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The Musical Box

Texts of songs and readings

We should be very grateful if you could read the texts either before or after tonight’s performance

‘The Colour’, from Late Lyrics and Earlier
(The following lines are partly original, partly remembered from a Wessex folk-rhyme)

‘What shall I bring you?
Please will white do

Best for your wearing
The long day through?’

¢ — White is for weddings,
Weddings, weddings,
White is for weddings,
And that won't do.

‘What shall I bring you?
Please will red do

Best for your wearing
The long day through?’
¢ — Red is for soldiers,
Soldiers, soldiers,

Red is for soldiers,

And that won't do.’

‘What shall I bring you?
Please will blue do

Best for your wearing
The long day through?’
¢ — Blue is for sailors,
Sailors, sailors,

Blue is for sailors,

And that won't do.

‘What shall I bring you?
Please will green do
Best for your wearing
The long day through?’

‘ — Green is for mayings,
Mayings, mayings,
Green is for mayings,
And that won't do.”

‘What shall I bring you
Then? Will black do

Best for your wearing
The long day through?’

¢ — Black is for mourning,
Mourning, mourning,
Black is for mourning,
And black will do.’



‘Weathers’, from Late Lyrics and Earlier

This is the weather the cuckoo likes,
Andsodol;

When showers betumble the chestnut spikes,
And nestlings fly;

And the little brown nightingale bills his best,
And they sit outside at 'The Traveller's Rest,'
And maids come forth sprig-muslin drest,
And citizens dream of the south and west,
Andsodol.

This is the weather the shepherd shuns,
Andsodol;

When beeches drip in browns and duns,
And thresh and ply;

And hill-hid tides throb, throe on throe,
And meadow rivulets overflow,

And drops on gate bars hang in a row,
And rooks in families homeward go,
Andsodol.

‘On the Way’, from Late Lyrics and Earlier

The trees fret fitfully and twist,

Shutters rattle and carpets heave,

Slime is the dust of yestereve,

And in the streaming mist

Fishes might seem to fin a passage if they list.

But to his feet,

Drawing nigh and nigher
A hidden seat,

The fog is sweet

And the wind a lyre.

A vacant sameness grays the sky,

A moisture gathers on each knop

Of the bramble, rounding to a drop,

That greets the goer-by

With the cold listless lustre of a dead man's eye.

But to her sight,
Drawing nigh and nigher
Its deep delight,

The fog is bright

And the wind a lyre.

‘If I’s Ever Spring Again’, from Late Lyrics and Earlier

If it's ever spring again,

Spring again,

I shall go where went I when

Down the moor-cock splashed, and hen,
Seeing me not, amid their flounder,
Standing with my arm around her;

If it's ever spring again,



Spring again,
I shall go where went I then.

If it's ever summer-time,
Summer-time,

With the hay crop at the prime,

And the cuckoos--two--in rhyme,

As they used to be, or seemed to,

We shall do as long we've dreamed to,
If it's ever summer-time,
Summer-time,

With the hay, and bees achime.

‘A Young Man's Exhortation’, from Late Lyrics and Earlier

Call off your eyes from care

By some determined deftness; put forth joys
Dear as excess without the core that cloys,
And charm Life's lourings fair.

Exalt and crown the hour

That girdles us, and fill it with glee,
Blind glee, excelling aught could ever be,
Were heedfulness in power.

Send up such touching strains

That limitless recruits from Fancy's pack
Shall rush upon your tongue, and tender back
All that your soul contains.

For what do we know best?

That a fresh love-leaf crumpled soon will dry,
And that men moment after moment die,

Of all scope dispossest.

If I have seen one thing

It is the passing preciousness of dreams;
That aspects are within us; and who seems
Most kingly is the King.

‘Childhood Among the Ferns’, from Winter Words in Various Mood and Metres

I sat one sprinkling day upon the lea,
Where tall-stemmed ferns spread out luxuriantly,
And nothing but those tall ferns sheltered me.

The rain gained strength, and damped each lopping frond,
Ran down their stalks beside me and beyond,
And shaped slow-creeping rivulets as I conned,

With pride, my spray-proofed house. And though anon
Some drops pierced its green rafters, I sat on,
Making pretence I was not rained upon.

The sun then burst, and brought forth a sweet breath
From the limp ferns as they dried underneath:
I said: 'I could live on here thus till death;'



And queried in the green rays as I sate:
"'Why should I have to grow to man's estate,
And this afar-noised World perambulate?'

‘She Did Not Turn’, from Late Lyrics and Earlier

She did not turn,

But passed foot-faint with averted head
In her gown of green, by the bobbing fern,
Though I leaned over the gate that led
From where we waited with table spread;
But she did not turn:

Why was she near there if love had fled?

She did not turn,

Though the gate was whence I had often sped
In the mists of morning to meet her, and learn
Her heart, when its moving moods I read

As a book — she mine, as she sometimes said;
But she did not turn,

And passed foot-faint with averted head.

‘At Day-Close in November’, from Satires of Circumstance, Lyrics and Reveries

The ten hours' light is abating,

And alate bird flies across,

Where the pines, like waltzers waiting,
Give their black heads a toss.

Beech leaves, that yellow the noon-time,
Float past like specks in the eye;

I set every tree in my June time,

And now they obscure the sky.

And the children who ramble through here
Conceive that there never has been

A time when no tall trees grew here,

A time when none will be seen.

‘Let Me Enjoy (Minor Key)’, from Time’s Laughingstocks and Other Verses

I

Let me enjoy the earth no less
Because the all-enacting Might
That fashioned forth its loveliness
Had other aims than my delight.

II

About my path there flits a Fair,

Who throws me not a word or sign;
I'll charm me with her ignoring air,
And laud the lips not meant for mine.
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From manuscripts of moving song
Inspired by scenes and dreams unknown
I'll pour out raptures that belong

To others, as they were my own.

v

And some day hence, towards Paradise,
And all its blest--if such should be -

I will lift glad, afar-off eyes,

Though it contain no place for me.

‘ In My Sage Moments’ (‘Come Not: Yet Come!’), from Human Shows, Far Phantasies,
Songs and Trifles

In my sage moments I can say,

Come not near,

But in far regions stay,

So that here

A mind may grow again serene and clear.

But the thought withers. Why should I
Have to fear to earn me

Fame from your nearness, though thereby
Old fires new burn me,

And lastly, maybe, tear and overturn me!

So I say, Come: deign again shine!
Upon this place,

Even if unslackened smart be mine
And I fade to a phantom past all trace.

‘When I set out for Lyonnesse’, from Satires of Circumstance, Lyrics and Reveries

When I set out for Lyonnesse,

A hundred miles away,

The rime was on the spray,

And star-light lit my lonesomeness
When I set out for Lyonnesse

A hundred miles away.

What would bechance at Lyonnesse
While I should sojourn there

No prophet durst declare,

Nor did the wisest wizard guess
What would bechance at Lyonnesse
While I should sojourn there.

When I came back from Lyonnesse
With magic in my eyes,

All marked with mute surmise

My radiance rare and fathomless,
When I came back from Lyonnesse
With magic in my eyes.



‘Summer Schemes’, from Late Lyrics and Earlier

When friendly summer calls again,

Calls again

Her little fifers to these hills,

We'll go — we two — to that arched fane
Of leafage where they prime their bills
Before they start to flood the plain

With quavers, minims, shakes, and trills.
‘— We'll go,’ I sing; but who shall say
What may not chance before that day!

And we shall see the waters spring,
Waters spring

From chinks the scrubby copses crown;
And we shall trace their oncreeping

To where the cascade tumbles down
And sends the bobbing growths aswing,
And ferns not quite but almost drown.

‘ — We shall,’ I say; but who may sing
Of what another moon will bring!

‘To Meet or Otherwise’, from Satires of Circumstance, Lyrics and Reveries

Whether to sally and see thee, girl of my dreams,
Or whether to stay and see thee not!

How vast the difference seems

Of Yea from Nay just now.

Yet this same sun will slant its beams

At no far day on our two mounds

And then what will the difference weigh!

Yet I will see thee, maiden dear

And make the most I can

Of what remains to us amid this brake Cimmerian
Through which we grope, and from whose thorns we ache,
While still we scan

Round our frail faltering progress for some path or plan.

By briefest meeting something sure is won;

It will have been:

Nor God nor Daemon can undo the done,
Unsight the seen,

Make muted music be as unbegun,

Though things terrene

Groan in their bondage till oblivion supervene.

So, to the one long-sweeping symphony

From times remote till now,

Of human tenderness,

shall we supply one note,

Small and untraced, yet that will ever be somewhere afloat
Amid the spheres

As part of sick Life's antidote.



‘Beckon to Me to Come’ (‘Lover to Mistress’), from Human Shows, Far Phantasies, Songs
and Trifles
Beckon to me to come
With handkerchief or hand,
Or finger mere or thumb;
Let forecasts be but rough,
Parents more bleak than bland
"Twill be enough
Maid mine,
"Twill be enough!

Two fields, a wood, a tree,
Nothing now more malign
Lies between you and me;
But were they bysm, or bluff,
Or snarling sea, one sign
Would be enough
Maid mine,
Would be enough!

‘Near Lanivet, 1872’, from Moments of Vision and Miscellaneous Verses

There was a stunted handpost just on the crest,

Only a few feet high:

She was tired, and we stopped in the twilight-time for her rest,
At the crossways close thereby.

She leant back, being so weary, against its stem,
And laid her arms on its own,

Each open palm stretched out to each end of them,
Her sad face sideways thrown.

Her white-clothed form at this dim-lit cease of day
Made her look as one crucified

In my gaze at her from the midst of the dusty way,
And hurriedly ‘Don't,’ I cried.

I do not think she heard. Loosing thence she said,

As she stepped forth ready to go,

‘T am rested now. — Something strange came into my head;
I wish I had not leant so!’

And wordless we moved onward down from the hill
In the west cloud's murked obscure,

And looking back we could see the handpost still

In the solitude of the moor.

‘Tt struck her too,” I thought, for as if afraid

She heavily breathed as we trailed;

Till she said, ‘I did not think how ‘twould look in the shade,
When I leant there like one nailed.’

I, lightly: ‘There's nothing in it. For you, anyhow!’
— ‘O I know there is not,’ said she. ..

‘Yet I wonder . . . If no one is bodily crucified now,
In spirit one may be!’

And we dragged on and on, while we seemed to see



In the running of Time's far glass
Her crucified, as she had wondered if she might be
Some day. — Alas, alas!

‘Had You Wept’, from Satires of Circumstance, Lyrics and Reveries

Had you wept; had you but neared me with a frail uncertain ray,

Dewy as the face of the dawn, in your large and luminous eye,

Then would have come back all the joys the tidings had slain that day,
And a new beginning, a fresh fair heaven, have smoothed the things awry.
But you were less feebly human, and no passionate need for clinging
Possessed your soul to overthrow reserve when I came near;

Ay, though you suffer as much as I from storms the hours are bringing
Upon your heart and mine, I never see you shed a tear.

The deep strong woman is weakest, the weak one is the strong;

The weapon of all weapons best for winning, you have not used;

Have you never been able, or would you not, through the evil times and long?
Has not the gift been given you, or such gift have you refused?

When I bade me not absolve you on that evening or the morrow,

Why did you not make war on me with those who weep like rain?

You felt too much, so gained no balm for all your torrid sorrow,

And hence our deep division, and our dark undying pain.

‘The Sigh’, from Time’s Laughingstocks and Other Verses

Little head against my shoulder,
Shy at first, then somewhat bolder,
And up eyed;
Till she, with a timid quaver,
Yielded to the kiss I gave her;
But, she sighed.

That there mingled with her feeling
Some sad thought she was concealing
It implied.
— Not that she had ceased to love me,
None on earth she set above me;
But she sighed.

She could not disguise a passion,

Dread, or doubt, in weakest fashion
If she tried:

Nothing seemed to hold us sundered,

Hearts were victors; so I wondered
Why she sighed.

Afterwards I knew her thoroughly,

And she loved me staunchly, truly,
Till she died;

But she never made confession

Why, at that first sweet concession,
She had sighed.

It was in our May, remember;
And though now I near November
And abide



Till my appointed change, unfretting,
Sometimes I sit half regretting
That she sighed.

‘Shut Out That Moon’, from Time’s Laughingstocks and Other Verses

Close up the casement, draw the blind,
Shut out that stealing moon,

She wears too much the guise she wore
Before our lutes were strewn

With years-deep dust, and names we read
On a white stone were hewn.

Step not forth on the dew-dashed lawn
To view the Lady's Chair,

Immense Orion's glittering form,

The Less and Greater Bear:

Stay in; to such sights we were drawn
When faded ones were fair.

Brush not the bough for midnight scents
That come forth lingeringly,

And wake the same sweet sentiments
They breathed to you and me

When living seemed a laugh, and love
All it was said to be.

Within the common lamp-lit room
Prison my eyes and thought;

Let dingy details crudely loom,
Mechanic speech be wrought:

Too fragrant was Life's early bloom,
Too tart the fruit it brought!

‘Before Life and After’, from Time’s Laughingstocks and Other Verses

A time there was — as one may guess
And as, indeed, earth's testimonies tell —
Before the birth of consciousness,

When all went well.

None suffered sickness, love, or loss,

None knew regret, starved hope, or heart-burnings;
None cared whatever crash or cross

Brought wrack to things.

If something ceased, no tongue bewailed,

If something winced and waned, no heart was wrung;
If brightness dimmed, and dark prevailed,

No sense was stung.

But the disease of feeling germed,

And primal rightness took the tinct of wrong;
Ere nescience shall be reaffirmed

How long, how long?



‘In Tenebris’, from Poems of the Past and the Present

‘Percussus sum sicut foenum, et aruit cor meum.’
[‘My heart is smitten and withered like grass’ — Psalm 102:5]

Wintertime nighs;
But my bereavement-pain
It cannot bring again:
Twice no one dies.

Flower-petals flee;
But, since it once hath been,
No more that severing scene
Can harrow me.

Birds faint in dread:

I shall not lose old strength

In the lone frost's black length:
Strength long since fled!

Leaves freeze to dun;
But friends can not turn cold
This season as of old

For him with none.

Tempests may scath;
But love can not make smart
Again this year his heart
Who no heart hath.

Black is night's cope;
But death will not appal
One who, past doubtings all,
Waits in unhope.

‘The Going’, from Satires of Circumstance, Lyrics and Reveries

Why did you give no hint that night

That quickly after the morrow's dawn,

And calmly, as if indifferent quite,

You would close your term here, up and be gone
Where I could not follow

With wing of swallow

To gain one glimpse of you ever anon!

Never to bid good-bye,

Or lip me the softest call,

Or utter a wish for a word, while I

Saw morning harden upon the wall,
Unmoved, unknowing

That your great going

Had place that moment, and altered all.

Why do you make me leave the house
And think for a breath it is you I see

At the end of the alley of bending boughs
Where so often at dusk you used to be;
Till in darkening dankness



The yawning blankness
Of the perspective sickens me!

You were she who abode

By those red-veined rocks far West,

You were the swan-necked one who rode
Along the beetling Beeny Crest,

And, reining nigh me,

Would muse and eye me,

While Life unrolled us its very best.

Why, then, latterly did we not speak,

Did we not think of those days long dead,
And ere your vanishing strive to seek
That time's renewal? We might have said,
‘In this bright spring weather

We'll visit together

Those places that once we visited.’

Well, well! All's past amend,

Unchangeable. It must go.

I seem but a dead man held on end

To sink down soon. . . . O you could not know
That such swift fleeing

No soul foreseeing —

Not even I — would undo me so!

‘I Found Her Out There’, from Satires of Circumstance, Lyrics and Reveries

I found her out there

On a slope few see,

That falls westwardly

To the sharp-edged air,
Where the ocean breaks
On the purple strand,
And the hurricane shakes
The solid land.

I brought her here,

And have laid her to rest
In a noiseless nest

No sea beats near.

She will never be stirred
In her loamy cell

By the waves long heard
And loved so well.

So she does not sleep

By those haunted heights
The Atlantic smites

And the blind gales sweep,
Whence she often would gaze
At Dundagel's famed head,
While the dipping blaze
Dyed her face fire-red;

And would sigh at the tale
Of sunk Lyonnesse,



While a wind-tugged tress
Flapped her cheek like a flail;
Or listen at whiles

With a thought-bound brow
To the murmuring miles

She is far from now.

Yet her shade, maybe,

Will creep underground
Till it catch the sound

Of that western sea

As it swells and sobs
Where she once domiciled,
And joy in its throbs

With the heart of a child.

‘Dear, Think Not That They Will Forget You’ (‘Her Temple’), from Late Lyrics and Earlier

Dear, think not that they will forget you:
— If craftsmanly art should be mine

I will build up a temple, and set you
Therein as its shrine.

They may say: ‘Why a woman such honour?’
— Be told, ‘O, so sweet was her fame,

That a man heaped this splendour upon her;
None now knows his name.’

‘Proud Songsters’, from Winter Words in Various Moods and Metres

The thrushes sing as the sun is going,
And the finches whistle in ones and pairs,
And as it gets dark loud nightingales
In bushes
Pipe, as they can when April wears,

As if all Time were theirs.

These are brand new birds of twelvemonths' growing,
Which a year ago, or less than twain,

No finches were, nor nightingales,

Nor thrushes,

But only particles of grain,

And earth, and air, and rain.

‘The Musical Box’, from Moments of Vision and Miscellaneous Verses

Lifelong to be

Seemed the fair colour of the time;
That there was standing shadowed near
A spirit who sang to the gentle chime
Of the self-struck notes, I did not hear,
I did not see.

Thus did it sing
To the mindless lyre that played indoors
As she came to listen for me without:



‘O value what the nonce outpours —
This best of life — that shines about
Your welcoming!’

I had slowed along

After the torrid hours were done,

Though still the posts and walls and road
Flung back their sense of the hot-faced sun,
And had walked by Stourside Mill, where broad
Stream-lilies throng.

And I descried

The dusky house that stood apart,

And her, white-muslined, waiting there
In the porch with high-expectant heart,
While still the thin mechanic air

Went on inside.

At whiles would flit

Swart bats, whose wings, be-webbed and tanned,
Whirred like the wheels of ancient clocks:

She laughed a hailing as she scanned

Me in the gloom, the tuneful box

Intoning it.

Lifelong to be

I thought it. That there watched hard by
A spirit who sang to the indoor tune,

‘O make the most of what is nigh!’

I did not hear in my dull soul-swoon —

I did not see.

‘Tolerance’, from Satires of Circumstance, Lyrics and Reveries

'Tt is a foolish thing,' said I,
"To bear with such, and pass it by;
Yet so I do, I know not why!'

And at each clash I would surmise
That if I had acted otherwise
I might have saved me many sighs.

But now the only happiness
In looking back that I possess —
Whose lack would leave me comfortless —

Is to remember I refrained
From masteries I might have gained,
And for my tolerance was disdained;

For see, a tomb. And if it were
I had bent and broke, I should not dare
To linger in the shadows there.



‘Moments of Vision’, from Moments of Vision and Miscellaneous Verses

That mirror

Which makes of men a transparency,

Who holds that mirror

And bids us such a breast-bare spectacle see
Of you and me?

That mirror

Whose magic penetrates like a dart,

Who lifts that mirror

And throws our mind back on us, and our heart,
until we start?

That mirror

Works well in these night hours of ache;
Why in that mirror

Are tincts we never see ourselves once take
When the world is awake?

That mirror

Can test each mortal when unaware;

Yea, that strange mirror

May catch his last thoughts, whole life foul or fair,
Glassing it — where?

‘The Dance Continued’ (‘Regret Not Me’), from Late Lyrics and Earlier

Regret not me;
Beneath the sunny tree
I lie uncaring, slumbering peacefully.

Swift as the light
I flew my faery flight;
Ecstatically I moved, and feared no night.

I did not know
That heydays fade and go,
But deemed that what was would be always so.

I skipped at morn
Between the yellowing corn,
Thinking it good and glorious to be born.

I ran at eves
Among the piled-up sheaves,
Dreaming, ‘I greave not, therefore nothing grieves'

Now soon will come
The apple, pear, and plum,
And hinds will sing, and autumn insects hum.

Again you will fare
To cider-makings rare,
And junketings; but I shall not be there.



Yet gaily sing
Until the pewter ring
Those songs we sang when we went gipsying.

And lightly dance
Some triple-timed romance
In coupled figures, and forget mischance;

And mourn not me
Beneath the yellowing tree;
For I shall mind not, slumbering peacefully.



