Nocturne for Four Voices

[ONE—Tenor.

ONE.

Two.

THREE.

ONE.

THREE.

Two.

ALL THREE.

Four.

THREE.

ONE.

THREE.
ONE.

Two—Soprano. THREE—Baritone.

NIGHT again, look at the sky:

Slow cold clouds strangle the sun.

Night’s a black panther walking in the trees.
Look at the sky and weep, for all your fun
Is over, no more laughter: do not dare

To laugh, or hands will seize you by the hair
And drag you high, high, high,

Through shrill ways of the upper air.

There is a frightened whisper in the leaves.

Four—Bass]

My true love’s gone and I’'m alone—
The night, the night is all my joy.

My heart’s as heavy as a stone—
Come night, come sleep, my only joy.

I cannot sleep since he is gone:

It’s hard to learn to sleep alone.

Come night, sleep, death, my only joy.

If there should never be another dawn,
And this were your last night? You fool,
How do you know you’re safe?

Fool, fool. ;

Look at the sky.

If all the world were turned awry,
What could you do, you fool?
Why should there ever be a dawn?

My life, my love, he looked on me;
His lips were red as the hawberry.

His eyes they shone like dew on a rose:
Where the dead go to, nobody knows.

Where the dead go to, nobody knows.

This is the time

When it is best to be afraid,

To turn away

From song and sigh

And take your rest

In night’s dark breast

And under his drooping eyelids’ shade.

Do not sleep, do not sleep. Watch the hours
Flit like moths among the flowers;

The moon’s a clock without any hands,

The brook is running hourglass sands.

Do not sleep—you are a pawn

In time’s mad game. Wait for the dawn.

Do not sleep.

The sky flows deep

As spring tide in the Atlantic, and the stars

Are drowned men’s eyes, tangled in floating spars
Of trees. The moon’s a swollen corpse.

Look at the sky and drown yourself.

If you dare!

Drown yourself.



THREE. You could not bear
Another dawn
Or the anarchic starlings on the lawn.
Sleep indeed, sleep in the earth
And spare your soul another birth.

~ ONE. Drown yourself.

Four. Sleep is sweet in the tomb
As in your quiet room.
Do not fear, every bed is a bier.
Sleep is sweet in the grave and the womb.

ONE. Drown yourself.

Four. Sleep is sweet in the womb and the grave.
ONE. Drown yourself.

Four. Why trouble to save

This wisp of vapour called a soul
From creeping out of its tiny hole
Like a mouse

From his crampéd house.

Two. They took my love away
All smiling dead.
They laid him in the clay—
Our marriage bed.

ONE. Swirl, rolled in under-pulling currents
Through the sky: choke and drown
Deep down
Among the seaweeds and the corals red:
Among the swimming planets in the deep
Sea-swell of sleep:
Among the teeming constellations
Smiling dead.

THREE. You will not see the sun again
Nor hear the hurrying footsteps of the rain.

FOUR.‘ The fury in your head .
Will cease, and all your sickly wondering,
When you are dead.

ONE. Drown yourself.

Two. My love’s asleep all in the ground,
The grass grows green on his grave-mound.
He’s lain there a year or more,
Yet still I weep as I did before. 3

. His eyes were stars, his lips were coral-red:

i On his death-day we were wed.
Death took my own, my sweetest boy—
.So come, sweet death, and be my joy.

So come, sweet night
ALL FoOuRr. {So come, sweet sleep
So come, sweet death

_ And be my joy.

July 1939

REPRINTED BY KIND PERMISSION FROM The Collected Poems of Sidney Keyes,
PUBLISHED BY MESSRS. ROUTLEDGE, LTD.



