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FRONTISPIECE 

But thou, 0 B e c ~ ~ t y ,  a r t  .a pledge 
That there  i s  purpose in' thy  rnould -- 
That y e t  beyond t h '  horizon's  edge 
A Summerland t h a t  grows not old, 
Nor y i e ld s  t o  B in t e r ' s  dread embrace 
I t s ' h e r i t a g e  of green and gold -- 
And thou s h a l t  grow from grace Lo grace, 
Inmortal i n  thy nat ive  place. 

J. E, Clare l!IcFarlane. 



nie Poetry o f  t he  \Test Indies I 

F 
f 

Forenord 

2 Y  i 1 
I 

Sir Eiaurice Bov;ra i 

Readers of English poetry  have no t  alvrays pcid much a t t e l l t ion  to i t s  more 

d i s t l n t  mnifests*ions.  It took lone t o  persuade our home-bred c r i t i c s  t h a t  ,lriericsn poetry 

elis:c-d po:;.erfully i n  i t s  ovm r i g h t ,  r-rith i t s  o m  s p i r i t  and i t s  orTn intonations,  a d .  t h a t  it: 

u,9 .:~t; a p d e  imi ta t ion  of the Enzlish a r t i c l e  bu t  a sturdy, nat ive  gro:;.th i n  i t s  O I - , ~  home, 

cron r;hich English vmiters might wel l  l e a r n  p ro f i t ab l e  lessons .  This they no7,? Icno-cr, and 

tiic:, have tt'rned t h e i r  a t t e n t i o n  else~;d~ere,  t o  Canaaa, South Africa, a i d  J , t~s t ra l i a ,  t o  see  

if" smcthing s imi la r  can be found. Nor have they been disappointed. As the English- 

$,Feding peoples h ~ v e  developed nen nays of l i f e  i n  lands  far from t h e i r  orig5nel  is land,  the3 

kavs  turned t o  the most English of a l l  'arts, poetry, and sought t o  express i n  it t h e i r  

5 s e c L d  experiences. Inevi tably  the re  =e di f ferences  between these poons m d  the  hone- ' 

bred  oroduct - differences of s p i r i t ,  of  bacl :~ound,  of landscape, of inagery, of speech, - 
3rd these a r e  t o  be nelconed because they give nom oppor tuni t ies  t o  s language h igh ly  trained. 

t o  poetry and open prospects 02 experiment a t  a time r;l~en a t  hone the standclrdising g r i p  o f  

a v,e.tropolitan cu l tu re  hes destroyed riluch of the  s t r eng th  and va r i e t y  rihich came from l o c a l  

irdfosyncrnsiss. No doubt nell-informed people have k n o ~ n  fbr sone time t h c t  poetry  was 

m i t t e n  i n  the Vest Indies,  but  i-t h2s no t  been easy t o  g e t  hold of i t  o r  see it i n  its t r u e  

ch31*acter o r  f~il.1 range. TIe anthology, ed i t ed  by Roberts c,nd I*. Bennett cannot 

s t r i c t l y  be s a i d  t o  nea t  a need, s ince  such a need r:as ha rd ly  f e l t  t o  ex i s t ,  but it does 

sozc th in~  nuch be t t e r :  it revea l s  f r o n  nany angles a scopc? of iri~laginalive experience, a 

eonsC,?-nt, devoted, vide-spread e f f o r t  t o  put i n t o  ncnor2ble vords the fee l ings  ail6 fanc ies  

and ;hou$lts of t h e  var ied  peoples o l  the  i s l ands  and coast-lands of the  Caribbean Sea. 

It ~?ould  ba f o o l i s h  t o  expect t h i s  poetry  t o  resezb lc  a t  a l l  points  the  kind of 

p 0 " V  is  ~ r r i t t e n  i n  England. It does not, and it shoula not;, mi?. v;e may be g r i i t e f ~ l  

it. From i t s  beginnings it hns r e f l e c t e d  a physical  s e t t i n g  r-rl~ich i s  not  only very 

~~~e our  orm but  in i t s  huge sweep from the  Bahamas t o  B r i t i s h  Guiana, f r on  the Lee~rilrd 

* ~ ~ ~ n ~  t o  S r i t i s h  Honduras, has i t s  own e n t h r r l l i n g  v ~ x i c t y .  That holes i t s  many s epwz te  

lafid-s together i s  the sea, and the sea  gives t o  i t s  var ied  peoples c f e e l i n g  o f  u ~ z i t y  and a 

cwmanifT of sins, It shapes characters,  an& outlooks and destin-ies, b r ings  together  t he  

rMst dispc?rzte peoples i n t o  a comon understanding of hopes and r i sk s ,  and s t i rs  t h a t  live]-y 

(tEcr*erCs~, SO e s s e n t i a l  t o  poetry, of nan's  inescepable dependence on nature and of the pas 
-- 

i n  i t s  terrible d e t a c h ~ e n t ,  i t  pleys i.1 h i s  l i f e .  ; ~ % i l c  the  s ea  i s  the g r ea t  l i d ~  

bcwc*fi sepwotc  lands, the  lands thenselves have a b i l l i a n c e  and n luxuriance, a t r o p i c d  

 pusion ion of col.our, t h a t  a r e  qu i te  d i e i l  t o  northern coun-tries end provide a s e t t i n g  l-:hich 

h~oscs  i t s  po~rerful  pe rsona l i ty  on the thcnes of poetry.  Y'hc peoples o f  the !'jest I n 6 j - e ~  

j f y c  i n  close touch n i t h  nzb:o, 2nd :-;ith them it is nore i n s i s t e n t  nOl?e violent th2.n 

"ith US. mey hzve no l m g e  c i t i e s  2nd i-;hat i t  i s  to  pass long h0~E's LUldcr -b!le ope!' 

SL$; t h c i r  t a s t e  fop br ieht  co loms  and v iv id  epfcc t s  i s  fos te red  by the gorgeous appcsr- 

3flCa gf flor:ers birds; far the  z o s t  pzTt t h e i r  occupations b r i ng  them in to  l i v e l y  

k t k . 3 ~ ~  ;d th  t h e  eilr-til and enrich t h e i r  sensibilities the  n a t w d .  si&lts snd 

:':iCh 3re o ldes t  and r i ches t  sowoe of poe t i c a l  alagerg. T!cst Indies 

i ~ : n g j , ~ ~ t i ~ ~  of thoso iiho bc: them, ancl the  poctyy i ~ h i c h  t . 1 ~ ~  inap i r e  i s  indeed their 



i ts  affecml;ion f o r  v i s i b l e  splendouis and i n  i t s  response t o  the  ufres'craincd aoods 

of t rop ica l  nature as i t  shapes 2nd determines the moods of men. 

On t h i s  scene, in i t s e l f  so c h a l l e n g i n ~ ,  hvmm beings hcvo played nore th,m 

the i r  o r d b o r y  share  of dram. Long before Columbus came, r~ha-l; i s  noa B r i t i s h  

, Honduras uas a home of the e laborate  Thyan c iv i l i z a t i on ,  :;hose nonutzlcnts s t i l l  r i s e  

I above the  tangled un6erpo:zth of  fores ts .  After  the  f a n t a s t i c  i a u p t i o n  of the  

the Vest Indies entered on a long career  of greedy anbitions 2nd 

rccl-Jess r i sk ,  of merciless r ival r ies  bet;:een Spaniards, Snglish, French, and gutch: 

of inhmcn savagery t o  the  defenceless zbor iginal  peoples , ,of  the  unforgottcn d 

unforgiven h o r r o ~ s  o f  the s lave t ra2e.  Each of these hns l e f t  its o~dur i r ig  mcrk 

on the memories ,and the mental i ty  of the inhabit imts.  It i s  a nixed i7orld, sprung 

froo nany sowccs  and t e s t e d  by nany b r u t a l i t i e s ,  and y e t  i t  i s  not7 a s i n g l e  norld, 

d t h  i t s  oi;n charac te r i s t i cs ,  r-ihich have been fashioned i n  c rue l  fires and hcve y e t  

triunphed over the  feuds of centuries,  t h e  divis ions  of cas te  and c l a s s  and colour, 

the arrog'm-1; claims o f  p r iv i l ege  and the  dark resentments of t he  in jured and -the 

nronged. I n  t he  1s t  century t he  Test  Indics  have found. peace mith themselves and 

become conscious t h a t  thcy too have t h e i r  0:;n place i n  the sche~ie of human things.  

They can now look mound and observe thenselves i n  t h e i r  o:m s e t t i n g  and see  ~ihet 

it brings and 7h-t it means, w d  i n  t h i s  s p i r i t  they hcve developed t h e i r  t c d s t e  and 

t he i r  prof ic iency f o r  poetry. It i s  t h e i r  rer;ard and t h e i r  coilsolation f o r  vhat  

thcy have endured, but it is a l so  m c h  moi-e. It. gives a l a s t i n g  shepc tx~  t h e i r  

d sion of l i f e ,  enables them t o  see  themielves nore c lec r ly ,  and brings thet? i n to  

the consciousness of o ther  peoples t;ho have f o r  too long kno~rn next t o  nothing 

about then. Ss the English lmgccge has moved t o  fresh 'ffilds .. Lamurid . the  . w c ~ l d ,  

it has kept i t s  o l d  pride an6 pleasure i n  i t s e l f ,  and the  Vest Indies it  hes 

found many ncn spheres of the consciousness f o r  its exercise  and dispkty. 

Though the  poems i n  t h i s  anthology m e  a l l  i-iritten 5.n English, they have 

t h e i r  ovm savour vhich i s  t r u l y  7 e s t  Indian end makes i t s e l f  progressively riore 

f e l t  as  the  poets move fu r the r  m a y  from English nodels m d  speak i n  "choir o m  

livcly noras. Behind then l i c s  the  long h i s to ry  of English poetry, rrith a11 i t s  

exploi ta t ion of forms and thenes, i t s  response t o  &mopean influence,  i t s  subt le ,  

not  too se l f -asser t ive  r ~ o ~ k n m s h i p .  This nas the  her i tage iihich f e l l  t o  West 

Indian m i t e r s ,  and a t  first perhaps they rTere a l i t t l e  too inpressed by it, a 

l i t t l e  too eager t o  f e e l  t h a t  they must r i v a l  English poets i n  t h e i r  orm f i e l d .  

Yet fron the stert they had 3 ~ c h  t h a t  English poets lccked, not  merely i n  t h e i r  

backgrowla. b u t  i n  t h e i r  r e l a t i o n  t o  l i t e r a t u r e .  They had t h e i r  om1 songs m d  

t h e i r  o?m nusic,  nhich gcve then an eer at tuned t o  rhythms beyond the  reach of clorc 

f o r n j l  English songs; they had t h e i r  connections n i t h  other  races,  each of vhon 

had i t 3  arm a r t  of vords And helped t o  expand t he  scope of poetry; they had t h e i r .  

dc l i& t fu l  tenpermcnts ,  :-rhich b u r s t  eslsily i n t o  song znd, i n  t h e i r  ready response 

t o  Pnssing events, e re  not  a f r a i d  of t h e  u tnos t  candour about thenselves. I n  . 
r c c ~ n t  years the  enormous chcnges i n  the technique of poetl-y and i t s  read-iness 

try nc:? rlothods have encouraged Yest Indi;ns t o  en joy the  nen l i b e r t i e s  d l o ~ e a  t o  

vcrsc, and t h i s  deliverance from the  s t r i c t e r  nethods of the o l d  s t y l o  has :rithout 

doubt enabled them t o  speak more f r e e l y  of thenselves i n  thei r  Om id.i.om. They 

i have f 0 ~ n d  that: self-confidence t;.hj.ch i s  indispensable t o  t h e  p r sc t i c e  of the finc 

arts, and lie m y  not  only en joy rihnt they m i t e  f o r  i t s  ovm sake bu t  look for~mra 
/t o...... 



t o  other  developments i n  a f i e l d  rdlich i s  so  c l ea r ly  made f o r  

poetry and, ~ 6 t h  i t s  rich,  unexploited resources, su re ly  promises 

advance t o  nen, even nore s t r i k i n g  successes. 

17adha College 

Oxford, ' 



XNTnODUCTORY ESSAY 
by 

When a t  the  I n s t i t u t e  of Jamaica, during the  month of Juna, 1951, The 

1  try League of Jamaica sponsored the f i r s t  exposit ion of .the poetry o f  the  

I 
E reribbean, they i n i t i a t e d  a s tudy of com2arative themes, which was sdon t o  be 

. 

f t;&en up af.temiaxds by o ther  hands. The exhibi t ion demonstrated graphicnl ly  

t!:at, of a l l  the  a r t  forms, poe t ry  affor6ed the g r ea t e s t  insight i n to  the  s p i r i t u a l  

~cvelopment of the emergent Vest Indian soc ie ty ,  But it d i d  much more than that .  

f It suggested how findamentally r e l a t e d  Viest Indian cu l tu re  tras t o  those of the  

1 'i'scnsh-, Spanish-., ad; bu-t;cht.sp'e&j.n~~ilimd.s; and indicated t h a t  it 1 7 ~ s  against the 

1 bocky.ound of the o ther  l i t e r a t u r e s  of the  region, and i n  the  fu3.I pempcct ivs  of  

1 zorld l e t t e r s ,  t h a t  the  l i t e r a t u r e  of each language group could be b e s t  s'cudied 

1 e:~d appreciated, 

A, J. Seymour, the  B r i t i s h  Guianese poet, described the  exh ib i t ion  as "an 

enthology-in-situt' , It embraced The Greater Ant i l l e s ,  The Lesser Ant i l l e s ,  

Central. h ierdca  ana French, Dutch and B r i t i s h  Guiana, Poems were ilj.splcyeil in 

t h e i r  o r ig ina l  tongues by means of the  p r in ted  word, l e c - b e s  and r e c i t a l s ,  and 

included the  conscious l i t e r a r y  and f o l k  verse i n  papiamentu, pa to i s  and s thor  

riialccts. Language b a r r i e r s  more overcome by English verse t r ans la t ions ,  dat ing 

back t o  the American poets, Henry t?ladsworth Longf'ollow and 3Tilliam Cullen Bsyan.t;, 

Obviously, the  cu l tu res  ncre  more delimited by language, than by race,  

the sea ox p o l i t i c a l  boundaries. But the re  were severa l  paradoxes: l ingu is t i c ;  

dii'fercncos aside,  thc re  mas g r ea t e r  resemblance between the  poetry of Sp,mish- 

speaking Cuba and French-speaking H a i t i ,  during t h e  second ha l f  of the  nineteenth  

century, than be tween t h a t  of Cuba end t h e  Spanish-speaking Dominican Republic, 

during the  same period; bu t  f o r  the  f a c t  t h a t  vhereas t he  bulk of Puerto Rican 

I verso, vhich i s  i n  Spanish, i s  or iented t ~ r t a r d s  the sea, and t h a t  of Jamaica, 

I ~ h i c h  is  i n  English, tonards the  h i l l s ,  thcre  vas g rea te r  s i m i l a r 5 . t ~  b e k c e n  these  

k o  1 i to rz . t l r cs  than between t h a t  of Pucrto Rico and, say, Costa Rica, nhieh b 
Spmish-speaking; also,  be la ted  development i n  the I h t c h  countr ies  s t r u c k  a m2;c 

ccc;parable with that; of the  smaller  B r i t i s h  Vest 1- t e r r i h r i e s ,  
E 
I Thc l i t e r a t u r e s ,  nevertheless,  had severa l  fcat.urcs i n  cowon, To begin 

, 1 "ith,  therc was a p a r z l l e l  development, though no t  by any means a uniform one, o r  

F.eccSsarily t ak ing  piece- a t  thc  same time. Tile chief determining fo rces  scened 

1 have been, f i r s t l y ,  a dependence upon Europc~n  influences borne across the 
E 

t t l k t i e  upon the t r a j e c t o r y  of language, and, secondly, tho CcribbcaIl p a n o r a a  
i t s e l f .  n lcrc  mere &so ind ica t ions  of some l i lcely courses each l i t e r a t u r e  rnighc 
hnV+, ...L t&cn earlier i n  i t s  h i s to ry ,  had there  been an arirnrencss among t-nritcrs QY 

i n  the other  languages. 



"Li tera ture  cannot be conceived i n  n vacuum", s a p  David Dnichcsri, 

i "since it i s  the  r e s u l t  of a socie ty ,  of a spec ia l  \(ray of viewing l i f e  at n 
b p a r t i c u l ~  time and by a particu3.w s o u p  of men". 2 i 
f It w i l l  be t o  my purpose, therefore ,  b r i e f l y  t o  attempt t o  dissovcx? 

a ~3mthes i s  i n  Caribbean cul ture ;  and t o  shorn how t h i s  s y n t h e ~ i s  i s  cxprcssed 

i n  our poetry, while quoting examples from -the lands un i ted  by English speech, 

i Use, i n  view of the growing repu ta t ion  o f  :;?est Indian vrri ters  a t  home a id  
i 

I abroad, i t  might prove useful ,  a k t h i s  stage,  t o  shon hov? thris litera.f;w?e i s  

t 
r e l a t ed  t o  the main currents  o f  no r ld  l e t t e r s ,  I-ihjle adding a nem d-imension ~f 

i t s  or-Jn. I n  the  words of the  Jma ican  poet, Gerald Hamilton - 
a 
f I was s a l t  nz te r ,  washing a l l  a l i e n  shores, 

Ci t izen of the  world, c a l l i n g  no land home, 
Creature of f l u  2nd change. 
Burns i n  my blood -him i c y  f i r e  o f  Nornay - 

i The h o t  r e d  flame of Afr ica  
The even glorr of England. - 

i Ron t i d e s  compel i n t o  t h i s  inland sea, 
Out of' my l i f e ,  out  of t h i s  land s h a l l  s o n  
E h i t  s t r ong  n i t h  t h e  s a l t ' s  sharp b i t t e rne s s ,  

i Rose warm w i t h  the  sun 's  r e d  glon, 
t: 
f Song f o r  c t e r n i t y ,  
1 Song f o r  a s y n t l ~ e s i s  . 
p 
i r This anthology of  \Test Indian poetry  s e t s  out  t o  be d e f i n i t i v e  ratlisr 
P 

! than coaprehensive. It forms p a r t  of a 1,eger co l l ec t ion ,  which was s t a t e d  
t 

i some t e n  years ago, embracing the  lands  represented at the exhibi t ion.  
S 
p' 
t , Apart from the  considerable corpus of aux i l i a ry  poetry  i n  English 

i t rans la t ion,  by P a e e i c , ~ ,  English md \-Jest I n d i m  authorb, the re  i.s a l s o  some 

i admirable t ~ o r k  o r i g i n d l y  wr i t t en  i n  English by bi - l ingual  poets OF the  Carib- 
[ 
f bean. (~alomdn de Is Selva of Nicaragua is  perhaps t he  be s t  knonn o f  them). i The f a c t  i s  mentioned here, bu t  ne i t he r  t hc  t r an s l a t i ons  nor the  o r i g i n a l  poems 

t i n  English by non-West Indian m i t e r s  f a l l  wi thin  the  scope of the  present: 

! :ollcction. Conversely, Daniel Thaley of the B r i t i s h  I s l and  o f  Dominica, vrho 
I 
E 

has published severa l  volumes i n  French, has been omitted. 

The English-speaking C,wibbean covers a widely s ca t t e r ed  geogmphieal 

k area. It includes a11 those lands,  p r i n t ed  i n  r ed  on tha  map, t h a t  f o m  p a r t  
f 
t of the g r ea t  CCPC of i s l ands ,  s t r e t ch ing  nor thvest  from halfway up the  coast  of  
f z Florida, i n  the  United S t a t e s  of America, southeas t  t o  Trinidad a t  the  mouth of 
I 
% the Orinoco River, i n  Venezuela, m d  embraces the two mainland t e r r i t o r i e s  of 
i 
$ Bri t i sh  Honduras in C e n t r d  America and B r i t i s h  Guiana on the  shoulder o f  the  

i South American continent .  

F Select ions  have been included from J,maica; T r i n i h d ;  Barbados ; The 
i 
i 

I Lccnard Islands; B r i t i s h  Guiana; and B r i t i s h  IIonduras. The l a s t  t w o  n s ~ c d  r s e  

I 

i not p a r t  of t hc  o f f i c i e l  Pcder2.ti.an of the  Tiest Indics.  ' There cxe, however, 

1, 
tllrce good reasons f o r  including them: f i r s t l y ,  they ahcrc the co lon ia l  h i s t o r y  

t 
$ of the B r i t i s h  C m i b b c a ;  sccanay ,  "Vlcnt Ind-ies" is t h e  g ~ n c r i c  t e n  by irhb2h 

People outsicle the region iaent ify tho  PngJish-spe&i.ng lands; 2nd thirdly, frml 
r 

I ';he Tiest Indian po in t  o f  viev, culturnl1.y they complcto the  Cz~5bbe::n scene. 
/3. .  



Ltmp~ago, Hzbitat, RGCB and Tradit ion 

, 
I n  a di.scussion of 1Jcst Indian l i t e r a t u r e  some years ago, "ce English 

mi.t;~;r, Phyl l is  Bottomo, s a i d  t o  me: "It 's a p i t y  you havanis got your o m  

3angungc, i s n t  t i t ? "  To vhich I, as a Jamaican, rep l iea :  "I was born t o  the 

Bnglish language", 

Her question ms spontaneous, but  it had an easy sub t le ty ,  She was no t  

necsssmily aavocating a net7 language, such as papianentu, pa to i s  or any of' tho 

a t h c r  i2izlccts i n  nhich some or' our Caribbean poets ].lave vrritten, but  she fe l t ;  

that West Indians hs?d a gooa deal  t o  s a y  t h a t  could be be s t  said in a IYest Indian 

nay. Centxrics of' use hrve developed -the o f f i c i a l  languages i n to  highly polish- 

cd i:31str'tunonts of expression, v i t h  almost unlimited capaci ty  f o r  communication. 

A t  l e a s t  th ree  of them, n m e l y  English, Wench and Spanish,- contain great litera- 

tures, the imaortal t~orks  of ~ o m c  of h i s t o r y ' s  g r ea t e s t  wr i t e r s ,  The would-be 

author io l e d  t o  believe, m d  h i s  readers too, t h a t  myth ing  he has t o  say  must be 

capable of expression i n  a. language through which so  many m i t e r s  before him have 

conveyed s o  much. On the  o ther  hand, t h i s  i s  a great challenge: f o r  h i s  work io 

~ ~ " i o m a t i c a l l y  Juaged in -terms of vhat  has already been done i n  the language. Po 

the  f r e s h  oxperiencus offered by the nem h a b i t a t  -to 17bAch these  European languages 

hnvc been transplan.t;ed, Lose t h e i r  au then t ic i ty  nhcn served up in a convcn"cona1 

European manner? Do the  peoples who hove emerged, ax18 are emerging, hwe my- 

t k h g  t o  zdd t o  the d r e e d y  huge s to r e  o f  emotional cmd inLelZectxial e q e r i e n c c s  

t ha t  they can express not  merely adequately, but inev i tab ly  i n  these tongues? 

Or must Imguage be used i n  a nev way, as our  pocts are doing when .they reprotluce 

l o c a l  speech habi ts ,  m i t e  i n  d i a l e c t  o r  introduce abor iginal  and African words into 

t h e i r  vrork? 

I n  h i s t o r i c a l  sequence, t he  main influcnces i n  Caribbean life aria 

l e t t e r s  a r e  the  l o c a l  and abor iginel ,  the  Europem, t h e  African and that of' 

India, the East  Indies  ~ n d  China. 

In t he  area's modern his tory ,  which began with the Discovery and the  

Conquest, the  European languages have been the  o f f i c i a l  languages of the  r u b h g  

clas30s. Some o f t h e m i n o r i t i e s  s t i l l a c t i v e l y p r e s e m e  f h e i r a n c i o n t t o n g u e s  

cnd customs and worship ir, the manner of  the* forefa-Lhers; bu t  the  Negroes who 

m&e up the bulk of most of the populstions, have, i n  the  main, Lost W e i r  African 
I 

1 languages and d i a l ec t s ,  as m ac t i ve  m e a s  of e v e r y d ~ y  communication. As  cor rec t  

4 a d  proper use of the  o f f i c i a l  Languages h s  gone hand i n  h ~ n d  with  econornio 
f a ~ ~ a n c e m e n t  and s o c i a l  d i s t i nc t i on ,  it should not  be surpr i s ing  t o  f ind  t h a t  a% 

least i n  form, the  @cat mass of Caribbean l i t e r a t u r e  has been based upon a pre- 

i cis0 &nitation of European models. 
j 

Kith t h e  European languages, the  peoples of the region acquired nat ional  
I 
i 
i 
I 

mQno$ies, ideas, logends and t r ad i t i ons  t h a t  pess from generation t o  generation 

1 through these  l o n y a g e s .  O u r  hotcrogeneous populations formed soc i e t i e s  easen- 



k 

f G r ~ e c o  and Ronc tvld tho t r f lns lc t ions  of thc  Bible,  The knol-?ledge and wisdom 
I 
i , ,cu~ulstcd i n  these  l m m n g e s  i s  p m t  of the C~xibbean kradi t ion,  The ooro l lc ry  
ff 

f 
k 

ir; thct in so far as Caribbean m i t e r s  a r e  ab le  t o  make f r e s h  and o r i g ina l  use of 

1 olr~ndy ex i s t i ng  models, Ewopean l i t e r a k w c  i s  no t  mcre3.y cn influence,  bu t  a 

[ leEit inxte a r t i s t i c  t r a d i t i o n ,  I 

f 
I 

It is  a phenomenon of Cclribbean soc i e ty  t h s t  in general  the peoples cf 
r 
3 >*c Greater An t i l l e s  ,?re cthnologiccl ly  an zdnjxture, id vaxying & p e e s ,  of 
t 

1 :,friccn, kzropean cnd Asian types imported i n t o  the  region, md have very L i t t l e  

[ tthcir cu l tu re  that i s  recognisably indigenous. Consequently, the  r-rord 
$ 
i wrfitive" has l i t t l e  o r  no r e a l  cbor ig ina l  s i gn i f i c rnce ,  This i s  no t  t suc  o f  
;d 
Y tho nzinland countries , hot-rever, rhere the populations contain l a rgo  percentages 
F 

f of descendants of the Indians found by t h e  conquistadors. Anthropologists 
B 
f b c l i m e  t h a t  the g r e a t  t r e k  of mcn u* through Asia, ocross the  Bering S t r c i t ,  
r 
i ma dorm i n t o  the  k e r i c c ? s  may v e l l  have taken place b e t ~ ~ c e n  t en  a d  tvrenty 

Phouscnd years  cgo. I?ha.C, therefore ,  o f  the  l o c a l  t r ad i t i on ,  the t r a d i t i o n  
f 

indigenous t o  t h e  region? 

I. I n  a true sense, this t r a d i t i o n  derives from the aboriginees - the 
F 

Xztccs, the  IAayas, the Caribs, the  A.ra~mks. L i k e  o ther  peoples i n  similm 
stages of development, they  hcd t h e i r  connund poetry ,  The Aztecs, f o r  exmple,  

ca ~ttrcikt I c n z b d c e t &  puts it, hnd t h e i r  r i t u a l  chants deal ing wi th  his tor icdL 

opisodes and t h e  s t u d y  of hieroglyphics.  I n  the words of' Padre ~ o s d  de Acosta: 

I n  the  province of YucatAn, nhere the bishopr ic  
of  Honduras i s  located,  the re  nere cc r t a i n  books 
i n  which %he na t ive  scho1r.s~ had notec? dorm t h e i r  
calendar system m O  t h e i r  ancient  custoas. A l l  
vepe things rahich indicated g r e a t  inqu is i t iveness  
end di l igence,  But i J z  seemed t o  one of our p r i e s t s  
t h c t  they rrere tokens o f  so rce ry  and m g i c ,  &d he  
decided t h a t  they  should be burned, a deed t h a t  r las 
l a t e r  lmen t ed ,  no t  only by the  Indians, but  a l s o  by 
t h e  Spaniards, who nanted t o  l e a r n  the  s ec r e t s  of  
the land,  2 

It ccnnot be s t s t e d  with any cer tc in ty ,  holrever, t h s t  poetry  as a con- 

scious l i t e r c r y  e f f o r t  ex i s t ed  among the nnt ivcs ,  According t o  Professor flrturo 

Torres-Rioseco, scholars  nho have been t r y ing  t o  e s t a b l i s h  the au then t i c i t y  of 

i 
P 

the poems of I\Tetzcthunlcoyotl i n  IAexico cmd the Quechua o r i g i n  of Ollanta, cure 

us.ble t o  fornula te  f my assured pronouncement, beccuse i t  i s  an  accepted fhc t  t h a t  
a 1 
i of the missionaries m o t e  plays cnd poetry  i n  the na t ive  tongues. Tfict tre 

i con sty i s  t h a t  c e r t a i n  oral. t r a d i t i o n s  mere incorporated i n t o  the  compositions 
i 

F 
P ' l e t t en  by s i x t een th  century poets;  and t h c t  these  legends s t imulated the e 

= r i t e r s  t o  exerc ise  t h e i r  onn imagination, thus i n i t i a t i n g  what has been cabled 
7 

i n c t i v i s t  cycle of NOV V;jOrla 1itert l ture.J  
I 

r This n a t i v i s t  cycle continues d o ~ m  t o  the  present  day, Originally,  it 
i 
i 
z use of l o c d  colour, f o lk lo r i c  elcnonts,  2nd celebrated fmous  b a t t l e s  md 
1 

cxploiLs cad personnl i t i c s  of heroes and 11croi.ncs. B O C X ~ S C  it of ten d c d t  
; nith the aborigincl I n d i a ,  it is s o a d i n a s  referred t o  as tho f n d i m i s t  cycle. 



South t n e r i c a n  countries,  

5. 
fl 

n m e l y  Peru, Ecuador and Bolivia,  it hss been 

i .,,,, tho norc comprehensive terninology o f  indicenisn.  Thors i s  o good dcni  of g,, 

; ,$:is type of verse i n  Latin Anerican l i t e r a t u r e ,  the  most f'mous pocn being per- 
i I / 

bpC.,  the gnuchesque epic,  IIs-rtin F ie r ro  by by ~ose'~lernandez, published i n  Buenos .'"t 
f 

i :,ira,3 i n  1872. Ilenry 1 7 a d ~ ~ ~ r t h  Longfellon nay have been moved t o  m i t e  his  

: -jipAT:::t& by h i s  kno-tiledge of Chateaubriand o r  by h i s  frequent excursions i n t o  
-r.- 

:?.5 ; d . c  f a e r i c an  l e t t e r s .  I n  the  Ant i l l e s ,  t h i s  body of i nd igcn i s t  l i t e r a t u r e  i s  
i ,-: ycry pcc?t ,  but  rre nay nention The FI~xoon G i r l  by 7. ~ldolphc Roberts o f  Janaicr ;  ; $ 0 .  

: - a  . .. ;i ;acicnt C2,rib by Geoffrey Drayton of Barbados; and l xe to s  (zn l r s r d c  peen) by 
i - r: ;',-,illi; Rouncr of Hai t i .  Thcro a r e  a l s o  sonc poems deal ing n i t h  o r  a l lud ing  t o  
I 

I .-:.-.~'o.onp., the legendary ~lrs~& ch ie f tn iness  of Hispaniola, mong nhich ncy be noted 
,t .' 

:?233c by Jose Jocquin Perez and Salone Ureiia de ~ e n r b c l r  of the Dominican Republic, 

L e r . 5  Luc Grinard of Ha i t i .  
i 
i 
1 Cr i t i c s  have wr i t t en  of a spec i f i c  Indian melancholy and mysticcl  resigna- 

\ ion i n  n a t i v i s t  l i t e r a t u r e ,  but  as K.H. Hays hcs observed, melancholy is  a l so  a - 
t 

I :;,:-?jdist cha r ac t e r i s t i c ,  2nd perhnps nore t r u l y  Indi'ul quc l i t i c s  c2n be founc? i n  
i : -cts of nixed blood nho do not  profess  t o  be ind igen i s t s  c t  d1.4 In t h i s  context, 
% 
f id.. zight a l so  be use fu l  t o  consider the  qua l i t y  of mys t i cd  res igna t ion  rrith i t s  

:r.zer core of  irony, nhich one f i n d s  i n  the poen, Conceptio d e l  es tudiente  ntrcvo, 

1 ?y the  Cuban poet o f  Chinese extract ion,  Regino Pedi.0~3; o r  the  nelcncholy l y r i o i s n  

! L-!dch informs the novel, A Br igater  Sun, by the  Trinidadicn, Smue l  Selvon, ~ h @ s e  
I 
i . r .ces tors  cme  d i r e c t l y  f ron  India.  

2 

The cbor iginal  tongues kcve been fu rn i sh ing  Europccn vocabulnrics with 

"r.-zcs md words proper t o  nen world experience; 2.nd overtones of TlI~.ym and k ~ : r ; i a k  
I 

[ f Jttire3 ilre trccep.blc i n  such contenporary nainland poets as Rqmond B,wro.i~ of 
t r iz ish  Hoadurrs, and A. J. Seynour, E4af.t;in C ~ r t e r  2nd Ian Ccren of B r i t i s h  Guiana. t 
1 :'.<a Tnditlnisn becomes nore evolvcd, and ceases t o  be concerned p r i nc ipa l l y  v i t h  

1 :kc pictures quo and topographical, abor ig ina l  mythology night  2s s i s t  Nature t o  

a , -ire c fien cosmic dimension t o  Caribbean poetry.  Perhaps Inn Cnrerr i s  suggesting 

'+L:J Pa s s ib i l i t y  i n  h i s  poem Aiomon Kondi : 
i 
t 
5 {' hinon Kondi, dweller  i n  the  heights 

, ! ss r  v i t h  h i s  condor eye 
E a blue, Suck-crzb sky I and white sun blazing u ~ t c l i ~ e d  

i l i k e  f u r y  o r  pain i n  a jagurn, 
white sun l a sh ing  Like Llnncro nhip, 

1 white sun s ten in6  jungles green 

f bl ind ing  tho hun t e r ' s  trcil, 

j nh i t e  sun s t a l k ing  l i k e  cn ocelot  
crched and indolent  with hu:igcr, 
nh i t e  sun l y i n g  on blcck r i v e r s  l i k e  n lover ,  

r white sun s i l v e r i n g  t h e  r a in .  . , 
and n igh t  dronning s t a r l i g h t  

i 

L. and tinamous singing, s inging 
2nd wind strumming l i n n 3  vines. > 

Aiomon Konc?i, s cu lp to r  n i t h  crudc hcnds 
Carvcd godheads on P a r ~ ~ i n n  of thc r e d  rock 
and iiheil Kabo T m o ,  Thunder God proniserl no r a in ,  
harvested c1ou.d~ wi th  scythes of l i g h t n i n ~  
th?"t hc night s i t  f o r  ever i n  thc  heights  
r-rith !flc~ii.di, spirit of thc v:hitc sun. 

/ f , * , ~ .  



Vith t he  development o f  ne t iona l  conscidusness m d  the  sccompmying 
> 
ii :;ss*e t o  vindicate "ce rtasses as a c ree t ive  force,  indigenisn hos become a 
r 

,.,n_3scrtion of the c u l t u r a l  her i tage  of both  the  Indian and Negro clcments of" 
Z 1 ~ ~ ~ ~ i b b c ~ n  society.  ddolphe Roberts' sonnat, The Maroon G i r l ,  c l ea r ly ,hns  t h i s  

I see h e r  on a lone ly  f o r e s t  t rack,  
Her l e v e l  brons made s a l i e n t  by the sheen 
O f  f l e s h  the hue of cinnnnon. The c lecn 
Blood of thho hunted, vanished Ilra57zk 
Flors  i n  he r  veins with blood of ~ r h i t c  a.nd black. 
I i ~ ~ t e r n a l ,  noble-breasted i s  he r  nien; 
She i s  a peasant, y e t  she i s  a queen. 
She i s  J,maica poised agcCinst a t t a ck .  

* Her woods a r e  hung ;-rith orchids; thc s t i l l  f l m e  
Of' red  hibiscus  l i g h t s  he r  path, and s t a r e d  
IVith orange and coffee blossoms is he r  yard. 
Fabulous, p i t t e d  mountains closc the  f r sne .  
She 8tand.s on ground f o r  vhich her f a t h e r s  died; 
Figure of scvage beau-by, f igure  of  pr ide .  

Indigenism springs from geographical conpulsion. It represents  both a 

carscious 2nd sub-conscious e f f o r t  on the p a r t  df c rea t ive  a r t i s t s  t b  be i n  ccn- 
X 
I t lsc t  v i t h  t h e i r  environment, It Yires  the imaginction of poet, nove l i s t  end 
rS 
! drmat i s t ;  pc inter ,  sculptor ,  choreographer m d  musician, It appears i n  a l l  
: t:,;.cs of poetry-ncrr?.tivo, descr ip t ive ,  ep ic  and romantic; parnnssian, spbbol is t ,  

, j 
i v m ~ ~ m d i s  t, ly.ico-dircmctic. Beccuse it is  e i t h e r  a d i r e c t  o r  m oblique t r e c t -  
1 
\ =fit of ,environment, i-t  i s  o f t en  a, manifes"cation of popular r e g i o n d i s n ,  I n  t he  

! cr-lution of Nen ljorld l e t t o r s ,  it has been given such names as  nnt iv isn ,  Indianism, 
i 
5 r.~ucho 3-iternturo, ner-i nor ldisn ,  Negro poetry  o r  Afro-Antilleanisn; and 12s t l y ,  I 

! 'cs t Indicnisn . 
3 
\ It 5s i n  the Afro-Anti l lem novenent t h ~ t  indigcnisn comes neares t  t o  

Z r c a t i n ~  a nen a r t i s t i c  modclity. T!h:lreas Indianism was hcrdly ever influencod 

: j. Ind icncfo~-song ,  i n  ~ r o - ~ n t i l l e o n i i a  m nt tenp t  das been nade tto recapture 
1 

[ .cricen rhythms and speech pa t t e rn s  handed da:n by o r a l  t r ad i t i on ,  and t o  introduce 
P 

! \ fo rns l  poetry  such dcnce-lyric forns es t h e  ruaba 2nd the son, The founder of 

1 school, ~ i c o l d s  ~ u i l l L n ,  the Cuban nulat to  poct, has had nariy fo l loner s ,  both 

\ a-. the Caribbean and on the  South Ancrican continent .  Jaong h i s  noro famous pocns 

I 
jd,:'iling a snpke), Baladz dc 10s dos n,buclos and Dicna, I have herrd  Sensemc.2, in 

"A 2-61ish verse t r cn s l c t i on  by the North lcieric2.n poct, Lcngston Hughes, perforned 

\ ;LCi r e s u l t s  by spe&ing choirs  i n  Specch Fes t i v a l s  i n  Jaa2ica. 

i s  not  far renoved i n  s p i r i t  and purpose f ron  thet  of L 2 n p  

\ 'J. h-s nade compp,r~.bl,e use of such indigenous Lner icm forns  a s  the  blues, ~d 

i 

f 
k So Long hcddy, cint you hcrrd 

i. The boogie vroogic runble of a & c m  deferreil? 
i 
[ 
i /74.* . 
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i 7. 
i 
a T. ncmed NicoL6,s Gui l len '  / s r a c i a l  or ig in ,  i n  order t o  say  -that m?.~.ny o f  
f 

: Elr305% equally well-knovm followers have no FJegro blood in tho5.r veins . ..- 
d 
"i S : J ~  i;]~crens mclny of these poets, am on^; them En i l i o  Ballagcs or" Cubc and L1:is 
1. 

2 . 1 ~ 3  ;ictt;os of Puerto Rico clmost made a c u l t  of the p i c t u r e ~ q u c ,  of' Negro sen-  
g /' 

I 1 2 y ~ i t y  2nd eroticism, ~ i c o l d s  Guillcn a b ~ ~ d o n c d  the riovencnt and began wi'iiz-lg . 

d 
J t5.11cds scmewhat i n  the Spmish  t r ad i t i on ,  perhaps 2s a noxe developed instmmcnt 

r f,-r cx;>ressi;zg the  soul  and a g u i s h  of h i u  race.  

George Campbell, the  Jmaiccn poet, would h m e  been i',miliar with th:: 

1 3 ~ %  o f  Lo~gs ton  Hughes, but the Engl.ish-specking t e r r i t o r i e s  have been s o  

j ~ ~ ~ l c t c d  from the i n t e l l e c t u d  md soc i a l  l i f e  cf the  o ther  l i n g u i s t i c  &TOUTS i n  

k ti.:: p~:s t ,  t h a t  I ~ rou ld  hczerd t h a t  llr. Cmpbel1 vras unavrctre o f .  the  oxis.t;encc of 1 
!fro-Antillean school, when he published h i s  F i r s t  Poems i n  1945* Elere i s  

t -, ?r ja i t ive ,  o f ten  z t h l e t i c  qua l i t y  i n  Campbell's verses; and i n  these  netion-.l- 
I: t dzys o f  heated controversy f o r  and agzins t  VJest Indianism i n  a r t , ,  one might 

.:$cfully re-sta-kc t h a t  a l l  a r t  asks is  t h a t  form should be n w r i e d  t o  content. 

i s  econony, compression and s e l ec t i on  i n  h i s  His-tory ~ k k e r s ,  R~nctun"i-on 

Independence, Ronrlnticisn and Af'ter 

fiocl our  exmina t ion  of the  i n t e r ac t i on  between language, habi'cei;, race  

*-zG %rai;lition, it seen3 poss ible  t o  m&c thc  f o l l o n i n ~ :  observctions : 

(1) Z r i t e r s  i n h e r i t  2t  once t h e  freedom cad bondage of' 1 a n ~ u ; ~ g e ~  

This parcdox i s  t he  c r ec t i ve  1-n-itcr'a e t e r n a l  challenge; but  

i n  "cic CWibbe:ln md o ther  t e r r i t o r i e s ,  t o  rihich colonial ism 

hes brought lnngu26es f r o n  ovcrsccs, t h ~  problem i s  not, only 

one of cront ing c ncir s t y l i s a t i on -  a th ing  rhich the  i;rPnL 

a r t i s t  2Jncys cons i d c r s  T : ~ Q  n he hzs s ornothing ni;i a1.d i.~~:por~;*: 11.5 



i 
a 8. 

i 
'R 
B to  say- but  a l s o  one of adapting language t o  give 

organiclexpression t o  the  nen hab i ta t .  

f 
f (11) Creative artists can ne i t he r  escape t h e i r  environment nor  
i repudiate t h e i r  pas t  . B11o~ par t i cu la r ly ,  t h e i r  pas t  i s  
i 
t. contained in  the  h i s t o r y  of t h e i r  community, and i n  a more 

general  sense, ' i n  the  language t h a t  contains t h a t  h i s to ry .  
4. 
r 
C- To confine our a t t en t ion ,  therefore ,  t o  the  purely  indigenous aspects  
: 
c% af our l i t e r a r y  @ow.t;h, vfould be t o  over-simplify our  discussion, and t o  ignore 

fire bifurcation,  which has been the main s t r uc tu r e  i n  t he  development of Carib- 

Ecnn l i t e r a t u r e .  A* any time i n  any soc i e ty  the re  may be more than one l i t e r e -  
1 

t i _ t ~ ~ .  ex is t ing  s i de  by side; and, i n  add i t ion  t o  what we have var ious ly  de.scri.bed 
* 

F,J indigenism, there  i s  another branch of development - the development condi- 
% :ioncd by our  attachment t o  %he sources of  Vestern Civi l i sa t ion-  a development 

tht has been p a r t  of the  s t o r y  of Vlestern man. 
t 

I n  the  f i r s t  place,  the re  has been the  long apprenticeship, the co lon ia l  

1 ;cried, during which m i t e r s  copied the moaels of the  metropoli tan masters wi th  

e ~ c t i c u l o u s  care- and even wrote i n  Lat in  during t he  e a r l i e r  period. as was a t  
C 

: chnt time the fashion i n  Western Europe. Some of those e a r l y  e f f o r t s  i n  La t in  

1 3hcncd competence i n  ve r s i f i c a t i on ,  but  Time has consigned them t o  the category 
I 
Y 
i of' nuseum pieces.  Students of West Indian h i s t o r y v ? i l l h a v e  road, i n  Gl;rdncrls 

::i .- i - . . - 3 t ~ r y  o f  Jamaica, the e x t r a c t  from the poem i n  Lat in  by Francis Ylilliams, the  
I @ zon of two f r ee  Negroes, who was s en t  by t he  Duke of Ebntague t o  England for a 

ti f b s  t - r a te  education ( including Canbridge univers i ty)  . . . 
f 
F 
t 

It scens an open s e c r e t  t h a t  l i t e r a t u r e s  a r e  p l a g i a r i s t i c ,  that they 

i East; cross-breed o r  die.  Ear ly  Lat in  borrowed from e a r l y  Greek, Tho English 
E 
B I)*- 1 

i .-4rulity play, Everyman, vhich appeared. towards the  end of the  f i f t h e e n t h  century 
f- 

r2y have formed t he  o r i g ina l  of ,  o r  i t s e l f  may have been taken from the  corrcs- 
i 
& 
E :32.,*g Dutch play of ~ l c k e r l i j k ?  The Faust legend appears i n  ca lderdn l s  
I ! ! "~co  Prodigioso, Idarlone ' s Tragical  History of D r .  Faustus and Goethe ' s Faust . - 4. ; 

~ ~ c ~ d a l f s  La Chartreuse de Parme f i r e d  Tolstoy t o  wr i t e  h i s  g rea t  Var and Peace. 3 s 
F 
[ k h o l ~ s  have m i t t e n  volumes on t h i s  subject .  
i 
f 
I Chauvinists might be tempted t o  dismiss t he  beginnings of Caribbean .. 
k iztcrature trith a metaphorical shrug o f  the shoulder, bat they represent  a 
'i .Iris ~iplinc through vhich the  whale body of our c rea t ive  l i t e r a t u r e  f-ad to pass; 
i 
I in any case, the  colonia l  per iod i s  not  devoid o f  d is t inguished verse of' 
f r * n 4  

t .* '~~versa l  signif i c a c e  ,, 
b 

i Scholars arc agreed, however, t k t  i n  a more accurate sense, the  poetLc 
P t  4. I -6-3borY of the  region opens np with the e r a  of Independ~nce cnd tho beginnings 

r 
4 " a noraminally alltonomous l i f e *   he movement f o r  independence had been gather- r 
1 $ 1 : ~  nc~?cn tm from the s ix teenth  century, Colon ia l i~m by if;s Very nELture corltnins 
6 

a '  
-::3 seeds of i t s  orrn accay, Some of the nore obvious causes of r e v o l t  maybe 

i ini isned;  commercial monopoly, ~~bso lu t i sm ,  the  e v i l s  of slavery,  
; 



F f$. %tir! t w o s ,  and re-inforccd by c?ants inborn d e s k o  t o  be f r ee ,  produced the 
i ,,:.<czcnt t h a t  7735 t8 b r i ng  in2epcnclcncc t o  the Haitian people, The t h i t e  Ha i t i a lS ,  

u 8 .  

i 
! ,,ap 

them educated i n  firope, could have helped t o  providc the  cowltry ttith &. 
3 
i i l l to l l ec tua l  leadership  so badly needca r f t e r  5804, but they were ann ih i l a ted  
i. 
f %,, gorisd.ines i n  en o r w  of blood, nhiclz he t r  t he  rcbdie from Toussaint LtOuver- 

,,,: "1 s a i d  t o  prune the  t r e e ,  not t o  cut  it d o ~ n ' ~ .  Thc blood- thi rs ty  barren- 

of Hniticn l i f e  during the period hns bcon s e t  f o r t h  by the S t .  Lucian poet, 
a 
f >;rck '#p.l.co tt, i n  h i s  ch ro~ l i c l e  plcy, Henri  Christophc- 

[ Christophc spe'zks : 

R 
G 3 an  a f r i c n d  of the poople, 4 

f You must avoid oppor2;unities of  septlration; 

Sr You k i l l  offenders bccaus e of t h e i r  conplsxion; 

t Where i s  the ultirncte d i rcct ior ,  of  t h i s  nation, 
1 An abbatoi r  of nar? 
S 

Dessalines replies: 
1 
$ 

i" :* I who was a s lave ,  an non a King, 
t And being a king, remember I i-ras s s lave;  6 f 
I What s h a l l  I l i v e  a s  non, a sla.ve o r  king? 

Being t h i s  k ing chains me t o  public breath  
\ Worse than chains. I cannot hzve a nasque 
3 
! 

Before some slave scoops up a gu t t e r  t a l e  
To fling i n t o  my f~ .cc ;  I cannot drink 

b Red nine, unless  the  l i n e n  r u s t l e s s  blood; I cannot 
I bredc breed 
t Before an mchbishop canonizes s body 

1 Broken, s tuck l i k e  an 21botross on the  hill of sku l l s .  
t. kll, I v i l l  no t  li-t en, 
t 
\ m i t e  men are  here; f o r  every s ce r  (bar ing h i s  tun ic )  

r Raw on my unforgiving stomach, I'll murder chil iken,  
k I i t  I have not grown luna t i c ,  I'll do it, 
8 a I'll do it. 
d You th ink  I ' m  not  c ~ ~ a r c  of your in t r igues ,  

t liIulattoes nnd trhi'ces, BrelZe and ~ k t i o n ;  
I I am asking: Argue p i t h  h is tory .  
! Ask h i s t o r y  m d  the r ~ h i t e  c rue l t i e s  

I- Who broke Boukncxi, ogd, Chavanncs; ask Rochambeau. 

I If you n i l 1  not  conply, I' 11 go, 

, ; ( ~ x i t  - ) 
/ mi3 lack o f  l i t e r a t e  leadership  i n  p a r t  explains vhy the best Hait ian  anthola- 
f 

1 Ck.ilr; ore barren of any nor th r~h i le  poetry  u n t i l  a f t e r  1850, when Osnsld Durand 

1 :?%+1906) begrn t o  %mi te  h i s  verses.  Durand imotc in Frcnch and i n  ~ a t a i s ,  
t 
i e:c dia lec t  spoken by some n ine t y  per  cent  of  the Hai t ian  population. 111ainly 

2. l i L S  a ronantic,  btlt he occas ional ly  struck the  parncssian note. He i s  per- 
i 

$ EC?3 best  hovm today 8,s t h e  author of the pa to i s  poen, Choucounc, an English 
f 
a '"s@ e o ~ f s l a t i o n  of which has been given tremendous vougue r e cen t l y  by the 

i - - L C %  2nd h e r i c a n  s inger ,  Harry Belafonte. It i s  perhaps because of t h i s  
i 

'?fse i n  t i ne  between independenor end the resurgence of nonla l  i n t e l l e c t u a l  
i l f c  tha t  the main body of H ~ i t i m  poctry  during the  n ineteenth  century, 03 

' x c~ t ? l i f i cd  ir, t h e  works of Louisa Borno (who served f o r  tvo terms as ~ r e s i f i e n t ) ,  
*. . 
: ; 20na  Laforest ,  Seynour fiaa.cl, D,mocles Vicux 2nd others  h a  been pczmcssi&.,n 
+ " * *  - Yh:r than p ~ m a t i ~  i n  form 2nd sens ib i l i ty .  



i 
3 ~ h c  pre-romantic period of Spctnish-Caribbean l i t c r e t l r e  produced, won@ 

/ : e t  .".* -.. b aut;strnding crri ters ,  -the Cuban c iv i c  poet, Jose ~il2yi2~ Heredis, lho,  i n  h i s  
i /- . pcms, En e l  IPcocclli de Cholula (1820) crid Canto a1 Niap:rsa (1824.) a s s  t o  
i 

+ ::,j,p".to romnnticisn i n  Spain by core  thcn ten  years. 
5 

t" mc Hispanic h e r i c m  revolut ion ventured f o r t h  upbn an ideologicd.  base, 

:, , +  ,:, ncrc nen of  ac t ion,  bu"cherc vrere r l s o  t h e o r i c i m s ,  scholars,  philosophers 
J 

i . 5 r o o t s .  There nere Sinon ~ol&a.r ,  Sucre, IJidalgo, Sm Martm and other  magic- 
$ 

/ / / 

I , ; : , 5 r . ~ ~  t o  conjure ~ r i t h ,  ~ n d  there  was Jose' Ju l inn  ldzrti, r~ho  had two fa ther lands ,  

i 
i -.irt i n  one of h i s  poems, Cuba 2nd the  n igh t .  Hispmic  American n r i t e r s  grew 

/ ! . :,lpise the l i t e r a r y  d i c t a t o r s l ~ i p  of Luznn and the Royd Acnderny as  much a s  
F 

i I , .  .: repudiated the  tyrenniccl  po l i c i e s  of Ferdinand V I I ,  In  the ppinion of the  
I ,:% n tine polenis t, Sarmiento, Spain could bocs t ne i t he r  mathematics, physics, 

; : ,::ry, nor philosophy. Such vlcs the profound h s t r ed  agains t  a l l  things Spanish 
i 

'r .-:i~:i~ .the f i r s t  half  of the nineteenth  century, t h a t  wr i t e r s  were beginning t o  

t :' c l  thnt the Solznish language n s s  insapable of expressing modem thought. Thc 
F 

:Len tha t  helped t o  c r i s t n l i s e  h i s  idea  o f  frecdon a l s o  t o  provide the Hais- 3 w 

$ 

f 
; -::lc Ancricm with new l i t e r a r y  models. I-Ie grcppled the French authors t o  h i s  

b 
f : \:ith hoops of s t e e l  - Volta i re ,  Victor Hugo, Lamartine and others ,  and read 

.:l,,r m i t e r s  i n  the o r i g ina l  i n  order  t o  reach primary 3ources of  inspjxation,  

:-.::ker thm come i n t o  contact  with them at  second hmd  vSs Spctin. According t o  

r :+: f essor h t u r o  Torres-Rioseco, "He w i l l i ng ly  en-tered i n t o  a c u l t u r a l  vassalage 

-21 Frcnco, and t h i s  was t o  impart m elegcnce, a sophis t i ca t ion  and t e c h n i c ~ l .  

:* 23uroas t o  Hispanic Americcn m i t i n g ,  which h?.ve become en6uring charac 'csrist ics 

f t h a t  l i t e r a tu r e " .  

Then tot-r~rds the end o f  the  nineteenth  century, romanticisn hzd degenerated 

c pose, a recc t ion  began t o  s e t  i n  zgc ins t  the wi ld  exuberance slnd o r g i ~ s t i c  

-- : a s ~ r o s i t i e s  of  the d i s c ip l e s  of  Vic-tor Eugo end Lznartine . ~ h d o ~ h i l e  Gauticr  

:'$tictcd the pnrness im school, 2nd t h i s  mas brought t o  a flowering under Leconte 

'11 Lisle a d  ~ o s e '  I h r i z  de ~ & r & d i c ~ ,  A s  118. Sul ly  Frudhom~e suns it up, "it was a 

order, harmony, o rgmi sc t i on  2nd c l a r i t y  of  idea. h o t h e r  c r i t i c  descr ibes  

;x"z"ssian as  t h e  d i a l e c t  of  the g rea t  poet vhen he lacks  t he  divine, authent ic  

2=zr7kation. And i n  the  t r a n s i t i o n  from ronan t ic i sn  t o  parnnssianisn, the  

a i c i s c t i o n  o f  rrhole generation of Hispanic American n r i t c r s  vras complete. 

The general l e v e l  of conpctcnce :ihich one f i nds  i n  l a t e  nineteenth and 

V - ~ ~ Y  tncnt ie th  century French-C,.lribbe,ul poetry, and i n  the poetry  of t he  same 
' in the Spanish-spc&ing Caribbecn, noto.bly i n  - Ho jzs jL viento,  by the Cubm 

/ 
-.-t, ~ u l i &  d e l  Cnsal, and i n  R U ~ &  Dpzio's kzul Prosns profanes, i s  due i n  

'- ' a t ,  it should be r*enakcfi t hn t  ~ o s &  ll,?riR dc ~ b r b 6 i a  c m e  frorn Cuba, 2nd was 
/ 

- -."~n of h i s  npr,cs&c, - t h ~  autllor of - Ccnh ox LNin?;;sra. 

/13 .... 
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i Born i n  SmLiago dc Cuba i n  3.842, t he  younger Heredin rrent Lo France a t  
i' .. ,Cc of xixtccn, Hc a..clopted tlic French 1,mgdage, and %-ins l a t e r  t o  become a 

" ,  

.?.-cr of the ~Iczdenje Frmca isc  and one of' the teat s t y l i s t s  of t h e  parnassian 
" >  - _ . ; : rzn~ .  Ilere i s  a t r an s l c t i on  of one of h i s  sormets, Le Recif de - Corsil ,  by 

: *; joAqcicnn poet, Vivian Virtue : 

The Coral Reef + 

Thc sun discovers, probing t he  shingled s e r ,  
A l u rk ing  dawn i n  tho c o r d  ~ o o d s  below 
That merge, through hollovrs S T ~ C ~ C  the narm naves flow, 
With bloom-like bcas t  and floirer pulsc t ing f r ee .  
And a11 t h a t  the  br ine  gives colomrr-cnenone, 
Iloss, end dischevellcd week, nrrl echinus, glovr 
Rich-patterned, che w e r i n g  n i t h  indigo 
The vrrinkled roo t s  of tlie madrepare s pale  t r e e .  

I n  splendid m e i l  dirming t h e  l i v i n g  t i n t s  
A monstrous f igure  c-.gainst the branching g l i n t s ,  
B,wding the  lfmpid gloom vrith indolent  ssrecp; 
Then, f l a sh ing  sud6enly c phosphorcqt f5-1 
Kindles the c ry s t a l  depths with exquis i t e  t h i n  
F i r e s  t h a t  i n  gold and pear l  and enercld  leap.  

.. c ~ w o t  conclude our references t o  the  Hispanic v r i t i n g  of the  C,wibbe&, with- 
a: 

/ . : sr~ying a few mords ,?bout the Nicnrnguan, Rubd'n Dado  (1867-1916). Dmio i s  

i t:.4 supreme poet of the region. He i s  regzrded as one of the p e a t  poets of the 

a ::; 2nish lcngunge . I n  add i t ion  t o  the  two publicat ions jlrcs:Ly mentioned, h i s  
: 

, i  =:rks include Cantos de vida y e s ~ e r a n z o  (1905), 31 Cmto Errante (1907), El Poena 

?t ;so (1910), and Cmto n l a  Argentin: (1910). Dar5.2 introduced symbolism in to  

L I - .n lsh  poetry, and f r o a  h i s  time on Spanish kmerica challenges Spain f o r  leader-  
, "f - lp  i n  poetry. The f a c t  thil'c Dado  hns been discussed as romantic, parnassian, 

I ->:':mist, poet of h e r i c n  e tc . ,  and t h a t  s o  many aspects. o f  h i s  work are being 

.iscovered o r  claimed t o  be discovered, nzy be tc1:en a s  an ind ica t ion  of h i s  essen- 
1. 
f un iversa l i ty .  k 
k 
! The l i t e r m y  development of the '~u tch-  2nd English-speaking Ceribbean 
I i 
j 2.3 bzen i n  the nature of e delayed ac t ion ,  
! 

1 
t 

I 

The bulk of such poe t ic  l i t e r a t u r e  os the re  e x i s t s  i n  t h e  Dutch t e r r i -  4. ; 
I :.';cs has been achieved by two gencrztions of wri ters :  thc  f i r s t  began wr i t ing  

I 

-* :" t~cforc  an& zf t e r  the beginning of the present  century, and Lhe second around i 
s ? J - Of the f i r s t  genemtion,  J. S. Corsen, David Chunaceiro, Dm10 Salzs end 

> . . 
f :* '3slschoon of Curzcso a r e  the b e t t e r  knotm. They all. vmote i n  Spanish, t he  

i 
[ :---.;p- -& of the ncighbouring republ ics .  J.S. Corsen did  some o f  h i s  be s t  nork i 

k '' Z;"imentu, the  1smf;uclge of h i s  1x11 knom Atardi  ( ~ v e n i n ~ ) .  O f  t he  second d 
4 

s" 1% ? + ? -  
--bc'ction, nention nus% be msde of P ie r re  Lauffer, Rene de Rooy, ~ i c o l d s  Pina 5 . .  C!ipp,rlcs Corsen, grandson of J. S. Corsen, Tliese ~ O C ~ S ,  Some of rfhon were 

'r :I-tcd i n  Hollnnd, rmi te  both i n  Dutcl~ ~ " n a  i n  papimlentu. The ba s i c  sensibj.li-- 
*'. nr" '. 

* A  this body of literature has been t h a t  of cn ,?i~&ening people- romantic. 
1 



84, 

! 

Pnpimentu probcbiy s-l;orted as  e, ,mer.ns of 
co!;iunic~.tion-' a lin@,n. francc- be tncen 
people f r o n  d i f f e r en t  ~ c r t s  o f  the t ~ o r l d ,  

, It was c J e s u i t  p r i e s t ,  nmcd Schzbel, who 
I. gave the f i r s t  kno~an de f i n i t i on  of 
, pnpimentu. In  1704 he wrote cbout it and 

:, ca l l ed  it o broken Spcnish. P c ~ i m e n t u  is  
I t b u i l t  up f ron  xords ou t  of n m y  lmguages,  

mostly Spanish, Du-tch, English, French cnd 
Portuguese. Its rhythn s h o ~ s  nost  rcscnblance ; t o  Spai ish ,  

It i s  n i t h  thc abo l i t ion  of s l avery  nnd the cdven-t of romanticism -i;ha-t; 
4 

i aj:c fa rna l  poetry of the  English-spe2,king Csibbean begins.  lVe h,zve been &is- 
I 
F ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ i n g  t h i s  poetry  a m i n s t  the pcwal le l  developncnts i n  the  other  language 
I 

_ - o u ~ s ,  2nd i n  the l c r g e r  context of world l e t t e r s .  YJe nus t  now pin  our  d is-  
i 
," :;:slj i.ons dmm t o  the  geogrephical area, which f o r  purposes of  t h i s  ~ ? n t h o Z o ~ ~  Tie 
F 
li :.-:jc cnl led  the Vest Indies.  A b r i e f  bre,&-dorm of the s o c i a l  onct c u l l t u ~ a l  brck- 

r2und of the u n i t s  i s  given i n  an appendix, It n i l 1  non be t o  our  purpose, 
$ 

*;%?I the s p ~ b o l s  which we hcve d e f i ~ c d ,  i n  Caribbem terms, t o  ind ica te  the 
e 9 ,,\clopinent =and evolution of t he  body of verse presented i n  t h i s  anthology. 

The Selections nnd t h e i r  Authors 

Oh, Ccptain of wide western seas,  
?'here now thy  s e n t  sou l  l i ve s ,  dost  

Recal l  San Glor ia ' s  spice-censed breeze? 
thou 

-- 
~Ktxito-smdied curves where s e r r i e d  t r e e s  

F i l ed  baclaiard as thy  sharpened prow 
Sheared i n t o  f o m  the r r c i n g  seas? 

S m  Glor ia ' s  \~ooc?-ccrved mountrin f r i e z e  
I n  the blue bay i s  mirrored nov, 

As  when thy white s a i l  v~ooed the  breeze. 

The thunder of insurgent  seas 
Bects y e t  the rough r e e f ' s  ragged brow, 

Rocwing by p e e n ,  f,w-stretching l e a s ;  

Yet through the v~ood the  peony f l e e s ,  
h d  f r e t s  with gold the night-dark bough i 

Dorm the  long avenue o f  t r e e s ,  

S t i l l  f loncr ing  guin'eps tenpt  the bees, 
Zke y c l l o ~ r  gmsva r ipens  noi;., 

Rich-hearted iponca please. 

4 

r Dost thou reaenber th ings  l i k e  these, 
: 
4 Hem y e t t h e  dcrk-robed uoodl.~,nds sough, 

Oh, Cap'ccin of xiile ~ reskcrn  sccs, 

? 
Dost >thou remember things lLke these  
;/here thy meet soul  i n h a b i t s  now? 

: ~ . c .  of ~y colleagues,  i n  the  Poetry League of Jcmnicr., hz.ve of ten  c i t e d  the 

' 3c~oinB pocn, S m  Gloria, aildressed t o  Cliristophcr Colunbus, as one of the 
I t .  . ~ n p t ; ~  by T~~ Bedc~~.)  t o  help spcn -ihe gcp botcrecn t he  Discovery 2nd the  

d '  

--:":L:; in ~ ~ j l i c h  hc l ived .  Redcam has had a s t rongcr  316 profounder h i s i o r i c d  



c m *  I,-.( 0 2nd such chronicle poclns as h i s  OrOr,ne1e~. St .  h n  and zhe Cathedral 
Z ,22;2;."."1 - 
i ,;:i llc:Lp to subs2;an-i-iatz a:i:: c1ai.a- Born i n  1070, he nas croy~ned posthumously 

i :?* jl, 13. Jncabs, has t o l d  ric o f  rcferonccs t o  such things as "'Federation" o r  

t ~ ; e ; n f ' c ~ s r ~ t i o ~ ~ ' l  i n  the  Ln:lrc,zi;cts rough r~orl; book, which, I r e g r e t  to  say, I 
i kazs;e tlever seer,. Tinere i s  c good dea l  i n  h i s  writ ings,  apa r t  from the f e n  

I 
k ..a tees l l~cludcd i n  t h i s  voL11me sd:f ch show hon deeply he understood the  Vest 

zr+2igl: soc ie ty  t h c t  Tias el?lcrg.ing, Ile nas one of the "early Victor i~ .n  perceivars".  

::, :;zs dist~l.rbed a t  -k41e 2pc~l;hetic atti-kudo of the  g rea t  nrtss of Jeanaicz?ns towards 
$ 

f 
coun-try's pcs t .  Because he believed t h a t  t h i s  wrzs the only sure  founda- 

i 
I ~,:cr. upon r ~ h i c h  n vj.gorou nrld heal thy s o c i c l  l i f e  could be b u i l t ,  i n  h i s  poens 

:KL  from h i s  edit0r:i.d. chnil? at The JCo~iaica which he occupied from 1900 t o  
i 
I 
1 iSZC, hc sought t o  inhuc h i s  people n i t h  respec t  f o r  t h e i r  h i s t o ry ,  He combined 

$ th.=, s t rength  of a p n t r i o t  2nd tho i n t e U e c t u d  balance o f  e philosopl~er wi th  the  
f 

$ r;.?tru'e end wonder o f  n child. O f  the  t h ~ e l e s s  nature of the  poen I have jus t  
i- 

Q 

P 
3 

; ~ o t e d ,  H r .  3 ,  E. Clnre McF,?rlcne, Founder and President  o f  the  Poetry League o f  
b 
E Jx~aicc,  ~ ? r i t c s  : 
t 
i !L%e mood i.s or,e of' contenplation, touched with the 
5 g strange mcl sn,oc"cnelancholy t h a t  surraunds a dead I 

! ' romance, ye t  m a r e  of the challenge of the unchanging 
i scene t o  sig11t cnd s n e l l  and hearing, And the  e f f e c t  

is  considerably heightened by t h e  appeal t o  the  memory 
of' one so  f a r  rcnoved i n  time, but  so i n t l b a t e l y  , 

1 connected with the present  circWls tances . In seeking 
I t o  inves t  nit11 pernanence the thouy@t and emotion of 

the g r ea t  Discoverer, the poet  has succeeded i n  adding ' 
2. 
i dignity and mem~r~b lencs s  t o  his verse. 1 

1 Fen people brought up i n  Englmd o r  i n  the  Colonies during the 
t 
i 
a second half of the lcs t cen t~r ry  can h ~ v e  escaped t he  sentent ious  'moralisings o f  

t3:c Victorizn era, m a  Tom Rcdcan nas no exception. But i n  tho sane w a y  as Lord 

Tcxriyson, t h a t  s e c t  craftsnon, n i t h i n  t he  bcunas of h i s  escap i s t  philosophy, 

::Xld be c m r i e d  2ncy by h i s  subject  matter m d  produce l i n e s  of  g rea t  moment, 

5 0  172s Redcm (ur;happily no t  so o f ten)  in h i s  Logi.0nar.y of Life. 

. . . t rue  'co t he  g rea t  hos t  
O f  s ea  and sky, of s t~xs  and t i d e s  and streams, 
Existence' s Grmd Army, Hosts of Life, 
Soldiers of sone g rea t  purpose t hn t  moves on, 
'i'hrough evolutions ,md developments 
To some suyreme f a r  t r iunph  y e t  t o  be .  

E 
2. When jus t  over t h i r t y  years ago, i n  1929, lk, Clare IQcFarlane 
t G'Jblishea Voices SunnerZcnd, vhich vas one o f  the f i r s t  anthologies of 

' 1, 2;ct~y fron the \Vest Indies t o  be read i n  o ther  p a r t s  of the world, the Li ter -  

'-?; S ~ p p l e ~ e n t  of the London Tine; observed: 

Tie m e  surprised t~henever the  far*-flmg sonine of our 
IGwguage end thought r e s u l t s  i n  a vigorous l i t e r a r y  
gronth my,n.iiiere cxcept i n  the  ~ c c e p t c d  centres  of English 
cuZturc. .,. Voiccs Pron S~umerland s u c ~ e s t s  t h a t  the canon 
of "Doninions" vial. not  be f ina l ly  nade up even when Ind ia  
2nd Pxmn ' ~ c  acidod t o  it,. , . 



I n  no o ther  f i e l d  of c u l t u r a l  and a r t i s t i c  endeavour i s  the s p i r i t u a l  

nuvolopment of the Uest Indies  revealed as c l e a r l y  a s  i n  our l i t e r a t u r e .  And 
U 

i 
! L " . ~  ~ + p ~ c g h  following the sppearence in London i n  1948, of the  Jamaican and West 

=,?Aan numbers of Life and Le t te r s  (and the London idercuryl, it i s  the nove l i s t s ,  
1, 

: r2,5 to EL l e s s e r  extent  t he  p laymights ,  who have bccn holding the centre of the 
. and a t t r a c t i n g  the  a t t e n t i o n  of c r i t i c s  on boJ~h s ides  of  the At lan t ic ,  it 

:taould be remembered t h a t  i t  has been the  poets who, sometimes with ea rnes t  

psbling beginnings, l a i d  the  foundations f o r  the development of  Tiest Indian 

Unlike t h e  Spaniards, the  English conqEerors d i d  no t  at-tempt t o  s e t t l e  s 

t h e i r  colonies and develop a home from home: r a t h e r  they regarded t h e i r  Carib- 

: :curl possessions a s  l a rge  planta t ions ,  on which they posted agents t o  supervise 

i :>a slaves and t h e i r  work2 It mould appear, therefore,  t h a t  it was not  u n t i l  

a f t c r  the Aboli t ion of Slavery i n  1838, t h a t  the condit ions wcre s e t  i n  t r a i n  t o  
i 
; rroducc a body of conscious l i t e r a t u r e ;  bu t  i n  t r y ing  t o  analyse the West Indian r I 

i t cn t i ty ,  t o  understand the Vest Indian ethos, one f i nds  t h a t  one must go much 
I 
i 
i 

1 

i fzr thcr back i n  time - back t o  the  Discovery and the  Conquest o f  the  New World by 

:he ilcstorn Europeans. Indeed, from the vantage po in t  of the present ,  the  fo l1ov~-  

j ir.8 V O U ~ ~  seem t o  be  the  main determining f ac to r s  : 

1. The Age of Discovery and the Conquest, beginning i n  Ue92, with i t s  i 

I imposition of European upon -the abor ig ina l  cu l tu res ,  and i n  some , 

i ins tances  the  ann ih i l a t ion  o f  the  o r i g i n a l  Indian populations. 

2. The in t roduct ion i n t o  the  rcgion of Negroes, Chinese and Indians 
b - and people of  o ther  n a t i o n a l i t i e s .  I 

f 
I 

I 

i 3. The Aboli t ion o f  Slavery i n  1838, 
! ! i 

4. 'The co lon ia l  apprenticeship,  and the gradual l i b e r a l i s a t i o n  of 
educational  f a c i l i t i e s .  

1 

I 

I 5. The years of Unrest o r1930s ,  and t h e  development of  na t iona l  
consciousness. 1 I 

4:- I 

i 6 .  Commencement of advanced cons t i tu t ions  f o r  the  colonies during the I 
1940s, l ead ing  t o  f u l l  i n t e r n a l  self-government f o r  some, and the 
Federation of the West Ind ies  i n  1958. 

1 ITe have a l ready r e f e r r e d  t o  the d i f f i c u l t i e s  confronting scholars ,  who 

I hcvc been t r y ing  t o  e s t a b l i s h  t h e  Indian o r ig ins  o f  pocms and plays i n  the abor igi -  

1. tongues. There have been i s o l a t e d  examplcs o f  formal poetry  by Ncgroes rho  

f ree  before Emacipat ion:  there  ves the  Jamaican, Francis ITilliams, who was I 
JCt t o  Cambridge t o  be educated; in Guianese Poetry, compiled by Idr, N. E. ~ imeron ,  

b t F - ~ r e  w e  two poems, Demerara! Farcne l l  and Lines f o r  F i r s t  of A u g ~ s t ,  1838, by 

f Sbon Chris t ian  Oliver, m o t h e r  Negro, who died i n  1848. However, a s  in the  

uni ted S ta tcs  of America, the  .v i t z&&ntr ibu t ion  of the  s lave  soc i e ty  t o  New 
n. 

" j r l d  l i t e r a t u r e  and music <:+'% the  Negro Sp i r i t ua l s .  They a r e  a commentary on i ' I t h c b  t h e n ;  t h e i r  o t h c r w o r l ~ i n e s s  provided a s p i r i t u a l  escape from the conti- 
1 

: tion3 under which the slaves l i v e d ,  SO& of these s p i r i t u a l s  have been reproduced 

in kb. Edric Connor's Songs from Trinidad, arrongea f o r  voices, €Pitar, drum end 

by ilr. Gmcth n d t e r s ,  and issued i n  1958 by the  Oxford Universi ty F'ress. 

Colmor's book also c a l y p ~ o s ,  nark songs and other  follc songs CclYPsos . , 



f g c  non enjoying considerable vome eo n t o u r i s t  a t t r a c t i on ,  end ara being ex- 

t:j.ci.tcd by singers from other  lands, somctimcs, ~ , l a s ,  no t  s o  much f o r  t h e i r  

 ins in sic, e r t i s t i c  value, but as a  comcrciLzl  proposit ion.  It should be 

3oinLcd out  t h a t  the calyl?so i s  of T r i n i i k d i m  or ig in ,  and t h a t  although the Benrc -- '. 

hrs been 'token up i n  recent  yoaxs by en te r ta ine rs  dl over tho  region, pa r t i c l~J .wly  

$11 the  fabulous Jmaican  North Coast, iJi should not; be confused with o ther  Vest 

3;dian f o l k  songs, such as the mento, ~ rh i ch  i s  proper t o  Jamaica. 

A co l lec t ion  o f  Jamaican f o l k  songs tras made by Mr. Tom E1may, a B ~ i t i s h  

council Officer ,  with the  ass is . tmcc o f  EIiss Lovise Bennett, and was publf shed 51 

1951 under thc  hpr imature  of the Oxford Universi ty Press. 

1 It ~rss the French tw i t c r ,  Chatezubriand, who p o i ~ t e d  out  t h a t  3h.s na tu r a l  
f 
I 3 3 ~  of man i s  sad,  The Jma ican  p c a s w t  usua l ly  laughs a t  h i s  own t roubles .  

i:hon he sings of them, h i s  c t t i t u d e  is n o t p l a i n t i v e  bu t  i ron ic .  The sub jec t  

octter i s  usua l ly  t r e a t ed  a l l u s i v e l y  and e l l i p t i c a l l y ,  s o  tha t  it i s  sometines 

i ~ t e l l - i g i b l c  only t o  '*be I n i t i a t e d ,  E f f ec t  i s  gained by r e p e t i t i v e  incrernen-ts, 

;Mch s t r e s s  tho domin8,rit cmotion.3 One of  the most beautiful straightfor;zerd 
\ 

of these songs i s  Linstead Milarkot: 

C'WPW" me ackee go a Linstcad I.Iaket 
Not a q u s t t i e  wo ' t t  s c l l  

, 

Lmd! not  a l i g h t ,  not  a b i t e  
Mot a qua t t i e  n o t t '  s c l l  
Lawd! no t  a l i g h t ,  net n bite 
mat a Saturday night .  

lk, H. P, Jc,cobs very kindly i nv i t ed  my a t t e n t i ~ n  some years ago t o  
.F3etsong of S t ,  Thomas ( i n  the  Virgin Is lands) ,  entered i n  the \Vest Indian Scrap 

i2ool: No. 1 page 21c3. c i r c a  9822- 

H u r r a ,  my j o l l y  boys, 
Fine t h e  o' day 

'r?c p u l l  f o r  Sm Thmas, boys 
Fine t i n e  o ' day 

San Thmss hab de f ine  g i r l ,  
Fine time otday 

Nancy Gibbs 2nd Betsy Eraid, 
Fine time o t  dcy 

P.Iassa cum fra Lonclon Totrn, 
Fine t h e  o  ' day 

llesse. i s  a h,msome man 
Fine time o ' dcy 

lIassa i s  s dandy m m ,  
Fine time o'day 

Him hab de do l la r ,  p len ty  too 
Fine t h e  o ' day 

LZassa l ~ b  a p r e t t y  girl 
Fine t i n e  o  ' dcy 

Him hun-i: ' cn round de guaba bush 
Fine time o1 dzy 

1 Him catch i n  de cane piece 

I Fine time o ' a ~ y .  

$3 hpos s ib l c  t o  miss the pull of the boa-tmnnls oar on the f i r s t  syll,zble of 
2: r e f ra in ,  a offcot  i;hi& i m e d i a t c l y  r o c a ~ s  t o  mind t he  l z t e r  consciaus . t 

i 
1 

"f?fol+t i n  Bon-tmant s S n r l ~  in 'i?lomns Ifardyt s Tile I )pas  ts, 
i / 

+ 
i 

j /18. ,.. 



Folk songs ~ L v e  ?A i n s i g h t  i n t o  thc  phi.1ocophy of t h o  iiork-a-day aorl.d 

of t h e  pc;zsc?n.t; t h c k  rhy-i;hms a r e  cmthy ,  bec::usc they  22-c t h e  l-hyth~is o f  

daily physicrrl .boil. They have ct "crcdi-tion t h z t  goes f a r  back i n t o  nt1liqui:;p. 

Thcir h i s t o r y  i s  var ious ,  

There nas r, t i n e  (vrithin my own ncnory) ;-;hen n i - th  accelcra.tcd r.c'iuca.tion 

(md cducntion k e m t  Puropsan oc l~~ce t ion) ,  the :!csi Indicn  turned h i s  h-ck upo:l 

h i s  f o l k  a r t .  Iionever, ;ri-i;h tho povrth o f  n a t i o n c l  cons ciousncss,  -t;hcr;o treasures 

m e  be ing  rediscovered.  That t h c r r  i s  nov 2 coliscious knovi.lcdgc cnd ? , y p - e c i c , t i ~ ~ ~  

nnong all. c1r:sses i s  due, i n  no smcll. measure, t o  the  emergence o f  a r t s  :cst ivels  

throughout thc  region.  Tlhc modern Vest  Indiczn i s ,  &so indebted t o  -those scho la r s  

and a n r t e u r s  of l e t t e r s  - English, America1 2nd ';,%st In6ian - tr!lo ,,wo-te ebout ow 

fox: songs 2nd recorded s~hs-t they  coQld. Ibu 1m.s t r i t l ~  t h e  patronage o f  YJd.ter 

Jekyll,  an Englishm~n,  t h a t  Claude I I c b y  published, h i s  Cons t a b  B2Zlac1s, x col lec-  

t ion o f  d i a l e c t  verses, i n  Lo~don  i n  1912,  

l l cky ' s  pub l i cc t ion  i s  one of  the  f i r s t  conscious e f f o r t s  by creative 

\-miters  to  l i n k  the  formzl l i t c r a t r r r e  o f  t h e  'Jes-t Ind ies  wi th  -the f o l k  t r a d i t i o n s  

of the people; and those folk t r a d i t i o n s  are a s  much n t reatment  o f  strbjec-t; mat t e r  

as t hey  m e  a mode of expression.  Several  "est Indian  ~ r r i t c r s  Il~.vc bccn m i - t i n @  

i n  d i ~ ~ l e c t  s ince ,  p a r t i c u l z r l y  during the l a s t  tr-ro decades, D ic lcc t s  de l imi t  

s o c i e t i e s .  They vary  from t e r r i t o r y  t o  t c r r i t o r y ,  znd somotimcs v;i-Lh.in each u n i t .  

As y c t  t h e y  hcve no s e t t l e d  orthography, I11 t h e  17orks o f  vrritcrs of the  prescn-t 

generation, t;:iat i s  recorded i s  not  n e c e s s z r i l y  the speech es spoken by the  pco- 

ple .  An approxinat ion i s  n ~ d e  i n  -;i;.,icb %he rhytllms and phrases c r c  rcproducca. 

I n  t h i s  r e s p e c t  c rch  nork i s  o f t ~ i l  n ~-2yl izc? t ion  o f  the  au thor ,  Vicvcil a s  s 

body of l i ' c c ra tu rc  tliesc zorlrs :.re adding a ncrJ dinension t o  -thc English t o n ~ ~ c .  

Notrble exmples of t h i s  net; v , ~ i t i n g  a r c  Lo bc found i n  t h e  novels Ne~r Dcx, by 
I 

Vic Reid rvld A Br igh te r  Sun by Scnuel Selvon, 2nd i n  t h e  plcys,  lloon Ovcr the 
-- 

Rainboti S h a f  by E r r o l  John and Under t l ~ e  Sv.n by S y l v i e  rfyntcr .  ,FlIr, John's -- 
drms 112s a~tr;uded f i r s t  p r i z e  i n  the  P l sy -n r i t ing  Conpeti t ion sponsored by %- 

-- 
Observer ncsrspaper i n  London in 1958. :,%en i n  t h e  s w e  y c ~ x  2.11.. Vic Reid pub- 

l i s h e d  his second novel,  Tne Ileopzrd ( t h i s  time i n  Stendmd ~ n ~ l i s h ) ,  thc  c r i t i c  

in t he  Itondon Times s a i d :  "?k. Reid uses  i-lords a s  if no one hnd ever  used them 

before m d  his prost? i s  a s  f r e s h  as s p r i n g  buds v.nfolding". The Engl ish  Stage 

Company rcccpted  iXss ?7ynter1s p lay  f o r  p rod~~c- t ion  ct thc Boycl Court i n  London 

three years cgo, bu-t t l ~ e i r  f a i l w e  tri-th Flesh  t o  s Tiger by Barry Reckord, 

m o t h e r  Jamcican, 2nd t h e  f i n a n c i a l  cl imate,  forced  them t o  postpone s t ag ing  it. 

I'L hcs, hoi;ever, becn brondczs t i n  .the B. B: C. s Third Pro~;r;ra~n~-. The pcrvnaing 

qua l i ty  of these  r~orlcs i s  3 c l i r t inc t ivc  l'icst Ind ia l i sn ,  n 1-egional v ~ C X  of 1 j . f ~  

(cvcn vhcn t l ~ e  subject mat t e r  i s  taken from ovcrscas cs i n  t h c  ccsc of The 
Leopard), a i -~akist ic  f o m  of s c c l e  patterned o r  cs- tcbl i shcd European p m c t i c o ,  

a language ok once fr*cs]l, poe t i c ,  ep.rthy 2r.e s p o n - ~ C ~ C O U S ,  and y e t  2. t rectcleni  2nd 

conposito tkt could n o t  hr.vc bacn produced myi l le re  e l s e .  liere then i s  

one of -bhe trcdLtions of -,rcs@ 1fldi.cn l i - b c r a t ~ r c ,  2 t ~ n d i t i o n  t h t t  is indigenous 

i n  ~ t t e s r i ? c c  znil y c t  ur~ivers2J- i n  cp?cal. 



It becomes obvious frorn a study of t41c ob jcc t ive ,  I ~ i s t o r i c a l  s t ruc tu re  

3f our ~ m % i o i i d  l i f e ,  -thaJc' , the na j o r i t y  of the f i a s t  Anglo-Caribbean vrriters 
\ 

-;crc no% l?cst I n d i m s  i n  the sense of having bosrl born i n  the region. 
.- 

I n  i n t r o d ~ ~ c i n i ;  h i s  G~~iz.nese Poetry, I k .  N. E. C'weron ~ ' r i t e s  o f  a COX- 

lcctiori of' verses e n t i t l e d  ?didnight; ihs ings  i n  Dener.mn: by one "Colonist", 

nrint>ed i n  t he  Courier Office, Dencrcra, B r i t i s h  Guianc, i n  1832. ilr. Cmeron 

scys the.,?; t he re  i s  not c s ing l e  composition of purely  l o c d  i n t e r e s t  i n  the  boolc; 

?.nd t h a t  -the cuthor defends h i s  pos i t ion  by scying - 
t h a t  the Colony, though f e r t i l e  i n  everything e l s e ,  i s  barren 
i n  incidenls  f o r  poe t ica l  d i sp lcy  - no t  hcving t he  haze of an- 

. t i q u i t y  t o  shroud, and ye t  t o  beaut i fy ,  the  records of  pas t  
generctions; and not  possessing the  novelty of a l a t e l y  dis-  
covered coun-try, on the  present  bemty o r  prospec-ts of  which, 
the mind nould de l igh t  t o  expat ia te .  

vColonist" Frcs not  t he  only one iirith t h i s  point  of vien. What he zirotc vcs the 

l i t e rcxy  ansner t o  a question deep-rooted i n  t h e  s o c i d  condit ions of thc  tints. 

::)st "colonis ts  ", -,-:11o could nake s u f f i c i e n t  money off t h e i r  sugar p lanta t ions ,  

l ived i n  @-eat s t y l e  i n  London, nhcrc they exel*cised a no t  inconsiderable influence 

3n -the B r i t i s h  P ,w l i~aen t ,  i n  such mntters of t rade  as  d i r e c t l y  a f fec ted  t h e i r  

in te res t s .  Those l-~b we& forced t o  remain i n  the Caribbeni, looked fornard  t o  
4 

/ 

the- day r~hen the i r  f o r t t ~ n e s  ;iould permit then t o  r e t u r n  home. 

There were sone, horrever, r~ho ii-ere s e t t l e r s  i n  the b e t t e r  sense of t he  
.-.n d they never turned t h e i r  backs upon. t h e i r  nnt ive  lnnd, but  they were vri l l ing 

t o  l e t  doim t h e i r  buckets I-[here -they wcrc. They had immigro'ccd as  missionaries,  

o r  t o  stwt e nei7 l i f e ;  a fen he ld  government appointments. They rrerc f o r  the 

?.ost p a r t  gen-tlenen of education - i d e n t i f i e d  niJch the inpulses of  t h e i r  own 
I 

culture.  Sonc of them vers i f i ed ,  zn6 cltlzough they ;rere Englishmen, I r i shen  and 

Scotsnen of-ten tm i t i ng  En&ish, I r i s h  o r  Scot t i s l i  verse i n  t h e  West Indies,  they 

ncvcrtheless irrotc. 19ost of t h i s  a c t i v i t y  took plcce i n  Jamaica. Prominent among 

thoso !rho threw themselves whole-hexrtedly i n t o  t he  cduc2tional m d  cu l t u r a l  l i f e  

of the i s l and  ricre the Reverend John Redcliffe,  born ii1 I re lznd  i n  1815, end 
.-7. 

.lil-lim Norrison, ed-ucctor an2 j o m n r l i s t ,  born i n  Scotland i n  1832. They were 

soon joined by other  n r i - t e r s ,  both k~migrant and nc.,,-tive-born, t h a t  i s  t o  say of 

EU'opeei- s tock o r  nixed, born i n  the Cwibbcen. Then the shackles of s lnvery were 

bmied i n  1838, a p e a t  c ree t ive  force was re leased;  2nd towards the close of the 

cc:r;tury, there laere poets - t rhi te,  blcck  ad c o l o ~ ~ e d  - s inging of the  Caribbeo-n 

scene. On t h e  South &3ericc,n nainlrnd,  Henry Dclton, a medical doctor, born i n  
PI.' * .  - 1 n s h  CTv.iznp. i n  1658, 1-;p,s 'the f i r s t  t o  cc lebralc  thc  abor iginal  I nd ims  and 

ifTi"L on o ther  l o c a l  -$hcr~es. Otilcr pacts i n  boil? t e r r i t o r i e s  folloilcd: H a  S. 

Zunbury, Leo, &,?Sex .!foulton Barre t t ,  Lena Kent, C y r i l  King, Pxthur ~ i c h o l a s ,  

C 1 ~ 2  IIc-ud Gcrrc t t ,  Constance 1131.1ar elld o hos t  of others.  The Negro ond nission- 

cry clcncr,ts c ~ ~ r r i e d  over i n t o  form21 2oetry  the r e l i g ious  fervour of -the t i n e s  2nd 

its vis ion of pF-~pudisc. If ire 6.0 ;I& ttss -the syncopction, there i s  more k l i ~ l ~  ?dq 

ccho fill the  N ~ Q ~  S p i r i t u a l ,  jAll Cad1 s Chillun, i n  Thonas Don1 s Pious Effusion:;: 



F. 

f. 
I'llcn sh-11 hr: clo.thdd i n  e robe 
IIolc1 c p c l n  i n  h i s  h m d  
AXIC? nearing on h i s  he,-..& a crovn , 
En tor  Lhc Pronis  ' d L a d  ! ! ! 

I 
I , 

Ilp,turc, r e l i z i o n  2nd i n p c r i o l  t henes  17cre c?.nong -the p r i n e  sources o f  i n s p i r a t i o n ,  

S ~ I I C C  ' t he  Eng l i sh  tongue hp-d n o t  cont?,i.ned r ~ c h  t b c t  vras d e s c r i p t i v e  of t h e  Ccrib- 

d 
beon before,  the  poc t s  sang cs i f  t h e  l s n 6  rrerc b c i n g  discovered f o r  t h e  f i r s t  t ime.  

"June hes cone t o  Icings-boil, I!lr?r.!ing June", Constcncc Ho l l a r  e x u l t e d  l i k e  a c h i l d ,  A 
t 

r i . h i l ~  i n  h e r  Yellor7, we hcve a nus-tained 03nervati.on o f  co lour ,  which I ha1.e never  

n e t  i n  t he  language before  - ----~-~---,~w,*_y, ,p5, JICr*,* 

c*4 

------"-ill s5ng a song of y e l l o n  on t h i n  ycl lor i  day 
A l l  the loveliness o f  y e l l o v  passes  i n  a. s w i f t  a r r a y :  
Ycllon of b r i g h t  buttercups i n  Kings ton ' s  dazz l ing  f i e l d s  - 

I 

Yellow o f  c h r y ~ ~ a n t h e ~ ~ u m s  t h a t  Auturm l z v i s h  y i e l d s ,  
Sunfloncrs  2nd p r ~ k o s e s  s p ~ x l c l i n g  i n  t h e  sun..  . . 

-2 7 , C  7 - * -  - 
~ d & e  poons vmic i t  Pro-. t h e  p x r e l y  t o p o g ~ d p h i c c l  t o  t he '  n b s t d g i c  s t r c i n s  o f  'Lena - .  
Kcnt -in h'er H i l l s  Gf S t .  Ln'c?r~t;, t o  t h e  l y r i c  o u - t ' ~ ~ o u r i n ~  of habbcl  ~ b h l ~ & - B 5 ~ ~ t t  1 

: .* 
niece  ~f El'izebeth Barre-bt ~ ro ; ;n in&)  i n  ~ h e ~ ~ 5 h - t ;  Eiatc - (3 - I 

Oh, could  I s i n g  Lo thee  
Song of the sun; 
Song o f  t h e  s i n g i n g  stm; 

' F?2ndcring on; 
Vcgabond 17orlds t h c t  go 

I Cs?rolling through - 
Vfould I could  s i n g  of then,  
\*loo thee  zncv. 
Song of t he  sornphin  ' 

I Deep i n  t h e  sky; 
S t r z i g h t  r ~ o u l d  I g a t h e r  it, 
L o i t e r i n g  by; 
Then should I s i n g  t o  t hee ,  

I Speed t o  thee,  wing t o  thee ,  
Song should I b r i n ~  t o  thee ,  
Glorious s t i l l .  
SIc^.ters shc~!ld r o m  t o  thee  
Blosscms should  f i l l  
A 1 1  t h e  s n c e t  pa th  of t hce ,  
Pns-Lure and h i l l .  

Xuch of 'chis ve r se  vrc.s a s  spontaneous ?us b i r d  song. But r-rhnt models v e r e  on hanil e 
?[hen these  poe t s  beg,% w r i t i n g ?  Tnere 112s t h e  Bible ,  t h e  source  o f  meny thenes ,  cn6 f 

B \ therc were the  hynns, which even t h e  p o e t  mess of  pcoplc nho cou ld  n o t  r e a d  nould  F 

) sing by h c a r t .  J 'orcrunners l i k e  John l e d c l i f f c  c.nd Y i l l i m  l lor r i son  h a d  = r ived  
h 

rrii-h u n i v e r s i t y  t r ~ i n i n g ;  o t h e r s  l i k e  D d t o n  cr?d b a b e l  Xculton B z r r e t t  rlere sent 

~ . y c z s i t y  o r  f i n i s h i n g  school  i n  Englcnd; ncny rvho could  n o t  a f f o r d  t o  go 8 - --, 

t -h02d ncrc g iven  a good ~ P ~ J I ~ X  school  cciucztion i n  -i;llc 5 c s t  Ind ie s .  Also, books 

i: be ing  bough-t ard p r i v n t e l y  c i r c u l c t e d ;  2nd t h e  ncwspapcrs nould  pub l i sh  thc- 
i 

0Ck.l ~od :~cmorc t ivc  piece.  hs hnpyened i n  A u s t r z l i a  2nd i n  Canldc, t he  n ine teenth-  j 
century \;jest Ind ian  poe t s  rrr-ote i n  t h r  nrwniiar of n inc t ccn th  c c r l t u ~  - .? f a c t  th-t i 

I. 
h2s of ten beon snebrcd a t  by  n a y  y o m g  Yes t  Indixis o f  ny oun g c n e r ~ t i o n .  ( ~ C Y  

5 
i ilu not  ob,jcct t l lc t  - ~ l i c l ~ t i ~ ' . h  cen tu ry  Vest InBinns 1 1 : : ~ ~  n r i t t e n  i n  t h c  i l .nncr of the  

i t1;cnticth'  .) ~ l y .  I121ph &?sl;nfson s?,y.ys i n  11i.s in-trodv.ction t o  - me P c n ~ l l i n  D0ok.~.E 

t ---I--uIII.~ c:!w,di.cn Verse : 



, 
21. 

Valid Cana.dian poets, imnigrnnt o r  native-born, s t a r t e d  
1-rhere .they had to: with the trsad.itions of imaginative 
a t t a ck  and conventions of technique of t h e i r  5~1medi.a te 
predecessors o r  contemporaries elsenhere. 

:j;c 'iords "Y?est ~ n d i i n "  could have been subs t i tu ted  f o r  "Canadian". s ince  English 

r c ~  the language spolten, the English bards - l?ordsworth, Kcats, Shelley, Tennyson 

kzno.ld - became the g rea t  cxemplarrs. I n  t h i s  context, there a r e  th ree  points  

t j l ~ t  should be re-stated:  f i r s t l y ,  Emancipation had given ncv meaning t o  the f ree-  

i?on of the  individual;  secondly, romanticism had emphasised the importance of -the 

rest and man's oneness with nature;  and th i rd ly ,  because the European vmiters 
i 
i acre i n  consonace with the  nev s p i r i t  t h a t  was abroad, the  Yest Indians too!r t o  

these models as na tu r a l l y  as  ducks t o  water. I 

1: 

We may ask with ITaltcr Pater :  "In whom d5.d t h e  s t i r ,  the  genius, the  sen t i -  

cent of the period f in i l  i t s e l f ?  '::here was t he  receptable of i t s  ref incnent ,  i t s  X 
i 

5 
(. clovation, i t s  t as te?"  Tom Bedcam has long been regarded a s  the " fa ther  of JGmaican 
2 

s poetry", Because, from the vzntage point  of the  present, \-re can see t h a t  he, 
I core than any o.l;her wr i t e r  of  h i s  generetion, embodicd and expresses -the s~i . i l i t  of 

tt:c awakening Yes t Indianism, we  may j u s t l y  re-chr is ten  him " ths  f a t h e r  of West 
$ 
1 liidian poetry". 
I 

1 

I n  the  V1cs-t Indies  poetry  seems t o  hzve become a talisman of long l i f e ,  

::eerly a11 the  p r cc t i t i one r s  heve l i v e d  beyond the  age o f  s i x ty .  Arabel E40ulton- 

Barrett, who mas born i n  1860, d ied a t  ninety-three; and Lena Kent, nho mas born 

21 1870, the sane year as  Tom Redcm, i s  s t i l l  a l i v e  and wri t ing,  The r e s u l t  i s  
t 
4 tha t  i n  Jamaica, znd t o  a l e s s e r  extent  i n  B r i t i sh  Guiana, there  has been opportunity 
I 

,?' t o  consolidate "the gains of  the  pas t ;  =nd t o  c rea te  the  climate i n  which poet ic  
/ 

Z, ac t i v i t y  may thr ive .  The f a c t  t h a t  i n  J m a i c a  the re  172.5 more than a score of 
5 
i 

practising poets a t  the time l e d  t o  the founding of the  Poetry League of J m n i c a  i n  
B i 
i 1923, Tot~crds the end of t h i s  deczde a s i m i l , ~  assoc ia t ion  V J ~ S  launched by M r ,  1 I f  

Cameron i n  B r i t i sh  Guiana, and k i n g  the  l a t e  1930s snother small group of' wr i t e r s  
: I J began meeting i n  Trinidnd, under the  sponsorship of Judge Hallinzn - described by 
i 

i George Laming i n  h i s  Pleasures of Exile as a ticonnoisseur o f  the a r t s " .  E d g e  
t 
d 
i b l f i t t e lho lzc r ,  who nes born i n  B r i t i sh  Guiana i n  1909 ~ , n d  hss non published some i t. 

f f i f teen novels, vent  t o  !Winidad i n  1941, and nns a p r ac t i s i ng  member of Judge I I 
r i ikL.linanto co te r ie  before leaving t o  s e t t l e  i n  England. 1 
f 

1 A good dcaL of  the f i n  dc s i e c l e  and e a r l y  ben t ie th -cen tury  poetry rias bad - 
1 
5 
4 i)l fact,  execrcbly bad. Because of t h e  dif ference i n  s o c i a l  context, bcc2use from 

! the  very beginning thc Spaniards hnd t r i e d  t o  crcnte  a home from home i n  t h e  Carib- 
i bczn, it ncs possiblc i n  Cubn, f o r  i n s t a rk? ,  f o r  ~ o s k  7.1win Iiercdia (1603-1839) t o  I 

d m t i c i p a t c  Spanish rom=tnticism by more thnn t en  years. the t7orl6-wide move- i 
1 
I 1-".nt reached the Englislrspe&ing Cmibbenn, the  English prophets hrd alrescy been 

Ei 
D ' 
I. 

b. 

j d c a ~ ,  Viordsvrorth poe t i c a l l y  so, f o r  scmc tirile. E t h ~ ~ n d  B l~~ndcn  i n  h i s  eaoay on 
P 

( 
then Ari~o,ld s :.id : 

i A p e n t  many young mcn and women of the necessary fi?ienesa o f  s p i r i t  
cx i s  tcd 2nd mots; but over them scexecl t o  113ng the shodosr of t h e i r  

I 

i inoff i cnc j r ,  Grc:~iness l ~ d  flourisiictl. For  thcn, <;he i~ i t e r - conwm,  
1 

> the day of l i - k t l e  tl;ou[(n dcl-j-:;htfdl things;  and i f  thcp  ~ t t c o p t c d  b j . ~  

thinC2, -:hey lrcrc i nc l i l l cd  to nvoid the main roads of skg'lc and s ~ b j c c i  
G 

:,i16 t o  ;;ro:; !',:nLnsJbicnl, , - , , 
1 . -  , . ,  



i >'::is i a  G f i C  p o i n t o f  ~ i c . 1 : ~  h o t h c r  i s  t l i a t  tl-ic s t r u c t u r e  o f  English. s o c i e t y  was 

2;. r ~ t ? i C 2 l l y  c2.kercd, 2nd t1m.t a s  n consequence t h e  of p o e t i c a l  s ens j -b i l i -  

t kt)* :;as being en larged .  CLS &ofessor  C .He flerf'ord has pu t  it, i lpoe t ry  was t o  give 
> 

, ~xpscs s ion  n o t  on ly  t o  thc  e l c m e n t d  emotions of men, E a r t h ' s  cornon g;ronth of 
' 

k 
$ ckrth and bCars, bu t  t o  t h c  c o n p l c x i t i e s  of  t h e  c u l t i v a t e d  i n t e l l e c t ,  and i t s  
I 
r jl-.f i n i t e l y  vnr icd  noses of impressing i t s  own r h y t h  upon t h e  dcncc o f  plast5.c 
t ci-rcumCance, in a r t  and sc ience ,  i n  s t n t e c r a f t  and c i t i z e n s h i p ,  i n  phi losophy 

t?r.a rcl,igj.onl'.  6 
i 

, 
5 

Romanticisn p c r s i s t c d  i n  t h e  Bcs- t  Ind ie s  ;:ell up t o  t h e  n i n e t e e n - t h i r t i e s ,  - -----. -, -.- ---D -I- ---- ~ - ,- -- 
$ but i n  t he  rathex- %hrend-bare form of  V i c t o r i e n i s n  and i n  t h e  Georgian c u l t  of 

p c ~ p c c t a b i l i t y ,  It t o ~ k  t h e  u n r e s t  of the  ' t h i r t i e s ,  t h e  pe r iod  v h i c h  more than  any 
C 

i 
i other  marked the  developmcn-t of n a t i o n a l  consciousness ,  t o  g ive  b i r t h  t o  t h e  cuthen- 
i 
t t i c  new voices  t h a t  could p r o c l n i n  ?-/eat Ind ian  nationhood, i n d i v i d u c l i t y  2nd 
I i p i : r i canco .  

5. 
a e f o r c  me di-scuss t h e s c  nen vvriters,  hovrever, t h e r e  a r e  f o u r  names vrhich 

C 
I 
L r:crit more thxn a gcs s ing  r c fc rence ,  n o t  o n l y  because tvro o f  t hen  have achieved. 
$ 

In t c rnc t ionc l  r e p u t a t i o n ,  b u t  beccuse o f  the resonance t b c y  b r i n g  t o  t he  main boay 
1 

of our p o e t i c  l i t e r a t u r e .  I r e f e r  t o  Ar thur  Nicholas,  bo rn  i n  1875, w d  t o  Claude 
i; 
d ::cIiay, 1890, b o t h  of v;hon a r e  no longe r  ctlive, and t o  17. Adolphe Roberts ,  born i n  

1336, 2nd t o  J, E. C l w e  ilcFcrlnne, 1894. They clrc f o u r  very  s t r o n g  and h i g h l y  1 
i cont ras t ing  pe r sona2 i t i e s .  They h e l p  t o  t y p i f y  t h e  d ive r se  p a t t e r n s  of cultux*c, 
i 

$ ::hich before  1930, n e r e  converging t o  c r e a t e  t h e  nerr West Ind ie s .  
* 
I 

The p i c t u r e  onc g e t s  of  i k t h u r  Nicholas i s  t h a t  hc 172s one of t h e  l a s t  Vic- 

ta r ians ,  Eng l i sh  o r  c o l o n i a l .  , Although c Negro, h i s  1 o y . d t i e s  trere d c c i d e l y  linglo- 

Sxcon, and. he  sa.1~ h i s  Tropic l c n d  -through N0rt;ler-n eyes .  Ho~rever, he had a nondor- -- - 
ful e a r  and o f t e n  transrauted nzgic ,  even thougli h i s  ve rba l  equipment was no t '  n i ~ r a y s  

eg,l. t o  t h e  denands o f  h i s  rnesszge. His poems, p r y t i c u l z r l y  The G i f t  2nd :zc,r.die, 

shcn 2 preoccupat ion rrith -the verticc.1 r e l c t i o n s h i p  between nnn and h i s  ? l J re r ,  2nd . . 
sls otm miss ion  as a p o e t ,  s p t e m b e r ,  trhich i s  i n  a  profound sense,  t h e  most 

2 1 ~ l i s h  o f  h i s  poens, i n v i t e s  comparison wi th  Xcatsf  Ode t o  Autumn, t h e  l a t t e r  a n  

rlventurous fo rag ing  i n t o  na tu re  by  a young m a n  zt the  beginning  of t h e  n i n e t e e n t h  

r-cntiury, t h e  f o r n e r  a s p i r i t u a l  stoclr-tdcing by E? ncn nel101:ed b y  t h e  yea r s  a t  t he  
i 
8 ixfi of the V i c t o r i a n  e r a .  I n  t h e  f o l l w i n g  l i n e s  from The G i f t  i re come i n t o  con- 
F ?mion rr i th  r ~ h n t  ncs  undoubtedly a g r e a t  sou l :  
i 

f I hea r  deep organ notes  
L Ring t h r o u ~ h  t h e  dizpason of the storm; 
F llnd mmy a high c c l e s t i s l  sonnet  f l o a t s  
g Upon ny e x r  ns  tempest-breezcs form. 

lac? ;r,orc- thon-:~or~ ' i~. l  rnusic f i l l s  ny s  oul  
lis o ' e r  tile rugged becch t h e  b i l l ~ ~ i s  r o l l .  

Clcude iicKcy l o f t  Jx~l!zicn i n  1912, the  ycc r  i n  irhich h i s  Constab Ezl ln i ts  

'': 5 pl:bli.shcd in En&ciyl, Dcf ian-t, of'ccn r e b e l l i o u s ,  " t h e  Bobby Burns of Janr?icri '  
, . 
, - *  ]in:; been c c l l o a ,  " h i s  ~cnj.~.ls ens r o o t e d  i n  the  nsnncrs  2nd er.iotioncl q u a l i t i e s  
' i' - b!:~:  or$^^ p~ci i lc ! ' e  bcccnc :j.ucly kno\,-n i n  t h e  Uni.ted SLntcs  of ~merlca F.S 

'- t l f i . c l i s t ,  ; tho  p l \b l i ca t ion  of !!ore t o  H,>rler~, 2. nnti.onn1 b c a t  nc l l c r ,  in 

. - .L, %)>;: , l ip  ni.,ver rLturr!c& jci!:;jc::, b u t  h i s  n:,iive ~ P . I I ~  ncvcr  foiled t o  i f i s ~ j - : * ~  



>is Euac, H i s  n o s . t ~ l g i c  l y r i c ,  3?ltmc-heart, i s  one of t he  gems of West inilian 

::ritbli;. ~ J e x  Ecs tmi1, i n  a biogrzphioal  appe2ldi.x t o  t he  pos tnumous publ ics t ion 

,f h i s  Selecterl Poems, describes him as  "the first  eat l y r i c  genius of' hi s  race" ,  

:<13 ch211enging l i n e s  
1 

11: we nust die l e t  it no t  be l i k e  hogs 
HunLed and penned i n  an inglor ious  spot  

,-cprc:ien.t .z point  of t rcns ikion i n  the  poetry  of the American Negro, i n  the  words 
1 

,f iUcfn Loclce, ' 'fron the an-ti-slavery appeal Lo the r a d i c a l  threat".' H i s  sonnet 

?he L , p c h i n ~  i s  c searching indictment of the race - r io t s  i n  t h a t  g r ea t  aemocraoy: 

L All night  s b r i g h t  and s o l i t m y  star 
Hung p i t i f u l l y  o ' e r  LIe swinging char. 

r Day dzr:ned, and soon the  mixed crowds came t o  view - ,  

The ghas t ly  body s~raying i n  t h e  sun: 
The women tlwonged t o  look bu t  never a one 

t Showed sorroa  i n  her eyes of s t e e l y  blue; 
h a  J i t t l c  l ads ,  lynchers the% vrere t o  be 

,$ Danced rowid the  dreadful th ing  i n  f i end i sh  glee ,  

Almost  thirty years bcfore the Universi ty College of t he  West Indies was 
4 
i 
i. cstnblished i n  1948, in f a c t  long before any of  t he  present  voices 17as heard, 

J, E. Clare f IcFrxla~e nas preeching t h e  doctr ine  of  l i t e r a r y  nationalism. Ile was 
! 

I 

o r e a l  missionc.ry and h i s  pos i t ion  i n  lK/est Indien l e t t e r s  was unique. He had f o r  

f zzny y c ~ x s  been t h e  only au thor i ty  on Jaxi ican poetry, and i n  addikion t o  l a c h -  
i 
0 ing  the  Poetry Lccltxe, he vent up and down the  i s l and  l ec tu r ing .  He ed i t ed  the i 

t 
i 

only two "r"ullG anthologies of J,unaicax poetry  - 'Voices f r c n  Summerland, vhich we 
I' 
i hzve already noticed, m a  A Trccsury of J a ~ z i c n n  Poetry (1949). 

t Although todzy some of his opinions cs expressed i n  h i s  c r i t i c a l  essays; 
I 

i 

I :. Litera ture  i n  the  I.I~Jring, ~.ppei?r somev~hat dated, he i s  a n m  o f  uncommon pcrci- 

I ~ i o n o c ,  m a  he i s  the  f i r s t  l i t e r a r y  c r i t i c  and essayist o f  my importance t h a t  ., 
3 
c the F/cst Indies hes produced, 
i 

i O f  his poetry, Daphne ?.nil The 1.lzgdalene ~ z r e  h i s  major r;tor8ks, Dley a r c  
C 

5 both long philosophical  pieces,  and rse can do no more thon mention them here.  IIe i 
4 i 

I fashioned h i s  poetry c lose l~y  on the  c x t i s t i c  credo of' TIordsnorth. He o f ten  achieves 1 
i 
\ 

I 

f i n e  passages o f  lyricism, bu t  l i k e  h i s  master, he has ,also been accused of long f L 
i t 

FZsscgcs of dullness,  H i s  sonne-t On Ncttioncl Vanity, shor7s hin a t  his best:  it 
i 

ccnbines c l a r i t y  of idea rrith s~n -mess  of d i c t i on  - i 
I 

Slot-ily vie learn;  t h e  o f t  r cper tcd  l i n e  
G Lingers c?, 3 . i t t l c  norner.t and i s  gone; 

i Nation o n  nat ion follows, Sun on S L ~ ;  

1 
With empire's dust f n t e  bu i l&  her  great design, 

i But we are b l ind  and see  not;  i n  our pride 
lye s-Lrcin tov;ard the p e t r i f y i n g  mound 
Ta s i t  zblsvc o u r  f e l l o ~ i s ,  cnd nc r i d e  

1 + The slow 2nd luckless t o i l e r  t o  the growici. 
t Fools a r e  ac f o r  our pains; nhon t7e despise,  

t Last cone, ohc l l  mount our  tiithered vzn i t i e s ,  
Topnost t o  s i t  upon the  vcs t  dcccy 
O f  t i n e  and tenyoral  th ings  - f o r ,  lest or  first, 
Tile proud array of p ic tu red  bubbles burs t ,  f 
ISirc~cs of t h e i r  g lo ry  pass ~ 3 1 7 ~ ~ .  



Mr. Roberts i s  one of the f i r s t  Vest Incli.cn "nen of  l e t t e r s " ,  t h a t  i s  t o  

say, i n  the  neming of  the  term a s  s e t  f o r t h  by iJexcndre Beljame i n  h i s  Iden of 

Lot tcrs  of the Eighteenth Century: a rnm who nctkes h i s  l i v i n g  by h i s  pen alone, - 
and by h i s  pen d o n e  achieves d i s t inc t ion .  His reputat ion r e s t s  on h i s  h i s t o r i e s ,  

h i s  novels and h i s  poetry in t h a t  order; bu t  it i s  as c poet, first 2nd foremost 

I think, t h a t  pos t e r i t y  w i l l  remember him. I hcvs a l rccdy quoted ono of h i s  son- 

ne t s  i n  p m t  ( i i )  of t h i s  essay.  He hcs m admirs.blc command of English, French 

and Spanish, ,and i s  perhaps a s  f l u e n t  i n  French a s  he i s  i n  English, The most un- 

English o f  West Indian pocts, he i s  Gal l i c  , i n  s e n s i b i l i t y  ,and republican i n  sent i -  

ment, He ncy be described cs the fn thc r  .oP the  independence movement i n  Jamaica, 8 

He served i n  France a s  a war correspondent during the F i r s t  T;?orld BCw. 

Hc i s  deeply read  i n  Bench l i t e r e t twe ,  and i s  ,also an au thor i ty  on the  other  

l i t e r a t u r e s  of the  Caribbean. He was not t o  he  s a t i s f i e d  with the  work of Austin 

Dobson, W, Eo Henley, Lang a d  others,  who i n  the  1870s and a f t e r  re-introduced 

e a r l y  French f o m s  in to  English verse: he nent  t o  the p r inmy  sources of insp i ra t ion .  

I A pmnass im,  he is i n  poetical. succession t o  Leconte de L i s l e  and Jose 

]&ti& de ~$r&dia .  

He rendered a pa r t i cu l a r ' s e rv i ce  tihen he introduced t he  v i l l n n e l l e  i n t o  

the  Caribbean, He nent back t o  the  works of Jean Passerct ,  shodied i n  1602, m a  
whose posthumous poexils included severa l  v i l l a n e l l e s  which became popular, especial- 

l y  h i s  J ' a i  perdu nc tour te re l l e ,  that s e t  the  stcndard f o r  subsequent vmiters. 
8 

Vhereas the  English used it t o  convey l i g h t  m d  often f r ivolous  sentiment, i n  the  

Cmibbem it has been employed as  a vehicle fo r  nore ser ious  poetry Ek. Roberts' 

V i l l m e l l e  of the  Living Pm and h i s  Vi l lnne l le  of t he  Sad Poet and Mr. Vivian 

Vir tue 's  V i l l m e l l e  Sequence King Solonon and Queen B d k i s  represent  the  h i& water 

mark of achievenent i n  t h i s  verse form i n  English. 

I /  . The t r a n s i t i o n  from V i c t ~ r i ~ m i s m  t o  West I n d i m i s n  has been c lecxly  marked 
V 

i n  the co l lec t ive  norlcs of  m i t e r s ,  who were born during the  f irst  two decedes of 

t h i s  century, cnd who began publishing, l e t  us say, jus t  before and a f t e r  1930. 

There i s  d s o  a d i s t i nc t i on  beween t he  co l l ec t i ve  s p i r i t  of these  pocts and the  

o r ien ta t ion  of those, who were born a f t e r  t h e  1914-18 World Pkx, and whose poems 

bcgm t o  appe~u. jus t  bcfore o r  a f t e r  1950. (hQ c l c s s i f i c a t i o n  i s ,  of course, a 

mettor of  convenience, f o r  the  human s p i r i t  nay no t  be f i t t e d  i n t o  r i g i d  chronolo- 

gical conparhen ts )  , 

Those %-rho belong t o  the  generation born before 1920 include H. A. Vaughm, 

J Ph i l i p  Shorlock, Una Ifarson, Roger I h i s ,  Gerald Hamilton, V iv iw  Virtue,  A.J.  Sey- 

n o w  ond H, hl, Telemaque. Although he was born i n  1893, a year before J, E. 

Clare PJcFarlme, Frank Collynore's work belongs i n  s p i r i t  t o  t h i s  group. 

J The post  1914-18 group includes M o G o  Smith, George Campbell, Geoffrey 

Brayton, E, 11, Roach, H.D. C,arberry, Basi l  FlcFcrlane, C,L. Herbert, Icn Cczew, 

Gorge L-ing, E. IlcG. Keane, Kenneth Ingram, I lcrt in C a t e r  cnd Derek I;?dcott.  

Individual  co l lec t ions  were published invar iably  ct the  poet ' s otm expense, 

but  sever21 o u t l e t s  bcgcn opening up, 'de h v e  d r e n d y  noted tht thc ncmspcpers 
f 



I 

,,auld publish pieces f ron t i n e  t o  t i n e ,  Fihen Tom Redcm ed i t ed  The Jcnaica Times, 

hc gave considerable spcce t o  c rea t ive  vmiting and s t a r t e d  r: l i t e r n r y  supplement. 

tfnc ?Jmson bore Vivi‘m Virtue, Gerald Hmi l ton  and others  i n t o  p r i n t  Bn her  nonth- , 

ly ~osnopo l i t~zn ,  which r a n  i n  Jcaaica  f o r  three  yc~zrs, 1928- 31, Then other  media. 
y' 

followed, per iodicals ,  y e a  books, an tho lo~; ics  and rad io  p r o g r m e s  t the  Year Books 

of the Poetry League of Janaica, cornpiled by l xch i e  Lindo, from 1939-1943; the  

B . B . C . ' ~  Cnxibbean Voices F r o p , m e ,  s t a r t e d  by Unn IIwson during t he  Second World 
L" 

I 

?!a; Bin, ed i ted  by k.'ank Collynore end 8. T. Barnes i n  Barbados s ince  1942; 

Focus, nn anthology of contcnpornry ~ r r i t i n g  conpiled by Ednc P.limley s ince  1943; 

~ykoverd. ,  ed i t ed  by A. J. Seymour i n  B r i t i sh  C-uiann s ince  1945; Best Poens from 

winidad (anthology) chosen and published by A,i\l, Clwke i n  1943; and the  severa l  - 
h s u e s  of C~xibbean Quar te r ly  spon~ored  by the  Ex t r s  Jhural Depwtment of the Uni- 

vers i ty  College of the  West Indies.  I n  addi t ion the re  has been a number of overseas 

including Overseas Anthology co l lec ted  i n  England i n  1924 by the  

Enpire Poetry Lecfjue (now defunct) ; Robert Herring's  Jma ican  end West Indian 

nwbers of Life and Le t te r s  i s sued  i n  London i n  1948; The Caribbean sec t ion  of 

The Poetry of the Negro, compiled by Langston Hughes and Arnn Bontenps i n  the 

I United S t a t e s  of l n e r i c n  i n  1949; and the West Indian co l l e c t i on  of The T,marack 

I - Review (1959) published i n  Ontario, Canada, on the recornendation o f  Tb. V,S. Reid. 

It i s  with t he  appearance of Bim, Focus and Kykoveral t h a t  the  new Vest -- 
Indianisn began t o  gather  nomentum. 

f @  The world had been shaken by the  1914-18 Vorld VIar, when t h e  first genera- 

t ion of poets of t h i s  century begm wri t ing,  bu t  the  b e l i e f s  which t h e i r  Victor ian  

fc thers  had handcd on t o  then were not  shaken. B r i t a i n  had won t h e  ner, a s  every- 

body had r ighteously  expected, m d  the foundations of Tlestern c i v i l i z a t i o n  had thus 

I becn preserved. The r e t u r n  f ron  cd t ive  service  overseas of many West I n d i m  sons 

I hrd helped t o  develop a consciousness of the  exis tence  of l a d s  o ther  than Br i t a i n  

I outside the  Caribbean; and ncny hzd gone t o  seek f m e  and for tune i n  the  neigh- 

b o w i n g  C~xibbean Republics and i n  the United S t a t e s  of  America. Yforld events 

ncre making a g r ea t e r  inpact upon 17est I n d i m  thought. There was now a grea te r  
5 4  - 

I tendency t o  exmine th ings  fo r  one's  s e l f ,  m d  the  f i e l d  of sub j c c t  rnctter avai lable  

I for poet ic  t rcotnent  was consequently being extended. 

Other f a c t o r s  Irere c l s o  at  work. The West Indian ncs  developing pr ide  

I in his ~ n c e s t r y ,  nhcther t h a t  rnces t ry  was European, A f r i c m  o r  I\,sicn, o r  a n ix ing  

1 band blendin6 of these  rcces. The ecceptnnce of s e l f ,  f o r  t he  Negro a t  f i r s t  

tenta t ive ,  becone, i n  the o r n t o r i o d  f l i g h t s  of l!Iarcus Garvey, a bold a d  pos i t i ve  

cssert ion,  Things vcre  non s o r t l n g  ther:selves out. It rras ng ; longer  a n a t t e r  

of' t rLmsplanting the  seeds of decay from other  lands, but  mthes  a s e l ec t i ve  use . 
blending of such s t r r n d s  of cu l tu re  as  our t r r i t e r s  could make i n c v i t ~ . b l y  t h e i r  

Onn. The a'wses vere  being l i b e r a t e d  as  a c rez t ive  force;  the Frest I n d i m  i n t e l -  
-.21. 

1 1-e ctuc.1 rrcs now discovering 'the Vies t Indie  s, and iden t i fy ing  h i m  e l f  v i t h  l eg i t imate  
I 

i " ~ i r a t i o n s  of h i s  comuni ty .  The r i o t s  2nd nass demonstrations t h a t  begcan i n  S t .  

Kitts i n  1935 pad spreod l i k e  f i r e  i n  a ccne piece t o  o ther  p a r t s  of the  Caribbean, 

nore synptomctic of the  chmges i n  p o l i t i c d  th inking t h c t  had been perco la t ing  

a o m  t o  the  m s s c s .  The b p x ~ c t i c  conversion of the i n t u l l e c t u a l s  t h a t  folloned, 

I /26 .... 



I nas t o  provide the novenent f o r  the r e c t i f i c a t i o n  of econonic i l l s  with the  philoso- 

phical. b a s i s  of s e l f  government, 

t The new dynauic produced voices t h a t  formal F?est Indian poetry  had not  

I knoim before - voices t h c t  vere inciediate cnd urgcnt, and more i n  consonance with 

the enotioncl  q u a l i t i e s  of the comhon poep le .  I f  there  rras new melodic power, 

[ thero rics &so g r ea t e r  s p i r i t u a l  conpulsion. A. J. Seymour took n contemporary 

v5.0~7 of thc c o n t i n e n t i d  landscape i n  h i s  Over Gu i~na ,  Clouds. I n  A Becuty Too of 

l k i s t e d  Trees, Ph i l i p  Sherlock gave synbolic treatment t o  the Crufixion, and i n  
I J m a i c a  Fishermen he sang of tho n o b i l i t y  of the  black nnn. Una Mason m o t e  on 

,_- 7.. - -__. _-- I the sub j ec t  of love i n  a.ncnner t h a t  Vest Indian wonanhood had no t  dared before.  

H.M. Telenaque p ra i sed  f~tlina, the  peasant g i r l ,  and spoke of 

ex'mining the  i s l and  i n  h i s  hcnds. 

H.A. V~ughan, with a c l ~ s s i c d  eye, saw new beauty i n  Darlc Voices. A l l  Men cone t o  

the H i l l s ,  f i nc l l y ,  so id  Roger E.Icis, zs he  acknonledged t h e  o r i en t a t i on  o f  t h e  bulk 

of J w a i c ~ a  poetry t o  t h e  h i l l s .  Gerald Hmi l t on  explored a f resh  t h e  depths of 

I Port Royal, and fashioned a nevi Song f o r  a Synthesis. Frank Collymore walked 

Beneath the Casucrinas and wrote h i s  nocturne By Lrmplight. Vivian Vir tue  continued 

h i s  e xpe rben t r t i ons  i n  verse forms, o l d  pad nen, and translateed i n t o  Engl ish  verse  

I from the  Spanish m d  French of such poets a s  ~ u b k n  ~ n r i b  of Nicaragua and ~ o s d  llnris 

de ~e\r$dic of France. 

I n  the  works of these vmitcrs,  p a r t i c u l a r l y  i n  t h a t  of I.&, Vivi tx  Virtue, ', 
the close observation of nature,  which we discussed e c r l i c r  in Constance Hollar, 

has been ca r r i ed  fu r t he r .  Vhen one comp?xes Vi r tue ' s  I have seen E.!arch, f o r  

i n s t ~ n c e ,  v i t h  Constance H o l l m t s  F l m i n g  June o r  he r  Yellow, one f e e l s  t h a t  Virtue 

could have been present  iihen t h e  Divine Artist was mixing the pigments t o  pa in t  the  

t r ees  with t h e i r  pcx t icu la r  colours. Is it no t  by v i r t u e  o f  the  pt . , r t icu7ar iy  of 

t he i r  o b s e r v ~ t i o n  t h a t  poets a r e  able  t o  n r i t e  f o r  the g e n e r d i t y  of man? l a d h o w  

elso could 1.k. ljlLartin Carter ,  wr i t ing  a generation lz-ter,  hcve s a lu t ed  h i s  comrade 

i n  I m No Soldier :  

I am my poem, I cone t o  you i n  pc r t i cu l c r  gladness. 

'riJhen .the second generation began wr i t i ng  a f t e r  World 11, a r e v o l t  had 

alrcdd,y been s t a r t e d  a g ~ i n s t  the  t r a d i t i o n  es tcb l i shed  by Tom Redc2.m and the  eczrlior 

,school o f  poets; 2nd the  novel was now increas ing ly  t o  claim the  a t t en t i on  of some 

of the b e s t  l i t e r a r y  t ~ l e n t s .  I th ink thc-t some of the nove l i s t s  - Roger IJ.lais, 

v. S. Reid, John Hemne, Ian  Carew, Smue l  Selvon and George Laming a r e  r e a l l y  

Poets m i t i n g  i n  prose. XMch explains i n  p a r t  why there  i s  so much l y r i c i sm  in 

the  contemporcry Iilest I n d i , ~  novel. It i s  of espec ia l  s i gn5  icance, t h a t  one of C 
them, 1,k. John Hearne, should have sa id :  "The g r e a t e s t  nove l i s t  i s  only the  tomb 

of a poet  sac.rificedl ' .  

I n  the y e w s  following the con f l i c t ,  some of the  most r2d icc l  chenges i n  

h s t  Indian soc ie ty  vrerc t o  take place. Coinciding with -the development of nation- 

cl conscioucncss, the I n d u s t r i a l  Revolution, rrhhich hcd begun i n  Europe over a 

century and ha l f  before, nas no17 gathering morixmtum i n  the  lmglo-Ccribbean; and 

the cons t i tu t iona l  advances, which were t o  b r i ng  independence, were now i n  t r a i n ,  



~ h c  geogrcphiccil cons tmt s  of t i n e  ,ond space -,7cre t o  be c l t e r e d  fur-idler by  

the t c c h n o l o ~ i c c l  cdvances of the  r t ~ a r ,  

Hoej: '~l i t ies hcd taken t h c  flovrcr o f  17est; I n d i m  youth to t h e  Front. 

men follorling the Peoce mmy sons a d  dc,ughtcrs re turned h o ~ c ,  some of 

thcn f e l t  tht they had becn displzccd, but ,  nevcrtkelcss,  wont back t o  

mrope'  " to  c. n ide r  i nd i f f  erencev . 
At home the  t-~ork o f  the  l i t e r r r y  s o c i e t i e s  ancl otllcr c u l t u r a l  groups 

, gas being reinforces and videned by the found in^ of t h ~  Universi ty College 

of the West Indies.  D r .  G. R, Coulthard of the  Depmtnent of  1.iodern Lmgua- 

1 ges collc,borated vrith YJycliff e Bennett, then Secre t a y  of the Poetry League 

. I  of Joacica, t o  org'mise t h e  f i r s t  exh ib i t ion  of the poetry  of the  English-, 

French-, Spanish- and Dutch-spedcing C ~ ~ i b b e a n .  Poets of d i f f  e r en t  genera- 

t ions did  sone of the t r m s l a t i o n s .  It i s  s i gn i f i c an t  t h a t  r~hen'Dr. Coult- 

harit, i,n Englishx,n, wrote h i s  f i r s t  book on the Ccribbenn, it was e n t i t l e d  

Razn y Color en l a  L i t e r a t u r r  Antil1,ma ( ), wr i t t en  n o t  i n  English, a s  

night have becn expected, bu t  i n  Spmish.  It i s  a l s o  noteworthy t h a t  when 

Dr. J. H. Parry and D r .  P.1.I. Sherlock, Professor of II is tory aria Vice Pr inc ipa l  

respect ively  of the  sm.c University, m o t e  t h e i r  Short II is tory of the  VJest 

Indies (1957), they found it necessary t o  include i n  t h e i r  s tudy the p w a l l e l  -- 
developments i n  the o ther  language groups o f  the  region. 

I have f o l l o ~ ~ c d  t h i s  compr,rotive -i;reatnent i n  discussing the  poetry of 

the West Indies,  and hove t r i e d  t o  t r a c e  i t s  development i n  the  context  of 

nor ld  l e t t e r s .  There a e  mmy short-comings, which only the l e i s u r e d  zmpli- 

tude of a f u l l  book crn r e c t i f y .  I hcve t&en t he  viei;? thz t ,  i n  z11 the  c i r  

cumtnnces, an  in t roduct ion t o  the  f irst  d e f i n i t i v e  anthology of  the poetry of 

the Vest Indics  required even the beginnings of such a study. I rn confident 

! t h a t  the sub jec t  w i l l  be tdcen up by nore competent hands than nine. 
t 
% 
f 

Since t h i s  i s  p r i n c i p d l y  m essny on Yest Indian poetry, inpor tan t  

a! m i t e r s  like H.G. DeLisser, cuthor of Jcne, Susm Proudleigh and The Thi te  

Ti tch  of Rosehall, and IIr. C.L.R. J,mes, nho Ote 11in'c-y Alley, hhcve not  been i 
I discussed. Along with 8. Adolphe Roberts they arc among the  f i rs t  Vest 

i 1ndi.m nove l i s t s  . 
The m i t e r  born a f t e r  the 193.4-18 Tiorld War i s  fiiore conscious o f  his '  

pos i t ion  i n  the Ccxibbean as c tJhole than any of  h i s  predecessors could hzve 

been. I hcve avoided discussing t h i s  group a t  any length .  I belong t o  t h i s  

generation, 2nd need more t i n e  f o r  on object ive  ossessment. I hope too  t h a t  

I hzve no t  y ie lded t o  the  temptation o f  point ing a d idac t i c  f inger  ct tho 

nay I think T?est Indian poetry  ought t o  develop: f o r  the  c rec t ive  n ind  has 

i t s  orm lcns, whose app l ica t ion  n i l 1  vary  fro^^ t r i t e r  t o  wr i t e r .  Suff ice  it 

t o  scy t h z t  i n  s o  far a s  i ts  development i s  conocrned, the  present  pe r iod  

shons ncny s igns  por ten t s .  It awaits  a meteor. 



H. S. Bunbury 
(1843 - 1920) 

I n  waters of purple and gold 
Lie the is lands  beloved of the sun, 
And he touches them one by one, 
A s  the beads of a rosary to ld ,  
Then the glow of the  dawn has begun 
And when t o  e t e r n i t y ' s  f o l d  
Time gathers t h e  day t h a t  i s  done. 

No rosary, I s l e s  of the West, 
I s l e s  of Ant i l lean agleam, 
But a necklace s t rung out on t h e  b reas t  
O f  the seas breathing lon  i n  a dream; 
I n  the  trance of a passionate r e s t ,  
A rainbow a f l o a t  i n  i ts  gleam. 



Henry Dalton 
(1858 - ) 

FIVE INDIAi'i' B I B E S  

Five t r i b e s  dwell on t h i s  sunny lend* 
Each Chieftain ru l e s  h i s  otm small band; 
The hranak,f or  t i g e r  men, 
Chase tha t  n i l d  beast  from den t o  den, 

;. mown t o  the r e s t  by bearing bold, 
Free i n  t h e i r  l i f e ,  t o  vice unsold; 
Unfetter1d limbs, and painted face, 
Bear y e t  of savage a r t  the t race ,  

The Caribee, a dwindling clan, 
IL. S t i l l  shori the marks of savage man, 

Once notea as a warlike race, 
Yet scarcely showing now a t race 
O f  what i n  former times they were, 
The lords  of the creat ion here 

6 O f  cunning habits prone t o  learn,  
Their bosoms yet  ~ i t h  freedom burn, 
They qui t  the t o m s  and c i v i l  s t r i f e ,  
To lead  a roaming, careless  l i f e .  

The Accanai, of n,vlike name, 
 are men of strength,  2nd s tou te r  frame; 

A slender thread round ankle morn, 
Is by each male and warrior borne; 
No a r t i f i c i a l  vestments grace 
The nomm1s form and modest face. 

UNext comes the n i l d  Nacusi t r i b e  -- 
Their sqimple minds receive no bribe;  
No promisld g i f t ,  o r  s t e r n  command, 
Can tempt them from t h e i r  mountain land, 
For nhere P i a ra l s  pla ins  a re  met, 

?-There dne l l  they i n  t h e i r  freedom ye t ,  

Last of the t r i bes ,  the  dark Vfwr0~7 
Lives by the streems and marches low; 
He builds the boat, and seeks the \-rave, 
And, l i k e  the r e s t ,  i s  bold and brave; 

j dmid  the mmsh h i s  hut h e ' l l  place, 
And l i v e  the s a i l o r  of his  race. 
Such the chief t r i b e s  which hcrc a re  sherm, 
But minor t r i bes  are l ikewise knotm. 

* The Guianas 

t( The Guiancse Aravmks m e  now of mixed blood. The 
poet portrays them as being r ad i ca l ly  d i f f e r en t  
from the pac i f i c  Arawaks of the islznds.  
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Bmon Olivier  of Ramsden* 
ST. I:URY ' S , NORTH SIDE (1859 a 1943) 

anay South-nes t e r l y ,  four  thouscnd miles 2nd more anay, 
c o r d s  r idge the s t rand  t o  f r e t  the ceaseless su r f ;  

wind-shorn commons thero Green Castle looks on Robin's Bay 
empty ru ins  s t m e  aci-oss the  t a ~ m y  turf. I 

i 

- on mile of moving blue  t h a t  thunders i n e f f e c t u d l y ;  
- .. on j e t  of dazzling sprays t h a t  l a sh  the  r ee f s  imperiously; 

I and h i s s  of broken s;nves rihose smoke goes up perpetually,  
- deep through hiaden caves and vhispering ou t  mysteriously4 

. the  t e r raced  l i ~ ~ ~ s t o n e  bluff  t h a t  l i f t s  i n t o  the  rushing air  

. of black pinento-bays t o  b a t t l e  1 5 t h  the  trade-trindfs blow, 
1 there walks the  ghost of one t h a t  a t e  h i s  hea r t  i n  e x i l e  here,  
Cristoforo Colon -- four  hundred shaneful years ago. I 

l 

and East  the  watchful hecdlands question an unal ter ing heaven, 
Lilac distances of mountain f r i n t  i n t o  a s a i l - l e s s  sea:- 
Out of those g rea t  emptincsses chClcssly t h o  scnkrrjncl praeses 

- Columbus heard it ca l l i ng  -- ca l l i ng  as  it c a l l s  t o  me. 

You and I were here together -- l c n g  before t he  Earth hrd age -- 
Loved them and could not fo rge t  them -- rccfs  and commons, h i l l s  and skies ;  
Born not y e t  of A d a ' s  rcce,  uncumbered o f  Eve's heri tage,  
iJe were happy i n  t h i s  place, t-rhcn a l l  tho nor ld  was 'Peradise. 

Long before t he  Spaniardst I jevil  taught the  Rr2t7& good m d  e v i l  -- 
Long before these s lave-bui l t  ru ins  b u i l t  t h e i r  bu i l de r ' s  orm undoings - 
Long ere  you f o r  tnice-born pilgrims hallovred t h i s  enchanted l e v e l  -- 
Long ero clumsy mortal lovers  scared your sou l  i-rith tu rb id  nooings, 

Used I t o  l i e  hcrc and rratch you -- poised above the  b i t t e n  ledges -- 
I?em tho  babble of the  sewnymphs round t h e i r  hidden tab les  s i t t i n g ,  
iJatch, l i k e  d r i f t i n g  t h i s t l e  dorm, bett-recn the  Ear th 's  2nd 0cec.n' s edges 
Sapphire-blue , m d  russet-brorrn, your slender,  shining figure f l i t t i n g ?  

Did you bend above the  caverns, nhere the prisoned rIa.ves rrere s t raying? 
Listen c lose  against  the crannies, hear t h e i r  s t i f l e d  sighings issue? 
Loaning outr7md from the verges, arms upl i f t ed ,  body s~rrying,  
Did you l u r e  the  laughing surges, till they  laapt, n i t h  shouts, t o  k i s s  you? 

qas it then that something seen through the  rainbons of t he  spray -- 
beedon of your f l y i n g  ha i r ,  -- swiftness of immortal eyes -- 
nashed i n t o  t rans f igura t ion  soul  ~ n d  body's i n t e rp l ay  -- I 

Dared no t o  t he  immense migrction, the  unending enterpr ise?  

Dorm anay South-rresterly, four  thousand miles ~ n d  more av:ay, 
Rocky ledges r ibbed the scad t o  s i f t  the r u s t l i n g  surf; 
Under drifts incarncdined Green Castle flamed on Robin's Bay; I 

k i f t s  and rcin-birds wheeled and whined along t he  sh~do17y tu r f  :- 

D ~ a s t  the  blackening western ranges shc f t s  of f c r e n e l l  splendour driven 
Laced the  sk ies  n i t h  rose 2nd s c a r l e t ;  mute ne lay,  and natchcd together, 
T i l l  across tknt conf'lagration, league on leegue d o n g  the  heavens, 
Every dove i n  a l l  Creation l a i d  a gold m a  purple feather:- I 

i ' 
~0rn-1 away South-rresterly -- Oh! countless years of years ago! 

* Syilney CTivicr, the  noted Fabian, r-ras Colonial Secretary  
( ) and Governor of Jmc ica ,  v.1, ( 1 



Arabel 1,~~oulton-Bmrett 
(1860-1953) 

THE LOST 1NT.E 

p ~ o  singing b i r d s  have come f l y i n g  across  the sea; 
but only one has reached l m d .  He mourns h i s  mate: 

Ansner me, s i ng  t o  me, 
Mate o f  my hear t ,  
Thet I c a l l  o u t  t o  thee, 
S i l e n t  thou a r t ,  
Leaves of t he  f o r e s t  t r e e  
Lecp t o  t h y  song; 
Rock of the  mountain-side 
Echoing on. 
God of the summer storm, 
Sunny and ir~ilti! 
God of the  s inging stream, 
God undef i l ea !  
Sing t o  ne, t u rn  t o  m3, 
So I may l e a r n  of thee; 
Song-god I yearn t o  be, 
Song t o  regain.  
Give t o  me, t e l l  t o  me, 
Sing me again  
Song of the  running brook 
Song o f  t he  r a in .  

*I,\ Oh, could I s ing  t o  thee 
Song of the  sun; 
Song of the  s inging star, 
Wandering on: 
Vagabond rrorlds t h a t  go 
Caroling through - 
Would I could s i ng  of them, . 
Woo thee anen. 
Song of the  seraphim, 
Deep i n  the  s k y ;  
St r a igh t  would I gather it, 
Loi ter ing by; 
Then should I s ing  t o  thee, 
Speed t o  thee,  wing t o  thee;  
Song should I b r i n g  t o  thee: 

, ' Glorious s t i l l ,  
Waters should roa r  t o  thee: 
Blossoms should f i l l  
A l l  the  sweet path of thee, 
Pasture and hill. 

Lost t o  me, l o s t  t o  me, 
Witherr~md f l ed?  
Gone from me, gone from me, 
Shndorr-ward sped, 
Hearing t h y  voice, t o  me 
Echoing s t i l l ;  
Seeing t he  f l i g h t  of thee, 
T i i l l  of my w i l l .  
Beat of thy  - f ly ing  wing, 
Flcshing o f  blue; 
Throb of t hy  eager b r ea s t  
Dipt i n  t h e  den. 
Lost the  t-rild song of me, 
Notes t h a t  belong t o  thee; 
Love-torn and strong,  t o  be 
E1ute i n  the  sun. 
Shame t o  me, shame t o  me 
Summer i s  run; 
S i l e n t  thou ,art t o  m e  
Singing i s  done. 



H. C .  Bennett 
(1867 - 1 

ON A CERTAIN PROSPECT FROX mE ISILLS OF 
JA.IUICA 

1 T?onderf'ul, yea, beyond a l l  thought, 
I7onderful a r e  ye, 0 Lines of Beauty! 

i 
i To the  East  and the  West, before  me 
3 
i And beneath, f a r - s  treaming, 
a Lines majost ical ,  rhythmic, bold y e t  lovely.  

Lines, though n i t h  ut termost  s t r eng th  abounding, 
Etchea minute, multitudinous; speechless 
VIith a last  refinement; 
Thro' innumerable grades of d is tance  wavering 
Far, far t o  the South, and away 
Leagues on, t o  the  round sert-rim of t h i s  E,vthball. 
And each s t ep  
Of t hy  gradual i n f i n i t e  g lory  - 
That p lay of white gold f i r e  
1,did the limbs and the green h a i r  of the  h i l l s  
As they dance flol-ring dotm 
To the locked calms of the p la ins  and the waters 
Flecked a f a r ,  a f a r  and along, 
By the  ivory  l a c e  of the reef-foam - 
Each s t ep  
Of t h a t  gradual i n f i n i t e  g lo ry  
lhelts a s  v i t h  the  l i g h t  of  a rose ,  plucked 
Before noon, and the  den upon it; 
Shines n i t h  the radiance of That 
Flhich shapeth: then 
Dies t o  be born again 
Hour by hour, morn a f t e r  morn, 
Ever new, ever renewing. 



Nell ie  Olson 
(1869 - 1956) 

Hear him p rac t i s e  John.30-whit, 
"Sweet John to-trhit ! I' 

A t  b r igh t  dawn he pipes h i s  l cy ,  
And through sunny summer day 
Hew h i s  cherry  roundelay! 

"Sweet John, John to-whit, 
Svoet John to-whit!" 

Does he t i r e  - John to-trhit? 
"Sweet John, John Lo-whit ! " 

O'er and o ' e r  r i g h t  merri ly;  
Piping oh, s o  cheeri ly!  
Singiag oh, so  a i r i l y !  

'IStrect John, John to-whit, 
Sweet; snee t guinep! " 

Love your music, too, l i k e  John, 
"Sweet John, John to-whit !" 

Love your nusic,  g i r l  2nd boy, 
P r ac t i s e  cheer i ly ,  g i f t s  employ; 
F i l l  l i k e  John, yocr world with joy! 

"Sweet John, sweet guinep, 
Sne e t , swee t p i n e p  ! It 



Tom Redcm 
(1870-1933) 

SfU GLORIA 

Oh, Captain of nidc rrcstcrn sens, 
Where no17 thy  great  soul  l i v e s ,  dost  thou 
Recall  San Glor ia ' s  spicc-ccnsed breeze? 

Fhite-sanded curves vhcre s e r r i e d  t r ce s  
F i l ed  b a c h ~ a r d  as  thy sharpened prorr 
Shccxed i n t o  f0.m the rac ing  seas? 

S m  Glor ia ' s  wood-carved mountain f r i e z e  
In  the  blue bay i s  mirrored non, 
A s  vhen t hy  white s a i l  viooed the  breeze. 

The thunder of insurgent seas  
Beats y e t  the rough r e e f ' s  ragged brow, 
Roaring by green, far s t r e t ch ing  l e a s ;  

Yel; through the t7ood the  peony f l e e s ,  
And f 'rcts with gold the  night-dark bough 
Dotm the long cvenue of t r c e s .  

Still f lowering p e p s  tempt t he  bees, 
The ycllovr guava r ipens  now, 
Rich-hearted ipomea please. 

Dost thou remember things lilcc these, 
Hem y c t  the  dark-robed noodlands sough, 
Oh, Captain of vide western seas, 
Dost thou remember things l i k e  thcse 
Where t hy  p e a t  soul  inhab i t s  now? 

* Columbus was ship-srreckcd st S t .  Ann's Bay, 
the Santa Gloria of t he  Spaniards. 



Tom Redcam 
(1870-1933) . 

t 
[ EXWLCT FROil SAN GLORIA 

(Act 3, Scene 1). 

On the  shore as  before, Columbus so l i loqu ises :  

Itloans on the  ree f  the  deep sea ' s  hated voice; 
Surging and sapping on t he  rough r e e f ' s  rim; 
It speaks of death, dead faces  and of noes, 
Unnumbered, pa s t  and sorrows y e t  t o  be; 
It i s  the pulse of sad e t e rn i t y ;  
It i s  the prophet voice of g r i e f  and pain; 
It i s  the judgment voice of th ings  t o  come, 
Then, a t  high heaven's throne, the  dead s h a l l  meet, 
And, small and great ,  malce ansvrer f o r  t h e i r  deeds; 
I n  those sad moanings come the  vridovrts t ea rs ,  
The orphank anguish and the  hopeless hope 
O f  watchers, from the  vrhite sands, far  t o  sea. 
Elendez, t ~ h a t  f a t e  i s  th ine? Perchance, novr, now 
The body t h a t  enhoused thy  soul  i s  flung, 
And tumbled o ' e r  and o ' e r ,  m i d  t he  mnck 
And sl ime of ocean's bot tonless  abyss. 
Here, it vras here, on such a dzy as  t h i s ,  
The sea-surge sounding i n  the  self-sane nay 
Through these wind-whispering t rees ,  t h a t  your young hea r t  
Leapt t o  the service;  once did you essay 
The per i lous  passage, and mere driven back 
A l l  but  yourself k i l l e d  by the  s i l e n t  hate 
O f  s t a r i n g  suns up3n a s t i r l e s s  sea;  
So t h i r s t  t o  f u r y  grew; t o  f-zenzy past ;  
And madness whirled t o  death. Again you t r i ed ,  
Then, from the sea snept back by storms, you came, 
But yet ,  undaunted, f o r  the  t h i r d  time dared 
To cross  t h e t  sea of lu rk ing  death; long neeks 
Have dragged t h e i r  slow nay tonards E te rn i ty .  
The s ea  smiles, moens, a d  keeps i t s  secre t .  
There ar t  thou? 
Ny hea r t  misgives me, dead; there  i s  a d k  ge 
I n  the s o f t  whisper of these moving t rees ;  
The sun gleams cynic unconcern, cnd t he  sod ree f  
Sends its deep m u r m u r  f looding through my mind, 
As  i f  there  c rep t  a shadon slowly on, 
And dark-robed mourners t r od  through 1.lemorg' s ha l l s .  
Suddenly I f e e l  old; the weary body lags;  
Pain closes on the  brain;  thought foot-sore goes; 
The long, long nay t r a i l s  bachrard i n to  gloom; 
Dies i n t o  darkness there;  ' t is  night  before.  

(Through the  drowsy s t i l l n e s s  of the  day the  sound of the ree f  comes 
23notonously; doves i n  t he  vrood coo now 2nd rzgcin p la in t ive ly ;  there  is  
the sudden sharp scream of a havrk wheeling over-head). 

I sea a v i s ion  of those savage men 
111 fu ry  rushing on us, trampling dark 
By t h e i r  b ru te  numbers, Life,  Ki l l ing  i t s  flame, 
Each sp'ark of  evidence t h a t  i n  t h i s  place 
Y?e suffered;  so our' s tory ,  i t  nil1 pass 
Like clouds t h a t  aimless s ink  i n  shapeless a i r .  
A dark foreboding haunts me l e s t  I d i e  

I I f m i i i t  t he  care less  beauty of  t h i s  i s l c ,  
hd these grea t  heights,  blue,  forest-garnented. 



EXTRACT FRO16 SAN GLORIA (Cont ' d. ) 

That nave s lon  s igna l s  t o  the mighty deep, 
Callous t o  smaller things, across my grcve 
Stare ;  while the  green things tangle on the  pla in;  

I Tlhile the s o f t  vrclters l i p  the sandy shore; 
While dams, a r r iv ing ,  spread t h e i r  crimson f logs;  
And passing day gives a l l  her t e n t s  t o  f i r e ,  
Seeking a nen encampment; doves n i l l  coo 
When, i n t o  deep oblivion sunk, ny grave 
Lies i n  the f lood of l i f e  t h a t  b l o t s  out all, 
While tho g r ea t  h i l l s  s t m e  on, o ' e r  shrub m d  vine, 
Heeding my res t ing-p lme ,and me no more 
Th'm s l ~ v ?  grey l ichens  heed the  rock they s t r i n ,  
Or t h i s  huge trunk they moisten t o  decay. 

( ~ e  r i s e s  8nd paces slowly, then stooping picks up the  body of  a 
3 ~ ~ 1 1  a d  bird.) Z 

Then n i l l  I not be i n  the  r ~ o r l d  of men 
Morth more thcn i s  t h i s  l i t t l e  s i l e n t  frame, 
This empty hut  of' f ea thers ,  whence hath l i f e  
Evicted been by some chance f l i c k  of Fate ,  
h e !  ' t i s  an empty house, i t s  tenant gone, 
Iy t e n t  of f l e sh ,  y e t  would I hnve it l i e  
In sone dear, vrell-loved and fami l ia r  spot  
On e = t h l s  va s t  amplitude. 



Tom Redcam ' 

(1870-1933) 

Beloved ancient  town, by Cobre's stream, 
Where i n  t h y  dim Cathedral 's c en t r a l  peace 
His glory Effingham hath l a i d  as ide  
And stormy 1.1odyford hath found re lease  

From p l o t  and b a t t l e ,  and where, pure of sou l  
And ever looking up i n  f a i t h ' s  deep calm, 
Elgin 's  g i r l  wife waits  f o r  the  whitening d a m  
O f  day e te rna l ,  pa s t  death 's  dark alarm. 

I*-darkening skies ,  the  tramp of armkd men; 
See the  s t o u t  regiments march through the  town. 
Death: i n  the  funeral  majesty of woe, 
I n  long-drawn pomp, Welawny l ays  him down. 

There p r i e s t  and lawyer, s a i l o r ,  king1 s viceroy, 
About th ine  al tar-stone have l a i n  them prone, 
Pi1gsi.m~ t h a t  slumber round a bivouac f i r e ,  
T i l l  n ight  be spent and God's good pleasure luzown. 

Death i s  l i f e ' s  bivouac round the f i r e s  of f a i t h .  
Grey town and time-norm church, ne come t o  thee, 
Shrine of' our h is tory;  about t hy  tombs 
The p a t r i o t ' s  s p i r i t  l i nge r s  reverently.  



Tom Redcam 
(3870-1933) 

CUBA (1895z 

Si s t e r !  the  sundering Sea 
Divides us no t  from thee, 
The Ocean's. homeless roa r  
111ay sever  shore from shore: 
Beneath the  bitter br ine ,  
Our hand i s  locked i n  th ine .  
Cold Custom chides us donn 
And s t i l l s  us with a f r o m ;  
But we Like lovers  twain 
Are one i n  joy and pain, 
Whose mutual love is  known 
But may not  yet  be sho~m. 
With clasped hands we convey 
The love we may no t  say. 



Tom Redcam 
(1870-1933) 

0RA.NGE VALLEY, ST, RNN 

I n  f r o n t  a mighty Ceiba h a l t s  
To s en t i ne l  the  land,  

Far as dim, d i s t a n t  muted t i de s  
Wash round a s i l e n t  s t rand '  

Like clouds i n  dreams the white foam grows 
Fa in t  on the  far -off  r e e f ;  

Sound founders i n  t h i s  space of a i r ,  
Freighted n i t h  Ocean's g r i e f ;  

And a l l  is  s i l e n t ,  save t he  wind's 
Sof t  s ighing harp of t rees ,  

And some ,wayfaring v i l l age  shout, 
A vagrant on the  breeze. 

By grass-f i e l d s  gold-entinctured green 
The darker Guangos tread,  

The f o r e s t  ranks enmarshalled sweep 
O'er yonder mountain head. 

The ~ i e s t e r i n g  sun, a shivered lance 
Hath s t ruck through quivering leaves,  

%ere a wide grove of Cocoa Palms, 
With shimmering impulse heaves. 

Ackees f l a u n t  garish,  gypsy gems, 
Dark-robed Pimentos gloom, 

Crimson through fea thery  leafage gleams 
The Poincianas'  bloom, 

The bil lowing t i d e s  of Life outpour, 
The generations pass; 

Mado tn i d  by time, t he  woodland f a i l s  
As d i e s  the bladed grass.  ' 

Gray vralls a r e  here, amid grecn boughs 
Lush, long-stretched Crecpcrs climb; 

Great Cedars and t he  wind-worn Palms, 
Their body-guard through time. 

Gray malls vrhere dragging shadows mark 
Tho Year' s low-snooping wing; 

Q u a i k  roofs ,  along whose shingled s lopes  
The moss and l i chen  c l ing ,  

A s  one c l e a r  foot-pr in t  marked beside 
a gray, lone-sounding main 

Declares a presence on t h a t  s t r and  
By naught besides made riain: 

Gray walls ,  amid the  greening boughs, 
A foot-pr in t  on Time's shore, 

An unseen Prcscncc rouna you s t e a l s  
O f  dsys t h a t  a;re no more. 

For, brave, n i t h  f l a g  and pennon spread, 
Hath His tory  pcsscd t h i s   my, 

F h i l c  yonacr coas t  re-echoing spake 
The P r ive t cc r ' s  af f ray;  

This loop-hole, wide i n  angle-room, 
Spcd:s spacious Spanish days, 

IVhcn the  bror;n Pxavrck vent by 
On lccf-dark f o r e s t  neys; 

And s t a t e l y  Dons, i n  languorous case 
Looked n o r t h ~ ~ a - d  t o  t h a t  shore, 

San, o ' e r  the cane-fields '  var ied  green 
The E a ~ k ,  s trong-pinioned, soar,  

Heard Flocking-birds ' melodious no t+s  
Fuse n i t h  thc  moonlit hour; 

Great bee t l es ,  mailed i n  shining black,  
Boom round the Ccrcus f l o :~c r ,  

Slon f o r  the lcbouring f c c t  of Toi l  
lT,%ite road~!ays crosscd thc  p la in ,  

NatLrrc ' s  svrcet-fluting so l i tude  
T!:~~obi.lecl t; thr, ; I , L :  p25.3, 



The Spaniards pass, the Indians die  
Like mists tha t  fade afar, 

And Bri ta in 's  blood-dyed battle flag 
Broaks through the  storms o f  traa?, 

A storncr  pulse *om Crornnell's band, 
The Brit ish s o l a o r  orno,  

And on this pleasant northern land 
Gravod doop-onduring olaiin, 

And many n sunrnons found him hero 
To Council and t o  Bowd, . 

With suddon mandatoe of oommand 
That bade him baro the srard 

To most the oorelair at tho Bqy, 
Tho robel i n  tho nigh*, 

Or follow where tho f ioroe lb.roon 
Hauntod t ho  mountain hoight, 

Bofrtcen thcse r r d l s ,  non rough v i fh  ae;o 
Mon talkod of Bonbonta fight, 

And Rodneyt8 fame tho courier told 
Tho crossed Diablo) s heigh*, 

And a% tho Tavorn quaffed a glasrs, 
And hard, by. Huntloy spurrsd, , 

T i l l  f EW TroXaptnby f$om' his Lip$ 
' '$ha n q i  of Ytctp$$ heqrd;'4'* 

1 , ' 9. l.L ... .2 sf  : . 
: '. > T .  -, - 

&6m this '&en %@f ?Ace' aids onco vat chad, 
And' with f a i t h  they shono, 

\@$lo through Mornt s s i l v e r  po'r$$cope 
Cama the gold-arnourod Sun, . 

Hqq faith been los t?  t o  smpthosa 
Pas9 not a country' s brave; 

Qo pure, the noble and tho truo', 
Their home is0not  the grave, * 

I ~ v i s i b l y  'rrith us they t o i l ,  . 
W e n  porias round us' sway; 

Tho unseen s p i r i t s  o f  ' our dead, 
They shape t h e i r  country's nay. 

0 changing years! unchanging l i f e  ! 
From age t o  age the samo, 

Through a g i l d  fu ture t  s storm-filiad gloom 
Tho soul's c lea r  torch sha l l  flamo. 

Tho valour of the s i l e n t  Past 
Tho Faith, the gal lant  pride, 

Vlith unseen t r ibu ta r i e s  feed 
Strength to  tha t  radiant  Guide, 

Gray walls, quaint roofed, amid green boughs, 
A foot-print on Timo's shoro, 

The unseen A.osenco of the Past 
Lives round you overmoro. 



Ton Redcm 
(1870-1933) . 

There with grcen f i e l d s  S t .  Ann the ocean meets 
And b a r r i e r  r e e f s  r o a r  white n i t h  plunging foam, 
Upon the shore hard  by the r ive r ' s lmouth  
Stands a poor f i s h e r ' s  weather-ridden hut .  - 'T is  placed beneath t he  Pzlms, the t a l l  grey Palms, ' ' Tfiosc s t rong sinuous trunks, u p l i f t e d  high, 
Ba t t l e  and bend bef ore the ' b l u s t e r i ng  breeze, 
Straying and s t i f f  cning, s loping,  then e rec t ;  
With curve, obeisance, s t a t e l y  courtesy; 

,o-But s t i l l  t h e i r  s t a t i o n s  keeping, aye upborne 
Against the impetuous impulse of the  vind; 
Like men, goodhearted, pa t i en t ,  r e so lu te ,  
Gracious i n  k ind l iness  but  f i rm of w i l l ,  
Who, t t i t h  a11 p leasan t  custom meet t he  foe,  

r $  Yielding and p l i a n t  i n  l i f e ' s  f r i p  and f rap,  
But never budging when the  i s sue  joins, 

I 
And when the s take  i s  f i n a l  v ic tory .  

Ear th ' s  pa t ro l ,  s e t  upon her  f a r t h e s t  verge, 
Dsy a f t e r  day d a m  f i nds  them c lus te red  here 

PThrough devry hours when pe r f ec t  s t i l l n e s s  soothes 
Both a i r  and sea ,  and when the  r ee f  i s  heard 
But i n  f a i n t  f a r -o f f  moaning, sad  and lon;  
While, from the  white sand, northvrard, l i e s  the  bay 
Smooth as  a maiden's cheek and s t i l l  a s  thought 
That stands i n  meditat ive mood entranced. 
Then as  the sun t o  Day's young manhood grows, 
Snept o ' e r  t h a t  g lassy  surface,  stirs the vrind; 
The depths a r e  roughened and n i t h  bois terous  might 
Spring the s t rong Sea Breeze, rushing on t he  Palms 

5oNl day the con tes t  l a s t s ,  till golden stars, 
As evening gathers  s h a d o ~ ~ ,  gleam on high, 
And see  the western avenues t o  Might 
Resplendent burn, n i t h  far - f lung crimson sheen, 
Deep amber, blue intense,  and ba r s  of s i l v e r  l i g h t ,  

35Then motionless they stand, the  t a l l  grey Palms, 
Save t h a t  a l o f t  the  long-ribbed l e a f l e t s  pu r l  
And slo171y  hispe per i n  the e a r  of Night 
Secrets  too sub t l e  f o r  man's clumsy w i t .  
Blazes the South's g rea t  Cross, Orion's blade 

h0Glovrs from the Zenith and h i s  jewelled b e l t .  
A s  Night's magnificent procession moves, 
Silence the ocean holds, s t i l l n e s s  the  wind; 
Then, slow subsiding i n t o  r e s t  complete, 
Thc grey boles move not, nor  t h e  l e a f l e t s  s t i r .  

45Upon the  sudden, bel loning from the  deep, 
Booms the  bud thunder, savage as  Death's eye, 
Glares the  r e d  l i gh tn ing  a s  the  storm puts f o r t h ;  
But these  grey folk ,  with t h e i r  s t rong  p l i a n t  height ,  
And graceful  crown of leaves  receive  t he  shock, 

S~Unshr inking,  bending bu t  not  f l inching,  f e e r l e s s  a l l ;  
Ear th ' s  s t e ad fa s t  p a t r o l  a t  he r  f a r t h e s t  bound. 
Mid myriad empty husks and n i the rcd  leaves,  
The hu t  stands,  brown as  these,  v i t h  roof' of straw, 
Edv.a n,dls  arith stones embedded, wattle-veined, 

$5TIindovr and door rough board, on clumsy hinge; 
'Illis rias a home and hc r e  there  d v e l t  a man 
To rrhom l i f e  brought sudden, i n s i s t e n t  doom. 
I n  a high post he dwelt, comfort secure; 
Secure, he thought, nor dreamed a t  h i s  r i g h t  hand 

6~1nvis ib le  but  imminent, the hour of Fate 1- as n igh i  
It came, demmded answer; svif't the c a l l ;  



room f o r  aught bu t  a c t ,  o r  fai lure,  the i ;  
Never from h i s  imperishable s e l f ,  
lqover from iIemoryf s mystic d i scs  withdrew 

(STM scene and deed. The r i v e r  dark and s n i f t ;  
Deep, voiceless  power; Bamboo and I.Iango there  
',Tith shade o'er-hanging dtlrksr made the stream, 
Beside him v m t  h i s  child,  a beam of l i f e ,  
A f l a sh  of sunshine from the  mind of God; 

70 Upon t h e  balk she sou&t the pure nh i te  bloom 
Of the slov-flowering Dagger; from i t s  l e z f  
Stripped off the  t h i n  t ransparent  outer skin, 
F i l l ed  t o  her  l i p s  n i t h  joy, unrippled joy 
That l i v e s  with those trhose mortal y e q s  a r e  f e r .  

15 IIer years were seven, and she was h i s  dl, 
His a l l  on ear th .  Hotr r7ns h i s  eye vi-thdrarm 
The i n s t a n t  vhen Fate closed and s t ruck her  blo:?? 

p la in t ive  Ground Dove cooed i t s  so f t ,  sad note. 
This dretr h i s  gaze. That ins ton t  vas h i s  doom. 

PToo near the  edge of the  s teep bank she pressed; 
Dormmrd she sl ipped,  "1.1~ iladda, " as she f e l l ,  
This ?;as the  baby c ry  t h a t  i:ith the  s t ~ i s h  
And vhirr  of hurrying water snote h i s  e m .  
Fornard he sprang, from the bank's edge beheld 

g5The t roubldsur face ,  dimly sa17 h i s  chi ld ;  
Then f o r  E. second pcused. Fear drove him beck; 
He dared no t  plunge; t h a t  i n s t an t  triumphed Death, 
Shat ter ing the  pause, he  l eap t ,  too l a t e ,  he knen, 
Too l a t e  it tics, and he had f a i l e d  h i s  chi ld .  

qoThe deadly current  se ized him; hard he fought 
And long he ba t t l ed ;  h i s  blood-burs t i n g  hea r t  
Ana blinded eye h i s  deep exhaustion to ld .  
I n  t h a t  s n i f t  s i l e n t  s t r e m  h i s  ch i l d  vras gone, 

I And he a t  last, bu t  dimly conscious then, 
r T?ss flung,  he knoi7 not rjhen, l i k e  r i v e r  drift 

1 95 1118 roo ts  among o f  Yiild Callndiums, hugo, 
b That, vinc-entangled, barred i n  p a r t  the s t r e w ,  

Each s i g h t  and every soul  l c t  i n to  thoughts 
That entercd liernoryf s a l l eys ,  focussed e l l  

(@On t h a t  one scene, t h a t  deadly point  i n  time, 
Tl~e f r a c t i o n  of e. minute's pause nhen, fern enchained, 
He dared not  a c t .  

\Thy sought he not  r e l i e f  
From Death, r~hosc ever open-s tanding door 
Offers forever  r e s t  t o  those who grieve, 

l Q S h d  whose deep, atfi.1 eyes i n v i t e  rrith l u r e  
Of' s leep  e t e r n ~ i l  and obl ivion 's  calm? 
His rras a f r m e  corporeal charged with hcalth;  
No scnnty t i d e  of blood h i s  veins possessed, 
Or f e d  h i s  b r a in  and nerves n i t h  beggar's f m e ;  

[ lo So no d i s t o r t i o n  ve i led  h i s  v i ~ i i  of Death. 
He nas convinood t h a t  nheresotcr  he f led,  
Though dorm he l a i d  h i s  f l e s h  f o r  evermore, 
H i s  bcing survived, a d  rrith surv ivd .  vent 
Remembrance of t h a t  i n s t a n t ' s  shameful peuse. 

1 1 %  O u t  from h i s  comrades, from h i s  rank i n  l i f c ,  
He came, t o  t h i s  poor l e v e l  vhere h i s  paid 
Ached on and ever, but ,  he thought, achod l e s s  
Than it hzd done i n  grander spheres of bcing. 

The slot; de l ivery  of the r i v e r ' s  f lood 
\lQTo the g r ea t  ocean, near h i s  mud-built hut, 

The ree f  ' s unending s orrot7, and the l a p  
O f  brimming t i d e s  on the nhite-sanded shore; 
These, n i t h  t he  Palm Trees' s tmgg l ing  cnd the  shr iek  
O f  wheeling scz-birds brought him no re lecsc  

\s$From t h r t  one memory; but  t o  him it secmcd 
IIcre did  he f i n d  thc place i n  a l l .  the r ~ o r l d  
\There h i s  g rea t  agony could b e s t  be borne. 



So rrcs h i s  home the f i s h c r t s  humble cot;  
SO vcrc h i s  comcdcs thc  g ~ c y  sinuous Palms; 

130 So a p e d  hc hcrc t,i-LIl l onc ly  skics cbovc, 
Gi-eat star-cycs pccrint. through thc  night ' s  profound. 
Ever, r~bovc, t l ~ c  bcnd.int Pclm lc~.vcs  sv;-iaycd, 
Shivered 2nd lihispcrcd, ribilc thc supplc bolos 

I Boared t o  thc Soc Brccec, bzr?c. oboismce loi;, 
13SJnd held L'1cir pc'crol post  r i i th  f l inch lcos  f a i t h .  

Pcrs is tont  through his l i f e ' s  monotony, 
Onc v m i e t i o n  only rccppccrcd; 
Pi. dim assurance t h a t  sincu l i f c  hc chosc 
-kd  Dcotll' s tcnptz t ion t o  he r  dcrk cmbrc,cc 

f'tORcfi~sod, i t s  promisod poccc 2nd r e s t ,  
Hc m s  no f i n a l  t r a i t o r  t o  tllc iiorld. 
So f a  he yct  n2.s tmac t o  thc s e c t  hos t  
O f  sca  2nd sky, of  s t cxs  ?ad t i d c s  cnd s-i;roms, 
Existence's Grcnd Jmy,  Hosts o f  Life,  

l(t.5 Soldicrs of some Grcct Pnposc  t h z t  movos on, 
Through evolutions and dcvelopncllts 
To sonc SEpro12G f'xr t r i~mpl i  y c t  t3 bo . . 
So : , i t l ~  tile palms, Ezrthfs Pe t ro l  on hcr shore, 
Hc tabornaclod, c ~ i d  h i s  lonc ly  s o u l  

($ b Found there no- h~.ppincss, no joy, indced; 
But f o r  i t s  dcs-thloss p ~ i n  vogue soothing hcd. 



"NOW TfIE LIGNU31 VITAE BLOTIS" 

No:-; the Lignum Vitce blons; 
Fair-broi-red L p r i l  cntcrs here, . 

In her hcnd a crimson rose,  
In  her eye youth' 3 c r y s t a l  t ea r ;  
i:Ioonlit n ights  sr;rcncly c l ew ,  

Rock the l i lac-purpled bloom: 
Robcs the  Lignum Vitae velar, 

Fashioncd a t  some mystic loom, 

hcl tho brown Bee cones and goes, 
l a d  his murmurous song I hear, 

L i k e  a dosing stream t h a t  f l o r ~ s ,  
To a drotisy unseen mere, 
Deeply hid, bu t  very near. 

Rare the robes the  t r e e s  assume; 
Robes the Lignum Vitae 17e2x, 

Fashioned st some mystic loom. 

Tho grey Elocking Bird he knom 
3.11usic1s mazes f o r  the e z r ;  

Ofor the t i n t e d  pc tLd  snoyrs, 
He, of Spring t h '  insp i red  Seer, 
Sings melodiously clear ;  

Rcxo as  souls  of s o f t  perfume, 
Robcs the Lignum Vitae rreor, 

Fashioned a t  some mystic loom. 

L' Envoi 

Of' all Apr i l ' s  fancy gear, 
None excels thee, f o l d  o r  plume, 

FZolrers the  Lignum Vitae weax, 
Fashioncd a t  some mystic loon. 



Lena I k n t  
(1870- 1 

THE HILLS OF ST. NJDRElV 

st. Pndren's h i l l s ,  St .  f~ndrer : '~  h i l l s ,  
:?13t hcppy, hzppy hours 
3 childhood knew, mong your rills, : 
y2ur unforgo t t c n  flowers ! 
::~thinlrs once more I h e m  tho ro,m 
?f rushing i~Icslmee River, 
.-.S dom the  rocks i t s  t o r r en t s  pour, 
~ i ~ r r y i n g  .. on forever. 

z:c! s o l i t a i r e  ' s ni ld  p l a in t i ve  c ry  
f hem, and in the  distance 
P z  of f ,  her mate s long l on  reply,  
Yith tender, s o f t  i n s i s  tonce 
2zch c d l i n g  each, (HOW IIemory b c p s  
3 c t  i n t e rva l  entrancing! ) 
?he armorno Blue Hole's dangerous deeps, 
The sunbeams o f  e r  it glancing, 

I sea as though ' b e r e  yesterday 
7 c  played there  in the vrildwood, 
.'.nd watched the waters has te  away 
(?a hasted happy childhood! ) 
Cm I forgo t  the  b~mboo boners 
"herein .n& .lo$e&otj.t;o.t &ktQs? 
.'ad laugh atiay t he  lightsome hours 
3 0  ye t  l i f e ' s  c a e s  oppressed us? 

S t .  J ~ d r e t r ' s  h i l l s ,  S t .  fmdren' s h i l l s !  
'T is  there  the gold f e r n  groneth, 
The s i l v e r  f e r n  beside the r i l ls;  
'Tis there  the  dog rose blorreth. 

star f e r n  tmd the  filmy r a r e  
Dcck glades ana de l l s ,  bird-haunted, 
%ere blackberry boughs droop low, and nhere 
The biuo qu i t s  b u i l d  undaunted. 

.'. br"& beside the Coratoe 
1 sco at  my desi re ,  
:%ere sccrrle t achencncs b1017, 
:&d yel1or.1 f-~schicls , higher. 
:-borca bolls o'erhang the s t rc~sn ;  
1 hear the gurgling na t e r  
?lo;; dorm the gorge; as  i n  a d r e m  
I hear  our  g lee fu l  laughter.  

s t .  t a d r e ~ r ' s  h i l l s ,  S t .  4bdr;cn1s hi l l s !  
trould not  dwell mong you. 

' 1 3 ~ ~  very nmc my being t h r i l l s  
memories sr-leet that haunt you. 

* -. ~ ~ o u l d  vrt-ke those happy days agcin, 

xm7 dead cnd gone forever.  
:-h! no, it rrould bc too much pain, 
fho rocx of ilammee River. 



Lenr Kent 
(la70 - 1 

THE l : lE , f l .SW 

>icosurc thy n o r d  :;orth not  by the c3rom 
But by the dccd; not by thc high dcs*o, 
The bccuti-ful i n t cn t ,  thc  l o f t y  f i r e  
That liglkits thy s p i r i t  ;;ith a f i t f u l  @em.  
Toke hccd lest thou dcccivo thysclf,,ond dccm 
Tho duty iionc bcccuso thou d id s t  c s p i r c  
Unto the  doing. 9c lifc r:hole, e i ~ t k c ;  
The d r c m  subscrvicnt ,  thc deed supreme. 

Ncvcrthclcss, d r e w  on, d e m  hccxt; d r c m  deep. 
Acres of roscs  yield one &op s lonc 
O f  prccious a t t a ,  an& Lo one poor deed 
li t h o u ~ o a d  &cm3 conspired.  Tlhoroforc keep 
Thy spir i t - roses ;  thou cclnst sp~arc not one. 
Keep thou thy d r c ~ m s  -- but follor7 nherc they 1cco.d. 



I SCLY Lho-vlta sleeping, 
Lnd onc din sci l  beloi;, 
?,!bib as a plicnton, creeping 
Up fron Bcl!.agio, 

I! thought, "Though cvening bomovs 
For o t h ~ r  lands tho l i g h t ,  
A l l  things on cndlcss norrorrs 
Rctuxn t o  l a k c  ,and hei&t;  

"GlLmcr of sur f  2nd shingle, 
'?illon h y  i s  netfly born; 
The gold r ~ d  green t h c t  nin&c 
On nulbcrry m a  corn; 

"Si lver  of o l i ve s  rmging 
I n  clouds d o n g  the h i l l ;  
l?hcrc psths, t h c i r  courscs cl~znging, - 7. ..ma upiad, u ~ v ~ w d  s t i l l . "  

But though t i s  s m c r  I-~ecthcr 
On a l l  the heights aagzin, 
l ? e l l l  seek no norc Logothcr 
The s n a l l  r ed  cyclaneii, 

Nor nrttch f o r  beauty burning 
A t  dcxnl s first ovcrflovr, 
Nor see a scil roturning 
Dorm t o  Bollcgio. 



fsrthur Nicholas 
(1875-1934.) 

1Iontl-i of the t in t ed  l ea f  - 
The ycm' s surc xnming of  thc ending 'dcy; 
la cnblcn, thou, of glor ies  passed a7c.y - 
Of pcssion faded into coning g r i c f ,  

5. Azid Ln thy ncllor-mess of forn an$- fac6 
1 The hect ic  beauty of cl-cccy shines brig!lt - 
Like spurts of specd ill  c nccr-cndcd race, 
O r  dying cmc7Jc, f l i c k l r i n c  i n  the night. 

Deep i n  the s i l c n t  (jlrde 
10.1 scck f'ron hunm conpmy a r e s t ,  

l a d  brcathc i n  sCcrcd solitudc so blest, 
' iZid scenes thnt  viatchcd strong 1.ugus t ' s ncnnhoocl 
I s i t  and scc thc golden noon-tide sun 
I n  t rcccry dcl icetc  fall through the trees, 

r<.',Tilile -.:mton sophyrs, rs i n  gentlc fun, 
Pilo the dead leaves t c ,  form ny couch of eosc. 

Oft, a t  thinc eventide, 
Thy tender [:lory ;;ill. ,o.~dcc; ny nusc; 
f a d  n i t h  thc coning of the night ' s so f t  de;;s, 

$ o . C c l l  -\;raiths to  r i s e  cad gather a t  ny side; 
Dew, ~ c n t l e  Ghosts of the long-buried pars, 
Brought f ron  t h c i r  p,-.ves t o  ncct ny rcpturea gaze, 
Thct ~ l u l t i p l i c s  ther? t h r o c ~ h  c n i s t  of tears  - 
Thcsc ghosts of long-forgot Scptcaber h y s .  

35. :.nil t o  ay to r tvrcc  hear t  
They bring r c l i c f  by thc i r  o:m tcndcr c&, 
h d  f o r  cy soul provide a hccling bc2-2 
Unlr,no;-,n to  211 the s k i l l  of cprthly a r t .  
They t e l l ,  i n  tones unhc2rd of p o s s c r  oms 

j3 .  Thzn those of s p i r i t u e l  2nd- finer scnsc, 
ni?,t G r i o f  i s  useless,  mif noro usolosn, Tczrs, 
Thrtt B i d e  i s  nougli-t, 2nd Grectncss llurrics hence! 

Thcs t e l l  thc,t ocxtl-Jy poi:cr '- - - 
???hich c m  fron longing souls t h e i r  joys i;ithhola, 

; 5 .  1a-d crush t h e i r  &c,-,ns of bliss., nore prizod t h m  golc'i - 
Is an cphoxera of l i f e ' s  sho r t  hour! 
YJreck' d 2.spirctions ; prcc ious !lopes clclcycd, 
m i l e  Tine  f l i c s  o n r 7 ~ 5  on re len t less  f e e t  
To l i f c t s  Septcr~bcr, sere-lcrfcG cnfi decayed - 

rc- lJ1, 211, nny f ind  2 solcce fit and m e t .  

2nd riy soul upi:xd f l i c s  
To rFncc the Ether zt i ts  otm sncct w i l l ,  
Stronc, on thc wings of Fcith, - unsh~ken s t i l l  - 

r c d i m t  s p i r i t  of the dprkling slcios, 
45. Hopc springs rtgcin ~ r i t h i n  ny glzililcncrl brccst  - 

Tilcrc is  no roon x i th in  ny h c m t  f o r  f e u ;  
Lnd  these clew &osts of other years seek rest, 
t a d  1:ith ti?c f c i l i n ~  t ~ s i l i g h t ,  disnppcpx. 



Arthur iVicho1cs 
(1075-1934) 

Beneath thc nidnight noon s i l e n t  I st,&nC, 
Dcthld i n  the  tender s i l v e r  of i ts bcms;  
:', qunint, f m t a s t i c  boing -- such 2s c?reczis 
Portrcy t o  in fan t  niinds; by fr,cry IIC~:.;! 

5. Fc.shionlC of l i g h t  -- unpdpzblc ,  unreczl, 
Likc thc d i i  hcro of c ghostly t d e .  

0 r ~ y s t i c  Hour! hov nore nystorious thou, 
\%en f ron  Night's Quccn desconds hcr  f u l l o s t  rcy, 
:ad, night no norc, c s o f t c r  h o l i e r  itcy 

ro,Broods o 'er  c world, s i l e n t  and slcepilze now; 
lina oxquisi tc,  the  l i & t s  2nd s h c d o s  fr l l  
1, glorious nan t lc  , beaut i fying c l l  . 
I n  yonder cot ,  do n o t  b r igh t  s p i r i t s  i!17cll? 
Thzt s t a t e l y  nznsion -- 17hct bu t  a c r i c l  things 

I j.Coulfi e ' e r  inhc.bit? i'ko bu t  f a c r y  kings 
%cad t h a t  I-rhite road, s i l c n t  os ' nsc th  r. spe l l ?  
Nay, thcsc cxc comon i n  the g lc r ing  noon; 
But oh! ho:? boaut i f t? l  bcncotn thc  noon! 

Elid such c sccnc, vrhat no r t a l  nan i 3  p e a t ?  
j l o - T h c t  hczd th2.t bends not t o  a higher Ponlr? 

Tlho doth not f e e l  thc influence of .tl~c hour, 
X%cn none i s  poor, cr-d none of  high c s t a t c?  
T h n ,  f o r  the nonce, ends n,-.nl s ephcncral s t r i f e  
I n  pccce li lcc Decth, bu t  f a i r e r  f2.r thm Life. 

3.5. 'Tis then I love t o  uusc anC ponder long 
On t h i s  cxistcncc,  cnG on t h a t  t o  cone; 
Taken, borne t o  sons etorn,zl, changeless houc, 
S o o ~  othcr  un rc s i s t i ng  souls mong, 
I pcss thc  ~ a t e s  ~ihence nTn r e tu rne th  not 

30. "'i?~u : ~ o r l d  forget t ing,  by  t he  nor ld  f orzot" , 

I csl: not  t h c t  L i fe f  s r i v e r  f1o::ing on, 
Th?.t bccxs ne hc lp less  to  t h a t  soundless Scr, 
ShoulZ hcvc no shor .1~ o r  cver snooth s h o d 2  be -- 
Its course cvcnt lcss  ~ ~ r i d  u~rufs"lcc1 run: 

3s. 3c nine the thrills t h c t  o thcr  aen nus t  f c c l  
I n  c l t c rnc t ions  of' tk i r  woe anc? i~c01. 

But oh! :?11cn t o  the  "Z~xlcest shades" I cone 
'Tis not f o r  noon-tick b r i l l i c n c c  I s h d l  p inc  -- 
Give n e  c rrogion of s o f t  l i g h t  divine,  

40. L noon-li t  l a c ' .  f o r  z y  pcrpotual  hocc. 
Srrcetcr f o r  nc t h c t  Cilcnl s bo;:crs ~11211 b l o w  
Seen through tllc noon-bcc.~~ -- robed i n  l i g h t  and gloon. 

7 i t h  lrinilrccT s p i r i t s ,  t ~ x i C ~ t  c ~ l c s t i ~ l  ~ J ~ G V C S  

There my I I-;oncl.cr 'nc~. th  c t c r n a l  t r c c s  : 
%;-Tho r ~ i u l . ~ u r  3f t ho  s o f t  spice-lacicn brocze 

To acJ;e sncot ~ u s i c  f o r  our holy  lovcs;  
hd thc  high I.;oon i t s  tcnc?or b c w s  t o  pour, 

gcnt lc  l i g h t ,  on us f o r  cver norc. 



THE SIFT 

Arthur Nicholcs 
(1875-1934) 

Lord, l e t  Thy G i f t  not  die! 
Y h c r ~ ' c r  Thy i3md Thy Scrvcnt's path  nay l ead  -- 
On breezy uplcnd, opulent 2nd high, 
Tfithin tho vclc, o r  i n  thc  l on ly  nerd; 

5- Oh! nevcr my thcse l i v i n g  eyes bchold 
T11c &Tcve rihercin Tlly G i f t  l i c s  decd c0.11d co3 d. 

Bricf i s  the  l i f e  of c s t h ,  
kind f a i n t l y  glcar~s  thc: golficn hope afcx 
Of t h c t  b l e s t  a f t e r - l i f e ,  t h a t  second b i r t h ,  
i?nd t h c t  f a i r  lcnd beyond the f c r t h c s t  s t m  -- 
Yet, ~ 5 t h  Thy Gift ,  m i 6  the t o i l  mil s t r i f e ,  
Thoro coccs sweet f o r e t r s t e  of  t h r t  o ther  l i f e .  

Jind t o  thc  Poet ' s  hea r t  
Each sccson brings i t s  o f fe r ing  of  joy; 

( 5  Thc tender trz.v~.il  of c 3 0 ~ 1 ,  a p u t  
&on c l l  t h e  ccrcs t h a t  c'mth-born pezcc destroy: 
T h ~ t  sou l  dnel ls  i n  c country a l l  i t s  ovrn -- 
To earth-boun2 s i g h t  and hearing dl unknoxn. 

Oh! ncy I m v e r  i ~ i s s  
The sircct connunings a t  the  nia-night hour 
VTith unsccn hos t s ,  o r  l o se  t h l  e c s t a t i c  b l i s s  
O f  angel-voices, hecrd rihen s torn-clottds lorrer, 
To ~:hich I l i s t e n  ct  the  nindorr-pme, 
h i d  the  sou&ing of tlic f d l i n ~  r c in .  ' 

C 

2,. I h e m  deep orgcn-notes 
Ring through the diapason of the s to rn ;  
Tad many a high c e l e s t i a l  sonnet f l o a t s  
Upon ny c u  cs tenpest-breezes forn .  
l a d  nore-thm-nor-tcl nusic  f i l l s  ny soul, 

3 o - L ~  o ' e r  tnc r u ~ g e d  becc l~  t he  bilious r o l l .  

'Ref t  o f  !Thy G i f t ,  I crere 
LA wild-bird s t ray ing  f ron  t he  :-ioodlanfi. choirs, 
l a i d s t  the  c i t y '  s dust,  and d in  cnr? glpxc, 
I t s  br ick,  2nd stone cnd nc.ss of tcnglcc? l;rires -- 
Until ,  -;,ith f l u t t c r i n s  :.ring ~ L C !  g lzzing eye, 
It fcl ls  upon thc  stony s t r e e t  t o  Cic. 

S t i l l  l c t  Thy G i f t  be ninc, 
The solace o f  the k y s  t h a t  ye t  rcnzin,  
Pain t o  cssuagc an6 plccsurc t o  r e f i ne ,  
Though brincing nought of c m t h l y  fmc o r  gain; 
T i l l ,  i n  the  Great Beyond, my cycs I l i f t ,  
To see tho Glorious Donor of the Gi f t ,  



WHEN TURE_C;AUL "Tropica" 
(L Rondeau of the Lar ly  Morning) 

Ghen Ncture c a l l s ,  a t  dnvm of some b r i c h t  day, 
..nd g ives  the i n v i t ~ t i o n  -- "Cor~~e and play! I t  

With sweet imperious cadence, 9 e l t  2nd hca rd  
In 0001 blue s k i e s ,  ~ v c t  g r c s s P  anci fresh-voiccd b i r d ,  

We leave a l l  e l s e  hc r  ~unriilons t o  obey! 

, For fis of old the P i p e r ' s  witching l2.y 
Charmed e v e r y  child from Hamelin -Lo~:nl avmy, 

C So Nature ' s  chi lcbcn heed the f i rs t  s o f t  word 
V!hen n'cturc c e l l s .  

: 3 1' Grcen woods cry "C~iw!" and d i s t a n t  sca-notcs  oay: 
; I 11 "The m v e s  are vmrm, thc vrhite sh ips  rlance ant'. ~vlc?y.  

By sonc vague longing i s  the s irit  s t i r r e d ;  
!! 

P The room mbv~s close, the book a d u l l  page i s  b lu r red ;  
a' All .out-door bcckms ,  and we cnnnot s tay  -- 
g When Nc. ture Calls. 
f 
i 
I 
f 



I 

DEDICLTION j 

1 
To fly I s l m d ,  Jcnaica  I, 

! 

By thc  f1o:rcrs t h a t  unfold 
Pcr f r o l ~  h ~ i l ~ a  touch o r  hola, -. . ,:me t h a t  ilcver ~ l o r t d  knoi-IS 
: .ha th ing  i n t o  r e 2  o r  rosc,  
L i l i c s  vrllcrc no vulgm gzze 
D r ~ a k s  the  p e r f ~ ~ , e  of t h e i r  prc ise ;  - 

1' L i t t l c  Islcncl of ny b i r t h ,  
Here upoil your Shrinc I hc,-.p 
,!Jl the  pe t a l s  t h z t  I keep 
:;'oven of your C ~ ~ C S L U ~ U ~  ear th .  

_CI__ 

dnr*. 
By your Guc-veiled vc s t c l  h i l l s  
;;here a r ~ y s t i c  F'rc.scnco t h r i l l s ,  
There no f o o t f c l l  ever goes 
To d i s tu rb  thc drccsi~ing rosc,  
lac? no song i s  ever hccxd 
Scve tho chznt o f  hidden bird': 
L i t t l e  Islanr? of  r?y l ie~.r t ,  
Hcrc I consccrr,tc me:; 
2 1  ay being unto you, 
Born of you, of you. r, p a r t ,  

By yo~rr n o d s  v.ntrorl by nm, 
That p r i no ra in l  agcs spzn, 
By your s c c r e t  spr ings  -i:hzt r i s e  
Innocent of n o r t d  eyes, 
:i?lcre unIxrr.i~d the  r - l ~ l l c t  milsf 
S i l ve r  ' neath the goldcn scns ; 
Is lond of thc  acz th lcss  days, 
To y o ~ r  a l t z r s  nor; I b r ing  
lJ1 rly s p i r i t ' s  o f fc r ing  
Spices, r t t c x s ,   YOU i;zyS. 

By yoyr L.rc.~-rrcllks ;;]lo fsund 
Xcncs i n  csch trw, c?.ch ssund; 
lJ.1 your cncicnt  sons rihc hcmd  
God i n  every s inging birc?; 
By thc  f l a n i n ~  saori? o f  Spzin 
S c o ~ ~ g i n c  b u t  t c  pass c:;ain; . 
I s l r n d  of the  uys t i c  p m t ,  
I  to^ f c l t  thc  fror? o f  ai;l~s 
Fron your f ~ x - o f f ,  s c ~ ~ c c - s c n s c i l  

t 
You ny f irst  lovc cn2 ny lcst. 

things, 

Not your l ovc l i n to s  t h c t '  s knor-m 
But the pi: bchinc? tllc s t ~ n c  : 
Not tlic treasurz t h c t  ac bola 
But tho C ~ L X :  bcyond thc  cold, 
Bccuty t h c t  unsccn ::c scc  
Shining t h o u g h  f u t u r i t y ;  
Islcni!, r ~ o l h c r  .sf 12y soul ,  
I b u t  ~ i v c  ysu bncl: y o u  oim, 
I your f l e s h ,  cnC I your bsnc - 
B ~ - ~ b s o r b  2nd :~rico nc r;liolc. 

9 n .. 
i u l l o t  runs : the noultni:l n u l l c t  i s  f ,~uni?  i n  r~. i iy stTon=l.s i n  J~~.w.icn.  

i " ~ u n s "  i s  used i n  Bri-tisli  iTorth ; ~ ~ t r i c c ,  f o r  f ish h ~ v r y i n z  t h r o u ~ h  r7ctc.r. 



C l c n r ~  EInudc Gar re t t  
(1880-1958) 

3 

? 

? 
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j NEW BORN 
4 
i 
a 
% 

Then I nould shr ive  ny sou l  of' sins 
I seek no n o r t z l  p r i c s t ;  

I 

But irhere the  clay i n  darn begins :. 
I c l inb  from out  the beas t ,  I 

ds l i f t s  tlic da7n so l i f t s  ny thought 
t 

To colour n i t h  the sky; 

e T i l l  where the  rose of day i s  mought 
r Fcdcs out  ny t a in t ed  I, 
1 

i There, i n  t h c t  g lor ious  b u r s t  of sun 
Upon the night-ncshed xor la ,  

3 liy i n f an t  sou l  i s  nenly spun 
[ Fron v i rg in  a i r  inpearled. 
t 

I I an the blosson f r e sh ly  blown; 
I m the  hal f - f~lr lcr l  l e a f ;  

j;. 
k. I cs? the  spear of grnss t h a t ' s  grovm 
8 Fron out  the a i t he r ed  shecf. 

' lmci n i t h  the  bird I take t h e  a i r  
2J1 emth ,  a l l  heaven, i s  nine: 
IIy sou l  i s  bu t  a shining prayer 
Fresh f r o n  the  press ilivine, 



Constmce Hollw 
(1880-1945) 

Junc has cone t o  Bngston, 
adng June! 
l a d  the hot, r-rhite noon 
~ 2 s  become a s c w l e t  poppy; 
:,%ile the night, a s i l v e r  moth, 
sleeps beneath tho moon 
of Flming Junc . 
June has conc to  Kingston 
In c sun-red cm,. 
Scatt 'ring petals far; 
Every s t r e e t  a czrn ivd ,  
Evcry day a F e s t i v ~ L  
In Flming June. 
Like a red Veneticn glass 
'ihined n i t h  gold: l i k e  a gipsy l a s s  
I hove seen her pass. 
On the t rees  she swings 
imd her mmtle f l ings  
On the cloud-birds ' \-rings. 
You can see i t s  rj-ch folds c lew,  
On 1mfi  ad sky and sjr .  
rihile r, flaming prayer, 
Like a banner bright unfurled 
From the r e a  hecrt  of the world, 
Throbs cmidst the glare 
Y21iI.e her tapers f la re ,  
On the Earth's broad altw old, 
Vith i ts  f ron ta l  red m d  gold. 

She hcs t i e d  the blue-bells of the sec  
35th s i lve r  ribbons: and ooch t r ee  
Draped s ~ i t h  Gobolin tcpestry,  
In the grcss her c z p e t  she has l a i d  
OT arnber velvet shot with jade; 
id1 the svrift-r-ringed v;inds hcve f l o m  
!.a her heralds - a i ~ d  t h e i r  trumpets blown 
In merry tune 
For Flaming June! 
' T i s  a r o y d  progress day by doy: 
Like Queen she passes on her ray; 
Like e Persi.cn br ide 's  her br ight  array; 
imd her s tccds in rainbor: housings gay, 
&pace end curvet t o  the mcgic tune 
Of Flcuning Junc. 

ill1 her red vrinc overflons the brim 
Of her jasper bovl. I t s  rim 
Beset with golden bu t t e r f l i e s  
%"ho 3 i 7 3  i t s  honeyed sweetness, 
And irith lmgourous fleetness 
TJwougI~ the scented gardens skin, 
To t e l l  the insect  choir 
:rho i n  places dim 
Hide k-om ~ a y ' s  i n s i s t en t  f i r e ,  
To tune i t s  ncny stringed 
To hymn the song of Junc, 
mming June! 
Underneath the moon . 
She has made her bed 
In 2 pool of st,?rs! 
r h i l e  Rca liws 
Flames o1 crhend 
irnd so f t  breezes croon 
TO June - 
Fh.ming Junc. 



m CUP OF LIFE 

I I s h a l l  cklrink accp of the laIorning - 
LIy cup b lue  
Lnd. pcc.rl-cnvr0u;;h.l;; 
The r7stcr f ron  a rock-hem gro t  - . 
Its springs high i n  sonc 1,Iorning-land, 
A s t rand  
Untouchca by sun's  ccxess, 
TIle n,o.ter r i c h  n i t h  tenderness, 
So col8- a d  c r y s t c l  c lear ;  
No vine was ever qui te  so  r a r e ;  
la azure cup t o  pledge the day 
I 'll 'drink - then t,&e t he  open vmy. 

(31 s h a l l  ilrjllk deep of the Yoon-tide; - 
My cup a l l  r c d  

2 Lnd. cora l  brigli t  
Sh,all g l i s t e n  i n  thc  s t rong i-rhite b laee  i O f  Noon's ef fulgent  rays:- 

I ISy h e w t ,  cw f l m e  of l u s t r e  high 
Sha l l  l eap  beneath thc  blazonf d sky; 
1, r o y d  drc,uC;ht, 
Fress 'd  f ron  the r e d  p a p e s  of  r i c h , l i f o ,  
1' 11 i l r i n l c ,  
h i d s t  the d in  and s t r i f e ,  
:!'hero. tm~npe ts  rcnC! thc  s t ,mt led a i r  
Lnd banncrs blush;  ad, s t i l l  nore f a i r ,  
Drew faces  h'df-divine 
I n  sudden bcauty shine:- 
With hanC! rr i thin 
The bridle, 1 s h a l l  drink hll c?cep, 

19 Theri i n  the scddlc lecp.  

2 shc.11 drink dccp of the  Evening - 
['i ~ y .  cup soft. p a y  

t a d  rose  enb~ ined ,  
With e l v e r  nenories lincd: 
Ti?c rratcr fron sono deep, cool s t r e a n  
O f  fcir  f o r ~ c t f u l n o s s  
Sha l l  be a s o f t  caress ,  
A .pc te fu l  boon f o r  prxched l i p ;  
Deep i n  the  full-brimred s t r e m  
I'll dip  
lly CLIP r-iith case 
LnC drink t o  star-eyed Peace. 

I s h a l l  drink dccp of the  N i a t ; ,  
No cup 
But f lcgon b r i & t ,  
An6 golden a s  a & e m  
That f riles rrith ZIorning ' s bean, 
Sha l l  holC t h i s  draught. 
Fnir  s e t ,  it ~ ; l c a s  with nany a  en 
That forr-lcd i n  clzy z dicden 
To t c ~ p t  ny eager f e e t .  
But nov they m s t  upon thc  f logon's  b r in ,  
:ail s t rong  dcs i rc  pons  neck rad itin. 
A ckaught f o r  sleep,  
Fnir ,  s o f t  znd very deep:- 
I'll cbink a st irrup-cup t o  tcndcr night;  
Por i n  thc Ecst  - 
There concth Light. 
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Cons tence Holler  

(1880-1945 ) I , 
f 

YELL oi;i i 
d 
1 

I v r i l l  s i ng  a song of yell017 on t h i s  yell017 day 
la1 the lovel iness  of yel lov~ posses i n  a sr r i f t  array:  
Yelloit of .bright  buttcrcups i n  ICingstonl s dazzling f i e l d s  -- 
Yclloi7 of chrysanthemums t h a t  Au.tunn l av i sh  yie lds ,  
Sun-florrers and primroses spnrlrling i n  the  sun -- 
The shecn of children's - h a i r l i k e  sunbeans golden- 
1 can s ing  of yellow - dmos t  cndless - the  r e f r a i n  
But be s t  of a l l  a rc  alsmandas dripping i n  the  r a in .  

I t r i l l  s ing  of but'cer i n  the  da i ry  clean and cool -- 
I ~ i l l  s ing  of gold-fish i n  the  c r y s t a l  pool -- 
O r  of amber i n  a neckJaoc carved, of beauty r a r e  
O r  topaz shining, ir i th 2 l i g h t ,  dcep, s o f t  and c l e w .  
Of honey i n  a j a r  t h a t  l e t s  the  daylight  through, 
Of oranges and limes and b r i l l i a n t  mangoes too. 
There seems no end t o  a l l  the  rapturous ye l lon  t r a i n  
But bc s t  of a l l  a r e  j lmcndas dr ipping i n  the r a i n ,  

Sulphur cad sa f f ron  l i g h t  the drug-store t h a t  I pass. 
Ccnaries f l i t  m d  s ing  -- t h i s  gold-finch gleams l i k e  glass 
The pumpkin i s  so r i c h  and luscious i n  a pie; 
The pzs.v~-pai7s, nit11 t h c i r  blaclc seeds, with goldon apples v i e  -- 
Siena I:I,wble i s  a golden glory I dcre not compare 
7 i t h  any other yellot; -- I but  ncme it here. 
Ycllons f l ane  on y e l l o ~ ~ s  -- Coclcatoo and c r m e  -- 
But be s t  of a l l  a r e  alcuacndas dr ipping i n  the r a i n  

I can s ing  of fciry c m s i n  cnd cosmos i n  a r ing,  
O f  "Little Pages" i n  the sznd -- of corrslips i n  t he  Spring -- 
O f  cheese end cream and shining yell011 corn -- 
O f  f i cu s  blossoms -- slrcet po-totoes -- sunshine i n  the  morn. 
The yel lon jcvrel of the egg s c t  i n  i t s  c r y s t d  band 
And jll t lse ycllor: bnquty of  English sea-shore sc-nd. 
s i n g  a l l  your yellorlr g lo r ies ;  not one w i l l  I disdain  
But bc s t  of  a l l  a r e  alnfi~landas dr ipping i n  the rain. 

Yelloit Poincianas l i g h t  t h i s  dew-net glccle 
Holding yel lon black-eyed Susans i n  thcir shade. 
Like candy i s  t h i s  vase of dcep Vonetial gold, 

I And yel lon gleams t h i s  fczther-robe of ch ie f ta ins  old. 
I dream of  yell017 yacca, ivor ies ,  and s h e l l s  
O f  Temple music and of mellon wedding be l l s .  
I know not  i~hcrt i s  l o s s  o r  what men count as gain 
3u t  be s t  of a l l  a r e  alnmandcs dr ipping i n  the r a i n .  

For almc,ndn gcthcrs up the yc l loo  of cach l i v i n g  th ing  
And s to r c s  i t  i n  i t s  golden cups f o r  glod remembering. 
It is  no hoarding miser -- i t  s p i l l s  it far and vide  -- 
It pours it on the gmfien and on t he  blcck h i l l - s ide .  
So deeply yellovr a r e  t h c  f lov~ers ,  thei r  c h d i c c o  held  up 
I of ten  ~ o n d c r  thc,t the r c i n  docs no t  d r i p  y e l l a ~  from cach cup. 
Ycllorr i s  a golden bounty, vas t  I knon -- but  s t i l l  maintain 
lill ycllons l i v e  i n  damnndas dripping i n  the r a in .  



mE SOi\TG OF A BLUE I,IOUNT~LII? STREr,JI 

I n  r? c l c f t  rcmot-c 
t'!hero ~111ite mists f l o a t  

llrounii Blue ilountninl s PC&, 
. I  r i s c  unsccn 
Beneath the  screen 

O f  fog-clouds dank m d  bleak; 
I tr i .cklc,  I floti- 
To tho h i l l s  bclotr 

f a d  v d e s  t h c t  l i e  fclr under, 
From bnbblings lov: 
I louder @on, 

I shout, I roar,  I thunder. 

I f a l l  i:ith a rush 
I n  the  morning hush 

I;lhile the  mountain sleeping l i e s ,  
Thcrc sr r i f t  I svrccp - 
Here slovr I creep, 

T i l l  t he  sound of my not ion a ics :  
Oh! I r e jo i ce  
I n  the night-rrir.dls voice 

ISs s o f t  i t  k i s se s  my s t rcm,  
And dmce and gl inncr  
h d  glance and shimmer 

i':%erc noonl i t  rocches glcra .  

IYith icc-cold rmvo 
I gciztly l zvc  

Thc f1or;crs as I n,macr, 
I gloom ma gl ide  
Nczth 1.lountsin Ride, 

1 nurmur end mccl~der 
Thro fern-cxchcd dolls 
mlcre f airy-bel ls  

And v io l e t s  scent  the  air, 
'h i lo  c d l s  cbovc 
Tho s o f t  b lue  dov.c 

Or lonc-voiced S o l i t c i r o .  

And here I crssh 
Yith s i l v c r  f l r s h  

Ovcr r, mighty crag, 
tind the echoes s i n g  
f&s I herdlong f l i n g  

EIC t r c c s  I donnrard drzg - 
T i l l  l c s  t I pour 
;.:ith dccfcning ro?x, 

A nountnin stream no longcr, 
0' c r  p l r i n s  belo;?, 
h c l  scc,~rerds f l o v  

L r i v e r  brocd 2nd stronger.  



Reginald 14. IJurrcy 
(1883 - 1 

EIE ROAD 

The moon s a i l s  o ' e r  Long Mountain, md l i g h t s  a sand-str ip lone, ! 
1 

l'lhere surf snims, s i l v e r  shimmering, and sho re~xxd  breckers drone: 
Nong  the f o r l o r n  s t r e t ches  the  night  riinds snecp cnd moan: 1 
A shailon moves, s lon  creeping, athrrcxt the  ~-rhitcness throvn: 
It speeds, it stops,  2nd peers: a lcncc u p l i f t s  and s tabs:  
An Indian, s i l e n t ,  ndced, hunting and specring crcbs. 1 

A br igcn t ine  r i de s  dipping, beneath t he  t r o p i c  noon, 
With Spanish l o o t  f u l l  laden, n a n t i l l a  anii aoubloon, 
For l!Iorgan m,zkes Por t  Roycl, and b o t t l e s  cliilk md clash,  
And sai lorncn a re  cheering t o  see the  shore-l ights f l a sh ,  
C'wina, dark eyes g l i t t c r i n g ,  bedecked ir i th j ing l ing  r ings ,  
F l u t t e r s  t o  g ree t  a ga l l an t  l od  vrho mcny a moidore brings.  

The self-same moon i s  l m p i n g  t h a t  g l eming  a r m  to-night 
Fanned by Ccribbcan breezes find curved f o r  h e a r t ' s  del ight ,  
BLlt  with the  s a l t  wind's s ighing the  sounds of laughter  cone 
From dance-hall and from night-club, and motors throb ~ . n d  hum. 
For man has b u i l t  a roadvay, a thoroughfare, you knotr, 
There Indian chevied s c u t t l i n g  crab a n o r t  of yews  ago. 



Vc03tcr Ldolphc Roberts. 
(1886 - ) 

~ h e y  cme  frori Persic t o  the  Sccrcrl ';?a~ 
;,rs?- rodc i n  Ponpcy' s triunph, s ide by siclo 
',:ith ociclis ques cnd ido l s ,  pluncs flur-c ; i i d ~ ,  :. f lmc  of gens i n  the chill Ronnn azy. 

yncy tllct ncrc brou{;lit 2s c c ~ t i v c s  ccocO~e t o  say 
To flaunt in bccuty, nys tc ry  2nd pride, 
To prccn bei'orr, tllc cripcrors dei f ied ,  

~ynbols of  t h e i r  ncgnif iccnt  ilcccy. 

2 Thcn there  vms nadncss 2nd a scourge of sriorr3.s; 
c' Tnpcr i~J .  purple nouldercd i n t o  dust .  
L But t11c imlor ta l  pe,-,coclrs stung ne:? lor& 

To furies  o f  i n sa t i cb l e  lust. 
Contenptuous, they l o i t e r e d  on pcxcCle - 

f Live opcls, rubies ,  sardonyx and jcdc. 
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THE CdIT 

I 

i 

t Pleasures, t h z t  I nos t  enviously sonsc, 
Pc3s i n  l o n ~  rippl-cr, down hc r  flcnks 2nd s tix. 
Thc p l ~ ~ ~ c  t h c t  is her t a i l .  She dcigns t o  pur r  

t 
c" l ~ n d  td:c cpxcsscs. But hc r  pc-.i.s aould tense 

To f l m h i n g  vccpons ct the  l c ~ s t  offcncc. 
H~mbly, I bcn& t o  s t roke hcr  s i l k e n  fv.~-, 
I on content  t o  bc a s lave  t o  hcr. 

I rn cnchr i~tcd by llcr insolcncc . 
No one of LL.1 the  aoclen I hcvc kno~m 

Hcs been s o  bccu t i fu l ,  o r  proud, o r  rrise 
.'&s this mgorn n i t h  her mbe r  eycs. 

Shc n ~ k e s  her  chosen cushion seen c throne, 
l a d  vrorxs the smc voluptuous, slovr ,smile 

She r;ore when she v~os norshippcd by the Nile. 



?7 Adolphe Roberts 
(1886 - 1 

MORGAN 

"ILU,IE of Harry ?,!organ, " s a i d  the  bold ',7elah f r e  enan, 
Signing a t  Tortuga with a cu t t h roa t  crew, 

Done n i t h  p lan ta t ion  t o i l ,  wild t o  be a seaman 
And carve h i s  nay t o  g lo ry  a t  s a i l i n g  of the blue. 

I 

Young Captain Morgan, swaggering at  Por t  Royal. 
P r ic ing  of h i s  cargo on the Halfmoon Beach, 

Rozring f o r  a keg of run, t o  share it n i t h  t he  l o y a l  
And d r i &  damnation t o  the  rogues beyond h i s  reach. 

Henry Morgan, high admiral of the  buccaneers, 
Ravishing n i t h  fury the  i s l and  and the  Main; 

Conqueror of Panama, home t o  a storm o f  cheers, 
His fists f'ull of emeralds, 2nd beaut ies  i n  h i s  t r a i n .  

Gorgeous Sir Henry! Egsd, i t  i s  the same man! 
Governor of Jamaica i n  a broidered cost,  

Snearing loud and hear ty  t o  show he s no t  r tame man, 
And pouring k i l l - dev i l  down h i s  t h i r s t y  throat .  



TI, lldolphe Roberts 
(1886 - 1 

Cuba, aishevelled,  naked t o  the:nais  t, 
Springs up e r e c t  from the  d a r k  e a r t h  and screams 
Her joy i n  l i b e r t y .  The metal glc,ms 
FIhere her  chains broke. l!Iagnificcnt her  has te  
To c h a r p  i n t o  the  b a t t l e  and t o  t a s t e  
Revenge on the  oppressor. Thus she seems. 
But ' she rrere ponerless rrithout the  dreams 
Of him who stands above, unsmiling, chaste. 

Yes, over Cuba on her  jubi lant  way 
Broods the  Apostle, Jose Ju l i an  EImti. 
He shaped hcr  course of glory, and t h e  day 
The guns f irst  spoke he died t o  make her  f r ee .  
That n igh t  a meteor flamed i n  splendid l o s s  
Between the North Star and the  Southern Cross. 



IT, Ailolphe Roberts 
(1886- ) 

NEN YORK 

She the  young despot, the  prodigious, jade, 
Has she not  builiieil he r  a proper throne! 
In  miracles of s t e e l  and glass  ana stone, 

It looms above the world. The thunder made 
By wings slnd engines i s  her accolade, 

'I'hey t h a t  have wooed her overlong htlve grorm 
Wroth a t  her  adammtinc f l e s h  and bone, 

She knows her  beauty and she f l aun t s  unsvrayed. 

I Though they should die n i t h  roockcry on t h e i r  l i p s ,  
Saying it i s  not true t h r t  they cdored 

Her c i t y  of the towers and t he  ships  
Or sought t o  revel i n  her golden hoard, 

She i s  t h e  one inexorable Lust 
Her worshippers take n i t h  them t o  the  dus t ,  



W. 1,dolphe Roberts 
(1886 - 1 

This c i t y  is the  ch i ld  of France and Spain, 
That once l i vod  nobly, ardent as t he  heet  
i n  vhich it came t o  bi r th . '  Alas, how f l e e t  

The y e w s  of love and arms! There non remain, 
Bleached by the sun and mouldered by the  r a in ,  

Impassive f r o n t s  that guard some r c v e  r e t r e a t ,  
Some dim, arched salon, o r  sone pa t io  s r ~ e e t  

Where &oms p e r s i s t  and t h e  pa s t  l i v e s  again. 

The braided i r o n  of the  balconies 
Is l i k e  locked hands f a s t i d ious ly  s e t  

To bar t h e  vtorld. But the proud mysteries 
Showed me a glamour I could no t  forget :  

Your face, camellia-white upon t h e  s t a i r ,  
~ ~ e d  i n  the  midnight t h i cke t  of your hcir.  

* I n  New Orleans 



W. J A l p h e  Roberts 
(1886 - 1 

LII GLOIRE 
- T m r  

That spr ing tre l i v e d  i n  Paris and adored 
Beauty and love as one. A magic room 

With nindons on the Seine, R raagic loom 
O f  poetry t o  sp in  the  dreams no s to red  
Forever i n  our hear ts ,  a precious hoard. 

L i t t l e  nc cared when chestnuts mere abloom 
That on the  r i g h t  hand soared Napoleon's tomb, 

And on the  l e f t  the  Arc de Triomphe soared. 

But uc  knew Par i s  deeper on the day 
Tihen the o l d  c l~al lenge ,touched the far fkont ie r s  

As  summer died. Along the  Elysees 
Ghosts of the  armies marching dotrn the y e a r s  

And muted i n  t h e  blue  autumnal haze 
A golden rumour o f  the  Mmseillaisc. 



W. Adolphe Robcrts 
(1886 - 1 

VILLFJ\lELI;E OF THE SN) POET 

He who has held so many springs i n  f i e f  
Is lonoly under t h i s  November sky. : 
Autumn hcs crept upon him l i k e  a th ie f  

He mourns tho f loner  fa l l ing ,  ma the loaf, 
h d  all old pomp tha t  march away t o  die! 
He vrho has held so many springs i n  f i e f  . 
IIe grieves the clover nithered, 2nd the sheaf, I 

The rusted vineyards and the s t r c m s  run dry. 
Autumn has crept upon him like a th ief .  

He had forgotten spring could bc so br ie f  
And dusk so sad when ea r ly  snorrs d r i f t  by 
He mho has hcla so many springs i n  f i e f .  

He i s  a val iant  and defeated chief 
Those b a d  ncnt s o u t h ~ ~ a r d  as the snallons fly. 
Autumn has crept upon him like a thief .  

Poets clnd maids, remember i n  h i s  grief 
Your brother Pan, whose norld i s  d l  avmy. 
He who has held so  many springs i n  f i e f  
Autumn has crept upon him like a thief.  



I?. Aaolphe Roberts 
(1886 - 1 

V I L W a L L E  OF 'i'HE LIVING PAN 

1 

Pan is  no t  dead, bu t  s leeping i n  the brake, 
3 Nwd by the  blue of some a g e a n  shore. 

Ah, f l u t e  t o  him, Beloved, hc n i l 1  v&e. 

Vine leaves  hcve d r i f t e d  o' e r  him flake by  Make 
And with  dry l a u r e l  he is  covered o 'er .  

Pan i s  not  dead, bu t  sleeping i n  the  b r a e .  

The music Chat h i s  cicadas make 
Comes t o  him f a i n t l y ,  l i k e  fo rgo t ten  l o r e ,  

Ah, f l u t e  t o  him, Belo-red, ha v i l l  vrC&e. 

[ 
Let not  the  enemies o f  Beauty take  

tj 
Unction of Soul t h a t  he can r i s e  no nore,  

4 Pan i s  not  dead but s leeping i n  the  brake, 

Drcming o f  one t h a t  f o r  the  goat god's sake 
S h j l l  pipe o l d  tunes and worship as of yore. 

All, f l u t e  t o  him, Beloved, be n i l 1  wake. 

So once again the A t t i c  coas t  s h a l l  shake 
With a c ry  g rea te r  than i t  heard before:  

"Pan i s  no t  dead, bu t  s leeping i n  the brake! " 
Ah, flute t o  him Beloved, he w i l l  ~ i & o o  





Claude 1:IcKay 
(1890-1948) 

XLthough she feeds me bread o f  b i t t c r i e s s ,  
And sinks i n t o  my th roa t  he r  t i g c r f s  tooth,  
S tea l ing  ny breath  o f  l i f e ,  I w i l l  confess 
I lovc t h i s  cul tured h e l l  t h a t  t e s t s  my youth! 
Iier vigour f lons  l i k e  t i d e s  i n to  my blood, 
Giving nc s t reng th  e r e c t  agains t  h c r  hate.  
Her bigness svrccps ray being like a flood.  
Yet as a r e b e l  f r o n t s  a king i n  s t a t e ,  
I s tand n i t h i n  he r  wal ls  with no t  a shrcd 
O f  t e r r o r ,  n i l i c e ,  no t  a r ~ o r d  of' jeer .  
Darkly I gazc i n t o  t hc  days ahcad, 
And scc  h e r  might and g ran i te  wonders there, 
Bcncath the  touch of Time's unerr ing hand, 
Like p r i c e l e s s  t r easures  s inking i n  t h e  sand. 
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k Bow dorm my sou l  i n  worship very low 
I And i n  the  holy s i l ences  bc l o s t .  

Bon dor~n before the  narble TIan of ioe ,  
Bovr donn before the s inging m g e l  hos t  . 
That jenclled g lory  f i l l s  ny s p i r i t ' s  eye, 
T;Tkat golden grandeur noves thc  depths of ne! 
The soaring arches l i f t  ne  up on high, 
Taking ny brea th  n i t h  t h e i r  r a r e  symnetry. 

Borr, dorm my sou l  and l e t  the  nondrous l i g h t  
O f  beauty bathe thee from her  l o f t y  throne, 
Born dol-rn before the r~onder of nant s night. 
Bow dorm i n  norship, huzblc and alone, 
Bon l o ~ i l y  clown before the  sacred s i gh t  
O f  man's Divini ty  a l i v e  i n  stone. 
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Claude 1.1cKay 
(1890-1948) 

THROUGH AGONY 

A l l  night ,  throdgh the  e t e r n i t y  of n ight ,  
Pain was my por t ion though I could not  f (>c l ,  
Deep i n  ny hunbled h e a t  you ground your heel ,  
T i l l  I was ref't of even ny inner  l i g h t ,  
T i l l  reason f ron  ny nind had takcn f l i g h t ,  
And a l l  ny r;orld vent  v h i r l i n g  i n  a r e e l .  
And al.1 ny sn'wthy s t reng th  turnei! cold l i k e  s t e e l ,  
L passive nass beneath your puny night ,  
Last  n igh t  I gave you t r iunph over nc, 
So I should bc nysclf  a s  once before, 
I nwve l l cd  a t  your sha l lon  nystcry, 
And hcuntcd hungrily your tcnple door. 
I gave you sun 2nd substance t o  be f ree ,  
Oh, you s h a l l  never t r iunph any nore! 

I do not f e a r  t o  face  the  f a c t  and say, 
How darkly-dull ny l i v i n g  hours have grorm, 
i.Iy t-roundc hcar t  s inks  he av ie r  than stone, 
Because I I.ovca you longer than a day! 
I do no t  shme  t o  t u rn  ayse l f  a7,ray. 
&on bc ckoning flox-rcrs bc2utif 'ul ly blown, 
To nourn your vivid  ncnory alone 
I n  nountain fas tv~esses  aus t e r e ly  gray. 
The n i s t s  w i l l  shroud nc on t he  u t t c r  height,  
The s a l t y ,  b r h i i n g  r ~ ~ t c r s  of ny b r ea s t  
T Y i l l  n ingle  ;iith t he  f r e sh  dens of the n igh t  
To batne ny s p i r i t  hzi!rcring t o  r c s t .  
But d t c r  s leep  1'11 r~akc wi th  g rec te r  n ight ,  
Once nore t o  venture on the e t c r n d  q ~ e s t .  





I ~ t o  the  furncce let ne go d o n e ;  
Stay you without i n  t e r r o r  of ' thc  hont. 
I w i l l  go n&cd i n  - f o r  thus ' t i s  svreet - 
In to  tho n e i r d  depths of  the  h o t t e s t  zone. 
I n i l1  not quiver i n  t he  f rai lest  bone, 
You m i l l  not note a f l i c k e r  of  defeat; 
ISy haart  s h e l l  t rcnble  not  i t s  f a t e  t o  m e t ,  
Ely nouth give ut terance t o  any noan. 
The yarning oven s p i t s  f o r t h  f i e r y  spears; 
Red aspish tongues shout nordless ly  ny nano. 
Desire destroys, consunes ny n o r t a l  fears, 
Tronsforning ne i n t o  a shape of f l m c  . 
I n i l 1  cone cut, beck t o  your 30rld  of' te rns ,  
f'& s t ronger  soul  wit1xi.n o f i n e r  f r m e .  
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/ ' 
SO nuch I have forgot ten i n  t en  yezrs, 
So nuch i n  t en  b r i e f  y e u s !  I have forgot  I b 

?hat t i n e  the  purple apples cone t o  juicc, 
And what nonth brings t he  shy forget-ne-not. I 

I have forgot  the specia l ,  s t a r t l i n g  season I 
O f  the pinento 's  f l o r ~ e r i n g  and f ru i t i ng ;  I 

What t i t le  of  y e w  the  ground doves brown t h e  f i e l d s  
h a  f i l l  t h e  noonday n i t h  t h c i r  curious f l u t i ng .  , 
I hcvc forgot ten nuch, but  s t i l l  renenbes G I 

The po inse t t i a ' s  red, blood-red, i n  warm Deccnber. 

I s t i l l  r e c a l l  t he  honey-fever gmss, 
But cannot r e c o l l e c t  the  high days when I 

1% rooted then out of the  ping-ning path - i 
To s top  thc  nad bees in t he  r c b b i t  pen. 

' I of ten  t r y  to  th ink i n  whct sweet nonth 
The languid painted l nd i e s  used t o  dapple 
The yel lon by-rocd nszing ikon the  nain, 
Sveet with the golden thrccds of  the  rose-apple. 
I have fo rgo t ten  - s t range - but quite rcneriber 
The po in se t t i a '  s red,  blood-red, i n  nmL1 Dcccnbcr . 
Vhat treoks, what nonths, vrhct t i n e  of the n i l d  y e w  
We chcntea school t o  have our f l i n g  a t  tops? 
That days our  nine-thrillccl bodies pclsed n i t h  joy 
Feasting upon blackberr ies  i n  t he  copse? 
Oh sonc I knor:! I hcve onbalned the days, 
Even tho sacred uonents rrhc11 we plc".yed, 
f J 1  innocent of pcssion, uncorrupt, 
A t  noon and even in^ i n  the  f lmc-hea r t ' s  shade. - 

' TIC were s o  happy, happy, I rcnenbcr, 
Bencath the  po in se t t i a ' s  rod i n  mxn Decer~ber. 



Claude McKay 
(189 0-1948) 

OUTCAST 

For t h e  dim regions whence my f a the r s  came 
My s p i r i t ,  bondagcd by the body, longs. 
Words f e l t ,  but  never heard, my l i p s  would frame; 
My soul  would s ing  forgot ten jungle songs. 
I would go back t o  darkness and t o  peace, 
But the  g rea t  western world holds me i n  fee ,  

.And I may never hope f o r  f 'ul l  r e lease  
While t o  i t s  a l i e n  gods I bend my knee. 
Something i n  me i s  l o s t ,  forever  l o s t ,  
Some v i t a l  th ing  has gone ou t  of my hear t ,  
And I must I ; I&~ tho way of life a ghost 
Among the  sons of  ear th ,  a  th ing apa r t ,  
For I was born, f a r  &on my nat ive  clime, 
Under the  white man's menace, out  of time, 
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Frank A, Collyr~ore 
(1893- ) 

BENEATH THE CASUI'iRINAS 

Vle walk s l on ly  beneath the cssucxinas . 
Our fcct n&c no sound on thc  th ick  p i l e  spread 

Bcncath the t r c c s t  shzdc: a l l  i s  s i l e n t :  
TJe ndlk  with nutcd foots teps  2nd no word i s  sa id .  

Overhead the casucrinss s t r n i n  upwards t o  t he  sky, 
Their d u l l  green pluncge vainly  poised f o r  f l i g h t ;  

Around us everything i s  strcngc 2nd s t i l l  
h d  a11 is  f i l l e d  I-rith cn unror l  l i g h t :  

T/e n i ~ h t  be walking along t he  t i n c l c s s  f l o o r  
O f  a s c c  r-rhcrc desola te  t i d e s  forever  creep 

O r  rorning r long the  s ec r e t  paths 
Thrt wind cnong tho tw i l i gh t  p la ins  of sleep.  

kAnd then.. . r~hr,t  i s  t h a t  sound nhich f a l l s  
On the  cc r  i n  t h e  s t i l l n e s s ?  I s  i t  the  beat  

O f  the  blood i n  the pulse, o r  t h e  s i gh  
O f  the  c a s u a i n a s  i n  thc  niGday hcct?  

Thc sound of the s ea  i n  the  cur led  s h e l l  pressed 
To the  cager ccr . . . .  h c ~ z t s '  l o s t  content.... 

The enpty nouthing of tho long-forgotten dcr,d. . . 
Tlic r i nds  ' s c c r c t  . . , . the o l d  l m c n t  

O f  a l l  c rea t ion  ..... s i l ence  ncdo n s n i f c s t  
I n  sound? 17e s h a l l  ncvcr knovr . 

7- t?e pass f ron  t h e i r  shadotr out  i n t o  t h e  sunl ight ,  
-And the  s i l ence  echoes cnd re-echoes a i t h i n  us  a s  nc go. 



RETURN 

Vc too shLzll. conc do:7n t o  the  sea,  
Past  the gay p c e n  gardcns of  the  h e a r t ' s  rlunificence, 
Pcs t  thc  l ichened pa th~my where the  rus, t  
S ta ins  the  stone cnd t h e  forkzd t r eo  st,ands d e s o l ~ t e ,  
Dovn t o  the sands 
T,3~cre the  she t t e r ed  bones of 1ev iz thw 
lire s t rcnn  with c o r a l  s p l i n t e r s  and the rmack of  lands.  

!-re shall conc dom t o  t h e  sea  agcin  
Thence i7e once crcci7led landward 
To r e a r  our gardens and p,daces and tenples;  
For alx-rays there  has l ingered,  echoing the m c i e n t  nenory 
.,:,iithin the bone, 
Pcrs i s t cn t ,  the  song of  the sec-shell :  
And naught s h a l l  s i l cncc  t h a t  i n s i s t e n t  sonotone. 

i 

X T7c s h a l l  re turn .  See, 
i On the b r i g h t  sands he r  wav?s hzve strewn 
I 
g Golden coronals t o  nelcone us ! 
t Crormcd as kings we s h a l l  r e t u r n  -- 
i 17e r7h0 ~ E V E  f l e d  

Froa her  dark cr~brace,  back t o  our nother, the sea, 
The crowding sec, voni t ing hc r  l i v i n g  her  Zend. 



Remembering those evenings when f o r  us  
The echoing f o r e s t s  of  Sibel ius  
Gleamed i n  the  lamplight, remembering 
Naught of t h e i r  s ec r e t  nhisp&ing, 
Naught of t h e i r  cold lonel iness ,  
Only t he  warmth and f r i end l ine s s  
Of you s i t t i n g  there  beside me; r eca l l i ng  
Only the , f rozen  echoes f a l l i n g ,  f a l l i n g  
Upon the curtained shadows where the  night  
Had s to len  the  pa t te rn  &om the  b r igh t  
Le t te r ing  t h a t  f lecked the  long bookshelves -- 
I saw the ghosts of our fo rgo t ten  selves 
And know now why the  shedow c rep t  
I n to  your wandering eyes and why you wept. 

-=.. ... 
f?' 

,' 
Frank A. Collymore 

(1893- 
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I should l i k e  t o  paint  you a p o r t r a i t  o'f i k .  X: 
llot, you n i l 1  understand ne, such c, p o r t r c i t  

n ight  bc e f fec ted  by ca l~e ra  o r  brush, 
pencil o r  pen, That has been done, 
Thct has bocn acconplished. No, 
I should lilcc t o  present t h c t  nhich Iir, X i s ,  
The 1.k. X no t  seexi Lj hwcm o r  by cx le r3  eye: 
I*. X h h s e l f ,  X, rs al17ays, the  unknorm 

lad,  first and forenost ,  h i s  v i scera  nould have to be presented: 
till the  trcncndous inp l icc t ions  
Of t h a t  unsccn, inprobable nct ropol is  -- 
Its  rcmrkcble  storehouscs of energy, 
I t s  sewerage systen,  i t s  n a v e l s  of comunication, 
Its workers busy on repa i r ,  i t s  s lun  nreas, 
Its a r t e r i a l  hight:cys, i t s  c h c n i c d  lcborz tor ies ,  
I t s  a l t e rna t i ng  poriods o f  i n f l c t i o m  2nd depression, 
I t s  lon@~avo s t a t i ons  -- n l l  these thc backgrounz. 

:ail sprarrling haphazcxdly cround 
T?ould be tho K r ,  X you n igh t  have soen: 
The zppurtonance of f l e sh ,  the  forked synbol. 
The knobbly knees, the  pale  2nd f labby hmds, 
The sloping shoulders and t he  nodest paunch, 
The n i l d  defect ive  eye behind the lens ,  
The prin denennour, t h e  unassuning t i e  : 
Those thc  s o c i c l  pat tern ,  l i k e  h i s  undekiem. 

Yet dl these not a s  colour; perceived r a t h e r  
hs texture  m d  tenperature. Colour I should keep 
For o ther  na t te ro :  f o r  h i s  notion through space end t ine ,  
The de l i ca t e  blue thcne o f  h i s  breathing, h i s  g m b o ~ e  
Slunbor; and t o  i l l u s t r a t e  h i s  ~drems ,  
Tho golden flystcry of hiaden suns, 
Each sun n wild md g l i t t e r i n g  s t i l l i o n ,  
Tmeloss by night, 
But gelded f o r  d iurnal  thoroughfzre. 

And there  should be diz green d e l l s  f o r  nonories 

i O f  l o s t  p l a y t h i n ~ s ,  of nagic snords and invis iblbc  clopks; 
And one :fould be cble  t o  l i c k  the  pa in t  

B :ad it nould be chocolctes i n  s i l v c r  pcpor, 
Redcozted rrooden so ld ie r s ,  

f h d  noonstnin through c broken pmc of g lass ,  

But f'ron those dc l lo  strange flor-lers nould th rus t ,  
S t r m ~ e  hothouse florrers skct-rercd on t ~ i r e  
By neans o f  approprir.te. c s t c h ~ ~ o r a s  
(s ing yo-ho f o r  t he  s t a t u s  quo) 
h d  t i n t e d  r ~ i t b  the sober shcdes of r c spcc t ab i l i t y  
(And a yo-ho-ho f o r  the  l i b ido )  
f a d  s i l v e r  i n  the p l a t e  on Sundays, 
Aria a f l a g  -- 
A f lcg ,  h i s  country ' t is  o f  her, the i r responsible  a r c h a n ~ c l .  



And then supcrirnposch upon these p r ina r ies  
(A b i t  woolly ,?sound the edges 

; Ls nos t  of thcse proauctions a re )  
H i s  vorkcday reac t ions  : shaving, e tce tora ,  
The norning ncnapnpcr, b-io f r i e d  eggs 
L s  b e f i t s  the fn thc r  of fani ly , '  boy an2 g i r l ,  
l n d  schoolfccs f o r  the chilclrcn; 
~.ccountant o r  nh2t not  rritll n dcsh of b i t t e r s ,  
!in6 a r c f r i ~ c r s t o r ,  and people dropping i n  of an evening, 
And a rcd io  2nd gossip and r, ghost 
O f  sonething, so~evrhero re fus ing  t o  be l a i d  
(0 rrind, 0 sea, 0 s t ~ r s ) ,  r i s i n g  sonctincs 
A t  inopportune noncnts f'ron the  next  -t;l-linbcd, 
2ad prino beef and ind iecs t ion  on Sabboth afternoons -- 
The ind ign i ty  of id leness ,  

Perhaps 
These v~ould be done i n  nauve and pinkish greys 
Vi th  here m d  thcre  a touch o f  sep ia  . . . 
A t inge a b-ringo a fb-inge t o  round o f f  the p o r t r a i t :  
Socur i t i c s  f o r  sccuriky, cnd c l i f e  insurance 
For death1 s assurance, 

lJso, pale and th in ,  
LZ h d o ,  s l i g h t l y  phosphorcsccnt , like the  leavings 
O f  a sunset,  a halo  o f  se l f - sac r i f i ce ;  and a cross, 
The nooilen nhispcr  of a t r e e  that never blooned. 
For I&. X 1 s  p o r t r a i t  i s  not  t o  be sketched i n  nerely,  
Nor i s  t h i s  adunbration an a f t e r t h ~ u g h t ;  
He nus t  be presented i n  every poss ible  dinension, 
Capable of i n f i n i t e  extension. But u n t i l  
Such a p o r t r a i t  can be effected,  
Caught wi thin  sone bot t leneck of jl, 

H i s  individucl  t 'dcnts  n i the r ,  fade, 
Pad float unh~xves  t e d  upon tho  s v i f  t m d  s t e r i l e  air. 



Frank L. Collymorc 
(1893- 

SO THIS IS LOVE 

Yes, t h e  L i t t l c  Fell017 used u s  rcmarkcbly rrell: 
Brought us together most apt ly ,  * 

And a ce r t a in  f o r t u i t y  i n  the  occurrence 
Achieved a remarkable completeness 
Ixhich the romantic approach 
?vlight well  have f a i l e d  t o  acconplish. 

The s p e l l  woven, the  charm proceeded 
To work i n  the  approved manner, 
And soon t h s  emotional r eac t i on  
Qui te  outs t r ipped the senses1 entertainment. 
Indeed there  was a s ingular  i n t e n s i t y  
About the e n t i r e  incident  which rn&y perhaps 
Account f o r  i t s  p o c u l i , ~  perfect ion  o or you m j l l  admit, I have no doubt, 
That the a f f a i r  ncs of comparatively b r i e f  duration).  

And so, instruments of the  inscrutable ,  
We performed the  duet i n  harmony -- 
The old, o ld  thene, but  hon untrearying the  melody, 
Capable of  nhs t  i n f i n i t e  var ia t ion,  
Presaging what transcendental revelat ion! 

We performed the  duet, I say, with d i s t inc t ion ,  
And have now returned t o  our respective Lares and Penates: 
You t o  the  vrontcd domestici t ies of your s t a t i on ,  

- 

And I t o  fo rge t t ing .  



THE RICE PLS,N!J!ERS 

The nernaids rosc e o n  out  t h e  nn tc r  i n t o  the g la re  
Sh'zking t h e i r  h a i r  
Fron drops of brotm nuddy ~ a t e r  
Hovering there:  
Their long-leggcd noocrs f l ash ing  shor t  curved arcs 
O f  s t e e l ,  crcse  t he  s n i l i n g  pos te l  green 
That roof the  flooded parks, 
Unfeathcred pelicans 
Ylcding on hman f e e t ,  of  unknown IIUC 
You semaphore 
No strange tongue 
Save t h a t  rrhich F'haroah knen 
Who b u i l t  the sphinx. 



flNeedles and pins, v i r tues  and s i n s  
Raging and ranting,  ps aln-s inging and chcnting, 
Rich nan and poor nan and beggar and robber, 
Devils and f i r e ,  and sa in t s  and cold n ~ t e r ,  
H i s  o:;n nothcr ls  son 2nd her o m  fa the r ' s  daughter. . 
And nho i s . t o  catalogue vir tues  and s ins ,  
tlarking mhere l u s t  leaves off ,  ~rhcrc  love b e ~ i n s ?  
Crines t h n t  are  great, good deeds t hn t  arc piddling, 
Soul-secrint; hnte and love fair t o  niadlitlg, 
Old sinners turned sa in t s  and youns sa in t s  a-sinning, 
\hen half of  the lo sin^ cones back n i t h  the r.rinning, 
Life is confising, c l a s  and alack! 
Nothing i s  white and nothing i s  black. 
Does day cnc? n i t h  night? I s  n i ~ h t  dayf s beginning? 
Dcbit i s  c r ed i t  2nd los ing  is ninning, 
One mil onc's t170, and one a d  one's sovan : 
i ~ l d  one ana one ' s he l l ,  m d  one and one's heaven, . . . I 1  

So sang the  pedlar plying h i s  trade, 
Sel l ing the things t h a t  h i s  o l d  hand3 hail nitdc. 
He rras old, he v7as daf t ;  but; I pcusccl as I lzughcd 
Br ie f ly  t o  nondcr : 'mat nould he- have sung 
Had he been younger, had he been young? 



Honey, pepper, leaf-peen lines, 
Pagon fruit nhosc nmes  c r c  rhynes, 

I 1Imgoes, brcodfruit, ginger-roots, 

GrcmaUlcs ,  bonboo-shoots, 
Cho-cho, ackees, tcngcrines, 
Lenons, purple Congo-beans, 
Sugar, okras, kolc-nuts, 
Citrons, h a i r y  coconuts, 
Fish, tobacco, nat ive  hats ,  
Gold bananas, noven xats, 
Plantains, nild-thyne, p a l l i d  leeks, 
Pigeons t r i th  t h e i r  scarlet beaks, 
Oranges nnil saff ron y m ~  
Bcskets, ruby tuova j m s ,  
Turtles,  goat-skins, cinn'mon, 
Allspice, conch-shells , golden run. 
Black skins ,  bcbel - 2nd t h e  sun 
That burns d l  cblours i n to  one. 



Love vriI.1 ct7&cn dl love ly  things a t  l a s t .  
One by one they s h a l l  cone f ron  the  s l eep  of Tine, 
Bearing i n  t r i m p h  the  deathless d r c m s  of the pcs t .  

Hard on t h e i r  fair designs cone the  wreck of  t h e  b l a s t ;  
&%ere they l i e  s c a t t e r e d  i n  every land 2nd c l ine ,  
Love r r i l l  om,?ken c l l  love ly  things a t  l r s t .  

k t h c r e d  f ron  out  the  ages, a concourse vast,  
Thcsc s h d l  r e t u r n  once nore with m a s  subline, 
Bearing i n  triurn?h the  deathless  Cxems of  the  pc s t ,  

Lo, i n  what nanif  o l d  noulds is  t h e i r  beouty cast!  
IJI; with nhot colours berleckecl i n  the e g t i n e ,  
Love r r i l l  awaken dl love ly  things a t  lcst! 

Non s h a l l  the Earth energe f ron  its n i n t a  
Ant: nusic  fI.017 again i n  ~ o m c r f u l  rh-me. 
Bearing i n  t r i G h  t h e  d i a th l e s s  &Ems of the  past .  

For out  of t h e  wel ter  and dust  of the holocaust 
Rises the  pronised glory of our  prine:  
Love w i l l  3;7&en a l l  l ove ly  things ct I n s t ,  
Bowing in  t r i m p h  the deathless  d r ems  of' the  past .  



J. E. Clare lloFarlane 
(1894- 

Dear e i e n d ,  if FIemory serves thee Inon, , 

Aught of the  glor ious  years remain, 
The gladness they have knot7n take thou; 
Leave me the pain. 

So many things  we d id  together,  
I 

So many paths our f e e t  have known! - 
But now, i n  f i n e  o r  stormy weather, 
me go alone. 

And I have winced a t  thoso reminders 
That crowd our l a t e  abandoned nays:- 
The eager,  r eso lu te  pathfinders 
O f  -yesterdays! - 
Green banks where yel lov blo.ssoms c lus te r ,  
The i-roodcn s e a t  beneath the  vine 
Thore o f t  we natchod t he  heavens muster 
And fall  i n  l i n e ;  

The rocks t h a t  guard the  m c i e n t  scene, 
Tho o l d  s t i l e  and the s e a t  s l o v  na i l ing ,  
Whence l i t t l e  love-barques t h a t  have been 
Vent f o r t h  a - sa i l ing  -- 
The moon o ' e r  d i s t a n t  na t c r s  r i s i ng ,  
The sun making h i s  par t ing  bon 
tlJids t splcndours beyond lshn8 s devising -- 
Renembor now! 

These knot7 not  any yesterdays ; 
Nor ni l1  they share the  thoughts I borrow 
'To rrin my fond hcar t  f ron  i t s  gazo 
Beyond tonorron. 

For these t h e  e t e rna l  dream n i l 1  l a s t ;  - 
The floundered, r iven  barque, f o r  me, 
tTFCixt endless f'uture, endless past ,  
Divides the  sea.  

But tho ncd world ;rill never knorr 
That here nas precious cargo l o s t ;  
Some legend fron t h i s  g r i e f  ;;.ill grow 
And reach the  coast  -- 
A banter ing jes t ,  a f a l s e  surmise, 
O f  mn ton  h m u r s ,  l i g h t l y  gone:- 
They looked i c t o  each othors eyes 
And, then, passed on! 



. Xow gleam Ihe zolden hall'-nloon overhead; 
- Beneathi' ~ a g u ~ l g ' ~ i r x ~ ~ i ~ ~ ~  .sm; %be l a p  

. ' ' Or w e l k $ - w a ~ k s ;  P o r k  i;07zL'+ stRC1-gr0y hlade -- -."In thre'a3'nihg. ctibonition -guards ;the. gap; . , -  - 
'_ -Far to .~~es%~;?rrl glovi "Ae ."met s k i e ~  - 

Z Thc rosg - k o r y  of Lrne!s_lai?csk bim 
* Pr~arni,~~g--&i-'. jewelled-.%ears mf.lS3rol~ea- WE 

- - . Thatd v&Chihg si;ax.l; -%XI Takastc  'a .,eyes, 

B 
'i: - -'. ' ?iXELiy5ht::f~~.euer. lives; forcvcr dies; 
$ + - -  +The ,gencr~:t ioiis  pass, Youth- rum. ik. 'mce, 

. . And Age CWIICS t o t t e r i n g  bzck v i W l  b o o t l e s ~  si'ghs, 
O r  cynical contempt; - bu* In thy face 
TJo wrinkles t e l l  of  bef1c;d m d e r i n g o  

- . Among -i;21~ shz t te rcd  .fr,nbPicn-t;s of a fircam; 
. ' ^  Ere sorrow elalms thee passes f~rtB:'-%hy. g l e m  
To &x?c.do~~~ dr3p ih~  -W i c o w a a a ~ ; :  v&pcz .b .g~  

- - Anrl n o t  unlike t h e e  in its.hecL3c b lom 
This bmicil -ci%y t hz t  my f?ncy Tcn_rs 

. . a ?Ti-& mimty l eve r s  f r o m  i t s ,  w-tesy -tomb - 
- Thc mmi&cd. lovc s ~ ~ ' - g r l c i P ~  -oF_.o%l~cr ycr'ire ; 
Thc Dmling .of Tt;hc T?r?tionc, -@me r cnress 

. . .: JJca f ou@t and b l ed  *nd flied '1'- ?*-a&$ mhxrsc Em3 
--z.?"-3%c . ,  ., crimzan' d -_air,n.tc gzve hic blood-buil% p i lc  

Sv?cpt f r o m  thc ocean' G f a r t l ~ e s ' f ;  t:' il&rncr;s. 
. .". . .. -. z 

And in. t h i s  m c d  snteroom o f  l i f e ,  
B r U m t  rrlilcc 1-7i t11 glory & -me, 
Thc ~ m 5 m  =~&-t  d3ctrzcZion %Tro&-- thc. ~ t r i f  e , 
Thc cmticr +jcsfic--d m6 thc hewt~am-c  c l m  

. . To bide. ~xUhi.n thi ahzdoa of her' 21-me 
ii ixmkcrcrl bloom, n fra@ranco p a ~ ~ c d  Zl-!r,?y9 

' Dr in 'J;hct .gn7di.:n caslrct  of &csy 
- - To a$orc x&t i l i~  rcmmn&s a2 a n c ,  

r 
t -  ' ' I- Bat in- 3k p-m, 7th'- pulsing namnth%f youth, 
3 . ;  
i * .  :- - k X i & S t  % h ~  ~ J I ~ E ~ ~ o w  of ~cG~?c-fill'd eyeE3, 
: .  - - Thc joyou~:i;'urgling of her wine-moist mouth, 
t 

. . f - . %he blush,:t& &.irmncring. l u r c  of Paradisc, 
li fiidcm&.rllight cii@Uoil her. Frr i t s  noiiib, 

c p k ~ w i f  l; rnd dok121c ~ W s  s4 al. 3 c U ;  
B h d  f r ~ m  % h ~  TW;T gr..iz s-,of BCZTJX i ; ~ .  EcU. 
i - - She pc.oc3rl, r -+m. j ;e&fl fs .h* .xL~ S;i~c.-.gJ.mr,i, 
5 

Unlilrc t o  fie% shc CDT~IC%~ ~nmcmnorc; 
230 cc cald youkb 12 %crs, ' nb  . ~ o o % x t f i ~ ~  2211 
-'bout her ccho5ag kourtc; dr sm&d shorc, 
\'.here oncc. thc cvcnm sunlight -plnycd, snd ~.ll 
Hcr rcvishing -c!;ibroccs pa id  I n  -kind. 
The nind saccps ~-~r'rli~porXizg ':;oi~th~-.rc'.~d l o  . G i , f  

t r ' o r ~  -:~-,rith 'ih.:, lovc of mountain,  valc ?.nd lea; 
T ~ G  7:~ztcrs stir - k ~ u t  1c;avc no t r ccc  bcl~ind! 

Lnd non thy c:ic;cnlcnt Gnrlccnr: in the s k i c o ;  
Pale  Nio%c t21v fir-min~ lovc r11ur.t f o l d  

hour! Thou, t oo ,  m u s t  die, f:~ir o f f s p r i n g  of r:~i 
80 Ti.mnc's c n c l o u ~ c d  r ; l o r i c a  fzdc  ni?Z c"ic 



Scarce knoving ~ h r , t  she did, 2 ikc  tf; , ,Ti; r c ~ s - b -  
Y , ; "  '#. - -.. Hollowing a p a t h  through enr t : i ' s  ~'ucL':.: -, . -- ,L.) * 

She bored  i n t o  the mass; her 1-2orio~i .  1 1 "  . Y  

She p a r t c d  f rom behind and j o I ~ l c d  n :  ' , 
Beneath h e r  t b o a t  and tnistct:  do%,) ) : t ~ 4 ) r : 2 ~ , J :  

J E l s e  it were b u t  a hindrance : x ' L . , / '  . e 

O f  a ' l Z  thn.t throng ?he only : + + ? I  : 1 3 .  , I-*I 
, . .  Defined, nnd lcnelrir h e r  go:~l t c j  i:.. I:.>; . b . . ~ * ~ : ; :  

Yet n o t  without  much struggl..:. <'il; - . mi -la 

A t  last p r e v a i l ;  n o t  without :. :.. . : I 

And loud  appeals  f o r  mercy a::,$ I r s L- ,,: , 

I n d i f f e r e n t  t o  h i s  fate, who ',.' -I:!*<. I .  - 
7 ,  * 

-. - 
She s tood  a t  l e n g t h  where P i  -:,S-i;,:'s d .  - -  ' s ., y3%. a :- .I 

Reared i t s  forbiddinp; f r o n t  rlnci 32s 1 '  E - ' ! ,  
\ T i  t h  m i l i t a r y  e s c o r t  dov~rl thc s t a i r s ,  
Out of the thrdilg s l ~ c  brolre an6 vqi WL (;- i 
F e l l  a t  h i s  f e e t .  "l'i1y ~ o r d !  b43- Love!'' ; . i l : ,  s q - i , f , 4 e  
And the  rough s o l d i e r s  found no cssy : $ '  - , ,  . . 
Loosening h e r  grappling f l nge r s .  He . r 7 t  t -  5. I .  , i 1 t $  

. '  -2 * snd touchcii her ha i r .  "Mary," he s,-,.LC*, t r : r t  ( - -  

Be o f  G O O ~  cheer f o r  I have overcome; ' T i s  but a l i t z l e  while and I  hall. :;: r~ :...!z~ 
' i 

And the  rough so ld ie rs  m r v c l l c d  2.t ;;; l r  : ; I  : :. !.̂  d.~. 

Si lcnce  ac audden cs thc w?..tcrn kne;v 
When on Gennasare t he cormnanded p cacc.: 
F e l l  on the mult i tude a t  s i g h t  of thi *, 

The ]/fan condemned; the rnnaoned Wom.r.' : ' ; I  

There, i n  t h a t  spacc,  f o r  ~ 1 1  the  wor: r ., .f: 2 

Bcknow1edp;cd; f o r  n o t  dl   ell's s p i t e  ; ir ;r .i .' .:(.a 

To smother i n  deluded hcnr ts thc spnrl. 
That otvned i t  k indred  t o  t h a t  s a c r e d  11.1 71:. 



Unto t h i s  spot  of E m t h  once nore he cme :  
A v d e  deep s e t  bet;;ccn opposing p e ~ k s ,  
But high above the  s t roggl ing haunts of ncn; 
Fzir Nc.tut.els bor-11 irherein the r e i n  an6 den 
Gatherld i n  c r y s t c l  pools and s inging s t r e m s ;  
t a d  n i s t s  spun ou t  f a n t a s t i c  &ems  bctrreen 
Sunshine and shedorr; trhere sweet pence abode 
Like i n f an t  slunber; and c l c n  Ncturels  wrath, 
As non it shook t he  val leys  and h i l l s  
I-!ith thunder aria t he  l e v e l l l d  cedar ' s  might, 
Posscsst i l  a cen t ro l  caln.  Sonet7hat o f  t h i s  
Had pass Id i n t o  the  nczking o f  the Dan 
l'lho stood t-ri-thin the  door-nay of -the hut  
That served f o r  s h e l t e r ,  with dark eyes i n t e n t  
Upon the  scene belorr; and i n  h i s  n ind  
A grcndcr; which he kncvi no;i l a y  beyond 
Rain-curtain'd h i l l s ;  f o r  on the  d i s t a n t  p la in ,  
Even unto t h l  ho r i z cn l s  edge r~here  sec,  
Headland. m d  cloud cereed and srerc l o s t  v i t h i n  
One rr i ld e r ~ b r c c e ~  mn je s t i c r l l y  robed, 
The s t o r n l s  proud pageantry i n  order noved 
Across t h e  t~o r ld ;  ct spare but  sincwy f r m e  
The l i gh tn iyg ' s  glow discover ld  wi th  a s c a r  
Deep furr0t.r d on a cheek of  bronze; one hnnd 
Clasp'd the rucle door-post t ~ h i l e  the  o ther  s t r o k l  il 
H i s  chin i n  ncd i ta t ive  thought; t h e  scene 
Not s t range ly  t o  h i s  senses spoke; i n  days 
Long p a s t  each ob jec t  t h a t  the  eye behela, 
Far o f f  o r  near, \;as a f a n i l i n r  f r i e n d  
L guide t o  joys end i n t i nac i e s  sweet 

It That l i k e  the f r a g a n c e  o f  un-nunberld Springs 
7 
3 Haunted thc  shaaed vrclks of nemory. 
i. Mot7 as  occasion o f f e r l d  he rep,z i r ld  
0 To t h i s  lone spot ,  t h i s  cabin by h i s  hand 
f Uprear' d; a lowly oubiard nonuncnt 
2 To sncrcd things cnshrincil n i t h i n  -bhe soul ,  

1 And gu~xdcd  jealously f r o n  prying eyes 

j Lnd kindly,  p ra - t t l ing  tenses; .a l o v ' d  r e t r e a t  
Fron the  worlfil s iupor tun i t i c s ,  -the r;iorldl s I Repulses; zhcre  thc  b ru i s  Id cnd broken s p i r i t  

f Ifight f i n d  r bc1r.l i n  h ~ l l o i ~ ~  d ncnories , 
t ad  win ncr? i n sp i r a t i on  from the face  

j %at  changed not  t1woui;h the c h ~ n g i n g  chcnce of years. 

i Bett~ecn these  tvio, the hunan soul, the  place, 
P, There grcvr n l ikeness :  so the nan perceiv 'd  
! In  the  g i n  visage of t ho  storm, t h e  grey, W 
4 Bleak heights  above hiu,  the s t e r n  rocks t h a t  fYormld 
B I n  s i l ence ,  i n  the  n ~ ~ s i c  of the  wind, 
G Tl~e t u n ~ l t  of the ~ r c t e r s ,  r7hc.t t o  h iu  

'7crc echoes of the  l i f e  t l ~ c ? t  surg'c? ir i thin,  

9 And kinc?rcd har~lonics ,  anc?. rivz.1 h e i ~ h t s  
iv Of t o i l  and s a c r i f i c e ;  znd t h e m  h3.d pcss 'd 

In to  t h i s  place t hn t  held  h i s  dc r r c s t  dreams 
i A h m ~ n  hcor t ,  i t  scei:~'d, t h a t  f e l t  and knetr; 

L nind th::t rccollec'cea. 



Slowly VIC l e n r n ;  the o f t  r(:pcntcd l i n e  
Lingers  2 l l i t l e  moi-,lent znCL is  gone ; 
Nation on n s t i o n  f o l l o v ~ c ,  'sun on ~ u n .  
With enp i re  ' s d u s t  f a t e  b u i l d 6  her g r c c t  design,  
But we c r c  b l i n d  c.nd sec c o t ;  i n  our p r i d e  
We s t r z i n  toward the  p e t r i f y i n g  mound 
To s i t  above our fellowfi,  and wo r i d e  
Thc  low and l u c k l e s s  t o i l e r  t o  thc ground, 
Fools a r c  we For our ~ c . i n o ;  vihom we despise ,  
Last corne, s h z l l  mount our vvithcrcd v ~ n i t i c a ,  
Topmost t o  s i t  upon thc v a ~ t  decay 
O f  time :lnd temporal th ings  -- f o r ,  l r ~ t  o r  first,  
The proud arr2.y of  p i c t u r e d  bubbles k w 3 t 9  
Mirnges of t h e i r  g l o r y  pass sway, 



J. E , Clare 19cFmlane 
(1894.. 

ATIAY TO TKE \?OODLRI\TDS 

( f ron ~ a ~ h n e  ) 

Amy t o  the noodlznds, avay! Come may: 
For the banners of n ight  a r e  fur led;  
And the  f e e t  of youth seek no t r ~ m p l e d  nay 
laen  darrn commands thc norld. 

0 hcste! f o r  the ncgic hour : - r i l l  l a s t  
But the  space t h a t  a b i r d  mcy trill; 
For l i f e  i s  a s t i r  a t  the  trumpet's blast, 
And beauty 's  av~dce on the h i l l .  

A F J ~ ~  t o  the noodlands, a~ray: Come army! 
the  ctrtm-acts plunge and r o a r ,  

t. 
Gay b u t t e r f l i e s  dance i n  the cloudy sprEy, 
And l i t t l e  irinds pley on the  share. 

Oh haste! f o r  the mcgic hour v r i l l  l e s t  
But the  space of t h e i r  f o m  and f r i l l a  
For l i f e  i s  a s t i r  a t  the t runpct '  s blLst, 
Afid beautyt  s mmke on .the h i l l .  

A m y  t o  the ;-roodloads, away! Come avay! 
The dawn i s  f a r  af ielC1; 
And t h e  conqueror's cronn i s  h i s  today 
To whom her  sec re t s  y ie ld .  

Oh hoste! f o r  the magic hour v r i l l  l a s t  
But the  space t h e t  a t t r e ~ m  may f i l l ;  
For l i f e  i s  a s t i r  c t  the t r ~ m p c t ' s  b l a s t ,  
And beauty' s make on the - h i l l .  



J .  E. Clara IlcFcrlano 
(1894- 

The shadows cease, and t h i s  i s  l e f t  t o  ne: 
Tho laughter of the l i t t l e  naves t h a t  break, 
The nurmur of the  ~ i n d  upon the sea. 

Once s a i l e d  I where the boisterous winds blew f r ee ;  
Novr i n  t h a t  hcven vrhich tho mind can ndce 
The shsfions cease, 2nd t h i s  is  l e f t  t o  me. 

Not Sappho's m t  can nakc such melody - 
Or Srrinburne's nagic l y r e  such rapture  r~alce - 
The murnur of  the wind upon the  sea. 

Here, from the  press of  t y r m t  passions f r ee ,  
I reach t he  c i t ade l  no s to rns  can shake; 
The s h a d o ~ ~ s  cease, and t h i s  i s  l e f t  t o  me. 

Yet scorn I not the f i r e s  of memory, 
??hose nis t f 'u l  shodons f o r  companion t a k e  
The murmur of the rrind upon the  seci, 

I n  the  warn glov~ I tu rn  ny f i l e s  t o  see 
Hon much had love surrendered f o r  l ove ' s  sake.  
The shadows cease and t h i s  l e f t  t o  me: 
The murmur of the vrind upon t he  sea. 



6 b 
C if+ HOW S%LL I S I T  I N  DREfLMY INDOEI\TCE, Harold \Vatson 

How s h a l l  I s i t  i n  drenrnf indoience. % - 
When c i r c l e  s sure  thc seasons ' sad &ompletion, 
Nor pluck one f r u i t  from out the gold r ep l e t i on  
Of i&utumn's r i p e  ?.bunQnncc? To th6 sense, 
A thoue:ali f lowers h v~iywnrii -wild profusion 
Burden the trembling a i r  v:ith perf ui-fled b r c ~ t h ;  
Yet here I l i n g e r  t i l l  the b l z c t  of dcath 
Shall s p o i l  the prospect with i t s  dissolut ion.  

YiLa.nc t h  -the day -- the VIC o t  i s  ~loiivly dying 
In solemn tw i l i gh t  s i lence .  Ere the  n igh t  
Conswne t h  a l l ,  I know I r.m co=.nded 
To garner,  ' y e t  n i  t h  unavciling sighing 
I squander th '  i r revocable  l i g h t  -- 
And t a r r y  sad of h e a r t  -- an6-empty h~ndca .  



FROB! OUT THE LONELINESS,. , , 

Fron out  the lowl iness  i n  vdiich T creep,  
From out  the v!ez.kncss of my s t r o n g  r i g h t  hand, ' 
From ou t  thc f r u i t l e ~ s n c s s  of b e m i n g  l m d ,  
From o u t  the  ~~iccllrcfulneso i n  tF!hich I s l e e p ,  
From out the empty joys i n  vhich' I weep, 
F,om out the knov~le&e I misunderstand.  om o u t  the s t i n g  OF my own r e p r i m n d ;  
From out  the shallowness of being-deep; 

I lmow some day t h a t  r i s i n g  I s h a l l  see  
Trsnsf i g u r a t i o n  of t h i s  e n t i t y ;  
Behold t h i s  hcnr t ,  unconque rnb ly  f pee, 
In new-born bcauty  'blaze immutc".bly, 

' Fee l  courr?.gc: surge a c r o s s  the s o u l ' s  v a s t  spcn, 
i.nd &re the  f i g h t  -- a r e c r e a t e d  mn.  



LET US BE1'I'-RE LEST Y'E TOO PIRJdLY HOLZ 

L c t  us bemrr; l c s t  we too f i rmly hold 
Thct only he i s  poet v~ho can s e t  
Frc.grncnts of beauty i n  '~hc w r i t e r ' s  mould. 
1,11 l i f e  y i e ld s  poetry; and s o m  wlzo l e t  
The gems of t h e i r  conceptual worlds ,go by 
I!loving no pen t o  bind them to  a page, 
,.re l i k e  bird lovcrs  who l c t  t h e i r  plumed f r i e n d s  f l y ,  
Too f r e e  thcmselvcs t o  countcnz.izcc a c?.gc; 
Are d ivers  rho ~ ~ ~ i t h  ckep fp-thomned be?-uty bound 
Froget thc p c ~ . r l s  thcy sought. Pa in tc rs  a r e  they 
Whose p c l e t t c s  l i c  bc,thcd i n  evening &:'I, s o  govmcd 
In bcnuty i s  the entrancing end of dcy. 
Thcir vcry ~veal th  i n  wnzt r i c h  l i f e  a f fords  
Precludca these poc ts bequccthing novcn viordc. 



Ah, ~ c l o v e d !  Are you dreaming 
Of those path~vays s tcep  2nd f a i r ?  
My bclovcd, a r c  you dreaming 
Of Lhosc he ight2  v~hcrc s t z r s  a rc  glecu'ning? 
Are they l o a t  t o  memory's seeming? 
Do you mi:s themv? Do you care? 
Oh! Bclovea, a r e  you drepming 
O f  our mountains t r i e d  and dear? 

When a t  1c.ct ikr . th 's  ~ ~ n g s l  c a l l e t h  
And vie answer -- r i s e  t o  go, 
When a t  l a s t  ~eath's Ankeel c c l l e t h ,  
When the S t n r  of L i fe  dovm f a l l e t h ,  
Land the v i s i o n  thc t  e n t h r a l l e t h  
W i l l  be .ours  n t  l a s t  t o  know, 
When a t  l a s t   oath'^ i'ngel c a l l e t h  
We shall see  the long ngo! 

For a l l  l i f e ' s  delightsome gladness ,  
i r l l  the r i p p l e  of i t s  r i l l s ,  
1~x1 l i f c  ' s  joy 2nd glc-am rLnci glccliine~s, 
1~11 i ts  o f t - r ecur r ing  sadness,  
A l l  you th ' s  b r i e f  spr ingt ime of madnesa 
Cling around t h o ~ e  a n c i e n t  h i l l s ;  
611 the pain, the  l o s s  the g l rdness  0 That o m  cup of l i f c  o e r f i l l s .  

Mountain passes,  may God blcss  you, 
Keep you ever  proud xld f r e e !  
Belov 'd path~vays my God b l e s s  you! 
Misty 1vre~i;hs of love  c a r e s s  you, 
Never man's rude f o r c e  d i s t r e s s  you9 
From your crovms remove one t r e e ;  
IAotxntain passes ,  may God b l e s s  you 
Far your g i f t s  t o  mine and me! 

L 



Bwbera Stephanie Ornsby 
(1899- 

A GEZLTLIN BEGGAR, NAtED LIImUS - 

Lazarus l i e s  st, Dives ' gate, 
Content v i t h  crunbs from Dives' p l a t e  
H i s  s e rv i t o r s  m e  s i s t e r s  h m i n  - 
Snect Poverty, and the Sibyl, Pain. 

Laemus l i e s  2-t Dives' gate, 
For him the sk ics  unfold t h e i r  s t a t e ,  
And i r r i f icscent  hours run  
The golden ~ , m u t  of the  sun. 

Folding grea t  vsings, Tine s i t s  with him 
Unt i l  the laggcrd any p o n s  d i m ,  
Through trakeful gloons the  spheres un i t e  
I n  s t a r r y  song f o r  h i s  de l i& t .  

Hidden redes of the aus ty  g r r s s  
He lea rns ,  and mzrks the  n i s c  r n t s  p~wa;  
O r ,  i n  2 br i e f ,  Spring-chancbd hour, 
Frequents the shr ine  of n tmyside flower. 

Trees m e  h i s  t u to r s ,  nodcling high 
I n  t r m q u i l  t c l k  aga ins t  t h e  sky; 
The r c i n  is  h i s  i n t e r p r e t e r  
O f  doubts t h a t  r~dce, of dre,uns t h a t  stir.  

Gossip of ~ n n d s  t h e t  rove the  e a r t h  
And to:m-bred b i rds ,  i s  h i s  f o r  mirth; 
And ,ancient t-risdon, strong, profo'und, 
He cleans from cobble-stones around. 

H i s  tho answering love t h a t  Lies 
Within a dog's zdoring eyes; 
The sympathis ing tenderness 
That ~ ? e l l s ' w i t h i n  E? mute cai-ess. 

God's &toner hc of t reasure  rare 
To each s t reet -urchin  paused t o  s t a r e ;  
Vhen crude young laughter yie lds  i ts  place 
Before Compassion' s holy  grace. 

Lnzarus l y i n ~  i n  Abrah,?nls b rcns t  
Hath sron of e i t h e r  world the  bes t ,  
And proved the promise sent  from Heaven - 
"To him t h a t  hnth s h a l l  norc be given". 



You ~rho rimy corm a hundred years 
Lf-ter our troublccl bones are  d u s t ,  
Pmoeeing stztcsm~?n,  born Lo lead, 
find war th ic  s t  of thc pc ople ' 6 . t r u s t ,  

Turn these few pcges i n  t h a t  hour 
Rhen by darl; doubts you a rc  cssailcd 
O f  whet i t b o o t s  t o  shzpe their power -- 
Resd ~ h a t  we boil and where we f a i l e d ;  

And barb the \-lord -7rith wisdoril fit, 
I-nd bu i ld ,  0 bui id ,  vrherc we but &ec?nz: 
3xpose, w d o ,  r cpc i r ,  extcnd, 
As you, 0 iws t e r ,  b e s t  mzy ticern, 
But l~?lintsoe'er of ours you keep, 
?.'l?ntcvcr fa& s or diaacpearr;, 
,lbovc a11 else I-:c send you ";his -- 
The flsming f:itll OF' t n c ~ e  f i r s - t  yer?.rso 



URK VOICES He be Vaughan 

(agol - 

 here's beauty i n  these voices,  Do not  base 
Your juament purely  on the affrighted s t r e e t ,  
The howling mob, the quarre l ,  o r  repeat  

Your scathing s t r i c t u r e s  on the market place. 
There's beauty alv~ays urgent  in  this race 

That baffles bondago from its sure r e t r e a t  
I O f  song and laugnter .  Loud and low and sweet 

There's beauty i n  these voices, by ~od's grace. 

Detect two lovers  wldcrncsth the s t a r s ,  
Hear thc lone worker as he v ~ o ~ l c s  and sings, 

The Clrristmas cho i r s  whose joyous mart ia l  bars  
Go f o r t h  t o  g r e e t  the new born K i n g  of Kings, 

Lnd, a f t c r  tiis lifers numerous f r e t s  and jars, 
The f r iends  who mourn the end of terrene thingc. 



Vhat golden yecrs were visioned f o r  her cake 
She nuot n o t  know, nor \i(~hc-.-b d e l i g h t s  tvcrc? llnnned; 
She 111~~s t n c t  luiow vhnt  joys have f l e d  -Lf-il. k.nd 
To rnmk hcr  c b ~ e n c c  , nor what longii7g ITL?I.[C 
Thio dull month s t i l l  more lcadcn,  nor vhnt  ache 
IJow burdens s ig ing ,  S i lence  i2us-L v r i t h u  t: :nd 
Her colC f orgc t fu lncss ,  and. ~ o v e '  o own hr~ncl 
Must wr i te  t h i s  vow c.lthough h i s  proud h c n r t  brc?.k. 
fa6  s o  no vrail, no t e a r s ,  no t-rish, no sigll 
Elust come from him, S i l ence  n l o i ~ e  i s  moot.  
For he must r i s e  c".bovc remembcrcd thingo 
As conmon mcn f i x  t y r c n t s  w i t h  t h e i r  cyc 
And f n i l i n g ,  t r y  t o  towcr i n  de fea t ,  
./nd cap t ive ,  s t i l l  acquirc: thc  ,?.ir of kings,  



H. A .  Vaughan 

(1901 - 
h a v e  me t o  my l i t t l e  land 
Tethered li lre c t r ee ,  
Near the  lovca I understand - 
 love^ thfit nurture me. 

Let my roo t s  go deep, go &cp, 
Seeking f ~ b l c d  streams , 
\Yhile the track winds sound and nvfeep 
Through the leafy  dreams. 

L e t  the f i e r c e  wide noontide hea t  
Hzunt my sap w i t h  pain; 
;If terwards v r i l l .  seem more swee t 
Rcvclry o f  r a i n ,  

And the  stir of a l l  w i l d  things, 
Hzrcs, and bees, and b i rds ,  
Turn my f a i n t  irnaginings 
In to  golden words, 

Then above the day's vain noise ,  
Strong,  secure ,  a t  peace, ' 

I shell spread c s ~ c n t i a l  joys 
For the world' s r e  lease,  

Save tha t  i n  the l i g h t  or dark  
Vhen two lovers  come , 
I shall tremblc as I hark, 
'i'ranced l i k e  thcm and ~mb.  



P h i l i p  Sherlock 
(1902 - 

Across the sand I san a black maan s t r i d e  
To f e t c h  h i s  f i s l i i n ~  gear an2 broken things,  

And s i l e l i t l y  t hc t  splendid body c r i e d  
Its proud descent from anc ien t  ch i e f s  an& kings. 

,\cross the snad I saw him naked s t r i d e :  
Sand h i s  black body i n  th; sun ' s  1-?1,i LC l i g h t  

The ve lve t  coolness of dark f o r e s t s  wide, 
The blackness of the jungle 's  s t a r l e s s  night.  

He stood beside the o l d  canoe which lay 
Upon the beach; mwpt up within h i s  arms 
The broken n e t s  and care less  lounged ~ I ~ I Z . ~  
Tovmrds h i s  vre tched hut., . , , 
Nor knew how f i e r c e l y  spolte h i s  b o a  then 
O f  anc ien t  wealth and savage r e g a l  men. 
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k RFdAUTY TOO OF TWISz.'$- TREES - . - Ph i l i p  1J. Sherlock 
11 

I (1902 - B 

A BEAUTY too of twisted t r e e s  
The ..irsh ins is tence  of the 'wind 
\' 'rites lines of l ove l ines s  vri thin 
The being of t h i s  t o r tu red  .trunk. 
I know t h a t  sorile there arc  khat spr ing 
In e f f o r t l e s s  pe r f ec t ion  still, 
No beauty there or  twis ted  t r ees  
O f  broken branch gnG to r tu red  trunk 
And knot tea  roo t  tha-t t h r u s t s  i t s  way 
Impatient of the c l ig ing  clay. 

John who l e a p t  In the  woiiib has f l e d  
Into  the d e s e r t  t o  waken the dead, 

I H i s  naked body broken and to rn  
Knovis no thing now of ~e thlehem' s peace, 
And w i l d  of mood and f i e r c e  of face  
He  s t r i v e s  alone i n  t h a t  lonely place. 
Ezekiel  t o o  saw the dry bones l i v e  
The flames e.nd sxolce and c o n f l i c t  give 
k l igh tn ing  f l a s h  t o  the dead iiiin's s i g h t  
And Moses srnote the rock, no rock 
I n  a  weary cactus-land Lo mock 
Hollovr men s t u f f e d  with straw, bu t  a rock 
That f r e e l y  pours from i t s  r iven  s ide  
Water f o r  those who e l s e  had died.. , 

And hangs on a  t a i s t e d  t r e e  
A broken body f o r  those 771110 see, 
Jill the vforld, f o r  those who see 
Hangs i t s  hope on a twis ted  t r e e ,  
And the broken branch and the t o r tu red  trunk 
Lrc the stubborn evidence of growth 
And record proud of o t , r iFc ,  of l i f e .  

ii beauty 'coo of  tvrioted t rees .  



Long klountain, r i s e  
L i f t  you' shoulC'er, b l o t  the moon. 
Black tine s t a r s ,  hide tho sk i e s ,  
Long Mountain, r i s c ,  l i f t  you' shoulclcr high. 

Black of skin  and vrhi t e  of ' govm 
Black of n ight  and candle l i g h t  
' ihfitc cgains t  thc black of t r e e s  
'rend a i t e r  vihitc aga ins t  the gloom, 
Black of mountnin high up there 
Long l~lountain, r i s c ,  
Lift you' shoulcler, b l o t  the moon, 
Black the s t a ~ s ,  b l m k  the sky 

Africz among the t r e c s  
Ls ia  with her  mystcries 
'.'Jeaving white in  flov:-.rr.x gown 
Black Long ?,4ountnin looking down 
Sees thc shcpl.lerG and h i s  f l o c k  
Dance and s ing 2nd wisdon mock, 
Dancc and s ing  2nd f a l l s  away 
ill1 the c i v i l i s e C  today 
Dance and s i n 3  and f c n r s  l e t  loose; 
Here thc ancient  gods t h z t  choose 
Man f o r  v ic t im,  i ~ m i i  f o r  h ~ ~ t e  
Man f o r  s a c r i f i c e  t o  f a t e  
Hate and f e a r  and rslchess b l a c k  
Dance before the al tnrir  vh i tc  
Comcr; %he c i r c l e  c loser  st211 
Shepherd weave your p a t t e r n  old 
Afr ica  among -Lhe t r e e s  
Asia with her rqys-kcries. 

Black of n igh t  and white of govm 
Tv'lrrite of a l t a r ,  b lack  of t r e e s  
'Swing dc c i r c l c  wide cgein 
F a l l  and cry m s i s t e r  now 
Let de s p i r i t  come again 
F l ing  awry LC ~ l c a h  nn! bone 
Let de s p i r i t  hstve a home." 
Grunting lovr 2nd i n  the dmk 
?!hite of govm and c i r c l i n g  dance 
Gone to-day an6 a l l  cont'rol 
Now the deed are i n  control  
Power o f  the pest r e tu rns  
fd'rica t~nlong the t r e e s  
Lsio. with her n ~ s t c r f e s .  

s lack  the  s t a r s ,  hide thc sky 
L i f t  you' shoulder,  b l o t  the moon, 
Long Lfountc~ i n  r i s e  . 



P h i l i p  Shcrlock 

(1902 - 
Peacock s t r u t t i n g  bold  2s  brass 
Dragging Esdrns by the hand . 
Sextant 17ir"~ving, q u a a a n t  countlng 
Rudgy-f 2. ce d 2.nG rud&y-liiincle d 
Colon offered Isabella 
Worlds of gold and f u l l  salva-Lion 
Paid  with lilinted dzl.ys of storm 
Nights of svtenting fear mcl doubt 
SerL-snakc s dragons ghost ly f i r e s  
Senseless searching , homemrd longing 
Ships b e l l s  counting off the  yecrs 
t o  the ctrangc P-nd burning Fountain 
O f  the hope f o r  Parcdise,  
Europe s ick and i n  confusion 
Caravels oh scek sa lva t ion  
\;.here the  ~ v - t c r s  touch thc skyline 
~reetv~aard s a i l  f o r  Paradise,  

Cha-cha Rurnb~L Jump and dive . 
Holy Rol le r s  I-Iallelu jah 
Jump ~ o d ' s  ch i l luns ,  l i v e  it  up 
Shckc you legs boy 
T w i r l  2:ou h ips  g i r l  
Live it UD 
segregation Television 
Bubble gw.1 mi! ce llopllane 
Live it up 
Rock and Roll. 
Oh Columbus Hallelujah 
S2.v~ mc Soul. 



NIGHTFALL RT SAUTEURS P h i l i p  Sherlock 

"Eight milcs beyond V i c t o r i ~ .  i n  Grenada is Sauteurs 
(~ronounced Sooters;  population 1,200). I t  is of i n t e r e s t  a s  having 
been the scene of a ru th l e s s  massacre of the Caribs, a number of 
whom, pursued by the  French under Le Compte i n  1650, rushed 
up a narrow and difficv.:.t path known t o  themselves alone, and 
thrcw themselves over the cd e oaf the c l i f f  (Le IiIorne des 
Snuteurs o r  the Leapers R i l l 7  ovcrlookiilg the bay. The French 
who l o s t  one inan only then s e t  f i r e  t o  the cottages and 
provision crops of the Csribs,  and having destroyed or  taken 
away everything beloll-ing t o  tiem re turned a s  Du Tertre v naively  descr ibes  it bien joyeux'." 

( A q i n a ~ l ' s  Guide t o  the  West Indies.) 

Some golden boy perchcame 
H i s  glowing sk in  a r ~ i r r o r  f o r  the sun 
Himself the f i r s t  i n  diving froi ;~ the rock 
That bu t t r e s se s  t h i s  c l i f f ;  so keen of eye the first 
I n  searching out  the lobs te re  with h i s  bone-tipped cpesr 
Or racing h i s  small c r a f t  across  the bay 
With f l a sh ing  onr; from t b i s  gsunt c l i f f  
That flame an2 fury  brought t o  b i r t h ,  this field 
Long 'ca.rned with t o i l ,  s o  gentle  now v?ith g rass  
He f i r s t  discerned agziinst the morning sky 
h t i n y  cloud t h a t  slowly grea i n t o  
A monstrous s a i l .  Si;:ift sprang t o  l i f e  
The nightmare tali.8 h i s  f a t h e r  t o l d  of men 
With shining spearc and sharp d f v i d i n ~  swords 
That never dulled,  more gurposeful i n  hate 
More ho t ly  f i e rcc  ir, t h e i r  i n t e n t  to  k i l l  
Than Huracan vrho s t r i p s  and brcnks the t r e e s  
And hovls h i s  maniac T.rag across thc raging seas 
'Vfth s t i l l n e s s  i n  h i s  s teps  
And othcr  d2.y~ t o  come. 
Through f i e l d  an4 f o r e s t  brenthlcss  f a s t  he speeds 
To shout h i s  f c a ~ ~ f u l  news of s a i l s  aga ins t  the sky. 

I sce the s a i l s  agains t  thc evening sky 
,tad knov~ Lhcm f o r  ?;ha=: f i s h i n g  c r~? . f t  that hon~~vard  drivc 
Before tnc constznt Trades, this c l i f f  
The mark for hc ,ie t o  those 
l.c,lho now vrith red-rir.xed eyes an6 sweet content 
Bring i n  t l icir  jerrelled harvest:  on ';;he beach 
I'he s l an t ing  bal.?uoc. poles  w i t h  dr ipping n e t s  
And l i n e s ,  thc boys 
That dig f o r  s h e l l  f i s h  i n  the sand 
The -<?ood-s~iokc cof t l y  blue,  I pe at ch . , 
Tho :-lon;~ ? ; , , i ~ ~ ~ ~  '. .. ̂  . 1.1 ,' 4 . r i i i i ~ 2  r : ~ c l  
The diver poiscd Zpon -the rock belovj 
A ski f f  asleep E p G L  sile rose-red bay 
And l i f t  my eyes t o  Gee aga ins t  the dying l i g h t  
A svriftly GPOI-ling cloud 
0 mushroom S!I: .PC 



h SWORD OF FM!E 

P h i l i p  Sherlock 
(1902 - 

Clear as  the  c l e a r  sun ' s  l i g h t  
So c l e a r  i s  the  crater's f l i g h t  
From the  blacl: rocks dovrn 
To the  wait ing sand eager and brocm, 
Near Gordoii To~m, 
And c l e a r  tluough t he  hroad green leaves 
And the shining spears or' t h e  water reeds 
Through the  tangled neb of vine and r o o t  
O f  tangled roo t s  blaclc and n e t  
17ith t h e  shining water drops 
A s  snif't i n  i t s  c r y s t a l  f l i g h t  the  r i v e r  
Leaves the  rock f o r  t h e  sand and pebbles. 

The rock and the  l i g h t  and t h e  weaving stream, 
Fluid znd f i xed  and fervent .  

Trumpets blow and the  dead a r i s e  
Clanking bones and dead men's c r i e s .  
Shiver the mountains huddled c lose  
Beneath t h e i r  shiver ing coats o f  green 
F lu id  now where once was rock 
Efelting now where once was s t a b l e  
Liquid flovrs volcanic rock . 
And t h e  brazen sky i s  mad with sound 
And t h e  sun and t h e  moon and t h e  s t a r s  appear 
And t he  blazing sky and t h e  melting h i l l s  
Uilcover the roo t s  o f  being t h a t  lay 
Buried beneath t h e  c r u s t  of  clay.  
Fire l eaps  headlong from the  sky 
And t he  rock and the  l i g h t  and the m a v i n g  stream 
J o i n  i n  the flaming dance t h a t  t h r i l l s  
Through the  e a r t h  and t h e  firmament 
For t h a t  which vas f i xed  i s  f l u i d  non 
And the  shaken a r e  the  sh r i ve l l ed  sk ies  
Ablaze n i t l i  the thousand l u n a t i c  eyes, 

The black rocks tn i s t  and vmithe and run 
Red t i i th  the blood r e d  l i g h t  of the sun 
The f i r e  has claimed i t s  ancient  place 
The f i r e  which s l e p t  wi thin  the  rock 
The f i r e  mliich s l e p t  n i t h i n  the  eslrth 
The f i r e  srhich s l e p t  wi thin  the t r e e s  
The f i r e  vrhich s l e p t  wi thin  t he  clouds 
!The f i r e  which s l e p t  n i t h i n  the  sk i e s  
The f i r e  t h a t  s l e p t  has come t o  b i r t h  
And s ea l s  vrith flamc the shaking earth.  
And lcaps  with quivering f l anks  of flame 
Through the  vroods and through the rocks 
And lcaps  from cloud t o  crcs ted cloud 
And f l anc s  across t he  sh r i ve l l ed  sky. 
F i r e  t h a t  flamed where Eden stood 
A sword of flame. 

Eden s tands  by Cardon T o m  
Cool with -thc green o f  leaves arid cool  
Vi th  gleaming water and dripping rock 
And cool rrith the  tangled black of roo t s  
Vhcre t he  r i v e r  Leaps from the tangled rocks t o  the sand 

and pcbblcs. 
Green and black and f l a s h  of s i l v e r .  

And around and beneath and about the  placc 
Thc: f l a s h  of  a flamin@ sword 
The f i r e  holds s t i l l  its ancient  place.  



SLZCP TIP.'S9 BOY - -- 
( ~ o r  Noel ~ethcrsole) 

Sleep time bog 
Slush a bye; 

Slccp tiliic, boy, 
S ' L ~  C; one <LOW 
Tr?.velling f:.st 
Light a l l  drzincd f ro~il out  the .sky 
G r c c ~ n e s s  i lrcincd froir~ a l l  tne ?-!orlG 

I i;:..rrcs now tt;-.ken f r o n  thc trees 
Cedar, yokc V O O ~ ,  Spanish elm 
Lcparatc no lor,l;.cr ~i:ad 
Ncxclcss ~ h s p c c  trc;~s come toge thcr  
Iiush a bye. 

P h i l i p  Sherlock. 
(1902 - 

Sleep t i ne ,  bo;~, 
Night den f z l l i n g  
Criclcct s inging? t r c c  f r o n  vihis t l ing 
I'Tigh t b r c  c ze stlrr i . 1 ~  
Tlrrou.gh thc coril f i e l d  2.nC. the  yarn f i c l d  
DoTim beyond thc b a ~ b c  cue 
PccZ *-"lo breeze from Ga1le.s I1loun"c-in 
Rich v:ith ccrcocsee ?.nd mint  
Hush a bye. 

Bi- t tcr  arort! 
B i t t e r  song 
Brc~.ks thc bough the c rad le  f a l . ~ c  
Lnd  no s h a l l  li?mc t h i s  drLrkne ss n i g h t  
O r  s l c c p  t h i s  quie  tnc  sa 
Round eyes  c loscd  p-gr-inst thc l i g h t ?  

0 grovm mnnn, go rub your cycs 
See th; dTr lnzcc  fcc6-ing life 
I-Thilc "LC; rou.ild cycn  c losc  i n  s l e e p  
i - o  the bud:: v i t h  n igh t  d c ~ :  f e d  
Durgcon 2.t Llzc Light of d !y 

thc  tzndcr  1c7vcs rcilc~-:~d 
Meet t h ~  c h ~ ~ l l e n g e  of? thc: l i g h t  
0 grovm men, go rub your cycs 
Go 'iehold horr yonder -tree 
Thcrc bc yolid -Lhc ~ i i i n i i ~ z  I?.-,zz 
Glozimi:~g Zrccn as 2 o l i s h ~ S i  ~ l ~ s s  
C?.rries c-iiill i t s  snxre of ni;ht 
Huch c. bye, 

So g c n t l c  
Slccp time now; 
b leep  time t o  f o l l o ~ i  ~i~~~.l~iix 
Bcge t t i i l g  then Gcpr,r t in$ 
Time, grovm i,i:--n, t o  t u r n  sccurc 
To the sofk cnfol&ing n i g h t  
Iiunh a bzc. 



mEES HIS TZSTfJiEtrlT 
(A Goodbye for  ale^) 

. / 

P h i l i p  Shcrlock 
(1902 - 

Daley'a dead; dust  now, gonc f o r  good 
Fnr over Jordnn side 
Lef t  h i s  body t h i s  side 
O f  the cold r i ve r .  
Dead nov, gonc f o r  good 
Nobody sce him till Kingdom come' 
find the trur~ipet c n l l  beyond the r i v e r  
And the r o l l  c a l l .  
Gonc f o r  good. 
L i p s  greedy once f o r  a vromn's b r e a s t  
S t i l l  now ?.nd s i l c n t  
Pnsturc fo r  the worm 
Then &us-t. 

Daley was n plurnbcr, 
Served his time t o  Hard Up, 
Hungry Belly iv~.lkcd beside him 
Never l c f  t h i m  p i e  t, 
Through the slum he hcd fo r  home 
Frorn door t o  door he asked 
If -they wanted t o i l e t s  f i x e d  
I-md the; laughed f o r  the t o i l e t  wasn' t t h e i r s  anyrrvny. 
Ualked c a d  traliipcd from door t o  door 
Raising ccsh f o r  peace of mind, 
Pocket f u l l  i s  b e l l y  f u l l  
Belly f u l l  is  pecce of mind. 
Hungry Belly never l e f t  him, 
Grinned 2nd gnal:?ed and never l e f t  him 
plumber' s dcc3. now, gone f o r  good. 
Daley ' s dsad. 

Hungry Belly r e s t l e s s  talked 
PvThcn he saw i z i s  Daleg buy 
P ~ . i n t  nnd cznvas f o r  P. p ic tu re  
For a p ic tu re  i~lhen a plumber h.161 t o  l i v e .  
But thc pa in te r  n2s a-seeking 
For the something t h a t  he couldn't  t e l l  about 
That he knew insiGe hirnsclf hc must sectrch ~ . n d  sez.rch 2nd 

f ind ,  
Knock 2nd knock u n t i l  hc f i n d  

'.. Pas t  the quest ions and d iv i s ions  
Pas t  the doubtings and the t roubles  
Pas t  t l ~ c  doors and rows of doors 
T i l l  a t  l a s t  hc savr it  a l l  i n  the t r ee s ;  
They were qu ie t  z.nd a t  peace in the pas tures  
Lnd besidlc, the vn te rs  s t i l l  
a d  upon thc mountain s ide  
\;there the drought would parch thc roo t s  
f ad  the hurricane would ta/alk i n  the su-mler. 
Trunks and roo t s  were hard  and tori; 
Branches broken shor t ,  and t-wristcd, 
J u s t  t o  ireci? a foo t ing  the-ri 
J u s t  t o  be a l i v ing  Crce. 
Plumberf s hand :!nd p a i n t e r ' s  e y e ,  
Plurnbcr's de2d a d  gone f o r  good, 
Dalcy ' s de2.d. 

I 



Ovor now the search f o r  s i l v e r  
Gone a ~ c y  i s  Hungry Belly 
O f f  t o  f i n d  a r rcsh  cornp?nion; 
Dust thc f c c t  t h a t  walked bcs id i  h i m ,  
Turned t o  6-ust the i~lwnber 's  hr?.nda 
But t h e  t r e e s  s t i l l -  st?.nd toge thcr 
Like  thcy'rc shouting over Jordcin, 
And upon that  skull-shaped h i l l  top  
When the eye of day i s  clean 
Stand two t r e e s  with b i t t e r  bearing 
And betlareen the  t v ~ o  a t r e e  
One bctwecn the two t h a t  lifts 
Bright  flowering. 



Hot~ tender the her-rt  grows 
f ~ t  the twilight hour, . 

More cwec-t seerns the perfume 
Of the sunless flower. 

Una Marson 
(1905 - 

Come quickly, vings of night, 
The twi l igh t  h u r t s  t o o  deep; 
LC t darkness wrap the vforld around, 
My pain w i l l  go t o  sleep. 



I .  

THE 'SIND IS PJOT .-- -.. 1, - .*.-=.. LYRE, A .. , Roger- Mais ' 
I (1905 - 

The wind i s  n o t  a l y r e  nor  a l u t e  
Nor any wind instrument nor  a n y  s t r inged 
Instrument. 
Nor any in~t rwnent  l ike  p icco lo  o r  f l u t e .  
The wind is  a g ree t  rmcstro', w i t h  long 
Streaming ha i r ,  
Lmd mad w i t h  the msrihess of a great  hlaestro. 



The t r e e  rras a long time &owing 
Nrikcd man with h i s  God 
None on a nountain 
'ilalking a nountain 
Out of his l o i n s  tho  seed 

Derr i s  good t o  the  grass 
And the  stars cire t e a r s  
On the  eye l ids  of night,  n igh t  
Black l i k e  her  brother.  

Out  of a s t rong  man's side 
The blood, the  seed 
Out of oycs burning i n  nadness 
Tho terns ,  l i lcc  stars 
On the eye l ids  of night.  

Take courage, brother! 

For the good of the  seed 
One n m  nont  under the  ground 
One man and a mill ion.  

One nan aying i n  India  
A n i l l i o n  of  f,mine 
0 f l e s h  t o  succor 
And hands t o  bleed! 

One ncn out of xricr: 
A n i l l i o n  out  of Ilf%ico 
Singing t h e i r  songs they ccne -- 
And clcnking the i r  chcins 

One m.n out  of Africa 
A . n i l l i o n  out  o f  N ' r i ca  
With blood ho t  t o  lovo 
lind t o  kill at need . . . 
The t r e e  ncs c long  tine moving 

One n2.n out o f  3 mountain 
N&ed blcck son of Afr ica  
I n  h i s  l o i n s  the  seed. 



Roger 1:Jais 
(19 05- 

12on of ideas ou t l ive  t h e i r  t i ne s  
la idca  held  by such r. nnn dces no t  end n i t h  h i s  death 
IIis l i f e  bleeding array goes dorm 
Into  the  earth,  and thcy gron l i k e  secd 
Tho idca  t h c t  i s  not  l o s t  with the ncs te  of  r s ing le  l i f e  
Like secd springing up c nul t i tude  

They hznged Gordon from ;I boon 
Rigged i n  f ron t  of  the Court House 
They hanged h in  with eighteen others f o r  conpony 
lmd Jesus had bu t  tno 
But tho ideas f o r  r-rhhich Gordon l i v e d  
Did no t  hang v i t h  h in  
lmd the  g rea t  soc i a l  revolut ion f o r  which Jasus died 
Did not d ie  n i t h  h in  
Trro nen thcy na i led  rrith Jesus s idc  by s idc  
Eighteen r.?cnt t o  hznd trith Gorilon f r o n  tlic new-rigged boon 
But. t h e  idea  of equol i ty  m d  jilstice with Gordon 
Vent i n t o  tho ground 2nd sprung up l i k e  secd, o nu l t i tude  
d hundred years the socd was 2-grorfing i n  tho ground 
A hundred yecrs i s  no t  too long 
A hundred yc7xs i s  not too soon 
A hunbed  yecrs i s  a t i n e  md a season 
And o l l  things nust  rrai t  a t i n c  a d  c scason 
And the  t i n c  the  season f o r  each growing thing 
I s  the my, 2nd there  i s  no othcr 
The t i n e  and the season of  i t s  growing 2nd bear ing f r u i t  
l z c  inhcrcnt  i n  the  nature of' thc seed 
And inherent  i n  it i s  i t s  grocth 2nd i t s  f rui t  
And this i s  the nay thcro is no other  

l~undrcd y e u s  i s  not t o o  long 
For t he  sccd t o  bu r s t  i t s  husk undcr t hc  ground 
l a d  cleave a pcth m d  press uprrmd 
Lad t h r u s t  a green blade i n  t r i m p h  a t  t h e  sun 
Do not be ~"mxious f o r  t he  house t h a t  i s  a-building 
For t h e  unsotn acres under the  plough 
For 611 things avrait c t i n e  ?ad c season. 



Gold arc  the  f r u i t  of  night,  
Golden f o r  laughter ... 
Stzr-2.pples on laaen boughs 
L i t t l e  cosnic apples 
Gay i n  the from of night  
Their wise l i g h t  dapples. 

I s~.v: one shaken dorm 
F'ron i t s  br-mch to-night. 

It f c l l  vi thout  sound 
Far, Far out  of s i gh t  - 
Beyond, beyond the rin 
O f  n igh t ' s  dark bor7;L; 

(GOC gent t h a t  His ne t  was by 
Scving i t s  soul!) 

Yet, vhy woe=, f o r  f c l l e n  s t a r s  - 
F r u i t  of Inf  inj.ty - 
lTno planned t he  orch,wd there ,  
Planned t h e i r  hererzfter ... 
Go16 a re  the fruit o f  night,  
Golden f o r  laughter.  



Ro gcr Mais 
(1905- 

ALL &EN COTE TO THE HILLS 

J i l l  nc?n cone t o  the h i l l s  
Finally. . ,  

ldcn f ron  the  ae'eps of the p l a in s  of the  sea  - 
!fiere s t~ind-  in- thc- s a i l  i s  hopo , 
That long desi re ,  2nd long ne,arincss f u l f i l s  - 
Cone cgcin t o  t he  h i l l s .  

And ncn vrith dusty, broken f e e t ;  
Proud nen, lone nen like nc, 
Seeking again the  sou l ' s  deeps - 
O r  a shzllon grave 
Fpr fkon the  t unu l t  o f  the  navc - 
-* 93cre a b i rd '  s no-tc notions the s i l ence  in .  . . 
The vrhite k i s s  o f  s i lence t h a t  the s p i r i t  s t i l l s  
S t i l l  as a cloud o f  n indless  sa i l  horizon-hung 

above the blue g lass  of the  sen - 
Cono zgain t o  the h i l l s . . .  

Cone ever, f i n a l l y .  



G. A. Hmi l ton  
(1910- 

SONG FOR A SYNTHESIS 

I RCS ~ 2 1 %  nctcr ,  r~ashing c l l  d i e n  Shores, 
. 

Cit izen of t he  norld, c c l l i n g  no lcnd hone, 
Creature of f lux  and chcngc. 

Burns i n  ny blood the  i c y  f i r e  of Nomzy 
Tho hot  red f l w e  of Afr icc  
The evcn glovr of En@cnil. 

1Jon t i i lcs conpel i n t o  t h i s  in lcnd sea, 
' Out of ny l i f e ,  out  of t h i s  1r.nd s h a l l  gron 

F r u i t  s t rong v i t h  the  sclt 's shzrp b i t t e rne s s ,  
Rose v;lm with the sun's r e d  glow, 
Song f o r  e te rn i ty ,  
Song f o r  a s s t h c s i s .  



G, A. Hamilton 
(1910 - 

PORT ROYAL 

Seelc n o t  here now the  s t a r t l i n g  incident,  
Fire on flashing brass,  the  formal eplendour, 
Nor violence c lus te r ing  suddenly a t  s c r e e t  corners. 
The neasurcd ebb and flow 
Leaves no obst ruct ion i n  the oyster  s h e l l  
Round which t o  bu i l d  your pear ls .  

Here glory i s  buried under the  f a l l e n  stone. 
I n  the  dim twi l igh t  of t h e  ocean bed 
Only the  sea  crabs craw1 the  darkened s t r ee t s ,  
And i n  t he  s i l e n t  h a l l s  
The many-branched candles burn around the  sleeping, 
Forever quenchless, shedding t h e i r  f i t f u l  l i g h t ,  

And the  b e l l s  t o l l ,  
And the b e l l s  t o l l ,  forevcr cal l ing,  
Call ing f o r  the f i n a l  approbation, 
Call ing f o r  t he  garlands of f r e sh  f l o ~ r e r s ,  
Tho shed t e a r  and the  melancholy music, 
Call ing f o r  b u r i a l  i n  the  afternoon, 
Sleep i n  w a r m  ear th ,  with the long shadows s lant ing.  

0 white me t h e  f l onc r s  t he  mind throws on the vrater, . e 

Blossoming suddenly and a s  suddenly f l e e t i ng ,  
And golden the  t e n d r i l s  of l i g h t ,  and various. i t s  roses .  
0 sad a r e  the f e e t  of the  sea  on t he  shore i n  the  evening, I, 

?.!ournft~l i t s  songs, t h e i r  music a murmuring prayer. 

Only t hc  narrow lanes  rcmembcr 
t 

The s e c r e t  assignations,  
Tho silks m d  s a t i n s  spurning the f i l t h  and mud, 
The nusic  and the laughter ,  
The hasty  dagger and the  red  blood floriing 
And ningl ing i , i th  the  a p i l t  rrine i n  t he  gu t te r .  

The br igh t  dcy f a l l i n g  on thc broken houses 
Discovers only  
The g inger - l i ly ' s  unexpected beauty 
Blossoming i n  the f e s t e r i ng  desola t ion c 
Perfection of young f l s s h  6Torrn tall and s t r a i g h t ,  
Sucked up;ards by t he  sun ,and f u l l  of laughter,  
And moulded t o  the s ca ' s  ii-ill. 

Discovers only thcse, 
And o ld  v a l l s  s t a ined  by a thousand afternoons 
Remembering t h e i r  glory. 

I ,  



Gerald A .  Hamilton 
(1910 - 

~ u n n e r  v:as ~~a2.n crnd assured, 
; : l ~ i n g  75th cc rc fu l ly  composed l i n b s  on the beaches 
..-dcr ... the  s t y l i z e d  palms, f o r  the  t o u r i s t  poster ,  , 

y s t r id ing  n i t h  conf idcnce across i t s  l ams  
xd boat-itiful gardens, secure i n  s u n l i a t  . 
~ 7 3  cer ta in  i n  the   cat s t rcng th  of i t s  t r ees ,  
$0 t,?ll, n i t h  the a t h l e t e ' s  grace, t h e  cathcdral f  s  s t a t e l y  splendour, 
:,r,d nearing tho  f i g ' s  v i r i l i t y  of leaves, 
S i t  eyr ie  f o r  t hc  poised ha ;kfs  arrogant assurance. 

3 time of n ice  precis ion and knovm dinension 
:right l i g h t  and shade;: quarteying t he  g r r ss ,  
Pmctunting t i n e  twixt  uork m d  play, 
;ad play m d  dreanless sleep, 
l i th  only the  laughter  k n i t t i n g  t he  monents $ogether. 

;Ioonlight rras plensant fancy 
'Awning f l e s h  md blood t o  mzrble 
To h c c c s s i b i l i t y ,  t o  g rea te r  desir ing.  
So the pale l o i t e r e r  by the  na t e r ' s  edge, 
:,rrciting the  netanoi-phos is, d i s  t r a i t ,  
Yept through the  nediun of  t he  s,uophones. 

Yet the  fond naiden r:ciled no t  f o r  her  lover,  
Y~orsing no chcsn stood betvcen then, only 
The width of  a hand, the depth of a p e t a l ' s  f i l l ,  
The length of time it took t o  change t h e  record, 
An in ter lude the rad io  soon would f i l l  ". :hth cars,  r e f r i ge r a to r s  and na t t resses  . 

lad  k n o ~ i n g ,  while she turned her head, 
110 lecping tongues of f i r e  17ould m s s  h i s  heir, 
Nor irould he r i d e  a noonbem over the  h i l l  
Seeking c fistful of stars. 

Tnere cas  no nccd f o r  speculation,  
NO t h e  f o r  the  f , d t c r i n ~  out l ine ,  
For crepuscular bea t  of xings, o r  the  t i n i d  knock on the door. 



t h y  Loclcctt 

Yrn&TKEII I N  ACTION 

CaLn r~ea thc r  i s  f o r  caln souls;  
But the l i g h t  t h z t  cohes through the  vh i r l i ng  t r e e s  
Uhen the  wind i s  high 
S t i r s  tho  blood of t he  wild creatures,  
Vho dmcc t o  the  rhythn 
And sing nith the  singing leaves. 

Weather i n  ac t i on  
And t he  h e a t  bounding -- 
Joyful outcry, nocking the  nail of the  mind! 

C& -;reather i s  f o r  c ~ l n  souls;  
But the soill of the outcas t  
Gathers wild vrcather i n t o  i t s e l f  
And r i de s  the  rin o f  the corld! 



' REX POINCLTLNA ' -- 

I 

Vivi.:n L, Virtue . 
(1911 - 

NOW, nhcn June's f lashing blade i : , 
Vounds deep agzin 
Thesc glcdintor t r ees  t h a t  blced i n  cloa, proud dying, 

I 

I 

I 

I go afraid 
3. 
a- To gaze, l e s t  I should hear t h i  long lone crying 

O f  ~ e r u t y ' s  endless servitude t o  pain, 



CRICKETS LT EIGHT Vivian L. Virtue 
(1911 - 

Hem the aild e l f  i n  ins t r w n t s  
Under my wind0171 ai2.l -- 
The small me ta l l i c  rhythm s h r i l l  
Innuncrab l e  

Danccrs shake 
With sheer C n s t i l l i a n  a r t ,  ' 

Ccacelesa and t an t a l i s ing ,  s w i f t  of b e s t ,  
Keeping tho  a t m s  avmke 
Lbove t h e i r  hec t i c  f ee t !  ..... For I fancy, should I s t a r t  
S t an l th i ly  u2 end peer, 
1 'd  see a i t h  t h e i r  giddy ccaat?.nets 
Imponilernble 
Crcn tures  of de~r l igh t ,  ctnr-mist , whirl ing there 
In the chttrrx~d nocturnnl air! 



Vivian L. Virtue 
(1311 - 

Parting my vrinclow to  the l i g h t  
tha t  flooded up an Apri l  &vm 
I saw it, l ike  3 dream i n  f l i g n t ,  
Upon a bough zcroso a lawn: 
R spider's jewelled f i l i g r e e  
Suspended high bc t r~een the ogrnya, 
A 1 1  perfect  i n  i t s  symmetry 
To catch and h o l d  my wondering gaze. 

The r e ,  dew-be diamonde d a fa r  
So l i g h t  - though laden - every l i n e ,  
It hung a s  Lambent as a stw,  
Unutterably f r a i l  and f ine  ; 
O r  as a rosary untold 
That waits  f o r  prayerful  hands, each rcjw 
Quickened within a blaze of gold, 
Caught i n  the sun's upclimbing glow. 

I rose and hu-mied out t o  win 
k nearer vici~r, increasing bliss; 
Pa in t  iridccccrice woke within 
Its filaments beneath the kiw 
Of ounrays, and the clinging dew 
Shimmered l i k e  pcndanta opaline. 
So rare  EI pnttcrn,  strange and new, 
No lo re  of Zuclid could dcf ine. 

And i n  tha t  palace in t r i cn te  
Thc loncly l i t ,  t l e  archi ' tect 
Throned i r ~  the centre held i t s  s ta te . , .  
Only with 3 1 ~  could 1 r e f l e c t  
Upon the rmtchlcns rnirccle 
Wrought by t h i s  lcclst o f  sou l less  things: 
Here 1m8 the crown and pinnscle 
O f  :'art - the web the spider s t r ings .  

Herein was beauty jus t i f ied ,  
Out of the we:& was s t rength ordained; 
So in  the  common, g l o r y ,  pride 
And love are  by her might sus tained., . 
Fair web! what though the sun by noon 
Unstrung your pear ls ,  a vandal wind 
Hcd tom1 ~ t a y  ycur splendour soon - 
Forever  you enmesh my mind! 





Vivian L. Virtue 
(1911 - 

The sca forever  dr ives  h i s ,  we,iry herd 
Stumbling hoillc t o  the shore: 
The dusk is lone ly  with a c a l l i n g  b i rd .  
God's gradual hznds f l i n g  out the s t a r r y  s to re  
Like stone on shining stone, 
Till heaven seems over-strewn . . . 
And now my SOUL ~ ~ - 1 1 s ~  troublom and 2lonc 

Now would I: h ~ v e  you, s i l e n t  a t  m y  s ide ,  
Your spenking hnnds i n  mine! 
Gathsred beneath the 13m;rk 1:rings folded v?ide; 
Ui th  a l l  love ' s  g lo ry  -- hmnn, half-divine -- 
\?hat was, and what s h a l l  be, 
Kindled i n  the e t e r n i t y  
O f  one r i c h  hour, bcside this s t a r l i t  sea. 



There i s  no' &rkness but  i t s  s t a r  sh2.11 f r e t ,  
Nor any reaping where it did not sow; 
Its nature is unchanging, clea thlc  ss yet ,  

EvIockcd of the ~ v o r l i l  i t s  lovers are:  bu t  l e t  
Their glory be t o  suf fer  r.nG to  lmovr 
Beyond Imperm.ncnce the Drez-m is  s e t ,  

Beckoning where t h e i r  eyes aha l l  not bc Y J C ~  
With sorrcvi more, but  jcyouo they s h a l l  go., . 
Its nature is unchanging, dlezthless yet.  

fmd vhct though, wrought of a l l  our t c a r s  and ~;vr:z-"- 
Its imr.ge l i e s  about us shattered,  l o w ;  
Beyond Impcrrnnnencc the Drecm io set :  
Its nature is  unchmging, deathless yet! 



I have seen March within the Ebony break 
In golden f i r e  of frzgrnnce unsuppressed; 
i.nd Apri l  br ing the Lignum-Vitae dressed 

- .  I n  dusty purple; I7moim pale r u s t  awcke 
Thc Mango s boushs; the Poinciam tnkc 
Irmnort?.l wound of summer, I hnvc pressed 
Tho C C S D ~ Q ' s  ~ p e n C t h r i f t  yellow t o  my breczst: 
I could lovc Earth for one t ree  '6 roycl  sake . 
I could f ind  fcith, Ebandonin~ Cecpzir 
For ~31 ~ i m c  ' o unful f i l led ,  unbLocsomcd hopcc, 
watch in^ the long, grecn patience of c: t ree ,  
How, undiscouragefi, uncomplaining, bcre, 
It waits u n t i l  the vcrnrd accrot gropes 
U p  t o  the effloreoccnce t h a t  shn l l  be. 



8 6 / 3 /  
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, . liTLPINTIC - ' MOONRISE Vivian L,, Vf.::.tuc 

The new-vlrrished moon c k c v ~  up from the sea's m r k  rim. 
Naked nnc. unsuspecting on my sight  
Her bosorn dripped till, struck with virgin f r i g h t ,  
Catching my gaze, she snp-tched n cloud-fold dim 
Across the Cclightsome shame tha t  flushed ezch limb, 
Llocking the hunger in  ne t o  possess her br ight  
Divini ty  vrith proper, prudish s p i t e ,  
With beauty's conscious sovereignty and whim, 

Barf led I waited, burning v?i t h  desire ; 
Then with such slow nmgnif icent  pre t e n ~ e  
I.8 though I were n o t  there,  she str ipped ngain,, 

L I stood l i k e  David on the roo f ,  the f i r e  
O f  young Bathaheba tor tur ing his sense, 
Bartered, l i k e  him, my pence f o r  Beauty's pain. 



Vivinn Virtue 
(19x1 - 

Beauty f a l l s  beck upon the f inn1 bone, 
Her shubborn fastness,  b c t t l i n g  unclismayed 
Though blood nnd flesh hzve f a i l e d  her  2nd b e t r ~ y e d .  
Nakeaess is her arinour now alone, 
Obdurate her defiance as a stone; 
She ask6 no p i t y  o r  that peaqc be mzde: 
Prouder she grew bchind each barricade 
That f e l l ,  nor w i l l  she y i c l 6  though spent and prone, 1 t 

Death but avctilsd t o  press her  back upon 
l'& s terner  f r o n t ;  brave t o  thc bone she clings, 
Inv i s ib l e  armies muster at her gate 

4 

I 

To lay the last long siege ---- she knows her fate--- < 4 

But even  in thio crumbling bastion 
Beauty confronts her enemies mc" sings! i 

$ 
s 



Vivinn Virtue 
(1911- 

;ad r:hcn the Quccn of Shcba hczrd of tho f ~ m e  of Solonon 
shc CPLIC! t o  Jerusclcr! ;sith n very p e c t  t r a i n  

Vith cancls tha t  bcxe spices, and v e r  nuch gola cncl 
precious stones . , . (1 Kings x .  1, 2. 

KING SOLOZION'S JELCO?E TO TlE QUEEN 
LT THX GLTE OF JIXUS~'LLE~I 

??elcone, greet Balkis, with thy queenly t rcin!  
Enter thc  joyous City o f  a Xing 
On this nost glorious clay of a11 ny roign. 

I saw thy p a ~ c a n t  l i k e  c rainbon s t c i n  
Up f ron  the dcscr t ' s  e d ~ c  slo;; entering; 
Fklcone, peat Balkis, n i t h  thy queenly t rz in .  

I s a c l t  thy spices o l c r  the dcscrt  ncin 
Wafted upon tho south-winas tropic l r i n ~ ,  
On t h i s  nost gJ.or*ious dzy of a l l  ny reign,  

Arc s tab les  fo r  thy cmols  and courts krain 
For eunuchs and thy breve slaves follorring, 
%leone, great Balkis, v i t h  thy quee~ily train! 

0 cone, tho cventide i s  on the tane 
With nostern clouds thine advcct r iva l l ing  
On t h i s  nost glorious day of ,dl ny reign. 

The hi& f e c s t  v~cits; thr ice  nclcone once reain. 
Glad n ins t r e l s  rrill  ny people s petting bring; 
Tfclcooe, ~ r e c - t  Bc?.Uis, rrith thy queenly t ra in ,  
On t h i s  nost glorious day of  211 ny reign! 

CHORUS OF THE ICTJJG'S i f I~S!EZLS 
ACCO;"iR'@II3> :::ITil TfBRXTS JJSD DLNCES. 

LEJiDER: Fling xidc the City Gcte to  Shcbn's Queen 
Vho coucs i n  splendour fron the riilclerness! 

CEIORUS: L Quccnlier ponp hcth I s r a e l  never see h, 

LEADER: 0 glorious r i o t  of her jeviels' sheen! 
Opds and rubios, di~nonds,   old' s excess. 

CHORUS: Fling wide the City Gatc t o  Shebats Qucen. 

LEFJ)PXt: Strcnce-sr-rcet her perfme, and 17hat poclcocks preen 
l;!ilognificcnt before her s ta tel iness!  

CHOKdS: 1"L quccnlier ponp hcth I s r ae l  never seen. 

LI!YJ)ER: Thst ranging h i l l s  a r e  these our n,iLls betmen? 
Hcr cmcls ,  heaped :-rith roycl  plenteousncs3. 

CIIORUS: Fling niec the City &.tc t o  Shcbz's Queen, , 

LFs.iDER: fIcr crorm is  l i k e  f u l l  corn the f l~~uchtcrs  clean, 
IIer robe l i k e  v i n t c p  t h ~ t  our younGncn press, 

CHOILUS: L quconlicr ponp hzth Is rae l  never seen. 



2. 

KING SOL01.ION AND QUEEN BALKTS ( ~ o n t  d.) 

CHORUS OF THE KING1 S I/rINSTN2LS ( ~ o n t d .  ) 

fit9BR: P2.s~ irherc the  Kings' enba t t l ed  ranks convene, 
l a d  tcke  the  honagc vihich t h e i r  s n o r b  express ! 

i CHORUS: F l i n ~ r r i d c :  the  Ci*f;yGatr: t o  Shcbats Qhcon: 
A quccnlier  ponp hath  I s r a e l  never scec! 

111 

TED3 O,UEETJt S REPLY TO ICG\TG - SOLO2ON LT Ti33 C I T Y  GI,m 

~p.il., g lor ious  King, :-rhoso fcnc hath  t r c v c l l e d  far! 
Doubting, 17c braved tlic long, lone dcsor t  rrzy, 
To find a sun-burst i-rhcl-c ne & e ~ " n t  a st=! 

jIztchless i n  r:isdon mi! a l l  l.orcs t h a t  cxc, 
To whon fair  l~?.nCts t h e i r  ga-l;herccl t r i b u t e s  pay, 
Hail, ~ ; l o r i o u s  Kina, i~hosc  f a l o  hcth t r nve l l ed  f a r .  

Dxico hath  the  young noon hung its s c i n i t m  
Over the dese r t ,  s ince  our  s tcrtin;,-d2.y 
To find a sun-burst i-rhero :re &car?,t a stm! 

+& I 

'i 
?hero sunset  g lo r ied  o ' e r  t hc  ~ r e s t c r n  bar, 
Drcmcd ne thy  roya l t y  -zould be a s  they? - 
Hail ~ l o r i o u s  King, nhose f m e  hs th  t r nvc l l cd  far. 

So nor? nc cone t o  vhere t h y  splendours par  
The pencook's nos t  nw;nificent  d i sp lay  - 
To f i n d  a sun-burst xihcrc ITC dremt a, star. 

- h'ilf had no t  been t o ld ;  f o r  riords bu t  r2a r  

This loveliness no n o r t r l  t onwe  can s w !  - 
Hcil, glor ious  King, :- hose f m e  hcth  t r i v e l l e a  far 
To f i n d  a sunburst  where tre & c m t  c stw: 

THE QTiElQT I3ESENTS IEXt GIFTS TO !ME ICIP?G I,CCO1IP;LNIED iJ3C'I'H - 
CHORUS. OF LiT!lWD~JPT IT,',IDGIJS IIf  THE PLLLCE STATE-ROO14 

\ * WEE??: Accept, 0 King, t h e  g i f t s  ae b r ing  t o  thec: 
Of Ophir's gold a scorc  of  t a l e n t s  hore.  

CHORUS : T:Iould they  nerc no r th i c r  t hy  na jesty! 

QUEEN: S ~ x ~ o n y x ,  rubies,  jaclc, chalcedony, 
J cc in th  and dipL1on&, cncrclds :rithout peer; 

CHORUS : Lccept, 0 King, . the @ i f  ts vrc b r i ng  t o  thco . 
Q ~ E N :  Chrysolite , topaz, bcryl ,  p r p h y r y ;  

Ivory,, spo t ted  skins  - the  1copmCL's CCFX; 

I CHORUS: iicccpt, 0 IEng, t he  g i f t s  r e  b r i ng  t o  thco. 

QWN: LO, GOrGCOUS pcccocks, apes of n i r ~ i c r y ,  
B d e s  o f  s o f t  purple f o r .  thy  royc l  nc~ar; 

CHORUS : -:Jould they r-;cro no r th i c r  t hy  nn jcs  ty .  

QmN: Ycr, t&c thci.1 ;;ith thc  honcce of ny knee, 
0 very i d s e  2nd Glorious, ?-,'orthy Seer! 

CIIORUS : ;.ccopt 0 Kiny;, the  G i f t s  :re hrinl; t o  thee : 
-:;ouli! they -;rere xoi-thier  thy  nc j c s t y !  



3. 
I 

KING S 0LCI.ION AND $UEE1? BALKIS ( ~ o n t d .  1 

THE QUEEN'S !?OP.iDER AT !RE COURT 03' SOLOI.ION I N  !PI33 PL'LCE 

Ily soul  i s  f i l lecl  r i i th rapi;ure 2nd. ~uzczo; 
0 f o r  c thous?-nd ears,  a thousand eyes,  
To hecx of cll -thy ~ i i sdo r~ ,  see  thy ~rc.ysf 

ii'hite stones,  ,.;old, cockr-rrood r.nd s i l v e r  r a i s e  
Thy palace, roofed l i k e  star-or~becliled skies .  
IIy soul  i s  f i l l e d  with r cp tu ro  and cncrze. 

%.rice three-steppe6 i s  th ine  ivory throne \:hence gaze 
f i r i c e  three ~ i l t  l i ons  vhich insensate r i s e  
To hem of cll thy crisfion see  thy  ncys. 

!t!hy vessels ;Ire of Ophirls s o l a  ,o, blree;  
Thy vic tua l s  r a r e ;  thy  servers  s k i l l e d  and rise.  
I.Iy soul  i s  f i l l e d  :ri-Lh rnpture  and maze,  

Thy palace -Loner spies out  the  sun's  f i rs t  rr.ys; 
There r~ould I muse v r i t h  thee -i~hen even in^ dies ,  
To heor of d.1 t h y  r~isdor,, see  thy acys. 

l!Iy l i p s  a re  duab with overt-rhelninc praise ,  
At these  the courts  wherein t hy  greatness l i e s ,  
1.Iy soul  i s  f i l l e d  v i t h  rap ture  cna maze, 
To heax of a11 thy  misdon, see t hy  ncys! 

QUEEN EnALKIS HOiJING ?TROlZ JERUSAm:S BEYOND THE CITY G " L ~  

Tcke 17e c ~ a i n  the burn in^ dese r t  way, 
lif'ter the  s h s d i n ~  p'dns, the  l i v i n g  spr incs ,  
0 pain toaay! f o r  joy ~ i a s  yesterday. 

B I ~ J  on the G o r y  creeps the after-&my: 

\ * Unuttercblc lonel iness  it br incs  ! 
Take ne cgc.in t he  burnin@ deser t  iTCY, 

Seekins t h e  Springs our going was s r r i f t ,  s?as gay; 
Not; ours a r e  aoundect, heavy, honing x-iin~s. 
0 pcin toc?r,y! f o r  joy was yesterday. 

Then beauty snfi a l l  Corgeous display 
Prove a nirnce e lus ive ,  v c n i s h i n ~ s ,  
Take ne cgcin the burnin;. deser t  17ay. 

Ho~r sadly  iiise the irorils the  King d i d  say, 
That vmity cre  ~,11 s u b l u n ~ x  t h i n ~ s ,  
0 pain todcy! f o r  joy ncs y e s t e r b y ,  

0 sorroii-bcrtered b l i s s  t h a t  cannot s tay,  
Save i n  the  he?x t l s  sod-sweet rer~erlberinga! 
Tcke ne a ~ a i n  the burn in^ deser t  r7ay. 
0 pain today! f o r  joy was yesterday. 



Vivian Virtue 
(1911- 

Quen d i  d i l i gun t  adolescens no r i t u r  

A s k  sooner nhy a kindl ing rose 
Before i t  blazes i n to  bloom ' 
Is quenched - t he  ansner no m a n  knons: 
Except t h a t  beauty, i t s  o m  doon, 
Is sentencoil f ron  t he  very wor~b; 
Except t h a t  ecs tasy i s  b r i e f ;  
Pe r f ec t i o i~  hastens t o  the  tomb; 
For whom the gods love come t o  g r ie f .  

Let t h a t  su f f ice  - although it leaves 
The mystery rr >rr3 nyster ious  ye t  
That i n  Catullus ever @eves, 
On Schubcrt, Kcats and Shelley s e t ,  
A h r k  inmortal  seal ;  they n e t  
The b l i g h t  while s t i l l  i n  Apri l  l e c f ,  
Die3 young, consumed ~ r i t h  l y r i c  f r e t ;  
For nhon the gods love come t o  g r i e f ,  

The gods are niggard - slovr t o  give, 
Quick t o  repent and trike agcin 
The splendid s p i r i t s  f ug i t i ve  
That f i r e  the dark o f  mortal pain  
Like netcors  of disordered t r j i n , . . .  
And they m e  jc:alous pas t  be l i e f ;  
Their b less ing a l so  i s  t h e i r  bane: 
For whom the gods love corie t o  g r i e f ,  

L ' envoi 

Then, since this odd i ron i c  f a t e  
The favoured knovr, I trould as  l i e f  
Provoke the proud O lpp i ans l  ha te  - 
For vrhom the gods love come t o  g r i e f .  



TO THOSE, I iAIL . . . . '  

To those 
Who l i f t e d  i n t o  shcpe 
The huge stones of t h e  pyrmid;  
;Tho forncd t l ~ c  Sphinx in the  deser t ,  
And bid it 
Look d o m  upon the  centuries like ycatcrdcy; 
Vho n d c c d  l i t h e l y  
On the bmks of the  Congo, 
And heard the decp r o l l i n g  nocn 
O f  the Nigcr; 
And morning and evening 
H i t  the  brave trril o f  t he  f o r e s t  
With the  l i o n  a d  the  elephant; 
To those 
Tho, vhcn it cane t h a t  they should leave 
Their urns of His tory behind, 
Left; only with o sad song i n  .their hear t s ;  
And burs t  f o r t h  i n t o  soulf 'ul s inging 
11s bloody pains o f  t o i l  
Strn.incd l i k e  n hauser a t  t h e i r  hcwts.. . 
To thoso, hail. . . 



Harold H. Telcmque 
(1911 - 

t, 
They hunt chmelcon norlds with c a e r a s .  , 

F 
b Their g ~ i d e s  avoid the  virtue of our ~ n l l o y s ,  

Thcy hcvc not  seen lLdinzl s volvct f i g w e  
i Sdxuing  uncovered in our  r i v e r s f  bubbles 
Y 

1 They have not scon the bmboot s slon ilanocuvrc, 
f The light ref'rccting round her  shapely ank les :  
% They have not sccn Ldinct s dmcing becuty 

4 Blazing cff'ulgcnt i n  the Cmibbcm. 
i. 

i They stalk r r i t h  telescopes the l a rge r  prcciztcts 
! Thcir  view ascends skyscrapers hczy regions, 
z They hcve not seen the s i l v e r  sun on meen lecves, 
I 
5 Adinn's basket s t c r r ed  15th f r u i t  and flonors,  
1 The bird sung mtince,  the k n c i n g  p,dn-trees, 
2 Beside hcr  rhythnic abinging nrns 
t Storns do not s t r ike  
< +, They have not seen A d i n a  i n  the breeze 

1 Blczing effblgent i n  the Cmibbcan. 

5 

f 

1 

i 

i 

i 
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Harold XI. Tolennquo 
(1911- 

VJho dm.ced Scturday nornings 
Betr-reen i rmor te l le  roots,  
And plcyed about h i s  p d s t e  
Thc nclloimeas of cocoa beans, 
T!ho f e l t  the  h in t  of t h e  cool r i ve r ,  

\ I n  h i s  blood, 
The h i n t  of the  cool r i ve r ,  
Chi l l  and sr-reet, 

Who follortcd curved shores 
Bctrreen two sccsons, 
IVho took stones i n  h i s  hands, 
Stones rihitc a s  n i lk ,  
Exmining the i s land  i n  h i s  hands; 
And she l l s  
Shel ls  as  pink as  f'rog's oyes 
Fron the eea. 

Who san the young corn sprout 
And l&pr i l  ra in ,  
Tho neasurcd the young nccning 
By looking at the noon, 
And nj lked roads a footpath 's  rridth, 
And cal l ing,  
Cooed n i t h  nountain doves 
Cone norning t ine .  

Who breathed nango odour 
Fron h i s  polished cheok, 
Who fo l lo~ red  thc cus-cus nceders 
I n  t h e i r  r i ch  pcrfornmce, 
Who heard thc b'mboo f l u t e  vrciling, 
muting,  \-railing, 
P~ld  nctched the poui golden 
Lis t-ening. 

Tho n i t h  the clinbing sinens 
Clinbed the  p d n  
To rihere the wind plays nos t, 
=Ind s2r1 r: chasmed p i l g r h c g c  
licking sgreenent f o r  h i s  clean re turn,  
T1:"hose hczviness 
Vas heaviness o f  droms, 
Fron dronsy girts. 



t Glory of nhi te  ningo against  the  ccth~drd. 
Birds ~ o i n g  hone. 

t 

Bri l l iance of b i rds  i n  a hollon of surili&t 
Ou t  of the  evening sky, best ing up easbi lsd 
B i r d s  going hone. 

? Clanour of  i ~ i n e s  cone h i ~ h  over the river 
Flnshing quick white on the  c l i f f  of cathedral 
B i r d s  p i n g  hone. 

A flurry of rhythn, l i t t l e  stains of del ight  
+ High up on tho  sheer brovn c l i f f  o f  c s t h e d r d  
4 

3 Hone f o r  tho night. 



A. J. Soynour 
(1914- 

!MERB RUNS A DREMJ 

A a There runs n & e m  of' pcrislicd Dutch plcnta t ions  
In these  Guiana r i v e r s  t o  tho sea. <? 

$ Black nctcrs ,  r u s t l i n ~  through t he  vcGekation 
1, 

+ Thct torrcrs cnd tcngles  banks, run  s i l e n t l y  
C 

ii Over l o s t  s t e l l i n g s  r-jhcre the  c r c f t  once rode 
L 

i a 
Easy before t r i n  &el l ings  i n  the sun 

f And ficlcls of indigo ;~ou ld  f l o c t  out  broad 
$ To lo se  tho eye r i g h t  on the  horizon, 

Thcsc rivers knov thc t  s t r o n ~  m d  quiet  nen 
Drove back a jungle, gave Guiana r o o t  
dgcinst the shock of circunstancc, cnd then 
His tory novod dom r iver ,  locving i%eo 
Tho f o r e s t  t o  creep bcck, f oo t  by quie t  foot ,  
fmd overh'mg black nntors t o  t h e  sea. 



TO A LADY DEAD 

These a r e  the fea tures  - but the light gone ou t  
In the  unpeopled chmbers of the eyes. 

Root up the roses ,  l e t  t he  myrtle r i s e ,  
lhmuur the hoarse dirge and forget t h e  shout. 

Thero should be love ly  lanthorns hung about 
Her passing, bu t  four  candles now su f f i ce  
A t  head and fee t ,  

and t h e  swallowing darkness lies 
Ready t o  leap when those fou r  lights go out. 

There are no words, no char ts  sen t  back, t o  guide 
Through the  nen regions mhere the bodi less  wing 
O r  if nerr substances and shapes they take, 

But I am sure  a s  I were by her s i de  
That now she does a glorious s inging make 
Standing ner7-dressed i n  l i g h t  before the King. 



FIRST OF AUGUST* 

A. J. Seymour 

Gather i n t o  the  mind 
Over a hundred ycars of a people 
;;"caring a na tu r a l  l i v e r y  i n  the  sun 
And budding up i n  generations and dying 
Upon a s t r i p  of South American coastland. 

See a prostrate people 
Straighten i t s  knees and s t and  e r e c t  
And s t a r e  dark eyes aga ins t  the  sun. 

YJatch hidden power done t he  bron 
And l end  a depth of v i s i on  t o  the eyes. 

Gather i n t o  the  mind 
Over a hundred years of' a people 
Toil ing aga ins t  climate 
Vorking aga ins t  prejudice 
Growing r;i t h i n  an a l i e n  f ranet-rork 
Crmped, bu t  s t r e t ch ing  i t s  limbs 
And s t a r i n g  aga ins t  the sun. 

Sometines tho  blood fo rge t s  t he  flowering t r e e s ,  
Xed n i t h  f lmboyants  i n  the  hard c l e a r  sun 
:ad t r a ce s  nemorics from h o t t e r  suns, 
Other g reen-br i l l i an t  t r e e s  beneath a sky 
That burns a deeper and nor3 v i t a l  blue. 

The blood goes back - 
Zoning across  t o  land f r o n  Afr ica  
The rrinds vould close t h e i r  nouths, the  sea  rrould smooth 
And leave the  l i t t l e  sh ip s  gasping, then the  Sun 
-rould s tand above a d  gaze r i g h t  do~m the  masts. 

Yhildren dying i n  dozens belovr the  decks 
%e t-ionen drooping i n  clumps of f l o i k r s ,  t h e  men 
3tanding about, n i t h  anger carved upon t h e i r  foreheads. 

f e r r y  of infany f r o n  tho h e a r t  of Af r ica  
?oats t o rn  and bleeding f-ron t h e i r  na t ive  s o i l .  

s t a i n  of race  spreading across t h e  ocean. 

..3cn the  nen l i f e  o f  chains and s t i ng ing  s n a p s  

.;hips f l i c k e r i n g  i n  the  a i r  itl. cu r l i ng  arabesques. 

~ ' ~ t h o r  i n t o  the  n lnd  
r ~ J c r  a hundred years o f  a people 
" w i n g  a na tu r a l  l i v e r y  i n  the  sun 

,'nil, budding up i n  ~ c n e r a t i o n s  2nd Aying 
;k~fm a s t r i p  of South h e r i c C m  coas t lmd.  

' 

*S!-cvery nss abolished i n  the  Anglo-Caribbean on the 
's t  I \%ug~~st ,  1838. 



A. J. Saynour 
(193-4- - 

o m  G U L ~ ,  CLOUDS 

Over Guiana, clouds. 

7 Little curled feathers  on thc  back of the sky. - ' ihitc, chicken-dovmy on tho s o f t  sweet bluc - 
, I n  slow re luc tan t  pctterns f o r  the world t o  see. 
Ii 

i 
f Thcn f r i s k y  l m b s  tha t  gmbol and bonl d o %  

Shepherded by the brave l2ade Vind. c 
Y 

And g l i t t e r i n g  i n  the sun come great  grave ba t t l e sh ips  
% Ploughing an even keel  across the sky. 

i 

4, In  t h e i r  orm t i n e ,  t h e i r  borrels full of r a i n  
The angry clouds t h a t  rage ~ d t h  l igh tn ing  + 

I Eni t t ing  su l len  bulldog p o n l s  

I And then they s p i r i t  thensclves atmy i n  m i s t  and rain. 

a 
3 Ovor Guima, clouds. a 
8 
4 And they go mslling on across the  country 

Staining tho land n i t h  shadon a s  they pass. 

1 Closer than r a incn t  t o  the naked skin, t h a t  shadon, 
Bringing a pause of sun, over and across 
Black noiseless r i ve r s  running out  t o  sea, 

5 Fields, piecod and plotted,  mil anklc-deep i n  r i c e  

t Or naving t h e i r  nult i tudinous hair  of cane. 

It scales  the s idcs  o f  nountcins 
Li f t ing  c f f o r t l c s s l y  t o  t h e i r  sunnits,  
kjnd f l e e t s  across savannahs, i n  i t s  race, . 
And there a r c  t h e s  t h a t  shadon f a l t e r s  
i~nd hes i t a t e s  upon a lakc 
To fix t h a t  eye of ~ a t c r  in a s t a r e ,  
Or use i t s  burnished sh i e ld  t o  search the sun, 
Or y e t  a3 naids do, 
To l e t  the  cloud conpose her hurr ied beauty. 

J 
1 
? 

And then upon i t s  nay t o  Vcnozuela 
P  cross vast  s t rotchcs  vhcrc trccv huddle close 
E kina throt7 l i a n a  Elrns around t h e i r  neighbows. 

C Ovor Guiana, clouds . 
i 
J 
P ... 

Forost night  f u l l  of druns 
Death- throbbing firms 

p For shining-breasted invedcrs of the shores, 
t h e n o r i a l  f cuds s hc.ke hands 

And Indians cone, 
t Death' s harvests sninging i n  t h e i r  quivers. 

A cincno of rap id  figures 
Throim by wood-torches on the trees.  

E Inpassivi  .faces r;i t h  pass ion forc ing  through, 
Thcn the h w d  t reks ,  2nd tho long  full canoes 

i Rustl ing dorm the  r ivcr-night . 
3 
I A horror  of n i ~ h t s  f o r  Spani,.rds 

Keen arroyrs b i t i n g  the th roa t  above the s too l  
Thc Indians f l i t t i n g  l i k e  actors  i n  the nings 
The srrcmps, the heavy n~xching ,  thc mlarirz. 

C 
I 



A trai l  of burnt  v i l l ages  and t o r tu r ed  nen and t reacher ies .  
1; 

I Nave a f t e r  rrcve, t he  vhite-f aced na r r i o r s  
Then w a r y  o f  nar, 8 

E The Indians tdk of trndc.  

Indians kncri the  b i r d  c a l l s  i n  t h e  noods 
Before Colunbus s a i l e d  
The snnllon songs - Arrorrs of longing f o r  the northern Sumer days - 
The clanorous-winging wild  ducks and the  choughs 
The nerry  kiskadccs m-d the  p i r a t e  hmks 
The c r i e s  of  l i t t l e  f'rightened doves, 
The b r i l l i c n t  and unnusical naccrrs. 
And they can t e l l  the  s ing le  hours t o  sunset  
By the  b i rds  cheeping, cheeping overhecd. 

This nilditood nnil untroubled knonledge s t i l l  
Cradles the dying tribes 
For death has l a i d  h is  hcnd upon t he  race.  
They know t he  nisdon o f  a l l  herbs and r-reeds 
YIhich one t o  e a t  f o r  sickness, which t o  shun 
And which t o  crush i n t o  m oil t h a t  pu l l s  
The c r u p i n g  pains f ron  out  t he  narrow bones. 

They h e m  the  r i v c r  cs it courses down 
And they can t e l l  the  r i s i n g  o f  the t i d e  
Fron river-;rater lapping, lapping s o f t l y  
Slapping against  the  wooden landing-a tage . 
The inpass iv i ty  of s i l e n t  t r e e s  becones t h e i r  orm 
f a d  they n i l1  17atch the wheeling of rihite b i rd s  
For conpany. 

But s t i l l  they have t h e i r  drnces at nights,  
m e n  the  &uns t rouble  t he  dark n i t h  rhythn 
The v i o l i n  takes a voice and pa t te rns  the  aS. 
flnd then the  Indians f i n d  t h e i r  t r i b a l  necories 
O f  v i c to r i e s  and nar  and din o l d  journeys 
That'brought thcn f'ron beyond t h e  Bering Strait. 

Raleigh cones t o  Guiam 

The rrind hnd dropped, tho g ian t  hand 
O f  n ight  tjcs shrouding up the  l m d  
Fron rrhcrc t he  thiclc couridas s tan& 
On the  Guiana shore. 
hind when tne  sh ips  t h e i r  axchors nei&ed 
EJen vent belor ,  bu t  one m n  s tayca 
The d i s t a n t  junglc's roar .  
These nusings fed on h i s  fcx s t a r e  
"I h.2vc been bo ld  t h e  King t o  dme,  
find n i l 1  ny expedit ion f a r e  
As  f d s c l y  r s  of yore? 

Thcsc secre t  f o r e s t s  l o f t  behind 
SKll  I i n  t h a t  star-peoplcd south f i n d  
The b s ~ c  s t m p e d  upon ny ainci, 
Thc c i t y  b u i l t  i n  gold?" 
-There goldcr! s t r e e t s  threrr b:~ck tho l i g h t ,  
l a d  roofs  glex~ec? du l l y  t lsouch t he  n i & t  
But lilrc an auburn head blaze3 b r i g h t  
\%on e a r t h  t o  n o r n i x  r o l l e a  - 



CUL"-PUi, CLOUDS (con td. ) --- 

But deep rr i thin the  nountcinsf b r ea s t  
Thc c i t y  1r.y; thcrc  Tics no r e s t  
Until hc md h i s  nen h?.G prosscd 
Iad van c conqueror ' s ijcy 
'I'hroug!! j u n o c s  r;horc: dcc.th s t u . n ~  t.nd l e c p t  
Or in t11c tree-blzck n i d n i ~ h t  c rep t  
And clci~~:,cc? ccch ten th  ~:im cs lie s l e p t  
h d  tllcroforc couLd not przy. 

I - 
h d  t o  S i r  7 c l t e r  e r n e  the  thou:;ht. 
Pcrhcps thc  dcs t i n y  !IC sought 
:-.'oulil ..never shine, bc golrl, 
Pcrhopa t h i s  khc?ly f i t f u l  brcczc 
He'd no nor-c. f c c l ,  nor scc thcoc SGES, 

Pcrhcps h i s  12cn iiodcl fceil the  t r e e s  
Changed t o  c r o t t i n g  nonld. 
IIc pullcit h i s  cloak zrsund h i s  lcnecs 
Bcccusc thc  night IJZS cc).7.C. 

2: 

i Slavcs 
Hun;.;ing i n  t he  t-.;ili&t by thc  shcnty door 

i OII Lord ~ c s u s .  

Slavcs 
Pouring out  hc~ : r t -ms i c  till i t  run no nor0 
011 Lord Jo sus . 
Slzvcs born i n  h o t  ::ct fores t lcnds  
Tcnd tho young cznc-shoots cnd tllcy ~ i v c  
Brute posrcr t o  the s i g n d  of -the lzs l l  
It cu r l s  h i s ses  through thc ,zir  
l a d  l i f t s  upon tho blr.c!c, brocil baclcs 
Ropcd VIPJCS in hideous sculpture  
"Oh Lord Jesus". 

SO;.IC S ~ ~ V C S  PXO \:hipped 
For 1ool:in~ n t  t hc  ik.s t c r  ' s gro~,n-up il10~ugl'1ters 
Piclcing t h e i r  :-:?.y ncross t he  co~~pound, 
l a d  o-L11er s lzvcs  f o r  t r y ing  t o  run ,,,:.:?.ye 
" 011 LorG Jcsus " . 
Sonc f oi; found kindly-hccxtecl o:incrs 
And thoy Tierc uscd lilco h ~ ~ l c n  b e i n s  
But those Irere r t xe ,  Lor3 Jesus. 

I 

Before, it i ~ s  t h c  ohining y c l l o c  r t c t r l  
-'nd norr, the  Crrlc sr:cct c r y s t ~ ~ l  ovncd the  l m d  
Imd i f  thc c h c t t e l  t he  c c t t l c  Cieir 
Therc clv;c.ys r;oulC bc nore tc, t&e t h e i r  p1r.c~. 
T i l l ,  in  i t s  aeep s leep  
Europe ' s cons cicncc: t ~ r n e d  
A d  stronc?us voiccs 
Broke chcins r.nd s e t  -the people f r ee .  
lfO1~ Lor6 Jesus''. 

But t h ~ r c -  ncrc other  ck??.ins cnc', e a - t h  11r.s no t  y e t  heaven 
,'JIG othcr  r m c s  cn;?e t o  all?..rc t he  ::ork 
;aC I I C O ~ ~ V O  the  pry. 

So i:ith c, s t r i d e  201.n t o  thc? 203-ern t-jl~es end 
RmBon vil l2. i ;~ s rl:::.?1ia7_;. bc tr:ncn -l;llc plan t~ , t iono  
Tl~a scc pouniling i.~;,.~,jr t o  brc,-lc t 5 c :  r??,rls. 



4. 

OVER GULUA, CLOUDS ( ~ o n t d , )  

And the  r a i l ~ r a y  penci ls  a l i n c  t o  tho Bcrbice River 
Vil lages broaden shoulders and, sugar booning, 
Schools spr ing  up sudacnly t o  dot  t he  cocst.  

Pien get eager f o r  the yell or^ ne t a l ,  shooting 
Dorm rap ids  f o r  dimonds mcZ quick n c d t h ,  re turning 
Bloatecl 2nd drunk to.p:int t h e  v i l l ages  rod. 

Planta t ions  thicken, spread, and they neb toge ther,  
F Tho angry s e c  b2 t t c r s  the  concrete defences 
i Scooping a grcve f o r  then t o  bury thenselves. 

.3 

$ 
Bustle and industry  on the  coasts  bu t  in land  

i 
Fen ochoes sh&o thc f o r e s t s  f ron  t h e i r  s i l ences  

+ lmd nothing i-rakes t h e i r  s t rong  cathedral  c d n .  
! 
5 

g Thair tops l i k e  plunes, t he  y e w s  grow o ld  with f o r e s t s  

3 And s leep  upon the broad, short-shrubbed srvcnnahs 

4 Pcinted and f r e e  f ron  s u f f e r i n g  like the s tones .  

$! Tho races  fcde i n t o  o brom-stained people 
;;I 
.% L I And the  Guienc S p i r i t  a r i s e s ,  s t r e t ch ing  

F a young g i an t  begins t o  open h i s  eyes 
:k 
pj And soes h i s  country with i ts  wait ing pronise 
i"' + Fai r  ant! unmped, and l i f t s  h i s  head t c  t he  heavens 
i 9 

Over Guima, clouds. 
,"$ 

Over Guian:: clouds s t i l l  l i f t  t h e i r  bezuty 
And pace tho shecr glad f i m n c n t  by d2y 
They seen t o  h a l t ,  lay anchor rrhen t h e  n igh t  
Dis ta ins  the  heavens and pours th ick  d~xknes s  in 
Its boul, but  on t h e i r  pi lgrinnge they go 
And w a v e  thennclvcs s trangc pagm arcbos ques 
O r  s ub t l e  uninegincble shcpcs 
Before they pzss on t o  another l w d .  
High synbols, t h r t  behind t he  bron of h i s t o ry  
Din objects  brood and hugh l~cnds shape events 
Fron here, a l i t t l o  actuated dust  
h d  there ,  t he  b l i n d  co l l i s i ons  o f  the s t a r s ,  

Over Guiana, clouds, 



A. J. Seymour 
(191~- 

FOR CfRISTOP-HER COLUIBUS 

came thundering through the  Nor th-Eas t Trades 
f i l l e r  than orchest ras ,  and bent  the na s t s  
A l l  through the  nights  2nd made then sorrovr-laden 

. . 
For green-graced is lnnds  t h a t  t h e  sh ips  h&d passed,' . 
Each ihy broke on an  ocean Tikc c. nheel 
Bound t o  a hub of sh ip s  though dr iv ing  f a s t  

Deep t o  t he  ~restr-r,wd under a sky non s t e e l  
Blue-gray an6 f a t c l ,  oncl now sapphire b lue  
Buttressed srith golden evenings men could f e e l  

All of t h e i r  f e a r s  come mellow with  the hue. 
Behind them lay  the  far and w i s t f u l  heights 
O f  Ferro and the Fortunate Is lands  and .they knen 

Back of' these Spain, and vfidomd women, and l i g h t s  
Fron love ly  Palos g l i  :tering on the  s ea ,  
This oaeanls only jewels on the  s i g h t  

Were fo re ign  s t a r s  t h a t  happened suddenly 
Upon t he  brk, burnt  f i e r c e l y  through the hours 
Then shrank t o  pale ghosts with d a ~ ~ ~ n l s  l i g h t ,  eerie 

Upon the  l igh ten ing  dcy, small sn lver  flowers. 
Then desola t ion czme upon the  crews 
The emptiness men f e e l  of  c rmb led  toners,  

Spent arrows f a l l i n g ,  ana the  slackening n i l 1  t o  do 
O f  ncn who mmder t o  t he  vrorld's edce and f a i l  
I n  o doom of  occrn vritil rsinds bloving t r ue  
And deep t o  v?estr:~ard i n  t h e i r  o f f i c e .  S a i l s  
Could never hope f o r  Spzin once more, they  said,  
Against these ninds -- then, marvellous as a t a l e ,  

S n r l l  b i rd s  c u e  singing a t  morning and they f l e d  
Then night  approached. 

19en i n  the  ships  took hea r t  
Vatchin'g each feathered snatch of' song cnd paid  
Eagerest  heed. But norningls eyelids par ted  
On n i l e s  of  ocean meadon, golden vrced 
Spotted with b e r r i e s  ail6 shoning a s  i f  by art 

Bright  green lec,ves i n  tho nc te r .  Then indeed 
The crews ..lade clclmour agains t  the I t ~ ~ i a n f s  n i l1  
O f  holding course t o  India.  

A t  n igh t  Col~mbus paced the poop alone. 
Hard t o  hold  nen t o  a vis ion,  

The f a i t h  fails 
Sometines even i n  the  dxemer.  

Signs, s igns , 
Today a l i t t l e  branch f u l l  of  dogroses 
Dr i f t ed  ~ , l o n ~  the  ocecnf s breathing boson 
Imagine roses  in ocean 
Roses a t  the edge of  the  world 

Thc sen was caln  l i k e  the r i v e r  of Sev i l l e  
L day ago 'and breeze ns s o f t  zs  Apr i l  
illsdc f r ag r an t  wing t o  our ;:e?xy ccrzvels . 
Vision, yes, vision.  



FOR CHRISTOPHER COLUXBUS ( ~ o n t d . )  

I, 'an I t a l i m  
, Holding three  Spznish cretrs t o  an unknown land 
: LLfter hou many dcscr t  years. 

young m a n ,  poor, dreaming on Ptolemy 
With h i s  globe, and the maps of llarinus of me, 
And the  opinion of 1Lfraganus the  lxabian 
That the trorld i s  not  as l a ~ g e  as  people think 

And l i v i n g  i n  the pcges of llarco Polo 
The _.-.. Benetian f e t e d  once by the  read Khan. 

'% 

Sone thes  dre,ms hcsdcn and blaze i n to  a vis ion 
Thct leads  the  naii t o  h o s t i l e  courts  and w a s ,  
Fighting against  the  I'loors -- but  the  vis ion blsz ing 
I n  the r ~ a r i o r  ' s head. 

5 

Answering bald-herded friars 

i T i t h i n  the Salar-lnnca Council Roon. 
+ ?That St .  Augustine and the sages s a i d  

How hdc?nls sons nevcr had crossed the  ocean 
i h d  peoplcd the  antipodes -- ansvering f r i z r s  

With the v i s ion  burning, 

I 

i Man nus t  endure the  crunbling porrers, the  crack 
O f  a.notherls ni l1  but  hold h i s  v is ion fast, 

/ ' Thip muscle and nerve t o  keep appointed pace 
s' Drive wheel f o r  n e s t ~ ~ a r d  t o  t he  couching sun. 

I'Inn rlust adventure t o  the Sun's declension 
Translate h i s  v i s ion  i n to  a tower of  f a c t  
Despite the loosening limbs, the unstable poners 
Failing about hin.  

Vision noulds c l cy  i n to  a hero despi te  the nan 
Cuts hin t o  the  brcins  and dr ives  hiu  hungry 
To b r ing  ,an inv io la te  s t a r  dom t o  the ear th .  
Vision nay break a nan to  n&e a c i t y ,  

Vision's  cn edge t o  c iv i l i z a t i on ,  carving 
Beauty f ro= r-rilderness and ch,w'ting seas. 
Visionless, nan f a l l s  back i n t o  the aninal  
TJith Nature s t r i d i n g  i n  her encient  places. 

And look, l ook  -- look, a. l i g h t  -- Quick, Pedro, cone. 

(3) 
And so  they cme  upon S m  Salvador, 
?!hen the  d a m  broke, the  i s l a n d  f l oa t ed  ahead 
Thick with the  wind-swayed t r e e s  upon the shore. 

Men shoutcd 2nd c r i ed  f o r  joy t o  see ins tead 
Of' ncving rrzste of ocenn, t h a t  tslnglcd green, 
The shrub and t r e e  a l l  dark n i t h  the bri6h-i; r ed  

O f  fore ign flosrers on thc Icnvcsl  glossy sheen. 
The ships c z s t  rnchor rrith a t r i p l e  crash 
That s t m t l c d  seabirds,  whirred then winging, Lean 

Neck stretched, t o  bcnl: upon the  t r ce s .  The splash 
Died quickly i n to  winking patches of fo,m 
Tfidening out  upon the si-rclling wash. 



FOR CIIEIISTOP-HER COLUMBUS ( con t d  . ) 
Xen crowded boats.  The Indians nztchcd then cone, 
Eliding upon the b r e ~ k i n g  traves t o  shore. 
Unt i l  they f ea r ea  and ran t o  f i n d  t h c i r  hones 

Deep i n  the  noods. H i s  n n i l  Colunbus wore, 
'I'he g l i t t e r i n g  cloaked i n  s ca r l e t ,  and he sprang 
Out on the  see-steined sand and kneeling, poured 

His hear t  to  God. On t h a t  beach datm there  hangs 
A heavy caul of reverence, f o r  kneeling there  
The others f e l t  vas t  choirs of  angels ,scng 

Within t h e i r  hear t s  t o  ha l l oa  then many a year. 
Rising up st-rorded, Colunbus spoke again 
And claimed San Salvador f o r  the roya l  p a i r  
Fernando and Queen I sabe l  of Spain. 

(He dreaned n o t  t h a t  the ocean would bear ships 
Heavy n i t h  s laves  i n  the holds, t o  s p i l l  t h c i r  seed 
And f e r t i l i z e  ncn is lands  under whips 

O f  nany nail-kno t t e d  thongs -- d r e m t  no t  indeed 
+ 

Massive s t e c l  eagles  would keep an anxious r ~ a t c h  
d For strange and g l i t t e r i n g  f i s h  where now mas need. 

, , .He knew not t h c t  a nor ld  beneath h i s  touch 
Springing t o  l i f e  mould f loner  i n  c i t i e s  and towns 
Over b ~ o  continents,  nor guessed t h a t  such 

. * 
., A fomen t  of c i v i l i z a t i o n  was s e t  dovm 

Viould overshadow Europe whence he came, , 

He could no t  b e a n  how on the  nat ions '  tongue 

S 
4 Discovery t7ould oa r ry  with h i s  name. 

That t o  these s inp le  Indians h i s  ships  brought doon 
For cargo; t h a t  the nor ld  nas not  the sane 

* 
;" 

P Because h i s  v i s ion  hcd driven h i n  f'ron hone 
And t h a t  as a r c h i t e c t  of a new age 
The s o l i d  no r l a  srould bu i ld  upon h i s  poen. 

l ad  so the day beginning. 
I n  the  bgst  At lan t ic  jfG-jP 

The sun's  eye blazes over the edge of ocean 
And tmtches the i s lands  i n  a grea t  bow curving 
&on Flor ida  down t o  the South American coast.  

Behind these tovcrs i n  o hollorr of ocean 
Quiet fro11 the Wade Rinds l i e s  the Caribbem 
With the long shsdoss on her  breathing bosom 
Thrown from the  i s lands  i n  t he  norning sun. 

And a s  the vrind cones up, n i l l i o n s  of p d n  t r ee s  
Tkave leaves i n  rhythn 2s  t he  shcft; o f  sunlight 
Nunbers . the islands till it reaches Cuba 
Leaps the l a s t  neck of water i n  i t s  course. 



Lot ny drcm.ls h ~ n ~  i n t c c t  round ny t r e e  
And l e t  ny brmchcs  rccch in cvcry l~.nd,  
So dl tho pcoplcs o f  the  nor ld  n igh t  scc 
Tho beauty znc? the tern-drops fron L I ~  hznds. 
Lot thcrc  bc loftiness 
:ad sun- l i t  sky 
l a d  over all blue un i t y  o f  spzce 
And there  bc vor ld  posscssion o f  ny trunk, 
Sprocd -thus ny itrec~,12s. 



: 

i 1111 r~onen I have loved 
i k r c  t i ge r ed  i n  s rose. 

No colour nor shcpe, 
Hot flane y i e l d  
Shaft softness.  
Ecstasy c.na hur t .  

Ever las t ing lov ing  
. On sl icl ing rules 

O f  flaming hu r t .  

Aninal f l onc r  
Yielding cr ispness  
S t r m g e s  t budding. 

jJI  Frui t .  
~ ~ i n i  and groning, 
t a d  f lonering.  

A l l  nonen I have loved 
FIere t i ge r cd  i n  a rose. 



HISTORY WKE32S 

Tomen stone breakers 
Hmers  and rocks 
Tired child n&ers 
Haphazard frocks 
Strong thigh 
Rigid head 
Bent nigh 
Hard vhite pilaa 
O f  stone 
Under ho t  sky 
I n  the gully bed, 

No smiles 
No sigh 
Fo moan. 

Women child bearem 
Pregnant f'rocka 
::.'ilful toil sharwa 
His  tory nakers 
Haroners and rockj . 

George Cmpbell 
(1917- , 4Uc 

5 -, I 



I hold the splendid d a y l i ~ h t  i n  xy hclnb 
h w d l y  grateful  f o r  z lovely dcy. 

Th& you life. . 

Daylight likc a f i n e  f,zn spread fron ny hznds 

Daylight l i k c  scarlet poinset t ia  

Daylight like yellon czssic  flovrers 

Daylight like c l c m  n r t e r  

Daylight; likc moen c c c t i  

D a y l i ~ h t  l i k e  sea, spmkling nith nhito horses 

Daylight like tropic hills 

Daylight like o sacrment  in rly hmds 



Gcor ge Cns~pbcll 
(1917 - 

It 17as h i s  s e r en i t y  
Brought nc scnity. 
mere rJas no l u s t  i n  h i s  eyes 
310 look of surpr i se  
A t  ny naked flesh 
No trillingnes s 
To be caught i n  the nosh 
O f  the love l iness  
That hod bored ny ems .  

I f e l t  secure 
AS I kne l t  a t  h i s  f e e t  
hcl had no fears 
That ct doad o f  night 
I nould hoar the beat 
In  an outs ide  roon, 
Creak of c. door 
And denand o f  ny aonb . 
It 1x.s h i s  serenity 
That held ne s o  
3 nould not go 
Anay f r o 9  the s i d e  
O f  non enticed 
Xis pcssions denied 
For h i s  nay of l i f e ,  



George Cmpbell 
(1917- 

WE !?E!i.R OUR LEA&ERS D W N  

-- 
I.;Te t e a r  our leaders  donn 
Like a nnn who hctes  nature 

I 

Turns f ron  t r ee s ,  love, offering,  
find lays bare the day 
For r ~ a t o r i a l  gain. 

Tfe suspect our  l e rde r s  
Like cs m n  vrho n i l 1  repo 
The wonan r c the r  t h w  lovc her; 
For he is  too circunspect  
For tho oneness o f  love. 

Tie say our leuders  
Are f'dse, 
Yfe scy.bcnd lonly, 
Leaders, 
To us. 

say m y  things 
Pad t e a r  our  leaders dorm. 

And yet the night ingale  
Sings be s t  i n  the night  
For the passing ear, 
f a d  the lion hunts b e s t  h i s  ovi-n nay. 

liounded i n  the  ving t h e  song bird 
Sings o n l y  su f f e r i ng  
Ar~d the wounded l i o n  h2,tes the  day. 



George Cmpbell 
(1917- 

OH! YOU BUILD A HOVSE 

Oh! you b u i l d  a house as c noaan 
Builds a c h i l d  i n  her  tirlc, bui lding 
??ith the inner  vis ion of hcr  eyes L 
The knoningness of her  being 
The cholo of her  l iv ing ,  turned inward, creatini;. i s  

Here you b u i l d  a cottcgc i n  t h e  h i l l s  
Jind r a i s e  up t r e c s  every l e a f  of then eb 

I 

A s  p u e n t s  b u i l d  up their children,  ~ i l f u l l y .  

?&o ir0UI.d construct  the  sky? 
Do you 1cno:r h o ~ i  nany visions 
O f  space t o  f i l l  the  viev o f  your vision? 
There m e  t h e  unseeing hands t h a t  nould 
L i f t  up one t r s n s f  igurat ion o f  space 
That a c h i l d  nould &ca? 

Yet you bu i ld  l i k e  the  bu i lder  of space 
The n e w e r  of  s i lences ,  the  construction o f  hills 
With hands of existence,  your p~rrpose, the l i g h t  of your 17ay. 
I muld not t e l l  you tha t ,  were it not  natural ,  
Else I nould t u rn  a-~ay,  nad l i k e  a n m  
Fron a n i r r o r  nho sees t he  sky i n  h i s  face  
t ~ n d  the resolut ions  of h m o r  and pence i n  h i s  face. 

Here you bu i ld  your peace i n  your h i l l s  
Reconstructing your s i lences ,  l i k e  a c h i l d  
Being endlessly born i n  i t s  nother. 
Here you construct  your space, every forgetfulzless. 
Every pocket of  s i lence,  every c ton of  thought. 
Here is t h e  reconstruct ion o f  peace, never outs ide  one, 
But srhere a annn ccn turn  his energies 
To h i s  innernos t being, t o  h i s  o m  inf in i teness .  

?%ere w e  t he  succession o f  s t a r s  t h a t  m e  
The glory t o  one's  nind, 
Rhere i s  the  space xnd the  t i n e  t h a t  can be 
The peace t h n t  am should know? 
Yes! i t ' s  good t h a t  you b u i l d  your cottage 
t a d  the  ex te rna l  conforts  of  hone. . 
'Tis  the  scae process a d  r e c l i t y  bachwd.  

The nsn i n  h i s  osm inner nind. on h i s  o m  inner  road, 
On the  nos t  co~munal journey i n  the  rmrld, 
The journey t l ~ ~ o u ~ h  one t o  the  world of non. 
Here, crect ivcly ,  in t he  depths of s i l ence  
laidst a ton ic  laughter,  the f o r e s t r y  of  death, 
Elusive s i n p l i c i t y  of  peace 
ftlust a nan b u i l d  f ina l ly . .  . 
The reconstruct ion t h a t  i s  r e b i r t h  i n  notherhood, 
The ::orking of  c p l o t  of land, 
The bui lding of o llousc i n  the  d i r t ,  
The p o n i n g  of p n s s  t a r n  roses  and t r e e s  
Reconstruction of the  h i l l s ,  nass upon ncss 
Resurrection of t h e  sky, 9pzce beyond space: 
The i n f i n i t y  of  pcacc. . 



Barbarc Ferland 
( 1919- 

EXPECT NO TiJFU3ULE2lCE. , . 

Expect no turbulence although you hold ne fest -- 
For t h i s ,  where l a t e  ny love lay,  bea t s  no nore. 

Conf'ute, perplex no t  ... O n l y  sh i e ld  ne fron the past .  
??hat night have been i s  l o s t ,  no t  gone before.  

Though i n  the night  your surgent need inpols 
Your body t o  seek confort,  b ru i s ing  no avr'zke, 

I will not shrink, though a l l  your f l e s h  repels,  
Nor sanctuary deny, while we connunion take .  

For we, tyro l o s t ,  t170 hungry souls,  n i l 1  neet  
A t  comon bocnlrd, with comon need f o r  bread. 

You, i n  the wood, w i l l  gather be r r i e s  sncet;  
I, i n  the  dark t a s t e  the  salt f l e s h  of  the  dead. 



From a church across t he  s t r e e t  
Childroil repeat ,  . 

"Hail IZary, f u l l  of Grace. 
Skipping the sy l l ab l e s  ; f 6llon- the-leader pnco. 

A little g i r l ,  ( the  Lord i s  srith ~ h e e ) ,  
mite i n  organdy, 

Lifts her  starched,  b lack face 
Towards the barricaded LL-bw 

I:ccdoned i n  l ace .  

( ~ l c s a c d  ert Thou among t~orncn.) . 
Her ch i ld ' s  f ingers  rove the coloured becds 

One a f t e r  one, 
( ~ l o s s e i l  i s  tlic fruit o f  Tb;. cromb; ) 
Yea; a d  blessed, too, r i p e  fruit on trees 

Window-closc, under a t r o p i c a l  snn. 

Bend l o i r  tlzc laden bough 
Child-high; s::coten her incense-laden breath --. :rxth food, good Zipry. ( ~ 0 1 ~  iIciry, llothcr o f  God, 

Prey f o r  us sinners.  ) Pad f o r  the  b l m e l e s s ,  
Nor, b e f o ~ e  t h e  hour of t h e i r  dcath. 



Rnymond Barrow 
(1920- 

Dcvs-~n i s  a fishcrmcn, h i s  hcrpoon of  l i g h t  ., 
Poised f o r  a thro:-r -- so s n i f  t l y  morning conco : - ' I  

Thc darkness squats upon thc s leeping lcna 
Like a f lung  cast-net; and the  black shapes of boats -'+ !. 

Lie hunched l ike  n c s t i n ~  t u r t l e s  - 
On the f l a t  cjlm of the  sea. 

:song the  t r c c s  the  houses pccp a t  the stcars 
Blinking f arewell,  anCl half  -as~&oned b i rd s  
I h r t l e  across thc vista, some i n  thc  distnnce 
Giving t h e i r  voice s e l f - c r i t i o i zcd  sudi t ions .  

Fdnrning comes from the cocks, t h e i r  nccks distended 
Like c i t y  trumpeters: and suddenly 
Betrrccn thc: s t r agg l ing  f cnccs of  grey cloud 
The sun, s bmefoot  boy, s t r i d e s  b r i s k l y  up 
Tho curved beach of t h e  sky, f l i n g i n g  his greet ings  
? J d y  i n  &I direct ions ,  l n u g h i n a y  saying 
Up, up the  dcy i s  here! Another day i s  here! 



SHEEP - 

God shcep i n  the ccsly  narning. 
I 

I n  His hands He caught the  c lus te rs  
O f  the f leecy  clouds of darning 
kad t i e d  them i n  bunches 
And fastened t h e i r  f e e t  and their noees 
T i th  v e t  b r o m  c l r y  

And in to  t he i r  eyes He dropped 
With reeds from a nearby r i v e r  
The light of the dying morning star 
And the light of the dying moon.. 

And then on t h a t  creation morning 
17hen the sun had flooded the peaks and plains 
And the den lay th ick on the rushes 
].I* saw shcep on the grazing grass 
Andheard the sadness of t h e i r  bleating.  



THl3RE TERF: THOSE 

There rrere. those who were walking mountain paths by night  
I n  s ewch  of  s t a r s  

And those rilio s t r ayed  amidst t h e  flowers 
That hcLd tho gloning sunset  caved wi thin  t h c i r  open lips 
i.Imy by chance hcve met n i t h  sprig-ccred goat k ids  on the slippery rocks 
h d  loved t h c i r  r~ild glass  eyes 
ifid thcir cn-tapult t r i p s  

But I, coming around the corner of d i r t y  s t r e e t s  
Have met upon small ncgro boys 
L i t t l e  d i r t y  chips -- 
klith stcrs i n  t h c i r  eyes 
And flovrcrs between t h e i r  ].ips. 



H. D. Carberry 
(1921- 

NATURE 

, 17e havc neither Summer nor Tinter  
Neither Autumn nor Spring. 

T?e have instead the days 
Then the gold sun shines on the lush green ccnefields - 
1:Iagnif icent ly  . 
Tho days nhen the r a i n  beats l i k e  b u l l e t s  on the roofs 
And there is  no sound but the svrish of r-rclter i n  the gul l ies  
And t r ees  struggling i n  the high Jamaica ninds. 

Also thcre are  the chys when the leaves fade from off guango t rees  
And the reaped cmef ie lds  l i e  bare 2nd f'allon t o  the sun. 

But bes t  of a l l  there a r c  the days nhen the mango and the l0@700d 
blossom, 

the  bushes m e  fill of the sourd of bees cnd the scent of 
honey, 

When the  t a l l  grass s17ays and shivers t o  the s l igh tes t  breath 
of air, 

Then the buttercups have paved the e ~ x t h  with yellow stars 
i ' ~ d  beauty comes suddenly and the r a ins  have gone. 



p- - .  - 
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il. G. Smith 
(1921- 

I.lJILLOY! OBOE 

The wind breathes 2 mcllon oboe i n  my car 
I from %he seas of l i f e  
Have f i l l e d  my cup aith f o m .  

The tension o f  Tine s naves has broken 'on 
These c l i f f s  
The nemcc i s  resolved i n  fom. 

0 beaut i fu l  
0 beaut i fu l  
The cruel ty .  

Soon the  suave night ' s  surrender 
And. the nass nusic of t h e  dark 
Fa l l s  fragment i n t o  foam. 

To apprehend the f o m  the  aaves declared 
And drink t h e  milk pure f'rom the f a r m  of Tine. 

Nebular m d  luminous 
The s t a r s  the peaks cchieve 
Found foam of peaks md stars. 

So bracket  the s t a s  with bubbles 
F i l l  baskets of ~ i h i t e  be r r i e s  from the sea 
A l l  i s  a r i c h  donation 
The naves a re  l i n e s  of epic 
Tho sea a deep quotation 
The foam t h e  conplcte poem. 

I hear the s e a ' s  half-breath half-nocn 
Smccp i n  fugues t h o u g h  ne 
And t h e  :;.in6 breathes an oboe i n  ny e m .  



Unaer th i s  rhythm 
Beats the voice 
No one w i l l  notice. 

Under t h i s  rock , 
Is the flme 
No one sends f'reedon. 

Under t h i s  i s h n d  
Is the land 
No one desires. 

But i n  the time of drought 
Is weeping 
And i n  thc t ine  of harvest 
Is neeping 
And at the f'uner~J. 
Is noeping 
t a d  i n  the nmiago-bed 
Is t~oeping. 

Look 0 my Sun 
Over t h i s  islr?nd 

- "  
Look 0 my s t a r s  
Into t h i s  island. 

For it s i t s  upon the doorstep . 
Arid un i t s  
tail there i s  bleat ing i n  thc dmn 
And there i s  bleat ing i n  the night 
For it sits upon the doorstep 
lfid traits. 

This land has no centre 
Neither direction, 
There is  sljloke without f i r e ,  
Life nj.tholr+ novement. 

b/ 

This ! Oh my land, 



11. G. Sn i th  
(1921- 

EX!TRL.CT FRO!? TESTPJI.ENT 

Strong sunl ight  r e c d l s  ny youth 
Thc n m  land  o f  my b i r t h  
The f u l f  i l n c n t  
The dnys of unbroken sun. 
The s u n l i ~ h t  nzn cc~ .sc less  with us . 
It bathed cnd cupped a l l  i n  l i ~ h t  
It so&cd i n t o  the  core of dl things 
imd c ~ a o  t o  t h c  dark s ec r e t  heccts 
To en tc r  xhcn a l l  was unbidden. 

Becnusc 1 opened ny heor t  t o  the  sun 
Knolfing no be t t c r  
A world was born n i th i r ,  ne 
1? irision o f  splcndid l i g h t  
Light of r sense o f  f r e e d m  
Lnd conpletc i d e n t i t y  

I Light of a sense of union., 
Lnd connunion i n  touch ' Fear less  mi! sure  and f r e e  light 
'\'Tithou t which 
'ihs no irneitiacy of  being 
And no iden t i fy ing  touch. 

I 
L 

~ t r o n ~ h r i L i & t  inshed the v i l l age  
find the  h i l l s  
And clothe2 ny pcoplc i n  t h e i r  purple robes 
!ad clnncod and r ipp led  i n  thc  laughing l i r ~ b s  
2nd s t r c m e d  and rrelled x i t h i n  then. 
Dmkly s t rong  
S t r a m s  t h n t  no s i a  could gather 2"na give pcace 
Dcys :~hich no l i g h t  could shut  o f f  f ron  thc  sun 
TJhich xcs t h e i r  woribhcad of  o r i g ina l  b i r t h  
Jnd f i n d  consumztion flo!:cring 
Into  a consaneity trith 1igIrt 
I;n.d splendid grovring _oneness v i t h  t h e i r  source. . -- -_ _-- .--- - - - 
Strong sun l igh t  shw;;s r1.y youth 
It ~7tClks r,rith & e m s  
kind dl tho v i l l age  cnil thc  h i l l s  avrakc 
Fron lit and f in i shed  days t o  p rophxy  
Thc &vk and fomrzrt! t ine r-rhcn nll i s  still 
h a  nothing knovn, bu t  dark beyond t h e  Sun 
kdd the  incrccs ing oneness nit11 the Sun, 

_-,__ _ _ -- -- -- --- -- ---____ - ---..*-- 
But if ny v i l l n p  and uy h i l l s  rena in  
Fron the broad sunl ight  of *heir  b i r th  cut  ofY' 
lmd froln c l l  c o n s m c t i o n  o r  t h e  hope 
O f  hmnony cnd power whicil f l o a s  donn 
Fron the  iden t i fy ing  l i g h t  - 
Then thcrc  sha1.l be 
:iTclls t h a t  arc ix tc . r lcss  

l j ~ s t e d   ells 
!ad blindness searching t o  be h o d c d  i n  vain  
Lnd the  c l cc t i on  of F* l i v i n g  dccth 
Fm f'ron i d e n t i f y  1U;o cut  o f f  h?aCs 
--- . 
,:i-tllout the  touch o f  source o r  l i g h t  o r  sclf 
O r  sensc of oneness being i n  t he  ~11101e... 



THE VISION COIJES GOES 

The vis ion comes ilnd goes : Light docs not lcst 
Nor y ie lds  the t rop ic  night 
That swims with stars 
1? clearer  ins igh t  t ha t  t h i s  fu r t i ve  nist 
Nor gives t he  sun nore f lan ing  t r u t h  than snows 

Let  the  nind xc2.k 
l'lhcre the nind 17i3.1 e 

Let the  streans flow 
\There the sea c a l l s  
The crags and t r ee s  
Sprung from the h i l l  
Z;re buds m d  s t d k s  
Of' a l l  the vis ion 
Vind nould knon 
And na tc r  leaping from the  falls. 

Circle us endlessly 
Spin wheel aid dance 
Touch t h a t  i s  destiny 
Touoh t h a t  i s  chance 
Tho s h a l l  del iver  
Inf'inite, f r e e  
Which vind r ~ i l l  tane thee 
Boundless past d r e m  
Into v~hat distance 
TL.avels the  s t r e m ?  

Not a l l  the stars 
Nor suns 
Nor dawns so b r i ~ h t  
Nor o J l  the heavens 
Quivering n i t h  day 
Attain the purpose 
Or r e f l e c t  tho l i g h t  
Each i s  a shadon 
Let f d l  on thy nay 

Inward and outr~ard 
To create  and show 
Fai th  
Imere the darkness ob l i t e r a t e s  d l  forn  
Fai th  l i k e  n r i v e r  
Dovm which a11 l i f e  nust  f l o ; ~  
Faith 
Like the  rainborr 
Encircling s torn  on storm. 

0 lone ly  S p i r i t  
Ikndering through the glades 
Sensed 
New i n  nountrzins 
)?us i c  
And .mith f'riends 
Glimpsed 
And l o s t  s igh t  of 
F e l t  and re ver knorm 
Long i s  thine absence 
Bruis od 
Torn 
Thick n i t h  shades 
Blind 
A l l  about us 
Yet here vhcre rccson en& 
Cone 
i:::ntcl: ~;.entl:r 

r L 



H. G, Sni th  
(1921- 

EPSTEIN' S " L U C ~ "  

0 n i&t i co t  s p i r i t  of the  morning r i s e  
Ffinged and sad-eyed 
Bronzed, poised on high t o  s t r i k e  
Out o f  thy dark defeat  that never dies  
A purpose and a pa t te rn  br ighter  f w  
Than ever vision l i t  i n  hunm eyes 
Than ever r7as declareil by norning star. 

0 ~ i g h t i e s t  s p i r i t  of the morning, r i s e  
Unloose thy being 
\Trench f'ron out  the rock 
Thy f a t e  of fa i lu re ,  pain and purpose hurled 
In t ac t  
To crash upon a crashing world 
Proud l i f t  thy wings 
High 
High beyond dl c r i e s  
S t i l l  l e t  thy f ringers gently hold the  shock 
l i ightiest  spirit 
0 dear r-lound of l i f e  
1.loro beaut i fu l  than beauty are thine eyes. 



16. G. Smith 
(19 a- 

THE HARPS OF DAVN 

The harps of dam 
Were gold 
And flame 
Viith music 
But not? 
My sorrow has 
No voice t o  bear i t s  pain, 
Tho f l u t e s  o f  d a m  
Were sub t le  
Blood streams 
S i l ve r  
But now 
lly lone l iness  
Knows no voice 
That can pour out  i t s  pain. 
I move t o  you 
You further 
Find a l o s t  fur ther  hone 
Edy land has died away 
wind 
!Taste nind 
Wind alone, 
The l igh t s  of dawn 
Are marble 
I carved my hands of pain . 
But now 
This los ing  aarkens 
Lone streams my song of pain. 



1.1. G. Smith 
(1921- 

And I w i l l  l i f t  up t o  the l i p s  of l i f e  I 

The white horn of t h a t  h e i f e r  
I. l e f t  bleeding i n  the morning. 3 

And where the  flames burn i n  me 
A f i n e  wind s h a l l  r i s e  darkly 
Pour through my l i p s  my horn 
For a l l  the nor ld  t o  hear 
While the p ie rc ing  testament 
Pouring dark streams o f  music 
And the  pure soul  of' things 
That l i v e  and move i n  sound, 

And I n i l1  keep t h a t  v~h i t e  horn a t  my l i p s  
Blot-ring fo rever  with my head thrown back 
T i l l  the flame ceases 
And the nind wi thin  me f a l l s  l i k e  a body i n  t he  darkness, 

And l i f e  
Dark gr ie f  
1-hose horn I s t o l e  atmy 
Comes t o  my s ide  
hit kneels 
And asks i f  she may l i s t e n .  

And I n i l l  take my horn 
1:4y white t h e f t  of t h i s  morning 
rind put  i t  t o  my l i p s  f o r  one l a s t  song. 

1iIys t i c a l  
Virginal  
S p i r i t u a l  
Eternal .  

Ana l i f e  n i l l  viaken a f t e r  
I n  a strange world 
The blue beyondness 
For the wind of  l i g h t  
And darkness 
T i l l  have blown pas t  through my song. 



. - 

This i s  the  f i n a l  nan, 
:'ho l i v e s  r i t h i n  the ausk 
Yiho i s  thc &tok 
.LUrr?ys. 

To knov b i r t h  and t o  lmot~ dccth 
Is one enotion 
To look before and a f t e r  
T r i t h  one eye 
To see the ;-;%ole 
To knoii the Truth 
To knon tho vrorld 
l a d  be without c? world; 

I n  t h i s  l i c h t  tha t  i s  no l i gh t ;  
This t i n e  t h a t  is  no t i n e  
To be 
Lad to  be f r ec :  
This is  the f i n a l  lIan 
Tho l i v e s  n i t h i n  the dusk 
Tho i s  thc dusk 
~J.I~C~YS . 



Basi l  ~ c ~ c x l a n o  
(1922- 

ELEGY, FOUR O'CLOCK 

b 

The land i s  f u l l  of echoes; all the br igh t  
conpmy of men tho dmb 
lcnh  u t te red  i n  prophesying tongues ere  gathered 
i n  the constant a,f'ternoon. F l m e  l i c k s  the h i l l s .  
It i s  enough t h a t  1 ca hcre, on0 
rd th  the nahed and dead 2nd u t t e r l y  victorious 
c i t i zens  of the uonent. Here i s  
perfection i n  (L c,dn ninioture of h i l l s  the lorden 
sea the desolate s t r e e t  the  t i d y  
burgher addressing hiaself  t o  even in^ 
and the suburbs. Day i s  shut tered and done. 
TJho i s  lonely 2s the  r ind? None sees h i s  shadow. 



Here on t h i s  nountnin, not ing 
as it vrcre f o r  the  f i r s t  t i ne ,  
t h a t  nc c l i ng  invo lun ta r i ly  
t o  a globe soo l l e r  than stcncrs, f l o a t i n g  

on a t i d e  of  spcce dcternined 
by no fmilim govcrmcnt, 
ne m e  roused, mil thou6ht ts  n c m  banes 
?.re ch i l lod  by cn in tenperate  :rind. 

This n ind l s  l a s t  echo i s  no t  heard 
i n  our  lend nor ct the  edge 
of our  planet  rlllere ue c lu tch  
t he  s c m t  cloth in^ of' t h e  hunm rrord 

desperate ly  t o  cover our  despair.  
For ne have learned t o  ningle  
v i t h  each other,  t o  f i n d  solacc 
i n  bodies, t o  ido l ize  end c m o  

f o r  2.n inage, s l i apd  anct nade 
v i t h  t h e  fra-5.1 ingcd icn- t s  
of our dissolut ion,  by vhich 
no a re  f i n a l l y  betrp-yed. 

Here on t h i s  nountain, d iv i s ion  
of t i n e  i s  convenient, thus 
i n  on afternoon vc t r a v e l  
thc  globe. Pr in t ,  rzilio, t e lev i s ion  

b r ing  us  t o  strange brotherhood. 
I read your newpapers 
irhile the curious c m e r a  r o m s  
i nde l i ca t e ly  through the neighb ourhood 

of  ny country, roo t ing  gabage.  
I hecr  t d e s  of your l and ' s  corruption 
rrhilc yau observe cc~li!iXLy 
rot tenness  i n  ny loveC vi l lage.  

170 no longer belong t o  c: pr ivn tc  
soc i e ty  and c m o t  hide 
p r iva tc  nisdenemors , ~ ; c  m e  
one people i n  one house m d  c m o t  lecve it. 

3 
It is  quiet  upon t h i s  nountain; 
f i r s t  paqic s t i l l c a ;  t h c  t i d e  ridcs 
s tead i ly ;  t h e  car th ,  c r idge of  l r n d  
closes about by a fountain 

of ccc a d  occcn b r l l eC  by a fo rce  
vc b,wcly pcrccivc, il?t3' co, sphere 
1.-c nr.x c l i ng  tc~, i s  strong! even 
i t s  @cat  un r~nn~ .gc~~b lc  coarse 

i n t o  nn cxpnndin~  unkno~tn 
fan-~ulatcd by r~c- i ;kc~a t ics  
is prcdictc-,ble, ant?. ;io l i c  qu i e t l y  
i n  our nountcin; :re m e  not throx-m 



ON TIES I~OUNTliIN ( ~ o r ~ t  6. ) 

hzphnzmdly, but  a t  ca lculable  speed. 
That Ire shoulc? l i c  qu i e t l y  13 a snall 
request  f o r  creatures i n  comon p r c d i c c ~ ~ e n t  
t o  ask of ccch other, but  t h i s  brccd 

of ncn 3; l ;~  not  l i e  quie t ly ,  kept 
r c s t l cos  by h i s  o m  inadcq.uacy, 
helpless  t o  navigcte t h i s  s r r i f t  c r a f t  
throu& s tc.r-voyaged spcce, svcpt 

by qd13.11ing wind thczt never dies  
he gathers debris  f ron  his l i t t l e  ear th ,  
bin& it i n  engines and v i t h  deilicction 
bu i lds  hot  highvr,?.ys t o  the  sun, Reason c r i e s  

t h a t  you n i l 1  t e l l  h in  t o  s top  bu i l a ing  
vain e n ~ i n c s ,  you a f err words 
hugged close about you, clothcd 
racgedly i n  2 shawl of rrords, cry in^ 

l i k e  n prophet i n  the  :.rilderness, 
you woulct t r y  t o  t u rn  h in  
bclclr f r on  h i s  breve, n c x ,  occupation 
t h a t  hities f ron  h i r ~  the  face  of lonel iness .  

You would becone another Lot 
leading us out  of gregarious c i t i e s  
t o  a forsaken nountain; you t-rould 
take our comcrce f ron  us, o f fe r ing  what? 

Loaning out  f'rom the srorldt s edge 
you knw the  gap i s  no t  
bridged by ex t r i n s i c  highways, 
and tho f i n e  thread of t h i s  knovrledge 

is  not  aovon here. 0 slender skein 
spun on inpalpable loons 
held  i n  a lcnd no eye 11c.s seen 
i n  a place newer  than t h i s  nountnin 

rre s h a l l  as-rake f ron  t h i s  slunber 
ci~d knov: clearly thct z e  s h a l l  not  
on rt briclge o f  deciduous c7irem.ts 
esccpe conmcUy, nor b l i nd ly  c lmbcr .  

Non upon t h i s  nountrin, housed 
with our orie people, ~irnppea 
i n  a clezn, frcyed s h i r t  of v~orcls 
czxning thought s bones, roused 

f ron  c deep s lccp ,n,nCl qu ie t ly  l y i n g  
i n  the dwk, 0.i7zre d in ly  
of the  sr r i f t  coursing of tho e ~ x t h  
outv~.rds i n  a galaxy f l y i n g  

bcyonc?. t i ne ,  t7e rxc confortcd 
by the  cer-tr,inty t-iitlzin, 2nd cr.ln 
ce r t a in ty  f ron  your slcncter skein.  0 
h:x: could *Lie hrrvo ever doubted! 



I 

OLD J?J.LIC,FLN HOUSEJIFE THINKS l33OUT THE I W J T E R  a - 

??hat ~ rou ld  I do forever  i n  a b i g  place', who 
have l i v e d  dl ny l i f e  i n  a s n d l  i s land? 
The s m e  par ish  holds the  cottage I tics born in, a l l  
ny fcn i ly ,  md t he  cool churchymd, 

I have looked 
up at  stars from ny f r o n t  vorancloh and have been a f r a i d  
of t h e i r  pathless distances.  I hnvc never florm 
i n  the loud a i r c r e f t  nor have I seen palaces, 
s o  I t~ou ld  prefer  no t  t o  be taken up high nor 
roi.~mcIed v i t h  n 1,arge n m s  i ~ n .  

I t ~ o u l d  l i k e  
t o  renain  hnlf-drowsing through an evening light 
watching bmboo t r ee s  sway cnd r u f f l e  f o r  z valley-mind, 
t o  renenber o ld  t k e s  bu t  not  t o  l i v e  then a ~ c i n ;  
occasionclly t o  hcvc n good rnccl with no n i l k  
nor  honey f o r  I don ' t  l i k e  them, m d  no:;. m d  then t o  walk 
b y  the  grey sca-beach -;{it!; bro o l d  dogs 2nd rratch 
nen brine; up t h e i r  boats f ron  t h e  r-rctcr. 

For d l  t h i s ,  
f o r  ny hope of heaven, I m w i l l i n g  t o  forgive  ny debtors 
and t o  love ny neighbour. ... 

d though  t h e  m e t c h  throws stones 
at  ny =hike roes t c r  end nakes toa nuch noise i n  he r  d m  backywd. 



Dorothy E. TLhitficld 
(19 

I rn the f l i ~ h t  of t h e  silver dove 
Flying aid n&cd spec?rs. 
I m tha t  lecf on the Tree of Life 
m o s e  veins run n ine ,  mcl' tows. 

iI cn the  incense r ~ y s t i c c l ,  
The s e c r e t  o f  the rose, 

_ Deep i n  he r  d reming  he 'wt  I sleep 
And sncc t  i n  ny repose. 

I.line i s  t h e  ncntle o f  t h e  sky 
Laced with love 's  s c a r l e t  fl,me, 
l* secmless gwncnt woven out  
O f  ecstcsy 2nd pain, 

ly sandzl so l e  i s  on Earth's sod 
B l i t he ly  I bear her scars ,  
EIy sou l  r golden ~ ~ e l o d y ,  
Xy ccrovm a crorrn of stcrs! 



Louis Sbpson  
(1923- 

3 
Frx f ron  your crunpled nountains, p l r i n s  tho,* vul tures  poncler, 

1 + ?%it8 (i;ulches, siounded t o  pythons f ron  gunsllot of thunder: 
?hzt should I s i n g  i n  c c i t y  of stone,' 
D r c ~ ~ i n ~  the  bot; across sku l l ,  across bone? 

On phosphorescent furrows d r i f t i n g  f'ron the  dmk  scnd, 
17e f e l t  t he  f i s h  pluck, kee l  grate, i;ere lcughed z t  by th.e lznd, 

Scv secrchl ights  conb corpses'  heir i n  ncngrovcs 
EIdmi,?l b i rd s  bea t  to  quie t  coves. 

Tho g u l l  shuader plaslling f ron  sharks .  cnd under groeh ii;l?.ss 
Delicate nccdlcs t o  death t-i:itchcd i n  t c r r o r ' s  c o n ~ c s s :  

Crinson on bluc blcdc, gaping l i k e  hooked 6 1 1 s -  
Tho sun rjcs ctrcr;n blecdinc rcross  the h i l l s .  

By the  sunk sc!iooncr, the  nets ,  canoes rri-tk brolccn bcclcs, 
12as c ca thed rd ,  noti choral  t o  currents :  non shzcks 

Shon P. incpcss, chilclrcn swollcn -,;ith ,.;as, 
&'. m cuts  cocolluts : r i t l ~  c cut lcss .  

This i s lnnd  sccned onerczld i n  the s t e e l  f'urnacc f lane 
To tho p i r ~ t e . , .  Por t  Royp1 ... h i s  sh ip  shed clothos r.s she c m c  

To l i e  i n  thc  bay 's  blue wns ,  lczy,  l c zn  
lac1 gold ~ 1 o : ~ c d  through t h e  h u l l  ;;ith a death shccn. 

Iio l c y  on t h e  shore ;-rith c. blcck zn6 c gold-hc~xted girl 
T,%osc lau& u n h i n ~ z d  1il:e n box of red  velvet  and pccnlrl. 

Sho gcwc h i s  cnenics thc J u k s  nor3 
'Jl~o ccnc a t  cmk-WOE, C C C ~  one z i t h  c srroril. 

S t i l l  she chcrishcd i n  r-ror~b t he  chror?osoncs f o r  rrhitcnoss. 
Fish  f l i t t e r e d  r.bou.t thc f a t h e r ' s  bones, but  she could press 

Hcr hznc?s t o  the  high junper there ,  t he  ::?.rrJ 
-"Iulctto, w b i t i o u s  i n  l i z ~ x a  f orn. 

This c o t  the s t r x t  of ~y b e s t i d ,  indolent  rcce 
',?ith corxsc skin,  crnzy laugh, n o s t r i l s  l i k c  snorcls t l w o u ~ ! ~  t he  fcce:  

Athletes ct s ixteen,  they dive deep m d  l i e  
I n  \:onen l i k e  vcves : i n  such dcr!c ccves die .  

B i t t e r  pr le  beauty, the s~1d .1  s a l t y  je;tols of sun 
Fa& by tho ocecn. But the fruit  a f  the vclloys run  

&ou p l w p  bourgeois bc,nanzls y c l l o i ~  sk in  
To thc c rue l  cane, cutlcss-blzdcG, thin.  

Life  is  r. n i n t e r  l i n e r ,  here h i s t o r y  pzsscs 
Like t o u r i s t s  on top-decks, seeing t h e  shore through sun-glcsscs: 

hi! dectli, o d.cli;;htful l i fe-loilg disccsc, 
Sighs i n  sidcr,r~,ys lLmi;uor of tri-isted t rees .  



*r , 

Louis Simpson 
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.- . 
TO !THE 17ESmN 770RLD 

. .. I 

d s i r en  sang, and Europe turned army 
From the high cas t l e  and the shepherd's crook, 
Three caravals vent sa i l ing  t o  Cathay 
On the strange ocean, and the captains shoolc * '  

Their banners out  across the IIexi'que Bay. 
a 

l a d  i n  our ear ly  days me did the same. 
Remembering our fathers  i n  the i r  vrreck 
Ere crossed the sea from Palos where they came 
l a d  sav, enormous to  the l i t t l e  deck, 
A shore i n  silence aa i t ing  f o r  a name. 

The treasures o f  Cathay are never found. 
In  t h i s  lunerica, t h i s  nilderness 
l a e r e  the axe echoes with a lonely sound, 
The generations labour t o  possess 
And grave by grave ne c iv i l i ze  the ground. 

F". 



Geoffrey Drayton 
(1923- 

FJe voycgcd frorr land t o  land, t i r e l e s s  &cross 
untrespasscd seas,  voyaged till the  ships  , 

t h a t  nonths of t o i l  had b e l l i e d  *om the  red- 
grained trunks s e t ?  th in ,  a s  thg oar-sped 
waters peeled them thinner,  l ayer  by layer .  
Generations of our children,  born with tho hungry 
colour of sea before t h c i r  eyes, 
bore i n  t h e i r  hear t s  i t s  blank unreason, 
No longer tlie green-net vegetetion 
t h a t  vss t h e  f a i t h  and emblem of our  race ,  
bu t  a godless blue, md t h e  sun, unsi f ted,  
l i n i n g  t h e i r  tender lib with crimson, 
so t h a t  the  colour of blood mas on t h e i r  s leeping eyes, 
rnd opned ,  the  black dispassion of t h e  sea .  
Thoy t h a t  should have sucked t he  l o r e  of  f o r e s t s  
with t h e i r  motherst m i l k  and i n  the  fores t -sap 
havc t a s t e d  kno~rledge o f  t h e i r  being, 
nursed ins tead  t he  parching nipples of t h e  naves; 
and knov~ing nothing t h a t  might scourge 
t h c i r  ignorance, thought a11 was known. 
It vras not  t h a t  they scorned t h c i r  heritage, 
s e n  deaf t o  rhythms t h a t  had l e d  t h e i r  f a the r s  
miking them humble. But perpetual  not ion 
l e f t  no time f o r  thought beyond tha t  vhich 
they did  t o  save -i;hensc.lves, ilepending on noco. 
Such pr ide  rras born of  circumstance n o t  calculc t ion.  
Thoy had never knot-m the  t a t t e r e d  r o y a l t y  
of trunk and l e a f  f i gh t i ng  t o  repossess . 
t h e i r  p i l f e r e d  I,mds, the  pendulous 
brovn-vringed seed t h a t  ~rzrncd hoir sho r t  a time 
rre l ingered,  how soon t h e i r  armies 
rrould entangle f l e shy  hands mongst  our  bones, 
and hide, unmonwnented, t h e  f r a i l  
encampriicnts of our g r ea t  creat ion.  
Under t h i s  p e e n  dominion the  o l d  had spent t h c i r  youth, 
and i n  i t s  challenge found an inward discontent  
t h a t  feeding on t h e i r  u n ~ s e d  vigour turned it 
f'rom t h e i r  fello;.men; s ince  he who f'ully l i v e s ,  
has :,ill nor poncr l e f t  t o  f r e t  a common discord.  
Then dying rrith an equal peace they gave 
t h c i r  s t rcng th  t o  una~rdkened lo ins ,  
t h a t  rrakine then they might be born again. 
So =as the  love of nan f o r  rzonan sanc t i f i ed ,  
and sanc t i f i ed ,  tho l i f e  of every m a n ,  
Peacefully they died, under the  clean-edged 
shador-r of the  p l a i t~ . i n - l ea f ,  under the  shadov;~ 
where t he i r  mothers loved a d  they ;rere born. 
But v io len t  no= the forms of death t h a t  chi ldren see. 
Sone they hzve seen, t l i i r s  t-maddeneil, l e ap  
be-txicen t he  onrs cnci sink -,rith Yne plunging blades; 
and o-thcrs, t;okcn f ron t h i s  f renzy 
by the co ld  contagion of t h e i r  grave 
gain g i l d e r  frenzy, swimming i n  iiopeless ndce 
u n t i l  oxhaustion sucked then back 
o r  slant-eyed nonsters t o r c  t h e i r  s c r e m i n g  l h b s ,  
Violont the  shapes of dcnth t he  young havc ,learned 
t o  witncss, coldly, r i i th  tlie bleak indif ference 
of the sea;  so  t h z t  coming t o  t h i s  f e r t i l e  shore 
\:here b i r d  nor beas t  cnflaned t he  s ing lc  p e e n  
7-5th colour, they lcncn no b e t t e r  than t o  f i i ;ht  
monc t l~cnselves ,  and kill in^, a t e  t he  f l e s h  
they k i l l e d .  Tilcn irhcn t h e i r  conpany vas h d v c d  
the p l n n ~ c n t  f e rn  'chat h..d beconc. c. p a t  
o f  2.i.vinr sqad %hen on qcin - 



l eav ing  the s en i l e ,  l i k e  the pries-ts  of some 
ungodly f a i t h ,  t o  clean the  stones of' blood 

Yet sone~rl ie~e are  forgot ten is lands ,  c l o s e ,  
tu the  morning sen, o r  close t o  t he  bluo- 
veined nooii t h c t  ~ic.lks i n  her  sleep.  
fnd dcy and night  i n  thosc i s lanas  a r e  
the  s i l v e r  ma gold t h a t  women %.rear f o r  feas t ing;  
and a f t e r  the  f e a s t  they  a r e  e r s t  aside.  
Their  f'ragrancc i s  gone, re turned t o  t he  fo res t s ,  
t o  tho vrinas t h a t  give the  t r e e s  t h e i r  pe r f~me 
and f l o ~ ~ e r s  behind t h c i r  ears .  So a r e  they born r?gain;. 
a s  the  daughters a r e  born rrho s h a l l  wear then. 
Sonewhere t he  c l i f f s  a r c  cauldroned t-ritli f o m ,  
and unsta i red c l i i f s  look dorm on the passing sh ips ,  
'Illere i s  ny people's resp i te .  
Fear less ly  our nen r d l l  die, knoriing they leave 
a seed of vihon they s h a l l  be born again. 
And i n  t he  shor t - l ived days, t-ihen night  
puts  out  an e a r l y  hand t o  l i g h t  t he  s t cxs  
and lovcrs  laugh a t  the quartered noon, 
the old w i l l  s i t  by f i r e s i d e s  and t r l k .  
And i n  t h c i r  t d k  perhaps they w i l l  f o rge t  
t h e  vhite-skinned nen and the s c c s l e t  6alleons, 
and dl nho s p i l t  t h e i r  l i v e s  upon t he  s t e r i l e  naves, 



THE COBBLER 

Geoffi.ey Drayton 
(1923- 

The cobbler, cerebral  i n  f l i g h t ,  
Tes ts  dens i ty  of air with rring 
Tight on the  l i f t i n g  flood.. 12 k i t e ,  
He sleeps betnecn tvin heovena, on s t r i n g  
O f  ~ r j n d  - o r  da r t s ,  a b i r d  agein, t o  srrin 
His oceans, of f i s h  and star. 
Only the storms unsaddle hirl, 
Sky-rider; with ncrzph l i ~ h t n i c ~ s  bar 
H i s  s o l i t a r y  Eden.., That he 
'?ho companies with wind and clouds, 
Choosing f o r  n o r l d  the incurious sea, 
Becones a weather-cock o f  crowds, 
Steepled on f i n g e r s t  s t a r e .  

But watch 
Him gear aga ins t  the  tempest, bend 
Again t o  f r o t h  o f  shore and scotch 
H i s  landnard running; r e a r  and rend 
The a r r a s  sky - the vind t h i s  once 
A foe. Sheerly he mounts t o  s c a l e  
The thunder, end hi&, f r o n  t u r r e t  sconce 
Outstares the gu t t e r i ne  squib of ga le .  
Lmely he tu rns  a t  lzt, nhere solace is, 
To space, aneling t ~ e s p r s s e s  
Agcins t h i s  proud i den t i t y ,  



Geoffrey Drnyton 
(1923- 

OLD BG,CK BEGGAR 

* 
Her age none but her god could know. 
The years had thronn long shodons i n  her brain, 
Patterned i n  t ine less  disarray. 
For some the i r  own h o r t a l i t y  to  speak, 
Unhonoured, through her do tard '  s tongue -- 
Their nisdon l i k e  faniliru.  sounds 
That seem a par t  of si lence, 

,The moon, they said,  had shone upon her face 
fma nade it crookea. Iler f e e t  were bare, 
Dark and rheunotic l i k e  nahogLmios, 
And on her breas t  forever the tclrnishea crucifix.  
The neary brain t h a t  coffincd much of m n  
??as ~rindoned f o r  lier god 
Lilcc some bright  chapel-aisls . 
White noney, she csked 
Bending i n  benediction, 
And laughter and p i t y  checked a t  her blessing. 



Geoffrey Drctyton 
(1923- 

Perhaps trere ncny beginnings before the ce l l ,  
K l ~ c ? ,  znd sponge, of tha t  pro-Cambrian shel l ,  
Before our f irst  crustacean dug i t s  t a i l  
And wrote crude his tory i n  the burrotred shale. 
Lad nany endings there iiere - i n  a t u l i p  f i r e  
That scorchcd the f ly ing  things, and fue l l ea  higher, 
Ticked a t  the stcars; t h a t  f e l l  i n  blackened petals 
On s o i l  t h a t  :rrithcd. l a d  nolten rock and n c t d s  
Bubbled a coi l ing €;as. Again the ear th  .- !!as sun - i t s  substance purged fo r  purer b i r t h .  
Perhaps those deaths cutums i n  greater  t ine;  
Then cane the winter o f  rocks, and the careful clinb 
From the ce l l .  Perhaps the ear th f u l f i l s  i t s  span 
Lilce t rees ,  md, using the  fool ish n i t  of nan 
Renet-ls it se l f .  The f i r e  i s  ne ver dead. 
It sn i led  i n  the stone of axe and arronhead, 
Spoke i n  the s tee l ,  cnd laughed outright i n  the gold. 
B=t i ts  heart  i s  i n  secre t  graves, i n  dusts tha t  hold 
Be@nnin~; and end. Lad they s h a l l  be named md sought; 
Pr ies t s  n i l 1  be @ven then, and crusades. fought; 
They shn l l  be fecred, and loved, i n  the narket plcce 
Looked a t  sna loved f o r  t h e i r  god-great face. 



Ceci l  Herbert 
(1926- 

0 f l i g h t  e c s t a t i c  0 screnning b i rd s  

1Qr:ays when evening staiLm the  sk i e s  
With i ts  r i c h  hibiscus  shades 
Vesismrd you I-ring your Tray i n  ec s t a sy  
Cmving your curves on clouds 
And curvine ningle your rcucous c r i e s  
Tiith the  resonant tone o f  the sea. 

0 b i r d s  0 b i rd s  i n  ecs tasy  f l y i n g  

Confess your f e w  of  f o r e s t  s t r i f e  
There tongue anfi hea r t  of s inging b i r d  
I n  a f l a s h  by fanged death a r e  snothcred, 
l a d  cleave t o  t r e e s  clci?ed vines 
Continually seeking t o  l eech  tho veins 
O f  the  f l e s h  t h a t  gives them l i f e .  

0 b i r d s  e c s t a t i c  0 screaning b i rd s  

f i t  the vraterts cage where the tansy groirs 
?here waves pick a t  rocks i n c e s s w t l y  
fLnd blosson i n t o  f101:ers of foam 
S t r i de s  one who f l e e s  n i t h  a s c r e m  
Fron the f m g s  md clav~s of h i s  f e l l o n s  
And f r o n  b i t t e rne s s  t r i e s  t o  m i n g  beauty 

0 b i r d s  0 s c r ewing  b i sd s  0 b i rd s  

Note how he t renb les  and turns, 
As if i n  a d r e a n  and ~ i t h  p ie rc ing  noms  
IIe burns t o  the bone and f i e r c e l y  nourns 
For t he  ancient  b i r d  nen once ca l l ed  love 
Is a tangle of' feathers  tossed m d  t o r n  
Ana the  rude havrk, hate,  r u l e s  above, 

0 b i r d s  0 b i rd s  i n  ecs tasy  f l y i n g  

Follon t h i s  f e l l o n  and screan your cry. 
Pierce his hear t  c i t h  your v ivid  hopc 
That the  m c i c n t  b i r d  dcod does n o t  l i e ,  
Restore h i s  rsi l iant  tonmc;  
1,nd then 0 b i rd s  0 screaninc  b i rd s  
*on tongue 2nd hccrrt ;;ill be r rung ,  

mat t-~ords e c s t a t i c  what singinli; rrords . 



Nightr s  end and bird song, Bright b i rds ,  
A l l  throu~h the norn from t h e  ch i l d ' s  naking hour, 
Fron perches high in,  with cascades o f  chords, 
Drenched the  l e a f y  dews  tarred h a i r  of t r e e s .  
When the  gradual, v ivid  dam was done 
The f i l i g r e e  of dew drops disappezxed, 
Bird song of the  past  was b lur red  
Lnd funbl ing the  ha i r l e s s  t r e e s  
Cane t i n e ' s  haze of dust-laden y e a s  
Td!hich nakes fu ture  and post  s o  vague; 
h c l  a l so  cane t h e  f e a r  t h a t  stunned 
!Ele f e a r  t h a t  I ' d  =om? i n t o  stone. 
But to-day, b r igh t  thoughts have scoured the  b r a in  
And I try f o r  the  happy words 
To express ny hope, lcarge cs t h e  sun, 
That vio len t  as t he  poui 
Yhich explodes i n t o  flovrers nhcn earth i s  cos t  i r on  
I s h a l l  rend ny v e i l  of fears 
And bu r s t  i n t o  song with the  r r d i a n t  tongue 
O f  the b i rd s ,  i n  the  t r ee s ,  i n  the  &wn. 



LINES YRITTEtJ OIJ 1~ !l!R~D? 

If, i n  response t o  t he  sobbing 
O f  rrhccls con sun in^ n i l e s  of  rail' 
O r  the s p i r i t u a l s  the  pcasnnts sing, 
Xy hear t  nas to.  f l u t t e r  mil r e e l  

h d  my eyes t o  f i l l  with t e w s ,  
He rrould not understand irho s i t s  
11% my side and s i l e n t l y  shcres 
Tho display of cormonplace sit;l?ts: 

Tho f i e l d s  I-rhere r e s t l e s s  f i r e s  
Cause ci horse t o  break h i s  rope 
l a d  f l e e  e r r a t i c ,  throug;: the  choirs  
That n o v i n ~  s i ng  end s inging reap 

The canes; f o r  nine cnd nine clone . 

Is the thought, t h a t  througli t he  pcsscnts '  h e u t s  -- 
!Chou& they seen as cal lous  as  stone -- 
Sane r i v e r  runs which soothes their hurts ,  

:-,?lilo \fi l ly-nilly he mt s like nine  
LIust ro2n ton thouscnd y e w s  of dcys 
Afraid, l e s t  with i n t r ac t ab l e  whine 
The r i v e r  absorb thc  f i r e  -thst s l o ~ r l y  clies, 



Jan Ccren 
(19 24- 

2 - e  crons 'i112.L; specic uy t r o p i c  skies 
sawed over vClcya  o f  n;. p e e n  ikays 
and t i ne ,  the gmblcr the 
flunc clouds l i k c  dice i n  tTindy vor t ices  t h a t  tunnel skies; 
t-r!lilc I crossed the vide Atlant ic  seas 
where seagulls aivin~ "c the 'arched sca snell 
stw.tled t o  bel l  s t hz t  rang f ac;rcl2 l;o C C Z I C ~ ~ .  

Dut herons s t i l l  f3 y t o  I c h i l l i b c r  a t  day-clem 
and Potmo spins  rrhirlpools 
t o  ontocb a boaknan's drcac. . 



Green zor-bies of t h c  liilil-ccno rccds 
l i v e  i n  sl-ecpy hollovrs o r  thc :':'cst '!in6 
flu-t;ing. crazy tunes I 

the-t reach the crinkled send ilunes by the mber  sea, 
vrhcrc wi ld  black f ishcrr~c:n 
use cas tane l tcs  
t o  l u r e  the  nernaids f ron  t h e i r  nuddy cnvcs, 
Lnd crc.bda~s l i k e  t he  houcds of  h e l l  
stan3 sen t i ne l  
~nan ing  a t  boncs of ckoming nen 
vhich floateri  f o r  a iriiile 0:: ocean t i de s  
m d  plunged docln fcthons deep m d  cool 
t o  the  ncrnaid's caves. 

< 

Green zonbics trho intone 
f'rorr blacksage g o v e s  
vhere vratcm~ellon v i m s  run i ; i l G ,  
c a l l  on Lhc drwmer nen t o  thuap strange tunes, 
2nd flash-cycd ghosts y r h ~  ncver s leep  
p a r t  b i s i - b i s i  reeds 
t o  r ~ a t c h  c f i r e  h i g m  
dancing v i t h  the noon i n  the deep of 1ot1.1~ pools; 
the  f i r c  hhguc snoops, p i roue t tes  
and lips the  cold r;hite ~ c q r ,  with f i r c ,  

Grocn ~o i ib i e s  l i v e  by n-igl~t 
t o  scEt%er  l a ~ y  fireflies 
f ron  l i l y  be& 
cn3 nock the  flut3-ng o v l ,  

: Green zonbics ncver s leep  
until the  clerr is  ouckcil ~:.-:;.?.y by hwn inc  b i rd s  

E f r o r ~  tllc dccp chal ices  o f  balsa f lo-mrs.  



Aiouon Kondi sculptor  ~ ; - i t h  crudo hrnds 
ccxved goaeads  on Roraine o f  the red rock 
mil vrhen &bo Tano, thunder god pronised no ra in ,  
hcrvested clouds viith trhite scythes o f  l ightning 
that-he n i ~ h t  sit f o r  ever i n  thc heights with 
lzcrridi, s p i r i t  of the r:hite sun, . 

Jan Ccret-~ 
(1924- 

I 

h i o i . ; . ~ ~ ~  Kondi, d ~ r c l l e r  i n  the h c i ~ h t s  
sg.~; i:ith h i s  condor eyc: 
a blue, buclc- cr& sky 
and rr l~i te  sun blozine un tmca  
l i k e  fury or  pain i n  n jcli;~ar, 
nh i tc  sun 1ashj.ni; like c. Llcncro vlhip, 
vihitc sun s t e ; ; i n~  jungles Green 
blinding the hunter ' s trsil, 
t ~ h i t o  sun s ta lk ing  l i l cc  an ocelot  
mched and indolent ' i r i t h  intcnsc hunger, 
white sun lying on black r i v e r s  l i k c  a lover, 
white sun silverin:; the r a i n  . . . 
and night &otrninl_; s tzx l igh t  
and tin,o,nous singing, sing in^ 
cna vinc? s t runr~ing l i a n e  vines. 



Jan Cmerr 
(1924- 

The charcoal under pave-noun& 
is ny hear t ,  
black znd born i n  f i r e  
EIy hecxt \?hen Green is  a bough of wild nango 
rocking i n  the  wind i n  the f o r e s t s  of Cmje .  
Can je is  a black rive+., 
which sucks i t s  ~ a t e r  
from the naracagc beyond Ilanoxc.bisi, 
i t s  ttater i s  b i t t e r  T ~ i t h  the sap 
of nanicole and ite palns. 

Martello the charcoal burner 
chops dotm tho p e e n  l i nbs  of ny hear t  
heaps f r e sh  spaded ear th  on then, 
stands l i k e  a sent inel ,  
watching the wood-s~loke reach up 
t o  touch the b r igh t  :rings of cranes and herons. 
Zhrte l lo  m s i t s  u n t i l  ny h e a r t ' s  a nidnight black. 
Someday ny hear t  v r i l l  @ow Egain 
i n  coalpots and s a c r i f i c i a l  braziers  

\and \Find l i k e  a szcrcd shango broon 
I - r i l l  sweep a7ay the ashes. 

LIartello the black sen t ine l  
has a dimond heart ,  
i n  seasons of bri;;ht sun and droiming ra ins  
h e ' l l  burs t  asunder pale r a p a r t s  of heaven 
n i t h  bare hands and bare feet 
t o  pluck wild orchids 
of u l t i na t e  re lease .  



!lEE SEA - R E P ~ S  

Throu~h the long, fallovr nonths of spa~rn 
They r;nit, :-rho r:ith t h e i r  scythes of ne t s  
Sa l ly  i n  f i sh ing  boats a t  da~m 
To reap the sea. They u n i t  u n t i l  
The bounding f i s h  l i k e  conets leap 
k a f i  s t reak  across the  dull-blue deep 
To dive m i d s t  the  heep of stars 
That sparkle beneath the ninarets  
O f  li&t t h a t  flme out o f  the s ea  
Beyond the p i d e n  boundary, 
tin6 wish upon the shooting s t a r s  
That in the harvest-tine, their nets  
Y . ~ i l . l  drag the  guri1;7ales of t h e i r  ships  
Like gra te fu l  and thanksgiving l i p s  
To k i s s  the boson of the sea,  

Then nil1 they row out t o  the bms 
f i shes  flounder, prance and f l i n g  

Their t a i l s  i n  vivifying dance, 
:mil pray v i t h  every Christ-turnecl breath 
That once, as a t  Genesareth, 
The fish-nets broke, so they nilJ. br ing 
Ti th  strain in^ keep and creaking oar 
Great herds of fishes to the shore. 

But nov they wait and l e t  the f i s h  
Run through the channels of the sea 
To f ind  t h e i r  narriage-bed of rocks 
Deep i n  uiil-ocean, o r  blue nooks 
Far f ron  the lure  of the ba i ted  hooks 
lint! r o m  the 1-raters as they visfi: 
Thile, i n  the sun, they mend t h e i r  nets  
O r  laze 2.nd lurch about the  docks 
Lt hone' i n  a l l  the  noise and griiic 
O r  spend t h e i r  hours care less ly  
Half-drunk outside the run-shop doors 
Fron dam u n t i l  the red sun s e t s ,  

Thus they a-cait the harvest-tine 
l:!hen they should see t h e  shocl of stms 

yonder on thc f i s h i n g  bars : 
?%en, s e t t i n g  out as s i lhoue t tes  
&aim t the dctm, they take t h e i r  oars 
And, shouldering t h e i r  s t~ inging  seine,  
!?ith a loud sea-song i n  t h e i r  throats  
They troop the beach donn t o  t h e i r  boats 
And go Lo reap the sea again. 



THE CATERPILIAR SHlXRS THE LEV 

Thc ca te rp i l l a r  shears the leaf, 
Barns the sveetness which he reaps, 
I n  the l o n ~  brown house. 
Through the minter's siege, r e l i e f  
Rocks the cradle nhere he sleeps 
Gathered fron carouse. 

He shall 17ake just as the year 
Turning slonly on i t s  side 
Star t s  t o  f ind  h in  f led.  
And as suddenly reappew 
To deny he ever  died 
O r  cones now *on t h e  dead. 



Hugh Pophm 
(19 

The i-raterfront sne l l s  of run 
copra, nolasses, t a r ,  
t h e  black-hulled schooners cone 
f'ron the near i s l r n b  and fm, 
the  sloops with t h e i r  Ice- ra i l s  wet, 
m d  a31 with a c r i sp  vrhite nave a t  t h e i r  nater-l ine,  
"Nita Juanita", "Zenith", 'tAm~andale", "Carolinei', 

The painted nountains lean  
over the  painted t o m ,  
against  the trade-nind sky, 
mauve and jungle F e e n .  
The Jade f i e l d s  and the brorm 
the low lands and the high, 
support t h e i r  pclln- thatch huts, their  shacks backed 

with r u s t y  t i n ,  
m d  fade, all fade, as the snudging r a i n  sweeps i n ,  

Behind the bay- f r o n t  s tores ,  
the bank and the cinema, 
the  rrell-paved roads dissolve,  
The car t - t i ed  donkey snores; 
the nan at the rumshop bar 
~ratche s the  day revolve 
through tke s l a t s  of the half-door shut ters ,  and 

yawns and drinks, 
and s mongrel watching a l i za rd ,  s h i f t s  i n to  the 

s hcde and blinks.  
, 

But beyond the tot-m, and back, 
where the wild banana grows 

l 

and the tree-ferns scu lp twed bark 
p i l l a r s  tho c l inb ine  t rack 
s teep f i e l d s  the fa rner  hoes 

, f ron  darm to  lazy  dark, 
i n  valleys where once the a m s  of the Caribs 

clashed and rang, 
where no17 the nenacing years o f  volccnic s i lence hang, 1 

d 
The nonen s t r i d e ,  s traight-backed, 
Upright and b i g  of' breast ,  I 
baskets upon t h e i r  heads 
with a l l  the b r igh t  f r u i t  stacked. 
S t r ide  n i thout  pause o r  r e s t  
by the s ide of the r i v e r b e d s ,  
the f i f t e e n  o r  twenty r ee l ing  n i l e s  t h a t  take the totm, 
Squat and haggle a t  narket, and r e tu rn  when the sun goes down. 

!i'hese w e  forgot ten days 
of  hevrers of' vrood and stone, 
of the 3 quealing six-ox car t ;  

1 
i s land  of long delays, 
indolence bred i n  the bone, 
of anincll ease a t  hear t .  
Only the 6Tas.s grovrs f a s t ,  and the s c a r l e t  t r e e  md the green, 
the separate, red hibiscus f lov~ers .  splashed l i k e  f resh  blood 

between. 
I 

.I 



E. I.!, Ronch 
(39 

S ~ r c n  splcnc?ic? ce8ms brcdr  -the trades - 
L r o x  -i;l~c t h i n  ~ c b l c s  of 11y house, 
Z.:ren to-.iero of sons nhen the  t rcdes  race  
n--.. --, I, a u l j ~  t h e i r  f u l l  p e e n  sccson fo l icge ,  
k t  -.;oathers vccr, the 8 r o u ~ h t  rc turns ,  
7--, - --- sun burns cnerclcl t o  ochre 
LZ*L thi i .s tg - in& s t r i p  the  b o u a s  bmc, ; ,',; L) C- f r~ t 'K") 

T x n  thcy  w c  t r z ~ i c  s t a d s  o f  s t i c k s  
[ B t i f u l  i n l p i t i l e s s  noons cCq . . ;L; ILV, 
h c l  duskb b ~ s k i n  cn? the  ;:eon ' s . 
h 2  north  boyonc? then l i e  the  fic-lcis -- . 3 i c h  one am laboured h i s  l i f e ' s  days, f t  lvu c ~ ~ / ~ r n ~ ~  > 
h e  :.:an trcaryinc h i s  bone 
S!~cped they2 as nonunents i n  stone, 
I I m e r c d  they i r i th  i r on  oil1 

./ 
J'ad r? rugged e ~ r t h y  c o u r c ~ c ,  cclZ " ~ ~ - - i f f d y  
L1d going, l e f t  'je horitc..;;e 
Is l~ .bour  l ove ly  f o r  a can 
!&rt cli-zgs h i r ~  daily i n to  ea r th  
Zcturns no f r a ~ r c a c e  of  h in  fo r th?  

The Llan i s  dcnd bu t  I r e c a l l  
Iiir?. in xy volun-t~xy vcr-sg, c iX " J C , , ~  :' 

Xis life tras un::dorne&-cs breail, cCS, .t,,rw, L C L ; . ,  

Xe rcckoncd nazthcrs i n  h i s  I~cad  
;'-nc? :iore thee q e s  on h i s  fccc  
h c !  felt t h c i T  keenness t o  h i s  bone 
??lc s tin: oT sun cnc? iihip of ra in .  
Hc rcc?  CcCyl s event f'ron thc  &:.~-,in 

' 

2112 SL"=;I thc: q~~cli 'cy of  norning 
Through - -. - the  suilsct riask of  cvcning, ~ l ,  hti.", ,'a 

I n  the  fcrvour of ny son:: 
I holC hb.1 f i r n  u2on tlie f i c l d s  
I n  nnny l~oncly 5la;l;es. 
fIis I;hostrs c".s t , o . l l  a s  -the t a l l  t r ees ;  
EIe trc-c~ps those t racks  his business r~cfie 
By d r i l y  rounrtcbout i n  boots 
Tou&er znC c ~ x t h i c r  than r o  ~ t s  ; 

every f ~ r r o r r  of tho cr,rtk 
1~18 every trine-bloim 111c?,cle of Syess 
Knoris h h  tho s p i r i t  of  the  p l m e .  

j 5q :;cs slave-son, c, peascat  one, 2 , * f  r )  ~ / n b t - r n ~ : r : ' ~  a. r " 

j Pc-.yscn, Pcisano, cny cor!J.ron 
\ Ikn r,bouL czxthl  s f i c l d s ,  viorlil over, 
I I n  the cotton, corn mc': clovcr 
! T!llo r r c  unsunc:, bu t  :;ho rcnoin 
1 Perpeturl  c s  - i ; h  o m t h  ;iin& ppnss, 
+ Unlrillp.blc cs thc o,?rt!l's p c s s ,  ' I ,  

I '.-'ho fro12 t h c i r  i?*cvcs niLnin -tllcir fyrves  . , 1 r , ~  L. 

1~T0, '~ish - :'.c;cg :~r-t;crics o f  c x t h  L * ,  .'k.; A ? * A - a  .: < ,..&-, t\ 

hc? give l ~ c r  substnncc, give her riorth, ' . 9  - 
I 

0 Sons, 0 stron{; once f ron  t h c i r  l o in s ,  
Eol6J.y i n h e r i t  the good ce r th  i' i-, !L v;fhx " 

Thou;;:: yav. l<cci> t l l i k  horicsl~uii .traces 
O r  m n  i n  3plenC.ii. ~ i l ( 1 c i -  rcccs .  
0 poats, i x in t c r s ,  t i dcc r s  t ~ r m  
&*-'?.in r,ni -tr,lic ncrr c r a f t  fror: OIL? 



Ncvillo Danes 
(1926- 

I pra i se  t h e  glor ious  swxmrs of pinento 
Sun-purple, r i p e r  than t h e  1-1ct red  clay-snell  
O f  ny youth by corrilight 2nd rivcr-run 
:,s dog and I, I:C sc remcd -the smll p e e n  h i l l  
Lnd the  snl-t  ~ 1 0 0 t h  ~ i n d  f r o n  t l ~ c  l o a p i n ~  sea  
S r a ~  i n  tho ycl.101~ sv.nfloner, 

I prc i sc  t he  cl.unb scared chilcl ncd-e ~ l c  
In  coffee-groves, ,-nd t h c  bcrbccucs of graves, 
S n e l l i n ~  of  ghosts t  o ld  country f l c sh ,  I s i d  
By ny f a the r  f o r  h i s  t r i b e  ( f i c t i t i o u s  s s  angels);  

s~:laI.l 211-alone boy r i d ing  t o  h ~ x v c s t  h p n s  
I n  the p u e n  of the  ar,y cs t h ~  shacldc-bell tolig~~ocl 
On t h t  churchy h i l l -  top ,  

I prcise  t h c  legends WC ncdo 
'&en t h e  drunk h~i7ks m a  viorsc vrcro ncrry 
!?d.tzcd up thc day 
Halloed the  r2ountcins of b i rd s  mcl. the  n e s t l i n 6  cwve  of -the 

r ec l i ng  r i v e r  I 

Sv:iltl, those cycs rc.acliii~ thc  f i r s t  g~xdc11~s blush ,and Admis  
:-,%on r;cathcrs ti-iistcd thc old thunder-voice 
I =as  kin^ l z t h u r  s irrclc;vc-*r~t stecc': on .the li;l-?lning p c ~ o  
Cas t l i n ~  . I 

& ' i l l  races,  011 ucn, thc b u n k  hairks r.nc'? ~ ;o r sc  
C l i r ~ b i n ~  t o ~ c t l l c r  thc top of thc colour lcss  r a i n  

' I  
To the Capplini. sun, 

I praiso a l l  t!lis 
! R c t u r p i n ~  i n  shorior of oa:zgo-blossons -- 

The crccking v i l l c i ; ~ ,  'c!ic o1G eycs, -the graves, the sun's  k i s s  -- 
l z d  lone ly  cs over, as thc. brio ccdms, < 

I 17alk by thc  s t r c x ~  (rihorc boys s t i l l  plzsh 
Dunkins nnC f c.llinc i n  a s tzr-cpplc sunset, ) 
l add  find her  thcrc,, ancient  a s  thv  l o s t  lands, 
Bcmdctnnaed anc? i;r~,y and ca l l ing :  
Then I rood thc  nonmcntal  lcgcnd of her  love 
i ~ n c l  p r s p  he r  r;rinklcc? hands. 



Heve seen t hc  su.mcr convex of the rrounC.~d sky 
~~rn - t  t o  cctcli it 2nd clutc1-1 it 2nd LI&C i t  s ing  
of thc  ri3.d- wind's ~ 7 h i . s ~ ~ ~  rnd the hLarfi-boilcci sun 
m d  thc blue dcy k i s s i n g  ny nountcin c.-:c.y 
rhc rc  thc  hc,~t-lks (?ip t . i i i 1 ~  t ippe C diving. 

Havc seen the  curved m n c  o f  the  wind-r;hippcd cane 
~ imt  t o  s m p  it and squcczc it and nakc it r c i n  
on thc  r oo t s  o f  the  suracr- t ree  v ieher in& 
::here ny ~ o u n t c i n  :;ouths l i e  s l c e p i n ~  
cnC the  hmks dip  :ling-tippec? diving. 

Hove seen the curving prisrl o f  the  rclinbon's s h r f t  
m n t  t o  pluclr i t  2nd p l a i t  it and 1 x 3 ~  i t  bcn6 
t o  pc t t c rn  i n  the b r r i n  of t he  aountain top 
rrhcrc ;ly m i e f  i s  s ighing l i lcc  a f i n ~ c r e d  s t op  
vhcrc t he  ha~ilcs dip  wing-tipped diving. 
ma thc grcvcs m e  Crcen a t  t he  r o r l d t s  end. 



' 4 1  j i .  

E. ;?. Roach 
(19 
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HE PLUCKED ,P, GURNIXG STYLUS 

! 

f 

: t  

He pluclccd c burning s tylus  f ron  the  sun 
l a d  t-mote hcr nane across thc cndloss skies 
And nro tc  her  nrac upon the  rrcxinc noon 
, l n d ; ~ o t e  her na3c monG the thronging st,?rs. 

If t h e  p d c  noon forgets hc 173.11 renonbor, 
Lovers r c n e ~ b e r  though love ' s  &host  sigh i n  tho sun 
Or rrhinper i n  despair  i n  tllc lmee dark. 

The seas are sorrows 
And the seas accapt thc noon's W k  tragedies. 
Tho aces r e f l e c t  the yearning o f  thc  stcars. 
H i s  hear t  is !q~wy ,o,s the  endless seas. 

H i s  sou l  is ve rn i e r  than the f l o n i n ~  vrave, 
0 &wIc tide of no hope, 
0 blood of t co r s  s t i l l  s ings  the sun. 
No cloucl can b l i nd  the ncnoxy o f  tho moon 
Or b l o t  the legend f ron  the cgeless  s t r r s .  



E. H. Roach 
(19 

L p e e n c r y  o f  arching fronds 
Top these  l i t t o r a l ,  palns; 
S o f t  breezes s t i r  c susurrus i n  then, 
But h i& sexzinC!s tease  an2 torncnt  then 
Tossing t h e i r  colunns under tho sky. c 

Their p e e n  rouncl. chal ices  o f  f r u i t  
Hold bread anZ vine  o f  e a r t h  2nd sun, 
ii svcet cool  euchar i s t  f o r  dl. 

The tide r o l l s  foan i n t o  the  bay, 
i'ind w i t h  the rsind spcdcs i n  the scene 
Bear as you c2.y vhat  o ther  voices: 
Through n ine  cnC! water, f a i t h  and prayer, 
%isper  of 61-0:-;th nnh cloud1 s s o f t    if tin^, 
The @ i t t e r i n ~  nelody of l i ~ 1 1 C ,  
The l y r i c  of each ~7hecli .n~:  norld, 
The ep i c  o f  the  universe.  

Rooted i n  sand, long ropes t o  the sen 
Recp t h e  bo'nes of thc  sea;  rope-tough 
Sinens, Pe t e r ' s  and cll, hauling a t  ropes. 
For a seacatch of Chr i s t ,  f o r  the  neal  of  a n i r n c l e  
15ultitudes hunger, f o r  peace on the 17aters. 
The shoa l  o f  l i f e  drowns i n  the cir 
T i l l  the fu l l ne s s  of  &nth, the s t i l l n e s s  o f  rock 
Possess an2 r e s to r e  then,  sepulchre f r o n  pain. 

ldl' s re l r , t ive ,  r cc ip rocc l ;  
Death scyL11cs down the  sinevred recpers ; 
Lo, they fzll t o  eartlien bins ,  
To the  b i t t e r  shark-tooth bu r i c l ;  
Their  dole of labour, hunger, p i t y  
Stunbles on cnpty t ragedy;  
The ceaseless ,  ruthless, s u l l e n  s e a  
Snar ls  a t  t h e i r  rock of ficatiny. 



Scu.1~1e1 Sclvon. 
(19 

T J i l l  rre ever discover t rop ic?  Sun, insist in^ i n  the 
You n&e us  ne t  n i t h  r e d  cbems of  frecdon, burning 
Ihere~.s ne t r i l l  not  burn. By what s i n p l e  ncam 
Your f i r e  f lmes on these Green is lands ,  
To !that purpose you the rc  i n  slcy ;re on ea r t h  
ire cannot fathon. Ze  squint  back a t  you 
I n  the canefield,  s l z v i n ~  under your venonous f i s t ,  
Ze i n  s t r e ~ x ~ s  bathe i n  your hes tcd face ,  
And those who cLre c l i t t l e  wise ask 
The o l d  questions 2nd natch t he  sky f o r  r a i n .  Sun, 

G r i n n i n ~  on ny shoulder, I n i t h  back bent  
You with June ' s ix - io r te l l c  crnt-TI. i n  th ick j u n ~ l e  
D e c e i v i n ~  nit11 the pronisc o f  m o t h e r  day, 
P r i ~ i n ~  ny chi ldren f o r  ny decth 
AnC the c s t s s  trophc of t h e i r  or;n l i v e s  . Knuckle 
Of f i r e  i n  ny eye, yellov; @.re i n  a i r  spinning 
Over these meen i s l m b  t o  a t t r a c t  people f ron  the  north,  
Knowing as vJe t u r n  ear th  kon v ic ious ly  r:e whisper 
Conforting r~0rii.s t o  our  nci&bours t o  keep t h e i r  chins up 
Though t h e i r  knees buckle a t  the n o t h i n p c s s  of' things. 



Dy no other rime c re  these  
The inpertuPbable b i rd s  norc bezutif t i l ,  
No l i k e l i e r  i r~ace  f o r  the s u m e r ' s  c u r l  
O f  white l i z h t  caui;ht f r o n  the sen ' s  
l r t e r i a l  c e l l s ;  o r  the noon's vny 
Face carved on t he  curved ar is tocr ;z t ic  sky. 

Sa i l i ng  the  solitu8-e of  t h e i r  custonary rraters 
Dcrk and di~lplcil,  i n  the windy norning, 
I n s t i n c t  pronpts o r i t u a l  of preening 
The rude rrrc.nfenent o f  t h e i r  fec thers ,  
lmd lec.ping trith the  1ecpi.n~; lidlt of dzrin 
They crovrn the r i v e r  rzith c rrhite perfection.  

Lzter  the  c i rcus  a r r i ve s  
X t h  i t s  rcndy-r-lcde apparatus of pleasures, 
Docs 2nd wonan and the d u t i f u l  na s t e r s  
O f  s r ia l l  boats  mir-mini; t h e i r  l i v e s  
Throuch char ted  arecs  o f  water  
And chuckle i! irornines of  the  v?inCL1 s laughter .  

The birds thouf;htful, aecorous, cus t e re ,  
Retreat  t o  E f c r  s i d e  of t h e  r i v e r ,  
Their eyes held  i n  a puzzled s t a r c  
IIensure t h e i r  r e cen t l y  a r r i ved  s p ~ c t a t o r .  
Sone c l u s t e r  t o  a deep de l ibe ra t ion  
O r  ponder i n  anazenent t h e i r  o m  r e f l e c t i on .  

Leisurely the eveninc ar~blcs,  
Through the s to incd a i r ,  on t o r n  leaves,  
Over the  lnne, clry grasses,  
Sadly; s i l e n t l y  the l a t e  l i g h t  fc.lls,  
Ant! the \raving c u r l  of  vrcter ilics 
Yhere t h e  winged white quietuc?e a t  cnchor l i e s .  

I ' b  blank deser t ion f i l l s  the senses, 
Over the  ho\71inG c i t y  
Louder than t he  c ry  of i n h s t r y ,  
The noon sheds n contcgion of nsdness, 
And n a t e r  fills the eyes of  the  v i s i t o r  
Enterine the lecend of t h i s  h i s t o r i c  r i v e r ,  



THE ILLUIHIDD GRAVES 

a Annually the  mourners make t h e i r  p rocess ioz  
To i-ihere t h e i r  departed p a r t s  mere s t a l l e d ,  
Over the sobbing leaves  d i s t r e s s l l l  J spra;;-l+.: 
Their quick a f f ec t i ons  t r i p ,  
bnd eyes l e an  totcards the  sky 
I n  customgry d i s so lu t ion  o f  cares  
A s  some ceremonially a t e  t h e i r  dead 
To renew the  contagion of l i v i n g ,  ; 

So these by s im i l a r  a s s e r t i o n  o f  love  
Promote t h e i r  f a i t h  i n  f l m e ,  
Remembering the  ceremony of undying sou l s  

a meek congregation of candles. 
Light leaps  along the marble images 
O f  s a i n t s  ascendins i n  prayer 
O r  b i r d s  descending i n  a t w i t t e r  of g r i e f  

I And over remembered al lotments o f  e a r t h  
A pale  i l l ~ m i n a t i o n  proceeds, 
Beneath these g a v e  and deciduous decorc t l -cs ,  
Solemn as a midnight soileci r i t h  scspicic,  
Lie the l a t e  and dissolved deed. 
The cemetery quivers n i t h  a naking memoq-, 
Shadows embrace the  t r e e s ,  
Through our  t h i ck  and hab i t ua l  evening 
The wi ld  ha l luc ina t ions  scurry;  
A s  leaves su f f e r i ng  the season 's  Tency 
S e t t l e  on t h e i r  r ece iv ing  s o i l ,  
Those who continuc t h e i r  death  i n  l i f e  
Remember t h i s  annv-a1 r e  t r e c t  
There custom cayr ies  i t s  consol ing fict5;r,s. 
And a drcorous decrepitude i s  211.. 
Stranger t o  thcss  meek comernor a t i o n s  . 
Of' f a i t h  i n  a legend of cnndlc f l m e  
\ n o  through curious eyes consi6ers  
I n  tangled t h i cke t s  iii thc! mina's far ccl-ners 
All palpable con t rad ic t ion  of bcing, 
Consider nosr and i n  these  f i e l d s  
O f  flaming l i l i e s  on the  dear meathe2 Zcad 
The a c t  of prayer i n  l e a n  crccked thm-ts 
Vhose ut terance through t e a s  p r o c l a * ~  
This seasonal. paradox of  r e z l  ~ ? d  r i t u 2 .  

Annually these mourners n&c their ?~c:css~L?:: 
To where the  departed p s t s  r;ere stst l lzZ,  
Their hands i n  p i teous  postures  probc 
The l i q u i d  guilt a l l  cyc-s s ec r e t e .  
For every love secure ly  lod&ed 
Within these tapered cwves o f  e a r t h  
Their  ~ io rsh ipp ing  deaths decree a liy.-2>4 1%~. 
All ' innocent  exis tences  t h a t  s a k e  
EBcchanicdly t o  c a ro l  o f  b i r 6  o r  c lock a3~-2 
Crossing some f r o n t i c r  f o r e i m  t o  t k ~  sensca~ reach 
Cause publ ic  cruci f ix5cn of fc3mer 2-5th~. 
So here i n  Chis s e c l u E ~ <  cor?.zr 
.Of the sobbing ~ s o r l d  t h ~ t  t o txe r s  
Through twenty cen tv r i c s  o f  crdered ,pier 
An innocent t r i b e  haIilt:xl,l3- cnact  
I n  the  mourning month of 2 3 5 ~ '  s l?;:-ti: tw:~ 
The h c a r t ' s  p c r e f i n i ~ l  slunp. 
The fabulous noun-kciris src disso lve  9, 

a c- ; , id  ~eei? And f a i t h s  as r o o t l c s s  2s t i e  r vm.--... 
To these  i l lumined T;ves h s ~ e  fled. 



George Lamming 
(1927- 

FOREST HILLS 

There i s  a mountain of f e a r  i n  a backlard glance 
2nd s ec r e t  d e l l s  of wonder cleave l i k e  magnet 
2'0 thc t r a v e l l e r ' s  t r ep id  s tep .  
Look vrhcre human s t reng th  s i l l y  as  a ch i l d  
That blows f a i n t  bugles i n  the  dying f i r e  
Z&s eaten i t s  tray across the  s i n i s t e r  blades of grass 
And the pale, corroding p r i n t  of human f e e t  
3 a s  mapped a t rack  f o r  those tiho f e e l  adventure 
Bob and ncave about t h e i r  f inger-  t i p s .  

But, follor:, 0 s t ranger  f o l l o r ~  

,,, Those t racks  t ha t  move n i t h  painful ,  tr-ristcd ease 
Like snakes whose courzge is  b u i l t  upon a venemous l u s t  f o r  blood, 
Cling t o  your s t reng th  and t read  upon the  l i n e  of  sca rs  
l ade  here by human f e e t ,  Follon, 0 s t ranger ,  fo l lon,  
And you s h a l l  f e e l  f e a r  i n  the touch of a l e a f .  
Sprawled upon t he  lawn i n  the  coolness of an Apri l  evening, 
The sun half-hidden be-b,reen the  leaves,  and t h e  m s h  o f  the  waves 
Chanting your frecdon t o  t he  sun-stained rocks, 
You look upon the tangled network of these h i l l s  
And l e t  your fancy play a t  hide and seek 
Around the  unordered mystery t h a t  dwells beneath t h e i r  greenery. 

But, fo l lon ,  0 s t ranger ,  f o l lon 
Tho t racks  heaving and limping l i k e  a crutchcd f igure ,  
l u f f l o  your f e a r  and s l i p  defenceless a s  a dove 
Within the fo l iage  t h a t  waits upon you 
Like the s i l ence  of a bramble-net. 
Close the eyes and l e t  the sun l igh t  f i l t e r  through the l i d s  
Unt i l  the l eap  t h a t  quickens your blood 
Becomes the s teadied rhythm of  a f o r e s t  pool. 
And vhen t he  rrind cones vraltzing through the  leaves 
That form a shroud about y o ~ r  f e a r  
You'll hear the b r i t t l e  tunes t h a t  make 
The crackling music of f o r e s t  f i r e s .  



La Po r t a  iie LL'Assandria: so we rang the  b e l l ,  
S t a r i r . , ~  =I? the ho t  grey wall  t o  the twis ted 
G r i l l s  2" the  balcony, tthere no florrers grew, 
No l i o c - h i r e d  young nomen laughing dovm. 
No f l e t  s ignora 's  voice n i t h i n  
Asking z3y a l l  t h e  racke t  
Coming ke r se l f  t o  peep and pu l l ing  her  daughters in .  
There =s a large c l ay  pot on this balcony, 
But brcktn:  the  l a s t  black g r i t t y  s o i l  
Chunkeci t o  i t s  sha t t e r ed  s i de s ,  No hope f o r  flowers the re .  
V7e rang the  b e l l  again, looking t o  t h e  balcony, 
Hopicg t o  see some t a l l  romantic woman, mistress 
Of t he  >lace,  Lean down t o  us, placing a hand 
Upon the balcony, the  o ther  
On the cool brown r i f t  of b reas t s  
she 'd  try t o  h i&,  a s  she leaned doun t o  us. 
But looking up, no sari no door, no arindon 
Openixg on the  balcony: what entrance-out mas there 
17as no: x-r~tlled up, and t o  the f l ak ing  sun 
The house presented s t o l i d ly ,  a rnonochrone o f  clay. 
Tken dl a t  once the  g r ea t  s t r e e t  door was opening 
On c r c ~ k y  hinges, turning from within: but  no one 
Stood t he r e  i n  the crack it made: it 
Opened of  i t s  onn accord, impelled by some in fe rna l  agency: 
So s tood  i n  sunl ight  on the  threshold f o r  a l i t t l e  longer 
Before ne entered i n :  and found: 
hntonio Ifachiavcll i  : 
Pimp and sonetime rail17ay por te r  
StandLng i n  the  h a l l :  
1310 grinned, shovring tobacco t ee th  and' 
Bony gums: and 
Took us up the  dusty s t a i r s  
To meet h i s  mother. 

This shy  suspicious lady, ren t ing  rooms, 
ldoving a l l  day about the  house i n  cold blue s l ippers ,  
Tousled h a i r  and t i n y  p ink  lrimono; 
Leaving her  door a j a r  so she could peep her  lodgers out  
find in; ;rho muttered t o  hcrsc l f  and shook her rumpled head 
So t h e t  the  papers c l inging t o  her  cu r l s  became unaone, 
And she would catch a t  them and absent ly  begin t o  r o l l  thcm i n  
Again, peering the vrhils beyond her working f ingers  
As i f  she anxiously rrere seeking family dimon&: 
Some f i n e  dynas t i . ~  jevrel t h a t  tras l o s t :  
Ylas all day -- sireeping the rooms 
And pu l l i ng  t h e  sheets  -- t r y ing  t o  f i n d  her son, 
Antonio : our  pimp and rai lway por ter .  

Antonio F,fachisvelli 
Had not  always been the hollon s i x  foo t  vul ture  
That ne knev. This pin-point-eyed cadaver, 
'{iho f rothed and slobbered tihile he tdlcefi, had once bec-ri 
Choi rboy  and acolyte a t  the Chappella San Lorenzo: 
Sl ipping clean surp l ices  across h i s  g lossy hair :  
Clean as  a candle and as cool, 
But time soon lit  h i s  l i t t l e  candle, by t~hosc l i g h t ,  
He s m  strange vis ions:  himself a smiling cardinal ,  
Robed i n  r e d  velvet,' l i f t i n g  h i s  glitter in^ r ings  
I n  benediction over the kneeling kings and temporal 
Princes of  thc :!orla, ::lzon he aneled a t  shr ine ,  
LAdvised a t  council tcblc .  tnd. sometimes, 
xitl.1 the incense fron h i s  ccnscr t r e v c l l i n g  up 
1' blue ~ o r p h o u s  i;rails ptlsi; -kl?c spiked Cross 
And past  the  yclla,: dove, ha f e l t  himself 



S c h t  I~Iichacl tfir- .',-:::i".ngcl, cleaving a path of smoke 
fffd me&age th232g: -311 tho b r o t h ~ l s  of  the  torvn, 
S s s h i n g  the D2-y af ::?~cmc-nt i n  the l c chc r s t  cups, 
Yell ing from house t: Louse h i s  sensual apocalyptic news. 
Bxt h i s  voice br&c. 2nd hc ar-roka from sanctuary dreams 
To f i n d  himself z z::*iar a t  the l o c a l  r a i l r ~ a y  s t a t i o n  
Toting the  tour f s t s5  hzgs f o r  t i p s  and working overtime 
k o n g  the l e e  'rs:*:ls and thc sharp-edged boxes on the sidi:W : 
Hccving a d  hcft-3.g. sweating and t r o l l e y  ca r t ing  

1 1J.I o f  h i s  dre- 2 . 7 : ~ .  
A t  evening 

G r e t r  morose m d  tkII'.. l ea rn ing  his melancholia 
L i k e  a p lo t t i p4  c h 2 2  stood i n  h i s  sulky corner; 
h d  i n  revenge, sk,l,-;cried a dangerous whip of w i t  and t r i cks ,  
Cracked it among 122s f r iends ,  f l i cked  i-i; in wicked tongues 
2aong the  l o c d  pc5iicnns, and posed among off-duty 
B o s t i t u t e s  cs an c:::~sual raconteur: 
So one day l o s t  h i s  job, s p i t t i n g  a h o t  white spider  
In the  boss'  fkce; 63% drunk; come home; and slapped h i s  mother* 

And she, adhering still t o  her  Antonio, 
The - ~ i s i o n a r y  boy, bccame preoccupied 
And shy, sweeping :he chapels of her  lonely  hopcs 
lb f ind  the boy s21c 10s t. So greeted us, 
S t i l l  muttering t o  hersel f ,  and shbolt her  poodle hair, 
f n d  turned s?si.de, s t i l l  searching, t o  her  room. 
2ad there,  among the? sevring and the b r i c  a brac, 
She kept  a bmboo cnsket 
J a d  pu l l ing  her kimono t i g h t e r  round her  
Th i s  l i t t l e  lady tip-toed shyly by; 

f S l i d  back the blua l i d  of the  bamboo casket 
i?ith i t s  picture of  Lake Como, . 
.And peering n i l d ly  i n  the  r u s t l i n g  dark, 
Snif fed tho r r a r m  3 t . r ~ ~ - r  saw 
L i t t l e  pink eyes turned t o  her,  nidc and b l i r k  out; 
Yink and bl ink out; sc~? the s o f t  heads, 
The minute ne t  inqu is i t ive  pink noses squint ing a t  her: 
Turn 2nd delve back, t u rn  and delve back; 
?&king smclll cosy noises; 
Leaving the curled t a i l s  t r a i l i n g .  

k a d  while hcr son grel-I 
Vulture-eyed m d  vulgar, t a l l .  wi th  disease  and drink, 
Tbis broken lady 
Preserved h i s  cassock and h i s  canUcs and his holy book. 
And though the pain she t r i e d  i;o hide was more than she could be-, 
She kept her  n h i h  mice warn wi thin  the  casket. 
2ad every time sho peeped a t  then, t h i s  mother smiled. 



fJartin Carter  
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- - 
These poet nords, n u g ~ c t s  out  o f  corruption 
o r  jewels dug frorn dung or  speech from flesh 
s t i l l  bloody red,  s t i l l  half  afraid t o  plunge 
i n  the  ceaseless waters foaming over death. 

These poet nords, nuggets no jcnc l le r  s e l l s  
across t h c  counter of  the no r l a ' s  conf'usion 
but  far  and near, i n t e r n a l  o r  ex te rna l  
burning the egony of  ear th 's  complaint. 

These poet nords have secre t s  locked i n  then 
l i k e  nuggets laden urith the younger sun. 
TJho n i l1  unlock must f i r s t  himself be lockea. 
i%o w i l l  be lockcd must f i r s t  himself unlock, 



Then I *:.n.k from Yle calabash of my cnccs to rs  
and 8ac:s-l my d a c e  of fire 
Iveroon ::roan -- 
Land o f  :he ~raters f lov ing  over me - lJcroon ! croon. 

And I p-.-.yed to th: blue ocean of heaven 
dremiry of  the voyage of  death 
and my c 3 r i a P  of p.madise paddling forever.  

Now I c l b b  toward the hole o f  hcoven 
and my bi-nds are stretched t o  the altar o f  God 
0 wonder o f  all the  stars departed 
Ieroon ; i~roon Veroon , . . 



VOICES 

Behind n p e e n  t r e e  the  whole sky i s  dying 
i n  s sunset  of  ra in ,  i n  an abscnce of b i rd s .  
The l a rge  pools of vr?.ter lie dorm i n  tho s t r e e t  
like oceans of memory s inking i n  sand. 
The sun has committed i t s e l f  fcwr too soon 
in the t r i a l s  of conquest nhera triumph is r a i n  -- 
0 f l o a c r  of f i r e  i n  a vide vase of a i r  
come back, come back t o  the house of t he  norld.  

Sca r l e t  s tonc i s  a jewel o f  death 
t o  bc found i n  the sand when the  ocean i s  dry 
And the  l i f e  of the  l i g h t  xii l l  stay somevrhere else 
near thc  rain and the  t r e e  when thcsc aro  alone. 
0 first sprouting leaf and last f a l l i n g  fruit 

I 
Your r oo t s  c,mo before you vcre  given t o  a i r .  i 
Sky only blossomod because man Grew tall 
from the edge o f  t h e  trater I- hero s tones  f e l l  and sank, 
And t h a t  s t r m g e  d i s so lu t ion  of shape i n t o  s p i r i t  
vns t r aced  from a s n a i l  and vrc5 found i n  a vord: 
0 flot-rer o f  f i r e  i n  a t ~ i d e  vase of a i r  



l l a r t in  Carter 

THIS IS TI32 DARK TEZ TdY LOVE: 

This i s  the derk tine, ny love 
a11 round the  lcnd brown bee t l e s  crwl ?.bout. 
The shining. sun i s  hidden i n  the  sky 
Rod f loners .bend t h e i r  heads i n  a d u l  sorrow. 

!Phis i s  tho dark time ny love .  
It is the season of oppression, dcrk metal, ?.nd t e a r s .  
It is the  f e s t i v a l  o f  guns, the carnival o f  misery. 
Everyr:here the  faces  o f  men are  s t r a i n e d  and anxious, 

Tfio comes vralking i n  the d ~ x k  nigh t  time? 
I?hose boot of s t e e l  tramps do~m tho slender grass? 
It i s  the  man of dccth, my love, the  s t range invader 
m t c h i n g  you s leep and ciming at your &em, 



NOT W S  LIKE liIbJE 

Not hands 
l i k e  nine 
these  Carib a l t a r s  knew -- 
n m e l e s s  and qui te  fo rgo t ten  are tho gods 
ma nute  
nuto md alone 
t h e i r  s i l e n t  people spend 
a r i n g  of vacant days 
no t  like more humcan years 
as aged and brown t h e i r  r i v e r s  flow array, 

YCS 
press in^ on ~y l cnd  
the re  i s  an ocean's f lood -- 
it i s  a muttering sea. 

Here, r i g h t  a t  ny f e e t  
my s t rang led  c i t y  lies 
my f a t h e r ' s  c i t y  ma ny mother's hecart 
hoarse groaning t o n p c s  
ch i ld ran  n i thou t  love 
mothers r ~ i t h o u t  blood 
all cold  as  dust  nights dim those is no r e s t ,  
Ah: 
?:line vJas n pa t t e rn  woven by a slavo 
Dull as a dream encornpo.sscd i n  r? tomb, 

Now s t i l l  a r e  the f i e l d s  
Covered by the f lood 
and those r i v e r s  r o l l  
over n l t d r s  gone, 
Naked nalccd l o i n s  
Throbbing deep with l i f e  
r i c h  vrith b i r t h  indccd 
rouse turning to the  sun. 

f 
md more f i e r c e  r a i n  w i l l  come again ton ich t  
nen day must c lean have f loods not  drovmed the  f i e l d s  
k i l l i n g  my r i c e  and s t i r r i n g  up my math? 



TKE PALM 

T?e c2.n~ upon you sudclcnly, naked 
I n  c m:;~-bcth, and you s t a r t e d  from the broed 
Pool of sha2ms, tznd shool: 
Your t c - s s  of.  sh ining on us 
As we W t c 6  in t h e  gazing road, 

Hushed ~~tler r e c l i n ing  t a l l n c s s  o f  you 
That sl-hed jusily on the  h i l l ' s  r u s t l i n g  shoulder, 
And thc quiet army of grass  
That cl--rbcred up your roots 
Thinkir-g your nois t sorrolr bolder 

Than the i r s ;  but Ire kner-: as vrc passed on, 
That a t h i  d e t ~  vould dry  on your bosom, and the  slooping 
Rain cncke from your hair, but tho wind 
Vould novcr il issolvo your toars, nor 
TJrSnkling sun your s ighs ,  nor time your neepine. , . 
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A CAROL IN TIINOR 

k 
i 

?%en you havc wrapped the  l a s t  packct 
Sealed the l a s t  nessage, s i ~ n c d  
The l a s t  w i s h ,  Lucked 
The 1o.st forgot ten  f r i endsh ip  i n  .the envelope; 
men you havc f i n i shed  t ry ing  t o  bind 
This yeo r t s  s i n s  i n  p r e t t y  Z i t t l c  
Confessions of' red pnpcr, 

Then p,.~usc once o r  twice I 

Unaer the  gay fragments 
O f  t i n s e l  Chr is ts  
Thet you have hung about you, 

And confcss yourself  
Recdy f o r  c v e r p m '  s goodvi l l  , , . 
Docs it matter  i f  you fell 
Bored of your o ~ ~ n  rrosshipping I 

\-hen your rubbled s t n r s  could t e l l  
Of no nen saviour purchasing 
Unto his blood your poverty? 

Does it  matter  i f  a f t e r  : 1  
Two days of  love you r r i l l  s r~ecp I 

A l l  your brolccn p i n t s  of' l cugh tc r  
In to  the l a s t  f l a c c i d  herp i L 

O f  t h i s  yea.rls garbage of prospcri ty? 

70 a r e  no t  v i s e  enough f o r  sorrot?, I 
+And our confcssions cose 
O n l y  -Lo c l e a r  a pcth 
For tho  next s in .  

So next y c w l s  proffcrcd cnndy 
';?ill -i;clm ccre or" i t s  or-m ctoncncnts, 
k-nd thc  t i n s c l  gods r1iJ.1 b r i o f l y  t ide  

(' 
Your quick devotions, and wine 
; T i l l  be hcnay t o  hidc 
Tho Chr i s t l e ss  ~ l c ? r o  
Of your rubbled s tar-in- thc-e~.s t; 
h d  you w i l l  -- 
Under nen f r n p c n i ; ~  -- confess yourself  

i 
Ready f o r  every nm' s good-vil l .  

- 



PERHAPS NOT NOi7 

Perhaps no t  now the crop's  comfort. 
The cha i r  vrith i t s  deep harves t  of res t .  
Afternoon's unhurried naps, 
Not notr the  day, 
Some Other Tine perhaps; 
A s  y e t  only m r k ,  and waiting, and dreszing and t h e  dust ,  

They say we must forgive  the  s o i l ' s  ,229, 
Dry echoes of neglect  t h a t  l u r k  
S t i l l  i n  i t s  bones. Dumb ye t  
Is the r e d  clay, 
Unlivened by our blood's breath,  
For sweet i s  blood is l i f e  t o  t he  COIL veins of fields we work. 

And y e t  t h i s  s o i l  i s  ours. 
And t o i l  is  love; f o r  our hear ts ,  
IIardened as bones by the  s i ck  b l igh t  of Prayers ulansnered, 
Have known no other  wooing . . . 
Save i n  the dust  our  harsh hands arc iWb, 
And i d l e  our t ea r s ,  no l e i s u r e  f o r  lcz2nt .  
For t o i l ,  no t  t e a r s ,  our  love . . . 
So wi th  the c lod ' s  naked caress on our  f e e t  
V e  can hate  i n  s i l ence  t h e  sun laughing 
At our bent backs, knowing 
That t he  same f ingers  t h a t  hollon out  the  seed's  grave 
; ' G i l l  nurse soon a r i s e n  s p i r i t s  of o tender vengeance, 
Sprouting green-\.ringed over the 6us t : 
And the  recompense of f a t  furrows -- 
Uaiting i n  deep shade o f  tannia leaves, 
Yams and cotton; tlie cane's generous blood, 
And t he  white dust  binding the veins 
Of a r ro~moot  i n  season, -- these r.411 i n  time 
She l t e r  our ch i ld ren ' s  backs from t1:c sun's s laughter  . . . 
So i f  not  not7 tho  reaper ' s  boon of  I ' L ' S ~  

( 
The crop 's  beat i tude,  
And dry  echoes s t i l l  ha r ry  t he  boncs of ear th ,  
T e l l  soon the day -- 
The Other Time - vrhen love and our t o i l  
Sha l l  quicken the s i c k  crust, and give  our wait ing worth. 
And hope n o ~ ~ r i s h  our dreaming i n  thc  harvest-hoarding dust, 



Derek I7alcott 
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A ElOTH AND A FIREFLY 

A moth and a firefly 
Are loclted here i n  the dark. 
They bu t t  against the !?all 
A s  impatient f ingers  n i l 1  
Drum on a i~indori s i l l .  
So then may the eyes 
Of a b l ind  man f l i t ,  
H i s  s r i l l  never tires, 
But f l aps  against  despair. 
Light i s  what dark alloris; 

I 
I 

Firefly, give my soul such 
Rare resolu-tion, and give i t  
A l i g h t  i n  a veined house. 



Derek YJalcott 
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A CITY'S DEATH BY FLRE 

Aftor t h a t  ho t  gospel ler  had l eve l l ed  a l l  but  the churchcd sky, 
I :mote the tale by ta l low of a c i t y ' s  death by f i r e ,  
Undor a candle 's  eye t h a t  smoked i n  t e a r s ,  I 
Ydanted t o  t e l l  i n  nore than rrax of f a i t h s  t h a t  rrcre snapped l i k e  wire. 

A l l  day I vralked abroad among the  rubbled t a l e s ,  
Shocked at  each wal l  t h a t  stood on the  street l i k e  ct l i a r ,  
Loud was the  bird-rocked sky, and a l l  the clouds nere bales 
Torn open by loo t i ng  and white in s p i t e  o f  thc f i r e ;  

By the smoking sea,  trhcre Christ  ;;alked, I asked why 
Should a man Tax t e a r s  t-rhen h i s  wooden ~ i o ~ l d  f a i l s .  

I n  torm leaves nere paper, but  the  h i l l s  wore a f lock o f '  f a i t h s  
To a boy r~ho walked a l l  day, each l e a f  ?7as a green breath. 

Rebuilding a love  I thought rms dead as nails, 
Blessing the  dcath and the  baptism of  f i r e .  
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THE ABSOLU!?'E SEA 

EiIultiply time, 0 sea of magic mirrors, 
Itct winds sfhip bandages from memory, 
Blue steamers, masts l i k e  de l i c a t e  v i s i t o r s  
To palms t h a t  sau the a i r  i n  mumnery; 
Alan, follow the  sneep o f  terns  and s c i s so r  
Birds, and on t h e  shuddering shoulder, 
The bridge of ex i les ,  hear the s inging rrires, 
Follor? the p l l s '  shriek over crumpled na te r  
J a i l i n g  the a i r  rrith c r ies ,  s t i t c h i n g  r i t h  c r i e s  
The loose l ace  of the i-~ake. 

Though you gron older  
That wide stmng sea  of i r i n k l c s  never iiics, 
The d r i l l i n g  b i rds  t h a t  scream out  i n  white laughter  
S a i l  to  t h a t  shape, Cythera i n  indigo, 
An i s l and  l i k e  a vihale, t e thered  t o  horizons, 
For borrs i n  moving seek a greener zone 
i7hero naked boys and yellovr apples gro1.r; 
That por t  i s  not  the navigator 's  chnrt  
But the blue p ra r ies  17herc the  dolphins dar t ,  
That i s  the antique is land of t h e  heart .  
A n i l d e r  love than Colomb o r  Amerigo 
Cleans you as nh i t e  and hopeful a s  a deck. 
This i s  discovery, from a dark b i r t h  tre s t a r t ,  
Sca t te r  a blueflecked sea, s c u t t l e  a t  dusk 
On the  huge continent of o r i g ina l  dc.rk. 

Tho engines underfoot, above the  wires, 
The pointed spears o f  masts vihcre gulls a re  th ick  
T ra i l  currents of a i r  l i k e  f l ags ,  f a l s e  h i l l s  end sp i r e s  
Dance on t he  eye l i k e  an i l l u s o r y  f i n ,  
Young as  you are, the  Ulysses never t i r e s  
To sczrch under the glass  f o r  i ~ h a t  Itas been. 
The skele ton 's  music ;:as elvrays too s l i c k  
The bone too smooth an answer, no r ep l i e s  
Shall please you but the grey sea 's  shanty tune 
And the  r ~ h i t e  nandering ignorance o f  the  moon. 
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EXTlinCT YROTJ I-Eh%I CHRISTOPHE 

(A Poetic ~ r m a )  

Dessalines: Every slave dreams i n  cx%remes, 
And. rre nere both, Henri. 
You th ink  I an t r i ck ing  you? I an your f r i end ,  

Christophe: I am the f r i end  of the people; 
?Ye nus t avoid opportunit ies o f  separation;  
You k i l l  offenders because of t h e i r  complexion; 
li?here is  the ult imate d i rec t ion  of t h i s  nation, 
An abbntoir of  trar? 

Dessalines: I who nas a slave,  am now a king, 
And being a king, remember I was alave; 
1;lhat s h a l l  I l i v e  as nou, a s lave or  king? 
Being t h i s  king chains me t o  public b rea th  
:.-?orse t h m  chains. I cannot have s masque 
Before some s lave scoops up a gu t t e r  tale 
To f l i n g  i n to  my face; I cannot dr ink  
Red nine, unless the l i n e n ~ r u s t l e s  blood; I cannot break bread 
Before an archbishop canonizes a body 

. Broken, stuclc l i k e  an a lba t ross  on the hill of sku l l s ,  
\Veil, I w i l l  not l i s t e n .  
i -h i te  men are here; f o r  every scar  (baring h i s  tunic)* 
Raw on my unforgiving stomach, 1'11 murder children,  
I r i o t .  I have n o t  gronn l una t i c ,  3'11 do it, I'll do it. 
You thinlr I am not  aware of  your i n t r i p e s ,  
Ilulattoes and v ~ h i  t cs  , Brelle and P& t ion;  
I am asking: Argue n i t h  h i s to ry ,  
Ask h i s t o r y  and the nh i t e  c rue l t i e s  
FJho broke B o ~ h a n ,  Oge, Chavannes ; ask Rochambeau. 
I f  you w i l l  not  comply, I'll go. ( ~ x i t )  - * 
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AS JOHN TO PATI.lOS 
I 

As John t o  Patmos, among the rocks and the blue l i v e  a i r  hounded 
His heart t o  peace, as here surrounded 
By tho strevin s i l v e r  on waves, the t700dts crude hair, the  rounded 
Breasts of the milky bays, pctlns, f locks ,  and the gTeen and dead 

Leaves, the sun's brass coin on my cheekj where 
Canoes brace t h e  sun 's  s t rength ,  as John i n  t h a t  bleak a i r  
So am I nelcomed r i c h e r  by these blue sccpes Greek there 
So I v i l l  voyage no moro from hone, nay I speak here. 

Thiv i s l and  i s  heaven avay from tho dustblovm blood of  cities 
See t h e  curve of bay, vratch the s t ragg l ing  flower, p r e t t y  i s  
Tho winged sound of t r ees ,  tho  sparse pondered slcy tvhon Z i t  i s  
Tho night ,  For beauty hns surrounded 
These black children, and fread thorn o f  homeloss d i t t i e s ,  

As John to Patmos, among oach love-leapine a i r ,  
0 slave, eo la ie r ,  t~orkor  under rod troos slaaping, hear 
What I svrear now, as John did, 
To pra i se  lovolone; the living and tho brown dead. 



Each day the calendar unlocks the t i r e d  cror:ds roar ing  
For fun; c lerks  with inkstained souls,  children, rromen with blonde h a i r  
lloving i n  t he  conpulsion o f  touring 
The paper-wrecked l a ~ m s ,  the  d i r ty ,  the debonrir, 
And c r icke te rs ,  advancing before the language of applause, 
I r e  cheered by yelloir, pink, black hands, 
Suspiciously uni ted i n  one cause, 
A s  though the gunman, Dtrty, behind them' stands.  

Bravado of brass,  and the  holiday band, 
Lulls o r  punctures t h c k  sunpatched boredom. Barefoot 
Black laughter  from those who cannot understend 
The nrongs of the soc i a l  ladder. Pluck from the roo t  
This floi-iering e v i l  of those divided by  coins, 
The blonde who sh r ive l s  when a s e a t  
Is taken by an eventual husband rihom death joins 
And nibbles.  The niggcr she w i l l  no t  e a t  

Near to,  i s  hardly a s  repuls ive  t o  t h e  norm. 
Both s u f f e r  an anonymity of bone, 
His body's image, s t i f f ened  out  of harm, 
Is the one comfort t o  a l l a y  h i s  groan. 
Daily my g i f t  t o  a nervous crowd of roa r s  
Conceals my anger under l i p - t h in  laughter,  
And when the pav i l ion  of pigments applauds a f t e r  
Some skin-surpassing stroke,  I i t c h  t o  scra tch the  sores  

Under t he  green epidermis o f  the l a m .  
But s ingle ,  I an helpless ,  so r e t k e r  IIargarct, 
J remember chaperoned afternoons of fun, 
4lnd one pavil ion,  equal ly  r ep l e t e  
V i t h  the  three hues occasion d i sc ip l ines ,  
And send t h i s  i n  p r i n t  t o  you t o  read 
I n  p a p c n t  f o r  t h a t  gravest  of a l l  s i n s  
Not answering my l e t t e r .  You must heed 

Because respect  f o r  hab i t s  of p ra i se  compels 
Applause to t a l e n t  on c r icke t  f i e l d  o r  pages, 
~ o d r e a d  again, and I f e e l  t h i s  repe l s ,  
The t r ~ i s t c d  speech, the di f ference i n  ages. 
From t h a t  dark prose, you nurtured' .f;!lc,. ,suspicion, 
TIondering innocently, i f  I was as dark. 
Lady, I of fe r  t o  make one remission, 
For kicking my heels  i n  chas t i t y ' s  trimmed park. 

I swear t o  r e s t r a i n  the  choler ic  adject ive ,  
!Harangue my ckeams , dischorgo amorous r ec ru i t s ,  
$elicit your smiling graveness and behave 
As poets should, i n s i p i d  a s  t h e i r  f r u i t s .  
Belpless  I studied apar t ,  the conniving 
Saboteur, Terror, d i s t o r t  the h e a r t ' s  des t inat ion,  
1s men with paunches vatch an appct i tc  f o r  loving 
Constr ic t  t o  hobby and habi t ,  I l o s t  my s t c t i on .  

So s ince  I loved you, the t racks  h2,ve been snothered 
By creepers, reconsideration,  10s  t clesires, 
Like c rue l  thorns i n h e r i t  the rose  rond. 
Hate l i e s  entangled i n  i t s  o;m barbed wires, 
S t i l l  I r e t a i n  the unrceson of  remembering 
Simpl ic i ty  i n  p l a i t s ,  your snony tee th ,  
And the  Grey ignorance o f  your unschooled eyes, 
And tirile t ha t  :lore your freshness l i k e  n r-rreath. 



Hidden i n  the  green ~2:::-crsation of hedges, 
I sketched our house, 5.c s n c r t  subu-rban shrubbcpy, 
Your proud and br i t i ; l c  T z i l y  170uld. trim the c t l~cs ,  
And roses  keep your r',c.il=cr quiet ,  (very. ) 
A r i v e r ' s  l i g h t s  flickering i n  nursery n c l l .  
Under t h c t  ca re less  s:q, the s t r o l l i n g  clourls, 
lr"lould envy .the p e e n  '-j .hied union of  the w i l l ,  

LA& once conibined the-c, ch~xm and hordihood, 
No longer cautious cscc?t  t o  the  crude. 
You would be clean 2s s t r e m s  and scour t he  p r ~ \ ~ ? o  
And from our union cha:;?cl a l l  de l igh t  
Like a b r igh t  r i v e r  t o  Q f i~~~rmuring calm, 
Brave and obedient when the  nigger night  
Has l a i d  i t s  I~cad t o  s l e e p  on day's blonde mm. 



IN A GREEN NIGHT 
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I 

The orcnge t r e e ,  i n  varying l i g h t ,  
Proclaims her  fab le  pe r f ec t  nor: 
That h e r  l a s t  season's  sumner height  
Bends from each overburdened bough. r 

, 
She has he r  winters and her  spring,  
H e r  moult of leaves,  trhich, i n  t h e i r  f a l l  
Repeal, as n i t h  each l i v i n g  thing, 
Zones t r u e r  than the  t r op i ca l ,  

For i f  a t  night  each orange sun 
Burns with a confortable creed, 
By noon harsh f i r e s  have begun 
To qua i l  those splendours nhich they feed; 

O r  mixtures of the  dew and dust  
That ea r l y  shone he r  orbs of  b r a s s  
I lo t t le  her  splentlour with the r u s t  
She soened a l l  summer t o  surpass.  

By such strange,  cyc l i c  chemistry 
",Jhich fioons and g lo r i e s  he r  a t  once 
A s  green yet ageing orange t r e e  
The nind enspheres a l l  circumstance. 

No Florida,  loud siith c i t ron ' l eaves ,  
Nor c ry s t a l  f a l l s  t o  hea l  an age 
Sha l l  ce ln  our na tu ra l  Pear which grieves 
The l o s s  of v is ionary rage. 

Yet ne i the r  s h a l l  despair ing b l i e h t  
The nature r ipening i n t o  art, 
Nor the  f i e r c e  noon o r  l anp less  n ight  
Wither the  comprehending hear t .  

The orange t r e e ,  i n  varying l i g h t  
Proclaims her  f ab l e  pe r fec t  non 
That her  l a s t  season's  sunner height  
Bends fron each overburdened bough. 

\ 



Dennis C. Sco t t  

LET BLACK HANDS GROV! 

Let black hands grotr sinetrs of s i l k  t o  spin  
b r i gh t  v is ions  f o r  a world. Let the re  bc drums, 
the sea-proud h i l l - j o y  dance-high s t rength  t h a t  comes 
from a dark l i n e  of kings, and ex i led  k i n  
of peasants from spiced India, and thin- 
l i pped  o r i en t a l s  v i t h  t h e i r  l o t u s  dreams, 
and dignity and laughter ,  and rich themes - 
black bodies burning i n  the sun, end s i n .  

But t o  f o rge t  t h i s  i s  t o  f r e t  our f a t e :  
rre a r e  no t  separate;  the t a l e s  t-re t e l l ,  
our  s t a tues ,  music, a l l  our cu l t u r e ' s  streams, 
can not  be g rea t  without t h a t  Truth tihich seems 
t h e  f a b r i c  of g rea t  f ab les .  Song must swell  
from nat ive  throats ,  but  t e l l  of dl men's s t a t e ,  



Federation, the Units and t h e i r  Culture 

The ancients  be l i sved  t h a t  education and cu l tu re  were no t  a formal a r t  o r  

an abs t r ac t  theory separate  and d i s t i n c t  from the objective,  h is tor icra l  s t r uc tu r e  

of a na t ion t  s s p i r i t u a l  l i f e .  West Indian thinkcrs a r e  'generally agreed t h a t  if 

the federa t ion  of the widely s ca t t e r ed  B r i t i s h  Weest Indian t e r r i t o r i e s  i s  t o  be a 

success, there  must be a dynamic app l ica t ion  of t h i s  fundamental concept, Education 

connotes t r a i n ing  and aevelopment, and enables the individual  t o  take h i s  r i g h t f u l  

place i n  the  community. Culture begins when the individual  is  permitted t o  en t e r  

i n t o  and share t h e  thoughts of h i s  fellows. Education and cu l tu re  c rea te  a norm of 

conduct: they evolve a formula of expression which i s  the  very genius of a people 

The supreme expression of t h i s  genius is  i n  the  l i v i n g  works of the  c rea t ive  a r t i s t s  - 
the painters ,  the  musicians, the wr i t e r s . .  .. 

It has been t h e  custom among nations t o  ce lebrate  t h e i r  outstanding events 

by mammoth displays  by the* crmed forces. The Viest Indies,  the  new nat ion r i s i n g  

i n  the  Caribbean, has, a s  ye t ,  no navy, nor a i r  force ,  no es tab l i shed  arny of i t s  

own - i n  f a c t  none o f  the outward trappings of o the r  nations of the  modern world. 

Historians w i l l  probably record t h a t  the  Plunro Doctrine, enunciated by the  United 

S t a t e s  f o r  the p ro tec t ion  of the Americas, the  North At lan t ic  Treaty Organisation, 

respect  f o r  an evolving B r i t i s h  Commonwealth of Nations and enlightened world 

opinion, have made t he  new na t ion  a p r a c t i c a l  p o s s i b i l i t y  i n  the present  context  of 

world p o l i t i c s .  Other recen t  Comnonvrealth examples of' comparatively defenseless 

nat ions  include the  Federated S t a t e s  of Malaya i n  Asia and Ghana i n  Africa. They 

help  t o  demonstrate the  f a c t  t h a t  any people who have seen their generations come 

, and go, and w e  developing t h e i r  orm may of l i f e  and t h e i r  own cu l tu re  may be con- 

s idered a nat ion.  They a l so  ind ica te  how reg iona l  the trorld has become in i ts  
1 th inking and i n  i t s  organisat ion;  and administer a mild rebuke, i n  these "outer 

1 space" days, t h a t  nationhood cons i s t s  not  so much i n  matc r ia l  acqu is i t ion  as in 

s p i r i t u a l  development. 

It i s  a happy augury, therefore, t h a t  Vest Indian p o l i t i c a l  l eaders  should 

have agreed t h a t  an Arts Festival ,  the f i r s t  t o  be organised on a r eg iona l ' b a s i s  i n  
the_ B r i t i s h  Caribbean, should co-incide wit11 the l amch ing  o f  the  Federation of the 

6t'est Ind ies  and the  opening of the f i r s t  Federal Parliament i n  April ,  1958. It is  

also note-vrorthy t h a t  the planners of the Arts Fes t i va l  should have decided t h a t  

contr ibut ions  t o  the Fes t i va l  should have a Tiest Indian motivation. 

The Fes t i va l  nas designed t o  present  the be s t  exh ib i t ion  of the  c u l t u r a l  

and a r t i s t i c  achievements of  the B r i t i s h  Viest Indian people; t o  encourage a hea l thy  

nationsrl sentiment by cmphasising the  indigenous aspects  of o u r  cu l tu re  and art; and 

to i n d i c a t e  the  culturcal  contr ibut ions  vihich the Vest Indies  can make. There were 

plays &epict ing Ties t Indian h i s to ry ,  norcs, problems and aspisakions, including an 

epic drama, Drums m d  Colours, the young S t .  Lucian poet, Derek FJalcott, was 

cOrnmiss5oncd t o  I-mite, and a musiczl drama, Busha Bluebeard, based upon the  Jamaican 

Patomime by the celebrated ac t r e s s  and f o l k l o r i s t ,  Louise Bennett; the re  wore con- 

ce r t s  by musicians, s ingers  and choral  groups; modern c rea t ive  dancing; a c a r n i v d  



k 
$ cavalcade f ea tu r i ng  ou-ts tanding s t e e1  bCmds, calypso nnd dance groups ; exhibit ions c 

depict ing Caribbean a rch i tec tu re  cnd Yest 1nili.cn h i s  tory, the  la-t'ter e n t i t l e d  "The 1 
Growth of a N~ t ion" ;  and a d i s p l ~ ~ j r  of s c u l p t ~ r e ,  PO-ttery and ceramics. The ex- 
h ib i t i on  of' pa int ings  included c o n t r i b ~ ~ t i o n s  not  only  fro^? thc  B r i t i s h  Caribbean, 

but  a l so  from Cuba, Hci ti, thc  Dominica Republic, Ilartinique, Guadeloupc, Puerto 

i 
- i 

Rico, Venezuela, and the U.S. Virgin I s l ~ ~ d s  ,, I 
L a tl 

It seems only na tu r a l  t h a t  nc t iona l  pridc should seek f o r  indigenous 

a r t i s  t i c  expression. I n  the  Caribbean, d is tances  betneen the  English-speaking 

un i t s  a r c  considerable. Generally specking, the  '<Test I n d i m  t e r r i t o r i e s  a r e  c lose r  

t o  the French-, Sp,mish-and Dutch-speaking lends than they a r e  t o  each other.  There 

a re  men of goodwill vho bel ieve  t h r t  some of the t e r r i t o r i e s  have nothing t o  gcin 

by Federation, j u s t  ns there  a r e  men of g o o & ~ i l l  who a r c  convinced F e d e r d i s t s  . 
' 

The people nho do no t  be l i eve  in Federntion f e e l  t h z t  as between J ~ a a i c a  cad the 

Eastern Cc.ribber"a there  has been l i t t l e  o r  no in tercourse  among the un i t s ,  and t h a t  

the dis tcnces  between them m e  too great .  Tihen one considers the binding and 

effect ive  o rgan i s~ , t ions  of t he  g r ee t  r e l i g ious  and l i n g u i s t i c  empires of t he  world, 

and the  fcr-flung nature of  the  Br i t i sh  Coflmomealth and Empire i t s e l f ,  c l e a r l y  
P distance i s  no de te r ren t .  Furthermore, with the advent of a i r  t r ave l ,  radio ,  t e le -  

v is ion mil o ther  s c i e n t i f i c  2nd technologicsl  adv~rices, t he  geogrsphical constcnts 

have been g r ea t l y  ,altered by the time process. 

But trhct a r e  the  pecu l iz r  c h ~ x a c t c r i s t i o s  of the 8 r i t i s h  u n i t s  of  the 

Cmibbecn? m e  t h e i r  s a l i e n t  f ea tu res ,  and vhct  do they b r ing  to the  

of  Yes t Indian cu l tu re?  

To a s s i s t  me i n  the  Pollot7ing b r i e f ,  if crude, breckdo~rn o f  the un i t s ,  my 
-- 

dis t inguished collergue,  7k. V .  Adolp je Roberts, poot, nove l i s t  and h i s t o r i a ,  has 

prepared some notes, trhich I have s ince  rugmentcd from h i s  books, The Ccribbean: 

O u r  Scr: of Destiny, The French i n  the  l e s t  Indies  2nd Lcnds of the Inner Sea2 as 

well  a s  from o ther  sources. 
I 
E 

BRRBElDOS r7as formally tdccn over by the English i n  1625, t h i r t y  years 
before the  ccpture of Jmc?,iccz. The cbor iginal  inhabi tants ,  the k a n a k s  
had been k i l l e d  o f f  by the na r l i ke  Cmibs,  who ha6 f a i l e d  t o  e s t ab l i sh  
se t t lements  of  the ir orm. The i s l and  rrzs, therefore ,  uninhabited when 
pre-empted and s e t t l e d  by Englishmen. The f i r s t  I r i s h ,  Scots m d  YTelsh 

1 brought there  vere bondsmen. They srere f olloned by Negro slaves,  who 
edded the  only o ther  r a c i a l  s t r a i n .  B~xbados n2.s never occupied, even 
b r i e f l y ,  by n r i v a l  porrer d w i n g  the  mzny wars t h c t  raged f o r  t he  posses- 
s i on  of Cmibbem t e r r i t o r y ,  It nurtured sober English customs, vhich 
~31 sec t ions  of 'chc population came t o  shme ,  The sobriquet ,  "Birnshire", 
on vrhich the i s l znd  has prided i t s e l f  hns r e a l  s ignif icance.  It boasts  
the o lde s t  school of un ive r s i t y  s tcnaing i n  the B r i t i s h  Caribbecn, i 

C ~ ~ i n g t o n  College, nmcil f o r  i t s  bcncfcctor, Christopher Codrington, a 
t 

plantcr ,  who had sci3v&d , s  Govcrnor C - n e r d  of the Lcetrwd I s l m d s ,  2nd 
d ied  in 1710. The i s l ~ . n d  h2s the  highest  l i 'zerzcy r c t e  i n  the Vest  
Indies.  Its cv.lJiure h~ . s ,  nevertheless, been primit ive,  i f  unifiet?. a d  
t r ~ ~ q u i l .  The pop~ l i ? t i on  i s  predominnntly Negro 7,rith c white minority. ! 

DOI.EDJICA ?,nd ST. LUCU ?.re more FTeilch then English. These i s l cnds  hove 
chznged hr.nds s c v e r d  times, 2nd rrcrc not f in?,lly annexed by Englcnd 
u n t i l  c f t c r  "Che middlc of the cightecnth ccntury. The c c r l i e r  French 
s e t ' t l c r s  hzd i.i?tcrmzrricd nith the C-ibs, 2nd lrcrc responsible f o r  the 
f i rs t  h ~ p r c s s  of Zuropc2-n civilization upon the is lznds .  The comon . . 
people todcy S~CPJC  F r ~ i l ~ h  y i ? t o i ~ ,  -,rid the S t ,  Lucinn poet, Derek G!clco-tt, &ti 

8 1 
hcs ~ep rcduccd  -;his di.-.lect, :;i.i;i~ sign:..l success, i n  sono of h i s  plcys, 
no-ix'uly i n  h i s  I o m ,  :>nri in h i s  p ~ > i z c - ; i i : ~ ~ i n ;  cn.try, g e  SC?. ,~, t  D ~ ~ ~ p h i n ,  i 

1 



i n  the  li.dult D r a m  Fe s t i vz l  of Jcncicc  i n  1956. As mentioned e m l i e r ,  
D r .  Daniel Thaley, nntivc-born rw i t e r  of Dominicc, does h i s  bc s t  rrork 
i n  French. It should be noted here t h a t  there  i s  a C a i b  reservnt ion 
eleven miles inlnnil from I I ~ s i g o t  i n  Dorninicc, ,and t h r t  t h i s  i s  the only 
place i n  the \-Test Indicn islr,nd, nhere e self-contained community o f  
aboriginees c m  be zecn. The i n h ~ b i t ~ n t s  of these two i s l ands  w e  
mainly of the Rorncn Cctholic persunsion, 2nd ?re,  i n  vcrying degrees, 
nn admixture of cbor igin~. l ,  i2friccri c,nd Europecn types with a white 
minori ty . 
ST. KITTS, ST. VDJCEIVT m d  GR13f\?RDPA ~ l s o  sho~? G'Qlic influences,  but  t o  
a l e s s  mwked. degree. The populntions c re  predominantly Negro. 

TRINIDAD ncs never French, bu t  the Spcn iads  'llovred c l m g e  French 
i n m i p a t i o n  before and r f t e r  the revo lu t ion  i n  S r i n t  Dominigue nov 
I-Iciti. There were probzbly more French-spczking thcn Spanish-spedcing 
res i i lcnts  vhen the English acquired the i s l znd  i n  1797. The population 
i s  approximately one-third East  Indian, one-third Negro, the  r e s t  Spanish, 
French end other  Europecn creoles,  a s n d l  Chinese 2nd English minority, 
rs n e l l  a s  vmying zdmixture of these races .  

PLNTIGUA never belonged t o  any potjer o ther  t h m  Englcnd, ,~na next t o  
Barbados it is  the  most B r i t i sh  of the is lands .  

JN:IIIICA is l a r g e r  thcn n l l  the aboven'med i s l m d s  put  together,  2nd it 
has ,?bout ha l f  the populztion of the e n t i r e  B r i t i sh  Caribbem. It had 
been Sp~.nish f o r  145 years,  ?ad h2d alrendy developed some cu l tu re  a t  
the  time of  the English conquest by Penn and Venables i n  1655. liany 
o ther  influences of European o r i g in  seeped in .  French plnnters  2nd 
t h e i r  . f ~ m i l i e s  ccme c s  refugees 3-fter the  s lave  r e v o l t  i n  Ha i t i .  There i 

ncs a desul tory  interchange of t r ade r s  v i t h  Cuba, only n ine ty  miles . I 

anoy, and I-rith Central America. After  the abo l i t i on  of slavery,  Chinese 
were brought i n  as  indentured servcnts t o  work i n  the  cane f i e l d s ,  bu t  
as t h i s  pol icy  did  not  prove very successful  i n  the  Caribbem, the  autho- 
r i t i e s  turned t o  India.  The Indian migration t o  t h e  region continued 

t 

u n t i l  1917, when a f t e r  2 b i t t e r  ot tnck by I4,?hatma Ghandi, the British 
Government acccded t o  the request  of  the Government of  India  t h a t  inden- 
tu red  migration should cease,  The Indian, Chinese 2nd European 
minor i t ies  a re  very smcll, thc  overvhelming major i ty  of  the  inhab i tan t s  
being o f  Negro or ig in .  After  the conquest, Jomaicc did not  develop an 
i n t e l l e c t u a l  l i f e  of i ts  own u n t i l  the  nineteenth century, bu t  the w e ~ l t h  
of many of i t s  r e s iden t  p lnnters  and merchants hcd caused imported books 
t o  be c i rcule ted,  and a f e n  qxt objec t s  purchcsed f o r  homes. JLmaica, 
hoviever, r a k e d  as  a country, i n  which a homogeneous cu l tu re  was r a p i a y  
tdcing root ,  9.nd as  such wc?s bound t o  achieve individual i ty .  The Uni- 
v e r s i t y  College of' the West Indies wcs s i t e d  there  twelve yems  ago. 

BRITISH HO>?DWS, which i s  the  only remaining European possession i n  
Central  America, was recogniscd as  n B r i t i s h  colony i n  1862, a f t e r  cen- 
t u r i e s  of in te rmi t t en t  claims by the Spmisil. Its populction has been 
described a s  48 per  cent llcya Ipdirns ,  8 per cent Carib and 16 per cent  

1 Spanish Indirn,  vrith r spr ink l ing  of Europeans. The English t r c d i t i o n  
is, therefore ,  not  cs s t rong as i n  some of the o ther  un i t s ,  end a s  H.V. 
Tiiseman has pointed out ,  i t s  "people possess an emotional warmth and 
tone nhich come from Spain r a the r  than from Britein".  

BRITISH GUUNA nns Spanish, then Dutch, then Br i t i sh ,  then Dutch, thcn 
B r i t i s h  again e f t e r  1816. It i s  f o u r  times the s i z e  of a l l  the o the r  
B r i t i s h  Cmibbean possessions put  together,  o r  about t h a t  of Great 
Bri tc in ,  but  i t s  inhab i tan t s  number only about three-quarter  mi l l ion 
souls.  By census and by est imcte,  the  r a t i o  o f  Eas t  Indi,ms t o  Negroes 
44 per cent : .38 per cent, ahich m&es Br i t i sh  Guiana the only country 
i n  the  New JTorld i n  nhich Orientals  outnumber blacks. Dutch, Portuguese 
and English s e t t l e r s  ~ r r i v e d  i n  t hn t  order; m d  t h e i r  descendmts a d  
other  ~rhi 'zes o r  pure s t r a i n  account f o r  aboilt 3 per cent  of the popula- 
t i o n ,  The rern?..inder of the poeple cons i s t s  of mixed bloods and abori- 
ginees. The or ig in21 I n d i m  popr:lntion vrcs composed o f  Arm& until 
the  i:zrlikc C w i b ~  ccme on t h e i r  str,o.nge migration northv:,nsd from a 
po in t  of origin believed t o  h;.,ve been i n  P ~ x c g u ~ y .  ;?herever t h e  Caribs 

/&. e . 



vrent i n  Trinidad a d  i n  the  Lesser Ant i l l e s ,  they exterminated kh, 
Armcaks, but  the vide reaches o f  mountcins end f o r e s t s  offered a 
means of escape i n  the Guianas. Descendmts of both races  l i v e  
ns ncighbours todcy The Gu~xaunos z r e  the  snmp Indions; t h e i r  
h c b i t a t  has d n c y s  been the  coast1,znds. Not mmy y e w s  ago 
explorers  discovered a t r i b e  of very pcle  complexion i n  the baclc 
country: they m e  the  'Joym~ays. A l l  the  aborigin,?l races  put  
together  cons t i tu te  about 3 per cent  of  the t o t a l  population. 
IrJhat is  now Br i t i sh  Guizna 172s once Dutch Guiana, and what mas once 
B r i t i s h  Guiana i s  now Dutch Guiana: The Dutch have l e f t  t h e i r  
s t m p  upon the s o c i a l  s t r uc tu r e  of the t e r r i t o r y .  Then t h e  Br i t i sh  
took over, t i i th t h e i r  genius f o r  compromise, they c w r i e d  on the 
e x i s t i n g  pa t t e rn  of cdministret ion with very l i t t l e  change u n t i l  i n  

. 

recent  y e a s .  It seems l o g i c d .  t o  assume t h a t  sooner o r  l e t e r ,  
the re  r ~ i l l  be vraves of migrotion f r o n  the overcrowded i s l ands .  
o m  view i s  t h a t  n i t h  migration 2nd development of the  r i ch ,  untapped 
h in te r land  of B r i t i sh  Guions. the B r i t i s h  Caibbean seems l i k e l y  t o  
become de f ac to  a B r i t i s h  ~ u b n e s e  empire, n i t h  Trinidad a s  t he - i s l cnd  
c i t y .  Sir \:!alter Raleigh's  descr ip t ion z f t e r  h i s  @rivLL i n  1595 i n  
search of E l  Dorado s t i l l  holds good, desp i te  the chmges of imperial. 
h'mds m d  the  p o l i t i c a l  turmoil  of recen t  yews :  a land " t h a t  hath 
ye t  her  mcidenhead, never sacked, turned nor wrought, the  fece  of 
e a r t h  not  torn,  nor the  v i r tue  and sclt  of the s o i l  spent  by manurance". 

O f  a11 the t e r r i t o r i e s ,  Trinidad and B r i t i s h  Guiane a re  t he  most conmo- 

po l i t an  2nd &ve the l a r g e s t  number 03' non-Christiens. The East I nd ims ,  vhose 

indentured migration ceased as r e cen t l y  as 1917, represented i n  the  main three  

na jor r e l ig ions ,  two of  which hcve been importmt  i n  world h i s t o r y  f o r  t h e i r  

numerical following, and a11 three  f o r  t h e i r  influence upon other  f a i t h s .  These 

l a t e s t  s e t t l e r s  were e i t h e r  lfuslims o r  folloarers of  Islm; Hindus n i t h  t h e i r  

federa t ion of f a i t h s  and worship of many de i t i e s ;  o r  Pzrsees, who embrace 

Zorocstrianism, and venerate " the  spark of the .sacred f i r e " .  Since it cane t o  

believed among P a s e e s  t h c t  people should be born and no t  converted t o  Zoroa 

isn, a s  i n  the  l'liddle Eest  and Indiz,  the number of  Zoroastrians was, by CO 

son, very l imi ted .  Ho ;ever, the  g rea t  major i ty  of  tlie people o f  the Ccrib 

m e  Chris t ians .  I n  the English-speaking lands, they share t he  severa l  den0 

t ions  of Great Br i t a in ,  2nd heve been proselyt ised f o r  some years non9 by mi 

c r i e s  of more r ecen t  s ec t s  i n  the  United S ta tes  of America. m e t h e r  Anglic 

and non-Conformism, on the  one hend, o r  Roman Catholicism, on the other,  has 

the domin,mt force,  has depended upon the durat ion of the B r i t i s h  o r  Gal l ic  

Iberian occupation i n  the p,?st. I n  the un i t s  chere the  Afr icrn  element i s  s 

there have been countless r e v i v d i s t  s ec t s  o r  c u l t s .  Some of these  may be b 

ly c l c s s i f i e d  a s  Christ ian;  but  o thers  hsve had t h e i r  genesis i n  pagan be1 

the s p i r i t  world, 2nd i n  the r i t u c l s  vhich crossed "The E4iddle Passzge" f r o  

Up t o  1807, vil2en the  Slave Trade was abolished. The p rcc t i ce  of obeah, nh 

Possibly derives from Obboney, "the malicious d e i t y  i n  the  I(ron,wti r e l ig ion ,  

Pervades heaven, ea r th  and sea", i s  r cp id ly  dying out  ,znd h,mdly e x i s t s  i n  

Jnrn,-i(ca today. But there hcve been curious blends of  obech, revivalism 2nd 

his t i a n i t y  i n  Jrna5.cn, producing whrt has beeil knovm a s  pocomania. P c r z l l  

:Welopments a r e  the shr~ngo of the  Yoruba t r i b e  i n  West Rfricc,  which has 

9ne invention contrivcnce in Trinidad and Thc Leerrcrds, and voodoo nhic 

:?cn merged n i t h  Romnn Catholicisn i n  c e r t a i n  c u l t s  i n  I-Isiti, Then one adds 

h s c  re l ig ions ,  sec/,s 2nd c u l t s  t o  those found ~ m o n ~  the aboriginees,  m d  takes  I 

.Qto considerat ion those observed c..i?ong the Jews and t he  Chinese one might be 



pcrd6ned fo r  hazarding t h a t  thc  English-speaking Caribbean hcs had more rel i t ; ions,  

dcnominetions and c u l t s  than any o ther  p l m e  of compcrable s i z e  and population in 

the h i s t o r y  of man, 

Some one thousand lcnguages and d i c l ec t s  c r e  spoken i n  Africa, but  tho 

descendants of the Negro slzves,  nho were brought f r o n  \Test Africa t o  the Western 

iiorld, have l o s t  the languages of t h e i r  Africca fo re fa thers .  This is  the result of 

a policy rrhich separated m d  divided up the  s laves  i n  such a way as  t o  m,&c communi- 

czt ion mong then d i f f i c u l t ,  V!ith the  d i sqpearance  of these  tongues ncre  l o s t  the  

mcin body of memories, legends, t r ad i t i ons ,  customs and r e l i g ions  which the languages 

came i n t o  existence t o  express. Cul tura l ly ,  t h i s  has made the Negro l e an  very 

hecvily upon those with v~hom the business of keeping body w d  sou l  together  ha3 

brought him in to  contcct .  H i s  memory of h i s  African pas t  n2.y be musoulm, emotional 

a t a v i s t i c  o r  even i n t u i t i v e ,  but it i s  not  2. frcctual o r  'sensual memory, even though 

some c r i t i c s  l i k e  t o  speak of a Negro sensual i ty .  f i i s t o r i c d l y ,  h i s  employment 

been t h a t  of a lcbourer  i n  the f i e l d ,  2nd h i s  d a i l y  contact  with the e a r t h  and the  

rhythm of p h y s i c d  t o i l  have c t -hned  h i s  emotions t o  the  pulses of the  land. f i x  
these things have conferred upon the  Negro the - r o l e  of cu l t u r a l  mcdiun i n  the Carib- 

bean. Not hcving a cu l tu re  of h i s  o m ,  he shares, mixes, f i ses  cnd blends the  cul- 

tures of  the  other  e thn ic  groups - the  cboriginees, the Europeans, the  Eas t  Ind i  

tho Chinese, the  Jews.. . 
Another occasion must serve f o r  a discussion of  such p rac t i ces  a3 John C C ~ O ~ Y  

the Hussein Fes t iva l ,  Cznboulay and Carnivel. They hcve been f ind ing  t h c i r  VJaY 

Our l i t e r a t u r e  and our a r t .  I f  the reg ion ' s  l i t e r a t u r e  i s  t o  have any i n t e g r i t y ,  if 

it i s  t o  i n t e r p r e t  Vest Indi2.n l i f e  i n  Vest I n d i a  terms, i f  it i s  t o  give tho  people 

inage of themselves, these things we have been discuss ing a re  i t s  roo t s ,  i ts  

strength and i t s  ne,zknesses. They cons t i tu te ,  too, our c u l t u r ~ l  h e r i t r g e  - one of 

*.he r i chc s t  and most va r ied  i n  the h i s t o r y  of the  vrorld. The s t o r y  of t h e  C a r i b b e a  

:ir.S once the s t o r y  of master and sleve.  Today, i t  is tx unfinished ep ic  of partner 

*i? 2nd high adventure. The Tiest Indies provides an example o f  hon people of 

J i f fcrent  races,  creeds and colours can l i v e  together i n  pesce m d  amity, not one 

:Mining the other,  but  together,  r i s i n g  s i de  by s ide .  Indeed, a s  Harold S - f ~ ~ m v a  
L" 
- .s said, " the  C,~ibbean i s  the only region in thc  modern world in which Europe, 

'=it cnd Africa nect .  I n  the  ancient  world they met i n  the  Aegean, and thcrc 

'"Wd f ron t h e i r  meeting the superb c i v i l i z a t i o n  o f  Greece. Who ccn aey ifhat 
t .  C& 
"'&by Cwibbean des t iny i s  non beginning t o  nerve i t s e l f  on the loom of t b ~ " ?  
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