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Dylan Thomas (1914 – 1953) 

Fern Hill   (1946) 
Now as I was young and easy under the apple boughs 

About the lilting house and happy as the grass was green, 

     The night above the dingle starry, 

          Time let me hail and climb 

     Golden in the heydays of his eyes, 

And honoured among wagons I was prince of the apple towns 

And once below a time I lordly had the trees and leaves 

          Trail with daisies and barley 

     Down the rivers of the windfall light. 

And as I was green and carefree, famous among the barns 

About the happy yard and singing as the farm was home, 

     In the sun that is young once only, 

          Time let me play and be 

     Golden in the mercy of his means, 

And green and golden I was huntsman and herdsman, the calves 

Sang to my horn, the foxes on the hills barked clear and cold, 

          And the sabbath rang slowly 

     In the pebbles of the holy streams. 

All the sun long it was running, it was lovely, the hay 

Fields high as the house, the tunes from the chimneys, it was air 

     And playing, lovely and watery 

          And fire green as grass. 

     And nightly under the simple stars 

As I rode to sleep the owls were bearing the farm away, 

All the moon long I heard, blessed among stables, the nightjars 

     Flying with the ricks, and the horses 

          Flashing into the dark. 
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And then to awake, and the farm, like a wanderer white 

With the dew, come back, the cock on his shoulder: it was all 

     Shining, it was Adam and maiden, 

          The sky gathered again 

     And the sun grew round that very day. 

So it must have been after the birth of the simple light 

In the first, spinning place, the spellbound horses walking warm 

     Out of the whinnying green stable 

          On to the fields of praise. 

And honoured among foxes and pheasants by the gay house 

Under the new made clouds and happy as the heart was long, 

     In the sun born over and over, 

          I ran my heedless ways, 

     My wishes raced through the house high hay 

And nothing I cared, at my sky blue trades, that time allows 

In all his tuneful turning so few and such morning songs 

     Before the children green and golden 

          Follow him out of grace, 

Nothing I cared, in the lamb white days, that time would take me 

Up to the swallow thronged loft by the shadow of my hand, 

     In the moon that is always rising, 

          Nor that riding to sleep 

     I should hear him fly with the high fields 

And wake to the farm forever fled from the childless land. 

Oh as I was young and easy in the mercy of his means, 

          Time held me green and dying 

     Though I sang in my chains like the sea. 
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The Hunchback in the Park   (1946) 

The hunchback in the park 
A solitary mister 
Propped between trees and water 
From the opening of the garden lock 
That lets the trees and water enter 
Until the Sunday sombre bell at dark 

Eating bread from a newspaper 
Drinking water from the chained cup 
That the children filled with gravel 
In the fountain basin where I sailed my 
ship 
Slept at night in a dog kennel 
But nobody chained him up. 

Like the park birds he came early 
Like the water he sat down 
And Mister they called Hey mister 
The truant boys from the town 
Running when he had heard them 
clearly 
On out of sound 

Past lake and rockery 
Laughing when he shook his paper 
Hunchbacked in mockery 
Through the loud zoo of the willow 
groves 
Dodging the park keeper 
With his stick that picked up leaves. 

And the old dog sleeper 
Alone between nurses and swans 
While the boys among willows 
Made the tigers jump out of their eyes 
To roar on the rockery stones 
And the groves were blue with sailors 

Made all day until bell time 
A woman figure without fault 
Straight as a young elm 
Straight and tall from his crooked bones 
That she might stand in the night 
After the locks and chains 

All night in the unmade park 
After the railings and shrubberies 
The birds the grass the trees the lake 
And the wild boys innocent as 
strawberries 
Had followed the hunchback 
To his kennel in the dark. 
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Ceremony After A Fire Raid   (1944) 
 
I 
Myselves 
The grievers 
Grieve 
Among the street burned to tireless death 
A child of a few hours 
With its kneading mouth 
Charred on the black breast of the grave 
The mother dug, and its arms full of fires. 
 
Begin 
With singing 
Sing 
Darkness kindled back into beginning 
When the caught tongue nodded blind, 
A star was broken 
Into the centuries of the child 
Myselves grieve now, and miracles cannot atone. 
 
Forgive 
Us forgive 
Us your death that myselves the believers 
May hold it in a great flood 
Till the blood shall spurt, 
And the dust shall sing like a bird 
As the grains blow, as your death grows, through our heart. 
 
Crying 
Your dying 
Cry, 
Child beyond cockcrow, by the fire-dwarfed 
Street we chant the flying sea 
In the body bereft. 
Love is the last light spoken. Oh 
Seed of sons in the loin of the black husk left. 
 
II 
I know not whether 
Adam or Eve, the adorned holy bullock 
Or the white ewe lamb 
Or the chosen virgin 
Laid in her snow 
On the altar of London, 
Was the first to die 
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In the cinder of the little skull, 
O bride and bride groom 
O Adam and Eve together 
Lying in the lull 
Under the sad breast of the head stone 
White as the skeleton 
Of the garden of Eden. 
 
I know the legend 
Of Adam and Eve is never for a second 
Silent in my service 
Over the dead infants 
Over the one 
Child who was priest and servants, 
Word, singers, and tongue 
In the cinder of the little skull, 
Who was the serpent's 
Night fall and the fruit like a sun, 
Man and woman undone, 
Beginning crumbled back to darkness 
Bare as nurseries 
Of the garden of wilderness. 
 
III 
Into the organpipes and steeples 
Of the luminous cathedrals, 
Into the weathercocks' molten mouths 
Rippling in twelve-winded circles, 
Into the dead clock burning the hour 
Over the urn of sabbaths 
Over the whirling ditch of daybreak 
Over the sun's hovel and the slum of fire 
And the golden pavements laid in requiems, 
Into the bread in a wheatfield of flames, 
Into the wine burning like brandy, 
The masses of the sea 
The masses of the sea under 
The masses of the infant-bearing sea 
Erupt, fountain, and enter to utter for ever 
Glory glory glory 
The sundering ultimate kingdom of genesis' thunder. 
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Under Milk Wood, a play for voices   (Radio drama, 1954) 

FIRST VOICE [very softly] 

To begin at the beginning: 

It is Spring, moonless night in the small town, starless and bible-black, the cobblestreets 
silent and the hunched, courters'-and- rabbits' wood limping invisible down to the 
sloeblack, slow, black, crowblack, fishingboat-bobbing sea. The houses are blind as 
moles (though moles see fine to-night in the snouting, velvet dingles) or blind as 
Captain Cat there in the muffled middle by the pump and the town clock, the shops in 
mourning, the Welfare Hall in widows' weeds. And all the people of the lulled and 
dumbfound town are sleeping now… 

You can hear the dew falling, and the hushed town breathing.  Only your eyes are 
unclosed to see the black and folded town fast, and slow, asleep.  And you alone can 
hear the invisible starfall, the darkest-before- dawn minutely dewgrazed stir of the black, 
dab-filled sea where the Arethusa, the Curlew and the Skylark, Zanzibar, Rhiannon, the 
Rover, the Cormorant, and the Star of Wales tilt and ride… 

Listen. It is night in the chill, squat chapel, hymning in bonnet and brooch and 
bombazine black, butterfly choker and bootlace bow, coughing like nannygoats, 
suckling mintoes, fortywinking hallelujah; night in the four-ale, quiet as a domino; in 
Ocky Milkman's lofts like a mouse with gloves; in Dai Bread's bakery flying like black 
flour. It is to-night in Donkey Street, trotting silent, with seaweed on its hooves, along 
the cockled cobbles, past curtained fernpot, text and trinket, harmonium, holy dresser, 
watercolours done by hand, china dog and rosy tin teacaddy. It is night neddying among 
the snuggeries of babies… 

Time passes. Listen. Time passes. 

Come closer now.Hush, the babies are sleeping, the farmers, the fishers, the tradesmen 
and pensioners, cobbler, schoolteacher, postman and publican, the undertaker and the 
fancy woman, drunkard, dressmaker, preacher, policeman, the webfoot cocklewomen 
and the tidy wives. Young girls lie bedded soft or glide in their dreams, with rings and 
trousseaux, bridesmaided by glow-worms down the aisles of the organplaying wood. 
The boys are dreaming wicked or of the bucking ranches of the night and the 
jollyrogered sea. And the anthracite statues of the horses sleep in the fields, and the 
cows in the byres, and the dogs in the wet-nosed yards; and the cats nap in the slant 
corners or lope sly, streaking and needling, on the one cloud of the roofs. 

Only you can hear the houses sleeping in the streets in the slow deep salt and silent 
black, bandaged night. Only you can see in the blinded bedrooms, the combs and 
petticoats over the chairs, the jugs and basins, the glasses of teeth, Thou Shalt Not on 
the wall, and the yellowing, dickybird-watching pictures of the dead. Only you can hear 
and see, behind the eyes of the sleepers, the movements and countries and mazes and 
colours and dismays and rainbows and tunes and wishes and flight and fall and 
despairs and big seas of their dreams. 

From where you are, you can hear their dreams… 


