David Bednall: Three Songs of Remembrance

Texts

1914 IV: The Dead., by Rupert Brooke (1887-1915)

These hearts were woven of human joys and cares,
Washed marvellously with sorrow, swift to mirth.

The years had given them kindness. Dawn was theirs,
And sunset, and the colours of the earth.

These had seen movement, and heard music; known
Slumber and waking; loved; gone proudly friended;
Felt the quick stir of wonder; sat alone;

Touched flowers and furs and cheeks. All this is ended.

There are waters blown by changing winds to laughter
And lit by the rich skies, all day. And after,

Frost, with a gesture, stays the waves that dance

And wandering loveliness. He leaves a white
Unbroken glory, a gathered radiance,

A width, a shining peace, under the night.

Lights Out, by Edward Thomas (1878-1917)

| have come to the borders of sleep, Here love ends,

The unfathomable deep Despair, ambition ends;

Forest where all must lose All pleasure and all trouble,
Their way, however straight, Although most sweet or bitter,
Or winding, soon or late; Here ends in sleep that is sweeter
They cannot choose. Than tasks most noble.

Many a road and track There is not any book

That, since the dawn’s first crack, Or face of dearest look

Up to the forest brink, That | would not turn from now
Deceived the travellers, To go into the unknown
Suddenly now blurs, | must enter, and leave, alone,
And in they sink. | know not how.

The tall forest towers;

Its cloudy foliage lowers
Ahead, shelf above shelf;
Its silence | hear and obey
That | may lose my way
And myself.

May, 1915, by Charlotte Mew (1869-1928)

Let us remember Spring will come again

To the scorched, blackened woods, where the wounded trees
Wait with their old wise patience for the heavenly rain,

Sure of the sky: sure of the sea to send its healing breeze,

Sure of the sun, and even as to these

Surely the Spring, when God shall please,

Will come again like a divine surprise

To those who sit today with their great Dead, hands in their hands
Eyes in their eyes

At one with Love, at one with Grief: blind to the scattered things
And changing skies.



