DINING-ROOM TEA

A Lovely Poem

by
Rupert Brooke

/-
—
”

~
o %=
W

PWetmore Beclamation Bureau

Box 2695
Sioux City, IA 51106

www.wetmoredeclamation.com
Email: speeches@wetmoredeclamation.com

CAUTION: Wetmore Declamation Bureau material is protected by United States copyright law and conventions. None of our material may be
reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means-electronic, mechanical, photocopy, recording, or any
other-without prior permission. No trademark, copyright or other notice may be removed or changed. All rights reserved. Violators will be
prosecuted to the full extent of the law.



DINING-ROOM TEA
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Rupert Brooke was born at Rugby, England in 1887, and died in 1915. To quote from “Modern British
Poetry”: “It is impossible to predict what integration might have come with maturity. He was dead at
twenty-seven.” ISBN 1-60045-092-X

When you were there, and you, and you,
Happiness crowned the night; I too,
Laughing and looking, one of all,

I watched the quivering lamplight fall
On plate and flowers and pouring tea
And cup and cloth; and they and we
Flung all the dancing moments by

With jest and glitter. Lip and eye
Flashed on the glory, shone and cried,
Improvident, unmemoried;

And fitfully, and like a flame

The light of laughter went and came.
Proud in their careless transcience moved
The changing faces that I loved.

Till suddenly, and otherwhence,

I looked upon your innocence.

For lifted clear and still and strange
From the dark woven flow of change
Under a vast and starless sky

I saw the immortal moment lie.

One instant I, an instant, knew

As God knows all. And it and you,
I, above Time, oh, blind! could see
In witless immortality.
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