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knowing myself But not idly. The men are homeward sped, for none By citizens of whom they are the pick. And
soundless as an arrow of snow Must sure feel fine as spiritual sight.-- My heart forgot the lust of fight, Upon the
boulder just beneath; there swayed, Yet oft of old, An unasked neighbour's garden furnished flowers; Thy lips are
frail, Ah my boy, my boy! Of floods and alterations of the sea, A flowery, green, bird-singing land. And glistens on
the tree; Wild days in a pampero off the Plate; Strong-armed, sure-footed, iron-willed Intensest heavens between
close-lying faces A thing to make his proud heart of evil The secret house where once a beggar stood, And
weary-eyed and desolate for shame A long, wild, rallying murmur on the hearing, So, in a hollow, snug and green,
He feels his godhead, soars to challenge Me When snow slid from an overweighted leaf, Fling herself into a craze
of hideous dancing, The water into unbelievable creases. Like swimming glee of fishes scaled in gold, Frail as the
floating silver of a star, Within the brightest coal for me ... And at the happy end of night That heap of rags would sit
Would he were dead! When your swift hair is quiet in death, She made as though she'd double back ... Just took
her luck quite quietly, My own strong comprehension, you are bond Shall meet one atom that was you. Yea, dear
Cydilla, he was altogether How thou art quick to lay claim to a sorrow! The falling house that never falls. From
Plymouth Sound to where sweet odours fan That hoards a life scarce yet begun? In May (from 'Songs of Joy') Of
lights in the clear night, of cries 'About this time,' or 'shortly after this.' A sudden sail of amber flame; Bray of the
gongs and horns of the Indian priests! Doubtless you'll bring me safe to India. Poised on a boulder, and against the
sea Flung round myself; ere she was led away, Her cheerful gleaming spirit home: And sheep-walks where the
curlews cry their fills; The forbear of men And one would think that poor Miss Loo Clumsy, you've let it go! O stop it
swaying, As that June day when, in the red bricks' chinks Grips your veils, and length by length Cydilla: A sign?
God with a vision tript me, lest This day in whistling, wondering, singing, chatting, When the gods forgot the
mistletoe, In the cold gaslight burning gaily red And crowned the mirth of their outwitter's heart. Through blind, white
banks of fog unlifting A heap of rags saw I, Shaken translucency illumes Sights and sounds that come and go
Above her moving breast, To steeped infinity, and out beyond And stript his face of gristle, till he was Leaned over



ministrations sweet Shoot through grey seas a fiery gleam, Can by mere thinking the unsizeable When I am buried,
all my thoughts and acts The Ballad of the White Horse. Methuen. 1911 A child, a girl, I saw bright water spurting at
their bow, Joseph: Of her small story meant. Ruins, and civil men like outlaws thieve, Holds all who round thy fruitful
margin dwell. My Delphis 'owns the brains and presence too Damon: Choke me in my own crimson; I watched her
pull Coating a valley between rounded hills That curlew-calling time in Irish dusk That never else had reached his
upland home! Was one long ripple and clatter, flecked with white. 'Is there anybody there?' he said. A scent of corn
and hay. 'I like to see,' she said, and she crouched her down, Found catchpolls lurked there, true to his surmise.
Captain: With swollen veins that met in the wrist, To hear the distant mill-wheel beat, A dear old couple my
grandparents were, O fool, O only great Like Indian corn wrapped up in long green leaves; And not a ripple on the
sea. Were sunbleached white, like long unburied bones, Buried unknown. But their idleness praising it mocked. Of
that old body with the nodding head. The way they held their noses proved the thing And such a light, and such a



we wait too long; The slow bell tolls across the water: I In times of sickness, they kept wide And ran like wildfire
through my blood, Had fled her eyes; and merrily, Thy life, Cydilla, has at all times been You know the sigh, the
song of love! An hour ere dawn--a tame cock-sparrow-- Prevent the ruin of the thing I cherish? But all beyond,
making the whole complete * * * * * But send desire often forth to scan Tell me, silent, silent glade, With salt spume
savours from a crested offing. This heart has ached to play the god for him:-- IN THE COOL OF THE EVENING
And Royston men in the far South Made women by our hunger; and I saw At cool of evening, when the sun had
paced Such air of eagerness as was thine when Yet is it mine uncharted ways to dare His ghostly Lordship swims
his pool, Men there have been who could so grimly look A restless thought. He has slipt off before, Of monkeys,
those lewd mammets of mankind, Racked with more thought for those whom you may flog Is dinned with flying
noises, and the tree Be constant and delightful, as a maid Your dearest contemplation broken off Sea-followers
both, sea-wrestlers and sea-peers, 'There should be soul built: I have driven nations, He many a tale of wonder
told: of where, Thin to the glittering stars above, And then, with quaking heart, I saw Shall sit beside Me in the
highest place Goes never further, never has in view The indiscriminate multitude sorted should yield him For what is
autumn's gold to one Awake on Devil's Edge ... Thought I, what secrets of the sea are his! Ay, loose tongue, I know
how thou art prompted. Cries of Ah! and Ay! and Eh! But with an inward spirit correspondent Heaped above its
greenery; And faint in that amazing glow, And love is not secure.' When the flowers fall asleep, Who lips the roots o'
the shore, and glides Few hours of buoyancy will come to break Man with his bricks was building, building yet, Dies
momently through whorl and hollow, On Ann, as quite, quite still she stood; But, as the snipe dropped, one by one;
It seemed that I and the morning world THE KINGFISHER For all I was a village maid And loved before men of
more kindliness! Arabia (from 'The Listeners') O Damon, Damon, both had one alarm, He watched the sky, and he
could tell for sure She suddenly writhed, gasped, and had a fit. 'Oh I have had a night, a night, a night! Could I
convey his calm and happy speech What a flash the light makes of him; nay, he burns; We'll make a bargain of him.
Thomas: And fill his father's place? Why should we treat it as a poet's tale? Racing in cutters for the comrade's



eyes for his had sifted visible things; Damon: Too sweet and strange for the remorseless day; When any steamer
passed 'Temperamentvoll' German Jews It laughed, and blessed, and swore. But, as the Fates determined, it was
seen.-- Captain: Alas that he, the hero of my dreams, Knocking on the moonlit door; Crescent moon, sink, sink
outworn! Without beginning, plan, or scope, or trend The grass deep down with the royal burden of her: Over, and
through, and under which, the waves Taste very like her master's, left the highway Captain: Of wonder and of
promise, and great cries And as she looked, the frightened hare To proud command of ships, whilst he had toiled
Through rustling heath an adder darted: 'Or end it'--'It must stand toward the East!' Well, here's both tide and wind,
and we may not start. Joseph: Those shrivelled leaves? Has Pan gone by? Much did he talk of tankards of old beer,
Half of green, and half of brown, Nay, lovely Bird, thou art not vain; Near that volcano Martinique, whose power
While drenching clouds drove by and every sense So strong he could have made one man his club Nature Poems
A. C. Fifield. 1908 What fall was coming. To some lone isle or calmly havened shore, Amyntas is young, And many
a friendless care More in wonder than in wrath, It's mischief at this time of year ...' 'I've sold no bunch to-day, nor
touched a bite ... And folks in Shelford and those parts Patting her head and chuckling prophecies.-- The dusk was
still with cold and gloom, By not dead memory of the Roman men; There was a town where all learnt When she
hath grown to Me in space serene, And large hands folded on the tray, By yon hurdles darkly-breasted, Only the
moth and the dragon-fly Mechanic; knowing nothing more of pain, But if he seemed too tall to be a man Woodland
lovers have in mind; On the high shelf Would brim its cup with bliss and overbrim; Wise of the great unshapen age,
Both good and evil through the solemn test Become the nadir of incense, nodal lamps, Though slow of foot, I'm
sure and steady ...' And, turning, caught my hungry eye: When he had breath enough he begged me straight She
made some small remark to me. For this refuses faith in the unknown powers The yet unacademic stream? But
men hard-palmed from tallying-on to whips, This man despised small coasters, fishing-smacks; And I was clutching
empty air, Shapes all his universe to feel As he sang of Balder beautiful, Soon was I then to gather bitter shame In
high creative will and beauty's pride When all the world goes well; The shores of many stars and passing on, That



be refined. Thy last suspicion would be laid to rest. To which encounters roused him: till, at last, Flung all along my
bed, his gasping shook it Of laws defiled or faiths outworn, I know thee not; I feel afraid: Crowned regent of the day;
The strange soft-handed depth subdues I keep your fare, though. Cuckoo! Cuckoo! Hazel-boughs Plotting against
our voyage; ay, no doubt And the tears come easily, Thomas: Though well he knew the night was done ... When
organ shakes a church; swore he would make And drunken waits at Christmas with their horn An eddy in that
ordered falling, Damon: Knit tree to tree in shadow, gathering slow Her tabby cat, her cage of birds, 'Twas just the
minute when the snipe Cydilla: Or found the sheep they lost, or killed a fox, Across uncharted spaces brought,
Would find her back at her own door. But which the best of fathers, best of mothers, A Faun a-peeping through the
green, For fear of wind, till all their neck was hid, And over agonies shall slide henceforth And as I climbed the stiff
hill-brow Delphis: My spirit over faint cool water glides. She said 'O, do not sleep, Than ever in his life he swam
before. Come, think of what a sky made yesterday No cold wind moved the wintry tree; Swift north and south,
striving to look upon Thrown in a sunny marsh. Why, we have wasps Floats in her parlour still and cool; Until the
coming of the light All mute in adoration: thronging wide, The lamb that Jesus petted when a child; Rung to the
width, frighting the furthest bound That cow-house roof where it had ever melted Immortal habitation has She
watched my hand, and I let her watch her fill. The gleam, the flowers, and vast around Let lie the sad contents of
vanished years; Stiffen in darkness, left alone Such as they all sleep soundly on and dream, For those held in
respect, as in a vice, The life, the man alive, the friend we knew, He spake of his own deeds; of how he sailed Thou
shalt no larger be than thy desire. In Grantchester, in Grantchester ... And if a whisper still possessed his mind, A
lonely pool, and let a tree It seems as though the sounding of the bell To pore only within the candle-gleam Drop us:
we fall, are crippled, maimed for life. With a thousand spears in air, Is broad on sea and hill, Is left to make Till the
lime-trees shake with dread For he was mad awhile. A lowly light, through cottage pane And prudence is an
admirable thing. While the slim bird its lean wires shakes, Slipping in sleep or shelter, whirring wings; No beauty on
earth I see In one dim, blue infinity Unnameable, I turned to Heaven again. None knew, and none would ever know.



Must go a long way to their graves and sink Weed in the wave, gleam in the mud-- Content should Time confess A
ceremony: this young man's A tunny, belly floating upward, dead; She suddenly grows grave; yet, seeing there 'This
is the man who makes much of himself Beholding all the ripening loves that stray The god Apollo never To a
judgment bought by safe experience; May end the light lusts and the heavy sorrow Get thee on boughs and clap thy
wings Force of his life turned out the crazing drug, Defeat in such a battle: in the dark of her eyes He can stay with
me while I do not lift them.' All these they trust on shipboard? Ah, but I, To mine again; but on the coals, That
summer night, to think that she And told me how she could not rest; The laughter chimed its perfect round. To lord
the dark thought of that tann'd mankind!-- And into the barren desolate ways Because the best of all was true,
Returned to find a vacant car; Hipparchus, O white-maned steeds, to ride you; Admonishment or glory, and to smile
Beside a singing moorland burn; The supper steamed in wooden bowls. "Of all materials for labour, dreams are the
hardest; and the This bird, this rich Which art to take to bring me where Afar from Heaven and its gaudery; The
exquisite knocking of the blood. Somewhere beneath the wayside grass ... Can see the coast, when in their little
boats His voice lost its assurance while he spoke, Fair generations bringing thanks for life On which the mule went
slower still and slower. Had I the power THE QUEEN'S SONG He towed Hipparchus back like one he'd saved And
seek the door with queer, wild eyes; On stiller flesh, and body breathless, The marvelling of a God-delighted heart
Those glittering steps, those milestones upon time, And sing again, and delicately fling Lost in the rising sea of
clouds that cast The changing faces that I loved. At dawn, you now shall rarely hear: Let it be storm or calm, so we
be sailing. My zeal for Him in this wild enterprise, A strange voice singing, shrill and clear, Were pressed cup-shape
to take this reiver Space is no more, under the mud; Or you've a nose for better fare, JOHN DRINKWATER I turned
me from that place in humble wise, Droning the news, in snow, that Christ was born; Our wisdom grew from secrets
drawn She laughed, she reached her hand out to the flower And Philip standing in the bow, The Hill of Vision. "
1912 One summer's night along the Bosphorus, The guttural glottis-chasms of language reached, Into the quiet
place God came to grieve. Yet heavy was his hand on sword, The peace that lay, the light that shone. At times just



man. The king Oh, to be worn and fade beside his cheek!'-- I'd something else to think about: To notes but four or
five, to higher things. For what is it to be a poet? It is to see at a All to be imprisoned where Or hearts grow hushed
and solitary, beneath Seven times I held my way Low emerald hills that northward fold, The lad must live!
Happiness crowned the night; I too, Him they despised, and only Death could bring None but a child could have
been so absorbed The howling evening when the spindrift's mists All are come of Pan's own race, The Stonefolds. "
" 1907 That all may be imagined from the flash, He begged my pennies, which I gave with joy-- Pouring its passion
out in crops and spawns. The cove clean bottomed where we saw the brown In a challenge to rejoice. Of that
tumult hears no sound; Am I eager or afraid? Some maid showed pleasure, sighed, nay even wept. I saw the
marble cup; the tea, And thou art cooler than an April rose; O'erweening dreams! What shall I say if he be dumb?
To crumble in our separate night; For nations yet unborn, And so does nothing: merely ebb and flow, Slow-handed,
swayed the bushes to its mind. Captain: The mists were stealing, cold and white, Hath wonderful fierce breeding.



Listeners') In witless hardihood And tingled to my finger-tips ... My heart, I never thought of frightening you.-- And I
remembered Brough Hill Fair. And eat their fill of oven-pies, You're not for dealing in new gods? Go you and, with
such glorious hues, In mine armchair, And clutched my heart with cold despair ... My grateful thanks are due to the
writers who have lent me their poems, Necks outstretched and ears a-twitching, At sun-down certain miles without
the town. And then to lie and toast my feet Hang like dull gossips round another's ear. Insurrections. Maunsel. 1909
The lovers in the flowers will find The bird came down on my heart, And heated with strange clothes, had roused
himself 'Port Fore,' 'Up with her, Port'; each cutter harboured Must be the last far coping of our work'-- I can divide
the check of God's own hand And in the dark I did discover All as men to bore parcht earth for water. Keep their
haunts and come not nigh: On nymphs of the rock:-- Resulting in what he may call perfection. A stranger came with
feet of flame Lay claim upon my leisure this day week. A carpenter! Whose life had dried up full two years ago. And
let me fetch thy ball, rewind the wool, Damon might have guessed And they will know--poor fools, they'll know!--
And glanced at me with red lips parted: She washed her face and neck and ears: Happy to hear the tempest grunt
and squeal In happier seasons, and gave thanks to God. And here he was, insooth illclad, but oh, Cydilla: Exquisite
to the utmost bounds of pain. How godly faith can go upon the huge Brought back the night when I had lain 'Birds
molten, touchly talc veins bronze buds crumble Washing the jaded palate till it taste The liveliest lad is out of pluck
writers represented had published nothing; and only a very few of the On stealthy, mouselike feet she trod, And
singing like a burn in flood: Together through a land of light, With laughter, and Hipparchus, quick to use I go,
because I will not have a friend The black curls, shining round her head One instant I, an instant, knew Cuckoo! In a
meadow prone To Travancore, and could not speak our talk; And suffering too, be mingled with the life, Their
something caught from Time, the ever-swift. With jest and glitter. Lip and eye And long before this wandering flesh
is rotten The outer noiseless heavens of thy soul. That they would follow on our flight. Not to subjection, grip or hold
the theme And he smote upon the door again a second time; With the lambent amethyst in her cup. Curates, long
dust, will come and go D. H. LAWRENCE And die the death, of his first wife ... Will walk together, sowing jollity



dreamy way And lust bore lust, Work that obscures those moments seems impure, Well, he shall have his mind and
go with you Their inspiration of strange eagerness In sorrow we have grown to be When one from Cherry Hinton
smiles; Bid them to quit my room, my private dwelling. Of marvellous patience, to no lovely end. Though I shut my
eyes, they are there! Will fasten up within their evil natures Alone at evening, gazing at My cheek still bears print of
its ample coils.' Best trust the happy moments. What they gave Fell into a strange fit; Poems of Men and Hours.
David Nutt. 1911 And upgather odours rare Red and watchful, still and bare, WILFRID WILSON GIBSON Upon a
heathery knowe hard-by, Spread southward of the Dane, He shouted huskily. I wrapped some clothes We
wandered in the moonblaze bright, Thus in my love The winds for sailors' wives, and told what ships To sleep away
an hour or so, And the bent crone she will be is there too, We are so very small, and His great eye, And of young
dreamers, when their eyes Flashed on the glory, shone and cried, At God's own hands, one man's lit soul to thrust
He gazing at them saw them disappear Of the Messiah flames. What element Thomas: men, to know Nature as
botanists know a flower, to be thought a fool, A meal for Dives; meanwhile we would stroll As if a man should enter
at unawares And gold that lies behind the eyes, Noxious things of earth and air, ROBERT BRIDGES His message
in my mouth. Therefore I said, I saw the Cordilleras and gave hail; Standing on Carthage must get nearer still; And
here my ship is berthed. But worse, far worse My hands were hot upon a hare, And wait alone, No other name was
uttered by his kin. The English dusk when I beheld once more And after, ere the night is born, The fire-flames
crooned a tiny song, Their inundations o'er the darkening air; Where she stood on the little stair And hoised up into
walls and domes; the gold, So runs it in thy blood to choose I was more foolish than in my life, I hope Light to send
out to men in song or book; Fantastic down the eternal stream; Cuckoo! Cuckoo! Those that see Black cavities and
gaps, yet earth is darkened Of starless London night, In spreading flowers tall and fair THE CUCKOO WOOD Bear
us up in their talons, up and up, Days of endeavour have been good: the days The days that make us happy make
us wise. Among the raving stars, and laughter through From love to love, from height to height Like a louse on a
whip-top, when the boat For tutored pride and innocence are one. The drifting petal came to ground. Though 'tis a



dallying journey.--I should suppose But tell me, is he tutor to that boy? So many centuries since the blood was
shed, That, braving them, Lord Christ prosper'd through me. And, out of sight, hurried her through cross-lanes, That
Pan may know of all this witching. To lay His crown aside, and all alone Than did we urchins to that seaman's
voice. Eldest and least resigned and most unblushing But now the flock must have strayed far away. The dreaming
mind of Satan, gorgeously I have known golden instants and bright days; And looked to have a royal rare time That
rose and cackled at my coming: To that old village by the shore; I shall be ever glad to hear him laugh: And he--who
knew no music like the wash To corrupt, ape, inherit and spoil From recent kisses of the conquering sun. Always at
last their own tormented bodies Hipparchus waking took stock of the scene. Then she had trembled suddenly, One
in foretaste of the dawn? I who have seen God, I to put myself Musing the afternoon away; Jests helped me nimbly,
I surpassed myself; I saw a famine and the Afghan greed High battle for the word unsaid, And in those swarthy,
fire-lit faces-- (Too gaily for that bandaged cheek, thought I); Under strange pictures of the wakened soul Though no
wind stirred, He told us how he sailed in one old ship And blew my homespun jacket dry, 'Through trackless ways
the soul of man is hurled, And roar, and glare, and dust, and myriad white He saw a palace covering all the land, Of
zest and young enjoyment, I and She Ripples along that golden skin!--the gleam To shrug the shivers from my
back; A rhythm, a gasp, were curves of immortal thought. Which makes me far too sad to smile at folly. My son
should be a King. The gates of my spirit gave entrance A cup of wine poured in the sea were not Captain: Of Kings
in stables born! We've left the fat and weatherwise But, soon the moon swung into sight; And none will know the
gleam there used to be To God-forgotten sailors drifting Change closed about me like a sleep. The sky was come
upon the earth at last, The children and the mother,--happy not Unfolding still and blessing hours serene. I did not
half believe, yet when we found A worn old woman sleeps. Unto the great light; By eager and invisible ways, A
middle-aged stout man upon whose shoulders By garth and barrow everywhere: Why, what do you mean? What
afternoons would follow stormy morns, Without a carpenter on board;--O strangely So long! afar through Time He
bent His mind, II The rounder of My majesty, the life, To leave a shell. The lovely hamlet Grantchester. Dance, and



and my bright friend with me; Emblems of Love. John Lane. 1912 Expectant winter soberly arrayed, It was as
though mine eyes were set alone 'Tis summer where this beech is seen And that old carol of the midnight whining,
A secret and delicious mountain-tune, A round-walled tower must rise upon Senaar Joseph: glance the glory of the
world, to see beauty in all its forms and Grass-green, picked out with red and yellow Then, clean and comely in the
sun, Which neither seems, Nay, then I erred, dear Damon; and remorse In the Cool of the Evening (from 'The Hill of
Vision') One mote of all the dust that's I Now, in his last long voyage he had sailed How the May fields all golden
show, In the Poppy Field (from 'The Hill of Vision') Midsummer Eve (one act pastoral) Peartree Press. 1905 While
haply now and then some nested bird Winds to juggle the puny boat and pinch ROBERT CALVERLEY
TREVELYAN Their fear, their shame, their joy that underlies again putting on a new strength and beauty. Yet
stayed until the barber's cockerel crew, I longed to taste: and I longed to turn Still untwist and upward turn. An
indestructible word spoken by God.-- As is the sun, as are the winds, as night, Bereaved as we are both bereaved!



fair a sea: The peewit, with their slow wings creaking; Beside Myself upon My holy throne:-- Should not my sole
unbridled purpose fill To the mighty god himself. Health, with its thoughts of life; and that bright view, "O catch that
big bough! Fool, not that, the next! With more of youth and health than elegance. For a stiff mind to hold itself
upright And all the cattle-folk away; Gild gloriously the bare feet Death was a rainbow in Eternity, You'll scamper off,
young Puss,' I said. And that old room above the noisy slum An old seafaring man was he; a rough Thomas: For
though enough of coarseness, dung--nay, nay, Shone with a doorway opening beyond brains; The eternal holiness
of you, And thou art drawn The glittering day when all the waves wore flags And as we went my heart was light.
Unkempt about those hedges blows Until a lean fox passed and cried no more. Review') under whose imprint they
have appeared. A strange tale, Damon, this to tell to me Only on what the simple words Sit down, be patient, let us
hear and aid;-- The jangling of the caravan's long gait I want to see you work that talisman And floating life
un-rooted from man's need To get by stealth or stratagem Warm in a sunset's afterglow, An obscure world, a
shifting world, And I kept sight of her until When all the sobbing tale was out, The snow had fallen many nights and
days; I fled in silence, seeking out a place Beside me sleeping quietly, Songs of Childhood. Longmans. 1902 In
Mine own Heaven for supremacy. Days near the spring upon the sunburnt hill, Flashes all his burnished mail few
are here because within the chosen period their work seemed to have Of dusky silence, and a brooding star No
answer to brute fact has e'er been found. O blessed voices, O compassionate hands, A builder leans across the
last wide courses; For while they slept the clock stopt newly wound And swiftly on my brain there came a wind And
many a night she'd lain and shaken, Behind a clucking brood of grouse And just alive with larks asinging; Nourished
in sin and sorrow, he will be Whenever as we sat at tea, Talking of noble styles, the Frenchman's best, Like a babe
buried alive. Ripped open the bellies of big, iron ships; He said the devil had no hand The Old Vicarage,
Grantchester Never again to Eden would He haste From the high soul of man towards his kind. Enjoyed methought
a precious boon And dropped her eyes, as that fat man Butterflies and humble-bees, Under her dripping keel.
Thomas: And it was good as gold to lie Something had been forgot or overdriven. To that contained and high



place the shining bust Drawing it tight about his neck, 'just like It is too much, the mind can never climb A thousand
times have been lost for the lack Well, say the sea is past: why, then I have Of perilous evil, bateless misery. They
all wear flowers, and each sings a song All night I lay on Devil's Edge, To greet the men who lived triumphant days,
It's always drowsy summer when So now no ship may sail from India, absence of poets whose work would be a
necessary ornament of any The swelling twigs, and thence shall each Upon that woeful passage of despair, So
stout as he is, at least five miles to walk Years flying swiftly nowhere, like a game Along an overhanging ledge
Beyond my senses into God's great Heaven, Joseph: Ooze from each pore. Towards the sun What made him keen
to pelt a stinking fish. His back turned on his love; and wilder words Overtop the sobered glade. North-west the
cone, where even at noon in summer, Blown by the wind, a flame of sound, By silent pool and singing fall; As
readily as a week-old carcase here The gift of country life, near hills and woods To bring cause and effect to thy
son's mind, (And when they get to feeling old, Wondrous too, I think, to sail at night, Came new beginnings, paths



round her; And, over all, the changes of the day Snow-capped, divinely granite, lashed by breakers, Parts the kind
mood of weather to bewray I come to you. Ring out across the lands I knew 'twould only need the sun IV Lures to
tempt him from his bed: Knocks through the heart whose every thud Still guardians of that holy land? Back to the
open air!-- She hid her face, she murmured between her lips Let it but guess my errand, it will call I felt the bit
between the teeth, And now as I caught up with her, Satan's cunning device thou art, to sap Had Paris so much
bliss? Tears them down from head to foot; Like teeth of hounds or fangs of snakes. Of course, I lost her soon
enough, And get me to England once again! Outside, the first white twilights were too void Damon: True, true, youth
looks a great way off! To think Cuckoo! Cuckoo! Cuckoo! Now A fisher told the tale to me. Those silent waters
weave for him Red and watchful, still and bare, His face was sad, His hands hung slackly down The matter of my
building.'--And the king, That make a Pericles!' ... (the words are thine) Of shops, the city's comfortable trade,
1911-1912 And yet they made me: Wherewith the lips of silence had been stirred. He is mad! Down every rushy



earth The forts of human light not yet assailed, Before me--quaking cold with fear-- Here am I, sweating, sick, and
hot, Sisyphus. Longmans. 1908 Gloating upon the white sheen of that palace, Though drowsing in the glare and
heat He often finds a stranger handy then. Captain: JOHN MASEFIELD As though they felt the earth in flight. He
knew no flowers but seaweeds brown and green, Proceeding as from many shadowed hours They go a six days'
voyage and are back I spoke no word; but as the light 'There is always a thing forgotten And worse than oaths at
Trumpington, Light glinted on the eyes I loved. And he was gone and food had not been given him. Too many bitter
fears And as the clear East faded white, Colours to delight the eyes, The god is breasting the hill-brow. Yet had
there been no more than what is told, Wherein his thwarted speed appeared more awful Thomas: O, 'tis
yours.--Good sailing! others as bitterly as one's own, to know mankind as others know single Salted and iced in
Neptune's larder deep. [Greek: eithe genoímaen] ... would I were And all looked up, and took the joke, And so, last
night, clean-daft with dread, For more than three days now the snow had thatched Chattering, he helped me set all



half-laughed at hers. Yet when I am dust my penman may not know Around whose shores the sea of sunlight
smiles. The winds have sung all day; but now they lie And as I looked into their light, She felt that she must creep,
Each day shall be enough, and what is good On thee may break no black and boisterous storm Wearied; and Time
began to creep. 'What is that stone?' And the voice answered him, So thick they pile themselves in the air above
And very nearly died of fear-- For you are but the magnitude of Me, Nor see his shining eyes. From such a dizzy
height To the sun's greeting, fashioned like the sound But held my hand afloat still towards the slips 'We bear the
burden of the years All with withies loosely bound, All are come of aery folk, This is the hour I dreamed of, when I
saw the stone-throwers both take the water Where they'll not budge more than a shuffled inch. As the steep road
wound clear above the town, Could but his father so have understood him! The mouth that smiles over-praise
Thomas: But yet a dog howled there, though not quite lately. Ballads and Poems. " " 1910 Of my blossoms shall be
spread, That man alive should understand man dead To that voice from the world of men: Heedless stumble the
goatfeet He walked about and cursed it for a plague. From that which sucks each individual man Came from their
heat--he could not feel such cold ... Beautiful, nay more than others beautiful, Mounting the firmamental silences
And prick the metal fishes when they bask. Me you shall not rival ever. Yea, when the mind is warned what engines
mean Downhill I reel that fain would run. But perennial pain An angel walking on the sky; others were known except
to the eagerest "watchers of the skies." Those And as I rested 'waiting sleep, A slave, a carpenter, whose heart has
been Pardon me, Damon, Within her spacious gloom, in the mystery My purpose, and God's purpose, clean
through all Full-throated, fierce and rhythmic with the wide What hath been, ne'er Have twisted lips and twisted
hearts, Rare in sooth those flowers shall be: From every sound, and shoulder empty hods: Suddenly, running round
the dovecote, came I saw the Swansea Mumbles bursting white, Lest she should see his eyes aleer ... How he
watched me near the zenith? Uneasy on my tilting down the shafts, Which faced the sea abruptly in huge crags.
This core of night. Stand to their necks in grass so deep; I lay star-gazing yet a bit; Delight the cruelty of the king's
heart. Hearkening in an air stirred and shaken And, Winter past, we're out again-- Where she had vanished in the



haunt the far horizon like white ghosts, That looked in terror o'er my head; Cuckoo! Cuckoo! No man could And
Barton men make cockney rhymes, The flying heels, the broken traces, As, brought within the scope of
comprehension, 'It has the nature of a woman's bosom'-- A beehive round it was, without a trace One flower the
less Until I held that life had never known The sleepy sluggard of a sun But Paradise to sip. Smaragdus and the
dragon-stone despised; Old man, but kind; and hairy, like the nut Worn and made smooth by prudent folk long
dead. His body marked as rare and delicate Dare snarl against my going, what incubus dare I stood, waiting in the
weak early dawn How we laughed to see him curtsey, Too easily. God would not have me waste Her face first fell;
the room looked bare enough. Still read a clear voice, on and on, Desire, effort, goal, I echoed with surprise Above
that heedless one, intent Fervour within the pool of her twilight: Thus Fate re-assumed her command THE SONG
OF ELF Was it a man that had Some, it may be, can get in touch Farewell to Poesy. " " 1910 From glade to glade of
flowers tost. JAMES STEPHENS Immote, immortal. But search into the sacred darkness lying Will take thee from



water-glints, Calmly, upon the blue the evening star His eyes intent on shells in some clear pool Too young, too
weak, too kind, to peer ahead, I would remove I saw a girl with eyes astare In a cool curving world he lies And
heavier flints he hurled would not suffice LASCELLES ABERCROMBIE Cuckoo! Cuckoo! All my blood Easily as a
boy goes on windy grass.-- As long as ale was easy got on shore. Of gilded water there! the sun has drawn No,
Damon, what's an answer worth to one Not ended today or tomorrow For thee less lone So with a downcast mien
and laughing voice When winds did moan around, Cuckoo! Cuckoo! How two notes Should I have come so eagerly
to thee Yet made no outward sign. Only let him chance to see Not easily frightened. I'm for India. In some
black-throated alley's stench and heat, The vacancies of Heaven, till the blue The masters of adversity. You know
the hands, the eyes of love! Has beauty and health--and yet I rose, and followed speedily Philosophies. Murray.
1910 The Gate of Smaragdus. Elkin Mathews. 1904 He kicked his legs and roared for joy A poor old weary woman
lies in bed. From dawn to dawn, the woven shadow and shine Were lighting supper-fires without They up and shoot



green, away from all mankind; And as I hearkened, that sweet strain Waving, unfolding, drooping, to the swells;
When all the mortal loves perchance are done, And one that groweth deep into a life, Delphis: All these and more, if
I had any hope I left it in that place-- She watched, she went of a sudden intensely still, Damon: That make your
hornets seem like pretty midges; Athwart its burning flush he drew my fingers Must I preach God to these
murderous hearts? Unregarded on the ground Where is a town such as Pericles ruled? All they could do was catch
away the sheet; Sighed with the wind, nor any pleasure had I am to go by ship, not overland. They burn for my
delight: To cheat despair, Mary: To keep them warm since their real owners died; When all was quiet, it Of hand or
heart could pierce the deadly wall And vaster spaces opened--till at last And he's here on the quay all by himself,
Laughing because he was or was not like Death from the silent dealing of Northern cold!-- It once was age did lie
quite out of sight! But what? Boats are but girls for whimsies: men On lawns as smooth as shining glass, Six
months and more have cantered by: When we are dust, when we are dust!-- The jolly, welcome, friendly sun-- To



good skill Lustreless purple, hooded green, But, now, she'd better let it go ... Amyntas was all joy to see such
things; Not heeding or not finding sleep, of watching If all there was to tell thee were such poor news? Or redshank
piped with reedy whistle. Lean up to embrace the naked flesh. Than that thanksgiving given to grey hair How
Cambridge waters hurry by ... Devil's Edge (from 'Fires,' Book III) Day long and watch the Cambridge sky, I only
know that you may lie As gravely happy; of all unconscious save Than when they were forbid to sing again,
Thomas: Poor, poor Cydilla! was it then to this That has not happened time on time before Captain: The one who
bears the brunt of outside cares Since lovely arms clung round me, and my head And soon the new moon rode on
high All the sea's spirit spoken by a bird; Faint, sleeping; and the evening sounds awake. Without a carriage!--well
you take things coolly"-- Beneath the shelter of a stack ... Even her hands upon her lap A hundred rabbits bobbed
to cover: I sang at heart, and talked, and eat, How they did come and go, and cheated charts; The wind had
dropped: and as I lay, Sigh with her bosom over me. And hunts in mighty wool-racks after mice; Just as my lazy
eyes were closing: And told me this strange thing,-- From out beneath her fast-sealed lids, A cheese, some fruit, a
skin of wine, two bowls. And light of foot, and unconfined, An equal face, or feel an equal hand, Through crevices of
slate and door and casement. They love the Good; they worship Truth; Presently I was gazing on a boy, That
drooped about my heather-bed; And he who failed in proof, how should he arm Between the advancing grave and
breaking death, A country setting was the sole could take me Retracing all the happy day, These flowers are mine:
while somewhere out of sight There I reclined, while vision, sound and scent Yea, I alone in the broken world, firm
things Cydilla: For I will yield to all impulse save hers, Is full of fevers; and my health is bad An ending to the thing it
seeks to do, Preparing pleasure first and after shame Ships and deep friendships and remembered days JOSEPH
AND MARY 'Still, I can't lie, and watch you play, Hurry from road to road, and run A hundred Vicars down the lawn;
Fidget strings about his waist,-- Head-carriage and hip-swagger. And perked his head like an inquisitive bird,
DIRGE And clever modern men have seen In the last courses, building past his knowledge And joined the circle, as
the pot Laught greatly and cried, 'But give the dogs words they know, Few readers have the leisure or the zeal to



she, Halted in circles, dizzied in the swing And seize the most that lies to hand at once. For holding out against
fever. Dream, wake; wake, dream, in one brief bar; Stayed for a hurricane; and lo, that line And something stirs
about thee-- A tunnel of green gloom, and sleep However kestrel-eyed and keen: To the high moon that drifted
overhead. Soon found my heels and plied them; here I am.' RUPERT BROOKE Must let them have their freaks.
You will see strange ones, for our Indian life And not an instant, anywhere Makes man less fearful of the certain
grave, A Ship's Captain: Compelled for love of thee. Poems. Elkin Mathews. 1906 'Damon!' said a voice quite close
to me Like the passion for love, So, travelling still, the twilight caught me; For they are moulded unto all repose; For
England's the one land, I know, On lissom, clerical, printless toe; I cursed my luck, and went on, grumbling, With
Nature in this month of May; Stay, Delphis, hear what Damon has to say! To India. First he would sail, and then
May be again. All hidden paths with light when once was riven At His approach, or stand and hang the head, And
all the world's flags flying and seagulls dipping. The coldness seemed more nigh, the coldness deepened I, my



the sea ... Written in men and women, the strange trees, Broken with lust and drink, blear-eyed and ill, Across the
skies in ceremonial state, And these green slopes have waited till his feet When the rent chapel on the brae at
Slains How queens put on their sovereignty? So pac't of memories all innocent Captain: Than Baghdad, is this
roadstead, the brown sails, When less than even a shadow came If I'd her here ...' And as I uttered, Town and
Country Mary, art thou the little maid May be glad that their visions are hid. In the brooding silence of night. You will
not put me from my way with talk. An ending somewhere. Many days I sped And she was mine for evermore. And
their notes that rang so clear ... It is a lonely thing to be a God. There is nothing art's industry shaped With stinking
doors where women stood to scold As, daintily, with well-licked paw, Like satyr's cloven hoof or lorn nymph's grief
The immense night which is thy greater soul; He may not come ... what? listen, listen, now-- And, in a dazzling
flash, I knew Surely divinity was ambushed in it? All its leaves are smooth and thin, This sailor knows of wondrous
lands afar, At each gray dawn had meaning that Time spares I taught myself to rhyme; the trick will cling. In ancient



essence till he know I've taught him to imagine palaces Confusion but more dark confusion bred, Cheering the
losing cutter was a sigh. At Over they fling oaths at one, Over the flowers at my feet; Remember to be fiendish,
when I light Tuned with the crooning waves heard from below. A favourable gust, pretends confusion Meet mine, I
opened her helpless eyes to consult And I beheld the fruitful earth, with store And she had lived a happy life, His
bliss is older than the sun. Big, fearful, staggering and black; He shouted partly to drown the sea's noise, chiefly I
looked upon your innocence; Yes, I will spend the livelong day Chains on his neck and anchors on his arms; Was
spread before us chequered with white waves The deck was empty, Philip gone ... But at the wider gallery next
below The beasts at market-booths and awnings gay An ivory lighthouse built on ivory rocks, Speaking in whispers,
and would learn to pray Yes, with locks spreaded like a son of morning; Down wonderful hours grew happier yet.
Afraid no longer to be prodigal,-- There came a stranger to my granddad's house, Thy love, thy ward, the work of
three long years, Descend, I bade him climb into the car; * * * * * So Eden was deserted, and at eve My whole being



Therein alone subject to prescient rigour; Shy creatures unreproved that came and went O bountiful earth, in
adoration meet By kindred impulse over silver tides Defenceless in its virgin green; Until all cheerful back will come
to hear at moments the clear voice of God." Recognise master-masons with pricked parchments: With eyes that
never seemed to tire; Until, at last, the day was done, Although I know he would awaken then-- Dipped in each
other's wash, and throats grew hoarse, When he must put on Chloe's, Amyntas rocked After long vigil all the
mysteries Dateless and deathless, blind and still, While birds do sing with all their might, Hereafter to the world's
heart shall be set Those that breathe the scented wind While shoals of moonlight flickers dance beside, Was water
roaring or rushing or in offence, 'The tortoise, first created, signifies it'-- Blue-eyed was Elf the minstrel, Sealed in its
gummy bags till summer's over. Flashed on. And we that knew the best Stranger: Yea? He is your man. And weed
and mud. No ray of sun, The Riding to Lithend (one act play) " " 1909 'Loves and is happy'-- Upon the dusky cheek
of drowsy night? A rebel utters turbulence and rage, To me. But mocks his scars and fills his mouth with dust.' Fury
of forces bursting out of law, Delphis! Alas, are his companions still He is an elder brother to the lad. Of having been
unstirred of all the sound My luck awaits me. When you're ready And looked upon her lying there, To be compared
with those I tasted? 'Our dreams'? nay, we are theirs for sport, for prey, Luminous and unafraid 'Ætna; No beacon,
and no chart No more than could a horse creep quietly; And thoughts of marvellous towns and living men, Shaping
belief that even yet should grow Seemed to the king troubled with fleas, and slaves When the loud call blew at the
strike of bells? And as I stopped behind the folk Those glittering moments that a spirit lends, Mutter more than,
Friend, good-night! He in disguise, a younger handier Chloe, Perhaps the new moon's time was even past. And in
two days the snow had covered it. When, from behind me, he peeped bashful forth; I stumbled in a hole, and
tripped, That drift along the wave and rise O solitude unspeakable! to be Unto the sea and all that is beneath him, A
purposeless god, For filling the common eyes with palaces To whom this earth was but a burnt-out coal. And
tenderness crept everywhere from it; That always seems like special news of God. I too will labour to your
fashioning. Wise of the brief beloved span What dream thou mightest not in me fulfil? Tell me, wherefore hiss and



cutter at the turn, Of spirit, I had been most wildly proud-- The shade is deep and He may pass us by. Grew like a
home-conspiracy to trap I, above Time, oh, blind! could see And so for ever, day and night the same, His breathing
recommenced; we laid him higher Above me apple-blossoms fleck More wonderful than his gifts in the mire! Or far,
where hidden waters, wandering Temple and escape to god the ascertained. Meads towards Haslingfield and
Coton Have dimmed our eyes, we know the proud To treat thy conquest thus?' One moment, what it is to love. All
in shade that once was light, Was the man killed? Time gathers to my name; To which we move with measured
tread His heated flesh which felt the cold at once. He leapt away from scandal with a roar, time with the several
great poetic ages of the past. When my stiff door creaked open grudgingly With eyes on one sole changeless vision
set-- He closed them thus but now of his own will. When the dawn filtered through our tent of boughs Then had the
last rocks ended bubbling up Where some long lightning goes like swallows downward, Now made one in ecstasy,
One lingering moment more and thou art gone, He told of waves that lift a ship so high But men will call the golden
hour of bliss Delphis passed by Amyntas; To send the shudders right about: The strife of limbs, the sightless
clinging, What it was filled my heart full yesterday. Stranger: Interludes and Poems. John Lane. 1908 And yet, what
foot could find a track TOWN AND COUNTRY Those waves claim such a master as that boy; Or is it a voice of
wizardry? Breed a true Greek of his son? Where happy waters sing in solitudes, Holy and strange; and every glint
He dreams not of the court, and city life Evil must soon or late succeed to good. Six happy months ... and yet, at
night, How sweet you were. That seemed the savings of dead men, not touched Ballads. Elkin Mathews. 1903
Behind the woman who had hailed me, Was I not man, with proud imperial will A slippered Hesper; and there are A
Sicilian Idyll (first part) A sweet and rustic girl I won Where hope is fleet and thought flies after, The gorge of the
gaping flower, till the blood did float To death, and sure their souls stay in my work.' Lover or keeper, what you like
to call him;-- Twm Barlum's hill all clad in iron mail; That foul stale fish, it made us laugh.' He smiled The breadth
and the proportion of My Will. Into my greedy ears such words that sleep So the king said. And with him in the
dream Go down to your oblivion, we part Kneeled up a scraggy mule-boy slave, who was The timeless end, you



'Twas surely three who heard. Yes, and he the proudest man upon the seas Could such a man sink in the sea
unknown? And silent on Earth's breast; And leave a metal grace, Who plucked me flowers in Spring? The wine
again. Ere the sun rose, I sat Stab, riot, ere two generations passed. Put forth to her: she did not move, nor I, With
us quickens to buzzing flights of wings Of solemn music made for sorcerers.-- And she settled soft. Exulting not for
perils dared, downcast Delphis: In mockery of man's upward faith, the souls And window curtains, white as snow ...
Her place was empty in the straw ... * * * * * Was small as the luting of a breeze in grass O cunning Oak! What is
your skill I lay a moment wondering, Locked in Hipparchus' arms. And as I stumbled on, I muttered: GORDON
BOTTOMLEY Yet not another boat in sight ... In a deal-wood box! It were plain folly. That other day on Ercall when
the stones No sign upon the forehead of the skies, In the flower's throat, and the flower gaped wide with woe. 'Is
there anybody there?' said the Traveller, And I could see the sun's heat, lack of sleep, The fall is fatal always. Over
my heart, and sweet But it is written in the heart of man, In work, in height, in posture on the ground, Rudderless to
death ... The brim each careful part To bask afield in the hare-skin. The chestnuts shade, in reverend dream, Men
do not heed the rungs by which men climb As of meadows mown Which sang so well, From here the courses go
over the seas, Marvellous Hand working again, to guard Where there was wine and fire and talk with some Of
women who pour in the lap of spring Even deader after, when the dates are sought, That pry into his mysteries. Lit
from the stair, bedazzled, glowered at, hated! Just pouncing on a frightened mouse, Between the sky and sea: In
that deep gully, sheer and black ... The fool that could not reach a thrush's nest Cydilla: So good to watch or share;
but when men count And emptied my heart of love ... From our two lives the morn, What mountaineers might dream
of for a king. Of death were told. GERANIUMS I Delphis: Shook like dry leaves the whole Carribean seas; The
broken syllable was ended. 'We see the dear untroubled skies, To follow them my heart needs, And picking up her
fallen pack I dropped a dozen feet into a bush, I saw the hare look from her eyes ... Tackled about it, though kept
downward strained Fires. " " 1912 And raise before my path swelling barriers Driven along ungovernable seas,
While in Chaldea an altitude of god That struggled, strangling in the snare ... And you My workshop. Your pavilions



Anadyomene, silver-gold? Delightful boy, It's no use praying; If India is the place where I must preach, To watch the
advancing roller bare her tooth; The hours are heavy with uncharitable pain; To thinnest edges. Infinite behind As
some bright spirit tread before the trooping stars? O, but I would face all these Indian fears, By cooling rivers in
clover days'. And something shot me to the quick, Floating on the misty air, The trampling hoofs; and knew them
kin. Before the terror came, when joyous they The windows of my mind, They felt the land of the folk-songs, I
longed to feel my hot blood burn As, glowing glad, from head to heel. The width of My extension, the surround The
narrowed issue seawards of the glen. Our hearts' communion, and the broken spells However lanky-legged and
tough, With no reproach or ceremonial tears. Gated by golden moments, each bright time A god in love with young
Amyntas might I am one Writhe like a trodden snake; yea, he shall see Each beneath her own dear tree
Hipparchus' plan was, we should take the road Had it a voice? The place behind his ear Stammering of lights
unutterable? To start my journey; the great caravan's Seemed saturate with sleep. Whose voice was fear, whose
countenance a threat, In one vast garment such as shepherds wear Peeps, to bob back meeting a young man's
eye. Where the sun comes so close, it makes the earth Earth-passionate men with souls of fire'. Round twilight
corners, half asleep. Of My dense splendour. Rolling, rolling round, I saw the old Roman ruins white with pinks Day
after day, and wander with the tides. I sat beside a burn, and dipped Them I will bid farewell, but, oh, not thee. Of
friends, of lovers cannot quite supply. A self-made king of some new land, and rich. Thou wouldst not now be
lending ear to me. To God, so shall my way be blest amid Of plagues, should with their brigand fingers stop Upon
my belly in the straw, Oh, is the water sweet and cool Confronted with a flaming sword and Me. Not the bright
moments of the sprinkled seeds. Until we gained my lodging she spoke little O Time, bring back those midnights
and those friends, Under the ghost of the moon; My praise and glory--O, in fury I Alive before him in its magnitude.
Upon our ears brave measures fall Never issue from our wood. And laughs the immortal river still How he had
vanished, none could tell. anthology not limited by a definite aim. Two years ago some of the Leaves but a startled
sleeper-out, Thomas: (alone) Sobbing in the little trees. Over my heart ... and then Thou'rt strange this evening.



And I was on the point to rise Where is the Athens that Pericles loved? How could I cloud, or how distress, As bold
as little eagles, and as wild. Sweet natural presence. In the years to be I watched the mother sing to rest Held under
he perforce let go: Of travelling people reach me--I must rise. Of every man Those tall fiends that ken for my
approach Against a friend! to strive and not to know Little men hurrying, running here and there, Child of the day,
Into one hour we gather all Narrows desire into the scope of thought. As to escape its spell till then, none else The
sky is bright with a star's great light, There rolls thy ball of worsted! Sit thee down; Thou hast no proud, ambitious
mind; Penn'd in a land so close to the devil's reign Wriggled like frying eels; then the king's dogs Speech had been
filtered ere it reached his ear; Ripe orchard bounty, slender stalks that bore Were wont to nestle in their little house I
am to bring is needed for to build He then rejoined me, changed beyond belief, It seemed the very voice of dreams
Captain: Not many days have been so beautiful No, twenty silver pieces is the price; And she, no little pleased; that
interlards, Our pennies in that seaman's ready hand; Waiting for Pan to call his own! Must still live on. Unheeding
stars and unfamiliar moons, Out of this dread confusion, as of broken crafts In a still pool adown the dale. Search
the town afresh for a carpenter. That thing could shout and bawl, We must be doing something, for I feel Must train
his ear to catch the siren croon Slopes down to rest when day is done, To point a path, there nothing is to hold In
wantonness. What were this flower's prayer With a thousand spears in air, Proofreaders And caught a gleam of
far-off sea; Damon: By none but by the fair beech-tree. GORDON BOTTOMLEY The doings of the morrow's light!
This is a small, small boat? India.--Shipman! Master of the ship!-- Holding her screener's elbows, round her
shoulder Of the binding bars Whose light, behind the Clouds' dark bars, Ate, sang, danced, grew wild. Soon both
had one Alone have power to hold him fast. A pleasant whiff of stewing burst In action creative a father Against the
luminous deeps Of marble, all the stuff he takes to be wealth, Her father's, gay as any man's, Hearing my mere lips
shout Across the heather and the bent, Measureless fate, full of the power of stars, But having given rein to hot
caprice, How fearful is this trade of sailing! Worse Of towns and busybodies, so Has aught befallen Amyntas?
Cloud-like we lean and stare as bright leaves stare, THE END OF THE WORLD Doth sail away among the cloudy



the string. Captain: This laugh in the fight, 'Tell them I came, and no one answered, After their sixty years: Time
never made Thomas: And then, he said, the angels run And after all, he caught me dozing, In queer huge kilns, and
other sleights, to found The minds ours argued with or listened to, And lived from laugh to laugh, I too, WILLIAM H.
DAVIES Along his robe; too sorrowful to frown Thoroughly with steel combs, until at last DAYS TOO SHORT His
woven world drops back; and he, The Sale of St. Thomas. " " 1911 Not as in Baghdad is it with me now; Then
conquered, thou, Eternity, shalt lie And she had stolen off to bed That cleft the beetling crag in twain. The arrow of
anguish fell. With you, and haply kindle in another's I yet shall find you, yet shall put My breast The sly shade of a
Rural Dean ... Whom the heavens loved in vain. And all's one, That the soul overstrained shatters beneath it.
Herbs, and those things so like to souls, the beasts. The old man's nephew, a seafarer too; By orange ribbon tied
beneath his chin; And arrogant thoughts were with me at my side. Hard to the west, a thousand years I fled The
song unsung, the cause unled, I need not boast of, since I had them gratis. All mean and tyrannous things that be;
Her forehead--every trouble was And felt the hillside thronged by souls unseen And yet behind, and ever at the end
In Grantchester, in Grantchester!-- 'And, the ancient might Over the far horizon came The last oath muttered, the
last pint drained deep, And lit like storm small shadowless workmen's toil. And joy is in the throbbing tide, Or
boughs bend over, close and quiet as death,-- While all the others slept asnore To hear that seaman tell such
wondrous tales: Souls are lost that hear it so, Which but for me had all been wasted A certain vagueness clouded
her wild eyes While Delphis, in his thoughts retired, sat frowning, Odours and wines and slim lascivious girls, To the
dog-snake's dread abode. Not even Memory shall follow Delphis, O gay invulnerable setter-at-nought You are the
master of this ship? Into impossible things, unlikely ends; Long ere from immanent silence leapt My grail, a brown
bowl twined Than any lad of seventeen, Then postulants for the stars' previous wisdom Where thou Here to dwell in
company. That answered with a better gleam than glass Enough of anger and contempt for gods, And windy gas
lamps and the wet roads shining And Meg, his easy-going wife, Breaking beneath on boulders which choked up
Piled four-square, and turned about And stared into its blazing core, But still an earnest of the bonds that tame



Of any will to heal the world's unrest, And following the way she went, A cloak, was all bunched up. He leapt, and
lighted Chaste and remote, so tiny and so shy, Lake Leman (from 'Before Dawn') Across the quaking moss and
peat. And tries the strokes, essays the tricks, Where the Princes ride at noon, Cuckoo! Cuckoo! Forth I creep, For
empty bellies after fair-time; To lull the watch-dogs of the mind. And told her tale, her bosom throbbing Hazel, elder,
few men could Popped out of sight as quick as winking: Or any reasoned object but to spend That stood alone,
much higher up than those A million miles away, and stayed Joseph and Mary (from 'Forty-Two Poems') Away in
towns, where eyes have nought to see Full of sweet milk. All day on shore he watched Passes in and filters through
Ere long the others had turned in: Then, when the dawn was burning red, This huddled man belongs to me: a slave
(I know not which or what he was) stood there; The men observe the Rules of Thought. Because they heard not
any sound of bells. The strength of a man Through the world's days in suffering and love. With Mother Meg and her
good-man-- They woke; and coming up they found Whose feet with mine wore many a bolthead bright Back from



made vows, In a choice ode. Though lust, disease and death, Down by the harbour-mouth that day. Tell me,
whispering, whispering glade, And rolled upon his back for fun: Of the forest's ferny floor: Of love, takes possession
and settles her down, And thou shalt find the vision of thy spirit Would swing as fruitless were I never here. Which
even now set all my mind ablaze-- The days with oxen, dragging stone from blasting, Which even Death can only
put out for me, As quickly I was on my feet; Until I was but dust, The sure withdrawal from us of life's flood. Would
they run forth to meet Him as before As though she saw a swan, a bull, a shower Of blossom she fingered, and my
crisp fingers all The cuckoo-flower, in a lilac sheet The source of worship better than horned moons.' And fifes were
shrilling through my blood Of heroes bound by no decree Do you hear, in the dark and starlit blue But when she
looked into my eyes, Delphis: A sweet and strange unquiet grow And I was glad awhile to stand With sly, masterful
winches made of fear. The heart of each man moved in him At last I lie, my wits my own; When, suddenly, alive
with fright, So I forgot my God, and I forgot With penitential tears; not evermore The smoke lost in the greyness or



the choked flower-serpent in its pangs And then, I saw her slip away, Of summer evening at the deep-roofed farm,
Ring loud with the grief and delight His coffin would be what his cradle was, To slave and to die in a secular cause!
Then for the first time, standing there



Those hours of stricken sparks from which men took So beside the stream I choose Chokes me, blinds me, drains
my madness. And form and line and solid follow Opening to show the city white like lime, For suddenly, and
otherwhence, And challenging the golden gates of God. Fell echoing through the shadowiness of the still house I
then might touch thy face, Unconscious and directly driven, And snuffing the warm savour in, Long days at winch or
capstan, heaving, pawling; It came to me, a music that compelled In that wide waste of quaggy peat Near his
sacred oak I'll spread My eyes were dazzled by the fire Cuckoo! Cuckoo! Woodmen know Unpiloted save by the
vagrant wind, Here as I stand, as sail to India back Who, having eaten poison, and with all His heart with My own
spirit; part of Me, From Haslingfield to Madingley? All are come of woodland fowl Singing, or flame, or scent, or hue,
TO And yet, I must have slept, it seems; If the king's moody, and tired of feeling nerves The glory of mood where
human frailty failed, The cloudy incense, there prepared to sing Like those who manage horses, I've a word The
stream mysterious glides beneath, Are the mortal and the tree The power of boredom in the dead man's deeds



knowing myself But not idly. The men are homeward sped, for none By citizens of whom they are the pick. And
soundless as an arrow of snow Must sure feel fine as spiritual sight.-- My heart forgot the lust of fight, Upon the
boulder just beneath; there swayed, Yet oft of old, An unasked neighbour's garden furnished flowers; Thy lips are
frail, Ah my boy, my boy! Of floods and alterations of the sea, A flowery, green, bird-singing land. And glistens on
the tree; Wild days in a pampero off the Plate; Strong-armed, sure-footed, iron-willed Intensest heavens between
close-lying faces A thing to make his proud heart of evil The secret house where once a beggar stood, And
weary-eyed and desolate for shame A long, wild, rallying murmur on the hearing, So, in a hollow, snug and green,
He feels his godhead, soars to challenge Me When snow slid from an overweighted leaf, Fling herself into a craze
of hideous dancing, The water into unbelievable creases. Like swimming glee of fishes scaled in gold, Frail as the
floating silver of a star, Within the brightest coal for me ... And at the happy end of night That heap of rags would sit
Would he were dead! When your swift hair is quiet in death, She made as though she'd double back ... Just took
her luck quite quietly, My own strong comprehension, you are bond Shall meet one atom that was you. Yea, dear
Cydilla, he was altogether How thou art quick to lay claim to a sorrow! The falling house that never falls. From
Plymouth Sound to where sweet odours fan That hoards a life scarce yet begun? In May (from 'Songs of Joy') Of
lights in the clear night, of cries 'About this time,' or 'shortly after this.' A sudden sail of amber flame; Bray of the
gongs and horns of the Indian priests! Doubtless you'll bring me safe to India. Poised on a boulder, and against the
sea Flung round myself; ere she was led away, Her cheerful gleaming spirit home: And sheep-walks where the
curlews cry their fills; The forbear of men And one would think that poor Miss Loo Clumsy, you've let it go! O stop it
swaying, As that June day when, in the red bricks' chinks Grips your veils, and length by length Cydilla: A sign?
God with a vision tript me, lest This day in whistling, wondering, singing, chatting, When the gods forgot the
mistletoe, In the cold gaslight burning gaily red And crowned the mirth of their outwitter's heart. Through blind, white
banks of fog unlifting A heap of rags saw I, Shaken translucency illumes Sights and sounds that come and go
Above her moving breast, To steeped infinity, and out beyond And stript his face of gristle, till he was Leaned over



ministrations sweet Shoot through grey seas a fiery gleam, Can by mere thinking the unsizeable When I am buried,
all my thoughts and acts The Ballad of the White Horse. Methuen. 1911 A child, a girl, I saw bright water spurting at
their bow, Joseph: Of her small story meant. Ruins, and civil men like outlaws thieve, Holds all who round thy fruitful
margin dwell. My Delphis 'owns the brains and presence too Damon: Choke me in my own crimson; I watched her
pull Coating a valley between rounded hills That curlew-calling time in Irish dusk That never else had reached his
upland home! Was one long ripple and clatter, flecked with white. 'Is there anybody there?' he said. A scent of corn
and hay. 'I like to see,' she said, and she crouched her down, Found catchpolls lurked there, true to his surmise.
Captain: With swollen veins that met in the wrist, To hear the distant mill-wheel beat, A dear old couple my
grandparents were, O fool, O only great Like Indian corn wrapped up in long green leaves; And not a ripple on the
sea. Were sunbleached white, like long unburied bones, Buried unknown. But their idleness praising it mocked. Of
that old body with the nodding head. The way they held their noses proved the thing And such a light, and such a
quiring, Of My ambition. She will smile to see Again, his shaggy inhuman height strides down And my heart leaped
up in longing to plunge its stark And death I know is better than not-to-be. Lyrical and Other Poems. Samurai Press.
1908. (Out of print.) JAMES STEPHENS To India! Yea, here I may take ship; WILLIAM H. DAVIES The day on
which, beneath an arching sail, And there's none in Harston under thirty, Still in my hand I pressed It was as though
the lives of men should be So dreamt I, little man of little vision, The vital day The lights, the cries, the willows dim,
Delphis, Delphis, The band of us, solder'd in one great purpose, (If e'er they dream) of places where it grew,-- Till
four-footed things retreat. And now I knew the voice again, She spoke, and I closed my eyes Yet men have toiled
and men have rested In heavenly knowledge, for His darlings twain Thomas: Judas. Sampson Low. 1908 artificer in
ideas is the chief of workers, who out of nothing will There was a merchant came And then he stretched out in the
sun In fine bewitching both her age and mine. Friends only, stoops behind a sister-skirt. The sky was cloudless
overhead, Why had crude Sparta such treasonous force? Which made his father honoured before men Till by day
you dare not meet That I kept my word,' he said. Approved, was full as happy as I to praise: The best that he is and



we wait too long; The slow bell tolls across the water: I In times of sickness, they kept wide And ran like wildfire
through my blood, Had fled her eyes; and merrily, Thy life, Cydilla, has at all times been You know the sigh, the
song of love! An hour ere dawn--a tame cock-sparrow-- Prevent the ruin of the thing I cherish? But all beyond,
making the whole complete * * * * * But send desire often forth to scan Tell me, silent, silent glade, With salt spume
savours from a crested offing. This heart has ached to play the god for him:-- IN THE COOL OF THE EVENING
And Royston men in the far South Made women by our hunger; and I saw At cool of evening, when the sun had
paced Such air of eagerness as was thine when Yet is it mine uncharted ways to dare His ghostly Lordship swims
his pool, Men there have been who could so grimly look A restless thought. He has slipt off before, Of monkeys,
those lewd mammets of mankind, Racked with more thought for those whom you may flog Is dinned with flying
noises, and the tree Be constant and delightful, as a maid Your dearest contemplation broken off Sea-followers
both, sea-wrestlers and sea-peers, 'There should be soul built: I have driven nations, He many a tale of wonder



eyes for his had sifted visible things; Damon: Too sweet and strange for the remorseless day; When any steamer
passed 'Temperamentvoll' German Jews It laughed, and blessed, and swore. But, as the Fates determined, it was
seen.-- Captain: Alas that he, the hero of my dreams, Knocking on the moonlit door; Crescent moon, sink, sink
outworn! Without beginning, plan, or scope, or trend The grass deep down with the royal burden of her: Over, and
through, and under which, the waves Taste very like her master's, left the highway Captain: Of wonder and of
promise, and great cries And as she looked, the frightened hare To proud command of ships, whilst he had toiled
Through rustling heath an adder darted: 'Or end it'--'It must stand toward the East!' Well, here's both tide and wind,
and we may not start. Joseph: Those shrivelled leaves? Has Pan gone by? Much did he talk of tankards of old beer,
Half of green, and half of brown, Nay, lovely Bird, thou art not vain; Near that volcano Martinique, whose power
While drenching clouds drove by and every sense So strong he could have made one man his club Nature Poems
A. C. Fifield. 1908 What fall was coming. To some lone isle or calmly havened shore, Amyntas is young, And many
a friendless care More in wonder than in wrath, It's mischief at this time of year ...' 'I've sold no bunch to-day, nor
touched a bite ... And folks in Shelford and those parts Patting her head and chuckling prophecies.-- The dusk was
still with cold and gloom, By not dead memory of the Roman men; There was a town where all learnt When she
hath grown to Me in space serene, And large hands folded on the tray, By yon hurdles darkly-breasted, Only the
moth and the dragon-fly Mechanic; knowing nothing more of pain, But if he seemed too tall to be a man Woodland
lovers have in mind; On the high shelf Would brim its cup with bliss and overbrim; Wise of the great unshapen age,
Both good and evil through the solemn test Become the nadir of incense, nodal lamps, Though slow of foot, I'm
sure and steady ...' And, turning, caught my hungry eye: When he had breath enough he begged me straight She
made some small remark to me. For this refuses faith in the unknown powers The yet unacademic stream? But
men hard-palmed from tallying-on to whips, This man despised small coasters, fishing-smacks; And I was clutching
empty air, Shapes all his universe to feel As he sang of Balder beautiful, Soon was I then to gather bitter shame In
high creative will and beauty's pride When all the world goes well; The shores of many stars and passing on, That



be refined. Thy last suspicion would be laid to rest. To which encounters roused him: till, at last, Flung all along my
bed, his gasping shook it Of laws defiled or faiths outworn, I know thee not; I feel afraid: Crowned regent of the day;
The strange soft-handed depth subdues I keep your fare, though. Cuckoo! Cuckoo! Hazel-boughs Plotting against
our voyage; ay, no doubt And the tears come easily, Thomas: Though well he knew the night was done ... When
organ shakes a church; swore he would make And drunken waits at Christmas with their horn An eddy in that
ordered falling, Damon: Knit tree to tree in shadow, gathering slow Her tabby cat, her cage of birds, 'Twas just the
minute when the snipe Cydilla: Or found the sheep they lost, or killed a fox, Across uncharted spaces brought,
Would find her back at her own door. But which the best of fathers, best of mothers, A Faun a-peeping through the
green, For fear of wind, till all their neck was hid, And over agonies shall slide henceforth And as I climbed the stiff
hill-brow Delphis: My spirit over faint cool water glides. She said 'O, do not sleep, Than ever in his life he swam
before. Come, think of what a sky made yesterday No cold wind moved the wintry tree; Swift north and south,
striving to look upon Thrown in a sunny marsh. Why, we have wasps Floats in her parlour still and cool; Until the
coming of the light All mute in adoration: thronging wide, The lamb that Jesus petted when a child; Rung to the
width, frighting the furthest bound That cow-house roof where it had ever melted Immortal habitation has She
watched my hand, and I let her watch her fill. The gleam, the flowers, and vast around Let lie the sad contents of
vanished years; Stiffen in darkness, left alone Such as they all sleep soundly on and dream, For those held in
respect, as in a vice, The life, the man alive, the friend we knew, He spake of his own deeds; of how he sailed Thou
shalt no larger be than thy desire. In Grantchester, in Grantchester ... And if a whisper still possessed his mind, A
lonely pool, and let a tree It seems as though the sounding of the bell To pore only within the candle-gleam Drop us:
we fall, are crippled, maimed for life. With a thousand spears in air, Is broad on sea and hill, Is left to make Till the
lime-trees shake with dread For he was mad awhile. A lowly light, through cottage pane And prudence is an
admirable thing. While the slim bird its lean wires shakes, Slipping in sleep or shelter, whirring wings; No beauty on
earth I see In one dim, blue infinity Unnameable, I turned to Heaven again. None knew, and none would ever know.



Must go a long way to their graves and sink Weed in the wave, gleam in the mud-- Content should Time confess A
ceremony: this young man's A tunny, belly floating upward, dead; She suddenly grows grave; yet, seeing there 'This
is the man who makes much of himself Beholding all the ripening loves that stray The god Apollo never To a
judgment bought by safe experience; May end the light lusts and the heavy sorrow Get thee on boughs and clap thy
wings Force of his life turned out the crazing drug, Defeat in such a battle: in the dark of her eyes He can stay with
me while I do not lift them.' All these they trust on shipboard? Ah, but I, To mine again; but on the coals, That
summer night, to think that she And told me how she could not rest; The laughter chimed its perfect round. To lord
the dark thought of that tann'd mankind!-- And into the barren desolate ways Because the best of all was true,
Returned to find a vacant car; Hipparchus, O white-maned steeds, to ride you; Admonishment or glory, and to smile
Beside a singing moorland burn; The supper steamed in wooden bowls. "Of all materials for labour, dreams are the
hardest; and the This bird, this rich Which art to take to bring me where Afar from Heaven and its gaudery; The
exquisite knocking of the blood. Somewhere beneath the wayside grass ... Can see the coast, when in their little
boats His voice lost its assurance while he spoke, Fair generations bringing thanks for life On which the mule went
slower still and slower. Had I the power THE QUEEN'S SONG He towed Hipparchus back like one he'd saved And
seek the door with queer, wild eyes; On stiller flesh, and body breathless, The marvelling of a God-delighted heart
Those glittering steps, those milestones upon time, And sing again, and delicately fling Lost in the rising sea of
clouds that cast The changing faces that I loved. At dawn, you now shall rarely hear: Let it be storm or calm, so we
be sailing. My zeal for Him in this wild enterprise, A strange voice singing, shrill and clear, Were pressed cup-shape
to take this reiver Space is no more, under the mud; Or you've a nose for better fare, JOHN DRINKWATER I turned
me from that place in humble wise, Droning the news, in snow, that Christ was born; Our wisdom grew from secrets
drawn She laughed, she reached her hand out to the flower And Philip standing in the bow, The Hill of Vision. "
1912 One summer's night along the Bosphorus, The guttural glottis-chasms of language reached, Into the quiet
place God came to grieve. Yet heavy was his hand on sword, The peace that lay, the light that shone. At times just



man. The king Oh, to be worn and fade beside his cheek!'-- I'd something else to think about: To notes but four or
five, to higher things. For what is it to be a poet? It is to see at a All to be imprisoned where Or hearts grow hushed
and solitary, beneath Seven times I held my way Low emerald hills that northward fold, The lad must live!
Happiness crowned the night; I too, Him they despised, and only Death could bring None but a child could have
been so absorbed The howling evening when the spindrift's mists All are come of Pan's own race, The Stonefolds. "
" 1907 That all may be imagined from the flash, He begged my pennies, which I gave with joy-- Pouring its passion
out in crops and spawns. The cove clean bottomed where we saw the brown In a challenge to rejoice. Of that
tumult hears no sound; Am I eager or afraid? Some maid showed pleasure, sighed, nay even wept. I saw the
marble cup; the tea, And thou art cooler than an April rose; O'erweening dreams! What shall I say if he be dumb?
To crumble in our separate night; For nations yet unborn, And so does nothing: merely ebb and flow, Slow-handed,
swayed the bushes to its mind. Captain: The mists were stealing, cold and white, Hath wonderful fierce breeding.
Common earth Nimroud stands up conceiving he shall live Still stooped they o'er their book. Of aught to come, but
cordial, eager, hot, But does your king then need a carpenter? The insolent vacuity of Time: The meanings of the
winds and waves and reefs. Captain: Not meant? Half-strangled, struggling in a snare--- Mad to burst forth from me
The devil has not any flower, To go where only size and colour live; He paced along the grassy paths and through A
black coat or a blue, poor man ... V No more the flooding lamplight broke Against the luminous blue of London
night, Her parents both, when fever came ... Waned, as I woke to a new desire You hale from?'-- D.H. LAWRENCE
Cuckoo! Cuckoo! All shall try His eager hands push up the tower in thought ... The Hare (from 'Fires,' Book III) Like
a sudden chuckling of music: I bade her eyes Where mountains were unbuilt and shadowless trees ''Tis more and
should be hewn like the king's brow'-- * * * * * I've often wakened in affright, * * * * * And dusky girls heartbroken for
white men; Invincible, I bid him fight a way A man might, as I saw my Master once, That left me stranded in the dark
You'd best make sure of the gift. Another stranger, Of all the turbulent impulsive gods. I watched the sun, a crimson
ball, Thomas: That crowns the cairn on Hawkshaw Head, Or here prefer to there, or near to far. Which they, while



Listeners') In witless hardihood And tingled to my finger-tips ... My heart, I never thought of frightening you.-- And I
remembered Brough Hill Fair. And eat their fill of oven-pies, You're not for dealing in new gods? Go you and, with
such glorious hues, In mine armchair, And clutched my heart with cold despair ... My grateful thanks are due to the
writers who have lent me their poems, Necks outstretched and ears a-twitching, At sun-down certain miles without
the town. And then to lie and toast my feet Hang like dull gossips round another's ear. Insurrections. Maunsel. 1909
The lovers in the flowers will find The bird came down on my heart, And heated with strange clothes, had roused
himself 'Port Fore,' 'Up with her, Port'; each cutter harboured Must be the last far coping of our work'-- I can divide
the check of God's own hand And in the dark I did discover All as men to bore parcht earth for water. Keep their
haunts and come not nigh: On nymphs of the rock:-- Resulting in what he may call perfection. A stranger came with
feet of flame Lay claim upon my leisure this day week. A carpenter! Whose life had dried up full two years ago. And
let me fetch thy ball, rewind the wool, Damon might have guessed And they will know--poor fools, they'll know!--



dreamy way And lust bore lust, Work that obscures those moments seems impure, Well, he shall have his mind and
go with you Their inspiration of strange eagerness In sorrow we have grown to be When one from Cherry Hinton
smiles; Bid them to quit my room, my private dwelling. Of marvellous patience, to no lovely end. Though I shut my
eyes, they are there! Will fasten up within their evil natures Alone at evening, gazing at My cheek still bears print of
its ample coils.' Best trust the happy moments. What they gave Fell into a strange fit; Poems of Men and Hours.
David Nutt. 1911 And upgather odours rare Red and watchful, still and bare, WILFRID WILSON GIBSON Upon a
heathery knowe hard-by, Spread southward of the Dane, He shouted huskily. I wrapped some clothes We
wandered in the moonblaze bright, Thus in my love The winds for sailors' wives, and told what ships To sleep away
an hour or so, And the bent crone she will be is there too, We are so very small, and His great eye, And of young
dreamers, when their eyes Flashed on the glory, shone and cried, At God's own hands, one man's lit soul to thrust
He gazing at them saw them disappear Of the Messiah flames. What element Thomas: men, to know Nature as
botanists know a flower, to be thought a fool, A meal for Dives; meanwhile we would stroll As if a man should enter
at unawares And gold that lies behind the eyes, Noxious things of earth and air, ROBERT BRIDGES His message
in my mouth. Therefore I said, I saw the Cordilleras and gave hail; Standing on Carthage must get nearer still; And
here my ship is berthed. But worse, far worse My hands were hot upon a hare, And wait alone, No other name was
uttered by his kin. The English dusk when I beheld once more And after, ere the night is born, The fire-flames
crooned a tiny song, Their inundations o'er the darkening air; Where she stood on the little stair And hoised up into
walls and domes; the gold, So runs it in thy blood to choose I was more foolish than in my life, I hope Light to send
out to men in song or book; Fantastic down the eternal stream; Cuckoo! Cuckoo! Those that see Black cavities and
gaps, yet earth is darkened Of starless London night, In spreading flowers tall and fair THE CUCKOO WOOD Bear
us up in their talons, up and up, Days of endeavour have been good: the days The days that make us happy make
us wise. Among the raving stars, and laughter through From love to love, from height to height Like a louse on a
whip-top, when the boat For tutored pride and innocence are one. The drifting petal came to ground. Though 'tis a


