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Turf-stacks
Among these turf-stacks graze no iron horses 
Such as stalk such as champ in towns and the soul of crowds, 
Here is no mass-production of neat thoughts 
No canvas shrouds for the mind nor any black hearses: 
The pleasant shambles on his boots like hooves 
Without thinking at all or wanting to run in groves. 
 
But those who lack the peasant's conspirators 
The tawny mountain, the unregarded buttress, 
Will feel the need of a fortress against ideas and against the 
Shuddering insidious shock of the theory-vendors 
The little sardine men crammed in a monster toy 
Who tilt their aggregate beast against our crumbling Troy. 
 
For we are obsolete who like the lesser things, 
Who play in corners with looking-glasses and beads; 
It is better we should go quickly, go into Asia 
Or any other tunnel where the world recedes, 
Or turn blind wantons like the gulls who scream 
And rip the edge off any ideal or dream. 
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