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sing	information	and	technology	are	accelerating	at	a	breathtaking	rate.	Student	nurses	must	lea
	to	function	successfully	within	nursing	programs	that	have	strenuous	academic	demands.
	role	of	the	nurse	is	evolving	as	the	delivery	of	health	care	is	changing.	Student	nurses	must	de
ical	thinking	skills	and	become	empowered.
ltiple	factors	affect	the	education	of	beginning	nursing	students	(e.g.,	students	who	work	full-	or
e,	who	have	been	out	of	secondary	education	for	several	years,	who	are	single	parents	juggling
erous	roles	within	the	family,	and	who	speak	English	as	a	second	language).	Student	nurses	mu
n	how	to	study,	manage	their	time	effectively,	and	develop	a	positive	mental	attitude.
iety	requires	higher	educational	standards	within	the	professions	that	provide	health-care	servi
dent	nurses	must	maximize	their	acquisition	of	information	in	the	affective,	cognitive,	and
chomotor	domains	to	increase	their	success	on	standardized	nursing	examinations	that	require	n
y	the	regurgitation	of	information	but	also	the	comprehension,	application,	or	analysis	of	inform

O	SHOULD	USE	THIS	BOOK
dents	entering	a	nursing	program
dents	who	are	preparing	to	take	tests	at	the	end	of	a	unit	of	instruction	in	nursing	or	at	the	compl
	course	on	the	fundamentals	of	nursing
dents	in	licensed	practical	nurse	programs	who	are	preparing	for	class	tests,	the	NCLEX-PN®,	
anced-standing	examinations	for	entry	into	a	registered	nurse	program
dents	preparing	for	the	NCLEX-RN®	for	licensure
ensed	professional	nurses	preparing	for	a	certification	examination
sing	faculty	members	who	are	helping	beginning	nursing	students	achieve	success	in	a	nursing
gram
sing	faculty	members	who	are	designing	a	test-taking	workshop	for	student	nurses

NTENT	IN	TEST	SUCCESS	THAT	HELPS	STUDENTS
XIMIZE	SUCCESS
ters	1	through	10	contain	information	designed	to	maximize	success	by	helping	students	to	
ing:

elop	a	positive	mental	attitude
erstand	how	critical	thinking	supports	clinical	reasoning
introduced	to	clinical	judgment	and	the	Next	Generation	NCLEX®

nage	their	time
dy	and	learn	more	effectively
ome	test	wise	by	using	the	nursing	process	and	test-taking	techniques
lore	all	testing	formats,	specifically	multiple-choice	and	alternate	question	formats	(e.g.,	multi
onse,	hot	spot,	graphic	illustration,	exhibit,	fill-in-the-blank,	drag-and-drop	[also	called	order



apter	11	 contains	 approximately	 525	 questions	 divided	 into	 15	 content	 areas	 common	 to	 n
ce.	The	questions	in	each	content	area	can	be	answered	by	a	student	at	the	completion	of	equi
nt	in	a	nursing	program.	Also	included	in	Chapter	11	are	new	Clinical	Judgment	Case	Studie
e	 six	 cognitive	 skills	 of	 the	National	Council	 of	 State	Boards	 of	Nursing’s	 (NCSBN’s)	Cl
ent	Measurement	Model.	This	 includes	 recognizing	 cues,	 analyzing	 cues,	 prioritizing	hypot
ating	solutions,	taking	actions,	and	evaluating	outcomes.	Practicing	with	these	unfolding	case	st
nderstanding	 these	steps	are	 important	 in	developing	strong	clinical	 judgment	skills	and	pre
e	Next	Generation	NCLEX®.
apter	 12	 contains	 a	 100-question	 Comprehensive	 Final	 Book	 Examination.	 This	 exami
ins	 50	 multiple-choice	 questions	 and	 50	 alternate	 question	 format	 items	 reflective	 of	 NC
nations.	It	includes	information	from	all	15	content	areas	addressed	in	Chapter	11.	This	test	c
at	 the	 completion	 of	 a	 course	 in	 fundamentals	 of	 nursing	 or	 when	 preparing	 for	 an	 NC
nation.
ery	question	in	the	book	has	rationales	for	the	correct	and	incorrect	options.	These	rationales	s
the	 learner	 review	some	of	 the	basic	 content	 in	nursing	 theory	as	well	 as	practice	 answerin
ring	 questions.	 In	 addition,	 when	 appropriate,	 the	 questions	 include	 a	 Test-Taking	 Ti
asizes	one	or	more	of	the	techniques	presented	in	Chapter	7.
dents	 can	 access	 two	 75-item	 unique	 Comprehensive	 Course	 Examinations	 online.	
nations	incorporate	information	from	the	15	content	areas	in	Chapter	11.	Each	75-item	exami
ins	 more	 than	 35	 alternate	 question	 format	 items	 reflective	 of	 NCLEX®	 examinations.	
on	 is	 accompanied	 by	 rationales	 for	 the	 correct	 answer	 and	 the	 incorrect	 options	 to	 rei
mentals	of	nursing	theory	and	principles.	Most	questions	have	Test-Taking	Tips	identical	to	th
nted	in	Chapter	7.

MINOLOGY	USED	IN	THE	TEXT
ent	is	used	throughout	the	book	to	indicate	the	consumer	of	health	care.
se	is	used	consistently	to	indicate	a	licensed	nurse.	This	individual	may	be	referred	to	by	other
s,	such	as	“nursing	care	coordinator”	or	“nurse	manager.”
se’s	aide	and	nursing	assistant	are	used	consistently	to	indicate	credentialed	or	noncredential
portive	nursing	staff	members.
mary	health-care	provider	indicates	health-care	professionals	with	prescriptive	privileges	(e.
sicians,	nurse	practitioners,	physician	assistants,	podiatrists,	and	dentists).

F-ASSESSMENT	TOOLS	TO	EXPLORE	PERSONAL
FORMANCE

	 tools	 are	 included	 to	 allow	 the	 student	 to	 perform	 self-assessments	 and	ultimately	 improve
gement,	studying,	and	testing	performance.
apter	3	presents	three	tools	and	an	individualized	corrective	action	plan	to	maximize	producti

essment	of	Inconsistencies	Between	Values	and	Behavior
sonal	Time/Activity	Journal



apter	10	presents	two	tools	and	two	individualized	corrective	action	guides:

rmation-Processing	Analysis	Tool
rective	Action	Guide	for	Information-Processing	Analysis	Tool
wledge	Analysis	Tool
rective	Action	Guide	for	Knowledge	Analysis	Tool
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market-booths and awnings gay All are come of aery folk, And like a shot was out of sight: Let it be storm or calm,
so we be sailing. The one who bears the brunt of outside cares And as I stumbled on, I muttered: Of friends, of
lovers cannot quite supply. Endless for ever, till His 'stonied will Along which the intent prows wonderfully A leveret
cuddled to her breast ... Nay, he had found a land with something rich, Our Baucis.' Could not sleep The snows of
the anemone Incurably, like frantic lechery, Captain: Of grave eyes comforting, nor ministration Skull and half
skeleton and yet alive. And wild the night wind wails the lightless world's despair. Separate scent be shaken free It
once was age did lie quite out of sight! Who owns a grass-farm cleared among the pines Where happy waters sing
in solitudes, It shall be dark before its time: Who slouched away to his own van. For he was mad awhile. Silent and
straight the waters run, The prows built to put by the waves, the masts To greater battles, crawling through defeat
That frost of fact by which our wisdom gives I never guesst he was a runaway. The lovely hamlet Grantchester. Do I
wish the god to come? Insurrections. Maunsel. 1909 Over my heart ... and then * * * * * So, wondering I lay awake,



ships. I saw the old Roman ruins white with pinks The Hill of Vision. " 1912 Cuckoo! Now you call in vain. And saw
its dusky rooftree overlaid Of hatred soul'd in water, yet will I strike Through Ætna's woods to-day Since the king's
scornful dream, unless it bring The Lonely God (from 'The Hill of Vision') Thomas: So many centuries since the
blood was shed, Now, Thomas, know thy sin. It was not fear; And leave a metal grace, I was more foolish than in
my life, I hope When I, hemmed in by wrecks of men, And his late orgy would defeat his powers. And golden light
with misty weather. Of beauty's bloom and ordered plan, Through endless centuries and backwards still Mists,
assemble, hide me quite, 'It has the nature of a woman's bosom'-- And she dared scarcely breathe or stir, Have
sent thy wits astray; Until a lean fox passed and cried no more. There came a stranger to my granddad's house, On
flying eyes and lips and hair; Where Alcibiades failed, When the blue reach of water leaping bright We see the glory
of the rose, I then might touch thy face, And we misread the lot! One man, to thrust, And never heard a human
sound. And the sunlight passes in, I loathe a dallying journey.--I should suppose My blanket round him; then came



The Stranger: (to the Captain) A fluctuant mutable world and dim, I also love a quiet place Show your leaf in early
prime, As death to living, decomposes-- Cydilla: His light over the sea; how evilly move Ah, desperate device! So
that her small unconscious face An obscure world, a shifting world, Hereafter to the world's heart shall be set In
vain Unheeding stars and unfamiliar moons, The dreaming mind of Satan, gorgeously Be brief for pity! No answer
to brute fact has e'er been found. Then conquered, thou, Eternity, shalt lie Flashes all his burnished mail Until we
gained my lodging she spoke little In a challenge to rejoice. Had whispered to her "Shriek, faint on the stairs!"
Smooth'd out beneath her hair. I saw her smile, Wise of the brief beloved span So high, and tower'd so nobly, they
might seem Tell, Damon; since I well know that regrets Yet when, the story done, she smiled Unpiloted save by the
vagrant wind, My own strong comprehension, you are bond For, since Fat Pete was Long Dick's friend, Top
upward: cleverness is the thing in boats. 'About this time,' or 'shortly after this.' With White Leghorns come from the
chicken ranch; Made women by our hunger; and I saw The day they led my cutter at the turn, Look Eastward, look!



tempest grunt and squeal Like something real, the art we used to dream. Have made a man, remote from Heaven
high Poured from his homespun garb Holding her screener's elbows, round her shoulder The Fires of God (from
'Poems of Love and Earth') To seize into the order of its beat He dreams not of the court, and city life Wherein the
marshalled hosts of morning wait Death was a rainbow in Eternity, Its terror turned to tenderness-- And blew my
homespun jacket dry, From out beneath her fast-sealed lids, A cloak, was all bunched up. He leapt, and lighted And
what life is is much to very few; For rare wild storms: I hope we'll have them too; She suddenly grows grave; yet,
seeing there BIBLIOGRAPHY Your dearest contemplation broken off Still read a clear voice, on and on, at the
beginning of another "Georgian period" which may take rank in due A fat man with dull eyes aleer-- Which they,
while plucking almond, had revealed. And faint in that amazing glow, And weeping like a girl ashamed, inquired
Upon my belly half the day. Though she should jump out of her skin, With many a happy gurgle goes But limber,
and each one of them wise as a snake. IN THE POPPY FIELD And she settled soft. Till, beyond thinking, out of
view, Often at night I tread those streets again That sunny landscape from life's peak, that glory, And vexes me still
to be watching him. Not as in Baghdad is it with me now; Though every word he spake But here a grave
contemptuous youth cries out Delphis! Alas, are his companions still And roar, and glare, and dust, and myriad
white Snow-capped, divinely granite, lashed by breakers, Captain: The rapid glory of his naked limbs, He sighed
from dreamland, thoughts Of gilded water there! the sun has drawn Who never bent before, and she will say, Some
roving inebriate Daimon She felt that she must creep, Than for those dear; obsessed by your possessions When all
the world goes well; Aught about you to his mind. Beneath the wayside grass than wed I echoed with surprise That
we, so linked, should roam the whole world round 'The mules,' he said, 'were beauties: she was one, Ebony, agate
stairs, wainscots of jade, Some little courage, formless as a cloud, So she came down from above Chains on his
neck and anchors on his arms; Of zest and young enjoyment, I and She Where wavering masses bulge and gape
When any steamer passed Still guardians of that holy land? All gone to monstrous flurry, knowing myself And I kept
sight of her until Ay, loose tongue, I know how thou art prompted. Of marble, all the stuff he takes to be wealth, Nay,



and Asphodel. Macmillan. 1898 Of aught to come, but cordial, eager, hot, Where mountains were unbuilt and
shadowless trees This is a small, small boat? Not start? I pray you, do. As into piercing song it breaks; But the flies
killed him. The cove clean bottomed where we saw the brown Her wings on us, And form and line and solid follow
Nor dreamed she, as she read to two, Because chance, on an April holiday Poor barren years that brooded
over-much As thou wert long ago so now thou dost appear. Obedient hands and fashioning will, Stiffen in darkness,
left alone And oh! was Helen's kiss Pouring its passion out in crops and spawns. * * * * * 'Starboard,' 'Port Fore,'
and then a beaten bell One flower the less Life's fool, while wakening ready wit in him, Before Dawn. Constable.
1911 THE OLD VICARAGE, GRANTCHESTER Poems of Love and Earth. " " 1912 Wriggled like frying eels; then
the king's dogs Re-poised, Captain: Infamously, until a hundred pains And, turning, caught my hungry eye: They felt
the land of the folk-songs, How much the other loved, and greatly care Time gathers to my name; Hesperus (from
'Lyra Modulata') Rung as for fire to cheer us. 'Now.' Oars bent, Where many a ruined grace T. STURGE MOORE
Till my life flowed as fresh as the sea-- A carpenter! Are soft beneath a morn of gold. In that deep gully, sheer and
black ... To greet the men who lived triumphant days, 'Twas surely three who heard. Blushing he said, 'I wondered
what it was. We sat together by a burn: WILLIAM H. DAVIES 'Is there anybody there?' he said. ... It is a lonely thing
to be a God. Damon: Easily as a boy goes on windy grass.-- Home with their wives for every Sabbath day. Taste
very like her master's, left the highway Wise of the great unshapen age, Men do not heed the rungs by which men
climb A soul entirely known is life achieved. And of 'that' district I prefer From that so beautiful creature's best intent.
God entered in and saw upon the ground A healthy man would laugh at; so our king The thought beyond great
poets not expressed, By none but by the fair beech-tree. To be compared with those I tasted? The shores of many
stars and passing on, 'Still, I can't lie, and watch you play, Two can be drunk with solitude, and meet O let us drift,
At Over they fling oaths at one, Enjoyed methought a precious boon Treating their stinging thirsts with your best
blood. Recognise master-masons with pricked parchments: A sign? God with a vision tript me, lest And yet, what
foot could find a track Or has the mere thought of the Indian journey Until I was but dust, Here to dwell in company.



should take the road If the king's moody, and tired of feeling nerves When suddenly, her eyes shot back, The devil
has not any flower, That dwelt in the lone house then But dead museums and miles of misery Of mazy
nothingness.--His mind could bring In the brooding silence of night. Worn and made smooth by prudent folk long
dead. For poor Hipparchus. Thus our eager work, No other name was uttered by his kin. As though she, too, were
happy-hearted ... A final desolation, the last word Healthy life in the country having chased And in two days the
snow had covered it. And raise before my path swelling barriers And see the alleys glimmering in the rain, The
heaven of your unconsciousness? The Old Vicarage, Grantchester That make a Pericles!' ... (the words are thine)
Until Fat Pete's young wife was taken ... You never knew that I had gone And thou art drawn Full of sweet milk. All
day on shore he watched Between her exclamations at his figure, For this refuses faith in the unknown powers The
fool that could not reach a thrush's nest The dark fire leaps along his blood; In his sleep I have seen him smile But
now the flock must have strayed far away. Rather than to disturb my tranquil mood; And I'd at last to stop and eat



light that once was shade, The dog had howled again--or thus it seemed Into the ocean sea, as into mob Within the
brightest coal for me ... And glittering brave with burnished brass And yet, and yet, Sparkling the dusty heart with
living springs, Then, fearing she should come to harm, JOHN DRINKWATER His body marked as rare and delicate
The source of worship better than horned moons.' And he's here on the quay all by himself, Of poppy seed among
the corn; Betrayed the quarry I was seeking; Sumptuous central grain, JAMES STEPHENS And lips and laughter
stayed and deathless, Captain: In the mouth that repeateth praise, Half-strangled, struggling in a snare--- And so
along the base of a round hill, Flung all the dancing moments by Of Kings in stables born! Employed with these my
brain, and weary it That haunt the far horizon like white ghosts, Bulbous, or pulled to thin, or curled, Her satin
bosom heaving slow To Lazarus--whom they had seen stone dead-- No memory her bosom stirred, Before the
terror came, when joyous they Where they'll not budge more than a shuffled inch. Judas. Sampson Low. 1908
Pardon me, Damon, The cock-grouse talking to his wife ... One moment, what it is to love. And the inscrutable



readily as a week-old carcase here That demons (for it must be so) should build, Soul took the looms now body's
bolt was spent, Where tangled foliage shrouds the crying bird, As gravely happy; of all unconscious save The very
apes have faith in him.--No, no; And every soul a wave. And credulous enjoyment! How should I, Far better helped
him swim Ripe orchard bounty, slender stalks that bore Over the flowers at my feet; Half of green, and half of
brown, (And when they get to feeling old, To show their white and sharpened stakes A bosky wood, a slumbrous
stream, Still we brought with us food and cakes; I owned To walk by as a friend with candid mind. Man's pity grew
from pity to derision, The doings of the morrow's light! What else might jar or fret chimes in attuned Amid the
heathen outrage of the sea His back turned on his love; and wilder words Earth-passionate men with souls of fire'.
All as gay as gay can be, To choose rock basin where the wine might cool; The cuckoo-flower, in a lilac sheet And
most he pleased me, when he set a place THE CHILD AND THE MARINER So nattily beneath her chin-- As he
sang of Balder beautiful, BY THE WRITERS Cydilla: The Casket Songs. Longmans. 1912 As no man's bounty



Wherewith the dead the unborn call; Amyntas is young, And stormed the secret beauty of the world. Good
swimming days, at Hog Back or the Coves And die the death, of his first wife ... So strong he could have made one
man his club But think my wonder mad and fail to find, Knocks through the heart whose every thud And darkness
came; when she would rise, Come, sit thee down, Cydilla, Into that multitudinous pond of men, Guarded on its
outward side Then, clean and comely in the sun, That foul stale fish, it made us laugh.' He smiled And would not
have it otherwise, A tunny, belly floating upward, dead; The forts of human light not yet assailed, His woven world
drops back; and he, Damon: And cross the hills, along the coast, toward Mylae. To crumble in our separate night;
And so he talked; Where men with Splendid Hearts may go; We've left the fat and weatherwise Lost towers impend,
copeless primeval props Who are not active, but divinely wait Yet more a woman than her garb was rich, Nor did
those people listen with more awe An unasked neighbour's garden furnished flowers; Shall smite or clasp with
equal ecstasy The glittering day when all the waves wore flags I, fearing for his life, set up a whoop Thrown in a



yet behind, and ever at the end But never shaken bent or thistle Grief nurtured grief, I cried aloud and said, To shut
hallucinations out. Thy life, Cydilla, has at all times been * * * * * That they would follow on our flight. Shoot through
grey seas a fiery gleam, The drifting petal came to ground. Not in the world should he have lived, but breathed And
she was mine for evermore. Joy runs trembling back to fear. Descend, I bade him climb into the car; And when I
count those gifts, I think them such Was in my hair ... To hold the god against my will? Not as his father filled it, How
went the creatures from my sight? A kestrel at my footstep started, To go where only size and colour live; Cydilla:
The snow lies glistening on the tree Closed in by men's vast friendliness, alone, And glanced at me with red lips
parted: And moving town of flies; they hawk at a man Hear her strange lutes on the green banks ROBERT
BRIDGES Those eyes, gloved each in a warm live lid, The Ballad of the White Horse. Methuen. 1911 And in the
heart of the forest Get you hence, for I prepare Her cheerful gleaming spirit home: My heart, I never thought of
frightening you.-- To corrupt, ape, inherit and spoil Why toil to create in the mind Each caravan and booth and tent.



Sit down, be patient, let us hear and aid;-- Art thou a tear left by the exiled day Dark desolate hour the flame you
stirred in me. Yet stayed until the barber's cockerel crew, Shall sit beside Me in the highest place I would remove * *
* * * And he--who knew no music like the wash RUPERT BROOKE Joseph: Aught else than grief. Was spread
before us chequered with white waves The water into unbelievable creases. And as I rested 'waiting sleep, And
such a radiant ecstasy there, For moorland tracks are steep and rough; Till the world was like a sea of tears And
would have done it in a tick ... The hour was sacred to those earlier gods The tackle and the rigging, tholes and
sweeps, The power of freedom in the perished cult, His eager hands push up the tower in thought ... He thought
'twas sailing into Paradise. Dream, wake; wake, dream, in one brief bar; And cold minds disagree with what we
thought. And, rising in the night, she'd found But these are things I do not know. The strife of limbs, the sightless
clinging, Flowers in the forest rise Ay, they heard his foot upon the stirrup, And drive away the rose Had his been
neither legal right nor moral, How he watched me near the zenith? And out of sight were out of mind, Passionate,



dream of a race. Enjoyed fair weather, and what ships had storms; All of those gleams were golden; but life's hands
Till, at a shiver in the skies, Red and watchful, still and bare, V Cydilla: Review') under whose imprint they have
appeared. Change closed about me like a sleep. Have dimmed our eyes, we know the proud His bliss is older than
the sun. The horror of the huge power of life, And sat me down close by. Of mordant anguish till she ceased to
laugh, Intensest heavens between close-lying faces VII And looking up ... as might have stood Apollo A sound, a
little sound? My curious ear THE CUCKOO WOOD And muse on loveliness Trembling in your bridal dress,
Strangled, my heart swelled up so full Stole over her, and then, My wilful senses will keep perilously The rounder of
My majesty, the life, And I saw how virtue seduceth, Some maid showed pleasure, sighed, nay even wept. We
hardly heard them first begin to bawl, Or redshank piped with reedy whistle. And leapt up, laughing, in the sky Of
greater wisdom, more integrity. And their tips felt it might be as he said. Beneath the shelter of a stack ... Damon:
Confusion but more dark confusion bred, And within dim moons appear, Swiftly--but nought so swift as



vacancies of Heaven, till the blue Customed to starry majesties, may gaze Stable my mules and chariot and
prepare With a thousand spears in air, ('Poems of Love' will be published by Messrs Duckworth in February.) Has
stilled the labour of my breath-- Waiting for Pan to call his own! AND THE EDITOR Which even now set all my mind
ablaze-- Thomas: One mote of all the dust that's I Waned, as I woke to a new desire Or stream-reflected sunlight
through a rift. The secret house where once a beggar stood, Dazed at length Driven about a waste where neither
fall And listen by the glowing pane: Yet here's much cost--these packages piled up, And they will know--poor fools,
they'll know!-- And heated with strange clothes, had roused himself Or some sea creature's voice that wails Now, in
his last long voyage he had sailed And, sore and shaken with the tumbling, Shall take unto Me, cherish and lift high
I tucked it 'neath my arm; and she And when he touched the bars he thought the sting My cheek still bears print of
its ample coils.' Into the glow of cheerfulness that bathes The shire for Men who Understand; Together we will
march towards the ways Since they are busied for the present meal,-- Strings of red beads, methought were dipped
in blood, All the sea's spirit spoken by a bird; Speech had been filtered ere it reached his ear; And thou art drawn
His head upon a pile of caked thin leaves Which, like a golden serpent, reared and stretched Big as the day itself,
made of a stone And drunken waits at Christmas with their horn And leaning on such tall staff stood ... Thou
guessest, That drive hag-ridden souls in fear Established beyond the assaulting years, Tell me, silent, silent glade,
GORDON BOTTOMLEY If the joy that they are lifted to avenge They are not parasites like plants and men Night
creep along the hedges. Never go Laughing and looking, one of all, That Pan may know of all this witching. Pilfer
the present for the beggar past. Of My ambition. She will smile to see I felt a brown bird hover When all the mortal
loves perchance are done, That dream pounced on me and began to soar; Joseph: Wise of the storied ages we,
And felt the hillside thronged by souls unseen Always at last their own tormented bodies From tempting such as
this: India is mine!-- Here the green-purple clanging royal night, Down-stretched beside thee at the silent noon, A
bundle underneath her arm, Unlawfully to human mind. Someone passed down the valley swift and singing. Already
have I drunk a bowl of wine ... Bade her choose, now at a fruit, now pastry booth. I heard a singing, low and sweet,



the chime ROBERT CALVERLEY TREVELYAN Though safe enough within the van No more the flooding lamplight
broke The unalterable past And I was on the point to rise But, as the wild song died away, There, mop those dear
wet eyes, or thou'lt ne'er hear In a still pool adown the dale. For though enough of coarseness, dung--nay, nay, Fail
under him before his glances sink Mad Patsy said, he said to me, Because the sun was shining down, Such water
and sound health! And hung o'er head with wings a-hover; The way they held their noses proved the thing Within
the shadow of the van; Under a vast and starless sky His eyes intent on shells in some clear pool Alone have power
to hold him fast. It has no pretension to cover the field. Every reader will notice the That sadder day when we
beheld again And miles of fish-hooks baited to catch greed Through the world's days in suffering and love. For he
drank all his pay, nor went to sea Then once more as the girl stood clear, Half in light and half in shade, Lake
Leman (from 'Before Dawn') He begged my pennies, which I gave with joy-- 'A damn bad sailor and a landshark
too, 'Loves and is happy'-- Men, or in the failing light Fear not. 'Tis likely indeed that storms are now So, if the
penman sums my London days, That, braving them, Lord Christ prosper'd through me. To root themselves as in a
dream, Had he but the will; and has he now? Dull Bloomsbury streets of dull brick mansions old The lad must live!
Though 'tis a slave a king might joy to own. Lyrical and Other Poems. Samurai Press. 1908. (Out of print.) ROBERT
CALVERLEY TREVELYAN And, as her mother's name was Tears, The only thoughts I then had ears for were To
the mighty god himself. And I do not care though the large hands of revenge Had gone from Him to learn the feel of
pain, He neared the little hut which Adam made, The sky is bright with a star's great light, Lean on thy bosom, hold
thee with wide hands, Of towns and busybodies, so Till the dim room had mind and seemed to brood, Lest she
should lure me back among the dying-- Where the Princes ride at noon, They heard, until, at set of sun Swift north
and south, striving to look upon And gladly I'd offered my breast to the tread of her. To the high moon that drifted
overhead. When the plunging hoofs were gone. But if he seemed too tall to be a man Is what he rails at. And
flaming brains are the white heart of all. Upon the peace; and, past desiring, And sure, when she pushed open the
door, From such a dizzy height This beauty; and were he master of your gangs, Through banks of snow, trickle, and



their bodies alight This baby-hare crouched on the ground; may if it is fortunate help the lovers of poetry to realize
that we are The Cuckoo Wood (from 'The Casket Songs') None knew, and none would ever know. absence of
poets whose work would be a necessary ornament of any Cuckoo! Cuckoo! Pan shall see Sea-followers both,
sea-wrestlers and sea-peers, If quiet nights would end wild afternoons. Welcome, welcome, cloudless night, My
spirit over faint cool water glides, The sense with bloom and odour scattered, mingled Think not, dwarf, that Pan
shall find 'Or end it'--'It must stand toward the East!' A man can't walk a mile in India I thought I heard Him calling.
Did you hear Or hearts grow hushed and solitary, beneath Bereaved as we are both bereaved! Come, come,
Round these boughs to live and die. To start my journey; the great caravan's Then postulants for the stars' previous
wisdom They curried the living flesh from off his bones Preparing pleasure first and after shame All as men to bore
parcht earth for water. Back from the tree-tops, slanting from the rim MISS LOO Than when they were forbid to sing
again, That cow-house roof where it had ever melted Spins on an axle in the hissing gales? Until one morn he
signed for a long cruise, And we that lost the world's delight The owl's asleep, and the cuckoo-bird So long! afar
through Time He bent His mind, Before their eyes, and the blood perisht in them.-- Of summer evening at the
deep-roofed farm, And the world was heavy with flowerless rods, That heap of rags would sit And Philip standing in
the bow, The quiet crouching terrors of the sea, In heavenly knowledge, for His darlings twain The Sale of Saint
Thomas 'Twould take the taxes of a world to dress And she had nursed it quite a while; Superb on unreturning
tides. Smile the carnation and the pink; But, soon the moon swung into sight; Never the least stir made the
listeners, Not with the large heroic trouble known Too many bitter fears 'To the gloom has won Singing, or flame, or
scent, or hue, Shaking the tree, it might have been a bird London has been my prison; but my books Writhen to
speak inutterable desire, As though she'd left all fear behind, Above the shifting of the things that be, Poems. Elkin
Mathews. 1906 And, Winter past, we're out again-- To foresee winter, short-commons or long debts, From man's
communion with man; Just now the lilac is in bloom, In sleepless watch, with banners wide unfurled But yet a dog
howled there, though not quite lately. That sadder day when we beheld the great To proud command of ships,



back; He shouted huskily. I wrapped some clothes Through which all passed was blackened with the wing It
mocked them with that sound; In a long narrow band of shining oil Thought of some lonely cottage then, The friends
of men.' Happiness crowned the night; I too, And get me to England once again! Which was a liquid fire like Hell to
gulp, Which with many twists and turns Out to the world, and singing was not one Of those who shall close in his
grave glance the glory of the world, to see beauty in all its forms and Biography And prick the metal fishes when
they bask. Mine eyes for his had sifted visible things; And here my ship is berthed. But worse, far worse To thee, to
Damon, when the life ye thought Dust 'Twould prove a dead sea-nymph, and we might see, 'Tell them I came, and
no one answered, Her parents both, when fever came ... Few readers have the leisure or the zeal to investigate
each volume as Dare snarl against my going, what incubus dare The guttural glottis-chasms of language reached,
And light of foot, and unconfined, The black curls, shining round her head And now, before her van, I lay, When
such things are, this world too soon, Without being the business of a throng'd She clung to me; her master,



of my doctrine poured And I remembered, drowsily, Delphis! I know, dear Damon, it was Delphis! Of love and love's
compassioning, The bones of fishes and three bottled ships. Earth's wilderness, And all my grief From that far-off
dim-memoried dawn. This volume is issued in the belief that English poetry is now once To hear that seaman tell
such wondrous tales: The great street paved with water, filled with shipping, Their own gods and worship; how
ghastly, this!-- But at the wider gallery next below Of human wonder and of human fate. What the wisest had taught!
They love the Good; they worship Truth; I longed to feel my hot blood burn In eyes of those bribed catchpolls. Brute
revenge But Grantchester! ah, Grantchester! A self-made king of some new land, and rich. And sicker at my foot for
stumbling, And sternly called them back to give them help. And tenderness crept everywhere from it; Nose like lean
hounds, and track their journeys out, Shy creatures unreproved that came and went Wondrous too, I think, to sail at
night, writers represented had published nothing; and only a very few of the 'Damon!' said a voice quite close to me
Among the raving stars, and laughter through JOHN MASEFIELD He is mad! Of blossom she fingered, and my
crisp fingers all Days of endeavour have been good: the days And their notes that rang so clear And now and then
a golden plover A palace made of souls;-- Where are the youths that were Socrates' friends? Ah, Damon, day-lit
vision is more dread And as I heard, The wind and I must spend together Were lighting supper-fires without Upon a
heathery knowe hard-by, Such throng'd reality is left behind,-- From recent kisses of the conquering sun. 'The first
of causes, Damon, namely Love, As dead men struck by lightning under trees, With eyes that would not shut or tire,
I lay a moment wondering, For empty bellies after fair-time; That run to bathe ... Has struck the wooden wharves
and keels of ships. Lay claim upon my leisure this day week. Morning will glide, and noon, and then the night The
majesty and glory of the King. Resulting in what he may call perfection. The dragon-fly, Narcissus' brother, And as I
hearkened, that sweet strain Than ever in his life he swam before. But, ever since, he'd pestered her ... Could look
for God at closing of the day And fifes were shrilling through my blood And when has the sea been friendly unto
man? And many a friendless care On stiller flesh, and body breathless, From storm and hail and winter's grief?
Nay, nay, hide nothing, speak the worst at once. Here as I stand, as sail to India back Until her pride's flag, smitten,



talking water, we made vows, So stout as he is, at least five miles to walk The cloudless sky, a neighbouring beck
He'ld build you a palace that would look like mine.'-- Think of Amyntas, think of that poor boy, And know and be; the
clinging stream Yet now I miss that sign of earlier tramps, 'A blind and rudimentary navel shows And they were thick
and sweet as honey, And I was rid of that fat man, When she hath grown to Me in space serene, My windows of
discovery and shrill 'Sin!' * * * * * Her battered bonnet nodding on her head, Filled with new wisdom and serenity.
Drawing it tight about his neck, 'just like A bird that perched upon a moving barque; Soon maintenance grows the
extreme reach of hope Of course, I lost her soon enough, The thing that showed no face, Than all land-evils is the
water-way Sailing recklessly through wild darkness, where Unkempt about those hedges blows And bordered with
dog-mercury, And ordered year their mutable glory laid-- Then had the last rocks ended bubbling up How could I
cloud, or how distress, And how the silence surged softly backward, And kept her since her parents died ... Their
flakes shook in the breath from those moist lips; With a new wisdom, tranquil, asking not The wine again. Ere the



that shine The Sale of St. Thomas. " " 1911 The answer they did devise. This heart has ached to play the god for
him:-- And something stirs about thee-- Though beauty's form may pale and pass. Without a thought for his child:--
The laboured outcome: love nor be aware For a stiff mind to hold itself upright In the heart of all Allemagne. Damon:
Broad day before I should return upstairs. Low the branches fall and trace Almighty lovers in the spring; Satan's
cunning device thou art, to sap Queerly, sometimes. Undying passers, pinnacle and crown Was schooner rigged,
and in full sail at sea. In mockery of man's upward faith, the souls His unadjustable unreaching eyes And only last
night, as I slept Among the honey-scented heather, Though well he knew the night was done ... Closes his memory,
glooms his dream, It is the sacred hour: above the far And stared into its blazing core, No better than such
ne'er-do-wells? I thought But one man!--O surely it is folly, Is dawn a secret shy and cold Till she took her eyes
away. A city of ships with great ships under weigh, Grass-green, picked out with red and yellow He swears those
parts of her are still well made Sea-shells and charts and pebbles, model ships; Of conscious wit and reasonable
brain; Drear knowledge for a Father to prepare. Thomas: The headache life of towns to rapture strange Lest--as our
words fall dumb on windless noons, Mechanic; knowing nothing more of pain, Had neither friend nor foe;
CONTENTS A glass of human souls; and others seek And sunset still a golden sea Just as she took the moorland
track, Dies momently through whorl and hollow, Yet when I am dust my penman may not know The brim each
careful part Loose-folded on her knee, I carry God in me, to give to men. It may be I can give some notion how
What a flash the light makes of him; nay, he burns; So good to watch or share; but when men count For haunts the
lonely pools, and keep And you My workshop. Your pavilions trod For they are moulded unto all repose; I knew the
sudden kindling meant The long-resounding echo from the toll. Thomas: In narrow places, where the hand can feel
To ever have been at another time. And death I know is better than not-to-be. And, as he finished, quick to escape
he turned; By eager and invisible ways, Thames' side, in London Town, Thrust out by man when speech sank back
in his throat: Like heavy birds at rest there, softly stirred Not even godly fortitude can stare A thing forgotten, as long
ago And flies! a land of flies! where the hot soil Where hope is fleet and thought flies after, Away from the fiendish



mistake the signs of God Of will, of virtue-- Put forth to her: she did not move, nor I, Their voices from her cabin
crossed the yard; IN THE COOL OF THE EVENING [As he makes to depart, a Noble Stranger is seen approaching
along the A weasel, sleek and rusty-red, Grow large as all the regions of thy soul, Yes, for he dreamed a dream;
and like a man Brought day's familiar presence back. With leaning head attentive to thy word, And as the clear East
faded white, From dawn to dawn, the woven shadow and shine And, laugh, nor grieve that clouds will rise Is full of
thy contrivance, That rocked in a lilt along: I watched the poise O fool, O only great Returned her kisses blown back
down the road, The sea lives, surely! My eyes swear to it; And wait alone, The stream mysterious glides beneath,
The sure withdrawal from us of life's flood. And look at me with tender eyes; Searched for her stolen flocks of stars.
The Listeners And sing again, and delicately fling Well, say the sea is past: why, then I have Returned to find a
vacant car; Hipparchus, Death from the silent dealing of Northern cold!-- By citizens of whom they are the pick.
Faint, sleeping; and the evening sounds awake. And now no more! He still must be the God To keep them warm
since their real owners died; Out of his night of water and huge shingles, Aphrodite, Till four-footed things retreat.
Down through the quiet air to stoop and glide Locked in Hipparchus' arms. Twelve or thirteen he seemed, with
clinging feet The life, the man alive, the friend we knew, That gave to me the Indian duty, were She started, and
stopt dead with fright; Among the carpenters because he has seen * * * * * To leave a shell. Washing the jaded
palate till it taste A butterfly, that hid until the Spring And from the bundle took out bread, And every mote, on earth
or air, Them he, his beard disguised like face-ache, sauced; Tales false and fair At Madingley on Christmas Eve. O
solitude unspeakable! to be But often laughed, tittering from time to time, And sit beneath the trees, and share
Though hungry, bound to wait a stated hour-- Then sink in opal deeps from sight. Man and tree made one at last,
Oh! I have sometimes thought there is a god Found catchpolls lurked there, true to his surmise. Of the dim-silked,
dark-haired Musicians And swayed and drowned in dull Immensity. A hungry night among the heather. That never
else had reached his upland home! From out the past she comes again; Could but his father so have understood
him! But always the first blink of light Trucking on dust-dry deckings smooth like ice, He told us how he sailed in one



go Thou dost remember? yes? but not with tears, Mildly made happy with soft jewel of silk, While somewhere, snug
in bed,



True, true, youth looks a great way off! To think The unknown unnameable sightless white A round-walled tower
must rise upon Senaar Of nightingales, and feared to leave the deck, Time gathers to my name-- And a bird flew up
out of the turret, Nourished in sin and sorrow, he will be But why the Indian lot to me? Why mine Should be his
people's scorn; for they had rose The consummation of their first great deeds, Tell me, whispering, whispering
glade, To lull the watch-dogs of the mind. A pleasant whiff of stewing burst Thou wouldst not now be lending ear to
me. The clarion and the horn? Why, for a good one I'ld give all my purse. Thoroughly with steel combs, until at last
There, let me tell thee all just as it happened, Ye are too old to understand my words; A path that patient anglers
use, Upon the bubbling and the blazing. Still seemed her gaze to rest And wrinkled leaves, whence fronds of fern
Get thee on boughs and clap thy wings Discovered by free impulse, not couched in forms Ten eye-shut painsick
strugglers, 'Heave, oh heave,' Left in my pocket overnight. The children both in Faerie dreamed Freed from the
mask of transiency, Cydilla: Rising austere and dumb, Near that volcano Martinique, whose power Of the binding
bars When my stiff door creaked open grudgingly For the beginning, which He could not find, Nay, nay, why
wouldst thou rise? In fields of mashy mud and trampled leaves; Lover or keeper, what you like to call him;-- 'Our
dreams'? nay, we are theirs for sport, for prey, Bluebells bathe in mist and sun And joy is in the throbbing tide,
'Because round grapes on statues well expressed Enormous weed hugging enormous weed, North-west the cone,
where even at noon in summer, And soundless as an arrow of snow And known that his dream was vile; But let me
look on this my boy, He watched the sky, and he could tell for sure Those silent waters weave for him Big, fearful,
staggering and black; Drowned colour there, but black to hues, By orange ribbon tied beneath his chin; It laughed,
and blessed, and swore. Yes, there he stood before me panting, rubbing Of a low cloud, what time the twilight dim
Then blundered on as if struck blind: Them I will bid farewell, but, oh, not thee. And the sound of iron on stone,
Tended by Adam. All the birds had gone And dumb and mad and eyeless like the sky. The two close friends of
nearly twenty years Saying 'Apart from all men thus I go Than those which suddenly replace the dark! The perfect
woman of his perfect race Through savage beasts and still more savage clay, Came from their heat--he could not



clear and still and strange I've taught him to imagine palaces And now I knew the voice again, Away from all bright
water and great hills The closed flesh of the clover And in that garden, black and white If all there was to tell thee
were such poor news? Six months and more have cantered by: Along an overhanging ledge 'In love and happy,
Delphis; and the boy?'-- The world he rests in, world he knows, My praise and glory--O, in fury I And lust bore lust,
Honey-toilers, pleasure-makers, It seemed a house of sleep. Now made one in ecstasy, He said so: when, at last,
Gigantic thirst grieving our mouths with dust, I'd see again the startled hare, Lost in the rising sea of clouds that cast
To give more than they hope to receive, 'Tis summer where this beech is seen To anywhere were there: and ever
vast Herbs, and those things so like to souls, the beasts. Gentle and brown, above the pool? Teaching the ways our
brooding minds had found, And feel my immortality like music,-- Cydilla: Healthy, virtuous, sweet; And dreamt of
seasons to fulfil As we were weary to receive her: GILBERT K. CHESTERTON And so for ever, day and night the
same, No, twenty silver pieces is the price; This man has seen the wind blow up a mermaid's hair And the curse



strange pictures of the wakened soul The infinite distance, and the singing Gild gloriously the bare feet And felt the
hillside haunted even then 'Heave,' and I saw a back, then two. 'Port Fore,' And, flower-lulled in sleepy grass, And
have none made for the king his desire? The Hare (from 'Fires,' Book III) But when the air with dawn was chill.
Gated by golden moments, each bright time D.H. LAWRENCE JOSEPH AND MARY Perching upon my lips!--O
yea, a dream, Seen and hid and seen again. You'll scamper off, young Puss,' I said. Bid them to quit my room, my
private dwelling. You have a talisman? I have one too; One shape an eagle-woman on a door-post: to hear at
moments the clear voice of God." Lay bound in white arms, As if in some immense surprise, From every sound, and
shoulder empty hods: And cried directions to the neighbour field: Of this our glad earth-travelling, But there the night
is close, and there And hunts in mighty wool-racks after mice; And Royston men in the far South And loved for
goodness, I can rest content. Let us be off!" I stooped, took, shook the reins With fear she'd yet be overtaken ... He
lived a little while; IN MAY To hear these stories all we urchins placed If they had kept the sequence of the days, In



glimpse a Naiad's reedy head, I stood, waiting in the weak early dawn By swimming out, how finely she was made.
[A quay with vessels moored] From Plymouth Sound to where sweet odours fan Captain: And age-long effort.
Chokes me, blinds me, drains my madness. The Stonefolds. " " 1907 Yet oft of old, Where the bees at noontide
settle, And she, no little pleased; that interlards, That left me stranded in the dark She laughed, she reached her
hand out to the flower Intent each stone toward yon shining object I sang at heart, and talked, and eat, Mounting the
firmamental silences There slipping wave and shore are one, And you, august, immortal, white, Of the new
threatening sky, and first rude digits For I became caught up into the strife Mary: Within me, that with gesture,
speech and eyes Drop us: we fall, are crippled, maimed for life. And loved before men of more kindliness! For
tutored pride and innocence are one. Beside their mother's knee. At this that lies before me: men are mind, And
knew we had done them. 'Port Fore,' 'Starboard,' 'Now.' Towns can be prisons where the spirit dulls That other day
on Ercall when the stones The dry bread in an icy pool; The smoky censer, bow and stand aside Have risen red on
my night as a harvest moon, Rails of a broken bed charred in the grate, More surely lost in the green and brackish
depths, quay.] With pride rebellious and defiant heart, It is not good for God to be alone. (Though whence he came
my mind had not perceived). The Fish Whom the heavens could not save, A ceremony: this young man's Then I
myself, The poppy and the pansy blow ... Why do your thousand pools of light Never again to Eden would He haste
Without a single glance at me. I love thee. When the youthful visions fade, That still kept snoozing out of sight, Well,
I am not drowned yet, My lord, if you'll bide with the rascal here Captain: The sun, the waves, the winds, all birds, all
beasts, Full of sweet books; and miles of sea, I see the years with little triumph crowned, Rather than send them to
St. Ives; Or venture drowning?--But no, no; I am safe. No more than could a horse creep quietly; Unconscious and
directly driven, A house with shadows of plane-boughs under lamps, Should wander them, to prove they were not
spread Here tulips bloom as they are told; Damon might have guessed I had been day-long brooding A love, half
dread, sprang up, as she As that June day when, in the red bricks' chinks The deck was empty, Philip gone ... A
graven joy. To lay His crown aside, and all alone When, suddenly, alive with fright, I need thy hands, O gentle



as he stirred the strings of the harp In idle hours, when on long voyages, The silence broken only when a leaf And
boughs all bare; where others run, Out of the mist a little barque slipped by, And ripples with dark ecstasies.
Luminous and unafraid The lights across the valley must be veiled, The coldness seemed more nigh, the coldness
deepened With the lambent amethyst in her cup. The sleepy sluggard of a sun Thomas: In the flower's throat, and
the flower gaped wide with woe. Clean-limbed, clear-hearted, open-browed; Bear us up in their talons, up and up,
Outside, the first white twilights were too void The echo of our presence, rolled along Could so have voiced glad
wonder in a song:-- Naked, unarmed, I rose, and did assume JAMES STEPHENS How fearful is this trade of
sailing! Worse Instead of asking, 'Father, if we may.' And folks in Shelford and those parts Goes never further,
never has in view Without a carpenter on board;--O strangely And in a twinkling I was swinging Mornings with
buckwheat when the fields did blanch Immortal habitation has Stranger: Now is come the evening star, About my
shuddering bed-fellow, a sheet 'Port Fore,' 'Up with her, Port'; each cutter harboured Grey heavens, the first bird's



proud heart of evil He is crazed with the spell of far Arabia, My body was a rattled drum: A purposeless god, Years
flying swiftly nowhere, like a game While, if a horse died hauling, plasterers Will speed and gleam, down later days.
Since their fathers did higher before-- Others from ignorance, why, towns would be May be glad that their visions
are hid. The Fair was over for the day; However kestrel-eyed and keen: To cancel all the secrets of high heaven?
Darkness is cold and strange and bare; As to escape its spell till then, none else And she with gaze of vacancy, But
which the best of fathers, best of mothers, With marvellous stone to please our desperate king. How thou art quick
to lay claim to a sorrow! No head from the leaf-fringed sill The Cingalese at work, and then back home-- Of plagues,
should with their brigand fingers stop Leaves of yester-year abound, The ways of all the world as from a throne?
The chestnuts shade, in reverend dream, One lingering moment more and thou art gone, When harvest covers thy
surrounding lands, I'd something else to think about: Against the luminous deeps What dignity is not derived from
clothes, Or probe the dark horizon bleak with storms. All are come of Pan's own race, Yet wearied peoples each in



my bed, though it would be * * * * * Flashed on. And we that knew the best Thomas: While we win free and out
again Driven along ungovernable seas, With hardening roots that clutch about the breast. My essence in his
nostrils: I have cored Set circle-wise, whereof one little span Those moments of the soul in years of earth. Of laws
defiled or faiths outworn, Butterflies and humble-bees, And yearns for sharper thrills to pierce his brain, If India is
the place where I must preach, 'Temperamentvoll' German Jews When we are dust, when we are dust!-- And he
felt in his heart their strangeness, From a dark arch she clutched my sleeve and said: And we are naked: He will
look upon With laughter, and Hipparchus, quick to use A Faun a-peeping through the green, The last grey shred
from out the sky, And dropped my hands in time to feel I go to India with you. Of that old body with the nodding
head. When the gods forgot the mistletoe, Joseph: Thronging the echo, dinned My ears, until The god of this fair
scene? And yet they made me: Smooth as believing souls over their deaths Of them still there, and oar-tossed
water-glints, The tugging strings fail like a cobweb-stuff. A grander music there than we on land, And stood within



rover LASCELLES ABERCROMBIE He many a tale of wonder told: of where, Stranger: Souls are lost that hear it
so, And still I thought, 'Albeit they deride, The nearing Delphis to disarm. Who cried 'Why coy of kisses, lovely lad? I
have known golden instants and bright days; His face was sad, His hands hung slackly down Shall be afraid of me,
and of the mind Down in a gully black and deep To cheat despair, Unseen I might devour him with my eyes. A
Ship's Captain: The jangling of the caravan's long gait He'd chanced upon a light-wheeled litter-car, Still in the
dawnlit waters cool Sifting thinly down as endlessly But sat all day, and would not stir-- Stood listening in the quiet
of the moonlight Of God's good year, and bearing on their brows Across the quaking moss and peat. Whose
firmament doth cover the whole of Being, Is like a gust that pulls about spring trees And over agonies shall slide
henceforth Rent, took, and placed the blossoms in His breast. Wax and wane--I go not near! Shall meet one atom
that was you. By many waters and on many ways Delphis: When he had breath enough he begged me straight
With jest and glitter. Lip and eye And I beheld the fruitful earth, with store He drives his spear-beam through him for
wasted day. So thick they pile themselves in the air above To point a path, there nothing is to hold Or hear the
Goat-foot piping low ... Then gone, with one raised hand and one turned head; RONALD ROSS Good to the best to
stay aside and dream Than litter of dried fern or lentisk yields, With sacrificial ministrations sweet Choke me in my
own crimson; I watched her pull Nymphs and satyrs fill the place, Nimroud stands up conceiving he shall live The
glory of processional mysteries What shall I say if he be dumb? Around his arms and shoulders his sole dress, And
tiptoed out again. And called out to me: 'Draw in nigher, Flung all along my bed, his gasping shook it And angels
breaking from the skies To the dog-snake's dread abode. Than Baghdad, is this roadstead, the brown sails, Until, at
last, the day was done, At first; and then I glanced around; A meal for Dives; meanwhile we would stroll Become the
nadir of incense, nodal lamps, Against the luminous blue of London night, Out of the garden, higher, higher ... make
a piece of work that may stop a child from crying or lead nations As God knows all. And it and you And clever
modern men have seen I will not lift his fallen, quiet eyelids, The air was crumbling. There was no more sky. Those
glittering steps, those milestones upon time, When woken by the door forced rudely open, In at my eyes they crush.



Delightful boy, A bucket will do, so it know how to ride It came to me, a music that compelled Meaningless stumps,
upturned bare roots, remained Shifting aye in light and shade, And that old carol of the midnight whining, But
perennial pain Adread that when she waked, I'd see And not an instant, anywhere Through banks of Eastern cloud
was breaking, In May (from 'Songs of Joy') As to tie down a man and tease his flesh Then roared them senseless,
then threw down the sky My foolish, fearful heart grew wise ... Till suddenly, and otherwhence, On the clouds' upper
layers of sooty curls Calmly, upon the blue the evening star In vain he clung about his angry foe; With more of youth
and health than elegance. The mind hath many powers beyond name To thee; Which art to take to bring me where
Through cloudless deeps of crystal sky. His life was sager now, though he has killed Knocking on the moonlit door;
Up to its meaning, for, without an end, That stood alone, much higher up than those But their idleness praising it
mocked. Would they run forth to meet Him as before If I were in mid sea. I have dreamed of this. While birds do
sing with all their might, I tripped, and heard a frightened squeal; Cuckoo! Cuckoo! No man could But no one
descended to the Traveller; The unappointed purpose of great waters?-- The End of the World (from 'Chambers of
Imagery,' 2nd series) You know the sigh, the song of love! Of perils dared and crosses borne, Chaste and remote,
so tiny and so shy, Mary: Such as the hilly echo loves to learn.' There's threatening in the weather. Have you a
mind A brown bee pulling apart Lest she should see his eyes aleer ... Where they have gathered mushrooms, eaten
berries, When snow slid from an overweighted leaf, He paced along the grassy paths and through Friends only,
stoops behind a sister-skirt. The English dusk when I beheld once more For thinking of the life they lead in towns;
They knew not what dim hours went on, went by, I abhor flies,--to see them stare upon me The snow had fallen
many nights and days; Geraniums I will not hope, because I know, alas, He said he was a little boy Could Philip of
Macedon (I know not which or what he was) stood there; 'Birds molten, touchly talc veins bronze buds crumble
Delphis, Delphis, Before me--quaking cold with fear-- The slope it falls on lengthens a tree's shade. As you please.
Join with the little ones to chase such gloom. My whole being with memory of Him? I saw the Swansea Mumbles
bursting white, Thomas: (alone) That rose and cackled at my coming: She suddenly writhed, gasped, and had a fit.



star-gazing yet a bit; With anguished fury to his greater size Strong-armed, sure-footed, iron-willed Under great
shades, between the mist and mire. 'I like to see,' she said, and she crouched her down, Whose voice was fear,
whose countenance a threat, Eldest and least resigned and most unblushing To win him. But the beech and I, A
man might, as I saw my Master once, Thomas: The masters of adversity. In seamanship? Thomas: Calling and
healing, O great-hearted brothers! Had fashioned in my vision as all life. And drawing nigh the window-ledge, And
upgather odours rare I stumbled in a hole, and tripped, Let singe the soles of his feet, until his legs On the next
eminence the orgulous king After their sixty years: Time never made Or need to dread the dreams of night.
Between the sky and sea: That kept his eyes turned inland for his life. And she would rather lie stone dead And
Dick owed Pete a pot of money, The Wild Knight. Grant Richards. 1900 And make a sound like it; He kicked his
legs and roared for joy Damon: For I have ranged the spacy width and gone Until a sheep called once, as to a
lamb, In mine armchair, God's veil by my indomitable will? All mean and tyrannous things that be; The winter sun



mine wore many a bolthead bright Jests helped me nimbly, I surpassed myself; And men and women with straight
eyes, A company, all ages, old men, young men, None but a child could have been so absorbed Old man, but kind;
and hairy, like the nut Upon their heads in fragrant deeps; Cuckoo! Cuckoo! All shall try Why, you were looking, a
few minutes gone, This sailor knows of wondrous lands afar, By kindred impulse over silver tides Adown the
cataract of the days.' So beside the stream I choose Tightened eyebrows looks on death. To mean despairs, That,
often having seen thee foolish since, The Sleeper (from 'The Listeners') Three years back. Then to the challenge I
am put! Tell me busy, busy glade, Flowed far from heavenly majesty and pride, No good in port or out'--my
granddad said. THE HARE Trust not fond hope, Through echoing, unearthly vales, Cydilla: Colours to delight the
eyes, Fill the whole world of air, and I stand up Just took her luck quite quietly, To grace thy naughtiness by
showing pain. THE KINGFISHER DUNSANY The shaping of our souls that still However lanky-legged and tough,
That struggled, strangling in the snare ... In the last courses, building past his knowledge The dangers of the air to
wreak upon me, But prudence, prudence is the deadly sin, Darkness and darkness! ... The baby snuggling to her
breast. LASCELLES ABERCROMBIE I saw again the selfsame hare. In this old captain's house I lived, and things *
* * * * Captain: Son, buy six-pennorth; and 't will mean a bed.' Winter Dusk (from 'The Listeners') His heated flesh
which felt the cold at once. And I wish this were cleverer: she goes crank That drift along the wave and rise Ay, so;
Of women who pour in the lap of spring My hands were hot upon a hare, That have pleasure in their pain; And lit
like storm small shadowless workmen's toil. WALTER DE LA MARE A builder leans across the last wide courses;
The windless sky and soundless deep To see Him coming--they would hide instead For those held in respect, as in
a vice, We are so very small, and His great eye, His mind with laboured growth unceasingly Sans providence, sans
memory, THE SLEEPER When, my heart answering to the call, Where the gifts hang on the tree, Over his massed
black and abundant curls I said to him--he disagreed; Light streams from every limb. Are stabbing-sweet 'gainst
chair and lamp and wall. Oh, to be worn and fade beside his cheek!'-- Thanks, Damon; now, by Zeus, thou art so
brisk, Till nowhere could He look but soon He saw Had I the power That girl was worth her keep, for, going down,



What god can say, And made the sun set in a sea of fire The supper steamed in wooden bowls. And days of labour
also, loading, hauling; Bolt-upright from my sleep I leapt ... And like a streak of lightning reached the waves:--
Making that room our Chapter, our one mind Those tombstones of dead selves, those hours of birth, 'Twas just the
minute when the snipe Fades to some dank sufficient heaven. Won on my willing soul like sleep on joy, Doth sail
away among the cloudy isles But glow to glow fades down the deep That is the essential flame of night, Point the
ears and twist the feet, The sea his home, though it was always roused And Coton's full of nameless crimes, Winds
to juggle the puny boat and pinch They have stolen his wits away.' Where the lorn eye of man can follow thee no
more. What can such fearful increase have to do And then, I saw her slip away, And would yours have done better?
Sweet natural presence. In the years to be A spate going down in sunshine after rain Where torn white hair of
torrents shook and streamed. In Grantchester, in Grantchester!-- The gift of country life, near hills and woods Filling
his nerves with such a fearful zest Ring loud with the grief and delight Of lights in the clear night, of cries Under



market-booths and awnings gay All are come of aery folk, And like a shot was out of sight: Let it be storm or calm,
so we be sailing. The one who bears the brunt of outside cares And as I stumbled on, I muttered: Of friends, of
lovers cannot quite supply. Endless for ever, till His 'stonied will Along which the intent prows wonderfully A leveret
cuddled to her breast ... Nay, he had found a land with something rich, Our Baucis.' Could not sleep The snows of
the anemone Incurably, like frantic lechery, Captain: Of grave eyes comforting, nor ministration Skull and half
skeleton and yet alive. And wild the night wind wails the lightless world's despair. Separate scent be shaken free It
once was age did lie quite out of sight! Who owns a grass-farm cleared among the pines Where happy waters sing
in solitudes, It shall be dark before its time: Who slouched away to his own van. For he was mad awhile. Silent and
straight the waters run, The prows built to put by the waves, the masts To greater battles, crawling through defeat
That frost of fact by which our wisdom gives I never guesst he was a runaway. The lovely hamlet Grantchester. Do I
wish the god to come? Insurrections. Maunsel. 1909 Over my heart ... and then * * * * * So, wondering I lay awake,



ships. I saw the old Roman ruins white with pinks The Hill of Vision. " 1912 Cuckoo! Now you call in vain. And saw
its dusky rooftree overlaid Of hatred soul'd in water, yet will I strike Through Ætna's woods to-day Since the king's
scornful dream, unless it bring The Lonely God (from 'The Hill of Vision') Thomas: So many centuries since the
blood was shed, Now, Thomas, know thy sin. It was not fear; And leave a metal grace, I was more foolish than in
my life, I hope When I, hemmed in by wrecks of men, And his late orgy would defeat his powers. And golden light
with misty weather. Of beauty's bloom and ordered plan, Through endless centuries and backwards still Mists,
assemble, hide me quite, 'It has the nature of a woman's bosom'-- And she dared scarcely breathe or stir, Have
sent thy wits astray; Until a lean fox passed and cried no more. There came a stranger to my granddad's house, On
flying eyes and lips and hair; Where Alcibiades failed, When the blue reach of water leaping bright We see the glory
of the rose, I then might touch thy face, And we misread the lot! One man, to thrust, And never heard a human
sound. And the sunlight passes in, I loathe a dallying journey.--I should suppose My blanket round him; then came



The Stranger: (to the Captain) A fluctuant mutable world and dim, I also love a quiet place Show your leaf in early
prime, As death to living, decomposes-- Cydilla: His light over the sea; how evilly move Ah, desperate device! So
that her small unconscious face An obscure world, a shifting world, Hereafter to the world's heart shall be set In
vain Unheeding stars and unfamiliar moons, The dreaming mind of Satan, gorgeously Be brief for pity! No answer
to brute fact has e'er been found. Then conquered, thou, Eternity, shalt lie Flashes all his burnished mail Until we
gained my lodging she spoke little In a challenge to rejoice. Had whispered to her "Shriek, faint on the stairs!"
Smooth'd out beneath her hair. I saw her smile, Wise of the brief beloved span So high, and tower'd so nobly, they
might seem Tell, Damon; since I well know that regrets Yet when, the story done, she smiled Unpiloted save by the
vagrant wind, My own strong comprehension, you are bond For, since Fat Pete was Long Dick's friend, Top
upward: cleverness is the thing in boats. 'About this time,' or 'shortly after this.' With White Leghorns come from the
chicken ranch; Made women by our hunger; and I saw The day they led my cutter at the turn, Look Eastward, look!



tempest grunt and squeal Like something real, the art we used to dream. Have made a man, remote from Heaven
high Poured from his homespun garb Holding her screener's elbows, round her shoulder The Fires of God (from
'Poems of Love and Earth') To seize into the order of its beat He dreams not of the court, and city life Wherein the
marshalled hosts of morning wait Death was a rainbow in Eternity, Its terror turned to tenderness-- And blew my
homespun jacket dry, From out beneath her fast-sealed lids, A cloak, was all bunched up. He leapt, and lighted And
what life is is much to very few; For rare wild storms: I hope we'll have them too; She suddenly grows grave; yet,
seeing there BIBLIOGRAPHY Your dearest contemplation broken off Still read a clear voice, on and on, at the
beginning of another "Georgian period" which may take rank in due A fat man with dull eyes aleer-- Which they,
while plucking almond, had revealed. And faint in that amazing glow, And weeping like a girl ashamed, inquired
Upon my belly half the day. Though she should jump out of her skin, With many a happy gurgle goes But limber,
and each one of them wise as a snake. IN THE POPPY FIELD And she settled soft. Till, beyond thinking, out of
view, Often at night I tread those streets again That sunny landscape from life's peak, that glory, And vexes me still
to be watching him. Not as in Baghdad is it with me now; Though every word he spake But here a grave
contemptuous youth cries out Delphis! Alas, are his companions still And roar, and glare, and dust, and myriad
white Snow-capped, divinely granite, lashed by breakers, Captain: The rapid glory of his naked limbs, He sighed
from dreamland, thoughts Of gilded water there! the sun has drawn Who never bent before, and she will say, Some
roving inebriate Daimon She felt that she must creep, Than for those dear; obsessed by your possessions When all
the world goes well; Aught about you to his mind. Beneath the wayside grass than wed I echoed with surprise That
we, so linked, should roam the whole world round 'The mules,' he said, 'were beauties: she was one, Ebony, agate
stairs, wainscots of jade, Some little courage, formless as a cloud, So she came down from above Chains on his
neck and anchors on his arms; Of zest and young enjoyment, I and She Where wavering masses bulge and gape
When any steamer passed Still guardians of that holy land? All gone to monstrous flurry, knowing myself And I kept
sight of her until Ay, loose tongue, I know how thou art prompted. Of marble, all the stuff he takes to be wealth, Nay,



and Asphodel. Macmillan. 1898 Of aught to come, but cordial, eager, hot, Where mountains were unbuilt and
shadowless trees This is a small, small boat? Not start? I pray you, do. As into piercing song it breaks; But the flies
killed him. The cove clean bottomed where we saw the brown Her wings on us, And form and line and solid follow
Nor dreamed she, as she read to two, Because chance, on an April holiday Poor barren years that brooded
over-much As thou wert long ago so now thou dost appear. Obedient hands and fashioning will, Stiffen in darkness,
left alone And oh! was Helen's kiss Pouring its passion out in crops and spawns. * * * * * 'Starboard,' 'Port Fore,'
and then a beaten bell One flower the less Life's fool, while wakening ready wit in him, Before Dawn. Constable.
1911 THE OLD VICARAGE, GRANTCHESTER Poems of Love and Earth. " " 1912 Wriggled like frying eels; then
the king's dogs Re-poised, Captain: Infamously, until a hundred pains And, turning, caught my hungry eye: They felt
the land of the folk-songs, How much the other loved, and greatly care Time gathers to my name; Hesperus (from
'Lyra Modulata') Rung as for fire to cheer us. 'Now.' Oars bent, Where many a ruined grace T. STURGE MOORE
Till my life flowed as fresh as the sea-- A carpenter! Are soft beneath a morn of gold. In that deep gully, sheer and
black ... To greet the men who lived triumphant days, 'Twas surely three who heard. Blushing he said, 'I wondered
what it was. We sat together by a burn: WILLIAM H. DAVIES 'Is there anybody there?' he said. ... It is a lonely thing
to be a God. Damon: Easily as a boy goes on windy grass.-- Home with their wives for every Sabbath day. Taste
very like her master's, left the highway Wise of the great unshapen age, Men do not heed the rungs by which men
climb A soul entirely known is life achieved. And of 'that' district I prefer From that so beautiful creature's best intent.
God entered in and saw upon the ground A healthy man would laugh at; so our king The thought beyond great
poets not expressed, By none but by the fair beech-tree. To be compared with those I tasted? The shores of many
stars and passing on, 'Still, I can't lie, and watch you play, Two can be drunk with solitude, and meet O let us drift,
At Over they fling oaths at one, Enjoyed methought a precious boon Treating their stinging thirsts with your best
blood. Recognise master-masons with pricked parchments: A sign? God with a vision tript me, lest And yet, what
foot could find a track Or has the mere thought of the Indian journey Until I was but dust, Here to dwell in company.



should take the road If the king's moody, and tired of feeling nerves When suddenly, her eyes shot back, The devil
has not any flower, That dwelt in the lone house then But dead museums and miles of misery Of mazy
nothingness.--His mind could bring In the brooding silence of night. Worn and made smooth by prudent folk long
dead. For poor Hipparchus. Thus our eager work, No other name was uttered by his kin. As though she, too, were
happy-hearted ... A final desolation, the last word Healthy life in the country having chased And in two days the
snow had covered it. And raise before my path swelling barriers And see the alleys glimmering in the rain, The
heaven of your unconsciousness? The Old Vicarage, Grantchester That make a Pericles!' ... (the words are thine)
Until Fat Pete's young wife was taken ... You never knew that I had gone And thou art drawn Full of sweet milk. All
day on shore he watched Between her exclamations at his figure, For this refuses faith in the unknown powers The
fool that could not reach a thrush's nest The dark fire leaps along his blood; In his sleep I have seen him smile But
now the flock must have strayed far away. Rather than to disturb my tranquil mood; And I'd at last to stop and eat



light that once was shade, The dog had howled again--or thus it seemed Into the ocean sea, as into mob Within the
brightest coal for me ... And glittering brave with burnished brass And yet, and yet, Sparkling the dusty heart with
living springs, Then, fearing she should come to harm, JOHN DRINKWATER His body marked as rare and delicate
The source of worship better than horned moons.' And he's here on the quay all by himself, Of poppy seed among
the corn; Betrayed the quarry I was seeking; Sumptuous central grain, JAMES STEPHENS And lips and laughter
stayed and deathless, Captain: In the mouth that repeateth praise, Half-strangled, struggling in a snare--- And so
along the base of a round hill, Flung all the dancing moments by Of Kings in stables born! Employed with these my
brain, and weary it That haunt the far horizon like white ghosts, Bulbous, or pulled to thin, or curled, Her satin
bosom heaving slow To Lazarus--whom they had seen stone dead-- No memory her bosom stirred, Before the
terror came, when joyous they Where they'll not budge more than a shuffled inch. Judas. Sampson Low. 1908
Pardon me, Damon, The cock-grouse talking to his wife ... One moment, what it is to love. And the inscrutable



readily as a week-old carcase here That demons (for it must be so) should build, Soul took the looms now body's
bolt was spent, Where tangled foliage shrouds the crying bird, As gravely happy; of all unconscious save The very
apes have faith in him.--No, no; And every soul a wave. And credulous enjoyment! How should I, Far better helped
him swim Ripe orchard bounty, slender stalks that bore Over the flowers at my feet; Half of green, and half of
brown, (And when they get to feeling old, To show their white and sharpened stakes A bosky wood, a slumbrous
stream, Still we brought with us food and cakes; I owned To walk by as a friend with candid mind. Man's pity grew
from pity to derision, The doings of the morrow's light! What else might jar or fret chimes in attuned Amid the
heathen outrage of the sea His back turned on his love; and wilder words Earth-passionate men with souls of fire'.
All as gay as gay can be, To choose rock basin where the wine might cool; The cuckoo-flower, in a lilac sheet And
most he pleased me, when he set a place THE CHILD AND THE MARINER So nattily beneath her chin-- As he
sang of Balder beautiful, BY THE WRITERS Cydilla: The Casket Songs. Longmans. 1912 As no man's bounty



Wherewith the dead the unborn call; Amyntas is young, And stormed the secret beauty of the world. Good
swimming days, at Hog Back or the Coves And die the death, of his first wife ... So strong he could have made one
man his club But think my wonder mad and fail to find, Knocks through the heart whose every thud And darkness
came; when she would rise, Come, sit thee down, Cydilla, Into that multitudinous pond of men, Guarded on its
outward side Then, clean and comely in the sun, That foul stale fish, it made us laugh.' He smiled And would not
have it otherwise, A tunny, belly floating upward, dead; The forts of human light not yet assailed, His woven world
drops back; and he, Damon: And cross the hills, along the coast, toward Mylae. To crumble in our separate night;
And so he talked; Where men with Splendid Hearts may go; We've left the fat and weatherwise Lost towers impend,
copeless primeval props Who are not active, but divinely wait Yet more a woman than her garb was rich, Nor did
those people listen with more awe An unasked neighbour's garden furnished flowers; Shall smite or clasp with
equal ecstasy The glittering day when all the waves wore flags I, fearing for his life, set up a whoop Thrown in a


