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I. The Self-Unseeing

Here is the ancient floor,
Footworn and hollowed and thin,
Here was the former door

Where the dead feet walked in.

She sat here in her chair,
Smiling into the fire;

He who played stood there,
Bowing it higher and higher.

Childlike, I danced in a dream;
Blessings emblazoned that day;
Everything glowed with a gleam;
Yet we were looking away!

I1. Looking Across

It is dark in the sky,
And silence is where
Our laughs rang high;
And recall do I

That One is out there.

The dawn is not nigh,
And the trees are bare,
And the waterways sigh
That a year has drawn by,
And Two are out there.

The wind drops to die
Like the phantom of Care
Too frail for a cry,

And heart brings to eye
That Three are out there.

This Life runs dry
That once ran rare

And rosy in dye,

And fleet the days fly,
And Four are out there.

Tired, tired am I

Of this earthly air,

And my wraith asks: Why,
Since these calm lie,

Are not Five out there?

poems by Thomas Hardy (1840-1928)

ITI. The Robin

When up aloft

I fly and fly,

I see in pools
The shining sky,
And a happy bird
AmI, amI!

When I descend
Towards their brink

I stand, and look,
And stoop, and drink,
And bathe my wings,
And chink and prink.

When winter frost
Makes earth as steel
I search and search
But find no meal,
And most unhappy
Then I feel.

But when it lasts,

And snows still fall,

I get to feel

No grief at all,

For I turn to a cold stiff
Feathery ball!

IV. Neutral Tones

We stood by a pond that winter day,

And the sun was white, as though chidden of God,

And a few leaves lay on the starving sod;

- They had fallen from an ash, and were gray.

Your eyes on me were as eyes that rove

Over tedious riddles of years ago;

And some words played between us to and fro
On which lost the more by our love.

The smile on your mouth was the deadest thing
Alive enough to have strength to die;
And a grin of bitterness swept thereby

Like an ominous bird a-wing...

Since then, keen lessons that love deceives,

And wrings with wrong, have shaped to me

Your face, and the God-curst sun, and a tree,
And a pond edged with grayish leaves.



Neutral Tones
I. The self-Unseelng Michael Murray

Thomas Hardy

=96

Moderato J

rax

14

e @

I

[

[
-~
14

|
D

9|

2@ o

o)
),

and

and hol-lowed

Foot-worn

an - cient floor,

is the

Here

|
10DO

o
7
mp

15

e r

- b 14
L"‘P hv e

/=

13 /L!\’)'

12

bo

11
e TILAS4

Where the dead

was the for-mer door

Here

thin,

DO

\l\\i\ }

1500

14

13

~

~—

11

mp

he

20

19

18

17
—

Y
o

e

16.F.

She

in.

walked

feet

20

19

18

\
\

he Feo

o’ H®

P

7=

MMO006-1

©2013 by Michael Murray



I. The Self-Unseeing

2@ b
|

be

=
[

221" be
[

=

ol O
7

o)

21

3

the fire;

Smil ing in - to

her chair,

in

here

sat

il
I
Q|
!

1]
!
]
[ YRR

i

rillll

TTTQ
19

plen -

28

“ > 27

26 2.

L/

o)

25

3

high

3

€r

who played stood  there, bow-ing it

He

—3—

[
3

4ﬁi:.3—‘l&7 -
mf° ~—

27;&‘\'/ \

)
> 4

N byl

ey

25

J=104

LAY

pill mosso

i

31—

32

=

29

3

a

danced in

I

Child - like,

mp

30

3

29

37‘ﬁ
|

36

35

341‘9
|

o)
hdl DH
J

33

\*3g

3
Ev-ery-thing glowed

em-blaz-oned that day;

Bless - ings

dream;

srfer

37

36

’_435\;3;

L3

3134

L3

33

tempo primo

g
fJ
|
|

20
"

oz
[

41

be
T
i

40

39
- A) k i

38
/i° ! ! F

way!

ing

we were look

Yet

a gleam;

with

42

41

40

%‘3/ 39

38

MMO006-2



