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This living hand, now warm and capable
Of earnest grasping, would, if it were cold
And in the icy silence of the tomb,
So haunt thy days and chill thy dreaming nights
That thou wouldst wish thine own heart dry of blood
So in my veins red life might stream again,
And thou be conscience-calmed—see here it is—
| hold it towards you
John Keats
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The Cage

David Gascoyne

In the waking night
The forests have stopped growing
The shells are listening
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The shadows in the pools turn grey .,: . St aaS , 0555 slawla

The pearls dissolve in the shadow

And | return to you
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Your face is marked upon the clockface, csle 3 5 » aiw ikl S350 (55,5

My hands are beneath your hair
And if the time you mark
sets free the birds

And if they fly away towards the forest

The hour will no longer be ours

Ours is the ornate birdcage

The brimming cup of water

The preface to the book

And all the clocks are ticking
All the dark rooms are moving
All the air's nerves are bare.

Once flown

The feathered hour will not return
And I shall have gone away
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Alas! This is not what | thought life was.

I knew that there were crimes and evil men,
Misery and hate; nor did | hope to pass
Untouched by suffering, through the rugged glen.
In mine own heart | saw as in a glass
The hearts of others ... And when
| went among my kind, with triple brass
Of calm endurance my weak breast | armed,
To bear scorn, fear, and hate, a woeful mass!

Percy Bysshe Shelley
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