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Dr John Hearty, though old as a fossil, could dance like a fairy, and sing like a throstle.
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The Wandering Moon









Age after age and all alone,


    She turns through endless space,


Showing the watchers on the earth


    Her round and rocky face.


Enchantment comes upon all hearts


    That feel her lonely grace.







Mount Newton is the highest peak


    Upon the wandering moon,


And there perhaps the witches dance


    To some fantastic tune,


And in the half-light cold and grey


   Their incantations croon.







And there perhaps mad creatures come


   To play at hide-and-seek


With howling apes and blundering bears


   And bats that swoop and squeak.


I cannot see what nameless things


   Go on at Newton Peak.







I cannot tell what vessels move


    Across the Nubian Sea,


Nor whether any bird alights


    On any stony tree.


A quarter of a million miles


    Divide the moon and me.










A quarter of a million miles—


    It is a fearsome way,


But ah! if we could only fly


    On some auspicious day


And land at last on Newton Peak,


    Ah then, what games we’d play!







What songs we’d sing on Newton Peak,


    On what wild journeys go


By frozen fen or burning waste,


    Or where the moon-flowers grow,


And countless strange and fearful things—


    If only we could know!






























The Snail









At sunset, when the night-dews fall,


Out of the ivy on the wall


With horns outstretched and pointed tail


Comes the grey and noiseless snail.


On ivy stems she clambers down,


Carrying her house of brown.


Safe in the dark, no greedy eye


Can her tender body spy,


While she herself, a hungry thief,


Searches out the freshest leaf.


She travels on as best she can


Like a toppling caravan.






























Spells









I dance and dance without any feet—


This is the spell of the ripening wheat.







With never a tongue I’ve a tale to tell—


This is the meadow-grasses’ spell.







I give you health without any fee—


This is the spell of the apple-tree.







I rhyme and riddle without any book—


This is the spell of the bubbling brook.







Without any legs I run for ever—


This is the spell of the mighty river.







I fall for ever and not at all—


This is the spell of the waterfall.







Without a voice I roar aloud—


This is the spell of the thunder-cloud.







No button or seam has my white coat—


This is the spell of the leaping goat.







I can cheat strangers with never a word—


This is the spell of the cuckoo-bird.







We have tongues in plenty but speak no names—


This is the spell of the fiery flames.










The creaking door has a spell to riddle—


I play a tune without any fiddle.



























Waiting









Waiting, waiting, waiting


    For the party to begin;


Waiting, waiting, waiting


    For the laughter and din;


Waiting, waiting, waiting


    With hair just so


And clothes trim and tidy


    From top-knot to toe.


The floor is all shiny,


   The lights are ablaze;


There are sweetmeats in plenty


    And cakes beyond praise.


Oh the games and dancing,


    The tricks and the toys,


The music and the madness


    The colour and noise!


Waiting, waiting, waiting


For the first knock on the door—


Was ever such waiting,


    Such waiting before?






























Little Fan









‘I don’t like the look of little Fan, mother,


    I don’t like her looks a little bit.


Her face—well, it’s not exactly different,


    But there’s something wrong with it.







‘She went down to the sea-shore yesterday,


     And she talked to somebody there,


Now she won’t do anything but sit


    And comb out her yellowy hair.
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‘Her eyes are shiny and she sings, mother,


     Like nobody ever sang before.


Perhaps they gave her something queer to eat,


     Down by the rocks on the shore.







‘Speak to me, speak, little Fan dear,


     Aren’t you feeling very well?


Where have you been and what are you singing,


    And what’s that sea weedy smell?







‘Where did you get that shiny comb, love,


    And those pretty coral beads so red?


Yesterday you had two legs, I’m certain,


    But now there’s something else instead.







‘I don’t like the looks of little Fan, mother,


    You’d best go and close the door.


Watch now, or she’ll be gone for ever


    To the rocks by the brown sandy shore.’



























What Kind of Music?









What kind of music does Tom like best?


    Drums and fifes and the trumpet’s bray.


What kind of music does Jenny like?


    A whirling waltz-tune sweet and gay.







What music pleases Elizabeth?


    She loves a symphony solemn and grand.


What kind of music does Benny like?


    A roaring, rhythmical ragtime band.










But the kind of music that Mary loves


    Is any little gay or comical tune,


Played on a fiddle or clarinet


    That skips like a leafy stream in June.



























The Song of the Dumb Waiter









Who went to sleep in the flower-bed?


Who let the fire-dog out of the shed?







Who sailed the sauce-boat down the stream?


What did the railway-sleeper dream?







Who was it chopped the boot-tree down,


And rode the clothes-horse through the town?



























Vicary Square









In Vicary Square at Tithe-on-Trent


The houses are all different,


As if they grew by accident.


For Number One


Is full of fun





With knob and knocker


To catch the sun;


And Number Four


Looks thin and poor,


And Number Five


Looks scarce alive,


And Number Seven, though clean and neat,


Looks like a lady without any feet.


But Number Eight


Is grand and great


With two fat lions


Beside the gate,


And Number Nine


Is deuced fine,


And Number Ten


Squats like a hen.


Number Twelve


Is by itself


Like a marble clock


Upon the shelf.







Number Twenty


Has chimneys in plenty,


Twenty-Four is square and white,


And Twenty-Five leans to the right;


Twenty-Seven is long and low,


Twenty-Nine has a bow window.


Number Thirty


Is dark and dirty,


Number Forty


Is high and haughty,


Number Fifty


Is sly and shifty.


Fifty-Two


Has a door of blue,


Fifty-Three





Has a walnut-tree


And a balcony on the second floor.







After Fifty-Four


There aren’t any more.



























The Grey Horse









A dappled horse stood at the edge of the meadow,


He was peaceful and quiet and grey as a shadow.


Something he seemed to be saying to me


As he stood in the shade of the chestnut tree.







‘It’s a wonderful morning,’ he seemed to say,


‘So jump on my back, and let’s be away!


It’s over the hedge we’ll leap and fly,


And up the hill to the edge of the sky.







‘For over the hill there are fields without end;


On the galloping downs we can run like the wind.


Down pathways we’ll canter, by streams we’ll stray,


Oh, jump on my back and let’s be away!’







As I went by the meadow one fine summer morn,


The grey horse had gone like a ghost with the dawn;


He had gone like a ghost and not waited for me,


And it’s over the hilltop he’d surely be.






























Roundabout
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At midsummer fair on a galloping pony


We saw the last of little Tony.


He spurred her sides and said ‘Hurroo!’


And over the heads of the crowd he flew.


Said the roundabout man, ‘Now don’t get tragic—


That boy’ll come back, the horse is magic!’


Up went Tony in the blue, blue air,


Right over the top of midsummer fair,


Till the roundabout music he heard no more,


And he set his course for the southern shore.


He saw the houses, row on row,


And he heard the cocks in the farms below.


Trees and rivers went sliding by


As the pony sailed through the blue, blue sky.


He saw the ships and the coast of France


And sailor-boys in a hornpipe dance.


He passed strange birds which he shouted to,


And away to the south he flew and flew.


Night came on and another day


And still he flew to the south away.


On and on at a galloping speed


Went little Tony and his roundabout steed.


Churches he saw and castles and towns,


Mountains and forests, dales and downs.


They crossed the Mediterranean Sea


And they came to the coast of Afrikee.


And there were palm-trees and black men bare,


All hot and hazy in the tropical air,


And lone grey mountains and deserts brown


And giant cataracts tumbling down,


Giraffes and lions and chimpanzees


And monkeys swinging among the trees.


He never felt hungry, did little Tony,


Sitting astride his magic pony,


But after a while the marvellous beast


Changed its course and made for the east,


And they came to an island in the sea


Not far from the shores of Afrikee.


So they lighted down and soon they stood


On a wild hillside by a little wood.


After a while a tall man came


Who gave them food and told them his name.


And there they’ll stay for a year or more


Where never a white boy stayed before.


There in the sun lives little Tony


With the friendly people and the magic pony.


One of these days he will say good-bye


And rise aloft in the blue, blue sky,


And gallop away through the air once more


Till he lands at last on his native shore.


So you see what marvellous things and rare


Can chance to a boy at midsummer fair.



























Grim and Gloomy









Oh, grim and gloomy,


So grim and gloomy


Are the caves beneath the sea.


Oh, rare but roomy


And bare and boomy,


Those salt sea caverns be.







Oh, slim and slimy


Or grey and grimy


Are the animals of the sea.


Salt and oozy


And safe and snoozy


The caves where those animals be.







Hark to the shuffling,


Huge and snuffling,


Ravenous, cavernous, great sea-beasts!


But fair and fabulous,


Tintinnabulous,


Gay and fabulous are their feasts.







Ah, but the queen of the sea,


The querulous, perilous sea!


How the curls of her tresses


The pearls on her dresses,









Sway and swirl in the waves,


How cosy and dozy,


How sweet ring-a-rosy


Her bower in the deep-sea caves!







Oh, rare but roomy


And bare and boomy


Those caverns under the sea,


And grave and grandiose,


Safe and sandiose


The dens of her denizens be.






























Old Moll









The moon is up,


    The night owls scritch.


Who’s that croaking?


    The frog in the ditch.


Who’s that howling?


    The old hound bitch.


My neck tingles,


    My elbows itch,


My hair rises,


    My eyelids twitch.


What’s in that pot


    So rare and rich?


Who’s that crouching


    In a cloak like pitch?


Hush! that’s Old Moll—


    They say she’s a


Most ree-markable old party.






























The Four Horses









White Rose is a quiet horse


    For a lady to ride,


Jog-trotting on the high road


    Or through the countryside.







Grey Wolf is a hunter


    All muscle and fire;


Day long he will gallop


    And not tumble or tire.







Black Magic’s a race-horse;


    She is gone like a ghost,


With the wind in her mane


    To whirl past the post.







But munching his fill


    In a field of green clover


Stands Brownie the cart-horse,


    Whose labour is over.
















OEBPS/a018_1_online.png





OEBPS/a023_1_online.png





OEBPS/9780571307135_cover_epub.jpg





OEBPS/a001_1_online.png





OEBPS/faber-branding-logo.png





OEBPS/001_online.jpg





OEBPS/002_online.jpg
i

FABER & FABER





