- The Lingonberry
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Sa_cny, as in the paét, we meet upon a plain
And see the state of England dry and formless
The sweeping'beauty of her fields and hills
Sunoumled by the clying elms and bordered
By the rush of people and of things

Will sink the hopeful spirit of our days

Who cannot bear to watch or yet depart

What rhythm now can find its way
An_wng the hearts and mi;nds-of England
What words in history bind this people_

| ~ And bring their sense of life to life

Here, where every good thing passecl
Compared to the world outside

Is now in her crowded counties

Hardly l)reatlling, for the air she takes
The very air wh_ic}x thunders

- And the sweet tired rain _

- Which falls so lwpelessly upon the concrete
Does not cannot change us

' AS,. if the {rery oxygen itself had altered
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After all this time the danger lies within
For how lucky are the Philistines
When led l)y greater men

But now tlley creep among the relics
Of our lzingclo_m, l’ligl'l and low
Where is their past? _
What novel lies have sported them?
They now announce themselves

Like new-plumed birds of prey

With all the confidence of modernity
To doubt the fugitive past

The landscape is bound to our ideas

Every porl:io'n of the world outside functions within
Thus if you look at Gloucester

Or Somerset, Wiltshire or Warwick
Oxford or Buclzingham _

The teeming roads run in

And you can stand upon the tower

To look with former pride

Across the glorious Summer scene
- Now Winter landscape

You must remember as you reached the hill
Above the Golden Valley

Or any hill from any scene

And dreamed of this advantage
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Entwined in all our hearts _
The very springl)oard of our action
Securing our past, our confidence

" In the cause of life,

This is not America -

We are not here to extend beyond belief -
Custom and habit

But to maintain with sure eyes

Past and present

Keeping forever those real days

Wl‘zi_clx in any time in any place

Endure as monuments

To our new questions

To this future the landscape

Poses before us a passion of unending scenes
The country heat and distant sea '
Shimmer among the high oaks

And throug}l the glancing lanes

Cycling we head toward the shore

Laug}xing and playin'g

Down the 11111 and overtalzing

Across_the })ridge to wait and look

Upon the lovely'river
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While the one we love

- Breathless and excited arrives
And then away racing toward
The shore of our mortality

The ancient cutter leaves the quay
Voices chatter menily

We wind our way among the tinlzling masts
Modre_cl by long mud flats

Now covered by the purple samphire
The sea is calm and blue

The misty sun promises the day
The coast stands all in view

Where several hamlets rest

Beneath the woods and shallow hills
And perfect churches soar

Tl'_u'oug}l trees of oak

The cur]ing smoke of morning fires
From tidy radiant houses

Crowns our happy day

O gcntle rising sun

O coast, O sea, O sley

The playful seals squeal and dive
 We are all delighted

But in my eye cast toward the shore
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A vision o_f llla_n'nony appears
Which can only be destroyed
By our very selves -

The soft dark curves of earth
Stretc_h a hundred miles

In diamond folc_ling fields
‘And all that travels here

At sea, on land, lives I'lig]:l-
Among the art of life
The art of movément |

Sight and livin-g days

Evening falls and homeward

_ Tlu'ouglx the Autumn lanes

Our thoughts are satisfied by peace
Not striving ill li})erty

And happiness are broken -

But reaching beyond the minds
Disintegration and defeat

By a supreme deta_chment.

Thus all our future sorrows _

'Yiel_d ]Jefore-tl'u:e ]3:_rave man,
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II

Is the past complete

The cycIe of darkness towards us

Have the glorious dead died

Only in the vortex of this spinning world
Where unknown unseen |
The petals of the silent poppies

Circle the go]den fields of corn

Meet unremembered the harvest?

The way of our fragile love

No longer can withstand

The complex tumult

The stroke of our lifl:ing up

In the memory of others

Gave us a victory

O vulgar tasteless death

How dear life is to every man

This o}Jject, these people are forever
O ’cruly fortunate
Coming in compassion to our distress

Is there one who sees, knows

17



But in the room shadowed by the fire
The cool glass of lingonberry

And our hot faces pressed

QOur hands tight-clasped :

Beside the open window

Looking into the sombre-scented valley
Where river, house and tree...

O the unimagiﬁal:le -

Thus loolzing back upon the room

In the moment of intercession
Our gaze is fixed upon the table
There reposing as a f'u;a] symbol

The jug of lingonl)erry water.
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The North sea glows before the window

He adjusts his wide brocaded tie | .

Descends the stair waits before the door-

While the sky is crossed by thunder of potential war
The white cloth sits below the mun)erry tree

- And breakfast to the song of birds

New sunl)eams, Ilel' a]]ure

Are taken t})oug}xtfu]ly

- Across the lawn beside the church
The cjrc]es wait like children
Sym]:)ols of lnappiness

But in the heavens

The hour of our catastrophe
Beats tl'lrough the love]y air

A final high-pitched chorus

The bleakest destiny of all

War is a game of chess
Useless without players
Let’s concentrate on sometlling else

For the form of death
~ Never surpasses the insigh’c'
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Into the question of here and now
This ga.ined we are immortal

 The earth may evaporate

A_ll trace of us deparf: o
But we are a portion of the insight
Which like light itself

Is an eternal trajectory

This at least miglat beso .
For in mystery and in doubt
- In the dying of the young
In an impossible existence
A thousand lies may be told
Nothing can be granted

" But a little security :
Given by those in harness
For a final kindness

Grant then O my people

A little security to each

_ Are we not then bound

To a great ﬁndertaking

A great suﬂ:ici'en_cy

Do we not stand irresisti]:ly

. _ At a new clepa.rtur.e

Does not age alter us
Into a coming of age
Then do you not see
Are we not free?



Far away from England

I sat on a metal bed

Talked in low tones to students

How goocl this case

Far from his desert home

How perfectly the signs were here

Muttering in chosen phrases

One by one we touched the gentle ])ody

Alteady Leyond our grasp

He placed his palm in mine

How pale unwell it seemed

I looked into his eyes

Where the moment of recognition

Passed into the slightest smile

“That evening the medicine 1)9gan

He trembled .violently in the night

In the morning as ] drove

Unconcerned, immersed in my own fears

He entered into the past alone

The deserted past |

And still I see him disappearing
Into the folds of time

| O premature death loolz on look on

Never to see the sea

QO never for love is gone

Where is the candle to burn

All our l)rea]zing
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 Then the cak will upholcl us

Ol spmted warrior time (lefeater
The elms are &esl:myed '

Our romances go with them

~ The houses are falling

The flowers encircled o

T]'lé air over-l)urdene(l ' _

We have loved these fields so much-

Tyvo hundred years of Leauty.
Surrounded the meadow

You cannot see tlle ﬂowers

For the broken elms, natures Jamnatlon;

: Yetshemllnot(lefeatus

| Destroyer of our image _
We have taken our weapons

Determined, against odds
To llave new romances '
How could it be in the scale of things - |

We have loved so mucll '

N everl:}:eless tl:ere isa trans:tlon
Which if words are useless .
The bonds which hold us here
Spealz lou(l a.ncl clear L |
For who i in the moment of surrender o
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In the moment of comple’ce love

Has not believed in an etemal wish
Sanctified Ly action

Tlu'ougll a perfect remembrance -
That feeling these tllings

Moving without gravity to theend
He becomes as in the moment of the carol
An an-gatl'lering truth |
The coldness of his past

In the coldness of his age

Is now a movement in time

 As in a Greek statue _

He comes to our eternity

By 11__is human love

For we are the ﬁgures in the snow
Beside the leafless trees

We.are the song of life.
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Praise is so difficult now
We have been so ])adly sl-ialéen
The promises have deceived us
Nature in her polar ice

Lies with the frozen g'ods

The magic tunes fade aivay

Tl'xe fairy tales wither
‘But the face which turns to you
With all the growing fear of love
The loss of love

Is now the sun, the shade

This is the only necessity

As the fire dies away

Not only this love either

But the resolution |
* That this is our end
The only noble Pa’cll _
And this is no virtue, no perfection
It is only the way tllrough
To the brink of oblivion

From where we return to offer
Ina perfec’t form _
The experience of an in-sig}xt
Grasped by a total release
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Held in the hig_}ies’c hope of our imagination
We are granted a blessing

Not indeed l)y the gocls

For has it not been said
.'_It lies beyond the gods

F‘oi:ward, enter into the Winter
 The bleak mid-Winter

As the great wind moans

The las]:in_g storm sings

O snow on snow

Can we now resist you

Your tidings of great joy

Will you melt and sing

You are beyond the gods

The strugg]e for normality _
: Tl'l.rough the seasons of time
Is a continual taslz,

To move as he said

From some sort of artist

To some sort of man

Gives us little laughter
These ends enclose us _
In the burden of l'lumanity
If we are not the same tl'x.ing
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Moving to the same mountain top
And if we are not gpirit

We advance to a void

Wl'nere laugl'lter and sentiment _
And universal truth _
Disappear into the clarlzness_

Of the .eclloing cave

Look then again at N orfolk

~ Or Dorset or Shropshire
Scotland or Normandy

The conviction of l'_unnony
Enters into every stone

These are the solita.ry proofs

Of a coherent continuum

Nota desperate battle for notl:.ing
But an affirmation in silence
A quiet living which is not imbecility
But an unchanging craft

 In the acons of time

Where we are su-bmerged playing
On the wings of insight

Can we then be llappy

Not l)eing fit for these things
Full of intention

Yet lacking any resolution
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If resolution leads to nothing,

0O happy wanderer across the seas
Careless indifferent life

To liv_e and 'ﬂow_er and die

Free from their needs

- The wailing of the wozld,

Tt will never be those garland days
* And who resolves in concentration
As the sense departs

To shackle on theii needs

Until lenowleclge_ and effort

Bow you down to death

I see him now far off '
That so_litaxy unblinkered mind
Whose arm and bea:ring sway them
He moves among. the hills

Defies all fee].ing

Yet he spea.l?.s a louder voice

And ymi can see on every side

The best are gone or going

Who now resists |

But jumps into the void

St George's flag still flies
Among those ancient Norfolk towers
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_Beclzoning a final effort

The oaks stand down and on their crests
Bravely upon the breeze '
The great baclge waves
Surrounded ]:)y the friemﬂy trees
After all we face

In this doubtful hectic time
Why is this a heart’s delight

It contains an idea

Fair, kind and true.

We are its servants

Tlle worlcl’s servaﬁts

St George and Engla.ncl

Yet Science breeds her greatest bombs
And the armorial shields '
Cigar—sllapecl point our desﬁny

We, the inheritors

Carry forward the dogs day
Strangely the people are gone

The landscape is clear

Only this we believed in

For strangers in other lands

Often are warmer, closer

Worst are the cleverer men

Ever colder more rotten

In their predictable ways
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Whatever our mistakes here and abroad
It has been a tea-party

Compared to our successors

Nor can it be said directly
Enter then into the Kingdom
Of our dear land and sky
The dark sea bathes us
The hill-tops raise our hearts
Trees shelter shade us
While the open houses
Welcome the free spirit
The labour of our love
Responds to the great task
* The earth gives up her secret
And your passage 'meéts
The wide white sails
‘Beside the silent plain
Faster now and ffdst'er_
Into the green and misty sea
The sun sets in perfect majesty
And you have listed to eternity
Ever l)eyond the gods. '

1980
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