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And after it, the six men dead 
the whole day: 
among the shells snoring 
in the morning, 
and again at midday 
and in the evening. 

In the sun, which was so indifferent, 
so white and painful; 
on the sand which was so comfortable 
easy and kindly; 
and under the stars of Africa, 

jewelled and beautiful. 

One Election took them 
and did not take me, 
without asking us 
which was better or worse: 
it seemed as devilishly indifferent 
as the shells. 

Six men dead at my shoulder 
on an Autumn day. 

SPRING TIDE 

Again and again when J am broken 
my thought comes on you when you were young, 
and the incomprehensible ocean fills 
with floodtide and a thousand sails. 

The shore of trouble is hidden 
with its reefs and the wrack of grief, 
and the unbreaking wave strikes 
about my feet with a silken rubbing. 

How did the springtide not last, 
the springtide more golden to me than to the birds, 
and how did 1 lose its succour, 
ebbing drop by drop of grief? 
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