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A bird flew tangent-wise to the open window
After the band has gone

After the sirens sound

After the spools of talk are each unravelled
A girl there was in a far city

All Nature’s agents image war to me

All this shall pass

All through that year, he, almost still a boy
And when lord Death with all his gear

A secret map is all that others see

As I was walking in the Park

Away the horde rode, in a storm of hail
Because the world is falling and there comes no answer
Bury them deeper, deeper

Calamity has befallen our house

Casually as a crane dips over the water
Clusters of spongy clouds quietly

Come! let us dance

Death is not in dying

Do not ask for impossible gifts

Draw-to the curtains then, and let it rain
Faint now behind the secret eyes of these
Forget the dead, this time

Friend, whose unnatural early death

From Cornwall to the Hebrides

From one shaft at Cleator Moor

Gone is the spring

Here a hand lay

He stopped—Hhit!

His was the coward’s, not the hero’s stance
Hugging the ground by the lilac tree
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