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Ducks

<i>(To E.M., Who drew them in Holzminden Prison)</i>
I

From troubles of the world I turn to ducks,
Beautiful comical things
Sleeping or curled

Their heads beneath white wings
By water cool,

Or finding curious things

To eat in various mucks
Beneath the pool,

Tails uppermost, or waddling
Sailor-like on the shores

Of ponds, or paddling

- Left! Right! - with fanlike feet
Which are for steady oars
When they (white galleys) float
Each bird a boat

Rippling at will the sweet

Wide waterway ...

When night is fallen <i>you</i> creep
Upstairs, but drakes and dillies
Nest with pale water-stars.
Moonbeams and shadow bars,
And water-lilies:

Fearful too much to sleep
Since they've no locks

To click against the teeth

Of weasel and fox.

And warm beneath

Are eggs of cloudy green
Whence hungry rats and lean
Would stealthily suck

New life, but for the mien

The hold ferocious mien

Of the mother-duck.

II

Yes, ducks are valiant things
On nests of twigs and straws,
And ducks are soothy things
And lovely on the lake

When that the sunlight draws
Thereon their pictures dim

In colours cool.

And when beneath the pool
They dabble, and when they swim
And make their rippling rings,
0 ducks are beautiful things!
But ducks are comical things:-
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As comical as you.

Quack!

They waddle round, they do.
They eat all sorts of things,
And then they quack.

By barn and stable and stack
They wander at their will,

But if you go too near

They look at you through black
Small topaz-tinted eyes

And wish you ill.

Triangular and clear

They leave their curious track
In mud at the water's edge,
And there amid the sedge

And slime they gobble and peer
Saying 'Quack! quack!

III

When God had finished the stars and whirl of coloured suns
He turned His mind from big things to fashion little ones;
Beautiful tiny things (like daisies) He made, and then

He made the comical ones in case the minds of men
Should stiffen and become

Dull, humourless and glum,

And so forgetful of their Maker be

As to take even themselves - quite seriously.

Caterpillars and cats are lively and excellent puns:

All God's jokes are good - even the practical ones!

And as for the duck, 1 think God must have smiled a bit
Seeing those bright eyes blink on the day He fashioned it.
And he's probably laughing still at the sound that came out of its bill!

FW Harvey
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The Bugler

God dreamed a man;

Then, having firmly shut

Life like a precious metal in his fist

Withdrew, His labour done. Thus did begin
Our various divinity and sin.

For some to ploughshares did the metal twist,
And others—dreaming empires—straightway cut
Crowns for their aching foreheads. Others beat
Long nails and heavy hammers for the feet

Of their forgotten Lord. (Who dares to boast
That he is guiltless?) Others coined it: most
Did with it—simply nothing. (Here again

Who cries his innocence?) Yet doth remain
Metal unmarred, to each man more or less,
Whereof to fashion perfect loveliness.

For me, I do but bear within my hand

(For sake of Him our Lord, now long forsaken)
A simple bugle such as may awaken

With one high morning note a drowsing man:
That wheresoe'er within my motherland

That sound may come, 'twill echo far and wide
Like pipes of battle calling up a clan,
Trumpeting men through beauty to God's side.

FW Harvey
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