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            Foreword

         

         ‘A volume of Collected Poems is a poet’s opportunity to discard work that should never have been published.’ These words, written in 1956, open my Introduction to the volume of Collected  Poems  published in that year. They remain true, but nearly half a lifetime has passed between 1956 and 2000, and the perspective has changed. The collection of 1956 represented the achievement of a ‘young’ poet, but now, in retrospect, represent the juvenilia of an old one.

         It is nevertheless true that a writer’s early work often contains the essence of the work that follows, a sort of map of that special vision. I see that from my first volume, Stone  and  Flower, I have omitted twenty-two poems, from Living  in  Time  (my second) kept only thirteen. I have omitted poems from all my separate collections except On  a  Deserted  Shore‚ which is a single poem.

         There are it seems two kinds of poet, those who write their poems only once – like Coleridge, whose Kubla Khan and The Rime of the Ancient  Mariner  are unprecedented and unrepeatable. The other kind seems to draw on a certain kind of vision that remains constant. Among my contemporaries I find that David Gascoyne does not repeat himself. I seem to belong to the other class, who attempt to write the same poem many times, some versions being better than others; which to keep and which to leave out is often difficult to decide. Probably people who know my work well will disagree with some of my decisions, which are not indeed absolute judgments, but it hardly matters if some poems are a little better, others not quite so good. Throughout my life I have occasionally written a poem that has seemed self-generated and has emerged flawless, without a word to be changed and ‘without labour or study’ as Blake says of his own experience. In these poems I find a special quality, as of what would once have been described as ‘inspiration’ – from the Muse or from the Holy Spirit – and it is these that I hope and believe will last. Few poets are remembered for more than a handful of poems and I would neither expect nor wish for myself that it should be otherwise.

         Poems that I have no hesitation in omitting – mostly from the early volumes – are those written in a voice of insincere religiosity. Love poems of a personal nature have also gone, as have those that in retrospect seem contrived, occasional poems of, for example, the last war. War, religion and personal love have all inspired great poetry, but only insofar as they have given wings to imagination. For myself they have impeded it.

         To this day makers of anthologies tend to pick work from my early volumes, or often, as it seems, from other anthologies. For myself, poetry is only one aspect of the imaginative adventure of my life. My knowledge of the imaginative works of this and other countries, and above all my own detailed scholarly studies of William Blake, Thomas Taylor the Platonist and W. B. Yeats, some would consider as of more importance than my verse. These studies brought me to India, supreme civilisation of the Imagination, and indeed the country where I have felt ‘Home at last!’, not as poet or scholar but as a simple seeker for truth – as Yeats was, though he never reached the shores of the Subcontinent. I could wish that my poetry might be read in the context of the whole scope of my life-work in the learning of the Imagination.

         Believing as I do, with my Master, William Blake, that ‘One Power alone makes a poet – Imagination, The Divine Vision’; and with Yeats sharing his respect for the Vedic and Upanishadic tradition for which, as he saw them in Tagore, ‘poetry and religion are the same thing’; it is in the light of this perennial wisdom that I would wish my work to be judged. Better to be a little fish in the great ocean than to be a big fish in some literary rock-pool.

         
             

         

         Kathleen Raine

         20 June 2000
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               LYRIC

            

            
               
                  A BIRD sings on a matin tree

                  ‘Once such a bird was I.’

               

               
                  The sky’s gaze says

                  ‘Remember your mother.’

               

               
                  Seas, trees and voices cry

                  ‘Nature is your nature.’

               

               
                  I reply

                  ‘I am what is not what it was.’

                  Seas, trees, and bird, alas!

                  Sea, tree, and bird was I.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               ‘SEE, SEE CHRIST’S BLOOD STREAMS IN THE FIRMAMENT’

            

            
               
                  THIS planetary blood

                  Streams crucifixion

                  In the space of bounded life’s

                  Attraction and repulsion

               

               
                  Widening on the rude

                  Improvisation that the senses build

                  Staking extremities

                  To mark the victories

               

               
                                     Whose

                  The streaming blood-bright

                  Iron-torrent of the wounds

                                     surpasses

               

               
                  As the cloudy mansions

                  Melt into clouds themselves

                                     extensions

                  Beyond the fought-on

                  Woman-wept victory-vaunted

                                     dimensions.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               INVOCATION

            

            
               
                  THERE is a poem on the way,

                  There is a poem all round me,

                  The poem is in the near future,

                  The poem is in the upper air

                  Above the foggy atmosphere

                  It hovers, a spirit

                  That I would make incarnate.

                  Let my body sweat

                  Let snakes torment my breast

                  My eyes be blind, ears deaf, hands distraught

                  Mouth parched, uterus cut out,

                  Belly slashed, back lashed,

                  Tongue slivered into thongs of leather

                  Rain stones inserted in my breasts,

                  Head severed,

               

               
                  If only the lips may speak,

                  If only the god will come.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               PASSION

            

            
               
                  FULL of desire I lay, the sky wounding me,

                  Each cloud a ship without me sailing, each tree

                  Possessing what my soul lacked, tranquillity.

               

               
                  Waiting for the longed-for voice to speak

                  Through the mute telephone, my body grew weak

                  With the well-known and mortal death, heartbreak.

               

               
                  The language I knew best, my human speech

                  Forsook my fingers, and out of reach

                  Were Homer’s ghosts, the savage conches of the beach.

               

               
                  Then the sky spoke to me in language clear,

                  Familiar as the heart, than love more near.

                  The sky said to my soul, ‘You have what you desire.

               

               
                  ‘Know now that you are born along with these

                  Clouds, winds, and stars, and ever-moving seas

                  And forest dwellers. This your nature is.

               

               
                  Lift up your heart again without fear,

                  Sleep in the tomb, or breathe the living air,

                  This world you with the flower and with the tiger share.’

               

               
                  Then I saw every visible substance turn

                  Into immortal, every cell new born

                  Burned with the holy fire of passion.

               

               
                  This world I saw as on her judgment day

                  When the war ends, and the sky rolls away,

                  And all is light, love and eternity.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               FAR-DARTING APOLLO

            

            
               
                  I SAW the sun step like a gentleman

                  Dressed in black and proud as sin.

                  I saw the sun walk across London

                  Like a young M.P. risen to the occasion.

               

               
                  His step was light, his tread was dancing,

                  His lips were smiling, his eyes glancing.

                  Over the Cenotaph in Whitehall

                  The sun took the wicket with my skull.

               

               
                  The sun plays tennis in the court of Geneva

                  With the guts of a Finn and the head of an Emperor,

                  The sun plays squash in a tomb of marble,

                  The horses of Apocalypse are in his stable.

               

               
                  The sun plays a game of darts in Spain,

                  Three by three in flight formation,

                  The invincible wheels of his yellow car

                  Are the discs that kindle the Chinese war.

               

               
                  The sun shows the world to the world,

                  Turns its own ghost on the terrified crowd,

                  Then plunges all images into the ocean

                  Of the nightly mass emotion.

               

               
                  Games of chance, and games of skill,

                  All his sports are games to kill.

                  I saw the murderer at evening lie

                  Bleeding on the deathbed sky.

               

               
                  His hyacinth breath, his laurel hair,

                  His blinding sight, his moving air,

                  My love, my grief, my weariness, my fears

                  Hid from me in a night of tears.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               NOCTURN

            

            
               
                  FOR going out by night there is no place.

                  The sun upon the dark no region casts,

                  The rose beyond the evening cannot pass.

               

               
                  The flying sun withdraws colour and place,

                  Time, and all material attributes –

                  The rose beyond the angel cannot pass.

               

               
                  First of all flowers the crimson are in shade

                  With the unborn, the sleeping and the dead –

                  There is no place for going out by night.

               

               
                  And creatures all make room within the heart –

                  The heart no region and no sun requires,

                  Nor measuring time nor space for its desires.

               

               
                  The heart no region and no light requires,

                  The cannibal heart, that swallows up itself

                  Past the angelic sun, returns to life.

               

               
                  And errant night upon the table finds

                  That bread and wine upon the holy stone,

                  The body of the dead, and the unborn.

               

               
                  Since for going out by night there is no place

                  For the unborn, the sleeping, and the dead,

                  What sun, what sin, decrees the grail to fade?

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               THE RED LIGHT

            

            
               
                  THE women burn throughout the dead of night,

                  Their red signs through the curtained windows peep.

                  What sacrilegious hand puts out the light,

                  And for what fallen body do they weep?

               

               
                  Christ, as I die, I own it is for thee,

                  Love, human nature, origin and shame.

                  The same light in the shrine and brothel see,

                  Wherever human passion lights its flame.

               

               
                  For of that red star are we virgins all,

                  And the red heart is stilled by the red fire

                  That moves the spirit more than its desire

                  Towards unmoving love, the point of will.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
      
    

         
            
               HARVEST

            

            
               
                  DAY is the hero’s shield,

                              Achilles’ field,

                  The light days are the angels,

                              We the seed.

               

               
                  Against eternal light and gorgon’s face

                              Day is the shield

                              And we the grass

                  Native to fields of iron, and skies of brass.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               
          TU NON SE’ IN TERRA, SI COME TU CREDI
        

            

            
               
                  NOT upon earth, as you suppose

                  Tower these rocks that turn the wind,

                  For on their summits angels stand.

               

               
                  Nor from the earth these waters rise –

                  To quench not thirst, but ecstasy

                  The waterfall leaps from the sky.

               

               
                  Those nameless clouds that storm and swirl

                  About the mountain are the veil

                  That from these sightless eyes shall fall

               

               
                  When senses faint into the ground,

                  And time and place go down the wind.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
      
    

         
            
               NIGHT IN MARTINDALE

            

            
               
                  NOT in the rustle of water, the air’s noise,

                  The roar of storm, the ominous birds, the cries –

                  The angel here speaks with a human voice.

               

               
                  Stone into man must grow, the human word

                  Carved by our whispers in the passing air

               

               
                  Is the authentic utterance of cloud,

                  The speech of flowing water, blowing wind,

                  Of silver moon and stunted juniper.

               

               
                  Words say, waters flow,

                  Rocks weather, ferns wither, winds blow, times go,

                  I write the sun’s Love, and the stars’ No.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               THE HYACINTH

               
          For James Madge
        

            

            
               
                  TIME opens in a flower of bells

                  The mysteries of its hidden bed,

                  The altar of the ageless cells

                  Whose generations never have been dead.

               

               
                  So flower angels from the holy head,

                  So on the wand of darkness bright worlds hang.

                  Love laid the elements at the vital root,

                  Unhindered out of love these flowers spring.

               

               
                  The breath of life shapes darkness into leaves,

                  Each new born cell

                  Drinks from the star-filled well

                  The dark milk of the sky’s peace.

               

               
                  The hyacinth springs on a dark star –

                  I see eternity give place to love.

                  It is the world unfolding into flower

                  The rose of life, the lily and the dove.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
      
    

         
            
               THE NIGHT-BLOWING CEREUS

            

            
               
                  WILDERNESS my thorny tree,

                  Midnight is my solitude,

                  Living in itself alone,

                  Love unfolds a poem to me.

               

               
                  Rising like a second moon

                  On the shadow falls the light,

                  Opening like a jessamine

                  For the moths that love the night.

               

               
                  Music for the ear of bats,

                  Silence for the wakeful heart,

                  Sounds that set the flame adance,

                  Dreams perceive as certainties,

               

               
                  And the spectral virgin moves

                  Into apotheosis,

                  Passionate in abstract trance

                  Thought becomes the bride of stars.

               

               
                  See her into distance pass

                  Beyond the doubting of the mind,

                  And beyond the heart’s distress.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               NOCTURN

            

            
               
                  NIGHT comes, an angel stands

                  Measuring out the time of stars,

                  Still are the winds, and still the hours.

               

               
                  It would be peace to lie

                  Still in the still hours at the angel’s feet,

                  Upon a star hung in a starry sky,

                  But hearts another measure beat.

               

               
                  Each body, wingless as it lies,

                  Sends out its butterfly of night

                  With delicate wings and jewelled eyes.

               

               
                  And some upon day’s shores are cast,

                  And some in darkness lost

                  In waves beyond the world, where float

                  Somewhere the islands of the blest.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               IN TIME

            

            
               
                  THE beautiful rain falls, the unheeded angel

                  Lies in the street, spreadeagled under the footfall

                  That from the divine face wears away the smile

               

               
                  Whose tears run in the gutter, melting where

                  The stationary cars wait for departure;

                  The letter that says Ave is passed over,

               

               
                  For at the ever-present place the angel waits,

                  Passes through walls and hoardings, in dark porches

                  His face, wounded by us, for us and over us watches.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               TO MY MOUNTAIN

            

            
               
                  SINCE I must love your north

                  Of darkness, cold, and pain,

                  The snow, the lonely glen,

                  Let me love true worth,

               

               
                  The strength of the hard rock,

                  The deafening stream of wind

                  That carries sense away

                  Swifter than flowing blood.

               

               
                  Heather is harsh to tears

                  And the rough moors

                  Give the buried face no peace

                  But make me rise,

               

               
                  And oh, the sweet scent, and purple skies!

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               AT THE WATERFALL

            

            
               
                  TOUCHING the mantle of the empty sky

                  With a clear sound on a canvas of silence,

                  The stream flows out of the clouds.

               

               
                  And on a rock, high on Place Fell

                  A gust of wind sounds

                  With a noise almost animal.

               

               
                  So much nearer than stillness they speak to me

                  I have heard too much silence,

                  Listened too long to the mute sky.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               GOOD FRIDAY

            

            
               
                  THIS is the day, the cock has crowed

                  The passing of dreams, the death-cold dawn,

                  The setting of the star of Bethlehem

                  Behind a brow of stone.

               

               
                  This is the day the cock crowed in,

                  Crowed out the night; the lover straying

                  Beyond the body’s grasp, now must return

                  Each entering his dimension like a tomb.

               

               
                  This is the hour of cock-crow and the men

                  Whose night was out of bounds, clock in again,

                  (as innocent in sleep as plant or stone)

                  Wake to do wrong, grow old, and suffer pain.

               

               
                  The cock crows out the night, and we remain

                  Outside eternity, the lover’s dream

                  The soldier’s sleep, the locked gates of the tomb,

                  Ghosts of our days, longing for night again.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               ANGELUS

            

            
               
                  I SEE the blue, the green, the golden and the red,

                  I have forgotten all the angel said.

               

               
                  The flower, the leaf, the meadow and the tree,

                  But of the words I have no memory.

               

               
                  I hear the swift, the martin, and the wren,

                  But what was told me, past all thought is gone.

               

               
                  The dove, the rainbow, echo, and the wind,

                  But of the meaning, all is out of mind.

               

               
                  Only I know he spoke the word that sings its way

                  In my blood streaming, over rocks to sea,

               

               
                  A word engraved in the bone, that burns within

                  To apotheosis the substance of a dream,

               

               
                  That living I shall never hear again,

                  Because I pass, I pass, while dreams remain.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
      
    

         
            
               ENVOI

            

            
               
                  TAKE of me what is not my own,

                  My love, my beauty, and my poem –

                  The pain is mine, and mine alone.

               

               
                  See how against the weight in the bone

                  The hawk hangs perfect in mid-air –

                  The blood pays dear to raise it there,

                  The moment, not the bird, divine.

               

               
                  And see the peaceful trees extend

                  Their myriad leaves in leisured dance –

                  They bear the weight of sky and cloud

                  Upon the fountain of their veins.

               

               
                  In rose with petals soft as air

                  I bind for you the tides and fire –

                  The death that lives within the flower,

                  O gladly, love, for you I bear!

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               IN THE BECK

               
          For Anna Madge
        

            

            
               
                  THERE is a fish, that quivers in the pool,

                  Itself a shadow, but its shadow, clear.

                  Catch it again and again, it still is there.

               

               
                  Against the flowing stream, its life keeps pace

                  With death – the impulse and the flash of grace

                  Hiding in its stillness, moves, to be motionless.

               

               
                  No net will hold it – always it will return

                  When the ripples settle, and the sand –

                  It lives unmoved, equated with the stream,

                  As flowers are fit for air, man for his dream.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
      
    

         
            
               A STRANGE EVENING

            

            
               
                  A LITTLE rain falls out of amethyst sky;

                  If there were a rainbow, it would be on the ground.

                  If I were here, that single swallow would be I,

                  If these green trees are heavy, their weight is in my hand.

               

               
                  If trees and fields are green, their veins run blood,

                  If there is a poem, it moves across the leaves.

                  If there is love, of trees and sky our bed.

                  Since there is such a sky, I cover it with peace,

                  With blue unbounded of the living eye,

                  The ox-eye pasture of the marguerite.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               RETURNING AUTUMN

            

            
               
                  ALL creatures passionate for grace

                  Quest their desire through groves and seas

                  That flesh may win a human face,

                  And pain be crowned with holiness.

               

               
                  And lovers out of present days

                  Float back upon the body’s dream

                  Of a green branch that dips and sways,

                  Caught in the current of a stream.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               ON LEAVING ULLSWATER

            

            
               1

               
                  THE air is full of a farewell –

                  Deserted by the silver lake

                  Lies the wild world, overturned.

                  Cities rise where mountains fell,

                  The furnace where the phoenix burned. 

               

               2

               
                  The lake is in my dream,

                  The tree is in my blood,

                  The past is in my bones,

                  The flowers of the wood

                  I love with long past loves.

                  I fear with many deaths

                  The presence of the night,

                  And in my memory read

                  The scripture of the leaves –

                          Only myself how strange

                          To the strange present come!

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               LEAVING MARTINDALE

            

            
               
                  SHALL I be true

                  As these hills bind me

                  As these skies find me,

                  As waters weather me,

                  As leaves crown me?

                  My kiss keep faith

                  With death and birth,

                  My joy with pain,

                  My heaven with earth?

               

               
                  I love you as the air

                  Enfolds the earth,

                  As darkness holds a star,

                  As waters, life.

                  You are the smiling heart,

                  The sunlit noon

                  Of one who soon must sleep

                  Her death alone.

               

               
                  Shall I be true?

                  Love binds in vain

                  Whom death must loose –

                  The flesh, the pain

                  That knows you now

                  Soon will not know

                  That love must pass,

                  That times must go.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               LONDON REVISITED

            

            
               
                  HAUNTING these shattered walls, hung with our past

                  That no electron and no sun can pierce,

                  We visit rooms in dreams

                  Where we ourselves are ghosts.

               

               
                  There is no foothold for our solid world,

                  No hanging Babylon for the certain mind

                  In rooms tattered by wind, wept on by rain.

               

               
                  Wild as the tomb, wild as the mountainside

                  A storm of hours has shaken the finespun world

                  Tearing away our palaces, our faces, and our days.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               THE WIND OF TIME

            

            
               
                  TIME blows a tempest – how the days run high,

                  Deep graves are open between hour and hour,

                  A current sweeps the streets and houses by

                  Too fast to board them. Cities are wrecked by night

                  And we left drowning in this empty dawn.

                  No land is seaworthy, no bird in sight.

               

               
                  And on the shores, after the tempest lie

                  Fragments of past delight, and of past selves,

                  Dead rooms and houses, with the stranded shells.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
      
    

         
            
               THE GOLDEN LEAF

            

            
               
                  THE floating of a leaf that fell

                  A wounded star upon the tide

                  Out of the world, free in farewell,

               

               
                  I saw – not able to withhold

                  The vanishing moment with my sight

                  From the lock of living heart,

               

               
                  And down the rapid nerves, the light

                  Plunged, where the thundering stream of blood

                  Engulfs each mote within the eye,

               

               
                  Upon the dark pool of my thought

                  Turned slowly, sinking into past,

                  Then poised on a reflected sky.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               
          HAPPY THE CAPTIVE AND ENCHANTED SOULS …
        

            

            
               
                  HAPPY the captive and enchanted souls

                  Seduced by love to stay, with eyes like flowers

                  That weave their hanging gardens in the sun!

                  (O birth that wakes in me, as each day rises,

                  And death that takes me as each moment passes,

                  Bud opening, and leaf falling) Incarnation

                  Moves with divine trespass into the dawn

                  Earth’s seamless dress, eternally made man.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
      
    

         
            
               VEGETATION

            

            
               
                  O NEVER harm the dreaming world,

                  The world of green, the world of leaves,

                  But let its million palms unfold

                  The adoration of the trees.

               

               
                  It is a love in darkness wrought

                  Obedient to the unseen sun,

                  Longer than memory, a thought

                  Deeper than the graves of time.

               

               
                  The turning spindles of the cells

                  Weave a slow forest over space,

                  The dance of love, creation,

                  Out of time moves not a leaf,

                  And out of summer, not a shade.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               SEED

            

            
               
                  FROM star to star, from sun and spring and leaf,

                  And almost audible flowers whose sound is silence,

                  And in the common meadows, springs the seed of life.

               

               
                  Now the lilies open, and the rose

                  Released by summer from the harmless graves

                  That, centuries deep, are in the air we breathe,

                  And in our earth, and in our daily bread.

               

               
                  External and innate dimensions hold

                  The living forms, but not the force of life;

                  For that interior and holy tree

                  That in the heart of hearts outlives the world

                  Spreads earthly shade into eternity.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
      
    

         
            
               THE SILVER STAG

            

            
               
                  MY silver stag is fallen – on the grass

                  Under the birch-trees he lies, my king of the woods,

                  That I followed on the mountain, over the swift streams,

                  He is gone under the leaves, under the past.

               

               
                  On the horizon of the dawn he stood,

                  The target of my eager sight; that shone

                  Oh from the sun, or from my kindled heart –

                  Outlined in sky, shaped on the infinite.

               

               
                  What, so desiring, was my will with him,

                  What wished-for union of blood or thought

                  In single passion held us, hunter and victim?

                  Already gone, when into the branched woods I pursued him.

               

               
                  Mine he is now, my desired, my awaited, my beloved,

                  Quiet he lies, as I touch the contours of his proud head,

                  Mine, this horror, this carrion of the wood,

                  Already melting underground, into the air, out of the world.

               

               
                  Oh, the stillness, the peace about me

                  As the garden lives on, the flowers bloom,

                  The fine grass shimmers, the flies burn,

                  And the stream, the silver stream, runs by.

               

               
                  Lying for the last time down on the green ground

                  In farewell gesture of self-love, softly he curved

                  To rest the delicate foot that is in my hand,

                  Empty as a moth’s discarded chrysalis.

               

               
                  My bright yet blind desire, your end was this

                  Death, and my winged heart murderous

                  Is the world’s broken heart, buried in his,

                  Between whose antlers starts the crucifix.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
      
    

         
            
               THE SPEECH OF BIRDS

               
          For Helen Sutherland
        

            

            
               
                  IT is not birds that speak, but men learn silence;

                  They know and need no language; leaf-wise

                  In shadowy flight, threading the leafy trees,

                  Expressive only of the world’s long thoughts,

                  Absolute rises their one-pointed song,

                  Not from a heart divided, and in pain.

               

               
                  The sweet-eyed, unregarding beasts

                  Waking and sleeping wear the natural grace.

                  The innocent order of the stars and tides

                  An impulse in the blood-stream circulates.

                  Obedient to one living pulse,

                  With them, at heart, converse the saints.

               

               
                  We, ignorant and outcast, stand

                  Wondering at the swallow’s flight

                  Gazing at the open hand,

                  Questioning the lines of fate –

                  Each individual destiny

                  Preying on an exiled mind.

               

               
                  Our words, our concepts, only name

                  A world of shadows; for the truth is plain

                  That visited Jacob in a dream,

                  And Moses, from the burning desert heard,

                  Or angels in annunciation bring.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               LONDON TREES

            

            
               
                  OUT of the roads of London springs the forest,

                  Over and underworld, the veritable Eden

                  Here we have planted for our solitude,

                  Those planes, where thoughts unblamed among the leaves may run.

               

               
                  Sensing us, the trees tremble in their sleep,

                  The living leaves recoil before our fires,

                  Baring to us war-charred and broken branches,

                  And seeing theirs, we for our own destruction weep.

               

               
                  And women, sore at heart, trying to pray

                  Unravel the young buds with anxious fingers

                  Searching for God, who has gone far away,

                  Yet still at evening in the green world lingers.

               

               
                  Obedient still the toiling trees

                  Lift up their fountains, where still waters rise

                  Upwards into life, filled from the surrounding skies

                  To quench the sorrows thirsting in the world’s eyes.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               THE SPHERE

            

            
               
                  O THE happy ending, the happy ending

                  That the fugue promised, that love believed in,

                  That perfect star, that bright transfiguration,

               

               
                  Where has it vanished, now that the music is over,

                  The certainty of being, the heart in flower,

                  Ourselves, perfect at last, affirmed as what we are?

               

               
                  The world, the changing world stands still while lovers kiss,

                  And then moves on – what was our fugitive bliss,

                  The dancer’s ecstasy, the vision, and the rose?

               

               
                  There is no end, no ending – steps of a dance, petals of flowers

                  Phrases of music, rays of the sun, the hours

                  Succeed each other, and the perfect sphere

                  Turns in our hearts the past and future, near and far,

                  Our single soul, atom, and universe.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
      
    

         
            
               NEW YEAR 1943

            

            
               
                  STAIRWAYS into space, and windows into sky,

                  And the tear-wet streets, with cloud-torn moonlight shining,

                  Ways underground are open, and the trains are running

                  Oh to what end, in this dream-entangled city?

               

               
                  The streets were full tonight

                  With the dense human darkness – noisier

                  With the talking of feet, and laughter,

                  Night-cries of ‘taxi,’ and the flagging light

               

               
                  Of men and women walking in their thought

                  Like ghosts in overcoats and uniforms,

                  Their bodies, grown invisible, scarcely felt,

                  Alone, or mated, in the London night.

               

               
                  You meet them everywhere – their touching hands,

                  Fingers made intricate with bones and nerves,

                  Playing like birds; or resting, still in sleep

                  Though eyes are open, while men’s thoughts run deep.

               

               
                  Oh where, into the night, into the underground,

                  Into the sky, into dark seas, do they go,

                  The young boys who flash torches in the dark,

                  For their sweethearts in mimic dress, the counterpart

                  Of war, the service-girl, the glamour-girl, the tart?

               

               
                  Girls’ hair, like florists’ flowers, their coloured lips and eyes

                  In farewell greet the R.A.F.’s young heroes,

                  Gauche in the close-up of love, and close-up death,

                  Never in meagre childhood taught how to die, or kiss.

               

               
                  They stray, enchanted, in this crumbling city,

                  Where the safe homes of childhood house the winds,

                  Through whose uncertain present, lies our way

                  To love, to death – our certainty, our strangeness.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
      
    

         
            
               THE HEALING SPRING

            

            
               
                  PATIENTLY the earth’s wounds close.

                  The womb heals of its sons

                  As bark over a torn branch grows.

               

               
                  That we were ever one, my blood

                  Obedient to the spring, forgets,

                  And growth obliterates the past

                  That lies within my heart like death.

               

               
                  Oh Love forgive the happiness

                  That overgrows and seals my grief.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               THE MESSENGERS

            

            
               
                  TWO angels came quietly

                  Into my room

                  In the ordinary day

               

               
                  With the common dust

                  That floats on the light

                  Of any sunbeam.

               

               
                  They were not near, nor far,

                  Nor long in sight,

                  With words wonderful to hear,

                  But hard to remember.

               

               
                  Carrying their love I came

                  To you in the evening,

                  To give all, to take nothing.

               

               
                  But when you kissed me, in my joy

                  I forgot the night and day,

                  And what the angels sent by me.

               

               
                  They came again long after

                  While it was not too late,

                  And told me to remember.

               

               
                  You came in anger, and at night

                  And in my grief and pain

                  The words of love I could not find.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               THE HANDS

            

            
               
                  AS I was most alone

                  With troubled thoughts,

                  A pair of hands held mine

                  Like folded leaves,

                  Closed over me

                  The palms on which are traced

                  The veins of history.

               

               
                  Held me – as between father and mother

                  A child lies

                  Healed me – as between lover and lover

                  There is peace

                  Ruled me – as they rule the suns and stars

                  And saintly journeys.

               

               
                  Held between sorrow and joy, between dark and light,

                  My hand passes

                  Across the hours, across the fields, across the pages

                  Of day and night

                  And like the Northumbrian boy who could not write,

                  I’ll learn my letters from the angels.

                  For the words in my heart.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
      
    

         
            
               HEROES

            

            
               
                  THIS war’s dead heroes, who has seen them?

                  They rise in smoke above the burning city,

                  Faint clouds, dissolving into sky.

               

               
                  And who sifting the Libyan sand can find

                  The tracery of a human hand,

                  The faint impression of an absent mind,

                  The fade-out of a soldier’s day dream?

               

               
                  You’ll know your love no more, nor his sweet kisses –

                  He’s forgotten you, girl, and in the idle sun

                  In long green grass that the east wind caresses

                  The seed of man is ravished by the corn.
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Living in Time

            (1946) 

         

      

   


   
      
         

         
            
               SEEN IN A GLASS

            

            
               
                  THE Venus in my mirror sighs

                  As one who suffers life in vain.

                  I see in non-existent eyes

                  The incommunicable selfish pain.

               

               
                  Such feelings move those images

                  And dreams that living creatures are,

                  As are inherent in our frames

                  Of mutable earth, air and fire.

               

               
                  Unwise we feel, but wise we know

                  Living in time is but to seem –

                  Like green leaves on a tree we grow,

                  But each must fall and fade alone.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               WINTER SOLSTICE

            

            
               
                  EVERYWHERE

                  The first bird of the year

                  Has sung a valentine

                  Tuned to the last winter star.

               

               
                  In cold shrill voice,

                  The first loves of spring,

                  Leafless as the blooming

                  Of jasmine trees.

               

               
                  The star’s intervals

                  Lead in the first winds,

                  Open the first buds,

                  Hold the first pauses

               

               
                  That wait for hope,

                  Expectant of music,

                  Foreknowing leaves unfold,

                  Faithful to heart’s beat.

               

               
                  The green winter stars

                  Of thistle and scabious

                  Open in slow cadence

                  Of the tall sweet flower,

               

               
                  The first light of dawn

                  On the heart’s desolate stone

                  Will reveal a mountain

                  In a blue sky shining,

               

               
                  Each star is answering

                  Another, and the sun,

                  That bridegroom, kind once again,

                  Northward to me returning.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               THE TREES IN TUBS

            

            
               
                  LITTLE laurel trees, your roots can find

                  No mountain, yet your leaves extend

                  Beyond your own world, into mine

                  Perennial wands, unfolding in my thought

                  The budding evergreen of time.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
            
               MOURNING IN SPRING 1943

            

            
               
                  O YOU girls, girl friends, you who have also loved

                  The fertile god Osiris, and Adonis

                  Whose garden has flowered for centuries from our blood,

                  Though love was different for each of us,

                  Know now, he is dying, our lover, dying all over the world.

               

               
                  Dying all over the world – his death will stain

                  The green fields crimson, extinguish the bright south,

                  Make the north frigid for ever, embitter the ocean,

                  From the east to the west, his funeral blackens the sun’s path.

               

               
                  These were our men, whose destiny is the desert,

                  And those who were last seen struggling in the sea,

                  Though not for long – the waves now have washed them away

                  And their ears and mouths and hearts are muted with sand.

               

               
                  These were our men – now nameless among death’s millions,

                  Our sons, our darlings that we have cherished from the world’s creation,

                  These were the lovers that wiped all tears from our eyes,

                  And now our sterile wombs and broken hearts

                  Are the measure of war’s disaster, and love’s price.
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