valleys . 

It is the sorrow; sh a ll it m elt ? Ah , wa te r 1 0 

\Vould gush , fl ush , g reen these m ou n ta ins a nd these 
valleys, 

And we rebuild our c ities , not dream of isla nds. 
\ V. H. A UDEN 

MARINA 

OJ~is hie locus , quae regio, quae mUfldi plaga? 

\VHAT seas wha t shores wha t grey rocks a nd what 
isla nds 

'Vhat water lapping the bow 
And scent of pine a nd the woodthrush sing ing through 

the fog 
\Vha t images re turn 
o my daughter. 

Those who sha rpe n the tooth of the d og, mea ning 
Death 
Those wh~ glitte r with the glo ry o f the humming bird, 

mcanmg 30 

Death 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

Those who sit in the stye of contentment, meaning 
Death 
Those who suffer the ecstasy of the animals, meaning 
Death 

Arc become unsubstantial, reduced by a wind, 
A breath of pine, and the woodsong fog 
By this grace dissoh"ed in place 

\Vhat is this face, less clear and clearer 
The pulse in the arm, less strong and stronger
Given or lent? morc dis tant than stars and nearer 

than the eye 10 

\Vhispers and small laughter between leaves and 
hurrying feet 

Under sleep, where all the waters meet. 

Bowsprit cracked with ice and paint cracked with heat. 
I made this, I have forgotten 
And remember. 
The rigging weak and the canvas rotten 
Benveen one June and another September. 
Made this unknowing, half conscious, unknown, nly 

O\VIL 

The garboard strake leaks. the seams need caulking. 
This form, this face, this life 20 

Living to Jive in a world of time beyond me; let mc 
Resign my life for this life, my speech for that un· 

spokcn, . 
The awakened, lips parted, the hope, the new shJps. 

What seas , ... hat shores what granite islands 
my timbers, 

And wood thrush calling through the fog 

towards 

My daughter. 
T. S. EUOT 
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IMPERMANENT CREATIVENESS 

H.1PERMANENT CREATIVENESS 

THE spider p endulo usly waits 
S tranded in the unroad cd a ir , 
The spider 's belly-mind crea tes 
T horoughfa re o n thorough fare. 

The fat a ll y inquisitive m o th 
\ Vakes to a m b itio n w ith a quiver, 
Leaves its bed and board o f cloth: 
\\' ings of moth go Ait a nd shiver. 

And all the time o n the window~pane 
Shadow fingers o f the trees 10 

\Vistfully grope and grope aga in 
After the indoor mysteries. 

Over aspha lt , tar, and gravel 
1\,l y racing mod el ha ppily purrs, 
Each charted road I yet unravel 
Out of my mind's six cylinders. 

Shutters of light, green and red, 
Slide up and d own. Like mingled cries, 
\Vind and sunlig ht clip and wed 
Behind the canopy of my eyes. 2 0 

Moth-wings burn . Spiders shrivel ; 
Their bright webs break a nd cobwebs turn. 
?vl.inds burn. Homers drivel. 

Yet all the time on the window-pane 
Shadow fingers of the trees 
Grope, gro pe , gro pe again 
After unseen fatalities. 

LOUIS ?vlAcN EIC£ 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

STARFALL 

O UR hopes are fading . L e t them fade! 
There is n o lack where they were made. 
\\' h at, though a great wind shake the might 
Of the tree of H eaven , and, thro ug h the nig ht, 
Scatter the blissful blooms o f lig ht ? 
There's not a tremo r in the roo t, 
No loss , a nd, after blossom, fruit. 

The starry petals fa ll alld fade: 
That is no lack where they wut made. 

E. H. VISIAK 

SARASVATI 

As bird to nest, when, moodily, 10 

The storm cloud murmurs nigh tbe tree~ 
Thus let him Ace, 
\Vhe can to sing, 
Here hath he calm, and sheltering. 

As b ee to hive, when, with the sun, 
Long h o ncy. gathcring is done, 
\Vho can to sing, 
There let him flee, 
This is his cell, his com panic. 

As child to mother running, where 20 

The thunder shudders through the air, 
Thus let him flee, 
Who can to sing, 
Here hath he ward, and cherishing. 
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I THINK CONTINUALLY 

Fly to thy u'11cnt! To thy charm! 
Thy nes t, thine hi,oc, thy sheltering a rm! 
'''ho can to sing , 
There le t him fl ee, 
This is, na ugh t e lse is , certainty . 

J A~I.E S STEPHENS 

A LITTLE DISTANCE OFF 

THIS world b ehind the faces tha t you sec, 
The moving li ps and eyel ids, eyes a light 
Like m a tch es blown by wind , beca use you s ta nd 
A little distance off ann canno t c h a nge 
Your isolation for the ir many. b ears 10 

The complete shape of art, the harmo ny 
And pattern of a film .... The film unfo lls, 
The world evolves in wo rds and fl a me of eyes, 
And you withdrawn , a watc h er , ye t c rea le, 
Yel mould the sh ape, a lte r a poise or smile, 
The incidence of lig ht, as one who sees 
Across the windows of a cl imbing tra in 
The mountain farms c url backwa rds, where the p aths 
Lead up to g limpses of sun-dazzled w a lls , 
Conceive strange lives a nd fea tures, faintly h earing 
T he fall of music from behind the trees. 2 1 

J OHN L EHMA1\'N 

I THINK CONTINUALLY OF THOSE 
WHO WERE TRU LY GREAT 

J :rIlINK continually of those who w e re trul y g reat . 
~\ ho, from the wo mb, re m embered thc soul's his to ry 
fhrough corridors of light wherc the ho urs nrc suns 
Endless and sing ing. \ Vhosc lovely a mbitio n 
Was tha t the ir lips, sull to uch ed with fire, 
Should tell of the Spirit clothed from head to foot in song. 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

And who h oa rded from th e Spring branches 
The d esires falling across thei r bod ies like blossoms. 

\..vha t is preciolls is n eve r to forge l 
The esse ntial delig ht of the blood drawn from ageless 

sprmgs 
Breaking throug h rocks in worlds before our earth. 
Never to deny its pleasure in the m o rning simple light 
N o r its grave evening d e m a nd for Jove. 
Never to allow g radua lly the traffic to smother 
With n o ise and fog the fl owering of the spirit. 

Near th e snow, near the sun, in the hig h es t fields 10 

See h ow these names are feted by the w aving g rass 
And by the stream e rs of white cloud 
And whispers of wind in the listening sky. 
The n a mes o f those who in their lives foug ht for life 
Who worc at their h earts the fire 's centre. 
Bo rn o f the sun they travelled a short while towards 

the sun , 
And left the vivid air signed with their honour. 

STEPHEN SPENDER 

THE GAY 

THOSE moon-gilded dancers 
Prankt like butterflies, 
Theirs was such lovely f'O lly 
I t stayed my rapt eyes: 

.0 

But my heart that was pondering 
Was sadly wise. 

To be so lig hthearted 
What pain was left b ehind; 
What fetters fallen gave the m 
Unto this airy mind: 
'Vhat dark sins were pardoned; 
What God was kind I 
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AN IMPATI ENCE 

I with long a ng uish boug ht 
J oy that was soon in llight ; 
And wond ered w h a t these p a id 
For years of young deligh t; 
Ere they were b o rn wha t tea rs 
Thro ug h what long night. 

All these gay cheeks, light fce t, 
\Ve re telling o ve r again, 
But in a h eavenly accent, 
A ta lc of a ncie nt pain 
That, the j oy spe llt , must pass 
T o sorrow aga in . 

I w ent into the wi lderness 
Of night to ue a lo ne, 
H o lding sorrow and j oy 
Hugged to my heart as onc, 
L es t they fl y on those wild ways 
And li fe be undone. 

AN IMPATIENCE 

CREAT m e n a nd learned I can h a te, 

10 

.. A .E." 

And would confound them if I could: 20 

I saw a simple thing of la tc, 
A soul that lived in solitud e. 

In anger h ave I closed the book 
That lusts to m ake a ll men believe : 
But the lone wildl ing creature's look 
Homage d e m ands and sh a ll receivc. 

Your thoug hts are vast, yc t sh apcless things, 
And never d one, like Babel towc r : 
But to its life this spirit brings 
Completeness, like the five·lcaved flow er. 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

Y o u e nd in c h aos, as you bega n ; 
Y o u arc made filth a nd food of ni cs : 
This loves, and wh e n it ends its sp a n, 
As Ao""crs fall, even so it dies. 

Y our w ay, your ends a rc dread to Ole, 
\Vhe n in your h e ll I share your dream: 
But whe n this dies , I seem to see 
Five p e ta ls on the sliding stream. 

RUTH PITTER 

THE BOTTLE 

OF g reen and he..xagonal glass, 
\\' ith sh a rp, fluted sides- tel 

Vaguely transparent these w a lls, 
" "h e re in motio nl ess hides 

A simple so p o tent it ca n 
T o oblivion lull 

The "lcary. the racked, the bereaved, 
The miserable . 

Flowers in si lent d esire 
Their life-breath e..rnale

Self-heal. hellebo re, aconite, 
Chamomile, dwale : 20 

Sharing the same gentle h eavens, 
The sun's heat and light, 

And, in the dust at their roots, 
The same shallow night. 

Eac h its own livelihood hath, 
Shape, pattern, hue; 

Age o n to age unto these 
Keeping steadfastly true; 
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THE BOTTLE 

And, musing amid them , there moves 
A stranger , named l\Iall, 

\ Vho of their ichor dis til s 
\\' hat virtue he can; 

Plucks them ere seed-time to bl azon 
His house with the ir radiant d yes ; 
Prisons their attar in wax; 
Candies their pe ta ls; denies 
Them freedom to breed in the ir won t; 
Buds, fecundates, graft s the m a t will ; 10 

And with c unningest Iccchcraft compc:ls 
Their good to his ill. 

In trigue fa ntas tic as this 
\'·here sh a ll we find ? 

l\[utc in the ir bea uty they se rve him, 
Body and mind . 

And one- but a weed in his wh ea t
Is the poppy- frai l, p a llid , whose juice 
\Vith its saplikc and opiate fume 
Strange drea ms wi ll induce 20 

or wo nder and ho rro L And no ne 
Can sile nce the soul, 

\Vcaricd of self and o f life, 
Ea rth's d a rkness and d o le, 

tvlo rc secretly, d eeply. But fin:tll y ?
\Vas te no t thy breath j 

The words that a r(: sc ra wled o n this phi a l 
H ave for syno nym, duuh-

\Vicket out into the d a rk 
That swings but one w ay; 

Infinite hush in an ocean of silence 
A(:ons away-
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POE M S OF TIVENTY YEARS 

Tho u fo rsake n !-even tho u !
T h e dread goo d -bye; 

T h e abando n ed, th e thro nged , 
unsh a rc d -

th e w a tc h ed , the 

Awa iting m e--I ! 
WALTE R DE LA lvlARE 

GR EY SAND IS C H U RNIN' IN MY LUGS 

GREY sa nd is churoi n ' in m y lugs. 
T h e munel icht fl e ls, a nd gantin ' the re 
The grave o ' a' m a nkind 's laid b a re 
- O n H e ll i tscl ' t h e dra wback rugs ! 

N ae m a n ca n ke n his h e rt until 
T h e t id e 0' life uncove rs it, 10 

And h o rro r -s truc k h e sees a pit 
R c turnin ' life can n ever fill. 

H UG H MAC DIARMID 

SIMPLICITY 

TH E Y a r e so m a n y , m a n 's g rim mise ries. 
His b r a in is sulle n with a thousa nd scars ; 
C una ins o f ambitio n blind his eyes 
T o the quie t p a tience o f the s ta rs. 

H e is so inte rwoven into natio ns, 
Ta n g led with i n tdg uc a nd fa lse counter~schcmcs. 
Tha t h e fo rge ts th ese w atch ers a t t h e ir s ta tio ns 
Whe re S p ace, fo r a eon o n a eon, o u ts trea rns . 20 

H e h as fo rgo tte n the sing le h eart , th e o nc 
And unimped ed purpose o f the so ul ; 
The love th a t ri ses likc th e m o rnin g s un, 
And sets upo n a life m a d e who le. 

RIC HARD CH U R CH 
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BEYOND THE SODDEN OVERHANGING MI ST 

THE SEA 

I HAVE come back fro m the wide sea, 
T o breath e the na rrow dust again, 
In cities, whe re m e n cumbe r m e n . 
\ \'hy is it tha t 1 d a re no t b e 
Alone with Nature? Co ming n car 
The light a nd peace of her austere 
R egard, I am fill ed with sh a m eful fca r. 

\"ha t is this thing the to wns h ave m ad e, 
Into their liken ess m ad e anew , 
U ntil we know no t star o r d ew ? 1 0 

\Vc a rc a fra id o f lig ht , a fra id 
Of windy space, a nd na ked skics , 
And a ll in heave n and ea nh that lies 
Beyond this prison of our eyes. 

ARTH U I~ SYM ON' 

BEYOND THE SODDEN OVERHANGING 
MIST 

B EYOND the sodden overh anging mis t 
The flut es and cornets o f eternity 
Play out their harmo nics of lig ht. The earth 
For eVcr cradled a nd swathed but fa intly feels 
T~at heavenly music . \ Vhi le the g rea t b ea ms fl ow 
With endless beat, like a symphonic strea m , l O 

Only the tiny pulse o f living hearts 
Betrays earth's co nsc ie nce; a nd man h er god 
Drugged with the rhYlhm of his own mac hines 
S l ~eps to that a lso; for man 's soul is shut , 
HlS fount of music and great summer glory : 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

H e has n o bloom of c heck, no fire in his eye, 
N o lig ht of love, no kindly p ower, no joy :
Be h o ld him in the s tree t a fearful s la ve, 
Sallow and sIeck a nd d ead ; while God apart 
B y river-banks weeps in the willow trees. 

MJCHAEL M c K ENNA 

MORNING 

D o not awa ke the academic scholars, 
Trad itio n 's h ai ry god las t nig ht d e p a rted. 
Thi s m O Tn the huge iconocl astic r o llers 
Blo t o ut the r oad s whe re long the Spirit ca rted 
The prayerful dream, th e scientific load, 10 

The cobwebbed preacher-stuff of Porto b e llo . 
To-day will find a n e w straw-bodied god 
Muc h brighter th a n the other morbid fellow. 

And when they wake-the sch o la rs- they will be 
T oothless, un voiced and m aybe hal f-way gone, 
With n o thing but a clouded memory 
To lead the m to the hie roglyphic stone 
On whi c h o ld Sc h o la rship had proud ly scratched 
A lis t o f doors tha t Truth h as left unlatc h ed . 

PATRIC K KAVANAGH 

TO PENETRATE THAT ROOM 

T o penetrate tha t room is my d esire, 20 

The ex treme auic of the mind , that lies 
Jus t beyond the las t bend in the corridor. 
Writing I d o it. Phrases, p oem s arc keys. 
Loving's another way (but not so sure). 
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UNDER THE EYELID 

A fire 's in the re , I think , there's truth at las t 
Deep in a lumber c hes t. Sometimes I ' m n eil l', 
But draughts puff out the matc hes , a nd I'm los t. 
Sometimes I'm lucky, find a key to turn, 
Open an inch or two- but ah,-ays then 
A bell rings, someone calls, o r c ries of " fire .. 
Arrest my hand when no thing's known or see n, 
And running down the stairs again I mourn . 

JOHN LEHM ANN 

UNDER THE EYELID 

UNDER the lid the pic tures corne and go 
And splash their chang ing colo urs to and fro: 10 

Fi rst they are carried o n a bea m of light 
That from \'ibration turns to quick delight: 
But when you drop the ge ntle blue vein'd blind 
They fli cke r from the cupboa rds of your mind , 
\Vhere all the bright collections you have m ade 
On dim forgotten shelves arc th ickly laid 
Till they can cross the forefront of your brain 
And conquer your swee t consciousness again j' 
Then one by one they fli cker into sight 
Driving your thoughts b efore them in a fright, 20 

And turn your cogitations quite as tray 
In the bewildered mirror of the ir way. 

Now if their flashing sequence I could g uide 
By slipping careful words in where they hide, 
J\.ly eyelid 's treasures, roug he ned by my tongue, 
Catching with yours to move your thoughts along, 
I should be happy in my bold invasion 
And lead you to forgive this fond intrusion. 

BR VAN GUJNN£SS 
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POEMS OF TWEI\'TY YEARS 

TO THE SURVIVORS 

Til E rust tha t paints their c ities red 
And m akes th eir cast-iron idols r eel . 
The russet loc us t-swarm that's spread 
Upon th e ir wilting crop s of s teel :-

This g ift of ou r protec ting Si rc, 
The Sola r C hris t, to purge the la nds
I s like the good PI-omcthcan fire 
At 'which to ' .... arm our scatheless h a nds. 

By it the huma n heart relurned , 
Shall bla ze o n ce more with ruby ligh t- fO 

The strong sh a ll seize it uncon sumed, 
The res t will c rumbl e at its sig ht. 

The brave from out its grudging c rus t 
,"ViII pull the treasu re that it kecps
Within the red sh ea th of the rus t, 
The white Excalibur that sleep s :-

One from i ts ash breathe new desire; 
• O n e from its embers snatc h the S lar 

That g la n ces with a tripl e fire 
And tips th e Trident of Cailar :- 20 

One will blow flames, wh e n n at ions drowse, 
With whic h to burn proph e tic lips : 
And some find shares, , .... ith c ruiser-prows, 
To h eave the c urling turf like ships. 

The n , like Niagara se t free, 
Rid e on, you fine Commando · vain 
Were look ing back, for a ll you'd see 
Were" Charlics .. running fo r their train I 
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WHO STANDS ERECT UPON THE EDGE 

For none save those are worthy birth 
\Vho neither life nor death will shun: 
And we plough deepest in the Earth 
\Vho ride the nearest to the Sun. 

Roy CA:>IPDELL 

RETURN 

R ESU RRECT, r esurrect, 
The senses and the inte llec t, 
Swing and s tride a nd marc h again 
In thundering charges down the plain. 
Carry the dry logs to the fire, 
Relight pride, rcsurgc d esire, 10 

And spin the d ead leaves d own the wind, 
And le t in \'I!intc r on the mind. 

Out with old banners, le t the m fly, 
Nor ca re a hang for symbolry : 
I am I , and close to hand 
My world to shape or unders ta nd. 
Life goes on, once m o re I live, 
Once more the open skies can give 
Some native fo rce, some n atural power, 
And flaming triumph through an hour. 2 0 

JULIAN BELL 

WHO STANDS ERECT UPON THE EDGE 

\VHO stands e rect upon the edge 
Precipitate for new adven ture 
-Forgoes the sitting o n the hedge 
The timid facebothways composure 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

Is hero too with wizard sword 
His perilous dignj ty is sure 
-The m as ter o f a green accord 
Between flesh and the pulse o f nature. 

CLERE PARSONS 

TO HIS OWN MIND 

o WEAVER, will you not forget 
To spin your a iry web and slig ht? 
Too nimble D a ncer , dancing yet 
On the thin m eshes of the nig ht! 
Beneath my feet your Topes are se t, 
You hang the stars within my bra_in 
I too could weave a wiry net 
And dance upon a thoughtful c h a in, 

But that, in pauses, I have heard 

0 -

• 

Dim sounds that moc k the polish ed mind, 
Have seen the lovely and absurd 
Things of the country of the blind; 
A country where a flaming word 
Found by an idiot in his sleep 
I s yet the peering poised white bird 

10 

That scans the pavement of the deep. 20 

GEOFFRE.Y SCOTT 

NATIVITY 

A PLOWER has opened in my heart .. . 
""hat (lowe r is this, what flower of spring, 
What simple. secret thing? 
It is the peace that shines apart, 
The peace of daybreak skies that bring 
Clear song and wiJd swift wing. 
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THE PRISONER 

Heart 's miracle of inwa rd lig ht, 
\Vhat powers unknown have sown your seed 
And your perfection freed ? .. . 
o flower within me wondrous white, 
] know you only as my need 
And my unsealed sigh I. 

SIECFRJED SASSOON 

CALM AS THE MOON 

WHAT shaH be the signal fo r d e parture? 
We, who have departure curled up in us 
Like the red wings of a moth in a cocoon, 
Are walking throug h the town's confused alarms, TO 

Calm, to those who meet us, as the moon . 

Those who meet us cannot sec under the shell : 
What shall be OUT sig nal for d eparture 
From the habit and the self we have outgrowll ? 

Wait, we shall come to it any time soon,-
The crying of cocks in rivers ide farms, 
A flush of sunlight on a lvfar-ch afternoon, 
The thunder of engines in a glass.roofcd terminus, 
The advance out of shadow and the crowd of lirlcd 

arrIl3. 
JOHN LEHMANN 

THE PRISONER 

EVERY morning the priso ner hears 20 

Calls lo aClion and words or warning: 
They fall not on dear but indifferent ean . 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

Free sp eech, fresh air are denied him no\"" 
Arc not fo r one who is g rowing thin 
Be tween four wall s of Roman thic kness. 

Fro m his cell he sees the meetings begin, 
The vchcmt:nt loc k on the orator's brow 
And th e lis te ners warped by want and sickness. 

His old wound throbs as o ld wounds will , 
The s ummer morning makes his head feci lig ht, 
Pai nful the sunlight on the whitewashed si ll, 
Trembling h e awa its the ever-fruitful night, 10 

For then dreams many-formed appear 
Teeming with truths that public lips ignore, 
And naked fi g ures s truggle from th e sea 
Shipwrecked, to be clothed on sh o re, 

And words no orator utters arc said 
Such as the wind through mouths of ivy forms 
Or snai ls with silver write upon the dead 
Bark of an ilex after April storms. 

While fli g hts of bombers streak his patch of sky, 
\Vhile speakers ra nt and save the world \",ith books, 20 

\Vhile at the fcont the first battalions die, 
Ovec the edge of thought itself he looks, 

Tiptoe along a knife-edge he slowly travels, 
Hears the stocm roaring, the serpent hiss, 
And the frail rope he hangs by, twisting, unravels, 
As he steps so lightly ovec the abyss. 

WILLIAM PLOMER 
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EVENSTAR 

MIDNIGHT 

I HAVE. thrown wide my window 
And looked upo n the night, 

And seen Arcturus burning 
In chaos, pro udly bright. 

The powdered s ta rs above m e 
H ave litte red heaven 's floor

A thousand I remember; 
I saw a myri ad mo rc. 

I have forgotte n thousands, 
For d eep and d eep between, 

My mind built up the darkness 
Of space, unh ea rd, unseen. 

I held my hands to h eaven 
To hold perfec tion there, 

But through my fin gers s trea ming 
\Vent time, as thin as ai r ; 

And] must close my window 
And draw a decent blind 

To scree n from outer darkness 
The chaos of the mind . 

fvlI c HAEL 

EVENSTAR 

EVENSTAR , still cvcnstar 
I f this twiligh t thou clos t shine 
On a more unhappy head, 
On tears lonelier than mine, 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

Vaine r prayel-s a nd d ee p e r sighs, 
T a ke , swee t s pirit, tho u that art 
Comfor te r of our d espairs 
All the prayers p e rforce unsa id, 
All the s ig h s I cannot s ig h , 
All th e tears I cannot shed; 
Fill his eyes and flood his h ea rt, 
\Vho , m y everl asting kin , 
Broods afaI", unkno wn, apart. 
Bring, ah bring hien that surcease 10 

From unsolaccable pain, 
\Vhic h nor pI-ayers, n o r tcars, nor sighs. 
No, nor even the divine 
Prese n ce of thy eternal p eace 
C a n, 0 eVclls tar, make mine . 

ROBERT NICHOLS 

BECAUSE OF THE MUTE DISTANCES 
OF SPACE 

B EC A USE of the mute dis tan ces of space, 
The orbed reign of s tars , the lonely lamps 
Of planets like a bracelet round their sun, 
I s hut my soul at night and ceased to sing 
For my too deep lo n g ing: 
And so I lis tened to the lark at morn 
Ascending from the corn 
And n1ing lcd all my music with his song, 
Till s ing ing h e and I 
Seemed to h ave filled the \-"hole eternal sky. 
But when a t le ngth the fairy fa cc of day 
H a d vanish e d away, 
The n a k ed jewels in the sword of truth 
Stoic a ll m y notes, so I could only stare, 

20 

Like a dumb babc, at air. 30 
MICHAEL McKENNA. 
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THE C HEST:'\T T C ASTS HI S FLA~IBE.-\C X 

THE C HEST i' T C ASTS HI S FL\:'-lB E.-\U X 

THE chestnut casts his Aa mbea\Lx . and the flowers 
S trea m from the hawtho rn o n the wi.nd awa y, 

The doors clap to, the p :mc is b lind \\;th sho wers. 
P ass me the ca n . bd; there 's an end of :0. by. 

T h ere's one spoilt sp ring to SC.1.nt o ur m ortal lo t, 
One season r uined of our li ttle s tore . 

:\t ay will b e fine ne.. .... t year as like as not: 
Oh ay. but the n \'-c sh a ll be t,· .. co ry- four. 

\\"c fo r a certa int ... a re n o t the first , 

H ave sat in taver ns whil e th e tempest hurled 10 

Their h op eful pbn.s to emp tiness. and c ursed 
" "hatever brute and bl.J. ckguard m 3.cie the w o rld. 

It is in truth iniquity on high 
T o chea t our sentenced sou ls of aug ht they cra,-e , 

And mar the merri_m en t as y OU and I , 
Fare on ou r long foor s-erra nd to the g rave. 

I niquity it is; b ut pass the can. 
:\1)' la d , no p ai r o f kings o ur mothe rs bore; 

Our onl y p o rtion is the esta te of man: 
\\"e want the m oon, but w e shall ge t n o m o rc. 2 0 

]f he re to-day the clo ud of thunde r lo urs 
To-morrow it will hi e o n far behests . 

The fl esh \"till grieve o n oth e r bo n es th ~ n ours 
Soon, and the sou] will m o urn in other breasts. 

The tro u b les of o ur pro ud and angry dust 
Arc fTo m eternity, a nd sh a l1 no t fa il. 

Bea r them \\·e can, and if w e ca n we must. 
Shoulder the sky, m y la d , :lnd drink your a le. 

A . E. H OUS3olA.. ... 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

LAST POEM 

S HE doe~ not c h oose to tread that way of faith 
\Vhic h o n ce she trod in pl a in s implicity 
And duty . Now sh ower down your pity 

O r Inakc h e r th e v ic tim of your wrath and warn her 
.. Arrogant fool you will r e turn in tinlC 
Sor ry for you r vulga r self-sufficien cy" 

Pray fo r h e r th e n as o ne who d a r e d inc ur 
The a n ge r o f eve r y god a nd each crea tor 
But who revered the mind 's integrity 
Whose h a nd \\'as against s trife 10 

Whose love for the lowly. 
CLERE PARSO,,"S 

WE ARE THE SAILORS OF A 
STRANGER S EA 

\VE are the sa il ors o f a s tra n ger sea 
T h e s ta ndfaS l pioneers of unkno wn w a tcrlands 
Therefo re le t u s n o t a while lurn b ack 
Because n o la nd h o rizons o ur g r ey life. 

Rath e r because we sa il our cou rse close-ha uled 
Let u s s tand crect and face the b iting wind 
Like sa il ors, sinews h a lliard-taut 
To stand th e s train. \Vith firm a nd even s teps 
Let us g lide to w a rds rain a nd blinding mis t 20 

With th e fin e effr o ntery o f dea n white bows 
To quell the swelling mutiny of w aves. 
And let u s n o t forge t our h e ritage 
The g lory of season ed timbers caulked by time 
The vessel and rewa rd we call o ur h o me. 

JAMES BRAMWELL 
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THE CONFLICT 

THE CONFLICT 

I SANG as one 
'Vha on a tilting d eck sings 
To keep their cour~gc up, tho ug h the wave hangs 
That sh a ll c ut off thei r sun . 

As storm-cocks sing. 
Flinging their natura l a n swe r in the wind's tee th, 
And care n o t if it is waste of brea th 
Or birth-carol of spring. 

As ocean-fl yer clings 
To height , to the las t dro p o f spirit driving on 10 

\\"hile yet ahead is la nd to be won 
And wo rk fo r wings. 

Singing I was at peace, 
Above th e clo uds, outside the ring: 
Fo r sorrow finds a swift release in song 
And pride its poise. 

Yct living here , 
As o ne between two massing p owe rs I live 
\Vho m n eutrality canno t save 
Nor occupation ch eer. 20 

N o ne such sh a ll be left a live : 
The innocent wing is SOo n sh ot down, 
And private stars fade in the blood-red dawn 
\Vhcrc two wo rlds s trive . 

The red advance or lire 
Contrac ts pride, calls o ut the common blood. 
Beats song into a s ing le blade, 
Makes a depth-ch a rge of grief. 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

!vto\'c th e ll with n ew d esires . 
For- whe re we u se d to build and love 
I s n o Jua n 's la n d , a nd o nl y g h o s ts c a n live 
Berween two fir es. 

C. DAY L EW]S 

ROCK PILGRIM 

LET the damne d ride the ir ean\-igs to H e ll , but Jet me 
not join them . 

For why should I COve t the tid e, or in mean n ess 
pud o in the m ? 

They are s ic k , they h ave c hosen the p a th of their 
apple-g reen fo ll y. 

I will turn to my mountains of light, and my m a uve 
melanch o ly. 

Let th e ir h ands get the primrose- God wreathe me ,
of lowla nd a nd lagland ; 

For me the sm a ll yello w tormcn tiJ of h eath-hill and 
crag-la nd . 10 

?vIan's days are as grass, his thoug ht but as thistle
see d wind-sown; 

I will plod up the pass, and nourish the turf with Illy 

s hin-bone. 

I sh o uld s tay for a day, I should seck in high faith 
to rcclaim lhcln ? 

But thc threadba re beat s traw, and the hole in my 
shirt will enflame th e m . 

'rhey are blinder tha n moles, for they see but the flies 
in G o d 's h oney; 

And they eat off their soles; and thcy kneel (0 the 
Moloch of money. 
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THE WEST 

They have squeezed my m o uth dumb; the ir clutc h 
for a yea r ye t m a y rankle. 

I will tie R o bin D eath to m y s ide , with his cla w o n 
my a nkle. 

Le t the m com e, s tic k a nd drum , a nd assa ll m e across 
the grey b o uld e rs, 

I , ... ill flutte r m y toes, and r a ttlc the scrccs o n the ir 
shou lders. 

Let the d a mned get to H e ll a nd be quic k, " 'h lle 
d ec isio n is ea rly. 

I w ill tic a red I"O SC to my s tic k , a nd pl a nt Iny fee t 
squ a rely. 

]\l y back sha ll be blind o n their sp ite, and m y rump 
o n their fo lly; 

I will plod up the rid ge to the rig ht , p as t th e c rimso n· 
g ree n h o ll y, 

H E RD E RT PADI Elt 

THE WEST 

B EYOND th e m oor a nd m o unta in c rcs t 
- Comra d e, look n o t o n the w cst- 1 0 

The sun is d own a nd drinks away 
Fro m air and land the lees of d ay. 

The lo ng cloud a nd the sing le pine 
S e ntinel the ending line, 
And o ut beyo nd it , clear a nd \va n, 
R each the g ul fs of eve ning on. 

The son o f wo m a n turns his brow 
\ 'Vcs t fro m fo r ry counties n o w, 
An? , as the ed ge o f h C:l ve n h e cyes , 
Thanks e te rna l tho u g hts, and sig h s. 

O h widc's the wo dd , ( 0 res t 01- roa m 
With change a broad a nd chee r a t h o'm c 

"3 

2 0 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

Fights and furlough., talk and tale, 
Company and beef and ale. 

Bu t if I fron t the even i ng sky 
Silent on the west look I, 
And my cornradc, stride for stride, 
Paces si lent at my side. 

Comrade, look not on the west: 
'Tvvill have the heart out of your breast; 
'Twill take your thoughts and sink them far, 
Leagues beyond the sunset bar. 10 

Oh lad, I fear that yon's the sea 
Where they fis hed for you and me, 
And there, from whence we both were la'cn, 
You and I shaH drown again. 

Send not on your soul before 
To dive fronl that beguiling shore, 
And let not vet the swimmer leave , 
His clothes upon the sands of eve. 

Too fast to yonder strand forlorn 
\Vc journey, to the sunken bourn, 
To flush the fading tinges eyed 
By other lads at eventide. 

Wide is the world, to res t or roam, 
And early 'lis for turning home: 
Plant your heel on earth and stand, 
And let's forget our native land. 

\Vhcn you and I are spi lt on air 
Long we shall be strangers th ere; 
Friends of fles h and bone are best· 

'0 

Comrade. look not on the west. 30 

A. E. HOUSMAN 



BELIEF 

CREED 

THE things that to u c h me n eare s t a rc no t those 
Tha t bring o r m o ne y o r r e pute to m en : 
A schoolboy a ngered b y a splutt ering pe n, 
A burne t m o th a round a young wild·rosc , 
Eig ht n o tes o f Ba c h , a line o f L a ndo r 's prose, 
The vagab o nd as le e p o n s traw, the H 'Vhe n ? ., 
O n Love's fr a nk lips, the g lo w-wo rm in the g le n, 
Gra y peace b e fo re the cock o f m o rning c ro w s. 

I a m a n eavesdro p p e r o f love liness, 
And in the humble ho p e I find m y food; 10 

M y daily la b o ur is a w a lking sleep : 
And , tho ug h I kno w the slo thful hea rt 's distress, 
I see h ow Indole n ce h a th h e r own good , 
And bind h e r sh e a vcs. a nd s to re the m fa s t a nd d eep_ 

E. H . W. t-I E Y ERSTE I N 

BELIEF 

A THI E P has go t his creed of thieving , 
Birds the ir relig io n of the sky, 
Sc hol a rs and sa ints the ir k een bdieving
And a ll a re jus tificd but I. 

Nothing I know: I only feel 
The old unknowledgeabl e tide : 
Fric ndships, revea lings, loves- the whee l 
By which men live a nd ye t have di ed . 

R O DE RT GITTING S 
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POEl\JS OF TWENTY YEARS 

NOTHING IS ENOUGH 

NOTHINC is enou g h! 
No, thoug h OUT a ll b e sp cnt
Heart 's cxtrcmest lo\"c, 
Spirit 's \vhole inte nt , 
All that n erve ca n fe ci, 
All tha t brain in'vcnt,-
Still beyond appea l 
\ViU Divine D es ire 
Yet m o re excellent 
Precious cos t r equ ire 
Of this mortal s tuff,-
Never be content 
Till ourselves be fire. 
Nothing is enoug h! 

LAURENCE BINYON 

I S PEND j'"rv DAYS VAINLY 

I S P END m y days vainly. 
No t in delig ht; 

Tho ugh the '\'>'orId is elale, 
And tas tes h er joys finely. 

H e r e wrapped in slow musmg 
Lies my dark mind, 

To no music attuned 
Save its own, and d esp is ing 

The la rk fo r remoteness, 
The (hl"ush for bold lying, 

The soft wind for blo wing, 
And the roulld s un fo r brig htness. 
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THE SECRET D AY 

o ta rry fo r m c, sw ee t ; 
I sh a ll s tir , I shall wa ke I 

And th e melody you seek 
Sha ll be lovely. tho u g h la Ic . 

FR1\:": K K E NU O :-: 

THE SECR ET DAY 

~Iy yesterd ay h as gone, has gone and left m e tired , 
A nd no w to-m orrow com es a nd b ea ts upo n the d oor; 
So I h ave built To-day, the d ay tha t 1 d esired , 
Les t j oy com e n o t a gain , les t p eace re turn n o m o re , 
Les t comfo rt com e n o morc . 

So I h ave built To-day, a pro ud a nd p erfec t day , 1 0 

A nd I have built the lo w ers o f cl iffs upo n th e san d s ; 
The foxg loves a nd the gorse I pla nte d o n m y w ay; 
The thym e, the velvet thy me, g rew up be nea th my 

ha nds, 
Grew pink be nea th m y h a nds. 

So I have b uilt T o -day, m o re precious th a n a drc.1. m ; 
And I h a ve p a inted p eace upo n the sky abo, 'c ; 
And I have m ad e immense and mis ty seas , th a t see m 
M ore kind to m e Ih a n life , m o re fa ir to me tha n 

love-
r.,·lo re beautiful than love. 

And I have built a h o use- a h o use u po n th e brink zo 
O f high a nd tw isted cli ffs; the sea's lo w sing ing fills it ; 
And th ere m y Secre t Fri end a bid es , a nd th e re I think 
I'll hide m y h eart a w ay b efo re t0 4 m o rro w kills it-
A cold t 0 4 m OfTOW kills it. 

Yes, I h a ve built To-d . ~ y, a w a ll aga ins t T04mo n-o w . 
So let T o -morrow knock- I sh a ll n o t be a fra id, 
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POEl'.'IS OF TWENTY YEARS 

For none shall give me death, and nonc shall give 
me sorro\v, 

And nonc shall spoil this darling day that I have made. 
No storm shall stir' my sea. No night but mine shall 

shade 
This day that I have made, 

STELLA BENSON 

MEN IMPROVE WITH THE YEARS 

I AM worn out with dreams; 
A weather-worn . marble triton 
Among the streams; 
And all day long I look 
Upon this lady's beauty 
As thoug h I had found in book 10 

A pic tUI-cd beauty, 
Pleased to have filled the eyes 
Or the discerning cars, 
Delig hted to be but wise, 
For m e n improve with the years; 
And yet, and yet, 
Is this my dream, or the truth ? 
o would that we had met 
When I had my burning youth; 
But I grow old among dreams, 20 

A wcather-worn, marble triton 
Among the streams. 

W, B, YEATS 

TO GROW OLDER 

To grow older is this: 
To feci on the first rose 
The breath malign and fell 
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THE TII\·IE OF DREAMS 

Of the first icicle, 
And in the earliest kiss 
The handshake of farc \\'cll. 

To turn at length heart-craven: 
Deliberately to close 
Your sen ses to the spring 
Beca use her wiles must bring 
December round again; 
To shun love's foothill s even, 
Fearing to reach the crest 10 

Of joy, and sec beyond 
No choice bu t to descend 
Those slopes of less-than-best 
\ Vhich arc most kin to pain. 

And in the end (0 find 
Sole refuge in the mind
That princely solitude 
" ' here th e mee k seasons spin 
S \\'ift, slow, to suit your will, 
Or whirl a-widdcrshin 20 

From rose to daffodil ; 
\Vhere love no sequence keeps, 
But at your bidding leaps 
- Bold, gentle, sweet, or hot
From mood to mood, 
Yct wanes not, withers not. 

JA.,," STRUTHER 

THE TIME OF DREAMS 

\VIIAT sweet, what happy days had I . 
\Vllen dreams made Time Eternity! 
Before I knew this body's breath 
Could not take life in without death. 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

A s fresh as any field of grass 
This brea th o f life was , the n; it was 
An orchard with more fruit than leaf, 
And every 0\'\'1 e njoyed his grief. 
No \'\ ·inter 's m o rn , when I went forth, 
Could fo r ce o n m e a sunless North; 
\"' hen I would watch the bees for hours 
Clinging to their love-bitten flowers ; 
And , dreaming to the songs of birds, 
\Vauld s till delay my deeds and words; 10 

And every common day could place 
A s hining Sunday in my fac c . 
a for my greater days to come, 
\Vhc n I shall travel far from home I 

On seas that have no s hade in s ig ht, 
J nto the woods that have no lig ht; 
Over the mountains' head s so ta ll, 
C ut by the clouds to pieces s mall ; 
A c r o ss wide plains that g ive my eye 
No house or tree to meas ure th e m by. 20 

And a U the 'wond ers I shall see 
I n som e old ci ty new to me ; 
H a unting the ships a nd docks, and then 
To h ea r the strange, sea-faring men 
That with their broken English prove 
1V[o re lands than one to roam and Jove. 
\ 'Vhat sweet, what happy days had 1-
\-Vhen dreams made Time Eternity! 

W. H. D ,\VIES 

COMPENSATION 

BRIG HT-EVED youngster, say, 
If you can rea d the future, 
\,\' ill you l'cgTct to-day, 
The wild s urprisc of nature; 
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DUCH D ER LI EDER 

Bird-son g, b loorn , a nd r:l ptu rc, 
And lips you d a l"c n o t ca pture 
Y e t soon will (Ouc h w ith your o wn 
And find the secre t fl ow n ? 

I o n ce w as you r age, truly 
Bold a nd sh y b y turll . 
1 lOok m y m aid e n d uly . 
And fo und 5 t ill m o re to lea rn. 
Soon gone w as th a t swee t foo ling ; 
Life bro ug ht a g l"cyer sch ooling. to 
Ye l since tha t h arsh b e trayal 
J oy h as n o t seem ed so fra il. 

RI C HARD C H U R C H 

BUCH DER LIEDE R 

BE these the selfsame verses 
Tha t o n ce whe n I w as young 

Ch a rm 'd m e with d a n ci ng m ag ic 
T o lo ve the ir fo re ig n to ng u e , 

D e licate buds o f p assio n , 
Gems o f a m as te r ' s a rt , 

Tha t bro ke fo rth riva lling N a ture 
J n love-so ngs o f the h ea rt ; 

Like fresh lea ves of the woodla nd 
\Vhosc tre mbling screens wo uld h o u se 

The wa nto n birdies courting 
Upo n the spring ing b o ug hs? 

Al as , how n ow they a re withe r 'd ! 
And fa Be n fro m the skies 

In yellowy ta wny c rumple 
Their tende r wreckage lies, 
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POEl\'iS OF TWENTY YEARS 

And a ll the ir ravisht beau ty 
S trewn 'nea th my fee t to -d a y 

Rusti cs as I go striding 
Upon m y , ... intry way . 

R O D CRT BRIDGES 

THE FIDDLER AND THE GIRL 

B UT th e r oot of the m a tte r is I am growing o ld, 
And ki c king at the barriers. There's grey in my hair, 
An icc-cold sediment dropping throug h my veins. 
My body has los t its spring, nly brain its s\viftncss • 
Poor a m I as a m o use in a timber-yard , 
And I am glad th a t there mus t come an End. 10 

I lived on hope once; felt my spirit uplifted 
By som e dream-prosp ec t of established greatness, 
H o p ed fo r a C.-own and wore it , Power and was ri ch; 
Possessed throug h every misfo rtune and restraint; 
In D esola tio n w as a kind of king. 
The r egal Marlowe built n o t firmer than I. 
For Getting was just Hoping. Now Life's diffc loent. 
All 's going away, fadin g, and slipping from mc, 
And Dea th seem s friendly. 

But the n, yesterday, 20 

As I sa t fiddling on my slac ke ned heartstrings , 
Broo ding a nd biling , wishing Death would ta ke mc, 
In squa lid dis illusion of tire d spirit 
Tracing upo n the ever-pcrishjng p age 
An acid sonnet with som e mali c e in it, 
There s tole on me a hand-as if fro m Hcaven
Y o ur h a nd.-Y o u entered, and s too d looking at me. 
And n o w m y fiddl e -s trings g r o w taut again , 
And there 's sweet music nes tling in the frame. 
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THE FIDDLER AN D THE GIRL 

So I can say, .. To the winds with H o pe! Wh a t's 
H ope ! " . 

Say it unsca the d , se t free from wrath a nd p a m. 
\Vhat's Hope to m e when the instrument is speaking! 
Only by this I p ay m y lease of life . 
rvly fiddle sings ! L e t ho pes die where they soared. 

Oh, I ' ll not chide you for YO UT swift intrusio n! 
Nor m a ke you shy th a t you h ave give n m e kindness 
As senseless as the sun's tap on the hill 
Or the soft-fooled south wind 's w a nderings . 
Heaven's sen se it w as, as sudd e n as wind or sun; 10 

Yet time ly . jus t a touc h from the blue sky. 

And the root of th e m a tte r is I a m g ro wing o ld 
And yo u 've h a lf saved m c.- No! it is no t Pass ion. 
If it sho uld e ver sh a ke you, m ake n o sig n, 
No r le t your tho u g ht run on m y slain discretion 
That I sho uld si n g of yo u ' n eath sun or s tar. 
Yo u the Sun 's fl ag; fo r I kneel down to the S un 
And the who le c urving r adia nce of blue sky, 
Th a t breadth that h o ld s a ll , .yond e r a nd pure R eason . 
Though lhere 's a s tretc h ofsevcl·ing years between us, 20 

Deep c h as m s of nig ht a nd tired expe rie n ce, 
Yo u a fair c hild, a nd I push ed bac k by T ime. 

No! therc 's n o unio n o f our o utward selves, 
The m ortal trappings of the c e ntra l sense, 
Yo u so aglow, I withe ring ; you the wild rose. 
Song's eglantine, the h yaci nth cupula, 
Or the juniper , Elij:-lh 's cloa king towcr , 
Any fair flo we r that 's fragrant in the S pring. 
The Spring i tself, and the n the S un of Spri n g. 

Yo u were all that to m e, like a m aid to a lover , ) 0 

Touc hing my darkness with soft kindling fingers. 
The rays of your spirit shining through m y spirit 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

Till I wa s pinned to H eaven a nd the lig ht aga in, 
I E ilrth 's sad clod , a nd yo u a shaft fro m the S un . 

H o w sh a ll I tha nk you ? Praise what lies beyond you 
And a ll abo ut yo u, a nd in the h ea rt of D a y; 
Do it in thi s , the b ow a lo n g th e wire , 
S ca tt e ring a tra il of music o n th e s il e n ce 
As 1 press fon .... ard, acolyte, and knowing 
I can do n othing save res pond and follow 
As the Ear th foll o w s the SU Il , ye t d oes not (ollow-
Its v·,'orn face tilting to the fi e ry radiance - In 
Swing ing a r o und in the wide severin g void. 

But I 'd speak pl a ine r , change the sp eec h 's fi g ure. 
The body 's between us , that 's the actual seVC I'ance, 
Yet a lmost n o thing if I bI"Cak with Time 
And le t the clean-slripped s pirit to uch the spirit. 
I n any thousand years what 's death and c h ange ! 
\Vh at's blight and agc, o r a n y sudd e n thing 
That s tarts n e w life o ut of life 's peris hing ! 

There are no walls betwecn u s, only c h asm s , 
The abysses of the fl e sh, the sinews' cleavage. 20 

( Both voice a nd s ig ht go out upon the upla nds) 
And th ese will close as they have closed before. 
The Spirit-s ummit towe rs firm thro u g h D e3 th a nd 

Change ; 
And I'll see plainer ere the century 's gone, 
And know what s to le upo n me in s tra n ge g uise. 
For e-.'cry Sp l·ing it comes- shakes Jn c, then goes . 

HERB E RT PAL:">IEH: 

A PRIVATE MAN ON PUBLIC MEN 

" ' H EN my contemporaries were driv ing 
Their coach through Life with s train and striving, 
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COOLE A N D BALLYLEE, 193 1 

And I-a king ric h es into heaps, 
And ably pleadin~ in the Couns 
" 'ith sm a rt n :jo indc f's and r e lo n s, 
Or whe re the Senate nig htly keep s 
Its vigils, ti ll the ir fames wc re fanned 
By Tumour 's to ng ue lIuo ughout the land, 
I lived in qui e t , scr een ed, unknown, 
Po nderin g upon some stic k o r s to ne, 
Or news of som e r are boo k 0 1- bird 
Latterly bo ug ht, or seen , o r hC ~lrd. 10 

_ To t wishi n g ever to se t eyes o n 
The surg ing c,-o wd b eyond the h o ri zo n, 
Tasting years of m oderate gbd ncss 
Nfc ll o wcd by s undry d ays of sadness, 
S hut fro m the n o ise o f the world \vitho ut, 
H earing but dimly its rush and rout , 
Unenvy ing those amjd its roar, 
Little endo wed , not wanting m o rc. 

THOMA.S HARDY 

COOLE AND BALLYLEE, ' 93 ' 

UND E R my windo\\!a1cd gc the waters race, 
O tters below and m oor-he n s o n the top, 20 

Run for a mile undimmed in H eaven 's face 
Then darkening du'o u g h " d a rk " R a ftc l), 's" cellar" 

drop, 
Run underground , rise in a roc ky place 
In Coole demesne, alld there to finish up 
S pread to a la ke and drop into a ho le, 
\\'hat 's water bu t the gen e rated soul? 

Upon the bo rde l's of that lake's a wood 
Now a ll dry sticks under a wintry sun , 
And in a copse of bcech(."S there I stood, 
For Nature's pulled her trag ic buskin 011 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

And all the rant's <t mirror of my m ood: 
At s udd e n thunde r o f the .na ullting swan 
I turned about and looked w h e re branc hes break 
The gli ttering reaches of the flooded lake . 

Anothe r emblem there! That stormy white 
But seems a concentration of the sky; 
And, like the soul, it sails into the sight 
And in the morning's gone, no man knows why; 
And is so lovely that it sets to right 
\Vhat knowl edge or its lac k had set awry, 10 

So arrogantly pure, a child might think 
It can be mUl-dered with a spot of ink. 

Sound of a stick upon the floo r, a sound 
From so m e body that toils from c h a ir to c hair; 
Beloved boo ks that fam o us hands have bound, 
Old marble heads , old pictures everywhere; 
Great rooms where travelled men and children found 
Content or j o y; a last inherito r 
""here n one has r e ig n ed that lacked a name and fame 
Or out of folly into folly came. l:O 

A spot whereon the founders li ved and died 
Seemed once more dear than life; ancestral trees 
Or gardens ri c h in memory glorified 
Marriagcs, alliances and families, 
And every bridc's ambition sa tisfic d . 
Where fashion or tnere fantasy decrees 
Man shifts about- all that great glory spent
Like some p o or Arab tribesman and his te nt. 

We were the last romantics- chose for theme 
Traditional sanctity and loveliness; 3° 
\Vhatever 's written in what poets name 
The book of the p eople; whatever most can blC55 
The m..ind of man or elevate a rhyme; 

126 



AN ANC IENT T O ANCIENTS 

But a ll is c hang ed , tha t hig h horse ride rless, 
Tho ug h m o unted in th a t saddle H o m e r rod e 
\Vhcre the swan drifts upon a d a rkening flood. 

w . B. Y E ATS 

AN ANCIENT TO ANCIENTS 

WH E R E once we danced, where once we sa ng, 
G entl em en . 

T h e floors a rc sunke n , cobwe b s h a n g. 
And cracks c reep; w o rms h ave fed upo n 
The doors . Y ea, sp rig htlie r limes w e re then 
T h a n n o w , with h a l-ps a nd ta brcts g o ne, 

G e ntle m en! 10 

\Vhcrc o nce we ro wed , where once we sailed, 
G e ntle m e n , 

And d a msels took the tille r, ve iled 
Agains t to o s trong a s ta re (God w o t 
Their fa nc y. the n o r a n ywh c n !) 
Upo n th a t shore we a rc clea n fo rgot, 

Gentl em e n! 

We have los t som ewha t, afa r and nea r, 
G e ntle m e n , 

The thinning o f o ur r a nks each yea r 
Affords a hint w e a rc nig h undo n e , 
That we sh a ll n o t b e eve r again 
The m a rked o f m a n y, lo ve d of one, 

Gentle men . 

In dance the po lka hit our w ish , 
Gentle m e n , 

The paced quadrille, the spry scho ttische, 

12 7 

.0 



POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

.. S ir R oge r . " - And in ope ra sph c n.:s 
The " G irl .. ( th e ra ined " Bo h e mi a n "), 
And " Trovarore," h e ld th e ears , 

Gentlemen . 

This season's p a intings do n o t please, 
Gentlemen, 

Like Etty, l\.-lulready. IVlaciise ; 
Throbbing romance h as waned and wan n ed ; 
No ,viza rd wields the witching pen 
Of Bulwer, Scott, Dumas, and Sand, Ie 

Gentlemen. 

The bower we shrined to Tennyson, 
Gentlemen, 

Is roo f-wrecked; damps that drip upo n 
Sagged sea ts, the creeper-nails a .... c rust, 
The spider is sole denizen; 
Even she who voiced those rhymes is dust, 

Gentlemen! 

\Ve who met sunrise sanguine-souled, 
Gentlemen, 20 

Are wea I-ing weary. \Ve arc old; 
These younger press; we feci our Tout 

I s imminent to AId es ' den,-
That evening shad es a rc stretching out, 

Gendcrnen ! 

And yet , though ours be failing framcs, 
Gentlemen, 

So were some o thers' history names, 
\'\'ho trod their track light-limbed and fast 
As these youth, and not alien 30 

From enterprise, to their long Jast, 
Gentlemen. 
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THE DESERTE D HOUSE 

Sophocles, Plato, Socra tes, 
Gentle m e n , 

Py thagoras, Thucydides, 
H erod o tus, a nd H o m c r ,- yca, 
C lem ent , Au g us tin , Orige n , 
Burnt brig htlic r towards the ir se tting -d a y, 

Gentlemen. 

And ye, red-lipped and smooth-browed ; lis t , 
Gentle m e n ; 

rvluc h is the re w ..... its you w e h ave missed; to 
!\'1uc h lo re we leav e you w o rth th e kno "",jng , 
~luch . much h as la in o u ts ide o ur ke n: 
Nay, rush not: lime serves we arc going, 

Gentleme n . 
THO~ I AS HARDY 

THE DESERTED HOUSE 

KNOWI NC the h o use d escrted , a mid the darkness of 
trees 

That see m ed to InY m e m o r-ics 
Fl a t as ve rna l scenery upo n a s tage , 
G reatly d a ring I came to the h ouse again; 
Came s trai ght, fo r I kne w its intimacies ; 
Broke thro ug h bracke n a nd wood to the towe r with 

the w ea the r vane ; ~o 
Ca m e to vis it the pl a c e 
I thought n o t to visit a ga in. 

And knowing the secret w a.ys b e tween tree and tree, 
I came thro ugh unde rgrowth 
To the fa lling fo lly o nce m o re, 
\Vhc re we p layed togc the r , m y bro the r a nd 1, a nd he 
\Vho died by his own hand , anoth e r brother to me. 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

But the fo ll y had gone; and do, ... ' n I kne eled on the 
floor 

That r e mained , a great slab of stone, the tombstone of 
three. 

And the g h os ts rose up: children who trotted beside 
Me, a child again. But alone I had not died . 
And that da y I fcar ed the d ese rte d h ouse, and the 

brake, 
The trees a nd the g la d es of the wood, 
I fe a red the fo rsa ken garden, 
For n o nc of the living were there, and another ghost, 
He who g ave me life (and his spirit I feared the 

m ost ) , 
\Va lkcd , silent , forever alone alongside the la ke 10 

"Vho m n o liv ing wom a n h a d understood. 

I came yet a second time to that house a nd garden, 
With the one who m I love, saying' co Come, let US' 

entcr the house, 
That I fcared so befo re to do." 
And we climbed by a window and stood 
On th e old blank landing I knew, 
\"'here, a c hild , on the stairway to bed, 
In a corn e r I huddled alone to look at the stars, 
\Vhere first the awe and fear of infinity took me. 
\\le went up the h o Jlow s tairs and after us fo llo wed the 

dead. 20 

In the empty nursery I c ried: "There, there was the 
bcd , 

"''he re she beat me and shook me, 
""he n I cried with te rror at nig ht." 

Then the o ll e whom I lo ve 
Held m e lo n g on that spot, held me deep, 
Murmuring: "Here is the hea ling, 
Here is the ans\"er, the pardon." 
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SONl'n~T 

Sinc e when I pl ay with the ghos ts in the h o u se and the 
garde n, 

In dream s, 
\Vhe n asleep. 

But m y love took a n o the r love 
New Year w h e n the sn o w was deep. 

So I cam e a third li me, 
Like a levc re t over the snow, 
To s ta n d a t th e rooLS of th e n u rsery lim e , 
\Vhe n the squa res o f th e windo ws w e re lead e n , 
Not golde n as lo n g ago. 10 

And I kn ew th at the childre n p layed 
\Vith drum and p a inte d toys , 
\Vh ilst o ur favou r ite, th e suic ide, w a lked the la nding , 
Now the g h os ts w e re I a nd the b oys. 

T he b oys tha t coo k brown tro ut with m e 
O n the fire in the fo ll y, in dreams, 
So the tra m p says: " T h e h a res 
Have bee n h e re aga in , it seem s." 

D O R OTH Y \VELL ES LEY 

SO NNET 

You must sa y No to th is th at see m s so li v ing, 
Loosen yo ur h o ld . a nd le t it p ass YO LI b y . 20 

There can be n o a to ne m e nt , n o fo rg iv ing, 
Until this tho ug ht of clem e n c y sh a ll die. 
Yo u h ave known pity and supre m e ly wo n it, 
H a ve leo n l u po n i ts fo rm a nd kno wn it true, 
The n call o n D ea th to se t his numbness o n It, 
It mus t be o nly m e m o ry to you. 
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POE/vIS OF TWENTY YEARS 

Not t.ill the deeper loving has undone it 
Can there be any greater thing to do.
You must say Yes to this annihilation 
For only so can spirit travel free 
And ang uish rend itself in consummation 
As buds that break on April's weeping trec. 

NORA K. MCCAUSLAND 

EPITAPH 

SIR, you should notice me: I am the Man; 
I am Good Fortune: I am satisfied. 
All I desired , morc than I could desire, 
I have: everything has gone right with mc. 10 

Life was a hiding-place that played me false; 
I croucht a shamed, and still was seen and scorned: 
But now I am not secn. I was a fool, 
And now I know what wisdom dare not know: 
For I know Nothing. I was a slave, and now 
I have ungoverned freedom and the wealth 
That cannot be conceived: for I have Nothing. 
I lookt for beauty and I longed for rest, 
And now I have perfection: nay, I am 
Perfection: I aln Nothing) I am dead. 20 

LASCELLES ABERCROMBIE 

GERONTION 

ThOll hast nor youth lIor age 
But as it were an after dinner sleep 
DreamiTlg of both. 

HERE I am, an old ,-nan in a dl·Y month, 
Being read to by a boy, waiting for rain. 
1 was neither at the hot gates 
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GERONTJON 

Nor faun-hl in the warm rain 
Nor kne~ d eep in th e salt marsh , h eaving a c utlass, 
Bitten by fli es, fo ug ht. 
My house is a d ecayed h o use, 
And the j e w squats on the window sill, the owner, 
Spawned in som e cstam_inc t of Antwe rp. 
Blistered in Brussels, p a tch ed and peeled in Londo n. 
The goa t coug h s at nig ht in the field overhead . 
R ocks, m oss, s tonecrop, iro n , m c rds. 
The woman kee p s the kitc he n, m a kes tea, 1 0 

Sneezes at evening, p o king the p eev ish g une !". 
I an o ld m a n , 

A dull head a m o ng windy spaces. 

Signs arc taken for wonders. .. \Vc would sec ::t 

sig n ! •• 
The word within a word, un a bl e to sp ea k a w ord , 
Swaddled with d a rkness. In the juvcsccncc of the 

year 
Came Christ the tige r 

In depraved ?vlay, d ogwood and chestnut, flowering 
judas, 

To be eaten, to be div ided, to b e drunk 
Amo ng whispers; by l'vlr . S ilvero 30 

\Vith caressing h a nds, a t Limoges 
\Vho walked all night in the nex t room; 

By Hakaga\,.,a, b owing a mong th e T itians ; 
By Ivladame de Tornquis t, in the dark room 
S hifting the ca ndles ; Fr~iulcin von Kulp 
Who turned in the h a ll , o ne hand on the door. 

Vacant shuttl es 
\Veave th e wind . [have no g hosts, 
An o ld man in a dr:lug hty house 
Under a windy kno b . 
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P OEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

Mtcr such knowl ed ge, \ .. , h at forgiveness? Think now 
Histo ry h as m any c unning p assages, con trived cor. 

ridors 
And iss ues, d ece ives with whisp e ring ambitions, 
Guides us by vaniti es. Think n o w 
S h e g ives when our a ttention is distracted 
And what she g ives, g ives with suc h s upple confusions 
T h a t th e giving fa mi sh es th e c r aving. Gives too la te 
\Vh a t 's not beli e ved in , o r if s till bel ieved , 
In m emory only, reco ns idered p assion. G ives too 

soon 
Into weak h a nds, what's tho u g ht can be d isp ensed 

wiili 10 

Till th e refusal propagates a fear . Think 
Neither fear nor courage sav es us. Unnatural VlCes 

Arc fathered b y our h e r o ism. Virtues 
Are fo r ced upo n us b y o ur impudent c rimes. 
These tears are sh a k e n fro m the wrath-bea ring tree. 

The tiger springs in th e new y ear. Us h e devours. 
Think a t las t 

\Ve h ave n o t reac hed conclus io n . whe n I 
Stiffen in a r e nted h o use. Think at las t 
I have n o t m a d e this sh ow purposelessly 
And it is n o t by any con c ita tion 20 

Of the backward devils . 
I would m ee t yo u upon this h o nestly. 
I tha t w as n ca r yo ur h eart \Vas removed therefrom 
To Jose beaut y in te rror, te n 'o r in inquis ition. 
I have los t my passion: wh y should I need to keep it 
S ince what is kept mus t b e ad ulterated? 
I have los t my sig ht , smell, hearing, taste and touch: 
Ho\,,' sh o uld I use them for your closer contact? 

T hese with a tho usand s m a ll deliberations 
Protract the pro fit o f the ir c hill ed delirium, 30 

Excite th e membrane, when the sense has cooled, 
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VIENNA 

\Vith pungent sauces, multiply varie ty 
In a wilderness of mirrors. \Vha t , .... ill the spider do, 
Suspend its opera lions , \vi ll the weevi l 
Delay? De Ba ilhachc , Fresca . Mrs . Cammcl, \vhid e d 
Beyond the circ uit of the shuddering Bcar 
I n frac tured atoms. GuB against the wind, in the 

w indy str a its 
Of Belle Isle, o r running o n the Horn , 
\Vhitc fca thers in th e snow, the G ulf cla ims, 
And an o ld m a n driven by the Trades 
To a sleepy corne r. 

Tenants of the h o use, 10 

Thoughts of a dry brain in a dry season . 

VIENNA 

THESE. arc the conseq uences, 
The way the world goes : 

T. S. ELIOT 

And s leep's a nd hope 's pre tences 
Inadequa te defences : 
Too la te or ill-pl anned 
Des perate lines manned: 
Courage and fo lly no,,,, 
To force and c raft b o w. 

C lear a ir of a m o unt a in town 
Tha t I have n O I known : 
The useless firin g and the w ea ry ends 
Of comrades, mig ht-h ave-bee n friends, 
\Vho fou g ht well, but too late. 
Can we, from that fHe 
\Vring to some fo res ig ht . 
Or will the sa m e los t fig ht 
Mark too our ends ? 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

\ Var is a game for the 'wh o le nlind, 
An art of " ... ill and eye, 
N o bro ther-jng o f m a nkind 
Or haling inc o n s tantly: 
A hard a rt of fo reseeing, 
Of not to o mu c h ca ring ; 
A gam e fo r their playing 
\Vho fa ll in love 'w ith d ea th, 
Doubt , a nd seeping fca r , 
C o ntemptuo us o f the brea th 
Of c ro wds , and love o f COtllmO n 

Y et loved man or w o man. 
A g iving th a t r e tains 
The privacy o f our p a ins . 

JULIAN BELL 

LOVELY IMMOR"fAL 

DARLI NG perfection, whom I scorn, 
Lie s leeping, s le e ping, softly now! 
In dreamless quie t, the re she lies 
Benea th the frosty, s tarlit b o ugh. 

o sleep full softly . n e ver fear; 
Y ou ' ll wake a nd shi ver in th e g rey 
\Vhen s un-s tars v a nish one by one 
And d a wn, relentless, s o -ides to d ay. 

o then your tho u g ht \vi ll fi sc and wrench 
The , ... o dd anew, r e n e w th e pas t, 
Give a li e n life to bil-d and leaf 
Ti ll day with g rief is ovcrcas r. 

III o n e s h arp Jll O ITIC lIl yo u ' Jl n :: pca l 

T h e w ord s too true _ You ' ll not rescind, 
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o TI~IE BE SWIFT 

But whis t le , w his tle. o nc e a g Jil ' 
Fo r drca m s gon e s;l iling d own th e wind . 

And s tiJi at d aybreak , sunse t , n OO Il , 

You ' ll turn a nd le3. vc a wrea th to li e 
\Vhe re I h ave fo und m y Livo u a c 
Unde r a b la c k a Tld broke n sky . 

f\.IH,': II AE L R O BERTS 

WHEN I ' M ALONE 

" (J'HEN J 'm a /ollt " - The w o rds trippe d o fT his l o n g u e 
As thoug h to b e a lo ne w e re n o thing: s t ra n ge . 
" I " ilm 1 u..'aJ ) 'o !mg." he said , « whm J was ) 'ow ig. .. 
I thoug ht of a ge , a nd lo n e liness, and c h a nge. 10 

I tho ught h ow s tra nge , .... c g ro w whe n w c' re alo n e, 
And how unlike the selves lha l m eet, a nd talk, 
And blow th e ca ndles out , and sa y good.nig ht. 
Almlt . ... The w o rd is life e ndure d and known . 
It is the s tillness whe re o ur spirits w a lk 
And all but inmos t fa ith is overthro wn . 

SI EG FRI E D S A SS OON 

o TIME BE SWIFT 

o TI~I E b e swift to h eal this sullen p a in, 
Make me fo rg etful as the rivers are 
Of the m oon 's image when the dawn again 
Drives from the sky all sa ve the m o rning s ta r , 2 0 

Let me kee p n o thing of m y lost delight, 
Not so much as a scent to chill my room 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

\"'ith bitter-swee t r CJnemurance; fill the night 
\Vith kind oblivious sleep and soundl ess gloom. 

So in a little while may I awaken 
To the brig ht w o rJd and live, being wise to bless 
The sun because it lig hts the road I have taken, 
:t\l y life beca u se it h as conquered bitlerness , 
M y soul because I h ave held my faith unshaken, 
My h o pe because it was strengthened by dis tress. 

EDWARD DAVISON 

LIVE YOU BY LOVE CONFINED 

LIVE you by love confined, 
There is no ncarer nearness ; 10 

Break not his light b o unds, 
The sta rs' and seas' harness : 
There is nOlhing beyond, 
We have found the la nd's e nd . 
We'lJ take no mortal wound 
Who fe lt him in the furnace, 
Drowned in his fierceness, 
By his midsullUllcr browned: 
N o r ever lose awareness 
Of nearness and farness :20 

\Vho'vc s too d at earth's heart careless 
Of suns and s torms a round. 
\'\'ho have lea nt on the hed ge of the wind, 
On the last ledge of darkness. 

We are where love h as come 
To live: he is tha t river 
Which flows and is the same; 
He is not the famous deceiver 
Nor early-flowering dream. 
Content you. Be at home )0 

In me. There's but one room 
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IF LOVE BE A FLOWER 

Of all the h o u se you m ay n ever 
Share, d e ny or e nte r . 
There , as a can d le 's beam 
S ta nds fi rm and will n o t w a\'er 
Spire -s tra ig ht in a close cha m ber, 
As tho u g h in sh ad o wy cave a 
S ta lagrnitc of fl a m e , 
The integr a l spirit climbs 
The d a rk in light fo r eve .... 

C. DAY L E WIS 

IF LOVE BE A FLOWER 

I F love be a fl ow e r , %0 

Pluc k n o t thy flower , 
T ho ug h fl owers be cool 
And d ear to thy bro w. 
Tho u ha ppy fool , 
Tho u sh a lt travel not fa r , 
T ho u sh a lt lie d own with thi, 
Cold fl o wer fo r thy lover . 
H e sh a ll blind. h e sh a ll s ta r 
'rhine e yes. His cold kiss 
Thy m o uth sh a ll cover. 20 

If love be music , 
Hear n o t tha t m us ic , 
Sing n o t tha t son g . 
Tho u g h son gs b e few. 
Oh, very s tro n g, 
V e ry close is the w e a ving 
O f n o tes a m o ng no tes. 
Tho u a rt b o und a nd e nta n g led. 
Sing , the n, unbelieving, 
And sing till thy throat's 30 

Soft song is s tra n g led. 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

If love be a lio n, 
Flee n o t that lion, 
L et thy triumphing bone, 
On the desert lic. 
On a desert of stones 
"rhy bones shall s mil e. 
COloforted only 
By stark si lence. 
Silence and dew 
Be thy crown, for thou 
''''crt blind to a fl ower 
And deaf to Jnusic . 

STELLA BENSON 

LOVE 

BESIDE love, what jewel has mys tery 
And depth of heart ? 
What bird of the wood has sanctuary 
In leaves apart? 
What ewe calling her lamb at evening 
Has tenderness? 
''''hat day has grace that nig ht ca n deepen 

'0 

And sleep can bless ? 20 

Jewel fiJled with water-light 
Str"o ng to endure, 
Bil-d in the dark green night 
Of leaves pure , 
Ewe and lamb side by side, 
Evening above, 
No strength, no peace, no comfort have 
Beside love. 

STELLA GlBBONS 



THE CUL-DE-SAC 

SO N G 

L OVE, Love to-d ay, m y d ea r, 
L ove is n o t a lw a ys h e re; 

'Vise m ai d s know h o w soon g ro \ \"s se re 
T h e g reen es t leaf of Spri ng: ; 

But n o m a n know e th 
" "hi t h e r it g oc th 
" -h e n th e w in d blo w e lll 

So fra il a thing . 

L ove, Love, m y d ear, to.day, 
I f the ship 's in the b ay, 

If th e bird h as com e your w ay 
T h a t s ings o n summe r trees ; 

\"he n his son g fa il c th 
And the shi p sailc th 
No vo ice avail e th 

To call bac k these. 
C H A RLO TTE ?I.-l E W 

THE C UL-DE-SAC 

\VI-IOSE love's a broad hig hwa y 
Tha t s tre tc h es bold ly o n 
Be fo re th e m a ll the d a y . 
' ''hite and sm ooth in the sun
These, if the y will, m a y run. 
For the m the re is n o n eed 
To c u r b the h o t-foO l speed 
O f the ir d e lig ht, w hic h dra w s the m 
On o ve r d a le and hill 
And fro m each summi t sh ow s them 
A la ndscap e lovelie r s till. 

'4' o 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

But those whose love's n o .narc 
Tha n a b lind a lley-
A c ui-d e-sac 
Whic h ca n h a v e n o o the r e nd 
Tha n turning bac k 
Or b ea ting with b a re h 3. ncis 
At a wall without a d oor
These m us t g o slowly. 
These a t a m easured p a ce 
Must w a lk , 
And linge r in o ne place 
Ofte n , to gaze a nd ta lk; 
Eve n retrace 
A ya rd o r two , perha p s. 
The ir careful s te p s, 
And take the m over aga in. 
Their eyes they mus t res tra in 
Fro m seeking the fa r sky 
And b e nd thC ITI to enjoy 

10 

The sm a ll delig hts which g row b e nea th their fee t: 
Veined , shining, curious p e bbl es 21 

They mus t admire, a nd s toop 
T o fin ger the sm a ll c r esses, 
Sto n ccr o p s and c ushioned m o sses 
Tha t c r eep 
B e twee n the untrodd e n cobbles 
Of tha t d eserte d street. 

Gently if they are wis c , 
Fro m stage to s tage prog r esses 
The grave , time -honoured d a n ce of their caressCS. 
Impe tuo us h a nds must bide 31 

T h e ir h o ur, till hungry eyes 
Be satisfied; 
And from a fin ger's to uch 
They must distil as much 
Sweetness and ravishment 
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SILVER WEDDI NG 

As freer lovers fi nd 
III bodies intcrnvined . 
T hey m us t e ke o ut each k i"5 
\ Vith its own m e m o ry 
And lo ng fo retas ting of (h e nex t o n e ' s bliss : 
Fo r kisses treated so 
S h a ll b e less sw ift to g row 
(S tra nge a lche m y!) from butterfly to bee. 

By su c h fo nd s tra tegy, 
S u ch p ass io n a te a rtifice, IO 

T h ey m aya lo n g while c h ea t 
T he m selves into conte nt , 
And n o t too d eeply care 
T h a t fa te across the thresh o ld o f the ir s treet 
H as scr awled " No T h o ro ug h fa re ." 

J AN S TRU T H E R 

HUSBAND AN D WIFE 

N OT thei rs the vain tu multuo us b liss, 
\ Vhose o nly c urre ncy's a kiss, 
Nor linked h a nds, n o r m eeting eyes, 
But lo n g-dra wn mutua l s ile n ces, 
Community in trivia l things, '20 

The ra re fa ntas tic m ood th a t brings 
\ Visd o m a nd mirth unsp eaka ble 
Out o f a n insect or a shell. 

E. H . W . M E Y ERSTEIN 

SILVER W E DDI N G 

IN the middle of the nig ht h e s ta rtcd up 
At a c ry from his sleeping Bridc, 
A. b a t fro m som c ruin in a h ear t h c'd never sea rched, 
Nay, hardly seen inside : 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

•• 'Vant m e a nd ta ke me f O I" the ''''o m a n tha t I a m, 
And not tor h e r that died, 
The lovely c hit Nineteen lone lim e was, 
And am no Inorc, " she c ried. 

RALPH HODGSON 

WOMAN'S SONG 

No more upo n my bosom rest thee, 
Too often h ave my hands caressed thee, 

My lips thou knowes t weU, too well. 
L ea n to m y h eart no Jno r c thine car 
f\1y s pirit 's hidden truth to h ear 
-It h as no morc to tell. 10 

In what dark nig ht , in what s trange night, 
Burnt to the butt the candle's lig ht 

That lit our room so long ? 
I do not know. I tho ug ht I knew 
How love could be both sweet and true, 

I also thought it s tro n g . 

\Vhcre h as the flame d eparted, whe r e 
Alnid the waste o f empt y a ir 

I s that which dwelt with us? 
,"Vas it a fancy? Did we make 
Only a sh o w for dead love 's sake, 

It b e ing so piteous? 

N o m o r e agains t my bosom prcss thee, 
Ask no more that my h a nds caress thee, 

L eave the sad lips thou hast know n so well. 
If to my heart thou lean thine car, 
There, griev ing, thou wilt only h ea r 

V a in murmuring of an empty shell. 
EDWARD SJlANK.I 



LOVE LIGHTS HIS FIRE 

SONG OF OPHELIA THE SURVIVOR 

TII ERE is n o smirc h of sin in YOll, o nly its fire s. 
You are a m a n burned \\"hi tc w ith m CI'c ilcss d esires; 
A res tless h ea t con sumes you , a nd your brain. 
Tortured to to rturing, c r 3 \ -CS fo r u g ly pain . 

Beauty s till I ives in you , and [I"o m h e r sea 1 

Contro ls your g lances, a nd direc ts you r fee t; 
One look fro m you taug ht m e so muc h of lo \.'c, 
I have all pleasure, jus t to watc h you m Q'"C. 

That loo k , .... as like a w e t blue mis t o f fl o wers, 
\Vhi ch h e ld compelling lovelin ess and sleepy powers. 
I drea m ed o f calling pipes do,,-n a warm glade; 11 

By the transposed music of your soul I w as betrayed. 

Pipe fo r me , my d ear lover! I will co m e, 
And your s ic k soul shall find in me a home ; 
I will b e your ho u se, clean, hig h , and stro ng, 
And you shall live in m e, a U winter lo ng. 

As you are fevered, I will b e a pool , 
Full of g reen shado ws, le vel , s ile nt, cool. 
yo~ sh a ll bathe in m e, in my being move; 
I Will put out your fires with my strong love. 20 

ANNA \VI C KIIAM 

LOVE LIGHTS HIS FIRE 

LOVE lights his fire to burn my Pasl
The re goes the house wh e re I w as born' 

And even Friendship- Love d eclar es
Mus t feed his prec io us Aames and burn . 
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I stuffed my life with o dds and ends, 
But h o w muc h j oy ca n Knowled ge give? 

The \Vo rld m y guide, I lived to lca rn
Fro m Love, a lo ne, I learn to live. 

W. H . DAVIES 

THE WHITE SWAN 

COU LD you but see h e r 
-She ''''ould seem 
Like som e brig ht star 
That is seen in drea m: 
Like a sun-burst 
Seen on a wintry day 10 

\ 'Vh e n a U, but one bright spot, 
I s g rey. 

Could you but see her 
-That w o uld be 
As when one sees 
O n a fl ooding sea 
The whit e foam ride; 
Or sees a proud sw a n, 
Buoyantly, 
Brcasting a tide. 20 

JAME S STEPHENS 

SECOND PORTRAIT OF j. M. 

SHE h as stoo d upon the rims of many w o rlds 
And loo ked at many voids with o p e n eyes 

And turned bac k smiling and returned unscathed, 
Remaining young and wise. 
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INTIMACY 

She has drunk the sun, embraced the ai r , spun E art h 
Upon her fingertips, and laug hed and cried 

A lifetime in a day, hut never yet 
Been wholly satisfied . 

She is armoured , confident, complete. exultant, 
Born to command, star-destined to succcss

And yc t, a little, longs to r es t, disarmed, 
Tired of tirelessness. 

A . S . J. T ESS IMOND 

TO WITH AN IVORY HAND-CLASS 

LOOK in this crys tal pool , and you will see 
(Haloed in gold , enshrined in ivory) 10 

\Vhat Heaven's unope ned windows hid from mc. 

\\' hence this enchantment, weaving spells that bind 
\Vith s ig htless cords my visionary mind? 
\Vhat angel, dark or shining, lurks behind? 

Eyes of the flesh still bHnd , unfo lded scroll 
Hiding its mystery! God knows the whole. 
1 guess your face the shadow of your sou I. 

ALFRED D OUGLAS 

INTIMACY 

SINCE I have seen you do those intima te things 
That other men but dream off; lull asleep 
The sinistcl" dark forest of your hair 20 

And tic the bov."s that s tir o n your calm breast 
~:=,intly as leaves that shudder in their s leep. 
Smcc I have seen your s tocking swallow uP. 
A swift black wind, the flame of your pale foot, 
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And deeme d your slender limbs so meshed in si.lk 
Sweet mermaid sis ters drowned in the ir dark hair; 
I have n ot tro ubled overmuch with food , 
And wine h as seemed like water fro m a well ; 
Pavem e nts are built of fire , g r ass of thin flames ; 
All o the r g irls grow dull as painted flowers, 
Or flutter harmlessly like coloured flies 
\ Vh ose wing s arc t a n g le d in the n e t of leaves 
Spread by fra il trees that grow behind the eyes. 

EDGELL RIC KW O RD 

THE WINDS 

THE qua lity of your rage is my delight: 10 

J sa w a wind in a vo1canic nig ht 
I nclinc a fir-wood almost to the ground, 
And with su c h s treng th, th a t I could h ear no sound
So is your a nger written for my mind, 
In driven t recs, and in that m astering wind. 

A qua lity o f courage is nly g ift. 
First w ou ld you wreck, 0 Builde r? Lift 
Y o ur hamme r agains t me , and s trike your fill ; 
C leave m e to dust- and from that dust my will 
\Vill rise in spirals, m as te rful as fl a m e, '20 

Till whirlwinds m a r c h, in triumphs of your n a m e 
ANNA \VI C KHAM 

RENASCENCE 

\VE have bit no fo rbidden apple, 
Eve and I, 

Y et the splashes of day and nig ht 
Falling round us, no longer dapple . 
The same vaJley with purple and white. 
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RENASCENCE 

This is o ur o wn s till va lley, 
O UT Eden , our h om e ; 

But day sho ws it v ivid with feeling , 
A nd the p a llor of nig ht does no t t a ll y 
\\'ith d a rk slee p tha t o n ce covered the ce iling. 

The little red h e ifer : to-nig ht I looked in h e r eyes ; 
Sh e will calve t o ·mO rT O W . 

Las t nig ht , wh en I wen t with the l a nte r"n , the sow 
was g ra bbi ng h e r litter 

\ Vith sna rling red j a ws; a nd I h eard th e c ri es 
O f the ncw~bom , a nd th e n, the o ld o wl, the n the b :llS 

tha t fli tte r . 10 

A nd I w oke to the so und of the wood-pigeon , a nd lay 
a nd lis te n ed 

T ill I could b o rrow 
A few quick b eats fro m a w o od-pigcon 's h eart; a nd 

whe n I did rise 
Sa w where morning sun o n th e sh a ken iri s g li ste n ed . 
And I knew th a t h o m e, this va ll ey, was widel'" tha n 

Pa radise. 

I learned it a ll from m y E ve, 
T he wa rm dumb wisd o m ; 

S he 's a quic ke r ins truc tress th a n years ; 
She has qui cke n ed m y pulse to rece ive 
S trange thro bs, b eyond la u g hte r a nd lears. 

So now I kno w th e va ll ey 
Fleshed a ll like m e 

\Vith feelings that c h a ng e and quiver 
A!ld clash , and ye t seem to tall y , 
Like a ll th e clash o f a rive r 
~lovcs on to th e sea. 

D . H. LAWRENCE 
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OMN IPRESENCE 

TH E R E is n o lo n e liness fo r m e ; 
I see you in the d o tted s tars , 

in all the pl e nty o f th e lea fl e ss sea : 
e ven the rus h-hid n e nuphars 

s u ggest your p e rso n a lity; 
you fo ra g e with the pira te bee. 

How w o nde rful that you s h o uld sh a re 
with Ear th h e r time-o ld loveliness ! 

D oes sh e n o t le nd her softn ess fo r your h a ir, 
a nd ca n n o o the r w ay express 10 

what thrush es d o wn the years h ave sung 
but throug h the swee tn ess o f your to n g ue? 

You d escant with the dro ning b e es, 
a nd whe n the sky-l a rk 's h y mns a r c d o n e 

I h ear str a n ge ec h oes dro p a mong the trees· 
I pluc k the c rimson s n a p-dra g o n 

and feci you shiver thro u g h a nd thro u g h , 
for spirit h as gone out o f you. 

CHRISTOPHER H ASSALL 

FISH IN THE UNRUFFLED LAKES 

FISH in the unruffle d lakes 
T h e sw a rming colours wea r, 
S w a n s in the winte r air 
A , ..... hite perfectio n h a ve, 
And the g r e at lio n w a lks 
T hro u g h his innocent g ro ve; 
Li o n , fish , a nd swan 
A c t , a nd are g one 
Upon Time's to ppling wave. 

15° 
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SONG 

We till shadowed days are done, 
\Ve must weep and sing 
Duty's conscious wTong. 
The Devil in the clock, 
The Goodness carefully worn 
For atonement or for luck; 
We must Jose OUT loves, 
On each beast and bird tha t moves 
Turn an envious look. 

Sighs for folly said and don e 
Twist our narrow days; 

10 

BUl I must bless, I must praise 
That you, my swan, who have 
All gifts that to the swan 
Impulsive Nature gave, 
The majesty and pride, 
Last night should add 
Your vol un lary love. 

W. H. AUDEN 

SONG 

SINCE I have given th ee all my very heart, 
Since I have staked so deep and dangerously zo 

All that I have of hope till breath depart, 
And flung my little kingdom on a die; 

Since now there streams over my land and sea 
This dread Love-strange as light-beyond recall, 

1 am thy prisoner ; yes, and thou art free 
With but a touch to lay in ruin all. 

HERBERT TRENCl-I 
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A HERD OF DOES 

THERE is no doe in aU the herd 
'''ho se hear"t is not her heart. 
o Earth, with all the ir g limmering eyes 
She sees thee as thou art. 

Like them in shapes of fleeting fire 
She min g les with the light 
Till whoso saw her sees her not 
And doubts his former sight. 

They come and go and none can say 
\ ·Vho sees them subtly run 10 

If they indeed are forms of life 
Or figments of the sun. 

So is she one with Heaven here, 
Confounding m o rtal eyes, 
A s do the hol y dead who move 
Innumerous in the skies. 

But now and then a wandering man 
May g limpse as on he goes 
A golden m ovement of h e r dreams 
As 'twere a herd of docs . 20 

HUGH !vlACDIARMID 

ON HARTING DOWN 

ONCE, when their hearts were wild with joy, 
They bedded on the downs: 
Hours drifted past, the dawn grew ghast, 
Their polls wore dewy c rowns. 
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LODGE A N D I\-IANSION 

\\'hilc the s tars p a led, sh e , fll'S t , a w o ke 
And saw , n o m o re a lo n e, 
T hey ke rnel w e re to a h e rd o f d eer J 

Com e ro und the m a ll unkno wn . 

A dun buck couc hed upo n the left , 
A white d oe to the ir rig ht , 
An hundred o thers , like w a tching m o thers, 
Loomed p eacefull y o ut of nig ht. 

Ere sh e could wake him , they rose and w e re 
sha king 

Small dro plets fro m cold thig hs; 1 0 

Pro udly the lead e r the n s tream ed the m a far 
T o where the sun w o uld rise. 

Till , d o t by dOl , they thread ed the a rc h 
His lifting fore h ead ra ised , 
And , sublimed to lig ht , 'w e re los t to s ig ht, 
Tho ugh sull enthrall ed sh e gazed . 

Her lover rose a nd , leaning close , 
Thro ug h to h e r mind h e p eered ; 
Pa rked the re in , nume ro us, timid , dumb 
l\'lusings retired o r n ca rc d . 20 

T. S T U R CE M OO RE 

LODGE AND MANSION 

\VII E N you h a ve le ft m e, b eautiful , alo n e , 
This tireless soul a nd tire d thing of hrea th, 
Again toward lwO h o uses I mus t run 
And a h vays b e e n c roac hing fas t upo n 
Your beauty a nd the ho ur o f my d ea th. 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

How little, in your loving if I died 
Kissed into silence, should I want of faith! 
But like an artless bridcgroorn and a bride 
Never my resolutions coincide-
Your beauty and the hour of my death. 

o then some darkness when deJight is due 
Conceal in your rare lips a painless wraith 
Of poison to consume my body too, 
That I may drink, while all the world is you, 
Your beauty and the hour of my death. 10 

Then under holy arms what could we fear? 
We would not fear, to do no morc with breath. 
It was the curious dawn we could not bear 
That looked into the night-O take, my dear, 
Your hour and the beauty of my death. 

LAURENCE WHISTLER 

AFTER ATTEMPTED ESCAPE FROM 
LOVE 

(To J. M.) 

HE who has once been caught in a silver chain 
may burn and toss and fret. 

He will never be bound with bronze again; 
he will not be forgiven; will never forget. 

He who has looked at the golden grapes of the sun 
will call no sour fruit sweet. 21 

He will turn from the moon's green applcs and run, 
though they fall in his hand, though they lie at his 

feet. 
A. S. J. TesslA.OND 
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THE BAD GIRL 

FREEDOl\[ 

Now heaven be tha nked . 1 am out of love again I 

I have bee n lo ng a sla .... e, a nd now a m free ; 
I have been to rtured, a nd am eased of pain ; 

I h a ve been blind, and now my eyes can sec. 
I have been los t, and no w the way lies plain ; 

I have been caged, a nd now I h o ld th e key ; 
1 have been m ad, and n ow at las t a m sa ne; 

I am who lly I , that was but a h a lf of m e . 
So, a free man, m y dull pro ud p a th I plo d, 
\Vho, to rtured, blind, mad, caged, w as once a God . 

J AN S TR UTHER 

THE BAD GIRL 

I SAW her in her woo dland place II 

When sh e w as yo ung, wh e n w e \\'e re young: 
And the re was fa irness in h er fa ce 
And a swee t verse upo n h e r tong ue. 

The last red light made g lanc ing orc 
The mosses on the knotty tree: 
The level r ays in the covert's core 
~fade all the leafage fantasy i 

Made the brown gold , a nd m a d c hcr seem 
(\ Vho w as , God knows, but co mmon clay) 20 

A noble thing, a lovely theme. 
One that could n o t ue cast away. 

I cast away, I cas t a w ay 
Things c hildish, and am n o t fo rlo rn . 
But she had bette r h a ve died , the d ay 
She stood so fair b e n eath the tho rn. 

'55 



POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

Young er tha n I , ye l is sh e old ; 
N o n e find s h e l- hones t , none find s her sweet: 
Long pas t her beauty, she will scold, 
\Vill beg and cozen, lie and cheat. 

I as the woody medlar grow 
And shall be ripe when I am rotten: 
But like Junc's strawberry, even so 
She, much enjoyed, is soon forgotten. 

Yct like Ben jonson's lily, she 
Lent to her day a darling grace, 10 

Remembered till unwept shall be 
Laid in the Joarn her liUed face. 

So, Saturn, upon Venus think, 
And lig ht es teem your armour toug h: 
Say, though the festering lily stink, 
Strength without beauty's not enough. 

RUTH PrrrER 

WELL, AND WHAT OF IT? 

WELL, and what of it? \Vhat jf you are beautiful? 
What if your ready mirror shows you hour by hour 
far eyes profound as a heaven-reflecting pool, 
mouth like the rainbow 's smile upon the summer 

shower? 20 

What if your faithful thil"sty lovers think of you 
as of some draught celestial, some pure passion's wine, 
when still the man·made Grail of their adoring view 
flows but with vanity, ferment of worldly vine? 

Is this achievement? Is this what shall make you 
glad ? 

Is this a gift for others bought with your lifc·blood, 

156 



NOW I HAVE NOTHI NG 

a swee t truth th a t sh a ll w a rm m e n 's s l ;Hvin ~ h e '-lrl S 
sha n a dd 

to wc31, this co ld, cOlTo ding misu se o f ri c h g ood ? 

Out on you , woman; quit your beauty, ere the d a y 
when tha t 's within it sh a ll h a ve ca t ' n it a ll away. 

ELIZABETH DA RYUSII 

FALSE ANCHORAGE 

UNDER this h ayric k lies 
All m y heart's treasure. 
The impermanent skies 
Pass at the ir le isure, 
And the fl owers o f th e noon 
Prepa re to fade soon , 
T h e bird-music dies, 
O h bitter h eart ' s treasure, 
To a n chor m e so 
To th is woman , m y lover , 
\Vhile the skies fade a b ove h e r 
And the earth dies below. 

RI C H ARD C H U R C II 

NO W I I-I A VE NOTHING 

.0 

No w I have no thing. Even th e j oy of loss
Even the drea m s I h ad I no w a m losing . 
Only this thing I know; tha t yo u a re u sing 
r...fy h eart as a s to n e to bear yo ur foot acros.s .. . . 20 

1 a m g lad - I am g lad - the s to n e is o r vou r 
choosing. • • • ' 

S TEt..L.A B ENSON 
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MARY'S SONG 

I WAD ha'e gi'cn him my lips lac kiss, 
H a d I been his, had I been his; 
Barley breid and elder wine, 
Had I been his as h e is mine. 

The wander-in' bee it seeks the rose; 
Tae the lochan's bosom the burnie goes; 
The grey bird cries at evenin's fa', 
u My luve, my fair oneil. come awa'." 

M y beloved saIl ha'e this hc'rt tac brea k, 
Reid, reid wine and the barley cake, 10 

A he'rt tae break , and a mou' tac kiss, 
Tho' he be n ac mine, as I am his. 

IvlAruON A NG us 

GOSSIP 

A BRE EZE in the barley 
And gossip is there; 

A thousand heads whisp ering 
A secret laid barco 

A thousand wise heads 
A-nod in the sun; 

The joy on their faces! 
The shame on onc ! 20 

J O HN GAWSWORTli 

WHEESHT, WHEESHT 

WHEESHT, whecsht, my foolish hert, 
For weel ye ken 
I widna ha 'c ye stert 
Auld ploys again. 
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SEA LOVE 

It 's guid to see h e r lie 
Sac snod an' cool, 
A ' lus t 0' lovin' by
I-Vlites},/ ) w hu sht ) J 't full. 

H UG H I\1A C DIAR...\lID 

MORNING 

A \VIDE la nd and a brig ht lig ht fl owing 
\Vhcre winds n o r rise n o r fa ll ; 
Empty; a nd n o t a foots te p going 
To break the c h a rm a t a ll. 

A \vide sky a nd a d eep calm , kno wing 
O f ne ithe r ri g ht n o r wro ng- 10 

O nly thro ug h a ll m a terial flo wing 
Soft imm a te ria l song. 

The lo ud h oof o f a s tro n g h orse going ; 
Grinding o f wheel o n road ; 
And the hean a w a ke n ed , and bitte rl y k no wing 
Its h a rness a nd i ts load. 

GEO FFR E Y J O H NSON 

SE A LOV E 

TIDe be runnin' the g reat wo rld over' 
'T was o nl y las t June m o nth I mind th a t we 

\Vas thinkin ' the toss a nd the call in the b reas t o f 
the love r 

So cve rlas tin ' as the sea. 20 

H ccr 's the sam e little fish es tha t sputte r a n d swim, 
\Vi ' the m oon 's o ld g lim o n the g rey, w e t sand; 

An' him's no m o re to m e no r m e to him 
Tha n the wind g o in ' over m y h a n d . 

CUAR L O TTE tvl E W 
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SO NOW SE PTEMBER ENDS 

So n o w Sep tember ends; above th e sea 
O n e drifting g ull e mits his pl a intive c r y, 
H a unting, a nd k eeping lo n ely watc h w ith nle , 
\Vh ee li ng above the sh a d ows from the sky. 
Ours is a h a rmo ny of solitude, 
O u rs the soul-unio n, go n e n without speech , 
That sh ares a nd und ers ta nds the h ear t's wild m ood 
\Vh e n love h as turned to jetsam of the beach: 
For I am go n e from you , am desolate. 
H e is bereft : his fl ock h as wi n ged a w ay. 10 

\Vc a r c sad m o n a r c h s o f a tid e-bound state, 
\Vith o ut o ne subj ec t in this d y ing day; 
And ever o n m y ears (0 serpe nt hiss !) 
Surf brushes shing le with a lover 's kiss. 

JOHN GAWSWORTH 

BITTER SANCTUARY 

1 

S HE lives in th e p o rter's room; the plush is nicotined. 
C lie nts h ave left the ir pho tos thc l'c to peris h . 
She w a tc h es throug h green shutters those who press 
To r each unconscious ness. 
She licks h e r varnish e d thin m agenta lips, 
She pi c ks h e r fo retoo th ..... ith a fin ger n a il, :10 

Sbe pokes h er h ead o ut to greet n e w clients, or 
To leave the m ( to what torture) waiting at the door. 

n 

H ea t h as locked the heavy earth, 
G iven s trength to every sound. 
He, whe re his life still holds him to the ground, 
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BITTER SANCTUARY 

In anaesthesia, g roa ning fo r re-birth , 
Leans at the dool-. 
From ou t the h ouse there comes the dull es t flutter ; 
A lackey; and thin g iggling from behind that shutte r. 

III 

His lost eyes lean to find the num ber . 
Follows his knuc k led rap . a nd h esitating C1Irse. 
He canno t wake himself; h e m ay n ot slumbe r; 
\\'hile o n the lo n g white wall a c ross dl C road 
Drives the thin ou tline of a d w indling h earse. 

IV 

Now the door open s \,,·ide. 

Ht: 
Sht .
Ht .-

Silt : 

" Is there room ins ide? .. 
.. Arc you past th e bounds o f pain ? ,. 
" ~Iay my body lie in vain 
Among the dreams 1 cannot keep! •• 
" Let him drink the cup of sleep." 

v 

10 

Thin arms and gh os tly hands; faint sk y.blu c eyes ; 
Long drooping lash es, lids like full-blown m oons, 
C linging to any b rink of floating skies: 
\Vha t h o pe is th e re ? \"'hat fea r ?-Unl ess to wake 

and see 
Lingering Aesh , o r cold etern ity. :a: o 

o ye t som e face, h a lf living. brings 
Far gaze to him a nd croons: 
She : .. Y o u're white. You a rc a lone . 

Ca n you no t approach my sphere? .. 
He : .. I'm c h a ng ing into s to n e ." 
She : .. \Vo uld I we re ! ,"Vo uld I were' ,. 
Then the white a ttendants fill the c up. 
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V1 

J n the morning through the world, 
\"'arch the flunkeys bring the coffee j 

\ ,Vatc h the shepherds on the downs, 
Lords and ladies at their toilet , 
Farmers, merchants, frothing towns. 

But look how he, unfortuna te, now fumbles 
Through unknown chambers, unhecdful stumbles. 
Can he evade the over-shadowing night? 
Are there not somewhere chinks of braided light? 

VII 

How do they leave ,,\'ho once al-e in those rooms? 10 

Some may be found, they say, deeply asleep 
I n ruined tombs. 
Some in white beds, \vith faces round them. Some 
\Vande r the world, and never find a home. 

HAROLD MosRo 

THE PLAYERS 

TO-DAY I acted Christ, 
While Joy played Lazarus; 

I buried her in ferns 
And heaps of gathered grass. 

And , ... hen I cried" Come forth 
Up from the grave she rose 

And , wi th a peal of bells, 
Threw off her burial clothes. 

When Sleep this night has come, 
With feathers for our grass, 

Shall we reverse our parts 
Of Christ and Lazarus? 
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THE REAPER 

\"'hen I-a buried man-
Hear" Lazarus, come fo rth' " 

I ' ll ri se and with both hands 
Ring every bell on earth 

\V. H. DAVIES 

HOW LONG, SAID SPIRIT, j\'[uST I 
WALK THIS EARTH? 

How long, said spirit, must I w a lk this earth? 
I , winged, to whom P a radise gave birth , 
How long must I pace field s of dro ug ht and d ea rth? 

How long , sa id mind, mus t I tread the sm a ll maze 
Of paths bewilrl ' ring, of thoug ht that betrays 
lVly straight endeavour with blind-alleyed ways? 10 

How long must I, said life, said bodied so ul , 
Be baulked by faulty flesh from b ea uty 's goal? 
How long have but pittance, who sees joy's whole? 

How long, said h eart , may I love's raime nt wear? 
How long may I work for those I hold dear ? 
\Vhen must I leave the m in sorrow and fear? 

ELIZABETH DARVUSH 

THE REAPER 

I SAW in a corn-field 
A man very beautiful , 
And he held in his hand 
A sickle of flame . 20 

I approached him and sa id, « Sir, 
Why standcst thou sorrowful 
Here by thyself, and 
\Vhat is thy name ? " 
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T h e n sadl y h e answered : 
II M y n a m e, it is "" o nde rful. 
Lord o f th e H a rves t, and 
H ea le r o f ill. 
~ly sp irit is sore g rieved , 
F o r th e time is a t h a nd 
To put fo rth the s ick le: 

And 10 I 

The corn is a bundle. 
The c h a ff is a hill. " 

!\.1I C HAE L M c KENN A 

SON NET 

D ARK dreadful death I drea d your a pproach: 
Kno wing as I kno w yo u ro ll n ca r e r e ve ry hour 
F ear o f y o ur fearful e mbrace sprea d s g reat fo lds 
O f coldness like a n ocean over m e; I c ry, H o w 
H o w c an I withs ta nd , s ta nd up, repel 
The e ve r inva ding e te rna l w ave whose sw e ll 
B eginning a t b irth , d ecl ines into wha t a ft e rwa rds, 
R eaching i ts c r ested h e ig ht a t the second the h ea rt 
Sick o f r esis ta nce, sin ks to su ccumb like a s to ne 

'0 

M a rking th e m o m e nt buoyant life de p a rted . :10 

N o t b ea te n, n o t b ea te n, but utte dy fatig u ed 
These fou r Hm bs fa ll d ea f to the w o rd d e feat: 
Awa re b y divine kindn ess tha t this d escent 
Thro u g h c ubic n o thing ness r esembl es supine r cs t. 

G EOR G E BARKER 

F ATE WRITES TWO EPITAPHS 

I. ON ANY MAN 

I LET him find , but n ever wh a t h e sou g ht; 
I le l him ac t, but never as he m eant; 
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EPITAPHS 

And , after muc h mislcarning , h e w as ta u g ht, 
Tired , to be content with discontent. 

2. ON :MAN 

H e h ad g rea t virtues, but a seed o f te rro r 
Corrupted him ; fear m a de hiln c ruel , me a II ; 

So I r cpealed a n a ll-but-g lo rious erro r , 
\"'iped off a little dust, a nd le ft ea rth clean . 

A. S. J. TESS IM Oi\: O 

EPITAPHS 

I 

TH E SLAY E RS 

.. \VHY did you die ? " - 1 died of everything: 
Life, like dee p wate r, robb ed me of m y brea th; 

So rrow, d elig ht, love, music, '.-Vinte r , Spri ng. 
Sle w m e in turn, and , las t of all, cam e-Death. 1 0 

It 

FOR A BLIND ~(AN 

O n many a r oad, fodorn, 
I wandered day and nig ht. 

For this the n was I b e rn
To find in d C41th my light? 

nr 

THIRST 

Life did not stint my cup to fill , 
I drank each dro p yet thirsted s till . 
D cath's little, p oor a nd meag re win~ 
Has who lly quenc h ed this thirst of mine . 
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IV 

EVERYMAN 

\Vhat shall be sa id of me? .. He Jived a span
Then died ." No more! What more of any man? 

V 

THE AMBUSH 

Year in , year out, I took my daily pleasure 
In ways sere ne beyond the common measure , 
So was the more surprised when, suddenly, 
Death (whom I scarce believed in) sprang on mc. 

VI 

GREEN FRUIT 

O! rosc-red blossom, shake your wings and fall 
From the safe sh e lter of the sunny " .. -a ll ! 
Your fruit? Lament it not. It might have been 
Like mine (which came to ripeness), sour and grecn. 

VII 

THE RETURN 

Disown me not, 0 p a tient 1vfothcr Earth! 
Restless was I, a rebel from my birth; 
But now thy prodigal and weary son 
Seeks pardon at thy breast, his folly done. 

VUI 

PROPHECY 

My light is out, ye t will I prophesy 
Men stiJl unborn will show morc light than I ; 
And am content that other men in turn 
Against my darkness shall the brighter burn. 

MARGAR£T SACKVILLE 
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EPITAPH 

THIS, O U R SISTER 

SH1~ wi th b rass h a n d les, c row ne d w ith flo w e rs, 
Tha t rides th e c h a n cel h igh , 
T h e can d le- lig ht , the incense cloud, 
The sto rm o f m us ic p ass th ee b y : 

A bove the a rc h es a nd the vo ice, 
T h e c h a nting a nd the m o urners p a le , 
o mute a nd fo lded voyager , 
\Vha t ocean d os t tho u sail ? 

L . A . G . S TRONO 

EPITAPH 

SH E w as too lovely fo r re m e mbra ncc-
Let us fo rge t h e r like a dream , 1 0 

L es t a ll o ur d ays a nd a ll o ur nig hts h e reaft er 
E m p ty sh ould seem . 

L e t n o t the b lind r e m embe r b eauty . 
Nor d eaf m e n think u pon a tunc: 

The re a rc things tha t a rc too lovely fo r re m e m
bra nce-

Le t us fo rge t h er sooo. 

L e t us fo rge t h e r- w e who lo ved her
For pity's sake, fo r comfo rt 's sake: 

L cs t , pluc ked too o ft by the long h a nds o f sorro w , 
Our h eart-strings break . zo 

JAN STRUTHER 
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ISLAND ROSE 

SHE has given all her beauty to the water' 
She has to ld her secrets to the tidal bell , 

And her h air is a moon·drawn net, and it has 
ca ught h eT, 

And her voice is in the hollow shell. 

She will not come ba c k now any morc, nor waken 
Out of her is land dream where no \vind blows ; 

And o nly in the sm a ll house of the shell, forsaken, 
Sings the dark one whose face is a rose. 

fiAbUSH MACLAREN 

SKALD'S DEATH 

I HAVE known all the storms that roll. 
I h ave been a singer after the fashion 10 

Of my pcoplc-a poet of p assion. 
All that is past. 

Quiet has come into my soul. 
Lifc)s tempest is done. 

I lie at las t 
A bird cliff under the midnight sun. 

HUGH MAcDIARMID 

FROST 

UNNATURAL foliage pales the trees ; 
Frost , in compassion of their death, 
Has kissed them, and his icy breath 
Proclaims and silvers their election. 20 

Death, wert thou beautiful as thesc. 
We scarce would pray for Tf"SlIrrcc tion. 

L . A. G. STRONG 



IN THIS DARK H O U S E 

IN THI S DARK HOUS E 

I SHALL come back to d ie 
Fro m a fa r place a t las t, 
Afte r m y life's caro use 
I n the o ld b ed to lie 
Re membering tll C pas t 
In this dark ho use. 

Because of a clock's chime 
In the lo ng waste of n ig ht, 
I shall aw ake and wa it 
At that calm , lo nely l ime 
Each sound a nd smell a nd sig ht 
M ysterious and inna tc-

Some shado w o n the w all 
\Vhe n curtains by the door 
l\lovc in a dra ught of w ind; 
O r else a lig ht root ra ll 
I n a near corridor; 
Even to feel the kind 
Caress o f a cool ha nd 
S moothing the draggkd ha ir 
Back fro m my shrunke n orow , 
And strive to unde rs ta nd 
The w o m a n's prese nce there, 
A nd whe nce she came~ a nd ho w. 

\Vha t g ust o f wind tha t nig ht 
\Vill mutte r he r lost nam e 
T hroug h windows o pe n w ide, 
And twis t the flic kering lig ht 
Of a sole candle's fl a me 
Smoking from side to side, 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

Till the last spark it blows 
Sets a moth 's \vings aflarc 
As the faint flame go(""S out? 

Some dis ta nt door mar dose; 
Perhaps a h ea,,","y chair 
On bare floors dragged about 
O 'er the low ceiling sound, 
And the thin twig of a tree 
Knock o n my window-pane 
Till a ll the night around 10 

Is lis tening .. vith m e, 
'''hile like a noise of rain 
L eaves rustle in the wind. 

Then from the inner g loom 
The scratching of a mouse 
?vlay echo down my mind 
And sound around the room 
In this dark h ouse . 

The vague scent of a flower 
Smelt the n in that w arm a ir 20 

From gardens drifting in, 
~'lay slowly overpower 
The vapid lavender, 
Till feebly I begin 
To count the scents I knew 
And name them one by o nc, 
And sear c h the names for this. 

Dreams will be swift and few 
Ere iliat last night be d one, 
And gradual silences 30 

In each long interim 
Of halting time awake 
AU conscious sense confuse: 
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LET ME NOT LIVE 

Shadows will g row Qlorc dim, 
And sound a nd scent forsa ke 
The dark. e re d awn e n su es. 

In the new m orning the n, 
So fixed the s ta re and fas t. 
The calm unseeing eye 
' ·Vill never close agai n . 

I sh a ll come b ack a 1 las t , 
In this d a rk h ouse to die . 

EDWARD DAVISO:"oi' 

THE SLEEPER 

H E h as rejec ted the dumb word 10 

Of Slo ne, o r of stilled wood s, 
The mcl a n c h o ly o f m oorla nd bird 

And the clashing bells o f floods. 

H e h as forgotten the calling sky 
And the lo lling o f th e sea, 

Too m e m o ra ble Ea rth , m ay I 
Sleep jus t as so und as h e. 

LILIA... .... B O W ES LYON 

LET ME NOT LIVE 

LET m e not li ve in a sad monument, 
But le t m c b e 

Far from the searching of remembrance se nt, '10 

Sunk in the sea; 
The Gods h ave written d eath; set n o t to ulnc 

The trifling bound 

17 1 
L , '",. ~ 

' '--- ')) 
J J, r'r. " '" 
S rina d _ _ . 



POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

or m arble. n o r a tablet marre d with rhyme . , 
No plot of grou nd; 

I was less ' :1. ir than clouds, a nd no man makes 
S ta tues to these; 

FOJ'gct m e; think upon the s iJ e nt lakes, 
T he sle nder trees. 

FROST 

AH, nobody kno ws 
The thing I would lea rn 
But the s ta r of the frost 

RUTH PniER 

That is s till in the nig ht for a whil e to 
And is burned in the morning a nd lost. 

S o would I be frozen, 
So would I be burned 
1 n to silence 
And lost; 
So would I rcturn
N o t I - not 1-
But a wind from the wild, 
Besieging the blossoming 
"'rowers of the roses. 20 

STELLA BENSO N 

HE WILL WATCH THE HAWK 

H E. will watc h the h a wk with an indifferent eye 
Or pitifully ; 

N o r on those eagles that so feared him, now 
"Vill strain his brow; 

Weapo ns m e n usc, stone, sling and strong.thcwed bow 
He will not kno w. 



PADRAIC O 'CONAIR E- GAELIC STORY-TE LLER 

This aristocrat , superb o f a ll ins tinc t, 
\Vith dea th close lin ked 

H a d paced the e no rmous cloud , a lmos t had won 
\\-ar on th e sun ; 

Till now, like I carus rn id-ocea n-dro \vned, 
H a nds, wings, a rc fo und. 

STEPHEN SP E;-': OEH 

THE DEAD POET 

\VH EN rime w as o n the road and ditc h es g lis tened 
Under the lea fl ess trees b e fo re the h ed ge, 
The birds upo n th e bou g h s p erke d h eads a nd lis tened 
T o the lig ht icc c r acking amid the sed ge, 1 0 

And over the o ld bridge yo u came a-w h istling, 
Puffing your breath o ut , s lcatning the air around, 
And I tho u g ht, .. Never scythc man went a -thi stling 
Tha t c ut his purple clea n as you cut sound." 

Yo ur n o tes r e -cch o on a fros ty morning: 
1 never sec th e sun's b a r to p a hill , 
The icc-plumed pine with dripping fil-c a d o rning , 
But once a ga. in I hea r the ir lus ty , shrill , 
C lear music, a nd ex pcc t to see you com e : 
I cannot think , .. H e h as turned , a nd 1l1 a dc [o r h o me. " 

J O li N GA\\'S \" O RTI-I 

PADRAI C O 'CONAIRE- GAELIC 
STORY-T ELLER 

(DI ED IN T il E F J\'LL O F 19'28 ) 

TUEy'VE p a id the las t respects in sad tOb3CCO 1:1 

And silent is this w a ke h o usc in i ts haze; 
They've paid their las t resp ects; and now thei r 

whiskey 
Flings laughing wo rds on m o uths of praycr a nd praise; 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

And so young coupl es huddl e by the gables, 
o let th e m grope home thro ug h the hedgy night
Alone I'll mourn myoid fri end , while the cold dawn 
Thins o ut the h o ly candle light. 

R espec ts are paid to o ne loved by the people; 
Ah , was h e not- amo ng our nlighty poor-
The sudden wealth cas t o n th ose pools o f dal-kness, 
Those b earing. just, a s ta r 's faint signa ture; 
And so h e ",as to Ine, close friend, n car brother, 
Dcar Padraic of the wild and sea-cold eyes- 10 

So loveable, so courteous and noble, 
The very "Ves t was in his soft r e plies. 

They'll miss his heavy stic k and s tride in 'Vicklow
His story-talking down \Vinetavern Street, 
\Vhere old men si tting in the wizen d aylig ht 
H ave k e pt a n edge upon his gentle wit; 
\Vhile women o n the grassy streets of Gahvay, 
Who h eark e n for his p assing-but in vain , 
Shall h a rdl y tell his step as shadows vanis h 
Through archways of forgotten Spain. 20 

Ah, they ' ll say: P a draic 's gone again exploring; 
But now d o wn glens of brightness, 0 he ' ll find 
An alehouse overflowing with wise Gaelic 
T h at's braced in vigour by the bardic nlind , 
And there his tho u g h ts sh a ll find their own fo re-

fa th e rs-
In minds to whom our heig h ts of race belong, 
In crafty men, who ribbed a ship or turned 
T he sec r e t joinery of song. 

Al as, dea th mars the parchment of his forehead; 
And yet for him , I know, the earth is mild- 30 

The wind y fidgets of S e ptember grasses 
Can never tease a mind that loved the wild; 

174 



AS THOUGH WITH THE EYES OF A POET 

So drink his peace-this grey juice of the barley 
Runs with a lig ht that ever plc<1scd his eye-
\Vhilc o ld fi ?l mcs nod and goss ip on the h earth s tone 
And on ly the young winds cry. 

F. R. HI GG IN S 

AS THOUGH WITH THE EYES OF 
A POET DEAD AND GONE 

As tho u g h with the eyes o f a poet dead a nd gone 
I lo itered looking on 
\\'"he re sc.:lttc rcd over the turnip field a sco re 
Of workers, eac h in the h oa r 
Dusk of winter secluded as working a lone, 
Lifted the rooLS full-grown . fO 
Vag rant seemed they and mum a s a floc k of c ro \\'s . 
And when with h eavy blows 
They swung the roots togeth e r to free th e m of soil 
This gesture of th eir to il 
\Vas as thoug h they would flap the ir wings with the 

first smi te 
And struggle of taking fli g ht. 

Small was their winter w o rld , whe re looming a tree 
Signalled i ts b o undary, 
And the los t sun groping iLS w a y through the \ves t 
Might have sunk unguesscd, 20 

Save that from th e ric kya rd the brea thing blur 
Of the thrasher awhirr 
Be tokened that longer ye t the dim day must run 
Before their day's work \"ere done. 

Not as m yself I watc h ed them- with alien sc nSt: 
And c urious d efere n ce 
Of one but lot a nd luc k as a bird a lit 
And free to fiy thence-but knit 
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POEMS OF nVENTY YEARS 

, ·\lith them and till-ough them into the s ullen g,"ound . 
Wi th a cceptance profound 
And cas ual as thei.-s I s tood, watc hing them therc, 
And knew you bc:sidc Inc, J o hn C lare. 

SYLVIA TOWNSEND ' -VARNER 

AT THE GRAVE OF HENRY VAUGHAN 

ABOVE the voi ceful windings of a river 
An o ld green slab of simply graven stone 
S huns noti cc, overshadowed by a yew . 
H e re Vaughan lies dead, whose nan1C flows on for ever 
Thl"oug h p as tures of the s pirit washed with dew 
And s tarlit with eternities unknown. 10 

Here sleeps th e SiJurist; the loved physic ian; 
The face that le ft no portraiture behind ; 
The skull that h o u sed white angels and had vision 
Of daybreak through the gateways of the nlind. 

H e re faith and mercy. wisdolTI and humility 
( \Vhost: influence s hall prevail for evermore) 
S hine . And this Jowly grave tells Heaven 's tran· 

quillity . 
And here sland I, a suppliant at the door. 

SIEGFRJED SASSOON 

ON READING SOME NEGLECTED 
POETS 

TI-lis is a long road in a dubious mist; 
Not Wilh a groan nor any heard complain.t . 20 

We nlarch, uncomprehending, not expecting TIme 
To show us beacons. 



ISHMAEL 

\Vhe n w e h ave struggle d o n a littl e fa rthe r 
This m a dness will yield o f itse lf, 
The re will n ot b e a n y singing o r sud d e n j oy, 
But a load w ill b e se t d o \'>'n. 

And m ayb e no o ne will e ve r com e. 
N o o ther travelle r p ass ing th a t w a y . 
There fo re the load w e li fted will be len, 
A miles to ne, ins ig nificant. 

i\hC If .A.E L R O B E RTS 

ISHMAEL 

TH E nig ht YO ll died the a ir was full o f s ig hing , 
Fro m jung le passes ble w the sic ke ning oreeze, 1 0 

A c ross the m oon a dingy sm o ke was fl y ing, 
The bl ack p a lms tossed a nd tossed th e bounding seas, 
T h e w a rm g usts fill e d the tcnt wh e re you w e re lying 
And sw ayed the la nte rn-lig ht across you r knees, 
T he crepitant c ric ke ts eve r ywh e re ',.'ere crying 
Be twee n the s ig h s a nd sudd e n sile n ccs . 

Rig ht we ll you kne w , a nd w e, th a t you were d ying 
Self-exiled , self.disgr aced , self-overthrown , 
You who h a d sp ent yo uth, blood and b o n e d e nying 
Blood o f your b lood, b o ne o f your ve ry b o n e . 2 0 

We sp oke : you grinned , in iro n d e ris io n eyeing 
The pro ffe red cup. The n b e twee n groa n and g roa n 
Forced o ut your la st: .. God d a 01J'l you a nd yo ur 

prying! 
Why can' t you let a b as ta rd di e a lo n e ? " 

The night you died the a ir w as full o f s ig hing . 
R O D E RT NIC H O L! 
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WANDERING MEN 

\VHEN sudden night had trapped the wood. 
W e s tumbled hy dark earthing 
To find a pa th we never knew 
Thoug h we went down on bare knee. 
But as we prayed there came a sound 
Of canticles upon the air, 
A momentary flame that rounded 
The bell-house o f Kildare . 

Among h e r women o n the threshold 
Great Bri g id gave u s welcome. 10 

She had concealed in colder veil 
Too soo n the flamin g of her forehead 
That drew our eyelids in the w ood. 
By shado\vy arch she led the wa y, 
She broug ht u s to a lig hted roOtn 
And served each one at table. 

I think it was th e food of Eden 
We shared, for that new ale, 
Though brighter than the scrpcnt~rccd , 
\Vas not indeed of summer's brew, 30 

And drowsily we heard the calling 
Of voices from an ins trument-
Soft as the music that King Saul 
Had fea red beyond his tent, 

And all that night I \\';).s ,"l.W';UC 

Of shapcs n o pries t can sec, 
The centaur at a house of prayer, 
The scep tred strangers from the East, 
Confined in dream we saw again 
How Drigid, while her women slep t 30 

Around h e r , tcmplc'd by thc flame, 
Sat in a carvcn c hair, 
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THE PAST GENERATION 

\Ve wakened with the ea rl y blackbird 
Before the o aks h ad drawn 
An old sun-circle in the grass : 
The sig htly h ouse was gone. 
Yet we gave praise to that sky-woman 
For wayfare and a vision sh o , .... n 
At nig ht to h a rmless men who h ave 
N o parish o f their own . 

AUSTIN CLARKE 

THE PAST GENERATION 

C ORNERED within a mind tha t from its dark b e rth 
Sags like an old cobweb of wings and bones, 10 

Yet clad in a firesid e shadow-h e sits inert, 
A pensioned man of seve nty years o r so, 
Nodding and leaning to feel the while doug h 
Ripening to bread upon a scorc hing hcanh ; 
But once into the c rust his thumb is sprcad-
\\"ith smells o f yeast en livening the air-
His eyes seem ri ch with black a le ; h e li fts th e bread 
As though his h ands are fuB of prayer . 

And while the cake cools within the windo w sp ace 
That pane of scowls glows like a h o ly place. 20 

Browbea ten h e s ta nds there now sca nning the m oun· 
tain 

That throws a lo n g siege agains t the shado wy g lass, 
Blinding that spy h o le, where lig ht sq ueezed fro m the 

pmcers 
Of dusk and dark, like death, has c reased his face
Creased as his crushed eyes squint with s train o f sin e w, 
Poor seedless skin , the jail of all his race, 
The last thing huma n nc.xl the wind 's dominion, 
The One: thing hos tile to the m o unta in 's p eace ; 
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-A peace ~nbrokcn save by a sudd e n fri g ht 
From c rea.klng wild duc k wing ed in h eadlong fli g ht. 
A g ains t that huddled streng th his hate is pitc h ed; 
And n o w h e g lowers at his roo ts of h ea th , 
That squat their evil claws in thi s d a rk h o ur 
Upon the thrown clay cabins of a street: 
Homes like worn graves, tombs to n ed with the g ables 
Tha t, sh ad ing our r ace o n ce in the bl az ing years, 
Shelte red those m oth ers, w h o breeding a stoc k of nobles 
R aised th e m to grace with a grey baptism of tcars. 10 

And ye t that stock gave s tark air a g reen delig ht: 
Its yo ung men , h a rd y, I1imblc of limb a nd wit 
To sh o rten the roa d . inveig le a bird or bind 
Proud n ecks to bridles and rough lands to whea t; 
\ Vith g irls of wild sweetness, a thleticall y d esig n ed 
Fron) n ape a nd hip to ins te p and over whose breas t 
Snugg le d the lazy brig htness o f the Wes t. 

Now those delights are all gone; and, loo k , o ld pry, 
\Vhe r e lig htning struc k , burnt b are that blosso ming 

tree , 
A blac k hand p o ints indictment a t the sky. 

So h e - las t tremble r from those hea rtscalding ycars
M a ki ng this hour unea rthl y with the d ead, 
Ceases to spy on what the ni g ht h as hid 
And while eac h timid thing c ree p s into b ed , 
C la mping his d oor-more like a coffin lid~ 
H e turns, he yawns a nd h avi n g locked the sas h es 
Ca lmly h e rakes the fire, till d eep in as h es 
The hus h ed fl a me sleeps within its own r ed drca nl . 

He 's n o w in bed; but there's n o t a s ig n h e' ll ease 
The weig ht of the g r ea t slee p tha t 's o n his b o n es, 30 

The weig ht tha t h e h as gathe red with the years
Too weary now he seem s even to d oze 
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COLONEL FANTOCK 

And fearing d ea th Jnay o us t him fro m th ose bones 
.. 0 ho ly God JJ h e s ig hs, h e turns, h e eyes 
T h e b a re breast Virg in su ckling H e r Child 
Printed in sm ok y gold a b o ve the b ed . 

And as h e m o uths Time's lull abies, h is bead s 
Ba re ly keep count o f pra yers in yawned re trea ts ; 
And so fro m fl oor a nd s tool o ld sh a d ows c ree p 
\Vith c ri ckets ticking o ut th e time o f s leep . 

F . R. HIGG INS 

COLONEL FANTOC K 

TH US sp o ke the la d y undernea th th e trees . 
I was a member of a fa mil y 10 

\ Vhose legend w as o f hunting- (all the r a re 
And unatta inable brig htness o f the ail-)-
A race whose fa bled skill in fa lco nry 
' Vas used o n the sm a ll song -birds a nd a winged 
And blinded D estin y .. .. I think th at o nly 
\ Vingcd o nes kno w th e hig h es t eyrie is so lo nely . 

The re in a la nd, a us te re a nd elega nt . 
The castle see m ed a n a rabesque in music ; 
\ 'Ve m oved in an h a llucin a tio n born 
o r sile n ce, whic h like music gave u s lo tus 2 0 

T o ca t, p e rfuming lip s a nd o ur lo n g eyelids 
As we tra iled over the sad summe r g rass, 
O r sa t b e nea th a sm oo th a nd m o urnrul tre c. 

And Time p <lssed su avely, impe rceptibly. 

But D ago b crt and Pe regrine and I 
\Vc re childre n the n ; w e w a lked like sh y gazelles 
Amo ng the musie or Ihe thin flo wer-be lls. 
And life s till held som c promise,-n c" e r ask 
or wha t ,- but lire seem ed less a stra nger, then, 
Tha n eve r afte r in this cold existence. 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

I a lways w as a little o u tsid e lifc,-
And so the things we to u ch could comfo rt me ; 
I loved the shy dreams w e could hear and sec
For I w as like one d ead, like a s m a ll ghost, 
A little cold a ir wande ring and lost. 

All day within the straw~roofcd arabesque 
Of the to were d cas tle and the s leepy gard ens wandered 
''''e; those deli cate p a lad ins the w aves 
Told us fa ntas tic legends that w e p o nde red . 

And the soft leaves w e re breasted like a d ove, 10 

Crooning o ld m o urnful tales of untrue love. 

\-Vhen nig ht came, sounding like the growth of trees, 
My grcat.grandmother bent to say good-nig ht, 
And the enchanted m oo nlig ht seemed tra nsformed 
Into the si lve ry tinkling of an o ld 
And gentle music-box that played a tune 
Of Circcan e n c h a ntme n ts and far seas; 
Her voice was lulling like the s plash of these. 
When she h a d g iven me h e r good -nig ht kiss, 
There, in h e r' le ngthene d sh adow, I saw this 20 

Old military g hos t with m ayfl y whiskcTS, -
Poor h a rmless creature, blown by the cold wind, 
Boasting of unseen unrea l vic to ries 
To a harsh unbelieving w o rld unkind,
For all the battles that this warrior fo u g ht 
W ere with cold p overty and helpless age-
His spoi ls were shelters from the winter 's r age. 
And so for ever through his braggart voiec, 
Thr ough a ll tha t martial trumpe t 's so und, his soul 
''''cpt with a little sound so pitiful, 3 0 

Kno wing tha t h e is outside lifc for cver 
\Vith no one tha t will warm or comfo rt him . ... 
H e is not even dea d, but Death's buffoon 
On a bare s tagc, a shrunken pantaloon. 
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COLOl';"EL F.-\:--"TOCK 

His milita r.: banner never fell , 
;':o r his ac~ount o f vic tories. the s to ries 
O f old apocryphal misfo rtunes, g lo ries 
\\ bleh com fo rted his h eart i n later li fe 
\\nen he w as the Xapo leon of the sch oolroom 
A nd a ll the \"ic tories he gained 'were o,:er 
L ittle boys w ho ''''ould n o t learn to spell. 

All d ay within the s ...... eet and anc ient g ardens 
He h ad my c hildish self fo r a udi en ce-
\\nose bo<:ly fla t and s trange , whose pale straigh t ha ir 
:\bde m e appear as thou gh I h a d b een drowned- " 
(\'"c a ll h a ve the re m o te air o f a leg end )-
An d D agoben my bro ther 'whose large streng th. 
G rea t body a nd grave beauty still rdlect 
The An gevin d ead k ings from , .... h o m w e spri ng ; 
An d sw ee t as th e you ng ten der ".;nds tha t s t ir 
I n thickets ,,-h e n th e earliest flower-bells s ing 
Upon the boug hs , w as his jus t character ; 
And Peregrine the youngest with a naive 
Shy grace like a fa un's, whose slant eyes ~emed 20 

The warm green light be n ea th ete rnal b o u g hs. 
H is hair ,vas like th e fro nds o f feathers , life 
I n him 'was changing ev e r , springing fresh 
As th e d a rk son gs of b irds ... the furry w armth 
And p ur rin g sound o f fires ',-as in his vo ice 
\\ruch n ev er failed to warm and comfo rt me. 

And the re w er e h aunted summers in Troy Pa rk 
\\"he n all the s till ness budded in to leaves -. , 
\,"e lis te n ed , like Ophelia dro \'Io'Tled in blo nd 
And fl uid h air, b e n eath s tag -antlered trees; 
Then , in the a n cient park the country-pleasant 
S h a d o, .. -s fe ll as bro' .. ~n as a n y pheasa nt , 
And Colo nel Fantod seemed like one of these. 
So m e times fo r comfo rt in the castle kitchen 
He dro'\'\"'Sed. w h ere with a SWeet a nd velvet lip 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

The s n apd ragons within the fire 
Of the ir red summe r n ever tire. 
And Colonel Fantock liked o ur compa ny; 
For u s h e wandered over each o ld lie, 
C h a n g ing the flow ering h a wtho rn , full o f bees, 
Into the silver helm of H e rc ul es, 
F o r u s d efe nded Troy fro m the to p s ta ir 
O u tside the nursery, wh e n th e calm full m oon 
\Vas Jike the sound within the growth of trees . 

But the n ca me o ne c ruel d ay in d eepes t June, 10 

Wh e n pink flo w ers see m ed a sw ee t M ozartia n tunc, 
And Colonel Fantock pondered o'er a book. 
A gay v o ice like a h o n eysu ck le noo k,-
So swce t,-said, " It is Colonel F a nt ock's age 
\OVhic h makes him b a bbl e ." ... Blo wn by winter's 

rage 
"r h e p oor o ld m a n then knew his c reeping fa te, 
T h e darkening shadow th a t w o uld ta ke his s ig ht 
And hea ring; and he thoug ht of his saved p e n ce 
\Yhic h scarce would r e nt a grave . . . tha t youtbful 

vOice 
W as a dark bell whic h ever cla n ged U Too late it-
A c r eeping shadow that would s tea l fro m him 21 

Even the little boys who would not spcll.-
His o nly prisoners .... On that June d ay 
Cold Death had taken his first c itade l. 

• EDITH !:)lTWELL 

THE SPRIG OF LIME 

HE lay, and those who watched him w ere amazed 
To see unhe ralded benea th the lids 
Twin tca l'"s, new-gathered at the pl'"icc o f pain, 
Start and at once run c rookedly athwart 
Chee ks channelled lo ng by pain, neve r by tcars . 
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THE S PRIG OF LI~IE 

So d esoblc , too, the s ig h next uttered 
They h ad we pt also , b ut his g rea t lips m oved, 
And bending down o ne heard , " A sprig of lime . 
Bring m e a sprig of lime." \Vhereat she sto ic 
\"ith dumb signs forth to pluck the thing he ~ravcd . 

So la y he till a lime-twig h a d b een sna pped 
from som e Slill bra nc h that sw e pt the o uter g rass 
Far fro m the silver pill a r of the bole, 
\\Ohieh m o unting P:lSl the h o use 's cl'us led roo r 
Split into massy limbs, c rossed boug hs, a maze 1 0 

or close-compac ted interconto rted s ta fTs 
Bowercd i n foliage, w here thro u g h the s un 
S ho t sudd e n sho v 'crs of lig ht o r c rystal spars, 
Or wavered in a gree n and vitreous flood . 

And all the whil e in fa int and fainter lo n es , 
S carc e a udible on deepened evening 's hush, 
He framed his c urious and la s t J'eq ucs t 
For " limc, a sp"ig of lime. " H e r tre mbling h a nd 
C losed his loose fingc l"S o n the awkward stcm , 
Covered abo ut with gen tle hean-shaped leaves 20 

And under d ang ling , p a le as h oney-wax, 
Sq uarc clus te rs of sweet-sce ntcd s ta HY flowcl"S. 

S h e la id his b e nt arm back upo n h.is breast, 
T hc n watc hed auove whitc knuckles clenc hed In 

praycr. 
H c neve r moved. Only a t las t his eyes 
O p en ed, then brightened iu such avid gaze 
S he fea rcd the coma mas tc red him aga in . ... 
But no; strange sob rose c huckling in his throat, 
A stra nge ecstasy suffused the flesh 
OF ~ha t jus t mask so s un-dried, gouged, a nd o ld, 30 

\ 'VhICh few - too few !- h ad loved . too many fcared . 
.. Father! ,. she cricd; '" Father! .. 

He did n o t hear. 



POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

She knelt, and kneeling drank the scent of limes, 
Blown round the slow blind by a vesperal gust, 
Till the room swam. So the Jime~incense blew 
Into her life as once it had in his, 
Though how a nd when and with ".'hat ageless charge 
Of sorro w and deep j oy h ow cou ld she know? 

Sweet lime that o ften at the h eight o f noon 
Diffusing dizzy fragrance fro m your boughs, 
Tasselled with blossoms m ore innumerable 
Than the black bees, the uproar of whose to il 10 

Filled your green vaults, winning s u c h mctheglin 
As clo uds their sappy cells. dis til, as once 
Ye used. your sunni es t emana ti ons 
Toward the wind o w where a woman kneels
S h e who within that room in c hildish hours 
L ay through the las ting murmur of blanch 'd n oon 
Behind the sultry blind, n ow full, now fl a t, 
Drinking anew o f every odoro us breath, 
S upremely h appy in h e r ignorance 
Of Time that h as te n s hourly and of Death 20 

\Vho n eed not h aste . S ca tte r your fumes, 0 lilnc, 
Loose from each hispid s tar of citron bloom, 
Tangled beneath the labyrinthine boughs, 
C loud on su c h Slinging cloud of e x h a lation 
A s reeks o f youth, fierce life, a nd s umm e r 's prime, 
Though hardly now sh a ll h e in that dusk r oom 
Savour your sweetness, s ince the very sprig, 
Profuse of blossom and o f essences, 
He smells n o t, who in a paltering h a nd 
Clasps it la id close his peaked and gleaming fa ce 30 
Prop p e d in the pillow. Breathe sile nt, lo ft y lime , 
Your c urfew secrets o ut in fervid scent 
To the attendant shadows! Tinge th e air 
Of the nlids unlmer nig ht that now begins, 
At an owl 's oaring flight from dusk to dusk, 
And downward caper of the giddy bat 
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FOREFATHERS 

Hawking against the lus tre o f b a re skies, 
\Vith som e thing o f th ' unfatho m able bliss 
He, who lies d ying th ere, knew once of o ld 
In the serene trance of a summer nig ht, 
\Vhen with th ' abunda n ce of his young bride's h ai r 
Loosed on his breas t he lay and dared not slee p , 
Lis tening fo r the scarce motio n o f yo ur bo ug hs , 
\Vhich sig hed with bliss as sh e with blissful slee p. 
And drinking d espera te ly each honied wave 
Of perfume w afted p as t the g hostly blind, 
First knew th' implacable a nd bitler se nse 

. 0 

Of Time that h as tes and D ea th who n eed not h as te. 
Shed you r last swee tness, limes ! 

• But no w no m o rc. 
She, fruit of tha t night's love, she heeds yo u no t, 
\Vha bent, co mpassiona te , to the dim flOOf, 

Takes up the sprig of lime a nd presses it 
In pa in against the s tumbling o f her heart, 
Knowi ng, untold, he canno t n eed it n ow. 

ROB E RT NIC HOLS 

FOREFATHERS 

H E RE they went with smock and c rook, 
Toiled in the sun , lo lled in the sha de, 

Here they mudded out the brook 
And h ere the ir h a tch e t cleared the glade: 

Harvest-supper w o ke the ir wit, 
Huntsman 's m oo n their w ooings lit . 

From this church they led their brides, 
From this churc h thc lnsclves were led 

Shoulder-high; o n these waysides 
Sat to take their beer and brea d . 

N a mes are gone-what men they were 
These their cott:1ges declare. 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

Names arc vanis h e d , save the fe w 
In the o ld brown Bible scr-awlcd . • 

'rhcsc w e re men o f pith and thew, 
\Vhom th e c ity n ever ca lled; 

Scarce could read o r h o ld a quill, 
Built the barn , the fo rge , the mill. 

On the g reen they watc hed their so ns 
Play in g till lOa dark to sec, 

A s their fa ther-s watc hed them once, 
As my father o n ce watched m e ; 10 

\Vhile the b a t and beetlc fl e w 
On the warm air webbed with dew • 

• 

Unr-ecorded, unrcnowned, 
Men f,-om whom my ways b egin, 

H ere I know you by you I ' ground 
But I know you not within

There is silence, there sUI-vives 
Not a moment of you r li ves . 

Like the bee that now is blown 
Honey-heavy on my hand, ;;10 

From his toppling tansy-thro ne 
In the green ternpestuous land

I'm in clover now, nor know 
Who nlacic honey long ago. 

EDMUND BLUNDEN 

THE PASSING OF A STOIC 

Now stiff who once was willo w, 
Now bent who once was tall, 
He walks along the garden 
At noon and afternoon, 
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r.!R. NUTCH 

And w h ile the buds a rc yel lo w 
His li fe is a t the fa ll , 
Ye t h e will ask n o p a rdo n 
\ Vh o never asked a boon . 

vVith d ea th he 'w ill no t q u a rre l, 
N o r bid the god s be kind, 
T h e sh a d o w of di s.J. s tcr 
H as bee n his place o f sc hool, 
And n o w h e m a kes n o m o ra l 
O f ech oes in his mind 
Tha t te ll o f life th e m as te r 
\Vith whips fo r m a n the fool. 

'Vith eyes u pon the g r avel 
H e d oes n o t h eed the yea r , 
Amo ng the lives tha t \vakc n 
H e m oves but d oes n o t live, 
A bitte r w ay to travel 
H e tra vels w itho ut fcar , 
But wilh no hl ess ing ta ke n 

10 

Goes o n with Il o n e to g ive. 20 
J O H N DRI N KWATE R 

MR. NUTC H 
MR . N UTc lt, 
Bro wn-bea rded o e;u ', 
C h ased the scamps o f Loys throug h fru it-trees . 
.. Scamps," he called the m, 
But it was a se rio us a ffa ir , 
Brea king d o wn the Palings 
And s tealing Pro p erty. 

C lumsily he w o uld g ra b a nd rambl e, 
Ang rily he would d a n a nd g rumbl e, 
H eavil y he w o uld sway and sha mble 30 
Afte r the nimble bo ys. 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

He would s tumble among th e trees, 
Full-bra nched apples 
That sagged b e neath their rosy swags, 
Or crabs tha t trailed their bitter-sweet rockeu 
A c ross the c risp autumn air. 

Bombardments of apples 
And iInpud c nt laughter 
Met Mr. Nutch 
Wherc 'er he might wander, 
His crinkled boots crusted with crystals 10 

Under the glittering cobweb~tangled autumn. 
(Oh, 

If o nly Mrs. Nutch 
Could have tidied up the season, 
What a different autumn it would have been, 
With its neatly piled pyramids of a pples, 
Sorted according to size a nd colour, 
Even t.he branches graded, 
Placed symmetrically 
One above another, 20 

The grass dry, well-aired 
And of an even height !) 

But, as it was, 
There, heavily trudging, 
Angry and out of breath 
Mr. Nutch must grab and ramble 
From one walled garden to another. 
At his approach 
The birds would flutter in the fruit nets, 
Bump a nd s truggle ill the fruit nets; 
Each small bird that pecked the honeyed 
Of golden or grape-blushing plum, 
Was in reality a vulture 
Feeding on Mr. Nutch's entrails-
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THE HONEY-SEEK E R 

Mr. N utc h , 
T ha t Pro m e the us bo und to a n orc hard . 
But the birds wo uld Autler a n d st r uggle , 
For Mr. Nutch 
\Vas the n a tura l enem y o f ever y b ird, 
H ow ever soft o r ga udy-fea the red, 
Jus t as i\ lrs. N utc h 
\ Vas the swo r n foc 
Of every cobweb , 

i\lousc a nd 
R o m a n Ca tho lic. 

O SBERT SITWELL 

THE HON EY-SE EK ER 

( \ V HITF:'S JVa luTal His /ory of SdboTfu , L Eyr ER XX V II ) 

I CA NNOT live h e l-c, fo r there a rc no bees, 10 

O nly bare sand-dunes a nd th e cold brown shoa ls, 
And o n the foresh o re commo n some few fo :1Is. 
[ run into the m a rshes over knees, 
Hun ting for h oney as O ld N ic k fo r sou ls, 
And a m a fra id in winte r I sh a ll fr eeze; 

Beca use m y h o m e is fa l- d o wn in the Sou th, 
\ Vhcrc a rc no sto le n fi elds, fe nced o ff wi 1h wire , 
BUl h a ng ing copse, and lazy abse nt sq u ire , 
And nocks o f buzzers i n the mo nths of drouth , 
\Vhosc s ti n g I fear ed no m o rc than g low.wo r m 's fire , 
Taking the m b o ldl y in nly open mo uth . :.! I 

YCl ever first the tiny vc no m cd h a ir 
\Vith thumb a nd shre wd fo re finge r o ut I dre w , 
So tha t the y w e re o b edi ent a nd u 'u e, 
Altho u gh the stro lling p arson s ig h ed : " Be w a re ' 
Tha t kind pric ks whe n it is d ead ." I n o thing kne w 
But swee tness a nd the ir bo dies' golde n g la re. 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

So m c tinlCS b e tween rn y shirt a nd sunburnt skin 
I ha ve fos te r e d fifty of th ese pilfe rers, 
\Vh o rn I caught yarel y o n the yawning furze 
Or fath e r 's co ttage, s tan-cd with jcssamin, 
Teac hing my lips to imitate their din, 
As night j ars imitate the white moth 's whirs. 

Or into a bec.gardc n slid e I could 
And , squatting close agains t the stools, rap out 
M y summons coaxingl)' , and snatch the rout 
As fo rth it fared, or in a hungry mood JO 

Upse t the hi ves, a nd va nis h with a shout 
Befo re the drowsy owner understood. 

An innkeeper there was who brc'wed his mea d; 
I drudged beside him for a draught of it. 
The bee-wine in my throat, I seenlcd to flit , 
All honey! But the dullard could not read 
Nature, and girded at me, in his fit, 
For swilling oul of d"unkc nness and STeed. 

?vIy summer's takin g serve d me through the year; 
A d o rmouse from O c tober, I would doze , 20 

Curled in the firelit corner while it froz c , 
And s tart up s lowly, as new leaves appear. 
Gra y folk turn peevish when thc youngest grows; 
To gain a pittance have they sent m e here. 

I miss the orc haTd and my wasp-filled fl ask. 
TheTc a Te n o bumble -bees on the sea's bac k; 
And if I hUTry on a s traggle r ' s trac k, 
Men jerk me round to my forsake n task 
By the potatoes or the turnip sack, 
And heaven is denied me when I a sk. 30 

E. H. W. MEYJ!.RSTElN 
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APRIL FOOL 

FARMER'S BOY 

IT is a naked country without trees ; 
Scourged by winds from the seas ; 

Ba ld and bare ; 
Harsh with sounds that drive like s lOnes throug h the 

au. . . . 
They do say 

There wcre fores ts h ere once on a d ay ; 
But the great wars s toIc the m away. 

And when I walk at noon upon the bare , 
The beaten ridge, where 

The grass grows, 10 

'Vhere oncc, they say, the pines climbed in rows, 
I do hear 

A singing like to harps in my ear, 
And like a sh.ip at sea the wind goes . 

ROSE J\1A CAULA Y 

APRIL FOOL 

\VHEN April flowers adorn the cop se 
And showery drops 
Their petals c hid e , 

I walk the woods to hear a new 
Sweet time undo 
His ancient stops; '20 

For now the thronged dark boug hs have shoaled 
Their glimmering I ide, 
The mice are bold. 
Young coney hops , 

And full of ruth the snakes do glide. 
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POEl\IS OF TWENTY YEARS 

And e ve r- liv ing eve r-d ead 
Time lies a b ed , 
For thus it see m s 

H is to n g u e b es t te lls th e lovely birds 
T h e ir lo vely w o rd s. 
o lightly sp ed , 

S o ft smiling tim e ! h o ld back the sh o wers, 
Divert the s trea m s, 
T h e so bl-ic f h o u rs 
Fro n) age so dread , to 

And g ild " ... i t h yo uth m y d ying d reams. 
A . E . COPPARD 

THREE O LD BROTH E RS 

\ 'V lII LE. so m e goes d a ncing r eels a nd so m e 
Goes s tutte l-ing lo v e in ditc h es, 

T h e three o ld bro th ers rise fro m b ed , 
And nl0a n , Cl nd pin their breech es. 

And o n e says, " I ca n sleep no m o rc , 
I 'd li cfc r fa r go w eeping, 

F or h o w can h o n est m e n lie still 
\'"h e n brats ca n s p o il their s leeping? H 

And Blind Tom says , th a t's e ig h ty rca~J 20 

" J f ( w as te n yea rs younger 
I'd ta ke a s tic k and welt their rumps, 

And ga ll the ir g amest runner. " 
The n J a m es th e y o unges t c ries, " P,"a ise G od. 

\ -\lc h ave o utlive d o ur p ass io n! .. 
And by th e ir fi,-e o f r oo ts all tiucc 

Pra ise God a ft c r a fashion. 

S a ys James, .. I loved , when I w as yo ung, 
A lass o f on c a nd twe nty, 

Tha t h a d the g r a c c o f all the queen s 30 

And b r o k e m e n 's h earts in plenty; 
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THREE OLD BROTHER S 

But now the g irl 's a ga mrn y c ro ne , 
\Vith no soft sides or bo so m , 

And a ll the o ncs sh e kist abed 
,"Vhere the fa t m aggo t c hew s 'e m . 

And tho ug h she h a d no t kiss fo r m e, 
And tho ug h myse lf is o ld e r , 

And tho ug h m y thig hs a re co ld t o-nig ht~ 
T heir thig hs, I think , a rc colder. " 

And Blind T o m says, " I kn ew a ma n 
A girl refused fo r lo ve r 1:0 

\Vorkcd in Ame rica fo rty years, 
And h eap ed coppe r o n copper ; 

And ca me back a ll ac ross the foa m , 
Dressed up in silks a nd sa lins, 

And '\\'a tch ed fO I- h e r fro m dawn to d a rk, 
And fro m Compline to Ivl a Lins ; 

And when sh e passed him in h e r sh a wl, 
H e burs t his sides with la ug hing, 

And we nt back h a ppy to th e w es t, 
And h eed ed no m a n 's sco ffin g. 'lO 

And C hris t /' m oan s T o m , " if I 'd hi s luc k 
I 'd not mind cold n o r coug hing' " 

Then Patc heen says, " M y lo t 's a lo t 
All men o n earth might e nvy, 

That saw the g irl I could no t ge t 
Nurse a n untimely b a b y. " 

And all three say, " D ea r hea rt! D ea r h eart I " 

And J a m es th e youngest mutters, 
" Pra ise G od w e have o utlived o ur griers 

And no t re ll fo ul like o the rs, 30 
Like Paris a nd the G recia n c hiefs 

And the three U lste r bro thers ! " 
FRA r-; K O'CO;-.lr-;O R 
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POEl\IS OF TWENTY YEARS 

FANCY 'S K N ELL 

\"H EN lads were h o me from labour 
At Abdon und e r C lce, 

A m a n would call his neighbour 
And both , ..,auld send for mc. 

And w h e r e the lig ht in la n ces 
Across the mea d w as la id, 

There to the dances 
I fe tc h ed m y flute and played. 

Ours "vere idle pleas ures, 
Y e t o h , con te nt we wcre, 10 

The yo ung to wind th e m easures, 
The o ld to h eed the a ir; 

And I to lift with playing 
From tree and tower and s tee p 

The lig ht delay ing, 
And Aute th e s un to s leep . 

The youth toward his fancy 
\Vo uld turn his brow o f ta n, 

And Tom would pair , .... ith Na ncy 
And Dick s tep o ff with Fan; 20 

The girl would lift her gla nces 
To his, and both be n'lutc : 

\Vell went the d a n ces 
At evening to the flute. 

"Ven lock Edge ,vas umbe red, 
And bright was Abdon Burf, 

And ,\-'ann betwee n thenl slumbe red 
The smooth g reen miles of turf; 

Until from grass and clover 
The upshot bea m w ouJd fade, 30 

And England over 
Advanced the lo ft y shade. 
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THE FOOL 

The lo fty sh ade a d va nces. 
I fe tc h m y flute a nd pla y: 

Co m e, la d s, and lea rn the d ances 
A nd pra ise th e tune lo.d ay . 

To-morro w , m orc's th e pi ty, 
A way w e both mus t hie , 

T o ai r the d itty, 
And to ea rth I. 

A. E. HOUS~fAN 

THE FO OL 

POOR fool who s tood a lo n c , 
A-s ta ring a t a tree, 
\Vhc re in a wild b ird sa n g ; 
T h e wo rld with tidings r a n g , 
Of a n e w \"'orId to be ; 
H e stood as any SlOne 

A-s ta ring a t a trec. 

H o no ur w as eve r yw h e re 
In ac tio n o n th a t d a y ; 
O ld wro ngs we re p ut away, 
And e n vy ove rthro wn 
By n a tio ns m e t in praye r , 
As so m e times warrio r"s p ray ; 
And he , the poor fool, he 
S till s tood as a n y s tone 
To s ta re upon a tl"CC . 

It was a sill y bird, 
Piping an idl e no te, 
U nwo rthy to be heard 
By men com e to e ngage 
Ano th er go ld en agc ; 
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POE~I S OF TWENTY YEARS 

A foolish bird, who ,vrote 
But green songs in a tree 
With but a fool to see, 
With but a fool to tell 
I n his own s illy word 
That such a song was well 
"'-hen the heroic mind 
\ 'Vas loud a nlong mankind. 

Loud upon land and sea 
Victorious goodwill 
lvlade music that the sC I-ibes 
Of honour must record 
Upon the utmost hill, 
Among the hidden tribes 
In forests of the night ; 
The cOining of the IOI"d, 
No less, was that d ecr ee, 
That benison, that light; 
And still beca u se a tree 
Made lyrics aU the day 
He s tared the time away. 

POOl" fool, to spend the time 
or honour in a rhyrne, 
Because a wild bird se t 
His wisdom in a net. 

JOHN DRINKWATER 

TO AN OLD LADY 

RIPEN ESS is all; her in her cooling planet 
Reve re ; d o n o t pres ume to think her wasted . 
Projec t her no projectile, plan nor man it ; 
Gods cool in turn, by the sun long outlasted. 
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THE LAMPLIGH I ER 

Our eart h alone given no name of god 
Gives, too, no hold fo r such a leap to aid her: 
Landing, you b reak SO lne p a lace and seem odd, 
Bees sting the ir need, the keeper's queen in\,:-tdc r . 

No, to your telescope; spy out the land; 
\Va tc h \",hile h e r ritual is s till to see, 
Still stand h e r temples emptying in the s:lnd 
\ Vhose \ .... avcs o'crthrew thei r c rumble d tracery; 

St.i ll stand uncalled-on her soul's appanage; 
~ I uch socia l detail whose successor fad es, 10 

\Vit used to run a h ouse a n d to pl ay Brid ..... c . 
And tragic fervour . to dismiss h e r m a.ids. 

Yea rs her precession do not throw from gC...1 r. 
S h e reads a com pass cert.-'1in of h e r pole ; 
Confident, find s no confines o n her sphere . 
\\' h ose failing c rops a rc in h e r sole contro l. 

S tars h ow muc h further from me fill m y nig ht , 
Stra nge that sh e too sh o uld be inaccessib le , 
\ Vho shares my sun . He curtains her from sig hl , 
And but in d a.rkness is she visible. ':0 

\VILLlA~ 1 EMPSON 

THE LA~!PLIGHTER 

H ERr;; to th e le isured side of life, 
R emote from traffic, free from strife, 
A c ui-de-sac, a sanctuary 
'Vhcre o ld quaint customs c reep to die 
And o nl y ancient m emories s lir 

• • A;. e ve rung comes the lamplig hter; 
\\ lth m easured s teps, without a sound, 
H e tread s the unalte rabl e round • 
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T'OE~IS OF TWENTY YEARS 

Sou ndlessly touc hing one by onc 
The waitjng pos ts that stand to take 
The faint blue bubbles in his wake; 
And when the night beg ins to wane 
H e com es to tak e them back again, 
B('fore the c hilly d a wn can blig ht 
'rhe delica te frail buds of lig ht. 

SEUMAS O'SULLIVAN 

OLD SOLDIER 

I RETURN to the land 
Of tillage peace, 

"Vho have wandercd and found 10 

No go lden fl eece, 

But only a rag 
On a lifting thorn

An ironi c fla g 
Crow-pecked, forlorn. 

Love's frosted buds, 
That could not shake 

The nursing gods 
Of grec n , awake. 

P e tty squabbling 
My eyes did sec, 

And Achilles wobbling 
In jeopardy, 

And the men of thought 
Being hustled on 

Ti II there was not 
Under the sun 
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THE NEXT W AR 

An unAus tc rcd bird 
Of everting m ood 

Or a poet 's w o rd 
In the interlude. 

Over the w a r-loud 
Fie lds I went , 

S trumm ing the crowu
False instrume nt , 

One with the savage 
And insane . . . . 10 

o \Vaf, to r a vage 
My virgin Spain! 

PATRI C K KAVANA G H 

THE NEXT WAR 

O UT th e re , w c've \\'alkcd quite frie ndly up to D ea th; 
Sa t down and eaten with him, cool and bl a lld ,
Pa rdoned his spilling m ess-tins in OUf h and. 

" "c 've sniffed the green thick o d o ur of his orcatil ,
OUf eyes wept, but our courage didn' t ,,,Tithe . 

He 's spat at us with bulle ts and h e's coughed 
S hrapn el. \Ve chorusscd when he sang a loft; 

\\'c whis tled while he shaved us with his scy the. ':0 

Oh , D ea th was never enemy of o urs ! 
\Ve laughed at him, we leagued with him , old chum. 

No soldier's paid to kic k a gainst his p o wcrs. 
\Vc laughed, knowing that bettcr mcn would co me, 

And greater wars; \",he n each proud fig hter hra gs 
He wars on Death-for Life; not men- fo r flags . 

WIl.l'RED OWEN 
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DEAD MAN 'S D UM P 

T HE plung ing lim bers ove r the shattered u"ack 
R ack e ted with the ir rusty fre ig ht ) 
S tuc k o ut like rnany c ro\ .. "n s of thorns, 
And the rusty s t<1 kcs like sccpu-cs o ld 
To s tay the fl ood o f brutis h Ole n 
U p o n o ur b ro the rs dear. 

T h e wheel s lurc h e d over s lxi\w le d d ead 
But p a ined the m not , though their bones c runched; 
Their shut rno uths m a d e no moan . 
T h ey lie th e re huddled, friend a nd foem a n, 10 

Nl a n b orn o f nI a ll , a nd born of woman; 
And sh e lls go cry ing over the m 
From nig ht till nig ht and now. 

E anh h as w<l.it cd f'Or th e in, 
All the tiole of the ir gro .. v th 
Fretting for the ir d ecay: 
Now s h e h as them a t la s t! 
In the s tre n gth of the ir s tre n g th 
Suspend ed - stopped a nd held . 

\Vha t fierce imagin.ings the ir d a l-k so uls lit ? 
Earth! Have they gone into you ? 
Somewhere they ITIus t have gone, 
And flung o n your hard b ack 
Is the ir- so ul s ' sack, 
E mptied of God·a nces tra ll e d esse n ces_ 
\Vho hurle d thc rn out? Who hude d ? 

20 

No n e saw the ir spirits' shadow shake the grass, 
O r stood aside fo r the half-useo life to p ass 
Out of those doomed n os trils a nd the d oo m e d mouth, 
When the swift iron burning b e e 3° 
Drained the wild hone y of their youth_ 
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D EAD l\1AN 'S D U l\t P 

" ' h a t o f us who , (l u ng o n the shrieking pyre , 
\Valk . o ur usua l tho ug h ts un tou ched , 
Our lucky limbs as o n ic ho r fed , 
Immo rtal seeming eve r ? 
Perh a ps whe n the fl a m es bea t loud o n us, 
A fear may c h o ke in o ur veins 
And the s ta rtled b lood m ay Stop . 

T h e ai r is lo ud with dea th , 
T h e d ark a ir spurts w ith fire, 
T he explosio ns ceaseless arc. 10 

Timelessly no w, som e nun utcs p as t , 
These d ead strod e time with v igo ro us li fe, 
Till th e shra pnel called " An e nd! " 
But no t to a ll. I n bleedin g p a ngs 
Som e borne on stre tc h ers dream ed of h o rne, 
Dcar things, w a r-blotted fro m th eir hear ts . 

A man 's bra ins spl a ttered o n 
A s t retch e r-bear e r 's face; 
His shook sho uldc.-s slipped their load , 
But ''''h e n they bent to look again ~o 
T he drowning soul was sunk too d eep 
For huma n tende rness. 

T hey left th is d ead w ith the o ld er d ead, 
S tretc hed a t the c ross roads. 

Burnt b lack by stra nge d ecay 
T heir sinis te r faces lie, 
The lid over each eye; 
The g r ass a nd colo ured cla y 
M ? re m o tio n h a ve th a n tI~ ey , 
J o m ed to th e g rea t sunk silences. 

H ere is o ne no t lo ng d ead. 
His d a rk hearing ca ug ht o ur far wheels, 

'°3 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

And the c h o k e d so ul s tretc hed weak h a nds 
To rea c h th e living word the fal- \"heels said; 
The bl ood-d3 ze d intel lige nc e bea ling for Ijg ht, 
Crying thro ug h the s uspense o f the far torturing 

wh eel s 
Swift fo r the end to brea k 
Or the wheels to bl'eak, 
Cried as the tid e of th e w o rld broke over his s ig ht, 
.. \ "ill they com e? \\"ill th ey ever conle ? I) 

Even as th e mixed h oofs of the mules. 
The quivering - bellied mul es, 10 

And the rushing wh eels a ll mixe d 
' ,Vith his to rtured upturne d s ig ht. 

So we c ras h ed round the bend, 
' ,Ve heard his wea k scream, 
'Ve h eard his ve ry las t so und, 
And our wh eels g l'azcd his d ead face. 

I SA .. A c ROSENBERO 

ASLEEP 

UNDER his helmet, up against his p ac k, 
Afte r th e man y d ays o f w o rk and waking, 
S leep took him by the bro w and laid him bac k . 
And in the happy n o -time of his s leeping, 20 

D ea th took him by the h ea rt. There w as a quaking 
Of the a b o rted life within hjm leaping . .. 
The n c h cst and s lee py arms o nce more fe ll s lack... 
And soon the s lo w , s tray blood came creeping 
From th e inlrus ive lead , like ants on trac k . 

• 

""'hether his d eep e r s leep lie shaded by the shaking 
Of g reat wings, and the thoughts that hung the stars, 
Hig h-pillowed on ca lm pillows of God's making 
Above these clouds , these r ains, these sl eets of lead, 
And these winds ' scitni lars ; JO 
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BREAK OF DAY IN THE TRENCHES 

-Or whether yet his thill and sodde n h ead 
Confuses m ure and m ore with the low mould, 
His hai r being one with the g rey grass 
And finished field s of au tumn th a t arc o ld .. .. 
\Vho knows? \Vho hopes? \\'ho tro ubles? L e t it 

pass ! 
He sleeps. H e sleeps less tremulous, less cold, 
Than we who must awake, and waking, say Al:1 s I 

\\' II. FRED OWEN 

BREAK OF DAY IN THE TRENCHES 

"'rHE darkn ess cru mbles away-
It is th e sa m e old druid Time a s eve r. 
On ly a live thin g leaps my ha lld - 10 

A queer sardonic rat-
As I pull ,he parape,'s poppy 
To s tic k behind my car. 
Droll rat, they wo uld shoo t you if th ey knew 
Your cosmopolitan sympa thies 
(And God knows what antipathies). 
Now you h ave to uc h ed this English h a nd 
You will do the sa me to a Gcrman
Soon, no doubt, if it be your pleasure 
To cross the s leep in g g reen between. 20 

1 t seem s you inwardly grin as you pass 
Strong eyes, fin e limbs, h a ug hty athl c tl:s 
Less c hanced than you for life, 
Bound to the whims of murder, 
Sprawled in th e bowels of the earth, 
The torn fi e lds of France . 
\Vhat d o you sec in our eyes 
At the shrieking iro n and flame 
Hurled thro u g h s till h eavens? 
\Vhat quaver-what heart aghas t? 30 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

Poppies whose I-OOts a re in rnan 's veins 
Dro p, and are ever dropping ; 
But mine in my ear is safe, 
Jus t a little white with the dus t. 

I SAA C R OSE NBERG 

RETURNING, WE HEAR THE LARKS 

SO:o.IBRE the night is : 
And , tho u g h w e have our Ji vc::s, w e kn o w 
\ Vhat sini s te r threa t lurks the r e. 

Dragging these angu is h ed limbs, we o nly kno w 
This poison-ulas ted trac k open s on our ca.np-
O n a little sa fe s leep. 10 

But hark! j oy- jay- s trange joy. 
La! H e ig h ts o f nig ht ringing with unseen la l"ks : 
Mus ic s h o wering o n our upturned lis tening faces . 

Death co uld drop from th e dark 
As easily as so ng-
But son g on ly dropped, 
Like a blind man's drcams on the sand 
By d a n gero us tides; 
Like a g irl 's dark hair, for she drcams 

UI C I' C , 
Or her kisses where a serpent hides. 

no rUin lies 

20 

I SAA C ROSENBERG 

GIRL TO SOLDIER ON LEAVE 

I L O VE you, Titan lover, 
My own storm-days' Titan. 
Greater than the son of Zeus, 
I know whom I v.w uld choose. 
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THE GOLDEN ROOl\1 

Tita n- m y splendid rebcl 
The o ld Pr"ome theus 
\Va nes like a g hos t before your po wer : 
His p a ngs ,'I.-ere joys to yours. 

Pal lid days, a rid and w a n, 
Tied yo ur soul fas t : 
Ba bel-cities' sm o ky tops 
Pressed upon yo ur g l"owth 

""cary gyves. \\Th a t w e re you 
But a \, 'o rd in the bra in 's w 41)'3 , 

O r the s leep o f Ci rce's swine? 
O ne gyve ho lds you ye t. 

It he ld you hidd e nl y o n the Somme 
T ied from m y hea rt a t h o rne: 
o mus t it loose n n o w ? I wish 
Yo u were bou nd with the o ld , o ld g yves. 

Love! Y OII love m e- yoUl" eyes 
H a ve looked throug h o ca th a t mine. 
Y o u h a ve tempte d a gra ve too muc h . 

10 

I let you- I r epine . 2 0 

I SAAC R O SEND E HG 

THE GOLDEN ROOM 

D o you re m ember that still summe r evening 
\\'hen, in the cosy c r ea m-wa sh ed li ving- room 
Of The O ld N a iish o p , \I/C a ll talked a nd la u g h ed
O u r n e ig h bours fro m The Ga llo ws, C a t h e rin e 
And Lascelles Abe rc ro mbie; Rupert Broo k t.: ; 
E lean o r and R obert Fros t , liv ing a while 
At Lillie Iddcns, who'd bro u g ht o ver wilh the m 
Helen and Edwa rd Thomas ? In the lamplight 

007 



POEl\'I S OF TWENTY YEARS 

\ Ve talke d and laug h ed ; but , for the most part, 
lis te n ed 

\Vhil c R o ben Fros t kept on and on and on , 
In his s lo w New England fashion , for our delight, 
H o ldi ng u s with s hre wd [urns and racy quips, 
And th e rare l'\\-inkle of his g r ave blue eyes? 

\Ve sa t there in the lamplight, while the day 
Die d from r o se-latticed casements, and the plove rs 
Called over th e lo w rncado,\v5, till the owls 
Answered the rn [I-om the elms, we sa t and talked : 
Now, a quick Aash from Aberc rombie; now, IO 

A murmure d dry half-heard aside from Thonlas , 
Now, a clear laughing word fro m Brooke; and then 
Again Fros t 's ric h and ripe philosophy, 
That had the body and tang of good draught-cider. 
And p o ure d as clear a stream. 

' Twas in July 
Of ninetee n-fourteen that we sa t and talked; 
Then August brought the war, and sca ttered us. 

Novo'. on the c res t of an Aegea n is le, 
Brooke s leeps. a nd dream s of England : Thomas lies 
'Nea th Vimy Ridge, where he, among his fellows, 20 

Died, jus t as life had touc h ed his lips to song. 

And nig h as ruthlessly has life divided 
Us who s Ul'v ive; for Aberc"ombie to ils 
In a black Northern town, beneath the glower 
Of hanging s m o ke; and in America 
Frost farms once more; and, far from The Old 

Nai lshop, 
\Ve sojo urn by the Western sea. 

And yet, 
\Vas it fo .... nothing that the little room, 
All gold e n in the lamplight, thrilled with golden 

. h ? Laughter from hearts of friends that SUm.Dlcr Illg t. )0 
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MUD 

D a rkness has fa lle n o n it ; and th e sh a d o \," 
~1ay never m o r e be lifted from the h ea rts 
That wcnt thro ug h those bl ack yea rs of wa r , a nd li .... e . 

And still, whenever men and w o m e n ga the r 
For talk a nd la u g hter o n a summer nig ht, 
Shall not that la mp r e kindle; a nd the room 
Glow once a ga in a live with lig ht a nd laughter; 
And , like a sing ing s ta r in time's abyss , 
Burn go lden-hearted throug h o bli .... io n ? 

\\"ILFR ID \-Y . GillSO N 

MUD 

TWENTY years ago 
My generation learned 
To b e afraid of mud . 
\Ve wa tched i ts vileness grow, 
Deepe r and d eep er churned 
From earth, spirit. a nd blood. 

Fro m ea rth , sweet-smelling e no u g h 
As m oo rl a nd . field, and coas t; 
Finn beneath the co rn. 
Noble to the plo ug h, 
Purified by fros t 
Every winte r m o rn. 

Fro m bloo d, the in visible 
Pulsing fro m the h ea rts 

• river 

Of patient man and b eas t. 
The h eale r and life-give r. 
The union o f par ts, 
The meaning of the fcas t. 
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POEMS O F TWEN TY Y EARS 

Fro m spirit , whic h is m a n 
In triumph a nt m ood , 
C onque ro r o f fea rs , 
A lc h e mist o f p a in 
C h a n g in g bad to good; 
Nl as te r o f th e s ph e r es . 

Ea rth , th e king of spac e ; 
Blood , th e: kin g o f time; 
S pirit, th e ir lo rd and god; 
All tunlbl cd fro m the ir place, 
AJI t ro dde n into slime, 
All ming led into nlud . 

RI C lfARD C H URC H 

REPO R T ON EXPERIENC E 

J HA VE bee n young , a nd n o w a m n o t too old; 
And I h ave see n the righteous forsa ken , 
His h eal th, his h o n o ur, a nd his quality ta k e n . 

T his is n o t wha t w e w e re fo rme rly to ld. 

10 

I h ave see n a g r ee n co un t l"y, u se ful to th e r a ce , 
Knock ed sill y with g uns a nd mines, its v ill a g es vanished , 
E ve n the las t r a t a nd la s t k es trel b a n ish cd -

G o d bl ess u s a ll , this w as p ec uliar g race. ;zo 

I kn e w Se r a phina ; N a ture gave h e r hue , 
G la n ce, sy mpa th y , n o te , like one fro m Ed e n . 
) saw h e r s mile warp, h e r l y ri c d ead e n; 

S h e turned to h a rlo try- this I lo ok to b e n ew. 

S ay wh a t yo u will, o ur G od sees h o w (hey rUIl . 
These d isillus ions a re His c urious proving 
Tha t H e lo v es humanity and will go on Joving ; 

Over there a r e faith, life, virtue in the suo. 
EDMUND BLUNDEN 
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HORSES 

HORSES 

THOSE lumbering horses in th e steady ploug h , 
On the bare ficld - I wonde r wh y , just now, 
They seemed so te rri b le, so wild a nd s trange, 
L ike m agic p o w er o n the sto n y grange. 

Perhaps some c hildish ho ur h a s com e a ga in , 
\Vhcn I watc h ed fe a rful , throug h the bl ac ke n ing 
Their hooves like pis tons in a n a n c ie nt mill 
?\'1ovc up a nd d o \,\:n , ye t seem as s ta nding s till. 

. 
rain , 

Their conque ring hooves trcading the s tubble down 
\Vcrc rilu :t1 tha t turn ed the fi e ld to brown , 10 
And the ir g reat hulks w ere seraphim of gold , 
O r mule ecstatic m o n s lers o n the m o uld . 

And o h the r a pture, when, one furrow d o n e, 
T hey m arc h ed broa d-breasted to the sinkin g sun ' 
The light flowed off tllc ir bossy sides in Ra kes ; 
The furrows ro ll ed b ehind like strugg li ng sn a kes. 

But when at dusk with s teaming nostrils h o me 
T hey came , th ey seem ed g igantic in the g loam , 
And warm and g lo wing \vith m ys te rio us fire 
That lit the ir smould e ring b odi es in the mire . 2 0 

T heir eyes as brillia nt a nd as wide as nig ht 
G leamed with a cruel apoca lyptic sig ht. 
Their m a nes the lea ping irc of th e wind 
Lifted with rage inv isib le a nd b lind . 

Ah r:ow it fad es ! it fades! a nd] must pinc 
Aga m fo r th a t dread country c rys ta lline , 
Where the blank field a nd the s till-standing tree 
\Vcre bright a nd fearful presences to m c . 

EDWIN M U IR 
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TORIL 

C rowd: An o the r Bu ll ~ a no the r Bull ! 

Ox: Yo u h ea rd? 
Yo ur numbe r 's up , the p eople gave the w o rd ! 

B ull : F eas ted o n (l ower's, the d a rling of the d ays, 
T o -day I've g h as tl y asphode ls to g raze, 
H ars h sand to b ite, a nd m y o wn b lood to swilI 
\Vho sc d e wlap loved the golde n-rolling rill , 
\ Vh e n thro u g h the r ush es, burnished like i ts tide, 
T he Jovely cirrus of m y the ws wo uld s lide, 
l'vf y h eart fl a m e-g laz in g thro u g h th e silke n skin 
J oy o f its mig hty furn ace lit within . 10 

T h ese c r esce nt h o rns th a t scirnita r cd the m o on . 
T h ese eyes, the n i't mi ng e m e r a lds o f n oon , 
\ Vh osc orbs w ere Cu d to the d ea thless r ays 
A n d burned the lo n g h o rizon wi th the ir gazc
All n o w to b e c ut down , a nd soon to tra il 
A s ledge of carri o n a t a h orse's ta il! 

O x : Fl ame in the Aaming n oon, I' ve see n yo u run. 
T h e An v il o f Toled o's n o w your S un 
Whose furi o u s auro r a the y unfold 
(A hlll-rica n c o f sca rle t a nd o f gold ) 2 0 

\V h ose iro n cla n gs fo r yo u , whose d a wn yo u feel, 
T h e ta rge t of it.s bur-nish ed ray o f s teel ! 

B,,/I.- Ox as yo u a r e, what should you kno w o f this 
\V h o n ever n ea r ed the verg e of tha t a byss ? 

Ox.- Ox as I a m , n o n e b e tte r kno ws tha n I 
\ Vh o led yo ur fa the r 's fath e rs h e r e to die _ 
D ccla iming clown, I a m the mUlC, the wise; 
P oc ts w o uld r ead enigmas in my e yes. 
My b e ing is confed e ra te with p a in , 
Mine to e ndure as yours is to compl a in; 3 0 
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THE WHITE HARE 

I a m the thinke r , s::. tisficd to k now, 
And boug ht this w isd o m fo r a life of woc. 
Be b rave, be patie nt . and r eser.-e yo ur b rea th . 

Bull : But te ll m e w h a t is bl acke r th a n this dea th . 

Ox : l\Iy impo te nce. 

Bull : It w as your soul th a t sp o ke !-
Nlo rc hid eous th a n this m a rty rdo m ? 

Ox: T he Yo ke I 

R o y CAMPBELL 

THE WHITE HARE 

AT th e fi e ld's edge, 
In the sno w · furred sed ge, 
C o u ch es th e whit e h a r e ; 
H e r s trong hold is there . 

Bro wn as the seed i ng g rass 
In sumlncr s h e was, 
lVith a c r ea m ed bell y soft as ermine; 
Beautiful sh e w as a m o n g v e rmin. 
S ilky young sh e h a d , 
F o r h e r spr ing w as g lad; 
O n the fe ll a uove 
She ra n races w it h love. 
Softl y sh e w e nt 
In a nd o ut o f the te nt 
Of the tassel led corn ; 
Till the hun tsm a n 's h o rn 
R aised the bogey d ea lh 
And she was gone , like brea th. 

Tha n ks to he r senses five 
This charmer is alive: 

21 3 

10 

2 0 



POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

\Vha c hea te d the loud p ac k , 
Biting s teel . poacher's sack; 
Amo n g th e s teep rocks 
O utwitt ed th e fanged fo x . 

A nd n ow wi n l e T ha s come' • " "ind s h ave m a d e dumb 
\Vat e r 's c r ys ta l c hime ; 
In a cloak o f rime 
Stands [he st.iff brac k en' • 
Until th e cold s lac ke n 10 

B ea uty and t errOl" kiss ; 
There is no arl11istice. 
Low nlu s t the hare lic, 
With great hea rt and ro und eye. 

vVind-sco ured and s ky-burned 
The fe ll w as her fe e t spurned 
I n the flowery season 
Of h e r swift unreason; 
Gone is h e r Marc h rover; 
Now n oon is soon over; 20 

Now the dar"k fall s 
Heavily from sheer walls 
Of snow-c umbering cloud, 
And Earth shines in h e r shroud. 
All things now fade 
That w e re in love 's image made. 
S he too must decrease 
Unto a thorny peace, 
\-Vha pu t h e r fai th 
In this fl esh, in this wraith. 30 

A hoa r habit borrows 
Our light lady of sorrows, 
N o r is her lot s trange; 
Time rings a snow-change. 

LILIAN BOWES LYON 
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THE SEALS 

DUC KS 

TH E du cks a rc clacking by the broo k ; 
The sun is h o t. bu t cool the ir fca th ers look. 
Ducks d o no t pl a n a mbi t io us sch e m es: 
The ir comme r ce is in \\'ccds a nd st rea m s. 
They ask , wh a t 's life bu t sparkl e and spra y 
In a lazy brook o n a lazy d ay? 
I think , if I w e re fi , 'c fe e l some thing sho rte r, 
I mig ht h a ve b ee n a du c k upo n the W ;:'I t e r, 

A portly d uck , with a shining bill 
Yello w a nd spruce as a d a ffo dil. 10 

T o me, possessed o f a n idle nl_incl , 
Tha t seem s a life o f the perfec t kind . 

Two bic ycl es pl u n ge into th e \\' a tc r 
Two b oys inte nd in g w a r a nd s la ug hte r . 
The brook is sh a llo w here. The r e is a n o ise 
Of wa te r , a nd terro r , a nd reckless boys. 
Thc strca m turns bro \"n w ith mud. I 1 roc ks a nd h eaves. 
And the duc ks' brains flutter like wind- tossed leaves, 
They w a ddl e a nd cac kl e in con s te rna ti o n , 
\Vhile the boys a re leaping wilh jubila tio n, '20 

And 1 can see th a t m a n a nd duc k 
Are both c u rsed by a d a n c ing luc k . 

CLIFFO RD DYMEN T 

TH E S EALS 

LEAVE. her alo ne, 
She is the I sla nd 's daughter. 
Sleek h ead s, dark h ead s 
Are rise n from the wate r : 
Leave her the compa ny 
Her songs have bro ught he r. 
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The old g ray music d oc to rs 
O f th e ocean, 
Their holy, h a ppy eyes 
Shining d evotio n , 
Applaud and blow 
I n foa m and so ft commo tion. 

It is h e r h o ur, 
T he I s la nd 's o nly d a u g hte r. 
T h e dark, s leek h ead s 
Are risen fl-om the water; 10 
Leave h e r th e company 
H e r so n gs h ave broug ht h er. 

L. A. G. STRONO 

THE VIPER 

B~\R EFOOT I w e nt a nd m a d e no sound; 
The earth \vas hot benea th: 
The a ir was quive ring around, 
The c ircling k es trel eyed the ground 
And hung above the heath. 

There in the pathway stretched along 
The lovely serpe nt Jay : 
S h e reared n o t up the heath among . 20 

S h e bowed her h ead, she s heathed h e r to ngue. 
And shining stoIc away_ 

Fair w as the brave e mbroidered dress, 
F a ire r the gold eyes shone: 
Loving h e r not, yet did I bl ess 
'Th e fallen angel's comeliness ; 
And gazed when she had go ne. 

RUTH PrrTER 



S NAK E 

SNA KE 

A SNAKE came to m y w a te r-tro u g h 
On a ho t , h o t d ay. a nd I in p yja m as fo r the h ea t, 
To drink there. 

I n the d eep , st r a nge-sce nted sh a d e o f the g rea t d a rk 
caro b - tree 

I cam e d o wn the s te ps with m y pitc h e r 
And mus t w a it , mus t s ta n d a nd wa it, fo r the re h e 

was a t the t rou g h b e fo re m c. 

H e reach ed d own fro m a fissure in the earth-wall in 
the g loom 

And tra iled his yellow-brow n slackness so ft-be lli ed 
d own , over the ed ge o f the Slo ne tco ug h 

And r es ted his throat upo n the s to ne botto m , 
And whe re th e wa te r h a d dri p p ed fro ln th e la p , in a 

sm a ll clearness, 1 0 

H e sipped w ith his stra ig ht m o uth , 
So rlly dra nk thro u g h his stra ig ht g Ulns, into his slack 

lo ng b od y, 
Silently . 

Som eon e w as b efo re m e at m y w a te r-tro u g h, 
And I , like a seco nd co m er, wa lltng . 

H e li fted his h ead fro m his drinking, as caule d o , 
And looked at m e vag uely, as drinking ca ttle d o, 
And fli ckered his two -la r ked to ng u e from his lips, a nd 

mused a m o m e nt , 
And stoop ed a nd dra nk a liule m o re , 
Being ea rth-brown , earth-gold en fro m the burning 

bowels o f the ea rth 20 

On the d a y of Sicilian July, with Etna smoking. 
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The voice of m y educa t io n said to me 
H e nlus t be killed , 
For in Si c ily the blac k , black s nake s arc innoce nt, the 

gold are vcnornous. 

And voices in rnc said , If you w e re a man 
You would ta k e a stick and break hjm now, and 

fini s h him oA', 

But mus t I confess h ow I liked Jlim, 
How g lad I was he had come like a g uest In quiet, 

to drink at m y water-trough 
And d e part p eaceful , pac ified , and thankless, 
Into the burning bowels o f this earth? 

Was it cowardice, that I dared not kill hinl ? 10 

Was it perversity. th a t I longed to talk to him? 
Was it humility, to feel so honoured ? 
I felt so honoured. 

And yet those voices' 
If 'yOU wue flot afraid, J 'OU would kill }'im .' 

And truly I was afraid, I was most afl-aid, 
But even so, h onoured s till m o rc 
That he s h o uld seck m y hospit a lity 
From out the dark door of the secret eanh. 

H e drank enough 20 

And lifte d his head, dreamily, as one who has drunken, 
And flickered his tongue like a forked night on the 

air, so blac k, 
Seeming to lic k his lips, 
And looked around like a god, unseeing, into the au, 
And slowly turncd his head, 
And slowly, very s lo wly, as if thrice adrcam, 
Proceeded to draw his slow length c urving round 
And clinlb again the broken bank of Illy wall·face. 
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SNAKE 

And as h e put hi s head into th a t dreadful h o le, 
And as h e slowly drew up, s n a ke -eas ing hi s sho uld e r:" 

and e ntered farther , 
A sort of h o rror, a sor t of protest a gain st his ",-ith

drawing into tha t horrid black ho le , 
Deliberately go in g into the blackness, and s lowly 

drawi n g himself a fte r , 
Overcam e m e now his back \,'as turned. 

I looked round, I put down my pitc h e r , 
I picked up a clumsy log 
And threw it at the water-troug h with a clatter. 

I think it did n o t hit him , 
But sudde nly that part of hiln tha t was len b e hind 

convu lsed in undign ified h as te, 10 

\Vrithed like lig htning, a nd w as gone 
Into the black h o le, the earth-lipped fi ssure in th e 

wall-front, 
At whic h, in the inte nse s till n oon , I s tared with 

fascina tio n . 

And immedia tely I regretted it. 
I thought h ow paltry, how vulg a r , what a m e a n ac t! 
I d espised myself a nd the voices of m y acc u rsed hum a n 

education. 

And I tho u g ht of the a lbatross, 
And I wished h e w o uld come back, my s n a ke. 

For h e see m ed to me again like a king, 
Like a king in ex.ile, unc rowned in the unde rworld • Now due to be crowned again. 21 

And so, I missed my chan ce with o n e of the lo rds 
Of life. 
And I have somethi ng 
A pettiness. 

to expia te; 

D. H . LAWRENCE. 
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THE SCORPION 

LIMPOPO and TugcJa c hurned 
In flood for bl-own and angry mil es 
Melons, nlaize, domestic thatch, 
The trunks of trees and crocodiles ; 

The swollen es tuaries were thick 
\Vith flotsam, in the sun one saw 
'rhe corpse of a young ncg ress bruised 
By rocks, and rolling on the shore, 

Pushed by the waves of morning. rolled 
Impersonally among shells, 10 

\Vith lolling breasts and bleeding eyes, 
And round her neck were beads and bells. 

'That was the Africa we knew, 
\tVhere, ,'\'andcring alone, 
\tVe saw, heraldic in the heat. 
A scorpion on a slonc. 

WILLlA~t PLO:o.IER 

HARDWICK ARRAS 

I DREAM of a \'\' hite Han that thl·ough the Incadows 
Of an unending tapestry runs and runs, 
And through great forests lit by languid suns 
It leaps, and into gulfs of velvet shadows 20 

Plunges with pearl-pale sides, and on and on 
Tireless and fearless races, s tiH pursued 
By hounds in gaping-mouthed multitude, 
And huntsmen clad in rich caparison, 
On steeds with fiery manes and n o strils red; 
Yet ever safe il bears its amber horns 
And hoofs of dimmest green and silver tail 
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THE UNICORN 

Through infinite shades and daisy-mottled ficld3 
Betwixt slim trunks of many a Inag ic vale , 
And under lo n ely lowers, whic h v irgin m a rin 
Illumine, and its swift pace never y ields , 
Calm, winged , beautiful, unhurried ... 

\ ,VILFRED ROWLAND CHJLDE 

THE UNI CORN 

HATE me or love, I care not , as I P3SS 

To those hid citadels 
\Vh.ere in the depth of my enc hanted g lass 
The c h angeless inlagc dwe lls; 
To where for ever blooms th e nameless tree; J 0 

For ever. a lone and fair . 
The lovely Unicorn besid e the sea 
Is laid , and slumbers there. 

Give or \\'ithhold , a ll 's nothing , as I go 
On to those glimmering grounds 
Where falling secretly and quie t as snow 
The silent music sounds ; 
\Vhcrc earth is withered away b e fore the eyes, 
And heaven hangs in the air, 
For in the oak the bird of paradise 20 

Alights, and triumphs the re. 

S lay me or spare, it nlattcrs not: I fiy 
Ever) for ever res t 
Alone and wi th a host: in the void sky 
There do I build my nes t: 
I lay my beams fl'om st.:'1r to star, and make 
My house where a ll is bare; 
Hate, slay, withho ld , I rear it for thy sa ke 
And thou art with me there. 

RUTII Pn"" ER 
22. 



PO EMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

THE WILD S W ANS A T COOLE 

TH E trees a r c in the ir a utumn beauty, 
T h e ",.,'ood la nd p a ths a r e dry, 
U nd e r the Oc tober tw ilig ht the wa te r 
:M..irrors a s t ill sky; 
U p o n the brimming w a te r a m o n g the stones 
Are nine-and-fifty sw a n s. 

T h e n inetcenth A utuJn n h as COlllC upo n me 
S ince I fi rs t Dl a d c m y count ; 
I saw , befor e I h a d w e ll finis h ed , 
All s udd e nl y m o unt 10 

And sca tte r wheeling in greal bro ke n rIngs 
Upo n the ir cl a m o r o u s wings. 

I h a v e look ed u pon those brillia nt c rea tures, 
And n o w m y h eart is sor c . 
AU 's c h a nged since I , h earing a t twilig ht, 
The firs t time on th is sh o re, 
The bcll·bea t o f their wings above my head, 
Tro d with a lig hte r tread . 

Unwearied s till , lover by love r, 
Thcy p addle in th e cold , 20 

C o mpa nio n a ble s tream s o r climb the air ; 
The ir h ea rts h ave n o t grown o ld; 
P ass io n o r conques t , w a nde r whe r e they will , 
Atte nd upo n the m s till . 

But n o w th ey drift o n the s till w a ter 
Mys te rio us , b ea uliful ; 
AInong wha t rush es will the y build, 
By wh a t l a ke's ed ge or pool 
D e lig ht m e n 's e yes when I awa ke some day 
To find the y h ave flown a w a y ? 
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THE HERON 

THE HERON 

TIlE fresh w e t \\-ind a nd the wide g littering lig ht 
Arc over now, a nd everything is night ; 
The b a rges, the great bustle, the clink o f tools 
Ha ve le ft no impress on th e rive r-poo ls; 
And r eedy d esolatio n ed ged with r ose 
R es umes untroubled its antique r e pose , 
And c urved against it, in uns tirring sed ge, 
A lo nely h e ron bills the w;tter 's ed ge, 
Like Thought himself on his w o rn e lbo w lC:1 ning 
And pro bing fathom on fathom fo r a ITIca ning -
So still in Time's unwcary ing flo w, he see ms II 

The firs t that h a unted ruined A cad c lllcs, 
The very bird th a t dared to dip his bill 
In M c mphi a n p y lo ns c rumbling to the 5\'\'ill, 
The fi rs t of fi shers, who is fi shing still. ... 

Then the w ave qui vers with a ."od of gold 
Intruding fiercely o n the h el"o n 's hold 
From the n car city 's Babylo ni a n s trife. 
The commentator on the fl-inge of life 
Lifts his loose body in the mis ty rain; 20 

Long -legged, fas tidious in hig h disdain, 
He swoops to dus kier r eac h es, dims to ghos t 
In that Nirvana whe re all time is los t . _ . . 

H o w easy was that sweep , how eloquent 
Its cool patric ian sco rn of .na n 's intent; 
Sure as the angel 's poise in Exodus, 
'Vhisp e ring, .. The first-born of YOUl- cities thus 
Amid th e ir clamo ur knew the nig ht , and ceased 
Swift as the p assage of my wing released "_ 
And in that m ocking c l'y what visions breed 30 
Of all our ci tics Oowe ri n g back to r eed . 

GEOFFREY J O HNSO:-.l 



POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

STORMCOCK IN ELDER 

IN Iny dark hcrrnitage, aloof 
Froln the world 's sig ht and the world's sound, 
By the small door where the old roof 
H a ngs but five feet above the ground. 
I g roped along the shelf for bread 
But found celes tial food instead: 

FOI- s uddenly close at my ear, 
Loud, loud and wild, with wintry g lee, 
The old unfailing chorister 
Bunt out in pride of poetry; 
And through the broken I-oof I spied 
Him by his singing glorified. 

Scarcely an arm Is-length from the eye. 
Myself unsee n, I saw him there ; 
The throbbing throat that made the CI·Y, 
The breast de wed from the nlis ty air) 
The polished bill that opened wide 
And showed the pointed Longue inside: 

The large eye, ringed with many a ray 

10 

Of minion feathers, finely laid; 20 

The feet that grasped the elder-spray; 
How strongly used, how s ubtly made, 
The scale, the si new, and the claw, 
Plain through the broken roof I saw; 

The flight-feathers in tail and wing. 
The shorter coverts, and the white 
Merged into russet. marrying 
The bright breast to the pinions bright, 
Gold seq uins, spots of chestnut, shower 
Of silver, like a brindled flower. 30 
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CONUNDRUM 

Soldie r of fortune , north.-\\'cs t J ack , 
Old h a rd-times ' braggart , th ere you blow I 

But tell Inc ere your b agpipes c r ack 
How you ca n make so brave a sh o \\' , 
Full-fed in F ebruary, and dressed 
Like a rich Inc rch a nt at a feast. 

One-half th e world , o r so they sa y, 
Kno ws not how half the world m ay li ve , 
So sing your so n g a nd go your way, 
And still in F ebruary contri\'c 10 

As bri g ht as Gabriel to s tnil c 
On cIder-spray by broken til e. 

R UTH PITTER 

CONUNDRUr-l 

THE rooks, once g rave as lawye rs 
Disputing winter ' s case, 
Suddenly clown and antic 
And drive bare elm-tops franlic, 
A riot in blue spacc-
The rooks, once grave as lawyc l-s , 
New-gowned or grave to p-sawye rs, 
Run wild in steeplechase . 2 0 

Each NIarch this wild-fire folly 
Sweeps Rookland, rocks the g lade; 
Yet augur, bard, and prophet 
Knew n o t the r eason of it 
\Vhen Rome was yet unmade
Why birds of melancholy 
Should dan ce in wild-fire folly 
Because one s lic k was laid. 
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POEl\IS OF TWENTY YEARS 

P yth agoras , h o ly l\1oscs, 
fvlcrlin, and Numa too, 
\,,"rule sw ifd y leap t th e sea so n s 
Have racked their bra ins for reasons 
Till lip a nd n o se w e nt blue ; 
P y th ago ras, h o ly l\1oscs 
H ave s tro ked their learned n o se s 
F o r n o thing . \'Ohy sh o uld yo u? 

Let others r ansack bookland 
T o squa r e th e c ircle, find 
In r egio n s fo ur-dimension a l 
\Vh y r ooks turn uncon ven t io n a l 
Jus t a t a whim of wind ; 
Let o th e rs ransac k bookland , 
I t a k e my joy 'with R ookla nd 
And leave it und e fin ed . 

G EOFFR EY J O H !"SON 

THE REDSHANKS 

DRIVE o n , s harp wings, and cry a bove 
N o t conte mplating life or love . 
O r war o r d ea th: a winter fl ight 

'0 

Imparti a l to our human plig ht. 20 

I bel o w sh a ll s till re m a in 
O n solid earth, 'with fear and pain, 
Doubt, and a c t , and nervous s trive, 
As best I may, to kee p alive. 

\,yh a t useless dream, a hope to sail 
D own the wide, transparent gale, 
Until. insentient, I shall be 
As gaseous a transparency. 
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TWILIGHT THRUSH 

What useless drcaln . a hope to wring 
Comfort fro III a mig r a nt wing : 
Human or beas t, b etwee n us se t 
The incommunicable nct. 

Pa r a ll e l , yet sepa rate, 
The la ng ua ges we mis trans late, 
And knowle d ge see m s no less absurd 
If of a mi st r ess, o r a bird. 

JULIAN BELL 

TWILIGHT THRUSH 

THE python clouds coiled overhead , 
Grim sunse t eyed the sa llow nlars h , 

The stream sighed in i ts stealthy bcd, 
All else hung silent, hopeless, hars h. 

\Vhen startlingly on a s turdy trill 
A thrush 's r esolute so ng rang out 

A s if to rally the world's will 
By flutin g in the face of doubt. 

If That which did mankind create 
To solace Its dry heart with mirth 

Had suddenly grown sa tiate 
And glanced with pity on the earth. :10 

I scarce had known amaze more rude 
Than in that spot and in that hour 

To hear the praise of fortitud e 
Hymned in d espite of doomfall's lour. 

High on the thorn, agains t the gloom 
I spied him perched: a strange, pale star

Voice of true valour under doom! 
Spirit of friend slaug htered in war I 
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POEMS OF TWEl'.'TY YEARS 

Bro th e r ! S ta unc h voice !-yo u bid m e guess 
H o w rnllc h o f comfo rt courage kno w s 

I n its o wn se n se o f blessedness 
And the song blessedness b es to w s . 

R O B E R T NIC H O LS 

MOTHS 

N o \v with a humming fro m th e g r e ening skies, 
Sphi n.x m o ths w i th course se t true 
S h oo t fo rth , to r ped oes wi th a spinning scr ew, 
And bul bous la nte rn e yes . 

N o w h a n g ing r o und the trumpet o f th e flowers 
The Dea th's H ead , h a iry, sq ueaking as he comes, 10 

A sq u eal o f bagpipes a nd a b lur o f d rums, 
S eeks hi s bl ac k food , the D eadly Nig hts h ade ; scours 
The ga rde n like a va mpire ancr prey , 
And fa iling fa d es, a n a ir m achine, a w ay. 

N o w those s m a ll m o ths th a t in th e ir in r., n c y 
F eed o n th e w ild sea spu rge, 
G r o wing above the surge 
T h a t c r ea rrls the s la te slabs o f th e Cornish sea, 
Com e fo r th e h o n eysu c kles swing ing loose 
On the bric k summe r h o use; ;20 

And L eop a rd M o ths tha t feed upo n the spindles 
And Jil ac- I.>a rk in spring, 
With d a rk-blue spots upo n a w e d ge-like v"ing , 
Loving the lig hts, fl y ing to cottage candles ; 
The G h os t S wift m o th tha t fe ig ns 
D ea th in lh e ca pture rs' n e t , with s uc h d eep al"ls ; 
And G ipsies ho rn ed and lean, stra ight showe rs o f 

d a rts; 
D a rk D agger from the pla ins ; 
And sweet Peac h Blossom fceding o n the brambJeJ ; 
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MOTHS 

The small coquettish Puss ; 
And that g rea t blunderbuss 
That bumps on h o ming farmers a nd down drulll b lcs 
On footpa ths throug h the midnig ht field s o f I\l ay . 
Blue moths th a t sec k c h a lk hill s above th e leas, 
And Scarlet Tigers in th e a ppl e-trcLS, 
These are the moths that ling er on th e d a y. 

But others will seek o ut the d a rkes t h o urs, 
To m a ke th e ir drunk a rd ons laught o n th e Rowe l'S : 
Drab, stout. like littl e mice 10 

Scampering after ri ce. 
Fen moths that feed 
On parsley, wild a ngeli ca, lu cerne, 
Companions of n ew t a nd leec h and hern. 
And ~'(o ltlcd Rusti cs th a t love teazel w eed. 
\Vavcd Umber m o th th a t in the fo rks o f p ea n 
Spins i ts soft s ilk cocoon , 
Brea king to wing in the sho n nig h ts of June 
To fcast upo n clog roses and S\vcc t briars ; 
The moth na.med Phocnix, symbo l of the res t, 2 0 

For a ll the ir brood 
\Vc re g rubs that bred the ir b eauty in a w ood, 
Freedom m a d e manifest: 
A fa ith assured hail ed g lorio u s in a husk, 
Seen as a whirl o f wings a nd wind y lights, 
On hills, in h o llo ws o f soft ea rthl y nig hts ; 
Ard ent a dve nture rs ac ro ss the dus k , 
That fly, fan a ti cs 'i-eed , a nd r cac h a b cd 
\Vhere above tape r s ta ll 
A d ead m a n's shado w dan cc.~ o n a wall, 3 0 

And shower th e ir burning faiths about his head . 

For they mus t travel fa r ; 
~ut of the spreading south S pring U sh e r 
r attered b eside him fl e w 
The Chin C"..5e Character , the Cinnabar; 
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POEI\IS OF TWENTY YEARS 

The Brindled Pug, and the small S eraphim 
Ble w in , .... ith butterflies 
Out of th e tro pic ski es ; 
Sea-going beauties, that wiJI lig htly skirn 
Around the c row 's-ncs t , or the baking brasses, 
Telling th e sailo r o f the coas ta l wa.lk, 
H are be lls o n s lopes o f c h a lk, 
Stillness o f qu a king g rasses; 
That will no t r e st , but wea rily lake Rig ht 
Into the ocea n n ig ht ; 10 

0,.. ta king p ass age o n a n o ld rea clipper, 
Seek hiding in the sa ils, a nd findin g this, 
\"'a rk round to Eng la nd as a chrysalis : 
The P a inted L a d y with the Dingy S kipper. 

And many with wid e wing and lus trous n a me 
Ble w once, in early times, across the sea : 
P a phia, Silver W a sh ed Fritillary, 
And that imperial d a m e 
Vanessa Atalanta, who was borne 
I n sunny splendour on an off-shore gale 20 

Fro m coasts of Afri ca, to nlee t the h a il 
Battering the Kentish pebbles in the dawn. 

DORO THY \VELLES LEY 

THE l\IARC H llEE 

A WARNING wind find s o ut Iny res tin g -place 
And in a m ounta in cloud the los t sun chills; 
Nigh t com es; and yet b e ro re she sh o \',,'s h e r face 
The sun flin g s off the s h a d o ws, w a rm light fill s 
The valley and the clearings on the hiJis. 
Bleak c row the moo r coc ks on the fcn's blue plashes, 
But here I w a rm myself with these bright looks and 

flashes . 



FABLE 

And warmed like m e the m erry humbl e-bee 
Pu ts fears a side, runs fo nh to ca tc h the SU Il , 

And b y the plo u g h la nd 's sh o uld e r com es to sec 
The fl owers tha t like him b es t . and see Ins (0 sh u n 
Cold co untless qu a king wind-flo w ers eve ryon e. 
Primroses to o ; but m a kes p oo r g r ass h is c h o ict' 
\ Vh e rc sm a ll w ood-stra \vb c rry b losso m s n es tl e a nd 

reJoIce. 

The m agpies steer in g r o und fro m w ood to wood , 
Tree-c ree p e r fli c ke ring up the elm 's gree n I"incl, 
Bold g nats tha t revel I"Q und m y solitud e 1 0 

And m os t this pleasant b ee in tent to fi n d 
The new-born joy, inveig le th e ri ch mind 
Lon g a ft e r d a rkn ess co m es cold-lipped to o n e 
Still lis te ning to the b ee, s till b asking in th e sun . 

EO:-'1 U>iD BLUNDEN 

FABLE 

\\' H E R E th e white la n e m ee ts with th e g ree n 
T h e yea r 's firs t butte rflics a r e scc n ; 
H c re scttling upo n lea f o r s to n c, 
They spread th e ir colo u rs in th e S UIl. 

This is the c h osen ( .. ys ting pl ace 
Of butte rfli es' who le p a inte d r ace , 2 0 

Hithe r the ge ntle, fa vo urin g wind 
O f spring sh a ll bring to c3c h his kind. 

Scc, eve r full o f h o p e a nd lo v e, 
The b as ke r leap to h e r a b ove 
At the firs t brushing o f h e r sh a d o w 
Over the h edge, across the m C.1.dow I 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

But ah, how fortune mocks delight! 
The to rto isesh e ll pursues the white, 
The yellow brimstone tracks the shade, 
Zig~zag , th e splendid peacock made. 

Swiftly the fair day droops and dies 
Above unma ted butterAies ; 
Aga in , again , a nd yet ag<'lin, 
Comes the \VI"ong lover down the lane. 

Though s till deceived they still return 
To wait, to h ope , perchance to mourn:- 10 

Al as! p oor fools, h o w must they rue 
\ -\'110 but a fli c ker-ing shade pursue! 

H app ier we a nd wiser far 
Than these misguided insec ts are, 
For whom both love and life a rc lost 
At Lhe fil-s t tou c h of evening frost. 

SYLVIA LVND 

WHAT WAS SOLOMON'S MIND? 

\"'HAT was Solomon's mind? 
If he was wise in truth, 
'Twas something hard to find 
And deli cate: a JnQllSC 

Tingling, and small, and slnoath, 
Hid in vast haunted house. 

By smallness quite besct
Stillest when most alivee
Shrinking to smaJ]cr yet 
And livelier, until. 
Gladly diminutive, 
Still smoother, and more still, 
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DIMENSIONAL 

H e centres to an Eye, 
A dean expectancy, 
That, fl"Om the narrow black 
Safe velve t o f his c rac k, 
Quiveri ng. quie t , dUlnb, 
Drinks up uu: lig ht ed room. 

GEOFFR E Y S COTT 

DIMENSIONA L 

\VE h ave tried this in three w ays. 
( \Vha l are the three dimensions called ? Birth, 
marriage a nd death ?) Well \vha t of the fo urth? 
\Vha t is the c harade that th t: sunflower plays 
with her splay green fo o t in the earth 

1 0 

and h er h eart fo r ever d e n ying the comfo rtable No rth ? 
\Vha t is the use, ta ll s lt-anger, of your South , 
yo u canno t reac h it ho weve r your gilded c ircle 
t\ViS lS with th a t dist.:'l nt un co n v inc ing star. 
Be lte r a ccept the bee tha t g rumbl es a t your mouth , 
be tter be groundling, a nd obedi e ntly sparkle 
humbly in g reeting to your uncclcs ti a l L a r -
the little god of the gardens , who n ever plunges 
into the forml ess sky , who d oes not ravis h 
cloud with his pirate stem, who d oes not claim 
tha t his gold claws a re in the p e rilous fl a nges 

'0 

o f the braze n doors of worship. Be slavish, 
sunflower; take a new and earthly n a m e. 
Sti ll we have tried three ways. The fo unh d e fies u s, 
T h o ug h the brain burst, tho ug h the h ea rt split 

asunde r 
sh a ll we b e pa tient? Shall we sta nd idle? 
T h e little soul--our timid sh a d o w- d e nies us. 
\Vc will deny our soul and slipping unde r 
flow out into the d a rkness that is tida l. 30 
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RIBH CONSIDERS CHRISTIAN LOVE 
I NSUFF I C IENT 

\VUy sho uld 1 seck fo r' love or s tud y it ? 
I t is of God a nd p a sses human wit; 
I s tud y h atn::d with g l-eat diligence, 
F or that's a p a ss ion in my ow n c o ntro l, 
A so n o f b eso m th a t ca n clear th e sou l 
Of cvcJ'}Tthing th a t is not mind o r sen se . 

\Vh y do I h a te man, woman 0 1' eve nt ? 
T h at is a lig ht m y jealous so ul h as sent. 
FI'o m terror a nd deception fJ-ecd it ca n 
Di scover impurities, ca n sh o w a t las t 10 

H ow sou l m ay walk when a ll s u c h things are p a s t , 
H ow so ul cou ld walk befol'c such things b egan . 

T h en my delivered so ul h erself s h a H Jearn 
A d a rke r- knowledge and in h a tre d turn 
From every thoug ht o f God Inankind h as had . 
T h oug ht is a garm en t and the soul 's a or-ide 
T h at c a nnot in th a t trash and (inscI hide : 
H a tred of God mOlY bring the soul to God. 

At s tro k e o f mid night soul canno t endure 
A b o dily or ment a l furniture . 20 

\Vhat can she take until h er l\1astc r g ive ! 
\,yh cre ca n she look until H e m a ke the sh o w I 

What can sh e know until H e bid h e r kno w! 
H o w ca n s h e li ve till in h e r blood He live ! 

W. B. YEATS 

REO SKY AT MORNING 

I DHEW the blind on Christmas Morn. 
T h e sky w as onc wild riot o f .·c d . 

Its glory to ld m c Christ w as born, 
Yet fill c d my soul with dread. 

234 

. . ~ . 'f 



LEARNING TO TALK 

A gainst the d awn 's tOO radiant li g ht, 
There stood a solitary TI-cc . 

Its naked arms werc black a s ni g ht . 
And g rim with pro phecy . 

G ILDERT THO~IAS 

LEARNING TO TALK 

SEE this small one , tiptoe on 
The green foothills o f the ),c:tr5, 
Views a youngel- w o rld than y o urs ; 
\ "hen you go down, he'll b e th e t:l 1l o nc . 

D a wn 's dew is on his tong u c -
No word for what 's behind th e sk y . I .... 

Naming aU that meets the eye, 
Pleased with sunlight over a law n. 

H ear his la u g hter. H e ca n ' t contain 
The exquisite Inome nt overflowing. 
Lilnbs lea ping, woodpecke r fl ying 
Are for hiln and not h e r eafter. 

Tongue trips, recovers, triumph s, 
Turning all ".lays to express 
\ Vhat the forward eye can g ucss
That time is his and earth young. 

\ Vc are growing too like trees 
To give the rising ''lind a voice: 
Eagk"S shall build upon our verse, 
Our winged seed s arc to-ma rrow's sowing. 

Y <:s, we learn to speak for all 
Whose hearts here are not at h o me, 
All who mal"ch to a b e tter linle 
And breed the wodd fOI" whi c h th ey bUl"n . 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

'Though we fall once, though we often, 
Though we fall to rise not again, 
FI"om our horizon sons begin; 
\\ 'Ill.: n we go down, they \vill be tall ones. 

INTIMATIONS 
I 

THE steady candle in IUY hand, 
often, a child, I u sed to stand 
befo l-e the looking.glass and stare 
on Iny own face reflected there. 

Bright 

C. DAY LEWIS 

the flame Ie 

lit the pale irnage in its gilded [I-arne j 

behind nle all the mirrored rODIn, 
ceiling and wall s , drew back in gloom 
and left me, as it were, 
alone with Iny O\\.'O self and all the vast of ni g ht. 

And as I looked, the featUl'cs of my face 
grew strange to me : as \'vhcn a word, 
too often spoken, often heard, 
decays 
from living speech to a dead sound; 20 

and as I watched, spellbound, 
a crowding terror shook n"'le : "Vhat, thought I, 
if suddenly 
those staring eyes of mine should show 
a mearung that I do not know? 
if I should trace 
another count e nance that, line by line, 
grew slowly in the place of rninc ? 
and wha t, 0 God! if I should hear 
Ul0SC lips, so white, so fixed in fcar, 3 0 

speak? 



I NTglATIONS 

Then , with a shrie k 
tha t r a ng thro ug h all the silent hOllse, I fl ed, 
hands over eyes, with crouching head , 
sobbing a nd wild a nd blind , 
d own the lo ng corrido r J down th e stair, 
into the g arden-darkness ... anywhe re, 
so I could leave b e hind 
tha t room - my roo m - a nd I ts stJ-a nge O ccupant 
fo r ever! 

II 

I am a m a n , and do not w a nt 10 

the pride of man- but n eve r 
d a r e I w a lk a lo ne at nig ht 
bare-headed when the s t<lrs are close and brig ht : 
thoug h I love b ea uty, a nd by fa r 
the lovcJics t thing in n a ture is a s tar. 
\ Vhat of a ll things imag ined , see n, 
so pure, so passio nl ess-ser e ne, 
fro m Ina licc so remote? 
yet eac h 
of all th e po ints of myri:ld lig ht 20 

becomes for me a n Algol as I Jook-
the ski es. no skies: a seve n-sea led book
and the space-fig ures, brig ht Orio n . 
Eagle and Drago n. Bear and Lio n , 
fiery signs of hic rog lyph . 

.. Day unto day utte ret h sp eec h ... u 

""hat if 
the whole nig ht sp o ke ? 
what if the cyclic s tars forsook 
their serene orbi ts ? bro ke )0 

that order whic h is heave n 's fir'S t la w? wh a t if 
they moved, regrouped th e mse lves, and wro te, 
gigantic on the d a rk above my head, 
some dread 
intelljgiblc word? 
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POE~ IS O F TWENTY YEARS 

A s Dan te, in th e Sph Cl'C o f J ove, 
b e h eld the sing ing spir its m ove, 
regroup the m selves, a nd blaze: a S p eaking Bird? 

I am a m a n a nd give n to Jove 
of a ll th in gs lovely; n eve rtheless 
- and u n as h a m ed 
I m a ke confess io n - I d a r e n o t face 
t h e go ld e n a lphabets of space, 
les t o n m y n"lind 
God 's t o ta l m ea ning in a n ins t a nt fl amed 
fO I- 0 the te rro r th a t treads close b e hind 
the t r a iling m a ntle of a ll lovel iness I 

UI 

It , \'as a ri ver a n d a boa t the r eon; 
I 

• • • 

lay a t my case and s t a r cd a t the brig ht sk y , 
, ,, h e r c , fa r away, o n e white cloud sh o n e . 

The r e w as n o sou n d save the soft dip o f oa r 
a nd th e soft ri pple b y th e I"ced e d sh o re; 
n o so und - save o f th e w ind tha t bl e w 
thro u g h t h e ca lm p o pla r - trees tha t g r e w ::0 

o n e ithe r s id e the ri ver ; le ft a nd rig ht 
the ir s u mmi ts brus h ed the e d ges of m y s ig ht, 
leaving the sky b e tween a shining avenue . 

The wind- o nl y th e wind: I kn e w 
by lo n g p ersu a s io n every to n e o f it: 
I k new i ts flut e s , I kne w its s trings, 
its d rums, irs truInpc ts- k new its g lee, 
its love a n d h o m cJess tn iscr y ; 
a nd , m o re th a n a ll, the infinite 
fa r fu ry of i ts millio n wings 3° 
abroad upo n the m oorla nd a nd the sea. 
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INTI~L-\TIONS 

Onl y the wind- the wind in summ e r m ood: 
a nd Fan c y . we re sh e minded , Inig h t 
inve nt m a n-word s fo r wind-delig ht 
and claim sh e u nders tood . 

O lll y the \\'ind . ~1 h e ll , as 1 lis tened th e re. 
th e music c h a n ged its c h a r ac tc r -, 
n o t Nalun.;'s now, n o r did 1 n eed in Vl.: nl : 
I hea rd 
as if te n tho usa nd voices quircd in a ir 
with tunes distinc t , anic uJ a tc w o rd ; 10 

while m a n y a keen a e ri a l ins lrunlcn t 
- no t timbre l, pipe no r h a rp-
scnt 
in fl ashing swift accompa ni ment 
wcft o f wild gio l-Y dll'o ug h the sing iug's \\'a rp . 
Not Fancy 's w o rk , n o r S lcc p 's-fo r I 
sa l broad awa ke and lis te n ed : lo w and hig h 
ra n ged the ch~rie h a rmony 
beyond co n ce iv ing lo vel y . Yet n o s tring 
\\' ,1. $ e ve r se t b y finge r quive ring .!o 
to so und s so s ll'a ngc: n o tu be was c \"c r blow n , 
this s id e th e ga te o f H ea\"c n, to so sw ee t tone: 
o ut o f 11 0 huma n lips o r dU"O:HS 

did e ve r com e su c h w o rd s, su c h n o tes ! 

They plunged prcc ipi lo us ly down and tro d 
ll-iumphant th e pro fo undest g ro und o f thi n:;s ; 
the y climbed the very h e ig ht o f h e ig hts, 
and w ith the ir wings 
mad e winds abo ut th e face of C od; 
and kcep jus t time, ye t n o t su c h time 30 
as hum a n numbers SC;l n ; 

and ran in scales and m e t sublimc 
in cho rds unknown to m~ n_ 
I understood the m n o t, ye t kn e w that they 
c.aug ht in their neLS such p assions, such dclight..!, 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

as pass all love's , all faith 's imag inings; 
I understood them not , yet h eard 
their strophic para llel s, 
and, wo rd to c hanted word , 
the plane tary verses clash in nme . . . 
far away 
ec h oed their beauty, like the faintin g c hime 
of visio nary bells. 

Suc h notes, s u c h words as never human tongue 
has shaped in air! su c h word s, maybe, 10 

as once announced a King 's n a tivity ; 
s u c h not es, m aybe, as once 'oNere sung 
when the las t Fiat of Creation swept along 
in mute r everberations startling sp ace, 
and all the young 
stars of the morning cried His praise 
s h o uting aloud in simultaneous song. 

And then, once morc, 
'twas but the wind that bl e w 
gently in the poplar-trees; I knew. 20 

o n ce m o rc, 
th e ripple by the reced ed shore 
a nd the soft dip of oar. 

IV 

But 0 how near 
that O thcr Life to this I 

I go in daily hope, in daily fcar : 
when s hall I see? whcn shall I hear? 
For all this world is but a mist 
that hides the lip of the supreme Abyss, 
and all things that exist 
the Metaphor of Being. When shall I 
sec the thing meant in the thing seCIl , 
and know what ocean, earth and sky, 
what living and what dying mean? 
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ETAIN 

In daily hope, in d a ily fear I go. 
\Vhen , with a hushed premoni tory shock, 
sha ll I h ear Echo fro m her woo d ed rock 
cry back a n a m e I did not c ry ? 
or run to m ee t my friend-
to meet, upo n m y running's end, 
one whom I n ever knew-who m yet I know 
m ore nearl y tha n the beating of my h ea n ? 
When will the r o unded hill , th e h o llow d :l ic, 
the so lid mou nta in sweeping to it s sn o ,,", 10 

grow fl a t and tremble li ke a vei l ... 
a nd like the te mplC-CllJ"la in sudde nly 
be rent apa rt 
to sho w . . . 

Eye hath no t see n , ear h a th n o t h eard ! 
A nd thinking h a th no th o u g ht a nd sp eec h no w o r-d ! 
And r . . .? 
In d a ily fear, in d a ily h ope I go. 

J. REDWOO D ANDERSON 

ETAIN 

SH E h as come fronl f<l l". 
Fro m the King d o m that mus t lie 
Buried d eep beneath the hill , 
S h a d o w ed by the evening star ; 
Bending las t year's bracken by 
A b iller hou r sh e sh a ll fulfil; 
Ca nno t th e h azel help h e r 

And th e willa,,,, , 
O r the bank that is h e r pillow 
\Vith its gree n leaf of g oodwill ? 

She h as n o t far to go 
T o the Kin gdom that mus t lie 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

Buried underneath the hill , 
Shadowed in the evening g low; 
(\-Vho can pass those portal s by ?) 
She shall drcam and drcam h e r fill ; 
The ha zel boug h shall help her 

And the willow, 
And the bank that is her pillow 
With its green leaf of good\vill. 

NORA K. IvlcCAUSLAND 

THE CREDITOR 

Til E quietude of a soft wind 
'ViII not rescind 10 

tvfy deLts to God , but ge ntle -skinn ed 
His finger probes. I lull mysel f 
In quiet in diet in riot in drcams, 
In dopes in drams in drums in drcarns 
' rill God r etire and the door shut. 
But 
Now I am left in the fire-bla ze 
The peace fulness of the fire-blaze 
\Vill not crase 
l'vly debts to God for His mind strays 20 

Over and under and al1 ways 
All days and always. 

LOUIS lVIAcNEICE 

AGE GOTHIQUE DORE 

KIN G R'C II A RD in his garden walks royal , 
His mantI c gl"cen being wrought with ~car1cl nOWel'S , 
His hand h o lding a coloure d book of hours, 
His coat all gold, gildcn his feet withal. 
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THE TRIl''KETS 

King Ri chard walks in his ga rden b y Thames-side, 
Hearing the bells of High \Ves tminslcr ring, 
And the sound o f the c hant of the Inonks ec ho ing, 
Singing eac h in his s tall to God Crucified. 
Golden the sun d escends b eyond Thames-wate r , 
Gold en fla sh out L o ndon s tee p les and spires, 
Their vanes burn a nd turn in the d ay's las t fires. 
Abo ut th e King the fl owers of the gard e n fa d e, 
And in s ta r-li g ht h e w a lks o n , ye t lo nelie r , 
His h ea rt bein g fill ed with th e p eace of the r..lo1lic r 

l\l a id. . . . 1 0 

\VILFRED R O WLA>JO CII I LDE 

VALE 

TillS was the h eavenly hiding-place 
\\"h e re in the spirit laug h ed a day. 

All i ts proud ivories and fir es 
S hrunk to a sho,"elful o f clay. 

It must h ~l'\" C love, this s il e nt earth , 
To leap up at th e King's d esire, 

i\f oving in su c h a n o ble d a n c e 
Of wreath ed ivo r y ~nd fire. 

It will not s tir for me at a ll , 
Nor answer me with voice 0 ' · g lea m. 20 

Adie u , swcc t-mc m o ricd dust , I go 
Aftc l· th c ?\1 <l s tc r fo r His drc::l m . 

THE TRINKETS 

A WAND E RING w o rld or rive rs • A wavc ring w o rld of lrcl:s, 
If the w o rld g row dim and di zzy 
\OVith a ll changes and dcgrees, 
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POEMS OF TWENTY YEARS 

It is but Our L a dy's m _irro r 
Hung dreaming in its place, 
Shining with only s h adows 
Till sh e w a kes it w ith her face. 

The s ta nding whirlpool of the stars, 
The wheel of a ll the world, 
I s a ring o n O ur Lady's finger 
\Vith the s un s a nd m oo n s e mpearle d 
\Vi th s tars fo r s tones to please her 
\Vho sits pla y ing with h e r rings to 
\Vith th e g rea t h eart tha t a woman has 
And the love of little things. 

Wings o f the whirlwind o f the wo rld 
From here to I spahan , 
Spurning the flyin g fores ls, 
Are lig ht as Our L ady'S fan: 
For all thi ngs violent here and va in 
Li e open and a 11 at case 
""he re God h as gi rded h eaven to guard 
:Her h o ly vanities . 20 

GILBERT KEITH CHESTERTON 

WAR-SONG OF THE ANGELS 

B LOW the slow horn s throug h the courts of H eave n 
So the so und wanders amon g the clouds 
Whose g ia nt breasts s lo wly turn to the m oo n 
Or fl oc k in wild sil e n c e past the seven 
Fixed s tal'S th a t th eir o wn li g ht shro uds ! 

Blo w the clear h o rns while our r a nks s tream slowly 
Falling with furled wings through the hush , 
With faces cold e r than m oonlight s hining 
Thro u g h th e dim clouds j and n ow the h o ly 
Banne rs s train in the comets' rush J 30 



TI-lROUG H CURTAINS OF DARK NESS 

Blo w the slow horns so the m oon 's m o untai ns 
Tha t never ec hoed shall ech o loud , 
And her still la kes reflec t o ur banners, 
And the wind o f o ur passing se nd up fountain s 
Of sil\'e r dus t to th e silver clo ud . 

Blo w, trumpe ters; o ur wings h ave dra\'\'n a g irdle 
R o und th e uneasy w o rld ; n o t to the skies 
And the fa mili a r p la n ets Ea rth looks uP. 
Bu t to my-riad \\<jngs and o ur calm m oo nlit eyes. 
Blo w , trumpe ts ! B a nners, wave , and slo , .... h o rns 

so und 1 0 

Now H eaven's sh a dow lig h ts the commo n ground. 
STELLA G JDBO:-;S 

THRO UG H CU RTAINS OF DARK lESS 

THE vo ice o f God ca m e upo n m e thro u g h the darkncS3 
That clothed th e li g ht o f the lowe r air, 
S to ic upon m e through corrupting darkn ess 
As I w a lked pride ful in d espair, 
Crying, .. Ta ke no h eed o f those who h ave s tripped 

you, 
Turn your bac k- and see Me . 
Though you be n aked as the wind is n a ke d 
You sh a ll be r ainbo w 'd with the sea . 

.. Though m e n d espise you, n eglec t you , fru s trate you, 
And r e member you n o t in th e ir b ooks, 2 1 

I have \ ... ritlen your n a me o n the g r a nite hills 
And the primrose banks of the broo ks. 
There fo re fear n o t , w ai l n o t , e mbitte r n o t your jus t 

wrath , 
L ook in fro nt a nd o n hig h ; 
F o r your songs are ta ng led in the lig htning 
And th e cedar bra n c h es o f the sky. 
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" To som e h as b een g iven h o nour and J"ic h cs. 
\Vea lth of ea rth , stro n g s ine w and p o \""er ; 
But I h ave r e m e mbered m y serva nt in the lea n 

di tc ll CS 
Even unto this blind h o ur. 
Thc r"c fo r c r age n o t, c h a fe not , doubt not; 
Y o u d o wrong to feed your irc, 
F o r I h ave g ive n you an old so n g made new, 
I h ave given you m y h ea rt 's fire . 

.. Come unto l\rlc a ll ye that labour, 
Co m e unto M e and h a\"c r es t, JO 

La y your h ead upon 1"ly s ta rry tabo r 
And the celestial d a rkn ess of M v breast. , 
Lea n, r es t , a nd b e roc ked upo n 1\Ic 
That the wind blow unto you of 1\1y 
For r se t 1\ly d esire upo n you 

ruth· • 
\Vhe n you bit th e bane o f T ruth . 

.. Truth is a p o ison unto the slac k v e lll !' , 

And a sca ring wildness to the SOfl eyes ; 
H e that find s it s h a ll be c ut off, 
And his breast to rn with s ig h s. 20 

For I see it n o t as the world sees it ; 
M e n fea r it and fl ee . 
Come unto !VIc all yc tha t ha ve see n it, 
Come unto I\1e. 

" Now a r e the days of darkness upo n Olc n, 
There is no certa inly in things d o n c, 
And th e Inoon, a bu c kler of d esola tio n, 
Is a seduction unto the S UIl . 

The s ta rs fi g ht in th e lunar spaces; 
The gna rle d waves d evour the ir sea. 3 0 

Come unto M e all yc tha t arc h eavy Ja d e n, 
Come unto !VIc. 



THROUGH CURTA I NS OF DARKNESS 

.. For h e that find s T ruth sh a ll b e sh a ken; 
D e m o ns s h a ll s ta nd at his cars ; 
Prid e sh a ll a ss:lii and clea ve him ; 
H e sh a ll be thrus t th ro u g h \\'ith sp ea rs. 
The refo re twis t n o t , conto rt n o t , darkell n o t 
\\'h e n you li ft up yo ur lyre . 
For Truth w a s g ive n unt o th e a n gel s ; 
And th e y arc m e lo d y a nd nrc . ,. 

H E HBERT P~'\r. ~ I E P 
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INDEX OF FIRST LINES 

A breeze in the b :uley 
A Jio v,o'er has o pe n ed in m y h eart 
A larnp shines in a s in g le window 
A snake carne to Ill )' ,,~·a tcr-lro u.gh 
A thie f has gO l h i.s creed o f th ieving 
A wande rin g w o rld of riven 
A warning \~'ind finds ou t m y r est in s · pbce 
A .. ,,·ide land a nd a br ight li g ht lIowllib 
A bove the \'o icdul windings of a rj" c r 
A d mit the n a nd be gl:.td 
Ah. n o body knov.;s 
Alas ! w hat m a ke you here poor g host th a t goes 
Amid the blue sm o k e o f g c m-g las,;cd c h :tpds 
Ano th e r Dull ! ano th e r llull ! 
As bird to n est , whe n, m oodi ly 
As I \ , 'c nt d o \"n the field th :n d ay 
As th is blind ro se , n o m o r e tha n a whim o f the dust 
As th o u g h with th e eyes of a poe t d e ad and gon!'; 
At the field 's edge 

Dankcn at war 
Barefoot I w e nt and m:1de n o sound 
Be these the selfsa m e n: rsc.s 
Because o f the mute dis Ll.llces o f sp ace 
Beside lo ve, wha t jewel h as m ys te r y 
Beyo nd the m oor a nd m o untai n ccest 
Beyond the sodde n overha n g ing mis t 
Blo w the s lo w h o rm throug h the COU CI-.. o f I-leaven 
Bcig ht-eyed yo ungs te c, say 
Dut the coot o f th e Ina tt ec is I a m g rowin g o ld 

Civiliutio n is h ooped toge th e r , bro ught 
Clo se akin m y warrio n a.re 
Come b:lck o ut o f Ule dOl )", m y people! 
Come, , toop Ixtween the h a.zel leaves 
Cornered within a mind that fro m iu d a rk berth 
Could you but sec h er 

Dance n o t y o ur spectra l d a n ce at m e 
Dark dreadful d ea th J dread youc approach 
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POEI\IS OF TWENTY YEARS 

Dark.skicd N ove mbe r, h o w h as t thou n o w tUTlu.:d 
Darling p e r fec ti o n , who m I scorn 
D o n O t ;::awa ke the acnd c m ic sc h ol:'t..rs 
Do you r e rn e mbe r that s t i ll S\Hnnl c r c ,"c n in g 
Drive on , !> harp wing s. , a nd c r y abo n :: 

Excns tar. s till e ' "ensta.1'" 
E ve n the owls are ly ri c al 
E\-c ry m o rn ing the pr iso n e r h t:":l N 

Far awa y and lo n g a go '2 7 
Fish in the wuuHlcd lakes J~OS 
F o r tho se wuo h a d the p O\\'c r H 
Fro m high cndc:! \"o ur 4:=! 
.. Fro m these d e w-l a ppe d field s, " s:lid the 7'.1<: alh man 55 

G o the lo n g w ay , the lu n g way h o m e 
Great m e n and learlle d 1 c an ha le 
Grey sand is c hurn iu ' in m y lug s 
Grudg i.ng o f del ig ht w e re tl)OSC wi n te r h o uo 

Hale me o r Jo ve, I c are n o t , as ) pas.s 
He carved the red d eer and th e bull 
He h as r ej ec te d the dumb w o rd 
H e lay, a nd those who w a tc h ed hirn w c re ~lIHazed 
He who h a.s o n ce b e en caug ht i ll a s ilve r c hain 
He w i ll w atc:: h tlie hawk wilh an indiAl; T<."ut eye 
Hearing o f harves ts rott ing in the v a ll eys 
Here the y went with srnock :-tnd c r ook 
Here to the leisured side o f lift: 
Here 's a be llt tree 
H o mer and I\filt o n bl ind, Ueetho ven de:-tf 
How b e aut iful it is to w7Ike at Big ht 
H o w lo n g, 571id sp irit, mus t I walk this e:l rth ? 

I am worn o ut with drc ;uHs 
J canno t live h e r e, fo r the re arc no u ccs 
J dre.arn o f a " 'hil e H:lrt lh :\I thro u g h the rne ado \\"s 
J dr e w the bl ind o n C hriSlJnas l\'ioru 
I have b een young, and n o w anl not to o o ld 
I have co m e b:l c k fro m the v ... ide sea 
J have heard v o ices unde r the e arl y s tars 
I b3"'(: known 1'111 the s to rms that roll 
I have thTo"~' 11 wide nl y windo w 
I let him find, but ne ver what he so ught 
1 look d o wn fro m m y windo w 
I lo ve you , Titan lo\'cr 
I rdurn 10 t h e land 
I sang :13 o ne 
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I NDEX OF FIRST LINES 
r ... r. & 

I 5aw her in h e r w ood bnd place 155 
I saw in ::l corn- field I ti 3 
I shall co m e b::lc k to die=: 1 6~ 
I spend m y d ays ,-aiIll y lIb 
I th ink cont in ua ll y o f tho se ,,,'h o .. ,'e r e trul y g rc :)! 93 
I w ad ha 'e gi ' c n h im m y li ps l :t c: kiss 158 
I weig h th e p iles o f D3 by Ia n I I 
If love 1)(: a !lo wer 13 9 
I n a b a re c o untry sh o rn o f Jt'::\f 59 
In m y d a rk h c nnitage, a loof ZZ .• 
In th e tx:gi n ni n g w as the \\'ord ' then began m a n ';) 

tho ugh t -I-
In the drea ry m o rn ing. whe n 3-1-
In the m idd le o f the nigh t h e s l a rt t;d up '43

0 I n l im e like g lass th e Slars arc ~C l 8 
It is a n a ked country witho ut t r ees 193 
It seemed our gues t w as latc o r lo st 39 

Julia. cariHima J ulia ' 5 

Kin g Ri c h a rd in h is g a r d e n \\'31ks roy:t.! 2+'1 
Knowing th e h O USe: d esc rI ed , a mid the cl :lrkn eS5 o f Ircc<; I ~9 

U 3\'C h cr a lo n e 2 15 
Let m e n o t live in ;l sad rn o n un1c nt I j I 
Let the d a mned rid e th e ir ca n ... igs to H e ll , b u t le t m e n o t 

j o in the m I 12 

L im popo and Tugda c h urned :.! ~ u 
Livc yo u by love confined 13B 
Look in thiS crys tal poo l. and you will see J.17 
Lovc lig ht.s his fir c to burn m y P:ut 145 
Lovc , Love to-d ay , m y d ea r 146' 
L y ing o n D o wru abovc thc wrink ling b3y 6 

1\bn. what is man ? A h as ty tool 
Mr. Nutc h 
My ycste rd ay h :u g o n c-. h as gon e :m d left m e tired. 

N o m o re u pon m y boso m r cs t thee 
No tribe h~ built a :duinc to 1\ fe m o ry 
N o t theirs the vain tumultuo us bl i~ 
N o th ing u eno u g h ! 
N O\v, by nig ht, while all is s till 
N o w h ea ve n be thankcd . I :un o u t o f lo \-e a g :. in ! 
N o w I h:.\'e no thing. Eve n the joy o f loss 
N o w - n o w, as lo w 1 s tooped, thought I 
N o w st ifT who o ncc was will o w 
N o w with a hummin g fro m Ihe g recning skies 
N o where i.s o ne al o ne 
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o God, n u ke it r ain! 
o Lo, 'c, the interes t i tself iu tho ug huc.s.s H eaven 
o Ih3 1 J mig ht lx.l ic \'c th a t t ime 
o Tim e be sw ift to h ea l th is sulle n pam 
o to us speak 
o w e a ve r, w iU yo u n o t fo rge t 
.. 0 who is th is at sunrise so\vi ng 
Of g r een a nd h c.'(agonai g lass 
O h , fo r the a nod y n e 
O h , I w ou ld go away a n d (i r e my eyes 
Ob \ .. 'o rds , O h \vo rds, and sh a ll yo u rule 
O n ce , when their h earts \vc r c wi ld , ... ilh joy 
O ur h o pes arc fa ding . Let the m fade! 
O UI the r e, w c· ... e w ;llke d quite fri e nd ly up to D eat h 

P oor foo l who s tood a lo ne 

R e surrcc t, r esurrec t 
Ripe n ess is all ; h e r In her cooli.ng pla net 

Scatter grey a sh to the darkness, break 
Sec th is sm a ll o n e, tiptoe o n 
S hall we s till wrang le 
She d oes n o t c h oose to ((COld tha t way of fa ith 
Sbe b as com e fro m fa r 
Sbe h:u g iven a ll h e r beaut y to the wate r 
She h as s tood u pon the rin\.! of m a n y w o rlds 
She Ii.ves in the po rt er 's r oom ; the plush is n icotine d 
She w as sk illed in music a n d the dance 
Sbe w as too lo vely fo r r e m e mbrance 
Ship with brau ha.ndles, c r o wned with flo wers 
S ince ] have g iven thee all m y vcry heart 
Since I have seen y o u d o those intimate thing5 
Sir, yo u sh o uld n o tice m e ; I a m the f\1an 
Sno re in the foam ; the ni g ht is vast and blind 
S o n o w Septc nlbc r e nds; above the se a 
S o mbre the nig ht ~ 
S o m e d ay, I think , the r e will be p eople eno u g h 
S o m e times in a pple country you may sec 
SOITOW o n the acr es 
Stand with u s h e re 
S ter il e these s to n es 

TI)/=: athl e t ic r oad swings r o und 
The burden of these beaut ies i!'l too muc h 
The c asual children o f the s to rm, they pl:l y 
The c h estnut casu hi, fl a m beaux. and the Oo wcn 
The darkness c rumbles away 
The day h as come fo r sailing ; and a t 135t 
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INDEX OF FIRST LI NES 

The ducks .'"Ire clac king b y the brook 
The fr es h wet \, illd a nd the wide gli tl e.rillS li g ht 
The g o ld e n sunshine CI"Cpt upo n m y book 
The Middle A c:c.3 :. Ie cp in abbas ter 
The m ir 3c1c o f o u r bnd's s peec h-so kn o wn 
The m oon h a th n o t ~o t any l ight 
The ni g ht you di ed the ai r w :u full of :sighing 
The plungi n g: limbers over th e sh attere d tra c k 
~nlC p y t h o n clo uds co iled o\'crhc:1d 
The qual it y o f you r ra g e ti my del ight 
The qu ie tude o f 3. soft wind 
The rooks . o nce g ra n !: as lawyers 
The room was sudde nly r ic h and the g rea t bay-window was 
The r us t th a t pain ts the ir ci ties r ed 
The: sowe r trud~ed and sh'Ung . leaning: 
The spider pc:nJu lou,;, ly waits 
The slars n e ve r had a ny m ystery fo r me 
The s tc: ady c andle in m y h and 
The things that to u c h me n ca r es t a r c n o t tho se 
TIle trees arc in their autumn beauty 
The un pursed im :..s es of d:..y recede 
The vo ice o f Goo came upon m c thro u g h the darkn~s 
Ther e is n o d oc in all the h e rd 
There is n o lo ndine s« fo r m e 
The re is n o n nirc h of sin in you , o nl y its flIes 
These are n o t vis io ns o f r o mance 
These a r c the corueqll e nccs 
They a r e so ' nany, n1a n's g rim n1 j$c ri cs 
They .'}re the fvoh of th e earth 
They w ill com e b ack . the quie t d:lys 
'They've pa id th e b s t r es pects in sad to bacco 
This is a lo n g road in a dubious mis t 
This sea will neve r di e . n e ither will it ever g["o w o ld 
This th in elas ti c s tic k was p luc ked 
Th is w as the h ea .... e n h · hidan!?placc 
This wind brin~ :111 de.'}d thlll~ to life 
This , ... o rld be:h and the fac~ tha t you see 
Those lumbering h o ["scs in th e s teady plo ug h 
T hose m oon-g dded d :w ccrs 
Tho u h as t n o r youth n o r a ge 
Thus spoke the lad y underneath the tr eC5 
Tide be runnin' the g rea t w o rld over 
Tim e. chan ge and d ea th, tbese 
To g ro w o lde r is this 
To penetrate th a t ["OO In is m y d~ire 
To-day 1 a c ted C hrist 
T ools with th e comely n3mes 
',~orment ed by th e ,,,·o rld. the wue man said 
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POEl\·IS OF TWENTY YEARS 

Under hi s helme t , lip agai ns t his pac k 
Unde r Ill y windo w- ledge the wate r s r ace 
Und e r the lid the p ic tures com e and go 
Unde r this ha y ric k l ies 
Unnatura l fo liage p a lc£ the trees 

" 'c ::trc the sai lo rs o f a s trange r se a 
\" c have bit n o fo rbidde n apple 
\,'c have n o t ea r s, who a r c tile SOUTce o f weeping 
\,'c h :\\'<: tri e d this i n three ways 
\ Vell, a nd wha t o f it ? \ Vhat if you ;:are ~autirul ? 
\"hat h as t tho u n o t withs tood 
" ' h a t says the Pe r sian poe t ? .. I n tra vel m ee t to~ct hcr 
\,' h a t seas \,' h a t s h o res what g re y rocks a nd wba t Is land .. 
" 'hat sh a ll be the s ig na l fo r d e parture? 
\ Vh a t sw e et, what happy d ays had I 
\ Vhat was Solomon 's mind ? 
\'·hcesht . ",,' h CC3 ht , my fool ish hen 
\\'hen Apri l flo \\'crs adorn the cop se 
.. IV/u n } '/II (J lc",~ "-The w o rds tr ipped o fT his to n g ue 
\ Vh en bds we r e h o m e from labo ur 
" 'he.n m y contem p o raries w ere dri v illg 
\ Vhen p a int o r s te el o r w ood are w earing thin 
\ Vhen r ime wa3 o n the r oad and dit c h es glis tc ll cd 
" ' hen sudden nig ht h~d trapped the w ood 
" ' hen the red brand!' o f day con sume 
\ Vh en to the ir roos t the ~3cred ibi!' fil e 
\ Vhen ,,,,jth c r ouch e d s h o u lder!' and a u en ti\'c head 
\ Vhen you have le ft m e, b e au ti fu l , alone 
\ Vhere o n c e we danced , , ,,he r e oncc w e sang 
\ Vh e r e the wh i te la n e mecLS with the gre cn 
" ' h e r e the re is n o thing m o r e to see 
\\'h i le sOlne g oes danc ing re els and some 
\ Vho c urbed the lio n lo ng ago 
\ Vho s ta nds erec t upon the edge 
\-Vh o se lo ve's a b road hi g h way 
.. \ "hy did you die ? " - I dicd o f everything 
\-\lhy s h o u ld J seek fo r lo ve o r s tudy it? 
' ''i th d ignity ye surge into the s ky 

Yean and yea rs and m~n's thoughtful foot 
Y es vou , .. ·ho d:\rc d n o t face you r intuitio n 
Yo~ must say No to this that seems so li ving 
Y o u swept across the waters like a Queen 
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NOTES TO THE POEl\·[S 

Suond 11lu,lud~. 

P. I. This inte rlude w as wri tte n to be sp o ken be fo re the 
ch~ri e p iay, .. Ardvorlic h 's \Vife," \vh e n it h a d its first 
p e r fo rma n ce in J o hn ::\J ascficld 's garden~thcatrc at the 
Boars Hill F es ti\'al o f S poken P oe try o n July 25. 1929. 

P. 2, 1. 9. J\fodi.s}ItI~J : ro llo vo·jng the m ode or prevailing 
fashio n . 

P. 3. I. I . E xunu : e x tc rna t. 
L 6 . An inmost e.JSO/U of loc't/ine.ss: Compare Elizabeth 

Barre n Bro \"'nins 's .. \ ' is io n o f the Pocts," s tanza 98 : 
.. God 's pro phets o f the Beau tiful 

These Poets w e re." 

Un(onqllaabl~ . 

P. 3, 1. j . /-Ioma: the poc t to who m is a ss ig n ed by very 
anc ie nt traditio n the authorship o f t h e two e pic POClns, 
the" Iliad " a nd the" O d yssey." T he trad itio n is 
that in hi s o ld age h e w as blind and p oor . There is 
d oubt as to b o th his birthplace a nd his date , the la lte r 
being vario us ly placed b c tween 1050 and 850 D.C. 
Se"'cn c iti es claimed to b e h is birthplace. 

lU i/ton bli"d: J o hn 1\liilo n ( 1608-- 16 74 ), the !!rc~ t 
Eng lis h epic p oet. By 1\l ay 1652 h e w as tOla lly blind. 
1-Ie di c tated" Par:ld ise L os t " to h is daughters , who 
we re imp;Ili c nt o f the rcs tr:lin lS and e mploymen ts his 
blindness imposed upon the m . 

B UI/tOCai deaf : Ludwig van ikc tho vc n ( 17iQ- 182i) . 
a cele brat ed Ge nn a n com poser o f Dutc h d t.."Scc nt. In 
1802 he wro te of the ho rri b le dread h e fe lt o f h is g ro wing 
d eafn ess, whic h w o uld inc .. :tpa c ita tc him fo r the enjoy. 
ment bOlh o f soc ie ty a nd of his belove d art. T his d eaf
ness in time beca m e so complete that. a ltho u g h he s till 
playe d and cond u c ted, h e h eard n o thing o f m us ic . 
His fin es t wo rks w e re composed after h e h a d I()$t the 
power o f e njoying the m . 
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l. 8 . CollilLf. mad : \.Villi.'un C OI.lins ( I i 2 1 - 1 i 59 ), the poet. 
H e I,c d a life o fpnva llo ll , , ,,, )uc h, <:oupled with drinking 
habits , broug ht on a n e rvous d lScase chat ended in 
insanity. 
SatJag~ fam ishing : Ric hard Savage ( J 6g8 ?- 1743). 

autho r o f a fe w second-rate p o e ms and pl a ys. H e owes 
his litcr::HY fam e to the " Life " th a t Dr. J o hnson wrote. 
His life was dis reputable and he abused the c harity of 
h is fri e nds. He was conde mned to death in 1727 for 
killing a gentl e man in a ta .... ern brawl, but he w as 
pardoned . During his l:lS t yea rs he Jived on a p ens io n 
allowed him by Pope and finally died miserabl y in a 
debtors' prison . 

l. g . "1m/oUJe: Chris topher ?o.lario w e ( 1;>64-1593) , poe t 
and dramatis t. His plays include • Dr. Faus tus," 
.. Tamhurlaine the Great," and" Edward II." He 
w as kiHe d in a drunken brawl in a Deptford ta,-e rn 
a nd was burie d in the churc hyard of St. Nicholas at 
Deptford. 

1. 10. ChalJ~rton: Thomas Chatte rto n (1752-1770) , a 
p oe t, b o rn in Bristo l, fam o us for his preco c ity and 
literary impos tures. The R o wley Poems were writte n 
by Chatterton and attributed by him to a myulicaI 
Thomas R o wle y , a pries t of the fifteenth century. H e 
came to London, where he lived in a garret and wrote 
many verses , including the .. Excelente Balade of 
Chari tie. .. His penniless conditio n rendere d him 
d esperatc and he poisoned himself with arse nic. 

Lit. Wit/as: unconsc ious , unaW3rc. 
I. ' 9. C4-sars: autoc rats, empe ro rs . 

P . 4 , I. 3. Bicker : flash, quiver, glisten. 

Prologue. 
P. 4. See the note to .. Second Interlude ," P . ,. 

11. 6-7 See St. John I, i . : .. In the beginning was the 
'''ord , and the \Vord was with God, and the \Vord wa.s 
God." 

The Birthright. 
P. 8 , L 5. Diamond : first brou~ht to Euro pe from the East. 

Golconda in J ndia n o w In ruins, was a celebrated 
diamond'mart. N';w the most important diamond 
fields arc those o f Kimberley, S o uth Africa . Diamo nds 
arc c ut :lnd polis hed in Holland, Amsterdam being the 
headquartc n. 



NOTES TO THE POEMS 

I. g. Rllbies: The ru by is a vcry r are a nd val uable 
prec io u s s to ne o f a colollr varyi ng fro m dec:p crimson o r 
purple to p ale rose -red. The anc ients believed the ru by 
to be a n ant.ido te to p oison , to preserve per"sons fron"l 
plag u e , to banish g ri ef, and (0 diven the mind from e .... i l 
tho ug h ts. 

I. I J. Emuald: a precious s tone o f brig ht g r een colo ur. 
I. 12. Sapphiru: pJ'ccious s to n es o f ;'l b ea utifu l trans

p a re nt b lue . 
I. 13- P~arl: a nac r eous conc re tio n fo nned \ .. "ithin the 

shel l of var io us b i .... alve m o lluscs a ro und some fo re ig n 
body, fo r exam ple, a g rai n o f sa nd ; it is of h ard , 
sm oolh textu re a nd of \ 'a ri OU5 colo urs, u su 3 11 y w h ile o r 
bluish-g rey. It ofte n h as a b C3 utifull us tl"c a nd is h e n ce 
prized as a .ge m . Anc ie nt fish e ri es a rc in the Gulf o f 
l\lanar, Ccylo n . a nd in the Persian Cu lf. 

I. 15. Turkis: turquo ise; so nal11cd as com ing from 
Turkis ta n , whe re fi rs t fo und. o r thro ug h the T urkis h 
d ominions. A precio us Stone fo und in P ers ia , of a 
sky-blue to apple-g ree n colou r. Sund ry virtues a re 
attac he d to it : it ind ic a tes by its hue the s late o f the 
wea rer's hC;1. lth , it indicatcs by its c h ange of lus tre if any 
pe ril awaiL"I the \"'C3 rCI', it :l ro usci' lo ve. Comp3 rc 
~1ihon 's " Comus, " II. 8~)3-8!H: .. Tlie azure sh een o f 
turkis blue." 

' Vi t}, chamu y -u:rit : writt e n , e ng raved , with m agic 
spe lls. T h e turquo ise was supposed to p ossess talis
m a nic prope nics. 

I. 20. Amuld: anrthinq w orn , ge ne rally r o und the n eck, 
as a c h arm aga ins t e vil, dis e:lSe. w i tchc ra fl , e t c . 

I. 22. Ganur: s to r e or d e posit, :LS ill a gra nary. 

On A/~mor)" 

P . 10, 1. J. Atlanl i.s: an anc ie nt m y th ica l is b.nd in the 
Allantic O cean , VI/CS t o f th c S trai ts o f Gibraltar. re fe rred 
to b y Plato in the" Ti ma eus .. and by o ther anc ie nt 
writers. whic h with i lS inhabitan ts is said to h a ve dis. 
appeared in a convuls io n of n at ure. It is proba bly o nly 
a G reek fo rm of the Celtic .• I s land o f the Dead" 
::tlways placed in fhe \\'es te rn O cea n . A be autiful and 
prospero us country, the scat o f .'In e mpire whi c h domin
ated part of Europe and Africa. Owing to the impiety 
o f i~ inhabitants it w as swa llo w ed up b y the sea. 
C o mpare J o hn ~tascficld 's •. Fr:lgme n ts .. ;_ 
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.. In some green island of the sea , 
Whe re now the shadowy coral grows~ 

In pride and pomp a nd cmpcry 
The cou rts of old Atlantis rose" ; 

.. The Atlantcans have not died, 
Immortal things s till give u s dream" ; 

and Gordon Bo ttomley's .. The Pocts of Atlantis." 
}../uu. 
P. 10. In Hindu mytho logy, the fabulou s central m o untain 

of the earth , of prodigious size and precious material 
having on its summit the abode of the gods- a p erfect 
paradise . Actually, a mountain in the land of the ~1asai. 
Tanganyika, Africa. 

P. J I , 1. 6. E.V1J1, Grua. R ome.' great civilizations and 
empires of the past . 

Civili~alion. 

P. I', I. 13. Bab,;'lo1l: scat of the great Asiatic Empire of 
the C haldccs. S ituated o n lhe Euphrates. Sloping 
to\vards the river were the Hanging Gar-dens, one of the 
Seven Wondcrs. Ncbuchadnezzar- took gr-cat pr-ide in 
its buildings and undcr- him it attaincd its gr-C3te>t 
magnificen ce and splendour. Great damage was done 
by Persian conques ts. 

1. Ig. Cossam" th,~ad.s: the fine filmy substance consist
ing o f cobwebs spun by small spiders, whic h seem float
ing in the air, especially in autumn, or- spr-ead over a 
gr-assy surface. 

l. 25. Co,ylande: an imaginary pas toral country, a land
scape suggesting spiritual peace. 

Continuity. 
P. 12, I. 25. U l,ysses: Odysseus. son of the King of Ithaca. 

\Vhen Helen "",'as car-r-ied o f}' to Troy, Odysseus joined 
the other Greek princes in the expedition to recover her. 
He figul'"cs pronunently in the" Iliad." His adventures 
on his way horne fro m Ithac a to Troy are related in 
the" Odyssey." 'Tennyson, in a dramatic monologue, 
.. Ulysses ," presents him setting out in his last years .. to 
sail beyond the sunse t." 

1·l na/dry. 
P . 13. The term" heraldry" is now almost invariably 

applied to the science of armorial bearings. \OVe find 
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evide nces o f the usc o f so m e badge o r s ig n to m a rk o fT 
a tribe, family' , or ind iv idua l in the earli cs t d ays and in 
all p a ris of the world . In s p ite o f this. H e raldry , in 
its res tri c ted se nse o f he redita ry a rmo ri a l symbo ls, w as 
es tablis hed o nly in the twel ft h century and spread 
rapidl y throu ~ hout Europe. 

1. 4 . Drogon ' .J hUnl i flg ~)'I: '- The dragon is a m y thical 
m ons te r , P 3 rt se rpe nt , p a ri c rocod ile , with s tro ng claws 
and a sca ly skin ; it is g e n e r a ll y represente d with wings, 
and som e t im es a s brea thi ng o ut fire . T h e h e ra ld ic 
dragon combines re ptili a n and mammalian fo rm with 
the a d d itio n o f wings. Amon .~ the anc ie nt Brito ns a nd 
\Velsh the dragon was the " "" t ion a i syrnuo l o n the wa r 
s tandard ; h e n ce the te rm Pc ndragon fo r the leader in 
\ ... a r ( Pe n means h ead o r c h ie f ) . 

I f! the Cat't.J of A m 'u g ne. 

P. 13, Au, ... e rg ne ,,'as fo rme rl y a provi nc e o f France, 
corresp o nding to the d e partme nts o f Ca ntal a nd Puy 
d e- Dome. R c m <l ins o f N eolithic m a n h ave lH.:e n fo und 
in the central hi ,~h l.:l nds, w he re the fo res t re m a ine d 
inta c t lo nges t. The b eg innings of pic to ri a l a rt h ave 
been d iscovered the re: c n gra \' ings o n bo n e a nd cventu
ally car vi n gs in re li e f an(1 in the ro und . :Hld larger 
drawings and p ain tings o n the walls o f the c :tvcs. The 
subjects are the a n imals mos t hunte d b y m nn re prod uced 
wilh sympathy and a ccura c y of obse rva ti o n , a nd v igour 
o f dra u g hls mans hip :lnd m od e lli n ,g . 

P . I ,~ , I. 28. Phallic : with d es ire fo r c hildren j symbo lical 
o f the gene ra t ive p o w c r in n a ture . 

Roman Headstone. 
r', 15. 1 am inde b ted to the :luthor fo r the fo llo wing n o te 

o n the poe!'1' : . , This p oe m w as writle l~ n ea r Cacrlcon, 
the Isca S alurum o f th e R o mnns. dunng the vacatio n 
of a soul-dcst royin l> yea r o f drudge ry. The influence 
upo n ~y imagi na tIOn o f Arthur l\fac he n 's writings a t 
tha~ lime was ~~ ~trong t!\:tt, aft,e r wand e rins: in h i. .. 
n a ti ve brakes , vls ltmg th e Sites o f \'I lias, excavating, and 
atte mpting to d ec iphe r insCl'iptio ns , [ was fully prepa red 
to a ccept as a fa c t the impro babi lity tha t o n e dusk 
I envisioned a g irl's fea tures , whi le standing b eside a 
bro ke n hcads to n e in a partic ularly wild o rc hard , and 
equall y r c."\d y ( 0 a cce pt (he illusio n tha t [ Tccogni$cd 
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their own er as Julia , the wife of a Ce nturion of the 
Second Aug us tan Legion. I ca nnot explain these 
things. But the poem , as I sec it now, was an attempt, 
on a re turn v is it to the place the saIne week, to la y 
th e wraith for evcr. Reading , dreaming, and memory . 
fused suddenly in the mind to produce two stanzas and 
delive r m e from a fantas tic thrall. To this day, I have 
never seen a r e incarna tion of that fac e and so solved 
the direc tly apostrophiscd qu es tio n of the las t line. A 
further p o int: it seemed more natural to the mood 
than impe rtine nt o r prl?sumptuous, to c ite the lines that 
Ca tullus addressed to his brother. The fac t that the 
insc ription on the stone was illegible granted me a 
certain lice n ce. H ad I found, and adopted when 
revis ing, a reading of it from som e o ld !vronmouth anti
quary, I s h ou ld probably fo r the sa ke of a pedantic 
a ccura c y have introduced something alien into the lines 
and dis harmoniscd spirit and m ood." 

P. 16, J. 5. In perpl!luum m:~: the las t line of the poem, 
.. rvluhas p er ge ntes," by CatulIus, p e rhaps the greatest 
of Roman ly ri c poets (87- 54 a.c.). runs :-

" Atque in perpe tuum. frater, ave atque vale." 
(" And to eternity. brother, hail and farewell.") 

The poem was probably written at his brother's grave 
in the Troad as C atullus was on his way to Bilhynia. 
COlllparc Tennyson 's " Frater, ave atquc vale" :-

"There beneath the Roman ruin , where the purplc 
flowcr'S gro'\', 

Carne that' Ave atque vale· of tJ1e Poet's 
h o peless woe, 

Tenderes t of Roman poets nineteen hundred 
years ago." 

A Stu·on Song . 

P. 16, I. I I. lv/auod.- an agricultural tool used for loosen
ing hard ground , grubbing up trees, etc. It has a 
socketed s teel h ead, having on one side an adze-shaped 
blade, and sometimes on the other a kind of pick. 

I. 12. COlllh: well-known , familiar. 
1. J 6. Hummock: low hilloc k or kno ll. 

Kanu : s teep and sharp hill r-idgc. 
IV/I!ad: Illcadow, trac t of Jow, " .. ·e1I-watered ground, 

usually near a river. 
I. 1 i. l1yru: cow-houses . 
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~ Last Abbot of Glouustu. 
P. J 7. An abbey w as fo unded at G louces te r in 68 , . the 

prescnt c hurch hc:i n g fOlln~ed 1°.72- 11 ° 4. a nd its fi rs t 
mitred abbot beIng appOin ted In 138 1. De fo re the 
Refo rmation G lo u ces te r Ca thedral was the c hurc h o f 
a Bene dic tine m o n as tery. The fine to m b o f the las t 
abbot is re fe rre d to. The to mb was prepa re d fo r Aubo t 
P arke r ( ' 539). w h ose cft-igy is in the C hantry, but it \,'as 
occupied b y two b is h ops. The Abbe y was d isso l\'ed in 
' 540 . 

I. 3. D isas ter: the R efornu lian. 
I. I I. Frankincm.Jt': a sweet-sme lling vege table res in, 

used in sac rific es. 

The Cothie R ose. 
P. 17. In C hris tian symbo lis m . the R ose, as b e ing c m b Jc m

:ltic of a p a r agon o r one widlOut p ara llc l, is p ecul iarly 
appro pria ted to the Vi rgin 1'\,( ar1' . one of whose tides is 
the M ystica l R ose. H e re, t he Gothie R ose is C hris t . as 
the c e ntre o f the re lig ious d e votio n o f the 1'>.liddlc A ges. 

I. 18. F it't -WOUlld(d Flower: the R ose-with re fe re n ce to 
the Five \ Vounds o f C hris t. 

I. I g. R OJ( of SarTaJ : I n the lege nd of the Grai l, Sarra.'" 
was the count ry to wbi c h J ose p h o f Arimathe a !led 
fro m J e rusa le m . In Tenn yso n's" Id y lls of the King" 
Galahad beca m e King o f Sa n-as. T h e Grai l is the 
~lat{er used by J esus a t the L as t Suppe r , in whic h 
J oseph o f Arima thc a received J esus's b lood a t th e Cross. 
A ccording to one story. it was brought by J ose ph t o 
Glastonbury. The Knighu of the R ound Table sOllght 
the G r .3.i l and som e cau g ht a g limpse of it, but o nl y 
Galahad saw it unve iled. 

I. '20 . Dllkl! of YOTk: Ric h ard II 's uncle, Edmund o f 
L.1 .. o g )ey, fifth son o f Ed, .... ard II I . 1341 - 1402 . H e 
beca m e a m e mbe r of the counci l of R ege n c y on the 
a ccess io n o f Ri c h ard " . See Shakes peare's "K in~ 
R ich a rd [1. " 

I. 2 1. CaTdi,w{ B uwfoT' : (c . 13 77- 1. ... -n) b o rn a t BC:llI 
fo rt Cast le, Anjo u, die d a t \ "inc h es te r. Eng lis h p relate 
a nd s tatc. .. man , n atura l son o f J o hn of Gau nt and half
brothe r o f H e nry I V . During the Ininority o f H e nry V [ 
h e was invo lved in a long contes t fo r the ascendanc y 
'with hi~ nephe w , the Duke of G louces te r . H e \\' .... s 
presiden t of the court that sente n ced J oa n of Arc to the 
stake. 
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I. ::!3- King R ichard .- King Ric hard II. Bom at 
Bo rdc3lL" , 1366; murdered at P o ntc fra c t , 1400. King 
o f England, 1377- 1399. So n of the " Black Prince" 
Edward and g randso n of Edward III. Overthrown by 
the Duke o f H e refo rd , \""ho became King Henry IV. 

T he leopards:. lions p assa n ts garda n ts (walking, full
f~c:;:cd~ and lookmg fo rward ) in the R oyal Standard, the 
Kmg s banne r of arms. 

P. I B, II. 4-5- The white r ose and the red r ose are the 
badge, e m b le m , o r symbo l o f the rival h o u ses o f York 
" nd L ancas te r , res p ectively. 

I. 6. King of tJu R omans: Ric h ard, Earl of Corm vall 
( I ~W9-1272) , son of J o hn and brother o f Henry Ill. 
He w as a ca ndidate fo r the C rown o f rhe H o ly Roman 
Empire. . , King o f the R o mans," was h is title, but he 
n eve r b eca m e Emperor. H e founded the C is tercian 
Abbey o f Hay les, to receive the re li c o f a small crystal 
vase:: containin~ som e of the Prec ious Bloo d o f Christ , 
brought ule::rc ~by Edward, Earl of Cornwall , in 1270. 
Ric hard and his son H e nry were buried there. 

I. i. H a.},/es: in E as t Glouccs tershire. The abbey \ .. -as 
built in the thirteenth century. Parts o f tht: tower, 
some broken arc hes of the cloister, and the conventual 
barn are the o nly rema ins. 

Abbey of Saini Alary : the ruin ed Benedic tine Abbey 
at Y o rk. Founded 1089. \Villiam Etty \ .. 'as a native 
o f Y o rk and is burie d the re. Compare P . 128, I. 7 . 

I. 8. Thru-IOu.:aed Eboracum.. York i\fi ns te r has three 
towers . The Minste r is the larges t of Englis h mediaeval 
cathedrals , and is a building o fthrce p e riods o f arc hi tec 
ture. Its foundation datc:s from the time of the Con
ques t, but the edifice was destroyed by fire in 11 57, and 
the present r e mains are of a church begun in 127 1. 

A/OJ.' Poor QUU II . 
P . 18 , I. 9 . She: i\ fary Queen o f S cots ( 15 ,\2- 158 7) . By 

the d ea th o f h e r f;lIhe r , James V o f Scot and, in 1542, 
s h e became Queen. O n the d eath o f i\1ary Tudor in 
• 558, i\fary Stuan la id claim to the English throne. 
She landed fro m Franc e at L ei th in I SGI. She married 
Lord D a roley in 15G.5:' S h e lab o ured assiduowly to 
r es to re the R o man C atho lic faith in her kingdom. 
Darnley w as murde red in 1567, and ~fary married 
Bo thwell, his murdere r. S h e was seized by the lo rds, 
imprisoned in L.o c h L eve n Cas tle, and compelled 10 

.. ' . , 
• 

o · L ~ ' ~ • . -.~ ......... 
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abdicate. She escaped and n ed to Eng land . Elizabeth 
co nfined her in vano us cas tles and finall y rcmo "'cd h e r 
to Fo thering ay, and had h e r b e h eaded in 1:)87. 

I. Lt . D tJuphin : Fra n c is II ( 1544- 1560) . H e married 
i\l a ry Stuart in 155U but die d in 1560 . The y w e re 
educated tog e ther fo r te n years . 

I. 15. A triple crown: \ Vh e n h e r hus band . Franc is II , 
su cceed e d to the thro ne in ' SS9, the unio n o f the three 
kingdo ms of Eng land , Scotland , and France seem ed 
pro bable . 

1. I g. D ue de Cui.Ie.- uncle o f !\lary S tuart. C h a rles 
d e Gu ise ( 152-\- 15 7.1) , C ardinal o f L o rraine, prelate, 
diploma ti s t and politic ian. \Vith his bro the r Fl'"a n.;o is 
( 15 ' 9- 1563), he " .. 'as th e leade r of the Roman CatllOlic 
party a ga inst the Hug u e n o ts. 

1. 22 . J olin Knox: ( 1505- 1572) S cottish r e fo rme r, 
statesman, and writer . ]n 1558 he published the first 
and second " Blas ts o f the Trumpe t agains t the f>.lon
s trous R eg iment of \Vo m e n , " direc te d a g :lins t i\la r y of 
G u ise, regent of S cotland , f>.lary, Quee n of E n g la nd, 
and Ca tharine d e i\l edic i . In 1560 R o m a n Ca tho l icis m 
was abo li~hed b y the Parliame nt o r Sco tl a nd . On 
i\fary Queen of Scots' re turn in 156 1 Knox had frequ e nt 
drama tic encounters \\·ith h e r in the struggle between 
h er R o man C atho lic sympa thies and the Pro tes tant ism 
o f h e r p eople. 

P . 19, I. I . Liddndal~ : the ro manti c and b eautiful v311ey 
o f the Liddcl, a sm a ll tributary o f the E sk , in R o xburg h
shire, S cotland, n ear th e Eng lish border. 

Opmillg Chorus for a .A'oah Play. 
P. 19 · Fro m th e autho r 's fo re wo rd to the P la y: .. It is 

something in the tra ditio n o f the m edia eval m o rality 
p la ys. The issu e is the c h o ice tha t mus t b e m:tde b y 
Noah b e tween cling ing to hi s o ld life and trus ting 
himself to the Flood ." 

J. 2'l'. Jmassicucarp mml : Jurass ic is applic d to fo rmatio ns 
belo ng ing to the p e ri od c h a rac te rised b y the pre valenc e 
o f o o liti c (co mposeu o f grains li ke the eggs o r roe o f 
a fi sh ) li m es to ne, o f wld c h the Jura i\lo Uili ai ns b e tween 
France and S wit ze rl a nd a rc c hi e fly fo rmed . An escarp
m e nt is the abrupt fa ce o r cliff o f a ridge o r hill range . 

I. 23.. JVind-ptlmps: pumps drive n b y wind-whe c::ls . 
whIc h arc turned b y the wind to dri ve som e m e c hanism . 

P. '20, I. Ig. f-l i" oglyph.r.' fig ures of tre es. anima ls, c le ., 
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s tanding for words or sounds, and forming cle ments o f 
a species of \\Tiling fo und on ancie nt Egyptian monu
ments or records ; h e n ce, picture-writing; symbols or 
enigynatical figures. 

I. 20. Barrows: anc ie nt g rave-mo unds, tumuli. 
I. '2 I. R oman ~agle.s: figures o f birds used as ensigns in 

the R oman army. One o f the Roman ca m{>s on the 
VVds h !vlarc h es was at Viroconium or Uricomum, now 
\Vroxeter. on the Severn, five miles cast of Shrewsbury. 
At first perhaps (A.D. 4 7- 65) Viroconium was a Roman 
legionary fo rtress , held by Leg ions XIV and XX 
against the \Ncls h hill-tribes . 

1. 22. Combu: coombs, d eep hollo w·s or valleys, especi
ally on the flank of a hill. 

I. 23. D~wpoTlds: shallow ponds, usually artificial, fed 
by the condensation ofwatcl'" from. the air, occurring on 
downs having no other adequate water-supply. Com
pare Rudyard K ,ipling's " Sussex " :-

•• lVe have no waters to delight 
Our broad and brooklcss valcs

Only the dcwpond on the heig ht 
Un fed, that n ever fails ." 

JubiluhQn{lres: thcJubilccof George V , June 7 , 1935· 
P . 22, I. 5. Willowlurh: yellow looses trife ; I ts leaves re 

semble the willow's . Flowcring in July, it is a lall 
upright plant growing in m ois t places. 

Tlu Lane. 
P . 23. 1. 6. Cuelder: the gucJder - rose, named from 

Guclders ( in Pruss ia) o r Gucldcrland (a province of 
Holland); the sn ow-ball trcc, with globular clust ers of 
white fl o wers. 

From" D evil's DJ·kc." 
P. 23. The au thO!, ca lls " Devirs Dyke" a dramatic poem 

in s ix tableaux, \vith the effec t of a mediaeval altar
pIece. 

P . 24. l. 4. Smnll.)': in his small \· .. ay. 
I. 19. J ournal: daily, diurnal. 

The S"are. 
P. 27 . 1. 28. Br(chl Flu lor: eldest son. of Priam, King of 

Troy. In H o m e r the mos t prominent "'i~ure among 
the Trojans. He has all the highes t qual!tl~ of a h e ro. 
uns hake n spirit, personal cou rage, and WiSe Judgm.ent. 
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Brook Nosla/g ia. 
P . 28. The author writes: .. P";lClic:l il ), e ve ry p oem o f 

mine in t he Antho lo g y con ta ins rc fc r~nc~ t o m o unt a in 
o r m oorland landsca p e , o r to m o unt;\In nve rs o r broo ks. 
I think tha t is a leadmg c ha ra c teris ti c o f m y verse-th e 
mounta in and the m o untain s lr~am . ....~nd I su ,?posc t~l ~ t 
is why I c.a ll e d m y b es t b ook . S umm it a nd Ch as m . . 

P . 2 <) , l. I . ~Jld~, r oo t.I : t h e :::dd t.: l" is a tre e r e la te d to the 
b irc h a nd cam lllon in " 'c t pbc cs . 

I. 3 . PluJ.Jfl r i llg : t a kin~ pleasure in , delig hting in . 
I. 5. Hu rz .- h e ro n . C o mpa l'c P. 223, .. The H e ro n . " 
I. B. Chop ine luel.s .- a kind o f sh oe r ai se d a bove th e 

~round by means o f a cork sale o r the like. Comp3 fc 
' H a mie l ," II. II. 4 5.1- -1 55: " Yo ur la d yship is n ea re r 

h eave n tha n w h e n J saw you b s t , b y the a lti tud e o f a 
c h o p in e. " 

I. 10 . Dun.Jlie.s : in a ng ling , v3rio us d usk y-colo ured fli es . 

Fmlli I j ar j I)'. 

i'. 30, I. 9 . J k llow 1/01 . . SU lIU ". C o mpare " H ::un h: t ," I. 
II . j 6 :-

.. Seems, mada m N ay. it is ; I kno w no t' secOlS. · •• 

T lu.>, IYill Com~ B ack . 
P. 32, l. J 5 . T lu s low u /)Irn nia / change : the ph ysio logic a l 

c ha nge o f t h e t issu es o f the human b ody, p o pu larly 
supposed to b e c o mplc ted eve r)' se vc n years . 

I. '7 . C urfew: a reg ulat ion b y whi ch , a t a fi xed h o ur in 
the c vc ning . a bc ll w as rung as a s ign3 1 tha t fires w e re 
to be cx ting uished. 

1. 18 . flaro:e.sI·}I011U: the bring ing h o m e o f the b s t o f the 
harves t ; the fes tival to c elc brate the su cc ess fu l h o ming 
o f the c o rn . 

1. ' 9 . CUl l ian : a plan t that gro\\"$ c hie n y in . A lp ine 
regio ns a nd is noteo fo r the b lue brill ianc e o f the 
c o louring o f i ts (J o we rs a nd i ts intense biue rncss whic h 
makes it o f great m e dic ina l v:du c. ' 

I. 2 1 . Proun~a / : Pro ve n ce is the southe rnmos t pro vinc e 
o f Fra nc e . n c .. l rcs t to I tn ly. 

I. 24· Pd~rel R idee : o n ~Iont Blanc. O n the It a li a n 
!; ide . two Aig uill cs , P CICi'c t Blanc h e and Pe te rel Noire
b reak n ec.k pe aks with o verhang ing prec ipices. 

T ile Eag/~ .N u l .: a celebra te d rock , about twelve 
hu ndred fe~ t 10 h e ig ht , a m o h g the Kill a rne y la kes in the 
coun ty of K erry, Ireland. n o te d for its ,,·o nde rful echoes. 
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Orchard.s . 

P . 3 -1. From" The Land," o n e of the o u ts ta nding poems 
of mod ern times. The spi rit and the idea of it arc 
both Englis h a nd anc ie nt. It goes back to Virgil 's 
" Georgics " and ThcocrilUS's •• Idylls." It deals with 
human activity and th e life of Nature. 

I. 19- klob!t:d: mufll cd. From" Hamle t ," II. II. 533 • 
.• the m oblcd queen ," 

JVimpled: vei led . 
1. 27. Brindled roan : marked with spots or streaks; roa n 

is used o f animals V,..'i1h a dark coa t in which U1C prevail
ing colo ur is thickl>' intcrsp('TScd with some other, e.g. 
g rey or white. 

The Snowdrop. 
P. 38, 11. 14- 1,. Comp3rc Tennyson's: 

" Little fl ower in the c rannicd wall, 
I pluc k you ou t of the c rannies ; 
H o ld you here, root and all, in m y hand . 
Little fl ower-hut if I could unders ta nd 
'Vhat you are, r oot a nd ail, and all in all, 
I should know what God and lIlan is." 

Compare also Franc is Thompson's" Ail Flesh .. 
.. Epi to mized in thee [a grass. blade] 

Was the mystery 
\Vhic h s h akes th e sph eres conjoint
God foc u ssed to a point." 

A Hollow Elm. 

0-
o 

P. 40, I. 1 I . P ollard 10/): the top o f the tree polled or cut 
bac k , so as to pl'oduce a thi c k close g rowth o f young 
branc h es, fanning a r o unded head or mass. 

A Switch Cut in A/Jril. 
P. 41, l. 23. Cal;'x: the whorl o f Icavcs (se pals) , us.ua l~ y 

g reen, fornling the o uter covenng of a Hower while In 
the bud . 

Torm('Tlt~d by l Ju JVorid. 
r . 43. This is an ext rac t from •• The Sa le of 5t. Thorn~." 

of which this is the tradition: "\Nhen, for the gospclhng 
of the world, the Apostles sorted the countries among 
thernsclv<.."'S the lo t of India fdl to Thomas. After somc 
hesitation i.e obeyed thc Jot, being shamed thc l'c to by 
his Mastcr." This extract comes from Act lII, The 
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S lave-S hed . and is spoken b y Tho mas .. n o w indeed a 
s!a\'c, a nd s ia ll'd with s lavcs." 

Tlu Lan~. 

P . 4 .... I. :2 6. Froxjidd: East H a mpshire , tbr"ce miles n o rth
wes t of P c tc l..., ficld , whe re a m e morial ( 0 Edw~\rd 
Thomas was unveiled in 193i . 

P. 45. 1. :2. Ha/qotl : calm, qui e t, p e a ce ful ; fro m th e 
h alcyon , a bird anc ie ntl y fabled to breed a b o ut the lime 
of the winte r so ls ti ce, in a n es t fl oa ting o n the sea , a nd 
to c ha.rm the \vinds and \,\' ;)VCS so that the sea was thCIl 
specially calm- the h alcyon is us ually identified with a 
spec ies of kingfish e r. 

,\{orlality. 

P. 45. I. 1 2. SlooJ.:~d: with sheaves sc t up in sh oc ks , pl aced 
uprig ht and s uppo nint; cael t o the r to pC l"lnit the drying 
and ripe ning of th e grain uc fo rc ca rryi ng . 

I. '7. Loam : clayey c:lrt h . 

A II 'j "dy Dn.;·, 
P. 46, I. 4 . Omy: burro \ .. ·• h o le o r (!.'(ca\'3lio n m a d e in the 

ground for a dwelling~ placc by ra bbits . foxes, c tc . 

SIIOW. 

P. 1B, L 15. Colla taal : situa ted o r run n ing s ide by s ide. 
II/compatible : in co n g ruo us. in consist e nt. 

Garnert'$ Garden . 

P . 5'2 · The garde n o f Da \ id C a rnc tt , the novclis t~ 

T o a Girl at the Sed~y L ibra lY. 
P. 5 .1 · The Seel ey ~rcmori a l Library is at Cambridge. It 

consists o f w orks o n His tory, Po litical Scie n cc, and 
Inte rnatio nal Law, fo r re fe renc e and ope n to unde r
graduates. S ir J o hn R obert Seeley ( 1834- 1895) was 
I>ro fcs.so r of l>.l o<:TCI' n His to ry ilt Ca mbridge from 186g. 
and autho r o f " The E x pansio n of Engl:and " ( 1883 ) . 

l. 20. The DOll.-·nJ: the Ircclcss undulating c halk uplands 
of South and South~Eas t Eng land, se r \' iog c hi e Oy fo r 
pasturage. 

l. 21. Pen-y-Pa.5: Snowd e n . Sec the p oem, .. Penn~y~ 
pas;' by Vic (o ria Sac k\' ill c ~\\'cs t. 

l. 2'2. C/~adon.. N o rth Durham . 
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Oxford Rl'l ';.jlfcd . 
P . 53- T I!c p oe t was at wl agd a lc n College, Oxfo rd . 

I. 4 . Is,s: T h e T h a m es is c all ed the I s is fro m its source 
to i ts j u n c tio n with the T h a m e belo w Oxfo rd , o \"'ing to 
a fa lse e tymo logy o f Ta m csis o r T amis is as Tam + Isis. 

I. 5· Christ C hurch meado.v$ : C hris t C hurc h is a c ollege 
begun by Ca rd inal \ Volse y ( it w as to b e called Cardina l 
Coll ege ) , and taken ove r a ft e r hi s fa ll and es ta blis hed 
b y H enry VII I i n 15 46. 

S ublimate .. )'our WQi-S: exa lt o r e levate your sorro ws to 
a hig h o r hig h e r s ta te . 

I. 14. U riel : o n c o f the seve n arc h a n gels e numera ted 
in th e Book of Enoc h. ]\,Jilto n (" P a r a d ise Los t," III . 
689- 69 1) makes him .. R ege nt o f the S un," bL"guiJed by 
Sata n in s pi te of his sha rp s ig ht. T h e n a m e m eans 
" Flame o f God ," o r .. A ngel o f Lig ht. " 

TIlt! B OJ'fie J·Valk . 
P . 55· T h e Boyn e is a rive r in County Kilda re , Ireland. 

In 1690 a ba ttl e lOok place o n its b a nks b e twee n the 
~ rm.jcs of \ Vi ll ia rn II I a nd J a rn.cs II . 

I. 15 . Stua/y: s traggli ng. 
I. 2 1 . A SlTological : p e rt a ining to as tro lo g y , the applica

tion o f a s tro n o m y to the p redic tio n o f events. n a tural 
a nd m ora l. 

I. 22. D on Qu.ixote : the knig ht -erra nt in the r o mance 
b y Cervantes ( J5.-t.7- 16 J6), extravagantl y ro mant:ic and 
a im ing a t a n impossiule ideal. 

I-i is mall : Sa n c h o P a n za, his m a u e r-o f-fac t, un
imagin a ti ve sq u ire. 

I. 23. L adder-ribbed steeds : D o n Quixote rode a lean n ag, 
R ozina ntc, a n d Sa n c h o P a n za a n ass. 

I. 27. " 1Mtll : a county o f L e ins tc r Province, in the 
Ir ish Free S t<l te. 

P . .:,6, I. 3. TIll! J uku __ o f a pa c k o f c .II'd s ; a n odd card in 
a pack, c ithe l' le ft b la nk 0 1' o rn a m e nte d , used in som e 
ga m cs, counting as a trump a nd som e times as lhe 
h ig h es t trump. 

L 16. W attle: a fl a p o f skin p e nde nt fro m the neck o r 
thro at. 

1. 17 . L ot's wife: L o t s h o w ed h ospitality to a ngels a nd 
w a.'> urged by the lll to leave b efor e d es truc tio n fe ll o n 
Sod o m a nd Com o rra h . H e escaped with his fa mily. 
His w ife looked behi n d h er and beca m e a pilla r of sa IL 
S ec G enes i.s xix. 1-26. 
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I. 18 . Adam's rcd apple: Ihe p roj ec ti o n in the neck form ed 
by the thyro id cartil age; supposed to have b ee n c aused 
b y a piece of the apple that s tuc k in Ada m 's thro at. 

I. 29- D alm an : atte ndant spirit or g e nius. Compare 
•• Anto n y and Cl~op3 tra ," II. JlI. 19 . .. Thy dac m o n
that 's thy sp irit \"hic h keep s thee ." 

I. 30. klous au 'o i/hlg a lig ht-hurdmfd cloud : C od appeare d 
to l\foscs in a thi c k clo ud and entrus ted him with the 
T e n C o mma ndme n ts . Sec Exo dus xix. 9-2 5 . 

P . 5it 1. 2 1 . S w ig: a d eep o r copio us draug ht. 
I. 29. A grm from flu lund of a load : The a n c ie nts called a 

cert a in Slo ne a load s to n e , o wing to i ts colo ur . In 
cou rse o f lime the n a m e g ave fi sc to the b e li e f th a t s01 :-. 11 
stones w e re fo und in the brains of load s. Suc h s to n es 
w e re se t in s ilve r I·ings as amUle L'i a ga inst p Oison . 
C o mpa rc ,; r \ <; Y o u Like It ," II. J. 13- 14 :-

.. T he lo ad , ug ly O'lnd "" c n o m o us , 
\ Vc a l"'S yc t a precious j C\\'e l in his h ead ." 

I. 3 1. Ou r the hillJ olldfar away .- fro m John Gay's ( 168B-
17 32 ) .. The Beggar 's Ope ra ," I. I. 

The Flou:u ing Reed . 

P . 5U, I. 2. RA6ne.- the swiftes t and second longest ri ve r 
of France. I t ris es in the Swiss Alps, (J o v.·s into and 
throug h Lake Gen e va , westward to Lyons, whe re it is 
j o ined u y the Sa o n e. the n south 10 the l\.lcdilc r.-anean , dis 
c harging by La Cam .... '·gue D e lta into the Gulf of Lyo ns. 

I. 8 . TtJllia's lomb .- Tullia was the daug hter of Cicero . 
born in ;6 D .C. S he was three ti mes married. H e r 
~eath in 4 5 o .c. threw h e r father into d espair. SulJ.>ic ius 
Rufus w ro te a famo us le tt e r o f consola ti o n to Cic ero . 
Compa re T . L . Peacock '~ .. The Cypresscs ' Song: iii 
Ridic ule o f L o rd By ro n" fro m " j ig htmare Abbey" :-

.. The re is a fever of the spirit ... 
\ Vhic h in the lo n e dark souls that bear it 
G lo ws l ike the I:lmp i.n Tullia ' s to mb." 

J. 14 · A1orai,IU .- a ccumulations of d e bris from the 
m o untains ca rri ed d O""11 and d e posited uy g l a c i c l~ . 

I . 10. Sca llu lns.- unharmed. 

AJiddle of Ihe lVorld. 

P· SO. The lYlcditcrrane an Sea is so called from b e ing as it 
werc, i~ Ihe midd le of the land of the Old \\' orld .' 

l. '25 · . D lon.),sos ,- in G reck mytho logy, one of the gods. 
H e ., re presented as a ccompanied by:t. ['o ut ofvo lari cs . 

269 J. 
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d a n c ing a b o ut hill) , inl Qx ica le d o r p o ssessed . H e was 
also known und e r the n a m e of Ba cchus , the god o f wine, 
who loose n s care a n d inspires to mus ic and p oe try . 

1. 26. Gropr-l.'in' 5 up the masl , and dol/,ll ins IL'O/J/"llQ: a n 
a ll u s io n to the S eventh H o m e ric H y mn , whe re DlOny sos 
w as se ized a nd bound b y pirates ' but the bon ds fe ll o ff 
him , a v inc g rew abo ut th e m as t , ~nd the c a ptiv e turned 
into a lio n . The pir:-t tes in ten-or jumped into the sea 
a nd w e re tra n s fo rme d into d o lphi ns . 

1. 28. P. and 0. : ( Ind ia n ) Pe nins ula r and Oriental 
S team Nav iga ti o n Com pa n y . 

O r;,nl L iTle: be twee n L o ndo n a nd Bris b a ne, lJUl 
Colo m bo. 

P. 59. L I . 0\ [;1/0011 : p e rt a in ing t o the p re his to ri c c iv ili z a 
ti o n of C rete ( 3000 - 1 200 B . C .) . R e v e a le d b y the 
cxc:n "a t io lls o f S ir Arthur E v a n s a t the P a la c e o f Minos 
a t C n o ssos in C re te . T h e is land a tt a ined t o grea t 
p ro s p e rit y a nd a d o mina t i n g p o s itio n in the A egean . 
The earl y C re ta ns w e re a hig hly art is ti c peo ple and 
pro duc e d wor ks o f g re a t bea uty a nd o rig inality . 
C n ossos b e c a m e the lc a dillg c it y in the s ixteenth and 
fift e e nth c e nt uries H.C. and its k i n g was th e rul e r o f the 
who le is la nd. A b o ut 1 4 0 0 a .c., s udde n d es truc ti o n came 
upo n the p a la ce of C n ossos. p ro ba b ly as the r csult of an 
invas io n fro m G rcece. A bout 1 200 D .C. ca m e thc further 
invas io n o f the D o r ia ns , whic h d es tro yc d a ny m o nu· 
m c nts o f th e !\·(i n o a Jl c i vi li z a ti o n tha t h a d survivcd. 

1. 1 0 . T ir.ym· a \ 'CI'y a n c ie nt c ity in the so uthe rn part 
o f the pl a in of Aq:~ os, o f whic h the huge walls arc s tiU 
s tand ing. It is a sso c ia te d in legend w ith Myc enae. 
nine miles away. b o th c ities los ing the ir importance 
afl e r the ir co n q u es t by the D OI·ians. H e r c ules live d 
the rc fo r Ina n y y e a rs. 

1. 1 2 . DioTU·JOs ,.J·oung .- D io n ysos is fre quently r e presented 
as a yo u th o fr3 thc r e ffe mina te expressio n , '-I, ith lux uriant 
h :l ir, r eposing with g rapes o r a win c +c up in his h a nd, 
o r h o ld ing thc Ih,>'TSILS. a rod e n c ircled with vines or ivy. 

The O live Tru. 
P. 59, I. t 5. S inra .- a r :l nge o f hills o r m o unta ins r is ing in 

p ea ks tha t s u gges t the tee th o f a saw. 
1. 1 U. Laocoon .- a. T rojan prics t of Apo lJo, who , whe n he 

w as o fTe ring a sa c rifi ce t o P oseido n , sa w twO serpents 
iss u e fro m the sea and attac k his SO JI S . He rushed to 
the ir defe n c e , but the serpe nts wreathed thenlSeivC3 
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abo ut h im and c rus h ed him . T his w as s:t. id to ue ;\ 
punis hme nt fo r his te m eri ty in ~issu ~ding the Trojans 
from :ldmitting the w <?od e n ho rse Jl)t? rroy. The sc ulp
tured g ro up r~p ~(."Senuns t h c:sc three lIl ,the lr d ~;'\. th a gon y, 
n o\\.' in th e V a lI C:l. Jl , was dis cove r ed In 1506 I n R o tne . 

1 ·~.jpU5 OT! th~ .\ 'i IL'. 
P. 60. \ 'cs pc rs arc c \ 'c ning prayers o r d e vo tions. 

L I . Ibis: b ini s a ll ied to !he s to rk and he ro n , campl"isi ng 
nu n )' sp ecies \, .. jlh lo n g 1 ~.!; 5 and s le n d e r d ccun:ed b ill : 
,,--s p e c ia ll y a nd o ri g ina ll y the Sa~ rcd I bi.; o f E~ypt , \,"itll 
white and blac k plum age, an o bj ec t o [ vcn CI"a IIOIl amo ng 
the anc ie nt E gyptia ns . 

1. 6 . lI'ing/u.s u"orblas of flu bogs: frogs. 
I. 7. S a bba th.- m idnig ht m ec li ng_ 
I. 8 . S~lm%gut-S: songs to the Inoon . 
I. I I . An Or/dm l p~op/~: the J ew s . O ppressed In Egypt. 

See E xodus I . xiv. 
I. I.f. Ph01ao/: 's formum : at t he b uild ing o f t h e p :dac c:s 

a n d c ities o f t h e kings . 
,!uirt : :l ri d ing -whi p . ha v in g a sh o rt h :lIldlc :l nd a 

braiocd lea the r las h a bout t\\'o fee t lo ng. 
J. 15. Sj amboJ:: :l s tro ng and h ea v)' whip m a d e o f 

,·hinoceros and hippo po ta m us hid e , used fo r dri vi llg 
c a ttie and so m Cli m t.:S fo r a d minis te r ing c h as tisem e nt. 

I. I; . Amphiofl ic (J"'~: Amphio n w as the son o f Zeus :lnd 
A_nlio pe. H e rmcs g:lVC him a ly re o n whic h h e p la yed 
with su c h skill tha t whe n he a nd h is bro the r '\ .... c re 
fo rlifying The bes , the princ ipal c ily in .lkcotia , the 
s to n es m o ved o f the ir O\\'n a cco rd a nd fo rn1t.-d a wall. 
C o mpa re \Vo rdswo rlh's . , O n the Po wer o f Sound " :-

.. The G ift to k ing A _m p h io n 
That walled OJ. c it y wit h i ts m elody 
\Vas fo r belie f n o drea m ." 

I. 18. Tlubes : a lso the Greek name o f a c it y o f U ppe r 
E gypt , o n the s ite o f whi c h n O \\1 s t a nds Ihe v i llage o f 
L u.xo r . It be c a m e Ihe c a p ita l about 2000 B . C. a nd 
attained f?reat s ple ndo ur c. 14<>0- 11 00 D .C. H o m e r 
c all ed it • hundred-g ated ." It is no w fa m ous fo r the 
remains o f i ts g re a t te mples and i ts ro yal to m bs. 

1. 2b. Z iorl : o n e o f the hills o f J e rus ale m, o n whic h Ihe 
c ity o r D avid w as buill , and whic h became Ihe centre 
o f J e w is h life an.d w ors !1ip-h c ncc , the h o use o f C od . 
Israel, the J e wis h rc ilglOn , the C hrislian Churc h 
Hca\'c n (a..s here ) . ' 

27 1 
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P. 6 1, J. 6. H ahau:halldujaAs : hallelujah is the exclama 
li o ,:" ., Praise . rye] the L o rd [the Jah, o r J ehovah) ," 
whic h occ u rs In m a ny psalms and a nthems; h e n ce, 3 

son g o f praise to G od. 

A/ R hry [Rhag" ]. 
P. 6 " I. 7. TII~ Pers ian potl: l\Iaubna J ::d a lu 'ddin Rurni 

( 1207- 12 73) , the g reates t m ys ti ca l p oet of Persia. H e 
fo unded the orde r o f ?\1' a ul a wi d e rvis h es fam ous fo r 
the ir pie.ty as " .. ·<: 11 as the ir garb ofmournin~. their music 
a. nd the ir m y s tiC d a n ce . Mos t o f Rumi s odes were 
composed in h o n o ur o f the l\IauJawi dervish es, and even 
his m as terpie c e, the" S piritual Malhna\vi," a coll ec tion 
o f e thical and olo r a l precepts, ca n be tra ced to the same 
sou rce . The quo tation com es f,'om h is Divani S hamsi 
T abr iz : 

•• In travel , d ear fri e nd , the re m eet togethe r 
The native of f\l a rv and of Rai , the R o m a n and 

the Kurd . 
Each one returns to hi s h o me." 

(Transl. R . A. Nic h o lso n ) 
S harnsi Tabriz w as compara tively illite rate. but he 

had tre m e ndo us spiritu a l e nth us iasm b ased o n the con
vic ti o n that h e 'w as a c h osen orga n a nd m o uthpiece 
o f the Deity. Rumi underwe nt comple te submission 
to the g lowing faith and imperio us will of S hamsi. 
H e r e n oun ced his tcac hing and I"etircd with Shamsi to 
solita ry and d esert plac es, where in close communion 
they d isc ussed the dee p es t arc a na of m ys ti c al philosophy. 
S h amsi later vanish(.:d m ys te riousl y . In memo ry of 
Shams i Rumi ins tituted the o rdcl" o f !o.laulawi dervishes, 
a nd the Divani itsdf was written in nUflloT;llm . 

1. 8 . ,\-Ien; : a town and oasis in Transcaspian Turkis ta n , 
Cen tral Asia . I t m anufa c tures w oollc n ca rpelS and is 
in the centre o f the c o tto n d is tri c t. The anc ient town 
o f l\1 e rv date d bac k to the t ime of AJexandcl" the Great. 

Riley: a g reat c ity of 1\.1edia, on the southern s lo p es 
o f th e m o unta ins b o rde ring the southe rn s ho re o f the 
Caspian Sea. It was m o re tha n once d es troyed. first 
by ea rthqua ke, the n in the Parthian w ars, and finally 
by the Tartars ( I '22 1). Its anc ient name w as Rhagcs. 

Kurd : an inhabitant of Kurdis l a n, an extens ive 
mountainous r egion of \Ves t As ia. !o.luch of it is gmss
covered tablela nd where sh eep are r a ised in large 
nurnbc rs. The Kurds a re turbulent and savage, and 
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arc no to rio us fo r the ir massac res o f the Armc ni3ns. 
They arc divid ed into la rge numbers o f small tri lxs, 
eac h unde r an h e reditary c hie f. 

1. 10. Swallow : in summe r 5\'I.'a Il 0 \\'5 range all ove r 
Euro p e and m os t o f A sia. In winter lh,ey mig ra tc SOl!th . 
I'"c.'\ ching India . Burma , th e l\ra lay Pe ninsula a nd Africa. 

J. 16 . Shards : frag m e nts o f broken earthenwar e , p OlS· 
h e rds. 

I. 19. D arius: D ;n ius the Grea t . King o f the P ersians, 
5'2 1- 485 u .c, H e g reat ly ex tended the P ers ia n Empire . 
a nd in his rc ig n b ega n th e g rea t w a r between the 
P ers ians and til e Greeks. His army wa~ d e feate d a t 
l\·l arathon 4 90 " .C. , and b e fo re he w as able to I'c n cw 
the s truggk h e di ed , le aving the exec utio n o f his sche m es 
to his son X e r xes. 

Alt:xand( r : Alexa nde r the G rea t , 356- 323 B.C. Son 
of Philip I I o f i\faced o n . H e became King o f !\laced o n 
in 336 D .C. H e ca used the G reek s tates to nominate 
him to conduc t the w a r agains t P ers ia , and in 33j 
Cl"ossed the H e llesp o nt. H e captured Darius III a n 
h is fami ly, and extende d hi s conquests to Egypt, whe re 
h e fo unded Alexandria, a nd after comple te ly ddea ting 
the P ers ia ns at the ballie o f Arbe la in 33 1, to India. 

I. 26. Raphad alld Tobias: Sec the Book o f Tobit of the 
Apoc rypha . Tobit, a .I ew who h as b een ca rri e d ca ptive 
to N ine ve h , is d c privc<: o f his pro p e rt y b y Se nnac hcrib. 
and in his dicarc.:ss be thinks him o f th e te n tal e nts o f 
s ilve r h e has left in d(' p osit at Rhagcs of i\ l edia . H c 
sends hi s son Tohias to fe tc h the m . ~rhe a n gel Rapha e l, 
in the guise o f a fe llow-countryman , a ccompanies the 
young man. They catc h a fi s h in the Tig ris and by 
burning its h e a rt and live r drive o ut the c\·il spirit 
As modcus, w h o has d es troyed thc seven successive 
bridcgroom ... c: of S a r;}h , the d :l u g hter of Rag ucl. T0bit's 
kinsman , Tohias m a rri es S arah and acquir~ h a lf 
Rag uel 's good~. The g a ll o f the fish serves to remove 
the blindn~ ~\,,'ith. ~ .. ·hi c h '1 '.obit is afTli c tecl . The a n gel 
also r ecovers r oblt s d e p os it. H e then r evea ls himself 
and ex h o rts Touit a nd Tobias to bless God fo r His 
mercy. A mode rn re -te lling o f the s to ry is found in 
S te ll a De nson 's .• T o bit T ransplanted." 

Tr istan da Cunha . 

P . G2. Tristan~;'l C~nha. a '2 ex tinc t volcano, is the princ ipal 
of a g r oup o f u lr ls 10 the ~outh !,.Iantic , n a med :a ft e r the 
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P o rtuguese na vigator who discovere d them in r 506. In 
January 1938 it \,"as made a dependency o f Saint Hckna . 

I. '28. AnlaelJ.s.lik~.- Antaeus was a giant , son of P oseidon 
and Gc ( the E a nh ). and a mighty wres tler. Herc ules 
attac ked him, and as, ,,,'h cncvcr he was thrown, Antaeus 
drew new s treng th frOlu contac t with his lTlothcr Earth, 
H e rc ules lifted him in th e air and c rushed him to death. 

P. 6 3 , L 2 1 . i \{OnT10 II: th e Ethiopian prince who, in the 
Trojan \Var , went to the assis tance of his uncle Priam 
and w as s la in by Achilles . A trad ition arose th a t a 
colos.sal s tatue n ca r Egyptia n Thebes ( in reality repre
se nting Kin iZ Amcn?phis III ) was a sta rue of this 
i\icmnon . The mUSica l sou nd that the s tatue gave 
forth. when s truc k by the r ays o f the rising sun is ex
plained as due to c urrents of air c r ea ted in the fissures 
of the s tatue by the c hange of tempe rature. 

I. '.:!7. .Nitre: sa ltpe tre , gunpowd e r. 
I. 30. T ocsin: a s ig nal , e specially a n alarm signal, 

sou nded by ringing a bell. 

The lVand(ur. 

P. 65. .. The \ ","anderer " was a full-rigged sailing ship, 
launc h ed at Live rpool in t 8g ' . S h e was run into and 
sunk on April 14. 190i . and was a total loss. 

1. 10, COllltauf: c ut by the iron blade (coulter) fix ed III 

fron t of the s hare in a plough. 

Sailor and Inland Flolar. 
P. 66, J. 3. Sextall l : an as tronomi cal ins trument resembling 

a quadrant, furnis h e d with a g raduate d arc equal to 
a s ixth pari of a circle, u sed for m easuring angular 
dis tances between obj ec ts, e sp eciall y for obscl'ving alti
Illdes o f celes ti a l objec ts in ascerta ining latitude at sea. 

Arcturus: a ye llow s tar in the n o rthern he mis phere. 
s ituated at the tail o f the Grea t Bear, fourth in order o f 
brightness in the e ntire h eavens. 

\. 9. Orion: a m y thica l hunter of gigantic s ize alld 
strength and o f great beauty. According to one legend , 
for five yea rs h e purs u ed the seven daug hters of Atlas, 
the Ple i ad~. until Zeus turned the NYlnphs and their 
pursuer into nei~hbouring s tars . His. fi g ure is formed 
by seven vc r y bright stars, three o f which, in a straight 
line, fo rm his belt. 

The Lion: Leo. the zod iacal constellation lying 
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between Ca nce r and Virgo. A ccording to m y th o logy, 
it w as o rig inall y th e N e m ean lio n kill ed b y H e rc ules. 

The C,ab: Ca ncer , the zodiaca l constel la ti o n ly ing 
be tween Gemini and L co. The sun enters Cance r o n 
June 'l l. . _ . 

B etdgtILst: the brig ht , re d , shg~ tly v~nab le s tar In 

the right s ho ulde r o f the cons tel lat IO n O n o n . 
I. 1 2 . ;\fi lky IVay : the G alaxy, a lu m ino us band o r 

tra.c k , e n c ircli n g the h e avens irreg ul a rl y , con~ i s ting o f 
innume ra ble s tars , perceptib le o nl y b y the telescope. 

I. 16 . A I/an l i.s : see n o te to P . 10 , 1. I. 

Sailing Ships. 
P. 66, l. 18 . D OfCnJ: sec n o te to P . 52. I. 20. 

I. 19. A"e..rt rdr ." sm a ll falcons o r h awks. 
1. 20 . Brindled: marked with s pots o r s tre aks . 
I. 2 2. Cornish Li<.ard: Li za rd H ead in Cornwa ll. 

Kcnt ish }\fore : a sa ndbank in the m o uth o f the T h amcs 
off S heerncss ; h e n ce , the fu ll ex te nt o fth C' o uth C oas t 
o f E ngland . 

r . 67 1. 2 . K emp I : n ea. l , po lish ed. 
P . 68, 1. TO. T he i.J /tJ : o f the A egean Sea ; e.g. L ernnos. 

i' l i ty lcne, C hios, e tc . 
T heJJaly: the larg cs t d ivis io n o f G ,"ccce. It IS a 

pla in a lm os t c ntirel y surrou nd ed by m o untains. 
I. 13. The gird le : th e Eq uato r. 
I. Lt. The S Olltlu:rn C ' OSJ: a brilliant s tar g ro up. seen in 

the southc rn h e misp h e re . 
T he Bear : t h c n a m e o f tw o co ns te llatio ns, Th e G reat 

Dear a nd the Liu le Be n r. T h e class ica. l f;l. ble is tha t 
C a llis to, a n ymp h o f D i::m a, had a son b y J upiT e r . 
Juno c hanged Ca ll is to into a s he -b ea r, bu t Jupite r 
turn(.~ m o the r 3 nd son into c o ns le ll a tions. 

I. 17 . Alag€llan'J C louds: l\bgella n ( q 80- 152 1) , a 
Po rt ug u ese n aviqa to r , w as the first Euro p ean to p ass 
thro ug h the S tra ilS, be twee n Tie rra del F\ lego and the 
mainland o f South Americ a , that b ear h is n ame. The 
i' l age llanic C lo uds arc two cloud-l ike cond e ns at io ns o f 
s la rs in the so uthe rn sk y. They appea. r in a ll resp ec ts 
like d e tailed portio ns o f the l' lilky \Vay. T iley arc ve ry 
re m o te. 

r. '2 3 . Bills of lading : o ffIc ia l dated reeeiplS g iven by the 
m as te r o f a vessel to the p e rso n cons ig ning goods, by 
whic h he makes himse lf responsible fo r the ir sa fe de
livery to the co ns ig nee . 
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I. 2 5. J~lt iso,, : in m aritime law, the a c tio n of throwing 
g ood s o verboard , esp eciall y to lighte n a s hip in dis tress. 

B a rrat,.)': in maritime la w, fra ud , o r gross and 
c riminal n eg ligenc e o n t he part of the m as ter o r 
m a ri ners o f :\ s hi p , t o th e prej udice o f the o wners and 
witho ut th e ir consent. 

I. 26. Perils ." o f t he sea; in marin e ins urance, s tric tl r. 
the n a tura l a cc id e nls p eculi a r t o the sea , but in la w 
e x te n d ed to include ca pture b y pira tcs, J03S b y collis io n, 
e tc. 

A durlluru: c h a liCes o f d a n ger o r loss , ri sk , j eopa rdy. 
TIle A rt of God: t he a c ti o n o f unco ntro ll a ble natura l 

forces , r.g. hu r r icane, lig htning, in ca u sing a n a ccident. 
I. 30. , . R u trailll of P';llcrs " : an e m b argo, a tempo rary 

o rde r fro m the Admira lty t o pre v e nt the a rri\Oal o r 
d e p a rture o f s hips; a s to ppage of tra de fo r a s h o n time 
b y autho rity. In m a rine ins ura n ce. whe n the furth e r 
pro se c utio n o f the voya ge is r e nde r ed h o peless b y 
block a de, and the voyage is a c c o rding ly who lly aban
d o n ed , that is a loss b y" R estraint o f Princ es " within 
the p o licy. 

Th~ nIU~.P~la. 

P. 6 9 . l. 2. BIII~-peter : a blue flag with a white square in 
t he ce ntre, h o is te d as a s ig nal o f immediate sailing. 

I. I O . Ing/~.- a fire burning upo n the hearth. 
J. J 7 . Spindrift: the s pray blo wn fro m the c r es ts o fwavcs 

b y a v io len t w ind a nd drive n c ontinuously along the 
surface of the sea . 

D ocks. 
P. i O, I. 3 . TramjJJ'- <- ,l rgo- b o ats with n o flxed Ira de rOl~tc. 

J. 5. Gru"benrt u/ood .- the name o f seve ral \Vcs t Inclwn 
trecs. The timbe r o f a g reen h e art is very hard and is 
u~cd fo r ship-building. e tc . 

I. G. L intd s .' horizonta l pieces o f timbe rs . 
C lamps .' pieces o f tim ber, iro n , et c. , used to fa s te ll 

thin~.s to g e the r o r to s t re n g then any framewo rk . 
1. 7 . "-uoins.- w e d ges o r w e d ge-s h a ped bloc;: ks . 
J. 10. Top -callant .),ards .- the m as t and sat! n e xt abo ve 

th e to p mas t a nd topsa il. 
Spankcr- uang: one o r other of the t~YO ropes used fo r 

stead y ing the g aIT o f a fo re -and-aft s;'111 (spanke r ) . 
I. 1 I . Dolphin-J lrik~r.- a ma.rting a.l"!: , a short gaff sp a r 

fix ed vertic a ll y under the bo\..-spril. 
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1. 16. F oro hOTeJ: the fo re-part of the sh o re; that part 
that lies bct\,"cen the hig h and low w a te r m a rks. 

I. I g- SiIJ: fin e sand . clay, or other soi l, ca rried by 
moving o r running wate r a nd d eposited as a sedinlcnt 
on the botl o m o r the beach. 
D/JII~: a low hi ll o f sand on the seas h o re. 

I. 20. JVeap-tidts : tides occurring aft e r the first and the 
thinl quarter of the moon , in whic h the high-wate r 
level s tands at i ts lowes t p o int. 

1. 23. Dry docks .- g raving d ocks: narro w b as ins into 
whic h a s inr;l c H!ssci is rcccinx i. a nd from whic h the 
" -:-lI c r is the n le t o ut , le a ving the n :sscl dry fo r repairing, 
c tc . 

I. 24. Timbtr.shore.s : pieces o f tim be r se t obliquely 
agains llhc s ide ora sillp in d ock . etc .. as a support 'whe n 
it is in ?angcr of fa lling o r when unde rgoing alteratio n 
o r rcp~lIr . 

1. :25. P rores: prows o f ships. 
I. :2 7. Algm : a di"is io n o f plants, including seaw eeds. 

'\fuSJds : marine bivah-c sh e llfis h , u sed for food. 
I. 29 . Swnps : pi ts o r w e lls , sunk at the bottom of a n 

eng ine shaft , to collec t the water. 
I. 30 . Daricb: cra ncs . 
I. 33 . S ills : s tro ng h o rizo ntal timber s truc tures at the 

bo tto m o f the e ntra n ce of a doc k or ca nal-lock, against 
\"hic h the g a tes close . 

P. 71 , I. 2. S Ill/CO oJ Ih~ locks : a s truc ture for impounding 
the wate r of a rive r , canal , e tc. , pro vided \\;th adjus t 
able gates by ,vhic h the " o lume o f water is regulated o r 
contro lled. 

1. 5. Lillo1al: of, o r pe rtaining to, the sh o re. 

RO/'llio" . 
P . 73. I. 4 · Pr imu: a c:\no nica l ho ur of the Divine Offic e 

appoi~1ted fo r ti~c firs t h o ur of the day, i . ~ . G A .)t. (or: 
som e unl CS. sunnse) . 

TIlt /mm ()rlnl flour. 

P . 73 · I. '7· Aug ustus: Caius Juli us Cx:sa r O CIavia nu5 
(6 3 n .C.-A . D . 1.1,) , n e phew o f Julius Caesar and first 
!t0ma!'l c ml?c ro r , occupying the thro ne from 27 D.C. 
fh e titl e 0 1 Augustus was conferred on him by the 

senate and people as a mark o f thei r veneratio n. It was 
bo rne by all su bsequent R o man cmper ors. 

I. 22. The aX(J a n d Ihe rod: the Fa.lCes ; in Romc, bundh.."S 
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of wood e n r o d s, fas te ned together with a red strap. 
and enclosing an axe, the symbol originally of thc 
king's authority, and transfe rre d from him to the high 
magi strates. .At. consul had l' .... elvcfasas carried befo re 
him by all c ndants c all ed li c tors . 

P. 74, I. J 5. Pilat~: Roma n governol', proc urator of Judea, 
who authol"iscd the c ruc ifixio n o f J esus . He was 
deposed fro m his office because o f his severity. See 
St. J o hn xviii. 38 : .. Pilate saj lh unto him, \\' hat is 
truth? •• 

B'>'-!QIII ium. 
P .74· B yzan tium was a Greek c ity built on the castern part 

o f the site of Cons tantino pl e, in which it was merged in 
A.D. 330. At the division of the Eas tern and \Ves tern 
Empires between his two sons on the d ea th of Theo
d osius in 395 , Byzantium bec ame the ca pital of the 
Eas te rn Empire till 14 5 3. I ts s ituation was remarkable 
for bcauty and security. 

P. i5. 1. 7. Miracle. bird or golden handiwork: co I have ("cad 
somewhere that in the Emperor 's palace at B yza ntium 
was a tree m ade of gold and silver, and artificial birds 
that sa n g. "-\V. B. Y ea ls. 

o L ove, the intnest I tself in Th oughtless Heaven. 
P. 77. 1. 2. Afurmuratioll'- a murmunng. production of a 

low continuous sound. 
I. ~ .. Scarp.- the s teep fa c e of a hill. 
l. 6 A-'lole.- break\\'atcr ; i .e. Britain. 
I. 7. Newton.- Sir Isaac Ne\vton (16-12-1727), the 

philosopher. His resea rc h es o n light and colours 
were sumnlc d lip in hi s . , Optics , " li04 . to whic h was 
appende d hi s l\lethod of Fluxions, his great mathe
matical discove ry . His "Princ ipia Mathematica, " 
embodying his Jaws of mOlion and t.he ide a of universal 
gravitalion (the idea of whic h was first suggested to 
Newton by the s ig ht of an apple falling from the tree). 
was publis h ed in 1687. He was elec te d President of 
the Royal Soc ie ty in r 703 and annually re-clec lcd. 
H e was buried in \VCS lmins ter Abbey. 

1. 17. Dumbarton.- once a flourishing ship-building town. 
1. 18. Rowley.- in Durham. 

P. 78, l. I I. A·Joei Fammau: the highest point in the range 
of hills enclosing the Vale of CJwyd~ North Denbigh
shire. 
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1. 13- Ammonite: a foss il with who rled c h amber ed sh e ll s : 
o nce thoug ht to b e coiled snakes petri fied, and c alled 
S nake -sto nes. 

I. 17 - J\lalin : the encha nte r and soo lhsayc l" o f Arthuria tl 
legend. In !\lalo ry 's .. l\lo n c d ' Arthur .. and Tenny
son 's" Idylls o f the King." 

I. 18 . SJont/zmgt: the g reat preh is to ri c m o nument o n 
S alisbury Pla in . It w as pro bably u sed (if not built ) b y 
Ihe Druids, and it is tho ug ht to h a ve been th e temple o f 
a sun-god and to ha\"(:= b een built about IG80 B.C. 

T ht Pillars: the Pillars of Herc ules; a name give n 
10 the two tno unta ins opposite o n e ano the r at the 
e ntra n ce o f the l\fcditc rrancan. supposed to have b een 
p a rted by the arm of H e rc ules; the S traits o fCibralta(", 

III Tirru Like GlaH. 
P . 80, I. 5 . COTdil/ao.s : the parallel c hains o f the Andes in 

South Ame ric a , so call e d or ig ina ll y by the S paniards. 
I. 7 . Orchid: a plant with a ri c h , sh owy, o ft e n frag rant 

(lo w e r , freque ntly fou nd g rowi ng in warm countri es, o n 
roc ks and s te m s o f trees. The fl owers h ave three sepals 
and three p e tals , and arc o ft c n r e markable for brilli ancy 
o f colo ur o r g ro tcsquc O(o"SS of fo rm . 

I. 9. H i ma/a) Oa.I: the m o unt a in <h a in fo rming the 
n o rthe rn boundary o f India and incl uding !\lo unt 
Eve rcs t. 

I . 1 I . L w h : o f g rass, s u ccule nt and lux uriant in growth . 

ThL Enigma. 

P . 0 " I. 4 . ThL Scorpion : a cons te llatio n , and the e ig hth 
s ig n of the zod iac . 

ThL CrOLL·" : two conste ll a ti o ns, the southern and the 
N o nhern C rowm , cons is ting o f e lliptical rings of s tars . 

Looking aJ JhL SftJH. 

P. 8 t, 1. 22 . O rion: see n o te to P. 66, I. 9. 
Shin ing Dark . 

P . 03, I. 18. ~mf;an: see n o te to P. 32, I. IQ. 

I. 20. Ca~ctnL : redu ce b y fire to a p o wd e r ; purify by 
cons umlllg the g rc..,ter p :t rt. 

Amorphous: having no dete rminate sh a p e . 
I. 2 t. S ubstratum : unde r-laye r, fund a m e ntal clement. 
I. '2 4 . Bulhovm d~ad : sec n o tc to P . 3, I. 7. 

,\Ii/Ion blind: see no te to P . 3 , 1. 7 . 
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I. 25· l\f~h:ill<. f orsak<n of the l'olianl m ind : Herma n 
Xle1villc ( 18 19- 189 1) . Born in Ne ..... · Y o rk C ity' 
s hipped as a sa ilo r befo r e th e m as t in 1837_ In 184' h~ 
sailed r o und Ca pe Horn in a w hale r . a nd in 18.12, o\\;ng 
to harsh trea~rne nt by .the ca ptain . left t he ship with a 
comrade a t i'ukahu r a In th e 1I.larquesas. The fu g itives 
intended to go to the frie ndl y H appa r tri be. but ins tead 
fo und t hemseln :s in the adjoining .... a lley o f the canni bal 
T ypces. H e re t h ey w e re held in captivity fo r som e 
m o nths and finally r escued. The record o f thi s ad· 
\"c nturc is con .a incd in :\lc1 ... illc's r o m a n ce •. Typcc. 
a P eep at P o lynes ia n Life" ( 18 46 ) . O the r w o r ks 
are " ~foby Dic k " ( 18S I ), "Om oo" ( 1847 ), a nd 
.. 1\fa rd i .. ( 18 .19)- . , ~Ioby Dic k " seems to have ex · 
h aus ted him. . Pi e rre" ( 185'2 ) is h ope less ly franti c. 
\\' hal c\"c r the ca uses o f his loss o f p ower h e freHed unde r 
it and g r e ".' m o r e m e taph ys ical. He m o \"ed r cs tl ess ly 
about .... \nlcri c a . 

. \larina . 
P. 8g. Comp are with the ~larina o fmis poem the pure a nd 

pio us ~ Iarina , thc daug hter of Pcricles in S hakespearc 's 
p lay. , . Thc pro mise c..'(pressed in the poem is as 
t e nuous as it is te nder " - BabeHc D e u tsc h . (From 
.. This ~todern P oc try," by kind Ec rmission of thc 
autho r a nd ~Iessrs. Faber & F abl' r , td .) 

,. ~Iarina , t he dau ghte r o f Pericles , who was los t and 
fo und again. is the s)lnbol of the o ld vis io n o f 'Ash 
\ Vednesday' tr:lnsccnded, expressed in m o re gen eral 
sym bolism a nd with g rea ter perso naJ inlensity-the 
vis io n o n t he poi nt of waking, that fra c tio n o f a seco nd 
when the phanto ms of s leep s trugq- Ic \\-'ilh the r ca lities 
of the room. F o r tho u g h the will is surrende red . Ihe 
full re \'clation is n OI YC L • . • The poem is as full o f the 
sea as' T he \ Vas te La nd ' \\·a."o f drough t. . .. The s hip that 
I he tr:\\'c ll e r made is to be aba ndon ed for ' the n cw ships. ' 
The' g race' o f The n e w vis io n h as reduced the o ld w o rld 
with it s d ea th ·va lu cs to so m cthi ng ' ins ubs tantial .' The 
sh o res a rc in s ight. the samc. ye t pro fo undly chan~ed 
as the poe t w elcom es . \Vhat seas . .. ' In the J OY 
of t h e ncw d isco\"cry he d oes not fo rge l what h e has 
e scape d . Those things hc h as made . the c hildren of hi!i 
mind, mig ht have bc~n d ead .. .. The r e ward o f the 
huma n du t y o f sclf-surre nde r isglimp sed in the p ocm."
Hugh R o ss \Villi a m son . ( Fro m " T he P oetry of T. S . 
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Eliot ," by kind permiss ion of the Autho r and ~1essrs. 
H odder & S to ug hton , Ltd .) 

Quis hie IOCIlS, qllae '~gio, quae mlllidi /Jla.!;Q? : \'"hat 
place is this. wha t country, what shore of the w o rld? 

.. This is a line fro m Sen eca 's . H~rculcs Furc ns; 
recalling the awful moment when the hero, hav ing slain 
his c hilchcn in a fit of mad n ess, recovers his wits and sees 
what he has d o n e . Of all the epigraphs to T . S. Eliot "s 
poems thi s is the m os t drama t ic, the m o st sk ilfull y c h ose n . 
And ""'C share the poet 's g ratitudc that he is n o t Herc ules 
but Pericles. "-H ugh R oss \ViLJiamson . (From" The 
Poetry of T . S. Elio t ," by kind permiss io n o f the Author 
a nd 1\fcssrs. H odder & S tou~hton . Ltd. ) 

P . 90, I. 19- Garboard stmkc : the s trakc is each o f several 
continuo us lines o f planking o r plates, extending from 
s te m to s te rn o f a ship ; the garboa rd is the first r ange 
o f planks laid upo n a ship's bottom n e:t r the keel. 

Caulk ing : s to pping up by driving in oakum, m e lted 
pitch b e ing afte("\\'ards poured on to pl·c ... ·ent leaking. 

J ",p(TmOtlm t Cr(oliu nt.1J. 

P. 91. .. I have call ed this collec tio n of p ocn:u 'Blind 
Firewo rks' b ecause they arc artific ial and ye t random, 
because they go qui c kl y thro ugh the ir antics ag;l ins t an 
impermanent bac kg ro und , a nd fa U and go ou t quic kly." 
- L o u is MacNcice. 

SmllSl·ati. 

P. 9'2 · S arasvati is a mig hty sacred rive r in the Punja b 
personified b y the ancient Hindus as the wife ofllrahm~ 
and goddess of the fine arts. The river loses itsclfin the 
sa nds, but w as fabl ed to become united with the G:lnges 
;lnd theJumna . It pro tec ts the dwellers upo n i ts banks, 
and bes to ws upo n the m b lessings o f every kind. 

A ll Impatimct. 

P . 95. I. 28. Babel 10W~T: the lo fty struc ture o f Genesis xi. 
1- 9: .. a to wer whose to p may reac h unto h eaven ." 

I. 30. Th~jit'e-l<alJ(d jloU'a: the c inque.fo iJ, a plant with 
compound leaves eac h o f five leafle ts; or ule five
bladed clover. 

Th.~ OolJl<. 

P . 96 , I. 
l 13-

10. Fluted : g rooved, c hannelled. 
A simple: a medic inal herb. 
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l. 19 . S r/f-Iual : a n y of \'a rio us plan ts believed to h a ve 
g re a t h ea ling pro pe rt ies , esp ecia ll y C o mmo n S elf-hea l 
o r Pru n c Ua. 
Hell~bo'-e ." a n a m e a n c iently give n to a sp ecies r epu ted 

as s pecifics fo r menla l di sease . 
A conite: a p o iso n o us p la nt , esp ec ia lly 1'vfo n k 's-hood 

o r \-Vo lPs-banc . 
I. 20. ChamcmiJe: c a l'no mile ; a c ree ping h e rb, with 

d o wny leaves , a nd fl o wers w hite in the r ay a nd ye llow 
in. the disk. T h e fl o \vers arc used in m edic ine fo r thei r 
b itte r a nd to nic pro p e rtie s . 

Dwale: deadly nig hts h a d e-a s tupefying o r sop orific 
d ri nk. 

P . 97 . I. 3 . Ichor : in G reek m y tho logy, the e the rea l fluid , 
n o t b lo od, supposed to fl ow in the veins o f the gods. 

1. , . A lta r : a fragr a nt v o la tile esse nti a l o il ob tained 
fr o m the peta ls o f the r ose ; h e n c e, fragrant essence. 

1. 10. Fuundales : r e n d e rs fruitful o r pro duc ti ve. 
Graf t.s : inser ts a s h oo t fro nl o ne tree into a g roove o r 

slit m ade in ano the r s to c k , so as to allo w the sa p o f the 
latte r to c irc ula te thro ug h the fo rme r. 

J. I I . L u chcrafl : knowle d ge o f the art o f h ealing, of 
m edic a l sc ie n ce. 

1. l B. P oppy: a pla nt with a milky juice o f narco tic 
p r o p c rties , from whic h o pium is produ ccd . 

II. 2 0--2 1 . See , fo r example, D e Q uinccy's .. Confess io ns 
o f a n Opiu m- Ea te r ." 

1. 32 . A eons: immeas ura ble p e riods of time, ete rnity. 

Guy S and is Churn in' in nO' Lugs . 
P . 98, J. 5. Churnin' : s tirring, agitating. 

Lu.t:s : cars. 
1. 6 . FlelS: m ovcs. 

Gall l i,,': yawmng . 
1. B. R ugs: rivcs, lears, tugs . 

J\/ornillg. 
P . 10 0, I. 8. Icolloclast ic: assa iling c h e ris hed b el iefs o r 

ven e r a te d institutio ns o n the g r o und tha t they are 
e rro n eous o r p e rnic Io us . 

1. 1 0 . P OT{obello: P o rlobcllo Bridge, Dublin. bes ide whic h 
the free- la n ce preac h ers o f the Gospel sp eak o n Sunday 
evc n ln t,:: s. 

I. 1 2. .-J TU W slraw -bodied god : modernism. 
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1. 17. lfuTog1.Y/Jhic.- sec nOte to P. 20, I. 19. 

T o tlu SllTTivOf.s. 

P . 102,11. 1- 2. Comp3rc Gord o n Bo tt o mley's" T o Iron 
founders 3nd o the r's ," esp ecially lines 2 1-24 :-

.. rl he grass, forerunner o f l i fc, h as gone : 
But plants tha t spring ill ruins and sh a rds 

Aucnd until you r dream is done : 
I h a 'vc seen hemlocks in yo ur ya rds:' 

And compa re n o te to P . 223 , II. 30--3 1. 
1. 3. L OCfJSI - Su.'arm.' the loc us t , a l1"iigratol"Y '''inged 

insec t, in shape like the grass ho ppe r , well-known fo r its 
ravages in As ia and Af,"ic a , where. mig rating in myria d s, 
it ofte n ca ts up every g reen thing. 

1. 6. So/a r : rc prc.. .. c nting o r symbo lising the sun. 
I. 7. PTom~lh~a" jiTL .' Pro m e theus was a d c mi-god. who 

made m en out of clay, s to ic fire fro m O lympus, a nd 
taug ht m e n the u se o f it and variOlls a r ts , fo r whic h h e 
was c hained b y Zeus to a rock in th e Ca u c a s lIs, where 
his li ver was pl'eyed upo n e very day b y a vulture. See 
.. Pro m et he us. the Fircg ive r ," by Robe rt Bridgc:.--s . 
•• Pro m e theus Bo und ," by A eschylus, and " Pro lne th eus 
Un bounu. " by Shelley. 

I. 8. S cat/ufos.- unharme d . 
I. 9. Rdw1Ud.- r eki ndled , lit a ne \ .... 
l. 16. Exca/ibur.- the name of King A.-thur's sword, 

whic h he drew ou t o f a Slo ne whe n no o n e els e could 
draw it , o r whic h was g ive n him by the Lad y of the 
Lake. \Vhe n Arthur was m o rtall y w o unde d , h e 
o rde red S ir Bedi vcre to thrO\, ' E!<ca libur into the wate r. 
A h a nd rose fro m the water , ca ug ht the sw o rd , and 
vanuhed . 

1. 20. Trid~" t of Ca ilar .- the tride nt of the Camargue 
cowboys. The Cam a rguc is a p a mpa at the mouth o f 
the Rhone, w!li c h fo rms a vas t g raz ing g r o und fo r 
tho usands o f \"lld cattl e and horses. I n o rde r to watc h 
the m the b e ttc r , the m c n who look afte r the wild bulls 
ride very swift and nimble small white h orses . See 
R oy C~mpbell's ·T'. H orses ? n th e Camargu e." 

I. 25· N tag(IT(J : N I:lga ra J'alls , o n the ri"'e r between 
Ca n ada a nd the United S lates . 

Sd free.- fro m icc. 
I. 26. Com1TJ4ndo .- Ihe Marquis of B:lro n celli-Ja von. to 

w h o m the poe m is dedica ted . 
I. 28. .. Charliu ": dty wor-kers and suburban dwellers. 
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II "ho Stands £rUI upon Ih~ Edg~. 

P . 103. I. 2 .~ . Faub olh wo.ys : 
\Va ys in J o hn Bunya n "s .. 

The Prisoner. 

compa re l\!r. Fac ing-Both
Pilgrim 's Progress." 

P . 106, J. 18. /lex: the holm oak o r C\'CI"STCCn oak. 

Alidnighl. 

P. 107. I. 3 Arcturus: sec note to P . GG, I. 3. 

The Clio/nul Casts his Flambeaux. 
P. Jog. .• Housman's is n o t a doctrine that serves men in 

rig hting into lerable wrongs, but one til .: t helps them to 
bear inevitable griefs. He J"Cpc<;,ts that life is short and 
cruel, lovers arc fickle, and brie f recompense for the 
harshness of man's Jot comes with a glimpse of natuml 
beauty or the solace of song or fricnds lup. "-Babette 
Deutsch. (From" This 1vlodcrn POCII"Y," by kind 
pcrm.iss ion of tbe author and l\,l csS I"s. Faber & Faber, 
Ltd .) 

I. I. Flambeaux: flam.ing torches. 
I. 5. Sea'll: c ut d own. 

~Ve are the Sailors of a Stranger Sea. 
P. 110, I. 16. Clou~//Quled: " .. ith the sa il-tacks hauled close, 

for sailing as n car the wind as possible. 
1. 18. Halliard-taut: a halyard IS a rope or tackle used 

for raising or lowering a sa il, yard, 01' spar. 
I. 24. Caulked: see note to p, go, I. 19. 

Rock Pilgrim. 
P. 112 . See n o te to P . 28, 

1. G. J-Vlry sh ould / covet 'he tide: •• \Vhy s hould r covet 
what is easy to do ? \-Vhy sh o uld I want to go with the 
easy-going, pleasure-loving, selftsh. conventional, oppor
tunist crowd? "-Herbert Palmer. 

I. 9. Lagland: .. The slow, backward, slothful land 
whe re nothing aspil'cs, or moves upwards or onwards." 
-Herbert Palmer. 

1. 10. TOT17UfI(il: a long-growing rosaceous herb. with 
four-petalled yellow fl owers. of trailing habit, common 
on heaths and dry pastures, and having strongly 
astringent roots, 

Heath-hill: open uncultivated ground; a bare trace 
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o j bnd , nat urally co\"ered with low herbage and dwarf 
shrubs, espcci::dl y with h eath , heather , o r ling. 

I. I I . :\latr 's da)'s ar, as g rass: Psalm c iii . 15: " As for 
I · d " man , liS ays :J re as grass . 

I. 16. J/olo(lI: the n ame o f a Cana3.nite ido l , to who m 
c hildre n were s3crifi ccd as burnt oAc rings. Hcncc~ 
a n o bjec t to whic h h o rrible sacrifices a re made. Com
p a re l\. tiho n 's" P a radise L OSI," I. 39'2-393 :-

" l\l o loc h , h o rrid king. besmea red with. blood, 
Of hu rn:-a n s <l c rifi cc. " 

P. 11 3. I. '2 . R obin Dealh .- .. The R obin is the friendli cs t o f 
a ll bi ,"d s to human beings. To o the r birds h e is cocky 
and quarrelso me, aloof a nd ind e p e nde nt. Robin H ood 
is t he symbo l o r gclli a l ou tl a wry- a t any rate , ofs lrong, 
gallant , and r .:l thc r pugnac io us o u tl awry. The symbol 
o f the claw is d o uble - the claw of the bird , the claw of 
Ihe skele ton D e:Hh ." - H e rbe rt Palme r . 

I. 4 . Scrus: precipitous, s to n y s lopes upo n ."l mountain
side. 

TJu " 't'S t . 

P . 1 13 , I. 10. The u:esl : symbo l of ad,,·e nture. 
I. I tl. Forty (oUlll in: of E n g land . 

P. I I.J, I. I , Furloughs: leave o f abse nc e , esp ec ially a p e rmit 
s.iven to a so ldie r to be abse nt from dut y for a s tated 
lime . 

I. '2 0 . BouTrI: d cs tinatio n , goa l. 

Crud. 
P . 11 5- .-\ c reed is a con fess io n o f faith . 

I. .t . Burntl moth .- a greenish-blac k moth with c rimson 
spots o n i ts wings ., found o n the plant bu.!"'nc t- the Great 
JJ.U 1'l1ct commo n In me~dows a ll over E.urope, and the 
COI~mon Burne t gro\~' lng o n c halky so ils, its s ligh tl y 
as tnng c lll le avcs usc~ In sa,la ds o r sou ps, 

l. 5· Bach: J o hann Sebastl3n Bac h ( 1685- 1750) o ne 
of the greates t com posers o f a ll limes. He w~ fo r 
many yea rs music a l direc to r at two c hurc h cs at Leipz ig 
whc re h e composed m os t o f his music. !\Iuc h o f this i~ 
o f a sa c red c harac te r , highl y intellec tua l , a nd showing 
a supre ll"! c command of counterpoint and fugue. 

L:a1Idor.r (~ rou:, " ' alt e r Savage Lando r ( 17 75-
1 ~6.~ )_ :. he I Ved In Il a l)" at Oath , and the las t part o f 
IllS h ic In Flo renc e. His principal prose WOrk took tllC 
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fonn o f " Irnagi n ary Conversa tions ." Th ese show an 
elaborate a nd finis h e d style of g rea t c harm. 

I S/Jou/ ,\0> D ays Vain(}' . 

P. 11 6. T ili s p oem is o n e o f se v e ra l cxpcrilll c ilially written 
in what tlt e a uth o r cal ls Analysed Rhyme, which 
. < t a kes n o ti c e o f both vowel and consonant , as true 
rh y m e d ocs, but spli lS the ending s up and inte rc hanges 
th e vowels. Thus "'aj,dy and datI: ha ve rhytning vowels 
a nd diffe re nt conso nants, so have delight and finely', 
whil e l:ain/y andjinclj' h ave rh ym ing con sonantal endings 
a nd diAc re nt .... owels , and so ha ve deligh' and elate. This 
provides an e ntirel y new set ofpairs."-Frank Kendo n. 

Afa f ImpTOl.:e with the YMrs. 

P. 118, l. 6. Triton: a sea -de i ty, of semi-human form ; in 
sculpture, represe nt ed as a bearded Inan with the hind· 
quarters of a fi sh and usually h o lding a trident and a 
she ll - t rumpel. 

To Grow Old~r. 

P . J 19. I. 20. A-widdashin' in a c..Iircc tion o ppos ite to the 
usual; in a direc tio n contra r y to the appa rent cOUJ"Se 
of the sun, conside re d unluc ky or causing disaster. 

Bllch du Lieder. 
P . 121 . The" Buc h der Li eder" ( Book o f Songs) is a book 

of ly ri cs, pre -em ine nt for wit and raill e ry, by the 
German poet H ei nric h Heine ( Ji9i- 1856). H e was 
bocn of J ewis h p aren ts in Dusseldorf. He mig rated to 
Paris in 1830 and there spent his remaining days. 

The Fiddler alld Ihe Girl. 
P. 122, I. 16 . tH arlowe : sec note to P . 3. I. g. 
P. 123 , 1. 26. Eglonlill t:: the s\vec t-bria r, 

CUjJII la : a c up-shaped case. as in the fruit of o3k, 
beec h . and hazel. 

l. 27, j un iPer ,' a genus of conife ro us e\'c rg r een shrubs 
and trees, csp eci311 y the commo n European spec ies, a 
hardy s preading s hrub or Jow tree. havmg awl-shaped 
pric kl y leaves and bluis h-blac k o r purple b e rries, w,ith 
a pungent tas te, yielding a volati!e o il used i,n medicme 
a s a s timulant. a lso in the manufa c ture of gin. 

ElijaJj's clookin!: Iowa: Elijah w as ,a Hebrew prophet 
in the re ign of Ahab, He w as mll'aculously fcd U)' 
ravens at the brook C h e rith ; raised the dead son of the 
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wido w o f Za re p ha th ; confuted the pro phe ts o f Baal; 
and was c a rr ied ( 0 H eaven in a c h a rio t o f fire. See 
I Kings xvii . ct S~1- \ Vh e n he w as fl eeing fro m the 
wrath o f .Jcz c bcl , the wife o f Ahah, h e . • went a d a y 's 
journey into the w ilde rncss , a nd came and sat d o wn 
unde r ajunipc r tre e : a nd h e rC'lucs lcd fo r himse lf that 
h e mig ht d ie . .. . A nd as he a y a nd s le pt unde r a 
j u n ipe r tree , beh o ld , the n a n a ngel to u c hed him, and 
said unto him , A r ise a nd ca t. ... A nd h e arose , a nd 
d id c a t a nd drink , a nd w e nt in the s tre n g th o f that m eat 
Co n y d ays a nd fo rt y nig h ts unto H o rc b the m o unt of 
God " ( I Kings x ix. 4- 8 ). 

P. 12 4 , I. , . A CQ1.y te : a n a tt e nda nt , a d e vo ted fo llower; 
eccles ias ti c a lly, o n e hclo ngi ng to the h igh es t o f mino r 
o rders , w h ose d Uli es a re con ce rned with a ttendanc e a t 
the a lta r a nd ca rry ing ca ndles. 

Coole and lJall.ylu, 1931, 
P . 125 . .. At Coo le , a country -ho use in Galwa y , lived Lad y 

G regol'Y, a w o m a n o f genius. All m e n o f t a lent, all 
profo und m e n , galh e red the re . T his p oem w as writte n 
sh o rtl y b c fo re h e r d e a th ."- \V. B. Y ea ts. 

P. 125, I. 2 ~ . .. D ark " R aftery's .. a llar " : .. The blind 
p oe t R aftcry ca ll e d the wa te r' The C e lla r: " -lV. B. 
VealS . 

I. 26 . lVater : .. The p oem is intri cate with m e tapho r. 
T h e sw a n a nd wat e r a rc e mblcrns o f the soul ." 
\V. B. Ye ats . 

I. 30 . Trag ic buskin: the h ig h lhic k-soled boo t (cothtmms) 
.... 'o rn in A the n ia n tragedy. 

P. 126, I. 2 . S u.:all : sec n o te to P. 125 , I. 26 . 
P . 12 7 , I. 2 . H omer : sec no te to P . 3 , I. 7. 

AnciolU. An A'lci(ll t to 
P. 1 2 7. .. \ Vith i ts re c urre nt fo rmal w o rd o f addrcs.5 

• Gentle m e n , ' corning in the sa m e pla ce in e a c h stanz~ 
but ~poken in va r y ing . to n cs, the p oem h as a s ing ing 
q ua lity tha t ,d ocs n o t Impug n the tho u g ht. " - Babc tle 
Deuts,d~ . ( Fro m .. T h is Mode rn P oe try ," by kind 
p e rmiSS io n o f the autho r and M ess rs . Fabe r & Fabe r 
Ltd .) • 

I. 9. Tahra s: ~ llIall drUins used c h.ic ny as a o a c compani. 
m e nt to the p ipe o r trumpe t. 

I. ~5 . PolA.'Q : a livdy d a n ce o f Bo hemia n o rigin, the 
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m usic for 'whic h is in duple time. It was introduced 
into England in 1843. 

1. 27. Q;Jadrille : a squa re d a n ce, of French origin~ 
usu~ lI y p erfo rmed by fOU T couples , and containing five 
sections or fig ures , eac h of whic h is a complete dance in 
i tself. 

Schotlisch~ : a dance o f fo re ig n orlgm r esembling the 
polka, first introduced ioto England in 1848. 

P . 1 2 8, I. I. .. Sir R oger" : S ir R oger de Coycrley, an 
E n g lish country-dance. 

J. 2 . Th~ "Girl" ( Ihe fa~d •• B olumian "): ., The 
Uo h e mi a n Girl" ( , 843), a lig ht opera, by lVlichael 
\Villi a m B a lfe ( 1808-- 1870), a n Irish ITlus ical composer. 
It is the m ost famous a nd s u ccessful of his operas, was 
g ive n al1 O \ ' cr E urope, a nd even to-day keeps its place 
in th e a c ti ve rcpc n ory. 

I. 3. .. T rot-aloTe·'.' .. II 'l~rova tore .. ( 1853) , an opcra, 
by tIl e Ita lian composer , V c rdi ( 18 13- 19° 1). 

1. 7· Elty: \ Vi ll iam Etty ( l i87- 1849), English painte r of 
his to rica l subjeclS. A great colouris t. Buried St. 
Mary 's Abbey, Y o rk. Compare n o te to P. 18, 1. 7. 

,Wulr~ady: \Villi a rn Ivluircady ( 1786-,863), a genre 
painter, rc m e m bcrcd as the d es ig n e r of the l\lulrcady 
envelope, the pcnny p os tage e n velope issued by 
R o wla nd Hill in 1840. 

"'Iaclis~: Daniel rvl aclise ( 1806- 1870), born in Cork, 
Iris h his torica l a nd gcnre painter. H e p a inted a se ries 
o f cartoons in fresco for the H ouse o f L o rds, illustrating 
the glories of England. 

t. 10. Bulwu: Edwa rd George Earle L y tton Bulwer, 
First Baro n L y tto n ( 18°3- 1873), a vCI-sa tilc writer. 
H is princ ip:l1 n ovels are .. Eugene Aram· J ( 1832) • 
.. The L as t Da ys o f P o mpe ii" ( 1834 ) ... T he L as t ? f 
the Barons" ( IRn) • • , T h e Caxtons" ( 1849); Ius 
b es t-known play is' The Lady o f Lyons." 

S eoU : S ir W a lte r Scott ( 1771-1832) . the fa m o us poet 
and n ovelis t . 

Dumas: Alexandre Dumas ( 18°3- 1870). Frenc h 
dra m a tis t and n ovelis t. His fame rests mainly on the 
lo n g series of ro mantic n ovels in whic h he ,dealt with 
many periods o f European his to ry. Vigour and 
vitahty c harac terise the n ovds; the m os t famous are 
the D ' A rtagn a n g ro up. th e Chicot group. the Revolu-
tion group, and" T he Count of Monte -C risto." . 

SOlid : George Sand ( 180 4-1876), French novelis t, 
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pseudo npTl of Arm a ndine Lu cile Auro re Dupin. H e r 
no vels di,"idc themselves into t.hree p e riods-the firs t 
( 183 1- 1834 ) includes " Lelia ,. and is marke d by fr esh
n ess and a spirit o f rc \"olt aga inst the ins litu tio n o f 
m:J.rri agc; the second ( 1834- 18 +l ) in cludes . , Con
suela." the produc t of her study o f philoso phy a nd 
p o litics and inte rcollrsc w ith g reat minds ( the p oe t 
and dr;:l.ma tis t. ... \lfred d e !\Iussc t. a nd the composer , 
C h o pin) ; the third , the p e riod of her re tire m e nt in 'he 
cou ntry. includes the c h :t rming rus ti c idy ll of . • L a 
Pe tite Fade nc." 

l. 12. Tmll.J'IOrj.- Alfred Lo rd T e nnyson ( 18°9- 1892). 
th e p oe t. 

I. 22. R Oll I : pan)'. assembly. 
I. 23. !f ides'dm.- the realm o f H ades. o r Pluto, the Creek 

god of the n ('ti1rT w o rld . H ades ruled o ... e r the ghosts 
o f the d ead _ The n ame Had <..'S is a lso applie d 10 his 
rea lm . 

P . 129, I. I . S ophocles : (496- 406 D.C.) o ne o f the three 
g reat Attic tragedians . Bo rn at Colonus. H e fi rs t 
appea red as a trag ic p oet in 468 whe n h e \\"o n the prize 
against A esc h ylus . Afte r this he was r egarded as the 
favouri te p oe t o f Athe ns. H c \\-as the fi rs t to increase 
the numbe r of a c to rs fro m two to three. His tragcclics 
arc m o re human , less heroic, than those o f A esc h ylus. 
H e is pre-eminently the dranl3tis t o flwm a n charac ter; 
but he differcd fro m Euripides in representing m e n as 
they o ught to be , while Euripides exhibited m e n as they 
arc. H e is the m os t e ffec ti ve of the three p oets as a 
dramatis t , b o th b y the usc of tragic contras t in his 
situations and b y his g ift o f d e pic ting c h arac te r. His 
plays include .. Oedipus Tvrannus;' .. Oedipus at 
Coto nus," .. Antigon e ," and . 1 Elec tra: ' See :o..tauhe\V 
Arno ld 's lines :-

.. He saw life s teadi ly and saw it who le 
TilC mello w g lory o f the Attic s tage .• 
S lOgn o f sw eet Colo nus and h e r child ." 

Plnlo: (1":!8-348 a.c . ) grea t Greek philosopher the 
founder o f idealis m in philosophy. Bo rn at Athens 
H e bec.."\me a pupil and devoted admirer of Socra tes: 
I~e beg an to te a c h in the Ac."\demy at Athens and i.n 
hiS .garden at Colo nus . Th e remainder of his life was 
Ill~~nl }:" occupi~c;l. with .ins lruc tio n a~d the compositio n 
o f . Dialogu es In which he cmbcxh ed his views and in 
which Socrates figures as conduc ting the d isc uss io ns. 
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Souald: (4 69-399 B.C. ) g rea t Greek philoso pher. 
Born near Athens . H e con ceived himself as hanng a 
religious missio n. receiving guidance fro m a supernatural 
voi ce (his .. daemon." ) He occupied his life wilh oral 
instruc tio n . freque nting publi c places and convers ing 
with all and su ndry, scckmg the truth and the c...~posure 
of pride and e rro r. In conseq uence he incurred the 
m alevolence o f those \\·ho pre tended to w isd o m . and 
,,'as finall y a ccused o f impie ty, condemned by a narrow 
maj o rity o f his judges. a nd sentenced to death (by 
drinking hemlock ) . Soc rates \\Tote n o thing. but the 
general m e thod and te nde n c y o f his tcaching arc pre
served in Pl ato 's •. Dialogues." His chief importance 
may perhaps be said to consist in t.he fa c t that be \\'as 
the first philosopher to connec t the n o ti o ns of virtue and 
kno\ . .-lcdge. 

1. :1. P] lhaeoras : (c. 580-<. 500 B.C. ) G reek philosopher. 
Bo rn at S am os. H e assig n ed a m :uh e matical basis to 
the uni\'erse. He discovered the r otatio n of the earth 
on its own axis. H e g r ea tl y advanced n13the maticaJ, 
geo m e trical , and as tro n o mica l science. H e is c redited 
\",-ith the d isco \'e r y o f the p roof that the sq uare o n the 
h ypo te nuse ofa right-ang led trian~le is equal to the sum 
of the squares on the other two sid es. 

TllUc;)'didu: (c. 460-C. 4 00 c .c. ) g reat Athenian 
historian. His history, whic h deals with the Pelopon
n esian \Var, the great war be tween .-\ thens and S parta , 
d o wn to the year 4 r I , is con cise and is marked b y 
scrupulous a ccuracy. It is the first w o rk of the kind in 
"",·hich even ts are traced to their cause and their political 
lessons broug ht out. 

l 4 . HnodolW: (c. 4 80-<. 4 '25 B.C. ) Gree k histo rian . 
He is kno wn as .. the father of histo ry," for he was the 
first t o c o ll e c t h is materials sy~ t ematically , tes t the ir 
a c c urac y as far as h e was able. and arrang e them agree
ably. The main theme o f his work is th e s truggle 
between Asia and Greece. 

H orrur : see note to P. 3, I. 7-
L 5. C/~rru"t : ( A . D, c. 150-<. 2 15 ) Clement of Alex

andria , o ne o f the early Greek Fathers o f the Churc h . 
He was probably born at Athens. Four of his works 
have come d o wn to us . He was the fi~.t to apply <?r~ 
culture and philosopby to the exposItion of Chnsuan 
faith. 

Augus/in: (A,D. 354- 4 30) St. Augustine of Hippo. 
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Born in N um id ia . H e b ecame Bisho p of Hippo in 395. 
The m OS t famous o f his numero ll s w o rks is " The C ity of 
God , ' . a tr~""llisc in \"indica lio n o f the C hristian C hurc h . 
His sermo n s w ere u sed thro u g h o ut the r..liddlc Ages. 

Origcn : ( A . D . , 85-254 ) the successor o f C le m e nt as 
head of rhe C hris tian S c hool o f Alexandria , and the fi rs t 
g reat sch o br a m o ng the G reek F a thers. Apart fro m. 
m a n y theologic a l w o r ks h e is c h ie fl y fa mOllS fo r his. 
.. H cx:apla ," or editio n of the Greek vers io ns o f the Old 
T es tame nt. \'"c have o nl y fra gme n ts o f the w o rk . 

I. 6. 8 11mt bright/ja towards tlir;r ulli,,/; -da)' : Compa re 
Thomas Hardy himself, who publ is hed" The D y n asts .. 
in ' 9 10 at the ;H~C o f sc vcnty. " Late L yri cs and Earlier" 
in 1922, and " \\' inte r 'Vo rds " in 1928; and R obert 
Bridges, wh ose mas te r p iece, .. The T es tame nt o f 
Bea uty," appc:1 rcd in 1929 in the p oe t 's eighty-s ix th 
yea r , 

Guonlion. 
P . 132. The m o tto is from S hakesp eare's" ;>.fc a sure lo r 

!\I easure." Fo r a full a na lysis o f thi s p oe m sec " A Dia 
logu e o n :\fo dcrn Po e try" b y Ruth Bai ley (Oxrord U nlv. 
Press). The p oem is " a pic ture o f d cs icca ti o n , an e pi lo m e 
of d ecl ine , Ihe p rec u rso r o f ' The \V" s le Land.'''
Babe tte D e u tsc h . ( Fro m " This !\Iodcrn P oetry," by 
kind permiss io n o f the autho r and !\I css rs. Fabe r & 
Faber, Ltd .) 

.. The p oem s ho ws conscio usn ess o f the nature of e vil 
... and o f the e mptiness o f life witho ut belief ... . In 
the re fl ec ti ons o f the o ld man he re is a full a cce pt:'l.nce 
o f suffe ring. but not the rea lisation e mbodied in T . S. 
Elio t 's late r pocm s that ' the souls in purg ato ry suffe r 
hecause they wish 10 Jt4Jn, fo r purg:ll io n .' " - F . O. 
l\Iatthiessen . 

P. 133. I. G. EJlamintl: a f're nc h ca fe, in whi c h sm o king is 
allo wed . 

I. 9 . A'lads: dun~, excre m e nt. 
II. 12-30. .. This IS an example o f th e kind of hard pre

c is!on \~'ilh whic h .T . S. E lio t ' s rel iance upon a • se t of 
obJec.ls . enab l~ him to ~I~ r e:td toge the r the range o f his 
a SSOCI:ttlons . I h e tra nSlllo ns arc sudde n , but, in te rms 
of the context , unmis lakeablc . The re could hardly be 
a m o rc e ITecli\'e w a y o f s trcssing the intimate connec lio n 
~h,:,ec n the m ys te ri es ? f . rel ig ion and sex than by 
hnkmg (oge the r (he C hns tl a n sto ry with the upsing ing 
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~ncrg ies o f s pring . Y e t it is a lso ' d e praved' .l\ fay. and 
sudde nl y w e a r c awar e tha t it is no t s impl y the H o ly 
Communio n th a t is b e ing eaten a nd drunk' amo ng 
whisp e rs ': th a t las t phrase a lso rel al<..-S to the e mpty. 
s lig htly s inis te r cos m o p o lit a n world in w hic h Gcrontio n 's 
life has been b e trayed , his p ass io n a nd ard o ur have been 
divided and los t. T h e sCI"ics o f g limpses o f va rious 
figures in thi s \".orld se r ves a s an illustra tio n o f what 
T . S. E lio t lr ic.'S to convey b y his u sc o f imag es . H is 
d es ig n is to g ive the exact p crccin :d d e ta il , witho ut 
comment , a nd le t tha t pic ture c a r ry i ts own conno ta
tio ns . The ima ges h e r e arc ' consc io us ly con c r e te ' ; 
they con espond as closely as p oss ible to so m e thing he 
h as a c tuall y seen a nd r Clncm b c n :d. B u t he a lso be
lieves that if they a re clea rl y r e nd e red , th ey will s ta nd 
fo r so mething la rge r tha n the m s elves ; the y will no t 
d e pend fo r t h e ir appre h e n s io n upo n a ny pri vate 
r e fe r e n c e , bu t \ vill b ecom e ' u n co nsciously gen e r a l.' " 
F . O . M a tthicsse n. 

I. J 6 . S waddll!d with darknl!Ss: " A word can carry 
diffe re nt s h a d es o f m eaning at o n ce, i ts connota tio ns 
arc exte nde d o r shift e d a cc o rding to i ts r e latio n to the 
m oving process io n of o the r w o rds tha t preced e and come 
aft e r. N o te the urter s hift in the implicatio n o f the 
phrase ' amo n g whis p ers.' whe n it is seen in the lig ht , 
n o t o nl y o f wha t w e nt b e fo re , but o f the lines that fo IlO\ .... 
With the fig Ul·3 Ii .. ·c ex press io n ' sw a ddled \..,.jth d a rk
n ess, ' the pic ture o f the C hris t c hild is a lso present to th.e 
imaginatio n; a n d so with' judas '- in this contc.x l It 
canno t s tand s impl y a s th e name o f a fl owering tree-:it 
to o is caug ht up in the w h o le tone o f b e trayal and 10 

turn r e info rc es ie"-F . O . I\l a tthicssc n. 
JUt'eSCI!lIC1!: youth . 

II . 17- 18 . .. Brillia nt o n o m a to p oeic u se o f the l on~ lan
g u o r OLL<; • a ,' c o ntr'as tc d with the s h o rt a c tive ' I .' "

Hug h R o ss \V ilJiarnson . 
J. 18. Flowniflg j udas: a tree o f Southe rn Euro pe and 

p a r ts o f As ia , w ith abund a nt purple fl owers, w hic h 
appea r in spring b e fo re the leave.s. So c all ed fro m .a 
p o pular b e li e f tha t Judas hanged hunsel f o n a tree Oflhls 
kind . 

1. 20. Mr. SiWI!TO: the n a me o f an imag in:HY perso n , a 
membe r o fdeca)"e d socie ty. Compa re the o the rs bcJo \v . 

1. 21. L imoges: a town in Hautc-Vie nnc, France, the 
principal seat o f p o rcelain m a nufac ture . 
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1.23. T il imu .- p a inti ngs b y Ti z ia no \"cecllia ( q 8 2 (?)
( 576 ), the g reat Ita lia n p .3 inlc r. H e was a pupil o f 
G io rg io n c, the V e n e ti a n m as te r. H e excelled as :1 

p a inte r o f p o rtr3 its, a nd o f s3c rc d and m y tho logical 
, ubi' eets. 

P . ' 34, I. 1- 18 . " B3 rc sus ta ined drama tic verse o f the firs t 
orcler-after T o urnc ur ( 15 75 ?- 1626) and i\liddlc to n 
( 15 70 ?- l (2 7 ) ."-F . O. to.!atlhicssc n . 

I. 20. Cot/citation : s tirring up. c..'C c itc J1l c nt. 
II. 2 3- 26. "Compa re 1\·liddlc to n 's' The C h a ngel ing ' . 

. 0 com e no t n C.:l r m e, sir , 1 s hall d e fi le yOli ! 
I th at a m o f yo ur b lood w as !.:ike n fr O l'l"l you 
Fo r your be tte r h ealth ; look n o m o rc upo n ' t, 
llUl c as t it to the g ro und , rega rdless ly , 
L e t the commo n sc \\ 'c r take it fro lll. dis tinc tio n ,' 

The cont e nt o f the two p a ss3gcs is no t a t a ll the same; 
hut the contex ts they rise fro m b o th ex p ress a h o rro r 
o f lus t , and thus adumbra te the p ossi b le r cason \ \'h )' 
i\(iddlc to n's cad e n ces s t irre d in T . S . Elio t 's m e m o r y at 
the m o m e nt tha t he W:lS sh a ping hi s li nes. " - F. O . 
M:luhiesse n. 

l. 2 7. I have los t nty sie,h l, snull. hn rri',g , ta.sle and touch. 
Compare" As Yo u Li ke It ," II. V II. 165- 166 :

.. Second c hildis hness a nd m e re obliv io n , 
S a ns lee th , sans eyes, sans tas te , sa ns e ve ry thing." 

P . 135, I. 3. W uvil : a bee tle, the Iar\'ae o f whic h . a nd 
som e times the b ee tles the m se lves, :l rc d es truc ti ve b y 
bo ring int o g rain , nu L", the ba rk o f trees, etc. 

II. -}-6 . .. Compa re C ha pm3 1l 's ( 1559 ?- 1634 ) • Bussy 
D ' Ambo is' ( 1607 ) :-

, Fl y whe re m e n feci 
The burning a xl e tree. :lnd those that suITe r 
Be nea th the c h a rio t o f the sn owy Bca r . · 

C. L. Barbe r has su gges te d this p oss ible connec tio n: 
, c h a d o t' h as been tr :l ns fo rme d into ' c irc uit ' quite 
n a tura ll y in 1h e m od e rn p oe t 's m o r e scie ntific, less 
mytho logical image. while ' the sense o f suITe ring • turns 
• sn owy ' into' s hudde ring' ; a nd T . S . Elio t 's wh o le 
c~mception o f a ~atas trop li c com es o ut in the d esc rip
tio n o f the bre a king :lpart o f C h apman's con centrate d 
suffe ring . b e n eath the c hario t '- ma yb e. " -F. O . 
Matthicssen . 

(The p assa ges by F. O . i\fa tthicssen a rc fro m his 
.. Th e A c hieveme nt o fT. S. E lio t ," by kind permissio n 
o f the autho r and Iht' Oxfo rd U niversity Press.) 
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I. 5. B rar: see n o te to P. 68, I. 14. 
1. 7 . Bd/~ iJl~ : .:l stra it b e th'cen Labrador and New

foundla n d , danger o us to naviga tio n beca use o f fog and 
floating ic c. 
Th~ H om: Cape H orn , the so uthe rnmost point o( 

America, o n th e las t is land o f the Fuc-g ian Archipe lago. 
Disco vere d by th e Du tc h na\-ig a to r Sc houten in 16 16 
a nd named afte r H oorn . hi s birthplac e in North H o lland. 

I. 8 . Thr Gulf ." t he G ulf S tream , a g reat oceanic c urrent 
o f warm wate r w hic h issu cs from the Gulf of !vle..xico 
a nd runs para ll e l to the Ame ri can coas t as far as 
N ewfo undl and , and th e n c e in th e direc tion of Europe. 

I. 9 . The Trades : the Trade \\' inds , whic h blow con 
s ta ntl y towa rds the Equator fro m abou t the thirtieth 
parallcls, 1\"orth and Sou th , their main direc tio n in the 
n o rthern hemisph e re bei ng from the North-Eas t, and 
in tile southern fro m the South-Eas t. 

The CuI-de-Sac. 
P. 142 , I. 3. ClIl-dc-sac : a b lind a ll ey, a p assage closed at 

o ne e nd, a place h aving n o o utlet exc e pt b y the en trance. 
1. 24. SloneCTops: the common name o f wall-pepper, a 

herb with brig ht ye llow fl o wers and small c ylindric al 
fl es hy leavcs, g ro wing in m asscs on r ocks, o ld walls, etc . 

P. 143 , 1. B. Aldumy: the c h e m is try of the r-.,.liddle Ages 
and the six tee nth century- limited to the pursuit of the 
transmutatio n o f baser m e tals into gold, and the scarch 
fo r the alkahcs t ( the universal solvent ) , and the 
panacea . 

S ong of Oldu lia tlu Sllrvi ..,or. 
P. J45. If Ophelia h a d sur·v i .. -cd H a mlet . Sec Shake

sp ea rc 's .. Halnlct." 

OmlliIJrul'nu. 
P . 150, I. 4. .Nowl/llaT.( : \va te r-lil ies , especiall y the common 

whit e o r ye llow sp ecies . . 
1. 13 . D e..reant: pl ay or s ing an a ir in h a l-mony wHh a 

fixed the m e . 

On l-JaTt ing D own. 
P . J 52. Harling D o wn is in South Sussex. 

I. 2 4 . Pol ls : h e a d s _ _ 
P . 153, I. 5. A dun buck: a deer, espeClaUy a fallow-decr, of 

a dull greyish-brown. 
I. 15- Sublimed.- transmuted. 
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T he Bad Girl. 
P . ' 55 , I. 17 . Court : underg rowth and bush es. 

II. 23-24 . I cast d ,L'flY things childish . Sec I Corint!l ians 
xiii. I I : .. \Vhe n I was a c hild , I sp ake as a c hild , 1 
unders tood as a c hild , I tho ug ht as a child : bu t when 
I beca m e a m a n , I put away c hildish things." 

P . 1,)6, I. 4 . Co::.", : defra ud by d eceit , dupe, impose upo n . 
I. 5. .\/a //n r : a fr ui t that is ea te n o nly whe n d ecayed . 

Com pa l"c " .-\ 5 Yo u Like It ,'· Ill. II . 127- 129, " You' ll 
b e ro tt e n ere yOlI be h::dfripc, a nd tha t 's the right virtue 
o f the m cdl:tr ." 

l. 9 . 8 m J onson's lil,)' . S ec the extra c t u"l.lIcd "The 
£\'ob lc Na ture " fro m " .\ Pi ndar ic Ode'> b y Be n J onso n 
( 1573 ?- 16 3 7) :-

.. 11 is n OI g ro \\ i n g like a f r ee 
In bulk , d o t h make m a n b e lle r b e : 

Or s ta nding I ng an o:l k , three hundred yCJ. I". 
T o f3 11 a log at las t , dry , bald, and se re: 

A Iii )' o f ada)' 
Is faire r far in ~f:t. y , 

AlulOUg h it fa ll and die that nig ht
It was the plant and fl owcr o f lig ht. 

In small pro p o rti o ns w c jus t be:l. Uli c:s sec ; 
~\nd in sh o rt m easures li fe may p e rfec l be. " 

I. 13. Sa /lim: an i l;dian g od o f;t g ri c ulture, la te r identi~ 
fied wit h the Gree k C ro nos, the fa the r o f Z e us. H e 
(: i~' ili zcd ule p~oplc a nd taug ht th e m agri c ulture. His 
rClg n w as so mild and bene fi ce nt that it h as b cen c ;t llcd 
the" Golden Age." 

Vmll.r : the anc ient goddess of beatJt y and lo ve. 
I. ' 5. T/u f~/(r i"g lily. See Shakespeare's Sonnet xciv, 

J 4 : 
.. Lili es that fes te r s m e ll far \\'orsc than w eeds." 

.\/a1)··.J S ong. 
1'. 158 . I. 3 . 8r~id : hread , loa f. 

I. 6. IArllall : small lake. 
Oum ;(!: s tream, small brook. 

Wlu~/I/ , IVhu shl . 
P. 158, 1. 2 1 . " ·IIu.s/II : be quie t. 

I. 24. rio)']: games. 
P . ' 59. I. 2 . Snod: n c :tt . 
Th~ Pla)us. 

P . , 62, 1. 16. La-<.arus: raised fro m the d ead b y C hris t . 
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Sc<: S t. J o h n ~ j : and compare R o b e rt Bro wning 's " An 
E p ls tl c;: cOlltall1lng the S tra n g e l\1cdi cal E xperien ce of 
K arshls h . the A rab P hys ic ia n ." 

S~ (! {d 's D w lh . 

P . 168. t\ sk a ld is a n a n c ie n t Sca ndinavia n poc t-hcncc~ 
an y p OC I. 

H I' ' ViII H 'ald l Ih l' I/awk . 
P . I i ':J. , 1. 25. Sl lo" g . thewrd : with s tro ng Illuscles , p o w e rful. 
P . 173 . I. 5· / rmus : so n o f D a:d a lus. H e fl e w with hi s 

J:-nh c r fro rn C re te ; b u t the sun m c ll e d th e wax with 
wh ir- h his " 'ings ""er e fas t e n ed 0 11 and h e fe ll into the 
sea , h e n ce ca lled the l ea r-ian Sea . C o m p a re " 3 H e n ry 
VI. " V. VI . 18 - 25 :-

.. GLOUCEST EH.: " 'h )' , what a p e ev ish f o o l w as tha t 
o f C re te , 

That ta u g h t his so n th e o ffi ce o f a fo w l! 
A nd y CL fo r all his wing s, the fool w as drown'd . 

KI =" c }-Ir~ :-; RY: I , D <r:dalus ; m y p o o r b oy. I c aru s ; 
Thy fathe r , 2\f inos. tha t d e nied o ur cou rse ; 
The s un , th a t sc a r 'd the w ings o f m y s \ ... e e t bo y, 
Th y b ro the l' E d wa rd , a nd thyself the s~a , 
" ' h ose e n v io us g ulf did swallo w up h is life . " 

Th~ D ead P od . 
P . I i 3 . T his is a r e minisce n ce o f E cl wal'd 1.000135, as 

re corde d b y the n ovelis t , !Iof. P . S hiel . and vers ified b y 
h is c o llabo ra tor, J o hn G awsw o rth. 

" mlraic O 'Conoirc-G"adic Sto'.}'- T eller. 
P . 173, l. 2'2 . IVak d lOuse: th e h o u se whe re the w a ke w as 

h e ld- th e wa tc hing o f a d e a d b od y b efo re the fune ra l 
by the fr' iends a nd n e ig hbo u rs o f the d eceased in whic h 
the la m e n ta ti o ns w e r'c o ft e n fo llo w e d b y an o rgy. 

p , 174, I. ' 3 . JJlicJ./ow : th e c a pital a nd sea p o rt o f the 
m :lritimc coullt y o f \Vic klow, a pro \ ' inc e o f L c ins tc r, 
E ire . 

l. 17. Galw a.y : a m a r' itime co unty in C o nnaught , Eire . 
Th e sea p o rt a nd capilal w a s fo rme rly n o te d fo r i ts 
ex te ns ive tra d e, p artic ula rly with Spa in . At leas t o n e 
s hip o f the S p a nrsh Arm a d a ( 1588) w a s wrec ked the re . 

A .! Though w ith the E.J·e.! of a Poet D ead and Gone. 
P . 17G. 1.4 . J ohn Clare : ( 1793-1 864 ) a rura l p oe t, the son 

of a N o rtham p to n labo u re r . He himself w a.c; at vario us 
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times a he rd-boy, Ini Jiti a m a n . vagr all t , :'l. nd unsu ccessful 
farme r . w h o bec 3 m c insa n e in 1H37. H e pu b lished i n 
1820 " Poems D escripli .... e of Ru ra l L ife." A definitive 
edition of hi s p oem s app ea red in 1920 , edited by 
Edmund Blunde n a nd Alan Po n e r . 

AI lIlt GTat'~ of /-/o l1y l 'a ug }uUl . 

P. 176. H e nry \ 'a u g l!3 u ( t 6 .?2- IGgS ) . relig io us poet. He ,,,as educated a t J t.:s us Collcg<.;. Oxfo rd . H e is n o te 
w o rth y fo r his .. S il e x S c ill till .!I1s , " a collec ti o n o f 
rel igious p oe ms . H e w ro tc fo ur VO I U ll h ... ' S of p oems in 
the vein o f Geo rge H erbe r t. 

I. 5. A , h ,u : the U sle 
I. e. J-It!r (: in the c h u rc h ya rd at Ll a ns ai ntfr :lcd . 

Scethiog -o n- U sk. BrcLk nock.s hi rc . 
I. II. Tilt SiIIJ,ist: a 1131i\'c o f a d is tric t fo rme rl y in

h abited b y the S ilurcs. a n anc ie nt British u -ibc whic h 
inhabil<....-d the soulh-e a s t part o f \\·ales. \ "a u g han is 
kno wn as the S iluris t beca use of his love lo r the cou nty 
o f Dreckna cks h i l"c, the count )' of h is b irth and his li fe · 
Io n .'! r es ide n ce (a t ~cw ton S t. Dddg\.·t ) . 

Phy.ri( ia1l: h e left Oxfo rd far L o ndo n \v illl the ide a 
o f s tud y ing fo r the law, b ut at som e li n"l e ullknown 
abandoneu it fo r m edic ine. Fo r fo rt y ye ' lI-s he w as .J. 

d oc to r ama ng the \ Vcls h p cas. IIHs. 
I. 12. Na p a rtrai t o f Vaug h=an is e x ta nt. 

Ishl1lad. 

P. I i7 . Fo r the s tory of Ishmael sec G e nes is xvi . cI Jtq . , 
espec ia ll y xv i. 1 2, .. And h e w ill b e ;, \ \i ld lIla n ; his 
hand will b e ag=a ins t e ve ry m a n , and e ve ,' )' m a n '.;) hand 
agains t him ." 

I. 15 . Crtpitollt : making a c rac kling n o ise, 

IVandaillg I\ltn . 

P. 178, I. 6 . CalltidtS: h}'mns, es p ecially o n e of til e h y mns 
( ,""!l OS tiy from the Scriptures ) u sed in the publi c se rvi ces 
0 1 the C hurc h . 

I. 8 . ,/Jell.houu: belfry, b e ll- lo w e I' . 
JI...'td~r~: a county in L c ins lc l' , Ei re, fam o us fo r i ts 

antlqultlcs, and a dec 'l.yed to wn, a fan c ie llt politica l a nd 
eccles ias ti ca l impa rl a n ce . 

1. 10. GTtat Brigjd: St . Bridge t o r Drigit o r Bride (4 52-
S~3), a patro n saint o f Ireland . S h e r ece ived the ve il 
fro m 5 1. Patric k a t lhe a ge ar ro w ·teen and w as probably 
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invested with rank corresponding to that of a bishop. 
She was Ihe founde," of the Churc h of Kildare in 484. 
and is comm.c m oratcd o n February 1St. She con
s truc ted h e r c ell unde r an o ld oak . The name of St. 
nrigid w as te nded at Kildare fo r many centuries, but 
the prac ti c e was ull imatc ly condemne d as superstitious 
by a Norman archbis h o p of Dublin . .. l\lany of the 
miracles attl"ibulCd to 5 1. Brigid arc o fa c urious visional 
quali ty and deal , .. ·ith mental pheno mena . This is 
interes ting in vicw o f lhe fact that there has been some 
confusion in legend b e tween the fir's t and the early 
Drig id, the goddess of Fire and Poetic Inspiration ."
Aus tin C larke. 

II. 23- 24. Sec I Samuel xvi. especiall y 23 : .. And it came 
to pass, when the evil spirit from Cod was upon Saul, 
lhal David took an harp, and pla yed with his hand: so 
Saul was r efreshed, and w as well , and the evil spirit 
de;;,ane d from him ." Compare Robe rt Browning's 
.. . I" au . 

I. 27. em/aur: Homer and the older mythology repre· 
scnt the centaurs a s a .. udc, ,,: ild .. ace, dwelling in the 
mountains of Thcssa ly. It was not until the fifth 
century B .C. (hal they were represcnte d in the double 
s hape of a man's body s tanding o n a h orse's legs. 

J. 28. The sU/Jtred sllolIgl'Ts froln the East: the three Magi, 
who fo llo w e d the Star of Bethlehem from the Eas t 10 

lay gifts b efore the infant J es u s . See St. MattJle,~' ii . 
lt is claim ed that lhe bones of the J\1agi arc dcposlted 
in Cologn e Ca thedral. 

P. J 79. J. 4 . Sightly: handsome, b eautiful. 

Colond Fall/ock . 
P . 181 , 1. J 3 . Falconry: the art of breeding and training 

ha"o,'ks. 
J. J 8. Tile castle: Rcnishaw Hall, Dcrbys hil·c. 

Arabesque: a mural or surface decoration in colour 
or low reli e f, composed in flowing lines of branc hes, 
leaves, and scro ll-work fancifully intertwined . 

1. 20. L otll.s : the plant in North Africa whose fruit pro
duced a s tat e of drea my forgetfuln ess. See the 
•• Odyssey" (nook IX) and Tennyson 's" The Lotus
Eaters .•• 

J. 2."). Dagobul: Osbert Sitwell. See Biographical 
Notes. 
P"~gr;ne: SachevcrcU SitwcU (1897). Poet, and 
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mus ic and :lo rt critic . \\"orks include' .. Sou the rn 
B3rO'luC An " ( 192 .1) ; .. All S umme r in a Day " 
( 1926)-autobiograph y; " Dr. D o nne and G a rgantu a"' 
( 1930); .. Can ons o f Gi:mt Art .. ( 1933 ) ; .. V ance o f 
the Quic k and Ih e D ead" ( 1936) ; " Coll ected P oems" 
( 19 30 ). 

P . 18 2 , I. a. Paladins: re no wne d heroes. 
J. 16. J\lu.sic-box : a m echanica l music al ins trume nt, 

cons is tin g: o f a re vo king toothed c ylinde r wo rking upo n 
:l resonant cO lllb.like m c tal pbte . 

l. '7. CiraoTl m(hall l"'~" Lf'- C irce, in the" Odyssey," was 
cclcbratt..'"<i fo r h e r kno wled ge o f mag ic and "cno m aus 
h e r bs. S he inh abite d an is land c;'t Iled A caca. Odysseus, 
re turning fro !"n the Trojan \'" a r, vi.:. it cd thi s is bnd . 
His comp;:lOi o ns were c li am;cd b y C irce 's p o tio ns 
into s\,; inc. Odysseus . fo rti fi ed aga ins t he r e n c hant
mcnt by the h e rb ca lled m o ly , d e manded from C irce the 
res to ration o f hi s com p:t nions . a nd C irce complied . 

l. 34. PantalOOfI : a c har:lc te r in It :llian com edy, re pre 
se nted as a lean and foo lish o ld man , w earing slippe r'S. 
pant:lloons and spec tacles. Compare" As Y O ti Like 
ft ," II. V II . 15 7- 163. 

P. 183 , I. 3. o-I/ )OC1.)j)/ia/: of d o ubtful 3uthe nlic ity
spu,·io l.ls, m yth ic a l. Fro m the Apocr ypha- those b ooks 
o f the Dible th at w e re n o t o d g in.1. lI y writte n in H e bre w 
and no t a ccounted genuille b y the J ews and at the 
R e fo rma tio n \\"(:rc excluded fro rn the Sac "ed C :lIlo n by 
the Pro tes tant P3rt )'. 

l. 1,5. Aflg(vin dtat/ kill (!s: the ea rly Pl3ntagen e t kings (of 
Anjou ) fro m H enry ~ll to J o hn . 

1. ".q . Troy Park : R c nish 3 w H a ll. D e rbyshire. Com
p a re the b ook o f p oems • . . Tro y Park " ( 1925 ) . 

I. 29. Op/u/io drou 1Jctl: .< H amlet," I V. vo, 167- . 8,5, 
P. 18., , 1. 6. fltrculrs: the h e ro o f 3nc ie nt G,'cc k myth , who 

\ \:as p OS$cs..">cd o f supe rhuma n phy;:, ic:d s tre ng th ~n.d 
v igour . H e undertook twe h.·c labo u rs o f gre:lt dIO,
cult y and dang e r. Anc r hi s d ca th h e obtained divine 
ho n o urs. ha\'in~ d cvote d the bbo urs o f hi s life to the 
bene fit of m :lIl k ind . 

I. 7. Troy: the ke rnel o f the s to r y o f the Troj :1O \Va r 
IS containe d in the t"'·o e pic poems uy H o m c r , the 
.. Iliad" and the .. Odyssey." 

I. I I. A1o~a rtjall IUllt: \Vo lfgang Anl adcus ~1'ozart 
( 17:;6-'79 1). Austrian compose r . H e sh o wed a pre. 
eoctOus knowledge of mus ie whel1 o nly three years old. 
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H e composed over fo rt y symphoni es ; his oper as include 
" The ~lagic Flute , " .. D o n Giovanni ," and " Fi~a ro." 
H e w as gifted with a n inexhaustible vein of the nehest, 
pure t m e lod y . 

The S'jJf ig of L im~. 

P. 184_ Robe rt N ic hols cons ide rs tha t .. music is the 
foundatio n o f p oe try, whi c h is not intc llectua1, nO( 
s hrewd or observant, but primal"ity rhythmicaL" 

P . 18S. l. J 4 . Vitreous: g lass-like. 
1. 30. Gouged: lined, wrinkJed. 

P. 186, I. 2. VuptTai: evening. 
L I I. A1dheJ!lin : a spiced o r m edicated fo rm of mead . 
I. 22. H ispid : shaggy, bristling. 

Forifathus. 
P. 187 . C o mpare Gray's" E legy \Vritren in a Country 

Churchyard. " 
1. 19 - Smock: a smoc k-frock-a loose -fitting garment o f 

coarse line n o r the lik e, worn by farm-labourers and 
usuaUy r eaching to mid-leg or lowe r. 

C rook: a shepherd 's s tafr. havi ng one end hooked. 
for ca tc hing the hinder leg o f a sh eep. 

I. 2 3. HaTVd /-ruppa : the s upper celebrating the success
ful bringing h o me of the las t o f harvest. 

J. 24. Huntsman' s moon: the m o nth or full m oon follo\'\ring 
the h a rves t m oon. Hunting d ocs not begin until after 
harycs t. 

P. JI:~8 , I. ". Quill: a pen ; the fca ther of a goose. etc .• 
formeJ into a pen by p o inting and s litting the lower end 
of the barre l. 

I. 2 I . Tansy: an c r ec t herbaceous plant, grC;'wing about 
two fee t hig h , with yellow, rayless , button-hkc flowers ; 
a ll parts of the plant have a s tro ng. aromatic, and bitter 
tas tc. 

JHr. Nil /cit. 
P. 190, I. 3. Su·a g$: wreaths or festoo ns of fruit. 

I. 4. Crabs: crab-apples. wild apples, especially connot-
ing the ir sour, hars b quality. 

P . 19 1, L 2. Prorru/Ileus: see note to P. 102 , I. 7. 

The H Qng -Su ka. 
P . 191. G ilbe rt \Vhite ( 1720-1793) was born at Selborne, 

Hants. He spen t m ost o f Jus life as curate of Selborne. 
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He began in 17 5 1 to kee p 3. . < G a rde n K a lcnda r .. and 
later 3." Natura lis t "s J o urna l. " H e m a d e the a cquain
tance o f two d is ting uis hed natural ists, with who m fro m 
I j 6 j he carried o n a correspondence, whic h fo r n"lt.·d the 
basis o f h is .. Natura l H is to ry and Antiqu i lies o f 
Sclbome " (publish ed in 1789) . The S el borne Socie ty 
fo r the prese rvatio n o f birds w as fo unded in 188 5 in 
memo ry o f G ilbe rt \Vhitc. 

Lette r XXVI [ runs as fo llO\vs: " \Vc b a d in this 
Yillage m o re tha n twe nty yc:l r5 ago an idio t boy, ,,-h o m 
I ' .. -e ll re m e m b e r , , \'h o, f r OIll a c h ild, s howed a s tro ng 
pro pe ns ity to bees; they \ ,"e re his food , his a rnust;: m e nt , 
his so le o bjec t. And as p eo ple o f th is C:lS t h ave seldom 
m o re tha n o n e p o int in v icw , so thi s la d exe rt ed a ll 
h is few fac ult ies o n this one pu rs u it. In the wi n te r h e 
d ozed a w ay his ti me, ,,·i th i n h i.;; fa ther 's house. lJy the 
fires ide . in a kind o f to rpid s ta te, seld o m d e p a rting fro m 
the c himne y-corne r ; but in the SUl'n m c r h e , ,·as a ll 
ai e l"( , 3nd in qucs t o f his g3mc in the fiel ds, a n d o n 
sunny ban ks . H o n ey-becs, hum b le - bees, and W:1SPS, 
were h is prey whe rever h e fo und th em: h e h a d. n o 
app re hens ions fro m the ir s t.ings, but \, ·o uld se ize t1ll"m 
nudis manibus (with ba re h ;lOds), a nd :1 t o n ce d isa rm 
the m o f the ir \.".e npo ns , and s u ck the ir b odies fo r thc 
sa ke o f the ir h o n ey-b3gs. Som e times h e would fi ll h is 
bosom be tween his shirt a nd his sk i n with a num ber o f 
these c.apti\·cs , and som eti m es , ... o uld con fi ne the m in 
bottl es . I-I e w as a ve ry .\1'- '-0/ 1$ a/n as ta, o r b ec-bird , 3 nd 
yery injurious to m c n th at ke p t bees ; fo r h e w o uld ~ lide 
IOto the ir bee-ga rde ns , :1 nd s i tting d o wn b e fo re the 
stools , w o uld rap with h is flllge r o n the h ives, a n d so 
t..-.ke the becs as the y carne o u t . H e has been kn o wn 
to oven~rn hi ves fo r the sa ke o f h oney, o f w h ic h he 
was p :l.SS l o~a t cly fo n d. " ·h e re m e l hcg li n w :t..'> In ~, ki ng 
he wo uld bnger ro und the tubs :l n d , ·cssels, bec:~ in~ a 
draug ht o f what h e ca lled b ee-win e, As he ra n about 
~e used to make a hummin g n u ise with h is lips , rc:semb. 
hng the buzzing o f b ees. T his lad w as lean a nd s~ lI ow . 
a nd o~ a cadav.c r~u.s cO!l'lplcx io n ; and . except in l~ i.s 
f~'·ounte IlUrsUlt , In wh Ic h h e , ,'as w o nde r full y :Id ro lt , 
dlscovere( no m a nne r o f und ..: rs tanding. \Vhc n a ta ll 
yo uth h e w~s re m oved fro m h e n ce (0 a dis ta nt v il b ge. 
whe re h e died , as I unde rs ta n d, befo rc h e a rri vcd a t 
m a nhood. " 

P . 19 ' , I. Lt . Old JV;c),:: Sa l ~ n , the d e vil. 
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P . ' 9 2 , I. 3 . rarely : pro mptly. briskJy . 
1. 4 . . Je..s.samin : jasITline, a climbing shrub with fragrant 

\~h llC o r y~lIow salver-s haped flowers, grown in England 
since the slXtcenth century. 

1. 6. N(ghljars : common n octurnal birds, so called from 
the pec uliar \\'hirring n o isc, something like that of a 
large s pinning -wheel, that the male makes at certain 
p e riods o f the year. S o metimes called the goatsucker. 

I. 17 . Girded: scoffed , sneered. 

April Fool . 

P . 193. I. Q4 . Coney: rabbit . 
I. 25. Ruth : sorrow, grief. 

Thru Old Bra/hen. 

P . ' 95. l. I. Cammy crone.- lame, crooked. feeble. old 
w o man. 

J. . 6. Compline : the last of the seven canonical hours 
in the Roman Catholic Church, said about 8 or 9 P.M., 
and so c alJed because it comple tes the series of daily 
prayers. 

A1atin..s: pro p e rly a midnight office, but occasionally 
r ecited at daybre ak. Hence, from dal'"k to dawn. 

I. 31. Paris: a son of Priam, King of Troy. He carried 
off Helen, the wife of lvleneJaus, thus bringing about the 
Tl'"ojan War. In the course of this h e was killed by a 
poisoned arrow. 

Tlu GTuian chiifJ: who fought agains t Troy; 
prominent among them were Odysseus, Ag.l::a.ffiemnon, 
and A c hilles . 

J. 32 . The Three UUkr brothus : Naoisc. runnle, and 
Ardan. who. with their father Uisneach. wel'"c killed by 
King Conc hobhar as a revenge for Naoisc's elopement 
with Deil'"dre . This ancient story of Deirdre is a 
favourite with Iris~ writers and has been retold by, 
among other3. W. B. Yeats, James Stephens, and 
Austin Clarke. 

Fancy's K",/I. 
P. J 96, J. 2. Abdon under Clu: a parish on the west of Brown 

Clee Hill, overlooking the valJey of the Corve. South 
Salop. 

I. 1 I . To wind thl! ntl!tlSUTI!S : to move in a c urve in the 
rhytbuUcal motion of the dance. 
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I. 25- JVmlock Edg~ : a limes tone ridge in South S a lo p . 
The hills command very fin e vie ws. 
Umb~r~d: c o lo ured d a rk brown . 

J. 26. Abdon But]: Bro wn C lce Hill h as twO summi ts, 
e a c h m a rked by a ca mp. C lce Burf is 111 C m o re 
south e rl y. Abdo n Burf (? Bua c-th , enclos ure ) is e n
circled by a valium of dews to nc . In the e n closure are 
re mains o f c ircles, and a large un h e wn s to ne called the 
Giant 's S h aft. 

I. 30. Upshot bM m : the las t beam o f the se tting sun. 

To an Old Lad.>,. 
1'. 19B, 1. 26. R ipmus i.J all: a quo ta ti o n fro m .. King 

Lear," V. 11. 9 - 11 : 
.. l\.(c n must e ndure 

The ir going h e n ce, e ve n as the ir co ming hither ' 
Ripe n ess is a lL " 

The o n c thing n eedful is that men should be prepared 
for death . Compa re" Hamle t," V. H . 235, .. The 
readin ess is all ." 

P . 199. 11. 1-2. .. O ur earth ~\/ilhout a god 's n ame s u c h as 
the o the r pla ne ts h ave is com pa red to som e body o f 
people (absurd to say' the present gen e r ation ' ) \vitho ut 
fundamental beliefs as a bas is fo r a c ti o n . " -\Villiam 
Empso n . 

I. 4 . .. \Vhe n a hive needs a n ew queen a nd the kee pe r 
pu ts o n e in , the bees som e times kill h e r."-\ Vill ia m 
Empson . 

l. 13. .. H e r precess io n is some cus to mar), m o ve m e nt o f 
the \,Ianc t , m ea nt to su gges t the digmty o f . pro ces. 
sia n . " - \Villiam E m pson. 

l. 15. .. The unconfin ed surface o f h e r sphe re is like the 
universe in bei ng finite but unbounded, but I fail ed to 
ge t tha t into the line. "-\Villiam Empso n. 

Old Soldi~r. 

P. 200. .. S pain u the sym bol o f the o ld w o rld o f qui e t 
meditation and p oetry being m odernized a nd turn ed 
away fro m true bcau ty--c.ath edraLs be ing re placed by 
cinemas and serious writing b y the sensational press. "
P a tri c k K a vanag h . 

1. I I. G oldmjluce : sought by the Argonauts, who a ccom
pa nied Jason 10 Colc his . \Vith tt1e h elp o f M ed ea, 
the klll g s daug ht e r, \"'h o fe ll in lo ve with J a son a nd 
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possessed a knowledge of enchantments, Jason obtained 
the Fleece. 

I. 22. A chilhs: in Homer the chief of the Greek heroes. 
He is graced with all the attributes of a hero: in birth, 
beauty, swiftn ess, strength, and valour he has not his 
peer. 

P.20I , II . II-12. 
ment by the 

The rebellion against the Spanish Govern
Fascists, begun in 1936. 

Girl IQ Soldi" on L eat-e. 
P. 206, I. 2 J. Titan: one of the race of giants who carried 

on a long and fierce s truggle with the Olympian gods. 
See Keats's" Hyper-ion ." 

I. 23. <eus: the god of the sky and the weather , the 
dispenser of good and evil in the destinies of men , the 
father and saviour of men . His sons were Apollo and 
Hermes. 

P . 207. I. 2. PromdhetLS: sec nOIC to P . 102, I. 7. 
1. 7. Babel-citiu: see notc to P. 95. I. 28. 
1. 9. Gyves: shackles, f~tters. 
1. II. Cira'ssw;n~: sec note to P. 182,1. '7. 
1. J 3 . Th~ Som""~: The Sommc is a river of Northern 

France. A succession of limited engagements consti
tuted the offensive campaign of the Franco-Brilish 
armies in July 1916. 

Th~ Goldm R oom . 
P. 207, I. 25. La.1ulla Ah"crombi~: see BiogT3phicai NOles . 

Rup~rt Brook~: ( 1887- 1915). He began to write 
poetry while at Rugby, and his first volume of verse was 
published in 1911. During 1913- 1914 he tTav~lled in 
America and the South S~as. When the \Var broke 
out, he took part in the unsuccessful defence of Anh,,·erp. 
and early in 19'5 was sent 10 the Medilen-anean. He 
died of fever and was buried at Scyros on April 23· 
His " Collected Poems" ( 1918) show that he was a 
poet of exceptional promise_ 

1. 26. Roh~rt Frost: America n poet. Born in 1875 in 
San Francisco. He moved at an early age to New 
England. From 191 J to 1915 he lived in England, 
where his first book was published. Returning to the 
States he devoted himself to poetry and teaching. His 
poetry deals with the rural scene In an honest, homely 
way. His works include" A Boy's WiJl" (19 13 ). 
U North of Boston" (I914)~ .. tylountain Interval'· 
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( 191 6), .. New H a m pshire" ( 1923), a nd " \\'es t
running Brook " ( 1928) . 

I. 28. Edu.:a,d Thomas: Sec Biographical Notes. FOI
the story o f their cour tship and mal'Tiagc sec H e le n 
Tho mas's" As It \\"as" ( 1926) and " \"o rld 'witho ut 
End" ( 193 1) . 

P . 208 , I. 18 . .till A~gLa" is/~: Scyros. a m o unta ino us is le in 
_he Northe rn S p o rad cs. 

I. 19- Dr(Q "U of Engltmd : See his poem, " The 
Soldi e r " :-

.. If I s hould die. think only thi s of m e : 
That the re's som e cornu of a fo re ig n field 
That is fo r ever England . . . . 
And think, this h eart .. . 
G iv.cs som e whe re bac k the tho u g hts by Eng la nd 

give n ; 
H e r s ig hts and sounds; dreams happy as her 

d " a)" . . . . 

J. 20. Vimy Rid.IJ( : n o rth-cas t of Arras. Captured fro m 
the Gcnnans in 1\fa)" 19 17 -

I. '1- Black N OTlhan {oum : L eeds. whe re he w as Pro fc ... so r 
o Englis h Lite rature at the U nivers ity. 

Horus. 
P . 21 I , I. 1 I . Seraphim : the hi~hcs t of the nine ranks of 

angels- c elestial bcings o n c lthe r s ide of the throlH.! of 
J e hovah. 

I. 15. B OJJY: r o unded . 
I. IB. Gloam : ~ Ioami ng , twilig ht. 
I. 22. Apoca/.J'P11c: of the nat u re of a r e vela tion. 

Toril. 

P . 2 12, J. 4. Asp" oda s: th e immo rtal flowers o f the EI},s ia n 
fields. 

I. 8. Cirrus : c urling muscles. 
I. 18. T oledo: a c it y in S pain , lo ng famous fo r i ts m a nu

fac ture o f finel y Ic mpe re d sw o rd-blades. 

S"aJ.t. 
P. 2 1 7. I. 4 . Carob-Iru: 

nativc of the Levan!. 
spread . 

a n evergrecn Icgulninow tree , a 
I t is la rge, dark-leaved and wide-

I. 2 1. E lfin : a volca ni c m o untain 
recorded e rupt jon was in 476 D.C. 

o f Sic ily. I ts first 
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P. 2 19 . I. 17. TJu albalToH: shot by the Anc ient ~'farin~r? 
in Cole ridge ' s poem . 

T oannina is on the cast coas t of Sicily. On the site 
of the Greek c ity of Tauromcniwn, founded 403 B .C. 
It has the ruins of a Creek theatre, rebuilt by the 
R o mans. Timo leon la nded there when he carne to 
d c li",-cl" Sicily fro m hel" tyTants . 

The SCQrpion. 
P . 220, 1. I. Limp opo: a rive r o f South Afri ca. It rises to 

the west o f Preto ria and flows into the Indian Ocean to 
the n o rth o f Delagoa Bay. Its total length is about a 
thousand miles. It is called the C rocodile River. It 
is diffic ult of navigation- in the dry season on a ccount 
of its shallowness, in the rainy season on account of the 
rapidity o rits c urre nt and the quantity of floating timber. 

Tugda: a rive r of Natal, South Africa. It flows into 
the Indian Ocean. 

1. 15 . Haa/die : like the fig ures on armorial bearings. 

H ardu:iek Arras. 
P. :220. Arras is a ri e h tapes try fabric, in whic h figures and 

scen es are \ .. 'oven in colo urs . Hardwick Hall, East 
Derbyshire , is the sea t of the Duke of Devonshire. It 
was built in the reign of Elizabeth by the fam ous 
.. Bess of Hardwic k," Countess of S hrewsbury. The 
sta tely mansio n , with its six towers, parapet of ope n 
s tone-wo rk , and array o f broad windo\vs, has unde rgo n e 
little c hange s i.n ee its e rectio n. !vlary Queen of S cots 
spent some time here und e r the c ustody o f the Earl of 
S hrc \vsbury. The Counc ilor Presen ce C h a mber is a 
noble apartment ; the lower part of the walls is hung 
with beautiful tapes try, above whjc h is a r e presentatio n 
of a stag-hunt in s tucco rdie f . Several other room s 
contain valuable ta p es try, o n e d e pic ting the adventures 
of Odysseus and another the story of Esthe r and 
Ahas u e rus. 

The U nicorn. 
P . 22 (, I. 12. U nicorn: a legendary animal usualJy 

regarded as having a h orse 's body and a single long 
s lraig ht h o rn projecting from its forehead. 

The U' ild Su,·an.r at Coole. 
1'. 222 . Sec n o te on P. 125 . 
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Th~ H~"on . 

P . 2 23. I. 1 2 . A<ad~mt'S: a cade mics- the garden whe l"c 
Pla lo ta u g ht , n ea rl y a m ile n o rth o f A thens- a ph ilos 
o phica l sc h ool o r as:so c iatio n o f s tude nts . Com p a re 
Milto n's " P a ra dise R egaine d ," IV. 244- 24 6 :-

.. S ec the re th e o live grove of A c a d e m e. 
Plato 's re tire m e nt , w h e re the A llie b ird 
Tril ls h e r thi ck -w a r b led n o tes the summer lo ng .' -

J. 14. A1rmphian : lVl c rnphis w as the c a p ital o f Egyp t 
during the fi rs t period o f i ts h is IOr)', 10 whic h t he 
P y ra mids belo ng . It w as o n the \,,'cs t b a nk o f the Ni le . 
south o f Cairo . It w as c a ptured by the Assy ri ans a n d 
s to rmed b y C ambyses. It co ntinued to exis t unde r the 
R o man E mpire, but \.,-as g l'a d u a ll y abando n ed a n d 
ruined a ft e r the ~lohammed a n C o nq u es t . 

P.J·/ons : g ate ways, ga te -to w ers , esp ecia ll y the m o n u 
m e nta l gate w a ys o f a n E g y ptia n te mple . us u a ll y fo rmed 
b y two trunc a ted p y r a mid a l to w ers conn ec ted b y a 
lower arc hitec tura l m ember c o nta ining the ga te . 

l. 18 . Bah.ylonian: hug e , g iga nti c . Sec n o te o n P . I I . 
I. ' 3. 

I. 23 . Nirvana : in Buddhis t theology, the ex tinc t io n o f 
individual exis te n c e and absorptio n into the supre m e 
spirit , o r the extinc tio n o f a ll d es ires and p a ss ions a n d 
attainme nt o f p e rfec t b ea titude. 

I. 2 5. Patricia,, : n o b le . a r is toc r a ti c. 
II. 26-29 . See th e escape of the I sr a e lites fro m E.gy P t , 

Exod us, xii ~I uq. 
II. 30-3 1. Compa r e n o te o n P. 10 2, II. 1- 2 , a nd .. C on · 

que rors-Lines writte n o n \ Vin c hclsea ?\1arsh cs," b .... 
Ba ning to n Gates. esp ecia ll y lines 1- 6 :- . 

•• T h e ga tes of \Vinc h clsca are d o wn . 
T h e r~c a nd the w is ta ri a b reak 
Long wavcs o f b lossom o n h e r s to nes, 
And these , h e r las t beleag u e rs , make 
U nno ticed e ntry in h l' r fo rt , 
F o r fas t s h e s leeps and w ill n o t wake ." 

Compa r e a lso .. Fis h ,. b y Gwe n C lea r, a nd .. Be 
le'lg u c red C ities " b y F. L. L u cas . 

Siormcock in EMu . 

P . 224 · T h e s to rrnco c k is t h e mis..'i cl-thrush, whic h feeds o n 
the berri es o f the mis tl e toe. 

l. 2 0 . A/in ion : d a inty , ele gant. 
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l. 26. CQlJuts : the fca thers that cover the bases of the 
w ing and rai l feathers. 

J. 30. Brindled.- s treaked, tabby. 
P . 225. I. I I . Gabrid.- o ne of the arc hangels . l\1ilton 

makes him " C hie f o f th' a ngelic guards .. (" Paradise 
L os t ." IV. 550). 

C lI rlllllcirtl1n. 

P . 225 , l. I g. T O/J-saw.J'ers: the sawyer who works the upper 
handle of a pit-saw; hence , o ne who holds a superior 
p osition, the best man, a dis tinguished person. 

I. 23. Aug ur : a Roman relig io us o ffic ial, who inter
preled omens derived fro m the flight , s inging, and 
fceding of birds, e tc., and advised upon tbe c ourse of 
publi c business in a ccordanc e . Hence, a soothsayer, 
divine r. or pro phet. 

P . 2 26, I. I . Py thagoras : See note on P. 129. 1. 3. 
1\40Ses: See note on P. 56, I. 30. 

t 2. JHulin : See note on P. 78, 1. 17 . 
N uma: the lege ndary second king of Rome, successor 

to R o muJus. and r e vered as the founder of the Roman 
relig io us sys tem. Legend said that he was aided by the 
counsel of the goddess Egeria, who Joved him and 
became his wife. Compare Byron's " ChiJde Harold's 
Pilg rimage," Canto IV, stanzas 1'5- "9. and 
Tcnn~on's .. PaJace of Art " :-

.. Or hollowing o ne hand against his ear. 
To lis t a foo t-fall . ere he saw 

The wood-nymph, stayed the Ausonian king to 
hear 

Of wisdom and of law." 
1. 10. To square lhe circle: to convert a circle into an 

equivalent square-a mathematical problem of long
s tanding. 

l. I I. Four-di~ns;onal: the fourth diIIlension is an 
imag inary idea that has been a probleIn to malhe ma
ticians for many centuries. One hypothesis is that it is 
tilne. 

"Worm. 
1j. 228 . There is. speaking generally. no clear line of divis ion 

between moths and butte rflies . Like the butterflies, 
IIloths pass thro ugh the stages of egg, caterpillar, and 
c hrysalts b efore they attain the perfec t state (imago). 
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The number of m o ths occurring in the British Isles is 
well o ve r two thousa nd. 

P . 228. I. 6. Sphinx mo/hs : the Sphillgidae o r Ha\ ... k·!\,loths, 
called S phinx 1vloths from the attitude frequentl y 
a ssumed by the caterpillar. and Hawk.1\fo ths from their 
m a nne r o f flig ht , whic h r esem bles the hove ring and 
darling of a h a wk . About ten species of these :l re true 
natives of the British Is lcs. 

I. 1 0. T he D eolh 's Head: the larges t species found in the 
British Isles , with markings o n the b ack of th e tho rax 
r esem bli ng a huma n s kull. 

Squeakin.E! as he comLJ : by the rus ti c . and p oss ibly the 
uninitia ted gen e rally . t h is m o th is looked upo n as some
thing uncanny. This is probably due to the fa c t that it 
emits a peculiar sound , like a shrill squ eak; the sound 
is produced by air from the air-sacs being forced throug h 
the pro b oscis. 

l. 12 . Tlu D~adly NighlShade: bellado nna , all parts of 
whic h are narcotic and p oisono us. 

I. 15. Thou small moths: the Spurge Ha\, ... k m o ths . Th,. 
caterpillar feed s , in August a nd September, o n spurge
a genus of plants, m a n y of the species cont ai ning a 
res ino us milky juice m os tl y '\'e ry ac rid . They are very 
rare in Britain . 

I. :21 . u opard ,\/olhs : a blue-blac k spoiled '\\'hite species. 
The m o th c omes out in the summer. I t visits lig ht. 

Spindla: the s la lks, s te ms , o r sh oots of plan ts, espec i
ally of cereals . (Spindle- tree : an o rname ntal European 
s hrub. furnishing a hard fin e -g rained ye llowis h wood 
fonnerly muc h used for spindles. ] 

I. 25. The Ghost Swift moth: the G h os t moth o f the 
S wifts ( H~pja/idael' distinguished b y the ir rapid Aight . 
The male h as w lite wings. The spec ies is generally 
distributt!d. over the British Islcs. The males may b e 
seen in the e vening , som e times in numbers in g rassy 
places. S'\'\ .. aying themselves to and fro witho ut making 
progrcss, and appearing as thoug h they dang led fro m 
the e nd of an invis ible thread . 

I. '27. G ipsiu : U p to about 1840 this species seems to 
have flo urishe d in a wild state in the fe ns o f N o rfo lk and 
C ambridgeshire . and also in Hunting d ons hirc . But b r 
1.8 50 it had almost ceased to ex i3t , as a wildling. in 
r:..ng land. S inc e the n it has been semi -d o m cs ticated. 
It ha.' now bec:om e a pest in parts o f North America. 

I. '28. Dark Dagger : the name of this m o th is not ve ry 
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suitable. as in general colour it is O(IC:O paler than many 
<?rcy D agger moths, so caUed because of the dagger
like mark o n the fo re-wing. It is widely distributed in 
England and \Vales. but apparently not common. It 
feeds frOITl August to October on hawthorn, sloe, plum. 
pear, and apple. 

I. 29- P~ach bloHom : the olive-brown fo re wings of this 
m oth arc adof"!1cd with five pink-tinged whitish spo:ts, 
and clouded WIth bro .... rn. Jt feeds on bramble in July. 

P . 229. I. I . Puss : a rather com.mon moth. The head, 
tho rax. and body are very fluffy; the fore win$S aTe of 
a whitish o r light grey colour with darker markings and 
spots. 

I. 3. Drumhlu: drones, mumbles. 
1. 5 . Blue moths: such as the Blue-Bordered Carpet moth . 
1. 6 . Scarkl Tig~'s,- tropical-loo king moths. scadet and 

brown , sp o tted and s treaked 'with white. They em e rge 
in June , and seem partial to ma~hy ground. They 
are fo und c hiefly in southern England. 

J. 12 . Fen molhs; s uch as the Fen Wainscot, cornmon in 
th e Norfolk and Cambridge fens. 

L J 3. Wild angelica ; an aromatic plant, used in cookery 
and m edic ine. 

Luu m e: purplc medic k, a leguminous plant resemb
ling clover, c ultivated for fodder. 

I. It. HN71 : h e ron, a long-nec ked long-legged wading 
bud. Sec P . 223. 

1. 15. Mottled Rustics: there is some variation in the 
darker mottling and suffusion of the pale brown fore 
wings. The dark brown or blac kish s.tigtnata are 
gene r a ll y dis tinc L 

Tea<.el u ;eed: a plant with pric kly leaves and Rowe r
h eads . 

1. 16 . ~Yaved U mbn-; so called because of the blac kish. 
wavy, o blique transverse lines on the brown fo re wings. 
The males arc usually darker than the females. The 
ca te rpillar feeds o n privet and lilac, and is said to eat 
c urrant , broom, and jasmine. The m o th is out in 
April and May. . 

L 20. Plumb:: o r Clouded Carpet, so calle d from liS 

variega ted colo uring. (The Ph<rnix was a mythi.ca l 
bird anc ientl y supposed to .exist in ~rabia. A:ccordlOg 
to legend, only o n e phocnlX was alive at a tlme, and 
it sat upon o ne particular tro!. of whic h there w as o nly 
one specimen. The pha:::nix lived fo r five hundred 
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years, and from the ash es o f the d ead body o f o ne 
phc:rnix arose ano ther . Compare !\lihon' s . . Samso n 
Agonis tcs ," II. 1699- 1702 .] 

I. 33. Spring Usha : th is m o th r es ts on tree -trunks . 
fen ces, etc . , and the males may thus be found during 
the day in February. 

I. 35 . The Chines< Charactn- : probably in rcfcr-c nce to the 
grey-brown oval blotc h on the middle of the white fore 
wings, this moth w as kno wn to the older ento m o logis ts 
by the Eng lis h name o f" Goose-eg g ." On the blo tc h , 
however, there are s ilve ry marks on the veins, and 
below it there is a blac kis h blotc h ''<rith som e bluish 
s ilve ry sc ales upo n it. These m a rkings pro bably" 
sugges ted the name C hinese C harac te r b y whic h it is 
gene rally known . 

The Cinnabar: so named because of the m o rc o r less 
vennilio n colour of the hind wings and the markings on 
the greyish-black forc wings. 

p , 230, 1. I . TIle Brim/led Pug : the oc hrcous-grey fore wings 
of this spec ies arc crO SS l.-d by dark, bent lines , and 
marked ",.'ilh blac k on the veins, 

Straphim .' fo re , ... ings whitish , wilh twO greyish bands 
o n the basal area, \\,idcl y dis tributed in the southe rn 
h a lf o f England ; abro ad. its rangc e xte nds to Japan . 

J. 1 J. rtO dipper: a cl ipper or fas t-sailing vessel 
formerly employed in the Ica-trade. A famo us o ne, 
.. The Cutty Sark ," is now moored in Falmouth 
Harbo ur as a training -ship. 

I. 14. Pajllttd Lady : the thistle bull edl )" orange-red 
spotted wilh white and blac k. It appears in August, 
and is generally met with on wast e g ro und , whe re it 
loves to sit in the sun o n thistl e -he ads or other flo w e rs. 

Dine Skipper : the g ro und colo ur o f the wings o f this 
~ullerfly is brO,,,'Il . I t freque nts w ood y p as turcs. hill
Sides and heaths. 

1. '7. Paphia: a spec ies of butterfly. 
~iltJer J,yoshed Frj/il/a? ' : Ihis is the larges t o f the 

Bntish Fritillaries. It IS c o mmon in woods in Great 
Britain in July. 

I. !9. VanLt.ra Atalanla: the Red Admiral butte rfl y . It 
IS common throughout the 13riti:lh Isles in g :lrdc ns , 
orc hards , and hedgerows in the late summe r o r early 
autumn. It is es~cially fo nd o f fruit and ivy blosso m. 
rMmt of the above info rma tio n is d e rived fro m .• The 
~;1oths of the Britis h 1s1~ , . by Ric hard SOllth , b y kind 
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perm iss ion o f the autho r and !\'Iess rs. Frede ric k Warne 
& Co., Ltd .] 

Th~ A/arch B u. 

P . 230, l. 28. A1Qorcocks: the male of the re d grouse. 
Plashes: s hallow p ools. 

P. 231 > I. I . Hl~mble-bu: a la rge wild bee, which makes a 
loud humming sound-a bumble-bee. 

I. 5. I¥ind-jlowers: wood-a n c ITlones. 

Fable. 

P . 232, 1. 2. The torto ises/uU: a mottled. red , yellow, and 
blac k , butte rfl y . 

The w hite: the White Admiral, with white markings 
on its blackish \viogs. 

I. 3. The J'el/ow brimstone: a butterfly with wings of a 
brig ht s ulphur-yellow colour. 

I. 4. P eacock: a buuerfly with peacock-eyes on iu 
brownis h-red velvety wings. 

Dinu Tlsionol. 
P . 233. 1. 9· Thefourth: S ee n o te on P. 226. I. II. 

1. 12. The sunflower always faces the sun ; that IS, the 
South. 

I. 17. GrQundling: humble. 
1. 18. Lar: a household deity (Roman). 
l. 22. Flangu : projecting Rat rims. 

Ribh Consid~rs Christian Love Insufficimt. 
P. 234. II The hermit Ribh is ao imaginary c ritic of St. 

Patric k . His C hris tianity, come perbaps from Egypt 
like muc h early It-ish Christianity, echoes prc.Christian 
thought."-W. B. Yeats. 

Intimations. 
P. 237. I. 21. Algol: the remarkable second-magnitude 

variable s tar in the ht"!ad of fy[edusa, who is the mons ter 
referred to (Algol is in Arabic the ghoul or demon) . 

l. 22. A sevm-ualid book: compare R evelations. V.I. ;

.. And I saw in the right hand of tum that sa t on the 
throne a book writte n \,\ .. ithin and on the bac kside sealed 
with seven seals ." 

1. 23 . Oricn: Sec nOle on P . 66, l. 9.. 
1. 24 - Eagle: the constellation AqutIa, sometimes named 

the Vulture, a cons tellation of the northern hemisphere, 
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tra versed b y a br ight p a rt o f t he :\Iil ky \Va y. w hic h is 
h e re div ided into two bra n ch es. It h as fo r i ts ouu i Tl<;: 
the fig ure of a fl yi n g eag le ca rry ing in i ts ta lons a boy . 

D ragon : t he nonhc rn cons tel la ti o n , Draco. Th~ 
fig ure is tha t o f a se rpe nt with sc \ 'c n s m a ll coils. O rw 
fabl e c o n cerning it is th a t w he n H e rc ules killed the 
Dragon g u a rding t h e H esp e ria n fruit , H e ra trans fe r red 
the c rea ture to h ea ven as a re w a rd fo r its services. 

B UJT: Sec no te o n P . 68, I. '4. 
L i01l : Sec no tc o n P . 66, I. Q. 

1. 25. H iuog fJ·ph : Sec n o te o n j'. 20, I. I g-
I. 26, Sec Psa lm x ix, 2 : - " Day unto d 3y utte rc t h 

sp eech , and n ight unto n ig ht sh owc th kno wled ge. " 
I. 2 9. C>'c1ic: m oving in cycles, c ircles, o r o rbi ts. 
1. 3 1. Sec Po pe's" Essay o n Nian , " E pis t le IV, I. 4 9 . 

• , O rde r is H c .1.vcn 's fi rs t la w. " 
P . 238 , II. 1- 3. D a nte Alig hicri ( 1205- 1 32 1 ) , a g rea t Italia n 

poe t , a utho r o f the ., Di \ ' ina Comnlcdia. " ]n " Para· 
d iso, " C anto XVIII , D a nte fi nds the so uls of those 
who h a d a dminis te re d j u s ti ce r ig htly in the w o rld , so 
d isposed as t o fo rm the fi g ure o f a n cagle (l J. 67- 108). 

P. '239, I. IS, Wift o./u.'ild ~(o ry th rough the .s illc ;n/(.s warp .- ill 
~ .. 'caving, the warp is th e fi xed p a rt o f the fa bric, whic h 
IS s tre tc hed perpe ndic ula rl y , the w eavers c ross ing it with 
the w oof o r w efe 

J. 18. The choric harmony: the mus ic o f the s phe res. 
A cco rding t o anc ie nt theo ri es o f as tro n o m y. the pla nets 
a nd s ta rs w e re fixed in e ig ht con centric sphe res, whi c h 
revolved about th e earth , m a king , as they m o ved , lht~ 
m us ic o fa p'e rfcc l di a p aso n . Compa re" The ~ ( e rc h arH 
of V e nice, • V. I. 60--6 1 :-

.. The re 's n o t the s m a lles t o rb w hic h tho u beh o ld 's t 
But in his m o ti o n like a n a n g el sings. " 

P . 2 4 0 , l. I I . A King's natiL'ily: the birth o f C hris t. 
I. 13. Fiat 0./ Cr~at;o'l: the comma nd h a ving fo r i ts 

o bjec t the creati o n o f the ea rth . Sec G e nes is, i. ( La tin , 
jial = le t the re b e m a d e ) . 

II . 15- 17. See J o b , xxxviii . 7: .. \ Vh e n the m o rning 
~ ta rs sang togethe r , a nd a ll the sons o f God sh o ut ed fo r 
JOy. " 

P . 241 , II. 12 - 14 . Compa re E xodus, xxvi. 
I. 15. Sec I Corinthi a ns , ii . 9 : " Eye h a th n o t see n , n o r 

ea r h e ard , n e ithe r h a ve e nte re d into Ihe h eart o f m a n, 
the things whic h God hath pre p a red fo r (he m tha t love 
him. " 
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Eta;" . 
P . 241 . E ta in is the queen in Fiona ~1acleod 's (Willia m 

S h a rp's) .. The Immo rtal H O UL" \ '\' iJlj a m S harp 
( 1856- 19°5) had a double personality~ fo r during h is 
lifetime he was known sole ly by a series of p o litical and 
c riti cal works , while fro m 1894 onwards he published 
sec retly, unde r the n a m e o f Fio na Macleod. a series o f 
stories and sketc h es in p oetical prose, ,\,hic h made her 
a conspicuous Scottish write r . ' The Immo rta l H o ur" 
was made into an oper a by Rutland Boughton (born 
1878) and first perfonned in 19 14 at Glas to nbury. 

Ag~ GOlhiqru D or/. 

1>. 2 4 2. I. 23. King Richard : King Ric hard II. See nOle 
on P . 17. I. 23. 

J. 25. B ook of hours: a book containing the seven offices 
of the canonical h o urs . s tated times of day appointed 
by the canon for prayers. 

The T,inkd s. 
P. 244 . I. 14. I.spahan: o r Isfa han ; fonnedy the capital of 

Persia. It is e nclosed by o rc hards and garde ns on a 
fine fertile plain. It w as o n e of the ric h es t a nd mo.s t 
populous c ities o f Asia under Shah Abbas the G reat til 

the seven teenth cen tury ; but in 1722, during th.c 
Afg h a n invasion of Persia, its walls were d es troyed and II 
w as reduced to a s tate o f decay, from which it h as never 
recovered. In spite of its physical decay it is s till the 
second-larges t trading e mpo rium in P ersia . 
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I. PR O F ESSOR S;'\l r-oTSDU RY h as said that m od e rn p oetry i i 
c harac te r ised" b y a vag abond c urios ity of m a He r a nd :\ 
to rme nted unres t of s tyl e ." \Vha t do you unders tand b y 
dl is s tate m e nt ? H o w fa r is it true of the p oetry in thi.s 
antho logy? G ive examples of p oems to whic h it applies , 
.'lnd Oili e r poems to whic h it d ocs n o t apply. 

2. \Vhic h p oe ts in this anthology ..... a uld you c all tradi
tionalis ts , and whic h innovators? Give r e a sons for yo ur 
<:twice . 

3. Discuss with re fe re n ce to any of the p oe ms in the 
vo lume the fo ur kinds o f mca ning-Senst' (what the poe t 
is saying, ,,,,hat he is directing our attention towards) ; 
Fa /inc (what the p oc t feels towards his subjec t, his attitude 
10 il); T Oile ( the p oe t 's attitude to his lis te ll e r, his reade r ) ; 
I"Untion ( the p oe t 's O1illl , consc io us o r unconscio us - e.g. 
10 s tate his thoug hts , o r to express his feel ings aho ut h is 
s ubjec t , o r to e xpress his attitude to h is lis te n e r ) . 

4 . Discuss. wuh re fe rence to the antho log y, Tho mas 
H a rdy's s tate m e nt tha t •. the re is no n ew poe try ; but the 
n ew poe t- if he carry the flame on furthe r (and if not, he 
is no new p oe t)-comcs with a n e w note:' 

5 . Lord Dunsany has said ... \\' hat is it to be a poet? 
It is to see at a glance the glo ry of the world, to sec b ea uty 
in all its fo rms and manifes tatio ns . to feel ugliness like a p a in. 
10 r esent the wro ngs o f o th e rs as bitte rly as one 's o wn, to 
k n o w mankind as o the rs kno w single men, to know Natule 
a s botanis ts know a flo.we r, to be ,t,hought .a fool , t o h ear at 
m o m e nts the d ear vOice o f God. ~'tcnhon p oems in th is 
vo lume that illus trate these qualities of a p oe t. 

6 . Ask you~eJfqucs ti ons o~this type o.n e a c h o f tile P OC IIU 

r e.;'\d-~Vhat I.S the the m e; o r Ide a ? Is It n ew in pan o r in 
\ ~ ' h <? l e . . \Vlll c:h p~CTnS In the volume (or elsewhere ) are 
s lTn!lar ~n subJcc~. Arc they different in treatme nt of the 
subJec t . \Vhat IS the m ood o f the poem? \\' hat is the 
p a tte rn o f the ve rse ? Is it in stanz as or is it continuo us. 
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reg ular or irregular, rh y rnt..-d nr unrh y m ed ? \Vhic h other 
PO(" 1TlS 10 the volume have the same pallcrn ? Is the 
lang uage plain and unado rned, or fl ower)' and unusual? 
Arc there any m e taphors and s imiles, and , if so, are they 
:lpl and a urac tivc. ordinary o r s triking ? Arc the epithets 
;q ) ( and o riginal ? D ot.."S the sound som e times echo the 
~t: nsc? Doc'S the p oe t u sc any other figures of s peech-~.g. 
;Intithcs is , personitication ? What is hi s purpose in u sing 
them ? 

7 · Illus trate fro m R oy Campbell's poems what h e means 
b y " I have added a few solar colours to contemporary 
verse. " 

U. JlJustrale from Edmund Blunden's poe m s his love of 
th e E nglis h countryside. 

9· S h ow h o w TholTIa.s Hardy is obsessed with the trans
ience o f the vanishing present. 

10. Illustratc from his poems \V. H. Davies 's clarity and 
freshness of vi s ion , and his exquisite and individual imagery. 

I I . How far is it true to say that \Valler d e Ja Mare's 
rcal world is a dream-world of dusive beauty beyond or 
beneath the world of sense ? 

12 . Disc uss Nonnan Douglas's statement that D. H . 
Lawren ce was •• full of c hildlikc cUI·iosity. He touc hed upon 
thc common things of earth with tenderness and grac e. 
His genius was pic torial and contemplative." 

13 . Illus trate T. S turge Moore 's mastery over image and 
epithet. 

'4. Illustrate from his poems Herbert Palmer's variet), 
o f s ubjec t and treatment. 

I S. Illus trate Vic toria SackviJlc-W(''':$t 's intimacy with the 
Englis h countrys ide. 

16. How far is \V. j. Turne r's image ry derived from 
distant or imagi nary lands ? 

17. Explain and comment on MaUTi ce Baring's rcltlark 
that W. B. Yeats's poetry" belongs to the world oftho~cwho, 
while withdrawing themselves from the busy market-place, 
ha ve loo ked into their own souls and unders tood the passions 
and the dreams of mankind, of those \vho have wandcrcd 
in the secre t places of Nature, and have gone beyond into 
Ihe unknown land whic h reac hcs right up to the shores of 
L e the. " 

18. Quole s triking examples of Simile, f\1etaph o r, P e r
sonification, Climax, Melonomy, and other figures ofspecc h. 

19. \Vrite an account of Ihe poem .. in the Anthology by 
the following: \V. H. Auden, Julian Bell , Stella Henso n 
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Edmund Blunden, R oy Campbell, \Vilfred Ro, ... land C hi Ide , 
Ric hard C hurc h, Edward Davison , " ' aiter de la .\Iare , T . S . 
Eliot , J o hn Gawsw o rth , S tella Gibbons , F. R . H.i ggins. A. E. 
H o usman, C. Da y Lewis, Hugh l\b.c Diarrnid , :'\li c hacl 
)'IcKcnna, Hamis h l\'1aclarc n , Louis l\ t a c ,:'\lcicc, Robe n 
N ic hols , \Vilfred Owen , H erbert Palme r , Ruth Piner. 
~li chael Robe r ts , Isa a c R ose nbe rg , Victoria S a c kvill e -\Vc.:H , 
Jan Strother, \V. B. Y eats , Andrew Young. 

20. l\-lcntio n som e half-doze n sonne ts in the an tho logy, 
a nd deduce fro m them the main c harac te risti cs o f a 
sonne l. 

2 1. l\iention, and write an a ccount of, fo ur poems o n eac h 
o f the following subjec ts: Birds ; Flowers ; The Seasons ; 
Dea th ; Famous P eople ; Animals; Lo .... e o f o n c "s Na ti,'c 
Country ; The Sea ; F o reign Cou ntries; Life and its 
~Ieaning; i\lys ti c ism. 

22. Make a lis t of your fa .... ourite poem s in the antho logy 
and g i .... e reasons for your c hoice. 

23. G ive the context of the fo llo\"' ing p assages and relate 
each to the the m e of the poe m :-

(i ) Muc h is the r e waits you we 113 .... e missed ; 
l\.luch lore we leave yo u w o rth the knowi ng. 

(ii ) 0 happy h"pp), wounds, 
Cond itioned b y c.xis tcncc in huma nit )" 
T hat ha .... e s u c h powers to heal them! 

(iii ) \Vhat is pure, 
Or what is lovdy ? 
All is, and d o th a ll endure. 

( i v ) And a nl con tent that ot h e r m e n in turn 
A g ainst my darkness sh a ll the brig hl e r burn. 

(v ) Far away and long a go 
H e r lovelies t so ng lIega n to c hime . 

(vi ) Time has b o rne d own that gracious argument 
\Vhi ch was yo ur advo c ate whe re Isis fl o ws. 

(vii ) Tenants o f the h o use . 
Thoug hts of a dry bo ne in a dry season . 

(\'iii ) \Vhere fo rIllS of pOwer and beauty c hange and 
p ass. 

One e pic to et e rnit y remains. 
(ix ) Vanessa Atabnla , who w as borne 

In sunny splendour on an off shor e gale 
From coas ts o f Afri ca , t o m eet the h ail 
Battering the K e mish (Xbbles in the dawn . 

(x ) P oetry n eeds must breathe throu~h li ps of man 
D es pe rate d e fian ce and immo rtal courage. 



(x; ) 

(xii ) 

(xiii ) 

(xiv) 

(xv) 

(xvi ) 
(xvii ) 

(xviii ) 

(xix) 

(xx) 

(xx; ) 

(xxii ) 

(x..xiii ) 

(xxiv) 

(xxv) 
(xxvi) 

(xxvii ) 

(xxviii ) 

(xxix) 

(xxx) 
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I will be your house. clean, high, and strong, 
And you shall live in me, all winter long. 
They will not come, the ~entian days, 
\Vjth the cornfield white tn s ummer. 
And I thought o f the albatross, 
And I \ ... ished he would come back, my snake. 
You swept a c r oss the waters like a Queen, 
Finding a path where never trackway showed. 
I s tudy hatTed with ~reat diligence, 
For that 's a passion In my own control. 
I am an eavesdro pper of loveliness. 
Tarry this last hour out, take your last look 

round . 
Greet finally the eartb, greet leaf and root and 

s toc k . 
o the terror that treads close behind 
the trailing mantle of all loveliness. 
Adieu, swcet-memoried dust, I go 

After the 1Vfaster for His dream. 
I dizzied at that tangled flight 

And the woodland's surf-sound. 
No Winter's morn, when I went forth, 
Could force on me a sunless North. 

Th' implacable and bitter sense 
Of Time that hastes and Death who need not 

hastc. 
0, Hunter, your own shadow slands 

\Vithin your forest lair! 
For all things violent here and vain 
Lie open and all at ease 
\"'here God. has girded heaven to guard 
H e r holy vanities. 
Only where water runs I can forget. 
And make us as Newton was, who in his garden 

watching 
The apple falling toward.s England, became aware 
Between himself and her of an eternal tie. 
For there is no measuring a song, 
Nor counting upon truth. 
I shall come back at last, 
In this dark house to die. 
Our murders have not still'd the thrush, 
Nor to the white hills brought decay. 
Passion or conquest, wander where they will, 
Attend upon them still. 
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(xxxi) 
(xxxi i) 

(xxxiii ) 

(xxxiv) 
(xxxv) 

(xxxvi ) 

(xxxvi i) 

(x.'ocviii ) 

(xxxix ) 

(x l ) 

(xli ) 

(xlii ) 

(x li ii ) 

(xli,,) 

(xlv ) 

(xlvi ) 

(xlvii ) 

(xlv iii ) 

(xlix ) 
(I) 

(Ii ) 

(Iii ) 

(Iiii ) 

Q UESTIONS ON THE POEMS 

\Ve a U h ave the n : motc a ir of a legend. 
I'm in clover now', n o r kno w 
\Vho made h o n ey lo ng ago. 
So shall I put muc h arg ument by, 

And so lve a lifetime's m ys te ri es. 
A m an a nd his tools make a man a nd his trade . 
Alone I ' ll m o urn my o id fri e nd , w hil e: the cold 

d a wn 
Thins o ut the h o ly c a ndclig ht. 
For] made, as we lay in the g rass by that road 
This poem- a gcm fro m I he h ead o f a toad. 
I learned it a ll from m y Eve, 

T he ,,,,a rm dumb wisdom. 
Soldie r o f fo nunc , n orth-wes t J a c k, 
Old h a rd.times ' brag~arl . the r e you b low ! 
R ead be twe e n these furro ws a d espera te appeal 
Of m en who h a d n o o Ulc r voi.ce. 
I miss the o rc h a rd a nd my wasp-filled fl as k . 
The re a rc n o bumble-b ees o n the sea's back. 
A s tarlit or a m oonlit d om e disdains 
AJI tha t man is. 
I lived i n quie t, scree ned, unknown, 
Po ndering upo n som e stic k o r s to ne. 
F o r h e re's the b ea uty of a ll country milo , 
T he ir ro lli ng p a tte rn and thei r space. 
Lion, fis h, a nd swan 
A c t , and a re gone 
Upon T ime's to ppling wave . 
M a ke the b rooks pound to the seas 
And the earth s hine young again. 
Queens s h ould be cold a nd wise, 
And s he loved little things . 
The ir eyes the y must rcs train 
From sccking the far sk y . 
For Truth was g ivc n unto the ange ls ; 
And they are melod y and fire . 
H e re s lceps the Siluris t ; the loved p h ysician. 
This pliant wood like expert whip 
Snaps a c tio n in its voice. 
C"l.n h e evade the over-s hado wing nig ht? 
Are the r e n o t som e where c hinks o f braided. tig ht? 
J. too, h ave burned the wind with fi e ry fla gs 
Who n o w am but a r oos t for e mpty w o rds . 
Beauty h e re I do n o t see k 
More than I sought it o n my mother's chCf::k. 



(liv) 

(Iv) 

(Ivi ) 

(Ivii ) 

(Iviii ) 

(~l 
(Ixii ) 

(!xiii ) 

(lxvii ) 

(lxviii ) 

(lxix) 

(lxx ) 

(lxxi ) 

(lxxii ) 

(lxxiii ) 

POEMS OF TWEl'.'TY YEARS 

A dun buc k cou c hed upon the left, 
A whit e doe to their rig ht. 
Th e little o wl that cries by night 
Shall v o ice thine intimate despair. 
\Vc nlock Edge was umbered, 

And brig ht w as Abdon Burf. 
I sec d escending fro m the ships at dawn 
slim n aked men from Cnossos . 
Man 's days arc as g rass , his thought but as thistle

seed wind-sown ; 
I "",-ill plod up the pass, and nourish the turf with 

m y shin-bo ne. 
!':c .... er to allow gradually the traffic to smother 
\Vith n o ise and fog th e fl owering of the spirit . 
\Vc whis tled while he s have d u s 'With his scythe . 
What a li e n ports en ri c h ed the ir teeming hold 
\Villi c rates o f fruit o r bal'S of unwl"oug ht gold? 
Soft as the mus ic that King Saul 
Hnd fcared beyond his t e nt. 
But when Ih is dies , I seem to see 
Five p e tal .. o n the s liding s tream . 
\Ve w e re th e las t ro mantics---ch ose for theme 
Traditional sanc tity and loveliness . 
Y c: t like Be n .Jonso n 's lily , s h e 
L e nt to her eTay a darling grac e. 
~fute in the ir b eauty they scrve him, 

Body and mind . 
The s o n of WOnl:\f) turns his brow 
\ Vcs t from fony counties n ow. 
\ Vh a t 's b lig ht and age, o r any sudde n thing 
That s tarts new life o ut o f life 's perishing! 
But mine in m y ea r is safe, 
J us t a lillIe \""hit e with the dust. 
And we plo ug h dccp~t in the Earth 
\Vho ride the n c :\rcs t to the S un. 
None g ives lhc m h eed , and they must live thcirday., 

eglec tcd and d espised . 
And as he m o uths Time's lullabies, his bends 
Barel y keep count o f prayers in yawned retreats. 
And s till , whenever m e n and women gather 
For wlk a nd laug hte r on a s unlmcr night. 
Shall n o t that la mp r e kindle? 
Dear Ihe ln we can, and if we can we must 

Shoulder the sky, my lad, and drink your ale. 
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