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Many words crowd, and all and each unmeaning.
The s imples t  words in  sor row are  the best .

So let  us say,  she loved the water meadows:
The downs; her books; her f r iends: her memories:
The room which was her own.
London by twi l ight:  shops and unknown people,
Donne's church;  the Strand;  the buses and the large
Swel l  o f  humani ty  that  passed her  by .

I  remember  she to ld  me once that  she,  a  ch i ld ,
Trapped evening moths with honey round a tree,
And  w i t h  a  l an te rn  wa t ched  t he i r  an t i c  f i gh t .
So she,  a  poet ,  caught  her  spec ia l  prey
With words of  honey and her  lamp of  wi t .

F ruga l ,  aus te re ,  f i ne ,  p roud ,
R i c h  i n  h e r  c o n t r a d i c t i o n s ,  r i c h  i n  l o v e ,
So  d i d  she  cap tu re  a l l  he r  mo th - l i ke  se l f ,
H e r  f l u t t e r e d  s p i r i t ,  d e l i c a t e  a n d  s o f t ;
Yet  kept  a  s t ing beneath the brush ing wings:
Her blame astr ingent and her praise supreme.

How small, how petty, seemed the little men
Measured against her scornful quality.

Some pay, she lived in an unreal vorld
/loud-cuckoo-land, Waybe. She now has gone

Intp the prouder land of irmortality.

Obrenter .
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