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I am a soul in the world: in 
the world of my soul the whirled 
light from the day 
the sacked land 
of my father.     5 
 
In the world, the sad 
nature of 
myself. In myself 
nature is sad. Smal 
prints of the day. Its 
small dull fires. Its 
sun, like a greyness 
smeared on the dark. 
 
The day of my soul, is 
the nature of that place. It is a landscape. Seen 
from the top of a hill. A 
grey expanse; dull fires 
throbbing on its seas. 
 
The man’s soul, the complexion 
of his life. The menace of its greyness. The 
fire throbs, the sea moves. Birds shoot 
from the dark. The edge 
of the waters lit 
darkly for the moon. 
 
And the moon, from the soul. Is 
the world, of the man. The man 
and his sea, and its moon, and 
the soft fire throbbing. Kind 
death. O 
my dark and sultry 
love. 


