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1 Author’s Prologue (I)

This day winding down now

At God speeded summer’s end
In the torrent salmon sun,

In my seashaken house

On a breakneck of rocks
Tangled with chirrup and fruit,
Froth, flute, fin and quill

At a wood’s dancing hoof,

By scummed, starfish sands
With their fishwife cross

Gulls, pipers, cockles, and snails,
(Under the stars of Wales)*

Out there, crow black, men
Tackled with clouds, who kneel
To the sunset nets,

Geese nearly in heaven, boys
Stabbing, and herons, and shells
That speak seven seas,

Eternal waters away

From the cities of nine

Days’ night whose towers will catch
In the religious wind

Like stalks of tall, dry straw,

At poor peace | sing

To you strangers (though song
Is a burning and crested act,
The fire of birds in

The world’s turning wood,

For my sawn, splay sounds),
Out of these seathumbed leaves
That will fly and fall

Like leaves of trees and as soon
Crumble and undie

Into the dogdayed night.
Seaward the salmon, sucked sun slips,
And the dumb swans drub blue
My dabbed bay’s dusk, as | hack
This rumpus of shapes

For you to know

How I, a spinning man,

Glory also this star, bird

Roared, sea born, man torn, blood blest.

Hark: | trumpet the place,

From fish to jumping hill!

Look: | build my bellowing ark

To the best of my love

As the flood begins,

Out of the fountainhead

Of fear, rage red, manalive,
Molten and mountainous to stream
Over the wound asleep

Sheep white hollow farms

To Wales in my arms.

* Insertion from Author’s Prologue (Il)
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2 Fern Hill

Now as | 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 | was prince of the apple
towns

And once below a time | lordly had the trees and leaves
Trail with daisies and barley

Down the rivers of the windfall light.

And as | 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 | 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 | heard, blessed among stables, the
night-jars

Flying with the ricks, and the horses

Flashing into the dark.

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.
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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,

| ran my heedless ways,

My wishes raced through the house high hay

And nothing | 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 | 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

| should hear him fly with the high fields

And wake to the farm forever fled from the childless land.
Oh as | was young and easy in the mercy of his means,
Time held me green and dying,

Though | sang in my chains like the sea.

Copyright © 1945 by Dylan Thomas.
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3 Author’s Prologue (Il)

Hoo, there, in castle keep,

You king singsong owls, who moonbeam
The flickering runs and dive

The dingle furred deer dead!

Huloo, on plumbed bryns,

O my ruffled ring dove

In the hooting, nearly dark

With Welsh and reverent rook,

Coo rooing the woods’ praise,

Who moons her blue notes from her nest
Down to the curlew herd!

Ho, hullaballoing clan

Agape, with woe

In your beaks, on the grabbing capes!
Heigh, on horseback hill, jack

Whisking hare! who

Hears, there, this fox light, my flood ship’s
Clangour as | hew and smite

(A clash of anvils for my

Hubbub and fiddle, this tune

On a tongued puffball)

But animals thick as thieves

On God’s rough tumbling grounds

(Hail to His beasthood!).

Beasts who sleep good and thin,

Hist, in hogsback woods! The haystacked
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Hollow farms in a throng

Of waters cluck and cling,

And barnroofs cockcrow war!

O kingdom of neighbours, finned
Felled and quilled, flash to my patch
Work ark and the moonshine
Drinking Noah of the bay,

With pelt, and scale, and fleece:
Only the drowned deep bells

Of sheep and churches noise
Poor peace as the sun sets

And dark shoals every holy field.

BARITONE

We will ride out alone, and then,
Under the stars of Wales,

Cry, Multitudes of arks!

The water lidded lands,

Manned with their loves they’ll move,
Like wooden islands, hill to hill.
Huloo, my prowed dove with a flute!
Ahoy, old, sea-legged fox,

Tom tit and Dai mouse!

My ark sings in the sun

At God speeded summer’s end
And the flood flowers now.

CHORUS

Out there, crow black, men
Gulls, pipers, cockles, and snails,
Across With their fishwife cross
By scummed, starfish sands

At a wood’s dancing hoof,
Froth, flute, fin and quill
Tangled with chirrup and fruit,
On a breakneck of rocks

In my seashaken house

In the torrent salmon sun,

At God speeded summer’send
This day winding down now.

Prologue by Dylan Thomas.

Copyright © 1971 by the Trustees for the Copyrights of
Dylan Thomas.

Used by arrangement with Harold Ober Associates Inc.

4 Poem in October

It was my thirtieth year to heaven

Woke to my hearing from harbour and neighbour wood
And the mussel pooled and the heron

Priested shore

The morning beckon

With water praying and call of seagull and rook
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And the knock of sailing boats on the net webbed wall
Myself to set foot

That second

In the still sleeping town and set forth.

My birthday began with the water-

Birds and the birds of the winged trees flying my name
Above the farms and the white horses

And I rose

In rainy autumn

And walked abroad in a shower of all my days.

High tide and the heron dived when | took the road
Over the border

And the gates

Of the town closed as the town awoke.

A springful of larks in a rolling

Cloud and the roadside bushes brimming with whistling
Blackbirds and the sun of October

Summery

On the hill’s shoulder,

Here were fond climates and sweet singers suddenly
Come in the morning where | wandered and listened
To the rain wringing

Wind blow cold

In the wood faraway under me.

Pale rain over the dwindling harbour

And over the sea wet church the size of a snail

With its horns through mist and the castle

Brown as owls

But all the gardens

Of spring and summer were blooming in the tall tales
Beyond the border and under the lark full cloud.

There could | marvel
My birthday
Away but the weather turned around.

It turned away from the blithe country

And down the other air and the blue altered sky
Streamed again a wonder of summer

With apples

Pears and red currants

And I saw in the turning so clearly a child’s
Forgotten mornings when he walked with his mother
Through the parables

Of sun light

And the legends of the green chapels

And the twice told fields of infancy

That his tears burned my cheeks and his heart moved in
mine.

These were the woods the river and the seas

Where a boy

In the listening
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Summertime of the dead whispered the truth of his joy
To the trees and the stones and the fish in the tide.
And the mystery

Sang alive

Still in the water and singingbirds.

And there could | marvel my birthday

Away but the weather turned around. And the true
Joy of the long dead child sang burning

In the sun.

It was my thirtieth

Year to heaven stood there then in the summer noon
Though the town below lay leaved with October blood.
O may my heart’s truth

Still be sung

On this high hill in a year’s turning.

Copyright © 1946 by New Directions.
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5 Poem on his Birthday

In the mustardseed sun,

By full tilt river and switchback sea

Where the cormorants scud,

In his house on stilts high among beaks
And palavers of birds

This sandgrain day in the bent bay’s grave
He celebrates and spurns

His driftwood thirty-fifth wind turned age;
Herons spire and spear.

Under and round him go

Flounders, gulls, on their cold, dying trails,
Doing what they are told,

Curlews aloud in the congered waves
Work at their ways to death,

And the rhymer in the long tongued room,
Who tolls his birthday bell,

Toils towards the ambush of his wounds;
Herons, steeple stemmed, bless.

In the thistledown fall,

He sings towards anguish; finches fly

In the claw tracks of hawks

On a seizing sky, small fishes glide
Through wynds and shells of drowned
Ship towns to pastures of otters. He

In his slant, racking house

And the hewn coils of his trade perceives
Herons walk in their shroud.

The livelong river’s robe

Of minnows wreathing around their prayer;
And far at sea he knows,

Who slaves to his crouched, eternal end
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Under a serpent cloud,

Dolphins dive in their turnturtle dust,
The rippled seals streak down

To kill and their own tide daubing blood
Slides good in the sleek mouth.

In a cavernous, swung

Wave’s silence, wept white angelus knells.
Thirty-five bells sing struck

On skull and scar where his loves lie wrecked
Steered by the falling stars.

And to-morrow weeps in a blind cage

Terror will rage apart

Before chains break to a hammer flame

And love unbolts the dark

And freely he goes lost

In the unknown, famous light of great
And fabulous, dear God.

Dark is a way and light is a place,
Heaven that never was

Nor will be ever is always true,

And, in that brambled void,

Plenty as blackberries in the woods
The dead grow for His joy.

There he might wander bare

With the spirits of the horseshoe bay

Or the stars’ seashore dead,

Marrow of eagles, the roots of whales

And wishbones of wild geese,

With blessed, unborn God and His ghost,
And every soul His priest,

Gulled and chanter in young Heaven'’s fold
Be at cloud quaking peace,

But dark is a long way.

He, on the earth of the night, alone

With all the living, prays,

Who knows the rocketing wind will blow

The bones out of the hills,

And the scythed boulders bleed, and the last
Rage shattered waters kick

Masts and fishes to the still quick stars,
Faithlessly unto Him

Who is the light of old

And air shaped Heaven where souls grow wild
As horses in the foam:

Oh, let me midlife mourn by the shrined

And druid herons’ vows

The voyage to ruin | must run,

Dawn ships clouted aground,

Yet, though | cry with tumbledown tongue,
Count my blessings aloud:
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Four elements and five

Senses, and man a spirit in love
Tangling through this spun slime

To his nimbus bell cool kingdom come
And the lost, moonshine domes,

And the sea that hides his secret selves
Deep in its black base bones,

Lulling of spheres in the seashell flesh,
And this last blessing most,

That the closer | move

To death, one man through his sundered hulks,
The louder the sun blooms

And the tusked, ramshackling sea exults;

And every wave of the way

And gale | tackle, the whole world then,

With more triumphant faith

Than ever was since the world was said,

Spins its morning of praise,

| hear the bouncing hills

Grow larked and greener at berry brown
Fall and the dew larks sing

Taller this thunderclap spring, and how
More spanned with angels ride

The mansouled fiery islands! Oh,

Holier then their eyes,

And my shining men no more alone

As | sail out to die.
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