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Foreword
        

        

          
This book contains all the poems Fairburn might have wished to include in a collected volume, and few (I think) that he would have omitted. My principle has been this: anything that Fairburn himself chose to include in books for the first time, or for re-printing, will have been a deliberate choice at that time. The authority of the collection is therefore his own, with exceptions I record.

        
He never reprinted 'The Sea', an important long poem which 
Allen Curnow and others re-discovered with surprise. He never reprinted 'On a Bachelor Bishop' first privately printed by me then put in the 


Arts Year Book
           of which he was poetry editor. A mordant bucolic from 1931, 'The County', he may have thought irrelevant to the New Zealand temper, though there are other poems written in England that are less pointed.

        
I have added three epigrams that amid such a spontaneous outpouring, he may have forgotten. These few additions I would like to think worthwhile.

        

          

            
The Disadvantages of Being Dead
           I selected from papers and clippings he left. (
Horse Pansies was very much 'in preparation'.) It is no more than a sampling of lighter pieces: there are many listed by his bibliographer

* of which there were no clippings.

        
Two poems appear twice. 'Laughter' was originally in both 


Strange Rendezvous
           and 


The Rakehelly Man
          , a fuller version. 'Hymn of Peace' from 


The Rakehelly Man
           I repeated in 


The Disadvantages
          , I can't think why.

        


        
I have placed 


He Shall Not Rise
           at the end of this book. (It was at the end of that first work that Fairburn put his then earlier poems.) I did this because he dismissed, or affected to dismiss, this collection. But it belongs to the record; and is not far removed in style or spirit from much of 
Poems 1929–1941.
        

        
A brief look at 
Olive Johnson's 


Bibliography
           will show how many lesser pieces have been left out. She seems not to have missed anything important; though there are fugitive verses that have since turned up, inscribed in books, or on scraps of paper. Many others must exist, but another net is needed to catch such an oceanful of plankton.

        
I have consulted many of Fairburn's friends and relatives about this collection. They include Miss 
Olive Johnson, Dr 
Allen Curnow, Sir 
Douglas Robb, Mr 
Harold Innes, the poet's brother, Mr 
Geoffrey Fairburn, Mr 
Antony Alpers, Mr 
John Reece Cole, and, of course, Mrs 
A. P. Young, the poet's widow.

        

          

            
              

                
Denis Glover
              
            
          

          September 1965

        

      








* 



A. R. D. Fairburn, 1904–1957, A Bibliography of his Published Work
              , by 
Olive Johnson, F.L.A., the University of Auckland Monograph Series No. 3. 1958.
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Dominion





          

            

              
Dominion
            
          

          
For 
Jocelyn
          

          

            
              
Utopia
            



            

              
                
I
              



              

                
The house of the governors, guarded by eunuchs,


                
and over the arch of the gate


                
these words engraved:


                
He who Impugns the Usurers Imperils


                

                  
the State.
                
              

              

                
Within the gates the retinue of evil,


                
the instruments of the governors:


                
scabs picked from the body of the enslaved,


                
well-paid captains and corporals


                
in the army of privilege


                
taking the bread of tyranny, wearing


                
the livery of extortion; and those who keep


                
the records of decay,


                
statisticians and archivists,


                
turning the leaves with cold hands, computing


                
our ruin on scented cuffs.


                
For the enslaved, the treadmill;


                
the office and adoration


                
of the grindstone god;


                
the apotheosis of the means,


                
the defiling of the end;


                
the debasement of the host


                
of the living; the celebration


                
of the black mass that casts


                
the shadow of a red mass.
              

              

                
Backblock camps for the outcast, the superfluous,


                
reading back-date magazines, rolling cheap cigarettes,


                
not mated;


                
witnesses to the constriction of life essential


                
to the maintenance of the rate of profit


                
as distinct from the gross increment of wealth.
              

            

            


            

              

                
II
              


              
In vicarage and manse


              
love is loose-lipped and flaps its feathers,


              
its talk is full of ifs and whethers,


              
spume of futility blown


              
from raging seas of sin


              
that lift and heave in the gales of chance,


              
beatified Nature, unhindered circumstance.


              
The Church Hesitant seeks for balm


              
in sunlit studies, a chatter of talk,


              
dead prayers and spurious calm:


              
and the dog-days claim for their own


              
the theological bone


              
the cracked and bitten shin


              
that can crawl but cannot walk.
            

            

              

                
III
              


              
In the suburbs the spirit of man


              
walks on the garden path,


              
walks on the well-groomed lawn, dwells


              
among the manicured shrubs.


              
The variegated hedge encircles life.


              
In the countryside, in shire and county,


              
the abode of wind and sun, where clouds trample the sky


              
and hills are stretched like arms heaped up with bounty,


              
in the countryside the land is


              
the space between the barbed wire fences,


              
mortgaged in bitterness measured in sweated butterfat.
            

            

              

                
IV
              


              
In this air the idea dies;


              
or spreads like plague; emotion runs


              
undammed, its limits vague,


              
its flush disastrous as the rolling floods,


              
the swollen river's rush; or dries


              
to a thin trickle, lies


              
in flat pools where swarms of flies


              
clouding the stagnant brim


              
breed from thick water, clustered slime.
            

            


            

              
                
V
              



              

                
Gross greed, mated with fear,


                
that feeds on the bread


                
of children, buying reprieve


                
with philanthropic pence, making profession


                
of charity: the pitiful cunning of the depraved.
              

              

                
Small greed, the starveling weed


                
that grows in desperate soil


                
in the hearts of the enslaved,


                
hugging a bitten crust


                
with the closeness of a trust


                
clinging to an oil concession.
              

            

            

              
                
VI
              



              

                
The press: slow dripping of water on mud;


                
thought's daily bagwash, ironing out opinion,


                
scarifying the edges of ideas.


                
And the hirelings; caught young;


                
the bough bent and twisted


                
to the shape of evil; tending the oaf


                
who by accident of birth has property


                
in the public conscience, a 'moulder of opinion';


                
turning misshapen vessels, and jars for subtle poisons;


                
blinde mouthes;


                
insulated against discontent


                
born dumb and tractable, swift to disremember


                
the waif, and the hurt eyes of the passing stranger,


                
and the statistics of those who killed themselves


                
or were confined in asylums for the insane.
              

              

                
And the proletarian animal,


                
product of perversion and source of profit,


                
with a net paid circulation of a million,


                
and many unsold, or lying about the streets


                
bearing the marks of boot-protectors;


                
a crucified ape, preached by Darwinian bishops,


                
guarded by traitorous pens, handed the vinegar


                
of a 'belief in the essential goodness of human nature'.
              

            

            


            

              
                
VII
              



              

                
The army of the unliving, the cells of the cancer:


                
small sleek men rubbing their hands in vestibules,


                
re-lighting cigar-butts, changing their religions;


                
dabblers in expertise, licensed to experiment


                
on the vile body of the State; promoters of companies;


                
efficiency experts (unearned excrement


                
of older lands, oranges sucked dry),


                
scourges of a kindly and credulous race;


                
economists, masters of dead language;


                
sorners, bureausites; titled upstarts; men


                
with dry palms and a sense of humour; hagglers, hucksters,


                
buyers and sellers, retchings


                
of commerce, spawn of greed; holders of mortgages


                
on slum farms where children milk


                
with chilblained fingers; dwellers


                
in warm, rich flats, forced growth of luscious weed;


                
old wealthy women, buyers of etchings, fondlers


                
of dogs, holders of stocks


                
in sweatshops where the young virgins,


                
the daughters of the poor,


                
housed with machines endure the hands of clocks;
              

              

                
councillors and legislators,


                
toads in plush;


                
octogenarians who have forgotten


                
the heat of their youth, giving the sadic twist


                
to laws of marriage and divorcement, obtruding


                
the rancour of a swollen prostate,


                
the jealousy of a withered scrotum,


                
upon the affairs of springtime;
              

              

                
and those who embrace their misery


                
in small closed rooms,


                
sucking carious teeth, sniffing


                
the odour of themselves, gentlemen's relish:


                
'You must not confiscate our sufferings,


                
they are private poetry.'
              

            

            


            

              

                
VIII
              


              
Above the city's heap, life's bones


              
licked clean, void of desire,


              
white clouds like images of fear


              
move in the barren blue; the sun's cold fire


              
shines in the infinite crystal


              
the ghastly clear


              
frozen emptiness of air


              
and formless being above the walls,


              
beyond the concrete edges of despair.


              
A death has been arranged and will take place


              
none knows where or when, none cares


              
how soon the wind will whisper 'Soon, soon,'


              
shaking the dead leaves in the city square


              
at noon, in darkening air.
            

            

              

                
IX
              


              
This is our paper city, built


              
on the rock of debt, held fast


              
against all winds by the paperweight of debt.


              
The crowds file slowly past, or stop and stare,


              
and here and there, dull-eyed, the idle stand


              
in clusters in the mouths of gramophone shops


              
in a blare of music that fills the crumpled air


              
with paper flowers and artificial scents


              
and painless passion in a heaven


              
of fancied love.


              
                    The women come


              
from the bargain shops and basements


              
at dusk, as gazelles from drinking;


              
the men buy evening papers, scan them


              
for news of doomsday, light their pipes:


              
and the night sky, closing over, covers like a hand


              
the barbaric yawn of a young and wrinkled land.
            

            


            

              
                
X
              



              

                
Men and women, hands and faces; a nation established


                
by statute-makers, geographers, census-takers;


                
living like fleas in surface dust;


                
begetting children,


                
grist for the system, multiplying souls


                
in the jaws of chaos.


                
The living saddled with debt. A load of debt for the fœtus.


                
A load laid by for the moment of delight


                
hidden in the future, yet to be made flesh,


                
trapped in the net of statistical laws, caught


                
in the calculations of the actuaries.
              

              

                
And over all the hand of the usurer,


                
bland angel of darkness,


                
mild and triumphant and much looked up to.
              

            

          

          


          

            
              
Album Leaves
            



            

              
                
Imperial
              



              

                
In the first days, in the forgotten calendars,


                
came the seeds of the race, the forerunners:


                
offshoots, outcasts, entrepreneurs,


                
architects of Empire, romantic adventurers;


                
and the famished, the multitude of the poor;


                
crossed parallels of boredom, tropics


                
of hope and fear, losing the pole-star, suffering


                
world of water, chaos of wind and sunlight,


                
and the formless image in the mind;


                
sailed under Capricorn to see for ever


                
the arc of the sun to northward.
              

              

                
They shouted at the floating leaf,


                
laughed with joy at the promise of life,


                
hope becoming belief, springing


                
alive, alight, gulls at the masthead crying,


                
the crag splitting the sky, slowly


                
towering out of the sea, taking


                
colour and shape, and the land


                
swelling beyond; noises


                
of water among rocks, voices singing.
              

              

                
Haven of hunger; landfall of hope;


                
goal of ambition, greed and despair.
              

              

                
In tangled forests under the gloom


                
of leaves in the green twilight,


                
among the habitations of the older gods


                
they walked, with Christ beside them,


                
and an old enemy at hand, one whose creed


                
flourished in virgin earth. They divided the land;


                
some for their need, and some


                
for aimless, customary greed


                
that hardened with the years, grew taut


                
and knotted like a fist. Flower and weed


                


                
scattered upon the breeze


                
their indiscriminate seed; on every hillside fought


                
God's love against the old antagonist.


                
They change the sky but not their hearts who cross the seas.
              

              

                
These islands;


                
the remnant peaks of a lost continent,


                
roof of an old world, molten droppings


                
from earth's bowels, gone cold;


                
ribbed with rock, resisting the sea's corrosion


                
for an age, and an age to come. Of three races


                
the home: two passing in conquest


                
or sitting under the leaves, or on shady doorsteps


                
with quiet hands, in old age, childless.


                
And we, the latest: their blood on our hands: scions


                
of men who scaled ambition's


                
tottering slopes, whose desires


                
encompassed earth and heaven: we have prospered greatly,


                
we, the destined race, rulers of conquered isles,


                
sprouting like bulbs in warm darkness, putting out


                
white shoots under the wet sack of Empire.
              

            

            

              
                
Back Street
              



              

                
A girl comes out of a doorway in the morning


                
with hair uncombed, treading with care


                
on the damp bricks, picks up the milk,


                
stares skyward with sleepy eyes;


                
returns to the dewy step; leaves


                
with the closing of the door


                
silence under narrow eaves


                
the tragic scent of violets on the morning air


                
and jonquils thrust through bare earth here and there.
              

              

                
At ten o'clock a woman comes out


                
and leans against the wall


                
beside the fig-tree hung with washing; listens


                
for the postman's whistle. Soon he passes,


                
leaves no letter.


                
She turns a shirt upon the barren tree


                
and pads back to the house as ghost to tomb.


                


                
No children since the first. The room


                
papered in 'Stars', with Jubilee pictures


                
pasted over the mantel, spattered with fat.
              

              

                
Up the street


                
the taxi-drivers lounging in a knot


                
beside the rank of shining cars


                
discuss the speed of horses


                
as mariners the stars in their courses.
              

            

            

              

                
One Race, One Flag
              


              
Smith


              
a refugee from the Black Country


              
suffers the insults of the foreman


              
that his family may live


              
in the discomfort to which they are accustomed


              
with deductions by the Commissioner of Taxes.


              
Smith has four sons,


              
hands-in-pockets, fronting chaos;


              
limbs of a ring-barked tree, losing sap.


              
Smith is an English immigrant.


              
Consider the curious fate


              
of the English immigrant:


              
his wages were taken from him


              
and exported to the colonies;


              
sated with abstinence, gorged on deprivation,


              
he followed them: to be confronted on arrival


              
with the ghost of his back wages, a load of debt;


              
the bond of kinship, the heritage of Empire.
            

            


            

              
                
Wedding Group
              



              

                
After the benediction and the confetti,


                
the photographer's parlour, the cakes and lemonade,


                
the bridegroom, 33, Christ's age crucified,


                
clerk in a bank


                
standing beside the bride and her best friend


                
discussing the beauty of the ceremony


                
with nervous voices, words packed in politeness


                
of sawdust, glumly awaiting


                
the nuptial taxi:
              

              

                
married so late they should have had many dreams,


                
midnight illusion, habitual fantasy: waking


                
not from the beauty and torpor of a dream in spring


                
to halcyon dawn, soft warmth of living blood,


                
love's aftermath in the hollow of a shoulder,


                
but from the excited nightmare of the self-cheated.


                
She, the friend, member of a literary circle,


                
sniggers and spreads her claws: At what hotel


                
do you intend to Stope for your honeymoon, te-he?


                
He, tapping his cigarette: No children for us


                
until the Budget is balanced. God save the King.
              

            

            

              
                
Stages of History
              



              

                
I


                
Our credit holds, the chain is long;


                
but the faithful hound has a name upon its collar;


                
our gold was shipped away to prop


                
the pound against the dollar.


                
We are the Empire's Junior Partner


                
and we have no gold:


                
what shall we do in the day when we shall be asked for?


                
Nothing. We shall not be asked. We shall be told.
              

              

                
II


                
In George's byeblow kingdom,


                
born of two worlds, in sin,


                
Hollywood, Lombard Street, we pray


                
for the fabled birth of a nation.


                


                
When do the pains set in?


                
When do the pangs begin?


                
When does the band begin to play,


                
and the trumpet sound in the street?


                
When the holders of private property


                
have property in privation.
              

              

                
III


                
'We're tired of these old geezers.'


                
'What we need is a Dictator.' (First the Republic,


                
and then the Caesars; and then the man-gods,


                
the Deified Emperors). 'Hitler as God.'


                
'Hitler Has a Double: Threat of Assassination.'


                
(Somewhere in the vicinity


                
of the Holy Trinity).


                
'The Picture of the Century: Birth of a Nation.'


                
Caesarian section.


                
Surgeon, see your knife is keen,


                
sharpen it up


                
on the Rotary strop


                
or on the leathery buttocks of Big Business.
              

              

                IV



                

                  
Rome was not built in a day, but the break-up gang


                  
had a soft job and good pay.
                

                

                  
Romulus and Remus, twins born


                  
of an old Liberal family,


                  
were nice children, with chubby hands


                  
and faces, and sweet dispositions.


                  
When they grew a little older


                  
they had aspirations, they found God


                  
in strange places, in ductless glands,


                  
daisies, and setting suns. They were very friendly


                  
with God, who gave them a gun


                  
and a scooter when they were young, and later


                  
used to back their bills for them.
                

                

                  
Romulus and Remus


                  
won several prizes in the Sunday School;


                  
they were nice children, but the neighbours used to say


                  
(a bit after this) what a pity it was


                  
they were suckled by a wolf.
                

              

            

            


            

              
                
The Possessor
              



              

                
On my land grew a green tree


                
that gave shade to the weary,


                
peace to my children, rest to the travel-stained;


                
and the waters ran beneath, the river of life.


                
My people drank of the waters after their labour,


                
had comfort of the tree in the heat of noon,


                
lying in summer grass ringed round with milk-white flowers,


                
gathering strength, giving their bodies


                
to the motion of the earth.
              

              

                
I cut down the tree, and made posts


                
and fenced my land,


                
I banished my people and turned away the traveller;


                
and now I share my land with sparrows that trespass


                
upon my rood of air. The earth


                
is barren, the stream is dry; the sun has blackened


                
grass that was green and springing, flowers that were fair.
              

            

            

              

                
Conversation in the Bush
              


              
'Observe the young and tender frond


              
'of this punga: shaped and curved


              
'like the scroll of a fiddle: fit instrument


              
'to play archaic tunes.'


              
                                 'I see


              
'the shape of a coiled spring.'
            

          

          


          

            
              
Elements
            



            

              I



              

                
In the summer we rode in the clay country,


                
the road before us trembling in the heat


                
and on the warm wind the scent of tea-tree,


                
grey and wind-bitten in winter, odorous under summer noon,


                
with spurts of dust under the hoofs


                
and a crackle of gorse on the wayside farms.


                
At dusk the sun fell down in violet hills


                
and evening came and we turned our horses


                
homeward through dewy air.
              

              

                
In autumn, kindness of earth, covering life,


                
mirrored stillness,


                
peace of mind, and time to think;


                
good fishing, and burdened orchards. Winter come,


                
headlands loomed in mist,


                
hills were hailswept, flowers were few;


                
and when we rode on the mountains in frosty weather


                
the distant ranges ran like blue veins through the land.


                
In spring we thrust our way through the bush,


                
through the ferns in the deep shadow angled with sunbeams,


                
roamed by streams in the bush, by the scarred stones


                
and the smooth stones water-worn, our shoulders wet


                
with rain from the shaken leaves.
              

              

                
O lovely time! when bliss was taken


                
as the bird takes nectar from the flower.


                
Happy the sunlit hour, the frost and the heat.


                
Hearts poised at a star's height


                
moved in a cloudless world


                
like gulls afloat above islands.
              

              

                
Smoke out of Europe, death blown


                
on the wind, and a cloak of darkness for the spirit.
              

            

            


            

              
II


              
Land of mountains and running water


              
rocks and flowers


              
and the leafy evergreen, O natal earth,


              
the atoms of your children


              
are bonded to you for ever:


              
though the images of your beauty lie in shadow,


              
time nor treachery, nor the regnant evil,


              
shall efface from the hearts of your children


              
from their eyes and from their fingertips


              
the remembrance of good.


              
Treading your hills, drinking your waters,


              
touching your greenness, they are content, finding


              
peace at the heart of strife


              
and a core of stillness in the whirlwind.


              
Absent, estranged from you, they are unhappy,


              
crying for you continually


              
in the night of their exile.
            

            

              III



              

                
To prosper in a strange land


                
taking cocktails at twilight behind the hotel curtains,


                
buying cheap and selling dear, acquiring customs,


                
is to bob up and down like a fisherman's gaudy float


                
in a swift river.
              

              

                
He who comes back returns


                
to no ruin of gold nor riot of buds,


                
moan of doves in falling woods


                
nor wind of spring shaking the hedgerows,


                
heartsache, strangling sweetness: pictures


                
of change, extremes of time and growth,


                
making razor-sharp the tenses,


                
waking remembrance, torturing sense;
              

              

                
home-coming, returns only


                
to the dull green, hider of bones,


                
changeless, save in the slight spring


                
when the bush is peopled with flowers,


                
sparse clusters of white and yellow


                
on the dull green, like laughter in court;


                
and in summer when the coasts


                
bear crimson bloom, sprinkled like blood


                
on the lintel of the land.
              

            

            


            

              IV



              

                
Fairest earth,


                
fount of life, giver of bodies,


                
deep well of our delight, breath of desire,


                
let us come to you


                
barefoot, as befits love,


                
as the boy to the trembling girl,


                
as the child to the mother:


                
seeking before all things the honesty of substance,


                
touch of soil and wind and rock,


                
frost and flower and water,


                
the honey of the senses, the food


                
of love's imagining; and the most intimate


                
touch of love, that turns to being;


                
deriving wisdom, and the knowledge of necessity;


                
building thereon, stone by stone,


                
the rational architecture of truth, to house


                
the holy flame, that is neither reason nor unreason


                
but the thing given,


                
the flame that burns blue in the stillness, hovering


                
between the green wood of the flesh and the smoke of death.
              

              

                
Fair earth, we have broken our idols:


                
and after the days of fire we shall come to you


                
for the stones of a new temple.
              

            

          

          


          

            
              
Dialogue
            



            

              

                
A—Our acts and torments are made meaningless.
              

              

                
B—They have cheated us even of tragedy.
              

              

                
A—                                     Yet we have known


                
the limits of the mind's recession; have had


                
strange doors opened to us. We have seen lights


                
beyond these walls' engrossment. We have seen


                
terror, and a light shining in darkness.
              

              

                
B—                                                       Better


                
to turn our faces to the world and batter


                
doors of wood and iron, tangible evil.
              

              

                
A—If that become our task let's do it gladly


                
and in good conscience; call it our debt to Nature;


                
for we are natural men, and owe a tithe


                
of energy to disruption. But to oppose


                
iron with iron gives victory to steel:


                
and who shall hold the sword? under what sign


                
shall he conquer? by what law rule? Action unties


                
the knot of power, and doest it up again:


                
but who shall set the pattern of that knot,


                
bowline or running noose? (Beware the reef-knot


                
that with a subtle twist is made a noose).


                
What hand shall loop it up? and shall it curb


                
the evil in man's heart, and give him power


                
to seal the will of God? Or bind the fasces?
              

              

                
B—Your will is water, your God a broken mirror


                
misted with doubt. Our minds are molecules


                
awaiting detonation: in that moment


                
they shall become the pure act that, being,


                
so ends itself.
              

              

                
A—                      There is no power to end,


                
nor purity of act, within our compass.


                
Yet we may strive, within our partial world,


                


                
to shatter the repeating pattern of events,


                
limiting evil, so gaining limited good.


                
Our life is of that pattern, and exceeds it;


                
and so has power to change it. In that strife


                
we have two enemies:


                
I mean the evil in our blood that wars


                
continually with good; and the vast web


                
of thought and action, habit and inertia


                
that men have woven and are caught upon.


                
To fight against men is easy and desirable,


                
calls for no heroes, gives satisfaction


                
even in bitterest defeat; and brings release.


                
But to fight against a system, invisible enemy


                
that shows no blood in its wounds; and to maintain


                
faith unimpaired, the image of divinity


                
within our restless hearts: these, our first tasks,


                
are dull, and call for courage. Well-attempted,


                
they shall make pure our wills to do what deeds


                
shall be required, or none, if faith suffice;


                
undone, they leave us weak.
              

              

                
B—                                          Our faith, our hope—


                
the shadow of deeds not done. We are betrayed:


                
our young girls made coolies: our women caught


                
between the two stones, want and abortion.


                
What hope of life when poverty has stifled


                
reason and virtue, stripped us to the bone


                
and left us shivering? We have lost desire,


                
know only want.
              

              

                
A—                       True that we have no joy:


                
distrust ecstasy: keep sober house.


                
Yet we have seen the future: the impending death:


                
the eventual light, the candle shining in the tomb.


                
We have seen what is to be seen but is not yet to come,


                
shrouded by doubt and fear of beauty.


                
We are the fringes of decay, the first leaves to fall;


                
but many are yellow, and the gales come:


                
and that is not the end. Be still, my brother.
              

              

                
B—Naked we stand, on naked ground. Our minds


                
have lost the stress of matter, our feet refuse


                
credence to earth. Solid thought melts,


                
thins and flows out over the world's rim.


                


                
What shall we do but fall in the ripe hour


                
to blindest action, become the pure insensate


                
energy of destruction, rend and rip


                
the womb from which we sprang? We have no hope


                
to change men's hearts, no words to prick their comfort.


                
Passionate pleading, argument and remonstrance


                
fail. Pity is deaf, and hears no prayers.


                
We are the starved cells, death's proselytes,


                
and what we cannot mend we shall destroy.
              

              

                
A—There ends our power. For something is, my brother,


                
that may not be destroyed: faith is its vessel.


                
We shall arise at morning, and clothe ourselves,


                
and walk in green fields.


                
And we shall have dominion over the earth


                
and the forms of matter.


                
In us the Word endures, a seed in rock:


                
tomorrow, or next spring, or when our sons are dead,


                
the stone will split in some earth-rending shock;


                
or a seed lodged in a cranny, lying in silt,


                
will take root, and shatter the rock.


                
Life will grow from our dead thoughts, from the seed


                
hidden in the husk of darkness.


                
We are the sons of men, and are borne down


                
by old mortality, yet shall outlive


                
chaos returning and the night of death.


                
We are cold, we cannot think or speak with passion,


                
but past despair have found a simple wisdom


                
that can survey the promised good, passion of others to come,


                
men who will live when the cold has struck inwards,


                
has pierced our bones, killing all but our hope,


                
which shall be material only to those who follow us,


                
yet lives in us like a taper in the mouth of a snow-man,


                
our sole heritage of warmth and life.


                
It is this alone that justifies our breath,


                
joins past and future in us, makes our lives valid.
              

            

          

          


          

            
              
Struggle in a Mirror
            



            

              I



              

                
The hour shall strike, and the streets fill


                
with the red-eyed hordes:


                
and the beast


                
shall arise and trample the earth.
              

              

                
The beast was born of licence; throve


                
on the folly of the defeated; now grows old,


                
swells in grossness, his wounds


                
fester with pride. His soul, inordinate Satan,


                
usurper of Godhead, turns to pus


                
and runs like fire along his veins, bringing


                
incitement of terror to the exhausted bloodstream.


                
He that built bars of iron before men


                
wakes to find himself in a cage.
              

              

                
Who shall stay the beast when he breaks loose


                
on the last, the death rush? None, till he take his toll:


                
for the beast is knit of our flesh,


                
blood of our blood, the dregs of our own hearts;


                
and no man shall go scatheless, none


                
shall be isolate, and live. Let the field be ploughed.


                
Let him who would be immortal bear


                
the weapons of mortality, share


                
in the sacrament of death and renewal.


                
Let like strive with like, evil be locked in strife


                
with evil, till both lie dead: and out of their defeat,


                
out of their marriage in disruption,


                
being shall take its breath,


                
triumph shall come, the shape of life be filled;


                
the undying seed, the invulnerable good,


                
love that was lost,


                
long hidden in division, found at last,


                
shall feed on their corruption, drawing vigour from death.
              

            

            


            

              II



              

                
In the hour of remembering


                
before the hour of forgetting


                
images of grief assault the brain:


                
thin ghosts of joy and sorrow, throbs of pain


                
in that old wound of sense, long-healed, wherein


                
creation flowered and seeded, not in vain;


                
the taste of lost delight, the salt of sin;


                
phantoms of time, by time's rough hand defaced.
              

              

                
Halt now, and look your last, make haste


                
with pathos and perspective, gather all


                
in one swift look, summon the past, recall


                
the ivy-covered wall, the house within


                
where long the soul dwelt,


                
gardens where flowers fall, rose-haunted lawns


                
where tears were sweet as laughter. Look!


                
for the gates lock, and none shall enter after.
              

              

                
Turn the mirror, you shall see


                
the destined end, world's end, the end of words,


                
of world compact of words, the scars of sense:


                
stars burning through the worldwide air of chaos,


                
hissing in icy seas, black winds


                
shaking space, the shrieking


                
darkness pierced by flames


                
from the cracked shell of earth, angels crying


                
under the crumpled arch of heaven, tongues of fire


                
that shout, and fall in silence, leaving


                
the carbon copy of a world of words;


                
black earth, stillness of ash; world of fact
              

              

                
In the beginning was the Word:


                
and in the beginning again shall be the Word:


                
the seed shall spring in blackened earth


                
and the Word be made flesh.
              

            

          

          

            
This poem was first published in 1938, and has for some years been out of print. It was written during the winter of 1935. The world was then recovering from the worst economic depression it could remember, and the poem bears the imprint of that period. For the benefit of those critics who have discussed it as a satirical poem I should like to say that I have always thought of the satire as being somewhat incidental to the main theme, which emerges in the last three sections, and which will, I hope, be found to have a relationship with the two later poems.
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The Voyage
              
            



            
For 
Philip Smithells
            

            

              

                I



                

                  
I never imagined all this fuss and ceremony.


                  
What are all these people doing? Why aren't they fighting?
                

                

                  
There's hardly room for the band. Yes, that's the word—


                  
sardines. I love their smiles. And look at the streamers.
                

                

                  
I admire these people. Nothing is too good for them, nothing.


                  
I have shared their joys and sorrows, have come to love them.
                

                

                  
It would be wrong and foolish of me to pretend


                  
that all our hopes had been realized. I blame the system.
                

                

                  
Reporters? Gentlemen, there's nothing I can say


                  
that hasn't been said a thousand times before.
                

                

                  
Thank you, thank you. It has all been very interesting.


                  
What shall we do? Shall we dance, or burst into song?
                

                

                  
Perhaps I should say a word on behalf of us all—


                  
the master and his gallant crew, and our little party.
                

                

                  
Not one of us knows, at this moment, our destination:


                  
adventurers to a man, we salute the unknown.
                

                

                  
What can we give you to keep old memories green?


                  
We leave you this book on shells, and the rind of the lemon.
                

                

                  
The blue rags of the sea flutter in our honour.


                  
Goodbye world, it is a privilege to have lived in you.
                

                

                  
To you, Mr Mayor, my congratulations. Thank you


                  
for the refreshing cup of tea, thank you for everything.
                

              

              


              

                
II


                
We bought and sold debentures,


                
and backed some risky ventures,


                
we ran up Gothic churches,


                
we leased with right to purchase,


                
we organized the workers


                
(we had a way with shirkers)


                
and built colossal towers,


                
we sent our wives some flowers


                
and haunted ladies' bowers


                
and hid behind the curtain,


                
and bore the white man's burden,


                
we courted in the meadows,


                
we slaughtered in the ghettos,


                
we hunted through the gutters


                
the ghost that snarls and mutters,


                
we castigated Chartists,


                
we patronised the artists,


                
we locked the slaves in hovels


                
and wrote them into novels,


                
we sent 
The Times each morning


                
a solemn word of warning,


                
we drank from satin slippers


                
with poets' skulls as dippers,


                
we cracked another bottle


                
and drank to Aristotle


                
and played leap-frog with satyrs,


                
we used the word that flatters


                
in dealing with our betters


                
and wrote them begging letters,


                
we studied to inveigle


                
the truth from Kant and Hegel,


                
we danced upon the mountains,


                
we paddled in the fountains,


                
we rode beneath the rainbow,


                
we read of Blake and Benbow,


                
we happened on the notion


                
of sailing on the ocean,


                
and now like Alexander


                
we seek fresh worlds to squander.
              

              


              

                III



                

                  
Now fall the cliffs away


                  
between the sky and sea,


                  
and thoughts like thistledown


                  
over the waves are blown,


                  
old terrors charmed by time,


                  
dear images of home—


                  
the mushrooms in the dawn,


                  
the pheasant in the fern,


                  
first love's uneasy kiss


                  
and our mysterious loss,


                  
the knock upon the door


                  
at noon and no-one there,


                  
the journey in the rain


                  
all fearful and alone,


                  
the silence in the night


                  
and the unspoken thought.
                

                

                  
Now fade the cliffs of day.


                  
Farewell, familiar sky


                  
that housed our father sun


                  
and hid the wanton moon


                  
from Heaven's rage: farewell


                  
mortality, and hail!


                  
Old tattered tent of home,


                  
our hearts are still the same


                  
who fling our hopes beyond


                  
the baths of ocean. Mind,


                  
still spinning on its tip,


                  
is conscience' whipping-top,


                  
as Gaffer Adam knew


                  
who spilt the seed of woe.
                

              

              


              

                IV



                

                  
Through giant seas our ship is thrusting,


                  
her ropes rotting, her keel rusting.
                

                

                  
Far off beyond the fluttering wave the land


                  
withers on the sky's edge


                  
against the falling sun. Our famished hopes


                  
that clung like sea-birds to that narrow ledge


                  
now point their hungry beaks to the horizon.
                

                

                  
Come what may, go or stay,


                  
this, be sure, is the looked-for end


                  
of all that's old and too well known—


                  
youth, and the lure of single truth;


                  
the footsteps in the weed-strewn sand


                  
along the brimming bay,


                  
the outer coast, the surf and swing of love,


                  
the view from the cliffs above


                  
shared by loved and lover


                  
hand in hand looking over


                  
the sea's barren acres.


                  
The burning days are done,


                  
the heat and light are lost


                  
from our enamelled summer coast,


                  
and that heart-searching whiteness of the breakers


                  
dispersed and gone.
                

                

                  
Cold is this wind that blows


                  
and bears us in its hand like a falling rose,


                  
and like a storm-blown rose the deep-sea wave


                  
bursts on our bows.


                  
Three sailors dressed in red and blue


                  
play cards on the fo'c's'le deck. The master


                  
stands on the bridge: reared like a rock


                  
against the sky, against the swaying shrouds,


                  
calm as a god he stands,


                  
calm as a stone he acts and dreams


                  
our journey and our doom,


                  
while lightning dances on the marbled gloom.
                

              

              


              

                V



                

                  
Who can surmise


                  
through what white mist of lies


                  
the new world will arise?
                

                

                  
What air-borne pestilence


                  
of mind-perverted sense


                  
will follow thence?
                

                

                  
The world is wide,


                  
but does this moon-drawn tide


                  
join or divide?
                

                

                  
Knowledge, tall as the mast


                  
looks backward over the vast


                  
gulf of the past.
                

                

                  
Faith's figurehead before,


                  
deaf to the ocean's roar,


                  
stares blindly towards the far conjectured shore.
                

                

                  
Tell me, my friends,


                  
what journey ever ends


                  
where the heart intends?
                

              

              

                VI



                

                  
George the bos'un sleeps like a cherub,


                  
grog-blossomed cheek on chubby arm,


                  
dreaming of orchards robbed: old George,


                  
a plum ripe for the sea's picking.
                

                

                  
Paul the apprentice purloins rum


                  
and steals from the ship's stores:


                  
the sea will take him into her cupboard


                  
and lock the door for ever.
                

                

                  
Len the lamp-trimmer writes a letter


                  
no postman will ever touch:


                  
the waves will put out the light in his heart,


                  
the sea will dowse his candle.
                

                

                  
Charles the chippy lies in his bunk


                  
yarning, picking his teeth over women:


                  
the sea will take him, let fall her tresses


                  
over his face, fold him in white arms.
                

              

              


              

                
VII


                
The sailors playing cards on the heaving foredeck,


                
the master standing on the bridge,


                
the cook working in the stink of the galley:


                
three attitudes of faith.


                
O Lord, give us a wind that will annul


                
accident, fortune, judgment and the reasoned hope,


                
for these betray us.


                
Lord, bring us a wind that blows out of Hell,


                
a following wind to lift our sails


                
and belly them as hard as a board. Let the wind


                
and the drift of the ocean currents take us


                
over the blank horizon to Heaven.


                
Quarrelling, eating, drinking, praying,


                
we lie in your hand. Do not forsake us.


                
We are blind, O Lord, we see that we are blind.


                
The compass fails, the sextant will not save us.


                
Save us, Lord.
              

              

                VIII



                

                  
Mast-high, with noise of thunder,


                  
the night-cloud rolls asunder:


                  
now Sirius and Orion


                  
and the pallid sisters seven


                  
show in the rifted heaven,


                  
but not the rock of Zion.
                

                

                  
Faith, that will move great mountains,


                  
fails when the black wave fountains


                  
above our streaming board:


                  
and now we must abandon


                  
hope, and the deck we stand on,


                  
or look for another lord.
                

                

                  
O tall certificated master,


                  
our shield against disaster,


                  
we trust in you alone.


                  
Open your sealed orders,


                  
take us beyond the borders


                  
of the known, the too-well-known.
                

              

              


              

                
IX


                
He's sailed boats all his life.


                

                  
The sea to him is wife.
                


                
Observe how wise he looks.


                

                  
He's studied all the books.
                


                
He has his master's ticket.


                

                  
In youth he shone at cricket.
                


                
He sprang from poor beginnings.


                

                  
It's time he had his innings.
                


                
He's learnt about salt water?


                

                  
From the lighthouse keeper's daughter.
                


                
He steers a level course.


                

                  
He's studied braille and morse.
                


                
His shanties are by Britten.


                

                  
The daintiest ever written.
                


                
He doesn't fear the mob.


                

                  
His heart is in his job.
                


                
He knows of our despair.


                

                  
He has sealed orders there.
                


                
He'll take us safe to port.


                

                  
He has a friend at court.
                
              

              

                X



                

                  
The girls are weaving garlands for our coming,


                  
the aldermen are sitting in the shade,


                  
the fifes are full of wind, the drums are drumming,


                  
the soldiers of the Queen are on parade.
                

                

                  
The populace is gathered in the grandstand,


                  
binoculars are trained upon the sea,


                  
the band is playing polkas in the bandstand,


                  
the fishermen are dancing on the quay.
                

                

                  
The morning sun is glittering in the fountains,


                  
on dewy lawns the milk-white horses prance,


                  
and hairy men are riding from the mountains


                  
to scatter forest flowers and join the dance.
                

                

                  
Shipmates, when we touch the roaring jetty


                  
they'll cheer us for the heroes we have been,


                  
they'll blind the sun with roses and confetti


                  
and take us shoulder-high to see the Queen.
                

                


                

                  
Her Majesty will never ask for payment,


                  
she'll victual us with royal fork and spoon,


                  
we'll fill our bellies wrapped in silken raiment,


                  
and lie with supple girls and rise at noon.
                

              

              

                XI



                

                  
Is this a deputation, or a mutiny?


                  
Let us inspect


                  
your record, and subject


                  
your motives and your loves to closer scrutiny.
                

                

                  
You were a scratch lot, got through the agony column,


                  
gathered from the gutters of romance.


                  
You signed on for adventure, or to escape


                  
from creditors, or wives and mistresses:


                  
in brief, to evade the war, the perpetual war.


                  
Your investments have been unwise, your affections promiscuous.


                  
You have embraced illicit hopes and fears,


                  
begetting a race of phantoms:


                  
and still your thoughts are black on those old enticements


                  
as flies on carrion.


                  
There is little that men may know


                  
that you have not known,


                  
and by knowing destroyed. You have even


                  
invented a vacuum: history.


                  

                    
There have been wars and wars
                  


                  

                    
and revolutions turning about the axle of our
                  


                  

                    
pure indifference.
                  
                

                

                  
You have lost tension, pursuing on Monday the real,


                  
On Tuesday the ideal, striving


                  
to sanctify division.


                  

                    
                           At first
                  


                  

                    
We looked for the phoenix in every thorn-bush,


                  

                    
heard anthems in the morning wind,


                  

                    
dreamed always of the lyric encounter
                  


                  

                    
with girl, or god, or ghost.
                  


                  

                    
We carry each in his kit a scrap-book
                  


                  

                    
of old anxieties, dog-eared aspirations.
                  
                

                

                  
And even now would consent


                  
to be racked or beaten, or chained to a rock,


                  
or to live in a pandemonium of devils


                  
if your illusions could be refurbished.


                  


                  

                    
We have at last undertaken this voyage
                  


                  

                    
hoping, we admit, for a fresh start.
                  
                

                

                  
For a new beginning of the old.
                

                

                  

                    
For something different, yet the same. We seek
                  


                  

                    
to enlarge the limits of the possible,


                  

                    
making a spiral of every circle. We trust
                  


                  

                    
in your knowledge and your goodness. Show us a vision.
                  
                

                

                  
Unseal your eyes, and see what lies before you,


                  
the recurring dream made real by despair,


                  
the bone dancing on the deck in the green light


                  
on the fraying edge of thought


                  
against the world of nothing;


                  
the skin drawn upon the bone,


                  
and the bone lacking marrow. Is this your vision?
                

                

                  

                    
Our faces are averted, our eyes
                  


                  

                    
turn upward. See, the mast
                  


                  

                    
leaps like a dancer from the deck, the sails
                  


                  

                    
belly with fruitfulness. On the dim horizon
                  


                  

                    
are clouds like beckoning gods. We trust in you:
                  


                  

                    
open your sealed orders, unfold the answer.
                  
                

                

                  
This is no chartered ship. I have no sealed orders.


                  
There are no lifeboats. The rockets that we carry


                  
will make a display for the astonished gulls.


                  
You think of me as a lion, or a mountain.


                  
I am a sailor, my business ropes and cords,


                  
and navigation, by tangent or the rhumb.


                  
My work, my end, are both


                  
measured in fathoms. My hobby


                  
is weaving: on the hand-loom in my cabin


                  
I weave projections, latitudes, courses, making


                  
a pattern out of the sea's tedium and


                  
the duration of this flesh. You seek an answer:


                  
look to the sea-creatures for assurance,


                  
dolphins and diving gannets, albatrosses


                  
that sleep upon the wing. You speak of spirals:


                  
there is only the earth's sphere,


                  
which we experience only as courses, reckonings,


                  
lines leading from here


                  
to there. And here and there,


                  


                  
as points discreet, unhallowed by relation,


                  
are equidistant from infinity, all times


                  
the same for the eternal.


                  

                    
                                           Where, say where
                  


                  

                    
shall we find our answer?
                  


                  
                                           There


                  
or here, then or now, what does it matter?


                  
A world can be constructed, at a pinch,


                  
within a prison cell, a pack of cards,


                  
a spider's web. Here in this pygmy ship


                  
fo'c's'le is a kingdom, the galley an empire,


                  
the chart-room a prosperous parish. I give you


                  
an analogue for Christ: a rope well spliced;


                  
and this for Plato: a well-peeled potato.


                  
As for your hopes and hungers, and this ambitious


                  
voyage: we shall touch at many ports,


                  
tire of the girls and the strange foreign foods,


                  
and end in a far port, a silent


                  
and dark harbour at last. Beyond the best


                  
that head and hand can do, I promise nothing:


                  
anchor no trust in me. Turn from the past,


                  
from wraith and phantom. Wrap your deep-sea faith


                  
about you like a blanket. Have no fear


                  
of the unending, blind, befriending sea,


                  
wind or wave or the storm's blast. Here


                  
our microcosmos flowers. Who are we


                  
to know the complete, the illimitable pattern?


                  
Each to his business, tending ropes and gear,


                  
navigating or cooking, keeping log,


                  
fulfilling in each act our sacrament


                  
and simple story. We have the changing heaven


                  
for roof-tree, and for company great whales,


                  
and birds that nest upon uncharted rocks;


                  
and dolphins gliding and breaking at our bows


                  
will lead us on and the wind filling our sails


                  
gather us into glory.
                

              

            

          

          

            
This was written in 1948. The broadcast presentation of the poem (in a slightly different version) was introduced with the words: This is a poem about faith, and works. In particular, it is about what Keats called "Negative Capability, that is, when a man is capable of being in uncertainties, mysteries, doubts, without any irritable reaching after fact and reason. …" It is a romantic poem against Romanticism.'

            
The reference, towards the end, to hand-weaving may seem obscure. I borrowed it from an account I was given of the Commander of one of our New Zealand warships, who had a hand-loom in his cabin, and worked on it in his spare time. It suited my purpose to use this as a symbol.

            
Since writing the poem I have come across two interesting passages, quoted by Geoffrey Grigson in an article in the English 
Listener on 'Images in English Romantic Painting'. One is from A. H. Clough:

            

              
'Where lies the land to which the ship would go?


              
Far, far ahead, is all her seamen know.


              
And where the land she travels from? Away,


              
Far, far behind, is all that they can say.'
            

            
The other is from Melville's 
White Jacket:
            

            
'The port we sail from is far astern and though far out of sight of land for ages and ages we continue to sail with sealed orders and our last destination remains a secret to ourselves and our officers. And yet our final haven was predestined ere we stepped from the stocks of creation.'

            
But I abjure the implications of the last sentence.
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To a Friend in the Wilderness
          

          


          


          

            
              

                
To a Friend in the Wilderness
              
            



            
For 
Douglas Robb
            

            

              

                

                  

                    
For God's Sake let it rip, let go the rope,


                

                  
the weight is dead against you. Toss in your hand,


                

                  
the cards are stacked. You're jostled off the course,


                

                  
get off your horse. Our land
                


                

                  
is conquered, lost: homunculus supreme
                


                

                  
sits on the world's back: the weevil is in the sack.
                


                

                  
Come, leave the fool to his triumph. Like sand
                


                

                  
it will slip through the bones of his hand.
                


                

                  
I'm tired of writing, and I'm tired of waiting:
                


                

                  
no answer—and it's six months since you wrote.
                


                

                  
I'm pleading with you now, not just inviting.
                


                

                  
Listen: when Kelly went he left me his boat,


                

                  
the sun is on the sea and the fish are biting,


                

                  
the garden is full, the fruit begins to fall.
                


                

                  
For God's sake chuck it, join me and share my crust
                


                

                  
the world well lost. Make life a long week-end.
                
              

              

                
Old friend, dear friend,


                
your voice comes to me through the scrawled words


                
like a bell ringing in the riotous midnight,


                
like news of peace through static.
              

              

                
I hear the leaves


                
rustle above your door. On the sun-baked path


                
the cat lies dreaming. Noon-tranced, the pig


                
sleeps in the shade. Your house stands,


                
a cavernous rock in a sea of light. In the passage


                
a wisp of breeze or a poltergeist stirs the cobweb.


                
The sun is exalted, climbs


                
to his throne of noon. In the crystal heat the cicadas


                
crackle on sunlit walls, on pea-sticks dried and splintered,


                
and among the macrocarpas:


                
from thistle to cloudless blue the world is vibrant.


                
Even the inner rooms are pervaded with noon,


                
the whole world a hot room hung with green leaves.


                


                
Beyond the pampas bushes


                
the sea snores on the shingle, boils lazily among the rocks.


                
There lie the umber weeds, combings


                
from the sea's hair, there sparkle


                
salt crystals on the pearl and amber shells.


                
No need to tell me of these things, no need


                
for letters. I am with you, and we sit again


                
on the old log half-buried in the sand,


                
sucking our pipes, happy to talk of things


                
we shall never understand, our smoke wreathing


                
on the still air in the pattern of our thoughts,


                
eyes narrowed in the glare


                
of sun and sea to watch the falling wave


                
that holds the summer in its green concave.
              

              

                
Come with me now, past the Maori grave,


                
past the straggling fig-tree like a map of London


                
along the track and over the wooden bridge.


                
Once more we climb the cliff-path sweating and silent


                
and stand at the high point, by the crumbling edge,


                
the sea beneath us, the winds' dancing-floor


                
deserted now and shining: my nostalgia


                
Laocöon to the giant pohutukawa.


                
High noon, intensity of light and sadness.


                
Landward the far-off hills are walls of blue


                
fringing the valley floor, broad map of summer. The deepening green


                
foretells the fall of leaves, and friendship's end,


                
all that we are, all that we love,


                
dissolved and lost in the darkness of the molecule.


                
Time takes us on his back and lumps us along,


                
hope hardens, and the wind blows from the grave;


                
our wound is mortal, no hand can heal us,


                
no fingers can unweave


                
the solid strands of doom. The seasons turn


                
and take us with them, our cycloid curve


                
bounds faster towards eternity. We age,


                
and like a beleaguered army fall to grief and rage


                
and curse the king we serve, the name of war.
              

              


              

                
But on that shore


                
despair withers in the sun, in the salt air,


                
love goes gloveless, faith is naked, the eye


                
stares at the skeleton fact, the doomed lips


                
smile at truth revealed, cry welcome


                
to the flux, the fire, the fury,


                
the dance of substance on the needle-point of mind,


                
the kiss of clay, the flame of the sea, the reek


                
of the flesh, the animal beauty of the stars.


                
Your leisure grows like a tree, wrapping its roots


                
round the earth to which it belongs;


                
and thoughts pass huge and slow across your mind


                
like cloud-shadows over the purple sea.


                
You can take time like Mithridates,


                
unscathed will drink eternity.
              

              

                
March will die into April, autumn


                
will age and be grey as a pensioner, May


                
will fade in a mist, the day come


                
when the tui no longer spangles the scarlet


                
flax-flowers with his song,


                
when the dawn brings sleet and the bees are quiet


                
and the morning thrush is dumb.


                
Winter will come with a blast of wind and a flourish of chilling showers,


                
and the sea will moan, and the driftwood, whiter grown,


                
be swept in heaps like bones,


                
and the bodies of dead sea-birds


                
will lie beyond the lash of the wave,


                
the sea will rave and the surf cast rags of kelp on the shore;


                
the creeks will rise and the streams with yellow water run,


                
and the mud be cold and deep about your door.


                
The wind in the dark will roar


                
and the midnight fill with dread,


                
but the driftwood fire will still


                
be warm at the midmost core,


                
at the beating heart of the storm.


                
Then like a smile from the dead


                
or a song from the granite rock


                
spring will come with its four


                
blue eggs that mirror the sky


                
in the nest in the privet hedge,


                
with a blush of green on the willow


                
and buds on the sycamore,


                


                
and the thrush in the macrocarpa


                
telling the time of life.


                
The starling in the gutter


                
will splash in the shining air,


                
and spiders make of their spittle


                
great cities in the grass,


                
the fantail flit in the tea-tree,


                
turn cartwheels over the mare,


                
young violets charm the wind,


                
even the dun unsmiling


                
bush at the head of the stream


                
hold up its darling flowers


                
to kiss the robe of the sun.


                
The time of doubt will pass,


                
faith and fact will be one.
              

              

                
I have no wish to circle the globe,


                
have no desire to travel


                
beyond my chosen acre: would choose


                
to live in peace in one place


                
and make my life one stay:


                
there is much to unravel, and much to piece together.


                
I would pick up a shell and scan it for half a day,


                
wander the paths of childhood, traverse the way


                
that is lost for ever;


                
I would think of the living, so restless in their sleep,


                
I would dream of the dead with their quiet faces,


                
see in my little room


                
the world stretched on the great rack of doom.
              

              

                
I could be happy, in blue and fortunate weather,


                
roaming the country that lies between you and the sun,


                
over the hills, fold after fold,


                
following the gradual sheeptracks, winding slowly


                
past gullies flecked with the ragwort's curse


                
or golden with the uneconomic gorse


                
to the tops of the skyhills where in time of drought


                
the danthonia shines like a flame that consumes the summer.


                
I could be happy roaming chancefoot


                
over those hills in the soft autumn rain,


                
or wandering in winter wildness. I would come again


                
like a shot from a gun, like a train,


                
like a stallion with streaming mane,


                
like a woman wild with the pain


                


                
and the joy of love. I would come


                
and live on the land, live off it,


                
go fishing with terns and shags,


                
set snares for pheasant and rabbit,


                
if need be walk in rags—


                
I would come if it were not so


                
that something says to me, No.


                
Is it hope, or fear, or habit


                
that has this power to restrain,


                
or the dim voice of a prophet?


                
Or a ghost within my brain?
              

              

                

                  
But me no buts! You're leading me a dance.
                


                

                  
Now what have you been reading, to queer your guts?
                


                

                  
Ralph Waldo Trine? A sentimental tract
                


                

                  
aiming to prove that miracle is fact,


                

                  
or saying that modern men, given a chance,


                

                  
are better lovers than haters? Or some sermon
                


                

                  
drooling of Christian witness, moral fitness?
                


                

                  
Philosophers and priests and men of letters
                


                

                  
are the Devil's politicians on the stump,


                

                  
gulling their betters,


                

                  
history a running sore on Nature's rump,


                

                  
the world a den of madmen. Let's be spectators
                


                

                  
on this other planet, governed by us alone,


                

                  
broad as desire, yet small enough to be
                


                

                  
reflected in the eye of gull or gannet.
                


                

                  
Let them steal watches or wives, cut throats or capers,


                

                  
kill time or cousins german,


                

                  
light beacon-fires of progress, or stinking tapers,


                

                  
while we transmute the metal of their folly,


                

                  
turn all their leaden doubts and self-communings,


                

                  
their servile posturings, attitudes of conscience
                


                

                  
to golden shuttlecocks, and have some sport.
                


                

                  
Raffle your birthright, sell your chattels, come,


                

                  
be quit of it all: the maggot heap of money,


                

                  
the haunted room, the desperate street,


                

                  
the revolving wheels and the withered hand,


                

                  
the tedious week, the circular task; the cheapjack
                


                

                  
building Utopia, the salesman bleating of Christ,


                

                  
the unhappy poor envying the unhappy rich,


                

                  
evil barring the door, the sorner in the sun-room,


                

                  
despair in every heart, the world at the mercy
                


                

                  
of a maniac with a comic moustache, or a peasant
                


                


                

                  
riding the Apocalypse; or of the smooth
                


                

                  
cut-throats in black with their balance-sheets and Bibles;
                


                

                  
law married to madness, knowledge to error,


                

                  
our children numbered for the shambles.
                


                

                  
Will you escape these things? Or will you endure them?
                


                

                  
Who will cure them? Tell me, when terror
                


                

                  
lightens the sky, what will you answer then?
                
              

              

                
Again? Old friend, you're clever,


                
you know my thoughts. You tempt me with your talk


                
when the mood is blackest and I think of waves


                
breaking for ever.


                
How can I make this difficult decision


                
who have children to rear to the same


                
most difficult decision? Shall I teach them


                
to inhabit this world, to inherit


                
the slough of my doubt, the fury of my despair,


                
patiently to repeat each crime and blunder,


                
get knowledge piecemeal and too late, lose wonder


                
staring at the mocking image each generation


                
holds up to the next; breeding, begetting their kind,


                
or bleeding and dying


                
in a lunatic war in a distant land for a lost cause?


                
Shall I endure these things? Or shall I


                
break the circle,


                
bring them to live in the innocence of your world,


                
train them in stone-age crafts, using


                
such simple gear as might be stored in a cave,


                
or stowed in an ark? Facing absolute power,


                
shall I become the absolute economist,


                
the dark philosopher, to circumvent the Devil?


                
The way would be hard: but a harder may emerge


                
from speeches, campaigns, and talks-at-the-highest-level.
              

              

                
Safe in your wilderness of sea and mountain,


                
far from this wilderness that men have built,


                
you need not fear the universal plague,


                
terror and mortal madness, need not hear


                
that sound the heart makes when the mother grieves


                
for the murdered child, the voice of helpless guilt.


                
Your days are not mixed with violence, the years


                
suffer a gentle death, die slowly, fall like leaves.


                
Sometimes at night the cries of wild birds seem


                
the inward voice of doom, sometimes you dream


                


                
the hills fall down, the sea comes rushing in,


                
but morning brings the sunlight on the sill,


                
the blackbird shouting. Yours


                
is the weather shore, where many windless dawns


                
of mist and cloud take root upon those hills


                
and flower in sudden storm: but hail and thunder


                
are Nature's rhetoric, lifting the spirit up


                
heaven-high, re-kindling wonder.
              

              

                
Why am I not beside you, flesh and spirit?


                
I could be happy serving my time to the earth,


                
living in luminous poverty, apprenticed


                
to a blind, unthinkable future. I could be happy


                
even when the house had fallen, its rotten eaves


                
tangled in blackberry; well content to sleep


                
under the raupo hearing the rain on the leaves


                
rustling in darkness; glad to sweat in the sun,


                
and wash my body in the sea.
              

              

                
But I am held like the constant moon;


                
though chaos is my earth I hold my orbit.


                
Let me speak bluntly: no man, essaying sanity,


                
putting off vanity,


                
looking calmly at the world, looking it in the eyes,


                
could find in soul or sense an innocent love.


                
The fool prospers, the coward lies in silk,


                
the pimp is full of honour; the brave and wise


                
stand silent at the crowd's edge


                
while liars fumble with their lies.


                
Fate is witless: the irrational bolt will fall


                
where least deserved, or most, or not at all:


                
and at the last


                
we are lost in abstract death. Leave the matter there


                
and the hand would freeze on the instant, the heart stop,


                
the breath melt into air. Why


                
do we struggle to hold the heat of this fire of being


                
against the chill of Nothing, wrestle in pain


                
to sustain this tension between the ideal


                
and the real, between desire and defeat; to square


                
beauty with bounden duty, the innocent act


                
with the metaphysical fact? The heavens are silent.


                
Doctrines are many and doctors two a penny.


                
Truth in her time-flight scatters a million fragments,


                
and the paper-chase is endless. Knowledge is bought


                


                
and sold on margins. Mirrors,


                
of fear concave, of power convex, distort.


                
What we are taught is often


                
tautology, or Yes. We are fools if we think


                
that an absolute absolves, or that it will soften


                
the impact of brute fact. Neither priest nor sage


                
scanning the skies, neither sacred nor secular page,


                
gives a standard spelling for Ought; and many who save


                
their breath for their porridge are virtuous and wise,


                
while others who are most voluble


                
practise in error. All this I admit


                
out of my mother-wit. We are come of age


                
this side of death when we know that in terms of thought


                
these problems are insoluble.
              

              

                
What is our lodestar, then? All that is human,


                
kin to us, born of woman (O sea ever-living,


                
mother of all, falling in sunlight, breaking


                
over the rocks for ever, taking and giving!);


                
whatever knows it is mortal,


                
and shapes a god out of nothing, an image of beauty


                
from paint or stone or air; whatever is bound


                
by the phallic will, by the logic of generation,


                
and having at heart an irreducible faith


                
is impelled to gamble against statistical truth;


                
whatever hurts and is hurt, and knows about pain


                
as a devil sitting at the end of the bed or the brain;


                
whatever is gay and has courage to travel by night—


                
this is our map and compass and destination.


                
We must make our chart from the record of measurements, soundings,


                
the remembrance of wrecks, and follow our changing course


                
by the stars, and the set of the tides, and the slant of the wind;


                
we must yield to the terms of our being, allow


                
neither Church nor State to establish patent rights


                
over our natural joys, the heart's affections.


                
We know in the instant of joy that our warrant is sure,


                
our faith not vain, our being not belied by death.
              

              

                
Old rebel, what is there left for me to say


                
This only: till at length


                
I reach the end of action, the last of my strength,


                
I cannot sever the bond,


                
destroy the documents, cut the cord


                


                
of my origin and being. This is my world.


                
These people are my clansmen, my accomplices.


                
I share the crime. This guilt is my reprieve:


                
I am alive, and I do not mean to leave


                
till the game is up, and my hand has lost its power.


                
These are my people. Till seventy times seven


                
I am committed to them,


                
which is neither a matter for pride nor a cause for grief:


                
does the shaken leaf


                
lay claim to the earth, or condemn


                
the wind that blows out of heaven?


                
These are my flesh and blood since time began,


                
their folly is my folly, their joy my joy,


                
caught in this mortal predicament, girl and boy,


                
busy matron, sad-faced successful man,


                
prim saint and puzzled sinner,


                
grim loser and bad winner, pimp and peeping Tom,


                
snotty-nosed cherub, anonymous letter writer,


                
sleek parasite and host, master and slave,


                
owl-eye, chew-cud, wolf-jaw, ferret-face,


                
all of them one in the image of man


                
which I bear in my heart a burden to the grave.
              

              

                
Old friend, dear friend, some day


                
when I have had my say, and the world its way,


                
when all that is left is the gathering in of ends,


                
and forgathering of friends,


                
on some autumn evening when the mullet leap


                
in a sea of silver-grey,


                
then, O then I will come again


                
and stay for as long as I may,


                
stay till the time for sleep;


                
gaze at the rock that died before me,


                
the sea that lives for ever;


                
of air and sunlight, frost and wave and cloud,


                
and all the remembered agony and joy


                
fashion my shroud.
              

            

          

          

            
This poem, which was written in 1949, has been broadcast in the same form in which it appears here.
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Notes
          

          

            
Dominion:
            


            This poem was first published in 1938, and has for some years been out of print. It was written during the winter of 1935. The world was then recovering from the worst economic depression it could remember, and the poem bears the imprint of that period. For the benefit of those critics who have discussed it as a satirical poem I should like to say that I have always thought of the satire as being somewhat incidental to the main theme, which emerges in the last three sections, and which will, I hope, be found to have a relationship with the two later poems.

          

            
The Voyage:
            


            This was written in 1948. The broadcast presentation of the poem (in a slightly different version) was introduced with the words: This is a poem about faith, and works. In particular, it is about what Keats called "Negative Capability, that is, when a man is capable of being in uncertainties, mysteries, doubts, without any irritable reaching after fact and reason. …" It is a romantic poem against Romanticism.'

          
The reference, towards the end, to hand-weaving may seem obscure. I borrowed it from an account I was given of the Commander of one of our New Zealand warships, who had a hand-loom in his cabin, and worked on it in his spare time. It suited my purpose to use this as a symbol.

          
Since writing the poem I have come across two interesting passages, quoted by Geoffrey Grigson in an article in the English 
Listener on 'Images in English Romantic Painting'. One is from A. H. Clough:

          

            

              
'Where lies the land to which the ship would go?


              
Far, far ahead, is all her seamen know.


              
And where the land she travels from? Away,


              
Far, far behind, is all that they can say.'
            

          

          
The other is from Melville's 
White Jacket:
          

          

            
'The port we sail from is far astern and though far out of sight of land for ages and ages we continue to sail with sealed orders and our last destination remains a secret to ourselves and our officers. And yet our final haven was predestined ere we stepped from the stocks of creation.'

          

          
But I abjure the implications of the last sentence.

          

            
To a Friend in the Wilderness:
            


            This poem, which was written in 1949, has been broadcast in the same form in which it appears here.

          

            
A.R.D.F.
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Jack the Ripper
              
            

            

              

                
Little Jack Horner pulled the wings


                
off birds and insects and such things,


                
attempting to discover why


                
the insects and the birds could fly.
              

              

                
He pulled to bits expensive toys


                
to find out what thing made the noise;


                
he could not eat a simple plum


                
without enquiring how it come.
              

              

                
Young Jack, a surgeon fresh from college,


                
held life synonymous with knowledge,


                
and knife in hand, with small compunction,


                
explored the function of a function.
              

              

                
Dr Horner, enquiring fellow,


                
observed that corpses turned quite yellow,


                
could not make love, embrace the arts,


                
when he'd laid out their private parts.
              

              

                
Impelled by a godlike discontent


                
he strove to find out what things meant,


                
trusting the last analysis


                
to justify God's artifice.
              

              

                
He died in hope of sure salvation


                
through bodily disintegration,


                
believing Zion was built on Styx


                
and Rome contrived by breaking bricks.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Full Fathom Five
              
            

            

              

                
He was such a curious lover of shells


                
and the hallucinations of water


                
that he could never return out of the sea


                
without first having to settle a mermaid's bill.
              

              

                
Groping along the sea-bottom of the age


                
he discovered many particulars he did not care to speak about


                
even in the company of water-diviners


                
things sad and unspeakable


                
moss-covered skulls with bodies fluttering inside


                
with the unreality of specks moving before the eyes of a photograph


                
trumpets tossed from the decks of ocean-going liners


                
eccentric starfish fallen from impossible heavens


                
fretting on uncharted rocks


                
still continents with trees and houses like a child's drawing


                
and in every cupboard of the ocean


                
weary dolphins trapped in honey-coloured cobwebs


                
murmuring to the revolution Will you be long.
              

              

                
He was happy down there under the frothing ship-lanes


                
because nobody ever bothered him with statistics


                
or talk of yet another dimension of the mind.
              

              

                
And eventually and tragically finding he could not drown


                
he submitted himself to the judgment of the desert


                
and was devoured by man-eating ants


                
with a rainbow of silence branching from his lips.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
To a Millionaire
              
            

            

              

                
Lord of our world, take off your velvet


                
mask. Remove your gentle glove, disclose


                
the claw-like hand, the dried blood under the nails,


                
the murder print that never shows.
              

              

                
We have spotted your guilt before the final


                
bloodstained page of our modern super-thriller;


                
ignoring the views of the bum police detective


                
we have identified the killer.
              

              

                
We have explored your paradise


                
in the unpacific ocean, where many drown;


                
we know the zoology of your coral island;


                
we have counted the skulls beneath your town.
              

              

                
Tended by tight-lipped servants, muse


                
on the day the rabble will spit on your polished floor,


                
yourself forgotten like foul weather, groomed


                
by the worm, your patient servitor.
              

              

                
There will be little of your estate


                
after the notary Clay has proved your will;


                
your assets will melt in the great slump, and time's


                
invisible violence do you ill.
              

              

                
You have forgotten the diver dead


                
of a bad heart who groped for your wife's pearls.


                
Her diamonds shine like water sprinkled on bought


                
flowers, or the sweat of factory girls.
              

              

                
Your opulent curtains woven of blood


                
lend a sweet charnel fragrance to your room.


                
Under your rich carpet are bones buried


                
that shall speak up at crack of doom.
              

              

                
You cover your pits with grass, ascribe


                
our broken limbs to Providence; you advise


                
gentleness and restraint, you counsel prayer,


                
for when men pray they shut their eyes.


                


                
What is your world but a dark glass


                
that is thronged with images of its own disruption,


                
your soul but a facing mirror that reflects back


                
the accurate pattern of corruption?
              

              

                
Two mirrors in rigid dialectic


                
display the secular process of your life,


                
leading through infinite recession to nothingness


                
yourself, your world of strife.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Yes Please Gentlemen
              
            

            

              

                
Anyway, the old man said, and winked at the barmaid,


                
it's no use running around


                
with your guts hanging out. But the young man knew


                
that it wasn't a question of what ought or ought not to be


                
or of what was useful and what was not useful


                
but of walking barefoot over red-hot fact


                
with a load of life that mustn't be dropped


                
and the young man looked at his watch


                
not because he wanted to know the time


                
he was only in a hurry to get nowhere quickly


                
and the watch wouldn't help him


                
and he began to speak


                
softly and persuasively as if


                
he were trying to sell himself a correspondence course


                
in the art of self-defence:
              

              

                
There are people who say they can


                
take it and maybe they can,


                
I knew such a man


                
and the rind on his mind was so thick


                
there was nothing at all inside,


                
his mind was all hide.


                
When people say they can take it


                
generally it doesn't matter


                
like food spilt on a very old dress


                
or the death of a distant poor relation.


                
And there are people whose minds are so tortuous and dishonest


                
that they can take anything


                


                
take it and like it and come back for more


                
like a half-witted negro boxer.


                
The man with a smashed leg who calls for a cigarette


                
has been using some hero of cheap fiction


                
as a bathroom mirror, and men who 
lose
                


                
their wives or their money and put up


                
a good show are doing private theatricals.


                
Philosophers, sportsmen, and men who are very busy


                
about their own or other people's business


                
are three kinds of escapologists


                
and there are 3,000 more and they can all


                
take it more or less and all this perhaps may


                
be very admirable in its way


                
but more often it is merely folly or knavery


                
or just a lot of bravery


                
or stupidity, some leather-faced fool


                
of a ship's captain going down with his ship


                
with a stiff upper lip


                
his mind a motto from the wall of a preparatory school.
              

              

                
There was a young girl who killed herself


                
and a little later, a month or a hell of a time,


                
her lover shot himself and people said


                
he couldn't take it


                
but he could take it and he did,


                
he took it in the side of the head.


                
When people do


                
in any way the words mean sense


                
take it


                
they take it because they have to


                
as the slave takes the lash across his face


                
or young animals the bitter weather they die in


                
and although there is nothing whatever to be done about it


                
let's get it straight, let's shout it,
              

              

                
Nobody who really gets it


                
can ever take it


                
and if you think you can take it


                
it only means you haven't really looked at it
              

              

                
and all this (he said, breaking off) is only


                
the bitter vapour of my self-consciousness,


                
the hangman getting sentimental in his cups,


                
and the young man winked at the barmaid,


                
said he wouldn't have another drink, he couldn't take it.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Lines For a Rebel
              
            

            

              

                
It is no fault in us that we should grieve


                
for irremediable wrong and mortal woe:


                
the death of sons, lost youth, rain-flattened crops,


                
tempest and drought, all that the gods bestow.
              

              

                
For such, take comfort: call to mind the dead


                
whom we have loved, how bravely they drew breath,


                
and with such splendour loved and sang that still


                
they live in us, and give the lie to death.
              

              

                
But those black wrongs that rogues and fools contrive


                
for our disquiet, to twist us to their will—


                
suffer them if you must, but do not grieve:


                
not tears, but blows, best heal the tyrant ill.
              

              

                
Soon, soon we shed this troubled garment of earth:


                
let us remember, you and I, how strong,


                
how valiant were the dead: let us put on


                
such pride as theirs, and suffer no man's wrong.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Remembered Cowardice
              
            

            

              

                
Shapeless and soft with slime I pictured him,


                
that loathsome beast that stirred and slopped the brim,


                
and heaved his body through the brain's black mud,


                
fouling the sweetness of my living blood.
              

              

                
I gazed at the flowers that grew beside the pool


                
and made them fairies, played the moonstruck fool


                
with thought and sense, cast off the load of mind


                
a dozen ways, all timorous and all blind.
              

              

                
And then, with shame and agony grown bold,


                
one day I fumbled in the ooze, took hold,


                
and shuddering dragged him from his watery lair


                
and threw him on the sward, a-gasp for air.
              

              

                
All that I saw, for the horror that had been,


                
was a great fat bull-frog, sleek and grassy green,


                
a comfortable beast, with friendly eyes,


                
who gasped, and blinked at me in dumb surprise.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
The Builders
              
            

            

              
These have their temples, citadels and schools,


              
builded by those of old who toiled and wrought


              
new gods to guard the world, nor comfort sought


              
nor honour in their day. But we whose tools


              
inherit that vast labour, no smooth rules


              
nor laws have we, no sure foundation, naught


              
but our own hard, bitter faith. Betrayed and caught


              
in the engines of our kind, we are made the fools


              
of time and chance. But surely we are brave


              
who know our gods are false, yet make them true,


              
toiling with shape and vigour to imbue


              
the lie, the truth enwombed. The world to save,


              
we take and eat the lie: the truth we give.


              
These others live, and die: we die, yet live.
            

          

          

            

              

                
Milton
              
            

            

              

                
Old Milton, sitting in darkness many days,


                
with food and drink, and knowledge, and some music,


                
evoked the demon sleeping in his blood


                
and builded Hell and Heaven in a dark room.


                
No thought of men impaired his musings. His


                
was a sedentary genius. Not for him


                
the life of action, the bending of the bow


                
whose string snaps backward when the will's relaxed


                
in death or thought and sends an aimless arrow


                
to lodge in some far breast that's innocent


                
of all but history; that brings fulfilment


                
to one man's muscles, one man's lust for deeds,


                
and leaves a gaping world dabbing its wounds.


                
Old Milton, blinded, cast in a den of mice,


                
tickled his brain and brought forth, lo, a lion.
              

              

                
But what of us, the youngest sons of men,


                
of generations who enslaved the sun,


                
harnessed him to their purpose and bred rancour


                
between man's heart and the live air of heaven?


                
For we, the youngest men in all the world,


                
are fallen on age, betrayed by false ambition


                


                
of those proud exiles of the baser earth


                
who made a cowards' compact with the gods,


                
bought up some disused garments, shirts and breeches


                
still smelling of stale wine, ladies' apparel


                
worn at some marriage-feast upon Olympus


                
and since discarded, a little the worse for wear,


                
rank with nostalgic odours of divine


                
revels and routs; which stirred their eager minds


                
to godlike musings, airy dreams of power.


                
We are the sons of men and wear their clothes,


                
cast off, but patched, dry-cleaned for the coronation.


                
And now we're dressed and find there is no party,


                
the king is indisposed, doubts his succession,


                
is half-converted to the Revolution,


                
prays day and nightly for a Revelation.
              

              

                
Old Milton sat in darkness. Not for him


                
the lust of wealth, the trampling of the earth,


                
empires and fierce aggressions: only the slow


                
ticking of time and a new world to make


                
out of the fleeting shadows of the brain.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Good and Ill
              
            

            

              
Evil is to be conquered by absorption, not by rejection.
            

            

              

                
I passed my life in one horizon,


                
locked in the sky's blue prison.
              

              

                
That blue bubble of the sky


                
broke, and left me here to die.
              

              

                
The sky is a cup whereof men sip,


                
with air and sunlight wet the lip.
              

              

                
But there is one whose ceaseless strife


                
imperilleth our immortal life.
              

              

                
He hath poured poison in the sky,


                
and they that drink that cup shall die.
              

              


              

                
I drank the golden wine of day,


                
the dregs of twilight cast away.
              

              

                
Now at the end I cry for peace,


                
mercy and pity without cease.
              

              

                
My courage faileth, my strength is wasted:


                
dregs and darkness have I tasted.
              

              

                
O hand unseen, O spirit of grace,


                
shower the darkness on my face.
              

              

                
Now let me drink of that foul cup


                
and swallow all its bitterness up.
              

              

                
The fruit of evil more than good


                
is the just man's spiritual food.
              

              

                
Ill turneth good in the spirit's fire


                
as the lily bloometh in the mire.
              

              

                
And he that licketh the beggar's sore


                
hath mercy and grace for evermore.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Disquisition on Death
              
            

            

              
(From an unfinished poem, 1929)
            

            

              

                
Let us speak, my beloved, of death,


                
and of the divine right of kings. Let us discuss


                
the Constitution of the realms of darkness


                
and our vassalage and subservience to my Lord Barebones.


                
I have sung him often, prettily enough, in times past,


                
knowing him for a very honest gentleman,


                
an old friend of the family,


                
who has given advancement to my progenitors one and all


                
without discrimination or exception.


                
Yet what is he? All things to all men, indubitably,


                
according to the mood and the circumstance.


                
To me has he been in the nonage of my spirit


                
many things: a robber; a ghoul; a destroyer


                


                
of flesh and soul; a medicine, a sweet balm


                
for the wound of love. He has played the gravedigger


                
to many a Hamletish posture of my soul.


                
And once in the dead of night


                
as I lay dreaming deep did he come to me


                
in the guise of an old grey abbess, and took you, my beloved


                
from my arms, and led you away to that dark nunnery


                
where is no mingling of blood and wine to the glory


                
of God, but a mumbling over the beads for ever.


                
He has played many quips and pranks, has provoked


                
many unreal and illusory conceits,


                
as if to assure me he is no old sobersides


                
but a mere grim unreality who can crack a jest


                
and laugh with the best of these old tavern fellows.
              

              *  *  *



              

                
I went through the market-place crying, There is no death,


                
and was greeted only by the frightened laughter of fools


                
who live in such terror of the dissolution


                
and decay of their pitiful bodies that they see


                
only the faggots, and not the fire of God.


                
Take comfort, little ones, I said. How should Homunculus


                
flare on the void, how should he cause a disruption


                
of the elements? That Leonardo at his going-out


                
was attended with lightning is well within our credence,


                
but surely death for the poor in spirit is only


                
a matter of degree, bringing no great change in their estate?


                
Yet it may be that their fear of the dark is well-founded,


                
for they are temporal stuff, rooted in earth,


                
reared on unleavened bread, and well may they find


                
the wine of immortality strange tipple.


                
But the soul of Leonardo was steeped in infinity,


                
and his death was but the merging of air and wind,


                
the mingling of a raindrop in a river,


                
a fading of music, a beautiful surcease


                
of thought and sense, like to the gentle passage


                
of a dove, weary of the world's sun, that drifts


                
on slumbrous wings to the darkness of the forest


                
and finds sweet rest among the shadowy leaves.


                
I went through the market-place and proclaimed the word,


                
but they mocked me, and there was fear beneath their mockery.


                
I sang that life and death are vain illusions,


                
that only the spirit of God exists, which they


                
in their folly had clothed in rags and rotten flesh.


                
I cried, There is only the king, and the king has no clothes on.


                


                
But they mocked, and passed on, striving in vain with laughter


                
to choke the fear that quickened in their breasts.


                
My ears listened to their laughter but my heart was deaf,


                
I went on my way and minded not their mockery,


                
for the derision of fools is a benediction.
              

              *  *  *



              

                
It is this body-death they fear indeed,


                
this scavenger of flesh and all living substance,


                
this is the very fountainhead of fear.


                
How should so beautiful a thing as death


                
be a stench in the nostrils, be clothed in such bitter finality?


                
For death is but the digestive organ of God,


                
by its prime metabolism giving


                
fresh form and shape to the immortal spirit;


                
so that the leaf, the fruit, bowel and gut of swine,


                
the beggar's scabs, the flesh of emperors,


                
the lips of Guinivere and the blood of Christ,


                
dissolved and scattered, have worn a million shapes.


                
We are one flesh, one spirit, and all that is


                
shines fair in the eyes of God. Nothing so low


                
but is a part of us, of our true being,


                
and we love all, so we be pure in heart.


                
But some there be who defile God's living word,


                
saints and ascetics who sunder flesh from soul,


                
hoping in woeful ambition to raise man's spirit


                
to a higher dignity. They gaze on God's handiwork


                
and say, It is not good. They make of the flesh


                
a beastly and ungodly thing. So by their vile deceit


                
and betrayal of God's gracious trust have they brought


                
the spirit low and made it one in kind


                
with their blasphemous illusion.


                
But let us rather follow our father Rabelais,


                
who by the alchemy of a bright and loving mind


                
would raise all beastly things to the brink of godhead.
              

              *  *  *



              

                
Kant's dead, the gods be praised.


                
That old man ruled me five years or more,


                
wagging the finger of reproof under my nose,


                
bloodless, lifeless, sexless he ruled me,


                
he and his system, a two-and-elevenpenny clock


                
with an alarm like the conscience of Calvin.


                
He's dead, and I no more eat German haggis.


                
I came upon him in a corner of the park


                


                
and pushed my umbrella through his newspaper,


                
so that he died old with no dazzling eyes.


                
Let him rot slowly.


                
Let his end be modest and seemly, no whit spectacular.


                
A decent, quiet end, if you please, Master Death.
              

              *  *  *



              

                
In my youth I followed other metaphysicians


                
and whirling dervishes of the intellect


                
who prance in the meadows of the imagination


                
trying to catch the stars in butterfly nets.


                
In the mansions of my spirit did they dwell


                
like worms in a cheese. They consumed my substance, they walked


                
in my garden, nipping the flowers from their stalks,


                
inventing systems to break the bank of the cosmos.


                
But now at last am I quit of their black magic,


                
now in my mind


                
a place of trees and flowers where the bright horde


                
of the imagination, the children of my delight,


                
sing and make dances under the horned moon.


                
For reason is but a foolish serpent that takes


                
its tongue in its teeth and attempts to swallow itself.
              

              *  *  *



              

                
I cried: I am weary of summer and her shrunken streams


                
and the arrogant sun that in the heavens marches


                
heedless through dry clouds when earth is faint.


                
I am tired of miraculous spring, the fire and fret


                
and the earth's clotted beauty. I have gazed in the sky


                
and heard the song of the death-enshadowed larks.


                
The emptiness of the sky and the teeming fullness


                
of the earth's belly are an affront to the mind of man,


                
an irony too bitter for the soul to contemplate.


                
The godlike spirit of man has suffered eclipse.


                
Yet I believe with the deep faith that lives


                
in my mind and blood that this vanquishment of the spirit


                
is illusory, and a figment of fear—that lie


                
the past tells of the future. But for the wise


                
in the moment of vision there is neither past nor future


                
but eternal present in which all things exist.


                
In the wide wastes of time, that boundless desert


                
where only mirage and traveller's tale are true,


                
there lies no hope for the fallen spirit of man.


                
I am no babbler of the world's golden age.


                
Time and man's scheming will not mend the wall.


                


                
The Sphinx smiles, say some, I say she sneers.


                
But love's bright eye may pierce the painted veil


                
and in the visionary moment ransom life


                
from the entanglements of time and fear.
              

              *  *  *



              

                
The innocence that burns in the heart of man


                
has been shrouded in darkness by the destroyers,


                
Onan, Calvin, Automaton, black Trinity.


                
They have spilled the wine of life and preached us fear.


                
They have dragged truth and love at the world's heels.


                
They have decked out truth in the world's finery, saying


                
that all men are equal in the sight of the Devil,


                
that the blood that surges through the veins of Smith is royal


                
and the marrow in the bones of Jones imperial stuff;


                
and their flattery has persuaded our belief.
              

              *  *  *



              

                
Kings, emperors and the princes of this world


                
are but regents of darkness, ruling a shadowy kingdom,


                
and with the passing of days their ramparts fall.


                
But where is the tower that shall outlast all time,


                
that pilèd centuries besiege in vain?


                
O it is builded in the heart of man,


                
and innocence, that thin taper in the dungeon


                
brought to the yard may blind the world's great sun.
              

              *  *  *

              

                

                  
Let us speak lastly of the decease of love.


                  
(Love, with ruddy lips, and dew on his wings,


                  
with gossip of the court and tales of heaven,


                  
to what has love come, sweet love!) First let me say


                  
not Pandarus with a hundred maids at heel,


                  
not Helen with her whorish tricks, the delight


                  
of young and old, not Eve's self with the juice


                  
of the fruit new-bitten dribbling fresh at her lips,


                  
had moved me, but that death sent his merry procuress,


                  
beguiling spring, to stir my sleeping heart.


                  
Do you remember the morning you and I


                  
walked on the tall cliffs among the flowers,


                  
and the broad sun-dazzled ocean


                  
towering from under us to the high horizon,


                  
and the sea-wind, and the blue water mocking


                  
the battlemented rocks? So deep we waded


                  
through seas of sunlight, drunken with the spring,


                  
that we forgot the grave and the hungry earth


                  


                  
crying for its supper, knew only the living fire


                  
within our veins. We were two trees that blossomed


                  
with mingling boughs, and the golden hive of desire


                  
swarmed in our branches. Suddenly, you recall,


                  
the air was thick with music and thrown flowers,


                  
and the foam-born goddess with her singing maidens


                  
descended from a cloud and hallowed us


                  
with pagan benedictions. Then, alas,


                  
the lady left us, and time ran its course.
                

                

                  
We climbed through the bracken one evening, you and I,


                  
along the familiar path our feet had made.


                  
You will remember the setting sun and the far


                  
golden hills like mice embalmed in honey,


                  
and the sky of china blue, and the mist in the valley;


                  
and the trees that towered above the gloom like peaks


                  
of jagged greenstone, and the brown boles beneath.


                  
You will remember, as I do, the hush that fell


                  
over the world, and the one cricket chirping.


                  
We climbed, you know, beyond the trees, then down


                  
by the little stream that bubbles under the fern,


                  
and lay in the soft darkness beside the waters.


                  
There was a mystery. You and I became one.


                  
There's no knowing how it happened, or how


                  
by the mere merging of body and perishable dust


                  
grace should have bloomed in us: but I have heard


                  
that old greybeard, that ragged seer who stalks


                  
in the gutters of my brain and eats dry crusts


                  
pending his kingdom, I have heard him tell


                  
how love was the perfect merging of two souls,


                  
and of all men's souls in God, but that man dreamed


                  
a lie, and set the gulf of fear betwixt


                  
the flesh and spirit to sunder them in twain;


                  
and yet how later lovers may o'erleap


                  
the fearful chasm and make God's covenant


                  
on earth again … But there, it's an older tale


                  
than I have made it, and I heard it firs


                  
from a nightingale in Eden, long ago.
                

                

                  
So did we lie in darkness, lulled by the music


                  
of a hidden stream. (O lovers, let me speak


                  
this wisdom: never make love by running water.


                  
It is a symbol, and a mockery of holy things.)


                  
So did we love. And my body, that burned in flame,


                  


                  
remembered nothing. It was my spirit that led me,


                  
some five years after, to climb again through the bracken,


                  
alone, or with a ghost, to the selfsame spot.


                  
The path was overgrown. In the western sky


                  
was a moon like a clipping from a man's thumbnail,


                  
or as I recall it more like a shive of cheese,


                  
with a few stars peering like rats from their holes


                  
bright-eyed and gluttonous. All that remembered vale


                  
that you and I so loved was like a well


                  
sucked dry of its sweet water. I turned, and ran.
                

                

                  
Were I Endymion with a world to gain


                  
I would take the stars and scatter them under your feet,


                  
were I a Spanish knight upon a charger


                  
with lance a-tilt would I ride, drunken with love,


                  
gallop and capture yon cloud-castle gleaming


                  
gold on the world's rim, I would make you empress


                  
of twelve horizons. But I have neither the time


                  
nor the inclination. I am a weary man


                  
who has outlived himself, whose lust is chastened,


                  
and I am already a little tired of your caresses.
                

                

                  
I have no fear that passion, pure and sweet,


                  
should curdle into hate and cruelty:


                  
for see, I cast it as a worn-out coat


                  
to time's consuming fire. So dying, it lives.


                  
So dying sleeps until his Easter day.
                

              

            

          

          

            

              

                
A Naked Girl Swimming
              
            

            

              

                
Air, earth and water meet at the sea's edge:


                
see, Dian cold thrusts in with Iustless hand


                
her watery wedge


                
where, whirled through skies and walled with rock, cling wind and land.
              

              

                
One element was lacking till you came:


                
you, lovely wife of Sol, life-giving fire,


                
you are the flame


                
that welds the clashing worlds of matter and desire.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Night Song
              
            

            

              

                
Though Time's black mountain overhangs


                
the night where she's engrossed in sleep


                
its shadow cannot bruise my love,


                
so calm she lies, she dreams so deep.
              

              

                
She is not hurt by what shall be,


                
death stands enchanted in her eyes;


                
remote and lovely, a floating flower


                
on the lily pool of sleep she lies.
              

              

                
Dream deep, my love, as in the time


                
when your sweet spirit was unborn,


                
but rise up when the east is purple


                
and dress your hair for Judgment morn.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Tapu
              
            

            

              

                
To stave off disaster, or bring the devil to heel,


                
or to fight against fear, some carry a ring or a locket,


                
but I, who have nothing to lose by the turn of the wheel,


                
and nothing to gain, I carry the world in my pocket.
              

              

                
For all I have gained, and have lost, is locked up in this thing,


                
this cup of cracked bone from the skull of a fellow long dead,


                
with a hank of thin yellowish hair fastened in with a ring.


                
For a symbol of death and desire these tokens are wed.
              

              

                
The one I picked out of a cave in a windy cliff-face


                
where the old Maoris slept, with a curse on the stranger who moved,


                
in despite of tapu, but a splinter of bone from that place.


                
The other I cut from the head of the woman I loved.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Song For a Woman
              
            

            

              

                
How should he know, this man of mine,


                
so strong, so true, so lovingkind,


                
that when he takes me in his arms


                
his love goes by, is not confined


                
within the meshes of my mind?
              

              

                
His vision of my loins, I know,


                
blooms like a rose as thrust on thrust


                
he loves me, till his brow is wet,


                
and splits my womb and spills his lust;


                
but my rose blooms in older dust.
              

              

                
The image burning in my brain


                
springs from another's loins, whose vow


                
was made by lust, renounced by time;


                
and though his mark is on my brow


                
I'm nothing to his purpose now.
              

              

                
My body has no secret thoughts,


                
fulfils its office, works by rote;


                
the mind alone knows second-best;


                
I'll bear his children, let him dote,


                
and cook his food and mend his coat.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Well Known and Well Loved
              
            

            

              

                
Said the Queen to her fancy man at break of day,


                
stroking her burden with soft finger-tips,


                
'There's nothing we can say or do will outlive


                
my heart's last beat, the latest breath of your lips.'
              

              

                
And she sighed, and picked a feather from the bolster


                
and puffed it in the air, and watched it sail.


                
'The moments of our love are flakes of dream


                
falling on a snow-scene, in a fairy tale.'
              

              


              

                
Then suddenly her eyes grew big, and her body


                
stiffened, and she cried with what voice she could find:


                
'Who are you, tell me, you I have known and loved


                
in my heart's deep marrow, and in the bones of my mind?'
              

              

                
And that familiar animal from Heaven


                
with whom she had mixed her soul, and seed, and breath,


                
lifted his head, and smiled, and kissed her hair,


                
and taking off his mask of love, was Death.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Epithalamium
              
            

            

              

                
We have found our peace, and move with a turning globe;


                
the night is all about us, the lovers' robe.
              

              

                
Mortal my love, my strength: your beauty their wound.


                
Strip quickly darling, your fingers be the wind
              

              

                
undressing a snowy peak to the sun's love,


                
scatter your clouds, be Everest, O my Eve.
              

              

                
Leap on the bed, lie still, your body truth become dream


                
torturing my arms before their kingdom come.
              

              

                
Give the wise their negations, the moralists their maps;


                
our empire the moment, the geometer's point where all shapes
              

              

                
of delight are hidden as joy sleeps in the vine.


                
I tell you again, what the poor have always known,
              

              

                
that this is all the heaven we shall ever find


                
in all our footsore and fatal journey and beyond,
              

              

                
and we shall never have enough to keep out foul weather,


                
or to eke out age, will perish forgetful of each other,
              

              

                
yet breeding saints or subduing Asia set against this


                
were violating our lives with littleness.
              

              

                
Now at the brink of being, in our pride of blood


                
let us remember lost lovers, think of the dead
              

              


              

                
who have no power, who aching in earth lie,


                
the million bones, white longings in the night of eternity.
              

              

                
O love, how many of our faith have fallen!


                
Endless the torrent of time, endless and swollen
              

              

                
with tributaries from the broken veins of lovers.


                
I kiss you in remembrance of all true believers.
              

              

                
Midnight thoughts. Dark garlands to adorn your flesh


                
so it shine like snow, like fire. Flakes of ash
              

              

                
blowing from doom's far hill. Such wisps of terror


                
gazed at too long even in your body's mirror
              

              

                
would disrupt our continent, drain our seas,


                
bring all to nothing. Love, let us laugh and kiss,
              

              

                
only your lips but not with speech can tell


                
moving in the darkness what is unspeakable,
              

              

                
and though your eyes reflect spring's green and yellow like a pool


                
I cannot see them, can only guess at what is more beautiful
              

              

                
than home at last, than a child's sleep, more full of pity


                
and gentleness than snow falling on a burning city.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Love Song
              
            

            

              

                
Lay you so cold and still


                
no wound could make you cry


                
no kiss could break your sleep
              

              

                
in dark and bulk of earth


                
our clasp all bone to bone


                
beneath the ruined wall
              

              

                
or in the dead of night


                
the wind among the rocks


                
the uproar of the sea
              

              

                
or came you round the door


                
stood still for ever there


                
your look all mine again
              

              

                
O Love, however strange,


                
wherever I shall be lost


                
or do you go or stay
              

              

                
or at the cloudless noon


                
or in the stealth of dawn


                
O Love, however far,
              

              

                
your breath upon my lips


                
your blood entreating mine


                
this time still warm and living
              

              

                
when flesh and fleeting ghost


                
are salt upon our lips


                
and savour of forever.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Poem
              
            

            

              

                
Age will unfasten us, and take our strength;


                
our world will end when you,


                
the lovely husk of love, lie still at length


                
on the cold bed, and I,


                
my limbs stained through and through


                
with your beauty's blood, powerless beside you lie.
              

              

                
The world was old when we awoke


                
in this rebirth, and looked our love, and spoke;


                
the moon, white seal upon our midnight bliss,


                
a desert ages old at our first kiss.


                
Time will devour our days,


                
love die before we die.


                
Dear girl, when the dawn no longer finds us close


                
and sleeping still, wrapped in one dream,


                
Heaven's air around; when we,


                
rising in sunlight, gaze


                
no more on the enriched earth, but see


                
dust on the leaves and thin


                
light from the famished sun, and feel


                
the dryness of the heart;


                
then will our world be past, and a new age begun,


                
wherein we sleep and have no part.
              

              

                
And I would come up singing from the south,


                
or rise through smothering tides of sleep


                
deep as the sea, and find your mouth,


                
and lie there motionless till we became


                
(O flame and shadow of remembered time!)


                
one shape, one thought, the living form


                
of love itself; then slip beneath the wave


                
still warm from you, still crying your name.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
The Cave
              
            

            

              

                
From the cliff-top it appeared a place of defeat,


                
the nest of an extinct bird, or the hole where the sea hoards its bones,


                
a pocket of night in the sun-faced rock,


                
sole emblem of mystery and death in that enormous noon.
              

              

                
We climbed down, and crossed over the sand,


                
and there were islands floating in the wind-whipped blue,


                
and clouds and islands trembling in your eyes,


                
and every footstep and every glance


                
was a fatality felt and unspoken, our way


                
rigid and glorious as the sun's path,


                
unbroken as the genealogy of man.
              

              

                
And when we had passed beyond


                
into the secret place and were clasped


                
by the titanic shadows of the earth,


                
all was transfigured, all was redeemed,


                
so that we escaped from the days


                
that had hunted us like wolves, and from ourselves,


                
in the brief eternity of the flesh.
              

              

                
There should be the shapes of leaves and flowers


                
printed on the rock, and a blackening of the walls


                
from the flame on your mouth,


                
to be found by the lovers straying


                
from the picnic two worlds hence, to be found and known,


                
because the form of the dream is always the same,


                
and whatever dies or changes this will persist and recur,


                
will compel the means and the end, find consummation,


                
whether it be


                
silent in swansdown and darkness, or in grass moonshadow-mottled,


                
or in a murmuring cave of the sea.
              

              

                
We left, and returned to our lives:
              

              

                
the act entombed, its essence caught


                
for ever in the wind, and in the noise of waves,


                
for ever mixed


                
with lovers' breaths who by salt-water coasts


                
in the sea's beauty dwell.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
A Farewell
              
            

            

              

                
What is there left to be said?


                
There is nothing we can say,


                
nothing at all to be done


                
to undo the time of day;


                
no words to make the sun


                
roll east, or raise the dead.
              

              

                
I loved you as I love life:


                
the hand I stretched out to you


                
returning like Noah's dove


                
brought a new earth to view,


                
till I was quick with love;


                
but Time sharpens his knife,
              

              

                
Time smiles and whets his knife,


                
and something has got to come out


                
quickly, and be buried deep,


                
not spoken or thought about


                
or remembered even in sleep.


                
You must live, get on with your life.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Wild Love
              
            

            

              

                I



                

                  
I sing Wild Love, the bitterest of Time's fruit,


                  
born out of time, half angel and half brute,


                  
fathered in Paradise, from there flung down


                  
to haunt the fragrant gutters of the town—


                  
Wild Love, the Lord's unwanted, lacking bread,


                  
who feeds on crumbs brushed out from Virtue's bed,


                  
whose blood is blue, whose bone is scullion bone,


                  
the flesh-starved anarchist who walks in lone


                  
pride in the wilderness with bleeding feet.


                  
I sing Wild Love, and may my song be sweet.
                

                

                  
Wild Love is handsome as the scarlet spray


                  
of poison berries robbed by the birds all day


                  
(poor birds, that have no souls) but death to men;


                  
brave as a bull and timid as the wren,


                  
as secret as the rat that lies in straw,
                

                


                

                  
weak as a slave in chains, stronger than law;


                  
more violent than the bursting avalanche;


                  
lonely as Judas under the flowering branch;


                  
as crammed with evil as the womb of Eve,


                  
and yet so lovely that a saint will grieve


                  
to cast him out, and lie three nights in prayer


                  
doubting his God and fighting down despair.


                  
Wild Love is proud and friendless, and must roam


                  
for ever through the world and find no home;


                  
he has no board, nor bed to rest his bones,


                  
plunders the wild bees' nest, sleeps on cold stones


                  
and dreams of blood and flowers, of warm delight,


                  
and pain dissolving in soft arms, all night—


                  
sleeps as the hare sleeps in the tasseled corn,


                  
one ear pricked up to catch the huntsman's horn.


                  
And oh, Wild Love is mournful in the sedges,


                  
and haunts about the world's forgotten edges


                  
where the lost abide, unheard. Wild Love is sweet


                  
as titheless beauty when the running feet


                  
of Time grow faint, and sorrow wafts away,


                  
and tears are all for joy. Wild love is gay,


                  
and young, and desperate, and quick with grief,


                  
immortal as the springtime, and as brief;


                  
wears his green garland in the withering sun,


                  
lights the world's blinding dark, and then is done.
                

              

              

                II



                

                  
We are wild lovers, wantons of the night,


                  
day's fugitives, who feed on rich delight


                  
as Christmas paupers, through the secular year


                  
nibbling our iron ration of despair.


                  
Across the smiling earth in sweat and dust


                  
we run, and lay a reeking scent of lust


                  
for the fanged pack. Now for an hour at best


                  
the chase has lost us and we lie at rest,


                  
panting, upon this hillside ringed with trees,


                  
close to the sky, and take our long-sought ease.


                  
O love, what ease can our poor arms enfold


                  
that are so torn with brambles, and so cold


                  
from wandering, and long-drawn-out defeat?


                  
The moon is round more often than we meet,


                  
two Arabs, in oases few and green,


                  
with absence like a desert stretched between.


                  
Hot-breathed like hunted animals we take


                  


                  
our hasty pleasure in the forest brake;


                  
however starved for joy, however fond,


                  
we never kiss but each will look beyond


                  
to where the moving branches will betray


                  
the hidden bowman or the beast of prey.
                

                

                  
Had we such love as saints and martyrs give


                  
to their eternal God, then might we live


                  
to bask for ever in unchanging day;


                  
alas, our hands were never taught to pray,


                  
our lips and tongues have worshipped at no shrine,


                  
have touched no sacramental bread or wine.


                  
Our love's unhallowed, all our acts profane,


                  
and even your pure flesh must bear the stain


                  
of sin and ripening death (close wed to mine),


                  
more blackly damned the more it seems divine.


                  
Our world's a barren garden choked with weeds;


                  
we have no children but our thoughts and deeds,


                  
and small grandchildren memories, fading fast


                  
(refreshed in action, faint when action's past),


                  
foredoomed with all your beauty, all my strength


                  
(still wed) to rot upon the ground at length.


                  
Even our souls, love's creatures, then must die;


                  
look in the flawless mirror of the sky,


                  
you shall see our estate foreshadowed there


                  
who love like mayflies in the glistening air.
                

                

                  
Yet as we dream on this midsummer hill,


                  
whispering our love (as if the world were still


                  
in its first dewy dawn, Time at its youth)


                  
I will forget all cold and mortal truth;


                  
and like a starving bee that racks the flowers


                  
to hoard wild honey for black winter hours


                  
I'll range your meadows, let my famished heart


                  
feed on the beauty shining in each part.


                  
Your eyes are love's entreaty to the sun


                  
that this day end as well as it's begun,


                  
let it end well, not ill (but end it will,


                  
echo the sleeping stones upon the hill),


                  
your breasts and thighs are light carved out of night,


                  
your lips the living scripture of delight;


                  
your heart a store of kindness that gives forth


                  
warmth to the south and zephyrs to the north,


                  
fragrance to east and west, and at its core


                  
still holds all warmth and fragrance evermore.
                

              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
The Revenge
              
            

            

              

                
When I am dead, I'll plague you every way,


                
haunt you by night and follow you by day,


                
pluck at your arm along the shouting street


                
and watch you turn, a silent ghost to greet.
              

              

                
Invisible as the wind that turns the mill


                
my naked essence will pervade you still;


                
I'll mix myself with every breath you take,


                
creep through your dream, oppress you when you wake.
              

              

                
In all those vain assemblies you frequent


                
I'll be the night-winged thought that came and went


                
and left your laughter dangling in mid-air,


                
a broken stump to make the revellers stare.
              

              

                
I'll be the mirror where you watch the days


                
gather upon you like a smoky haze;


                
you will not see me in the unchanging glass


                
watching your beauty like an epoch pass.
              

              

                
When I am dead, and sleeping all alone,


                
your love will lie like strychnine in the bone;


                
that poison prisoned fast until world's end


                
will no more murder do to foe or friend.
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Jack the Ripper
              
            

            

              

                
Little Jack Horner pulled the wings


                
off birds and insects and such things,


                
attempting to discover why


                
the insects and the birds could fly.
              

              

                
He pulled to bits expensive toys


                
to find out what thing made the noise;


                
he could not eat a simple plum


                
without enquiring how it come.
              

              

                
Young Jack, a surgeon fresh from college,


                
held life synonymous with knowledge,


                
and knife in hand, with small compunction,


                
explored the function of a function.
              

              

                
Dr Horner, enquiring fellow,


                
observed that corpses turned quite yellow,


                
could not make love, embrace the arts,


                
when he'd laid out their private parts.
              

              

                
Impelled by a godlike discontent


                
he strove to find out what things meant,


                
trusting the last analysis


                
to justify God's artifice.
              

              

                
He died in hope of sure salvation


                
through bodily disintegration,


                
believing Zion was built on Styx


                
and Rome contrived by breaking bricks.
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Full Fathom Five
              
            

            

              

                
He was such a curious lover of shells


                
and the hallucinations of water


                
that he could never return out of the sea


                
without first having to settle a mermaid's bill.
              

              

                
Groping along the sea-bottom of the age


                
he discovered many particulars he did not care to speak about


                
even in the company of water-diviners


                
things sad and unspeakable


                
moss-covered skulls with bodies fluttering inside


                
with the unreality of specks moving before the eyes of a photograph


                
trumpets tossed from the decks of ocean-going liners


                
eccentric starfish fallen from impossible heavens


                
fretting on uncharted rocks


                
still continents with trees and houses like a child's drawing


                
and in every cupboard of the ocean


                
weary dolphins trapped in honey-coloured cobwebs


                
murmuring to the revolution Will you be long.
              

              

                
He was happy down there under the frothing ship-lanes


                
because nobody ever bothered him with statistics


                
or talk of yet another dimension of the mind.
              

              

                
And eventually and tragically finding he could not drown


                
he submitted himself to the judgment of the desert


                
and was devoured by man-eating ants


                
with a rainbow of silence branching from his lips.
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To a Millionaire
              
            

            

              

                
Lord of our world, take off your velvet


                
mask. Remove your gentle glove, disclose


                
the claw-like hand, the dried blood under the nails,


                
the murder print that never shows.
              

              

                
We have spotted your guilt before the final


                
bloodstained page of our modern super-thriller;


                
ignoring the views of the bum police detective


                
we have identified the killer.
              

              

                
We have explored your paradise


                
in the unpacific ocean, where many drown;


                
we know the zoology of your coral island;


                
we have counted the skulls beneath your town.
              

              

                
Tended by tight-lipped servants, muse


                
on the day the rabble will spit on your polished floor,


                
yourself forgotten like foul weather, groomed


                
by the worm, your patient servitor.
              

              

                
There will be little of your estate


                
after the notary Clay has proved your will;


                
your assets will melt in the great slump, and time's


                
invisible violence do you ill.
              

              

                
You have forgotten the diver dead


                
of a bad heart who groped for your wife's pearls.


                
Her diamonds shine like water sprinkled on bought


                
flowers, or the sweat of factory girls.
              

              

                
Your opulent curtains woven of blood


                
lend a sweet charnel fragrance to your room.


                
Under your rich carpet are bones buried


                
that shall speak up at crack of doom.
              

              

                
You cover your pits with grass, ascribe


                
our broken limbs to Providence; you advise


                
gentleness and restraint, you counsel prayer,


                
for when men pray they shut their eyes.


                


                
What is your world but a dark glass


                
that is thronged with images of its own disruption,


                
your soul but a facing mirror that reflects back


                
the accurate pattern of corruption?
              

              

                
Two mirrors in rigid dialectic


                
display the secular process of your life,


                
leading through infinite recession to nothingness


                
yourself, your world of strife.
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Yes Please Gentlemen
              
            

            

              

                
Anyway, the old man said, and winked at the barmaid,


                
it's no use running around


                
with your guts hanging out. But the young man knew


                
that it wasn't a question of what ought or ought not to be


                
or of what was useful and what was not useful


                
but of walking barefoot over red-hot fact


                
with a load of life that mustn't be dropped


                
and the young man looked at his watch


                
not because he wanted to know the time


                
he was only in a hurry to get nowhere quickly


                
and the watch wouldn't help him


                
and he began to speak


                
softly and persuasively as if


                
he were trying to sell himself a correspondence course


                
in the art of self-defence:
              

              

                
There are people who say they can


                
take it and maybe they can,


                
I knew such a man


                
and the rind on his mind was so thick


                
there was nothing at all inside,


                
his mind was all hide.


                
When people say they can take it


                
generally it doesn't matter


                
like food spilt on a very old dress


                
or the death of a distant poor relation.


                
And there are people whose minds are so tortuous and dishonest


                
that they can take anything


                


                
take it and like it and come back for more


                
like a half-witted negro boxer.


                
The man with a smashed leg who calls for a cigarette


                
has been using some hero of cheap fiction


                
as a bathroom mirror, and men who 
lose
                


                
their wives or their money and put up


                
a good show are doing private theatricals.


                
Philosophers, sportsmen, and men who are very busy


                
about their own or other people's business


                
are three kinds of escapologists


                
and there are 3,000 more and they can all


                
take it more or less and all this perhaps may


                
be very admirable in its way


                
but more often it is merely folly or knavery


                
or just a lot of bravery


                
or stupidity, some leather-faced fool


                
of a ship's captain going down with his ship


                
with a stiff upper lip


                
his mind a motto from the wall of a preparatory school.
              

              

                
There was a young girl who killed herself


                
and a little later, a month or a hell of a time,


                
her lover shot himself and people said


                
he couldn't take it


                
but he could take it and he did,


                
he took it in the side of the head.


                
When people do


                
in any way the words mean sense


                
take it


                
they take it because they have to


                
as the slave takes the lash across his face


                
or young animals the bitter weather they die in


                
and although there is nothing whatever to be done about it


                
let's get it straight, let's shout it,
              

              

                
Nobody who really gets it


                
can ever take it


                
and if you think you can take it


                
it only means you haven't really looked at it
              

              

                
and all this (he said, breaking off) is only


                
the bitter vapour of my self-consciousness,


                
the hangman getting sentimental in his cups,


                
and the young man winked at the barmaid,


                
said he wouldn't have another drink, he couldn't take it.
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Lines For a Rebel
              
            

            

              

                
It is no fault in us that we should grieve


                
for irremediable wrong and mortal woe:


                
the death of sons, lost youth, rain-flattened crops,


                
tempest and drought, all that the gods bestow.
              

              

                
For such, take comfort: call to mind the dead


                
whom we have loved, how bravely they drew breath,


                
and with such splendour loved and sang that still


                
they live in us, and give the lie to death.
              

              

                
But those black wrongs that rogues and fools contrive


                
for our disquiet, to twist us to their will—


                
suffer them if you must, but do not grieve:


                
not tears, but blows, best heal the tyrant ill.
              

              

                
Soon, soon we shed this troubled garment of earth:


                
let us remember, you and I, how strong,


                
how valiant were the dead: let us put on


                
such pride as theirs, and suffer no man's wrong.
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Remembered Cowardice
              
            

            

              

                
Shapeless and soft with slime I pictured him,


                
that loathsome beast that stirred and slopped the brim,


                
and heaved his body through the brain's black mud,


                
fouling the sweetness of my living blood.
              

              

                
I gazed at the flowers that grew beside the pool


                
and made them fairies, played the moonstruck fool


                
with thought and sense, cast off the load of mind


                
a dozen ways, all timorous and all blind.
              

              

                
And then, with shame and agony grown bold,


                
one day I fumbled in the ooze, took hold,


                
and shuddering dragged him from his watery lair


                
and threw him on the sward, a-gasp for air.
              

              

                
All that I saw, for the horror that had been,


                
was a great fat bull-frog, sleek and grassy green,


                
a comfortable beast, with friendly eyes,


                
who gasped, and blinked at me in dumb surprise.
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The Builders
              
            

            

              
These have their temples, citadels and schools,


              
builded by those of old who toiled and wrought


              
new gods to guard the world, nor comfort sought


              
nor honour in their day. But we whose tools


              
inherit that vast labour, no smooth rules


              
nor laws have we, no sure foundation, naught


              
but our own hard, bitter faith. Betrayed and caught


              
in the engines of our kind, we are made the fools


              
of time and chance. But surely we are brave


              
who know our gods are false, yet make them true,


              
toiling with shape and vigour to imbue


              
the lie, the truth enwombed. The world to save,


              
we take and eat the lie: the truth we give.


              
These others live, and die: we die, yet live.
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Milton
              
            

            

              

                
Old Milton, sitting in darkness many days,


                
with food and drink, and knowledge, and some music,


                
evoked the demon sleeping in his blood


                
and builded Hell and Heaven in a dark room.


                
No thought of men impaired his musings. His


                
was a sedentary genius. Not for him


                
the life of action, the bending of the bow


                
whose string snaps backward when the will's relaxed


                
in death or thought and sends an aimless arrow


                
to lodge in some far breast that's innocent


                
of all but history; that brings fulfilment


                
to one man's muscles, one man's lust for deeds,


                
and leaves a gaping world dabbing its wounds.


                
Old Milton, blinded, cast in a den of mice,


                
tickled his brain and brought forth, lo, a lion.
              

              

                
But what of us, the youngest sons of men,


                
of generations who enslaved the sun,


                
harnessed him to their purpose and bred rancour


                
between man's heart and the live air of heaven?


                
For we, the youngest men in all the world,


                
are fallen on age, betrayed by false ambition


                


                
of those proud exiles of the baser earth


                
who made a cowards' compact with the gods,


                
bought up some disused garments, shirts and breeches


                
still smelling of stale wine, ladies' apparel


                
worn at some marriage-feast upon Olympus


                
and since discarded, a little the worse for wear,


                
rank with nostalgic odours of divine


                
revels and routs; which stirred their eager minds


                
to godlike musings, airy dreams of power.


                
We are the sons of men and wear their clothes,


                
cast off, but patched, dry-cleaned for the coronation.


                
And now we're dressed and find there is no party,


                
the king is indisposed, doubts his succession,


                
is half-converted to the Revolution,


                
prays day and nightly for a Revelation.
              

              

                
Old Milton sat in darkness. Not for him


                
the lust of wealth, the trampling of the earth,


                
empires and fierce aggressions: only the slow


                
ticking of time and a new world to make


                
out of the fleeting shadows of the brain.
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Good and Ill
              
            

            

              
Evil is to be conquered by absorption, not by rejection.
            

            

              

                
I passed my life in one horizon,


                
locked in the sky's blue prison.
              

              

                
That blue bubble of the sky


                
broke, and left me here to die.
              

              

                
The sky is a cup whereof men sip,


                
with air and sunlight wet the lip.
              

              

                
But there is one whose ceaseless strife


                
imperilleth our immortal life.
              

              

                
He hath poured poison in the sky,


                
and they that drink that cup shall die.
              

              


              

                
I drank the golden wine of day,


                
the dregs of twilight cast away.
              

              

                
Now at the end I cry for peace,


                
mercy and pity without cease.
              

              

                
My courage faileth, my strength is wasted:


                
dregs and darkness have I tasted.
              

              

                
O hand unseen, O spirit of grace,


                
shower the darkness on my face.
              

              

                
Now let me drink of that foul cup


                
and swallow all its bitterness up.
              

              

                
The fruit of evil more than good


                
is the just man's spiritual food.
              

              

                
Ill turneth good in the spirit's fire


                
as the lily bloometh in the mire.
              

              

                
And he that licketh the beggar's sore


                
hath mercy and grace for evermore.
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Disquisition on Death
              
            

            

              
(From an unfinished poem, 1929)
            

            

              

                
Let us speak, my beloved, of death,


                
and of the divine right of kings. Let us discuss


                
the Constitution of the realms of darkness


                
and our vassalage and subservience to my Lord Barebones.


                
I have sung him often, prettily enough, in times past,


                
knowing him for a very honest gentleman,


                
an old friend of the family,


                
who has given advancement to my progenitors one and all


                
without discrimination or exception.


                
Yet what is he? All things to all men, indubitably,


                
according to the mood and the circumstance.


                
To me has he been in the nonage of my spirit


                
many things: a robber; a ghoul; a destroyer


                


                
of flesh and soul; a medicine, a sweet balm


                
for the wound of love. He has played the gravedigger


                
to many a Hamletish posture of my soul.


                
And once in the dead of night


                
as I lay dreaming deep did he come to me


                
in the guise of an old grey abbess, and took you, my beloved


                
from my arms, and led you away to that dark nunnery


                
where is no mingling of blood and wine to the glory


                
of God, but a mumbling over the beads for ever.


                
He has played many quips and pranks, has provoked


                
many unreal and illusory conceits,


                
as if to assure me he is no old sobersides


                
but a mere grim unreality who can crack a jest


                
and laugh with the best of these old tavern fellows.
              

              *  *  *



              

                
I went through the market-place crying, There is no death,


                
and was greeted only by the frightened laughter of fools


                
who live in such terror of the dissolution


                
and decay of their pitiful bodies that they see


                
only the faggots, and not the fire of God.


                
Take comfort, little ones, I said. How should Homunculus


                
flare on the void, how should he cause a disruption


                
of the elements? That Leonardo at his going-out


                
was attended with lightning is well within our credence,


                
but surely death for the poor in spirit is only


                
a matter of degree, bringing no great change in their estate?


                
Yet it may be that their fear of the dark is well-founded,


                
for they are temporal stuff, rooted in earth,


                
reared on unleavened bread, and well may they find


                
the wine of immortality strange tipple.


                
But the soul of Leonardo was steeped in infinity,


                
and his death was but the merging of air and wind,


                
the mingling of a raindrop in a river,


                
a fading of music, a beautiful surcease


                
of thought and sense, like to the gentle passage


                
of a dove, weary of the world's sun, that drifts


                
on slumbrous wings to the darkness of the forest


                
and finds sweet rest among the shadowy leaves.


                
I went through the market-place and proclaimed the word,


                
but they mocked me, and there was fear beneath their mockery.


                
I sang that life and death are vain illusions,


                
that only the spirit of God exists, which they


                
in their folly had clothed in rags and rotten flesh.


                
I cried, There is only the king, and the king has no clothes on.


                


                
But they mocked, and passed on, striving in vain with laughter


                
to choke the fear that quickened in their breasts.


                
My ears listened to their laughter but my heart was deaf,


                
I went on my way and minded not their mockery,


                
for the derision of fools is a benediction.
              

              *  *  *



              

                
It is this body-death they fear indeed,


                
this scavenger of flesh and all living substance,


                
this is the very fountainhead of fear.


                
How should so beautiful a thing as death


                
be a stench in the nostrils, be clothed in such bitter finality?


                
For death is but the digestive organ of God,


                
by its prime metabolism giving


                
fresh form and shape to the immortal spirit;


                
so that the leaf, the fruit, bowel and gut of swine,


                
the beggar's scabs, the flesh of emperors,


                
the lips of Guinivere and the blood of Christ,


                
dissolved and scattered, have worn a million shapes.


                
We are one flesh, one spirit, and all that is


                
shines fair in the eyes of God. Nothing so low


                
but is a part of us, of our true being,


                
and we love all, so we be pure in heart.


                
But some there be who defile God's living word,


                
saints and ascetics who sunder flesh from soul,


                
hoping in woeful ambition to raise man's spirit


                
to a higher dignity. They gaze on God's handiwork


                
and say, It is not good. They make of the flesh


                
a beastly and ungodly thing. So by their vile deceit


                
and betrayal of God's gracious trust have they brought


                
the spirit low and made it one in kind


                
with their blasphemous illusion.


                
But let us rather follow our father Rabelais,


                
who by the alchemy of a bright and loving mind


                
would raise all beastly things to the brink of godhead.
              

              *  *  *



              

                
Kant's dead, the gods be praised.


                
That old man ruled me five years or more,


                
wagging the finger of reproof under my nose,


                
bloodless, lifeless, sexless he ruled me,


                
he and his system, a two-and-elevenpenny clock


                
with an alarm like the conscience of Calvin.


                
He's dead, and I no more eat German haggis.


                
I came upon him in a corner of the park


                


                
and pushed my umbrella through his newspaper,


                
so that he died old with no dazzling eyes.


                
Let him rot slowly.


                
Let his end be modest and seemly, no whit spectacular.


                
A decent, quiet end, if you please, Master Death.
              

              *  *  *



              

                
In my youth I followed other metaphysicians


                
and whirling dervishes of the intellect


                
who prance in the meadows of the imagination


                
trying to catch the stars in butterfly nets.


                
In the mansions of my spirit did they dwell


                
like worms in a cheese. They consumed my substance, they walked


                
in my garden, nipping the flowers from their stalks,


                
inventing systems to break the bank of the cosmos.


                
But now at last am I quit of their black magic,


                
now in my mind


                
a place of trees and flowers where the bright horde


                
of the imagination, the children of my delight,


                
sing and make dances under the horned moon.


                
For reason is but a foolish serpent that takes


                
its tongue in its teeth and attempts to swallow itself.
              

              *  *  *



              

                
I cried: I am weary of summer and her shrunken streams


                
and the arrogant sun that in the heavens marches


                
heedless through dry clouds when earth is faint.


                
I am tired of miraculous spring, the fire and fret


                
and the earth's clotted beauty. I have gazed in the sky


                
and heard the song of the death-enshadowed larks.


                
The emptiness of the sky and the teeming fullness


                
of the earth's belly are an affront to the mind of man,


                
an irony too bitter for the soul to contemplate.


                
The godlike spirit of man has suffered eclipse.


                
Yet I believe with the deep faith that lives


                
in my mind and blood that this vanquishment of the spirit


                
is illusory, and a figment of fear—that lie


                
the past tells of the future. But for the wise


                
in the moment of vision there is neither past nor future


                
but eternal present in which all things exist.


                
In the wide wastes of time, that boundless desert


                
where only mirage and traveller's tale are true,


                
there lies no hope for the fallen spirit of man.


                
I am no babbler of the world's golden age.


                
Time and man's scheming will not mend the wall.


                


                
The Sphinx smiles, say some, I say she sneers.


                
But love's bright eye may pierce the painted veil


                
and in the visionary moment ransom life


                
from the entanglements of time and fear.
              

              *  *  *



              

                
The innocence that burns in the heart of man


                
has been shrouded in darkness by the destroyers,


                
Onan, Calvin, Automaton, black Trinity.


                
They have spilled the wine of life and preached us fear.


                
They have dragged truth and love at the world's heels.


                
They have decked out truth in the world's finery, saying


                
that all men are equal in the sight of the Devil,


                
that the blood that surges through the veins of Smith is royal


                
and the marrow in the bones of Jones imperial stuff;


                
and their flattery has persuaded our belief.
              

              *  *  *



              

                
Kings, emperors and the princes of this world


                
are but regents of darkness, ruling a shadowy kingdom,


                
and with the passing of days their ramparts fall.


                
But where is the tower that shall outlast all time,


                
that pilèd centuries besiege in vain?


                
O it is builded in the heart of man,


                
and innocence, that thin taper in the dungeon


                
brought to the yard may blind the world's great sun.
              

              *  *  *

              

                

                  
Let us speak lastly of the decease of love.


                  
(Love, with ruddy lips, and dew on his wings,


                  
with gossip of the court and tales of heaven,


                  
to what has love come, sweet love!) First let me say


                  
not Pandarus with a hundred maids at heel,


                  
not Helen with her whorish tricks, the delight


                  
of young and old, not Eve's self with the juice


                  
of the fruit new-bitten dribbling fresh at her lips,


                  
had moved me, but that death sent his merry procuress,


                  
beguiling spring, to stir my sleeping heart.


                  
Do you remember the morning you and I


                  
walked on the tall cliffs among the flowers,


                  
and the broad sun-dazzled ocean


                  
towering from under us to the high horizon,


                  
and the sea-wind, and the blue water mocking


                  
the battlemented rocks? So deep we waded


                  
through seas of sunlight, drunken with the spring,


                  
that we forgot the grave and the hungry earth


                  


                  
crying for its supper, knew only the living fire


                  
within our veins. We were two trees that blossomed


                  
with mingling boughs, and the golden hive of desire


                  
swarmed in our branches. Suddenly, you recall,


                  
the air was thick with music and thrown flowers,


                  
and the foam-born goddess with her singing maidens


                  
descended from a cloud and hallowed us


                  
with pagan benedictions. Then, alas,


                  
the lady left us, and time ran its course.
                

                

                  
We climbed through the bracken one evening, you and I,


                  
along the familiar path our feet had made.


                  
You will remember the setting sun and the far


                  
golden hills like mice embalmed in honey,


                  
and the sky of china blue, and the mist in the valley;


                  
and the trees that towered above the gloom like peaks


                  
of jagged greenstone, and the brown boles beneath.


                  
You will remember, as I do, the hush that fell


                  
over the world, and the one cricket chirping.


                  
We climbed, you know, beyond the trees, then down


                  
by the little stream that bubbles under the fern,


                  
and lay in the soft darkness beside the waters.


                  
There was a mystery. You and I became one.


                  
There's no knowing how it happened, or how


                  
by the mere merging of body and perishable dust


                  
grace should have bloomed in us: but I have heard


                  
that old greybeard, that ragged seer who stalks


                  
in the gutters of my brain and eats dry crusts


                  
pending his kingdom, I have heard him tell


                  
how love was the perfect merging of two souls,


                  
and of all men's souls in God, but that man dreamed


                  
a lie, and set the gulf of fear betwixt


                  
the flesh and spirit to sunder them in twain;


                  
and yet how later lovers may o'erleap


                  
the fearful chasm and make God's covenant


                  
on earth again … But there, it's an older tale


                  
than I have made it, and I heard it firs


                  
from a nightingale in Eden, long ago.
                

                

                  
So did we lie in darkness, lulled by the music


                  
of a hidden stream. (O lovers, let me speak


                  
this wisdom: never make love by running water.


                  
It is a symbol, and a mockery of holy things.)


                  
So did we love. And my body, that burned in flame,


                  


                  
remembered nothing. It was my spirit that led me,


                  
some five years after, to climb again through the bracken,


                  
alone, or with a ghost, to the selfsame spot.


                  
The path was overgrown. In the western sky


                  
was a moon like a clipping from a man's thumbnail,


                  
or as I recall it more like a shive of cheese,


                  
with a few stars peering like rats from their holes


                  
bright-eyed and gluttonous. All that remembered vale


                  
that you and I so loved was like a well


                  
sucked dry of its sweet water. I turned, and ran.
                

                

                  
Were I Endymion with a world to gain


                  
I would take the stars and scatter them under your feet,


                  
were I a Spanish knight upon a charger


                  
with lance a-tilt would I ride, drunken with love,


                  
gallop and capture yon cloud-castle gleaming


                  
gold on the world's rim, I would make you empress


                  
of twelve horizons. But I have neither the time


                  
nor the inclination. I am a weary man


                  
who has outlived himself, whose lust is chastened,


                  
and I am already a little tired of your caresses.
                

                

                  
I have no fear that passion, pure and sweet,


                  
should curdle into hate and cruelty:


                  
for see, I cast it as a worn-out coat


                  
to time's consuming fire. So dying, it lives.


                  
So dying sleeps until his Easter day.
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A Naked Girl Swimming
              
            

            

              

                
Air, earth and water meet at the sea's edge:


                
see, Dian cold thrusts in with Iustless hand


                
her watery wedge


                
where, whirled through skies and walled with rock, cling wind and land.
              

              

                
One element was lacking till you came:


                
you, lovely wife of Sol, life-giving fire,


                
you are the flame


                
that welds the clashing worlds of matter and desire.
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Night Song
              
            

            

              

                
Though Time's black mountain overhangs


                
the night where she's engrossed in sleep


                
its shadow cannot bruise my love,


                
so calm she lies, she dreams so deep.
              

              

                
She is not hurt by what shall be,


                
death stands enchanted in her eyes;


                
remote and lovely, a floating flower


                
on the lily pool of sleep she lies.
              

              

                
Dream deep, my love, as in the time


                
when your sweet spirit was unborn,


                
but rise up when the east is purple


                
and dress your hair for Judgment morn.
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Tapu
              
            

            

              

                
To stave off disaster, or bring the devil to heel,


                
or to fight against fear, some carry a ring or a locket,


                
but I, who have nothing to lose by the turn of the wheel,


                
and nothing to gain, I carry the world in my pocket.
              

              

                
For all I have gained, and have lost, is locked up in this thing,


                
this cup of cracked bone from the skull of a fellow long dead,


                
with a hank of thin yellowish hair fastened in with a ring.


                
For a symbol of death and desire these tokens are wed.
              

              

                
The one I picked out of a cave in a windy cliff-face


                
where the old Maoris slept, with a curse on the stranger who moved,


                
in despite of tapu, but a splinter of bone from that place.


                
The other I cut from the head of the woman I loved.
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Song For a Woman
              
            

            

              

                
How should he know, this man of mine,


                
so strong, so true, so lovingkind,


                
that when he takes me in his arms


                
his love goes by, is not confined


                
within the meshes of my mind?
              

              

                
His vision of my loins, I know,


                
blooms like a rose as thrust on thrust


                
he loves me, till his brow is wet,


                
and splits my womb and spills his lust;


                
but my rose blooms in older dust.
              

              

                
The image burning in my brain


                
springs from another's loins, whose vow


                
was made by lust, renounced by time;


                
and though his mark is on my brow


                
I'm nothing to his purpose now.
              

              

                
My body has no secret thoughts,


                
fulfils its office, works by rote;


                
the mind alone knows second-best;


                
I'll bear his children, let him dote,


                
and cook his food and mend his coat.
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Well Known and Well Loved
              
            

            

              

                
Said the Queen to her fancy man at break of day,


                
stroking her burden with soft finger-tips,


                
'There's nothing we can say or do will outlive


                
my heart's last beat, the latest breath of your lips.'
              

              

                
And she sighed, and picked a feather from the bolster


                
and puffed it in the air, and watched it sail.


                
'The moments of our love are flakes of dream


                
falling on a snow-scene, in a fairy tale.'
              

              


              

                
Then suddenly her eyes grew big, and her body


                
stiffened, and she cried with what voice she could find:


                
'Who are you, tell me, you I have known and loved


                
in my heart's deep marrow, and in the bones of my mind?'
              

              

                
And that familiar animal from Heaven


                
with whom she had mixed her soul, and seed, and breath,


                
lifted his head, and smiled, and kissed her hair,


                
and taking off his mask of love, was Death.
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Epithalamium
              
            

            

              

                
We have found our peace, and move with a turning globe;


                
the night is all about us, the lovers' robe.
              

              

                
Mortal my love, my strength: your beauty their wound.


                
Strip quickly darling, your fingers be the wind
              

              

                
undressing a snowy peak to the sun's love,


                
scatter your clouds, be Everest, O my Eve.
              

              

                
Leap on the bed, lie still, your body truth become dream


                
torturing my arms before their kingdom come.
              

              

                
Give the wise their negations, the moralists their maps;


                
our empire the moment, the geometer's point where all shapes
              

              

                
of delight are hidden as joy sleeps in the vine.


                
I tell you again, what the poor have always known,
              

              

                
that this is all the heaven we shall ever find


                
in all our footsore and fatal journey and beyond,
              

              

                
and we shall never have enough to keep out foul weather,


                
or to eke out age, will perish forgetful of each other,
              

              

                
yet breeding saints or subduing Asia set against this


                
were violating our lives with littleness.
              

              

                
Now at the brink of being, in our pride of blood


                
let us remember lost lovers, think of the dead
              

              


              

                
who have no power, who aching in earth lie,


                
the million bones, white longings in the night of eternity.
              

              

                
O love, how many of our faith have fallen!


                
Endless the torrent of time, endless and swollen
              

              

                
with tributaries from the broken veins of lovers.


                
I kiss you in remembrance of all true believers.
              

              

                
Midnight thoughts. Dark garlands to adorn your flesh


                
so it shine like snow, like fire. Flakes of ash
              

              

                
blowing from doom's far hill. Such wisps of terror


                
gazed at too long even in your body's mirror
              

              

                
would disrupt our continent, drain our seas,


                
bring all to nothing. Love, let us laugh and kiss,
              

              

                
only your lips but not with speech can tell


                
moving in the darkness what is unspeakable,
              

              

                
and though your eyes reflect spring's green and yellow like a pool


                
I cannot see them, can only guess at what is more beautiful
              

              

                
than home at last, than a child's sleep, more full of pity


                
and gentleness than snow falling on a burning city.
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Love Song
              
            

            

              

                
Lay you so cold and still


                
no wound could make you cry


                
no kiss could break your sleep
              

              

                
in dark and bulk of earth


                
our clasp all bone to bone


                
beneath the ruined wall
              

              

                
or in the dead of night


                
the wind among the rocks


                
the uproar of the sea
              

              

                
or came you round the door


                
stood still for ever there


                
your look all mine again
              

              

                
O Love, however strange,


                
wherever I shall be lost


                
or do you go or stay
              

              

                
or at the cloudless noon


                
or in the stealth of dawn


                
O Love, however far,
              

              

                
your breath upon my lips


                
your blood entreating mine


                
this time still warm and living
              

              

                
when flesh and fleeting ghost


                
are salt upon our lips


                
and savour of forever.
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Poem
              
            

            

              

                
Age will unfasten us, and take our strength;


                
our world will end when you,


                
the lovely husk of love, lie still at length


                
on the cold bed, and I,


                
my limbs stained through and through


                
with your beauty's blood, powerless beside you lie.
              

              

                
The world was old when we awoke


                
in this rebirth, and looked our love, and spoke;


                
the moon, white seal upon our midnight bliss,


                
a desert ages old at our first kiss.


                
Time will devour our days,


                
love die before we die.


                
Dear girl, when the dawn no longer finds us close


                
and sleeping still, wrapped in one dream,


                
Heaven's air around; when we,


                
rising in sunlight, gaze


                
no more on the enriched earth, but see


                
dust on the leaves and thin


                
light from the famished sun, and feel


                
the dryness of the heart;


                
then will our world be past, and a new age begun,


                
wherein we sleep and have no part.
              

              

                
And I would come up singing from the south,


                
or rise through smothering tides of sleep


                
deep as the sea, and find your mouth,


                
and lie there motionless till we became


                
(O flame and shadow of remembered time!)


                
one shape, one thought, the living form


                
of love itself; then slip beneath the wave


                
still warm from you, still crying your name.
              

            

          








Victoria University of Wellington Library




Collected Poems

The Cave





            

              

                
The Cave
              
            

            

              

                
From the cliff-top it appeared a place of defeat,


                
the nest of an extinct bird, or the hole where the sea hoards its bones,


                
a pocket of night in the sun-faced rock,


                
sole emblem of mystery and death in that enormous noon.
              

              

                
We climbed down, and crossed over the sand,


                
and there were islands floating in the wind-whipped blue,


                
and clouds and islands trembling in your eyes,


                
and every footstep and every glance


                
was a fatality felt and unspoken, our way


                
rigid and glorious as the sun's path,


                
unbroken as the genealogy of man.
              

              

                
And when we had passed beyond


                
into the secret place and were clasped


                
by the titanic shadows of the earth,


                
all was transfigured, all was redeemed,


                
so that we escaped from the days


                
that had hunted us like wolves, and from ourselves,


                
in the brief eternity of the flesh.
              

              

                
There should be the shapes of leaves and flowers


                
printed on the rock, and a blackening of the walls


                
from the flame on your mouth,


                
to be found by the lovers straying


                
from the picnic two worlds hence, to be found and known,


                
because the form of the dream is always the same,


                
and whatever dies or changes this will persist and recur,


                
will compel the means and the end, find consummation,


                
whether it be


                
silent in swansdown and darkness, or in grass moonshadow-mottled,


                
or in a murmuring cave of the sea.
              

              

                
We left, and returned to our lives:
              

              

                
the act entombed, its essence caught


                
for ever in the wind, and in the noise of waves,


                
for ever mixed


                
with lovers' breaths who by salt-water coasts


                
in the sea's beauty dwell.
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A Farewell
              
            

            

              

                
What is there left to be said?


                
There is nothing we can say,


                
nothing at all to be done


                
to undo the time of day;


                
no words to make the sun


                
roll east, or raise the dead.
              

              

                
I loved you as I love life:


                
the hand I stretched out to you


                
returning like Noah's dove


                
brought a new earth to view,


                
till I was quick with love;


                
but Time sharpens his knife,
              

              

                
Time smiles and whets his knife,


                
and something has got to come out


                
quickly, and be buried deep,


                
not spoken or thought about


                
or remembered even in sleep.


                
You must live, get on with your life.
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Wild Love
              
            

            

              

                I



                

                  
I sing Wild Love, the bitterest of Time's fruit,


                  
born out of time, half angel and half brute,


                  
fathered in Paradise, from there flung down


                  
to haunt the fragrant gutters of the town—


                  
Wild Love, the Lord's unwanted, lacking bread,


                  
who feeds on crumbs brushed out from Virtue's bed,


                  
whose blood is blue, whose bone is scullion bone,


                  
the flesh-starved anarchist who walks in lone


                  
pride in the wilderness with bleeding feet.


                  
I sing Wild Love, and may my song be sweet.
                

                

                  
Wild Love is handsome as the scarlet spray


                  
of poison berries robbed by the birds all day


                  
(poor birds, that have no souls) but death to men;


                  
brave as a bull and timid as the wren,


                  
as secret as the rat that lies in straw,
                

                


                

                  
weak as a slave in chains, stronger than law;


                  
more violent than the bursting avalanche;


                  
lonely as Judas under the flowering branch;


                  
as crammed with evil as the womb of Eve,


                  
and yet so lovely that a saint will grieve


                  
to cast him out, and lie three nights in prayer


                  
doubting his God and fighting down despair.


                  
Wild Love is proud and friendless, and must roam


                  
for ever through the world and find no home;


                  
he has no board, nor bed to rest his bones,


                  
plunders the wild bees' nest, sleeps on cold stones


                  
and dreams of blood and flowers, of warm delight,


                  
and pain dissolving in soft arms, all night—


                  
sleeps as the hare sleeps in the tasseled corn,


                  
one ear pricked up to catch the huntsman's horn.


                  
And oh, Wild Love is mournful in the sedges,


                  
and haunts about the world's forgotten edges


                  
where the lost abide, unheard. Wild Love is sweet


                  
as titheless beauty when the running feet


                  
of Time grow faint, and sorrow wafts away,


                  
and tears are all for joy. Wild love is gay,


                  
and young, and desperate, and quick with grief,


                  
immortal as the springtime, and as brief;


                  
wears his green garland in the withering sun,


                  
lights the world's blinding dark, and then is done.
                

              

              

                II



                

                  
We are wild lovers, wantons of the night,


                  
day's fugitives, who feed on rich delight


                  
as Christmas paupers, through the secular year


                  
nibbling our iron ration of despair.


                  
Across the smiling earth in sweat and dust


                  
we run, and lay a reeking scent of lust


                  
for the fanged pack. Now for an hour at best


                  
the chase has lost us and we lie at rest,


                  
panting, upon this hillside ringed with trees,


                  
close to the sky, and take our long-sought ease.


                  
O love, what ease can our poor arms enfold


                  
that are so torn with brambles, and so cold


                  
from wandering, and long-drawn-out defeat?


                  
The moon is round more often than we meet,


                  
two Arabs, in oases few and green,


                  
with absence like a desert stretched between.


                  
Hot-breathed like hunted animals we take


                  


                  
our hasty pleasure in the forest brake;


                  
however starved for joy, however fond,


                  
we never kiss but each will look beyond


                  
to where the moving branches will betray


                  
the hidden bowman or the beast of prey.
                

                

                  
Had we such love as saints and martyrs give


                  
to their eternal God, then might we live


                  
to bask for ever in unchanging day;


                  
alas, our hands were never taught to pray,


                  
our lips and tongues have worshipped at no shrine,


                  
have touched no sacramental bread or wine.


                  
Our love's unhallowed, all our acts profane,


                  
and even your pure flesh must bear the stain


                  
of sin and ripening death (close wed to mine),


                  
more blackly damned the more it seems divine.


                  
Our world's a barren garden choked with weeds;


                  
we have no children but our thoughts and deeds,


                  
and small grandchildren memories, fading fast


                  
(refreshed in action, faint when action's past),


                  
foredoomed with all your beauty, all my strength


                  
(still wed) to rot upon the ground at length.


                  
Even our souls, love's creatures, then must die;


                  
look in the flawless mirror of the sky,


                  
you shall see our estate foreshadowed there


                  
who love like mayflies in the glistening air.
                

                

                  
Yet as we dream on this midsummer hill,


                  
whispering our love (as if the world were still


                  
in its first dewy dawn, Time at its youth)


                  
I will forget all cold and mortal truth;


                  
and like a starving bee that racks the flowers


                  
to hoard wild honey for black winter hours


                  
I'll range your meadows, let my famished heart


                  
feed on the beauty shining in each part.


                  
Your eyes are love's entreaty to the sun


                  
that this day end as well as it's begun,


                  
let it end well, not ill (but end it will,


                  
echo the sleeping stones upon the hill),


                  
your breasts and thighs are light carved out of night,


                  
your lips the living scripture of delight;


                  
your heart a store of kindness that gives forth


                  
warmth to the south and zephyrs to the north,


                  
fragrance to east and west, and at its core


                  
still holds all warmth and fragrance evermore.
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The Revenge
              
            

            

              

                
When I am dead, I'll plague you every way,


                
haunt you by night and follow you by day,


                
pluck at your arm along the shouting street


                
and watch you turn, a silent ghost to greet.
              

              

                
Invisible as the wind that turns the mill


                
my naked essence will pervade you still;


                
I'll mix myself with every breath you take,


                
creep through your dream, oppress you when you wake.
              

              

                
In all those vain assemblies you frequent


                
I'll be the night-winged thought that came and went


                
and left your laughter dangling in mid-air,


                
a broken stump to make the revellers stare.
              

              

                
I'll be the mirror where you watch the days


                
gather upon you like a smoky haze;


                
you will not see me in the unchanging glass


                
watching your beauty like an epoch pass.
              

              

                
When I am dead, and sleeping all alone,


                
your love will lie like strychnine in the bone;


                
that poison prisoned fast until world's end


                
will no more murder do to foe or friend.
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Country Pleasures
          

          

            

              A good eye must be good to see whatsoever is to be seen, and not green things only.

            

            

              
Marcus Aurelius
            

          

          

            

              

                
Landscape with Figures
              
            

            

              
(Memories of England, 1930)
            

            

              

                
No dragon's blood breaking in crimson flowers,


                
no timeless jungle, obscenity of apes,


                
no serpents lust-entangled in hot bowers


                
where in the moonlight flit the tiger-shapes;
              

              

                
no crunch of living bones, no clouds that rise


                
malarial from the whining swamp where falls


                
death in a raindrop from the envenomed skies,


                
no jackal's wail beneath the desert walls—
              

              

                
but only meadowlarks, armorial shields,


                
and woods of wishing-green with buds bedight,


                
and vicars tripping home through daisied fields,


                
and mezzotints, and dairymaid's delight.
              

              

                
Behold the springtime and the freshening east!


                
Now fabulous in leaves the adder dwells


                
to bite the hand, sole spice to all this feast


                
of harmless primrose, heaven-coloured bells.
              

              

                
Blue blood's behind sad walls where birds are bred


                
and no more kings. By dim baronial scenes


                
along arterial roads runs common red,


                
and pulses down green lanes in limousines.
              

              

                
Fur-coated abstinence and gilt-edged stock


                
strew petrol mists where flit the hiker-shapes,


                
and charabancs go lumbering choc-a-bloc


                
with rougy jades and sleek unjungled apes.
              

              


              

                
No panther-lust, nor hunger for hot flesh


                
mars England's rectories! Here matrons coy


                
and dutiful divines their souls refresh


                
with love-in-jaegers, simple beefsteak joy.
              

              

                
From this cold earth Crusaders leapt in fire


                
to barbarous lands, and roving knights in ships


                
in death's despite set forth to swage desire,


                
with Christ a lovely flame upon their lips.
              

              

                
In mortgaged precincts epicene Sir Giles,


                
cold remnant of a fiery race, consorts


                
with pale fox-hunting Jews with glossy smiles,


                
and plays at Walton Heath, and drives a sports.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Deserted Farmyard
              
            

            

              

                
The barn is bare of hoof and horn,


                
the yard is empty of its herds;


                
the thatch is grey with age and torn,


                
and spattered with the dung of birds.
              

              

                
The well is full of newts, the chain


                
long broken, and the spindle cracked,


                
and deep in nettles stands the wain


                
three-wheeled, with rotten hay half-stacked.
              

              

                
Where are the farmer and his bride


                
who came from their honeymoon in spring


                
filled full with gaudy hope and pride,


                
and made the farm a good paying thing?
              

              

                
Where are the scions of their race,


                
Thomas, the first, who followed whores,


                
William who followed Christ, and Grace,


                
who lived a virgin, scrubbing floors?
              

              

                
Asprawl the path where footsteps trod


                
and grinding wheels fetched in the crop


                
a snake lies prone, as basks a god


                
in triumph on a mountain top.
              

              


              

                
And there are worms beneath these stones,


                
and toads in dank and clammy lair,


                
and many a stinging insect drones


                
upon the stagnant summer air.
              

              

                
And life springs fresh amid the weeds


                
beside an upturned cider-vat,


                
where in hot sun the flesh-fly breeds


                
upon the carcase of a rat.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
On Entering a New Abode
              
            

            

              

                
In this dry thatch are fleas and building birds;


                
through the withered straw great water-drops do leak


                
when the cloud sails over; crooked are the walls


                
and cracked with age; loud do the floorboards creak.
              

              

                
Yet in this little house we shall not fear


                
the world's rough usage, storms nor tempest-shocks,


                
for love makes palaces of lowly huts


                
 and clings with eagle courage to cold rocks.
              

              

                
And though the pane be broken, and chill winds


                
infest our chamber, see what a lovely light


                
swims through the rent and spills a pool of gold


                
at morning, and what stars do dance at night.
              

              

                
Our arms are gates wherefrom we 'scape this world;


                
and if the spider dangles from the wall


                
'tis but a symbol of our perilous love,


                
which hangs by a thread from heaven, yet shall not fall.
              

              

                
So now for feasting days and nights of love;


                
let Joy be led within and decked with leaves;


                
let innocence and mirth crown all our days,


                
and never heart be sad beneath these eaves.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Winter Night
              
            

            

              

                
The candles gutter and burn out,


                
and warm and snug we take our ease,


                
and faintly comes the wind's great shout


                
as he assails the frozen trees.
              

              

                
The vague walls of this little room


                
contract and close upon the soul;


                
deep silence hangs amid the gloom;


                
no sound but the small voice of the coal.
              

              

                
Here in this sheltered firelit place


                
we know not wind nor shivering tree;


                
we two alone inhabit space,


                
locked in our small infinity.
              

              

                
This is our world, where love enfolds


                
all images of joy, all strife


                
resolves in peace: this moment holds


                
within its span the sum of life.
              

              

                
For Time's a ghost: these reddening coals


                
were forest once ere he'd begun,


                
and now from dark and timeless boles


                
we take the harvest of the sun;
              

              

                
and still the flower-lit solitudes


                
are radiant with the springs he stole


                
where violets in those buried woods


                
wake little blue flames in the coal.
              

              

                
Great stars may shine above this thatch;


                
beyond these walls perchance are men


                
with laws and dreams: but our thin latch


                
holds all such things beyond our ken.
              

              

                
The fire now lights our cloudy walls,


                
now fails beneath the singing pot,


                
and as the last flame leaps and falls


                
the far wall is and then is not.
              

              

                
Now lovelier than firelight is the gleam


                
of dying embers, and your face


                
shines through the pathways of my dream


                
like young leaves in a forest place.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Love in the Night
              
            

            

              

                
We are two skeletons who sleep


                
like lovers darkly in a grave;


                
along our bones the shadows creep


                
as rats about a burial cave.
              

              

                
This darkness is the womb of life


                
and soon with flesh our bones grow warm,


                
yet still we are but man and wife,


                
each yet endures a separate form.
              

              

                
Next flesh commingles with sweet fire


                
from heaven, and mind springs from the air,


                
the elements bring forth desire,


                
and then I know your body fair.
              

              

                
Into my waiting heart life pours


                
resistless power: a blinding arc


                
of light springs from my loins to yours


                
and tiger-like devours the dark.
              

              

                
In love's vast instant time's annulled,


                
we in that instant are made one,


                
and in our commerce is fulfilled


                
the motion of the stars and sun.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Empty House
              
            

            

              

                
Now you are gone and there is no longer the laughter of the children,


                
nor cave smells of fur and food nor crackle of fire.


                
Now you have ebbed like a tide and left uncovered


                
the wracks of many ships.
              

              

                
Cold and stagnant this pond with sad weeds cumbering the surface


                
and small thoughts like newts flitting in the gloom.


                
I walk through the rooms of this empty house


                
as a spider climbs through the dry skull of a nobody,


                


                
passing soberly (remember death) as a man come out into rain


                
from a room full of music,


                
passing from one room to another and back again:


                
remember death.
              

              

                
This house is an authentically modern house,


                
an epitome of our progression from the ape,


                
from the ape to Cromwell steady going


                
then upward and onward, soaring.


                
There is a plug for the vacuum-cleaner, not yet attained to,


                
and ample room for a piano and a billiard-table


                
to be purchased later, and much room for books,


                
outlines of modern knowledge, Shak., etc.


                
At a touch of the fingers (even a child's or an ape's)


                
the light snaps on, miracles (Christ!) at tuppence a time


                
and a cold wind without


                
or two shillings a month less ten per cent for cash


                
the windows black and the pane stained with rain.
              

              

                
And the floor is planks and not a floor


                
and the chimney is bricks and not a chimney


                
and this room is six planes


                
enclosing irrelevant chairs and a table


                
and mats and curtains that do not conceal the bareness.
              

              

                
But when you come back, dead wood shall bud,


                
warm and human this house shall be,


                
brick will be brighter, bed more soft,


                
there will be smells of fur and food


                
and the scent of the children's bodies.
              

              

                
I shall open the window in the morning


                
and the valley shall sing before us.
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              A good eye must be good to see whatsoever is to be seen, and not green things only.

            

            

              
Marcus Aurelius
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Landscape with Figures
              
            

            

              
(Memories of England, 1930)
            

            

              

                
No dragon's blood breaking in crimson flowers,


                
no timeless jungle, obscenity of apes,


                
no serpents lust-entangled in hot bowers


                
where in the moonlight flit the tiger-shapes;
              

              

                
no crunch of living bones, no clouds that rise


                
malarial from the whining swamp where falls


                
death in a raindrop from the envenomed skies,


                
no jackal's wail beneath the desert walls—
              

              

                
but only meadowlarks, armorial shields,


                
and woods of wishing-green with buds bedight,


                
and vicars tripping home through daisied fields,


                
and mezzotints, and dairymaid's delight.
              

              

                
Behold the springtime and the freshening east!


                
Now fabulous in leaves the adder dwells


                
to bite the hand, sole spice to all this feast


                
of harmless primrose, heaven-coloured bells.
              

              

                
Blue blood's behind sad walls where birds are bred


                
and no more kings. By dim baronial scenes


                
along arterial roads runs common red,


                
and pulses down green lanes in limousines.
              

              

                
Fur-coated abstinence and gilt-edged stock


                
strew petrol mists where flit the hiker-shapes,


                
and charabancs go lumbering choc-a-bloc


                
with rougy jades and sleek unjungled apes.
              

              


              

                
No panther-lust, nor hunger for hot flesh


                
mars England's rectories! Here matrons coy


                
and dutiful divines their souls refresh


                
with love-in-jaegers, simple beefsteak joy.
              

              

                
From this cold earth Crusaders leapt in fire


                
to barbarous lands, and roving knights in ships


                
in death's despite set forth to swage desire,


                
with Christ a lovely flame upon their lips.
              

              

                
In mortgaged precincts epicene Sir Giles,


                
cold remnant of a fiery race, consorts


                
with pale fox-hunting Jews with glossy smiles,


                
and plays at Walton Heath, and drives a sports.
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Deserted Farmyard
              
            

            

              

                
The barn is bare of hoof and horn,


                
the yard is empty of its herds;


                
the thatch is grey with age and torn,


                
and spattered with the dung of birds.
              

              

                
The well is full of newts, the chain


                
long broken, and the spindle cracked,


                
and deep in nettles stands the wain


                
three-wheeled, with rotten hay half-stacked.
              

              

                
Where are the farmer and his bride


                
who came from their honeymoon in spring


                
filled full with gaudy hope and pride,


                
and made the farm a good paying thing?
              

              

                
Where are the scions of their race,


                
Thomas, the first, who followed whores,


                
William who followed Christ, and Grace,


                
who lived a virgin, scrubbing floors?
              

              

                
Asprawl the path where footsteps trod


                
and grinding wheels fetched in the crop


                
a snake lies prone, as basks a god


                
in triumph on a mountain top.
              

              


              

                
And there are worms beneath these stones,


                
and toads in dank and clammy lair,


                
and many a stinging insect drones


                
upon the stagnant summer air.
              

              

                
And life springs fresh amid the weeds


                
beside an upturned cider-vat,


                
where in hot sun the flesh-fly breeds


                
upon the carcase of a rat.
              

            

          








Victoria University of Wellington Library




Collected Poems

On Entering a New Abode



            

              

                
On Entering a New Abode
              
            

            

              

                
In this dry thatch are fleas and building birds;


                
through the withered straw great water-drops do leak


                
when the cloud sails over; crooked are the walls


                
and cracked with age; loud do the floorboards creak.
              

              

                
Yet in this little house we shall not fear


                
the world's rough usage, storms nor tempest-shocks,


                
for love makes palaces of lowly huts


                
 and clings with eagle courage to cold rocks.
              

              

                
And though the pane be broken, and chill winds


                
infest our chamber, see what a lovely light


                
swims through the rent and spills a pool of gold


                
at morning, and what stars do dance at night.
              

              

                
Our arms are gates wherefrom we 'scape this world;


                
and if the spider dangles from the wall


                
'tis but a symbol of our perilous love,


                
which hangs by a thread from heaven, yet shall not fall.
              

              

                
So now for feasting days and nights of love;


                
let Joy be led within and decked with leaves;


                
let innocence and mirth crown all our days,


                
and never heart be sad beneath these eaves.
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Winter Night
              
            

            

              

                
The candles gutter and burn out,


                
and warm and snug we take our ease,


                
and faintly comes the wind's great shout


                
as he assails the frozen trees.
              

              

                
The vague walls of this little room


                
contract and close upon the soul;


                
deep silence hangs amid the gloom;


                
no sound but the small voice of the coal.
              

              

                
Here in this sheltered firelit place


                
we know not wind nor shivering tree;


                
we two alone inhabit space,


                
locked in our small infinity.
              

              

                
This is our world, where love enfolds


                
all images of joy, all strife


                
resolves in peace: this moment holds


                
within its span the sum of life.
              

              

                
For Time's a ghost: these reddening coals


                
were forest once ere he'd begun,


                
and now from dark and timeless boles


                
we take the harvest of the sun;
              

              

                
and still the flower-lit solitudes


                
are radiant with the springs he stole


                
where violets in those buried woods


                
wake little blue flames in the coal.
              

              

                
Great stars may shine above this thatch;


                
beyond these walls perchance are men


                
with laws and dreams: but our thin latch


                
holds all such things beyond our ken.
              

              

                
The fire now lights our cloudy walls,


                
now fails beneath the singing pot,


                
and as the last flame leaps and falls


                
the far wall is and then is not.
              

              

                
Now lovelier than firelight is the gleam


                
of dying embers, and your face


                
shines through the pathways of my dream


                
like young leaves in a forest place.
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Love in the Night
              
            

            

              

                
We are two skeletons who sleep


                
like lovers darkly in a grave;


                
along our bones the shadows creep


                
as rats about a burial cave.
              

              

                
This darkness is the womb of life


                
and soon with flesh our bones grow warm,


                
yet still we are but man and wife,


                
each yet endures a separate form.
              

              

                
Next flesh commingles with sweet fire


                
from heaven, and mind springs from the air,


                
the elements bring forth desire,


                
and then I know your body fair.
              

              

                
Into my waiting heart life pours


                
resistless power: a blinding arc


                
of light springs from my loins to yours


                
and tiger-like devours the dark.
              

              

                
In love's vast instant time's annulled,


                
we in that instant are made one,


                
and in our commerce is fulfilled


                
the motion of the stars and sun.
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Empty House
              
            

            

              

                
Now you are gone and there is no longer the laughter of the children,


                
nor cave smells of fur and food nor crackle of fire.


                
Now you have ebbed like a tide and left uncovered


                
the wracks of many ships.
              

              

                
Cold and stagnant this pond with sad weeds cumbering the surface


                
and small thoughts like newts flitting in the gloom.


                
I walk through the rooms of this empty house


                
as a spider climbs through the dry skull of a nobody,


                


                
passing soberly (remember death) as a man come out into rain


                
from a room full of music,


                
passing from one room to another and back again:


                
remember death.
              

              

                
This house is an authentically modern house,


                
an epitome of our progression from the ape,


                
from the ape to Cromwell steady going


                
then upward and onward, soaring.


                
There is a plug for the vacuum-cleaner, not yet attained to,


                
and ample room for a piano and a billiard-table


                
to be purchased later, and much room for books,


                
outlines of modern knowledge, Shak., etc.


                
At a touch of the fingers (even a child's or an ape's)


                
the light snaps on, miracles (Christ!) at tuppence a time


                
and a cold wind without


                
or two shillings a month less ten per cent for cash


                
the windows black and the pane stained with rain.
              

              

                
And the floor is planks and not a floor


                
and the chimney is bricks and not a chimney


                
and this room is six planes


                
enclosing irrelevant chairs and a table


                
and mats and curtains that do not conceal the bareness.
              

              

                
But when you come back, dead wood shall bud,


                
warm and human this house shall be,


                
brick will be brighter, bed more soft,


                
there will be smells of fur and food


                
and the scent of the children's bodies.
              

              

                
I shall open the window in the morning


                
and the valley shall sing before us.
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Gall
          

          

            

              Lemonade for the old gentleman coming home hot from church.

            

            

              
Old Cookery Book
            

          

          

            

              

                
Epitaph for a Trilogist
              
            

            

              
Two trilogies, ten good-sized buckets full


              
of novels for the middle-class, all much alike


              
one another, capable and dull,


              
and many clever articles and such-like—


              
these were the excrement of his long toil.


              
And so for twenty years or more he kept


              
old men and women at their midnight oil,


              
and old maids at their candles, ere they slept,


              
with records of suburban loves and hates,


              
garnished with sentiment, and spiced with lust;


              
hatched out a Book Club; lectured in the States;


              
and still spewed book on book, till in disgust


              
a dozen bored reviewers took to drink.


              
And when he died, they say, his very grave


              
yawned; while the worms, forgathered by the brink,


              
fond welcome to a fellow-creature gave.
            

          

          

            

              

                
Street Scene
              
            

            

              

                
By soot-stained brick and slick new glass,


                
on foot, in trams and buses crammed,


                
where grass once grew they glumly pass,


                
the white-faced rabble of the damned.
              

              

                
See, Jack and Jill, fond lovers still,


                
share hopes with eunuchs, priests and popes:


                
safe now, they fall from no tall hill,


                
immured in mire with midwife Stopes.
              

              


              

                
Their world is neither brave nor new,


                
but brummagem, and ripe for rot,


                
and men and maidens rummage through


                
the middens of their fathers' lot.
              

              

                
There go John Doe and Richard Roe:


                
wrist-watch, Time's elegant technocrat,


                
wears them with ease, as these, to show


                
man's godhead, bear the bowler hat.
              

              

                
Whatever hells in sleep they haunt


                
from cheap flats daily they deploy,


                
chins up, with jaunty grins, to flaunt


                
assurance like a shop-soiled toy.
              

              

                
The workless loll; they too are serfs


                
who only stand and wait till walls


                
of brick shall break and fall, and turf


                
and clumps of weed re-cover all.
              

              

                
Through dirt of gutters, furtive, sly,


                
their clouds of glory still they trail;


                
the world is too much with them—ay!


                
a tin can at a mongrel's tail.
              

              

                
Fishers of men, well-wishers all


                
of all who drift and swiftly drown—


                
pull in your lines: not wily Paul


                
could haul these souls and salt them down.
              

              

                
Beachcombers all, who tend Hell's fires,


                
and hunt for driftwood, flotsam, faggots—


                
your quest is vain, vain your desires


                
as theirs who bait their hooks with maggots.
              

              

                
No Flood, nor flow of molten mud,


                
shall honour with expensive doom


                
this flesh and blood, all nipped in bud


                
or smothered in its mother's womb.
              

              

                
For these are dead—beyond all well


                
or ill, as far past heal or hurt,


                
or hope of Heaven, or dread of Hell,


                
as lice upon a cast-off shirt.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
On a Democratic Representative
              
            

            

              
Among the workers he was bright vermilion,


              
among the gentry white, pure white, this fellow;


              
he wore the rainbow, vied with the chameleon,


              
yet through it all retained his native yellow.
            

          

          

            

              

                
The Rationalist
              
            

            

              

                
This,


                
having rejected Jonah and Genesis,


                
contrived to erect


                
a towering edifice of belief


                
on the assumption that God


                
is an abridgement of the calculus


                
and lived happily


                
ever after.
              

              

                
What is adequate suffices.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Niemeyer
              
            

            

              
The heart is gold, the name is Otto,


              
'Women and children first' the motto.
            

          

          

            

              

                
On a Georgian Lady Poet
              
            

            

              
With eager eye good Mistress Lot


              
picks out the spires of Camelot.
            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Epitaph For a Public Man
              
            

            

              
His fame is quickly gone, but not his meat:


              
the worm, fastidious wretch, declines to eat.
            

          

          

            

              

                
For the Gravestone of a Politician
              
            

            

              
We asked for bread, he gave us stones:


              
may this one press upon his bones!
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              Lemonade for the old gentleman coming home hot from church.

            

            

              
Old Cookery Book
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Epitaph for a Trilogist
              
            

            

              
Two trilogies, ten good-sized buckets full


              
of novels for the middle-class, all much alike


              
one another, capable and dull,


              
and many clever articles and such-like—


              
these were the excrement of his long toil.


              
And so for twenty years or more he kept


              
old men and women at their midnight oil,


              
and old maids at their candles, ere they slept,


              
with records of suburban loves and hates,


              
garnished with sentiment, and spiced with lust;


              
hatched out a Book Club; lectured in the States;


              
and still spewed book on book, till in disgust


              
a dozen bored reviewers took to drink.


              
And when he died, they say, his very grave


              
yawned; while the worms, forgathered by the brink,


              
fond welcome to a fellow-creature gave.
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Street Scene
              
            

            

              

                
By soot-stained brick and slick new glass,


                
on foot, in trams and buses crammed,


                
where grass once grew they glumly pass,


                
the white-faced rabble of the damned.
              

              

                
See, Jack and Jill, fond lovers still,


                
share hopes with eunuchs, priests and popes:


                
safe now, they fall from no tall hill,


                
immured in mire with midwife Stopes.
              

              


              

                
Their world is neither brave nor new,


                
but brummagem, and ripe for rot,


                
and men and maidens rummage through


                
the middens of their fathers' lot.
              

              

                
There go John Doe and Richard Roe:


                
wrist-watch, Time's elegant technocrat,


                
wears them with ease, as these, to show


                
man's godhead, bear the bowler hat.
              

              

                
Whatever hells in sleep they haunt


                
from cheap flats daily they deploy,


                
chins up, with jaunty grins, to flaunt


                
assurance like a shop-soiled toy.
              

              

                
The workless loll; they too are serfs


                
who only stand and wait till walls


                
of brick shall break and fall, and turf


                
and clumps of weed re-cover all.
              

              

                
Through dirt of gutters, furtive, sly,


                
their clouds of glory still they trail;


                
the world is too much with them—ay!


                
a tin can at a mongrel's tail.
              

              

                
Fishers of men, well-wishers all


                
of all who drift and swiftly drown—


                
pull in your lines: not wily Paul


                
could haul these souls and salt them down.
              

              

                
Beachcombers all, who tend Hell's fires,


                
and hunt for driftwood, flotsam, faggots—


                
your quest is vain, vain your desires


                
as theirs who bait their hooks with maggots.
              

              

                
No Flood, nor flow of molten mud,


                
shall honour with expensive doom


                
this flesh and blood, all nipped in bud


                
or smothered in its mother's womb.
              

              

                
For these are dead—beyond all well


                
or ill, as far past heal or hurt,


                
or hope of Heaven, or dread of Hell,


                
as lice upon a cast-off shirt.
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On a Democratic Representative
              
            

            

              
Among the workers he was bright vermilion,


              
among the gentry white, pure white, this fellow;


              
he wore the rainbow, vied with the chameleon,


              
yet through it all retained his native yellow.
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The Rationalist
              
            

            

              

                
This,


                
having rejected Jonah and Genesis,


                
contrived to erect


                
a towering edifice of belief


                
on the assumption that God


                
is an abridgement of the calculus


                
and lived happily


                
ever after.
              

              

                
What is adequate suffices.
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Niemeyer
              
            

            

              
The heart is gold, the name is Otto,


              
'Women and children first' the motto.
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On a Georgian Lady Poet
              
            

            

              
With eager eye good Mistress Lot


              
picks out the spires of Camelot.
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Epitaph For a Public Man
              
            

            

              
His fame is quickly gone, but not his meat:


              
the worm, fastidious wretch, declines to eat.
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For the Gravestone of a Politician
              
            

            

              
We asked for bread, he gave us stones:


              
may this one press upon his bones!
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Additional Poems
          

          

            

              

                
Europe 1945
            

            

              

                
And now spring comes to the starved and blackened land


                
where the tailless abominable angel has spent his passion;


                
dead roots are twined through the bones of a broken hand;


                
now death, not Schiaparelli, sets the fashion.
              

              

                
In the twentieth century of the Christian era


                
the news-hawk camera man, no Botticelli,


                
walks on this stricken earth with Primavera,


                
and Europe cries from the heart of her hungry belly.
              

              

                
Ten flattened centuries are heaped with rubble,


                
ten thousand vultures wheel above the plain;


                
honour is lost and hope is like a bubble;


                
life is defeated, thought itself is pain.
              

              

                
But the bones of Charlemagne will rise and dance,


                
and the spark unquenched will kindle into flame.


                
And the voices heard by the small maid of France


                
will speak yet again, and give this void a Name.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
For an Amulet
              
            

            

              

                
What truly is will have no end,


                
although denied by friend or foe,


                
and this I tell to foe and friend


                
as onward to the grave we go.
              

              

                
The candle in my little room


                
gives light but will not bake the host.


                
I share my certainty with Hume,


                
my candle with the Holy Ghost.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
The Encounter
              
            

            

              

                
As I set out on my journey


                
the sun was pale in the east,


                
and out of the frosty silence


                
ambled a strange beast.
              

              

                
The sun was shining bleakly,


                
the frost was thick and white,


                
it seemed the world had ended,


                
so calm it was, and bright.
              

              

                
I saw that the beast was youthful


                
and had lived since time began;


                
his head was horned and handsome,


                
he spoke with the tongue of a man.
              

              

                
'Turn back, for the way is endless,


                
the journey is in vain.'


                
I looked at his eyes and saw there


                
my own in the glass of pain.
              

              

                
No vapour clouded his nostrils,


                
there were no tracks in the frost.


                
I looked in the eyes of the creature


                
and knew that we both were lost.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Song
              
            

            

              

                
My head to my heart has said


                
I'm a fool to feel as I do,


                
dear, on my way to you,


                
like a boy just out of school


                
hell-bent for the swimming-pool:


                
for I might find you dead,


                
or warm in the arms of a fool.
              

              

                
But I leap into the brightness


                
as once when I was a boy,


                
on a mountain, rash with joy,


                
I stepped off into the whiteness


                
of a snow-bank shining and beckoning,


                
delighted, taking no reckoning.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
The Estuary
              
            

            

              

                
The wind has died, no motion now


                
in the summer's sleepy breath. Silver the sea-grass,


                
the shells and the driftwood, fixed in the moon's vast crystal.


                
Think: long after, when the walls of the small house


                
have collapsed upon us, each alone,


                
far gone the earth's invasion


                
the slow earth bedding and filling the bone,


                
this water will still be crawling up the estuary,


                
fingering its way among the channels, licking the stones;


                
and the floating shells, minute argosies


                
under the giant moon, still shoreward glide


                
among the mangroves on the creeping tide.
              

              

                
The noise of gulls comes through the shining darkness


                
over the dunes and the sea. Now the clouded moon


                
is warm in her nest of light. The world's a shell


                
where distant waves are murmuring of a time


                
beyond this time. 
Give me the ghost of your hand:
                


                

                  
unreal, unreal the dunes,


                

                  
the sea, the mangroves, and the moon's white light,


                

                  
unreal, beneath our naked feet, the sand.
                
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Now
              
            

            

              

                
Now, when the path crumbles, the rubble echoing in the blackness below,


                
and the hand trembles, fearful to stay or go;
              

              

                
now, in this night we shall afterwards remember


                
as a mountain rifted with snow lit by stars in the gulf of nothing;
              

              

                
now, in this great glory, with the arched branches and the stars between,


                
and time a burning bush and our spirits passing to heaven;
              

              

                
now, when my armed thoughts are withdrawn from the outposts of space


                
and the warrior sleeps in the shade by the fountain;
              

              


              

                
now, in this luminous darkness, as we take the tide of the earth,


                
swing slowly with the creation—
              

              

                
now is the time of peace: let fear be past:


                
and out of peace let desire


                
rise like a whirlwind in our dust.
              

              

                

                  
First vision of the world, O fire, and fairest light,


                

                  
unlock my bones, O burn and bless me.
                
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Logos
              
            

            

              

                
When morning stood on the hills


                
and the sun was gold in your hair


                
we roamed in the cloudless azure, lost with the lark;


                
there in the boundless world of light and air,


                
lost in despair, we longed for the dark.
              

              

                
But when the strokes of the bell


                
down through the midnight fell


                
my hand carved out your body from the rock of night,


                
and all was well.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Song for a Girl
              
            

            

              

                
Heaven was in his eyes


                
but earth was his body;


                
and I, long taught to despise


                
love's cloth for shoddy,


                
I put his hand from my breast


                
and dreamed of Sunday best.
              

              

                
Now lying beside my lover


                
I bless the strong soil


                
that gave him limbs to cover


                
with wine and oil


                
mine that so long have lain


                
wearing the dark like a stain.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Noon Song
              
            

            

              

                
Under this tree in the heat of noon


                
dig your fingers in the earth and feel


                
what must cover us over soon,


                
bind us in bonds as tight as steel,


                
wind us in its close cocoon


                
of silence, grind us under its heel,


                
blind our sun and darken our moon.
              

              

                
Kiss me once and kiss me twice,


                
don't be afraid of the dark, my love,


                
the dead lie still, as quiet as mice,


                
and night will fit you like a glove.


                
Kiss me now with the sun above;


                
all will be well in the age of ice.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Sea-Wind and Setting Sun
              
            

            

              

                
There is not anything more meaningless


                
than sunlight falling on broken water,


                
the shattered light mixed with the shattered water,


                
falling, sucked back to nothing.


                
The tide falls and reveals the shells,


                
returns and covers them. The sea


                
dresses the shore with weed, to no end.


                
Lovely the leaping fish, the falling wave,


                
the foam on the reef, the sinister current


                
of dark water sweeping the rock,


                
idle and lovely these.


                
And so beside this nothingness I leave you.
              

              

                
We have outlived this life: we are disembodied.


                
So, like a leaf quitting a tree, I go,


                
and by your leave take leave


                
of what we may never again


                
not ever again in this dispensation


                
hope, or dare, to achieve.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Tom's a-Cold
              
            

            

              

                
Where is my love that has no peer,


                
where wanders she, among what brakes,


                
along what hillside cold and drear


                
above the tarns and hollow lakes?


                
I hear the whirlwind shake the sky,


                
I feel the worm within me gnaw,


                
for she is lost, and lost am I,


                
alone upon my bed of straw.
              

              

                
Beyond the door blasts of black air,


                
the rain descending on the wind;


                
I know my love is wandering there


                
with ragged clothes and hair unpinned.


                
I shall not lead her through the door


                
and lay my hand upon her wrist,


                
O she must roam for evermore


                
through rain and dark, or moonlit mist.
              

              

                
My love was fairer than the sun,


                
her breast beneath my hand was warm,


                
but she has left me all alone


                
in midmost darkness of the storm.


                
I hear the sleet upon the thatch,


                
the thunder by the lightning hurled;


                
I know she will not lift my latch


                
before the ending of the world.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Epitaph
              
            

            

              

                
I strove long


                
my love was strong


                
foredoomed I fought


                
my fate deformed.
              

              

                
I lived and loved


                
I laughed and sighed


                
the lie dissolved


                
at rest I lie.
              

              


              

                
You who read


                
be not deterred


                
from life or love


                
by this my word.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
In Enemy Territory
              
            

            

              

                
Of those who lose their way


                
and are deprived of love


                
the luckiest are they


                
who at the midnight find


                
no stars in the world above


                
but darkness to make them blind


                
and heal the wound in the mind;


                
and happiest are they


                
who at the break of day


                
can make a fire of hate


                
to cauterize the heart


                
and with that savage heat


                
destroy the soul's deep hurt.
              

              

                
But may God save


                
the calm and brave,


                
by their own wish face up beheaded


                
or staring while their hearts are leaded.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
To Daphnis and Chloe in the Park
              
            

            

              

                
Eluding the metaphysicians


                
you pursue pleasure among the trees,


                
you walk in secret pathways and discover


                
delight in dark places, bruising the grass,


                
soft animals wrestling in thickets,


                
and flesh lit with flesh is


                
more lovely than a poor man's dream


                

                  
but you're going to get hurt.
                
              

              


              

                
You have desired each other among crowds


                
lost in a blackened forest of voices


                
and a glance or a whispered word


                
has transfigured that desolation.


                
You have dreamed yourselves alone in the world


                
coming to each other singing,


                
under the sun's carnal eye, the great hot flower


                
burning in the azure negation,


                
over mountains bright with the blood of spring


                
and all time and creation


                
ripening to that moment of delirium


                

                  
but you're going to get hurt.
                
              

              

                
For love in the afternoon is a dusty street


                
in the evening a spoilt child crying behind the door


                
and love at the midnight is no more.


                
Warm as your dream is age will be cold


                
as the automatic pity of priests


                
or the poetry of Civil Servants.
              

              

                
And apart from the private collapse


                
there are many hands about you bearing


                
the shadow of evil on them like a prophecy,


                
many hands to make light work of your love,


                
many industrious maggots in the meat of reputation,


                
speaking of your love as if it were something


                
that had caught their eye on a scrap of paper in the closet,


                
awaiting the casual-careful moment


                
to insert the lethal word, the nail in the skull of the dreamer.


                
And the vipers wait in your path,


                
all the vipers of Christendom


                
singing psalms like the sons of God.


                
Remember that you are enemy agents in the kingdom of death.


                
Morality, custom, propriety,


                
and the furious envy of the frustrated


                
will be thorns under your feet, poison in your cup.


                
You will sit by your fire of sticks in the desert night


                
with savage eyes tirelessly encircling you,


                
until even the calm stars above you


                
become the eyes of malignant beasts.
              

              


              

                

                  
O lovers, this song I give to you,


                

                  
the words are old and bitter and true:
                


                

                  
east or west, north or south,


                

                  
trust no ear and trust no mouth
                


                

                  
put no trust in earth or sky
                


                

                  
stare at the world with a brassy eye
                


                

                  
lie dissemble and evade
                


                

                  
seek out your reckless glade
                


                

                  
O let your lips be warm
                


                

                  
flesh sing before the storm
                


                

                  
maid and man
                


                

                  
take what you can
                


                

                  
before the heart grows cold
                


                

                  
the mind desperate and the body old.
                
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Solitude
              
            

            

              

                
The curtains in the solemn room


                
are drawn against the winter dusk;


                
the lady sitting in the gloom


                
has hair that faintly smells of musk.
              

              

                
As in some dim romantic night


                
the mist will not divulge the moon,


                
around her unbetrothèd plight


                
her thoughts have woven a cocoon.
              

              

                
Now recollection brings again


                
the distant hour, the tide that flowed,


                
the word that might have flowered then


                
as epic or as episode.
              

              

                
Half proud because the thing she sought,


                
still lacking, is inviolate,


                
hahf puzzled by that eerie thought


                
she rocks her chair and scans the grate.
              

              

                
Then suddenly she sees it clear,


                
the monstrous image, cold, precise—


                
the body of the mountaineer


                
preserved within the glacial ice,


                
        forever safe, where none shall seek,


                
        beneath the unattempted peak.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
The Fallen
              
            

            

              

                
These are not the first who were young


                
and died they were not sure for what,


                
spending their innocence like kids


                
who drop a penny in the slot.
              

              

                
Their bodies now are fallen stars


                
faint in the memory of their friends,


                
their ears are deaf to praise or grief,


                
nothing we say can make amends.
              

              

                
Their flesh is wasted, their seed spilled,


                
nothing can help them, nothing atones;


                
they were defeated, man by man;


                
truth is bitter, crying from their bones.
              

              

                
Tongues that melt in the dust are silent,


                
dumb as the crosses stuck above;


                
arms rotting on the battlefield


                
cannot invade the bed of love.
              

              

                
They died quickly, as quickly were thrust


                
in the shallow grave to sleep for ever.


                
Girls, these are no good to you,


                
not even the brave, the kind or clever.
              

              

                
What shall we think? The world they lost


                
should wear their memory like a scar.


                
What can we say, wringing our hands,


                
or lingering in the public bar?
              

              

                
They bought us all there was to buy,


                
left us their share in the estate,


                
this going concern. For us, not them,


                
the doomsday and the judgment wait.
              

              

                
Think or forget. It matters little


                
to these defeated. But be sure,


                
though we may squander what they saved,


                
their private fortune is secure.
              

              

                
In desert and forgotten places,


                
bright in the shadow of our doom,


                
among the scattered, pitiful dust


                
the small weed, honour, springs in bloom.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
I'm Older than You, Please Listen
              
            

            

              
To the young man I would say:


              
Get out! Look sharp, my boy,


              
before the roots are down,


              
before the equations are struck,


              
before a face or a landscape


              
has power to shape or destroy.


              
This land is a lump without leaven,


              
a body that has no nerves.


              
Don't be content to live in


              
a sort of second-grade heaven


              
with first-grade butter, fresh air,


              
and paper in every toilet;


              
becoming a butt for the malice


              
of those who have stayed and soured,


              
staying in turn to sour,


              
to smile, and savage the young.


              
If you're enterprising and able,


              
smuggle your talents away,


              
hawk them in livelier markets


              
where people are willing to pay.


              
If you have no stomach for roughage,


              
if patience isn't your religion,


              
if you must have sherry with your bitters,


              
if money and fame are your pigeon,


              
if you feel that you need success


              
and long for a good address,


              
don't anchor here in the desert—


              
the fishing isn't so good:


              
take a ticket for Megalopolis,


              
don't stay in this neighbourhood!
            

          

          
          



            

              

                
La Belle Dame Sans Merci
              
            

            

              
Discarding even the bag of chocolates and the novel


              
I climbed into that hovel


              
on wheels the second-class smoker


              
praying that Fate the irrepressible joker


              
would grant me release


              
permit me the hypnotic peace


              
of wheels clicking on rails for a few


              
beautiful hours but by God who


              
should be there who by God's grace


              
but the fat spent woman with a face


              
bitter as a holy war


              
she whom so often before


              
I had met in my stifling crayfish dreams


              
(waking with screams)


              
and with her the grim


              
wolf-jaw (husband escort paramour or fifth limb)


              
with the orange-and-chocolate blazer


              
and the smart-alec shoes.


              
Her voice was like a razor


              
at the throat of quiet. She was slanging


              
the foes of Justice. The trouble was there hadn't been a hanging


              
and when it came to murder she was no latitudinarian


              
and definitely not a vegetarian


              
the faintest stink of blood


              
made her feel good


              
and even her mental picture of the gallows' action


              
appeared to give her some (strictly biological) satisfaction


              
but a spoil-sport Cabinet had stepped in and stopped the fun


              
Doncher reckon they ought to put him on the end of a string


              
the murdering bastard doncher reckon and let him swing


              
I'd like to do the job


              
with me own hands the slob


              
and by God if they'd let me so I would


              
I'd fix his lordship I'd fix him good


              
and proper and let him rot


              
but they havn't got


              
the guts to slip a noose


              
round his dirty ears


              
hell in twenty years


              
he'll be running around again loose


              
and none of us


              
safe at night he'll have the run of us


              


              
just because of a few


              
bastards in Wellington….


              
                      And you


              
you don't believe in religion do you? wheeling


              
on me with acid relevance and I feeling


              
I was in some sense conniving at a threat


              
to this poor woman's life and honour I couldn't get


              
a word out of my mouth and felt very much to blame


              
and overcome with shame.


              
Oh Mr Tennyson, your dream of fair women,


              
how it echoes remotely, at this late date, a lemon!
            

          

          

            

              

                
Terms of Appointment
              
            

            

              

                
            I speak of walls and chains; of the vials


                
            of wrath; of limitations, denials,


                
            derelictions, fallings from grace,


                
            making them yours to save my face:
              

              

                
Though you live in the desert eating manna, you will not be happy until you have raised a house;


                
Though you build, yet chaos will stoop like a girl by the hedgerow to pluck your towers like lilies;


                
Though you gather flowers, yet the dust of a thousand carriage-wheels will settle upon them;


                
Though you go a journey into the interior you will long for the reek of salt and the noise of gulls;


                
Though you cross the seas your heart will remain buried beneath the hearthstone;


                
Though you stay on one acre you will sweat with rage to see your enemies riding upon the hilltops;


                
Though you conquer your enemies at last, you will wish you had spent the time making summer love;


                
Though you tumble her in every haystack from here to Paradise, there will be a question at the end and no answer from the night;


                
Though you grow wise with the sloughing of years, time will not forgive you for deserting your youth;


                
Though you live you will long for death; though you die you will lack breath.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Song at Summer's End
              
            

            

              

                
Down in the park the children play


                
rag-happy through the summer day


                
with dirty feet and freckled faces,


                
laughing, fighting, running races.


                
Dull against the smoky skies


                
the summer's heavy burden lies,


                
leaden leaves on tired trees


                
lacking supple limbs like these.
              

              

                
The skyline shows the shape of life,


                
tomorrow's world of sweat and strife,


                
fifty stacks and one grey steeple.


                
Down the street come factory people,


                
folk who used to play on swings,


                
dodging chores and apron-strings


                
to wrestle on the grass and run


                
barefoot with the fleeting sun.
              

              

                
Some of the kids are sailing boats;


                
the first leaf drops unheeded, floats


                
and dances on the muddy pond.


                
Shadows from the world beyond


                
lengthen, sprawl across the park;


                
day rolls onward towards the dark.


                
From the clock-tower, wreathed in smoke,


                
Time speaks gravely, stroke on stroke.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
To an Expatriate
              
            

            

              Weep ye not for the dead, neither bemoan him: but weep sore for him that goeth away: for he shall return no more, nor see his native country.

            

            

              
Jeremiah 22:10

            

              

                
Pine for the needles brown and warm,


                
think of your nameless native hills,


                
the seagulls landward blown by storm,


                
the rabbit that the black dog kills.
              

              


              

                
Swing with the kelp the ocean sucks,


                
call to the winds and hear them roar,


                
the westerly that rips the flax,


                
the madman at the northeast door.
              

              

                
Dream of the mountain creek that spills


                
among the stones and cools your feet,


                
the breeze that sags on smoky hills,


                
the bubble of the noonday heat.
              

              

                
The embers of your old desire


                
remembered still will glow, and fade,


                
and glow again and rise in fire


                
to plague you like a debt unpaid,


                
to haunt you like a love betrayed.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Mr Pyrites
              
            

            

              

                
In posture and gesture he is suave and cool


                
as the sodomist in charge of a Sunday school.
              

              

                
            He clings like a limpet,


                
            he sings like a trumpet,


                
            his manners are nice


                
            and his heart is blue ice.
              

              

                
            He loves like a ferret


                
            and speaks like a parrot,


                
            his navel is full


                
            of the rubbings of wool.
              

              

                
            He lisps like a neuter,


                
            sips ale from his pewter,


                
            and treads down the street


                
            like a tabby on heat.
              

              

                
            On tiptoe at Easter


                
            he crows like a rooster,


                
            then falls on his knees


                
            to his God and gives praise.
              

              


              

                
            He's yes to his betters,


                
            duress to his debtors,


                
            white smiles are his eyes


                
            and his oaths are all lies.
              

              

                
On Doomsday the angels will lift up their nighties


                
and wipe away tears for Mr Pyrites.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Beggar to Burgher
              
            

            

              

                
I am a man defeated in his loins:


                
custom and law have hit me where I live.


                
Look me over. Laugh at me. Toss no coins.


                
I'm asking nothing, sir, that's yours to give.


                
You have no news to tell me, bad or good.


                
I know it all, what soul or body lacks.


                
I sweat, and sleep, and starve—or chop your wood


                
for tucker. When I go mad I fire your stacks.
              

              

                
Sir, here we are, the two of us, rich and poor,


                
I in my winter doss, or summer ditch,


                
you in your linen, comfortable, secure.


                
One of us should be envious—tell me which?
              

              

                
I am a man confounded. Yet my defeat


                
is something short of absolute. O bold


                
hunter, O proud proprietor, I repeat—


                
I'm asking nothing, sir, that's yours to withold.
              

              

                
Exhibit her proudly, the trophy of your chase,


                
like a horned head (true symbol of your power!),


                
but know that your corn-stack was our lying-place,


                
learn that the man of straw has had his hour.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
The Woman to her Lover
              
            

            

              

                
Had he battered me, called me whore,


                
had he thrust me out of door,


                
the end might have been different.


                
His kindness was deadly.


                
You ask me why, when the torrent came,


                
it was I who drowned and not he.


                
You do not understand.


                
You think emperors and great usurers are powerful.


                
Think of the power of the leprous beggar


                
who throws himself on the road and will not move.
              

              

                
I was defeated by pity,


                
the wooden horse that captures the iron city.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Laughter
              
            

            

              

                
If evil comes close, and is more than a rumour,


                
you must have recourse to your sense of humour.
              

              

                
Recall, when your cup of sorrow fills,


                
that laughter is sovereign to cure all ills.
              

              

                
If you've swindled a friend, or betrayed your love,


                
a hearty laugh will fit like a glove.
              

              

                
The salesman's greeting, the consumptive's cough


                
can never hurt if you laugh them off.
              

              

                
There'll be no Judgment, have no doubt of it,


                
but should there be, you can laugh your way out of it.
              

              

                
If you're thinking too closely of the hereafter,


                
gain peace of mind with a deep draught of laughter.
              

              

                
Laughter is sovereign to cure all ills;


                
only honesty stabs and kills.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
The Power and the Glory
              
            

            

              

                
The road to the abode


                
of the blest


                
has for stones the broken bones


                
of the best.
              

              

                
The worst get there first


                
and their nest


                
is feathered with the feathers


                
of the rest.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Any Poet to his Mistress
              
            

            

              

                
Pen has no power to conjure love.


                
The word is like a woollen glove


                
that holds and hoards the body's fire,


                
a non-conductor of desire;


                
but lightest touch of hand or cheek


                
a Greek Anthology can speak.


                
No poet ever warmed a bed


                
with words; no woman's heart has bled


                
stabbed with a pen; tongue has no trick


                
of sentiment or of rhetoric


                
to snare a kiss. Yet I will prove,


                
for and against my theme, dear love,


                
what poets knew before the Flood—


                
the circumlocution of the blood:


                
and (silent, lest my tongue should trip)


                
in a 
rime riche rhyme lip with lip.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Americo-Anglican
              
            

            

              
Self-conscious and facetious at full-face,


              
prolific with his profile in the prints,


              
he writes his verse at such a reckless pace


              
his muse is far behind, both legs in splints.
            

          

          
          



            

              

                
On a Promising Politician
              
            

            

              
The eye was keen (we thought) that looked straight at you,


              
the stance was firm, the tongue would never garble …


              
Now that all's done, let's run him up a statue,


              
the feet of clay, the head a block o£ marble.
            

          

          

            

              

                
The Demagogue
              
            

            

              

                
Talk to the drools.


                
Open your big mouth and spill out the words.


                
Your rhetoric is like the desert birds


                
that pick the brains and scour the bones of fools.
              

              

                
Say your big say.


                
Fill up your guts with words and let them spill.


                
Speak of the rights of man, the people's will—


                
then go to the Devil and collect your pay.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
On an Intellectual
              
            

            

              
I don't know whether he's in touch


              
with God, or lost in cloud;


              
I only know he talks too much,


              
and much too loud.
            

          

          

            

              

                
Lunch-Hour Concert
              
            

            

              
I dozed at last (although the chair I sat on


              
was hard, and I had gone without my luncheon)


              
and dreamed that X threw down his broken baton


              
and beat up Mozart with a rubber truncheon.
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Europe 1945
            

            

              

                
And now spring comes to the starved and blackened land


                
where the tailless abominable angel has spent his passion;


                
dead roots are twined through the bones of a broken hand;


                
now death, not Schiaparelli, sets the fashion.
              

              

                
In the twentieth century of the Christian era


                
the news-hawk camera man, no Botticelli,


                
walks on this stricken earth with Primavera,


                
and Europe cries from the heart of her hungry belly.
              

              

                
Ten flattened centuries are heaped with rubble,


                
ten thousand vultures wheel above the plain;


                
honour is lost and hope is like a bubble;


                
life is defeated, thought itself is pain.
              

              

                
But the bones of Charlemagne will rise and dance,


                
and the spark unquenched will kindle into flame.


                
And the voices heard by the small maid of France


                
will speak yet again, and give this void a Name.
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For an Amulet
              
            

            

              

                
What truly is will have no end,


                
although denied by friend or foe,


                
and this I tell to foe and friend


                
as onward to the grave we go.
              

              

                
The candle in my little room


                
gives light but will not bake the host.


                
I share my certainty with Hume,


                
my candle with the Holy Ghost.
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The Encounter
              
            

            

              

                
As I set out on my journey


                
the sun was pale in the east,


                
and out of the frosty silence


                
ambled a strange beast.
              

              

                
The sun was shining bleakly,


                
the frost was thick and white,


                
it seemed the world had ended,


                
so calm it was, and bright.
              

              

                
I saw that the beast was youthful


                
and had lived since time began;


                
his head was horned and handsome,


                
he spoke with the tongue of a man.
              

              

                
'Turn back, for the way is endless,


                
the journey is in vain.'


                
I looked at his eyes and saw there


                
my own in the glass of pain.
              

              

                
No vapour clouded his nostrils,


                
there were no tracks in the frost.


                
I looked in the eyes of the creature


                
and knew that we both were lost.
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Song
              
            

            

              

                
My head to my heart has said


                
I'm a fool to feel as I do,


                
dear, on my way to you,


                
like a boy just out of school


                
hell-bent for the swimming-pool:


                
for I might find you dead,


                
or warm in the arms of a fool.
              

              

                
But I leap into the brightness


                
as once when I was a boy,


                
on a mountain, rash with joy,


                
I stepped off into the whiteness


                
of a snow-bank shining and beckoning,


                
delighted, taking no reckoning.
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The Estuary
              
            

            

              

                
The wind has died, no motion now


                
in the summer's sleepy breath. Silver the sea-grass,


                
the shells and the driftwood, fixed in the moon's vast crystal.


                
Think: long after, when the walls of the small house


                
have collapsed upon us, each alone,


                
far gone the earth's invasion


                
the slow earth bedding and filling the bone,


                
this water will still be crawling up the estuary,


                
fingering its way among the channels, licking the stones;


                
and the floating shells, minute argosies


                
under the giant moon, still shoreward glide


                
among the mangroves on the creeping tide.
              

              

                
The noise of gulls comes through the shining darkness


                
over the dunes and the sea. Now the clouded moon


                
is warm in her nest of light. The world's a shell


                
where distant waves are murmuring of a time


                
beyond this time. 
Give me the ghost of your hand:
                


                

                  
unreal, unreal the dunes,


                

                  
the sea, the mangroves, and the moon's white light,


                

                  
unreal, beneath our naked feet, the sand.
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Now
              
            

            

              

                
Now, when the path crumbles, the rubble echoing in the blackness below,


                
and the hand trembles, fearful to stay or go;
              

              

                
now, in this night we shall afterwards remember


                
as a mountain rifted with snow lit by stars in the gulf of nothing;
              

              

                
now, in this great glory, with the arched branches and the stars between,


                
and time a burning bush and our spirits passing to heaven;
              

              

                
now, when my armed thoughts are withdrawn from the outposts of space


                
and the warrior sleeps in the shade by the fountain;
              

              


              

                
now, in this luminous darkness, as we take the tide of the earth,


                
swing slowly with the creation—
              

              

                
now is the time of peace: let fear be past:


                
and out of peace let desire


                
rise like a whirlwind in our dust.
              

              

                

                  
First vision of the world, O fire, and fairest light,


                

                  
unlock my bones, O burn and bless me.
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Logos
              
            

            

              

                
When morning stood on the hills


                
and the sun was gold in your hair


                
we roamed in the cloudless azure, lost with the lark;


                
there in the boundless world of light and air,


                
lost in despair, we longed for the dark.
              

              

                
But when the strokes of the bell


                
down through the midnight fell


                
my hand carved out your body from the rock of night,


                
and all was well.
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Song for a Girl
              
            

            

              

                
Heaven was in his eyes


                
but earth was his body;


                
and I, long taught to despise


                
love's cloth for shoddy,


                
I put his hand from my breast


                
and dreamed of Sunday best.
              

              

                
Now lying beside my lover


                
I bless the strong soil


                
that gave him limbs to cover


                
with wine and oil


                
mine that so long have lain


                
wearing the dark like a stain.
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Noon Song
              
            

            

              

                
Under this tree in the heat of noon


                
dig your fingers in the earth and feel


                
what must cover us over soon,


                
bind us in bonds as tight as steel,


                
wind us in its close cocoon


                
of silence, grind us under its heel,


                
blind our sun and darken our moon.
              

              

                
Kiss me once and kiss me twice,


                
don't be afraid of the dark, my love,


                
the dead lie still, as quiet as mice,


                
and night will fit you like a glove.


                
Kiss me now with the sun above;


                
all will be well in the age of ice.
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Sea-Wind and Setting Sun
              
            

            

              

                
There is not anything more meaningless


                
than sunlight falling on broken water,


                
the shattered light mixed with the shattered water,


                
falling, sucked back to nothing.


                
The tide falls and reveals the shells,


                
returns and covers them. The sea


                
dresses the shore with weed, to no end.


                
Lovely the leaping fish, the falling wave,


                
the foam on the reef, the sinister current


                
of dark water sweeping the rock,


                
idle and lovely these.


                
And so beside this nothingness I leave you.
              

              

                
We have outlived this life: we are disembodied.


                
So, like a leaf quitting a tree, I go,


                
and by your leave take leave


                
of what we may never again


                
not ever again in this dispensation


                
hope, or dare, to achieve.
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Tom's a-Cold
              
            

            

              

                
Where is my love that has no peer,


                
where wanders she, among what brakes,


                
along what hillside cold and drear


                
above the tarns and hollow lakes?


                
I hear the whirlwind shake the sky,


                
I feel the worm within me gnaw,


                
for she is lost, and lost am I,


                
alone upon my bed of straw.
              

              

                
Beyond the door blasts of black air,


                
the rain descending on the wind;


                
I know my love is wandering there


                
with ragged clothes and hair unpinned.


                
I shall not lead her through the door


                
and lay my hand upon her wrist,


                
O she must roam for evermore


                
through rain and dark, or moonlit mist.
              

              

                
My love was fairer than the sun,


                
her breast beneath my hand was warm,


                
but she has left me all alone


                
in midmost darkness of the storm.


                
I hear the sleet upon the thatch,


                
the thunder by the lightning hurled;


                
I know she will not lift my latch


                
before the ending of the world.
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Epitaph
              
            

            

              

                
I strove long


                
my love was strong


                
foredoomed I fought


                
my fate deformed.
              

              

                
I lived and loved


                
I laughed and sighed


                
the lie dissolved


                
at rest I lie.
              

              


              

                
You who read


                
be not deterred


                
from life or love


                
by this my word.
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In Enemy Territory
              
            

            

              

                
Of those who lose their way


                
and are deprived of love


                
the luckiest are they


                
who at the midnight find


                
no stars in the world above


                
but darkness to make them blind


                
and heal the wound in the mind;


                
and happiest are they


                
who at the break of day


                
can make a fire of hate


                
to cauterize the heart


                
and with that savage heat


                
destroy the soul's deep hurt.
              

              

                
But may God save


                
the calm and brave,


                
by their own wish face up beheaded


                
or staring while their hearts are leaded.
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To Daphnis and Chloe in the Park
              
            

            

              

                
Eluding the metaphysicians


                
you pursue pleasure among the trees,


                
you walk in secret pathways and discover


                
delight in dark places, bruising the grass,


                
soft animals wrestling in thickets,


                
and flesh lit with flesh is


                
more lovely than a poor man's dream


                

                  
but you're going to get hurt.
                
              

              


              

                
You have desired each other among crowds


                
lost in a blackened forest of voices


                
and a glance or a whispered word


                
has transfigured that desolation.


                
You have dreamed yourselves alone in the world


                
coming to each other singing,


                
under the sun's carnal eye, the great hot flower


                
burning in the azure negation,


                
over mountains bright with the blood of spring


                
and all time and creation


                
ripening to that moment of delirium


                

                  
but you're going to get hurt.
                
              

              

                
For love in the afternoon is a dusty street


                
in the evening a spoilt child crying behind the door


                
and love at the midnight is no more.


                
Warm as your dream is age will be cold


                
as the automatic pity of priests


                
or the poetry of Civil Servants.
              

              

                
And apart from the private collapse


                
there are many hands about you bearing


                
the shadow of evil on them like a prophecy,


                
many hands to make light work of your love,


                
many industrious maggots in the meat of reputation,


                
speaking of your love as if it were something


                
that had caught their eye on a scrap of paper in the closet,


                
awaiting the casual-careful moment


                
to insert the lethal word, the nail in the skull of the dreamer.


                
And the vipers wait in your path,


                
all the vipers of Christendom


                
singing psalms like the sons of God.


                
Remember that you are enemy agents in the kingdom of death.


                
Morality, custom, propriety,


                
and the furious envy of the frustrated


                
will be thorns under your feet, poison in your cup.


                
You will sit by your fire of sticks in the desert night


                
with savage eyes tirelessly encircling you,


                
until even the calm stars above you


                
become the eyes of malignant beasts.
              

              


              

                

                  
O lovers, this song I give to you,


                

                  
the words are old and bitter and true:
                


                

                  
east or west, north or south,


                

                  
trust no ear and trust no mouth
                


                

                  
put no trust in earth or sky
                


                

                  
stare at the world with a brassy eye
                


                

                  
lie dissemble and evade
                


                

                  
seek out your reckless glade
                


                

                  
O let your lips be warm
                


                

                  
flesh sing before the storm
                


                

                  
maid and man
                


                

                  
take what you can
                


                

                  
before the heart grows cold
                


                

                  
the mind desperate and the body old.
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Solitude
              
            

            

              

                
The curtains in the solemn room


                
are drawn against the winter dusk;


                
the lady sitting in the gloom


                
has hair that faintly smells of musk.
              

              

                
As in some dim romantic night


                
the mist will not divulge the moon,


                
around her unbetrothèd plight


                
her thoughts have woven a cocoon.
              

              

                
Now recollection brings again


                
the distant hour, the tide that flowed,


                
the word that might have flowered then


                
as epic or as episode.
              

              

                
Half proud because the thing she sought,


                
still lacking, is inviolate,


                
hahf puzzled by that eerie thought


                
she rocks her chair and scans the grate.
              

              

                
Then suddenly she sees it clear,


                
the monstrous image, cold, precise—


                
the body of the mountaineer


                
preserved within the glacial ice,


                
        forever safe, where none shall seek,


                
        beneath the unattempted peak.
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The Fallen
              
            

            

              

                
These are not the first who were young


                
and died they were not sure for what,


                
spending their innocence like kids


                
who drop a penny in the slot.
              

              

                
Their bodies now are fallen stars


                
faint in the memory of their friends,


                
their ears are deaf to praise or grief,


                
nothing we say can make amends.
              

              

                
Their flesh is wasted, their seed spilled,


                
nothing can help them, nothing atones;


                
they were defeated, man by man;


                
truth is bitter, crying from their bones.
              

              

                
Tongues that melt in the dust are silent,


                
dumb as the crosses stuck above;


                
arms rotting on the battlefield


                
cannot invade the bed of love.
              

              

                
They died quickly, as quickly were thrust


                
in the shallow grave to sleep for ever.


                
Girls, these are no good to you,


                
not even the brave, the kind or clever.
              

              

                
What shall we think? The world they lost


                
should wear their memory like a scar.


                
What can we say, wringing our hands,


                
or lingering in the public bar?
              

              

                
They bought us all there was to buy,


                
left us their share in the estate,


                
this going concern. For us, not them,


                
the doomsday and the judgment wait.
              

              

                
Think or forget. It matters little


                
to these defeated. But be sure,


                
though we may squander what they saved,


                
their private fortune is secure.
              

              

                
In desert and forgotten places,


                
bright in the shadow of our doom,


                
among the scattered, pitiful dust


                
the small weed, honour, springs in bloom.
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I'm Older than You, Please Listen
              
            

            

              
To the young man I would say:


              
Get out! Look sharp, my boy,


              
before the roots are down,


              
before the equations are struck,


              
before a face or a landscape


              
has power to shape or destroy.


              
This land is a lump without leaven,


              
a body that has no nerves.


              
Don't be content to live in


              
a sort of second-grade heaven


              
with first-grade butter, fresh air,


              
and paper in every toilet;


              
becoming a butt for the malice


              
of those who have stayed and soured,


              
staying in turn to sour,


              
to smile, and savage the young.


              
If you're enterprising and able,


              
smuggle your talents away,


              
hawk them in livelier markets


              
where people are willing to pay.


              
If you have no stomach for roughage,


              
if patience isn't your religion,


              
if you must have sherry with your bitters,


              
if money and fame are your pigeon,


              
if you feel that you need success


              
and long for a good address,


              
don't anchor here in the desert—


              
the fishing isn't so good:


              
take a ticket for Megalopolis,


              
don't stay in this neighbourhood!
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La Belle Dame Sans Merci
              
            

            

              
Discarding even the bag of chocolates and the novel


              
I climbed into that hovel


              
on wheels the second-class smoker


              
praying that Fate the irrepressible joker


              
would grant me release


              
permit me the hypnotic peace


              
of wheels clicking on rails for a few


              
beautiful hours but by God who


              
should be there who by God's grace


              
but the fat spent woman with a face


              
bitter as a holy war


              
she whom so often before


              
I had met in my stifling crayfish dreams


              
(waking with screams)


              
and with her the grim


              
wolf-jaw (husband escort paramour or fifth limb)


              
with the orange-and-chocolate blazer


              
and the smart-alec shoes.


              
Her voice was like a razor


              
at the throat of quiet. She was slanging


              
the foes of Justice. The trouble was there hadn't been a hanging


              
and when it came to murder she was no latitudinarian


              
and definitely not a vegetarian


              
the faintest stink of blood


              
made her feel good


              
and even her mental picture of the gallows' action


              
appeared to give her some (strictly biological) satisfaction


              
but a spoil-sport Cabinet had stepped in and stopped the fun


              
Doncher reckon they ought to put him on the end of a string


              
the murdering bastard doncher reckon and let him swing


              
I'd like to do the job


              
with me own hands the slob


              
and by God if they'd let me so I would


              
I'd fix his lordship I'd fix him good


              
and proper and let him rot


              
but they havn't got


              
the guts to slip a noose


              
round his dirty ears


              
hell in twenty years


              
he'll be running around again loose


              
and none of us


              
safe at night he'll have the run of us


              


              
just because of a few


              
bastards in Wellington….


              
                      And you


              
you don't believe in religion do you? wheeling


              
on me with acid relevance and I feeling


              
I was in some sense conniving at a threat


              
to this poor woman's life and honour I couldn't get


              
a word out of my mouth and felt very much to blame


              
and overcome with shame.


              
Oh Mr Tennyson, your dream of fair women,


              
how it echoes remotely, at this late date, a lemon!
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Terms of Appointment
              
            

            

              

                
            I speak of walls and chains; of the vials


                
            of wrath; of limitations, denials,


                
            derelictions, fallings from grace,


                
            making them yours to save my face:
              

              

                
Though you live in the desert eating manna, you will not be happy until you have raised a house;


                
Though you build, yet chaos will stoop like a girl by the hedgerow to pluck your towers like lilies;


                
Though you gather flowers, yet the dust of a thousand carriage-wheels will settle upon them;


                
Though you go a journey into the interior you will long for the reek of salt and the noise of gulls;


                
Though you cross the seas your heart will remain buried beneath the hearthstone;


                
Though you stay on one acre you will sweat with rage to see your enemies riding upon the hilltops;


                
Though you conquer your enemies at last, you will wish you had spent the time making summer love;


                
Though you tumble her in every haystack from here to Paradise, there will be a question at the end and no answer from the night;


                
Though you grow wise with the sloughing of years, time will not forgive you for deserting your youth;


                
Though you live you will long for death; though you die you will lack breath.
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Song at Summer's End
              
            

            

              

                
Down in the park the children play


                
rag-happy through the summer day


                
with dirty feet and freckled faces,


                
laughing, fighting, running races.


                
Dull against the smoky skies


                
the summer's heavy burden lies,


                
leaden leaves on tired trees


                
lacking supple limbs like these.
              

              

                
The skyline shows the shape of life,


                
tomorrow's world of sweat and strife,


                
fifty stacks and one grey steeple.


                
Down the street come factory people,


                
folk who used to play on swings,


                
dodging chores and apron-strings


                
to wrestle on the grass and run


                
barefoot with the fleeting sun.
              

              

                
Some of the kids are sailing boats;


                
the first leaf drops unheeded, floats


                
and dances on the muddy pond.


                
Shadows from the world beyond


                
lengthen, sprawl across the park;


                
day rolls onward towards the dark.


                
From the clock-tower, wreathed in smoke,


                
Time speaks gravely, stroke on stroke.
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To an Expatriate
              
            

            

              Weep ye not for the dead, neither bemoan him: but weep sore for him that goeth away: for he shall return no more, nor see his native country.

            

            

              
Jeremiah 22:10

            

              

                
Pine for the needles brown and warm,


                
think of your nameless native hills,


                
the seagulls landward blown by storm,


                
the rabbit that the black dog kills.
              

              


              

                
Swing with the kelp the ocean sucks,


                
call to the winds and hear them roar,


                
the westerly that rips the flax,


                
the madman at the northeast door.
              

              

                
Dream of the mountain creek that spills


                
among the stones and cools your feet,


                
the breeze that sags on smoky hills,


                
the bubble of the noonday heat.
              

              

                
The embers of your old desire


                
remembered still will glow, and fade,


                
and glow again and rise in fire


                
to plague you like a debt unpaid,


                
to haunt you like a love betrayed.
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Mr Pyrites
              
            

            

              

                
In posture and gesture he is suave and cool


                
as the sodomist in charge of a Sunday school.
              

              

                
            He clings like a limpet,


                
            he sings like a trumpet,


                
            his manners are nice


                
            and his heart is blue ice.
              

              

                
            He loves like a ferret


                
            and speaks like a parrot,


                
            his navel is full


                
            of the rubbings of wool.
              

              

                
            He lisps like a neuter,


                
            sips ale from his pewter,


                
            and treads down the street


                
            like a tabby on heat.
              

              

                
            On tiptoe at Easter


                
            he crows like a rooster,


                
            then falls on his knees


                
            to his God and gives praise.
              

              


              

                
            He's yes to his betters,


                
            duress to his debtors,


                
            white smiles are his eyes


                
            and his oaths are all lies.
              

              

                
On Doomsday the angels will lift up their nighties


                
and wipe away tears for Mr Pyrites.
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Beggar to Burgher
              
            

            

              

                
I am a man defeated in his loins:


                
custom and law have hit me where I live.


                
Look me over. Laugh at me. Toss no coins.


                
I'm asking nothing, sir, that's yours to give.


                
You have no news to tell me, bad or good.


                
I know it all, what soul or body lacks.


                
I sweat, and sleep, and starve—or chop your wood


                
for tucker. When I go mad I fire your stacks.
              

              

                
Sir, here we are, the two of us, rich and poor,


                
I in my winter doss, or summer ditch,


                
you in your linen, comfortable, secure.


                
One of us should be envious—tell me which?
              

              

                
I am a man confounded. Yet my defeat


                
is something short of absolute. O bold


                
hunter, O proud proprietor, I repeat—


                
I'm asking nothing, sir, that's yours to withold.
              

              

                
Exhibit her proudly, the trophy of your chase,


                
like a horned head (true symbol of your power!),


                
but know that your corn-stack was our lying-place,


                
learn that the man of straw has had his hour.
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The Woman to her Lover
              
            

            

              

                
Had he battered me, called me whore,


                
had he thrust me out of door,


                
the end might have been different.


                
His kindness was deadly.


                
You ask me why, when the torrent came,


                
it was I who drowned and not he.


                
You do not understand.


                
You think emperors and great usurers are powerful.


                
Think of the power of the leprous beggar


                
who throws himself on the road and will not move.
              

              

                
I was defeated by pity,


                
the wooden horse that captures the iron city.
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Laughter
              
            

            

              

                
If evil comes close, and is more than a rumour,


                
you must have recourse to your sense of humour.
              

              

                
Recall, when your cup of sorrow fills,


                
that laughter is sovereign to cure all ills.
              

              

                
If you've swindled a friend, or betrayed your love,


                
a hearty laugh will fit like a glove.
              

              

                
The salesman's greeting, the consumptive's cough


                
can never hurt if you laugh them off.
              

              

                
There'll be no Judgment, have no doubt of it,


                
but should there be, you can laugh your way out of it.
              

              

                
If you're thinking too closely of the hereafter,


                
gain peace of mind with a deep draught of laughter.
              

              

                
Laughter is sovereign to cure all ills;


                
only honesty stabs and kills.
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The Power and the Glory
              
            

            

              

                
The road to the abode


                
of the blest


                
has for stones the broken bones


                
of the best.
              

              

                
The worst get there first


                
and their nest


                
is feathered with the feathers


                
of the rest.
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Any Poet to his Mistress
              
            

            

              

                
Pen has no power to conjure love.


                
The word is like a woollen glove


                
that holds and hoards the body's fire,


                
a non-conductor of desire;


                
but lightest touch of hand or cheek


                
a Greek Anthology can speak.


                
No poet ever warmed a bed


                
with words; no woman's heart has bled


                
stabbed with a pen; tongue has no trick


                
of sentiment or of rhetoric


                
to snare a kiss. Yet I will prove,


                
for and against my theme, dear love,


                
what poets knew before the Flood—


                
the circumlocution of the blood:


                
and (silent, lest my tongue should trip)


                
in a 
rime riche rhyme lip with lip.
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Americo-Anglican
              
            

            

              
Self-conscious and facetious at full-face,


              
prolific with his profile in the prints,


              
he writes his verse at such a reckless pace


              
his muse is far behind, both legs in splints.
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On a Promising Politician
              
            

            

              
The eye was keen (we thought) that looked straight at you,


              
the stance was firm, the tongue would never garble …


              
Now that all's done, let's run him up a statue,


              
the feet of clay, the head a block o£ marble.
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The Demagogue
              
            

            

              

                
Talk to the drools.


                
Open your big mouth and spill out the words.


                
Your rhetoric is like the desert birds


                
that pick the brains and scour the bones of fools.
              

              

                
Say your big say.


                
Fill up your guts with words and let them spill.


                
Speak of the rights of man, the people's will—


                
then go to the Devil and collect your pay.
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On an Intellectual
              
            

            

              
I don't know whether he's in touch


              
with God, or lost in cloud;


              
I only know he talks too much,


              
and much too loud.
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Lunch-Hour Concert
              
            

            

              
I dozed at last (although the chair I sat on


              
was hard, and I had gone without my luncheon)


              
and dreamed that X threw down his broken baton


              
and beat up Mozart with a rubber truncheon.
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The Rakehelly Man
        

        
        
        



          

            

              
The Rakehelly Man
            
          

          
For F. H. Worsfold, esprit fort

          

            

              
A great black-hearted ruffian


              
came riding from the south


              
with spurs upon his ankles


              
and laughter on his mouth.
            

            

              
He wore two ladies' wish-bones


              
a-dangling from his ears,


              
his great black curly whisker


              
was wet with maidens' tears.
            

            

              
Oh, black were his moustaches,


              
and black his evil heart,


              
as black as ever trembled


              
upon the hangman's cart.
            

            

              
He lolloped through the meadow


              
upon his great black horse,


              
a-seeking in his madness


              
a maiden he could force.
            

            

              
He found her leaning idly


              
upon her mother's gate,


              
her mother was to market,


              
her business kept her late.
            

            

              
He fondled his moustaches


              
and flashed his wicked eye,


              
his smile was like the spider's


              
 rend="indent"that gleams upon the fly.
            

            

              
Oh, deep as hell the cunning


              
that lurked beneath that smile!


              
His lips were full of laughter,


              
his heart was black with guile!
            

            


            

              
He took her by the arm-hole


              
and led her up the drive,


              
he held her hand so slender


              
and stroked its fingers five.
            

            

              
Upon her mother's bower


              
he hung his feathered cap,


              
oh, fierce were his embraces,


              
and fraught with evil hap!
            

            

              
He took her on the terrace,


              
they rudely came to grips,


              
he bent his curly whisker


              
and tasted her red lips.
            

            

              
He plucked her in the portico,


              
and not content with that


              
the ruffian rumble-dumbled her


              
upon the back-door mat.
            

            

              
With evil-sounding chuckles


              
he chased her through the hall


              
and with his jewelled falchion


              
he forced her to the wall.
            

            

              
And then he chortled madly,


              
and much against her will


              
banged up the kitchen window


              
and bussed her on the sill.
            

            

              
She tumbled over backwards


              
and fell into the yard,


              
the hell-hound scrambled after


              
and held her fast and hard.
            

            

              
He chased her through the meadow


              
beyond the reeking sty,


              
the heifers stood and sorrowed,


              
a tear in every eye.
            

            

              
He held her by the hawthorn,


              
He towsled her in hay,


              
he gleaned her in the cornfield,


              
and then he rode away.
            

            


            

              
He leapt upon his charger


              
and rode into the south,


              
with lightning in his bridle


              
and laughter on his mouth.
            

            

              
Ah, let the weary wanton


              
dissolve in tears of shame!


              
For she has cast a shadow


              
upon the family name.
            

            

              
And you, you backseat riders


              
who mock the maiden's tears,


              
restrain your ribald laughter,


              
and cease your heartless jeers.
            

            

              
For all that is foreboded


              
in youth and love betrayed


              
is another 
Black Rakehelly,


              
or another 
Feckless Maid.
            

          

        

        

          

            

              
Walking on my Feet
            
          

          

            

              
hitched up my bundle


              
went down the street


              
long way to go


              
walking on my feet
            

            

              
went past Charley's


              
didn't turn in


              
broke to the wide


              
had a good spin
            

            

              
toting my gunny


              
hit the south road


              
long way to go


              
got a heavy load
            

            

              
tired already


              
walking on my feet


              
dust in my mouth


              
and damn this heat
            

            


            

              
bloke just passed


              
had a spare seat


              
left me behind


              
walking on my feet
            

            

              
all my life


              
always on the go


              
keep on doing


              
the old heel and toe
            

            

              
put one in front


              
then put the other


              
same old way


              
I learnt from my mother
            

            

              
blister on my heel


              
don't know when I'll eat


              
same old business


              
walking on my feet
            

            

              
I know where I'm going


              
walking on my feet


              
reckon when I get there


              
I'll be dead beat
            

            

              
won't get a woman


              
won't find gold


              
pockets will be empty


              
bed will be cold
            

            

              
never will be worried


              
never want a snack


              
don't worry lady


              
I won't be back
            

            

              
I know where I'm going


              
where I'll lie down


              
nice quiet place


              
long way from town
            

            

              
long way to go


              
I'll sleep all alone


              
fingers round the earth


              
earth round the bone
            

            


            

              
living rent free


              
on easy street


              
never any more


              
go walking on my feet
            

          

        

        

          

            

              
Latter-Day Love-Song
            
          

          

            

              
I am the miser in the madhouse garden


              
singing and throwing pennies over the wall,


              
I am the man who lived with Dolly Varden,


              
sometime butler to the apostle Paul.


              
I met you in the crush, we heard the trumpets,


              
I wooed you through the winter and the spring,


              
when summer came with tea and buttered crumpets


              
I shot the bird of love upon the wing.
            

            

              
I remember September, our days on the coast.


              
Seedsmen's catalogues congested the post.
            

            

              
October was sober, a time of renewal,


              
the nights still cold, and a shortage of fuel.
            

            

              
I remember November, strange doings at the rectory,


              
and the issue of a brave new telephone directory.
            

            

              
I remember December. I wrote to my Member


              
and suggested something I can't quite remember.
            

            

              
I am the miser in the madhouse garden,


              
your hands were gende, your prognosis bridal,


              
heads grow soft but hearts will ever harden,


              
the moon was waning, your affection tidal.


              
We tried to live like lovers in a novel,


              
we lunched at three and dined on bread and butter,


              
after a month in our romantic hovel


              
your eyes were full of thoughts you could not utter.
            

            

              
Turn to me now, like a reluctant statue


              
swivelling on its pedestal of granite,


              
write to me now, for there's no getting at you,


              
my bicycle can't cross the sea, now can it?


              


              
Here in my pocket-book with chits and papers


              
and licences to drive and fish and listen


              
I carry a memento of our capers—


              
this faded photograph, with eyes that glisten.
            

          

        

        

          

            

              
Away From It All
            
          

          

            

              
All I ask for is a minimum of commotion,


              
and an unimpeded view of the Pacific Ocean.
            

            

              
I'll need a good store of some old-time potion


              
—say bottled Guinness. Skip the sunburn lotion.
            

            

              
I want to sail boats like a Nova Scotian,


              
and to follow the tides with a dog-like devotion.
            

            

              
I want to leave behind me all rancid emotion.


              
I want to be alone. I want to forget Goschen.
            

            

              
I want to lie still, and feel the earth's motion,


              
with nothing in my head, not a whim or a notion.
            

          

        

        

          

            

              
My Pretty Maid
            
          

          

            

              
Where are we going to, my pretty maid?


              
Better get cracking, for rose cheeks fade.


              
We'll go for a trip to the Cape of Good Hope.


              
Jot down pyjamas, binoculars, soap.
            

            

              
Where are we going to, my pretty maid?


              
We've letters to answer and bills to be paid.


              
Your mother was young and your father was bold,


              
you'll never have patience to grow to be old.
            

            

              
Where are we going to, my pretty maid?


              
You can put on your duds for the fashion parade.


              
We're going to squat on the Great South Pole


              
with an album of Bach and a scuttle of coal.
            

            


            

              
Where are we going to, my pretty maid?


              
There won't be room for us both, I'm afraid.


              
Your feet will be cold if you stand in the snow,


              
so kick up your heels as you did long ago.
            

            

              
Where are we going to, my pretty maid?


              
We've loved at a hundred and ten in the shade.


              
There isn't a mountain we haven't climbed up.


              
I don't like the sediment left in the cup.
            

            

              
Where are we going to, my pretty maid?


              
We haven't a racket, vocation or trade.


              
The summer is lapsing, and nothing to show,


              
we've nothing to talk of, and nowhere to go.
            

            

              
Where are we going to, my pretty maid?


              
There's thunder and lightning, but don't be afraid.


              
A lover should stay in the arms of his lass,


              
so shut all the windows and turn on the gas.
            

          

        

        

          

            

              
Hymn of Peace
            
          

          

            

              
Ring out, ye joyful bells, O ring, ring out!


              
And all ye happy people, sing and shout!


              
On borrower and lender


              
now dawns in all its splendour


              
      the Age of Peace


              
(without, however, benefit of Lend-Lease).
            

            

              
O happy time, when all the world is free!


              
The sun of Freedom shines o'er land and sea!


              
Released from war's alarms


              
now men lay down their arms,


              
      and all is quiet


              
(except for an odd Palestinian riot).
            

            

              
In field and factory, too, joy reigns supreme,


              
for men have realised their age-old dream;


              
loving co-operation


              
builds Peace within each nation


              
      (bar, inter alia,


              
strikes in America, Java, Britain, Australia).
            

            


            

              
Go, bind the daffodillies in your hair,


              
and dance, ye maidens, dance, and cast off care!


              
Peace reigns: with one accord


              
nations renounce the sword


              
      and meet as brothers


              
(all but the Big Three, and some forty others).
            

          

        

        

          

            

              
Modern Love
            
          

          

            

              
We often speak


              
of our technique


              
as though we handled spanners;


              
we mate like cats


              
in modern flats,


              
our morals match our manners.
            

            

              
The angels in


              
our dreams of sin


              
no longer are cherubic;


              
we've shown that hearts


              
aren't private parts,


              
we've put an 'l'in 'pubic'.
            

            

              
At break of day


              
all cats are grey,


              
and legion's Eros' cousin;


              
to sleep with one


              
is not much fun,


              
we need a baker's dozen.
            

            

              
The best hotels


              
have sorting-bells,


              
and no-one ever hears us;


              
a drop of gin


              
absolves our sin,


              
a change of linen cheers us.
            

            

              
Your sticks and stones


              
may break our bones,


              
hard names will never hurt us;


              
we'll go our way,


              
still staunchly gay,


              
till health and wealth desert us.
            

          

        

        
        



          

            

              
Boarding House
            
          

          

            

              
Five beds in the big back room.


              
Handy at the crack of doom.


              
Five beds creaking all in key,


              
chord of F, the black note's me.
            

            

              
Butcher-boy and baker call,


              
down the passage hear them bawl.


              
Madam's face comes up the yard,


              
large as life and twice as hard.
            

            

              
Steak and kidney's good for us.


              
Eat it up, don't make a fuss.


              
Pound of steak and half a kidney.


              
Madam plans to go to Sydney.
            

            

              
Greasy stew means easy swallow.


              
Prunes and parboiled rice to follow.


              
All the custard tart is gone.


              
Yolk of egg is always on.
            

            

              
Daughter Doreen's wearing silk.


              
A fly has fallen in the milk.


              
Must be that young grocer chap.


              
Gentlemen, a hearty clap.
            

            

              
Mrs Jones has gone to bed,


              
speaks of noises in the head.


              
Pray she has the grace to die.


              
Shut the door and let her lie.
            

            

              
Redhead Maggie's getting hitched.


              
Just in time, and nearly ditched.


              
Soon the soup will look much duller,


              
lacking just that touch of colour.
            

            

              
Bow and arrows in the hall


              
decorate the sagging wall.


              
Sent by Madam's Uncle Norm.


              
Cannibals enjoyed his form.
            

            

              
Blowflies on the window-pane


              
buzz and watch the summer rain.


              


              
Hand me down the book of laughs,


              
Madam's family photographs.
            

            

              
Madam's gone to see the races,


              
all the kids have dirty faces.


              
Grant her a three-figure winner,


              
lamb and peas will come to dinner.
            

            

              
Castaways upon a raft,


              
chaos lapping fore and aft,


              
Tom, Dick, Harry, Eve and Adam,


              
Maggie and the kids and Madam.
            

          

        

        

          

            

              
Laughter
            
          

          

            

              
If evil comes close, and is more than a rumour,


              
you must have recourse to your sense of humour.
            

            

              
Recall, when your cup of sorrow fills,


              
that laughter is sovereign to cure all ills.
            

            

              
You'll find nothing better to serve as an ointment


              
for wounded vanity or disappointment.
            

            

              
If you're black with rancour, and chock full of guile,


              
you can cover it up with a cheery smile.
            

            

              
If you've swindled a friend, or betrayed your love,


              
a hearty laugh will fit like a glove.
            

            

              
The salesman's greeting, the consumptive's cough


              
can never hurt if you laugh them off.
            

            

              
If you're thinking too closely of the hereafter,


              
gain peace of mind with a deep draught of laughter.
            

            

              
There'll be no Judgment, have no doubt of it,


              
but if there should be, you can laugh your way out of it.
            

            

              
Laughter is sovereign to cure all ills.


              
Only honesty stabs and kills.
            

          

        

        
        



          

            

              
Cupid
            
          

          

            

              
Cupid's a small boy dawdling home from school.


              
He won't learn anything. Teacher says he's a fool.
            

            

              
He spits and chews gum, and pulls the wings off flies.


              
He dips the little girls' plaits in the ink, and tells lies.
            

            

              
Cupid's a ragged urchin rattling his stick


              
along the tin fence where the old lady is sick.
            

            

              
He cheats at his lessons, and throws stones in the street.


              
He's rude to his mother, and never washes his feet.
            

            

              
Open your doors and let him steal,


              
give him the cake that will spoil his meal.


              
Let him go dirty, hair full of lice,


              
everyone knows that he isn't nice.


              
When you catch him robbing your orchard tree


              
give him some toffee and let him go free.


              
Give him his bird with a broken wing,


              
his bows and arrows, his piece of string,


              
give him his top, and his mangy pup,


              
for Cupid's the lord of our world, and will never grow up.
            

          

        

        

          

            

              
The Impetuous Lover
            
          

          

            

              
This is the time, the appointed place,


              
love's paratroops have hit the ground,


              
surprise is scrawled across your face—


              
soft, not a sound!
            

            

              
The floor sways up to meet the wall,


              
my blood is up, my cab can't wait.


              
Tell me, before the pictures fall,


              
tell me my fate!
            

            

              
Tell me with passion's flaming tongue


              
as here before your throne I kneel,


              
tell me, before the trap is sprung—


              
how do you feel?
            

            


            

              
Speak to me now, for love's sweet sake,


              
send me a wire, my gay entrancer.


              
I warn you I shall never take


              
"
No!" for an answer.
            

            

              
See—in my buttonhole I wear


              
the tiger lily of desire!


              
Its fumes are more than flesh can bear—


              

                
Speak, or I Fire!
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The Rakehelly Man
            
          

          
For F. H. Worsfold, esprit fort

          

            

              
A great black-hearted ruffian


              
came riding from the south


              
with spurs upon his ankles


              
and laughter on his mouth.
            

            

              
He wore two ladies' wish-bones


              
a-dangling from his ears,


              
his great black curly whisker


              
was wet with maidens' tears.
            

            

              
Oh, black were his moustaches,


              
and black his evil heart,


              
as black as ever trembled


              
upon the hangman's cart.
            

            

              
He lolloped through the meadow


              
upon his great black horse,


              
a-seeking in his madness


              
a maiden he could force.
            

            

              
He found her leaning idly


              
upon her mother's gate,


              
her mother was to market,


              
her business kept her late.
            

            

              
He fondled his moustaches


              
and flashed his wicked eye,


              
his smile was like the spider's


              
 rend="indent"that gleams upon the fly.
            

            

              
Oh, deep as hell the cunning


              
that lurked beneath that smile!


              
His lips were full of laughter,


              
his heart was black with guile!
            

            


            

              
He took her by the arm-hole


              
and led her up the drive,


              
he held her hand so slender


              
and stroked its fingers five.
            

            

              
Upon her mother's bower


              
he hung his feathered cap,


              
oh, fierce were his embraces,


              
and fraught with evil hap!
            

            

              
He took her on the terrace,


              
they rudely came to grips,


              
he bent his curly whisker


              
and tasted her red lips.
            

            

              
He plucked her in the portico,


              
and not content with that


              
the ruffian rumble-dumbled her


              
upon the back-door mat.
            

            

              
With evil-sounding chuckles


              
he chased her through the hall


              
and with his jewelled falchion


              
he forced her to the wall.
            

            

              
And then he chortled madly,


              
and much against her will


              
banged up the kitchen window


              
and bussed her on the sill.
            

            

              
She tumbled over backwards


              
and fell into the yard,


              
the hell-hound scrambled after


              
and held her fast and hard.
            

            

              
He chased her through the meadow


              
beyond the reeking sty,


              
the heifers stood and sorrowed,


              
a tear in every eye.
            

            

              
He held her by the hawthorn,


              
He towsled her in hay,


              
he gleaned her in the cornfield,


              
and then he rode away.
            

            


            

              
He leapt upon his charger


              
and rode into the south,


              
with lightning in his bridle


              
and laughter on his mouth.
            

            

              
Ah, let the weary wanton


              
dissolve in tears of shame!


              
For she has cast a shadow


              
upon the family name.
            

            

              
And you, you backseat riders


              
who mock the maiden's tears,


              
restrain your ribald laughter,


              
and cease your heartless jeers.
            

            

              
For all that is foreboded


              
in youth and love betrayed


              
is another 
Black Rakehelly,


              
or another 
Feckless Maid.
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Walking on my Feet
            
          

          

            

              
hitched up my bundle


              
went down the street


              
long way to go


              
walking on my feet
            

            

              
went past Charley's


              
didn't turn in


              
broke to the wide


              
had a good spin
            

            

              
toting my gunny


              
hit the south road


              
long way to go


              
got a heavy load
            

            

              
tired already


              
walking on my feet


              
dust in my mouth


              
and damn this heat
            

            


            

              
bloke just passed


              
had a spare seat


              
left me behind


              
walking on my feet
            

            

              
all my life


              
always on the go


              
keep on doing


              
the old heel and toe
            

            

              
put one in front


              
then put the other


              
same old way


              
I learnt from my mother
            

            

              
blister on my heel


              
don't know when I'll eat


              
same old business


              
walking on my feet
            

            

              
I know where I'm going


              
walking on my feet


              
reckon when I get there


              
I'll be dead beat
            

            

              
won't get a woman


              
won't find gold


              
pockets will be empty


              
bed will be cold
            

            

              
never will be worried


              
never want a snack


              
don't worry lady


              
I won't be back
            

            

              
I know where I'm going


              
where I'll lie down


              
nice quiet place


              
long way from town
            

            

              
long way to go


              
I'll sleep all alone


              
fingers round the earth


              
earth round the bone
            

            


            

              
living rent free


              
on easy street


              
never any more


              
go walking on my feet
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Latter-Day Love-Song
            
          

          

            

              
I am the miser in the madhouse garden


              
singing and throwing pennies over the wall,


              
I am the man who lived with Dolly Varden,


              
sometime butler to the apostle Paul.


              
I met you in the crush, we heard the trumpets,


              
I wooed you through the winter and the spring,


              
when summer came with tea and buttered crumpets


              
I shot the bird of love upon the wing.
            

            

              
I remember September, our days on the coast.


              
Seedsmen's catalogues congested the post.
            

            

              
October was sober, a time of renewal,


              
the nights still cold, and a shortage of fuel.
            

            

              
I remember November, strange doings at the rectory,


              
and the issue of a brave new telephone directory.
            

            

              
I remember December. I wrote to my Member


              
and suggested something I can't quite remember.
            

            

              
I am the miser in the madhouse garden,


              
your hands were gende, your prognosis bridal,


              
heads grow soft but hearts will ever harden,


              
the moon was waning, your affection tidal.


              
We tried to live like lovers in a novel,


              
we lunched at three and dined on bread and butter,


              
after a month in our romantic hovel


              
your eyes were full of thoughts you could not utter.
            

            

              
Turn to me now, like a reluctant statue


              
swivelling on its pedestal of granite,


              
write to me now, for there's no getting at you,


              
my bicycle can't cross the sea, now can it?


              


              
Here in my pocket-book with chits and papers


              
and licences to drive and fish and listen


              
I carry a memento of our capers—


              
this faded photograph, with eyes that glisten.
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Away From It All
            
          

          

            

              
All I ask for is a minimum of commotion,


              
and an unimpeded view of the Pacific Ocean.
            

            

              
I'll need a good store of some old-time potion


              
—say bottled Guinness. Skip the sunburn lotion.
            

            

              
I want to sail boats like a Nova Scotian,


              
and to follow the tides with a dog-like devotion.
            

            

              
I want to leave behind me all rancid emotion.


              
I want to be alone. I want to forget Goschen.
            

            

              
I want to lie still, and feel the earth's motion,


              
with nothing in my head, not a whim or a notion.
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My Pretty Maid
            
          

          

            

              
Where are we going to, my pretty maid?


              
Better get cracking, for rose cheeks fade.


              
We'll go for a trip to the Cape of Good Hope.


              
Jot down pyjamas, binoculars, soap.
            

            

              
Where are we going to, my pretty maid?


              
We've letters to answer and bills to be paid.


              
Your mother was young and your father was bold,


              
you'll never have patience to grow to be old.
            

            

              
Where are we going to, my pretty maid?


              
You can put on your duds for the fashion parade.


              
We're going to squat on the Great South Pole


              
with an album of Bach and a scuttle of coal.
            

            


            

              
Where are we going to, my pretty maid?


              
There won't be room for us both, I'm afraid.


              
Your feet will be cold if you stand in the snow,


              
so kick up your heels as you did long ago.
            

            

              
Where are we going to, my pretty maid?


              
We've loved at a hundred and ten in the shade.


              
There isn't a mountain we haven't climbed up.


              
I don't like the sediment left in the cup.
            

            

              
Where are we going to, my pretty maid?


              
We haven't a racket, vocation or trade.


              
The summer is lapsing, and nothing to show,


              
we've nothing to talk of, and nowhere to go.
            

            

              
Where are we going to, my pretty maid?


              
There's thunder and lightning, but don't be afraid.


              
A lover should stay in the arms of his lass,


              
so shut all the windows and turn on the gas.
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Hymn of Peace
            
          

          

            

              
Ring out, ye joyful bells, O ring, ring out!


              
And all ye happy people, sing and shout!


              
On borrower and lender


              
now dawns in all its splendour


              
      the Age of Peace


              
(without, however, benefit of Lend-Lease).
            

            

              
O happy time, when all the world is free!


              
The sun of Freedom shines o'er land and sea!


              
Released from war's alarms


              
now men lay down their arms,


              
      and all is quiet


              
(except for an odd Palestinian riot).
            

            

              
In field and factory, too, joy reigns supreme,


              
for men have realised their age-old dream;


              
loving co-operation


              
builds Peace within each nation


              
      (bar, inter alia,


              
strikes in America, Java, Britain, Australia).
            

            


            

              
Go, bind the daffodillies in your hair,


              
and dance, ye maidens, dance, and cast off care!


              
Peace reigns: with one accord


              
nations renounce the sword


              
      and meet as brothers


              
(all but the Big Three, and some forty others).
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Modern Love
            
          

          

            

              
We often speak


              
of our technique


              
as though we handled spanners;


              
we mate like cats


              
in modern flats,


              
our morals match our manners.
            

            

              
The angels in


              
our dreams of sin


              
no longer are cherubic;


              
we've shown that hearts


              
aren't private parts,


              
we've put an 'l'in 'pubic'.
            

            

              
At break of day


              
all cats are grey,


              
and legion's Eros' cousin;


              
to sleep with one


              
is not much fun,


              
we need a baker's dozen.
            

            

              
The best hotels


              
have sorting-bells,


              
and no-one ever hears us;


              
a drop of gin


              
absolves our sin,


              
a change of linen cheers us.
            

            

              
Your sticks and stones


              
may break our bones,


              
hard names will never hurt us;


              
we'll go our way,


              
still staunchly gay,


              
till health and wealth desert us.
            

          

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




Collected Poems

Boarding House





          

            

              
Boarding House
            
          

          

            

              
Five beds in the big back room.


              
Handy at the crack of doom.


              
Five beds creaking all in key,


              
chord of F, the black note's me.
            

            

              
Butcher-boy and baker call,


              
down the passage hear them bawl.


              
Madam's face comes up the yard,


              
large as life and twice as hard.
            

            

              
Steak and kidney's good for us.


              
Eat it up, don't make a fuss.


              
Pound of steak and half a kidney.


              
Madam plans to go to Sydney.
            

            

              
Greasy stew means easy swallow.


              
Prunes and parboiled rice to follow.


              
All the custard tart is gone.


              
Yolk of egg is always on.
            

            

              
Daughter Doreen's wearing silk.


              
A fly has fallen in the milk.


              
Must be that young grocer chap.


              
Gentlemen, a hearty clap.
            

            

              
Mrs Jones has gone to bed,


              
speaks of noises in the head.


              
Pray she has the grace to die.


              
Shut the door and let her lie.
            

            

              
Redhead Maggie's getting hitched.


              
Just in time, and nearly ditched.


              
Soon the soup will look much duller,


              
lacking just that touch of colour.
            

            

              
Bow and arrows in the hall


              
decorate the sagging wall.


              
Sent by Madam's Uncle Norm.


              
Cannibals enjoyed his form.
            

            

              
Blowflies on the window-pane


              
buzz and watch the summer rain.


              


              
Hand me down the book of laughs,


              
Madam's family photographs.
            

            

              
Madam's gone to see the races,


              
all the kids have dirty faces.


              
Grant her a three-figure winner,


              
lamb and peas will come to dinner.
            

            

              
Castaways upon a raft,


              
chaos lapping fore and aft,


              
Tom, Dick, Harry, Eve and Adam,


              
Maggie and the kids and Madam.
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Laughter
            
          

          

            

              
If evil comes close, and is more than a rumour,


              
you must have recourse to your sense of humour.
            

            

              
Recall, when your cup of sorrow fills,


              
that laughter is sovereign to cure all ills.
            

            

              
You'll find nothing better to serve as an ointment


              
for wounded vanity or disappointment.
            

            

              
If you're black with rancour, and chock full of guile,


              
you can cover it up with a cheery smile.
            

            

              
If you've swindled a friend, or betrayed your love,


              
a hearty laugh will fit like a glove.
            

            

              
The salesman's greeting, the consumptive's cough


              
can never hurt if you laugh them off.
            

            

              
If you're thinking too closely of the hereafter,


              
gain peace of mind with a deep draught of laughter.
            

            

              
There'll be no Judgment, have no doubt of it,


              
but if there should be, you can laugh your way out of it.
            

            

              
Laughter is sovereign to cure all ills.


              
Only honesty stabs and kills.
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Cupid
            
          

          

            

              
Cupid's a small boy dawdling home from school.


              
He won't learn anything. Teacher says he's a fool.
            

            

              
He spits and chews gum, and pulls the wings off flies.


              
He dips the little girls' plaits in the ink, and tells lies.
            

            

              
Cupid's a ragged urchin rattling his stick


              
along the tin fence where the old lady is sick.
            

            

              
He cheats at his lessons, and throws stones in the street.


              
He's rude to his mother, and never washes his feet.
            

            

              
Open your doors and let him steal,


              
give him the cake that will spoil his meal.


              
Let him go dirty, hair full of lice,


              
everyone knows that he isn't nice.


              
When you catch him robbing your orchard tree


              
give him some toffee and let him go free.


              
Give him his bird with a broken wing,


              
his bows and arrows, his piece of string,


              
give him his top, and his mangy pup,


              
for Cupid's the lord of our world, and will never grow up.
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The Impetuous Lover
            
          

          

            

              
This is the time, the appointed place,


              
love's paratroops have hit the ground,


              
surprise is scrawled across your face—


              
soft, not a sound!
            

            

              
The floor sways up to meet the wall,


              
my blood is up, my cab can't wait.


              
Tell me, before the pictures fall,


              
tell me my fate!
            

            

              
Tell me with passion's flaming tongue


              
as here before your throne I kneel,


              
tell me, before the trap is sprung—


              
how do you feel?
            

            


            

              
Speak to me now, for love's sweet sake,


              
send me a wire, my gay entrancer.


              
I warn you I shall never take


              
"
No!" for an answer.
            

            

              
See—in my buttonhole I wear


              
the tiger lily of desire!


              
Its fumes are more than flesh can bear—


              

                
Speak, or I Fire!
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Poetry Harbinger
        

        
        
        



          

            

              

                
Not Understood
              
              

*
            

            

              
(For the Secret Brotherhood, with a bouquet of ragwort and bracken)
            

            

              

                
Not understood. We move along asunder,


                
The mists get thicker as our syntax goes,


                
And in the fog we marvel and we wonder


                
That any line we write, in verse or prose,


                
      Is understood.
              

              

                
Not understood. We bury all our meanings,


                
And dig them deeper as the years go by,


                
Indulging thus our obscurantist leanings;


                
And it will be no wonder if we die


                
      Not understood.
              

              

                
Not understood. Despondency and madness


                
Attend us as communications fail;


                
We poets in our youth begin in gladness,


                
But end in Paul's or Whitcombe's Christmas sale,


                
      Not understood.
              

              

                
Not understood. Our tendency is laudable,


                
Uttering, for elevation of our thought,


                
In thick sonorous voices, quite inaudible


                
To the vast multitude; our books unbought,


                
      Not understood.
              

              

                
Not understood. The reading mob's reaction


                
To what it does not comprehend is slow,


                
And gives small hope. But with self-satisfaction


                
We judge our verses, though they often go


                
      Not understood.
              

              


              

                
Not understood. Poor souls with stunted vision


                
Oft measure giants by their narrow gauge;


                
The poisoned shafts of falsehood and derision


                
Are oft impelled 'gainst us who mould the age,


                
      Not understood.
              

              

                

                  
Not understood! How many hearts are aching
                


                

                  
For poems that are plain, and language terse!
                


                

                  
The poetry you write is epoch-making,


                

                  
Yet, wanting the accomplishment of verse,


                

                  
      Not understood.
                
              

              

                

                  
Oh, God! that bards could be a little clearer,


                

                  
Or write less often when they've nowt to say;
                


                

                  
Oh, God! that bards would live a little nearer
                


                

                  
To us, and in the light of common day,


                

                  
      Not under Milk Wood.
                
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Glum Summer
              
            

            

              
(Dedicated to 
Frank Sargeson)
            

            

              
Ron, I'd say.


              
What is it, Eth? he'd say.


              
And then I'd say, Ron.


              
And instead of answering he'd just have a sort of faint grin on


              
his face.


              
Ron, I'd say.


              
But I never could get further than just saying Ron.


              
I wanted so say something, but I didn't know what it was, and


              
I couldn't say it.


              
Ron, I'd say.


              
And he'd sort of grin. And sometimes I'd take his hand and hold


              
it tight, and he'd let it stay in my hand, and there'd be the faint


              
grin on his face.


              
Ron, I'd say.


              
I'm all right, Eth, he'd say. 
I like it, Eth.
              
            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Elegy at Month's End
              
            

            

              
(For 
James K. Baxter)
            

            

              

                
Held at bay by the hailstorm, hound of Heaven,


                
On this bitter day in the murk of the small back bar,


                
The sump of Hell,


                
My spirit yearns for the realm where the Blessed are,


                
Remembering now in the depths of my pocket's eclipse


                
My hey-day, pay-day joy, remembering the seven


                
Angelic shapes, red-banded, foam at their lips,


                
And the twelve on the shell.
              

              

                
Came one who knocked at the door: the Beast it was;


                
His eyes were slag-pits brimmed with Time's grey ashes,


                
A cosmic rubble;


                
Then two came clothed in dun, their mouths thin gashes


                
On the breast of love, their dewlaps' wrinkled skin


                
Like the flesh of old bulls put to grass because


                
They are done. And I said to myself, The duns are in


                
And I am in trouble.
              

              

                
Then I looked in the small black book where the list of names


                
And the numbers are, of those who sometimes may be


                
Good for a loan.


                
But all were featherless, bare as the bum of a baby,


                
I had plucked them one by one in the times of torment,


                
The blonde, the black, the bald, old friends, old flames—


                
All, all had taught me the sorrow a bolted door meant,


                
Hung up on the 'phone.
              

              

                
So here I make do with dog's-nose consolation,


                
Commune with my Muse, that brass-bound, big-mouthed wench


                
Who never is short


                
Of a rhyme, or a canto. Here on this penitent bench


                
I sit in the reek of Hell, with the lost all about me,


                
Praying to God that he grant me a whiff of damnation,


                
Praying that Peter the Barman at last will shout me


                
An invalid port.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Kowhai Poem
              
            

            

              
(Dedicated to Mr Fairburn, the Plain Man's Poet)
            

            

              

                
A grey wind rustles the greenery,


                
my soul is sad in the bush,


                
the bloom of the kowhai has fallen, girls,


                
did somebody give it a push?
              

              

                
I've written a thousand verses


                
with kowhai gold as my theme,


                
but now once more in the winter's blast


                
I've a non-convertible dream.
              

              

                
I am a kowhai lover,


                
Fort Knox has nothing on me,


                
but there's nothing to do in the winter time


                
but hide in a hole in a tree.
              

              

                
With a bag-full of broken biscuits


                
and my leaky fountain pen


                
I'll hide in a hole in the puriri tree


                
till spring comes round again.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
On a Bacchic Poet
              
            

            

              

                
He never discovered the secret of wine.


                
His potion was water. He wasn't a wowser,


                
but somehow the only thing he could divine


                
was water. A really remarkable dowser.
              

              

                
Though his pencil was sadly deficient in lead,


                
when he found the Muse sleeping he'd try to arouse her.


                
And somehow whenever he got into bed


                
he always had both of his legs in one trouser.
              

              

                
He made up a thousand and forty-two ballads


                
to celebrate women and wine—a carouser


                
on paper unparagoned. Eater of salads


                
and bibber of water—but no, not a wowser.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Jack and Jill
              
            

            

              
(For 
Allen Curnow)
            

            

              

                
Jill is my belle, my ding-dong girl, my dove,


                
My piece of Heaven, our cot the place of revel,


                
Her reign (my queen) the climate of my love,


                
Her love, satrap to Jock my other devil.
              

              

                
Waking to hills we wonder, wryly ponder


                
The ups and downs. Can Jill, the Dawn's pale daughter,


                
Breathtaking bear love's bucket? Goose or gander,


                
No sorcery will hoist and fetch our water.
              

              

                
In Paradise we played with snake and ladder.


                
It was the Adder, the mathematic god


                
Betrayed my fate, high-borne on hope's full bladder;


                
My bell had rung, my foot slipped where I trod.
              

              

                
Wounded by Heaven, old Adam, heartless cripple


                
Bed-bound by sloth, dear backwash of your beauty,


                
Begs you now bring the water for his tipple—


                
My gin (my lovely gin), your bounden duty.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
The Enchanted Garden
              
            

            

              

                
This is the garden. Here, my son,


                
where bats at nightfall flit,


                
their leaves unfolding one by one


                
the books you read were writ.
              

              

                
This is the garden of the mind,


                
a lovesome thing, God wot,


                
with 
fleurs du mat incarnadined


                
in many an earthy plot.
              

              

                
Here metaphor and tense, mixed herbs,


                
grow wild. Through moon-mad hours


                
loose substantives, irregular verbs


                
make love in secret bowers.
              

              


              

                
The 
double entendre is often found,


                
its fragrance fresh, or rank;


                
periphrasis grows here, and round


                
ellipses, bank on bank.
              

              

                
Tautologies are thick beyond


                
the winding terrace path,


                
and in the stagnant lyly-pond


                
plump Euphues takes his bath.
              

              

                
Like boats to their reflections moored


                
narcissi gaze, and yearn,


                
and beds of pansies, well-manured,


                
flourish at every turn.
              

              

                
In winter dusk two marble fauns,


                
their usage long decayed,


                
frolic with migrant leprechauns


                
on syntax crazy-laid.
              

              

                
Hyperbole is here in flower,


                
rampant beside the wall;


                
its fruits, one sweet to fifty sour,


                
upon the flat earth fall.
              

              

                
The ironic ha-ha sets a bound


                
ignored by those who climb


                
into the orchard, where are found


                
strange fruits, all glittering rime.
              

              

                
Here on the lawn where shadows creep


                
beneath the waning moon,


                
the worm casts up his dungy heap,


                
the critic chirps his tune.


                
On laurel-leaf and budding rose


                
the caterpillar climbs


                
and once a week in nibbling prose


                
commits his venal crimes.
              

              

                
Beneath the broken trellis-work


                
where catachresis trails


                
the academic blackbirds lurk


                
to pick up slugs and snails.
              

              


              

                
And over there, where nightshade grows,


                
beyond that earthy mound,


                
a well is to be found, which goes


                
deep, deep into the ground.
              

              

                
Its denizens are frogs and newts


                
and things with twisted tails


                
that men with snarls and owl-like hoots


                
dredge up in wooden pails.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Grande Chatelaine
              
            

            

              

                
Her hair-clips were made out of fish-bones,


                
her pendants of mother-of-pearl,


                
her ear-rings were aldermen's wish-bones—


                
I wish you could see the old girl.
              

              

                
Her tiara showed big stones and small stones,


                
donated by tigers and fleas,


                
but the bracelet made out of her gallstones


                
was the item most likely to please.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Deep South
              
            

            

              

                
Illicit stills in the pathless hills,


                
old legends, mostly figment,


                
a stagnant pond and snows beyond


                
of linseed oil and pigment;
              

              

                
a bottomless lake, a loud wind-break,


                
storms raging round the summit,


                
a tailored cassock woven of tussock,


                
a wiggle of shepherd's grummit;
              

              

                
a rowan branch and an avalanche,


                
with a Calvinistic foreground,


                
lake-water lapping and rabbiters trapping,


                
and a lilac park as whoreground;
              

              


              

                
a torrent of verse and an empty purse,


                
a loan and a hobnailed liver,


                
some daffadowndillies, a bout of the willies,


                
and sardine tins in the river;
              

              

                
cathedral chimes and dissonant rhymes,


                
a prose-style like a corset,


                
some hollyhock seeds and a heart that bleeds


                
for a cottage down in Dorset;
              

              

                
a drunken swagger, a crutcher-and-dagger,


                
the rolling plains where the wheat waves;


                
romantic habits of men and rabbits,


                
and Harris tweeds in the heat-waves.
              

              

                
Now boil the lot in an old iron pot


                
dug up in Gabriel's Gully,


                
and say your grace with an Anglican face


                
and a voice like Holy Wullie.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
To a Fiend in the Wilderness
              
            

            

              

                

                  
Who'd have guessed it from his lip
                


                

                  
Or his brow's unaccustomed bearing,


                

                  
On the night he thus took ship…?
                


                

                  
I left his arm that night myself
                


                

                  
For what's-his-name's, the new prose-poet
                


                

                  
That wrote the book there, on the shelf…


                

                  
He was prouder than the Devil:
                


                

                  
How he must have cursed our revel!
                
              

              —Browning, 
Waring.
              

            

            

              

                
I say, what 
is the matter with you, you old devil?


                
I haven't heard a word from you since you left


                
for Van Dieman's Land (where you ought to feel


                
preety much at home, eh? what?). They tell me


                
it's quite a wilderness, Jack just as good as his master,


                
impossible to get servants and all the politicians damned Socialists
              

              


              

                
wrecking the country. The colonies must be the very devil


                
(you ought to know about 
that!) By Jove,


                
I think you might be wise to pack up, dear boy,


                
and come Home. When Kelly left he sold me his pub,


                
my son has gone to sea, I've one or two fish biting


                
on another little proposition that might land some ripe fruit


                
right in my lap. I say, for God's sake chuck it,


                
I can promise you plenty of pretty decent week-ends


                
with a bit of grog and anything else you might happen to have an eye for.
              

              

                
I did think of getting some fellow to knock all this


                
into verse for me but it's hard to get labour in these times


                
and when you get 'em they won't do an honest day's work


                
so I'm afraid it'll just have to go as it is.


                
But I say, Dommers, I'm getting pretty browned off,


                

                  
do come back some time before I'm dead


                
and all your teeth have fallen out, what?
              

            

          

          

            

              
2000 A.D.
            

            

              

                
The normal population


                
Has been evacuated from the South Island, which has been given over to the tourist industry for purposes of hunting, shooting, boozing, mountaineering, fishing and fornication.
              

              

                
Rugby football having been discarded as much too tame,


                
Fighting with spring-knives has become the national game,


                
Carried on by a small class of specially-bred gladiators,


                
The rest of the public being bubble-gum-blowing spectators.
              

              

                
Votes for cows was carried some years ago by a show of feet;


                
Totalitarian democracy is now complete,


                
And the present Prime Minister, known to everybody as Jackie,


                
Is a ten-year-old steer from Taranaki.
              

              

                
His authority, and that of Bullamy's, is only nominal, all power being vested (along with the right of self-perpetuation)


                
In 
General Oecumenical Development (Inc.), a world with headquarters in Monte Carlo and branches throughout the Creation.
              

              

                
A complete monopoly of Radio, Television, News and Information 

Services, Education and Entertainment, including six selected sub-varieties of religious practice


                
Is operated on behalf of G.O.D. (
Inc.) by the New Zealand Broad-serving Cactus,


                
Which is situated on the Desert Road, plumb in the middle


                
Of the North Island, where the major administrative fiddle


                
Of the nation is conducted


                
In an ant-hill suitably constructed.
              

              

                
Poets and artists are heavily subsidised by the State, on strict condition that their work shall be totally incomprehensible,


                
Because that which is incomprehensible cannot possibly be subversive, a working assumption that is eminently sensible.


                
The defence of the country is in the hands of G.O.D. (Inc.) and (for decorative effect) a standing army of 100,000 marching girls ('Don't shoot until you see the whites


                
Of their eyes,' counsels the Ministry of Tourism), along with (not to be out-done) 50,000 marching bodgies in gents' Hawaiian floral shirtings and shocking-pink tights.
              

              

                
Now therefore, although everything worth buying has become progressively scarcer and dearer,


                
Lift up your voices in joyous celebration of the Second Millennium of the Christian Era.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Conversation Piece
              
            

            

              

                
Why have you given up drinking? Are you unaware


                
that non-drinking is a corrosive


                
and habit-forming habit


                
unbecoming to a gentleman


                
and likely to turn him into a rabbit?
              

              

                
I live in the desert. I drank much


                
to dissolve the sand in my stomach.


                
I found that sand was insoluble in alcohol.


                
I took to drinking vinegar, rainwater, buttermilk, and various coloured inks.


                
My digestion still suffered.


                
I gave up drinking and took to Existentialism.
              

              

                
Now I 
am the desert, the sand, and the Sphinx,


                
and if there is any more drinking to be done, the drinks


                
are on the Sphinx.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
To an American Tourist at Whakarewarewa
              
            

            

              

                
You've crossed the (hush!) Pacific, deep and wide,


                
to see our prancing natives lose their pride.


                
Interesting 
to compare our situations—


                
you folk have done the same (with reservations).
              

              

                
You'll fill your photo album—hiya, Bud!—


                
with snaps of snotty noses, bubbling mud.


                
We hope with all our hearts that you will relish


                
the scenery, which, like the food, is hellish.
              

              

                
You've come to tickle trout, or gape at geysers?


                
Well, anyway, you people are no misers;


                
and we, like Maori boys just out of school,


                
dive for your dollars in the bankers' pool.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Reflection on the Recollection of First Hearing 'William Tell' Overture (Arr. for Military Band) Played at the Age of Nine by the Royal Artillery Band in the Band Stand at the Auckland Exhibition 1913
              
            

            

              

                
The hell


                
With Tell.
              

              

                

                  
Afterthought by Mr Glover
                


                
That apple


                
Always stuck in my thrapple.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
As Man to Man
              
            

            

              
Since we live, dearest boy, in this terrible age of Anxiety,


              
what can we do for relief, what drug can we find?


              
It's a little too late for Karl Marx. A 
réchauffé piety


              

                
might fill the bill. Put Sigmund right out of your mind.


              
It 
was such a shock to discover that old Uncle Joe


              
had hairs on his body and stank so of stale cabbage soup;


              
we wouldn't go back to that now, dear boy—a bad show;


              
it would look altogether too 
much like looping the loop.
            

            

              
Frank Buckman is out, I'm afraid—a nice enough fellow,


              
but look at that 
perfectly dreadful cosmopolite circus


              
he carts around with him. We need something just a bit mellow—


              
psychological nudists and chatter of morals might irk us.
            

            

              
On the whole I suggest something cosy and 
utterly private—


              
just you and I meeting at breakfast and drinking our coffee,


              
agreed on whatever opinions we jointly arrive at,


              
and living in harmony, sharing our books and our toffee.
            

          

          

            

              

                
Poem Addressed to Mr 
Robert Lowry on the Occasion of the Birth of his Fourth Daughter
              
            

            

              
How lucky we are, Mr Lowry,


              
to live in the land of the kauri.


              
Just think what, between us,


              
our commerce with Venus


              
would have cost in the days of the dowry.
            

          

          

            

              

                
The Secret Maiden
              
            

            

              

                
I am a lovely maiden,


                
I live in a lonely house,


                
there is no man since time began


                
has bedded me down as spouse.
              

              


              

                
I am a comely maiden,


                
I have no man to loathe,


                
no mother-in-law to waggle her jaw,


                
no kids to feed and clothe.
              

              

                
I am a beautiful maiden,


                
I live in an empty house,


                
the nuts I eat are small but sweet,


                
for company I've a mouse.
              

              

                
I am a delicate maiden,


                
I have no bath nor bed,


                
the cold is raw in my heap of straw


                
and the wind blows through my head.
              

              

                
I am a nut-brown maiden,


                
my nuts I keep in jars,


                
and all I've got is you know what


                
and a window full of stars.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
To a Literary Joker, on Another
              
            

            

              
You have three kids, I have four kids.


              
Jones, I hear, is growing orchids.


              
Thus the floral queen is regnant,


              
Though his muse is never pregnant.
            

          

          

            

              

                
Poem on the Advantages of Living at the Remuera End of the North Shore
              
            

            

              
or
            

            

              
See Devonport and Fry
            

            

              

                
There are ferries at the bottom of our garden,


                
the Takapuna people envy us:


                
we never have to fight


                


                
the ladies for the right


                
to sit upon a seat aboard the bus.
              

              

                
If your arteries have not begun to harden


                
we have a hill to climb, and boats to sail,


                
a golf-course for the dubs,


                
a pair of lovely pubs,


                
a wharf where you can fish for yellowtail.
              

              

                
Oh, I nearly overlooked — I beg your pardon —


                
our Naval Base that's operated by


                
the Kiwi and the Pom,


                
a target for the Bomb —


                
now what could be a nicer way to die?
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
The Hon. Mrs Tweedscantie
              
            

            

              
Her bridge? Gad, sir, rotten.


              
Her golf? Best forgotten.


              
Her fishing? Well, frantic.


              
Her hunting? An antic.


              
Her shooting? Oh, nervy.


              
Her archery? Scurvy.


              
Her billiards? Just 
pokey —


              
But crikey, her croquet!
            

          

          

            

              

                
Idyll
              
            

            

              

                
I knew the Lady of the Lake.


                
I courted her. A great mistake.


                
The Lady told me what to do.


                
I did it. Now I'm feeling blue.
              

              

                
I knew the Lady of the Lake.


                
She counselled me what steps to take.


                
I went and took them, just for fun.


                
Now tell me, what would you have done?
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Ikon
              
            

            

              

                
We read of him, he's at the kirk;


                
his pictures show him on the links:


                
God only knows what bogeys lurk


                
within, and when he eats, or thinks.
              

              

                
A hundred million souls revere


                
the proto-psyche of their kind,


                
who links in one false hope, one fear,


                
their disunited states of mind.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
The Little Fishes
              
            

            

              
The little fishes in the sea


              
are guilty of idolatry:


              
they think the great big ships are gods,


              
the ferry-boats Olympic bods.
            

          

          

            

              

                
Poeta Nascitur Non Fit
              
            

            

              
or


              
You don't need a Telescope to Tell When a Poet is a Misfit
            

            

              

                
He took to bird-watching


                
and gave up word-botching.
              

              

                
But the geese that he cons


                
through his glass are still swans.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
God Bless the Electric Shaver, Friend of Man
              
            

            

              

                
You do it all by feel,


                
a palsied hand can guide it,


                
the party man's New Deal,


                
— strayed reveller, have you tried it?
              

              

                
Hung over, you evade


                
the open cut-throat terror,


                
the corn-torn nettle-blade,


                
— the horror in the mirror.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Philosophy For Beginners
              
            

            

              

                
Expect each creature


                
to behave according to its nature.
              

              

                
Don't ask an old moke


                
to climb an oak


                
or to swim the Hellespont breaststroke.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
The Bars and Gripes
              
            

            

              
Oh, come to the Land of the Free!


              
You'll find that you're free to agree


              
with whatever conforms to the ethical norms


              
of descendants of dumpers of tea.
            

          

          

            

              

                
Political Jotting
              
            

            

              

                
Oh, what a tangled web we weave


                
when first we practise to deceive!
              

              

                
And when the practice is perfected


                
we're just the boys to get elected.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Bluestocking
              
            

            

              
We'd cheer to see the lady cast


              
her hose into the tub, by gosh,


              
were we but sure the dye was fast


              
and wouldn't run through all the wash.
            

          

          

            

              

                
Euphues
              
            

            

              
This efflorescence of pink and white!


              
This gongorism, out-blossoming Spain's!


              
Poets of the world, unite —


              
you have nothing to lose but your daisy chains!
            

          

        

        
        



          

            
Uncollected
          

          

            

              

                
The Sea
              
            

            

              

                1



                

                  
Now for many days I have not smelt the sea


                  
passing in spring through a green land


                  
walking in a dry land


                  
in a soft place where is no death.


                  
Far, far the strange and gleaming ocean


                  
billowing on the rocks in blinding sunlight


                  
far is the sea foam-bosomed titanic


                  
and the rocks and the foam and the weeds the water sucks,


                  
but still in this dry land I see


                  
faint foaming seas and bloom upon the wave


                  
in a windy twilight, still I hear its noise


                  
as if my heart were a shell and I a child


                  
listening, shell to ear.
                

                

                  
Could I but wall myself in this dry world


                  
of rolling plain low hills and trees and hedgerows,


                  
walk by slow waters moving through the land


                  
fall river-dreaming and forget the sea,


                  
could I but close up my mind as an old maid locks her door


                  
against the ravisher, the dreaded and desired,


                  
could I but cultivate my garden


                  
could I but move in a compact circle


                  
as a wheel upon its pivot
                

                

                  
but thought is a slow river that flows round


                  
the mountain of the will and finds the sea.
                

              

              

                2



                

                  
I have ridden the surf with foam across my face


                  
I have rolled like a warrior of old


                  
down the sea-wind in my chariot of water.
                

                

                  
I have lain in the sea at twilight


                  
as in a bed heaped up with flowers


                  
clothed in my robe of water like a king.
                

                

                  
Lying on my belly on an old rotten wharf


                  
I have watched the rippling green through a chink in the boards


                  
and the world has slipped away like sand through the fingers.
                

                


                

                  
And I have stood on a tall cliff and looked down


                  
on the vast waters washing the edge of the world


                  
and have not been afraid.
                

                

                  
But all this was in youth when I had not known


                  
distrust of solid rock


                  
distrust of death by water and the resurrection


                  
limbo of doubt interregnum of darkness.
                

                

                  
If any man tell you he has conquered, call him a liar.
                

              

              

                3



                

                  
Lying in the sun beside the sea


                  
the sky the huge hard bulging bum


                  
of a metal kettledrum, the sea


                  
hot parchment tightly stretched for the sticks


                  
for the music of the sticks that is withheld


                  
pending a revelation that lies


                  
womb-bound in heavy silence
                

                

                  
lying in the sun with my belly on the hot rock


                  
the rock a cross where hangs a body limp


                  
in agony immune from life and death


                  
in deep damnation drinking in the sun


                  
sucking the strength and vigour from the sun


                  
the fire of life that breeds revolt anew


                  
the gladiator fed with milk and truffles


                  
wine and good meat to stiffen bone and sinew


                  
prolonging the bloody strife
                

                

                  
I am neither sea nor rock but living flesh


                  
I can swim but not as a fish swims


                  
I have fear and the knowledge of opposites.


                  
And so, to seize


                  
that fiery ardour of the sun,


                  
contain it in the mind, and lend it to the will,


                  
subdue the waves with thought?


                  
The revelation hangs in silence.
                

                

                  
Or to plunge in and let the limbs


                  
move gently, held in balance of two forces,


                  
to have firm faith the fixed assurance


                  
that through the broken rhythm of the waves


                  
there flows the deeper rhythm of the Wave


                  


                  
a strong unchanging everlasting thing


                  
whose pattern lies in heaven?


                  
After the heat of life the calm of death,


                  
after the journey the lover's arms,


                  
after the dry rock and the blistering sun


                  
the cool hands of the sea, the melting in water.


                  
To each his element,


                  
fire for the lover, air for the ghost,


                  
and water for the stubborn, the estranged of God.
                

                

                  
The revelation comes not. Lies, all lies.
                

                

                  
I cried: I will rope in the sun,


                  
drive him in triumph across the open heavens


                  
holding the fiery reins with blistered fingers,


                  
then shall I be myself, redeemed or damned.


                  
I stood irresolute.
                

                

                  
The sun went down behind the hill,


                  
the sea grew pale, bewitched me with a semblance


                  
of something I had seen once in a dream


                  
or in the sweet sloth of my mother's womb.


                  
I plunged, and drowned.
                

              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Mr Fairburn to his Bibliographer
              
            

            

              

                
O Live! Give Dewey innocence, false pride,


              
Lot's wife in mind, no backward-longing look:


              
Invoke the gods—take Bacchus for your guide,


              
Venus for chaperone. And may you not


              
Ever be brought to book.
            

          

          
          



            

              

                
On a Bachelor Bishop
              
            

            

              

                
The quarry of the ladies' sewing guild,


                
with opportunities like other men,


                
shyly prefers to leave the field untilled,


                
and lies abed with fantasies till ten.
              

              

                
This labourer in the vineyard of the Lord


                
has never stained his dentures with the grape,


                
a dozen spinsters wither and grow bored,


                
wan victims of an unattempted rape.
              

              

                
Upon his tumbled bed the sunlight falls,


                
and waking eyes Ulysses-like unfold


                
that map of ecstasy, the bedroom walls,


                
still patterned with the vine and grapes in gold.
              

              

                
The phallic chart reveals to drowsy eyes


                
a rapturous diversity of shapes;


                
his larval thoughts wing forth and crawl like flies


                
among the vine-leaves and the clustered grapes.
              

              

                
The pattern melts beneath his gaze of fire,


                
and leaf and fruit, transfigured in that change,


                
yield transcendental figures of desire,


                
and tendrils turn to something rich and strange.
              

              

                
And in His Grace's vineyard (private heaven


                
laid up in pattern) subtly intertwine


                
subjective thought and feeling and the given


                
object—the vile, the violent and the vine.
              

              

                
The sewing guild is meeting at eleven


                
('.. Your Grace..to morning tea..please condescend..')


                
His Grace, alas! is in his paper heaven.


                
His Grace is much too busy to attend!
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
The County
              
            

            

              

                
Pity on poor dog Tray, alas!


                
cuffed by the farm-hand's lad and lass.
              

              

                
The farm-hand has both son and daughter:


                
on family ties he maketh water.
              

              

                
The farmer, next in God's great plan,


                
now micturates upon the man.
              

              

                
The parson (too genteel to piss)


                
takes farmers' tithes, content with this.
              

              

                
From the County seat Lord Knocknees doth


                
make noble water on the Cloth.
              

              

                
From Lord Knocknees to kitchen hound


                
how shall we make the perfect round?
              

              

                
Lord Knocknees, waiting at the meet,


                
dismounts to ease the County seat.
              

              

                
A naughty hound now lifts his leg


                
against Lord Knocknees' noble peg.
              

              

                
The circle's full. This ancient land


                
on sure foundation yet shall stand.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Note on the State Literary Fund
              
            

            

              
Here is a piece of wisdom


              
I learnt at my mother's knee:


              
The mushroom grows in the open,


              
The toadstool under the tree.
            

          

          
          



            

              

                
On 

R. A. K. Mason
                  
                
              
            

            

              
Here's Mason, who would greet us


              
With some damned tag from Epictetus.


              
His belly was so full of Latin


              
He fouled the very chair he sat in.
            

          







        

      

                


* U and Non-U: Fundamental basis of classification of New Zealanders, devised by the poet 
T. Bracken.
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Not Understood
              
              

*
            

            

              
(For the Secret Brotherhood, with a bouquet of ragwort and bracken)
            

            

              

                
Not understood. We move along asunder,


                
The mists get thicker as our syntax goes,


                
And in the fog we marvel and we wonder


                
That any line we write, in verse or prose,


                
      Is understood.
              

              

                
Not understood. We bury all our meanings,


                
And dig them deeper as the years go by,


                
Indulging thus our obscurantist leanings;


                
And it will be no wonder if we die


                
      Not understood.
              

              

                
Not understood. Despondency and madness


                
Attend us as communications fail;


                
We poets in our youth begin in gladness,


                
But end in Paul's or Whitcombe's Christmas sale,


                
      Not understood.
              

              

                
Not understood. Our tendency is laudable,


                
Uttering, for elevation of our thought,


                
In thick sonorous voices, quite inaudible


                
To the vast multitude; our books unbought,


                
      Not understood.
              

              

                
Not understood. The reading mob's reaction


                
To what it does not comprehend is slow,


                
And gives small hope. But with self-satisfaction


                
We judge our verses, though they often go


                
      Not understood.
              

              


              

                
Not understood. Poor souls with stunted vision


                
Oft measure giants by their narrow gauge;


                
The poisoned shafts of falsehood and derision


                
Are oft impelled 'gainst us who mould the age,


                
      Not understood.
              

              

                

                  
Not understood! How many hearts are aching
                


                

                  
For poems that are plain, and language terse!
                


                

                  
The poetry you write is epoch-making,


                

                  
Yet, wanting the accomplishment of verse,


                

                  
      Not understood.
                
              

              

                

                  
Oh, God! that bards could be a little clearer,


                

                  
Or write less often when they've nowt to say;
                


                

                  
Oh, God! that bards would live a little nearer
                


                

                  
To us, and in the light of common day,


                

                  
      Not under Milk Wood.
                
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Glum Summer
              
            

            

              
(Dedicated to 
Frank Sargeson)
            

            

              
Ron, I'd say.


              
What is it, Eth? he'd say.


              
And then I'd say, Ron.


              
And instead of answering he'd just have a sort of faint grin on


              
his face.


              
Ron, I'd say.


              
But I never could get further than just saying Ron.


              
I wanted so say something, but I didn't know what it was, and


              
I couldn't say it.


              
Ron, I'd say.


              
And he'd sort of grin. And sometimes I'd take his hand and hold


              
it tight, and he'd let it stay in my hand, and there'd be the faint


              
grin on his face.


              
Ron, I'd say.


              
I'm all right, Eth, he'd say. 
I like it, Eth.
              
            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Elegy at Month's End
              
            

            

              
(For 
James K. Baxter)
            

            

              

                
Held at bay by the hailstorm, hound of Heaven,


                
On this bitter day in the murk of the small back bar,


                
The sump of Hell,


                
My spirit yearns for the realm where the Blessed are,


                
Remembering now in the depths of my pocket's eclipse


                
My hey-day, pay-day joy, remembering the seven


                
Angelic shapes, red-banded, foam at their lips,


                
And the twelve on the shell.
              

              

                
Came one who knocked at the door: the Beast it was;


                
His eyes were slag-pits brimmed with Time's grey ashes,


                
A cosmic rubble;


                
Then two came clothed in dun, their mouths thin gashes


                
On the breast of love, their dewlaps' wrinkled skin


                
Like the flesh of old bulls put to grass because


                
They are done. And I said to myself, The duns are in


                
And I am in trouble.
              

              

                
Then I looked in the small black book where the list of names


                
And the numbers are, of those who sometimes may be


                
Good for a loan.


                
But all were featherless, bare as the bum of a baby,


                
I had plucked them one by one in the times of torment,


                
The blonde, the black, the bald, old friends, old flames—


                
All, all had taught me the sorrow a bolted door meant,


                
Hung up on the 'phone.
              

              

                
So here I make do with dog's-nose consolation,


                
Commune with my Muse, that brass-bound, big-mouthed wench


                
Who never is short


                
Of a rhyme, or a canto. Here on this penitent bench


                
I sit in the reek of Hell, with the lost all about me,


                
Praying to God that he grant me a whiff of damnation,


                
Praying that Peter the Barman at last will shout me


                
An invalid port.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Kowhai Poem
              
            

            

              
(Dedicated to Mr Fairburn, the Plain Man's Poet)
            

            

              

                
A grey wind rustles the greenery,


                
my soul is sad in the bush,


                
the bloom of the kowhai has fallen, girls,


                
did somebody give it a push?
              

              

                
I've written a thousand verses


                
with kowhai gold as my theme,


                
but now once more in the winter's blast


                
I've a non-convertible dream.
              

              

                
I am a kowhai lover,


                
Fort Knox has nothing on me,


                
but there's nothing to do in the winter time


                
but hide in a hole in a tree.
              

              

                
With a bag-full of broken biscuits


                
and my leaky fountain pen


                
I'll hide in a hole in the puriri tree


                
till spring comes round again.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
On a Bacchic Poet
              
            

            

              

                
He never discovered the secret of wine.


                
His potion was water. He wasn't a wowser,


                
but somehow the only thing he could divine


                
was water. A really remarkable dowser.
              

              

                
Though his pencil was sadly deficient in lead,


                
when he found the Muse sleeping he'd try to arouse her.


                
And somehow whenever he got into bed


                
he always had both of his legs in one trouser.
              

              

                
He made up a thousand and forty-two ballads


                
to celebrate women and wine—a carouser


                
on paper unparagoned. Eater of salads


                
and bibber of water—but no, not a wowser.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Jack and Jill
              
            

            

              
(For 
Allen Curnow)
            

            

              

                
Jill is my belle, my ding-dong girl, my dove,


                
My piece of Heaven, our cot the place of revel,


                
Her reign (my queen) the climate of my love,


                
Her love, satrap to Jock my other devil.
              

              

                
Waking to hills we wonder, wryly ponder


                
The ups and downs. Can Jill, the Dawn's pale daughter,


                
Breathtaking bear love's bucket? Goose or gander,


                
No sorcery will hoist and fetch our water.
              

              

                
In Paradise we played with snake and ladder.


                
It was the Adder, the mathematic god


                
Betrayed my fate, high-borne on hope's full bladder;


                
My bell had rung, my foot slipped where I trod.
              

              

                
Wounded by Heaven, old Adam, heartless cripple


                
Bed-bound by sloth, dear backwash of your beauty,


                
Begs you now bring the water for his tipple—


                
My gin (my lovely gin), your bounden duty.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
The Enchanted Garden
              
            

            

              

                
This is the garden. Here, my son,


                
where bats at nightfall flit,


                
their leaves unfolding one by one


                
the books you read were writ.
              

              

                
This is the garden of the mind,


                
a lovesome thing, God wot,


                
with 
fleurs du mat incarnadined


                
in many an earthy plot.
              

              

                
Here metaphor and tense, mixed herbs,


                
grow wild. Through moon-mad hours


                
loose substantives, irregular verbs


                
make love in secret bowers.
              

              


              

                
The 
double entendre is often found,


                
its fragrance fresh, or rank;


                
periphrasis grows here, and round


                
ellipses, bank on bank.
              

              

                
Tautologies are thick beyond


                
the winding terrace path,


                
and in the stagnant lyly-pond


                
plump Euphues takes his bath.
              

              

                
Like boats to their reflections moored


                
narcissi gaze, and yearn,


                
and beds of pansies, well-manured,


                
flourish at every turn.
              

              

                
In winter dusk two marble fauns,


                
their usage long decayed,


                
frolic with migrant leprechauns


                
on syntax crazy-laid.
              

              

                
Hyperbole is here in flower,


                
rampant beside the wall;


                
its fruits, one sweet to fifty sour,


                
upon the flat earth fall.
              

              

                
The ironic ha-ha sets a bound


                
ignored by those who climb


                
into the orchard, where are found


                
strange fruits, all glittering rime.
              

              

                
Here on the lawn where shadows creep


                
beneath the waning moon,


                
the worm casts up his dungy heap,


                
the critic chirps his tune.


                
On laurel-leaf and budding rose


                
the caterpillar climbs


                
and once a week in nibbling prose


                
commits his venal crimes.
              

              

                
Beneath the broken trellis-work


                
where catachresis trails


                
the academic blackbirds lurk


                
to pick up slugs and snails.
              

              


              

                
And over there, where nightshade grows,


                
beyond that earthy mound,


                
a well is to be found, which goes


                
deep, deep into the ground.
              

              

                
Its denizens are frogs and newts


                
and things with twisted tails


                
that men with snarls and owl-like hoots


                
dredge up in wooden pails.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Grande Chatelaine
              
            

            

              

                
Her hair-clips were made out of fish-bones,


                
her pendants of mother-of-pearl,


                
her ear-rings were aldermen's wish-bones—


                
I wish you could see the old girl.
              

              

                
Her tiara showed big stones and small stones,


                
donated by tigers and fleas,


                
but the bracelet made out of her gallstones


                
was the item most likely to please.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Deep South
              
            

            

              

                
Illicit stills in the pathless hills,


                
old legends, mostly figment,


                
a stagnant pond and snows beyond


                
of linseed oil and pigment;
              

              

                
a bottomless lake, a loud wind-break,


                
storms raging round the summit,


                
a tailored cassock woven of tussock,


                
a wiggle of shepherd's grummit;
              

              

                
a rowan branch and an avalanche,


                
with a Calvinistic foreground,


                
lake-water lapping and rabbiters trapping,


                
and a lilac park as whoreground;
              

              


              

                
a torrent of verse and an empty purse,


                
a loan and a hobnailed liver,


                
some daffadowndillies, a bout of the willies,


                
and sardine tins in the river;
              

              

                
cathedral chimes and dissonant rhymes,


                
a prose-style like a corset,


                
some hollyhock seeds and a heart that bleeds


                
for a cottage down in Dorset;
              

              

                
a drunken swagger, a crutcher-and-dagger,


                
the rolling plains where the wheat waves;


                
romantic habits of men and rabbits,


                
and Harris tweeds in the heat-waves.
              

              

                
Now boil the lot in an old iron pot


                
dug up in Gabriel's Gully,


                
and say your grace with an Anglican face


                
and a voice like Holy Wullie.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
To a Fiend in the Wilderness
              
            

            

              

                

                  
Who'd have guessed it from his lip
                


                

                  
Or his brow's unaccustomed bearing,


                

                  
On the night he thus took ship…?
                


                

                  
I left his arm that night myself
                


                

                  
For what's-his-name's, the new prose-poet
                


                

                  
That wrote the book there, on the shelf…


                

                  
He was prouder than the Devil:
                


                

                  
How he must have cursed our revel!
                
              

              —Browning, 
Waring.
              

            

            

              

                
I say, what 
is the matter with you, you old devil?


                
I haven't heard a word from you since you left


                
for Van Dieman's Land (where you ought to feel


                
preety much at home, eh? what?). They tell me


                
it's quite a wilderness, Jack just as good as his master,


                
impossible to get servants and all the politicians damned Socialists
              

              


              

                
wrecking the country. The colonies must be the very devil


                
(you ought to know about 
that!) By Jove,


                
I think you might be wise to pack up, dear boy,


                
and come Home. When Kelly left he sold me his pub,


                
my son has gone to sea, I've one or two fish biting


                
on another little proposition that might land some ripe fruit


                
right in my lap. I say, for God's sake chuck it,


                
I can promise you plenty of pretty decent week-ends


                
with a bit of grog and anything else you might happen to have an eye for.
              

              

                
I did think of getting some fellow to knock all this


                
into verse for me but it's hard to get labour in these times


                
and when you get 'em they won't do an honest day's work


                
so I'm afraid it'll just have to go as it is.


                
But I say, Dommers, I'm getting pretty browned off,


                

                  
do come back some time before I'm dead


                
and all your teeth have fallen out, what?
              

            

          

          

            

              
2000 A.D.
            

            

              

                
The normal population


                
Has been evacuated from the South Island, which has been given over to the tourist industry for purposes of hunting, shooting, boozing, mountaineering, fishing and fornication.
              

              

                
Rugby football having been discarded as much too tame,


                
Fighting with spring-knives has become the national game,


                
Carried on by a small class of specially-bred gladiators,


                
The rest of the public being bubble-gum-blowing spectators.
              

              

                
Votes for cows was carried some years ago by a show of feet;


                
Totalitarian democracy is now complete,


                
And the present Prime Minister, known to everybody as Jackie,


                
Is a ten-year-old steer from Taranaki.
              

              

                
His authority, and that of Bullamy's, is only nominal, all power being vested (along with the right of self-perpetuation)


                
In 
General Oecumenical Development (Inc.), a world with headquarters in Monte Carlo and branches throughout the Creation.
              

              

                
A complete monopoly of Radio, Television, News and Information 

Services, Education and Entertainment, including six selected sub-varieties of religious practice


                
Is operated on behalf of G.O.D. (
Inc.) by the New Zealand Broad-serving Cactus,


                
Which is situated on the Desert Road, plumb in the middle


                
Of the North Island, where the major administrative fiddle


                
Of the nation is conducted


                
In an ant-hill suitably constructed.
              

              

                
Poets and artists are heavily subsidised by the State, on strict condition that their work shall be totally incomprehensible,


                
Because that which is incomprehensible cannot possibly be subversive, a working assumption that is eminently sensible.


                
The defence of the country is in the hands of G.O.D. (Inc.) and (for decorative effect) a standing army of 100,000 marching girls ('Don't shoot until you see the whites


                
Of their eyes,' counsels the Ministry of Tourism), along with (not to be out-done) 50,000 marching bodgies in gents' Hawaiian floral shirtings and shocking-pink tights.
              

              

                
Now therefore, although everything worth buying has become progressively scarcer and dearer,


                
Lift up your voices in joyous celebration of the Second Millennium of the Christian Era.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Conversation Piece
              
            

            

              

                
Why have you given up drinking? Are you unaware


                
that non-drinking is a corrosive


                
and habit-forming habit


                
unbecoming to a gentleman


                
and likely to turn him into a rabbit?
              

              

                
I live in the desert. I drank much


                
to dissolve the sand in my stomach.


                
I found that sand was insoluble in alcohol.


                
I took to drinking vinegar, rainwater, buttermilk, and various coloured inks.


                
My digestion still suffered.


                
I gave up drinking and took to Existentialism.
              

              

                
Now I 
am the desert, the sand, and the Sphinx,


                
and if there is any more drinking to be done, the drinks


                
are on the Sphinx.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
To an American Tourist at Whakarewarewa
              
            

            

              

                
You've crossed the (hush!) Pacific, deep and wide,


                
to see our prancing natives lose their pride.


                
Interesting 
to compare our situations—


                
you folk have done the same (with reservations).
              

              

                
You'll fill your photo album—hiya, Bud!—


                
with snaps of snotty noses, bubbling mud.


                
We hope with all our hearts that you will relish


                
the scenery, which, like the food, is hellish.
              

              

                
You've come to tickle trout, or gape at geysers?


                
Well, anyway, you people are no misers;


                
and we, like Maori boys just out of school,


                
dive for your dollars in the bankers' pool.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Reflection on the Recollection of First Hearing 'William Tell' Overture (Arr. for Military Band) Played at the Age of Nine by the Royal Artillery Band in the Band Stand at the Auckland Exhibition 1913
              
            

            

              

                
The hell


                
With Tell.
              

              

                

                  
Afterthought by Mr Glover
                


                
That apple


                
Always stuck in my thrapple.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
As Man to Man
              
            

            

              
Since we live, dearest boy, in this terrible age of Anxiety,


              
what can we do for relief, what drug can we find?


              
It's a little too late for Karl Marx. A 
réchauffé piety


              

                
might fill the bill. Put Sigmund right out of your mind.


              
It 
was such a shock to discover that old Uncle Joe


              
had hairs on his body and stank so of stale cabbage soup;


              
we wouldn't go back to that now, dear boy—a bad show;


              
it would look altogether too 
much like looping the loop.
            

            

              
Frank Buckman is out, I'm afraid—a nice enough fellow,


              
but look at that 
perfectly dreadful cosmopolite circus


              
he carts around with him. We need something just a bit mellow—


              
psychological nudists and chatter of morals might irk us.
            

            

              
On the whole I suggest something cosy and 
utterly private—


              
just you and I meeting at breakfast and drinking our coffee,


              
agreed on whatever opinions we jointly arrive at,


              
and living in harmony, sharing our books and our toffee.
            

          

          

            

              

                
Poem Addressed to Mr 
Robert Lowry on the Occasion of the Birth of his Fourth Daughter
              
            

            

              
How lucky we are, Mr Lowry,


              
to live in the land of the kauri.


              
Just think what, between us,


              
our commerce with Venus


              
would have cost in the days of the dowry.
            

          

          

            

              

                
The Secret Maiden
              
            

            

              

                
I am a lovely maiden,


                
I live in a lonely house,


                
there is no man since time began


                
has bedded me down as spouse.
              

              


              

                
I am a comely maiden,


                
I have no man to loathe,


                
no mother-in-law to waggle her jaw,


                
no kids to feed and clothe.
              

              

                
I am a beautiful maiden,


                
I live in an empty house,


                
the nuts I eat are small but sweet,


                
for company I've a mouse.
              

              

                
I am a delicate maiden,


                
I have no bath nor bed,


                
the cold is raw in my heap of straw


                
and the wind blows through my head.
              

              

                
I am a nut-brown maiden,


                
my nuts I keep in jars,


                
and all I've got is you know what


                
and a window full of stars.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
To a Literary Joker, on Another
              
            

            

              
You have three kids, I have four kids.


              
Jones, I hear, is growing orchids.


              
Thus the floral queen is regnant,


              
Though his muse is never pregnant.
            

          

          

            

              

                
Poem on the Advantages of Living at the Remuera End of the North Shore
              
            

            

              
or
            

            

              
See Devonport and Fry
            

            

              

                
There are ferries at the bottom of our garden,


                
the Takapuna people envy us:


                
we never have to fight


                


                
the ladies for the right


                
to sit upon a seat aboard the bus.
              

              

                
If your arteries have not begun to harden


                
we have a hill to climb, and boats to sail,


                
a golf-course for the dubs,


                
a pair of lovely pubs,


                
a wharf where you can fish for yellowtail.
              

              

                
Oh, I nearly overlooked — I beg your pardon —


                
our Naval Base that's operated by


                
the Kiwi and the Pom,


                
a target for the Bomb —


                
now what could be a nicer way to die?
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
The Hon. Mrs Tweedscantie
              
            

            

              
Her bridge? Gad, sir, rotten.


              
Her golf? Best forgotten.


              
Her fishing? Well, frantic.


              
Her hunting? An antic.


              
Her shooting? Oh, nervy.


              
Her archery? Scurvy.


              
Her billiards? Just 
pokey —


              
But crikey, her croquet!
            

          

          

            

              

                
Idyll
              
            

            

              

                
I knew the Lady of the Lake.


                
I courted her. A great mistake.


                
The Lady told me what to do.


                
I did it. Now I'm feeling blue.
              

              

                
I knew the Lady of the Lake.


                
She counselled me what steps to take.


                
I went and took them, just for fun.


                
Now tell me, what would you have done?
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Ikon
              
            

            

              

                
We read of him, he's at the kirk;


                
his pictures show him on the links:


                
God only knows what bogeys lurk


                
within, and when he eats, or thinks.
              

              

                
A hundred million souls revere


                
the proto-psyche of their kind,


                
who links in one false hope, one fear,


                
their disunited states of mind.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
The Little Fishes
              
            

            

              
The little fishes in the sea


              
are guilty of idolatry:


              
they think the great big ships are gods,


              
the ferry-boats Olympic bods.
            

          

          

            

              

                
Poeta Nascitur Non Fit
              
            

            

              
or


              
You don't need a Telescope to Tell When a Poet is a Misfit
            

            

              

                
He took to bird-watching


                
and gave up word-botching.
              

              

                
But the geese that he cons


                
through his glass are still swans.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
God Bless the Electric Shaver, Friend of Man
              
            

            

              

                
You do it all by feel,


                
a palsied hand can guide it,


                
the party man's New Deal,


                
— strayed reveller, have you tried it?
              

              

                
Hung over, you evade


                
the open cut-throat terror,


                
the corn-torn nettle-blade,


                
— the horror in the mirror.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Philosophy For Beginners
              
            

            

              

                
Expect each creature


                
to behave according to its nature.
              

              

                
Don't ask an old moke


                
to climb an oak


                
or to swim the Hellespont breaststroke.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
The Bars and Gripes
              
            

            

              
Oh, come to the Land of the Free!


              
You'll find that you're free to agree


              
with whatever conforms to the ethical norms


              
of descendants of dumpers of tea.
            

          

          

            

              

                
Political Jotting
              
            

            

              

                
Oh, what a tangled web we weave


                
when first we practise to deceive!
              

              

                
And when the practice is perfected


                
we're just the boys to get elected.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Bluestocking
              
            

            

              
We'd cheer to see the lady cast


              
her hose into the tub, by gosh,


              
were we but sure the dye was fast


              
and wouldn't run through all the wash.
            

          

          

            

              

                
Euphues
              
            

            

              
This efflorescence of pink and white!


              
This gongorism, out-blossoming Spain's!


              
Poets of the world, unite —


              
you have nothing to lose but your daisy chains!
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Not Understood
              
              

*
            

            

              
(For the Secret Brotherhood, with a bouquet of ragwort and bracken)
            

            

              

                
Not understood. We move along asunder,


                
The mists get thicker as our syntax goes,


                
And in the fog we marvel and we wonder


                
That any line we write, in verse or prose,


                
      Is understood.
              

              

                
Not understood. We bury all our meanings,


                
And dig them deeper as the years go by,


                
Indulging thus our obscurantist leanings;


                
And it will be no wonder if we die


                
      Not understood.
              

              

                
Not understood. Despondency and madness


                
Attend us as communications fail;


                
We poets in our youth begin in gladness,


                
But end in Paul's or Whitcombe's Christmas sale,


                
      Not understood.
              

              

                
Not understood. Our tendency is laudable,


                
Uttering, for elevation of our thought,


                
In thick sonorous voices, quite inaudible


                
To the vast multitude; our books unbought,


                
      Not understood.
              

              

                
Not understood. The reading mob's reaction


                
To what it does not comprehend is slow,


                
And gives small hope. But with self-satisfaction


                
We judge our verses, though they often go


                
      Not understood.
              

              


              

                
Not understood. Poor souls with stunted vision


                
Oft measure giants by their narrow gauge;


                
The poisoned shafts of falsehood and derision


                
Are oft impelled 'gainst us who mould the age,


                
      Not understood.
              

              

                

                  
Not understood! How many hearts are aching
                


                

                  
For poems that are plain, and language terse!
                


                

                  
The poetry you write is epoch-making,


                

                  
Yet, wanting the accomplishment of verse,


                

                  
      Not understood.
                
              

              

                

                  
Oh, God! that bards could be a little clearer,


                

                  
Or write less often when they've nowt to say;
                


                

                  
Oh, God! that bards would live a little nearer
                


                

                  
To us, and in the light of common day,


                

                  
      Not under Milk Wood.
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Glum Summer
              
            

            

              
(Dedicated to 
Frank Sargeson)
            

            

              
Ron, I'd say.


              
What is it, Eth? he'd say.


              
And then I'd say, Ron.


              
And instead of answering he'd just have a sort of faint grin on


              
his face.


              
Ron, I'd say.


              
But I never could get further than just saying Ron.


              
I wanted so say something, but I didn't know what it was, and


              
I couldn't say it.


              
Ron, I'd say.


              
And he'd sort of grin. And sometimes I'd take his hand and hold


              
it tight, and he'd let it stay in my hand, and there'd be the faint


              
grin on his face.


              
Ron, I'd say.


              
I'm all right, Eth, he'd say. 
I like it, Eth.
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Elegy at Month's End
              
            

            

              
(For 
James K. Baxter)
            

            

              

                
Held at bay by the hailstorm, hound of Heaven,


                
On this bitter day in the murk of the small back bar,


                
The sump of Hell,


                
My spirit yearns for the realm where the Blessed are,


                
Remembering now in the depths of my pocket's eclipse


                
My hey-day, pay-day joy, remembering the seven


                
Angelic shapes, red-banded, foam at their lips,


                
And the twelve on the shell.
              

              

                
Came one who knocked at the door: the Beast it was;


                
His eyes were slag-pits brimmed with Time's grey ashes,


                
A cosmic rubble;


                
Then two came clothed in dun, their mouths thin gashes


                
On the breast of love, their dewlaps' wrinkled skin


                
Like the flesh of old bulls put to grass because


                
They are done. And I said to myself, The duns are in


                
And I am in trouble.
              

              

                
Then I looked in the small black book where the list of names


                
And the numbers are, of those who sometimes may be


                
Good for a loan.


                
But all were featherless, bare as the bum of a baby,


                
I had plucked them one by one in the times of torment,


                
The blonde, the black, the bald, old friends, old flames—


                
All, all had taught me the sorrow a bolted door meant,


                
Hung up on the 'phone.
              

              

                
So here I make do with dog's-nose consolation,


                
Commune with my Muse, that brass-bound, big-mouthed wench


                
Who never is short


                
Of a rhyme, or a canto. Here on this penitent bench


                
I sit in the reek of Hell, with the lost all about me,


                
Praying to God that he grant me a whiff of damnation,


                
Praying that Peter the Barman at last will shout me


                
An invalid port.
              

            

          








Victoria University of Wellington Library




Collected Poems

Kowhai Poem





            

              

                
Kowhai Poem
              
            

            

              
(Dedicated to Mr Fairburn, the Plain Man's Poet)
            

            

              

                
A grey wind rustles the greenery,


                
my soul is sad in the bush,


                
the bloom of the kowhai has fallen, girls,


                
did somebody give it a push?
              

              

                
I've written a thousand verses


                
with kowhai gold as my theme,


                
but now once more in the winter's blast


                
I've a non-convertible dream.
              

              

                
I am a kowhai lover,


                
Fort Knox has nothing on me,


                
but there's nothing to do in the winter time


                
but hide in a hole in a tree.
              

              

                
With a bag-full of broken biscuits


                
and my leaky fountain pen


                
I'll hide in a hole in the puriri tree


                
till spring comes round again.
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On a Bacchic Poet
              
            

            

              

                
He never discovered the secret of wine.


                
His potion was water. He wasn't a wowser,


                
but somehow the only thing he could divine


                
was water. A really remarkable dowser.
              

              

                
Though his pencil was sadly deficient in lead,


                
when he found the Muse sleeping he'd try to arouse her.


                
And somehow whenever he got into bed


                
he always had both of his legs in one trouser.
              

              

                
He made up a thousand and forty-two ballads


                
to celebrate women and wine—a carouser


                
on paper unparagoned. Eater of salads


                
and bibber of water—but no, not a wowser.
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Jack and Jill
              
            

            

              
(For 
Allen Curnow)
            

            

              

                
Jill is my belle, my ding-dong girl, my dove,


                
My piece of Heaven, our cot the place of revel,


                
Her reign (my queen) the climate of my love,


                
Her love, satrap to Jock my other devil.
              

              

                
Waking to hills we wonder, wryly ponder


                
The ups and downs. Can Jill, the Dawn's pale daughter,


                
Breathtaking bear love's bucket? Goose or gander,


                
No sorcery will hoist and fetch our water.
              

              

                
In Paradise we played with snake and ladder.


                
It was the Adder, the mathematic god


                
Betrayed my fate, high-borne on hope's full bladder;


                
My bell had rung, my foot slipped where I trod.
              

              

                
Wounded by Heaven, old Adam, heartless cripple


                
Bed-bound by sloth, dear backwash of your beauty,


                
Begs you now bring the water for his tipple—


                
My gin (my lovely gin), your bounden duty.
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The Enchanted Garden
              
            

            

              

                
This is the garden. Here, my son,


                
where bats at nightfall flit,


                
their leaves unfolding one by one


                
the books you read were writ.
              

              

                
This is the garden of the mind,


                
a lovesome thing, God wot,


                
with 
fleurs du mat incarnadined


                
in many an earthy plot.
              

              

                
Here metaphor and tense, mixed herbs,


                
grow wild. Through moon-mad hours


                
loose substantives, irregular verbs


                
make love in secret bowers.
              

              


              

                
The 
double entendre is often found,


                
its fragrance fresh, or rank;


                
periphrasis grows here, and round


                
ellipses, bank on bank.
              

              

                
Tautologies are thick beyond


                
the winding terrace path,


                
and in the stagnant lyly-pond


                
plump Euphues takes his bath.
              

              

                
Like boats to their reflections moored


                
narcissi gaze, and yearn,


                
and beds of pansies, well-manured,


                
flourish at every turn.
              

              

                
In winter dusk two marble fauns,


                
their usage long decayed,


                
frolic with migrant leprechauns


                
on syntax crazy-laid.
              

              

                
Hyperbole is here in flower,


                
rampant beside the wall;


                
its fruits, one sweet to fifty sour,


                
upon the flat earth fall.
              

              

                
The ironic ha-ha sets a bound


                
ignored by those who climb


                
into the orchard, where are found


                
strange fruits, all glittering rime.
              

              

                
Here on the lawn where shadows creep


                
beneath the waning moon,


                
the worm casts up his dungy heap,


                
the critic chirps his tune.


                
On laurel-leaf and budding rose


                
the caterpillar climbs


                
and once a week in nibbling prose


                
commits his venal crimes.
              

              

                
Beneath the broken trellis-work


                
where catachresis trails


                
the academic blackbirds lurk


                
to pick up slugs and snails.
              

              


              

                
And over there, where nightshade grows,


                
beyond that earthy mound,


                
a well is to be found, which goes


                
deep, deep into the ground.
              

              

                
Its denizens are frogs and newts


                
and things with twisted tails


                
that men with snarls and owl-like hoots


                
dredge up in wooden pails.
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Grande Chatelaine
              
            

            

              

                
Her hair-clips were made out of fish-bones,


                
her pendants of mother-of-pearl,


                
her ear-rings were aldermen's wish-bones—


                
I wish you could see the old girl.
              

              

                
Her tiara showed big stones and small stones,


                
donated by tigers and fleas,


                
but the bracelet made out of her gallstones


                
was the item most likely to please.
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Deep South
              
            

            

              

                
Illicit stills in the pathless hills,


                
old legends, mostly figment,


                
a stagnant pond and snows beyond


                
of linseed oil and pigment;
              

              

                
a bottomless lake, a loud wind-break,


                
storms raging round the summit,


                
a tailored cassock woven of tussock,


                
a wiggle of shepherd's grummit;
              

              

                
a rowan branch and an avalanche,


                
with a Calvinistic foreground,


                
lake-water lapping and rabbiters trapping,


                
and a lilac park as whoreground;
              

              


              

                
a torrent of verse and an empty purse,


                
a loan and a hobnailed liver,


                
some daffadowndillies, a bout of the willies,


                
and sardine tins in the river;
              

              

                
cathedral chimes and dissonant rhymes,


                
a prose-style like a corset,


                
some hollyhock seeds and a heart that bleeds


                
for a cottage down in Dorset;
              

              

                
a drunken swagger, a crutcher-and-dagger,


                
the rolling plains where the wheat waves;


                
romantic habits of men and rabbits,


                
and Harris tweeds in the heat-waves.
              

              

                
Now boil the lot in an old iron pot


                
dug up in Gabriel's Gully,


                
and say your grace with an Anglican face


                
and a voice like Holy Wullie.
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To a Fiend in the Wilderness
              
            

            

              

                

                  
Who'd have guessed it from his lip
                


                

                  
Or his brow's unaccustomed bearing,


                

                  
On the night he thus took ship…?
                


                

                  
I left his arm that night myself
                


                

                  
For what's-his-name's, the new prose-poet
                


                

                  
That wrote the book there, on the shelf…


                

                  
He was prouder than the Devil:
                


                

                  
How he must have cursed our revel!
                
              

              —Browning, 
Waring.
              

            

            

              

                
I say, what 
is the matter with you, you old devil?


                
I haven't heard a word from you since you left


                
for Van Dieman's Land (where you ought to feel


                
preety much at home, eh? what?). They tell me


                
it's quite a wilderness, Jack just as good as his master,


                
impossible to get servants and all the politicians damned Socialists
              

              


              

                
wrecking the country. The colonies must be the very devil


                
(you ought to know about 
that!) By Jove,


                
I think you might be wise to pack up, dear boy,


                
and come Home. When Kelly left he sold me his pub,


                
my son has gone to sea, I've one or two fish biting


                
on another little proposition that might land some ripe fruit


                
right in my lap. I say, for God's sake chuck it,


                
I can promise you plenty of pretty decent week-ends


                
with a bit of grog and anything else you might happen to have an eye for.
              

              

                
I did think of getting some fellow to knock all this


                
into verse for me but it's hard to get labour in these times


                
and when you get 'em they won't do an honest day's work


                
so I'm afraid it'll just have to go as it is.


                
But I say, Dommers, I'm getting pretty browned off,


                

                  
do come back some time before I'm dead


                
and all your teeth have fallen out, what?
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2000 A.D.
            

            

              

                
The normal population


                
Has been evacuated from the South Island, which has been given over to the tourist industry for purposes of hunting, shooting, boozing, mountaineering, fishing and fornication.
              

              

                
Rugby football having been discarded as much too tame,


                
Fighting with spring-knives has become the national game,


                
Carried on by a small class of specially-bred gladiators,


                
The rest of the public being bubble-gum-blowing spectators.
              

              

                
Votes for cows was carried some years ago by a show of feet;


                
Totalitarian democracy is now complete,


                
And the present Prime Minister, known to everybody as Jackie,


                
Is a ten-year-old steer from Taranaki.
              

              

                
His authority, and that of Bullamy's, is only nominal, all power being vested (along with the right of self-perpetuation)


                
In 
General Oecumenical Development (Inc.), a world with headquarters in Monte Carlo and branches throughout the Creation.
              

              

                
A complete monopoly of Radio, Television, News and Information 

Services, Education and Entertainment, including six selected sub-varieties of religious practice


                
Is operated on behalf of G.O.D. (
Inc.) by the New Zealand Broad-serving Cactus,


                
Which is situated on the Desert Road, plumb in the middle


                
Of the North Island, where the major administrative fiddle


                
Of the nation is conducted


                
In an ant-hill suitably constructed.
              

              

                
Poets and artists are heavily subsidised by the State, on strict condition that their work shall be totally incomprehensible,


                
Because that which is incomprehensible cannot possibly be subversive, a working assumption that is eminently sensible.


                
The defence of the country is in the hands of G.O.D. (Inc.) and (for decorative effect) a standing army of 100,000 marching girls ('Don't shoot until you see the whites


                
Of their eyes,' counsels the Ministry of Tourism), along with (not to be out-done) 50,000 marching bodgies in gents' Hawaiian floral shirtings and shocking-pink tights.
              

              

                
Now therefore, although everything worth buying has become progressively scarcer and dearer,


                
Lift up your voices in joyous celebration of the Second Millennium of the Christian Era.
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Conversation Piece
              
            

            

              

                
Why have you given up drinking? Are you unaware


                
that non-drinking is a corrosive


                
and habit-forming habit


                
unbecoming to a gentleman


                
and likely to turn him into a rabbit?
              

              

                
I live in the desert. I drank much


                
to dissolve the sand in my stomach.


                
I found that sand was insoluble in alcohol.


                
I took to drinking vinegar, rainwater, buttermilk, and various coloured inks.


                
My digestion still suffered.


                
I gave up drinking and took to Existentialism.
              

              

                
Now I 
am the desert, the sand, and the Sphinx,


                
and if there is any more drinking to be done, the drinks


                
are on the Sphinx.
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To an American Tourist at Whakarewarewa
              
            

            

              

                
You've crossed the (hush!) Pacific, deep and wide,


                
to see our prancing natives lose their pride.


                
Interesting 
to compare our situations—


                
you folk have done the same (with reservations).
              

              

                
You'll fill your photo album—hiya, Bud!—


                
with snaps of snotty noses, bubbling mud.


                
We hope with all our hearts that you will relish


                
the scenery, which, like the food, is hellish.
              

              

                
You've come to tickle trout, or gape at geysers?


                
Well, anyway, you people are no misers;


                
and we, like Maori boys just out of school,


                
dive for your dollars in the bankers' pool.
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Reflection on the Recollection of First Hearing 'William Tell' Overture (Arr. for Military Band) Played at the Age of Nine by the Royal Artillery Band in the Band Stand at the Auckland Exhibition 1913
              
            

            

              

                
The hell


                
With Tell.
              

              

                

                  
Afterthought by Mr Glover
                


                
That apple


                
Always stuck in my thrapple.
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As Man to Man
              
            

            

              
Since we live, dearest boy, in this terrible age of Anxiety,


              
what can we do for relief, what drug can we find?


              
It's a little too late for Karl Marx. A 
réchauffé piety


              

                
might fill the bill. Put Sigmund right out of your mind.


              
It 
was such a shock to discover that old Uncle Joe


              
had hairs on his body and stank so of stale cabbage soup;


              
we wouldn't go back to that now, dear boy—a bad show;


              
it would look altogether too 
much like looping the loop.
            

            

              
Frank Buckman is out, I'm afraid—a nice enough fellow,


              
but look at that 
perfectly dreadful cosmopolite circus


              
he carts around with him. We need something just a bit mellow—


              
psychological nudists and chatter of morals might irk us.
            

            

              
On the whole I suggest something cosy and 
utterly private—


              
just you and I meeting at breakfast and drinking our coffee,


              
agreed on whatever opinions we jointly arrive at,


              
and living in harmony, sharing our books and our toffee.
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Poem Addressed to Mr 
Robert Lowry on the Occasion of the Birth of his Fourth Daughter
              
            

            

              
How lucky we are, Mr Lowry,


              
to live in the land of the kauri.


              
Just think what, between us,


              
our commerce with Venus


              
would have cost in the days of the dowry.
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The Secret Maiden
              
            

            

              

                
I am a lovely maiden,


                
I live in a lonely house,


                
there is no man since time began


                
has bedded me down as spouse.
              

              


              

                
I am a comely maiden,


                
I have no man to loathe,


                
no mother-in-law to waggle her jaw,


                
no kids to feed and clothe.
              

              

                
I am a beautiful maiden,


                
I live in an empty house,


                
the nuts I eat are small but sweet,


                
for company I've a mouse.
              

              

                
I am a delicate maiden,


                
I have no bath nor bed,


                
the cold is raw in my heap of straw


                
and the wind blows through my head.
              

              

                
I am a nut-brown maiden,


                
my nuts I keep in jars,


                
and all I've got is you know what


                
and a window full of stars.
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To a Literary Joker, on Another
              
            

            

              
You have three kids, I have four kids.


              
Jones, I hear, is growing orchids.


              
Thus the floral queen is regnant,


              
Though his muse is never pregnant.
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Poem on the Advantages of Living at the Remuera End of the North Shore
              
            

            

              
or
            

            

              
See Devonport and Fry
            

            

              

                
There are ferries at the bottom of our garden,


                
the Takapuna people envy us:


                
we never have to fight


                


                
the ladies for the right


                
to sit upon a seat aboard the bus.
              

              

                
If your arteries have not begun to harden


                
we have a hill to climb, and boats to sail,


                
a golf-course for the dubs,


                
a pair of lovely pubs,


                
a wharf where you can fish for yellowtail.
              

              

                
Oh, I nearly overlooked — I beg your pardon —


                
our Naval Base that's operated by


                
the Kiwi and the Pom,


                
a target for the Bomb —


                
now what could be a nicer way to die?
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The Hon. Mrs Tweedscantie
              
            

            

              
Her bridge? Gad, sir, rotten.


              
Her golf? Best forgotten.


              
Her fishing? Well, frantic.


              
Her hunting? An antic.


              
Her shooting? Oh, nervy.


              
Her archery? Scurvy.


              
Her billiards? Just 
pokey —


              
But crikey, her croquet!
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Idyll
              
            

            

              

                
I knew the Lady of the Lake.


                
I courted her. A great mistake.


                
The Lady told me what to do.


                
I did it. Now I'm feeling blue.
              

              

                
I knew the Lady of the Lake.


                
She counselled me what steps to take.


                
I went and took them, just for fun.


                
Now tell me, what would you have done?
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Ikon
              
            

            

              

                
We read of him, he's at the kirk;


                
his pictures show him on the links:


                
God only knows what bogeys lurk


                
within, and when he eats, or thinks.
              

              

                
A hundred million souls revere


                
the proto-psyche of their kind,


                
who links in one false hope, one fear,


                
their disunited states of mind.
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The Little Fishes
              
            

            

              
The little fishes in the sea


              
are guilty of idolatry:


              
they think the great big ships are gods,


              
the ferry-boats Olympic bods.
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Poeta Nascitur Non Fit
              
            

            

              
or


              
You don't need a Telescope to Tell When a Poet is a Misfit
            

            

              

                
He took to bird-watching


                
and gave up word-botching.
              

              

                
But the geese that he cons


                
through his glass are still swans.
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God Bless the Electric Shaver, Friend of Man
              
            

            

              

                
You do it all by feel,


                
a palsied hand can guide it,


                
the party man's New Deal,


                
— strayed reveller, have you tried it?
              

              

                
Hung over, you evade


                
the open cut-throat terror,


                
the corn-torn nettle-blade,


                
— the horror in the mirror.
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Philosophy For Beginners
              
            

            

              

                
Expect each creature


                
to behave according to its nature.
              

              

                
Don't ask an old moke


                
to climb an oak


                
or to swim the Hellespont breaststroke.
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The Bars and Gripes
              
            

            

              
Oh, come to the Land of the Free!


              
You'll find that you're free to agree


              
with whatever conforms to the ethical norms


              
of descendants of dumpers of tea.
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Political Jotting
              
            

            

              

                
Oh, what a tangled web we weave


                
when first we practise to deceive!
              

              

                
And when the practice is perfected


                
we're just the boys to get elected.
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Bluestocking
              
            

            

              
We'd cheer to see the lady cast


              
her hose into the tub, by gosh,


              
were we but sure the dye was fast


              
and wouldn't run through all the wash.
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Euphues
              
            

            

              
This efflorescence of pink and white!


              
This gongorism, out-blossoming Spain's!


              
Poets of the world, unite —


              
you have nothing to lose but your daisy chains!
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Uncollected
          

          

            

              

                
The Sea
              
            

            

              

                1



                

                  
Now for many days I have not smelt the sea


                  
passing in spring through a green land


                  
walking in a dry land


                  
in a soft place where is no death.


                  
Far, far the strange and gleaming ocean


                  
billowing on the rocks in blinding sunlight


                  
far is the sea foam-bosomed titanic


                  
and the rocks and the foam and the weeds the water sucks,


                  
but still in this dry land I see


                  
faint foaming seas and bloom upon the wave


                  
in a windy twilight, still I hear its noise


                  
as if my heart were a shell and I a child


                  
listening, shell to ear.
                

                

                  
Could I but wall myself in this dry world


                  
of rolling plain low hills and trees and hedgerows,


                  
walk by slow waters moving through the land


                  
fall river-dreaming and forget the sea,


                  
could I but close up my mind as an old maid locks her door


                  
against the ravisher, the dreaded and desired,


                  
could I but cultivate my garden


                  
could I but move in a compact circle


                  
as a wheel upon its pivot
                

                

                  
but thought is a slow river that flows round


                  
the mountain of the will and finds the sea.
                

              

              

                2



                

                  
I have ridden the surf with foam across my face


                  
I have rolled like a warrior of old


                  
down the sea-wind in my chariot of water.
                

                

                  
I have lain in the sea at twilight


                  
as in a bed heaped up with flowers


                  
clothed in my robe of water like a king.
                

                

                  
Lying on my belly on an old rotten wharf


                  
I have watched the rippling green through a chink in the boards


                  
and the world has slipped away like sand through the fingers.
                

                


                

                  
And I have stood on a tall cliff and looked down


                  
on the vast waters washing the edge of the world


                  
and have not been afraid.
                

                

                  
But all this was in youth when I had not known


                  
distrust of solid rock


                  
distrust of death by water and the resurrection


                  
limbo of doubt interregnum of darkness.
                

                

                  
If any man tell you he has conquered, call him a liar.
                

              

              

                3



                

                  
Lying in the sun beside the sea


                  
the sky the huge hard bulging bum


                  
of a metal kettledrum, the sea


                  
hot parchment tightly stretched for the sticks


                  
for the music of the sticks that is withheld


                  
pending a revelation that lies


                  
womb-bound in heavy silence
                

                

                  
lying in the sun with my belly on the hot rock


                  
the rock a cross where hangs a body limp


                  
in agony immune from life and death


                  
in deep damnation drinking in the sun


                  
sucking the strength and vigour from the sun


                  
the fire of life that breeds revolt anew


                  
the gladiator fed with milk and truffles


                  
wine and good meat to stiffen bone and sinew


                  
prolonging the bloody strife
                

                

                  
I am neither sea nor rock but living flesh


                  
I can swim but not as a fish swims


                  
I have fear and the knowledge of opposites.


                  
And so, to seize


                  
that fiery ardour of the sun,


                  
contain it in the mind, and lend it to the will,


                  
subdue the waves with thought?


                  
The revelation hangs in silence.
                

                

                  
Or to plunge in and let the limbs


                  
move gently, held in balance of two forces,


                  
to have firm faith the fixed assurance


                  
that through the broken rhythm of the waves


                  
there flows the deeper rhythm of the Wave


                  


                  
a strong unchanging everlasting thing


                  
whose pattern lies in heaven?


                  
After the heat of life the calm of death,


                  
after the journey the lover's arms,


                  
after the dry rock and the blistering sun


                  
the cool hands of the sea, the melting in water.


                  
To each his element,


                  
fire for the lover, air for the ghost,


                  
and water for the stubborn, the estranged of God.
                

                

                  
The revelation comes not. Lies, all lies.
                

                

                  
I cried: I will rope in the sun,


                  
drive him in triumph across the open heavens


                  
holding the fiery reins with blistered fingers,


                  
then shall I be myself, redeemed or damned.


                  
I stood irresolute.
                

                

                  
The sun went down behind the hill,


                  
the sea grew pale, bewitched me with a semblance


                  
of something I had seen once in a dream


                  
or in the sweet sloth of my mother's womb.


                  
I plunged, and drowned.
                

              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Mr Fairburn to his Bibliographer
              
            

            

              

                
O Live! Give Dewey innocence, false pride,


              
Lot's wife in mind, no backward-longing look:


              
Invoke the gods—take Bacchus for your guide,


              
Venus for chaperone. And may you not


              
Ever be brought to book.
            

          

          
          



            

              

                
On a Bachelor Bishop
              
            

            

              

                
The quarry of the ladies' sewing guild,


                
with opportunities like other men,


                
shyly prefers to leave the field untilled,


                
and lies abed with fantasies till ten.
              

              

                
This labourer in the vineyard of the Lord


                
has never stained his dentures with the grape,


                
a dozen spinsters wither and grow bored,


                
wan victims of an unattempted rape.
              

              

                
Upon his tumbled bed the sunlight falls,


                
and waking eyes Ulysses-like unfold


                
that map of ecstasy, the bedroom walls,


                
still patterned with the vine and grapes in gold.
              

              

                
The phallic chart reveals to drowsy eyes


                
a rapturous diversity of shapes;


                
his larval thoughts wing forth and crawl like flies


                
among the vine-leaves and the clustered grapes.
              

              

                
The pattern melts beneath his gaze of fire,


                
and leaf and fruit, transfigured in that change,


                
yield transcendental figures of desire,


                
and tendrils turn to something rich and strange.
              

              

                
And in His Grace's vineyard (private heaven


                
laid up in pattern) subtly intertwine


                
subjective thought and feeling and the given


                
object—the vile, the violent and the vine.
              

              

                
The sewing guild is meeting at eleven


                
('.. Your Grace..to morning tea..please condescend..')


                
His Grace, alas! is in his paper heaven.


                
His Grace is much too busy to attend!
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
The County
              
            

            

              

                
Pity on poor dog Tray, alas!


                
cuffed by the farm-hand's lad and lass.
              

              

                
The farm-hand has both son and daughter:


                
on family ties he maketh water.
              

              

                
The farmer, next in God's great plan,


                
now micturates upon the man.
              

              

                
The parson (too genteel to piss)


                
takes farmers' tithes, content with this.
              

              

                
From the County seat Lord Knocknees doth


                
make noble water on the Cloth.
              

              

                
From Lord Knocknees to kitchen hound


                
how shall we make the perfect round?
              

              

                
Lord Knocknees, waiting at the meet,


                
dismounts to ease the County seat.
              

              

                
A naughty hound now lifts his leg


                
against Lord Knocknees' noble peg.
              

              

                
The circle's full. This ancient land


                
on sure foundation yet shall stand.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Note on the State Literary Fund
              
            

            

              
Here is a piece of wisdom


              
I learnt at my mother's knee:


              
The mushroom grows in the open,


              
The toadstool under the tree.
            

          

          
          



            

              

                
On 

R. A. K. Mason
                  
                
              
            

            

              
Here's Mason, who would greet us


              
With some damned tag from Epictetus.


              
His belly was so full of Latin


              
He fouled the very chair he sat in.
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The Sea
              
            

            

              

                1



                

                  
Now for many days I have not smelt the sea


                  
passing in spring through a green land


                  
walking in a dry land


                  
in a soft place where is no death.


                  
Far, far the strange and gleaming ocean


                  
billowing on the rocks in blinding sunlight


                  
far is the sea foam-bosomed titanic


                  
and the rocks and the foam and the weeds the water sucks,


                  
but still in this dry land I see


                  
faint foaming seas and bloom upon the wave


                  
in a windy twilight, still I hear its noise


                  
as if my heart were a shell and I a child


                  
listening, shell to ear.
                

                

                  
Could I but wall myself in this dry world


                  
of rolling plain low hills and trees and hedgerows,


                  
walk by slow waters moving through the land


                  
fall river-dreaming and forget the sea,


                  
could I but close up my mind as an old maid locks her door


                  
against the ravisher, the dreaded and desired,


                  
could I but cultivate my garden


                  
could I but move in a compact circle


                  
as a wheel upon its pivot
                

                

                  
but thought is a slow river that flows round


                  
the mountain of the will and finds the sea.
                

              

              

                2



                

                  
I have ridden the surf with foam across my face


                  
I have rolled like a warrior of old


                  
down the sea-wind in my chariot of water.
                

                

                  
I have lain in the sea at twilight


                  
as in a bed heaped up with flowers


                  
clothed in my robe of water like a king.
                

                

                  
Lying on my belly on an old rotten wharf


                  
I have watched the rippling green through a chink in the boards


                  
and the world has slipped away like sand through the fingers.
                

                


                

                  
And I have stood on a tall cliff and looked down


                  
on the vast waters washing the edge of the world


                  
and have not been afraid.
                

                

                  
But all this was in youth when I had not known


                  
distrust of solid rock


                  
distrust of death by water and the resurrection


                  
limbo of doubt interregnum of darkness.
                

                

                  
If any man tell you he has conquered, call him a liar.
                

              

              

                3



                

                  
Lying in the sun beside the sea


                  
the sky the huge hard bulging bum


                  
of a metal kettledrum, the sea


                  
hot parchment tightly stretched for the sticks


                  
for the music of the sticks that is withheld


                  
pending a revelation that lies


                  
womb-bound in heavy silence
                

                

                  
lying in the sun with my belly on the hot rock


                  
the rock a cross where hangs a body limp


                  
in agony immune from life and death


                  
in deep damnation drinking in the sun


                  
sucking the strength and vigour from the sun


                  
the fire of life that breeds revolt anew


                  
the gladiator fed with milk and truffles


                  
wine and good meat to stiffen bone and sinew


                  
prolonging the bloody strife
                

                

                  
I am neither sea nor rock but living flesh


                  
I can swim but not as a fish swims


                  
I have fear and the knowledge of opposites.


                  
And so, to seize


                  
that fiery ardour of the sun,


                  
contain it in the mind, and lend it to the will,


                  
subdue the waves with thought?


                  
The revelation hangs in silence.
                

                

                  
Or to plunge in and let the limbs


                  
move gently, held in balance of two forces,


                  
to have firm faith the fixed assurance


                  
that through the broken rhythm of the waves


                  
there flows the deeper rhythm of the Wave


                  


                  
a strong unchanging everlasting thing


                  
whose pattern lies in heaven?


                  
After the heat of life the calm of death,


                  
after the journey the lover's arms,


                  
after the dry rock and the blistering sun


                  
the cool hands of the sea, the melting in water.


                  
To each his element,


                  
fire for the lover, air for the ghost,


                  
and water for the stubborn, the estranged of God.
                

                

                  
The revelation comes not. Lies, all lies.
                

                

                  
I cried: I will rope in the sun,


                  
drive him in triumph across the open heavens


                  
holding the fiery reins with blistered fingers,


                  
then shall I be myself, redeemed or damned.


                  
I stood irresolute.
                

                

                  
The sun went down behind the hill,


                  
the sea grew pale, bewitched me with a semblance


                  
of something I had seen once in a dream


                  
or in the sweet sloth of my mother's womb.


                  
I plunged, and drowned.
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Mr Fairburn to his Bibliographer
              
            

            

              

                
O Live! Give Dewey innocence, false pride,


              
Lot's wife in mind, no backward-longing look:


              
Invoke the gods—take Bacchus for your guide,


              
Venus for chaperone. And may you not


              
Ever be brought to book.
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On a Bachelor Bishop
              
            

            

              

                
The quarry of the ladies' sewing guild,


                
with opportunities like other men,


                
shyly prefers to leave the field untilled,


                
and lies abed with fantasies till ten.
              

              

                
This labourer in the vineyard of the Lord


                
has never stained his dentures with the grape,


                
a dozen spinsters wither and grow bored,


                
wan victims of an unattempted rape.
              

              

                
Upon his tumbled bed the sunlight falls,


                
and waking eyes Ulysses-like unfold


                
that map of ecstasy, the bedroom walls,


                
still patterned with the vine and grapes in gold.
              

              

                
The phallic chart reveals to drowsy eyes


                
a rapturous diversity of shapes;


                
his larval thoughts wing forth and crawl like flies


                
among the vine-leaves and the clustered grapes.
              

              

                
The pattern melts beneath his gaze of fire,


                
and leaf and fruit, transfigured in that change,


                
yield transcendental figures of desire,


                
and tendrils turn to something rich and strange.
              

              

                
And in His Grace's vineyard (private heaven


                
laid up in pattern) subtly intertwine


                
subjective thought and feeling and the given


                
object—the vile, the violent and the vine.
              

              

                
The sewing guild is meeting at eleven


                
('.. Your Grace..to morning tea..please condescend..')


                
His Grace, alas! is in his paper heaven.


                
His Grace is much too busy to attend!
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The County
              
            

            

              

                
Pity on poor dog Tray, alas!


                
cuffed by the farm-hand's lad and lass.
              

              

                
The farm-hand has both son and daughter:


                
on family ties he maketh water.
              

              

                
The farmer, next in God's great plan,


                
now micturates upon the man.
              

              

                
The parson (too genteel to piss)


                
takes farmers' tithes, content with this.
              

              

                
From the County seat Lord Knocknees doth


                
make noble water on the Cloth.
              

              

                
From Lord Knocknees to kitchen hound


                
how shall we make the perfect round?
              

              

                
Lord Knocknees, waiting at the meet,


                
dismounts to ease the County seat.
              

              

                
A naughty hound now lifts his leg


                
against Lord Knocknees' noble peg.
              

              

                
The circle's full. This ancient land


                
on sure foundation yet shall stand.
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Note on the State Literary Fund
              
            

            

              
Here is a piece of wisdom


              
I learnt at my mother's knee:


              
The mushroom grows in the open,


              
The toadstool under the tree.
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On 

R. A. K. Mason
                  
                
              
            

            

              
Here's Mason, who would greet us


              
With some damned tag from Epictetus.


              
His belly was so full of Latin


              
He fouled the very chair he sat in.
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The Disadvantages of Being Dead
        

        
        
        



          

            

              

                
The Disadvantages of Being Dead
              
            

            

              
On reading that Sir Ernest Fisk, Managing Director of Amalgamated Wireless, considers it may be possible before long to get into communication with the dead.
            

            

              

                
According to Sir Ernest Fisk,


                
Death is attended with grave risk:


                
Henceforth when sufferers quit this life


                
(leaving the duns, the job, the wife),


                
When weary souls obtain release


                
They cannot hope to rest in peace.


                
Ah, no! Sir Ernest and his friends


                
Will probe beyond the earth's far ends


                
Armed with a radio transmitter,


                
And send them (though the thought's more bitter


                
Than death itself) tidings of battle,


                
Turf intelligence, tittle-tattle,


                
Until no privacy is left


                
To those who are of life bereft,


                
And the deep silence of the tomb


                
Resounds like Bedlam's common-room.
              

              

                
Sir Ernest, hear this heartfelt cry!


                
We who are about to die


                
Salute … and ask you not to try.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Now that You've Found the Way, You Must Come and See us Again
              
            

            

              
Canon for two voices
            

            

              

                
Well, thank God that's over, I don't want to go through another evening like this in a hurry …
              

              

                
Me neither and I don't intend to; I'm not asking them again, don't worry …
              

              

                
I never in all my life heard a grown man talk such a lot of nonsense…
              

              

                
He doesn't know the first thing about anything and she's a perfect fool, they're worse even than the Johnsons …
              

              

                
Yes, and although he's a dreadful bore and she's a malicious gossip I'd swear I'd rather have even the Burtons…
              

              

                
And the dress she was wearing, did you notice, it looked as if it had been knocked together out of some old curtains…
              

              

                
It was awfully silly of you to invite them at all, you know, knowing what they were like…
              

              

                
I did nothing of the sort, it was you who said drop in and see us some time, any time at all…
              

              

                
Well if you call that an invitation, but anybody in their sane senses would take it as an indication that we'd rather they didn't call…
              

              

                
All right, all right, for God's sake don't nag …
              

              

                
I'm not nagging; I'm just telling you, and there's no need to get out your rag…
              

              

                
Well, you go on and on and on, you give me a thick head…


                
For God's sake wind the clock and put out the cat and let's go to bed…
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Hymn of Peace
              
            

            

              

                
Ring out, ye joyful bells, O ring, ring out!


                
And all ye happy people, sing and shout!


                
On borrower and lender


                
Now dawns in all its splendour


                
      The Age of Peace


                
(Without, however, benefit of Lend-Lease).
              

              

                
O happy time, when all the world is free!


                
The sun of Freedom shines o'er land and sea!


                
Released from war's alarms


                
Now men lay down their arms,


                
      And all is quiet


                
(Except for an odd Palestinian riot).
              

              

                
In field and factory, too, joy reigns supreme,


                
For men have realized their age-old dream;


                
Loving co-operation


                
Builds Peace within each nation


                
      (Save, 
inter alia,


                
Strikes in America, Java, Britain, Australia).
              

              

                
Go, bind the daffadillies in your hair,


                
And dance, ye maidens, dance, and cast off care!


                
Peace reigns: with one accord


                
Nations renounce the sword


                
      And meet as brothers


                
(All but the Big Three, and some forty others).
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Oh —! Oh Hang!
              
            

            

              
'If at the end of a year we have not made worth-while progress I will resign,' said Mr E. R. Cuzens at a recent meeting of the South Canterbury Regional Planning Council. …The chairman (Mr George Dash) said: 'If I am chairman of this body for twelve months, and at the end of that time we have not made progress, I will hang myself.'
            

            

              

                
There's terrible tidings from down in the South—


                
The Regional Planners are down in the mouth.


                
In spite of the work of a score of committees


                
In drawing up blue prints for backblocks and cities


                
They're having to swallow the bitterest pill —


                
The fact that their progress to date has been nil.


                
So dim is the outlook for Regional Planners


                
That one of their number (forgetting his manners)


                
Has threatened (or promised) to string himself up


                
At the end of twelve months if their bitch doesn't pup.
              

              

                
'Way down in that region, we've always been told,


                
The virtues of English reserve are extolled;


                
Their conduct 
is flawless — they never say worse


                
Than 'Oh, Dash!' or 'Oh, Hang!' when they're tempted to curse;


                
They're all for good manners and rigid decorum,


                
And genteel refinement and highcockalorum.


                
So here in the North, where we're rather untamed,


                
The news of George Dash's most desperate threat


                
Was received with surprise and a tinge of regret.
              

              

                
Now, knowing the way that committees are run


                
(They'll talk for twelve months, and their work's never done),


                
Here and now you'll agree it may safely be said


                
That the fate of G. Dash can be taken as read.


                
So, folks, we're all set for a beautiful hanging;


                
The boys in the bar-room are thumping and banging;


                
They feel, one and all, that your promise was rash,


                
But they know they can count on your word, Mr Dash.


                
Don't think you're unpopular, just from that sound —


                
They'll give you an item — so just hang around.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Footnote to Matthew X, 29
              
            

            

              
When playing from the first tee in a tournament at the Lochiel Club's links, Mr A. E. McDonald, of St. Andrew's Club, Hamilton, hit a sparrow on the wing. The bird was killed.
            

            

              

                
With trembling hands he tees his ball,


                
His only one — he risks his all;


                
He pulls his driver from the bag;


                
His spirits now begin to sag,


                
Recalling that a 10 had crowned


                
His struggles here the last time round.
              

              

                
His knees are knocking as he stands


                
And grips the club with desperate hands.


                
He breathes a prayer and drags it back,


                
Then lurches blindly forward … 
whack!


                
Great snakes! Now, who would dare predict


                
Such miracles as this? He's clicked!
              

              

                
Just at that moment, sad to say,


                
A sparrow flits across the way;


                
The ball flies straighter than an arrow


                
And strikes that God-forsaken sparrow,


                
Which (in defiance of Holy Writ)


                
Falls dead the moment that it's hit.


                
He stands and stares, in blank surprise —


                
'Come, Fate!' he yells, 'now do your worst:


                
I've got a birdie at the first!'
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Coal Comfort
              
            

            

              
The collier 'Wingatui', which left Wellington for Westport to get coal for Wellington, arrived back in without the cargo of coal but having circumnavigated the North Island.
            

            

              

                
We're sailing off to Westport


                
 rend="indent"To fetch a load of coal;


                
We won't be home to breakfast;


                
The wind is from the Pole.
              

              


              

                
We're sailing off to Westport


                
By Bristol and Hong Kong;


                
We'll have our lunch in Greenland;


                
We hope we won't be long.
              

              

                
We're going to stop at 'Frisco


                
To have a bite of tea,


                
Then spend the night exploring


                
The dark Sargasso Sea.
              

              

                
We're off to scoop and shovel


                
To fetch the folk some coal;


                
We'll touch the coast of Iceland,


                
But Westport is our goal.
              

              

                
We're sailing off to Westport


                
By way of Kingdom Come;


                
We won't be home till Christmas—


                
So keep some dinner, Mum!
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
The Ends of Man
              
            

            

              
The Auckland Metropolitan Drainage Engineer gave it as his opinion that one might almost think that Providence had provided Brown's Island specially for the purposes of the drainage scheme.
            

            

              

                
When Brown's at first, by Heaven's command, arose


                
From out the Waitemata's azure main,


                
It was no accident, as fools suppose:


                
No one in Heaven received a 'Please Explain';


                
The whole thing was ordained in Heaven's plan


                
To serve, quite literally, the ends of man.
              

              

                
It may seem strange to you, who know no history,


                
That Providence should blue-print such a scheme;


                
Perhaps you think the whole thing is a mystery?


                
Then, brother, let me wake you from your dream:


                
Of all the world's vast areas of dry land,


                
Heaven, it seems, has commandeered Brown's Island.
              

              

                
Now let me ask this question: 
Who was Brown?


                
Does he deserve this cruel, astringent fame?


                


                
What has he done, that the whole flaming town


                
Should build this monument to bear his name?


                
And can it be said that they must make this votive


                
Offering with some posterior motive?
              

              

                
I do not question Heaven — its smile or frown—


                
But can't help feeling sad for poor old Brown.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Political Science
              
            

            

              

                
Fight the good fight with all thy might


                
(but please recall, if it should suit


                
the party line, or King Canute,


                
white may be black, or black be white).
              

              

                
Vote the right vote with all thy might


                
(and please remember, eating pottage


                
inside your castle — or State cottage —


                
you won't get left if you vote right!).
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
The Tourist
              
            

            

              

                
I met him in a cocktail bar,


                
he said his name was Jones,


                
he spoke of Reparations and


                
of Debts and Foreign Loans,


                
I propped him up in, front of me


                
and kicked him in the stones.
              

              

                
I found him in the Abbey with


                
an illustrated guide,


                
I took him by the buttonhole


                
and led him to one side,


                
I hammered him and jumped upon


                
his stomach till he cried.
              

              

                
I met him by the Palace


                
making notes upon his shirt,


                


                
I poked a finger in his eye


                
and asked him if it hurt,


                
and later on I took his face


                
and rubbed it in the dirt.
              

              

                
I saw him up at Stratford and


                
he told me of the Bard,


                
he would have said a lot more but


                
I took him off his guard,


                
I thought of his posterity


                
and kicked him very hard.
              

              

                
He knew the map of Europe as


                
a monkey knows its pelt,


                
He said that English churches were


                
the nicest he had smelt,


                
I pulled his nose and kicked his shins


                
and asked him how he felt.
              

              

                
He said he wondered what this place


                
was like before the War,


                
I led him to the limousine and


                
pushed him through the door.


                
I took him down to Stonehenge which


                
he hadn't seen before.
              

              

                
He mentioned that he'd like to get


                
some prehistoric bones,


                
I stood him in the shadow of


                
the largest of the stones,


                
I pushed it on his neck and said


                
good-bye to Mr Jones.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
To my Butcher
              
            

            

              
On having a pound of steak delivered in the 'Sunday Express'.
            

            

              

                
Sir, I protest. You've sent my meat


                
wrapped in this blood-stained Sunday sheet;


                
and now, it seems, my dinner must


                
smell rank with other people's lust,


                


                
and gossip of the stage and screen,


                
and crimes of blood and cash and spleen,


                
and turf-notes, and the dirty tricks


                
of men who play at politics.


                
Pray you in future, sir, to use
              

              

                
the 'Philatelist' or the 'Poulterers' News';


                
or stay! for what were weeklies made?


                
here is our safe and fitting aid.


                
No active germ could find gestation


                
inside the 'Week-End' or the 'Nation';


                
it would not even spoil my lunch


                
to find my viands wrapped in 'Punch'.


                
So keep your Sunday sheets, my friend,


                
and put them to a better end.


                
For meat, use weeklies — safe, and cheap:


                
employ your weeklies, sir, and keep


                
the custom (else, good sir, we part!)


                
of one who, in his simple heart,


                
finds Sunday papers running sores,


                
and weeklies merely harmless bores.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
The 105 Per Cent Loaf
              
            

            

              
On bakers protesting when they were compelled to wrap bread.
            

            

              

                
When tea-time comes, and I sit down


                
To chew my bread-and-butter,


                
I love to find that, white or brown,


                
It savours of the gutter.
              

              

                
There's nothing quite so nice to munch


                
As bread that tastes of gutter;


                
I love the flavour for my lunch —


                
The hint of swill and clutter.
              

              

                
I like to think my loaf is mauled


                
By paws that handle money,


                
And then is dropped where dogs have sprawled.


                
In ways like that I'm funny.
              

              


              

                
I love the smatch of quadruped,


                
Of grubby nails and fingers.


                
I like to think that on my bread


                
Their gentle fragrance lingers.
              

              

                
It pleases me to think that when


                
My loaf is mauled or muddied


                
Production costs are lower then,


                
And profits are being studied.
              

              

                
A little dirt will never hurt —


                
Before I'm safely dead


                
I'll eat a peck of it, they say —


                
So 
Please don't wrap my bread.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Matchless Beauty
              
            

            

              
'Bus, Otahuhu, 6 p.m., Wednesday, Young Lady in single seat, black dress, asked for match. If interested, write —.' — Advertisement in 'Personal' Column.
            

            

              

                
You travelled on the six o'clock, and rolled yourself a fag,


                
You licked the gum and stuck it down, then looked inside your bag


                
(Your eyes were crossed, your yellow hair hung downward like a thatch),


                
And then you lurched across the bus and asked me for a match.
              

              

                
I noted well your powdered chops, the hair upon your face,


                
The sag of sordid underwear, the fringe of grubby lace;


                
I saw the torn umbrella, and the bag that wouldn't latch;


                
I held my stomach, shut my eyes, and handed you a match.
              

              

                
I shudder still to think of you … I can't forget that face …


                
But will you take a job with us — just helping round the place?


                
Please tell me if you're interested — I ask it on my knees.


                
Oh, will you come and cook for us? Do answer quickly, 
Please!
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Song of the Open Road
              
            

            

              

                
I wish to sing the joys of hiking;


                
It is superior to biking.


                
I know it is not quite so fast —


                
That only makes the pleasure last.


                
Heigh-ho! when springtime is in bud


                
How jolly then to plod through mud,


                
To clump along like happy vagrants


                
And sniff the petrol fumes' sweet fragrance,


                
As motor-cars go splashing past


                
With honk of horn and klaxon-blast.


                
In winter-time there's nothing like


                
A good old-fashioned ten-mile hike;


                
We love to march through rain and sleet


                
With leaky boots upon our feet,


                
Our clothes each moment growing wetter,


                
And if there's hail, that's even better.


                
And then, when summer comes, how gay


                
Our trek along the broad highway,


                
With songs upon our dusty lips


                
And cheery words and merry quips.


                
When gazing down sweet pastoral vistas


                
We cannot even think of blisters.


                
In any weather, dry or damp,


                
There's nothing like a day-long tramp


                
To make us feel that life is sweet


                
In spite of corns and aching…
              

              

                
Hey, Mister, Give Us a Lift!
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
A Phoenix in the Fowl-Run
              
            

            

              
The Art Gallery Committee of the Christchurch City Council rejected 'The Pleasure Garden', by 
Frances Hodgkins, on the advice of three experts. (It was later bought by public subscription and now hangs, without much civic honour, in the MacDougall Gallery.)
            

            

              

                
A phoenix in the fowl-run!


                
Oh, this will never do!


                
Call Nicoll, Kelly, Wallwork,


                


                
And sound a view-halloo!


                
The phoenix is a fire-bird —


                
Oh, this is bad for trade!


                
A phoenix in the fowl-run!


                
Go call the Fire Brigade!
              

              

                
The hens are sitting pretty


                
Upon their tussock nests,


                
They dream like Walter Mitty


                
Of squatters' rich bequests;


                
While through the dusty city


                
Poor Fanny Hodgkins begs


                
The hens are sitting pretty


                
Upon their china eggs.
              

              

                
Bring Kelly, Wallwork, Nicoll


                
To put the phoenix out!


                
Their hose will only trickle?


                
They'll find some way, no doubt —


                
For public taste is fickle,


                
And nothing's too absurd.


                
Bring Kelly, Wallwork, Nicoll


                
To choke the fiery bird!
              

              

                
Call Nicoll, Wallwork, Kelly,


                
Three gentlemen of parts,


                
They'll make a dust, I tell 'ee —


                
Nor-westers of the arts,


                
More dry-as-dust than Shelley


                
(As full of wind? Well, just) —


                
Call Nicoll, Wallwork, Kelly,


                
And let them raise the dust!
              

              

                
Alas, the dust will quickly


                
Subside when they have done


                
And settle just as thickly


                
Upon the poultry-run;


                
And far away the phoenix


                
Will shine in clearer skies


                
While N. and K. and Wallwork


                
Rub dust into their eyes.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Bredon Hill
              
            

            

              
With a wink at Mr Housman
            

            

              

                
Consumer Time on Bredon,


                
The prices sound so dear,


                
From all YAs they call them


                
To people far and near;


                
A happy noise? No fear!
              

              

                
Here of a Wednesday evening


                
(My love, they wouldn't lie)


                
We heard the stable prices


                
Go soaring up so high


                
About us in the sky.
              

              

                
The bills were mounting daily,


                
But still the voice would cry:


                
'Go to the shops, good people,


                
Good people, go and buy.'


                
And then my love would sigh.
              

              

                
And I would turn and answer


                
With voice and visage glum;


                
'You talk of ceiling prices?


                
O, noisy lad, come, come,


                
You must think we are dumb.'
              

              

                
Consumer Time, Dunedin?


                
Oh, turn to the shortwave.


                
I wish I were with Housman


                
Where none has need to save —


                
Lying pretty in the grave.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
The Most Unkindest Cut
              
            

            

              
On reading that protests have been made against the dissection of cats at a School of Biology.
            

            

              

                
Always be kind to pussy,


                
Never throw stones at her, boys;


                
Just give her some milk in a saucer;


                
Remember the rats she destroys.
              

              

                
Be gentle and kind to poor pussy;


                
Remember her tally of mice;


                
And let her sleep snug by the fire;


                
Don't hack her about — it's not nice.
              

              

                
And never take Puss to Biology,


                
She doesn't like lessons, you see:


                
If you do, I can't possibly tell you


                
How dreadfully cut up she'll be.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Talking of Talking
              
            

            

              
'Verbosity in Parliament' — Newspaper headline.

            

              

                
I seldom read the local news,


                
I rarely scan the sporting,


                
the times I've looked at film reviews


                
are scarcely worth reporting.
              

              

                
I sometimes read the cable page


                
to see what mischief's cooking,


                
perhaps consult the racing sage


                
when nobody is looking.
              

              

                
But best of all I like to read


                
the editorial lectures,


                
they save me thought, remove the need


                
to make my own conjectures.
              

              

                
Sometimes I think that I'm unique


                
and not like other readers,


                


                
I'm almost sure that I'm a freak —


                

                  
I Always read the leaders.
              

              

                
I love to hear these downy birds


                
pronounce their solemn warnings,


                
they pile up words on words on words


                
and occupy my mornings.
              

              

                
I must confess I'm staggered, though,


                
and just a little dampened,


                
to read this charge that Down Below


                
verbosity is rampant.
              

              

                
What blackened pot that serves the sinks


                
condemns the kitchen kettle?


                
What polecat thinks the onion stinks?


                
What scorpion blames the nettle?
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Reverie in Rat Week
              
            

            

              

                
I want to talk about the Rat.
              

              

                
You've heard me talk of this and that.


                
Just for a change I'd like to speak


                
Some words about the Rat this week.
              

              

                
The Rat is different from the Cat,


                
He dare not sit upon the mat;


                
He sees with anxious eyes the feline,


                
And for his hole he makes a bee-line.
              

              

                
And yet he differs from the Bee,


                
He does not give us honey, see?
              

              

                
And then, again, he's fond of cheese,


                
A food that is not liked by bees.
              

              

                
The Rat's a rodent beast — his habits


                
In this respect are like the Rabbit's.
              

              

                
However, in a stew, I feel,


                
The Rabbit makes a nicer meal.
              

              


              

                
The Rat is different from the Rhino.


                
You ask me why? I'm damned if I know.
              

              

                
He differs from the Hippo, too,


                
I find that very odd, don't you?
              

              

                
The Rat is different from the Cat…


                
I think I may have mentioned that.
              

              

                
I do not like this quadruped,


                
I feel that he is better dead.
              

              

                
It would not be a serious loss for us


                
If all his family dined on phosphorus.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
News from the World
              
            

            

              
'A new and happy day has dawned!'


              
cried the loudspeakers. God just yawned.
            

          

          

            

              

                
Any Book-of-the-Month Club
              
            

            

              
The virgin marks her calendar,


              
and still goes undefiled;


              
she menstruates most regular,


              
and never has a child.
            

          

          

            

              

                
A Note on the Depressing Effect of Abdominal Disturbances
              
            

            

              
People who have the colic


              
Don't frolic.
            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Down on my Luck
              
            

            

              

                
Wandering above a sea of glass


                
in the soft April weather,


                
wandering through the yellow grass


                
where the sheep stand and blether;


                
roaming the cliffs in the morning light,


                
hearing the gulls that cry there,


                
not knowing where I'll sleep tonight,


                
not much caring either.
              

              

                
              I haven't got a stiver


                
              the tractor's pinched my job,


                
              I owe the bar a fiver


                
              and the barman fifteen bob;


                
              the good times are over,


                
              the monkey-man has foreclosed,


                
              the woman has gone with the drover,


                
              not being what I supposed.
              

              

                
              I used to get things spinning,


                
              I used to dress like a lord,


                
              mostly I came out winning,


                
              but all that's gone by the board;


                
              my pants have lost their creases,


                
              I've fallen down on my luck,


                
              the world has dropped to pieces


                
              everything's come unstuck.
              

              

                
Roaming the cliffs in the morning light,


                
hearing the gulls that cry there,


                
not knowing where I'll sleep tonight,


                
not much caring either,


                
wandering above a sea of glass


                
in the soft April weather,


                
wandering through the yellow grass


                
close to the end of my tether.
              

            

          

        

        
        



          

            
Horse Pansies
          

          

            

              
A Garland of Beautiful Thoughts Some in the Manner of Mr Ogden Nash, and others with no Manners at All by 
A. R. D. Fairburn who, for the purposes of this outing, wishes to be known as Horace Papjoy.
            

          

          

            

              

                
It's my Laugh or Yours
              
            

            

              

                
What sort of a laugh do you laugh?


                
Do you make a noise like a horse blowing into a bag of chaff?


                
Do you give vent to great mirthful gusts


                
Of the kind one associates perhaps with the poet Gray's animated busts?


                
Or do you titter


                
Like an Eskimo girl eating a banana fritter?


                
Does your laugh in any way suggest that something around 30 is your I.Q.?


                
If so I am afraid that I am not going to like you.
              

              

                
There are all sorts of laughs


                
And some of them sound like the whinnying of horse-mosquitoes and


                
others like the bellowing of bull-calfs.


                
Of all the distressing outward and visible


                
Signs that a man's feelings are risible,


                
Nothing so amply justifies the pulling of the trigger


                
As the snigger;


                
There are also the chuckle and the hoot;


                
Which of them is the more nauseating is a point that is moot.


                
Girls giggle and titter.


                
If you hear one doing it, walk up to her and hit her.
              

              

                
I like to be solemn


                
Whether I am writing a book or a newspaper column.


                
Almost any sort of laughter makes me writhe.


                
Life is real and life is earnest and it's very bad taste for anybody to


                
pretend that it is blithe.
              

              

                
I love fish.


                
Their heads are under water and they can't laugh even if they wish.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
An Old Tale Re-Told
              
            

            

              
I once knew a girl with a heart like an icicle


              
Who used to go riding around on a bicycle;


              
She never would stop when I called out or whistled:


              
If her eye caught mine she just pouted or bristled.


              
I loved her red hair and her bright blue socklets,


              
I wooed her with flowers and I wooed her with chocolates,


              
I sent her an apple, I sent her a book,


              
But she never would give me so much as a look.


              
I fell to despairing, but just at that juncture


              
I found her one day trying to fix up a puncture;


              
She had wrestled for hours and had given up trying,


              
She was just sitting there by the roadside and crying.


              
I patted her hand, said, 'There's no need to bellow,'


              
And mended her tyre like a chivalrous fellow.


              
Then just like a woman, perverse and mercurial,


              
She smiled a sweet smile and said, 'Please call me Muriel.'


              
She flung her arms round me and gave me a kiss,


              
And said she'd been waiting a long time for this.


              
She said, 'I'm all yours, you can take what you like.'


              
So I thought for a while — then, of course, took the bike.
            

          

          

            

              

                
Roll Out the Knightcart

A Ballad for the Times

            

              
To the tune of 'Waltzing Matilda'
            

            

              

                
Once a jolly fishmonger, sitting on a heap of guts,


                
Said to his wife, 'Oh, my dear wife,' said he,


                
'We've made lots of money, now it's time to make the Honours List —


                
Who'll come a-hunting a knighthood with me?'
              

              

                

                  
refrain
                


                
Roll out the knightcart! Roll out the knightcart!


                
Who'll come a-hunting a knighthood with me?


                
For it's high time the Government handed me a bloody gong —


                
Who'll come a-hunting a knighthood with me?
              

              

                
Up jumped an editor, glad to help at chivalry,


                
For 
he had some thoughts of a knighthood, too;


                
He said, 'Mr Fishmonger, what a lot of guts you've got —


                

                  
I'll come a-hunting a knighthood with you!'
              

              


              

                

                  
refrain: Roll out…etc.


                


                
Then said the fishmonger,'What'll take my smell away?


                
The pong of my guts is too strong, you'll agree —


                
What'll make me smell a little less like a lavatory


                
When you come a-hunting a knighthood with me?'
              

              

                

                  
refrain: Roll out…etc.


                


                
'Don't be afraid,' said the lofty-minded editor,


                
'We'll spray you from head to foot with stale printer's ink,


                
You won't smell of guts when I've finished with my eulogy,


                
With bright purple prose I shall cover up your stink.'
              

              

                

                  
refrain: Roll out…etc.


                


                
'Thanks,' said the fishmonger, taking out his handkerchief,


                
'Thanks from the heart of my bottom,' quavered he,


                
And he wiped from his eyes and nose tears of gratitude,


                
'Thanks for the knighthood you'll jack up for me.'
              

              

                

                  
refrain


                  
                


                
Jack up! Jack up! Jack up the knightcart!


                
Who'll come a-hunting a knighthood with me?


                
For I've always backed the Party up, it's time I had a bloody gong—


                
Who'll come a-hunting a knighthood with me?
              

              

                

                  
(Slowly and sadly)


                  
                


                
Jack got his knighthood, but O, what a tragedy —


                
The high-minded editor's ink was spilled in vain;


                
For in spite of the knighthood, in spite of all the purple prose,


                
Jack on the knightcart still smelt like a drain!
              

              

                

                  
Refrain
                  
(with gutso)
                


                
Roll out the knightcart! Roll out the knightcart!


                
Who'll come a-hunting a knighthood with me?


                
For we'll get our bloody gongs now they've changed the bloody Government —


                

                  
Who'll Come a-Hunting a Knighthood with me?
                
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Sociological Jotting
              
            

            

              

                
Life in the slums is quite dreadful.


                
Unless there are 7 or 8 sleeping in a bed together they don't reckon they have a bedful.
              

              

                
As for the people who are just lousy with money,


                
They each have a bed but sometimes they don't


                
sleep in them, which when you come to think


                
about it is distinctly funny.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
It's been Keeping me Awake in the Afternoons
              
            

            

              
If wharfage


              
Is what you pay for using a wharf,


              
And haulage


              
Is the cost of getting things hauled,


              
And railage


              
Is the charge for using the railway.


              
Why isn't cabbage


              
What you give to the taxi-driver,


              
And garbage


              
The money you eventually hand over to your tailor?
            

          

          

            

              

                
We've Got the 'Herald' in the Morning and the 'Star' at Night
              
            

            

              
Try this over on your piano
            

            

              

                

                  
introduction and Verse
                


                
Taking stock of all the things they publish,


                
What do I find?


                
They say such things, their souls must be imperilled.


                
Taking stock of all their useless rubbish,


                
What do I find?


                
A useful purpose for the 'Star' and 'Herald'.
              

              


              

                

                  
refrain
                


                
They've got horses, they've got cars,


                
They've got baches with cocktail bars —


                
They sell the 'Herald' in the morning and the 'Star' at night.


                
They've bought mansions, bought a yacht,


                
All by selling us priceless rot


                
In the 'Herald' each morning and the 'Star' each night.
              

              

                
Dailies are not meant to read;


                
We've got everything we need.


                
On town supply or septic tanks,


                
We'd all like to express our thanks —


                
We've got the 'Herald' in the morning and the 'Star' at night!
              

              

                
With the 'Herald' in the morning and the 'Star' at night


                

                  
We're All Right!
                
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
An Open Invitation to all Decent, Tea-drinking New Zealanders—

Take Glover Apart!
            

            
[Inscribed on a heavily visceral anatomy chart]

            

              
Then Come, Lads, tear him limb from limb


              
And tripe by tripe unravel him,


              
Let's catch him Bending, fix the Date


              
When he shall meet his well-earned Fate.


              
Your vegetable Hate should grow


              
Vaster than Empires, and more slow.


              
An hundred years should go to prise


              
His Eyelids from his bloodshot Eyes,


              
Two hundred to unlock his Chest,


              
But thirty thousand to the rest.


              
An Age at least to Light and Lung,


              
And the last Age should show his Bung.


              
For Glover he deserves this State—


              
Up-end him, Lads, and fix his Date!
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The Disadvantages of Being Dead
              
            

            

              
On reading that Sir Ernest Fisk, Managing Director of Amalgamated Wireless, considers it may be possible before long to get into communication with the dead.
            

            

              

                
According to Sir Ernest Fisk,


                
Death is attended with grave risk:


                
Henceforth when sufferers quit this life


                
(leaving the duns, the job, the wife),


                
When weary souls obtain release


                
They cannot hope to rest in peace.


                
Ah, no! Sir Ernest and his friends


                
Will probe beyond the earth's far ends


                
Armed with a radio transmitter,


                
And send them (though the thought's more bitter


                
Than death itself) tidings of battle,


                
Turf intelligence, tittle-tattle,


                
Until no privacy is left


                
To those who are of life bereft,


                
And the deep silence of the tomb


                
Resounds like Bedlam's common-room.
              

              

                
Sir Ernest, hear this heartfelt cry!


                
We who are about to die


                
Salute … and ask you not to try.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Now that You've Found the Way, You Must Come and See us Again
              
            

            

              
Canon for two voices
            

            

              

                
Well, thank God that's over, I don't want to go through another evening like this in a hurry …
              

              

                
Me neither and I don't intend to; I'm not asking them again, don't worry …
              

              

                
I never in all my life heard a grown man talk such a lot of nonsense…
              

              

                
He doesn't know the first thing about anything and she's a perfect fool, they're worse even than the Johnsons …
              

              

                
Yes, and although he's a dreadful bore and she's a malicious gossip I'd swear I'd rather have even the Burtons…
              

              

                
And the dress she was wearing, did you notice, it looked as if it had been knocked together out of some old curtains…
              

              

                
It was awfully silly of you to invite them at all, you know, knowing what they were like…
              

              

                
I did nothing of the sort, it was you who said drop in and see us some time, any time at all…
              

              

                
Well if you call that an invitation, but anybody in their sane senses would take it as an indication that we'd rather they didn't call…
              

              

                
All right, all right, for God's sake don't nag …
              

              

                
I'm not nagging; I'm just telling you, and there's no need to get out your rag…
              

              

                
Well, you go on and on and on, you give me a thick head…


                
For God's sake wind the clock and put out the cat and let's go to bed…
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Hymn of Peace
              
            

            

              

                
Ring out, ye joyful bells, O ring, ring out!


                
And all ye happy people, sing and shout!


                
On borrower and lender


                
Now dawns in all its splendour


                
      The Age of Peace


                
(Without, however, benefit of Lend-Lease).
              

              

                
O happy time, when all the world is free!


                
The sun of Freedom shines o'er land and sea!


                
Released from war's alarms


                
Now men lay down their arms,


                
      And all is quiet


                
(Except for an odd Palestinian riot).
              

              

                
In field and factory, too, joy reigns supreme,


                
For men have realized their age-old dream;


                
Loving co-operation


                
Builds Peace within each nation


                
      (Save, 
inter alia,


                
Strikes in America, Java, Britain, Australia).
              

              

                
Go, bind the daffadillies in your hair,


                
And dance, ye maidens, dance, and cast off care!


                
Peace reigns: with one accord


                
Nations renounce the sword


                
      And meet as brothers


                
(All but the Big Three, and some forty others).
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Oh —! Oh Hang!
              
            

            

              
'If at the end of a year we have not made worth-while progress I will resign,' said Mr E. R. Cuzens at a recent meeting of the South Canterbury Regional Planning Council. …The chairman (Mr George Dash) said: 'If I am chairman of this body for twelve months, and at the end of that time we have not made progress, I will hang myself.'
            

            

              

                
There's terrible tidings from down in the South—


                
The Regional Planners are down in the mouth.


                
In spite of the work of a score of committees


                
In drawing up blue prints for backblocks and cities


                
They're having to swallow the bitterest pill —


                
The fact that their progress to date has been nil.


                
So dim is the outlook for Regional Planners


                
That one of their number (forgetting his manners)


                
Has threatened (or promised) to string himself up


                
At the end of twelve months if their bitch doesn't pup.
              

              

                
'Way down in that region, we've always been told,


                
The virtues of English reserve are extolled;


                
Their conduct 
is flawless — they never say worse


                
Than 'Oh, Dash!' or 'Oh, Hang!' when they're tempted to curse;


                
They're all for good manners and rigid decorum,


                
And genteel refinement and highcockalorum.


                
So here in the North, where we're rather untamed,


                
The news of George Dash's most desperate threat


                
Was received with surprise and a tinge of regret.
              

              

                
Now, knowing the way that committees are run


                
(They'll talk for twelve months, and their work's never done),


                
Here and now you'll agree it may safely be said


                
That the fate of G. Dash can be taken as read.


                
So, folks, we're all set for a beautiful hanging;


                
The boys in the bar-room are thumping and banging;


                
They feel, one and all, that your promise was rash,


                
But they know they can count on your word, Mr Dash.


                
Don't think you're unpopular, just from that sound —


                
They'll give you an item — so just hang around.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Footnote to Matthew X, 29
              
            

            

              
When playing from the first tee in a tournament at the Lochiel Club's links, Mr A. E. McDonald, of St. Andrew's Club, Hamilton, hit a sparrow on the wing. The bird was killed.
            

            

              

                
With trembling hands he tees his ball,


                
His only one — he risks his all;


                
He pulls his driver from the bag;


                
His spirits now begin to sag,


                
Recalling that a 10 had crowned


                
His struggles here the last time round.
              

              

                
His knees are knocking as he stands


                
And grips the club with desperate hands.


                
He breathes a prayer and drags it back,


                
Then lurches blindly forward … 
whack!


                
Great snakes! Now, who would dare predict


                
Such miracles as this? He's clicked!
              

              

                
Just at that moment, sad to say,


                
A sparrow flits across the way;


                
The ball flies straighter than an arrow


                
And strikes that God-forsaken sparrow,


                
Which (in defiance of Holy Writ)


                
Falls dead the moment that it's hit.


                
He stands and stares, in blank surprise —


                
'Come, Fate!' he yells, 'now do your worst:


                
I've got a birdie at the first!'
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Coal Comfort
              
            

            

              
The collier 'Wingatui', which left Wellington for Westport to get coal for Wellington, arrived back in without the cargo of coal but having circumnavigated the North Island.
            

            

              

                
We're sailing off to Westport


                
 rend="indent"To fetch a load of coal;


                
We won't be home to breakfast;


                
The wind is from the Pole.
              

              


              

                
We're sailing off to Westport


                
By Bristol and Hong Kong;


                
We'll have our lunch in Greenland;


                
We hope we won't be long.
              

              

                
We're going to stop at 'Frisco


                
To have a bite of tea,


                
Then spend the night exploring


                
The dark Sargasso Sea.
              

              

                
We're off to scoop and shovel


                
To fetch the folk some coal;


                
We'll touch the coast of Iceland,


                
But Westport is our goal.
              

              

                
We're sailing off to Westport


                
By way of Kingdom Come;


                
We won't be home till Christmas—


                
So keep some dinner, Mum!
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
The Ends of Man
              
            

            

              
The Auckland Metropolitan Drainage Engineer gave it as his opinion that one might almost think that Providence had provided Brown's Island specially for the purposes of the drainage scheme.
            

            

              

                
When Brown's at first, by Heaven's command, arose


                
From out the Waitemata's azure main,


                
It was no accident, as fools suppose:


                
No one in Heaven received a 'Please Explain';


                
The whole thing was ordained in Heaven's plan


                
To serve, quite literally, the ends of man.
              

              

                
It may seem strange to you, who know no history,


                
That Providence should blue-print such a scheme;


                
Perhaps you think the whole thing is a mystery?


                
Then, brother, let me wake you from your dream:


                
Of all the world's vast areas of dry land,


                
Heaven, it seems, has commandeered Brown's Island.
              

              

                
Now let me ask this question: 
Who was Brown?


                
Does he deserve this cruel, astringent fame?


                


                
What has he done, that the whole flaming town


                
Should build this monument to bear his name?


                
And can it be said that they must make this votive


                
Offering with some posterior motive?
              

              

                
I do not question Heaven — its smile or frown—


                
But can't help feeling sad for poor old Brown.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Political Science
              
            

            

              

                
Fight the good fight with all thy might


                
(but please recall, if it should suit


                
the party line, or King Canute,


                
white may be black, or black be white).
              

              

                
Vote the right vote with all thy might


                
(and please remember, eating pottage


                
inside your castle — or State cottage —


                
you won't get left if you vote right!).
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
The Tourist
              
            

            

              

                
I met him in a cocktail bar,


                
he said his name was Jones,


                
he spoke of Reparations and


                
of Debts and Foreign Loans,


                
I propped him up in, front of me


                
and kicked him in the stones.
              

              

                
I found him in the Abbey with


                
an illustrated guide,


                
I took him by the buttonhole


                
and led him to one side,


                
I hammered him and jumped upon


                
his stomach till he cried.
              

              

                
I met him by the Palace


                
making notes upon his shirt,


                


                
I poked a finger in his eye


                
and asked him if it hurt,


                
and later on I took his face


                
and rubbed it in the dirt.
              

              

                
I saw him up at Stratford and


                
he told me of the Bard,


                
he would have said a lot more but


                
I took him off his guard,


                
I thought of his posterity


                
and kicked him very hard.
              

              

                
He knew the map of Europe as


                
a monkey knows its pelt,


                
He said that English churches were


                
the nicest he had smelt,


                
I pulled his nose and kicked his shins


                
and asked him how he felt.
              

              

                
He said he wondered what this place


                
was like before the War,


                
I led him to the limousine and


                
pushed him through the door.


                
I took him down to Stonehenge which


                
he hadn't seen before.
              

              

                
He mentioned that he'd like to get


                
some prehistoric bones,


                
I stood him in the shadow of


                
the largest of the stones,


                
I pushed it on his neck and said


                
good-bye to Mr Jones.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
To my Butcher
              
            

            

              
On having a pound of steak delivered in the 'Sunday Express'.
            

            

              

                
Sir, I protest. You've sent my meat


                
wrapped in this blood-stained Sunday sheet;


                
and now, it seems, my dinner must


                
smell rank with other people's lust,


                


                
and gossip of the stage and screen,


                
and crimes of blood and cash and spleen,


                
and turf-notes, and the dirty tricks


                
of men who play at politics.


                
Pray you in future, sir, to use
              

              

                
the 'Philatelist' or the 'Poulterers' News';


                
or stay! for what were weeklies made?


                
here is our safe and fitting aid.


                
No active germ could find gestation


                
inside the 'Week-End' or the 'Nation';


                
it would not even spoil my lunch


                
to find my viands wrapped in 'Punch'.


                
So keep your Sunday sheets, my friend,


                
and put them to a better end.


                
For meat, use weeklies — safe, and cheap:


                
employ your weeklies, sir, and keep


                
the custom (else, good sir, we part!)


                
of one who, in his simple heart,


                
finds Sunday papers running sores,


                
and weeklies merely harmless bores.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
The 105 Per Cent Loaf
              
            

            

              
On bakers protesting when they were compelled to wrap bread.
            

            

              

                
When tea-time comes, and I sit down


                
To chew my bread-and-butter,


                
I love to find that, white or brown,


                
It savours of the gutter.
              

              

                
There's nothing quite so nice to munch


                
As bread that tastes of gutter;


                
I love the flavour for my lunch —


                
The hint of swill and clutter.
              

              

                
I like to think my loaf is mauled


                
By paws that handle money,


                
And then is dropped where dogs have sprawled.


                
In ways like that I'm funny.
              

              


              

                
I love the smatch of quadruped,


                
Of grubby nails and fingers.


                
I like to think that on my bread


                
Their gentle fragrance lingers.
              

              

                
It pleases me to think that when


                
My loaf is mauled or muddied


                
Production costs are lower then,


                
And profits are being studied.
              

              

                
A little dirt will never hurt —


                
Before I'm safely dead


                
I'll eat a peck of it, they say —


                
So 
Please don't wrap my bread.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Matchless Beauty
              
            

            

              
'Bus, Otahuhu, 6 p.m., Wednesday, Young Lady in single seat, black dress, asked for match. If interested, write —.' — Advertisement in 'Personal' Column.
            

            

              

                
You travelled on the six o'clock, and rolled yourself a fag,


                
You licked the gum and stuck it down, then looked inside your bag


                
(Your eyes were crossed, your yellow hair hung downward like a thatch),


                
And then you lurched across the bus and asked me for a match.
              

              

                
I noted well your powdered chops, the hair upon your face,


                
The sag of sordid underwear, the fringe of grubby lace;


                
I saw the torn umbrella, and the bag that wouldn't latch;


                
I held my stomach, shut my eyes, and handed you a match.
              

              

                
I shudder still to think of you … I can't forget that face …


                
But will you take a job with us — just helping round the place?


                
Please tell me if you're interested — I ask it on my knees.


                
Oh, will you come and cook for us? Do answer quickly, 
Please!
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Song of the Open Road
              
            

            

              

                
I wish to sing the joys of hiking;


                
It is superior to biking.


                
I know it is not quite so fast —


                
That only makes the pleasure last.


                
Heigh-ho! when springtime is in bud


                
How jolly then to plod through mud,


                
To clump along like happy vagrants


                
And sniff the petrol fumes' sweet fragrance,


                
As motor-cars go splashing past


                
With honk of horn and klaxon-blast.


                
In winter-time there's nothing like


                
A good old-fashioned ten-mile hike;


                
We love to march through rain and sleet


                
With leaky boots upon our feet,


                
Our clothes each moment growing wetter,


                
And if there's hail, that's even better.


                
And then, when summer comes, how gay


                
Our trek along the broad highway,


                
With songs upon our dusty lips


                
And cheery words and merry quips.


                
When gazing down sweet pastoral vistas


                
We cannot even think of blisters.


                
In any weather, dry or damp,


                
There's nothing like a day-long tramp


                
To make us feel that life is sweet


                
In spite of corns and aching…
              

              

                
Hey, Mister, Give Us a Lift!
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
A Phoenix in the Fowl-Run
              
            

            

              
The Art Gallery Committee of the Christchurch City Council rejected 'The Pleasure Garden', by 
Frances Hodgkins, on the advice of three experts. (It was later bought by public subscription and now hangs, without much civic honour, in the MacDougall Gallery.)
            

            

              

                
A phoenix in the fowl-run!


                
Oh, this will never do!


                
Call Nicoll, Kelly, Wallwork,


                


                
And sound a view-halloo!


                
The phoenix is a fire-bird —


                
Oh, this is bad for trade!


                
A phoenix in the fowl-run!


                
Go call the Fire Brigade!
              

              

                
The hens are sitting pretty


                
Upon their tussock nests,


                
They dream like Walter Mitty


                
Of squatters' rich bequests;


                
While through the dusty city


                
Poor Fanny Hodgkins begs


                
The hens are sitting pretty


                
Upon their china eggs.
              

              

                
Bring Kelly, Wallwork, Nicoll


                
To put the phoenix out!


                
Their hose will only trickle?


                
They'll find some way, no doubt —


                
For public taste is fickle,


                
And nothing's too absurd.


                
Bring Kelly, Wallwork, Nicoll


                
To choke the fiery bird!
              

              

                
Call Nicoll, Wallwork, Kelly,


                
Three gentlemen of parts,


                
They'll make a dust, I tell 'ee —


                
Nor-westers of the arts,


                
More dry-as-dust than Shelley


                
(As full of wind? Well, just) —


                
Call Nicoll, Wallwork, Kelly,


                
And let them raise the dust!
              

              

                
Alas, the dust will quickly


                
Subside when they have done


                
And settle just as thickly


                
Upon the poultry-run;


                
And far away the phoenix


                
Will shine in clearer skies


                
While N. and K. and Wallwork


                
Rub dust into their eyes.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Bredon Hill
              
            

            

              
With a wink at Mr Housman
            

            

              

                
Consumer Time on Bredon,


                
The prices sound so dear,


                
From all YAs they call them


                
To people far and near;


                
A happy noise? No fear!
              

              

                
Here of a Wednesday evening


                
(My love, they wouldn't lie)


                
We heard the stable prices


                
Go soaring up so high


                
About us in the sky.
              

              

                
The bills were mounting daily,


                
But still the voice would cry:


                
'Go to the shops, good people,


                
Good people, go and buy.'


                
And then my love would sigh.
              

              

                
And I would turn and answer


                
With voice and visage glum;


                
'You talk of ceiling prices?


                
O, noisy lad, come, come,


                
You must think we are dumb.'
              

              

                
Consumer Time, Dunedin?


                
Oh, turn to the shortwave.


                
I wish I were with Housman


                
Where none has need to save —


                
Lying pretty in the grave.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
The Most Unkindest Cut
              
            

            

              
On reading that protests have been made against the dissection of cats at a School of Biology.
            

            

              

                
Always be kind to pussy,


                
Never throw stones at her, boys;


                
Just give her some milk in a saucer;


                
Remember the rats she destroys.
              

              

                
Be gentle and kind to poor pussy;


                
Remember her tally of mice;


                
And let her sleep snug by the fire;


                
Don't hack her about — it's not nice.
              

              

                
And never take Puss to Biology,


                
She doesn't like lessons, you see:


                
If you do, I can't possibly tell you


                
How dreadfully cut up she'll be.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Talking of Talking
              
            

            

              
'Verbosity in Parliament' — Newspaper headline.

            

              

                
I seldom read the local news,


                
I rarely scan the sporting,


                
the times I've looked at film reviews


                
are scarcely worth reporting.
              

              

                
I sometimes read the cable page


                
to see what mischief's cooking,


                
perhaps consult the racing sage


                
when nobody is looking.
              

              

                
But best of all I like to read


                
the editorial lectures,


                
they save me thought, remove the need


                
to make my own conjectures.
              

              

                
Sometimes I think that I'm unique


                
and not like other readers,


                


                
I'm almost sure that I'm a freak —


                

                  
I Always read the leaders.
              

              

                
I love to hear these downy birds


                
pronounce their solemn warnings,


                
they pile up words on words on words


                
and occupy my mornings.
              

              

                
I must confess I'm staggered, though,


                
and just a little dampened,


                
to read this charge that Down Below


                
verbosity is rampant.
              

              

                
What blackened pot that serves the sinks


                
condemns the kitchen kettle?


                
What polecat thinks the onion stinks?


                
What scorpion blames the nettle?
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Reverie in Rat Week
              
            

            

              

                
I want to talk about the Rat.
              

              

                
You've heard me talk of this and that.


                
Just for a change I'd like to speak


                
Some words about the Rat this week.
              

              

                
The Rat is different from the Cat,


                
He dare not sit upon the mat;


                
He sees with anxious eyes the feline,


                
And for his hole he makes a bee-line.
              

              

                
And yet he differs from the Bee,


                
He does not give us honey, see?
              

              

                
And then, again, he's fond of cheese,


                
A food that is not liked by bees.
              

              

                
The Rat's a rodent beast — his habits


                
In this respect are like the Rabbit's.
              

              

                
However, in a stew, I feel,


                
The Rabbit makes a nicer meal.
              

              


              

                
The Rat is different from the Rhino.


                
You ask me why? I'm damned if I know.
              

              

                
He differs from the Hippo, too,


                
I find that very odd, don't you?
              

              

                
The Rat is different from the Cat…


                
I think I may have mentioned that.
              

              

                
I do not like this quadruped,


                
I feel that he is better dead.
              

              

                
It would not be a serious loss for us


                
If all his family dined on phosphorus.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
News from the World
              
            

            

              
'A new and happy day has dawned!'


              
cried the loudspeakers. God just yawned.
            

          

          

            

              

                
Any Book-of-the-Month Club
              
            

            

              
The virgin marks her calendar,


              
and still goes undefiled;


              
she menstruates most regular,


              
and never has a child.
            

          

          

            

              

                
A Note on the Depressing Effect of Abdominal Disturbances
              
            

            

              
People who have the colic


              
Don't frolic.
            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Down on my Luck
              
            

            

              

                
Wandering above a sea of glass


                
in the soft April weather,


                
wandering through the yellow grass


                
where the sheep stand and blether;


                
roaming the cliffs in the morning light,


                
hearing the gulls that cry there,


                
not knowing where I'll sleep tonight,


                
not much caring either.
              

              

                
              I haven't got a stiver


                
              the tractor's pinched my job,


                
              I owe the bar a fiver


                
              and the barman fifteen bob;


                
              the good times are over,


                
              the monkey-man has foreclosed,


                
              the woman has gone with the drover,


                
              not being what I supposed.
              

              

                
              I used to get things spinning,


                
              I used to dress like a lord,


                
              mostly I came out winning,


                
              but all that's gone by the board;


                
              my pants have lost their creases,


                
              I've fallen down on my luck,


                
              the world has dropped to pieces


                
              everything's come unstuck.
              

              

                
Roaming the cliffs in the morning light,


                
hearing the gulls that cry there,


                
not knowing where I'll sleep tonight,


                
not much caring either,


                
wandering above a sea of glass


                
in the soft April weather,


                
wandering through the yellow grass


                
close to the end of my tether.
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The Disadvantages of Being Dead
              
            

            

              
On reading that Sir Ernest Fisk, Managing Director of Amalgamated Wireless, considers it may be possible before long to get into communication with the dead.
            

            

              

                
According to Sir Ernest Fisk,


                
Death is attended with grave risk:


                
Henceforth when sufferers quit this life


                
(leaving the duns, the job, the wife),


                
When weary souls obtain release


                
They cannot hope to rest in peace.


                
Ah, no! Sir Ernest and his friends


                
Will probe beyond the earth's far ends


                
Armed with a radio transmitter,


                
And send them (though the thought's more bitter


                
Than death itself) tidings of battle,


                
Turf intelligence, tittle-tattle,


                
Until no privacy is left


                
To those who are of life bereft,


                
And the deep silence of the tomb


                
Resounds like Bedlam's common-room.
              

              

                
Sir Ernest, hear this heartfelt cry!


                
We who are about to die


                
Salute … and ask you not to try.
              

            

          








Victoria University of Wellington Library




Collected Poems

Now that You've Found the Way, You Must Come and See us Again





            

              

                
Now that You've Found the Way, You Must Come and See us Again
              
            

            

              
Canon for two voices
            

            

              

                
Well, thank God that's over, I don't want to go through another evening like this in a hurry …
              

              

                
Me neither and I don't intend to; I'm not asking them again, don't worry …
              

              

                
I never in all my life heard a grown man talk such a lot of nonsense…
              

              

                
He doesn't know the first thing about anything and she's a perfect fool, they're worse even than the Johnsons …
              

              

                
Yes, and although he's a dreadful bore and she's a malicious gossip I'd swear I'd rather have even the Burtons…
              

              

                
And the dress she was wearing, did you notice, it looked as if it had been knocked together out of some old curtains…
              

              

                
It was awfully silly of you to invite them at all, you know, knowing what they were like…
              

              

                
I did nothing of the sort, it was you who said drop in and see us some time, any time at all…
              

              

                
Well if you call that an invitation, but anybody in their sane senses would take it as an indication that we'd rather they didn't call…
              

              

                
All right, all right, for God's sake don't nag …
              

              

                
I'm not nagging; I'm just telling you, and there's no need to get out your rag…
              

              

                
Well, you go on and on and on, you give me a thick head…


                
For God's sake wind the clock and put out the cat and let's go to bed…
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Hymn of Peace
              
            

            

              

                
Ring out, ye joyful bells, O ring, ring out!


                
And all ye happy people, sing and shout!


                
On borrower and lender


                
Now dawns in all its splendour


                
      The Age of Peace


                
(Without, however, benefit of Lend-Lease).
              

              

                
O happy time, when all the world is free!


                
The sun of Freedom shines o'er land and sea!


                
Released from war's alarms


                
Now men lay down their arms,


                
      And all is quiet


                
(Except for an odd Palestinian riot).
              

              

                
In field and factory, too, joy reigns supreme,


                
For men have realized their age-old dream;


                
Loving co-operation


                
Builds Peace within each nation


                
      (Save, 
inter alia,


                
Strikes in America, Java, Britain, Australia).
              

              

                
Go, bind the daffadillies in your hair,


                
And dance, ye maidens, dance, and cast off care!


                
Peace reigns: with one accord


                
Nations renounce the sword


                
      And meet as brothers


                
(All but the Big Three, and some forty others).
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Oh —! Oh Hang!
              
            

            

              
'If at the end of a year we have not made worth-while progress I will resign,' said Mr E. R. Cuzens at a recent meeting of the South Canterbury Regional Planning Council. …The chairman (Mr George Dash) said: 'If I am chairman of this body for twelve months, and at the end of that time we have not made progress, I will hang myself.'
            

            

              

                
There's terrible tidings from down in the South—


                
The Regional Planners are down in the mouth.


                
In spite of the work of a score of committees


                
In drawing up blue prints for backblocks and cities


                
They're having to swallow the bitterest pill —


                
The fact that their progress to date has been nil.


                
So dim is the outlook for Regional Planners


                
That one of their number (forgetting his manners)


                
Has threatened (or promised) to string himself up


                
At the end of twelve months if their bitch doesn't pup.
              

              

                
'Way down in that region, we've always been told,


                
The virtues of English reserve are extolled;


                
Their conduct 
is flawless — they never say worse


                
Than 'Oh, Dash!' or 'Oh, Hang!' when they're tempted to curse;


                
They're all for good manners and rigid decorum,


                
And genteel refinement and highcockalorum.


                
So here in the North, where we're rather untamed,


                
The news of George Dash's most desperate threat


                
Was received with surprise and a tinge of regret.
              

              

                
Now, knowing the way that committees are run


                
(They'll talk for twelve months, and their work's never done),


                
Here and now you'll agree it may safely be said


                
That the fate of G. Dash can be taken as read.


                
So, folks, we're all set for a beautiful hanging;


                
The boys in the bar-room are thumping and banging;


                
They feel, one and all, that your promise was rash,


                
But they know they can count on your word, Mr Dash.


                
Don't think you're unpopular, just from that sound —


                
They'll give you an item — so just hang around.
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Footnote to Matthew X, 29
              
            

            

              
When playing from the first tee in a tournament at the Lochiel Club's links, Mr A. E. McDonald, of St. Andrew's Club, Hamilton, hit a sparrow on the wing. The bird was killed.
            

            

              

                
With trembling hands he tees his ball,


                
His only one — he risks his all;


                
He pulls his driver from the bag;


                
His spirits now begin to sag,


                
Recalling that a 10 had crowned


                
His struggles here the last time round.
              

              

                
His knees are knocking as he stands


                
And grips the club with desperate hands.


                
He breathes a prayer and drags it back,


                
Then lurches blindly forward … 
whack!


                
Great snakes! Now, who would dare predict


                
Such miracles as this? He's clicked!
              

              

                
Just at that moment, sad to say,


                
A sparrow flits across the way;


                
The ball flies straighter than an arrow


                
And strikes that God-forsaken sparrow,


                
Which (in defiance of Holy Writ)


                
Falls dead the moment that it's hit.


                
He stands and stares, in blank surprise —


                
'Come, Fate!' he yells, 'now do your worst:


                
I've got a birdie at the first!'
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Coal Comfort
              
            

            

              
The collier 'Wingatui', which left Wellington for Westport to get coal for Wellington, arrived back in without the cargo of coal but having circumnavigated the North Island.
            

            

              

                
We're sailing off to Westport


                
 rend="indent"To fetch a load of coal;


                
We won't be home to breakfast;


                
The wind is from the Pole.
              

              


              

                
We're sailing off to Westport


                
By Bristol and Hong Kong;


                
We'll have our lunch in Greenland;


                
We hope we won't be long.
              

              

                
We're going to stop at 'Frisco


                
To have a bite of tea,


                
Then spend the night exploring


                
The dark Sargasso Sea.
              

              

                
We're off to scoop and shovel


                
To fetch the folk some coal;


                
We'll touch the coast of Iceland,


                
But Westport is our goal.
              

              

                
We're sailing off to Westport


                
By way of Kingdom Come;


                
We won't be home till Christmas—


                
So keep some dinner, Mum!
              

            

          








Victoria University of Wellington Library




Collected Poems

The Ends of Man



            

              

                
The Ends of Man
              
            

            

              
The Auckland Metropolitan Drainage Engineer gave it as his opinion that one might almost think that Providence had provided Brown's Island specially for the purposes of the drainage scheme.
            

            

              

                
When Brown's at first, by Heaven's command, arose


                
From out the Waitemata's azure main,


                
It was no accident, as fools suppose:


                
No one in Heaven received a 'Please Explain';


                
The whole thing was ordained in Heaven's plan


                
To serve, quite literally, the ends of man.
              

              

                
It may seem strange to you, who know no history,


                
That Providence should blue-print such a scheme;


                
Perhaps you think the whole thing is a mystery?


                
Then, brother, let me wake you from your dream:


                
Of all the world's vast areas of dry land,


                
Heaven, it seems, has commandeered Brown's Island.
              

              

                
Now let me ask this question: 
Who was Brown?


                
Does he deserve this cruel, astringent fame?


                


                
What has he done, that the whole flaming town


                
Should build this monument to bear his name?


                
And can it be said that they must make this votive


                
Offering with some posterior motive?
              

              

                
I do not question Heaven — its smile or frown—


                
But can't help feeling sad for poor old Brown.
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Political Science
              
            

            

              

                
Fight the good fight with all thy might


                
(but please recall, if it should suit


                
the party line, or King Canute,


                
white may be black, or black be white).
              

              

                
Vote the right vote with all thy might


                
(and please remember, eating pottage


                
inside your castle — or State cottage —


                
you won't get left if you vote right!).
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The Tourist
              
            

            

              

                
I met him in a cocktail bar,


                
he said his name was Jones,


                
he spoke of Reparations and


                
of Debts and Foreign Loans,


                
I propped him up in, front of me


                
and kicked him in the stones.
              

              

                
I found him in the Abbey with


                
an illustrated guide,


                
I took him by the buttonhole


                
and led him to one side,


                
I hammered him and jumped upon


                
his stomach till he cried.
              

              

                
I met him by the Palace


                
making notes upon his shirt,


                


                
I poked a finger in his eye


                
and asked him if it hurt,


                
and later on I took his face


                
and rubbed it in the dirt.
              

              

                
I saw him up at Stratford and


                
he told me of the Bard,


                
he would have said a lot more but


                
I took him off his guard,


                
I thought of his posterity


                
and kicked him very hard.
              

              

                
He knew the map of Europe as


                
a monkey knows its pelt,


                
He said that English churches were


                
the nicest he had smelt,


                
I pulled his nose and kicked his shins


                
and asked him how he felt.
              

              

                
He said he wondered what this place


                
was like before the War,


                
I led him to the limousine and


                
pushed him through the door.


                
I took him down to Stonehenge which


                
he hadn't seen before.
              

              

                
He mentioned that he'd like to get


                
some prehistoric bones,


                
I stood him in the shadow of


                
the largest of the stones,


                
I pushed it on his neck and said


                
good-bye to Mr Jones.
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To my Butcher
              
            

            

              
On having a pound of steak delivered in the 'Sunday Express'.
            

            

              

                
Sir, I protest. You've sent my meat


                
wrapped in this blood-stained Sunday sheet;


                
and now, it seems, my dinner must


                
smell rank with other people's lust,


                


                
and gossip of the stage and screen,


                
and crimes of blood and cash and spleen,


                
and turf-notes, and the dirty tricks


                
of men who play at politics.


                
Pray you in future, sir, to use
              

              

                
the 'Philatelist' or the 'Poulterers' News';


                
or stay! for what were weeklies made?


                
here is our safe and fitting aid.


                
No active germ could find gestation


                
inside the 'Week-End' or the 'Nation';


                
it would not even spoil my lunch


                
to find my viands wrapped in 'Punch'.


                
So keep your Sunday sheets, my friend,


                
and put them to a better end.


                
For meat, use weeklies — safe, and cheap:


                
employ your weeklies, sir, and keep


                
the custom (else, good sir, we part!)


                
of one who, in his simple heart,


                
finds Sunday papers running sores,


                
and weeklies merely harmless bores.
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The 105 Per Cent Loaf
              
            

            

              
On bakers protesting when they were compelled to wrap bread.
            

            

              

                
When tea-time comes, and I sit down


                
To chew my bread-and-butter,


                
I love to find that, white or brown,


                
It savours of the gutter.
              

              

                
There's nothing quite so nice to munch


                
As bread that tastes of gutter;


                
I love the flavour for my lunch —


                
The hint of swill and clutter.
              

              

                
I like to think my loaf is mauled


                
By paws that handle money,


                
And then is dropped where dogs have sprawled.


                
In ways like that I'm funny.
              

              


              

                
I love the smatch of quadruped,


                
Of grubby nails and fingers.


                
I like to think that on my bread


                
Their gentle fragrance lingers.
              

              

                
It pleases me to think that when


                
My loaf is mauled or muddied


                
Production costs are lower then,


                
And profits are being studied.
              

              

                
A little dirt will never hurt —


                
Before I'm safely dead


                
I'll eat a peck of it, they say —


                
So 
Please don't wrap my bread.
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Matchless Beauty
              
            

            

              
'Bus, Otahuhu, 6 p.m., Wednesday, Young Lady in single seat, black dress, asked for match. If interested, write —.' — Advertisement in 'Personal' Column.
            

            

              

                
You travelled on the six o'clock, and rolled yourself a fag,


                
You licked the gum and stuck it down, then looked inside your bag


                
(Your eyes were crossed, your yellow hair hung downward like a thatch),


                
And then you lurched across the bus and asked me for a match.
              

              

                
I noted well your powdered chops, the hair upon your face,


                
The sag of sordid underwear, the fringe of grubby lace;


                
I saw the torn umbrella, and the bag that wouldn't latch;


                
I held my stomach, shut my eyes, and handed you a match.
              

              

                
I shudder still to think of you … I can't forget that face …


                
But will you take a job with us — just helping round the place?


                
Please tell me if you're interested — I ask it on my knees.


                
Oh, will you come and cook for us? Do answer quickly, 
Please!
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Song of the Open Road
              
            

            

              

                
I wish to sing the joys of hiking;


                
It is superior to biking.


                
I know it is not quite so fast —


                
That only makes the pleasure last.


                
Heigh-ho! when springtime is in bud


                
How jolly then to plod through mud,


                
To clump along like happy vagrants


                
And sniff the petrol fumes' sweet fragrance,


                
As motor-cars go splashing past


                
With honk of horn and klaxon-blast.


                
In winter-time there's nothing like


                
A good old-fashioned ten-mile hike;


                
We love to march through rain and sleet


                
With leaky boots upon our feet,


                
Our clothes each moment growing wetter,


                
And if there's hail, that's even better.


                
And then, when summer comes, how gay


                
Our trek along the broad highway,


                
With songs upon our dusty lips


                
And cheery words and merry quips.


                
When gazing down sweet pastoral vistas


                
We cannot even think of blisters.


                
In any weather, dry or damp,


                
There's nothing like a day-long tramp


                
To make us feel that life is sweet


                
In spite of corns and aching…
              

              

                
Hey, Mister, Give Us a Lift!
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A Phoenix in the Fowl-Run
              
            

            

              
The Art Gallery Committee of the Christchurch City Council rejected 'The Pleasure Garden', by 
Frances Hodgkins, on the advice of three experts. (It was later bought by public subscription and now hangs, without much civic honour, in the MacDougall Gallery.)
            

            

              

                
A phoenix in the fowl-run!


                
Oh, this will never do!


                
Call Nicoll, Kelly, Wallwork,


                


                
And sound a view-halloo!


                
The phoenix is a fire-bird —


                
Oh, this is bad for trade!


                
A phoenix in the fowl-run!


                
Go call the Fire Brigade!
              

              

                
The hens are sitting pretty


                
Upon their tussock nests,


                
They dream like Walter Mitty


                
Of squatters' rich bequests;


                
While through the dusty city


                
Poor Fanny Hodgkins begs


                
The hens are sitting pretty


                
Upon their china eggs.
              

              

                
Bring Kelly, Wallwork, Nicoll


                
To put the phoenix out!


                
Their hose will only trickle?


                
They'll find some way, no doubt —


                
For public taste is fickle,


                
And nothing's too absurd.


                
Bring Kelly, Wallwork, Nicoll


                
To choke the fiery bird!
              

              

                
Call Nicoll, Wallwork, Kelly,


                
Three gentlemen of parts,


                
They'll make a dust, I tell 'ee —


                
Nor-westers of the arts,


                
More dry-as-dust than Shelley


                
(As full of wind? Well, just) —


                
Call Nicoll, Wallwork, Kelly,


                
And let them raise the dust!
              

              

                
Alas, the dust will quickly


                
Subside when they have done


                
And settle just as thickly


                
Upon the poultry-run;


                
And far away the phoenix


                
Will shine in clearer skies


                
While N. and K. and Wallwork


                
Rub dust into their eyes.
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Bredon Hill
              
            

            

              
With a wink at Mr Housman
            

            

              

                
Consumer Time on Bredon,


                
The prices sound so dear,


                
From all YAs they call them


                
To people far and near;


                
A happy noise? No fear!
              

              

                
Here of a Wednesday evening


                
(My love, they wouldn't lie)


                
We heard the stable prices


                
Go soaring up so high


                
About us in the sky.
              

              

                
The bills were mounting daily,


                
But still the voice would cry:


                
'Go to the shops, good people,


                
Good people, go and buy.'


                
And then my love would sigh.
              

              

                
And I would turn and answer


                
With voice and visage glum;


                
'You talk of ceiling prices?


                
O, noisy lad, come, come,


                
You must think we are dumb.'
              

              

                
Consumer Time, Dunedin?


                
Oh, turn to the shortwave.


                
I wish I were with Housman


                
Where none has need to save —


                
Lying pretty in the grave.
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The Most Unkindest Cut
              
            

            

              
On reading that protests have been made against the dissection of cats at a School of Biology.
            

            

              

                
Always be kind to pussy,


                
Never throw stones at her, boys;


                
Just give her some milk in a saucer;


                
Remember the rats she destroys.
              

              

                
Be gentle and kind to poor pussy;


                
Remember her tally of mice;


                
And let her sleep snug by the fire;


                
Don't hack her about — it's not nice.
              

              

                
And never take Puss to Biology,


                
She doesn't like lessons, you see:


                
If you do, I can't possibly tell you


                
How dreadfully cut up she'll be.
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Talking of Talking
              
            

            

              
'Verbosity in Parliament' — Newspaper headline.

            

              

                
I seldom read the local news,


                
I rarely scan the sporting,


                
the times I've looked at film reviews


                
are scarcely worth reporting.
              

              

                
I sometimes read the cable page


                
to see what mischief's cooking,


                
perhaps consult the racing sage


                
when nobody is looking.
              

              

                
But best of all I like to read


                
the editorial lectures,


                
they save me thought, remove the need


                
to make my own conjectures.
              

              

                
Sometimes I think that I'm unique


                
and not like other readers,


                


                
I'm almost sure that I'm a freak —


                

                  
I Always read the leaders.
              

              

                
I love to hear these downy birds


                
pronounce their solemn warnings,


                
they pile up words on words on words


                
and occupy my mornings.
              

              

                
I must confess I'm staggered, though,


                
and just a little dampened,


                
to read this charge that Down Below


                
verbosity is rampant.
              

              

                
What blackened pot that serves the sinks


                
condemns the kitchen kettle?


                
What polecat thinks the onion stinks?


                
What scorpion blames the nettle?
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Reverie in Rat Week
              
            

            

              

                
I want to talk about the Rat.
              

              

                
You've heard me talk of this and that.


                
Just for a change I'd like to speak


                
Some words about the Rat this week.
              

              

                
The Rat is different from the Cat,


                
He dare not sit upon the mat;


                
He sees with anxious eyes the feline,


                
And for his hole he makes a bee-line.
              

              

                
And yet he differs from the Bee,


                
He does not give us honey, see?
              

              

                
And then, again, he's fond of cheese,


                
A food that is not liked by bees.
              

              

                
The Rat's a rodent beast — his habits


                
In this respect are like the Rabbit's.
              

              

                
However, in a stew, I feel,


                
The Rabbit makes a nicer meal.
              

              


              

                
The Rat is different from the Rhino.


                
You ask me why? I'm damned if I know.
              

              

                
He differs from the Hippo, too,


                
I find that very odd, don't you?
              

              

                
The Rat is different from the Cat…


                
I think I may have mentioned that.
              

              

                
I do not like this quadruped,


                
I feel that he is better dead.
              

              

                
It would not be a serious loss for us


                
If all his family dined on phosphorus.
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News from the World
              
            

            

              
'A new and happy day has dawned!'


              
cried the loudspeakers. God just yawned.
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Any Book-of-the-Month Club
              
            

            

              
The virgin marks her calendar,


              
and still goes undefiled;


              
she menstruates most regular,


              
and never has a child.
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A Note on the Depressing Effect of Abdominal Disturbances
              
            

            

              
People who have the colic


              
Don't frolic.
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Down on my Luck
              
            

            

              

                
Wandering above a sea of glass


                
in the soft April weather,


                
wandering through the yellow grass


                
where the sheep stand and blether;


                
roaming the cliffs in the morning light,


                
hearing the gulls that cry there,


                
not knowing where I'll sleep tonight,


                
not much caring either.
              

              

                
              I haven't got a stiver


                
              the tractor's pinched my job,


                
              I owe the bar a fiver


                
              and the barman fifteen bob;


                
              the good times are over,


                
              the monkey-man has foreclosed,


                
              the woman has gone with the drover,


                
              not being what I supposed.
              

              

                
              I used to get things spinning,


                
              I used to dress like a lord,


                
              mostly I came out winning,


                
              but all that's gone by the board;


                
              my pants have lost their creases,


                
              I've fallen down on my luck,


                
              the world has dropped to pieces


                
              everything's come unstuck.
              

              

                
Roaming the cliffs in the morning light,


                
hearing the gulls that cry there,


                
not knowing where I'll sleep tonight,


                
not much caring either,


                
wandering above a sea of glass


                
in the soft April weather,


                
wandering through the yellow grass


                
close to the end of my tether.
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Horse Pansies
          

          

            

              
A Garland of Beautiful Thoughts Some in the Manner of Mr Ogden Nash, and others with no Manners at All by 
A. R. D. Fairburn who, for the purposes of this outing, wishes to be known as Horace Papjoy.
            

          

          

            

              

                
It's my Laugh or Yours
              
            

            

              

                
What sort of a laugh do you laugh?


                
Do you make a noise like a horse blowing into a bag of chaff?


                
Do you give vent to great mirthful gusts


                
Of the kind one associates perhaps with the poet Gray's animated busts?


                
Or do you titter


                
Like an Eskimo girl eating a banana fritter?


                
Does your laugh in any way suggest that something around 30 is your I.Q.?


                
If so I am afraid that I am not going to like you.
              

              

                
There are all sorts of laughs


                
And some of them sound like the whinnying of horse-mosquitoes and


                
others like the bellowing of bull-calfs.


                
Of all the distressing outward and visible


                
Signs that a man's feelings are risible,


                
Nothing so amply justifies the pulling of the trigger


                
As the snigger;


                
There are also the chuckle and the hoot;


                
Which of them is the more nauseating is a point that is moot.


                
Girls giggle and titter.


                
If you hear one doing it, walk up to her and hit her.
              

              

                
I like to be solemn


                
Whether I am writing a book or a newspaper column.


                
Almost any sort of laughter makes me writhe.


                
Life is real and life is earnest and it's very bad taste for anybody to


                
pretend that it is blithe.
              

              

                
I love fish.


                
Their heads are under water and they can't laugh even if they wish.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
An Old Tale Re-Told
              
            

            

              
I once knew a girl with a heart like an icicle


              
Who used to go riding around on a bicycle;


              
She never would stop when I called out or whistled:


              
If her eye caught mine she just pouted or bristled.


              
I loved her red hair and her bright blue socklets,


              
I wooed her with flowers and I wooed her with chocolates,


              
I sent her an apple, I sent her a book,


              
But she never would give me so much as a look.


              
I fell to despairing, but just at that juncture


              
I found her one day trying to fix up a puncture;


              
She had wrestled for hours and had given up trying,


              
She was just sitting there by the roadside and crying.


              
I patted her hand, said, 'There's no need to bellow,'


              
And mended her tyre like a chivalrous fellow.


              
Then just like a woman, perverse and mercurial,


              
She smiled a sweet smile and said, 'Please call me Muriel.'


              
She flung her arms round me and gave me a kiss,


              
And said she'd been waiting a long time for this.


              
She said, 'I'm all yours, you can take what you like.'


              
So I thought for a while — then, of course, took the bike.
            

          

          

            

              

                
Roll Out the Knightcart

A Ballad for the Times

            

              
To the tune of 'Waltzing Matilda'
            

            

              

                
Once a jolly fishmonger, sitting on a heap of guts,


                
Said to his wife, 'Oh, my dear wife,' said he,


                
'We've made lots of money, now it's time to make the Honours List —


                
Who'll come a-hunting a knighthood with me?'
              

              

                

                  
refrain
                


                
Roll out the knightcart! Roll out the knightcart!


                
Who'll come a-hunting a knighthood with me?


                
For it's high time the Government handed me a bloody gong —


                
Who'll come a-hunting a knighthood with me?
              

              

                
Up jumped an editor, glad to help at chivalry,


                
For 
he had some thoughts of a knighthood, too;


                
He said, 'Mr Fishmonger, what a lot of guts you've got —


                

                  
I'll come a-hunting a knighthood with you!'
              

              


              

                

                  
refrain: Roll out…etc.


                


                
Then said the fishmonger,'What'll take my smell away?


                
The pong of my guts is too strong, you'll agree —


                
What'll make me smell a little less like a lavatory


                
When you come a-hunting a knighthood with me?'
              

              

                

                  
refrain: Roll out…etc.


                


                
'Don't be afraid,' said the lofty-minded editor,


                
'We'll spray you from head to foot with stale printer's ink,


                
You won't smell of guts when I've finished with my eulogy,


                
With bright purple prose I shall cover up your stink.'
              

              

                

                  
refrain: Roll out…etc.


                


                
'Thanks,' said the fishmonger, taking out his handkerchief,


                
'Thanks from the heart of my bottom,' quavered he,


                
And he wiped from his eyes and nose tears of gratitude,


                
'Thanks for the knighthood you'll jack up for me.'
              

              

                

                  
refrain


                  
                


                
Jack up! Jack up! Jack up the knightcart!


                
Who'll come a-hunting a knighthood with me?


                
For I've always backed the Party up, it's time I had a bloody gong—


                
Who'll come a-hunting a knighthood with me?
              

              

                

                  
(Slowly and sadly)


                  
                


                
Jack got his knighthood, but O, what a tragedy —


                
The high-minded editor's ink was spilled in vain;


                
For in spite of the knighthood, in spite of all the purple prose,


                
Jack on the knightcart still smelt like a drain!
              

              

                

                  
Refrain
                  
(with gutso)
                


                
Roll out the knightcart! Roll out the knightcart!


                
Who'll come a-hunting a knighthood with me?


                
For we'll get our bloody gongs now they've changed the bloody Government —


                

                  
Who'll Come a-Hunting a Knighthood with me?
                
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Sociological Jotting
              
            

            

              

                
Life in the slums is quite dreadful.


                
Unless there are 7 or 8 sleeping in a bed together they don't reckon they have a bedful.
              

              

                
As for the people who are just lousy with money,


                
They each have a bed but sometimes they don't


                
sleep in them, which when you come to think


                
about it is distinctly funny.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
It's been Keeping me Awake in the Afternoons
              
            

            

              
If wharfage


              
Is what you pay for using a wharf,


              
And haulage


              
Is the cost of getting things hauled,


              
And railage


              
Is the charge for using the railway.


              
Why isn't cabbage


              
What you give to the taxi-driver,


              
And garbage


              
The money you eventually hand over to your tailor?
            

          

          

            

              

                
We've Got the 'Herald' in the Morning and the 'Star' at Night
              
            

            

              
Try this over on your piano
            

            

              

                

                  
introduction and Verse
                


                
Taking stock of all the things they publish,


                
What do I find?


                
They say such things, their souls must be imperilled.


                
Taking stock of all their useless rubbish,


                
What do I find?


                
A useful purpose for the 'Star' and 'Herald'.
              

              


              

                

                  
refrain
                


                
They've got horses, they've got cars,


                
They've got baches with cocktail bars —


                
They sell the 'Herald' in the morning and the 'Star' at night.


                
They've bought mansions, bought a yacht,


                
All by selling us priceless rot


                
In the 'Herald' each morning and the 'Star' each night.
              

              

                
Dailies are not meant to read;


                
We've got everything we need.


                
On town supply or septic tanks,


                
We'd all like to express our thanks —


                
We've got the 'Herald' in the morning and the 'Star' at night!
              

              

                
With the 'Herald' in the morning and the 'Star' at night


                

                  
We're All Right!
                
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
An Open Invitation to all Decent, Tea-drinking New Zealanders—

Take Glover Apart!
            

            
[Inscribed on a heavily visceral anatomy chart]

            

              
Then Come, Lads, tear him limb from limb


              
And tripe by tripe unravel him,


              
Let's catch him Bending, fix the Date


              
When he shall meet his well-earned Fate.


              
Your vegetable Hate should grow


              
Vaster than Empires, and more slow.


              
An hundred years should go to prise


              
His Eyelids from his bloodshot Eyes,


              
Two hundred to unlock his Chest,


              
But thirty thousand to the rest.


              
An Age at least to Light and Lung,


              
And the last Age should show his Bung.


              
For Glover he deserves this State—


              
Up-end him, Lads, and fix his Date!
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A Garland of Beautiful Thoughts Some in the Manner of Mr Ogden Nash, and others with no Manners at All by 
A. R. D. Fairburn who, for the purposes of this outing, wishes to be known as Horace Papjoy.
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It's my Laugh or Yours
              
            

            

              

                
What sort of a laugh do you laugh?


                
Do you make a noise like a horse blowing into a bag of chaff?


                
Do you give vent to great mirthful gusts


                
Of the kind one associates perhaps with the poet Gray's animated busts?


                
Or do you titter


                
Like an Eskimo girl eating a banana fritter?


                
Does your laugh in any way suggest that something around 30 is your I.Q.?


                
If so I am afraid that I am not going to like you.
              

              

                
There are all sorts of laughs


                
And some of them sound like the whinnying of horse-mosquitoes and


                
others like the bellowing of bull-calfs.


                
Of all the distressing outward and visible


                
Signs that a man's feelings are risible,


                
Nothing so amply justifies the pulling of the trigger


                
As the snigger;


                
There are also the chuckle and the hoot;


                
Which of them is the more nauseating is a point that is moot.


                
Girls giggle and titter.


                
If you hear one doing it, walk up to her and hit her.
              

              

                
I like to be solemn


                
Whether I am writing a book or a newspaper column.


                
Almost any sort of laughter makes me writhe.


                
Life is real and life is earnest and it's very bad taste for anybody to


                
pretend that it is blithe.
              

              

                
I love fish.


                
Their heads are under water and they can't laugh even if they wish.
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An Old Tale Re-Told
              
            

            

              
I once knew a girl with a heart like an icicle


              
Who used to go riding around on a bicycle;


              
She never would stop when I called out or whistled:


              
If her eye caught mine she just pouted or bristled.


              
I loved her red hair and her bright blue socklets,


              
I wooed her with flowers and I wooed her with chocolates,


              
I sent her an apple, I sent her a book,


              
But she never would give me so much as a look.


              
I fell to despairing, but just at that juncture


              
I found her one day trying to fix up a puncture;


              
She had wrestled for hours and had given up trying,


              
She was just sitting there by the roadside and crying.


              
I patted her hand, said, 'There's no need to bellow,'


              
And mended her tyre like a chivalrous fellow.


              
Then just like a woman, perverse and mercurial,


              
She smiled a sweet smile and said, 'Please call me Muriel.'


              
She flung her arms round me and gave me a kiss,


              
And said she'd been waiting a long time for this.


              
She said, 'I'm all yours, you can take what you like.'


              
So I thought for a while — then, of course, took the bike.
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Roll Out the Knightcart

A Ballad for the Times

            

              
To the tune of 'Waltzing Matilda'
            

            

              

                
Once a jolly fishmonger, sitting on a heap of guts,


                
Said to his wife, 'Oh, my dear wife,' said he,


                
'We've made lots of money, now it's time to make the Honours List —


                
Who'll come a-hunting a knighthood with me?'
              

              

                

                  
refrain
                


                
Roll out the knightcart! Roll out the knightcart!


                
Who'll come a-hunting a knighthood with me?


                
For it's high time the Government handed me a bloody gong —


                
Who'll come a-hunting a knighthood with me?
              

              

                
Up jumped an editor, glad to help at chivalry,


                
For 
he had some thoughts of a knighthood, too;


                
He said, 'Mr Fishmonger, what a lot of guts you've got —


                

                  
I'll come a-hunting a knighthood with you!'
              

              


              

                

                  
refrain: Roll out…etc.


                


                
Then said the fishmonger,'What'll take my smell away?


                
The pong of my guts is too strong, you'll agree —


                
What'll make me smell a little less like a lavatory


                
When you come a-hunting a knighthood with me?'
              

              

                

                  
refrain: Roll out…etc.


                


                
'Don't be afraid,' said the lofty-minded editor,


                
'We'll spray you from head to foot with stale printer's ink,


                
You won't smell of guts when I've finished with my eulogy,


                
With bright purple prose I shall cover up your stink.'
              

              

                

                  
refrain: Roll out…etc.


                


                
'Thanks,' said the fishmonger, taking out his handkerchief,


                
'Thanks from the heart of my bottom,' quavered he,


                
And he wiped from his eyes and nose tears of gratitude,


                
'Thanks for the knighthood you'll jack up for me.'
              

              

                

                  
refrain


                  
                


                
Jack up! Jack up! Jack up the knightcart!


                
Who'll come a-hunting a knighthood with me?


                
For I've always backed the Party up, it's time I had a bloody gong—


                
Who'll come a-hunting a knighthood with me?
              

              

                

                  
(Slowly and sadly)


                  
                


                
Jack got his knighthood, but O, what a tragedy —


                
The high-minded editor's ink was spilled in vain;


                
For in spite of the knighthood, in spite of all the purple prose,


                
Jack on the knightcart still smelt like a drain!
              

              

                

                  
Refrain
                  
(with gutso)
                


                
Roll out the knightcart! Roll out the knightcart!


                
Who'll come a-hunting a knighthood with me?


                
For we'll get our bloody gongs now they've changed the bloody Government —


                

                  
Who'll Come a-Hunting a Knighthood with me?
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Sociological Jotting
              
            

            

              

                
Life in the slums is quite dreadful.


                
Unless there are 7 or 8 sleeping in a bed together they don't reckon they have a bedful.
              

              

                
As for the people who are just lousy with money,


                
They each have a bed but sometimes they don't


                
sleep in them, which when you come to think


                
about it is distinctly funny.
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It's been Keeping me Awake in the Afternoons
              
            

            

              
If wharfage


              
Is what you pay for using a wharf,


              
And haulage


              
Is the cost of getting things hauled,


              
And railage


              
Is the charge for using the railway.


              
Why isn't cabbage


              
What you give to the taxi-driver,


              
And garbage


              
The money you eventually hand over to your tailor?
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We've Got the 'Herald' in the Morning and the 'Star' at Night
              
            

            

              
Try this over on your piano
            

            

              

                

                  
introduction and Verse
                


                
Taking stock of all the things they publish,


                
What do I find?


                
They say such things, their souls must be imperilled.


                
Taking stock of all their useless rubbish,


                
What do I find?


                
A useful purpose for the 'Star' and 'Herald'.
              

              


              

                

                  
refrain
                


                
They've got horses, they've got cars,


                
They've got baches with cocktail bars —


                
They sell the 'Herald' in the morning and the 'Star' at night.


                
They've bought mansions, bought a yacht,


                
All by selling us priceless rot


                
In the 'Herald' each morning and the 'Star' each night.
              

              

                
Dailies are not meant to read;


                
We've got everything we need.


                
On town supply or septic tanks,


                
We'd all like to express our thanks —


                
We've got the 'Herald' in the morning and the 'Star' at night!
              

              

                
With the 'Herald' in the morning and the 'Star' at night


                

                  
We're All Right!
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An Open Invitation to all Decent, Tea-drinking New Zealanders—

Take Glover Apart!
            

            
[Inscribed on a heavily visceral anatomy chart]

            

              
Then Come, Lads, tear him limb from limb


              
And tripe by tripe unravel him,


              
Let's catch him Bending, fix the Date


              
When he shall meet his well-earned Fate.


              
Your vegetable Hate should grow


              
Vaster than Empires, and more slow.


              
An hundred years should go to prise


              
His Eyelids from his bloodshot Eyes,


              
Two hundred to unlock his Chest,


              
But thirty thousand to the rest.


              
An Age at least to Light and Lung,


              
And the last Age should show his Bung.


              
For Glover he deserves this State—


              
Up-end him, Lads, and fix his Date!
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He Shall Not Rise





        

          
He Shall Not Rise
        

        

          
This book is for my Mother
        

        
        
        



          

            
Later Poems
          

          

            

              

                
Wandering Willie's Song
              
            

            

              

                
Parting they say is such sweet sorrow


                
that there's never a lad lifts up his pack


                
and takes to the hills, but a hundred voices


                
cry to him softly, calling him back.
              

              

                
And I know when I rode under the lilacs


                
and out of the gate, the eastern way,


                
taking the road and vagabond's luck


                
for good or ill, for a year or a day,
              

              

                
I was sick with the longing in my heart


                
for the green garden, and my little room;


                
I would have given my horse and bridle


                
for one last look at the cherry in bloom.
              

              

                
And even now, on a wild spring night


                
when the rain has ceased, I wake sometimes


                
from a dream of children playing in a garden


                
by an old grey wall where nasturtium climbs 
…
                
              

              

                
I was too young to be living on memories,


                
too old to be happy the way I'd known:


                
so I shut my heart against the crying voices


                
and lifted my head, and rode forth alone.
              

              

                
But oh, when I pass from the light of the sun


                
let no slight memory, no scent nor savour


                
of the things I loved go with me then,


                
or I shall be restless in my grave forever.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
All I have Desired
              
            

            

              

                
I have found sanctuary


                
under the blossoms


                
where the bees make music


                
in a white spring.
              

              

                
I have found rest


                
where the sea


                
unravels her foam


                
over the black rocks.
              

              

                
But the bee is a glutton,


                
clamorous, bloated with honey,


                
a fool, an unwitting pandar


                
to the blossoms;


                
and the sea is a very resdess woman,


                
a weeping strumpet, who in vain importunes


                
the race of men,


                
seeking a lover to her bed.
              

              

                
And all I have desired on earth,


                
all I have longed for really,


                
is the peace


                
and the forgetting


                
of the instant of love;


                
and the flat calm of death.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
The Runner
              
            

            

              

                
I have heard soft lutes


                
sob their ecstasies,


                
and the thrush's notes


                
tumble from the rain-wet trees.
              

              

                
I have heard the ocean's song


                
rise like a flame


                
with cold blue tongue


                
from the swirling foam,
              

              

                
and from the sky far whispers,


                
not tunes, not words,


                
the dim, mournful vespers


                
of homing birds.
              

              


              

                
Sea-chime, and fluting bird,


                
and tune from smitten strings,


                
all these are lovely, but I have heard


                
more lovely things:
              

              

                
There are songs that beat


                
and throb along the blood


                
when our flying feet


                
on the greensward thud,
              

              

                
and pipes that shrill


                
as with labouring step


                
we clamber up the hill,


                
pause, and then dip
              

              

                
down through the sweet


                
grass-scented air


                
with flying feet


                
and flying hair…
              

              

                
Lovely are the birds, and the sobbing


                
of lutes, but braver far


                
is the voiceless music throbbing


                
in the runner's ear.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Diogenes
              
            

            

              

                
I would rid myself of an old way of life


                
that has clung about me since the day I was born,


                
covering me with its cloak of smiling hatred,


                
with its shield of nonchalance and easy scorn.
              

              

                
I have worn this armour, kept my soul inviolate,


                
mocking the estate of kings with cool bravado;


                
but I am tired now; I have lain too long


                
in the gutter of the world, crossed by a King's shadow.
              

              

                
I have done, indeed: as well be a whining moralist,


                
vile slave to a viler god, picking a sermon


                
from every cruel stone, as waste my breath


                
on this abominable world and all its vermin.
              

              


              

                
I would escape all this, and all things else;


                
I would creep within my life, and lie there curled


                
like a flower in ice, or a Pharaoh in his tomb,


                
lulled in a sleep that should outlast the world.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Amarantus
              
            

            

              

                
I shall not decry the dust, for the dust is immortal.


                
It rises not to Heaven nor descends into Hell.


                
Whatever befall the soul beyond the sombre portal,


                
for the dust there is neither flames nor asphodel.
              

              

                
I shall not decry the dust, for the world's storms


                
may harry the soul, and the last tempest break it;


                
but the dust flows on forever, through intricate forms,


                
and never the winds of time and chance may shake it.
              

              

                
The lamp may shine in the darkness, it may endure


                
eternally, or cease with death's cold gust.


                
I know not, care not. Of this alone am I sure—


                
that the dust is immortal: I shall not decry the dust.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Odysseus
              
            

            

              

                
I have come back as a stone falls to earth.


                
I have come back from the loneliness of the world


                
to the sunlit hills and meadows that gave me birth.


                
My heart is a ship, and all her sails are furled.
              

              

                
I have grown old in the wilderness of the seas;


                
I have felt the world slipping from; under my feet;


                
but now I am home at last where the olive trees


                
sleep in the silver dusk, and the flowers are sweet.
              

              

                
For though the heart grow desolate, though it roam


                
forever in vain the ways of earth, in quest


                
of high and lovely things, yet it comes home


                
in the end to the waiting arms, and finds its rest.
              

              


              

                
But I shall hear in dreams the sea that swirls


                
about those hungry rocks, and the wild gulls' cries;


                
and always I'll remember the singing girls—


                
the pale beseeching hands, and the pitiful eyes.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Evening
              
            

            

              

                
With shadows in the sky


                
enshrouding elm and oak


                
the dusk comes silently.


                
Now wreathed chimney-smoke
              

              

                
with thin blue mist is curled,


                
and lights begin to gleam


                
about the hollow world


                
of hamlet, vale and stream.
              

              

                
Here in this hour of dreams


                
earth's muted voices throng


                
to build me quiet hymns;


                
and a little flower-like song
              

              

                
love's silver-throated birds


                
sang in my forest once


                
comes now with sharpened chords


                
to stir my sleepy sense;
              

              

                
and the returning flood,


                
the spirit's urgent pulse,


                
moves all my sensuous blood


                
with stories sweet and false
              

              

                
of how love was a string


                
that snapped when Life was player,


                
but still the echoes ring


                
for loveless hearts to hear.
              

              

                
Let the night fall, calm and sweet,


                
I would not hear this thing.


                
Let the darkness smother it,


                
and hush its whispering.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Night on the Water
              
            

            

              

                
Now are there candles lit in the water


                
where the stars have dropped their shadows


                
like sparks from some Olympian crater


                
glowing on cool green meadows.
              

              

                
A thousand fireflies shiver and float,


                
and the moon in silver bars


                
is spilt and broken where the boat


                
lies dim in a heaven of stars.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
The Stoic
              
            

            

              

                
The lion, the rhinoceros and the boar


                
are gentle playmates—nothing more;


                
the bitterest wind to me is warm


                
and calm the most outrageous storm.
              

              

                
Fire and pestilence move me not


                
nor bate my bravery one jot;


                
sweet is vinegar, sweet the lemon;


                
but God preserve me from candid women.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Odysseus
              
            

            

              

                

                  
Odysseus, the old wanderer,


                  
came home at last from the long voyagings,


                  
and those world-shaking wars, and reigned once more


                  
a King in Ithaca.
                

                

                  
And so the years slid by,


                  
lapping his soul about with quietness:


                  
until in the end, they say,


                  
he fell to weariness and discontent,


                  
grew tired of gentle living…could not sleep


                  
for thinking, always thinking.
                

                


                

                  
In the midst of merriment and song


                  
he would fall silent, sit with clouded eyes


                  
dreaming of war and pillage, of what had been


                  
and might not come again…


                  
hearing the clash of steel…the tempest's roar….


                  
the wind that breathed in Circe's shadowed grove….


                  
the voice of old Tiresias… the swift


                  
crackling rush of foam under the prows,


                  
and the screaming gulls, and the high song of the waves ….


                  
and ever again, deep in his troubled heart,


                  
that song that Sirens sang, that wild sweet song


                  
that would not let him be,


                  
calling him to the world's far ends….
                

              

              *  *  *



              

                
It's only a fool who lets his dreams come true.


                
Who'd think the dream of twenty lovely years


                
(such a great, glowing dream


                
of love, and peace, and rest for the tired heart)


                
would swell in beauty like a golden bubble…


                
and then touch life, and break, and shine no more?


                
This narrow island sleeping in summer seas,


                
for all its calm,


                
its peace and loveliness beyond desiring,


                
left much to be desired … much indeed ….


                
and he was tired … so tired …


                
too much droning of bees in summer grass …


                
too many mumbling women about the castle …


                
even Penelope …


                
and a tinkle of pipes from the barn, that made him drowsy ….


                
The tall blade flaked with rust,


                
and the string of the great bow,


                
that sang shrill death of old, dribbled slack


                
as a loose sandal-thong….


                
This brooding peace, this heavy idleness


                
rotted the spirit, all but quenched the fire


                
that smouldered in his breast….


                
Better the dark clutch of the ravenous sea—


                
to lie in the cool depths, and far above,


                
a white agony of broken water …


                
better the hand of death


                
than this soft-dreaming ease under unclouded skies …


                
And if not death … then life …


                
out there in the cold and darkness


                


                
dreams never came true … were always dreams


                
lovely and inviolable …
              

              *  *  *



              

                
And so (the story goes) one day he rises,


                
and shakes himself like a great dog roused from the hearth,


                
and bellows to the henchmen, bids them bring


                
fresh meat, and bales of corn, fat sheep and kine,


                
and skins of wine and water;


                
then calls to the young men with restless hearts,


                
gathers a hundred, bids them launch the ships


                
and lade them for a voyage,


                
for a long voyage, and there's no knowing where


                
it will all lead to, or what the end will be …


                
and then he gives them "glory or the grave",


                
and sets his prows


                
into the golden west, and sails away


                
to seek the Happy Isles or come what will…
              

              *  *  *

              

                

                  
And thus Odysseus, Lord of Ithaca,


                  
he of the strong heart and the wily hand,


                  
the ravager of cities, the feared of men,


                  
passed to the shadows …


                  
                                    … and there the legend fails,


                  
and no man knows, nor ever shall know,


                  
whither he journeyed,


                  
what strange seas he crossed … or did not cross.


                  
whether he died in battle,


                  
or reached the Happy Isles, and ruled once more


                  
a prince among men ….
                

                

                  
But I have sometimes mused,


                  
in the dark hour between the sun and moon,


                  
upon this tale …


                  
have played with fancy, led the wandering ships


                  
through storm and sunlight, over desperate seas,


                  
and brought them to this land


                  
whose hills and streams and meadow-paths I know


                  
better than the dark paths of my own heart.


                  
And I have seen Odysseus and his men


                  
(some morning in the yellow summertime)


                  
swing shoreward with slack sails and weary oars,


                  
ride the long wave, and beach the golden ships,


                  
and stretch their limbs, and dance upon the sands


                  


                  
like happy children … I have seen them lie


                  
taking their ease beneath the gnarled black boughs


                  
of giant pohutukawas, bursting red


                  
for joy and honour … I have seen them bind


                  
the red blooms in their hair, and walk like gods,


                  
laughing, upon this shore…


                  
And I have seen them, after many days,


                  
when the sea called once more,


                  
clamber aboard and hoist the storm-torn sails,


                  
swing from the land, and melt upon the brink


                  
of sea and sky, to roam and ever roam


                  
upon their endless quest…
                

                

                  
Whether this tale be true or false I know not.


                  
Nor do I care at all. The old blind poet


                  
never heard it… or hearing it, forgot…


                  
or kept it to himself …


                  
or maybe it fell out some other way …


                  
nobody knows… But I have dreamed it so


                  
in the dark hour between sun and moon,


                  
when all tales are true


                  
so far as they are strange and beautiful.
                

              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Tea-Tree
              
            

            

              

                
Along your starry ways


                
I used to rove;


                
you were my earliest love


                
in boyhood days.
              

              

                
Over the silvern pool


                
bending quietly,


                
O most despised tree,


                
yet loveliest of all,
              

              

                
you'd toss a flower down


                
anon, as a woman might


                
to her lover in the night


                
a rose have thrown.
              

              


              

                
Often when I was tired,


                
seeking for rest,


                
under your dark breast


                
I'd sink and find quiet.
              

              

                
And in your skies there were


                
star-flowers, white and soft,


                
and little winds would waft


                
your vague scent on the air.
              

              

                
And I would lie there curled


                
happily for hours,


                
then rise, shake off your flowers,


                
and creep back to the world.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
The Pomegranate Tree
              
            

            

              

                
Where the wild red rata


                
and clematis grow


                
and the drooping kowhai


                
lets fall her golden snow,


                
once I found a pomegranate,


                
leafless, unburgeoning,


                
lonely as a captive


                
Eastern king.
              

              

                
So amazed was I


                
that this strange, bizarre,


                
magical tree


                
should have strayed so far,


                
that I laid me in the grass


                
for a couple of hours,


                
forgetting I had come


                
to gather flowers.
              

              

                
Then I bethought me


                
of a thousand things,


                
of dark Arabian tales,


                
and forgotten kings,


                
of a prophet's vision,


                


                
and a moon that shone


                
in the silver forests


                
of Lebanon.
              

              

                
I thought of a poet,


                
of two long dead—


                
a storied Princess


                
and her Grecian lad


                
who loved in deep meadows


                
and by woodland streams,


                
and built tall castles


                
of their slender dreams.
              

              

                
All these whimsies


                
came floating to me,


                
as I lay enchanted


                
by that Eastern tree.


                
But the pomegranate stood


                
stock still in despair,


                
with her buds all frozen


                
and her branches bare.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
The Old Man
              
            

            

              

                
His white lips move, whispering, My time is short,


                
I would be gone.


                
O Lord, Lord! now let thy servant depart!


                
I am left alone


                
an old man with thin hands and a dry heart


                
sitting in the sun.
              

              

                
I am grown sadder than the gust that shakes


                
dead leaves in May,


                
lonelier than the sea that breaks


                
her heart in spray;


                
now, O Lord, ere another morrow wakes,


                
I would away.
              

              

                
For the spring returning moves not as before


                
this dolorous clay,


                
love is forgotten, a bright cloak I wore


                
and cast away;


                


                
the stars are dumb, the heavens resound no more


                
in this dark day;


                
I am old, I am old: thine ancient peace restore,


                
O Lord, I pray!
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Dead Man's Tale
              
            

            

              

                
Daylong I dream in pleasant sloth


                
garmented in white cloth


                
where no wind murmureth


                
save the swart wind of death.
              

              

                
Lust of limb nor lust of food


                
mar the lovely solitude;


                
yet there stirreth in my clay


                
memory of an older day.
              

              

                
Love unhandselled, passion lost,


                
make a music in the dust,


                
and I hear, but all unmoved,


                
echoes of a voice I loved.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
An Old Woman
              
            

            

              

                
The years have stolen


                
all her loveliness,


                
her days are fallen


                
in the long wet grass


                
like petals shaken


                
from the lilac's bosom


                
when the winds have broken


                
her tangled blossom.
              

              

                
Her youth like a dim


                
cathedral lies


                
under the seas


                
of her life's long dream,


                
yet she hears still


                
in her heart, sometimes,


                
the far sweet chimes


                
of a sunken bell.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
In the Younger Land
              
            

            

              

                
This stubborn beach, whereon are tossed


                
white roses from the seas's green bough,


                
has never sheathed a Norman prow


                
nor flinched beneath a Roman host;
              

              

                
yet in my bones I feel the stir


                
of ancient wrongs and vanished woes,


                
and through my troubled spirit goes


                
the shadow of an old despair.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Kowhai
              
            

            

              

                
When the candles burn again in the kowhai tree,


                
I shall return, remembering older springs


                
when the sky was a blue pool where dreamily


                
clouds floated like silver swans with folded wings.
              

              

                
I shall return, remembering how Love


                
fulfils in the spring her immortal trust,


                
and builds her leafy temple in the kowhai grove,


                
scorning the dull remonstrance of the dust.
              

              

                
I shall lie on the cliffs under the small gold flowers,


                
and smell wild honeysuckle, and hear the chime


                
of the waves, like bells ringing in the shadowy towers


                
of some grey village of the olden time.
              

              

                
I shall return. But oh, the spring will falter …


                
yield her green faith to summer's unbelief,


                
and the kowhai will darken the candles on her altar,


                
and strew on the grey winds her golden grief.
              

            

          

        

        
        



          

            
Early Poems
          

          

            

              

                
Cold June
              
            

            

              

                
Winter falls darkly on the woods,


                
and the blue boughs are washed with rain;


                
it will be long ere the springtime buds,


                
and the flowers come forth again.
              

              

                
But wraiths of the summer's lovely host


                
still linger in the woodland ways,


                
sorrowfully calling, ghost to ghost,


                
in the harsh sunless days.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Twilight
              
            

            

              

                
A thin moon shivering in the leaves


                
that shroud the stream's soft chuckling mirth,


                
the while her watery shuttle weaves


                
a shy blue garment for the earth—
              

              

                
I know not any hour of sun


                
or shadow half so sweet as this,


                
when sleep and twilight tremble on


                
the waters like a drowsy kiss.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
For a Young Girl
              
            

            

              

                
No crown of thorn


                
she bears for shield


                
like roses born


                
in sheltered field—
              

              

                
O Life, tread not


                
(capricious clown)


                
this gentle plot


                
of lilies down.
              

              

                
Some day she will


                
be old and wise


                
as Eve, yet still


                
may her brown eyes
              

              

                
and golden hair


                
be lovely yet,


                
still shining fair


                
through toil and fret.
              

              

                
O Life, tread soft


                
upon this heart


                
till pale winds waft


                
her soul apart,
              

              

                
and she be laid


                
where lovely eyes


                
must surely fade,


                
and heart be wise.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
The Sun has Spread his Shining Wings
              
            

            

              

                
The sun has spread his shining wings


                
and moves upon his endless way:


                
he tells the passing of the day,


                
and mocks the breath of mortal things.
              

              

                
Across the desert of the sky


                
he trails his burning caravan:


                


                
he lights the dusty ways of man,


                
and whispers him that he must die.
              

              

                
His light is music in the leaves


                
all day, with sunbeams stretched for strings:


                
yet as he touches them he sings—


                
and wise men know the tale he weaves.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Rhyme
              
            

            

              

                
When Love and Life were children


                
Life said, "Let's go and play,"


                
and led his little sweetheart


                
to faery fields away.
              

              

                
He told her all his secrets—


                
unwisely, it befell,


                
for now he's old and foolish.


                
and doesn't see too well,
              

              

                
and Love's a cunning lady,


                
a wrinkled courtesan,


                
who knows more tricks and secrets


                
than any daft old man.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Kings and Queens
              
            

            

              

                
Mary sleeps in Heaven's bowers,


                
Heaven knows where Helen lies;


                
Dido is a noise of flowers


                
at dusk, in Paradise.
              

              

                
Lost is Caesar's laurelled brow


                
and Arthur's idle chivalrous lust;


                
beggar maids are beggars now


                
and love is turned to dust.
              

              

                
Queens and harlots and bright kings,


                
all are clothed in earth again—


                
brief unhallowed whisperings


                
on the tongues of men.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
The Flowers
              
            

            

              

                

                  
Where are dappled fields to show,


                

                  
fields where crimson poppies blow?
                


                

                  
Where are lilies undefiled,


                

                  
purple violets growing wild?
                
              

              

                
Francis the ragged saint


                
(the man of birds and flowers),


                
Francis, the barefoot saint,


                
came with a sorrowful plaint:
              

              

                
"Consider the little lilies


                
that toil not, neither spin.


                
Oh, see how bare are the valleys!


                
They have been gathered in,
              

              

                
"gathered from vale and pasture


                
and garlanded for death.


                
O God! that the earth's spring vesture


                
be bound for a funeral wreath!
              

              

                
"See, on the coffin yonder


                
that lies in that drab black hearse,


                
they have heaped all the valleys' plunder.


                
A curse on those bones, a curse!
              

              

                
"And see, where the violets gathered


                
from banks of green and blue,


                
flowers that the old earth mothered,


                
are bound with the lilies too.
              

              

                
"Mourners and mutes are riven


                
with grief for the vulgar dead,


                
but the saints all weep in Heaven:


                
for the flowers their tears are shed.
              

              

                
"O God! that the flowers be tortured


                
to pageant men to the dust—


                
flowers that the old earth nurtured


                
all twisted, tied and trussed!
              

              


              

                
"But see! …they have laid his body


                
hard by yon field of corn,


                
and the poppies are gathered ready,


                
their lips all wreathed in scorn.
              

              

                
"God! like the stings of nettles,


                
like scorpions bound for whips,


                
are the smiles on the myriad petals


                
of those cruel crimson lips!"
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
After
              
            

            

              

                
There are no bumping buses


                
that busy to and fro,


                
no corporation tramways


                
in Paradise, I know.
              

              

                
But there is peace from clamour,


                
and rest from jars and dins,


                
and silence that is sweeter


                
than crying violins.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Song
              
            

            

              

                
Oh, youth has thoughts a-plenty,


                
what matter if they're wrong?


                
For we who are but twenty,


                
we love not truth, but song.
              

              

                
And when we're old, and sodden


                
with creeds of bright deceit,


                
our songs will all be trodden


                
like dust about our feet.
              

              

                
What matter if the aged


                
imagine they have heard,


                
and keep the secret caged


                
like some sad singing-bird?
              

              


              

                
And what if those who're older


                
are wiser far than we?


                
For Wisdom, with a winding-sheet


                
is coming here to tea.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Hellas
              
            

            

              

                
I have talked, often it seems,


                
on thymy cliffs with white-limbed Grecian lads,


                
and wandered arm in arm with the grey shades


                
of those old years, in dreams.
              

              

                
And often, it seems to me,


                
have I splashed in blue Ionian waves, or sat


                
listening to vague unreal philosophers chat


                
in marbled sanctity.
              

              

                
And, wearied of those dim shades


                
of wise men, stolen away and turned my steps


                
to find a more subtle wisdom on the lips


                
of laughing Grecian maids.
              

              

                
And once, by some shadowy sea


                
in the lands of sleep, I saw the Idalian rise


                
blossom-crowned from the foam, and dim were her eyes


                
with love's quiet ecstasy.
              

              

                
And the gallows-god has slipped


                
unremembered into the void as my soul has seen


                
the loveliness of the Grecian gods, and the queen


                
of pagan love, rose-lipped.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Near a Growing Town
              
            

            

              

                
Oh, I shall pluck the wild rose sweet


                
that blooms here in the grass,


                
and tramp this way my wandering feet


                
must some day cease to pass.
              

              


              

                
For stars and wind and grass will fade


                
like the first wreath Helen wore,


                
and soon I'll crumble and be laid


                
where Beauty cries no more.
              

              

                
And some far day this magic gloom


                
will gild a city street,


                
and the rose of steel, black-petalled, bloom


                
where now the night is sweet.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
A Woman in the Street
              
            

            

              

                
Her eyes were full of unborn children,


                
beauty had withered in her face,


                
yet I saw shadowed there, most strangely,


                
shreds of some olden grace.
              

              

                
I saw the paint and the tawdry clothes,


                
the tired leer, the bedraggled hair:


                
yet as I gazed I thought I saw


                
two Marys standing there.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Wish
              
            

            

              

                
This is my dearest wish,


                
my smallest dream:


                
I would be cool as a fish


                
threading his stream
              

              

                
where lilies in pale clouds


                
float sleepily


                
under a tree that shrouds


                
the summer sky.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Release
              
            

            

              

                
It seemed that Time had died,


                
and all the ghosts came wandering from the shades—


                
from Heaven's blue shining hills, from the dark glades


                
of unborn years, from Hell's rose-tinted tombs…
              

              

                
And by the poppied side


                
of a slow stream that lies with limbs soft-curled


                
in the green darkness of some intangible world


                
far beyond space, the living and the dead,


                
the fruits of unborn wombs,


                
all the souls of unknown fathomless ages


                
past and yet to be, were suddenly bound


                
into a moment's compass, trapped and caught,


                
(lovers and fools, voluptuaries and sages),


                
and with them all the things that they had sought


                
of loveliness and joy, were prisoned fast…


                
fair orchards, blossom-crowned,


                
all singing and all sound,


                
all love and laughter, touch and taste and scent,


                
and all things men had found,


                
had gathered, stored, and spent


                
in markets of the soul to buy delight;


                
the ocean and her moon, the myriad stars,


                
and the still-shining sun;


                
all things, unknown and known, all were made one


                
in one immortal moment, crowned with content,


                
timeless and immutable, wreathed with flowers


                
of brief far-gathered hours,


                
of mouldering centuries and unborn years…


                
For Time, the old grey Robber-God, lay dead,


                
with his unnumbered host


                
gathered about him, cold and quiet and still.


                
Age was a tavern-jest, and olden dread


                
long-buried; Change a half-remembered ghost


                
haunting a ruined town;


                
Eternity the shadow of thistledown


                
blowing upon a windy, timeless hill.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
The Old Bridge
              
            

            

              

                
Where the water-lilies


                
are thick on the stream


                
the old wooden bridge


                
joins brim to brim,


                
and scattered leaves


                
discoloured and sodden


                
lie where the countless


                
footsteps have trodden.
              

              

                
There's moss and lichen,


                
russet and green,


                
on the falling timbers;


                
and thick in between


                
the time-worn edges


                
of plank and plank


                
leaf mould and fungus


                
moist and dank.
              

              

                
"Though my timbers creak


                
and my beams wax old,


                
and I've only leaves


                
to keep out the cold,


                
yet many a traveller


                
who passed my way


                
fares ill and colder


                
this winter's day."
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
The Seasons
              
            

            

              

                
Under the green curling world of leaves


                
sleek-bosomed Summer sprawls upon the grass,


                
dreaming of brazen noons and twinkling eves


                
and the bright pageant of the days that pass.


                
A little time she sleeps; then, waking, flies,


                
as Autumn, clutching a sheaf of scarlet dawns


                
and rainy dusks, comes tramping through the trees


                
and strews her blood-red leaves upon the lawns.


                
A little and the old hag Winter comes


                


                
holding her white fang'd pack on straining leash


                
in grim restraint.


                
                        Then suddenly the drums


                
roll out across the world, the trumpets flash,


                
and, loosed from the bonds of her gigantic birth,


                
Spring carves her flaming legend on the earth.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Sunflowers
              
            

            

              

                
They lift their lovely heads and gaze,


                
wide-eyed and laughing, at the sun,


                
and all about my garden ways


                
they heap on grey autumnal days


                
their golden benison.
              

              

                
Not lonely, as the lily sways,


                
nor fragrant, like the leafy thyme,


                
but rising in a merry blaze


                
of yellow, like a bright-winged phrase


                
from some old lover's rhyme.
              

              

                
O sunflowers, ere cold winds undo


                
your beauty, and your flags are furled,


                
teach me the magic Midas knew,


                
that I may touch all grey things too


                
and make a golden world.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Apple Trees
              
            

            

              

                
I heard the apple-trees cry:
              

              

                
Is it nothing, nothing to you,


                
all you that pass by,


                
that our fair young limbs should fade


                
and our beauty die?
              

              

                
Is it nothing to you who pass,


                
eyes sunk in the ground,


                
that our blossoms in summer grass


                
should drift, and be drowned?
              

              


              

                
We clothe the world like a bride


                
in the days of spring,


                
yet our blossoms have withered and died,


                
far-scattering.
              

              

                
Soon will you come for the spoil


                
of our fruitfulness—


                
red apples that drink from the soil


                
its deliciousness,
              

              

                
and your eyes will no longer be turned


                
to the roadside dust,


                
for where blossoms flamed and were scorned


                
will be fruit, for your lust.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Blind
              
            

            

              

                
Though I have lost the light


                
I count it not a woe,


                
for through my starless night


                
flock dreams of long ago,
              

              

                
brave dreams of old delight,


                
lost, lovely things aglow,


                
that never shone so bright


                
in days I used to know.
              

              

                
I see the blaze of noon


                
upon the world once more


                
and sunlit flowers all strewn


                
upon her meadow-floor.
              

              

                
I see the earth again


                
wake from her slumbering;


                
and silver scars of rain


                
upon the skies of spring.
              

              

                
The colours of the earth


                
flow through my darkened brain,


                
and things of little worth


                
are now unbounded gain.
              

              


              

                
Such things I did not prize


                
when soul, not eye, was blind,


                
but now I have not eyes


                
they blossom in the mind.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Autumn Piece
              
            

            

              

                
The trees stand by the river


                
like ghosts of long-dead girls,


                
withered are the garlands


                
and all the curls;


                
gone is their coloured mesh


                
of loveliness; no leaf falls;


                
winter has scattered their flesh


                
and their pretty faces are skulls.
              

              

                
O men, why mourn ye the dead,


                
and seal them in quiet tomb?


                
Earth, the eternal mother, wears


                
no sorrow, sheds no tears


                
for the children of her womb:


                
fruit and berry and fallen leaf


                
moulder where they lie;


                
and if there comes a whisper of grief


                
and a thin music shaking


                
the brittle bones of the poplar tree,


                
it is no dirge of a mother's making


                
but only the wind's sigh.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Pagan Prayer
              
            

            

              

                
The skies are wide and beautiful,


                
the stars are strong—


                
Orion, belted like a warrior,


                
magnificent and young,


                
and the shining Cross that shrives the southern ocean


                
all night long.
              

              


              

                
Here where the starlit seas of darkness,


                
wave on cresting wave,


                
break on the world, and the cold deep desolate night


                
foreshadows the grave,


                
sun and moon are blind, only the resolute stars


                
are strong to save.
              

              

                
O lord of the firmament, O warrior-god,


                
Orion, serene and bright,


                
lead me through the dark and across the years


                
till my soul's swift flight


                
shall end where the stars and the sun are gathered at last


                
in ultimate night.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Nightfall
              
            

            

              

                
Now evening shakes her wings


                
and the feathers of darkness


                
flutter upon the world


                
like finished songs.
              

              

                
And like music that is still


                
after soft playing


                
the dead sun's petals are lying


                
on the seaward hill
              

              

                
heaped in their rose-red riot


                
of dusky flames,


                
bright as the lonely dreams


                
of an old, mad poet.
              

              

                
The sea has brimmed the bay


                
to the sand's edge


                
along the windless beach;


                
the small craft lie
              

              

                
on her pearl breast asleep


                
like old ships' ghosts


                
long-drowned, with their ropes and masts


                
mirrored deep.
              

              


              

                
All the world's in the water,


                
see where it lies—


                
grey cliffs and trees, and skies


                
softly a-glitter
              

              

                
with the new-born gleaming stars


                
of heaven's meadows


                
lost in wet shadows


                
with silver planet-flowers,
              

              

                
and the white, bulging clouds


                
where the young moon shines


                
crossed by the wavering lines


                
of the ship's shrouds…
              

              

                
Now from the darkened sky


                
the last light has drained;


                
all the world is drowned


                
in the ancient sea.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Earth and Sea
              
            

            

              

                
"When shall we sleep?" cries the sea


                
to her lover, the land,


                
and she smoothes his brow


                
with her cool white fingers,


                
and strokes his hand.


                
"When shall we lie


                
with only the sough


                
of the wind in the bough


                
and the song of the wind on the foam,


                
earth-music and sea-music,


                
for lullaby?"
              

              

                
"When the ways of men be dust,


                
and the days of men be past,


                
and earth be free


                
of the feet of men,


                
and you, O my lover, the sea,


                
unburdened of all your ships …


                
then shall we take our rest


                


                
like lovers, breast to breast,


                
then shall we lie in peace,


                
dark lips on paler lips


                
quietly at the last,


                
and sleep again…"
              

            

          

        

        
        



          

            
Love Poems
          

          

            

              

                
Change
              
            

            

              
Oh, were I turned all suddenly


              
into a star,


              
in the cool wilderness of space


              
to dwell afar;


              
or should they make of my body moondust,


              
magical, white,


              
and scatter me about the silent roads


              
of the world, at night;


              
or burn me in flame until I was but smoke


              
upon the air …


              
still should my shadowy heart tremble a little,


              
exquisitely,


              
at the words your voice spake, crying as of old


              
in the dark to me.
            

          

          

            

              

                
Meeting
              
            

            

              

                
I dreamed that I had died,


                
and you were not born yet,


                
and so, I going, you coming,


                
along the shades we met.
              

              

                
We stood and spoke a moment


                
of the broad earth's delight;


                
then parted, you to the shadows,


                
I to the endless night.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Song at Dawn
              
            

            

              

                
All night she's been


                
love-making in the shades


                
with twilight men


                
who walk in Lethe's glades.


                
She has been happy there


                
with the amorous dead,


                
they have found her eyes still fair,


                
and her lips still red.


                
All night she's lain


                
by Lethe's dusky streams:
              

              

                
Arise, O dawn!


                
and tumble down her dreams.


                
For now the sun


                
steals past her waking eaves,


                
slumber is done,


                
the dawn-wind shakes the leaves,


                
and I have an earthly love


                
more sweet to tell


                
than the tales the sly tongues wove


                
in the glades of Hell.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
When She Speaks
              
            

            

              

                
Lovelier are her words


                
than the exquisite notes


                
that speak the souls of flutes.


                
The songs of birds
              

              

                
at dusk, when the first-born star


                
swims in the willow tree,


                
are not more dear to me


                
than her songs are.
              

              

                
When she speaks, all sound begins


                
to tremble, and melt


                
in music rarer than the lilt


                
of violins.
              

              


              

                
Her voice is more delicate


                
than the croon of wind in the coppice;


                
all the world's songs are poppies


                
under her feet.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Song
              
            

            

              

                
My soul it is but gossamer


                
hung on an apple-tree,


                
and never a wind of heaven doth stir


                
but it shakes the heart of me.
              

              

                
And oh, my life is a gossamer


                
hung on the tree of her heart,


                
and never a sigh in her breast doth stir


                
but my soul is rent apart.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Since that Zenophila
              
            

            

              

                
Since that Zenophila is common dust


                
and Meleager sings to her no more,


                
ring me love's bell, before his tongue is rust,


                
O goddess of the Cytherean shore.
              

              

                
Love, and the roses on his forehead, drip


                
petal by petal into oblivion;


                
raise then love's chalice to my parched lip,


                
and let me for a little while dream on.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
The End
              
            

            

              

                
Turn your face to mine,


                
let me look in your eyes


                
before love fades with the green


                
days, in the silences.
              

              


              

                
All summer love has been


                
your voice, and your hair that shone,


                
and the peace of your lips on mine.


                
But these are gone,
              

              

                
and loving is at an end,


                
is less than nothingness,


                
is quieter than the wind


                
in the dead grass.
              

              

                
And we are left alone


                
to go our separate ways…


                
Oh, your lips, and your hair that shone,


                
and the peace in your eyes!
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
The Lover Grows Old
              
            

            

              

                
O heart, be not dismayed


                
that fair should prove so brittle:


                
love, as the summers fade,


                
must droop a little.


                
Time grays the golden locks,


                
even the loveliest things


                
with the chiming of his clocks


                
fail like forgotten springs.
              

              

                
O love, have no regrets


                
that the rose should fade, and the bay:


                
there's quiet, where the heart forgets


                
in the end, they say;


                
where earth's harsh storms are dumb,


                
and the skies no longer weep,


                
and the leaves and the flowers come


                
and lie in their olden sleep.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
After-Times
              
            

            

              

                
As springs well forth


                
in rock-girt lands,


                
laving the sands


                
and the parched earth,
              

              

                
or even as a bright


                
vision in slumber


                
lightens the sombre


                
shadows of the night,
              

              

                
rise ghosts of the gone


                
and lovely day


                
when love came our way


                
and led us on.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Choice
              
            

            

              

                
If flowers grew in the sky,


                
and I were seven,


                
I think I'd like to die,


                
and walk in Heaven.
              

              

                
For man, until he sighs


                
for love of woman,


                
is denizen of skies


                
and nothing human.
              

              

                
But since I'm prisoned, shut,


                
and twenty-three,


                
I'd rather bed the slut


                
Mortality.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Winds
              
            

            

              

                
The night we lay together


                
upon a moonlit hill,


                
the boisterous god of weather


                
was reverently still.
              

              

                
The little breeze that nightly


                
guards lovers' hearts till dawn


                
seems sometimes, most politely,


                
to hide a gentle yawn.
              

              

                
But now that love lies bleeding,


                
soon gloriously to die,


                
the winds, with perfect breeding,


                
most exquisitely sigh.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Return
              
            

            

              

                
There is grave beauty here


                
in this orchard-valley


                
where no storms sully


                
the rich purple gloom where the lilies are.
              

              

                
And there is quietness here


                
now, as of old,


                
where great trees fold


                
their dark limbs round the coolness of the air.
              

              

                
The pearls of the sky still gleam


                
through the branches of the trees,


                
and the little wandering breeze


                
that ruffles the feathers of the grass is still the same.
              

              

                
Yet there is loneliness


                
more stark than I have known


                
as I stray alone


                
through the dim grass…
              

              

                
O blue-grey dusk, where have you hidden my lover?


                
—she who would steal softly to this place


                
unbidden, in other days,


                
and lie in my arms in the haven of the clover.
              

              


              

                
Now there is left to me nothing


                
but frail lilies of evening, and her face


                
is only a shadow in the gloom of this place,


                
and a memory of her bosom pressed against mine, soft-breathing.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Loss
              
            

            

              

                
On the hill the night is cool and sweet;


                
the grass is soft as a woman's hair;


                
but I hear no more, no more the beat


                
of wings through the silver air.
              

              

                
We stood by the bridge. The willow-tree


                
trailed listless fingers in the brook.


                
The moonlight curdled. Nothing to me


                
her tears, and her faery look.
              

              

                
Strange how sluggish and stale my blood


                
now: but the end of the meteor's flash


                
is a cold stone stuck in the earth's dank mud:


                
and the end of the fire is ash.
              

              

                
On the hill the night is sweet and cool


                
and the grass is soft as a woman's breast.


                
Well, it's little to reck if a man's a fool,


                
he still may take his rest.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Byways of Love
              
            

            

              

                I



                

                  
I may not love you: love's cool arms


                  
are made for cowards who in fear


                  
cry for a haven: I have charms


                  
other than this against despair.
                

                

                  
But this I know: that man grows old


                  
in a little time, and like a flower


                  
his courage withers: so would I hold


                  
some thoughts of you against that hour.
                

                


                

                  
And in the lonely waste of years,


                  
in witless age, and creeping folly,


                  
I shall remember, girl, those stars


                  
you lit for me, and call them holy.
                

              

              

                II



                

                  
I had been down in the lovers' hell


                  
watching the faces of the damned,


                  
laughing to hear those poor fools tell


                  
of young love mocked at, passion shamed.
                

                

                  
But now at last I am caught in the web


                  
of my own scorn, like a silly spider,


                  
and nevermore shall I be so glib


                  
with talk of love and the fools who chide her.
                

                

                  
My love is too strong for my heart to hold:


                  
not Antony's great breast might cage it,


                  
this fiery essence, shape its mould,


                  
nor Balkis nor Helena assuage it.
                

                

                  
But only you, if that you deem


                  
a beggar's love worth nibbling at,


                  
might fill one cranny of my dream,


                  
share one small rood of my estate.
                

              

              

                III



                

                  
I am a seeker: how then should I love you?


                  
Finding my treasure, how should I seek again,


                  
whose treasure lies in seeking, not in finding?


                  
I'll leave the sweets of love to other men.
                

                

                  
But I have need of some sure talisman,


                  
some luck-piece that, worn like a soldier's bible


                  
over the heart, may turn a casual bullet


                  
and guard the flesh, but leave the soul a rebel.
                

                

                  
Therefore I say your spirit shall be mine,


                  
my fair sweet prisoner till this world shall fade,


                  
and over all its pomp, its brittle glory,


                  
a handful of ironic dust be laid.
                

              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Let us Make an End
              
            

            

              

                
All our days are dead,


                
love lies burnt,


                
the last word is read,


                
the last lesson learnt.
              

              

                
Hopes have been banished


                
unfulfilled;


                
dreams all have vanished;


                
it came not as we willed.
              

              

                
There is left no song now


                
that is worth the singing;


                
there is left no thing now


                
worth the doing.
              

              

                
Turn where we may,


                
despair lies deep;


                
let us end this day,


                
come, let us sleep.
              

            

          

        

        
        



          

            
He Shall Not Rise
          

          

            

              

                
Rhyme of the Dead Self
              
            

            

              

                
Tonight I have taken all that I was


                
and strangled him that pale lily-white lad


                
I have choked him with these my hands these claws


                
catching him as he lay a-dreaming in his bed.
              

              

                
Then chuckling I dragged out his foolish brains


                
that were full of pretty love-tales heigho the holly


                
and emptied them holus bolus to the drains


                
those dreams of love oh what ruinous folly.
              

              

                
He is dead pale youth and he shall not rise


                
on the third day or any other day


                
sloughed like a snakeskin there he lies


                
and he shall not trouble me again for aye.
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Later Poems
          

          

            

              

                
Wandering Willie's Song
              
            

            

              

                
Parting they say is such sweet sorrow


                
that there's never a lad lifts up his pack


                
and takes to the hills, but a hundred voices


                
cry to him softly, calling him back.
              

              

                
And I know when I rode under the lilacs


                
and out of the gate, the eastern way,


                
taking the road and vagabond's luck


                
for good or ill, for a year or a day,
              

              

                
I was sick with the longing in my heart


                
for the green garden, and my little room;


                
I would have given my horse and bridle


                
for one last look at the cherry in bloom.
              

              

                
And even now, on a wild spring night


                
when the rain has ceased, I wake sometimes


                
from a dream of children playing in a garden


                
by an old grey wall where nasturtium climbs 
…
                
              

              

                
I was too young to be living on memories,


                
too old to be happy the way I'd known:


                
so I shut my heart against the crying voices


                
and lifted my head, and rode forth alone.
              

              

                
But oh, when I pass from the light of the sun


                
let no slight memory, no scent nor savour


                
of the things I loved go with me then,


                
or I shall be restless in my grave forever.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
All I have Desired
              
            

            

              

                
I have found sanctuary


                
under the blossoms


                
where the bees make music


                
in a white spring.
              

              

                
I have found rest


                
where the sea


                
unravels her foam


                
over the black rocks.
              

              

                
But the bee is a glutton,


                
clamorous, bloated with honey,


                
a fool, an unwitting pandar


                
to the blossoms;


                
and the sea is a very resdess woman,


                
a weeping strumpet, who in vain importunes


                
the race of men,


                
seeking a lover to her bed.
              

              

                
And all I have desired on earth,


                
all I have longed for really,


                
is the peace


                
and the forgetting


                
of the instant of love;


                
and the flat calm of death.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
The Runner
              
            

            

              

                
I have heard soft lutes


                
sob their ecstasies,


                
and the thrush's notes


                
tumble from the rain-wet trees.
              

              

                
I have heard the ocean's song


                
rise like a flame


                
with cold blue tongue


                
from the swirling foam,
              

              

                
and from the sky far whispers,


                
not tunes, not words,


                
the dim, mournful vespers


                
of homing birds.
              

              


              

                
Sea-chime, and fluting bird,


                
and tune from smitten strings,


                
all these are lovely, but I have heard


                
more lovely things:
              

              

                
There are songs that beat


                
and throb along the blood


                
when our flying feet


                
on the greensward thud,
              

              

                
and pipes that shrill


                
as with labouring step


                
we clamber up the hill,


                
pause, and then dip
              

              

                
down through the sweet


                
grass-scented air


                
with flying feet


                
and flying hair…
              

              

                
Lovely are the birds, and the sobbing


                
of lutes, but braver far


                
is the voiceless music throbbing


                
in the runner's ear.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Diogenes
              
            

            

              

                
I would rid myself of an old way of life


                
that has clung about me since the day I was born,


                
covering me with its cloak of smiling hatred,


                
with its shield of nonchalance and easy scorn.
              

              

                
I have worn this armour, kept my soul inviolate,


                
mocking the estate of kings with cool bravado;


                
but I am tired now; I have lain too long


                
in the gutter of the world, crossed by a King's shadow.
              

              

                
I have done, indeed: as well be a whining moralist,


                
vile slave to a viler god, picking a sermon


                
from every cruel stone, as waste my breath


                
on this abominable world and all its vermin.
              

              


              

                
I would escape all this, and all things else;


                
I would creep within my life, and lie there curled


                
like a flower in ice, or a Pharaoh in his tomb,


                
lulled in a sleep that should outlast the world.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Amarantus
              
            

            

              

                
I shall not decry the dust, for the dust is immortal.


                
It rises not to Heaven nor descends into Hell.


                
Whatever befall the soul beyond the sombre portal,


                
for the dust there is neither flames nor asphodel.
              

              

                
I shall not decry the dust, for the world's storms


                
may harry the soul, and the last tempest break it;


                
but the dust flows on forever, through intricate forms,


                
and never the winds of time and chance may shake it.
              

              

                
The lamp may shine in the darkness, it may endure


                
eternally, or cease with death's cold gust.


                
I know not, care not. Of this alone am I sure—


                
that the dust is immortal: I shall not decry the dust.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Odysseus
              
            

            

              

                
I have come back as a stone falls to earth.


                
I have come back from the loneliness of the world


                
to the sunlit hills and meadows that gave me birth.


                
My heart is a ship, and all her sails are furled.
              

              

                
I have grown old in the wilderness of the seas;


                
I have felt the world slipping from; under my feet;


                
but now I am home at last where the olive trees


                
sleep in the silver dusk, and the flowers are sweet.
              

              

                
For though the heart grow desolate, though it roam


                
forever in vain the ways of earth, in quest


                
of high and lovely things, yet it comes home


                
in the end to the waiting arms, and finds its rest.
              

              


              

                
But I shall hear in dreams the sea that swirls


                
about those hungry rocks, and the wild gulls' cries;


                
and always I'll remember the singing girls—


                
the pale beseeching hands, and the pitiful eyes.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Evening
              
            

            

              

                
With shadows in the sky


                
enshrouding elm and oak


                
the dusk comes silently.


                
Now wreathed chimney-smoke
              

              

                
with thin blue mist is curled,


                
and lights begin to gleam


                
about the hollow world


                
of hamlet, vale and stream.
              

              

                
Here in this hour of dreams


                
earth's muted voices throng


                
to build me quiet hymns;


                
and a little flower-like song
              

              

                
love's silver-throated birds


                
sang in my forest once


                
comes now with sharpened chords


                
to stir my sleepy sense;
              

              

                
and the returning flood,


                
the spirit's urgent pulse,


                
moves all my sensuous blood


                
with stories sweet and false
              

              

                
of how love was a string


                
that snapped when Life was player,


                
but still the echoes ring


                
for loveless hearts to hear.
              

              

                
Let the night fall, calm and sweet,


                
I would not hear this thing.


                
Let the darkness smother it,


                
and hush its whispering.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Night on the Water
              
            

            

              

                
Now are there candles lit in the water


                
where the stars have dropped their shadows


                
like sparks from some Olympian crater


                
glowing on cool green meadows.
              

              

                
A thousand fireflies shiver and float,


                
and the moon in silver bars


                
is spilt and broken where the boat


                
lies dim in a heaven of stars.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
The Stoic
              
            

            

              

                
The lion, the rhinoceros and the boar


                
are gentle playmates—nothing more;


                
the bitterest wind to me is warm


                
and calm the most outrageous storm.
              

              

                
Fire and pestilence move me not


                
nor bate my bravery one jot;


                
sweet is vinegar, sweet the lemon;


                
but God preserve me from candid women.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Odysseus
              
            

            

              

                

                  
Odysseus, the old wanderer,


                  
came home at last from the long voyagings,


                  
and those world-shaking wars, and reigned once more


                  
a King in Ithaca.
                

                

                  
And so the years slid by,


                  
lapping his soul about with quietness:


                  
until in the end, they say,


                  
he fell to weariness and discontent,


                  
grew tired of gentle living…could not sleep


                  
for thinking, always thinking.
                

                


                

                  
In the midst of merriment and song


                  
he would fall silent, sit with clouded eyes


                  
dreaming of war and pillage, of what had been


                  
and might not come again…


                  
hearing the clash of steel…the tempest's roar….


                  
the wind that breathed in Circe's shadowed grove….


                  
the voice of old Tiresias… the swift


                  
crackling rush of foam under the prows,


                  
and the screaming gulls, and the high song of the waves ….


                  
and ever again, deep in his troubled heart,


                  
that song that Sirens sang, that wild sweet song


                  
that would not let him be,


                  
calling him to the world's far ends….
                

              

              *  *  *



              

                
It's only a fool who lets his dreams come true.


                
Who'd think the dream of twenty lovely years


                
(such a great, glowing dream


                
of love, and peace, and rest for the tired heart)


                
would swell in beauty like a golden bubble…


                
and then touch life, and break, and shine no more?


                
This narrow island sleeping in summer seas,


                
for all its calm,


                
its peace and loveliness beyond desiring,


                
left much to be desired … much indeed ….


                
and he was tired … so tired …


                
too much droning of bees in summer grass …


                
too many mumbling women about the castle …


                
even Penelope …


                
and a tinkle of pipes from the barn, that made him drowsy ….


                
The tall blade flaked with rust,


                
and the string of the great bow,


                
that sang shrill death of old, dribbled slack


                
as a loose sandal-thong….


                
This brooding peace, this heavy idleness


                
rotted the spirit, all but quenched the fire


                
that smouldered in his breast….


                
Better the dark clutch of the ravenous sea—


                
to lie in the cool depths, and far above,


                
a white agony of broken water …


                
better the hand of death


                
than this soft-dreaming ease under unclouded skies …


                
And if not death … then life …


                
out there in the cold and darkness


                


                
dreams never came true … were always dreams


                
lovely and inviolable …
              

              *  *  *



              

                
And so (the story goes) one day he rises,


                
and shakes himself like a great dog roused from the hearth,


                
and bellows to the henchmen, bids them bring


                
fresh meat, and bales of corn, fat sheep and kine,


                
and skins of wine and water;


                
then calls to the young men with restless hearts,


                
gathers a hundred, bids them launch the ships


                
and lade them for a voyage,


                
for a long voyage, and there's no knowing where


                
it will all lead to, or what the end will be …


                
and then he gives them "glory or the grave",


                
and sets his prows


                
into the golden west, and sails away


                
to seek the Happy Isles or come what will…
              

              *  *  *

              

                

                  
And thus Odysseus, Lord of Ithaca,


                  
he of the strong heart and the wily hand,


                  
the ravager of cities, the feared of men,


                  
passed to the shadows …


                  
                                    … and there the legend fails,


                  
and no man knows, nor ever shall know,


                  
whither he journeyed,


                  
what strange seas he crossed … or did not cross.


                  
whether he died in battle,


                  
or reached the Happy Isles, and ruled once more


                  
a prince among men ….
                

                

                  
But I have sometimes mused,


                  
in the dark hour between the sun and moon,


                  
upon this tale …


                  
have played with fancy, led the wandering ships


                  
through storm and sunlight, over desperate seas,


                  
and brought them to this land


                  
whose hills and streams and meadow-paths I know


                  
better than the dark paths of my own heart.


                  
And I have seen Odysseus and his men


                  
(some morning in the yellow summertime)


                  
swing shoreward with slack sails and weary oars,


                  
ride the long wave, and beach the golden ships,


                  
and stretch their limbs, and dance upon the sands


                  


                  
like happy children … I have seen them lie


                  
taking their ease beneath the gnarled black boughs


                  
of giant pohutukawas, bursting red


                  
for joy and honour … I have seen them bind


                  
the red blooms in their hair, and walk like gods,


                  
laughing, upon this shore…


                  
And I have seen them, after many days,


                  
when the sea called once more,


                  
clamber aboard and hoist the storm-torn sails,


                  
swing from the land, and melt upon the brink


                  
of sea and sky, to roam and ever roam


                  
upon their endless quest…
                

                

                  
Whether this tale be true or false I know not.


                  
Nor do I care at all. The old blind poet


                  
never heard it… or hearing it, forgot…


                  
or kept it to himself …


                  
or maybe it fell out some other way …


                  
nobody knows… But I have dreamed it so


                  
in the dark hour between sun and moon,


                  
when all tales are true


                  
so far as they are strange and beautiful.
                

              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Tea-Tree
              
            

            

              

                
Along your starry ways


                
I used to rove;


                
you were my earliest love


                
in boyhood days.
              

              

                
Over the silvern pool


                
bending quietly,


                
O most despised tree,


                
yet loveliest of all,
              

              

                
you'd toss a flower down


                
anon, as a woman might


                
to her lover in the night


                
a rose have thrown.
              

              


              

                
Often when I was tired,


                
seeking for rest,


                
under your dark breast


                
I'd sink and find quiet.
              

              

                
And in your skies there were


                
star-flowers, white and soft,


                
and little winds would waft


                
your vague scent on the air.
              

              

                
And I would lie there curled


                
happily for hours,


                
then rise, shake off your flowers,


                
and creep back to the world.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
The Pomegranate Tree
              
            

            

              

                
Where the wild red rata


                
and clematis grow


                
and the drooping kowhai


                
lets fall her golden snow,


                
once I found a pomegranate,


                
leafless, unburgeoning,


                
lonely as a captive


                
Eastern king.
              

              

                
So amazed was I


                
that this strange, bizarre,


                
magical tree


                
should have strayed so far,


                
that I laid me in the grass


                
for a couple of hours,


                
forgetting I had come


                
to gather flowers.
              

              

                
Then I bethought me


                
of a thousand things,


                
of dark Arabian tales,


                
and forgotten kings,


                
of a prophet's vision,


                


                
and a moon that shone


                
in the silver forests


                
of Lebanon.
              

              

                
I thought of a poet,


                
of two long dead—


                
a storied Princess


                
and her Grecian lad


                
who loved in deep meadows


                
and by woodland streams,


                
and built tall castles


                
of their slender dreams.
              

              

                
All these whimsies


                
came floating to me,


                
as I lay enchanted


                
by that Eastern tree.


                
But the pomegranate stood


                
stock still in despair,


                
with her buds all frozen


                
and her branches bare.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
The Old Man
              
            

            

              

                
His white lips move, whispering, My time is short,


                
I would be gone.


                
O Lord, Lord! now let thy servant depart!


                
I am left alone


                
an old man with thin hands and a dry heart


                
sitting in the sun.
              

              

                
I am grown sadder than the gust that shakes


                
dead leaves in May,


                
lonelier than the sea that breaks


                
her heart in spray;


                
now, O Lord, ere another morrow wakes,


                
I would away.
              

              

                
For the spring returning moves not as before


                
this dolorous clay,


                
love is forgotten, a bright cloak I wore


                
and cast away;


                


                
the stars are dumb, the heavens resound no more


                
in this dark day;


                
I am old, I am old: thine ancient peace restore,


                
O Lord, I pray!
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Dead Man's Tale
              
            

            

              

                
Daylong I dream in pleasant sloth


                
garmented in white cloth


                
where no wind murmureth


                
save the swart wind of death.
              

              

                
Lust of limb nor lust of food


                
mar the lovely solitude;


                
yet there stirreth in my clay


                
memory of an older day.
              

              

                
Love unhandselled, passion lost,


                
make a music in the dust,


                
and I hear, but all unmoved,


                
echoes of a voice I loved.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
An Old Woman
              
            

            

              

                
The years have stolen


                
all her loveliness,


                
her days are fallen


                
in the long wet grass


                
like petals shaken


                
from the lilac's bosom


                
when the winds have broken


                
her tangled blossom.
              

              

                
Her youth like a dim


                
cathedral lies


                
under the seas


                
of her life's long dream,


                
yet she hears still


                
in her heart, sometimes,


                
the far sweet chimes


                
of a sunken bell.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
In the Younger Land
              
            

            

              

                
This stubborn beach, whereon are tossed


                
white roses from the seas's green bough,


                
has never sheathed a Norman prow


                
nor flinched beneath a Roman host;
              

              

                
yet in my bones I feel the stir


                
of ancient wrongs and vanished woes,


                
and through my troubled spirit goes


                
the shadow of an old despair.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Kowhai
              
            

            

              

                
When the candles burn again in the kowhai tree,


                
I shall return, remembering older springs


                
when the sky was a blue pool where dreamily


                
clouds floated like silver swans with folded wings.
              

              

                
I shall return, remembering how Love


                
fulfils in the spring her immortal trust,


                
and builds her leafy temple in the kowhai grove,


                
scorning the dull remonstrance of the dust.
              

              

                
I shall lie on the cliffs under the small gold flowers,


                
and smell wild honeysuckle, and hear the chime


                
of the waves, like bells ringing in the shadowy towers


                
of some grey village of the olden time.
              

              

                
I shall return. But oh, the spring will falter …


                
yield her green faith to summer's unbelief,


                
and the kowhai will darken the candles on her altar,


                
and strew on the grey winds her golden grief.
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Wandering Willie's Song
              
            

            

              

                
Parting they say is such sweet sorrow


                
that there's never a lad lifts up his pack


                
and takes to the hills, but a hundred voices


                
cry to him softly, calling him back.
              

              

                
And I know when I rode under the lilacs


                
and out of the gate, the eastern way,


                
taking the road and vagabond's luck


                
for good or ill, for a year or a day,
              

              

                
I was sick with the longing in my heart


                
for the green garden, and my little room;


                
I would have given my horse and bridle


                
for one last look at the cherry in bloom.
              

              

                
And even now, on a wild spring night


                
when the rain has ceased, I wake sometimes


                
from a dream of children playing in a garden


                
by an old grey wall where nasturtium climbs 
…
                
              

              

                
I was too young to be living on memories,


                
too old to be happy the way I'd known:


                
so I shut my heart against the crying voices


                
and lifted my head, and rode forth alone.
              

              

                
But oh, when I pass from the light of the sun


                
let no slight memory, no scent nor savour


                
of the things I loved go with me then,


                
or I shall be restless in my grave forever.
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All I have Desired
              
            

            

              

                
I have found sanctuary


                
under the blossoms


                
where the bees make music


                
in a white spring.
              

              

                
I have found rest


                
where the sea


                
unravels her foam


                
over the black rocks.
              

              

                
But the bee is a glutton,


                
clamorous, bloated with honey,


                
a fool, an unwitting pandar


                
to the blossoms;


                
and the sea is a very resdess woman,


                
a weeping strumpet, who in vain importunes


                
the race of men,


                
seeking a lover to her bed.
              

              

                
And all I have desired on earth,


                
all I have longed for really,


                
is the peace


                
and the forgetting


                
of the instant of love;


                
and the flat calm of death.
              

            

          








Victoria University of Wellington Library




Collected Poems

The Runner



            

              

                
The Runner
              
            

            

              

                
I have heard soft lutes


                
sob their ecstasies,


                
and the thrush's notes


                
tumble from the rain-wet trees.
              

              

                
I have heard the ocean's song


                
rise like a flame


                
with cold blue tongue


                
from the swirling foam,
              

              

                
and from the sky far whispers,


                
not tunes, not words,


                
the dim, mournful vespers


                
of homing birds.
              

              


              

                
Sea-chime, and fluting bird,


                
and tune from smitten strings,


                
all these are lovely, but I have heard


                
more lovely things:
              

              

                
There are songs that beat


                
and throb along the blood


                
when our flying feet


                
on the greensward thud,
              

              

                
and pipes that shrill


                
as with labouring step


                
we clamber up the hill,


                
pause, and then dip
              

              

                
down through the sweet


                
grass-scented air


                
with flying feet


                
and flying hair…
              

              

                
Lovely are the birds, and the sobbing


                
of lutes, but braver far


                
is the voiceless music throbbing


                
in the runner's ear.
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Diogenes
              
            

            

              

                
I would rid myself of an old way of life


                
that has clung about me since the day I was born,


                
covering me with its cloak of smiling hatred,


                
with its shield of nonchalance and easy scorn.
              

              

                
I have worn this armour, kept my soul inviolate,


                
mocking the estate of kings with cool bravado;


                
but I am tired now; I have lain too long


                
in the gutter of the world, crossed by a King's shadow.
              

              

                
I have done, indeed: as well be a whining moralist,


                
vile slave to a viler god, picking a sermon


                
from every cruel stone, as waste my breath


                
on this abominable world and all its vermin.
              

              


              

                
I would escape all this, and all things else;


                
I would creep within my life, and lie there curled


                
like a flower in ice, or a Pharaoh in his tomb,


                
lulled in a sleep that should outlast the world.
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Amarantus
              
            

            

              

                
I shall not decry the dust, for the dust is immortal.


                
It rises not to Heaven nor descends into Hell.


                
Whatever befall the soul beyond the sombre portal,


                
for the dust there is neither flames nor asphodel.
              

              

                
I shall not decry the dust, for the world's storms


                
may harry the soul, and the last tempest break it;


                
but the dust flows on forever, through intricate forms,


                
and never the winds of time and chance may shake it.
              

              

                
The lamp may shine in the darkness, it may endure


                
eternally, or cease with death's cold gust.


                
I know not, care not. Of this alone am I sure—


                
that the dust is immortal: I shall not decry the dust.
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Odysseus
              
            

            

              

                
I have come back as a stone falls to earth.


                
I have come back from the loneliness of the world


                
to the sunlit hills and meadows that gave me birth.


                
My heart is a ship, and all her sails are furled.
              

              

                
I have grown old in the wilderness of the seas;


                
I have felt the world slipping from; under my feet;


                
but now I am home at last where the olive trees


                
sleep in the silver dusk, and the flowers are sweet.
              

              

                
For though the heart grow desolate, though it roam


                
forever in vain the ways of earth, in quest


                
of high and lovely things, yet it comes home


                
in the end to the waiting arms, and finds its rest.
              

              


              

                
But I shall hear in dreams the sea that swirls


                
about those hungry rocks, and the wild gulls' cries;


                
and always I'll remember the singing girls—


                
the pale beseeching hands, and the pitiful eyes.
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Evening
              
            

            

              

                
With shadows in the sky


                
enshrouding elm and oak


                
the dusk comes silently.


                
Now wreathed chimney-smoke
              

              

                
with thin blue mist is curled,


                
and lights begin to gleam


                
about the hollow world


                
of hamlet, vale and stream.
              

              

                
Here in this hour of dreams


                
earth's muted voices throng


                
to build me quiet hymns;


                
and a little flower-like song
              

              

                
love's silver-throated birds


                
sang in my forest once


                
comes now with sharpened chords


                
to stir my sleepy sense;
              

              

                
and the returning flood,


                
the spirit's urgent pulse,


                
moves all my sensuous blood


                
with stories sweet and false
              

              

                
of how love was a string


                
that snapped when Life was player,


                
but still the echoes ring


                
for loveless hearts to hear.
              

              

                
Let the night fall, calm and sweet,


                
I would not hear this thing.


                
Let the darkness smother it,


                
and hush its whispering.
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Night on the Water
              
            

            

              

                
Now are there candles lit in the water


                
where the stars have dropped their shadows


                
like sparks from some Olympian crater


                
glowing on cool green meadows.
              

              

                
A thousand fireflies shiver and float,


                
and the moon in silver bars


                
is spilt and broken where the boat


                
lies dim in a heaven of stars.
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The Stoic
              
            

            

              

                
The lion, the rhinoceros and the boar


                
are gentle playmates—nothing more;


                
the bitterest wind to me is warm


                
and calm the most outrageous storm.
              

              

                
Fire and pestilence move me not


                
nor bate my bravery one jot;


                
sweet is vinegar, sweet the lemon;


                
but God preserve me from candid women.
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Odysseus
              
            

            

              

                

                  
Odysseus, the old wanderer,


                  
came home at last from the long voyagings,


                  
and those world-shaking wars, and reigned once more


                  
a King in Ithaca.
                

                

                  
And so the years slid by,


                  
lapping his soul about with quietness:


                  
until in the end, they say,


                  
he fell to weariness and discontent,


                  
grew tired of gentle living…could not sleep


                  
for thinking, always thinking.
                

                


                

                  
In the midst of merriment and song


                  
he would fall silent, sit with clouded eyes


                  
dreaming of war and pillage, of what had been


                  
and might not come again…


                  
hearing the clash of steel…the tempest's roar….


                  
the wind that breathed in Circe's shadowed grove….


                  
the voice of old Tiresias… the swift


                  
crackling rush of foam under the prows,


                  
and the screaming gulls, and the high song of the waves ….


                  
and ever again, deep in his troubled heart,


                  
that song that Sirens sang, that wild sweet song


                  
that would not let him be,


                  
calling him to the world's far ends….
                

              

              *  *  *



              

                
It's only a fool who lets his dreams come true.


                
Who'd think the dream of twenty lovely years


                
(such a great, glowing dream


                
of love, and peace, and rest for the tired heart)


                
would swell in beauty like a golden bubble…


                
and then touch life, and break, and shine no more?


                
This narrow island sleeping in summer seas,


                
for all its calm,


                
its peace and loveliness beyond desiring,


                
left much to be desired … much indeed ….


                
and he was tired … so tired …


                
too much droning of bees in summer grass …


                
too many mumbling women about the castle …


                
even Penelope …


                
and a tinkle of pipes from the barn, that made him drowsy ….


                
The tall blade flaked with rust,


                
and the string of the great bow,


                
that sang shrill death of old, dribbled slack


                
as a loose sandal-thong….


                
This brooding peace, this heavy idleness


                
rotted the spirit, all but quenched the fire


                
that smouldered in his breast….


                
Better the dark clutch of the ravenous sea—


                
to lie in the cool depths, and far above,


                
a white agony of broken water …


                
better the hand of death


                
than this soft-dreaming ease under unclouded skies …


                
And if not death … then life …


                
out there in the cold and darkness


                


                
dreams never came true … were always dreams


                
lovely and inviolable …
              

              *  *  *



              

                
And so (the story goes) one day he rises,


                
and shakes himself like a great dog roused from the hearth,


                
and bellows to the henchmen, bids them bring


                
fresh meat, and bales of corn, fat sheep and kine,


                
and skins of wine and water;


                
then calls to the young men with restless hearts,


                
gathers a hundred, bids them launch the ships


                
and lade them for a voyage,


                
for a long voyage, and there's no knowing where


                
it will all lead to, or what the end will be …


                
and then he gives them "glory or the grave",


                
and sets his prows


                
into the golden west, and sails away


                
to seek the Happy Isles or come what will…
              

              *  *  *

              

                

                  
And thus Odysseus, Lord of Ithaca,


                  
he of the strong heart and the wily hand,


                  
the ravager of cities, the feared of men,


                  
passed to the shadows …


                  
                                    … and there the legend fails,


                  
and no man knows, nor ever shall know,


                  
whither he journeyed,


                  
what strange seas he crossed … or did not cross.


                  
whether he died in battle,


                  
or reached the Happy Isles, and ruled once more


                  
a prince among men ….
                

                

                  
But I have sometimes mused,


                  
in the dark hour between the sun and moon,


                  
upon this tale …


                  
have played with fancy, led the wandering ships


                  
through storm and sunlight, over desperate seas,


                  
and brought them to this land


                  
whose hills and streams and meadow-paths I know


                  
better than the dark paths of my own heart.


                  
And I have seen Odysseus and his men


                  
(some morning in the yellow summertime)


                  
swing shoreward with slack sails and weary oars,


                  
ride the long wave, and beach the golden ships,


                  
and stretch their limbs, and dance upon the sands


                  


                  
like happy children … I have seen them lie


                  
taking their ease beneath the gnarled black boughs


                  
of giant pohutukawas, bursting red


                  
for joy and honour … I have seen them bind


                  
the red blooms in their hair, and walk like gods,


                  
laughing, upon this shore…


                  
And I have seen them, after many days,


                  
when the sea called once more,


                  
clamber aboard and hoist the storm-torn sails,


                  
swing from the land, and melt upon the brink


                  
of sea and sky, to roam and ever roam


                  
upon their endless quest…
                

                

                  
Whether this tale be true or false I know not.


                  
Nor do I care at all. The old blind poet


                  
never heard it… or hearing it, forgot…


                  
or kept it to himself …


                  
or maybe it fell out some other way …


                  
nobody knows… But I have dreamed it so


                  
in the dark hour between sun and moon,


                  
when all tales are true


                  
so far as they are strange and beautiful.
                

              

            

          








Victoria University of Wellington Library




Collected Poems

Tea-Tree



            

              

                
Tea-Tree
              
            

            

              

                
Along your starry ways


                
I used to rove;


                
you were my earliest love


                
in boyhood days.
              

              

                
Over the silvern pool


                
bending quietly,


                
O most despised tree,


                
yet loveliest of all,
              

              

                
you'd toss a flower down


                
anon, as a woman might


                
to her lover in the night


                
a rose have thrown.
              

              


              

                
Often when I was tired,


                
seeking for rest,


                
under your dark breast


                
I'd sink and find quiet.
              

              

                
And in your skies there were


                
star-flowers, white and soft,


                
and little winds would waft


                
your vague scent on the air.
              

              

                
And I would lie there curled


                
happily for hours,


                
then rise, shake off your flowers,


                
and creep back to the world.
              

            

          








Victoria University of Wellington Library




Collected Poems

The Pomegranate Tree



            

              

                
The Pomegranate Tree
              
            

            

              

                
Where the wild red rata


                
and clematis grow


                
and the drooping kowhai


                
lets fall her golden snow,


                
once I found a pomegranate,


                
leafless, unburgeoning,


                
lonely as a captive


                
Eastern king.
              

              

                
So amazed was I


                
that this strange, bizarre,


                
magical tree


                
should have strayed so far,


                
that I laid me in the grass


                
for a couple of hours,


                
forgetting I had come


                
to gather flowers.
              

              

                
Then I bethought me


                
of a thousand things,


                
of dark Arabian tales,


                
and forgotten kings,


                
of a prophet's vision,


                


                
and a moon that shone


                
in the silver forests


                
of Lebanon.
              

              

                
I thought of a poet,


                
of two long dead—


                
a storied Princess


                
and her Grecian lad


                
who loved in deep meadows


                
and by woodland streams,


                
and built tall castles


                
of their slender dreams.
              

              

                
All these whimsies


                
came floating to me,


                
as I lay enchanted


                
by that Eastern tree.


                
But the pomegranate stood


                
stock still in despair,


                
with her buds all frozen


                
and her branches bare.
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The Old Man
              
            

            

              

                
His white lips move, whispering, My time is short,


                
I would be gone.


                
O Lord, Lord! now let thy servant depart!


                
I am left alone


                
an old man with thin hands and a dry heart


                
sitting in the sun.
              

              

                
I am grown sadder than the gust that shakes


                
dead leaves in May,


                
lonelier than the sea that breaks


                
her heart in spray;


                
now, O Lord, ere another morrow wakes,


                
I would away.
              

              

                
For the spring returning moves not as before


                
this dolorous clay,


                
love is forgotten, a bright cloak I wore


                
and cast away;


                


                
the stars are dumb, the heavens resound no more


                
in this dark day;


                
I am old, I am old: thine ancient peace restore,


                
O Lord, I pray!
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Dead Man's Tale
              
            

            

              

                
Daylong I dream in pleasant sloth


                
garmented in white cloth


                
where no wind murmureth


                
save the swart wind of death.
              

              

                
Lust of limb nor lust of food


                
mar the lovely solitude;


                
yet there stirreth in my clay


                
memory of an older day.
              

              

                
Love unhandselled, passion lost,


                
make a music in the dust,


                
and I hear, but all unmoved,


                
echoes of a voice I loved.
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An Old Woman
              
            

            

              

                
The years have stolen


                
all her loveliness,


                
her days are fallen


                
in the long wet grass


                
like petals shaken


                
from the lilac's bosom


                
when the winds have broken


                
her tangled blossom.
              

              

                
Her youth like a dim


                
cathedral lies


                
under the seas


                
of her life's long dream,


                
yet she hears still


                
in her heart, sometimes,


                
the far sweet chimes


                
of a sunken bell.
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In the Younger Land
              
            

            

              

                
This stubborn beach, whereon are tossed


                
white roses from the seas's green bough,


                
has never sheathed a Norman prow


                
nor flinched beneath a Roman host;
              

              

                
yet in my bones I feel the stir


                
of ancient wrongs and vanished woes,


                
and through my troubled spirit goes


                
the shadow of an old despair.
              

            

          








Victoria University of Wellington Library




Collected Poems

Kowhai



            

              

                
Kowhai
              
            

            

              

                
When the candles burn again in the kowhai tree,


                
I shall return, remembering older springs


                
when the sky was a blue pool where dreamily


                
clouds floated like silver swans with folded wings.
              

              

                
I shall return, remembering how Love


                
fulfils in the spring her immortal trust,


                
and builds her leafy temple in the kowhai grove,


                
scorning the dull remonstrance of the dust.
              

              

                
I shall lie on the cliffs under the small gold flowers,


                
and smell wild honeysuckle, and hear the chime


                
of the waves, like bells ringing in the shadowy towers


                
of some grey village of the olden time.
              

              

                
I shall return. But oh, the spring will falter …


                
yield her green faith to summer's unbelief,


                
and the kowhai will darken the candles on her altar,


                
and strew on the grey winds her golden grief.
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Early Poems
          

          

            

              

                
Cold June
              
            

            

              

                
Winter falls darkly on the woods,


                
and the blue boughs are washed with rain;


                
it will be long ere the springtime buds,


                
and the flowers come forth again.
              

              

                
But wraiths of the summer's lovely host


                
still linger in the woodland ways,


                
sorrowfully calling, ghost to ghost,


                
in the harsh sunless days.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Twilight
              
            

            

              

                
A thin moon shivering in the leaves


                
that shroud the stream's soft chuckling mirth,


                
the while her watery shuttle weaves


                
a shy blue garment for the earth—
              

              

                
I know not any hour of sun


                
or shadow half so sweet as this,


                
when sleep and twilight tremble on


                
the waters like a drowsy kiss.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
For a Young Girl
              
            

            

              

                
No crown of thorn


                
she bears for shield


                
like roses born


                
in sheltered field—
              

              

                
O Life, tread not


                
(capricious clown)


                
this gentle plot


                
of lilies down.
              

              

                
Some day she will


                
be old and wise


                
as Eve, yet still


                
may her brown eyes
              

              

                
and golden hair


                
be lovely yet,


                
still shining fair


                
through toil and fret.
              

              

                
O Life, tread soft


                
upon this heart


                
till pale winds waft


                
her soul apart,
              

              

                
and she be laid


                
where lovely eyes


                
must surely fade,


                
and heart be wise.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
The Sun has Spread his Shining Wings
              
            

            

              

                
The sun has spread his shining wings


                
and moves upon his endless way:


                
he tells the passing of the day,


                
and mocks the breath of mortal things.
              

              

                
Across the desert of the sky


                
he trails his burning caravan:


                


                
he lights the dusty ways of man,


                
and whispers him that he must die.
              

              

                
His light is music in the leaves


                
all day, with sunbeams stretched for strings:


                
yet as he touches them he sings—


                
and wise men know the tale he weaves.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Rhyme
              
            

            

              

                
When Love and Life were children


                
Life said, "Let's go and play,"


                
and led his little sweetheart


                
to faery fields away.
              

              

                
He told her all his secrets—


                
unwisely, it befell,


                
for now he's old and foolish.


                
and doesn't see too well,
              

              

                
and Love's a cunning lady,


                
a wrinkled courtesan,


                
who knows more tricks and secrets


                
than any daft old man.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Kings and Queens
              
            

            

              

                
Mary sleeps in Heaven's bowers,


                
Heaven knows where Helen lies;


                
Dido is a noise of flowers


                
at dusk, in Paradise.
              

              

                
Lost is Caesar's laurelled brow


                
and Arthur's idle chivalrous lust;


                
beggar maids are beggars now


                
and love is turned to dust.
              

              

                
Queens and harlots and bright kings,


                
all are clothed in earth again—


                
brief unhallowed whisperings


                
on the tongues of men.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
The Flowers
              
            

            

              

                

                  
Where are dappled fields to show,


                

                  
fields where crimson poppies blow?
                


                

                  
Where are lilies undefiled,


                

                  
purple violets growing wild?
                
              

              

                
Francis the ragged saint


                
(the man of birds and flowers),


                
Francis, the barefoot saint,


                
came with a sorrowful plaint:
              

              

                
"Consider the little lilies


                
that toil not, neither spin.


                
Oh, see how bare are the valleys!


                
They have been gathered in,
              

              

                
"gathered from vale and pasture


                
and garlanded for death.


                
O God! that the earth's spring vesture


                
be bound for a funeral wreath!
              

              

                
"See, on the coffin yonder


                
that lies in that drab black hearse,


                
they have heaped all the valleys' plunder.


                
A curse on those bones, a curse!
              

              

                
"And see, where the violets gathered


                
from banks of green and blue,


                
flowers that the old earth mothered,


                
are bound with the lilies too.
              

              

                
"Mourners and mutes are riven


                
with grief for the vulgar dead,


                
but the saints all weep in Heaven:


                
for the flowers their tears are shed.
              

              

                
"O God! that the flowers be tortured


                
to pageant men to the dust—


                
flowers that the old earth nurtured


                
all twisted, tied and trussed!
              

              


              

                
"But see! …they have laid his body


                
hard by yon field of corn,


                
and the poppies are gathered ready,


                
their lips all wreathed in scorn.
              

              

                
"God! like the stings of nettles,


                
like scorpions bound for whips,


                
are the smiles on the myriad petals


                
of those cruel crimson lips!"
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
After
              
            

            

              

                
There are no bumping buses


                
that busy to and fro,


                
no corporation tramways


                
in Paradise, I know.
              

              

                
But there is peace from clamour,


                
and rest from jars and dins,


                
and silence that is sweeter


                
than crying violins.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Song
              
            

            

              

                
Oh, youth has thoughts a-plenty,


                
what matter if they're wrong?


                
For we who are but twenty,


                
we love not truth, but song.
              

              

                
And when we're old, and sodden


                
with creeds of bright deceit,


                
our songs will all be trodden


                
like dust about our feet.
              

              

                
What matter if the aged


                
imagine they have heard,


                
and keep the secret caged


                
like some sad singing-bird?
              

              


              

                
And what if those who're older


                
are wiser far than we?


                
For Wisdom, with a winding-sheet


                
is coming here to tea.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Hellas
              
            

            

              

                
I have talked, often it seems,


                
on thymy cliffs with white-limbed Grecian lads,


                
and wandered arm in arm with the grey shades


                
of those old years, in dreams.
              

              

                
And often, it seems to me,


                
have I splashed in blue Ionian waves, or sat


                
listening to vague unreal philosophers chat


                
in marbled sanctity.
              

              

                
And, wearied of those dim shades


                
of wise men, stolen away and turned my steps


                
to find a more subtle wisdom on the lips


                
of laughing Grecian maids.
              

              

                
And once, by some shadowy sea


                
in the lands of sleep, I saw the Idalian rise


                
blossom-crowned from the foam, and dim were her eyes


                
with love's quiet ecstasy.
              

              

                
And the gallows-god has slipped


                
unremembered into the void as my soul has seen


                
the loveliness of the Grecian gods, and the queen


                
of pagan love, rose-lipped.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Near a Growing Town
              
            

            

              

                
Oh, I shall pluck the wild rose sweet


                
that blooms here in the grass,


                
and tramp this way my wandering feet


                
must some day cease to pass.
              

              


              

                
For stars and wind and grass will fade


                
like the first wreath Helen wore,


                
and soon I'll crumble and be laid


                
where Beauty cries no more.
              

              

                
And some far day this magic gloom


                
will gild a city street,


                
and the rose of steel, black-petalled, bloom


                
where now the night is sweet.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
A Woman in the Street
              
            

            

              

                
Her eyes were full of unborn children,


                
beauty had withered in her face,


                
yet I saw shadowed there, most strangely,


                
shreds of some olden grace.
              

              

                
I saw the paint and the tawdry clothes,


                
the tired leer, the bedraggled hair:


                
yet as I gazed I thought I saw


                
two Marys standing there.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Wish
              
            

            

              

                
This is my dearest wish,


                
my smallest dream:


                
I would be cool as a fish


                
threading his stream
              

              

                
where lilies in pale clouds


                
float sleepily


                
under a tree that shrouds


                
the summer sky.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Release
              
            

            

              

                
It seemed that Time had died,


                
and all the ghosts came wandering from the shades—


                
from Heaven's blue shining hills, from the dark glades


                
of unborn years, from Hell's rose-tinted tombs…
              

              

                
And by the poppied side


                
of a slow stream that lies with limbs soft-curled


                
in the green darkness of some intangible world


                
far beyond space, the living and the dead,


                
the fruits of unborn wombs,


                
all the souls of unknown fathomless ages


                
past and yet to be, were suddenly bound


                
into a moment's compass, trapped and caught,


                
(lovers and fools, voluptuaries and sages),


                
and with them all the things that they had sought


                
of loveliness and joy, were prisoned fast…


                
fair orchards, blossom-crowned,


                
all singing and all sound,


                
all love and laughter, touch and taste and scent,


                
and all things men had found,


                
had gathered, stored, and spent


                
in markets of the soul to buy delight;


                
the ocean and her moon, the myriad stars,


                
and the still-shining sun;


                
all things, unknown and known, all were made one


                
in one immortal moment, crowned with content,


                
timeless and immutable, wreathed with flowers


                
of brief far-gathered hours,


                
of mouldering centuries and unborn years…


                
For Time, the old grey Robber-God, lay dead,


                
with his unnumbered host


                
gathered about him, cold and quiet and still.


                
Age was a tavern-jest, and olden dread


                
long-buried; Change a half-remembered ghost


                
haunting a ruined town;


                
Eternity the shadow of thistledown


                
blowing upon a windy, timeless hill.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
The Old Bridge
              
            

            

              

                
Where the water-lilies


                
are thick on the stream


                
the old wooden bridge


                
joins brim to brim,


                
and scattered leaves


                
discoloured and sodden


                
lie where the countless


                
footsteps have trodden.
              

              

                
There's moss and lichen,


                
russet and green,


                
on the falling timbers;


                
and thick in between


                
the time-worn edges


                
of plank and plank


                
leaf mould and fungus


                
moist and dank.
              

              

                
"Though my timbers creak


                
and my beams wax old,


                
and I've only leaves


                
to keep out the cold,


                
yet many a traveller


                
who passed my way


                
fares ill and colder


                
this winter's day."
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
The Seasons
              
            

            

              

                
Under the green curling world of leaves


                
sleek-bosomed Summer sprawls upon the grass,


                
dreaming of brazen noons and twinkling eves


                
and the bright pageant of the days that pass.


                
A little time she sleeps; then, waking, flies,


                
as Autumn, clutching a sheaf of scarlet dawns


                
and rainy dusks, comes tramping through the trees


                
and strews her blood-red leaves upon the lawns.


                
A little and the old hag Winter comes


                


                
holding her white fang'd pack on straining leash


                
in grim restraint.


                
                        Then suddenly the drums


                
roll out across the world, the trumpets flash,


                
and, loosed from the bonds of her gigantic birth,


                
Spring carves her flaming legend on the earth.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Sunflowers
              
            

            

              

                
They lift their lovely heads and gaze,


                
wide-eyed and laughing, at the sun,


                
and all about my garden ways


                
they heap on grey autumnal days


                
their golden benison.
              

              

                
Not lonely, as the lily sways,


                
nor fragrant, like the leafy thyme,


                
but rising in a merry blaze


                
of yellow, like a bright-winged phrase


                
from some old lover's rhyme.
              

              

                
O sunflowers, ere cold winds undo


                
your beauty, and your flags are furled,


                
teach me the magic Midas knew,


                
that I may touch all grey things too


                
and make a golden world.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Apple Trees
              
            

            

              

                
I heard the apple-trees cry:
              

              

                
Is it nothing, nothing to you,


                
all you that pass by,


                
that our fair young limbs should fade


                
and our beauty die?
              

              

                
Is it nothing to you who pass,


                
eyes sunk in the ground,


                
that our blossoms in summer grass


                
should drift, and be drowned?
              

              


              

                
We clothe the world like a bride


                
in the days of spring,


                
yet our blossoms have withered and died,


                
far-scattering.
              

              

                
Soon will you come for the spoil


                
of our fruitfulness—


                
red apples that drink from the soil


                
its deliciousness,
              

              

                
and your eyes will no longer be turned


                
to the roadside dust,


                
for where blossoms flamed and were scorned


                
will be fruit, for your lust.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Blind
              
            

            

              

                
Though I have lost the light


                
I count it not a woe,


                
for through my starless night


                
flock dreams of long ago,
              

              

                
brave dreams of old delight,


                
lost, lovely things aglow,


                
that never shone so bright


                
in days I used to know.
              

              

                
I see the blaze of noon


                
upon the world once more


                
and sunlit flowers all strewn


                
upon her meadow-floor.
              

              

                
I see the earth again


                
wake from her slumbering;


                
and silver scars of rain


                
upon the skies of spring.
              

              

                
The colours of the earth


                
flow through my darkened brain,


                
and things of little worth


                
are now unbounded gain.
              

              


              

                
Such things I did not prize


                
when soul, not eye, was blind,


                
but now I have not eyes


                
they blossom in the mind.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Autumn Piece
              
            

            

              

                
The trees stand by the river


                
like ghosts of long-dead girls,


                
withered are the garlands


                
and all the curls;


                
gone is their coloured mesh


                
of loveliness; no leaf falls;


                
winter has scattered their flesh


                
and their pretty faces are skulls.
              

              

                
O men, why mourn ye the dead,


                
and seal them in quiet tomb?


                
Earth, the eternal mother, wears


                
no sorrow, sheds no tears


                
for the children of her womb:


                
fruit and berry and fallen leaf


                
moulder where they lie;


                
and if there comes a whisper of grief


                
and a thin music shaking


                
the brittle bones of the poplar tree,


                
it is no dirge of a mother's making


                
but only the wind's sigh.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Pagan Prayer
              
            

            

              

                
The skies are wide and beautiful,


                
the stars are strong—


                
Orion, belted like a warrior,


                
magnificent and young,


                
and the shining Cross that shrives the southern ocean


                
all night long.
              

              


              

                
Here where the starlit seas of darkness,


                
wave on cresting wave,


                
break on the world, and the cold deep desolate night


                
foreshadows the grave,


                
sun and moon are blind, only the resolute stars


                
are strong to save.
              

              

                
O lord of the firmament, O warrior-god,


                
Orion, serene and bright,


                
lead me through the dark and across the years


                
till my soul's swift flight


                
shall end where the stars and the sun are gathered at last


                
in ultimate night.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Nightfall
              
            

            

              

                
Now evening shakes her wings


                
and the feathers of darkness


                
flutter upon the world


                
like finished songs.
              

              

                
And like music that is still


                
after soft playing


                
the dead sun's petals are lying


                
on the seaward hill
              

              

                
heaped in their rose-red riot


                
of dusky flames,


                
bright as the lonely dreams


                
of an old, mad poet.
              

              

                
The sea has brimmed the bay


                
to the sand's edge


                
along the windless beach;


                
the small craft lie
              

              

                
on her pearl breast asleep


                
like old ships' ghosts


                
long-drowned, with their ropes and masts


                
mirrored deep.
              

              


              

                
All the world's in the water,


                
see where it lies—


                
grey cliffs and trees, and skies


                
softly a-glitter
              

              

                
with the new-born gleaming stars


                
of heaven's meadows


                
lost in wet shadows


                
with silver planet-flowers,
              

              

                
and the white, bulging clouds


                
where the young moon shines


                
crossed by the wavering lines


                
of the ship's shrouds…
              

              

                
Now from the darkened sky


                
the last light has drained;


                
all the world is drowned


                
in the ancient sea.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Earth and Sea
              
            

            

              

                
"When shall we sleep?" cries the sea


                
to her lover, the land,


                
and she smoothes his brow


                
with her cool white fingers,


                
and strokes his hand.


                
"When shall we lie


                
with only the sough


                
of the wind in the bough


                
and the song of the wind on the foam,


                
earth-music and sea-music,


                
for lullaby?"
              

              

                
"When the ways of men be dust,


                
and the days of men be past,


                
and earth be free


                
of the feet of men,


                
and you, O my lover, the sea,


                
unburdened of all your ships …


                
then shall we take our rest


                


                
like lovers, breast to breast,


                
then shall we lie in peace,


                
dark lips on paler lips


                
quietly at the last,


                
and sleep again…"
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Cold June
              
            

            

              

                
Winter falls darkly on the woods,


                
and the blue boughs are washed with rain;


                
it will be long ere the springtime buds,


                
and the flowers come forth again.
              

              

                
But wraiths of the summer's lovely host


                
still linger in the woodland ways,


                
sorrowfully calling, ghost to ghost,


                
in the harsh sunless days.
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Twilight
              
            

            

              

                
A thin moon shivering in the leaves


                
that shroud the stream's soft chuckling mirth,


                
the while her watery shuttle weaves


                
a shy blue garment for the earth—
              

              

                
I know not any hour of sun


                
or shadow half so sweet as this,


                
when sleep and twilight tremble on


                
the waters like a drowsy kiss.
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For a Young Girl
              
            

            

              

                
No crown of thorn


                
she bears for shield


                
like roses born


                
in sheltered field—
              

              

                
O Life, tread not


                
(capricious clown)


                
this gentle plot


                
of lilies down.
              

              

                
Some day she will


                
be old and wise


                
as Eve, yet still


                
may her brown eyes
              

              

                
and golden hair


                
be lovely yet,


                
still shining fair


                
through toil and fret.
              

              

                
O Life, tread soft


                
upon this heart


                
till pale winds waft


                
her soul apart,
              

              

                
and she be laid


                
where lovely eyes


                
must surely fade,


                
and heart be wise.
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The Sun has Spread his Shining Wings
              
            

            

              

                
The sun has spread his shining wings


                
and moves upon his endless way:


                
he tells the passing of the day,


                
and mocks the breath of mortal things.
              

              

                
Across the desert of the sky


                
he trails his burning caravan:


                


                
he lights the dusty ways of man,


                
and whispers him that he must die.
              

              

                
His light is music in the leaves


                
all day, with sunbeams stretched for strings:


                
yet as he touches them he sings—


                
and wise men know the tale he weaves.
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Rhyme
              
            

            

              

                
When Love and Life were children


                
Life said, "Let's go and play,"


                
and led his little sweetheart


                
to faery fields away.
              

              

                
He told her all his secrets—


                
unwisely, it befell,


                
for now he's old and foolish.


                
and doesn't see too well,
              

              

                
and Love's a cunning lady,


                
a wrinkled courtesan,


                
who knows more tricks and secrets


                
than any daft old man.
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Kings and Queens
              
            

            

              

                
Mary sleeps in Heaven's bowers,


                
Heaven knows where Helen lies;


                
Dido is a noise of flowers


                
at dusk, in Paradise.
              

              

                
Lost is Caesar's laurelled brow


                
and Arthur's idle chivalrous lust;


                
beggar maids are beggars now


                
and love is turned to dust.
              

              

                
Queens and harlots and bright kings,


                
all are clothed in earth again—


                
brief unhallowed whisperings


                
on the tongues of men.
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The Flowers
              
            

            

              

                

                  
Where are dappled fields to show,


                

                  
fields where crimson poppies blow?
                


                

                  
Where are lilies undefiled,


                

                  
purple violets growing wild?
                
              

              

                
Francis the ragged saint


                
(the man of birds and flowers),


                
Francis, the barefoot saint,


                
came with a sorrowful plaint:
              

              

                
"Consider the little lilies


                
that toil not, neither spin.


                
Oh, see how bare are the valleys!


                
They have been gathered in,
              

              

                
"gathered from vale and pasture


                
and garlanded for death.


                
O God! that the earth's spring vesture


                
be bound for a funeral wreath!
              

              

                
"See, on the coffin yonder


                
that lies in that drab black hearse,


                
they have heaped all the valleys' plunder.


                
A curse on those bones, a curse!
              

              

                
"And see, where the violets gathered


                
from banks of green and blue,


                
flowers that the old earth mothered,


                
are bound with the lilies too.
              

              

                
"Mourners and mutes are riven


                
with grief for the vulgar dead,


                
but the saints all weep in Heaven:


                
for the flowers their tears are shed.
              

              

                
"O God! that the flowers be tortured


                
to pageant men to the dust—


                
flowers that the old earth nurtured


                
all twisted, tied and trussed!
              

              


              

                
"But see! …they have laid his body


                
hard by yon field of corn,


                
and the poppies are gathered ready,


                
their lips all wreathed in scorn.
              

              

                
"God! like the stings of nettles,


                
like scorpions bound for whips,


                
are the smiles on the myriad petals


                
of those cruel crimson lips!"
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After
              
            

            

              

                
There are no bumping buses


                
that busy to and fro,


                
no corporation tramways


                
in Paradise, I know.
              

              

                
But there is peace from clamour,


                
and rest from jars and dins,


                
and silence that is sweeter


                
than crying violins.
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Song
              
            

            

              

                
Oh, youth has thoughts a-plenty,


                
what matter if they're wrong?


                
For we who are but twenty,


                
we love not truth, but song.
              

              

                
And when we're old, and sodden


                
with creeds of bright deceit,


                
our songs will all be trodden


                
like dust about our feet.
              

              

                
What matter if the aged


                
imagine they have heard,


                
and keep the secret caged


                
like some sad singing-bird?
              

              


              

                
And what if those who're older


                
are wiser far than we?


                
For Wisdom, with a winding-sheet


                
is coming here to tea.
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Hellas
              
            

            

              

                
I have talked, often it seems,


                
on thymy cliffs with white-limbed Grecian lads,


                
and wandered arm in arm with the grey shades


                
of those old years, in dreams.
              

              

                
And often, it seems to me,


                
have I splashed in blue Ionian waves, or sat


                
listening to vague unreal philosophers chat


                
in marbled sanctity.
              

              

                
And, wearied of those dim shades


                
of wise men, stolen away and turned my steps


                
to find a more subtle wisdom on the lips


                
of laughing Grecian maids.
              

              

                
And once, by some shadowy sea


                
in the lands of sleep, I saw the Idalian rise


                
blossom-crowned from the foam, and dim were her eyes


                
with love's quiet ecstasy.
              

              

                
And the gallows-god has slipped


                
unremembered into the void as my soul has seen


                
the loveliness of the Grecian gods, and the queen


                
of pagan love, rose-lipped.
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Near a Growing Town
              
            

            

              

                
Oh, I shall pluck the wild rose sweet


                
that blooms here in the grass,


                
and tramp this way my wandering feet


                
must some day cease to pass.
              

              


              

                
For stars and wind and grass will fade


                
like the first wreath Helen wore,


                
and soon I'll crumble and be laid


                
where Beauty cries no more.
              

              

                
And some far day this magic gloom


                
will gild a city street,


                
and the rose of steel, black-petalled, bloom


                
where now the night is sweet.
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A Woman in the Street
              
            

            

              

                
Her eyes were full of unborn children,


                
beauty had withered in her face,


                
yet I saw shadowed there, most strangely,


                
shreds of some olden grace.
              

              

                
I saw the paint and the tawdry clothes,


                
the tired leer, the bedraggled hair:


                
yet as I gazed I thought I saw


                
two Marys standing there.
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Wish
              
            

            

              

                
This is my dearest wish,


                
my smallest dream:


                
I would be cool as a fish


                
threading his stream
              

              

                
where lilies in pale clouds


                
float sleepily


                
under a tree that shrouds


                
the summer sky.
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Release
              
            

            

              

                
It seemed that Time had died,


                
and all the ghosts came wandering from the shades—


                
from Heaven's blue shining hills, from the dark glades


                
of unborn years, from Hell's rose-tinted tombs…
              

              

                
And by the poppied side


                
of a slow stream that lies with limbs soft-curled


                
in the green darkness of some intangible world


                
far beyond space, the living and the dead,


                
the fruits of unborn wombs,


                
all the souls of unknown fathomless ages


                
past and yet to be, were suddenly bound


                
into a moment's compass, trapped and caught,


                
(lovers and fools, voluptuaries and sages),


                
and with them all the things that they had sought


                
of loveliness and joy, were prisoned fast…


                
fair orchards, blossom-crowned,


                
all singing and all sound,


                
all love and laughter, touch and taste and scent,


                
and all things men had found,


                
had gathered, stored, and spent


                
in markets of the soul to buy delight;


                
the ocean and her moon, the myriad stars,


                
and the still-shining sun;


                
all things, unknown and known, all were made one


                
in one immortal moment, crowned with content,


                
timeless and immutable, wreathed with flowers


                
of brief far-gathered hours,


                
of mouldering centuries and unborn years…


                
For Time, the old grey Robber-God, lay dead,


                
with his unnumbered host


                
gathered about him, cold and quiet and still.


                
Age was a tavern-jest, and olden dread


                
long-buried; Change a half-remembered ghost


                
haunting a ruined town;


                
Eternity the shadow of thistledown


                
blowing upon a windy, timeless hill.
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The Old Bridge
              
            

            

              

                
Where the water-lilies


                
are thick on the stream


                
the old wooden bridge


                
joins brim to brim,


                
and scattered leaves


                
discoloured and sodden


                
lie where the countless


                
footsteps have trodden.
              

              

                
There's moss and lichen,


                
russet and green,


                
on the falling timbers;


                
and thick in between


                
the time-worn edges


                
of plank and plank


                
leaf mould and fungus


                
moist and dank.
              

              

                
"Though my timbers creak


                
and my beams wax old,


                
and I've only leaves


                
to keep out the cold,


                
yet many a traveller


                
who passed my way


                
fares ill and colder


                
this winter's day."
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The Seasons
              
            

            

              

                
Under the green curling world of leaves


                
sleek-bosomed Summer sprawls upon the grass,


                
dreaming of brazen noons and twinkling eves


                
and the bright pageant of the days that pass.


                
A little time she sleeps; then, waking, flies,


                
as Autumn, clutching a sheaf of scarlet dawns


                
and rainy dusks, comes tramping through the trees


                
and strews her blood-red leaves upon the lawns.


                
A little and the old hag Winter comes


                


                
holding her white fang'd pack on straining leash


                
in grim restraint.


                
                        Then suddenly the drums


                
roll out across the world, the trumpets flash,


                
and, loosed from the bonds of her gigantic birth,


                
Spring carves her flaming legend on the earth.
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Sunflowers
              
            

            

              

                
They lift their lovely heads and gaze,


                
wide-eyed and laughing, at the sun,


                
and all about my garden ways


                
they heap on grey autumnal days


                
their golden benison.
              

              

                
Not lonely, as the lily sways,


                
nor fragrant, like the leafy thyme,


                
but rising in a merry blaze


                
of yellow, like a bright-winged phrase


                
from some old lover's rhyme.
              

              

                
O sunflowers, ere cold winds undo


                
your beauty, and your flags are furled,


                
teach me the magic Midas knew,


                
that I may touch all grey things too


                
and make a golden world.
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Apple Trees
              
            

            

              

                
I heard the apple-trees cry:
              

              

                
Is it nothing, nothing to you,


                
all you that pass by,


                
that our fair young limbs should fade


                
and our beauty die?
              

              

                
Is it nothing to you who pass,


                
eyes sunk in the ground,


                
that our blossoms in summer grass


                
should drift, and be drowned?
              

              


              

                
We clothe the world like a bride


                
in the days of spring,


                
yet our blossoms have withered and died,


                
far-scattering.
              

              

                
Soon will you come for the spoil


                
of our fruitfulness—


                
red apples that drink from the soil


                
its deliciousness,
              

              

                
and your eyes will no longer be turned


                
to the roadside dust,


                
for where blossoms flamed and were scorned


                
will be fruit, for your lust.
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Blind
              
            

            

              

                
Though I have lost the light


                
I count it not a woe,


                
for through my starless night


                
flock dreams of long ago,
              

              

                
brave dreams of old delight,


                
lost, lovely things aglow,


                
that never shone so bright


                
in days I used to know.
              

              

                
I see the blaze of noon


                
upon the world once more


                
and sunlit flowers all strewn


                
upon her meadow-floor.
              

              

                
I see the earth again


                
wake from her slumbering;


                
and silver scars of rain


                
upon the skies of spring.
              

              

                
The colours of the earth


                
flow through my darkened brain,


                
and things of little worth


                
are now unbounded gain.
              

              


              

                
Such things I did not prize


                
when soul, not eye, was blind,


                
but now I have not eyes


                
they blossom in the mind.
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Autumn Piece
              
            

            

              

                
The trees stand by the river


                
like ghosts of long-dead girls,


                
withered are the garlands


                
and all the curls;


                
gone is their coloured mesh


                
of loveliness; no leaf falls;


                
winter has scattered their flesh


                
and their pretty faces are skulls.
              

              

                
O men, why mourn ye the dead,


                
and seal them in quiet tomb?


                
Earth, the eternal mother, wears


                
no sorrow, sheds no tears


                
for the children of her womb:


                
fruit and berry and fallen leaf


                
moulder where they lie;


                
and if there comes a whisper of grief


                
and a thin music shaking


                
the brittle bones of the poplar tree,


                
it is no dirge of a mother's making


                
but only the wind's sigh.
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Pagan Prayer
              
            

            

              

                
The skies are wide and beautiful,


                
the stars are strong—


                
Orion, belted like a warrior,


                
magnificent and young,


                
and the shining Cross that shrives the southern ocean


                
all night long.
              

              


              

                
Here where the starlit seas of darkness,


                
wave on cresting wave,


                
break on the world, and the cold deep desolate night


                
foreshadows the grave,


                
sun and moon are blind, only the resolute stars


                
are strong to save.
              

              

                
O lord of the firmament, O warrior-god,


                
Orion, serene and bright,


                
lead me through the dark and across the years


                
till my soul's swift flight


                
shall end where the stars and the sun are gathered at last


                
in ultimate night.
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Nightfall
              
            

            

              

                
Now evening shakes her wings


                
and the feathers of darkness


                
flutter upon the world


                
like finished songs.
              

              

                
And like music that is still


                
after soft playing


                
the dead sun's petals are lying


                
on the seaward hill
              

              

                
heaped in their rose-red riot


                
of dusky flames,


                
bright as the lonely dreams


                
of an old, mad poet.
              

              

                
The sea has brimmed the bay


                
to the sand's edge


                
along the windless beach;


                
the small craft lie
              

              

                
on her pearl breast asleep


                
like old ships' ghosts


                
long-drowned, with their ropes and masts


                
mirrored deep.
              

              


              

                
All the world's in the water,


                
see where it lies—


                
grey cliffs and trees, and skies


                
softly a-glitter
              

              

                
with the new-born gleaming stars


                
of heaven's meadows


                
lost in wet shadows


                
with silver planet-flowers,
              

              

                
and the white, bulging clouds


                
where the young moon shines


                
crossed by the wavering lines


                
of the ship's shrouds…
              

              

                
Now from the darkened sky


                
the last light has drained;


                
all the world is drowned


                
in the ancient sea.
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Earth and Sea
              
            

            

              

                
"When shall we sleep?" cries the sea


                
to her lover, the land,


                
and she smoothes his brow


                
with her cool white fingers,


                
and strokes his hand.


                
"When shall we lie


                
with only the sough


                
of the wind in the bough


                
and the song of the wind on the foam,


                
earth-music and sea-music,


                
for lullaby?"
              

              

                
"When the ways of men be dust,


                
and the days of men be past,


                
and earth be free


                
of the feet of men,


                
and you, O my lover, the sea,


                
unburdened of all your ships …


                
then shall we take our rest


                


                
like lovers, breast to breast,


                
then shall we lie in peace,


                
dark lips on paler lips


                
quietly at the last,


                
and sleep again…"
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Love Poems
          

          

            

              

                
Change
              
            

            

              
Oh, were I turned all suddenly


              
into a star,


              
in the cool wilderness of space


              
to dwell afar;


              
or should they make of my body moondust,


              
magical, white,


              
and scatter me about the silent roads


              
of the world, at night;


              
or burn me in flame until I was but smoke


              
upon the air …


              
still should my shadowy heart tremble a little,


              
exquisitely,


              
at the words your voice spake, crying as of old


              
in the dark to me.
            

          

          

            

              

                
Meeting
              
            

            

              

                
I dreamed that I had died,


                
and you were not born yet,


                
and so, I going, you coming,


                
along the shades we met.
              

              

                
We stood and spoke a moment


                
of the broad earth's delight;


                
then parted, you to the shadows,


                
I to the endless night.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Song at Dawn
              
            

            

              

                
All night she's been


                
love-making in the shades


                
with twilight men


                
who walk in Lethe's glades.


                
She has been happy there


                
with the amorous dead,


                
they have found her eyes still fair,


                
and her lips still red.


                
All night she's lain


                
by Lethe's dusky streams:
              

              

                
Arise, O dawn!


                
and tumble down her dreams.


                
For now the sun


                
steals past her waking eaves,


                
slumber is done,


                
the dawn-wind shakes the leaves,


                
and I have an earthly love


                
more sweet to tell


                
than the tales the sly tongues wove


                
in the glades of Hell.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
When She Speaks
              
            

            

              

                
Lovelier are her words


                
than the exquisite notes


                
that speak the souls of flutes.


                
The songs of birds
              

              

                
at dusk, when the first-born star


                
swims in the willow tree,


                
are not more dear to me


                
than her songs are.
              

              

                
When she speaks, all sound begins


                
to tremble, and melt


                
in music rarer than the lilt


                
of violins.
              

              


              

                
Her voice is more delicate


                
than the croon of wind in the coppice;


                
all the world's songs are poppies


                
under her feet.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Song
              
            

            

              

                
My soul it is but gossamer


                
hung on an apple-tree,


                
and never a wind of heaven doth stir


                
but it shakes the heart of me.
              

              

                
And oh, my life is a gossamer


                
hung on the tree of her heart,


                
and never a sigh in her breast doth stir


                
but my soul is rent apart.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Since that Zenophila
              
            

            

              

                
Since that Zenophila is common dust


                
and Meleager sings to her no more,


                
ring me love's bell, before his tongue is rust,


                
O goddess of the Cytherean shore.
              

              

                
Love, and the roses on his forehead, drip


                
petal by petal into oblivion;


                
raise then love's chalice to my parched lip,


                
and let me for a little while dream on.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
The End
              
            

            

              

                
Turn your face to mine,


                
let me look in your eyes


                
before love fades with the green


                
days, in the silences.
              

              


              

                
All summer love has been


                
your voice, and your hair that shone,


                
and the peace of your lips on mine.


                
But these are gone,
              

              

                
and loving is at an end,


                
is less than nothingness,


                
is quieter than the wind


                
in the dead grass.
              

              

                
And we are left alone


                
to go our separate ways…


                
Oh, your lips, and your hair that shone,


                
and the peace in your eyes!
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
The Lover Grows Old
              
            

            

              

                
O heart, be not dismayed


                
that fair should prove so brittle:


                
love, as the summers fade,


                
must droop a little.


                
Time grays the golden locks,


                
even the loveliest things


                
with the chiming of his clocks


                
fail like forgotten springs.
              

              

                
O love, have no regrets


                
that the rose should fade, and the bay:


                
there's quiet, where the heart forgets


                
in the end, they say;


                
where earth's harsh storms are dumb,


                
and the skies no longer weep,


                
and the leaves and the flowers come


                
and lie in their olden sleep.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
After-Times
              
            

            

              

                
As springs well forth


                
in rock-girt lands,


                
laving the sands


                
and the parched earth,
              

              

                
or even as a bright


                
vision in slumber


                
lightens the sombre


                
shadows of the night,
              

              

                
rise ghosts of the gone


                
and lovely day


                
when love came our way


                
and led us on.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Choice
              
            

            

              

                
If flowers grew in the sky,


                
and I were seven,


                
I think I'd like to die,


                
and walk in Heaven.
              

              

                
For man, until he sighs


                
for love of woman,


                
is denizen of skies


                
and nothing human.
              

              

                
But since I'm prisoned, shut,


                
and twenty-three,


                
I'd rather bed the slut


                
Mortality.
              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Winds
              
            

            

              

                
The night we lay together


                
upon a moonlit hill,


                
the boisterous god of weather


                
was reverently still.
              

              

                
The little breeze that nightly


                
guards lovers' hearts till dawn


                
seems sometimes, most politely,


                
to hide a gentle yawn.
              

              

                
But now that love lies bleeding,


                
soon gloriously to die,


                
the winds, with perfect breeding,


                
most exquisitely sigh.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Return
              
            

            

              

                
There is grave beauty here


                
in this orchard-valley


                
where no storms sully


                
the rich purple gloom where the lilies are.
              

              

                
And there is quietness here


                
now, as of old,


                
where great trees fold


                
their dark limbs round the coolness of the air.
              

              

                
The pearls of the sky still gleam


                
through the branches of the trees,


                
and the little wandering breeze


                
that ruffles the feathers of the grass is still the same.
              

              

                
Yet there is loneliness


                
more stark than I have known


                
as I stray alone


                
through the dim grass…
              

              

                
O blue-grey dusk, where have you hidden my lover?


                
—she who would steal softly to this place


                
unbidden, in other days,


                
and lie in my arms in the haven of the clover.
              

              


              

                
Now there is left to me nothing


                
but frail lilies of evening, and her face


                
is only a shadow in the gloom of this place,


                
and a memory of her bosom pressed against mine, soft-breathing.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Loss
              
            

            

              

                
On the hill the night is cool and sweet;


                
the grass is soft as a woman's hair;


                
but I hear no more, no more the beat


                
of wings through the silver air.
              

              

                
We stood by the bridge. The willow-tree


                
trailed listless fingers in the brook.


                
The moonlight curdled. Nothing to me


                
her tears, and her faery look.
              

              

                
Strange how sluggish and stale my blood


                
now: but the end of the meteor's flash


                
is a cold stone stuck in the earth's dank mud:


                
and the end of the fire is ash.
              

              

                
On the hill the night is sweet and cool


                
and the grass is soft as a woman's breast.


                
Well, it's little to reck if a man's a fool,


                
he still may take his rest.
              

            

          

          

            

              

                
Byways of Love
              
            

            

              

                I



                

                  
I may not love you: love's cool arms


                  
are made for cowards who in fear


                  
cry for a haven: I have charms


                  
other than this against despair.
                

                

                  
But this I know: that man grows old


                  
in a little time, and like a flower


                  
his courage withers: so would I hold


                  
some thoughts of you against that hour.
                

                


                

                  
And in the lonely waste of years,


                  
in witless age, and creeping folly,


                  
I shall remember, girl, those stars


                  
you lit for me, and call them holy.
                

              

              

                II



                

                  
I had been down in the lovers' hell


                  
watching the faces of the damned,


                  
laughing to hear those poor fools tell


                  
of young love mocked at, passion shamed.
                

                

                  
But now at last I am caught in the web


                  
of my own scorn, like a silly spider,


                  
and nevermore shall I be so glib


                  
with talk of love and the fools who chide her.
                

                

                  
My love is too strong for my heart to hold:


                  
not Antony's great breast might cage it,


                  
this fiery essence, shape its mould,


                  
nor Balkis nor Helena assuage it.
                

                

                  
But only you, if that you deem


                  
a beggar's love worth nibbling at,


                  
might fill one cranny of my dream,


                  
share one small rood of my estate.
                

              

              

                III



                

                  
I am a seeker: how then should I love you?


                  
Finding my treasure, how should I seek again,


                  
whose treasure lies in seeking, not in finding?


                  
I'll leave the sweets of love to other men.
                

                

                  
But I have need of some sure talisman,


                  
some luck-piece that, worn like a soldier's bible


                  
over the heart, may turn a casual bullet


                  
and guard the flesh, but leave the soul a rebel.
                

                

                  
Therefore I say your spirit shall be mine,


                  
my fair sweet prisoner till this world shall fade,


                  
and over all its pomp, its brittle glory,


                  
a handful of ironic dust be laid.
                

              

            

          

          
          



            

              

                
Let us Make an End
              
            

            

              

                
All our days are dead,


                
love lies burnt,


                
the last word is read,


                
the last lesson learnt.
              

              

                
Hopes have been banished


                
unfulfilled;


                
dreams all have vanished;


                
it came not as we willed.
              

              

                
There is left no song now


                
that is worth the singing;


                
there is left no thing now


                
worth the doing.
              

              

                
Turn where we may,


                
despair lies deep;


                
let us end this day,


                
come, let us sleep.
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Change
              
            

            

              
Oh, were I turned all suddenly


              
into a star,


              
in the cool wilderness of space


              
to dwell afar;


              
or should they make of my body moondust,


              
magical, white,


              
and scatter me about the silent roads


              
of the world, at night;


              
or burn me in flame until I was but smoke


              
upon the air …


              
still should my shadowy heart tremble a little,


              
exquisitely,


              
at the words your voice spake, crying as of old


              
in the dark to me.
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Meeting
              
            

            

              

                
I dreamed that I had died,


                
and you were not born yet,


                
and so, I going, you coming,


                
along the shades we met.
              

              

                
We stood and spoke a moment


                
of the broad earth's delight;


                
then parted, you to the shadows,


                
I to the endless night.
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Song at Dawn
              
            

            

              

                
All night she's been


                
love-making in the shades


                
with twilight men


                
who walk in Lethe's glades.


                
She has been happy there


                
with the amorous dead,


                
they have found her eyes still fair,


                
and her lips still red.


                
All night she's lain


                
by Lethe's dusky streams:
              

              

                
Arise, O dawn!


                
and tumble down her dreams.


                
For now the sun


                
steals past her waking eaves,


                
slumber is done,


                
the dawn-wind shakes the leaves,


                
and I have an earthly love


                
more sweet to tell


                
than the tales the sly tongues wove


                
in the glades of Hell.
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When She Speaks
              
            

            

              

                
Lovelier are her words


                
than the exquisite notes


                
that speak the souls of flutes.


                
The songs of birds
              

              

                
at dusk, when the first-born star


                
swims in the willow tree,


                
are not more dear to me


                
than her songs are.
              

              

                
When she speaks, all sound begins


                
to tremble, and melt


                
in music rarer than the lilt


                
of violins.
              

              


              

                
Her voice is more delicate


                
than the croon of wind in the coppice;


                
all the world's songs are poppies


                
under her feet.
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Song
              
            

            

              

                
My soul it is but gossamer


                
hung on an apple-tree,


                
and never a wind of heaven doth stir


                
but it shakes the heart of me.
              

              

                
And oh, my life is a gossamer


                
hung on the tree of her heart,


                
and never a sigh in her breast doth stir


                
but my soul is rent apart.
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Since that Zenophila
              
            

            

              

                
Since that Zenophila is common dust


                
and Meleager sings to her no more,


                
ring me love's bell, before his tongue is rust,


                
O goddess of the Cytherean shore.
              

              

                
Love, and the roses on his forehead, drip


                
petal by petal into oblivion;


                
raise then love's chalice to my parched lip,


                
and let me for a little while dream on.
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The End
              
            

            

              

                
Turn your face to mine,


                
let me look in your eyes


                
before love fades with the green


                
days, in the silences.
              

              


              

                
All summer love has been


                
your voice, and your hair that shone,


                
and the peace of your lips on mine.


                
But these are gone,
              

              

                
and loving is at an end,


                
is less than nothingness,


                
is quieter than the wind


                
in the dead grass.
              

              

                
And we are left alone


                
to go our separate ways…


                
Oh, your lips, and your hair that shone,


                
and the peace in your eyes!
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The Lover Grows Old
              
            

            

              

                
O heart, be not dismayed


                
that fair should prove so brittle:


                
love, as the summers fade,


                
must droop a little.


                
Time grays the golden locks,


                
even the loveliest things


                
with the chiming of his clocks


                
fail like forgotten springs.
              

              

                
O love, have no regrets


                
that the rose should fade, and the bay:


                
there's quiet, where the heart forgets


                
in the end, they say;


                
where earth's harsh storms are dumb,


                
and the skies no longer weep,


                
and the leaves and the flowers come


                
and lie in their olden sleep.
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After-Times
              
            

            

              

                
As springs well forth


                
in rock-girt lands,


                
laving the sands


                
and the parched earth,
              

              

                
or even as a bright


                
vision in slumber


                
lightens the sombre


                
shadows of the night,
              

              

                
rise ghosts of the gone


                
and lovely day


                
when love came our way


                
and led us on.
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Choice
              
            

            

              

                
If flowers grew in the sky,


                
and I were seven,


                
I think I'd like to die,


                
and walk in Heaven.
              

              

                
For man, until he sighs


                
for love of woman,


                
is denizen of skies


                
and nothing human.
              

              

                
But since I'm prisoned, shut,


                
and twenty-three,


                
I'd rather bed the slut


                
Mortality.
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Winds
              
            

            

              

                
The night we lay together


                
upon a moonlit hill,


                
the boisterous god of weather


                
was reverently still.
              

              

                
The little breeze that nightly


                
guards lovers' hearts till dawn


                
seems sometimes, most politely,


                
to hide a gentle yawn.
              

              

                
But now that love lies bleeding,


                
soon gloriously to die,


                
the winds, with perfect breeding,


                
most exquisitely sigh.
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Return
              
            

            

              

                
There is grave beauty here


                
in this orchard-valley


                
where no storms sully


                
the rich purple gloom where the lilies are.
              

              

                
And there is quietness here


                
now, as of old,


                
where great trees fold


                
their dark limbs round the coolness of the air.
              

              

                
The pearls of the sky still gleam


                
through the branches of the trees,


                
and the little wandering breeze


                
that ruffles the feathers of the grass is still the same.
              

              

                
Yet there is loneliness


                
more stark than I have known


                
as I stray alone


                
through the dim grass…
              

              

                
O blue-grey dusk, where have you hidden my lover?


                
—she who would steal softly to this place


                
unbidden, in other days,


                
and lie in my arms in the haven of the clover.
              

              


              

                
Now there is left to me nothing


                
but frail lilies of evening, and her face


                
is only a shadow in the gloom of this place,


                
and a memory of her bosom pressed against mine, soft-breathing.
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Loss
              
            

            

              

                
On the hill the night is cool and sweet;


                
the grass is soft as a woman's hair;


                
but I hear no more, no more the beat


                
of wings through the silver air.
              

              

                
We stood by the bridge. The willow-tree


                
trailed listless fingers in the brook.


                
The moonlight curdled. Nothing to me


                
her tears, and her faery look.
              

              

                
Strange how sluggish and stale my blood


                
now: but the end of the meteor's flash


                
is a cold stone stuck in the earth's dank mud:


                
and the end of the fire is ash.
              

              

                
On the hill the night is sweet and cool


                
and the grass is soft as a woman's breast.


                
Well, it's little to reck if a man's a fool,


                
he still may take his rest.
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Byways of Love
              
            

            

              

                I



                

                  
I may not love you: love's cool arms


                  
are made for cowards who in fear


                  
cry for a haven: I have charms


                  
other than this against despair.
                

                

                  
But this I know: that man grows old


                  
in a little time, and like a flower


                  
his courage withers: so would I hold


                  
some thoughts of you against that hour.
                

                


                

                  
And in the lonely waste of years,


                  
in witless age, and creeping folly,


                  
I shall remember, girl, those stars


                  
you lit for me, and call them holy.
                

              

              

                II



                

                  
I had been down in the lovers' hell


                  
watching the faces of the damned,


                  
laughing to hear those poor fools tell


                  
of young love mocked at, passion shamed.
                

                

                  
But now at last I am caught in the web


                  
of my own scorn, like a silly spider,


                  
and nevermore shall I be so glib


                  
with talk of love and the fools who chide her.
                

                

                  
My love is too strong for my heart to hold:


                  
not Antony's great breast might cage it,


                  
this fiery essence, shape its mould,


                  
nor Balkis nor Helena assuage it.
                

                

                  
But only you, if that you deem


                  
a beggar's love worth nibbling at,


                  
might fill one cranny of my dream,


                  
share one small rood of my estate.
                

              

              

                III



                

                  
I am a seeker: how then should I love you?


                  
Finding my treasure, how should I seek again,


                  
whose treasure lies in seeking, not in finding?


                  
I'll leave the sweets of love to other men.
                

                

                  
But I have need of some sure talisman,


                  
some luck-piece that, worn like a soldier's bible


                  
over the heart, may turn a casual bullet


                  
and guard the flesh, but leave the soul a rebel.
                

                

                  
Therefore I say your spirit shall be mine,


                  
my fair sweet prisoner till this world shall fade,


                  
and over all its pomp, its brittle glory,


                  
a handful of ironic dust be laid.
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Let us Make an End
              
            

            

              

                
All our days are dead,


                
love lies burnt,


                
the last word is read,


                
the last lesson learnt.
              

              

                
Hopes have been banished


                
unfulfilled;


                
dreams all have vanished;


                
it came not as we willed.
              

              

                
There is left no song now


                
that is worth the singing;


                
there is left no thing now


                
worth the doing.
              

              

                
Turn where we may,


                
despair lies deep;


                
let us end this day,


                
come, let us sleep.
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He Shall Not Rise
          

          

            

              

                
Rhyme of the Dead Self
              
            

            

              

                
Tonight I have taken all that I was


                
and strangled him that pale lily-white lad


                
I have choked him with these my hands these claws


                
catching him as he lay a-dreaming in his bed.
              

              

                
Then chuckling I dragged out his foolish brains


                
that were full of pretty love-tales heigho the holly


                
and emptied them holus bolus to the drains


                
those dreams of love oh what ruinous folly.
              

              

                
He is dead pale youth and he shall not rise


                
on the third day or any other day


                
sloughed like a snakeskin there he lies


                
and he shall not trouble me again for aye.
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