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    PART THE FIRST 
 
             1 
 
    Thou mastering me 
   God! giver of breath and bread; 
  World’s strand, sway of the sea; 
   Lord of living and dead; 
 Thou hast bound bones and veins in me, fastened me flesh, 
 And after it almost unmade, what with dread, 
  Thy doing: and dost thou touch me afresh? 
Over again I feel thy finger and find thee. 
 
             2 
 
    I did say yes 
   O at lightning and lashed rod; 
  Thou heardst me truer than tongue confess 
   Thy terror, O Christ, O God; 
 Thou knowest the walls, altar and hour and night: 
 The swoon of a heart that the sweep and the hurl of thee trod 
  Hard down with a horror of height: 
And the midriff astrain with leaning of, laced with fire of stress. 
 
             3 
 
    The frown of his face 
   Before me, the hurtle of hell 
  Behind, where, where was a, where was a place? 
   I whirled out wings that spell 
 And fled with a fling of the heart to the heart of the Host. 
 My heart, but you were dovewinged, I can tell, 
  Carrier-witted, I am bold to boast, 
To flash from the flame to the flame then, tower from the grace to the grace. 
  



God’s Grandeur 
 
The world is charged with the grandeur of God. 
 It will flame out, like shining from shook foil; 
 It gathers to a greatness, like the ooze of oil 
Crushed.  Why do men then now not reck his rod? 
Generations have trod, have trod, have trod; 
 And all is seared with trade; bleared, smeared with toil; 
 And wears man’s smudge and shares man’s smell: the soil 
Is bare now, nor can foot feel, being shod. 
 
And for all this, nature is never spent; 
 There lives the dearest freshness deep down things; 
And though the last lights off the black West went 
 Oh, morning, at the brown brink eastward, springs - 
Because the Holy Ghost over the bent 
 World broods with warm breast and with ah! bright wings. 
 
  



The Windhover 
 
To Christ our Lord 
 
I caught this morning morning’s minion, king- 
 dom of daylight’s dauphin, dapple-dawn-drawn Falcon, in his riding 
 Of the rolling level underneath him steady air, and striding 
High there, how he rung upon the rein of a wimpling wing 
In his ecstasy! then off, off forth on swing, 
 As a skate’s heel sweeps smooth on a bow-bend: the hurl and gliding 
 Rebuffed the big wind. My heart in hiding 
Stirred for a bird, - the achieve of, the mastery of the thing! 
 
Brute beauty and valour and act, oh, air, pride, plume, here 
 Buckle! AND the fire that breaks from thee then, a billion 
Times told lovelier, more dangerous, O my chevalier! 
 
 No wonder of it: shéer plód makes plough down sillion 
Shine, and blue-bleak embers, ah my dear, 
 Fall, gall themselves, and gash gold-vermillion. 
  



Pied Beauty 
 
Glory be to God for dappled things - 
 For skies of couple-colour as a brinded cow; 
  For rose-moles all in stipple upon trout that swim; 
Fresh-firecoal chestnut-falls; finches’ wings; 
 Landscape plotted and pieced - fold, fallow, and plough; 
  And áll trádes, their gear and tackle and trim. 
 
All things counter, original, spare, strange; 
 Whatever is fickle, freckled (who knows how?) 
  With swift, slow; sweet, sour; adazzle, dim; 
He fathers-forth whose beauty is past change: 
     Praise him. 
 
 
  



"No worst, there is none. Pitched past pitch of grief," 
 
No worst, there is none.  Pitched past pitch of grief, 
More pangs will, schooled at forepangs, wilder wring. 
Comforter, where, where is your comforting? 
Mary, mother of us, where is your relief? 
My cries heave, herds-long; huddle in a main, a chief 
Woe, wórld-sorrow; on an áge-old anvil wince and sing - 
Then lull, then leave off.  Fury had shrieked ‘No ling- 
ering!  Let me be fell: force I must be brief’. 
 
 O the mind, mind has mountains; cliffs of fall 
Frightful, sheer, no-man-fathomed.  Hold them cheap 
May who ne’er hung there.  Nor does long our small 
Durance deal with that steep or deep.  Here! creep, 
Wretch, under a comfort serves in a whirlwind: all 
Life death does end and each day dies with sleep. 
 
  



"I wake and feel the fell of dark, not day" 
  
I wake and feel the fell of dark, not day. 
What hours, O what black hours we have spent 
This night! what sights you, heart, saw; ways you went! 
And more must, in yet longer light’s delay. 
 With witness I speak this.  But where I say 
Hours I mean years, mean life.  And my lament 
Is cries countless, cries like dead letters sent 
To dearest him that lives alas! away. 
  
 I am gall, I am heartburn.  God’s most deep decree 
Bitter would have me taste: my taste was me; 
Bones built in me, flesh filled, blood brimmed the curse. 
 Selfyeast of spirit a dull dough sours.  I see 
The lost are like this, and their scourge to be 
As I am mine, their sweating selves; but worse. 
 
  



"My own heart let me more have pity on" 
 
My own heart let me more have pity on; let 
Me live to my sad self hereafter kind, 
Charitable; not live this tormented mind 
With this tormented mind tormenting yet. 
 I cast for comfort I can no more get 
By groping round my comfortless, than blind 
Eyes in their dark can day or thirst can find 
Thirst’s all-in-all in all a world of wet. 
  
Soul, self; come, poor Jackself, I do advise 
You, jaded, let be; call off thoughts awhile 
Elsewhere; leave comfort root-room; let joy size 
At God knows when to God knows what; whose smile 
’s not wrung, see you; unforeseen times rather - as skies 
Betweenpie mountains - lights a lovely mile. 
 
 


