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I Bm now his prei.illan, under l1is grin-wen? 

Is it, OCl ~s it, tnat ~ 've nis silver of tongu6· 

And his quickness, his fleet spare feet, 

TL1at no longer am I of your own cloud, 

No longer. your' 80n,' y OLlr miniorit"s moon, 

Your darling, your quaint flesh of yield, 

Your platter, your please,]?, no 10n8er yOLU~ game 

But the game of grin-men, grimec ing? 

Gods, gods: do not leave me fleet, 

Not· flee so the .cloud witl1 such feet 

As mine with grin-men heeled was m&de of! 

Come bacle, back. In the chasm disappear not, 

You Wi'lO c;'1re gone, with greenery, 

And me her's, with r&iillery. 













































THE FA.LL. 

It seemed I mad already fallen 
Down from the high sea-wall 
To where the water quietly purred: 
It seemed I hsd seen my shrieking frame 
Dive, swiftly turning, coat aflap, 
Arms cleaving outwards for a hold, 
Till the sea splashed 
Golden under my fall 
A nd a 11 wa s the n q u1 e t I 

A matter of ripple again. 

In every twitch, wild cry and turn 
It seemed I bad seen some joy 
The sea would let make enter 
Ana close for ever: 
Some incredible flower or face 
It was easy to grasp, 
Or untried stores of mind and earth 
Where my hand had dipped. 
It seemed that never were sun. sky, skin, 
Matters of a ripple, purring, t&lfied. 

I turned from the high sea-wall 
To wbere the sheep stirred 
On the pa.rkla nd behind: 
Came with stealth upon them 
And asked their vague stare 
How their world fared within. 
But they also turned 
And jogged away in momentar~ fear. 
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