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I NEVER SAW THAT LAND BEFORE


I NEVER saw that land before,


And now can never see it again;


Yet, as if by acquaintance hoar


Endeared, by gladness and by pain,


Great was the affection that I bore




To the valley and the river small,


The cattle, the grass, the bare ash trees,


The chickens from the farmsteads, all


Elm-hidden, and the tributaries


Descending at equal interval;




The blackthorns down along the brook


With wounds yellow as crocuses


Where yesterday the labourer's hook


Had sliced them cleanly; and the breeze


That hinted all and nothing spoke.




I neither expected anything


Nor yet remembered: but some goal


I touched then; and if I could sing


What would not even whisper my soul


As I went on my journeying,




I should use, as the trees and birds did,


A language not to be betrayed;


And what was hid should still be hid


Excepting from those like me made


Who answer when such whispers bid.




THE DARK FOREST


DARK is the forest and deep, and overhead


Hang stars like seeds of light


In vain, though not since they were sown was bred


Anything more bright.




And evermore mighty multitudes ride


About, nor enter in;


Of the other multitudes that dwell inside


Never yet was one seen.




The forest foxglove is purple, the marguerite


Outside is gold and white,


Nor can those that pluck either blossom greet


The others, day or night.




CELANDINE


THINKING of her had saddened me at first,


Until I saw the sun on the celandines lie


Redoubled, and she stood up like a flame,


A living thing, not what before I nursed,


The shadow I was growing to love almost,


The phantom, not the creature with bright eye


That I had thought never to see, once lost.




She found the celandines of February


Always before us all. Her nature and name


Were like those flowers, and now immediately


For a short swift eternity back she came,


Beautiful, happy, simply as when she wore


Her brightest bloom among the winter hues


Of all the world; and I was happy too,


Seeing the blossoms and the maiden who


Had seen them with me Februarys before,


Bending to them as in and out she trod


And laughed, with locks sweeping the mossy sod.




But this was a dream: the flowers were not true,


Until I stooped to pluck from the grass there


One of five petals and I smelt the juice


Which made me sigh, remembering she was no more,


Gone like a never perfectly recalled air.




THE ASH GROVE


HALF of the grove stood dead, and those that yet


   lived made


Little more than the dead ones made of shade.


If they led to a house, long before they had seen


   its fall:


But they welcomed me; I was glad without cause


   and delayed.




Scarce a hundred paces under the trees was the
   Interval—
Paces each sweeter than sweetest miles—but
   nothing at all,
Not even the spirits of memory and fear with
   restless wing,
Could climb down in to molest me over the wall


That I passed through at either end without


   noticing.


And now an ash grove far from those hills can bring


The same tranquillity in which I wander a ghost


With a ghostly gladness, as if I heard a girl sing




The song of the Ash Grove soft as love uncrossed,


And then in a crowd or in distance it were lost,


But the moment unveiled something unwilling


   to die


And I had what most I desired, without search or


   desert or cost.




OLD MAN


OLD Man, or Lad's-love,—in the name there's


   nothing


To one that knows not Lad's-love, or Old Man,


The hoar-green feathery herb, almost a tree,


Growing with rosemary and lavender.


Even to one that knows it well, the names


Half decorate, half perplex, the thing it is:


At least, what that is clings not to the names


In spite of time. And yet I like the names.




The herb itself I like not, but for certain


I love it, as some day the child will love it


Who plucks a feather from the door-side bush


Whenever she goes in or out of the house.


Often she waits there, snipping the tips and


   shrivelling


The shreds at last on to the path, perhaps


Thinking, perhaps of nothing, till she sniffs


Her fingers and runs off. The bush is still


But half as tall as she, though it is as old;


So well she clips it. Not a word she says;


And I can only wonder how much hereafter


She will remember, with that bitter scent,


Of garden rows, and ancient damson-trees


Topping a hedge, a bent path to a door,


A low thick bush beside the door, and me


Forbidding her to pick.




                      As for myself,


Where first I met the bitter scent is lost.


I, too, often shrivel the grey shreds,


Sniff them and think and sniff again and try


Once more to think what it is I am remembering,


Always in vain. I cannot like the scent,


Yet I would rather give up others more sweet,


With no meaning, than this bitter one.




I have mislaid the key. I sniff the spray


And think of nothing; I see and I hear nothing;


Yet seem, too, to be listening, lying in wait


For what I should, yet never can, remember:


No garden appears, no path, no hoar-green bush


Of Lad's-love, or Old Man, no child beside,


Neither father nor mother, nor any playmate;


Only an avenue, dark, nameless, without end.




THE THRUSH


WHEN Winter's ahead,


What can you read in November


That you read in April


When Winter's dead?




I hear the thrush, and I see


Him alone at the end of the lane


Near the bare poplar's tip,


Singing continuously.




Is it more that you know


Than that, even as in April,


So in November,


Winter is gone that must go?




Or is all your lore


Not to call November November,


And April April,


And Winter Winter—no more?




But I know the months all,


And their sweet names, April,


May and June and October,


As you call and call




I must remember


What died into April


And consider what will be born


Of a fair November;




And April I love for what


It was born of, and November


For what it will die in,


What they are and what they are not,




While you love what is kind,


What you can sing in


And love and forget in


All that's ahead and behind.




I BUILT MYSELF A HOUSE OF GLASS.


I BUILT myself a house of glass:


It took me years to make it:


And I was proud. But now, alas,


Would God someone would break it.


But it looks too magnificent.


No neighbour casts a stone


From where he dwells, in tenement


Or palace of glass, alone.




FEBRUARY AFTERNOON


MEN heard this roar of parleying starlings, saw,


  A thousand years ago even as now,


  Black rooks with white gulls following the plough


So that the first are last until a caw


Commands that last are first again,—a law


  Which was of old when one, like me, dreamed


    how


  A thousand years might dust lie on his brow


Yet thus would birds do between hedge and shaw.




Time swims before me, making as a day


  A thousand years, while the broad ploughland


    oak


  Roars mill-like and men strike and bear the


    stroke


    Of war as ever, audacious or resigned,


And God still sits aloft in the array


  That we have wrought him, stone-deaf and


    stone-blind.




DIGGING


WHAT matter makes my spade for tears or mirth,


Letting down two clay pipes into the earth?


The one I smoked, the other a soldier


Of Blenheim, Ramillies, and Malplaquet


Perhaps. The dead man's immortality


Lies represented lightly with my own,


A yard or two nearer the living air


Than bones of ancients who, amazed to see


Almighty God erect the mastodon,


Once laughed, or wept, in this same light of day.



