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 Quelled or quenched in leaves the leaping sun 
Binsey Poplars 
 
Not mood in him nor meaning, proud fire or sacred fear 
Henry Purcell 
 
…but meaning motion fans fresh our wits with wonder 
Henry Purcell 
 
How ring right out our sordid turbid time 
The Sea and the Skylark 
 
Bones built in me, flesh filled, blood brimmed the curse 
I wake and feel 
 
Degged with dew, dappled with dew 
Inversnaid 
 
World broods with warm breast and with ah! Bright wings 
God’s Grandeur 
 
With swift, slow; sweet, sour; adazzle, dim, 
Pied Beauty 
 
The fleeciest, frailest-flixed 
Snowflake; that’s fairly mixed 
The Blessed Virgin compared to the Air we Breathe 
 
Wants war, wants wounds; weary his times, his tasks 
Patience, hard thing 
 
 
 
 


