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EDWARD THOMAS

Born 1878; educated St. Paul’s School, and Lincoln
College, Oxford; reviewer and essayist; served with the
Artists Rifles; and killed in action in France, April, 1917.

Thanks are due to Mrs. Edward Thomas and Messrs.
Selwyn and Blount, Ltd., for sanctioning this long-desired
selection. In the many suggestions for this series that
have reached the editor and publishers, no name has been
more often mentioned than that of Edward Thomas;
poets, especially, have asked for the inclusion of a man so
much liked personally, and whose verse is so admired for
its individual quality.
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The Trumpet

ISE up, rise up,
And, as the trumpet blowing
Chases the dreams of men,
As the dawn glowing
The stars that left unlit
The land and water,
Rise up and scatter
The dew that covers
The print of last night’s lovers—
Scatter it, scatter it!

While you are listening

To the clear horn,

Forget, men, everything

On this earth newborn,
Except that it is lovelier
Than any mysteries.

Open your eyes to the air
That has washed the eyes of the stars
Through all the dewy night:
Up with the light,

To the old wars;

Arise, arise!

Thaw

VER the land freckled with snow half-thawed

The speculating rooks at their nests cawed
And saw from elm-tops, delicate as flower of grass,
What we below could not see, Winter pass.
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The Manor Farm

HE rock-like mud unfroze a little and rills
Ran and sparkled down each side of the road
Under the catkins wagging in the hedge.
But earth would have her sleep out, spite of the sun;
Nor did I value that thin gilding beam
More than a pretty February thing
Till I came down to the old Manor Farm,
And church and yew-tree opposite, in age
Its equals and in size. The church and yew
And farmhouse slept in a Sunday silentness.
The air raised not a straw. The steep farm roof,
With tiles duskily glowing, entertained
The mid-day sun; and up and down the roof
White pigeons nestled. There was no sound but one.
Three cart-horses were looking over a gate
Drowsily through their forelocks, swishing their tails

Against a fly, a solitary fly.

The Winter’s cheek flushed as if he had drained
Spring, Summer, and Autumn at a draught

And smiled quietly. But ’twas not Winter—
Rather a season of bliss unchangeable

Awakened from farm and church where it had lain
Safe under tile and thatch for ages since

This England, Old already, was called Merry.




Swedes

THEY have taken the gable from the roof of clay
On the long swede pile. They have let in the sun
To the white and gold and purple of curled fronds
Unsunned. It is a sight more tender-gorgeous

At the wood-corner where Winter moans and drips
Than when, in the Valley of the Tombs of Kings,

A boy crawls down into a Pharaoh’s tomb

And, first of Christian men, beholds the mummy,

God and monkey, chariot and throne and vase,

Blue pottery, alabaster, and gold.

But dreamless long-dead Amen-hotep lies.
This is a dream of Winter, sweet as Spring.

The Combe

HE Combe was ever dark, ancient and dark.
Its mouth is stopped with bramble, thorn, and briar;
And no one scrambles over the sliding chalk
By beech and yew and perishing juniper
Down the half precipices of its sides, with roots
And rabbit holes for steps. The sun of Winter,
The moon of Summer, and all the singing birds
Except the missel-thrush that loves juniper,
Are quite shut out. But far more ancient and dark
The Combe looks since they killed the badger there,
Dug him out and gave him to the hounds,
That most ancient Briton of English beasts.



If I Should Ewver by Chance

F I should ever by chance grow rich
Il’ll buy Codham, Cockridden, and Childerditch,
Roses, Pyrgo, and Lapwater,

And let them all to my elder daughter.
The rent I shall ask of her will be only
Each year’s first violets, white and lonely,
The first primroses and orchises—

She must find them before I do, that is.
But if she finds a blossom on furze
Without rent they shall all for ever be hers,
Codham, Cockridden, and Childerditch,
Roses, Pyrgo, and Lapwater,—

I shall give them all to my elder daughter.

Head and Bottle

HE downs will lose the sun, white alyssum
Lose the bees’ hum;
But head and bottle tilted back in the cart
Will never part
Till I am cold as midnight and all my hours
Are beeless flowers.
He neither sees, nor hears, nor smells, nor thinks,
But only drinks,
Quiet in the yard where tree trunks do not lie
More quietly.



Fifty Faggots
THERE they stand, on their ends, the fifty faggots
That once were underwood of hazel and ash
In Jenny Pinks’s Copse. Now, by the hedge
Close packed, they make a thicket fancy alone
Can creep through with the mouse and wren. Next Spring
A blackbird or a robin will nest there,
Accustomed to them, thinking they will remain
Whatever is for ever to a bird :
This Spring it is too late; the swift has come.
*T'was a hot day for carrying them up:
Better they will never warm me, though they must
Light several Winters’ fires. Before they are done
The war will have ended, many other things
Have ended, maybe, that I can no more
Foresee or more control than robin and wren.

Women He Liked

OMEN he liked, did shovel-bearded Bob,
Old Farmer Hayward of the Heath, but he
Loved horses. He himself was like a cob,
And leather-coloured. Also he loved a tree.

For the life in them he loved most living things,
But a tree chiefly. All along the lane

He planted elms where now the stormcock sings
That travellers hear from the slow-climbing train.

Till then the track had never had a name

For all its thicket and the nightingales

That should have earned it. No one was to blame.
To name a thing beloved man sometimes fails.

Many years since, Bob Hayward died, and now
None passes there because the mist and the rain
Out of the elms have turned the lane to slough
And gloom, the name alone survives, Bob’s Lane,
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Lob
AT hawthorn-time in Wiltshire travelling

In search of something chance would never bring,
An old man’s face, by life and weather cut
And coloured,—rough, brown, sweet as any nut,—
A land face, sea-blue-eyed,—hung in my mind
When I had left him many a mile behind.
All he said was: “Nobody can’t stop ’ee. It’s
A footpath, right enough. You see those bits
Of mounds—that’s where they opened up the barrows
Sixty years since, while I was scaring sparrows.
They thought as there was something to find there,
But couldn’t find it, by digging, anywhere.”

To turn back then and seek him, where was the use?

There were three Manningfords,—Abbots, Bohun, and
Bruce :

And whether Alton, not Manningford, it was,

My memory could not decide, because

There was both Alton Barnes and Alton Priors.

All had their churches, graveyards, farms, and byres,

Lurking to one side up the paths and lanes,

Seldom well seen except by aeroplanes;

And when bells rang, or pigs squealed, or cocks crowed,

Then only heard. Ages ago the road

Approached. The people stood and looked and turned,

Nor asked it to come nearer, nor yet learned

To move out there and dwell in all men’s dust.

And yet withal they shot the weathercock, just

Because *twas he crowed out of tune, they said :

So now the copper weathercock is dead.

If they had reaped their dandelions and sold

Them fairly, they could have afforded gold.

Many years passed, and I went back again
Among those villages, and looked for men
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Who might have known my ancient. He himself
Had long been dead or laid upon the shelf,

I thought. One man I asked about him roared
At my description: “’Tis old Bottlesford

He means, Bill.” But another said: ¢« Of course,
It was Jack Button up at the White Horse.

He’s dead, sir, these three years.” This lasted till
A girl proposed Walker of Walker’s Hill,

“Old Adam Walker. Adam’s Point youw’ll see
Marked on the maps.”

“That was her roguery,”
The next man said. He was a squire’s son
Who loved wild bird and beast, and dog and gun
For killing them. He had loved them from his birth,
One with another, as he loved the earth.
“The man may be like Button, or Walker, or
Like Bottlesford, that you want, but far more
He sounds like one I saw when I was a child.
I could almost swear to him. The man was wild
And wandered. His home was where he was free.
Everybody has met one such man as he.
Does he keep clear old paths that no one uses
But once a life-time when he loves or muses?
He is English as this gate, these flowers, this mire.
And when at eight years old Lob-lie-by-the-fire
Came in my books, this was the man I saw.
He has been in England as long as dove and daw,
Calling the wild cherry tree the merry tree,
The rose campion Bridget-in-her-bravery;
And in a tender mood he, as I guess,
Christened one flower Love-in-idleness,
And while he walked from Exeter to Leeds
One April called all cuckoo-flowers Milkmaids.
From him old herbal Gerard learnt, as a boy,
To name wild clematis the Traveller’s-joy.
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Our blackbirds sang no English till his ear

Told him they called his Jan Toy ¢ Pretty dear.’
(She was Jan Toy the Lucky, who, having lost
A shilling, and found a penny loaf, rejoiced.)
For reasons of his own to him the wren

Is Jenny Pooter. Before all other men

>T'was he first called the Hog’s Back the Hog’s Back.
That Mother Dunch’s Buttocks should not lack
Their name was his care. He too could explain
Totteridge and Totterdown and Juggler’s Lane :
He knows, if anyone. 'Why Tumbling Bay,
Inland in Kent, is called so, he might say.

“But little he says compared with what he does.

If ever a sage troubles him he will buzz

Like a beehive to conclude the tedious fray :

. And the sage, who knows all languages, runs away.
Yet Lob has thirteen hundred names for a fool,

And though he never could spare time for school
To unteach what the fox so well expressed,

On biting the cock’s head off,—Quietness is best,—
He can talk quite as well as anyone

After his thinking is forgot and done.

He first of all told someone else’s wife,

For a farthing she’d skin a flint and spoil a knife
Worth sixpence skinning it. She heard him speak :
¢ She had a face as long as a wet week’

Said he, telling the tale in after years.

With blue smock and with gold rings in his ears,
Sometimes he is a pedlar, not too poor

To keep his wit. This is tall Tom that bore

The logs in, and with Shakespeare in the hall

Once talked, when icicles hung by the wall.

As Herne the Hunter he has known hard times.
On sleepless nights he made up weather rhymes
Which others spoilt. And, Hob being then his name,
He kept the hog that thought the butcher came
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To bring his breakfast. ¢You thought wrong,’ said Hob.
When there were kings in Kent this very Lob,
Whose sheep grew fat and he himself grew merry,
Wedded the king’s daughter of Canterbury;

For he alone, un%ike squire, lord, and king,
Watched a night by her without slumbering;

He kept both waking. When he was but a lad
He won a rich man’s heiress, deaf, dumb, and sad,
By rousing her to laugh at him. He carried

His donkey on his back. So they were married.
And while he was a little cobbler’s boy

He tricked the giant coming to destroy

Shrewsbury by Eood. ¢And how far 1s it yet?’

The giant asked in passing. “I forget;

But see these shoes I’ve worn out on the road

And we’re not there yet.” He emptied out his load
Of shoes for mending. The giant let fall from his spade
The earth for damming Severn, and thus made

The Wrekin hill; and little Ercall hill

Rose where the giant scraped his boots. While still
So young, our Jack was chief of Gotham’s sages.
But long before he could have been wise, ages
Earlier than this, while he grew thick and strong
And ate his bacon, or, at times, sang a song

And merely smelt it, as Jack the giant-killer

He made a name. He too ground up the miller,
The Yorkshireman who ground men’s bones for flour.

“Do you believe Jack dead before his hour?

Or that his name is Walker, or Bottlesford,

Or Button, a mere clown, or squire, or lord ?

The man you saw,—Lob-lie-by-the-fire, Jack Cade,
Jack Smith, Jack Moon, poor Jack of every trade,
Young Jack, or old Jack, or Jack What-d’ye-call
Jack-in-the-hedge, or Robin-run-by-the-wall,
Robin Hood, Ragged Robin, lazy Bob,

One of the lords of No Man’s Land, good Lob,—
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Although he was seen dying at Waterloo,
Hastings, Agincourt, and Sedgemoor too,—
Lives yet. He never will admit he is dead

Till millers cease to grind men’s bones for bread,
Not till our weathercock crows once again

And I remove my house out of the lane

On to the road.” With this he disappeared

In hazel and thorn tangled with old-man’s-beard.
But one glimpse of his back, as there he stood,
Choosing his way, proved him of old Jack’s blood,
Young Jack perhaps, and now a Wiltshireman
As he has oft been since his days began.
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October

HE green elm with the one great bough of gold
Lets leaves into the grass slip, one by one,—
The short hill grass, the mushrooms small milk-white,
Harebell and scabious and tormentil,
That blackberry and gorse, in dew and sun,
Bow down to; and the wind travels too light
To shake the fallen birch leaves from the fern;
The gossamers wander at their own will.
At heavier steps than birds’ the squirrels scold.
The rich scene has grown fresh again and new
As Spring and to the touch is not more cool
Than it is warm to the gaze; and now I might
As happy be as earth is beautiful,
Were I some other or with earth could turn
In alternation of violet and rose,
Harebell and snowdrop, at their season due,
And gorse that has no time not to be gay.
But i% this be not happiness,—who knows?
Some day I shall think this a happy day,
And this mood by the name of melancholy
Shall no more blackened and obscured be.
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The Penny Whistle

HE new moon hangs like an ivory bugle
In the naked frosty blue;
And the ghylls of the forest, already blackened
By Winter, are blackened anew.

The brooks that cut up and increase the forest,
As if they had never known

The sun, are roaring with black hollow voices
Betwixt rage and a moan.

But still the caravan-hut by the hollies

Like a kingfisher gleams between :

Round the mossed old hearths of the charcoal-burners
First primroses ask to be seen.

The charcoal-burners are black, but their linen
Blows white on the line;

And white the letter the girl is reading

Under that crescent fine;

And her brother who hides apart in a thicket,
Slowly and surely playing

On a whistle an olden nursery melody,

Says far more than I am saying.
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Words

UT of us all

That make rhymes,
Will you choose
Sometimes—
As the winds use
A crack in a wall
Or a drain,
Their joy or their pain
To whistle through—
Choose me,

You English words ?

I know you:

You are light as dreams,
Tough as oak,
Precious as gold,

As poppies and corn,
Or an old cloak :
Sweet as our birds
To the ear,

As the burnet rose
In the heat

Of Midsummer :
Strange as the races
Of dead and unborn :
Strange and sweet
Equally,

And familiar,

To the eye,

As the dearest faces
That a man knows,
And as lost homes are :
But though older far
Than oldest yew,—

)



As our hills are, old,—

Worn new

Again and again:

Young as our streams

After rain:

And as dear

As the earth which you prove
That we love.

Make me content

With some sweetness
From Wales

Whose nightingales

Have no wings,—

From Wiltshire and Kent
And Herefordshire,

And the villages there,—
From the names, and the things
No less.

Let me sometimes dance
With you,

Or climb

Or stand perchance

In ecstasy,

Fixed and free

In a rhyme,

As poets do.
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0ld Man

LD 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 1s 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.

9



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.
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Two Houses

ETWEEN a sunny bank and the sun
BThc farmhouse smiles

On the riverside plat:

No other one

So pleasant to look at

And remember, for many miles,

So velvet hushed and cool under the warm tiles.

Not far from the road it lies, yet caught

Far out of reach

Of the road’s dust

And the dusty thought

Of passers-by, though each

Stops, and turns, and must

Look down at it like a wasp at the muslined peach.

But another house stood there long before :

And as if above graves

Still the turf heaves

Above its stones :

Dark hangs the sycamore,

Shadowing kennel and bones

And the black dog that shakes his chain and moans.

And when he barks, over the river

Flashing fast,

Dark echoes reply,

And the hollow past

Half yields the dead that never

. More than half hidden lie:

And out they creep and back again for ever.
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Sedge-Warblers

THIS beauty made me dream there was a time
Long past and irrecoverable, a clime

Where any brook so radiant racing clear

Through buttercup and kingcup bright as brass

But gentle, nourishing the meadow grass

That leans and scurries in the wind, would bear
Another beauty, divine and feminine,

Child to the sun, a nymph whose soul unstained
Could love all day, and never hate or tire,

A lover of mortal or immortal kin.

And yet, rid of this dream, ere I had drained

Its poison, quicted was my desire

So that I only looked into the water,

Clearer than any goddess or man’s daughter,

And hearkened while it combed the dark green hair
And shook the millions of the blossoms white

Of water-crowfoot, and curdled to one sheet

The flowers fallen from the chestnuts in the park
Far off. And sedge-warblers, clinging so light

To willow twigs, sang longer than the lark,
Quick, shrill, or grating, a song to match the heat
Of the strong sun, nor less the water’s cool,
Gushing through narrows, swirling in the pool.
Their song that lacks all words, all melody,

All sweetness almost, was dearer then to me

Than sweetest voice that sings in tune sweet words.
This was the best of May—the small brown birds
Wisely reiterating endlessly

What no man learnt yet, in or out of school.
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The New House

OW first, as I shut the door,
I was alone
In the new house; and the wind
Began to moan.

Old at once was the house,
And I was old;

My ears were teased with the dread
Of what was foretold,

Nights of storm, days of mist, without end;
Sad days when the sun

Shone in vain: old griefs and griefs
Not yet begun.

All was foretold me; naught
Could I foresee;

But I learned how the wind would sound
After these things should be.

Digging

O-DAY I think
Only with scents,—scents dead leaves yield,

And bracken, and wild carrot’s seed,

And the square mustard field;

Odours that rise

When the spade wounds the root of tree,
Rose, currant, raspberry, or goutweed,

Rhubarb or celery;
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The smoke’s smell, too,

Flowing from where a bonfire burns
The dead, the waste, the dangerous,
And all to sweetness turns.

It is enough

To smell, to crumble the dark earth,
While the robin sings over again
Sad songs of Autumn mirth.

There was a Time

HERE was a time when this poor frame was whole
And I had youth and never another care,

Or none that should have troubled a strong soul.

Yet, except sometimes in a frosty air

When my heels hammered out a melody

From pavements of a city left behind,

I never would acknowledge my own glee

Because it was less mighty than my mind

Had dreamed of. Since I could not boast of strength

Great as I wished, weakness was all my boast.

I sought yet hated pity till at length

[ earned it. Oh, too heavy was the cost!

But now that there is something I could use

My youth and strength for, I deny the age,

The care and weakness that I know—refuse

To admit I am unworthy of the wage

Paid to a man who gives up eyes and breath

For what can neither ask nor heed his death.
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Roads

LOVE roads:
I The goddesses that dwell
Far along invisible
Are my favourite gods.

Roads go on

While we forget, and are
Forgotten like a star
That shoots and is gone.

On this earth ’tis sure
We men have not made
Anything that doth fade

So soon, so long endure :

The hill road wet with rain
In the sun would not gleam
Like a winding stream
If we trod it not again.

They are lonely

While we sleep, lonelier
For lack of the traveller
Who is now a dream only.

From dawn’s twilight

And all the clouds like sheep
On the mountains of sleep
They wind into the night.

The next turn may reveal
Heaven : upon the crest

The close pine clump, at rest
And black, may Hell conceal.

Often footsore, never
Yet of the road I weary,
Though long and steep and dreary

As it winds on for ever.
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Helen of the roads,

The mountain ways of Wales
And the Mabinogion tales

Is one of the true gods,

Abiding in the trees, _
The threes and fours so wise,
The larger companies,

That by the roadside be,

And beneath the rafter
Else uninhabited
Excepting by the dead;
And it is her laughter

At morn and night I hear
When the thrush cock sings
Bright irrelevant things,
And when the chanticleer

Calls back to their own night
Troops that make loneliness
With their light footsteps® press,
As Helen’s own are light.

Now all roads lead to France
And heavy is the tread
Of the living; but the dead

Returning lightly dance :
Whatever the road bring

To me or take from me,
They keep me company
With their pattering,

Crowding the solitude

Of the loops over the downs,
Hushing the roar of towns
And their brief multitude.
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The Brook

EATED once by a brook, watching a child
Chiefly that paddled, I was thus beguiled.
Mellow the blackbird sang and sharp the thrush

Not far off in the oak and hazel brush,

Unseen. There was a scent like honeycomb
From mugwort dull. And down upon the dome
Of the stone the cart-horse kicks against so oft
A butterfly alighted. From aloft

He took the heat of the sun, and from below.
On the hot stone he perched contented so,

As if never a cart would pass again

That way; as if I were the last of men

And he the first of insects to have earth

And sun together and to know their worth.

I was divided between him and the gleam,

The motion, and the voices, of the stream,

The waters running frizzled over gravel,

That never vanish and for ever travel.

A grey flycatcher silent on a fence

And T sat as if we had been there since

The horseman and the horse lying beneath

The fir-tree-covered barrow on the heath,

The horseman and the horse with silver shoes,
Galloped the downs last. All that I could lose

I lost. And then the child’s voice raised the dead.
«No one’s been here before ” was what she said
And what I felt, yet never should have found

A word for, while I gathered sight and sound.
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A Private
THIS ploughman dead in battle slept out of doors

Many a frozen night, and merrily
Answered staid drinkers, good bedmen, and all bores :
“At Mrs. Greenland’s Hawthorn Bush,” said he,
“Islept.” None knew which bush. Above the town,
Beyond “The Drover,” a hundred spot the down
In Wiltshire. And where now at last he sleeps
More sound in France—that, too, he secret keeps.

Out in the Dark

UT in the dark over the snow
The fallow fawns invisible go
With the fallow doe;

And the winds blow
Fast as the stars are slow.

Stealthily the dark haunts round

And, when a lamp goes, without sound
At a swifter bound

Than the swiftest hound,

Arrives, and all else is drowned;

And I and star and wind and deer,
Are in the dark together,—near,
Yet far,—and fear

Drums on my ear

In that sage company drear.

How weak and little is the light,
All the universe of sight,

Love and delight,

Before the might,

If you love it not, of night.
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Lights Out

HAVE come to the borders of sleep,
The unfathomable deep

Forest where all must lose

Their way, however straight,

Or winding, soon or late;

They cannot choose.

Many a road and track

That, since the dawn’s first crack,
Up to the forest brink,

Deceived the travellers,
Suddenly now blurs,

And in they sink.

Here love ends,

Despair, ambition ends,

All pleasure and all trouble,
Although most sweet or bitter,
Here ends in sleep that is sweeter
Than tasks most noble.

There is not any book

Or face of dearest look

That I would not turn from now
To go into the unknown

I must enter and leave alone

I know not how.

The tall forest towers;

Its cloudy foliage lowers
Ahead, shelf above shelf;
Its silence I hear and obey
That I may lose my way
And myself.
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