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THE BIRDS DECLARE IT

    that wing white and low

that also leeward go

    go leeward to the tor-lands

where the tin-veins maculate the fire-rocks

The birds

    have a home

in those rocks.

    David Jones, The Anathemata

The swan’s blare
my seldom amusement; for men’s laughter
there was curlew-call, there were the cries of gannets,
for mead-drinking the music of the gull.
To the storm striking the stone cliffs
gull would answer, eagle scream
from throats frost-feathered. No friend or brother
by to speak with the despairing mind.

The Seafarer, translated by Michael Alexander

To cry to the sea
that roared to us;
to sigh to the winds, whose pity, sighing back again, did us but loving wrong.

The Tempest
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