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DOVER BEACH

Il:.‘ SEA 150 .nim '[lr-nl;:ht.

The ude 15 full, the moon hes Gar

Upon the straits; — on the French coast the light
Gleams and 18 gone; the cliffs of England stand.
Glimmermg and vast, out in the trancul bay,
Come to the window, sweet is the night-air!
Only, from the long line of spray

Where the sea meets the moon-blanch’d land.

Listen! you hear the Eriting roat

O pebibles which the waves draw back. and Hing

At therr return, up the high strand,

H:'!,:IH. and cease, and |:|14,-:| Agmimn |T"-'L:TII.

wllh [TL‘IIIIIIHLI". cadence H[, W anid h””l—'-

I he erernal note of wadneas 111

Sophocles long ago

Fleard 1t on the Agean, and it brought

Into hs mind the tarbid ebb and fow

OF human misery; we

Find also in the sound a thought,

Hearing ic by this distant northern sea.

The sea of futh

Was once, too, at the full, and round earth’s shore
Lay like the tolds of o bright girdle furl’d,
But now [ only hear

Its melancholy, lang, withdeawing roar,
[Retreating to the breath

OF the mght=-wind down the vase edges drear
And naked shingles of the world,

Ah, love, let us be true

T one another! for the world, swhich seeimns
To lie betore us ke a land of dreams,

So various, so beaunful, so new,

Hath really neither joy, nor love, nor light,
Nor certitude, nor peace, nor hl.'lp tor |‘r;li:I:
And we are here as ona darkling plam
Swept with confused alarms of struggle and flight,
Where ignorant armies clash by night.
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SONG OF THE WOKMS

¢ have been LH|L||'1;:H-LIF|1[ LO) IUH};:,
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WE ANC TNty .I”'-! LI

THE DOLLY ON THE DUSTCART

we remember when we were human

We have hived among roots and stones,
we have sung but no one has hstened, m the dolly on the dusccarr,
we come into the open atr | cap see you're nior impressed,

I"tn hixed above the drivers cab,

at meht only to love
With wire across me chest,

which disgusts the soles of boots, The dustman see, he spotted me,

their leather strict religion. Ciomg in the grinder,

We ]'-HH"-‘- "p'-'h.ll il hm 1 |u:1|-'.~. 11'-'-1' ."'|.|:|-.| |ll.‘ ﬁ.‘w‘.l.'l.i e ol I]lt‘ Iﬂrr'g..

when seen from underneath. I dunno it that was kinder,

we know the philosaphy of boots, - s avetan:
TS LESE Ll ok DhES o IR ELY LliesS,

their metaphysic of kicks and ladders, In pink and pretty shade
» sl o ALIES,

lﬂ._'i_ ST -!1ll.lli,1 i1l II_'II;II]I'H_
But ic’s torn now, being on the cart,

but contemptuous of the foor that needs them. And black as the ace of spades,
s00n we will invade like weeds, There’s dire all round me tace,
And all across me rosy cheeks,
Well, 've had me head thrown back,

But we ain't had no rain for weeks,

1"-i‘|'f."'-‘-.']tl.'r|: hnl ~1|||1.".'|'..';
the ¢ aptive pl:mh will rebel
with us, fences will topple,

brick walls ripple and fall, | used ta be 2 *Mama' doll,

there will be no more hoots Nipped forward, I'd say "Mum

Meinwhile we ear dirt But the rain got in me squeaker,

ani "I'-'V].",' We are Walnng And now | Been struck 1“"”1‘4

under your fret I had vwo lovely blue eves,
.y : veather,
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vou will hear Il:slthH Onessunk backdnime HEACIAG,
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