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The After the morning, those things were
A ship that rode triùmbhane

Of (This sight would beDrea

Plainest a liffle ere the noon)
On wide blive waters with the wind

-ongfrom the west that lay behind;
Its sait curved like a siender moon,
Born into june.

An empty ship beside Me shore
Of some unconqueredjoreign land;
Some brave men fighiing on the sand

As Me ou ore
_jy had neverf ght bef

In any war;

few men fléei;ýg to the hilis
(This came a litde after noon),
God, but the fight was ended soon

Tliey were not hard to wound and kili.1
A trumpet shrill

Echoesand many knights pursue
And on the hillside dead n. en lie,

î Who learned before they came to die
Tke yellow flags the victors flew
Were crossed with blue
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