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THE fimt volume of Y e w  Friting was published in tho S p r i h ~  of 
~ 9 3 6 ~  0t contained twenty contdbutlans, and ~f theso only 
t ~ b  W C P ~  psref~y: a fianslatictn ofs Boris Pasternak's long poem 
rgog by Alec Brown, and four poems by Stephen Spender, three 
of them translations from Hoelderlin. 

One original poem in the first volume : the second contained 
none at all. But in the third volume W. H. Auden's Lay Your 
Sleeping Head My Love made its first appearance, together with 
original poems by Stephen Spender, Roy Fuller, Clifford Dyment, 
and poems translated from the Spanish and Polish. Ever since 
that time poetry played an important part in the volumes of 
New Writing as they came out every six months, and, later, in 
the more frequent issues of Penguin New Writing, which com- 
bined poems originally published in the big volumes with new 
poems. If anything the number of pages devoted to poetry 
increased during the war years : this was not, I think, due to 
deliberate policy, but to the fact that, at any rate among the 
authors who came within my scope, a far greater volume of 
poetry was being written than before. 

The present anthology is an attempt to collect the best 
and most interesting poems which appeared under my editor- 
ship during those ten years,l whether in New Writing, Folios of 
New Writing, New Writing G Daylight, or The Penguin New 
Wriring. I will not claim for it that every young poet of signifi- 
cance writing during the period is represented, for I am well 
aware that one or two names are absent which no one would 
leave out who was counting the stars of our time ; but I do claim 
that it contains-and I was agreeably surprised to discover it as 
I made the choice-a high proportion of the outstanding poems 
that were written between the beginning of the Spanish Civil 
War and the end of the European War, perhaps higher than any 
other single editor can proudly stick as feathers in his cap. 

The Spanish War is a gloomy milestone for creative writers, 
marking as it does the second descent of the twentieth century 

11 have not included any poem which appeared later than New Writing 6. 
Daylight G or Penguin N e w  P r i t i n g  26. 
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into the violence of intekhatianal ti~tiruhy, a dcrroont. tnrrda mar& 
desttuetlve Psr them by the confueion of warring ideologies with 
warring empires. Rare and lucky were the poets who could find 
the calm and leisure in the midst of such events for continuous 
poetic creation at the deepest level ; and yet these events, by the 
passions they excited and the drama they manifested, involving 
the bideat bellab d ~ d  $Il@&ldHl## #kid d ~ ! d b u a i  hefifiasflwg ef flag 
clvllleeden, were meterid that mogt young poets would find I t  
difficult to refuse in any age. Our age, however, has been dis- 
tinguished above all other ages by the tendency, in all fields of 
activity, to exploit whatever comes to hand as immediatdy and 
intt~neiwly ag posaible ; and pacticy lias not escaped the workings 
of this impulse, though prose fiction bears the deeper trace. An 
anthology could, of course, be made from the poetry of the last 
ten years in which topical disturbances were only present in the 
most indirect and remote way, and its quality would be high; 
it would nevertheless exclude a great deal of equally high quality 
-I am not speaking of the abundant poetry which is little more 
than verse-journalism-which has had a more vivid meaning for 
the men and women who have lived and died among the wars 
and rumours of wars. It  is this latter poetry in particular (though 
never exclusively), which New Writing, from the time I founded 
it, set itself to provide a medium for ; and that is why I believe 
that this anthology may turn out to be a peculiarly interesting poetic 
mirror of the history of our time. With this in mind I have kept 
the order of poems as far as possible to the chronological order of 
publication. 

The poems in the first volume of New Triting were few, but 
they managed to be typical of what was to come in more than 
this emphasis on contemporary awareness : they included trans- 
lations from other European literatures, and one of them was an 
unusually long poem. New Writing has consistently opened its 
pages to translations from French, Greek, Czech, Polish, Spanish 
and other languages ; and, equally consistently, to poems of a 
length rarely acceptable to the average weekly or monthly. The 
space it afforded as a book-magazine made this possible, and it 
eventually became a pioneer of the long poem-and the trans- 
lated long poem-for many other book-magazines which followed 
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it cio that one can say that a poet who runs to length has today 
as goad a chance of beifig printed in periodicals as a poet who 
expresses himself more naturally in short lyrics. 

In more than one way, therefore,-though for various reasons I 
have been able to include only a few of the longest poems-I 
hope that this anthology #.ill h a ~ a  d Advuur dtld trtira# d'dtttl 
dietinct from that of the many other anthologies which it is bound 
in S6me degree to overlap ; quite apart from standing for judgment 
as a record of one man's taste and the encouragement he en- 
deavoured to give to the making of poetry-to the building of 
dykes during the tan years sf flood weather. 

Thanks and acknowledgements are due to all the authors, their 
representatives, or their executors, and to the following publishers : 
Messrs. Allen and Unwin Ltd. for the poem by Alun Lewis 
(reprinted in Ha  ! Ha ! Among the Trumpets) ; Messrs. Jonathan 
Cape Ltd. for poems by Cecil Day Lewis (Vord Over All) and 
Henry Reed (A Map of Verona) ; Messrs. Cassell and CO. Ltd. 
for poems by Robert Graves (Poems 1939-1945) ; Messrs. Chatto 
and Windus for poems by Peter Yates (The Motionless Dancer) ; 
Messrs. Faber and Faber Ltd. for poems by W. H. Auden (Another 
Time), George Barker (Eros in Dogma), Norman Nicholson 
(Five Rivers), Anne Ridler (Nine Bright Shiners), Stephen Spender 
(Trial of a Judge, Ruins and Visions, Poems of Dedication) ; 
The Hogarth Press for poems by Roy Fuller (The Middle ofa War 
and A Lost Season), Laurie Lee (The Sun My Monument), 
John Lehmann (Forty Paem, The Sphere of Glass), Terence 
Tiller (Poems, The Inward Animal) ; Messrs. Macmillan and Co. 
for poems by Edith Sitwell ( A  Song of the Cold) ; Poetry (London) 
Editions for poems by David Gascoyne (Poems) ; Messrs. George 
Routledge and Sons Ltd. for poems by Alex Comfort (Elegies) 
and John Heath-Stubbs (The Divided Ways). 

JOHN LEHMANN. 



(arranged in alphaietical order of author's names) 

ALLEN, WALTGR 
Colliery Country 

ANDERS, GEORG 
Song of the Austrians in Dachau 

ARAGON, LOUIS 
The Lilacs and the Roses 
The Unoccupied Zone 

ASHTON, THERESA 
The Old Mill 

ATTHILL, ROBIN 
Van Gogh 

AUDEN, W. H. 
Lay Your Sleeping Head 
Palais deg Beaux Arts 
The Novelist 
Refugee Blues ' 
The Leaves of Life 
In Memoriam Ernst Toller 

BAIN, DONALD 
War Poet 

BARKER, GEORGE 

Elegy 
Leaning in the Evenings 
Lament 



CORNFORD, JOHN 
Huesca 

BARTON, JOAN 
A Landscape page 21 

CRAIG, MAURICE JAMES 
Kilrarty to Dublin 
Elegy 

CURNO W, ALLEN 
The Unhistoric Story 

BRONTBVSKI, VWADISWAV 
Lodz 

CURREY, R, N. 
Unseen Fire 

BRONOWSKI, J. 
Man, Take Your Gun 

DYMENT, CLIFFORD 
Labour Exchange 

BROOKE, JOCELYN 
. Landscape near Tobruk 

ELYTIS, ODYSSEUS 
The Age of Blue Memory 

BROWN, ANTONY 
A Poet Killed in Action 

FULLER, ROY 
The Middle of a War 
Goodbye for a Long Time 
Spring 1942 
Askari's Song 
What is Terrible 
The Petty Officers' Mess 

BKOWN, HARRY 
Caste1 di Sangro 

CAMERON, NORMAN 
El Agllir 

GASCQYNE, DAVID 
GAFETANAKIS, BEMETRIOS 

Abel 
Emily Dickinson 
The Isles of Greece 
Lazarus 

Snow in Europe 
The Writer's Hand 
The Gravel-Pit Field 

GRAVES, ROBERT 
The Persian Version 
The Oldest Sordier CHAMSON, ANDRE 

War 
GUTTERIDGE, BERNARD 

COMFORT, ALEX 

Elegy 
[ I 0 1  

Now Like a Landscape 
My Platoon 
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HAMP$BNI MQRkfAN 
I Convoy LEWIS, ALUN 

The Jungle page 146 

HARVEY, ARTHUR 
Words Might Breed Tigers 52 

LEWIS, C. DAY 
The Poet 
The Fault 
Wewd Over All 
The Revenant 

HEATH-STUBBS, JOHN 
Thu Dlhidod WWP 141 
To Himself (from Leopnrdi) I jo  
The Evening After the Holy Day (from Leopardi) I 5 I LITTLE, LAWRENCE 

Ma Wicks 
Embarkation 
A Late Acquaintance 

I-IENDERSON, HAMISI-I 
Fragment of an Elegy 

I-IEWETT, PETER 
Place of Birth 

LORCA, FEDERICO GARCIA 
The Dawn 
Song HUGHES, GILLIAN 

Harvest LUKE, DAVID 
Iffley JOUVE, PIERRE JEAN 

The Resurrection of the Dead 
Insula Monti Majoris MACNEICE, LOUIS 

June Thunder 
Poem 
Meeting Point 
Brother Fire 
Springboard 
Schizophrene 

LEE, LAURIE 
Larch Tree 
Juniper 
Village of Winter Carols 
Milkmaid 
Summer Rain 

MALLALIEU, H. B. 
In Pachino Now 
Greece 1 ~ 4 5  

LEHMANN, JOHN 
The Sphere of Glass 
At a Time of Death 
Elegy 
The Nightmare 
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MILNE, EWART 
Song 



MOORE, NICHOLAS 
P u a ~  

BARTON, MAY 
Bawfi iiir the Delta 

NEZVAL, VHT~?ZLAV 
~ i g h t  uf Aeddas 

NICHOLSON, NORMAN 
tvc~ltingr for Spring, 1943 
St. Luke's Summer 

SEIFERT, JAROSLAV 
Prague Dressed in Light 

SITWELL, EDITH 
One Day in Spring 
Invocation 
A Song of the Cold 

PLOIVIEII, WILLIAM 
French Lisette 
T ~ I C  Widow's Plot 
Pen Friends 

SPENDER, STEPHEN 
PREVEJ,AKIS, PANTELIS 

Open the Door 
The Breezes of Freedom 

The Sad Standards 
Speech from a Play 
NO Orpheus, No Eurydice 
In Memoriam 
A Trance 
Almond Blossom in Wartime 

PKINCE, F, T, 
The Hanging Church 

STEWART, W, F, M, REED, HENRY 
Chrysotl~en~iis 
The Wall 

Icarus 

SWINGLER, RANDALL 
Acres of Power IIIDLER, ANNE 

Bring Back 
TESSIMOND, A. J. S. 

England 
The Neurotics 

RIVIERE, MICHAEL 
Oflag Night Piece 

ROSS, ALAN 
Leave Train 

THOMPSON, DUNSTAN 
Lament for a Sleepwalker 
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TILLER, TERENCE 
Tirne Will Not Open His Clenched Hand 
Shop Windsw 
Song 
R Love Po~rn  
Bn diets 
Armfecleg 

WALLER, ROBERT 
Lying Together 

WITI-IERBY, DIANA 

Casualty 

YATES, L. J. 

The Spanish Hands 

YATES, PETER 
Seen from the Open Window 
Invocation 
The Motionless Dancer 
The Word of Death 

SAD STANDARDS 

A ~ h a  far the sad gtandards 
In the eyes of the old mastera 
Sprouting through glaze of their pictures! 

For what we stare at through glass 
Opens on to our running time : 
As nature spilled before the summer mansion 
Pours through windows in on our dimension : 

And the propellor's rigid transparent flicker 
To  airman over continental ranges 
Between him and the towhs ahd river 
Spells dynamics of this rotating 
Age of invention, too rapid for sight. 

Varnish over paint and dust across glass : 
Stare back, remote, the static drum ; 
The locked ripeness of the centaur's feast ; 
The blowing flags, frozen stiff 
In a cracked fog, and the facing 
Reproach of Rembrandt's self-portrait. 

Alas for the sad standards 
In the eyes of freshly dead young 
Sprawled in the mud of battle. 
Stare back, stare back, with dust over glazed 
Eyes, their gaze at partridges, 
Their dreams of girls, and their collected 
Faith in home, wound up like a little watch. 

T o  ram them outside time, violence 
Of wills that ride the cresting day 
Struck them with lead so swift 
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TR ekeer rlre akytrrnd g ~ l f b ~  rke eresrs that: Ilft net 
To any land in sight I' 
How trhull the uaa-walf, who livee froin rurge to 1111tge, chuft 
Chrrent and reef aright ? 

Always our time's ghost-guise of impermanence 
Daunts me : whoever I meet, 
Wherever I stahd, a shade of parting lengthkhs 
An4 lilpt~ a ~ n u i ~ d  my feet. 
B u t  now, the heart sunderings, the real migrations- 
Millions fated to flock 
Down weeping roads to mere oblivion-strike me 
Dumb as a rooted rock. 

I watch when searchlights set the low cloud smoking 
Like acid'on metal : I start 
At sirens, sweat to feel a whole town wince 
And hump, a terrified lieart, 
Under the bomb-strokes. These, to look back on, are 
A few hours' unrepose : 
But the roofless old, the child beneath the ddbris- 
I-low can I speak for those ? 

Busy the preachers, the politicians weaving 
Voluble charms around 
This ordeal, conjuring a harvest that shall spring from 
Our heart's all-harrowed ground. 
I, who chose to be caged with the devouring 
Present, must hold its eye 
Where blaze ten thousand farms and fields unharvested, 
And hearts, steel-broken, die. 

Yet words there must be, wept on the cratered present, 
T o  gleam beyond it : 
Never was cup so mortal but poets with mild 
Everlastings have crowned it. 
See wavelets and wind-blown shadows of leaves on a stream 
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H~KV i l i ~ y  klpple td@thd~, 
As life and death intermarried-you cannot tell 
One from another, 

Our words like poppies love the maturing field, 
But form no harvest : 
May lighten the innocent's pang, or paint the dreams 
Whutt gluilt ir unhdrne~sed~ 
Bark over all, absolving all is hung 
Death's vaulted patience : 
Words are to set man's joy and suffering there 
In constellations. 

We speak of what we know, but what we have spoken 
Truly we know not- 
Whether our good may tarnish, our grief to far 
Centuries glow not. 
The Cause shales off, the Humankind stands forth 
A mightier presence, 
Flooded by dawn's pale courage, rapt in eve's 
Rich acquiescence. 

C. Day Lewis. 

CHRYSO THEMIS 

I CANNOT follow them into their world of death, 
Or their hunted world of life, though through the house, 
Death and the hunted bird sing at every nightfall. 
I am Chrysothemis : I sailed with dipping sails, 
Suffered the winds I would not strive against, 
Entered the whirlpools and was flung outside them, 
Survived the murders, triumphs and revenges, 
Survived ; and remain in a falling, decaying mansion, 
A house detested and dark in the setting sun, 
The furniture covered with sheets, the gardens empty, 
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A brother ahd a sister long drbarted, 
A railing mother gone, 
It is my house now. I have set myself to protect, 
A ainst the demons that linger inside our walls, 

rat4dcasd, qulst ~ k i l d ~ r ~  1~! ddlkfi@a@ 6184 #ham@ I 
They Ila apl iahs~itad bed$ iil their hewy slurnbefe, 
Their faces relaxed to nocturnal innocence. 
I will protect them in the decaying palace. 

In the dying sun, through slots in the shuttered windows, 
I can see the hanging gardens carved on our mountain 
Above and below us, terraces, groves and arbours, 
The careful rise of the trees to meet the heavens, 
Tlie deliberate riot of the wilderness, 
The silent arch through which my brother returned, 
And again returned. 

In the long broad days of summer, 
On the great hill the house lay, lost and absorbed and dreaming, 
The gardens glittered under the sweeping sun, 
The inmates kept to their rooms, and hope 
Iiose in the silence, 

And indeed 
It seemed the agony must die. But then 
The house would seem to sigh, and then again, 
A sigh and another silence. Through the slotted ohutters 
I would see them there, my mother and my sister 
Wandering and meeting in the garden's quiet 
(And I moved from room to room to see them better). 
There seemed a truce between them, as if they had 
Called off their troops in order to bury their dead. 
I could not hear my sister speak ; but clearly, 
She spoke with calm and patience, and my mother gave 
The answer designed to please, wistful and eager ; 
And her words would be quietly taken, twisted and turned, 
Ropes, that would loose the rivers to flood again ; 
The fragile dams would burst, indeed constructed 
Only for breaking down. 
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This wtrs thtd ydwn of timv whila tr murder 
Awaited another murderc I did nee see 
My father's murder, but I see it now always afound me, 
And I eee it shapeless : as when we are sometimes told 
Of the ks~ece who walk Bart into ks snow and bilrl~ard 
T o  $pare their comrades care, we always see 
A white direction in which the figure goes, 
And a vague ravine in which he stumbles and falls, 
My father rises thus from a bath of blood, 
Groping from table to chair in a dusky room 
Through doorways into darkening corridors, 
Falling at last in the howling vestibule. 

In the years that followed, the winds of time swept round 
The anniversaries of the act ; and they 
Were shouted down : my mother prepared for them 
Music and dance, and called them celebrations. 
They did not, fever-laden, creep on her unaware. 
But did the nights not turn on her ? Did she not 
Dream music in the false-dawn faltering, phrases 
Repeating endlessly, a figure of the dance 
Halting and beckoning ? 

It is my house now, decaying but never dying, 
The soul's museum, preserving and embalming 
The shuttered rooms, the amulets, the pictures, 
The doorways waiting for surprises, 
The children sleeping under the heat of summer, 
And lastly the great bronze doors of the bridal chamber, 
Huge and unspeaking, not to be ~ressed and opened, 
Not to be lingered near, then or thereafter, 
Not to be pounded upon by desolate fists, 
Mine least of all. 

I sailed with dipping sails. 
1 was not guilty of anybody's blood. 
I will protect them in the decaying house. 

With this resolve, concluded like a prayer, 
From the eyes of the window gently stealing away, 
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As in a ritual I wipe the dust from the mirror 
And look through the dark at the dim reflection before me. 
The lipe draw hack from the mouth, 
The night draws back froin the yeat's, 
4rd c l ~ e r ~  I5 111~ family ern{!@ irr the qelv@~ing rosrn~ 

Tl~t: ~ L P  ha4 GqTEr ~ n d  the k ~ n r - ~ d  b l ~ d  dowands I 
' &:an the liar the truth, the deceber seek it, 
The nzutderet-presgrvd, tfie trprrbt chatten, or the guilty 
Shelter the in~ocent ? And shall you protect ? ' 

Henry Reed. 

BATHERS 

THBY flutter out of white, and run 
through the electric wind to bathe, 
giggling like rivers for the fun 
of smacking mud in the toes, of lithe 
and sliding bodies like their own 
-sharp rushes, good to battle with, 

The child ltnsws all delight to be 
naked and queer as his own name, 
foreign es being loved : but he 
feels as a kind of coming home 
the flags that slap his plunging knee, 
and the cold stocking of the stream. 

Coiling in wombs of water, bent 
backwards upon the sheets of air, 
his wand of sexless body lent 
to all that was or casts before, 
he strips to either element 
a foetus or a ravisher. 
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So gladly virgin rivers rush 
down to their amniotic seas, 
children of cold and glittering flesh 
that pramise hakvgbt ag they pass 
patlies of tiny felttils fieh 
In tho fsldt. pule uf buieaoraatu thi@hu, 

Termbe ?Illor, 

BROTHER FIRE 

WHEN our brother Fire was having his dog's day 
Jumping the London streets with millions of tin cans 
Clanking at his tail, we heard some shadow say 
' Give the dog a bone '--and so we gave him ours ; 
Night after night we watched him slaver and crunch away 
The beams of human life, rhe tops of topless towers. 

Which gluttony of his for us was Lenten fare 
Who mother-naked, suckled with sparks, were chill 
Though dandled on a grid of sizzling air 
Striped like a convict-black, yellow and red ; 
Thus were we weaned to knowledge of the Will 
That wills the natural world but wills us dead, 

0 delicate walker, babbler, dialectician Fire, . 

0 enemy and image of ourselves, 
Did we not on those mornings after the All Clear, 
When you were looting shops in elemental joy 
And singing as you swarmed up city block and spire, 
Echo your thoughts in ours ? ' Destroy! Destroy! ' 

Louis MacNeice. 



THE place where our two gardens meet 
Is undivided by a street, 
And mingled flower and weed caress 
And fill our double wilderness, 
Among whose riot undismayed 
And unr@gkdrltih~d, we idly plqkd,  
While, unaccompanied by fears, 
The months extended into years, 
Till we went down one day in June 
T o  pass the usual afternoon 
And there discovered, shoulder-tall, 
Rise in the wilderness a wall : 
The wall which put us out of reach 
And into silence split our speech. 
We knew, and we had always known 
That some dark, unseen hand of stone 
Hovered across our days of ease, 
And strummed its tunes upon the breeze. 
It had not tried us overmuch, 
But here it was, for us to touch. 

The wilderness is still as wild, 
And separately unreconciled 
The tangled thickets play and sprawl 
Beneath the shadows of our wall, 
And the wall varies with the flowers 
And has its seasons and its hours. 
Look at its features wintrily 
Frozen to transparency ; 
Through it an icy music swells 
And a brittle, brilliant chime of bells : 
Would you conjecture that, in Spring, 
We lean upon it, talk and sing, 
Or  climb upon it, and play chess 
Upon its summer silentness ? 
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Om OEPEW~IJ thing done we know ! 
Silence or aeng, it does not go. 
A habit now to w ~ k e  wit11 day 
And watch it catch the sun's first ray, 
Or  terrorised to scramble through 
The depths of night to prove it true. 

Wo ~ o o d  Hbt d ~ w b t ~  fat auah tl well 
Is based in death, and does not fall. 

Henry Reed. 

ELEGY 

TREE of the hillside, Apple tree, 

The shadows of birds and their small bright mouths 
leap over woods that part the bending rivers- 
over the creeping ridges, valley to valley 
the spires of cockcrow and the cold bell answer 
far to the blind sea, to the drowned ledges ; 
spanned by the sky's wide beaches. Or  fine spires 
the gold birds flash swinging above the copses 
and out of farms under the intricate sky 
the tall necks yell incessant at the morning- 

among your leaves of the fountain 
a hundred reddening globes, the faces of children 
tree of the chalk hill, apple tree 
roll your red apples to the parishes ; I 

down to wet valleys, by streams, hung with the leaves' old faces. 
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