
Essence of Pastoral 

Like a lunatic somewhere are b l i nking 
The fam ished lawns. The spr inklers s i lver 
Are churn ing. The earnest grass 
M eanwhi le-but not u ngraciously-guzzles and drop, 
The seasons are turni n g; summer 
P lumps in the suburbs. Look, 0 look to the sky! 

But the oar-d inghies mann ing the sky 
S ink  l i ke sunspots of somebody b l i nki ng. 
The future, the past, the summer, 
This b l i nki ng,-that special someth ing s i lver 
Is heir to b ut precedes,-al l  th is drops 
Down to, nestles i n, transf igures, pol itely, the grass. 

But is it anythi ng, real ly, to the grass? 
Are these saffron devices of sky 
More than mere m instrelsy, than drops 
Of rai n or m u n it ions, h owever wel l  boxed? The b l inkin! 
Stems from the sting ing, which grows to a s i lver 
Suffering at the root of summer. 

0 for society polite as summer! 
The Social Graces themselves shal l  weave these stalks 

grass 
And weed through the weft of a s i lver 
Loom, l unatic fates! And the sky, 
Descending, u pended, ever shal l  be b l i nking 
Del icious d u m b  desuetude as it drops. 

Standing and standing I drop, it  drops 
My attention. It is the same every s u mmer. 
No use to be b l i nki ng and b l i n ki ng: 
I t  is a lways the same. Th is grass, 
The fence, the one tree, the dog-star,-dead; the sky 
M erely m irrors my puddle, its putrid greyish-si lver. 
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Where are the songs of s u m mer, the si lver 
Li n ings, the shin ings, the golden d rops 
of cider, l ightsome on the tongue? A sky 
somewhere is peal ing, a s u m mer 
Is kneel ing, root-broken, in  its g rass, 
And here I go b l ind ly b l inking . . .  

I n  a silver of blinking, 
A sky, a sum mer, 
Rustled, wind less, sti l l  d rops i n  the restive g rass. 
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