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Prelude to the Evening 
 

 
A cold nighté Round some hidden hive 

  Stars swarm the sky like silver bees. 
  I conjure Presences, and these 
In dead of winter come alive.  
 
I have but to invite them: They 

  Are instantly already there  
  By the hearth in my house of air. 
What follows is the eveningõs play. 
 

It takes its start, this long soirée, 
  With tongue-in-cheek, spoudogeloios. 
  Then comes along Anthologoios, 

And all the laughter dies away.  
 
 
 

˕ 
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An Evening with the Poets  
       at 16 Tite Street 
   Bored with the ôIn Memoriamõ stanza, 
 

1. 
Iõll do as Byron does, and slip            

  In (veiled as quoted song) a snatchñ           
  Letõs say, a little round or catchñ             
To let a different stanza trip   
 

Trippingly from a tongue that pants as  
  The hart does for a cooling spring. 
  What follows is just such a fli ng. 
(Form also has its wild romances.)    By mentioning Byronõs name, I have   
      invoked him. He ôsingsõ, as follows: 
 

Byronõs Song 
 
I.  

I am one of those who are always coming back into 
Fashion: such is the destiny of glamour. 
Truth is a forest you donõt crudely hack into; 
You donõt knock Beauty senseless with a hammer. 
The latest word, if yelled, will tend to crack in two 
Like split infinitives, which are bad grammar. 
   It helps a man who likes his youthful glow 
  To be mad, bad, and dangerous to know; 
 

II. 

But where there is no style, and sense is lackinõ, too, 
You do not charm the Muse, you merely damn her 
With fulsome praise. With moral cant you are tackinõ too 
Far to the right, like Tennyson you yammer. 
(Damn his Princess, his Arthur and his Kraaken, too!) 
How many woo her, and how few enamour! 
  Manyõll be the songs and sonnets, manyõll 
  Be the bouquets, but how few prove perennial! 

  
                                        
Thank you for sparing us the time  

  To favour us with a fine sample  
  Of your capacity, so ample, 
To spin out an unlikely rhyme.  
 

Now let the Shepherd Colin come 
  With oaten reed to tune his song 
  The graminivorous flock among  
Till lengthening shadows call them home.  

˕ 

I play the compere in this piece. 

In Child e Harold  and Don Juan, 
for example, or as Tennyson does in 

Idylls of the King  and The Princess. 

http://inmemoriamc33.com/haydn_sonata_in_e_flat_presto.mp3
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2. Spenserõs Song:  

         The Castle of Multessa  
 

         
I.            
A Falsework did Multessa raise, and strange 
It was, of shimmering hue, a lithe illusion 
Whose form and semblance oftentimes did change, 
And mingled false with true, to much confusion. 
Sir Plato and his knights, in white profusion, 
By its weird-woven implications all 
Enragõd, and by its sinuous convolution 
Bafflõd, laid siege against its willowy wall 
With tactics dialectical, to make it fall. 

 
II. 

With ideal siegecraft did they storm the ramparts, 
But cannonõs argument, and ramrodõs batter 
Passõd harmless through: so many parts were sham parts. 
They lifted to the battlements a ladder, 
Callõd Hierarchy, but with noisy clatter 
It fell, and into myriad splinters flew. 
They raisõd the siege. ôTwas neither Mind nor Matter; 
Or both, perchance. What could those pale knights do 
With such a solid dream, unreal, but not untrue? 

* 
 
For this melodious lay much thanks,  
  Sir Edmund, liege to Faery Queenes, 
  Bard of Enchanted Bower scenes 
And Pageant Vices ranged in ranks. 

 
   

3. 

John Keats, for whom a ready tear 
  I shed, who joined untimeliness  
  With the eternal, both to bless: 
A sonnet, if you will, my dear.  
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Keatsõs Song  

 
I. 

A sonnet, then, is what you ask me for? 
Then what shall be the subject, in what key 
Shall I best tune a strain from antique lore? 
In the green key of eyes where jealousy 
Sits crouched in torment like the hapless Moor? 
The fanfare in diminished chords shall be, 
As stately oõer the cold and marble floor 
Treads sloe-eyed and divine Melancholy. 
Being among her cloudy trophies hung 
Those years, I have known crucifixion sweet. 
For Beauty lives in Truth when fitly sung. 
How to keep measure with her nimble feet? 
When the arterial red coughs from the lung 
The hoarse-voiced singer seeks a deep retreat.  

 
II. 

He of the sonnet makes as mute an ode 
As is the Grecian Urn wherein his heartõs 
White Phoenix ashes lie, and strives to load 
And bless with ripeness, by divinest arts, 
The bare and bony branches of the oak. 
On silent bars of cloud-rack, dusky staves, 
He scores the Idea of the Nightingale, 
As pale as chimney smoke. 
To memoryõs ear, amid its crowd of graves, 
Sing, wingèd ghost, to one whose spirits fail! 
 
  I pipe the ditty of no tone, 
  The unheard dirge, whose nameõs unknown. 
  On Emperor and Clown I shed 
  Psalms from the Bible of the Dead 
  And none give ear, ears have they none. 
  Another ditty of no tone: 

 
    All night by glimmering taper 
     I cut upon the paper 
     What proves a foolish caper. 
    My thoughts cannot escape her. 
    Song of no tone I shape her: 
 
       Alone, alone. 
         A moan. A groan. 
         A moon of bone. 
         Song of no tone:                                                        
         
              I mourn 
              Forlorn. 
   * 
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(Forlorn! the very word is like ñ            
  What is it like? Ah, yes, a bell 
  To toll me back to my soleécell, 

Or bells that prison chapel strike.) 

 

To Fanny 

 
Deep in the thickening gloom of evening soft 
The Nightingale in gathering shadow sings. 
ôMid eglantine that wave their scent aloft 
I place the Urn upon a hill, and rings 
Of fire around it place. Long stand it there! 
Long since are fled into the winterõs night 
Those twain who on St Agnesõ Eve dared swear 
Love to each other in the worldõs despite. 
Fled is that music, O my Fanny dear. 
Sweet, kiss my lips!ñAre they too cold and white? 

* 
 
 
4. A Hazing Incident   
 
Spenser:                           I am heckled unkindly by my peers. 

Oscar hath dealt. The choice is mine.             
  Wilde I do hereby invocate 
  To earn his place among the Great 
Favouring us with song divine. 
            I choose to recite a poetical indis- 
              cretion of my youth: a sonnet 
                       written during my Oxford days.   

Wildeõs Song 

 
To drift with every passion till my soul 
Is a stringed lute on which all winds can play, 
Is it for this that I have given away 
Mine ancient wisdom, and austere control? 
Methinks my life is a twice-written scroll 
Scrawled over on some boyish holiday 
With idle songs for pipe and virelay, 
Which do but mar the secret of the whole. 
Surely there was a time I might have trod 
The sunlit heights, and from life's dissonance 
Struck one clear chord to reach the ears of God: 
Is that time dead? Lo! with a little rod 

I did but touch the honey of romance ñ  
And must I lose a soul's inheritance? 

* 
 
 

  Fanny Brawne. 
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Keats: 

You are so desperately attempting 
  To be sincere, I doubt you. Why 
  Not try simple sincerity?ñ   
He never found that very tempting.     Byron answers for me. 

 

[B:} I find the affectation most 
  Affecting, donõt you, John? [K:]  Indeed, 
  My Lord.ñ[S:] A great bell-ringing creed,     Spenser adds his comments. 
Upon mine oath! Already lost, 
 

And yet to seek! What an hélas 
  He maketh of himself, this whelp!ñ 
  [B] This is too rich, friends, thereõs no help     Byron speaking. 
But we must make another pass! 
 
Byron (cont.): 

This time ôtis Oscar who will speak 

  In script italicised, whilst  we 
  Steer the ship on this Odyssey. 
John, choose something especially weak. 
 

 
From ôCharmidesõ 

 
A litt le space he let his greedy eyes 
Rest on the burnished image, till mere sight  
Half swooned for surfeit of such luxuries,  
And then his lips in hungering delight  
Fed on her lips, and round the towered neck  
He flung his arms, nor cared at all his passion's will to check.  
 
Never I ween did lover hold such tryst,  
For all night long he murmured honeyed word,  

And saw her sweet unravished limbs, and kissed  
Her pale and argent body undisturbed,  
And paddled with the polished throat, and pressed  
His hot and beating heart upon her chill and icy breast. 
 
 

Keats: 

I cannot help but find amiss  
  How you  rhyme ôwordõ with ôundisturbedõ. 
   [O:] Should the Muse be so strictly curbed?     . 

[B:] Come, now, why should we stand for this?   
       Byron interjects. 

Your doggerel Muse ought to be curbed, 
  The bitch! My worbd, Iõve rarely hearbd 
  Stuff so pretentious and absurbd! 

Such drasty rhymes arenõt worth a turbd. 
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The daintiest pornography   
  I eõer laid eyes on! laughs young John. 
  Sir Edmund, say, shall we go on?ñ 

Enough! Enough badauderie,      

 
Gentlemen! (Good, Iõve shed those slanted 
  Italics, back in my own script.)  

  It seems my poetry stands stripped 
Before you fellows like a wanted 

 
Man by the bounty hunter caught  
  And handed over to the law.  
  This lion will not raise a paw.  
No, I am grateful to be taught.       And will be smarting with 
       gratitude for some time to come. 

 
5. 
But I grow bold, my heart is light,  
  And, loath to cede the Oriental  
  To Byron, or the Transcendental 

To any dark-conceited wight,  

 
From out The Rubaiyat I borrow  
  A page, and in old Khayyamõs guise 
  Sing of the world that made me wise  
By teaching me how Love and Sorrow  

 
Walk hand in hand into the grave;  
  And how that form called the ghazal 

  Became Ghazala, Muse of all 
My  trouble. For I was her slave! 
 

 
 

Ghazala 

 
With a glance you converted me: I am your worshipper, sweet Ghazala! 
For love is a feast, and the soul is never replete, Ghazala. 

 
Oh I could draw down the crescent moon for a sword and slay 

Fifty infidels! You give me strength for this feat, Ghazala. 
 
How it thrills me to touch your skin, it is smooth as the merchantõs silk,                                     
Dark as the garden where we secretly meet, Ghazala!                                                                                 
 
What joy to lie with my head on your breast in the cool of the night!  
But before the mu¯zzinõs first call I take to the street, Ghazala. 
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I weep to leave you behind on your scented cedar bed, 
But your parents are watchful, we must be discreet, Ghazala. 

 
When Allah is on my lips, your  name sings high in my heart. 
But a thief haunts lifeõs crowded bazaar, and his fingers are fleet, Ghazala. 

 
TIME pockets the hoursñeven I, your defender, Oz-Khàr, cannot stop him. 
Alas, that your beauty must wither like drought-stricken wheat, Ghazala! 
* 

 
Oz-Kh¨r Khayyamõs Ghazal of the Desert 

 
Some tears alight on the ground as a feather will land on a stone. 
I am darkness, a shadow remains where I placed my hand on a stone. 
 

Some yield to the tide of their blood, some cling to their place by the fire, 
But I have sought out the desert and taken my stand on a stone. 
 

Among the locusts I think of the seas I have crossed: One is much 
Like the other, my friends; think how puddles contract and expand on a stone. 
 

You, Ghazala, who drew down the moon for me once, you whose beauty 
Befuddled me: I am the outcast it pleased you to strand on a stone. 
 
From my heartõs bitter quarry I gouge out a pillar of pride where my wounds 
May be written, as Allah might carve a ferocious command on a stone. 

 
My griefs assemble and swear a blood oath to each other, they gather 
In moonlight and howl, like some ancient brotherly band, on a stone. 

 
When the lion-faced wind, that teethed on the ridges, scares up the grit                                                 
And the fury, I crouch with my back to it, sprinkling sand on a stone. 
 
 
 

 
 
 

  ˕

 

http://inmemoriamc33.com/rimsky-korsakov_scheherazade_2__2.mp3
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Oz-Kh¨r Khayyamõs Ghazal Concerning the Truth 

 
If there were such a thing, friends, I would speak, would yell the Truthñ  
If there were such a thingñif I could taste and smell the Truth!  
 
Scholars, my dear Jalal, with their choice phrases, can they buy,  
And Merchants, with their silks and spices, can they sell the Truth?  
 
There is a wise man who insists that it is deep, Hassan.  
What do we see, then, at the bottom of a well? The Truth?                                                                              
   
We see false heavens, M¨hmed, and a foolõs-gold coin that blinds us 
Like the Evil Eye. What, is a mad old Jinniõs spell the Truth?  

 
Suppose that such a thing exists: Is it so frail, Shabazz? 
How easily the Mighty seem to quash and quell the Truth! 
 
Yet think, Yaghoob: The Sultanõs man, with rack and screw, who wrings  
An answer from the hardiest soul, can he compel the Truth?  
 
Allah perplexes me, Rasheed: He sometimes lets his True 
Believers go astray, and shows an Infidel the Truth. 
 
I had a love, Mamoon. Comely she wasñand faithless, too.  
Beauty is specious: Would you call a painted shell the Truth?  
 
The maundering dreamer, who sees ghosts in moonlight: Who are we,  
Jamsheed, to teach him, or the madman in his cell, the Truth? 
 
Akbar, you know my mind: I hold all things to be Illusion  
Save Death. For Heaven sends us lofty lies, but Hell, the Truth.  
 
Pay no attention to your old Khayyam, pass me the wine,  
My friends! Everyone knows that poets never tell the Truth. 
 

 

 
 

6. 

When Tennyson dropped in, he caught  
  And loved the echo of his nights  
  Of good Haroun, and youthful lights  
Twinkled in his old eyes. Well wrought, 
 

He said, and Byron did allow  
  Some wit, and snidely pitied Al lah, 

  Thrown over for the wench , Ghazala. 
Then was I of their number now?  

˕
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Tennyson his Tribute to FitzGerald   
 
His friend, who was so crafty at turning  
  A Persian phrase to English pure  
  And undefiled, deserved  a tour 
Of loving force to Rubiyat turn ing. 
 

And so Lord Alfred searched into  
  His distant youthful memories  

  And immemorial nerve -cells: These 
Lines as from granite did he  hew.  
 

 
Nefertiti  
 
The crescent moon, a crooked, courtly smile, 
Hangs from its little chain above the Nile. 
Guards march between the columns in the hall 
Or stand with spear in hand along the aisle. 
  
Pharaoh has nodded off; the harps have ceased. 
You share your bed with me, a lowly priest. 
How with your nakedness you bless my body!  
But look: the god is reddening in the east. 
 

You know, my Queen. His Greatness, AKHENATEN, 

(Madman , my brethren whisper, misbegotten!) 
Has eyes and ears in every palace nook: 
To these, a wall of stone is thinnest cotton. 
 

So I must leave you now, Beautiful One. 
Theyõll miss me at the Temple of the Sun. 
The slave they send will find me in the tavern 
Draining a bowl of bitter oblivionñ 
 

How could I watch you seated on your throne 

Beside this thing  that claims you as his own? 
Tonight, I swear it, at the edge of town 
Iõll carve a curse into his boundary stone! 
 

* 
  

˕ 
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Encore! But draw your inspiration  
  Directly now, I pray, from those  
  Arabian Nights that blushed the rose 

Of a young bardõs imagination! 
  
 

Tennysonõs Sonnet  
 
Oh for the times of good Haroun 
  When magic-carpet-riding heroes 
  Flew oõer the minarets of Eros 
Hither and thither ôneath the moon! 
 
The heart danced to a different tune 
  When lover met with lover: she rose 
  To kiss him through her veil, her sheer rose 
Veil, ah, she was his bliss and boon! 

 
Not Harounõs days are these we live in. 
  In motor cars the young men ply 
  The busy streets, nor see the sky, 
Nor have a dream they can believe in 

 
Save the Main Chance. O Muse, dreams die! 
  These words are widowõs weeds to grieve in.ñ 

  Dear Alfred, you were ever given  
To melancholy reverie! 
 

 
7.  
FitzGerald joined the company 
  And spoke in accents rather gayer, 
  And like an Orientalistõs prayer 

Was his narcotic melody. 
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The Night of Nights  

 

The Night of nights is come! The gates,                 Laylat Al -Qadr , a holy day on the Moslem 

    The secret portals, open are                 lunar calendar marking the night on which 

    (All other skies but doors ajar):     the first verses of the Koran were dictated 

Now sweeter taste the pomegranates.     to Mahomet in his cave on Mount Hira. 

 

It comes, the rare Event, the Rite! 
  Call mad Rasheed from out his tent 
  To cry unto the firmament, 
ôOf nights this is the only Night!õ 
 

Now will the moon in fullest splendour                 . 
   Dip his pale hair in water, in bowls, 
   In wine, in chalices and souls 
As he glides oõer us, calm and tender. 
 

For like a djinn in slippers slipping 
    In through the window he will slide, 
   Over the carpets he will glide, 
Into our eyes his pallour dripping. 
 

Blue-eyed Circassian slave-boys, bring 
  The hookah, sherbets, and sweet dates! 
  Let us pass through the garden gates 
And listen to the bulbul sing! 
 

*  
 

Addendum:  

No perfume has a sweeter scent 
  To bitter hearts and spirits gloomy, 
  Even the rhapsodies of Rumi, 
Than Attarõs ôThe Bird Parliamentõ, 
 
That sovereign masterpiece of Persian. 
  Read it but once, ôtwill set you free, 
  But do it deeplyñça sufi! 
(Make sure you read it in my  version.)  
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˕ 
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8. 
And here Charles Tennyson dropped in  
  And sang the dream of opium  

  He still could not quite wake up from,  
Fond of the Lilith of old sin.  
   
 

Lachrymae Papaveris 

The moon is weeping poppy tears 
  Tonight; a pale and ghostly soma 
  Sends into transcendental coma 
The life of things, their hopes and fears.  
 

O lachrymae papaveris,  
  You are the tears of joy, releasing 
  The worldõs pent pain in a heart-easing 
Narcotic milk of mother-bliss! 
 

O gift of Thoth, who planted you 
  Deep in the night skies of the mind, 
  Pale bell or bulb who bleed such kind 
Hypnosis and white witchesõ brew: 
 

Through the hard walls of waking bleed 
  For me, and seep into my soul. 
  Come, fill its dark and empty bowl 
Brimful, and be in me the seed 
 

Of legendary dreams! O sleep 
  My sleep with me, my temples crown 
  With poppies, lead me, lead me down 
Into the enchantment of the Deep!   
* 
 
 

9. 
Young Swinburne stumbled in out of  

  God knows where, of the cognac-scenti 
  Reeking, of which he had had plenty,  
And sang a Pierrotõs luck in l ove. 
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Pierrot Galant  
 
I am a puppet of the Moon,  
    A busy midnight marionette. 
    I tumble and turn, I pirouette, 
But the Pale Lady calls the tune. 
    

ôTis SHE dispatched our glib platoon 
   Tonight, that darkness might not lack 
   For gibbering gibbon and macaque. 
Then shall we dance the rigadoon? 
 
O lean and slippered Pantaloon, 
   Counting your lovely bags of gold, 
   So avaricious and so old: 
You lose your lovely daughter soon,  
 

Fair Columbine, as fresh as June; 
   For Harlequin, the masked valet, 
   Spirits my fair coquette away 
Unseen, even at broad high noon. 
 

Ah, Harlequin, you sly buffoon! 
   Sleek in your skin-tight leotard, 
   A diamond-studded poker card, 
Cartwheeling like a suave baboon 
 

Into her heart you come, to croon 
   Lubricious balladry! Once more 
   She spurns her luckless troubadour, 
Her trusty Corporal Clair de Lune. 
 
(Comes the thrasonical, fat poltroon, 
  Il Capitano, reconnoitering: 
  ôCease and desist, fool, from this loitering! 
Or I shall call my tall dragoon 
 

To hail you up and down, festoon 
  Your lily wrists with shackles, andõñ 
  I slip a coin into his hand, 
To be disbursed in a saloon.)ñ 
 

They say you slipped behind a dune 
  With Juan the swarthy stevedore, 
  And sold your tender mercies for 
Some shavings from a gold doubloon.  
 

 
  

             ̞  
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Ah, like a spoon behind a spoon 
  They say you lay on Lido Strand! 
  Then what is love? The shifting sand,  
A cloud, a carnival balloon! 
 

And Harlequin, youépicaroon, 
   You demon rider in the night 
   Capering in the ghostly light, 
You witty ape, you handsome goon!ñ 
 

But the Pale Lady calls the tune. 
   I tumble and turn, I pirouette, 
   A busy midnight marionette: 
I am a puppet of the Moon. 
 

* 
 
 

Nor could the tippler in his neurosis  
  Forebear to indulge his taste for horrible  
  Ribaldry, which is quite deplorable, 
Among the most ill -bred of poses. 
 

 
The Masochist  

 
I understand why you made sport of me   
Before my friends, and called me ôlittle squirtõ. 
You took a croquet mallet to my knee 
That dayñbut though it hurt  (oh, how it hurt!) 
I understand. 

 
That soirée where (I could not help but see) 
You lay with several men? How hard you flirt, 
My darling! But perhaps you disagree? 
 
Right, I deserved a slap. What am I? Dirt. 
You? The To-Be-Obeyed, the Mistress She! 
Whatõs this? Youõre taking out your riding quirt? 
I understand! 

* 

 
Pygmalionõs Jealousy  

 
Why did I ever wish you into flesh? 
(At least your lover admires my artistry.) 
One breath removed from marble, paint still fresh 
And you go make a cuckold out of me! 

˕ 
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10. 
One Bentley, Edmun d, what is it?  
  Clerihew dropped in, unannounced;  

  In fact he positively bounced, 
Offering  agenbites of wit. 
 

 
Clerihews 

 
I. 

I, Bentley, Edmund Clerihew, 
Invented a form that was very new. 
Poets, of course, were delighted.  
Why wasnõt I knighted? 

 
II.  

A mind of steel had William Hazlitt; 
Nothing could frazzle itñ 
Until it went insane 
Over a girl in Chancery Lane. 

 
III.  

ôBathe in the waterõ, said Heraclitus 
To a chap with pruritus.  
ôNot in the same stream twice, 
Of course: once will sufficeõ. 

 
IV. 

Strange, how René Descartes 
Took old certainties apart 
And set the world on its head 
Without leaving his bedé 
 

 
V. 

Immanuel Kant 
Was never in need or in want. 
It saved him many an erg, 
Never leaving Königsberg. 

 
VI. 

Arthur Schopenhauer 
Directed his glower 
Not so much at waitresses, students, and passersby, as at the unmitigated gall 
Of things, existing at all.  
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VII. 

The aforementioned Schopenhauer  
Held views some consider sour:  
That life is a waste of breath, 
For example, and not nearly as good as death.    
 

 

*  
 

 
11. Interlude: A Singing Contest 
 
Byron and I take centre-stage 

  For this ridiculous interlude.  
  (For Byron, ôtis an inter-lewd, 
At times. I wish heõd act his age!) 

 
      The genre we choose is pastoral, in  

Shepherds of Letters        this case super-sentimental (in Schillerõs 

                       sense). Byron ôtunes his layõ in italics. 
 

i. 
Tonight the moore-ish moon is rising.  
  Flash the gold tennysons in the pond. 

  How lovelace, I, and suckling fond!  
How pale and wan, my shelleyising!  
 
I walk along the coleridge 
  Beneath a lonely wordsworth cloud.  
  Day wears a donne and dusky shroud. 
I saint john of the cross a bridge. 

 
Oõer a swift stream of consciousness 
  I cross; the azure sky is clare, 

  I breathe a bracing baudelaire 
And I am gay at heart. I bless 
 
The browning of the day, the leaves 
  That in their nashy brightn ess fall.  

  I keats the stubble fields and all 
The shakespeares gathered up in sheaves 
 
With white and wriothesley  beard. Will  blakes 

  The dowson bread, and all shall share 
  The goodness of his hardy fare, 
The ale, the villons and the cakes. 
 

 
  

˕ 
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ii .  
Why mope that hair must thomas gray 
  When swallows chelidon the spring? 
  For I shall go a-miltoning 
With gladness in my smart today. 
 
But eõen a youth, though edward young, 
  May night thoughts have, and seek a place, 
  A churchill solitude, where rays 
Of moonlight move the stones among, 
 
And skeltons lie with webster skulls, 
   To marvell sadly over fine 
   And private graves where worms do dine; 
And thus is proven on his pulse 
 
Our brothers-grimm mortality. 

  Yet euphuistic lylies still  
  Wit h colour all  the graveyard fill.  
Still of the springõs virgility 
 
The songbyrds chaucer in the trees.  

   The yeats of paradise swing wide 
   Upon the spensery bowers inside. 
Flowers catull us, the white fleece 
 
Of charlsey lambs delights the eye, 
  The hazlitt hedges are alive, 
  For doyling conans there do thrive, 
And larks patrol the fausty sky. 
 
A de musset the nymphs and satyrs 

 Nimbly dance, and kiplings  play.  
 The merry month of Mallarmay  
Approacheth, and what joyce await us!  
 
We lay us down in darkling beddoes 
   Where knightstale grows, and astrophel, 
   And jonsonwort and lionel 
While hills cast down dark angel shadows. 
 
We gather herricks, while we may,  

  And p uck de quinceys from the tree. 
  In drowsy morpheus reverie  
We mumble  low Laudànum Te. 
 
  

 

Historical Excursus  
 

We shanõt macaulay historyõs fuss. 
Empires are gibbon to decay. 
Though all thucydides away, 
Their legends still herodotus. 
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Now morris-dance mel villegers 
   And many a boisterous dickin son 
  And dickin daughter join the fun 
To tunes of fiddling massingers. 

 
Schillery sheridan they quaff . 
  When in a ceres falling down  
  They droll, and breughel cockaignes clown, 
How  sterne is he who does not laugh! 
 

 

iii . 
If rain should burst from gowering skies, 
  ôTwill do the grain rossetti good, 
  And I will don my thomas hood 
To keep me dryden, hair and eyes. 

 
If Jove should shake his byron spere 
  Villiers -de-lõisle-adàmantine, 
  ôTwill not be long ere sun will shine 

Propertiously, and skies will clear.  
   
Let lightnings all the heavens rend! 
  When mists childe herald stormõs abating 
  Weõll find a pot of goldsmith waiting 
At iridescent rimbaudõs end. 
 

Ere long the festeous rain shall cease 
  To pelt the hovels of the poe 

  And then a -trolloping I go  
On my good de la mare, at ease.   

 
I ride my horace down verlaines 
  Sun-dappled hawthorne trees give shade  
  And sidneying over hill and glade 
I worship at arcadian feigns. 
 

 
iv . 
On vines the purpling pindar  grows 

    While  men on jacob ladders tall 
    Pick fruit in orchards where stendhal   
The beerbohm trees in ordered rows. 
 
At dawn the housman wakes, for he 
  Must clough and thomson all his fieldings, 
  Else crabbed will be the seasonõs yieldings 
And wilkie will his collins be. 

    

˕ 

http://inmemoriamc33.com/chabrier.mp3
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Wycherley dons go quichotting  
  Through thickets, at their  simple noodling.   
  Proud Chauntecleer is cock-a-doodling ! 

(He synges, because he likes to synge.) 
 
How fresh the grass, and robert greene! 
  When nanny-groat and frisky kyd 
  Caper the wilde flowers amid, 
How corydon the pastor scene! 
 

Grandhoggs from holes pope up and peep. 
  For truffles bristly beardsleys root.  
  The evans on the eliotõs fruit  
Georges itself, and lolls to sleep. 
 
Mice flee the hesiod falconõs glance 
  Till under rocks is shelter found. 
  The beaumonts fletch along the ground 
In search of dainty aeschylants. 
 

The pushkins and the hopkins kick   
  In dostoevsky gambolling,  
  While  from the barnes the anvils ring  
In dorset accents inches thick. 
 
From udders of the cowper flows 
  Milk by the quarto, fit  for butter.  
  Volumes of dung cause grooms to mutter. 
In stalls, mares lick their folios. 
 

The gissing gaskells zolafy, 
  The call of naturalism heeding.  
  The offspring  of their careless breeding 
Grub streetly round the moorey sty. 

 
The bins are cramnered, oats and rye. 
  The troughs are filled with golding feed. 
  In holing sheds, for winterõs need, 
The salt-cured allinghams do dry. 
 

Sly fawkes creeps through a garden gate  
  With small renard fo r property.  
  Into the fenimore coop bursts he 
And flutters all the prousting hens.  
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The horne tooke calls oõer hill and dale! 
  Now fox in quakering fear must run. 
  Now robert burnes the mid-day sun 
And the milk dickens in the pail. 
 

 
v. 
At Kleistmas we go carolling.  
  Though blow -ye-crack-cheekõd winds annoy, 
   The cold kant scott the seasonõs joy, 

Mount calverley oblivioning.  

 
Though sleet and hegel isis eyes 
  The wouldsman sawyers down the tree 
  That soon with Forms festooned will be 
Our yuletide thoughts to platonise. 
 
A john can safely ford the fludd   
  When turned to ice where skaters skeat. 

  Thereõs punch for those with frosted feet 
And austen broth to warm their blood.  

 
vi. 
I hamlet in an open grave. 
  I dante through the savage wood. 

  If in that place I find no good  
I argosy the pontic wave. 
 

I wallow in wife-of-bathic lust. 
  Through alien corn I ruth a path. 
  Beneath an achillèan wrath 
I hector down to bloody dust. 

 
I dido died upon a pyre 
  And aeneas can william tell 
  Who left me so combustible, 
A tender tinder for the fire! 
 

If I have had a loverõs tiff 
  And love gives me so sharp a pain 
  That grieving drives me half -insane 
I sappho from the nearest cliff.  
 

Bohemian sailors I adore,  
  Borromean, not. I cantor through  
  A set of w inter tales or two  

And lautr éamont a maldoror.  
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vii . 
Oõer grassy fields young Colin herds 
  His battening letters: A and E 
  Are plenteous, while X and Z 
Are few. Some form gregarious wordsñ 

 
They scrabble as ôgatherõ, ôpartyõ and ôjoinõ. 
  Some stray in little pairs of ôweõ. 
  A lonely ôIõ must watchful be 
Lest her a hungry woolf purloin. 

 
When lengthening darkness from the hill  
  Foreshadows evening coming on, 

  The shepherd summoners with a yawn  
In moschus meadows calm and still 
 
The schelling sheep he kirkeguards:  
  All are accounted for, and thus 

  He closes his theocritus 
And drives them gently homerwards.  
 
While, from his jug of terra cotta 
  Draining anacreonic wine, 
  The cowherd, too, drives home his kine, 

Pocketing up his Lysistrata. 
 

 
viii.  
Glims the lamenting Venus star low 
  Over the sea. Her cause of grief? 
  Leander, helpless as a leaf, 
Sucked under water by a marlowe.          
                 Excuse me! I believe it was my turn? 
 

Yet chance what may, I seek a quorum 

  Of sailors, for I wish to odyssey us. 
  But let not any modest goddess see us 
Tinkling in the Mare Librorum!  
     

 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 

The contest is cut short by a loud intrusion before                                             the the 
the audience have time to declare me the winner. 
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12.  
Here Fleet Street made a Jumbo mass- 
  Appearance at the window, and  

  We felt the threat that it would land  
Upon a sofa and be crass. 
 
But, busy with its crimes against   

  Good taste and all things Beautiful,  
  It sent a delegate with ôpullõ 
In the world, toughly common -sensed: 

 
That roll -the-sleeves-up, earnest Henley                             William Ernest Henley, who was once  
  In vers libre none tried to scan                  in hospital for a lengthy stay: journalist, 

  Told us a tale Hogarthian ,                 poet and self-promoted Captain of his Soul. 

Brave-bearded in bad health, quiteémenly.           
 

                
 

The Four Stages of Cruelty 
 

 

      The short, brutish  

The way that leads from force to power          life of Tom Nero. 

Follows a winding, torturous motion.  
The narrow fury of a river 
Drowns in the vast, impassive ocean. 

 
The First Stage takes its origin 
In the periwigged man with the arrow 
Piercing the dogõs anus 
In Hogarthõs series of engravingsñ 
You will note, in the lower-lefthand corner, 
The meandering guts a cur 
Has bitten from the belly of a cat. 
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Hence Stages Two and Three,  
Where beatings 
Administered in streets 
To horse and sheep 
With overturn of carriages 
To the scandal of the good 
And other tributary evils 
Lead finally to the unlucky notch 
Carved into the strumpetõs throat, 
The emptying bottle of her blood, 
The murderer apprehended, 
Stunned in lantern light, the knife 
Held out to him there, to damn him. 

 
 

   

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

Cut to the anatomy lesson, 
Stage Four: the table a shipõs deck, 
The amphitheatre a shore 
On which the surgeons sit 
Collegial and frank, 
Expertly ogling 
In the Royal College of Physicians. 
  
On that deck 
Note the criminal catch of the day 
With the chum  
Of its entrails slopping  
From belly into bucket. 
 
A dog feasts on the liver. 
 
  


