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NIGHT MAIL

This is the night mail crossing the border,
Bringing the cheque and the postal order,
Letters for the rich, letters for the poor,

The shop at the corner, and the girl next door.
Pulling up Beattock, a steady climb—

The gradient’s against her but she's on time.

Past cotton grass and moorland boulder,
Shovelling white steam over her shoulder,
Snorting noisily as she passes

Silent miles of wind-swept grasses;

Birds turn their heads as she approaches,

Stare from the bushes at her blank-faced coaches;
Sheep dogs cannot turn her course,

They slumber on with paws across,

In the farm she passes no one wakes,

But a jug in the bedroom gently shakes.

Dawn freshens; the climb is done.

Down towards Glasgow she descends

Towards the steam tugs yelping down the glade
of cranes,

Towards the fields of apparatus, the furnaces

Set on the dark plain like gigantic chessmen.

All Scotland waits for her:

In the dark glens, beside the pale-green sea lochs,

Men long for news.

Letters of thanks, letters from banks,
Letters of joy from the girl and boy,
Receipted bills and invitations

To inspect new stock or visit relations,
And applications for situations,

And timid lovers’ declarations,

And gossip, gossip from all the nations,
News circumstantial, news financial,
Letters with holiday snaps to enlarge in,
Letters with faces scrawled in the margin.

Letters from uncles, cousins and aunts,

Letters to Scotland from the south of France,
Letters of condolence to Highlands and Lowlands,
Notes from overseas to the Hebrides;

Written on paper of every hue,

The pink, the violet, the white and the blue;

The chatty, the catty, the boring, adoring,

The cold and official and the heart’s outpouring,
Clever, stupid, short and long,

The typed and the printed and the spelt all wrong.

Thousands are still asleep

Dreaming of terrifying monsters,

Or a friendly tea beside the band at Cranston’s
or Crawford's;

Asleep in working Glasgow, asleep in well-set
Edinburgh,

Asleep in Granite Aberdeen.

They continue their dreams

But shall wake soon and long for letters.

And none shall hear the postman's knock

Without a quickening of the heart,

- For who can bear to feel himself forgotten?

W. H. Auden

FATHER WILLIAM

‘You are old, Father William,' the young man said,
‘And you hair has become very white;

And yet you incessantly stand on your head—
Do you think, at your age, it is right?’

‘In my youth,” Father William replied to his son,
‘I feared it might injure the brain;

But, now that I'm perfectly sure 1 have none,
Why, I do it again and again.’

‘You are old,’ said the youth, ‘as 1 mentioned before,
And have grown most uncommonly fat;

Yet you turned a back-somersault in at the door—
Pray;, what is the reason of that?’

‘In my youth,” said the sage, as he shook his gray
locks,
‘I kept all my limbs very supple
By the use of this ointment—one shilling the box—
Allow me to sell you a couple?’

*You are old,” said the youth, ‘and your jaws are too
weak
For anything tougher than suet;
Yet you finished the goose, with the bones and the
beak—
Pray, how did you manage to do it?’

‘In my youth,’ said his father, ‘I took to the law,
And argued each case with my wife;

And the muscular strength, which it gave to my jaw,
Has lasted the rest of my life.’

‘You are old,’ said the youth, ‘one would hardly
suppose
That you eye was as steady as ever;
Yet you balanced an eel on the end of your nose—
What made you so awfully clever?’

‘I have answercd three questions, and that is enough,’
Said his father; ‘don’t give yourself airs!

Do you think I can listen all day to such stuff?
Be off, or I'll kick you downstairs!’

Lewis Carroll




TO DAFFODILS

Fair daffodils, we weep to see
You haste away so soon;
As yet the early-rising Sun
Has not attain’d his noon.
Stay, stay,
Until the hasting day
Has run
But to the cvensong;
And, having pray'd together, we
Will go with you along.

We have short time to stay, as you,
We have as short a Spring;
As quick a growth to meet decay,
As you, or anything.
We die,
As hours do, and dry
Away,
Like to the Summer’s: rain;
Or as the pearls of Morning's dew,
Ne'er to be found again. -

Robert Herrick

THE SOLITARY REAPER

Behold her, single in the field,
Yon solitary Highland Lass!
Reaping and singing by herself;
Stop here, or gently pass!

Alone she cuts and binds the grain,
And sings a melancholy strain;

O listen! for the Vale profound

Is overflowing with the sound.

No Nightingale did ever chaunt
More welcome notes to weary bands
Of travellers in some shady haunt,
Among Arabian sands:

A voice so thrilling ne'er was heard
In spring-time from the Cuckoo-bird,
Breaking the silence of the seas
Among the farthest Hebrides.

Will no one tell me what she sings?—
Perhaps the plaintive numbers flow

For old, unhappy, far-off things,

And battles long ago:

Or is it some more humble lay,
Familiar matter of to-day?

Some natural sorrow, loss, or pain,
That has been, and may be again?

Whate'er the theme, the Maiden sang
As if her song could have no ‘ending;
I saw her singing at her work,
And o'er the sickle bending;—

I listened, motionless and still;
And, as I mounted up the hill,
The music in my heart I bore,
Long after it was heard no more.

William Wordsworth

JOCK OF HAZELDEAN

‘Why weep ye by the tide, ladie?
Why weep ye by the tide?

I'll wed ye to my youngest son,
And ye sall be his bride:

And ye sall be his bride, ladie,
Sae comely to be seen'—

But aye she loot the tears down fa’'.
For Jock of Hazeldean.!

‘Now let this wilfu' grief be done,
And dry that cheek so pale;

Young Frank is chief of Errington,
And lord of Langley-dale;

His step is first in peaceful ha’,
His sword in battle keen'—

But aye she loot the tears down fa’
For Jock of Hazeldean.

‘A chain of gold ye sall not lack,
Nor braid to bind your hair;

Nor mettled hound, nor managed hawk,
Nor palfrey fresh and fair;

And you, the foremost o' them a’,
Shall ride our forest queen’'—

But aye she loot the tears down fa’
For Jock of Hazeldean.

The kirk was deck’d at morning-tide,
The tapers glimmer'd fair;

The priest and bridegroom wait the bride,
And dame and knight are there.

They sought her baith by bower and ha';
The ladie was not seen!

She's o’er the Border, and awa’
Wi’ Jock of Hazeldean.

Sir Walter Scott

The first stanza is ancient.

SAM

When Sam goes back in memory,
It is to where the sea

Breaks on the shingle, emerald-green,
In white foam, endlessly;

He says—with small brown eye on mine—
‘I used to keep awake,




And lean from my window in the moon,
Watching those billows break.

And half a million tiny hands,
And eyes, like sparks of frost,

Would dance and come tumbling into the

moon,

On every breaker tossed.

And all across from star to star,
I've seen the watery sea,

With not a single ship in sight,
Just ocean there, and me;

And heard my father snore . . . And once,
As sure as I'm alive,

Out of those wallowing, moon-flecked waves
1 saw a mermaid dive;

Head and shoulders above the wave,
Plain as I now see you,

Combing her hair, now back, now front,
Her two eyes peeping through;

Calling me, ‘Sam!'—quiet-like—'Sam!"—
But me . . . 1 never went,

Making believé I kind of thought
"Twas someone else she meant . . .

Wonderful lovely there she sat,
Singing the night away,

All in the solitudinous sea
Of that there lonely bay.

‘P'raps,” and he'd smooth his hairless mouth,
‘P'raps, if 'twere now, my son,

‘P'raps, if I heard a voice say, “Sam!” . .
Morning would find me gone.’

Walter de la Mare

THE SPLENDOUR FALLS

The splendour falls on castle walls
And snowy summits old in story:
The long light shakes across the lakes,
And the wild cataract leaps in glory.
Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying,

Blow, bugle; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying.

O hark, O hear! how thin and clear,
And thinner, clearer, farther going!
O sweet and far from cliff and scar
The horns of Elfland faintly blowing!
Blow, let us hear the purple glens replying:

Blow, bugle; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying.

O love, they die in yon rich sky,
They faint on hill or field or river:
Our echoes roll from soul to soul,
And grow for ever and for ever.
Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying,
And answer, echoes, answer, dying, dying, dying.

Lord Tennyson

OZYMANDIAS

I met a traveller from an antique land

Who said: Two vast and trunkless legs of stone
Stand in the desert . . . Near them, on the sand,
Half sunk, a shattered visage lies, whose frown,
And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold command,

_Tell that its sculptor well those passions read

Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things,
The hand that mocked them and the heart that fed:
And on the pedestal these words appear:

‘My name is Ozymandias, king of kings:

Look on my works, ye Mighty, and despair!’
Nothing beside remains. Round the decay

Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare

The lonc and level sands stretch far away.

Percy Bysshe Shelley

HOW THEY BROUGHT THE GOOD NEWS
FROM GHENT TO AIX
16—

I

I sprang to the stirrup, and Joris, and he:
I galloped, Dirck galloped, we galloped all three;
*Good speed!” cried the watch, as the gate-bolts
undrew;
“Speed!” echoed the wall to us galloping through;
Behind shut the postern, the lights sank to rest,
And into the midnight we galloped abreast.
11
Not a word to each other; we kept the great pace
Neck by neck, stride by stride, never changing our
place; “
I turned in my saddle and made its girths tight,
Then shortened each stirrup, and set the pique right,
Rebuckled the cheek-strap, chained slacker the bit,
Nor galloped less steadily Roland a whit.

'Twas moonset at starting; but.while we drew near

Lokeren, the cocks crew and twilight dawned clear;

At Boom, a great yellow star -came out to see;

At Diiffeld, 'twas morning as plain as could be;

And from Mecheln church-steeple we heard the half-
chime,

So Joris broke silence with, “Yet there is time!”

v

At Aerschot, up leaped of a sudden the sun,

And against him the cattle stood black every one,
To stare thro’ the mist at us galloping past,

And I saw my stout galloper Roland at last,

With resolute shoulders, each butting away

The haze, as some bluff river headland its spray.
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And his low head and crest, just one sharp ear bent
back

For my voice, and the other pricked out on his track;

And one eye's black intelligence,—ever that glance

O'er its white edge at me, his own master, askance!

And the thick heavy spume-flakes which aye and
anon

His fierce lips shook upwards in galloping on.

\%!

By Hasselt, Dirck groaned; and cried Joris, “Stay
spur!

Your Roos galloped bravely, the fault's not in her,

We'll remember at Aix"—for one heard the quick

wheeze »
Of her chest, saw the stretched neck and staggering

knees,
And sunk tail, and horrible heave of the flank,
As down on her haunches she shuddered and sank.

VII

So we were left galloping, Joris and I,

Past Looz and past Tongres, no cloud in the sky;

The broad sun above laughed a pitiless laugh,

'Neath our feet broke the brittle bright stubble like
chaff;

Till over by Dalhem a dome-spire sprang white,

And “Gallop,” gasped Joris, “for Aix is in sight!”

VIl

“How they'll greet us!"—and all in a moment his
roan

Rolled neck and croup over, lay dead as a stone;

And there was my Roland to bear the whole weight

Of the news which alone could save Aix from her
fate,

With his nostrils like pits full of blood to the brim,

And with circles of red for his eye-sockets’ rim.

‘IX
Then 1 cast loose my buffcoat, each holster let fall,
Shook off both my jack-boots, let g0 belt and all,
Stood up in the stirrup, leaned, patted his ear,
Called my Roland his pet-name, my horse without
peer;
Clapped my hands, laughed and sang, any noise, bad
or good,
Till at length into Aix Roland galloped and stood.

X

And all I remember is, friends flocking round

As 1 sate with his -head ’twixt my knees on the ground,
And no voice but was praising this Roland of mine,
As I poured down his throat our last measure of wine,
Which (the burgesses voted by common consent)

Was no more than his due who brought good news
from Ghent.
Robert Browning

MATILDA

WHO 10LD LIES, AND WAS BURNED 10 DEATH

Matilda™told_such Dreadful Lies.

It made one Gasp and Stretch one's Eyes;
Her Aunt, who, from her Earliest Youth,
Had kept a Strict Regard for Truth,
Attempted to Believe Matilda:

The effort very nearly killed her,

And would have done so, had not She
Discovered this Infirmity.

For once, towards the Close of Day,
Matilda, growing tired of play,

And finding she was left alone,

Went tiptoe to the Telephone

And summoned the Immediate Aid

Of London’s Noble Fire-Brigade.

Within an hour the Gallant Band

Were pouring in on every hand;

From Putney, Hackney Downs, and Bow
With Courage high and Hearts a-glow,
They galloped, roaring through the Town,
‘Matilda’s House is Burning Down!’

Inspired by British Cheers and Loud
Proceeding from the Frenzied Crowd,
They ran their ladders through a score
Of windows on the Ball Room Floor;
And took Peculiar Pains to Souse
The Pictures up and down the House,
Until Matilda’s Aunt succeeded

In showing them they were not needed;
And even then she had to pay

To get the Men to go away!

It happened that a few Weeks later
Her Aunt was off to the Theatre

To see that Interesting Play

The Second Mrs. Tanqueray.

She had refused to take her Niece

To hear this entertaining Piece:

A Deprivation Just and Wise

To Punish her for Telling Lies.

That Night a Fire did break out—
You should have heard Matilda Shout!
You should have heard her Scream and Bawl,
And throw the window up and call

To People passing in the Street—

(The rapidly increasing Heat
Encouraging her to obtain

Their confidence)—but all in vain!

For every time She shouted ‘Fire!”
They only answered ‘Little Liar!®




And therefore when her Aunt returned,
Matilda, and the House, were Burned.

Hiluire Belloc
FOREFATHERS

Herc they went with smock and crook,

Toiled in the sun, Ivlled in the shade,
Here they mudded out the brook

And here their hatchet cleared the glade:
Harvest-supper woke their wit,
Huntsman’s moon their wooings lit.
From this church they led their -brides,

From this church themselves were led
Shoulder-high; on these waysides

Sat to take their beer and bread.
Names are gone—what men they were
These their cottages declare.

Names are vanished, save the few
In the old brown Bible scrawled;
These were men of pith and thew,
Whom the city never called;
Scarce could read or hold a quill,
Built the barn, the forge, the mill.

On the green they watched their sons
Playing till too dark to see,

As their fathers watched them once,
As my father once watched me;

While the bat and beetle flew

On the warm air webbed with dew.

Unrecorded, unrenowned,

Men from whom my ways begin,
Here 1 know you by your ground
But | know you not within—

There is silence. there survives
Not a moment of your lives.
Like the bee that now is blown
Honey-heavy on my hand,
From his toppling tansy-throne
In the green tempestuous land—
I'm in clover now, nor know
Who made honey long ago.

Edmund Blunden

‘THE GENERAL ELLIOT’

He fell in victory's fierce pursuit,
Holed through and through with shot;

A sabre sweep had hacked him deep
‘Twixt neck and shoulder-knot.

The potman cannot well recall,
The ostler never knew,

Whether that day was Malplaquet,
The Boyne, or Waterloo.

But there he hangs, a tavern sign,
With foolish bold regard

For cock and hen and loitering men
And wagons down the yard.

Raised high above the haysced world
He smokes his china pipe;

“ And now surveys the orchard ways,
The damsons clustering ripe—

Starcs at the churchyard slabs beyond,
Where country neighbours lie:

Their brief renown set lowly down,
But his invades the sky.

He grips a tankard of brown ale
That spills a generous foam:

Often he drinks, they say, and winks
Al drunk men lurching home.

No upstart hero may usurp
That honoured swinging seat;

His seasons pass with pipe and glass
Until the tale’s complete—

And paint shall keep his buttons bright
Though all the world's forgot

Whether he died for England's pride
By battle or by pot.

Robert Graves

ORPHEUS WITH HIS LUTE

Orpheus with his lute made trees.

And the mountain-tops that freeze,
Bow themselves when he did sing.

To his music plants and flowers

Ever sprung, as sun and showers
There had made a lasting spring.

Everything that heard him play,
Even the billows of the sea,
Hung their heads, and then lay by.
In sweet music is such art,
Killing care and grief of heart
Fall asleep, or hearing die.

John Fletcher

ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL

A Friend of mine was married to a scold,
To me he came, and all his troubles told.
Said he, ‘She’s like a woman raving mad.’
‘Alas! my friend,’ said I, ‘that’s very bad!’
‘No, not so bad,’ said he; ‘for, with her, true
I had both house and land, and money too.'




‘That was well," said I;

‘No, not so well,’ said he;

‘For 1 and her own brother

Went to law with one another;

I was cast, the suit was lost,
And every penny went to pay the cost.'

‘That was bad,” said I;

‘No, not so bad,” said he:
‘For we agreed that he the house should keep,
And give to me four score of Yorkshire sheep
All fat, and fair, and fine, they were to be.’

*Well, then,’ said I, ‘sure that was well for thee?’

‘No, not so well,” said he;

‘For, when the sheep I got,

They every one died of the rot.’

‘That was bad,” said I;

‘No, not so bad,” said he;

‘For 1 had thought to scrape the fat

And keep it in an oaken vat;
Then into tallow melt for winter store.’
‘Well, then,’ said I, ‘that’s better than before?’

‘'Twas not so well,” said he;

‘For havirig got a clumsy fellow

To scrape the fat and melt the tallow;
Into the melting fat the fire catches,

And, like brimstone matches,

Burnt my house to ashes.’

‘That was bad,’ said I;
‘No! not so bad,’ said he; ‘for, what is best,
Myv scolding wife has gone among the rest.’

Anon.

THE LADY OF SHALOTT
Part L.

On cither side the river lie
Long fields of barley and of rye,
That clothe the wold and meet the sky;
And thro’ the field the road runs by
To many-tower'd Camelot;
And up and down the people go,
Gazing where the lilies blow
Round an island there below,
The island of Shalott.

Willows whiten, aspens quiver,
Little breezes dusk and shiver
Thro' the wave that runs for ever
By the island in the river
Flowing down to Camelot.
Four gray walls and four gray towers,
Overlook a space of flowers,
And the silent isle imbowers
The Lady of Shalott.
By the margin, willow-veil'd,
Slide the heavy barges trail'd

By slow horses; and unhail'd
The shallop flitteth silken-sail'd
Skimming down to Camelot:
But who hath seen her wave her hand?
Or at the casement seen her stand?
Or is she known in all the land,
The Lady of Shalott?

Only reapers, reaping “early
In among the bearded -barley,
Hear a song that echoes cheerly
From the river winding clearly,
Down to tower'd Camelot:
And by the moon the reaper weary.
Piling sheaves in uplands airy,
Listening, whispers * 'Tis the fairy
Lady of Shalott.’

Part IL

There she weaves by night and day
A magic web with colours gay.
She has heard a whisper say,
A curse is on her if she stay
To look down to Camelot.
She knows not what the curse may be.
And so she weaveth steadily,
And little other care hath she,
The Lady of Shalott.

And moving thro' a mirror clear
That hangs before her all the year,
Shadows of the world appear.
‘There she sees the highway near
Winding down to Camelot:

There the river eddy whirls,

And there the surly village-churls,

And the red cloaks of market girls,
Pass onward from Shalott.

Sometimes a troop of damsels glad,
An abbot on an ambling pad,
Sometimes a curly shepherd-lad,
Or long-hair'd page in crimson clad,
Goes by to tower'd Camelot;
And sometimes thro’ the mirror bipe
The knights come riding two and two:
She hath no loyal knight and true,
The Lady of Shalott.

But in her web she still delights

To weave the mirror's magic sights,

For often thro’ the silent nights

A funeral, with plumes and lights
And music, went to Camelot:

Or when the moon was overhead,

Came two young lovers lately wed;

‘I am half sick of shadows,’ said
The Lady of Shalott.




Part 111.
A bow-shot from her bower-eaves,
He rode between the barley-sheaves,
The sun came dazzling thro’ the leaves,
And flamed upon the brazen greaves
Of bold Sir Lancelot.
A red-cross knight for ever kneel'd
To a lady in his shield,
That sparkled on the yellow field,
Beside remote Shalott.

The gemmy bridle glitter'd free,
Like to some branch of stars we see
Hung in the golden Galaxy.
The bridle bells rang merrily
As he rode down to Camelot:
And from his blazon'd baldric slung
A mighty silver bugle hung,
And as he rode his armour rung,
Beside remote Shalott. #

All in the blue unclouded weather

Thick-jewell’'d shone the saddle-leather,

The helmet and the helmet-feather

Burn'd like one burning flame together,
As he rode down to Camelot.

As often thro' the purple night,

Below the starry clusters bright,

Some bearded meteor, trailing light,
Moves over still Shalott.

His broad clear brow in sunlight glow'd;
On burnish’d hooves his war-horse trode;
From underneath his helmet flow'd
His coal-black curls as on-he rode,

As he rode down to Camelot.
From the bank and from the river

He flash'd into the crystal mirror,
‘Tirra lirra,” by the river
Sang Sir Lancelot.

She left the web, she left the loom.

She made three paces thro _the room.

She saw the water-lily bloom, 2

She saw the helmet and the plume. g
She look’d down to Camelot.

Out flew the web and floated wide;

The mirror crack’d from side to side;

‘The curse is come upon me,’ cried
The Lady of Shalott.

Part 1V.

In the stormy east-wind straining,
The pale yellow woods were waning,
The broad stream in his banks complaining,
Heavily the low sky raining,

Over tower'd Camelot;
Down she came and found a boat
Beneath a willow left afloat,
And round about the prow she wrote

The Lady of Shalou.

And down the river's dim expanse
I k¢ some bold seér in a trance,

Seeing all his own mischance—
With a glassy countenance
Did she look to Camelot.
And at the closing of the day
She loosed the chain, and down she lay;
The broad stream bore her far away,
The Lady of Shalott.

Lying, robed in snowy white
That loosely flew to left and right—
The leaves upon her falling light—

Thro® the noises of the night
She floated down to Camelot:
And as the boat-head wound along
The willowy hills and fields among.
They heard her singing her last song,
The Lady of Shalott.

Heard a carol, mourntul, holy,
Chanted loudly, chanted lowly,
Till her blood was frozen slowly,
And her eyes were darken'd wholly,
Turn'd to tower'd Camelot.
For ere she reach'd upon the tide
The first house by the water-side,
Singing in her song she died,
The Lady of Shalott.
Under tower and balcony,
By garden-wall and gallery,
A gleaming shape she floated hy,
Dead-pale between the houses high,
Silent into Camelot,
Out upon the wharfs they came,
Knight and burgher, lord and dame,
And round the prow they read her name,
The Lady of Shalott.

Who is this? and what is here?

And in the lighted palace near

Died the sound of royal cheer;

And . they cross’d themselves for. fear,
All the knights at Camelot:

But Lancelot mused a little space;

He said, ‘She has a lovely face;

God in his mercy lend her grace,
The Lady of Shalott,

Lord Tennyson
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