AN AUTUMN DAY

Onthat slope

onanautumn day,

the shellssoughing about my ears

and six dead men at my shoulder,

dead and stiff— and frozen wereit not for the heat —
asif they werewaiting for amessage.

When the screech came

out of the sun,

out of aninvisiblethrobbing;
theflameleaped and the smoke climbed
and surged every way:

blinding of eyes, splitting of hearing.
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And after it, the six men dead
thewholeday:

among the shellssnoring
inthemorning,

and again at midday
andintheevening.

Inthesun, whichwasso indifferent,

sowhiteand painful;

on the sand which was so comfortable

easy and kindly;

and under the stars of Africa,
jewelled and beautiful.

OneElectiontook them

and did not take me,

without asking us
whichwasbetter or wor se:

it seemed asdevilishlyindifferent
astheshells.

Sxmen dead at my shoulder
on an Autumn day.
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