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  A BOOK OF POEMS BY




  JOHN DRINKWATER




  DEDICATION
  
 TO GENERAL SIR IAN HAMILTON




  Because the darling chivalries,




  That light your battle-line, belong




  To music’s heart no less than these,




  I bring you my campaigns of song.




  




  A MAN’S DAUGHTER




  There is an old woman who looks each night




  Out of the wood.




  She has one tooth, that isn’t too white.




  She isn’t too good.




  She came from the north looking for me,




  About my jewel.




  Her son, she says, is tall as can be;




  But, men say, cruel.




  My girl went northward, holiday making,




  And a queer man spoke




  At the woodside once when night was breaking,




  And her heart broke.




  For ever since she has pined and pined,




  A sorry maid;




  Her fingers are slack as the wool they wind,




  Or her girdle-braid.




  So now shall I send her north to wed,




  Who here may know




  Only the little house of the dead




  To ease her woe?




  Or keep her for fear of that old woman,




  As a bird quick-eyed,




  And her tall son who is hardly human,




  At the woodside?
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