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The Valley of Silence
By Fiona Macleod

In the secret Valley of Silence
No breath doth fall;

No wind stirs in the branches;
No bird doth call;
As on a white wall
A breathless lizard is still,
So silence lies on the valley

Breathlessly still.

In the dusk-grown heart of the valley
An altar rises white:
No rapt priest bends in awe
Before its silent light:
But sometimes a flight
Of breathless words of prayer
White-wing’d enclose the altar,
Eddies of prayer.
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The Dying Swan
By T. Sturge Moore

O silver-throated Swan

Struck,‘ struck | A golden dart
Clear through thy breast has gone
Home to thy heart.

Thrill, thrill, O silver throat |

O silver trumpet, pour

Love for defiance back

On him' who smote |

And brim, brim o’er

With love; and ruby-dye thy thrack
Down thy last living reach

Of river, sail the golden light——

Enter the sun’s heart even teach

— 28 —



[Hmoal SR 23 8

O wonderous-gifted Pain, teach Thou
The God of love, let him learn how |
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The Shell
/ By James Stephens

And then I pressed the shell
Close to my ear
And listened well,
And straightway like a bell
Came low and clear
The slow, sad murmur of the distant seas,

Whipped by an icy breeze
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Upon a shore

Wind-swept and desolate.

It was a sunless strand that never bore
The footprint of a man,

Nor felt the weight

Since time began

Of any human quality or stir

Save what the dreary winds and waves incur.
And in the hush of waters was the sound
Of pebbles rolling round,

For ever rolling with a hollow sound.

And bubbling seaweeds as the waters go
Swish to and fro

Their long, cold tentacles of slimy grey.
There was no day,

Nor ever came a night

Setting the stars alight

To wonder at the moon;

Was twilight only and the frightened croon,
Smitten to whimpers, of the dreary wind.
And waves that jonrneyed blind——

And then I loosed my ear...... O, it was sweet

To hear a cart go jolting down the street. -
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Blue Stars and Gold

By James Stephens

‘While walking through the trams and cars
I chanced to look up at the sky,

And saw that it was full of stars |

So starry-sown | A man could not,
With any care, have stuck a pin

Through any single vacant spot.

And some were shining furiously;
And some were big and some were small;

But all were beautiful to see.

Blue stars and gold | A sky of grey |
The air between a velvet pall |

I could not take any eyes away |

And there I sang this little psalm
Most awkwardly | Because I was

Standing between a car and tram !
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- The Moon
By W.H. Davies
Thy beauty haunts me heart and soul,
Oh thou fair moon, so close and bright;
Thy beauty makes me like the child,
That cries aloud to own thy light:
The little child that lifts each arm,

To Press thee to her bosom warm.

Though there are birds that sing this night
With thy white beams across their throats,
Let my deep silence speak for me

More than for them their sweetest notes:
Who worships thee till music fails,

" Is greater than thy nightingales.
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Leisure
By W.H. Davies
What is this life if, full of care,

We have no time to stand and stare.

No time to stand beneath the boughs

And stare as long as sheep or cows.

No time to see, when woods we pass,

Where squirrels hide their nuts in grass,

No time to see, in broad daylight,

Streams full of stars, like skies at night.

No time to turn at Beauty’s glance,

And watch her feet how they can dance.

No time to wait till her mouth can

Enrich that smile her eyes began.

A poor life this if, full of care,

We have no time to stand and stare.

— 34 —



[HmOA] G 23 R

Prf
CONERMIES S, b LERORS T,
3o BB i,

KD T - T

FELFORIP 5 < Y Bod Bl 1L,

B BEE BN, ) AREPI
DL BHENTOE ABER I,

HER, WEORRI
B oiiE Ro8 i,

EADERTLRIRMANT, TORTEHRT,
e B EsnkEd 5B T,

ORI AT D DHENR
20ond LhenbiEE OB I,

o E BIALTHS, b LERORE T,
BACERD BB E,

Truly Great
By W.H. Davies

My walls outside must have some flowers,
My walls within must have some books;
A house that’s small; a garden large,

And in it leafy nooks:

A little gold that’s sure each week;

That comes not from my living kind,
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But from a dead man in his grave,

Who cannot change his mind:

A lovely wife, and gentle too;
Contented that no eyes but mine
Can see her many charms, nor voice

To call her beauty fine:

Where she would in that stone cage live,
A self-made prisoner with me;
While many a wild bird sang around,

On gate, on bush, on tree:

And she sometimes to answer -them,
In her far sweeter voice than all;
Till birds, that loved to look on leaves,

‘Will dote on a stone wall.

With this small house, this garden large,
This little gold, this lovely mate,
With health in body, peace at heart

Show me a man more Great.
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Early Spring

By W.H. Davies

How sweet this morning air in spring,

When tender is the grass and wet |

I see some little leaves have not

Outgrown their curly childhood -yet |

And cows no longer hurry home,

However sweet a voice cries ‘“Come’’.

Here, with green Nature all around,
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While that fine bird the skylark sings;
Who now in such a passion is,

He flies by it, and not his wings;
And many a blackbird, thrush, and sparrow

Sing sweeter songs that I may borrow.

These watery swamps and thickets wild

Called nature’s slums——to me are more
Than any courts wsere fountains play,

And men-at-arms guard every door;
For I could sit down here alone,

And count the oak-trees one by one.
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The Truth
By W.H. Davies

Since I have seen a bird one day,

His head pecked more than half away;
That hopped about, with but one eye,
Ready to fight again, and die......
Ofitimes’ since then their private lives

Have spoilt that joy their music gives.

So, when I see this robin now,

Like a red apple on the bough,

And question why he sings so strong,
For love, or for the love of song;

Or sings, maybe, for that sweet rill

Whose silver tongue is never still.......

Ah, now there comes this thought unkind,
Born of the knowledge in my mind:

He sings in triumph that last night

He killed his father in a fight;

And now he’ll take his mother’s blood......
The last sfrong rival for his food.
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The Example

By W.H. Davies

Here’s an example from
A Butterfly;

That on a rough, hard rock

Happy can lie;

Friendless and all alone

On this unsweetened stone.

Now let my bed be hard,

No care take I;
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I’ll make my joy like this

Small Butterfly;
Whose happy heart has power

To make a stone a flower.
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Sea-Fever
By John Masefield
I must down to the seas again, to the lonely sea and the sky,
And all T ask is a tall ship and a star to steer her by,
And the wheel’s kick and the wind’s song and the white sails shaking,

And a grey mist on the sea’s face and a grey dawn breaking.

I must down to the seas again, for the call of the running tide

Is a wild call and a clear call that may not be denied;

And all T ask is a windy day with the white clouds flying,

And the flung spray and the blown spume, and the sea-gulls crying.
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I must down to the seas again to the vagrant gypsy life,

To the gull’s way and the whale’s way where the wind’s like a whetted
knife;

And all T ask is a merry yarn from a laughing fellow-rover,

And quiet sleep and a sweet dream when the long trick’s over.
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Beauty
By John Masefield

I have seen dawn and sunset on moors and windy hills

Coming in solemn beauty like slow old tunes of Spain;

I have seen the lady April bringing the daffodils,

Bringing the springing grass and the soft warm April rain.

I have heart the song of the blossoms ‘and the old chant of the sea,
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And seen strange lands from under the arched white sails of ships;
But the loveliest things of beauty God ever has showed to me

Are her voice, and her hair, and eyes, and the dear red curve of her lips.
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Twilight
By John Masefield

Twilight it is, and the far woods are dim, and the rooks cry and call.
Down in the valley, the lamps, and the mist, and a star over all,
There by the rick, where they thresh, is the drone at an end,
Twilight it is, and I travel the road with my friend.

I think of the friends who are dead, who were dear long ago in the past,
Beautiful friends who are dead, though I know that death cannot last;
Friends with the beautiful eyes that the dust has defiled,

Beautiful souls who were gentle when I was a child.

— 43 —



[HROA] SR 23 /&

W%

SurkEith, B0 EEIMCT, BHEREE Lo,
%Oﬁ'ﬁaﬁlk’;ﬁ, Eﬁj@k% L, LT RTOLE—2DE,
FC BN, ANAHETBLECA, SALESEROE S
EHz Iz,

BRI TR, B K L KICHETT <,

PRIIES, BETAREREb%, % OB LAER LY,
FECTEHE, BLEREDY, FBIELTELMNE,
SRBTERL, ELEEFLLEEDLE,

bhghn o LK, Lieanind L, ELEE,

Truth
By John Masefield

Masn with his burning soul
Has but an hour of breath
To build a ship of truth
In which his soul may sail
Sail on the sea of death,
For death takes toll

Of beauty, courage, youth,
Of all but truth.

Life’s city ways are dark,
Men mutter by; the wells
Of the great waters moan.

O death] O seal O tide]
The waters moan like bells;
No light, no mark

The soul goes out alone

On seas unknown.
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Stripped of all purple robes,
Stripped of all golden lies;
I will not be afraid,

Truth will preserve through death.

Perhaps the stars will rise
The stars like globes;
The ship my striving made
May see night fade.
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The Lake Isle of Innisfree
By W.B. Yeats

I will arise and go now, and go to Innisfree,

And a small cabin build there, of clay and wattles made:
Nine bean rows will I have there, a hive for the honey bee,

And live alone in the bee-loud glade.

And I shall have some peace there, for peace comes dropping slow,
Dropping from the veils of the morning to where the cricket sings;
There midnight’s all a glimmer, and noon a purple glow,

And evening full of the linnet’s wings.

I will arise and go now, for always night and day
I hear lake water lapping with low sounds by the shore;
While I stand on the roadway, or on the pavements grey,

I hear it in the deep heart’s core.
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The Falling of the Leaves

By Yeats
I

Autumn is over the long leaves that loves us.
And over the mice in the barley sheaves;
Yellow the leaves of the rowan above us,

And yellow the wet wild-strawberry leaves.

I

The hour of the waning of love has beset us,
And weary and worn are our sad soul now;
Let us part, ere-the season of passion forget us,

With a kiss and a tear on thy drooping brow.
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Requiescat
By Oscar Wilde

Tread lightly, she is near
Under the snow,
Spesk gently, she can hear

The daisies grow.

All her bright golden hair
Tarnished with rust

She that was young and fair
Fallen to dust.

Lily-like, white as snow,
She hardly knew
She was a wdman, so

Sweetly she grew.

Coffin-board, heavy stone,
Lie on her breast;
I vex my heart alone,

She is at rest.

Peace, peace; she cannot hear
Lyric or sonnet;

All my life’s buried here,
Heap earth upon it.
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The old Woman
By Joseph Campbell

As a white candle
In a holy place,
So is the beauty,
Of an aged face.

As the spent radiance
Of the winter sun,
So is a woman

‘With her travail done.

Her brood gone from her,
And her thoughts as still s
As the waters

Under a ruined mill,
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Time Passes

By De la Mare

There was nought in the Valley
But a Tower of Ivory,

Its base enwreathed with red
Flowers that at evening
Caught the sun’s crimson

As to Ocean low he sped.

Lucent and lovely

It stood in the morning
Under a trackless hill;

With snows eternal

Muffling it summit,

And silence ineffable.

Sighing of solitude

Winds from the cold heights
Haunted its yellowing stone;

At noon its shadow

Stretched athwart cedars

Whence every bird was flown.

Its stair was broken,
Its starlit walls were
Fretied; its flowers shone
Wide at the portal,
Full-blown and fading,

Their last faint fragrance gone.

And on high in its lantern
A shape of the living
Watched o’er a shoreless sea,

From a Towder rotting
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With age and weakness,

Once lovely as ivory.
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Evening
By De la Mare

When twilight darkens, and one by one,
The sweet birds to their nests have gone;
When to green banks the glowworms bring
Pale lamps to brighten evening;

Then stirs in his thick sleep the owl
Through the dewy air to prowl.

Hawking the meadows swiftly he flits,
While the small mouse atrembling sits
With tiny eye of fear upcast

Until his brooding shape be past,
Hiding her where the moonbeans beat,

Casting black shadows in the wheat;

Now all is still: the field-man is
Lapped deep in slumbering silentness.
Not a leaf stirs, but clouds on high
Pass in dim flocks across the sky,
Puffed by a breeze too light to move
Aught but these wakeful sheep above.
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O what an arch of light now spans
These fields by night no longer Man’s |
Their ancient Master is abroad,
Walking beneath the moonlight cold:
His presence is the stillness, He

Fills earth with wonder and mystery.
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The Stranger

By De le Mare

In the woods as I did walk,

Dappled with the moon’s beam,
I did with a Stranger talk,

And his name was Dream.
Spurred his heel, dark- his cloak,

Shady-wide his bonnet’s brim;
His horse beneath a silvery oak

Grazed as 1 talked with him,
Softly his breast-brooch burned and shone;

Hill and deep were in his eyes;
One of his hands held mine, and one

The fruit that makes men wise.
Wondrously strange was earth to see,

Flowers white as milk did gleé.m;
Spread to Heaven the Assyrian Tree,

Over my head with Dream.
Dews were still betwixt us twain;

Stars a trembling beauty shed;
Yet—not a whisper comes agian

Of the words he said.
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The Horseman

By De la Mare

I heard a horseman
Ride over the hill;
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The moon shone clear,
The night was still;

His helm was silver,
And pale was he;

And the horse he rode

was of ivory.
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Some One
By De la Mare

Some one came knocking

At my wee, small door;
Some one came knocking,

I'm sure-sure-sure;
I listened, I opened,

I looked to left and right
But nought there was a-stirring

In the still dark night;
Only the busy beetle
- Tap-tapping in the wall,
Only from the forest

The screech-owl’s call,
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Only the cricket whistling
While the dewdrops fall.
So I know not who came knocking,

At all, at all, at all.
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