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But who on earth can think
With heavy heart or light
Of what will come of this?

September 1942
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On and onand on

The forthright catadoup
Shouts at the stone-deaf stone;
Over and over again,

Singly or as a group,
Weale-diplomatic men
With'a small defiant light
Salute the incumbent night.

With or without a mind,
Chafant or outwardly calm,
Fach thing has an axe to grind
And exclaims its matter-of-fact;

“The child with cateful charm

Or-a sudden-opprobrious -act;
The tiger, the griping fern,
Extort the wotld’s concern.

All, all, have rights to declare,
Not one is man enough
To be, simply, publicly, there
'With no private emphasis;

So my embodied love
Which, like most feeling, is
Half humbug and half true,
Asks neighborhood of you..

June }947

272

ey

4

In Memory Of Sigmund Freud
(d Sepr 1939)

When there are so many we shall have to mourn,
when grief has been made so public, and exposed
to the critique of 2 whole epoch
the frailty of our conscience and anguish,

of whom shall we speak? For every day they che'
among us, those who were doing us some good,
who knew it was never enough but
hoped to improve a little by living.

Such was this doctor: still at eighty he wished
to think of our ife from whose unruliness
so many plansible young futures '
with threats or flattery ask obedience,

but his wish was denied hlm he closed his eyes

i
uport that last picture, common to us all,

of problems like relatives gathered

puzzled and jealous about our dying.

For about kim till the very end were still
those he had studied, the fauna of the night,
and shades that still waited to enter
the bright circle of his recognition

turned elsewhere with their disappointment as he

was taken away from his life interest

to go back to the earth in London,
an important Jew who died in exile.

Only Hate was happy, hoping to augment
his practice now, and his dingy clientele
who think they can be cured by killing
and covering the gardens with ashes.
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They are still alive, but in 2 world he changed
simply by looking back with no false regrets;
all he did was to remember
like the old and be honest like children.

He wasn’t clever at all: be merely told

the unhappy Present to recite the Past
like a poetry lesson till sooner

or later it faltered at the line where

long ago the accusations had begun,
and suddenly knew by whom it had been judged,
how rich life had been and how silly, '
and was life-forgiven and more humble,

able to approach the Future avs:; friend
without a wardrobe. of excuses, without
a set mask of rectitude or an
embarrassing over-familiar gesture.

No wonder the ancient cultures of conceit
. . . 5
in his technique of unsettlemeht foresaw

_ If some traces of the autocratic pose,

the paternal strictness he distrusted, still
clung to his utterance and features,
it was a protective coloration

for one who'd lived among enemies so long:
if often he was wrong and, at times, absurd,
to us he is no more a person
now but a whole climate of opinion

under whom we conduct our different lives:
Like weather he can only hinder or help,
the proud can still be proud but find it
a little harder, the tyrant tries to

make do with him but doesn’t care for him much:
hé quietly surrounds all our habits.of growth

and extends, till the tired in even
- the remotest miserable duchy

have felt the change in their bones and are cheered,

till the child, unlucky in his little State,

the fall of princes, the collapse of
their lucrative patterns of frustration:

if he succeeded, why, the Generalised Life
would become impossible, the monolith -
of State be broken and prevented
the co-operation of avengers.

Of course they called on God, but he went his way
down among the lost people like Dante, down
to the stinking fosse where the injured

lead the ugly life of the rejected,

and showed us what evil is, not, as we thought,
deeds that must be punished, but our lack of faith,
our dishonest mood of denial,
the concupiscence of the oppressor.
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some hearth where freedom is excluded,
a hive whose honey is fear and worry,

feels calmer now and-somehow assured of escape,
while, as they lie in the grass of our neglect,
so many long-forgotten objects
revealed by his undiscouraged shining

arc returned to us and made precious again; '
games we had thought we must drop as we grew up,
little noises we dared not laugh at,
faces we made when no one was looking.

But he wishes us more than this. To be free
is often to be lonely. He would unite
the unequal moieties fractured
by our own well-meaning sense of justice,
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would restore to the larger the wit and will
the smaller possesses but can only use
for arid disputes, would give back to

the son the mother’s richness of feeling:

but he would have us remember most of all
to be enthustastic over the night,
not only for the sense of wonder
it alone has to offer, but also

because it needs our love. With large sad eyes
its delectable creatures look up and beg
us dumbly to ask theni to follow:
they are exiles who long for the future
- j—\
that lies in our power, they too would rejoice
if allowed to serve enﬁéhtenment like him,
even to bear our cry of “Judas”,
as he did and all must bear who serve it.

One rational voice is dumb. Over his grave
the household of Impulse mourns one dearly loved:
sad is Eros, builder of cities,

. - . r
Bowing, for instance, with such old-world grace
To a proper flag in a-proper place,

Muttering like ancients as they stump upstairs
Of Mine and His or Ours and Theirs. ‘

Just as if time were what they used to will
When it was gifted with possessmn stifl,

Just as if they were wrong -

In no more wishing to belong.

No wonder then so many die of grief,
So many are so lonely as they die;

No one has yet believed or liked a lie:
Another time has other lives to live.

October 1939

Our Bias

bz

The héur-glass whispers to thé lion’s roar,

The clock-towers tell the gardens day and mght

and-weeping -anarchic-Aphrodite:

November 1930

Another Time

For us like any other fugitive,

Like the numberless flowers that cannot number
And all the beasts that need not remember,

It is. to~day in which we live.

So many try to say Not Now,
So many have forgotten how
To say I Am, and would be
Lost, if’ they could, in history.

276

How-many-errors-Time has-patience for; -
How wrong they are in being always nght

Yet Time, however loud its chimes or deep,

However fast its falling torrent flows,

Has never put one lion off his leap
Nor shaken the assurance of a rose.

For they, it seems, care dnly for success:
While we choose words according to their sound
And judge a problem by its awkwardness;

And Time with us was always popular.
‘When have we not preferred some going round
To going. straight to where we are?

September 1939
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