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And there the unregulated sun

Slopes down to rest when day is done.

And wakes a vague unpunctual star,

A slippered Hesper; and there are

Meads towards Haslingfield and Coton
Where das Betreten's not verhoten.

eTBe fsvotniiv • . . would I were

In Grantchester, in Grantchester!

—

Some, it may be, can get in touch

With Nature there, or Earth, or such.

And clever modern men have seen

A Faun a-peeping through the green,

And felt the Classics were not dead,

To ghmpse a Naiad's reedy head,

Or hear the Goat-foot piping low: . . ,

But these are things I do not know.

I only know that you may lie

Day long and watch the Cambridge sky.

And, flower-lulled in sleepy grass.

Hear the cool lapse of hours pass.

Until the centuries blend and blur

In Grantchester, in Grantchester. . .

Still in the dawnlit waters cool

His ghostly Lordship swims his pool.

And tries the strokes, essays the tricks.

Long learnt on Hellespont, or Styx.

Dan Chaucer hears his river still

Chatter beneath a phantom mill.

Tennyson notes, with studious eye,
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