
Poetry Break with Jane Draycott 

Accompanying Poems 

 

God’s Grandeur  

 

The world is charged with the grandeur of God.   

    It will flame out, like shining from shook foil;  

    It gathers to a greatness, like the ooze of oil  

Crushed. Why do men then now not reck his rod?  

Generations have trod, have trod, have trod;  5 

    And all is seared with trade; bleared, smeared with toil;  

    And wears man's smudge and shares man's smell: the soil  

Is bare now, nor can foot feel, being shod.   

 

And for all this, nature is never spent;  

    There lives the dearest freshness deep down things;  10 

And though the last lights off the black West went  

    Oh, morning, at the brown brink eastward, springs —  

Because the Holy Ghost over the bent  

    World broods with warm breast and with ah! bright wings. 
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Felix Randal 

 

Felix Randal the farrier, O is he dead then? my duty all ended,  

Who have watched his mould of man, big-boned and hardy-handsome  

Pining, pining, till time when reason rambled in it, and some  

Fatal four disorders, fleshed there, all contended?   

 

Sickness broke him. Impatient, he cursed at first, but mended  5 

Being anointed and all; though a heavenlier heart began some  

Months earlier, since I had our sweet reprieve and ransom  

Tendered to him. Ah well, God rest him all road ever he offended!   

 

This seeing the sick endears them to us, us too it endears.  

My tongue had taught thee comfort, touch had quenched thy tears,  10 

Thy tears that touched my heart, child, Felix, poor Felix Randal;   

 

How far from then forethought of, all thy more boisterous years,  

When thou at the random grim forge, powerful amidst peers, 

Didst fettle for the great grey drayhorse his bright and battering sandal!  
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