FUNERAL BLUES

W.H. Auden

Stoy all the clocks, cut (ﬁ the teﬁe}aﬁone,
Prevent the c[og ﬁ’om Earﬁing with a juicy bone,
Silence the Jaicmos and with muﬁ%cf drum

CBring out the coﬁ(in, let the mourners come.

Let aerojo[cmes circle moaning overhead
Scriﬁﬁfing on the sﬁy the message ‘He is Dead'.
Put crepe bows round the white necks of the Jouﬁfic doves,
Let the tmﬁ(ic yoficemen wear black cotton g[oves.

He was my Q\ﬁ)rtﬁ, my South, my FEast and West,
fMy worﬁing week and my Sum{ay rest,
fMy noon, my mio[nigﬁt, my talk, my song;
7 tﬁougﬁt that love would last forever: 1 was wrong.

‘fﬁe stars are not wcmtec[ ’HOW,’}OMI' out every one,
‘PCLCE u}a tﬁe moon cmc[ c[ismantfe tﬁe sun,
Pour away tﬁe ocean CLHC[SWQ@O u}a tﬁe WOOdE

For ﬂOtﬁiﬂg now can ever come to any 3006[



