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"'­
And first there was a place of thorns,

And then a salt sea-shore,

East 0' the Sun, West 0' the Moon,
Ina twilit land walked he,

The same where vagrant souls do range
When sleep has set them free-­

And a shadowy guide went at his side
, Whose fa~e he'might not see.

Beyond Polaris and the Plough,
And the cold Northern Crown,

Where white in space the Milky Way
O'er the lip of space pours down.

ABOUT the dead dark 0' the night,
Ere the first cock clapped his wing,

The Hun Lord's soul had wandered far­
A shrunk a~d wizened thing-e--.

E BALLAD OF THE HUN KING'S DREAM

SAILOR TOWN

Cap'n Paul Jones was a Britisher born, which
why, now the time has come,

He knows the tug of the Solway tide, and the rattl~

of Drake's old drum;
He is back to the sea in the old, old way, a sailorit

man smart and bold,
And the flag 0' the "Ranger" is flying to-day by t

't '

:flag that she fought of old.

We used to call him a pirate then, and he certa~'

wasn't our friend,
,But he sailed and he fought as a Britisher ough~'

which is what matters most in the end.

;f;':'
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SAILOR· TOWN

And then a river dark and wide
That no man might cross o'er;

And the wind blew, the wind blew
_As it could blow no more.

"What -thorns be these, so long and keen,
That bite me to the boneP" .. . '. .

Oh, these be thorns of hate and lies
Which you on earth have sown.

"What sea is this before my feet
That has so salt a tide?"

Oh, that is the flood of women's tears
That fall and are not dried·,

They weep, and, weeping, name his name
;Through whom their dear ones died.

"What stream is this so dark and deep
That laps me to the chin?" . . .!

Oh, that is the river of men's blood
Who perished by your sin.

There is no boat shall ferry you,
No ford shall bring you through

The red river that runs always
Between your God and you.
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HRBALLAD OF THE HUN KING'S DREAM

There was no light· in all that lalJg
But the far glare of Mars;

And the wind blew, the wind blew,
It shook the fixed stars.

And in that wind the shivering soul
Like a dry leaf was driven . . .

"What wind is this, what fearful wind,
That rocks the stars in Heaven?"

Oh, that is the breath of a dead mother
With a dead babe at her side,

Beneath your -iron heel who lay,
And cursed you as she died l



NEWFOUNDLAND'S GIFT

GIFTS from a full garner-wealth from a bri
store-

How shall these things be offered from a seagirt
and poor?

I-who have neither gold nor jewels, cattle
corn- .',

I (says Newfoun'dland) give the lads I have bo~/.

Toll 0' the Banks when the white fog spins a shr~~;
there,"";"

Toll 0' 'the Gulf when the Fundy gales 'are Id~;rT

there, ~.';'.;

Toll 0' the ice-pack grinding south by Labrado~l
These things have I paid . . . yet will not gruq';J.'

my part in war.

Bone 0' my bone-and in bitter' pain I bare th
Blood 0' my, blood-oh, it's cruel hard to sp

them! ,
Splendid sons of seamen-more than life to m~;;~.

No new thing is sacrifice to them which use the 8~:':,
--108- "

NEWFOUNDLAND'S GiFT

one 0' my heart-and the salt sad tides roll over

them;
teart 0' my heart-e-oh, the wide, cold seas '11 cover

thern !
'old and gear I give not. ,~ '. life and love and

;Ii

all to me,
'Mae I give to England CO ,.~ 0 to England and the

sea. !
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ST. PATRICK'S DAY IN THE MORNING

OH, where is the lad that's far .away? . . .
And what of the one that sails the sea? ..•
Oh, how will they keep Saint Patrick's Day,

Saint Patrick's Day in the morning?

There's some will 'hear the great guns' din
At the break 0' day their tune begin,
And the snipers welcome the daylight in

On Patrick's Day in the morning.

And be they far or be they near,
Upon that day they'll keep good cheer,
And make the foe that meets them fear

On Patrick's Day in the morning.

There's some will watch the fleet that lurks
By harbour, mine and fortress works,
And some will hammer the heathen Turks

On Patrick's Day in the morning.
-110-

ST. PATRICK'S DAY IN THE MORNING

"Oh far and near their watch is sets
, ,
;'But he they cold, or be they wet,

;: Will there a man of them all forget
Saint Patrick's Day in the morning?

'Ay, some there'll be so sound who sleep
In the fields 0' Firance or the waters deep,
They will not know that their kinsmen keep

Saint Patrick's Day in the morning.

Sweet :s the sleep of them, far away;
And how should they heed if a man should say:
"Oh, don't you rem~mber Saint Patrick's Day,

. h .~"Saint Patrick's Day In t e mornmg r
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THE HAPPY WABRIOR

(...4.pm 2Srd)

I

HERE, a soldier plain, I kneel,
Sword on thigh, spur on heel.

If I fall or if I stand,
Lord, my times are in Thy hand.

Three things beneath the sun,
These I'll ask, and so have done.

Clean hand, clean sword,
And a clean heart to serve Thee, Lord!

II

When Spring's turned and Winter's done,
Life in every bough does' run.

Very sweet the Spring sky
Shall a man desire to die',

;.-119l-

THE HAPPY WARRIOR

Die, and be no more seen
Where streams run and fields are green,

And the birds do sing shrill

Mating songs in. April?

Should a man not fear to fall,
Lord, Lord ... if life were all?
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ARMED' MERCHANTMEN: AN OLD SONG:;
RE-SUNG

By the Liverpool Docks at the break of the day,
I saw a flash packet; bound westward a,way;
And well did I mark how each new-mounted gun

Like silver did gleam in the first morning sun.

Bound away, bound away, where the wide wa.te~
:flow, c/,

.She's a Liverpool packet-oh, Lord, let her go!

For thieves be abroad on the ocean highway
,To harass our traders by night and by day;
But let such attempt her, to take or assail,
They may find to their cost she's a sting in

tail.

She's a crack ocean liner--now catch her' wh '
can!-

Her crew are >true British and game to a man;
The pirates of Potsdam had best have a care­
She's the Navy's stepdaughter, and touch her

who dare!
-114--

MED MERCHANTMEN: AN OLD SONG RE~SUNG

:~~und away, bound away, with a bone in her mouth,
'he passes the Bar light, she turns to the south,

Liverpool packet that stays for no foe-
;iafe, safe on her journey, oh, Lord, let her go!

'f ound away, bound away, where the wide waters

~; flow, '
,; h "
'~She's a Liverpool packet-oh, Lord, let er go.
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STORMY DUSK

TO-NIGHT the dark came stormy down,
The sun went red to rest;

And fleets of clouds like battleships
Filled all the burning West.

, The wind was rising to a gale,
It howled in hedge and tree.

And it's cold, bitter cold,
Where our sailormen must be,

.Oh, it's bitter cold this night
In the wild North Sea!

To-night I heard the church clock strike
Across the gusts of storm' . • .

And I thought how go the hours at sea
While we are sheltered warm . • •

I prayed God guard our ships at sea
And keep them from all harm, . • •

And guide them through the pitch-black tides
Where the driftjng death may be,

And give them aoona safe return
And a fruitful victory.•••
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And Christ our Lord'who walked of old
On waves of Galilee,

Be near our men this night
In the wild North Sea.!

p-1.1'1~



THE LOWLAND SEA

'OR, sailed you by the Goodwins,
Oh, came you by the Sound?

And saw you there my true love,
That was homeward bound?

"Oh, never will he anchor
Again in English ground;

A-sailing by the Lowlands,
Your sailorman is "drowned.

"~hey gave his ship her death-blow;
As she was sailing by,

~nd every soul aboard her,
Oh, they left them all to die.

"They were nof common pirate~

Nor rovers of Sallee • • •
But gentlemen of high estate

Come out of Germanie!"
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THE LOWLAND SEA

It w~s no worthy gentleman,
Though he were crowned King;

It was no honest seaman
That wrought so vile a thing.

But the foulest of all pirates
Tha.t ever sailed the sea • • •

And they should swing as pirates swing

Upon the gallows, tree,
A-sailing by the Lowlands

That took my lad from. me!

-119-



THE TRAVELLER

trollin' over the lakes an' mountains, over the plains

an'sea,-
s if they was born with a taste for travel . · .

somethin' the same as me!

i;I'd ha' gone bowlin' in yachts ana rollin' in plush-

.;;, , padded Pullman cars,-
,~''l'he same as I've seen 'em when I lay restin' at night-

l: time under the stars,
ZMe that have heal the ties and rode the bumpers
f{.'-!·

{, from sea to sea, iii.
~~e that have sweated in stokeholds and dined o~

." mouldy salt-horse and tea;

jr I'd been born a rich man's youngster with lots 0'

. money to burn,
~It wouldn't ha' gone in marble mansions and statues

. at every turn,
~It wouldn't ha' gone in wine and women, or dogs an'

" horses an' play,
i;'Nor yet in collectin' bricks an' bracks in a harmless

s kind of a way;
~,I'd ha' paid my fare where I've beat my way (but I

couldn't ha' liked it more!),
tMethat was born with a taste for traye1-the same if

you're rich or poor.

THE TRAVELLER

I'VE loops 0' string in the place 0' buttons,
mostly holes for a shirt;"

My boots are bust and my hat's a goner, I'm grittyi!~:
. with dust an' dirt; Y

An' I'm sittin' here on a ballard watchin' the China.
ships go forth,

Seein' the black little tugs come slidin' with timbet
booms from the North,

Sittin' an' seein' the broad Pacific break at my feei/
in foam ..•

Me that was born with a taste for travel in a back.
alley at home.

rThey put me to school when I was a nipper at tIle:
Board School down in the slums,

And some of the kids was good at spellin' and some';
at figures and sums;

And whether I went or ~hether I didn't they learned.
me nothin' at all,

Only I'd watch the flies go walkin' over the maps on.
the wall, .<

-l~O-
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SALVAGE

~Not the fierce dash of destroyers-the bow-wave

like snow-
~ .
~The track of the headlong torpedo launched swift

on the foe- t... '.
But (J, ship agrournd off the Long Sarna light,

And (J, hell of (J, gale blowing •

ot the white flame of the searchlights, the red glare

between,
\

;The heaven-splitting thunder and roar of the struck

magazine-
But OJ fog rolling up Channel as white as 'Wool,

A.nd never (J; light showing • ..

~ OT the encounter of navies in battle array-
The roar of the salvoes-the smoke-wrack that

darkens the da-y-
But a miwd ship with her [ore-peak full

Off the Foreland, wantilng towing • • •

SAILOR .TOWN

I ain't got folks an' I ain't got money, I" ain't got
nothing at all, "

But a sort of a queer old thirst that keeps me movin' :j,

on till I fall,
And ma~y a time I've been short 0' shelter and many'i';;

a time Q' grub, ":.:
But I've got awa~ from the rows 0' houses,." the. .,;'

streets, an' the corner pub-- .". .

And hereby the side of a sea that's shinin' undei"·;
a sky like flame, ."":

Me that was born with a taste for travel, give thanlri::~
because 0' the same. . '. ":

Me that have melted like grease at Perim and friii
like boards' off the" Horn, . .

All along of a taste for travel that was in me when~}.
was born. '



SAILOR ,~wN

WAR RISKS

When the white' fog, stooping low,
Folds in darkness friend and foe . • •
When the fast great liners cre\p
Veiled and silent through the deep .

-,1~5-

Soon, hull down, will England's 'shore,
Smudged and faint, be seen no more;
Soon the following gulls return
Where the friendly dock-lights burn;
Soon the cold stars, climbing high,
March across the empty sky • . •
Empty seas before her bow
(Lord, she's on her lonesome now1).

"LET go aft!" . • . and out she slides,
Pitching when she meets the tides • . •
She for whom our cruisers keep
Stalely vigil in the deep . . •
Sink or swim, lads, war or no, .
Let the poor old hooker go!

Not the stern splendour of battle, the glory,
fame",

Not the awarding of honours, the nation's acclaim;
But a crew and a cargo to take off by night,

.J.nilthe light fast gomg ..•
(But omy the dutyarnd deed-whose reward ism',t

"'0 man's bestowing!) II



'.A fine sport for sharing,
A rare tale to tell

(Says Teach the pirate, baring
Yellow fangs in Hell).

~127-

Oh, I saw a ship a-sinking,
And the sight it pleased me well

(Says' Teach the pirate, drinking

Red wine in Hell).

THE PIRATE'S ONLY DELIGHT

s:

iRey, bullies, ho, bullies, saw 'you aught besideP
lOh, we' saw a drowned girl there drifting on the tide!

A'sight to split you laughing,
A sweet thing to tell "-

'(Says Teach the pirate, quafling
Red wine in Hell).

'~;'Hey, bullies, ho, bullies, what about the crew?
~}',There were men that watched 'em drowning as we
'\; often used to do.

j\HEY, bullies, ho, bullies, what have ye seen,
JiFlying with the seagulls where the seas are green?
)

SAILOR TOWN

,When the hostile searchlight's eye
Sweeps across the midnight sky • • !

Lord of light and darkness, then
Stretch ,Thy wing o'er merchantmen!

When the waters known of old
Death in dreadful shape may hold
When the mine's black treachery
Secret walks the insulted sea . • •
'(Lest the people wait in vain
For their cattle and their grain)'
Since Thy name is mercy, then,
Lord, be ~n4 to merchantmen!



CLARE'S BRIGADE

MEN of the old grievous battles, men of
Brigade,

Do ye hear the troops marching through the land,
where ye are laid, . -:

Far from the clear running brooks, the dappled SUD\

and shade
On the fair green hills of holy Ireland?

Ah, but not in the old fashion "( men of Clare's;;

Brigade!), ,
Not in the sorrow of exile your kinsmen draw the-;;~

blade"
For the old trouble's ended now, its grey ghosti9

laid '
On the fair green hills of holy Ireland.

There shall be pride and love there where sorrow"::

dwelt before;
Kind peace ishell be her portion,ay, peace from.::

, ',"

shore to shore, ' !',

And Patrick's plant springing there, springing eyer,:

more
On the fair green hills of holy Ireland!
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THE RECRUIT

BAT and ball are there, lad,
And you not there to play

"There's a nobler game playing
For English lads to-day."

:And if your mates miss you
As they are like to do? 0 0 •

"If my mates were men, Iad,
They'd ha' 'listed too."

What will your dad say
That is old and grey?' '. ro ' [.~

"Oh, he'd give life and all, lad,
To be young this day."

Was your mother not, weeping
As you marched away? 0 •

"Ay, weeping she kissed me "­
As a lad's mother may."

---1~9-



SAILOR TOWN

And what'll your girl say then
That used to walk with you? •

"Perhaps she'll walk lonely
FIor she loves me true.

"But parents both and sweetheart,
All have said the same-

'If you hadn't gone, lad,
I'd ha' died for shamel' "
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THE KNITTERS

IN streets that are humming
With the city's stair . . ,'j

Or where leaves fall rustling
Through the quiet air . • •

There are women knittin~ .

Everywhere • · •

Knitting and waiting
Through hours like years­

Not with loud grieving
Nor' sighing nor bears-r­

In their hands the needles
Flash like spears.

Every thread a sorrow,
Every strand a prayer­

("Oh, where sleeps my dear one~

Or how does he fare?")
There are women knitting

Eyerywhere • • • '"
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THE MOUTH-ORGAN

OH, there ain't no band to cheer us up, there ain't
no 'Ighland pipers

To keep our warlike ardure warm round New Cha­
pelle an' Wipers;

So-:-since there's nothin' like ~ tune to glad the
'earl 0' man-

Why, Billy with 'is mouth-organ 'e does the best 'e
can.

There ain't no birds in Plug Street Wood, the guns
'ave sent 'em flyin',

An' there ain't no song to 'ear except the squealin"
shells a-cryin";

The thrushes all 'ave 'ool~ed it, an' the blackbirds
'ad to flit •.•

So Billy with 'is mouth-organ 'e ups an' does 'is bit.

'Is notes is somewhat .limited, they are not 'igh an'
soary;

'E 'asn't got that many things in 'is bloomin' re­
pertory;

.'-";lS~

THE MOUTH-ORGAN

ut when 'e's played the lot, why, then 'is course is

straight an'. plain, .
E starts at the beginnin' an' 'e plays 'em all agaIn!

~~E's played 'em oft upon the march, an' likewise in

the trenches;
~'E's played 'em to the Gurkhas, an' 'e's played 'em

to .the Frenchies; .
,i'E may be ankle-deep in dust or middle-deep m

;1ime,
ut Billy with 'is mouth-organ 'e's at it a1~ the time.

.Wet, ~ungry, thirsty, 'ot or cold, whatever may be-

tide 'im, •
,'E'll play upon the 'ob of 'ell while the breath IS

. left inside 'im;
!And when we march up potsdam Str~et an' goose-

:. step through Berlin,
;;Why, Billy with 'is mouth-organ 'e'll play the Army

t inl

~13S-
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THE FURROW

To smell the clean earth breaking and the kind

country smells,
And think 0' the stink and reek there, and the

bursting 0' the shells.

An old horse to the furrow-an old man to the

plough-
; And the young horse and the young lad " '., • how

fare they yonder now?

THE FURROW'

The horse, so young and mettled he' scarce had
. known the rein,

That shook his feathered

streaming mane--

The clods before the ploughshare fall heavily apart, '
But never a clod among them so heavy as my heart, ~

-134-

The lad that used to drive him, so strong and

straight and tall,
That dressed him fine with ribbons and groomed'

him in the 'stall.

A;h, there as here, old Captain, we know, both I and

. you,
He'l~ drive a straight furrow as he always used to

d ,o.

AN ,old horse to the furrow-an old man to the
plough- .

For the young horse and the young lad, they're
,needed yonder now-'-



AFTER DARK

UNDER the blue sky,
And the white clouds sailing 'high,
Where the gallant wind went by,
A bird sang on-sang on
Till the day (too soon) was done.

And the daylight died
Flrom the fields and the hillside',
And the moorland bare and wide •
But the bird sang on-sang on
Long after the light was gone-

Like a voice that said:
"Oh, you who weep your dead,
Be comforted-be comforted!
For the deed lives on-lives on

Long after the life is gone I" • • •
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