
I AM NOT YET BORN 
 
I am not yet born; O hear me.  
Let not the bloodsucking bat or the rat or the stoat or the  
club-footed ghoul come near me.  
I am not yet born, console me.  
I fear that the human race may with tall walls wall me,  
with strong drugs dope me, with wise lies lure me,  
on black racks rack me, in blood-baths roll me.  
 
I am not yet born; provide me  
With water to dandle me, grass to grow for me, trees to talk  
to me, sky to sing to me, birds and a white light  
in the back of my mind to guide me.  
 
I am not yet born; forgive me  
For the sins that in me the world shall commit, my words  
when they speak me, my thoughts when they think me,  
my treason engendered by traitors beyond me,  
my life when they murder by means of my  
hands, my death when they live me.  
 
I am not yet born; rehearse me  
In the parts I must play and the cues I must take when  
old men lecture me, bureaucrats hector me, mountains  
frown at me, lovers laugh at me, the white  
waves call me to folly and the desert calls  
me to doom and the beggar refuses  
my gift and my children curse me.  
 
I am not yet born; O hear me,  
Let not the man who is beast or who thinks he is God  
come near me.  
By Louis McNeice 
 



ARTHUR FROM KING JOHN 
 
(Hubert, Arthur’s friend has just handed Arthur a proclamation that 
Arthur is to have his eyes burnt out) 
ARTHUR: Have you the heart? When your head did but ache, 
I knit my handkercer about your brows, 
(The best I had, a princess wrought it me) 
And I did never ask it you again. 
And with my hand at midnight held your head; 
And like the watchful minutes to the hour,  
Still and anon, cheered up the heavy time,  
Saying” What lack you?” and “Where lies your grief?” 
Or “What good love may I perform for you?” 
Many a poor man’s son would have lien still, 
And nere have spoke a loving word to you; 
But you at your sick service had a Prince; 
Nay, you may think my love was crafty love,  
And call it cunning; do, and if you will; 
If heaven be pleased that you must use me ill, 
Why then you must…..Will you put out mine eyes? 
These eyes that never did nor never shall 
So much as frown on you? 
Ah, none but this iron age, would do it! 
The iron of itself, though heat-red hot, 
Approaching near these eyes, would drink my tears, 
And quench his fiery indignation, 
Even in the matter of my innocence; 
Nay, after that consume away in rust, 
But for containing fire to harm mine eye; 
Are you more stubborn hard than hammered iron? 
And if an angel should have come to me, 
And told me Hubert should put out mine eyes 
I would not have believed him….no tongue but Hubert’s! 
Oh, save me Hubert, save me! My eyes are out, 
Even with the fierce look of these bloody men! 



 
 

 


