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INTRODUCTION TO FIRST EDITION

JAMES ELROY FLECKER Was bornin London (Lewisham) on Novem-
ber 5 th, 1884. He was the edest of the four children of the Rev.
W. H. Flecker, D.D., now Head Master of Dean Close School,
Cheltenham. After some years at his father's school he went in 1901
to Uppingham, proceeding to Trinity College, Oxford, in 1902.
He stayed at Oxford until 1907 and then came to London, teaching
for ashorttimein Mr. Simmons' school at Hampstead. 1n 1908 he
decided to enter the Consular Service, and went up to Cambridge
(Caius College) for the tuitionin Oriental languages available there.
He was sent to Constantinople in June 1910, was first taken i | there
in August, and in September returned to England and went to a
sanatorium in the Cotswolds. He returned to his post, apparently
in perfect health, in March 1911; was transferred to Smyrna in
April; and in May went on leave to Athens, where he married Miss
Helle Skiadaress, a Greek lady whom he had met in the preceding
year. He spent three months' holiday in Corfu, and was sent to
Beyrout, Syria, in September 1911. In December 1912 he took a
month's leave in England and Paris, returning to Beyrout in
January 1913. In March he again fell ill, and after a few weeks on
the Lebanon (Brumana) he went to Switzerland, where, acting on
his doctors' advice, he remained for the last eighteen months of his
life. He stayed successvely at Leysin, Montreux, Montana, Locarno,
and (May 1914) Davos, where on January 3rd, 1915, he died. He
is buried in Cheltenham at the foot of the Cotswold Hills.

His published books include:

Verse: The Bridge of Fire (Elkin Matthews, 1907), Forty-two
Poems (Dent, 1911), The Golden Journey to Samarkand (Goschen,
1913, now published by Martin Secker), and The Old Ships (Poetry
Bookshop, 1915).

Prose: The Last Generation (New Age Press, 1908), The Grecians
(Dent, 1910), The Sholar's Italian Grammar (D. Nutt, 1911), and
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TheKing of Alsander (Goschen, 1914, now published by Allen and
Unwin). Heleft aso two unpublished dramas, Hassan and Don
Juan, and a number of published and unpublished short sories,
articles and poems. Of thelag all themogt important will befound
in the present volume.

That is the bare outline of Flecker's life and work. The present
Introduction does not pretend to supply a 'personal memoir', for
which materials have not been collected; and thewor k of estimating
Flecker'sart and 'placing’ him in relation to biscontemporariesmay
beleft to others. But one may usgfully give a few mor e biographical
detailsand a short analyss of the poet's artigtic attitude and methods
of work.

I'n person Flecker wastall, with blue eyes black, sraight hair, and
dark complexion. There was a tinge of the Eag in his appearance,
and his habitual expresson was a curious blend of the sardonic and
the gentle. Until illness incapacitated him he was physically quite
active, but his principal amusement was conversation, of which he
never tired. He felt acutdy the loss of good talk during his years
abroad, in Syria especially. He was sociable, and enjoyed meeting
and talkingwith crowds of people; but he had few intimate friends
at Oxford, and, after heleft England, little opportunity of making
any. One of the few, M r . Frank Savery, now of the British Lega-
tion, Berne, sndsthe following notes

" My acquaintance with him began in January 1901, when hewas
alanky, precocious boy of sixteen, and lagted, with long interrup-
tions until hisdeath. Hisfatetook him tothe Near East, minetook
me to Germany: for this reason we never met from 1908 to 1914,
though we never ceasad to correspond. Largely because our inter-
course was thusbroken, | believethat | am better able to appreciate
the changes which his character underwent in the latter years of his
life than those who never logt sght of him for more than a few
months at atime.



" Itwas at Oxford that | first came to know him intimately. He
was extraordinarily undeveloped, even for an English Public School
boy, when hefirst went up in 1902. He already wr ote versss— with
an appalling facility that for several years made me doubt his talent.
He imitated with enthusasm and without discrimination, and, the
tagde in those long-gone days being for Oscar Wilde's early verse
and Swinburne's complacent swing, he turned out a good deal of
decadent suff, that was, | am convinced, not much better than the
rubbish written by the res of his generation at Oxford. What
interested me in Flecker in those days was the drange contrast
between the man — or rather the boy — and his work. Cultured
Oxford in general, | should add, was not very productive at that
time: a sonnet a month was about the maximum output of the lights
at Balliol. The general syle of literature in favour at the time did
not lend itsaf to a generous outpouring. Hence there was a certain
piquancy in the exuberant flow of passonate ver sewhich issued from
Flecker's ever-ready pen in spite of his entire innocence of any
experience whatever.

"Furthermore, hewasawit — a great wit, | usad to think, but no
humorist — and, like mogt wits, he was combative. He talked best
when someone baited him. At lag it got to be quite the fashion in
Oxford to ak Flecker to luncheon- and dinner-parties— smply in
order to talk. The sport he afforded was usually excdlent__
L ooking back on it now, | believe | was right in thinking that in
those dayshehad no humour (thereisvery littlehumour in Oxford),
nor am | so entirely sure that hiswit was bad. | had, at any rate,
a growing feding that, in site of hisimmaturity and occasonal bad
tage he was the mogt important of any of us his immense produc-
tiveness was, | vaguely but rightly fet, better and more valuable
than our finicky and derile good tage

"By 1906 he had developed greatly —largely thanks to the
companionship of an Oxford friend whom, in spite of long absence
and occasona egrangements he loved deeply till the end of his
life. Even his decadent poems had improved: poor as are most of
the poemsin The Bridge of Fire, they are amos all above the level
of Oxford poetry, and there are occasonal versss which forecast
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some of his mature work. Thus | sill think that the tittlepoem
itself isarather remarkable achievement for a young man and not
without a certain largeness of vison. The mention of this poem
reminds me of an episode which well illugrates the light-heartedness
which at that time diginguished the sdf-gyled 'lean and swarthy
poet of degpair'. | was dtting with him and ancther friend in his
room oneday — early in 1906, | think — when he announced that
he was going to publish a volume of poems 'What shall | call it?
he asked. We had made many suggestions mostly pointless, and
amog all, | have no doubt, indecent, when Flecker suddenly
exclaimed: 'I'l1 call it The Bridge of Fire, and I'll write a poem
with that name and put it in the middle of the book ingead of the
beginning. That'll beoriginal and symboalictoo." Wethen debated
the not unimportant question of what The Bridge of Fire would
be about. At midnight we parted, the question sill unsettled.
Flecker, however, remarked cheerfully that it did not much matter
—itwasajolly goodtitleand he'd eadly beableto think of apoem
towuit it.

" Flecker always cherished a great lovefor Oxford: he had loved
it as an undergraduate, and afterwards not even the magic of the
Greek sms deeply as he fdt it, ever made him forget his firs
universty town. But on thewholel think that Cambridge, where
hewent to sudy Oriental languagesin preparation for his consular
carer, did more for him. | only visted him once there—in
November 1908,1 think — but | had thedigtinct impresson that he
was mor e independent than he had been at Oxford. Hewaswriting
thefirst long verson — that is to say, the third actual draft — of the
King of Alsander. Incidentally he had spoilt the tale, for the time
being; by introducing a prepogterous sentimental conduson, a
departuretounknown lands if | remember rightly, with the peasant-
maid, who had not yet been deposed, as shewaslater on, from her
original postion of heroine*

" And now follow the yearsin which my knowledge of Flecker is
drawn only from a desultory correspondence. | should liketo quote
from some of the lettershewr ote me, but, alas they arein Munich
with all my booksand papers Hewroteto me at length whenever
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he had a big literary work on hand; otherwise an occasonal pod-.
card aufficed, for-he was a man who never put ether news or gossp
into his letters. | knew of his marriage; | knew that his literary
judgment, as expressd in his letters and exemplified in his writings,
had improved suddenly and phenomenally. That was all.

" At lag his health finally collapsed and be came to Switzerland.
It was at Locarno, in May 1914, that | saw him again. Hewas very
ill, coughed continually, and did not, | think, ever go out during the
whole fortnight | spent with him. Hehad matured even morethan
| had expected. . . -

" He was very cheerful that spring at L ocarno — cheerful, not ex-
travagantly ‘optimigtic, as is the way of consumptives. | think he
hardly ever mentioned his illness to me, and there was certainly at
that time nothing querulous about him. Hisjudgment was very
sound, not only on books but also on men. He confessed that he had
not greatly liked the Eas — always excepting, of course, Gresce —
and that his intercourse with Mohammedans had led him to find
more good in Christianity than he had previoudy sugpected. |
gathered that he had liked his work as Consul, and he once said to
methat hewasvery proud of having been a good busnesdike official,
thereby digposng, in hiscae at any rate, the time-honour ed concep-
tion of the poet as an unpractical dreamer. He was certainly no mere
dreamer at any period of hislife; he appreciated beauty with extra-
ordinary kemnness but, like a true poet, he was never contented with
mere appreciation. He was determined to make his vision as dear
to others as it was to himsdlf.

"1 saw Flecker once more, in December 1914. He was already
visibly dying, and at times growing weskness numbed his faculties.
But he was determined to do two things— to complete his poem,
The Burial in England, and to put his budnes affairs into the
hands of a competent literary agent. The letters and memoranda on
thelatter subject which he dictated to me were admirably lucid, and
| remember that, when | came to read them through afterwards, |
found there was hardly a word which needed changing.

" Oneevening hewent through the Burial line byline with Mrs.
Flecker and mysdf. He had always relied greatly on his wife's tage,
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and | maystate with absolute certainty that the only two persons who
ever really influenced him in literary matterswerethe Oxford friend
| -have already mentioned and the lady whose devotion prolonged
hislife, and whose acutefedingfor literatureheped to agreat extent
to confirm him in his lofty ideals of artigtic perfection.

"Although he never really finished the longer version of the
Burial which he had projected, the alterations and additions he
made that evening— 'Toledo-wrought neither to break nor bend'
was one of the latter — were in the main improvements and in no
way uggested that his end was so near. To me, of course, that poem
mug alwaysremain intolerably sad, but, as| re-read it the other day,
| aked mysdlf whether the casua reader would fed any'trace of the
'mattrassgrave’ on which it waswritten. Candidly | do not think
that even the sharpes of critics would have known, if he had not
been told, that half the lines were written within a month of the
author'sdeath.”

Hisletters, asisremarked above, were generally busnesdike and
blunt. | havefound a few to mysdf: they are aimog all about his
work, with hereand thereashort, exclamatory eulogy of some other
writer. He observes in December 1913, that a journal which had
often published him had given The Golden Journey 'an insolent ten-
line review with a batch of nincompoops; then alternately he is
better and writing copioudy, or very ill and not capable of aword.
In one letter he talks of writing on Balkan Palitics and Italy in
Albania; in another of trandating somewar -poetry of Paul Der oul-
&des Anocther time heis even thinking of 'having a bang at the
Cambridge Local Examination ... with awhack in it at B. Shaw.’
Then in November 1914 he says 'l have exhaused mysdf writing
heroic great war-poems.’ He might comprehensibly have been in
low spirits, dying therein adismal and deserted 'health resort’ among
the Swiss mountains, with a continent of war-zones cutting him off
from all chance of seaing friends. But he always wrote cheerfully,
even when degperatdy ill. The French recovery filled him with
enthusasm; he watched the Near Eagern tangle with the peculiar
interest of one who knew the peoples involved; and in one ddicate
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and capridous piece of prose published in a weekly in October, he
recalled his own experiences of warfare. He had had glimpses of the
Turco-ltalian War : Italian shdls over Beyrout (‘Unforgettable the
thunder of the guns shaking the golden blue of sky and-ss& while not
a breath dirred the palm-trees, not a cloud moved on the swanlike
showsof Lebanon') and a'scrap’ with the Druses, and the snokeand
digant rumble of the battle of Lemnos, 'the one effort of the Turks
to soure the magery of the Agean’. These were his exciting
memories.

"Tothink that it waswith cheerful anecdotes like thee that | had
hoped, a white-haired dder, to impress my grandchildren! Now
thereés not a peasant from Picardy to Tobolsk but will cap mewith
tales of real and frightful tragedy. What a race of degp-eyed and
thoughtful men we shall havein Europe— now that all thase millions
have been baptized in fire!"

Then in thefirst week of January 1915 hedied. | cannot help remem-
bering that | first heard the news over the telephone, and that the
voice which spoke was Rupert Brooke's.

HI

Flecker began writing verse early, and one of his existing note-
books contains a number of poemswritten whilst he was at Upping-
ham. The original poems composed, at school and at Oxford, up to
the age of twenty are not very remarkable. Thereis nothing unusual
in some unpublished lineswritten on the actual chapd bdl at the end
of hislag term, and littlein Dana€e'sCradle-Song for Perseus(1902).
A typical couplet is

Wadte of the waved O for dawn! For a long low leve of shore
Better be shattered and dain on the reef than drift evermore.

Both rhythm and language are Tennysonian, and the alliterative
Tennysonianism at theend of the first line is repeated in a Song of
1904 beginning:
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Long low leves of land
And dghing urges of s,
Mountain and moor and grand
Part my beoved from me.
A Dream-Song of 1904 is equally conventional, though in the lines

Launch the galley, sailors bold,
. Prowed with slver, sharp and cold,
Winged with slk and cared with gold,

may be s=n thefirst ineffective attempt to capture an image that in
various forms haunted Flecker to the end of his life. But the most
numerous and, on the whole, the bes of his early poems are trans-
lations. And this is perhaps sgnificant, as indicating that he began
by being moreinterested in hisart than in himsdf. Trandating, there
wasa clearly defined problem to beattacked; difficulties of expresson
could not be evaded by changing thething to be expressd; and there
was no soope for fluent reminiscence or a docile pur suit at the heds
of the rhyme. In 1900-1, cd. 16-17, he was trandating Catullus and
the Pervigilium Veneris, and among the poets he attacked in the
next few yearswer e Propertius, M ur etus, Heine, Bier baum, of whose
lyrics he trandated several, one of which is given in this volume.
This habit of trandation, so excelent as a discipline, he always con-
tinued, amongs the poes from whom he made versons being
Meleager, Goethe, Leconte de Lide, Bauddaire, H. de Regnier,
Samain, Jean Moréas, and Paul Fort. In the lag year or two his
trandations were mostly made from the French Parnassans W hat
drew him to them was his feding of espedial kinship with them and
his belief that they might be a healthy influence on English verse
Heexplained hisposition in the prefaceéto The Golden Journey to
Samarkand. The theory of the Parnassans had for him, he said, 'a
unique attraction'. 'A careful sudy of this theory, however old-
fashioned it may by now have become in France, would, | am con-
vinced, bendfit English criticsand poets, for both our poetic criticism
and our poetry arein chaos’ Good poetry had been written on
other theoriesand on no theories at all, and 'no worthlesswriter will
be redeemed by the excdlence of the poetic theory he may chance
to hold'. But 'that a sound theory can produce some practice and
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exerdse a beneficent effect on writers of genius had been repeatedly
proved in the history of the Parnase

"The Parnassan School [he continued] was a dasscal reaction
againg the per fervid sentimentality and extravagance of some French
Romantics, TheRomanticsin France, asin England, had donether
power ful work and infinitely widened the soope and enriched the
language of poetry. It remained for the Parnassansto raise the tech-
nique of their art to a height which should enable them to express
the subtlest ideasin power ful and Smpleverse. But thereal meaning
of the term Parnassan may be bet undersood from consdering
what is definitely not Parnassan. To be didactic like Wordsworth,
to write dull poems of unwieldy length, tobury like Tennyson or
Browning poetry of exquiste beauty in mongrous realms of vulgar,
feeble, or obscure versifying, to overlay fine work with gross and
irrelevant egoism likeVictor Hugo, would beabhorrent, and rightly
90, to members of this school. On the other hand, the finest work of
many great English poets espedially Milton, Keats, M atthew Arnold,
and Tennyson, iswritten in the same tradition as the work of the
great French school: and one can but wish that the two latter poets
had had something of a definitetheory to guidethem in sdf-criticism.
Tennyson would never have published Locksley Hall and Arnold
might have refrained from spailing his finest sonnets by astonishing
cacophonies™

There were, he naturally admitted, 'many splendid forms of pas-
sonate or individual poetry' which were not Parnassan, such asthe
work of Villon, Browning, Shdley, Rossti, and Verlaine, 'too
emotional, individual, or eccentric' to have Parnassan affinities:

" TheFrench Parnassan hasatendency to usetraditional formsand
even to employ dasscal subjects Hisdesirein writing poetry isto
create beauty: hisinclination istoward a beauty somewhat statuesque. He
isapt to bedramatic and objectiverather than intimate. T heenemiesof
the Parnassans have accussd them of cultivating unemotional
frigidity and upholding an augere view of perfection. The un-
answerableanswversto all criticism are theworksof Heredia, L econte
deLide, Samain, Henri de Regnier, and Jean Moreas. Compar ethe
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early works of the latter poet, written under the influence of the
Symbaligs, with his' Stances if you would s what excelence of
theory can do when it has genius to work on, Read the works of
Heredia, if you would under sand how consdousand perfect artistry,
far from gifling inspiration, fashions it into shapes of unimaginable
beauty At the present moment there can be no doubt that English
poetry gandsin need of some such saving doctrinetoredeem it from
the formlesnessand the didactic tendencieswhich arenow in fashion.
Asfor English criticism, can it not learn from the Parnassan, or any
tolerable theory of poetic art, to examine the beauty and not the

'message of poetry.”

"Itisnot [he said] the poet's busness to save man's soul but to
make it worth saving. . . . However few poets have writtenwith a
dear theory of art for art's sske it is by that theory alone that their
work has been, or can be, judged; — and rightly so if we remember
that art embraces all life and all humanity, and sesin the temporary
and fleeting doctrines of conservative or revolutionary only the
human grandeur or passon that ingpires them."

His own volume had been written 'with the sngle intention of
creating beauty'.

. Though many of his own poems show the 'tendency to use tradi-
tional forms and even to employ dasscal subjects, Flecker did not,
it must be observed, dogmatize as to choice of subject or generalize
too widely. The Parnassans were not everything to him, nor were
- those older poets who had resembled them. It was as a corrective
that herecommended the study of thisparticular group to hisEnglish
contemporaries. It is arguable that mogt of his major cohtemporaries
—onemight inganceM r . Bridgesand M r . Yeats— areanything but
chactic, extravagant, cardess or didactic. References to 'the latest
writer of manly talesin versg and 'formlessness might certainly be
followed up; but formlesness and moralising are not so universal
amongst modern English writers as Flecker, making out his cas
implied. It doesnot matter; thereisnot even any necessity to discuss
the French Parnassans Flecker had an affinity with them. He dis-
liked the pedestrian and the wild; he did not care ether to pile up
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dramatic horrors or to burrow in the reeeses of his own psycho-
logical or physiological sructure. Heliked theimage, vivid, definite
in its outline: he aimed everywhere at clarity and compactness His
mogt fantagtic visons are solid and highly coloured and have hard
edges His imagination rioted in images, but he kept it ssverdy
under restraint, les thetropical cregpers should giflethetress. Only
occasonally, in his later poems, a reader may find the language a
little tumultuous and the images heaped s0 profusdy as to produce
an dfect of obscurity and, sometimes, of euphuism. But these poems,
it must be remembered, are precisdy those which the poet himself
did not finally revise. Some of them he never even finished: The
Burial in England, asit appears is the bet that can be donewith a
confusng collection of manuscript thoughts and second thoughts.
He was, as he claimed, condtitutionally a dassc; but the term musgt
not be employed too rigidly. Hewas, in fact, like Flaubert, both a
dasic and aromantic. He combined, like Flaubert, aromantic tase
for the exotic, the gorgeous, and the violent, with a didike for the
romantic egoism, loosmess of dructure, and turgidity of phrase
His objectivity, in spite of all his colour, was often very marked; but
there was another trend in him. Though he never wrote dack and
reesnless vers libres, the more he developed the more he experi-
mented with new rhythms; and one of his lates and bes lyrics was
the intensdy personal poem Stillness. He ran no spedal kind of
aubject too hard, and had no refined and redricted dictionary of
words. A careful reader, of course may discover that there are
words, just as there are images, which he was epedaly fond of
usng. There are colours and metals blue and red, siver and gold,
which are present everywhere in hiswork; the progressss of the sun
(hewasalwaysa poet of thesunlight rather than a poet of themoon-
light) were a continual fascination to him; the images of Fire, of a
ship, and of an old white-bear ded man recur frequently in hispoems.
But heisanything but a monotonous poet, in respect ether of forms,
ubjedts or language. It was characterigtic of him that he should be
on hisguard againg falling into a cusomary jargon. Revisng The’
Welsh Sea and finding the word 'golden’, which he fdt he and
others had overdone, usad three times (and not ineffectively) in it,
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he expunged the adjective outright, putting 'yellow' in thefirst two
places and 'dow green' in the third. His preface on Parnassaniam
was whole-hearted; but anyone who interpreted some of his sen-
tences as implying a dedre to redrict either the poet's fidd or his
expresson to adegreethat might justifiably betermed narrow would
bein error. In onereped, perhaps, hispleawasa pleafor widening;
hedid not wish to exclude the dasscal subject. And his declaration
that poetry should not bewritten to carry amessage but to embody a
perception of beauty did not preclude a message in the poetry. His
lagt poems, including The Burial in England, may be resrained but
are sarcdy impersonal, may not be didactic but are none the less
patriotic. He need not, in fact, be pinned to every word of his pre-
face separatdy. The drift of the whole is evident. He himsdf, like
other people, would not have been where hewasbut for theRoman-
tic movement; but he thought that English verse was in danger of
decompodtion. He merely desred to emphasze the dangers both of
prosng and of personal paroxysms, and, above all, to inds upon
careful craftsmanship.

This careful craftsmanship had been his own aim from the begin-
ning.'Libellum aridamodo pumiceexpolitum' isaphrasein thefirst
of the Catullus epigrams hetrandated at school; and, whilst the con-
tent of his poetry showed a seadily growing srength of passon and
thought, its form was subjected to, though it never too obviousy
'betrayed’, in increasingly assduous application of pumice-soneand
file. His poems were written and re-written before they were
printed; some were completely remodelled after their first publica-
tion; and he was continually returning to his old poems to make
alterationsin snglewordsor lines— many of hisrecent M S. altera-
tions are now incorporated for thefirst time. His changes at their

‘mogt extensve may be s in the development of The Bridge of
Fire, in that (both versonsare given in this volume) of Narcissus,
and in that of Tenebris Interlucentum. Asfirst published this ran:

Once a poor song-bird that had log her way
Sang down in hell upon a blackened bough,
Till all thelazy ghods remembered how
Theforet tress go0d up againg the day.
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Then suddenly they knew that they had died,
Hearing this music mock their shadow-land;
And some one there sole forth atimid hand
To draw a phantom brother to his sde.

In the second version, also of eight lines, each line is shorter by two
syllables:

A linnet who had lost her way

Sang on a blackened bough in Hell,
Till all the ghogtsremembered well
Thetress, thewind, the golden day.

At lag they knew that they had died
When they heard muscin that land,
And some one there gole forth a hand
To draw a brother to hissde

The details of this drastic improvement are worth studying. The
treatment of thefirst line istypical. The general word Song-bird'
goes, the particular word 'linnet' issubstituted; and the superfluous
adjectiveis cut out, like several subsequent ones. Gravis Dulcis Im-
mutabilis was originally written as a sonnet; the Invitation to a
Young but Learned Friend was considerably lengthened after an
interval of years, and the poet's own copies of his printed volumes
arepromiscuously marked with minor alterationsand re-alterations.
One of the most curiousisthat by which the sexes are transposed in
the song printed first as The Golden Head and then as The Queerls
Song. Thelast four lines of thefirst stanza originally ran:

| then might touch thy face
Delightful Maid,

And leave a metal grace,
A graven head.

Thiswas altered into:

| then mié;ht touch thy face

Delightful boy,
And leave a metal grace,

A graven joy.
XXi



he expunged the adjective outright, putting 'yellow' in the first two
places and 'dow green' in the third. His preface on Parnassaniam

was whole-hearted; but anyone who interpreted some of his sen-
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that poetry should not bewr itten to carry amesssge but toembody a
perception of beauty did not preclude a message in the poetry. His
last poems, including The Burial in England, may berestrained but

are scarcdy impersonal, may not be didactic but are none the les
patriotic. He need not, in fact, be pinned to every word of his pre-
face sparatdy. The drift of the whole is evident. He himsdf, like
other people, would not have been wherehewasbut for theRoman-
tic movement; but he thought that English verse was in danger of
decompostion. He merely desred to emphasze the dangers both of
prosng and of personal paroxysms, and, above all, to inds upon
careful craftsmanghip.

Thiscareful craftamanship had been his own aim from the begin-
ning.'Libellum aridamodo pumiceexpolitum' isa phraein thefirst
of the Catullus epigrams he trandated at school; and, whilst the con-
tent of his poetry showed a steadily growing strength of passon and
thought, its form was subjected to, though it never too obvioudy
'betrayed’, in increasingly assduous application of pumice-soneand
file. His poems were written and re-written before they were
printed; some were completely remodelled after their first publica-
tion; and he was continually returning to his old poems to make
alterationsin snglewordsor lines— many of hisrecent M S. altera-
tions are now incorporated for thefirst time. His dhanges at ther
mos extensve may be s=n in the development of The Bridge of

‘Fire, in that (both verdons are given in this volume) of Narcissus,
and in that of Tenebris Interlucentum. Asfirst published this ran:

Once a poor song-bird that had log her way
Sang down in hell upon a blackened bough,
‘Till al the lazy ghods remembered how
Thefores tress sood up againg the day.
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Then suddenly they knew that they had died,
Hearing this music mock their shadow-land;
And some onethere soleforth atimid hand
To draw a phantom brother to his sde.

In the second version, also of eight lines, each line is shorter by two
syllables:

A linnet who had lost her way
Sang on a blackened bough in Hell,
Till all the ghogsremembered well
Thetrees, thewind, the golden day.

At lag they knew that they had died
W hen they heard musicin that land,
And some one there sole forth a hand
To draw abrother to hissde

The details of this drastic improvement are worth studying. The
treatment of thefirst lineis typical. The general word 'song-bird'
goes, the particular word 'linnet' is substituted; and the superfluous
adjectiveis cut out, like several subsequent ones. Gravis Dulcis Im-
mutabilis was originally written as a sonnet; the Invitation to a
Young but Learned Friend was considerably lengthened after an
interval of years, and the poet's own copies of his printed volumes
arepromiscuously marked with minor alterationsand re-alterations.
One of the most curiousis that by which the sexes are transposed in
the song printed first as The Golden Head and then as The Queerls
Song. Thelag four lines of thefirst stanza originally ran:

| then might touch thy face
Delightful Maid,

And leave a metal grace,
A graven head.

Thiswas altered into:

| then might touch thy face
Ddlighttul boy,

And leave a metal grace,
A gravenjoy.
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Thereasonsfor the alteration are evident. The sounds'ace and 'aid’
are uncomfortably like each other; thelong, lingering 'oy' makesa
much better ending of the ganza than the sound for which it was
subgtituted; and the false paralldism of 'metal grace and 'graven
head' was remedied by eiminating the concrete wor d and replacing
it by another abgract one on the same plane as 'grace’. Such a sub-
gtitution of the abdract for the concrete word, sound enough here,
is very rare with him; normally the changes were the other way
round. Hepreferred the exact wor d to thevague; he was always on
his guard againg the 'pot-shot' and the complaisant epithet which
will fit in anywhere. With passonate ddliberation he clarified and
crysallized his thoughts and intengfied his pictures.

Hefound, as has been said, kinship in the French Parnassans and,
though he approached them rather as a comrade than as a disciple,
traces of their language, espedially perhaps that of de Regnier and
Heredia, may be found in his later verse. A reading of Herediais
aurey evident in Gatesof Damascus: in

Beyond thetowns, an idewhere, bound, a naked giant bitesthe ground:
Thedhadow of a mongrouswing loomson hisback: and ill no sound.

and the danzas surrounding it. An influence still more marked is
that of Sr Richard Burton. Flecker, when still a boy, had copied
out the whole of his long Kasidah, and its rhythms and turns of
phrase are presnt in several of his Syrian poems. It was in the Kasi-
dah that Flecker found Aflatun and Aristu, and the refrain of 'the
tinkling of the camd-bells of which he made such fine us in The
Golden Journey. The verseform of the Kasidah is, of coursg not
Burton's, it is Eastern; and the use Flecker made of it suggeds that
an infuson of Persan and Arabic forms into English verse might
well beafertilizing agent. Healwaysread a great deal of L atin verse:
Latin poetry was as much to him as Greek history, myth, and land-
ape  Frands Thompson, Baudelaire, and Swinburnewereall early
"influences. He learnt from them but he was sddom magered by
them. Hedid not imitate their rhythms or borrow their thought.
The Swinburnian Anapaests— in. the first volume — written in a
weak moment, were an exception. In Flecker's printed copy the
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title has first, in a haf-hearted effort to. save the poem while re-
pudiating its second-hand music and insincere sentiments, been
changed to Decadent Poem; and then a thick pencil hasbeen drawn
right throughit. From his English contemporaries Flecker was de-
tached. He admired some of them — Mr. Yeats, Mr. A. E. Housman,
Mr.delaMare, and others; and with some hewasfriendly, especialy
Rupert Brooke,” with whom he had been at Cambridge. Of Mr.
Chesterton's Flying Inn he writes in January 1914: 'A magnificent
book — his masterpiece; and the humorous verse splendid.” But his
physical aosence, first in the Levant and then in Switzerland, initself
prevented him from getting into any literary s, and his tempera-
ment and opinion of current tendencies was such that, even had he
livedin England, hewould probably have escaped 'infection’ by any
school or individual . Flecker's vision of the world was his own; his
dreams of the East and Greece were born with him. He knew the
dreets of Stamboul and the snows of Lebanon, and the caravans de-
parting for Baghdad and the gates of Damascus, and the bazaars
heaped with grapes and 'coffee-tables botched with pearl and little
beaten brass-ware pots'; but his hankering long antedated his travels.
Thereis an unpublished poem written when he was twenty in which
voices call him 'to white Agean ides among the foam' and the
‘dreamy painted lands of the East. In the same year he trandated
Propertius I, xx. Hislifelong love of Greek names is shown by his
enunciation of them even then:

But Oreithyia's sons have left him now:

Hylas, mogt foolish boy, where goest thou?
Heis going to the Hamadryades,

To them devoted — | will tell you how.

There's a dear well benesth Arganthos sress
Wherein Bithynian Naads take their eesg

By ledfage overarched, where goples hide
Whilst the dew kissees them on the unknown trees

Thispoem isdated 1904. It is the year of the Glion sanzas, the sonnet

on Francis Thompson, and (probably) the fragmentary Ode to

Shelley. It is the year, that is, when Flecker began to show marks
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of maturity. The trandation, like a number of other early poems
quoted above, has not been included in the presnt collection, asit is
certain that Flecker would not have wished it. Just enough of his
unpublished 'Juvenilia’ have been included to illugtrate his develop-
ment, and it may be alleged without rashness that those sHected are
the beg of their respective periods.

Whatever may be said about the poems which follow, there are
few which are not characterigtic of the poet. Hisrigorous conception
of hisart and his fidelity to his own vison prevented many lapsss
and he suppressad those which he did commit. One unrepresentative
phrase there is which might be s8zed on to give a very untrue
description of him. In the Envoy to The Bridge of Fire he gpesks
of himself as'thelean and swarthy poet of despair'. It meant nothing;
thefirst poemin thesamebook, with itsproclamation that ‘'the most
Surprisng songs mug still besung, and itschallengetoyouthtoturn

_to'the old and fervent goddess whose eyes are 'the slent pools of
Lightand Truth' isfar more characterigtic of him, first and lagt. 'L ean
and swarthy poet' may sand; but not of despair. The beauty of the
wor |d was a continual intoxication to him; hewasfull, asa man, if
not as a poet, of enthusasms moral and material, economic, educa-
tional, and military. Neither the real nor the sourious disease of
pessmigm ispresent in hisverse, and in hislag autumn hewaswrit-
ing, with an energy that sometimes physically exhausted him, poems
that blazed with courage, hope, and delight. Like his Old Battle-
ship, hewent down fighting.

The value of what he has l€ft, it isnot, as| have said before, my
intention to disuss here. My only object in writing this necessarily
rather digointed Introduction isto give someinformation that may
interest the reader and be ussful to the critic; and if a few personal
opinions have dipped in they may conveniently be ignored. A
vehement 'puff preliminary’ isan insolencein avolume of thiskind:
it might pardonably be supposed to imply ether doubts about the
author or digrug of hisreaders

J. C. SQUIRE
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INTRODUCTION TO THE SECOND EDITION OF 193%

IT istwenty years snce Flecker died and nineteen snce the Collected
Poems first appeared. | could not forget the date even if | wished to
do so; for, the work of editing having been completed, | wrote the
Introduction in alonely house under the Downsbetween Lewesand
Newhaven, and all the time, acrassthe summer peace, the gunswere
thudding from the Somme. Our generation may never reach an age
when men, in the words of one of Flecker's lag poems, will s
thered war gleam likea dim red rose
Lod in the garden of the Snsof Time.

But already there are grown men to whom the Somme s not even a
faint memory, but an old battle fought when they were in the
cradles something asdistant to them as Gordon at Khartoum was to
Flecker. Thewars pass the poetry remains. It ssemed odd, twenty
years ago, to be editing car efully-wr ought poems with theworId on
fire and multitudes daily dying in agony. In retrogpect it doem't
s=m odd; more like having helped to resue something from a
wreck.

When this new and cheaper edition wasfirst projected, | thought
| could revise my old Preface by 'bringing information up-to-date
and inserting a few 'balloons of comment: Flecker's father is now
dead, Flecker's then unpublished plays have been printed and pro-
duced, Flecker's Letters have been published and a collection of his
Prose works. But, on sscond thoughts, | came to the concluson that
it would be better to add this Supplementary Note, and to leave the
original Introduction sanding as it wasfirst written. My reason is
higorical, if | may be pardoned so pompous a word. That preface,
by virtue both of what it says and what it does not say, is'dated': it
was addresed to a world in which very few people knew anything
about ether Flecker's life or his poetry — a world which did not
even know that Hassan exised and in which, in 1913, the then
editor of the Nation could rgect so beautiful a poem as The Old
Ships. The poets knew him: some curious inginct draws them
together, and the world at large knows them not.
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In the lag paragraph | explained why | had avoided the usual
trumpeting sort of introduction; such an explanation now, with
Flecker an egablished dassc, frequently quoted, would be ridicu-
loudy unnecessary. That calm confidence with which the young
Flecker addressad a poem To a Poet a Thousand Years Hence has
been justified so far as this generation is concerned: there wer e con-
temporaries of hiswho were much more widely and wildly praised
than he, but whose reputations have now sadly faded. That the few
genuine poets of his own time knew hisworth | have already said;
there is a kind of freemasonry, involving a sort of apogtolic succes:
sion, amongd the 'lasting’ kind of poets, the very difference between
their habitual attitudes, contemplating the permanent dements be-
neath the trangent, and the attitudes of most people, writers or not,
makes them recognize each other.

How shall we conquer? Likeawind
That falls at eve our fandes blow,
And old Maeonides the blind
Sad it three thousand years ago.
But the qualitieswhich make poetry las are the very qualities which
usually prevent it having awideimmediate reception, particularly in
an epoch ardent after novelties and apparent noveties. The ordinary
critic alwayswants something that wasNOT said threethousand years
ago and that, by the same token, will not interest people three thou-
~ sand years hence, who will have little in common with us except
uch tritebanal and platitudinousthingsasbirth, love, death, laughter,
SOrrow; suns moons, ssesns waters, flowers and trees.

No 'new' poems have been added to this edition; there was a
temptation to add Ishak's song from Hassan, but it is too deeply
interwoven with its context to be detachable Nor, in view of the
fact that ample material is now available esawhere, have | thought
it necessary to supplement the biographical part of the introduction.

Monographs on Flecker have been written by Mr. Douglas
Goldring (1922), and Miss Geraldine Hodgson (1925). But the mogt
important source must alwaysbeMr s. Flecker'swor k entitled Some
Letters from Abroad, by J. E. Flecker (1930). This volume (which
embodies the previous collection of letters written to Mr. Frank
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Savery and published in 1926) contains not only Flecker's extant
letters but a sries of chapters which are virtually a biography of
Flecker by hiswife. Flecker wasaracy and enthusagtic letter-writer;
but his friends were young, some of them were killed, and few
young men systematically keep letters. The letters of Flecker to
Rupert Brooke would be a treasure to posess but it is not known
that any of them'survive; they were probably all torn up in Cam-
bridge, in Canada, and the Pacific, and in camp.

The following books by Flecker have been published snce 1916:

Selected Poems, Secker, 1918.

Collected Prose, Bell, then Heinemann, 1920.

Hassan, Heinemann, 1923.

Don Juan, Heinemann, 1925.

Of thexe Hassan was the mog important of all Flecker's works;
publication was thus long delayed because it was thought bes to
bring it out when gage production was actually in sght.

Hassan, many years after ‘acogptance, for thewar intervened, was
at lag produced by M r . Basl Dean at His Majesty's Theatre, in 1923.
Thesgtting was gor geous, Deliuswr oteincidental music and attended
someof therehearsals Mr. Harry Ainley was Hassan, M r . Malcolm
Keen, the Caliph, M r. Basl Gill, Rafi, Mr. Leon Quartermaine,
Ishak, Miss Laura Cowie, Pervaneh, and Miss Cathleen Neshitt,
Yasmin. The play ran for months. Not all those who attended it
realized that they were seeing what, for all its faults, is probably the
best poeticdramawritten in England sncethegreat Elizabethan day
waned with Webster; | myself heard a spectator remark to a friend
that she preferred Chu-Chin-Chow, an Oriental muscal medley
which had prevailed at the same theatre for several years. Among
those critics who wer e aware of the nature and power of the work
there were some who were puzzled by a certain lack of unity in it.
They wereright: there are great thingsin it, but it is probable that
had Flecker lived he might have madeit still finer. For it grew under
his hand. For a full account of the manuscript's history | must refer
the reader to my introduction to the limited edition-de-luxe pub-
lished by Messrs. Heinemann in 1932, but | may usgfully givea short
summary here.
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When Flecker wasin Corfu from June to August in 1911 he was
wor king for the Consular examination in Turkish, and amongs the
books he read was a volume of Turkish farces One of these con-
cerned a credulous man named Hassan, whose friends, with the help
of a Jewish magician, played practical jokes on him. Zachariah the
Jew and his philtres amused Flecker and hewr ote about them a farce
which no longer exids in Hassan Zachariah is mentioned but he
never comes on the sage Shortly afterwards the name Yasmin,
borne by one of the characters girred Flecker to write the song
Yasmin, and when he had written the song he thought of writing
a comedy with Yasmin as the principal female character: Yasmin
appears in Hassan, but no longer as the dominant character. The
firg act of that comedy still exigs in manuscript, and the first sone
very dosdy resambles the firs some of the ultimate play, but the
play we have is above all dsethe tragedy of Rafi and Pervaneh, and
Rafi and Pervaneh do not appear at all in this early draft.

Two years dapsad, and Flecker was an invalid at Leysn when,
with tremendous energy and ardour, he resumed the play, and
turned (during the months of July and August 1913) what had been
a light comedy into a vehicle for his most burning thoughts and
fedings. In the earlier work there had been a bare mention of a
dave-girl kidnapped for the Caliph's harem. Now that Flecker's
imagination had taken a tragic turn her sory deveoped into the
crowning theme of the play, but the old opening remained, sugges-
ing an atmosphere and an importance of Hassan which would never
have been suggesed had the history of the play's writing been les
prolonged and changeful than it was.

Later in the year it was st to Beerbohm Tree, in whose theatre
after Tree'sdeath, it wasultimately produced. Treg, after hestation,
missed a chance of glory; Mr. Dean, then his assgant, determined
sooner or later, that he would put it on himsdf, and suggested cuts
and revisons. All that winter and spring the poet wasvery ill, but
even in bed he worked incessantly, and soon after the outbreak of
war an agreed version had been arrived at; and no onewho examined
the manuscript with its endless corrections and compressons could
fail to sethat here at lag was a poet with thereal inginct for what,

XXViii



in dialogue, is possible on the stage, and what is most dramatically
effective. The play isin another world from those slow and speechi-
fying 'poetic dramas with which some even of our great modern
poets, divorced from the living theatre and alien to its atmosphere,
have burdened their books.

Hassan has been trandated into several languages and performed
in severa countries: Don Juan was produced at the Court Theatre by
The Three Hundred Club on a Sunday evening in April 1926, it was
in this performance that Miss Jean Forbes-Robertson first attracted
attention.

J. C. SQUIRE

EDITORIAL NOTE TO THE SECOND EDITION

Twenty of the poemsin thisedition have never been published before, or
haveappeared onlyin periodicals. These may bedistinguished by thedates
which are appended beneath them. Thewhole of the poems publishedin
book form during the poet'slifetime are reprinted with the exception of
seven lyricswhich thereisreason to believehedid not desireto perpetuate.
Of thenewonesseveral are'Juvenilia', written between the agesof sixteen
and twenty, which havebeenincludedin order toillustrate hisdevel opment.

Thepoemsarearrangedin aroughly chronological order; thosewritten
in the years 1907-10 following most nearly (more information asto date
being availablewith these) theactual order of composition.

Thetext of many, especially of the early, poemswill befound to differ
considerably from that hitherto printed, owing to Flecker'shabit of con-
tinual revision. In someof the M SS. therearevariant readingsfromwhich
the present editor hasbeen compelledto select. Thefragmentsof the' Ode
to Shelley’ presented themost difficult problem, and theorder in which they
areplacedisnot to bepresumedthecorrect order.

1935
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EDITORIAL NOTE TO THE THIRD EDITION

With the necessity of re-setting, which faced the Publishersafter the
close of the second Great War, an opportunity was provided to clear
up a number of misprints which have existed in previous Impressions of
THE COLLECTED POEMS OF FLECKER since the Second
Edition.

Thetext hasbeen most carefully checked against the previous Editions
and other material which was available to the Publishers, and it is now
hoped that this Third, post-war, Editionisas perfect asit may possibly be.

1946
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JUVENILIA

FOUR  TRANSLATIONS AND ADAPTATIONS FROM
CATULLUS

W ith pumice-stone? Cornelius, for you:
For you were never unprepared to deem
My simple verses wor thy of esteem,
Though you yoursdf—who dsein Rome so bold? —
In volumes three have laboured to unfold
A 'Universal History of Man' —
Dear Jove! A learned and laborious plan!

F OR whom this pretty pamphlet, polished new

Wherefore to you, my friend, | dedicate
This so indifferent bookling; yet | pray,
Poor asit is— O goddess of my fate,
Let it outlive the writer's transient day!
1900 (?): o.16

Cupids and loves, and men of gentler mien,
Mourn, for my lady's loved one is dead,

Her darling sparrow that to her hath been
Dearer than her own eyes: even as a maid
Loveth her mother,, so had he been bred

To know his mistress. He was honeysweet
Nor ever truant from her bosom strayed,
But there would twitter from his soft retreat.
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And now — he'sflitting down the Shadow W ay,
Ah, never toreturn! A curseon ye,

Black shades of death, that let no fair thing stay;
How fair a sparrow have ye snatched from me!

Poor birdie— all for thee the teardropsrise,
Till red with weeping are my Love's bright eyes.
1900

[V

Proud is Phasdus here, my friends, to tell

That once she was the swiftest craft afloat:

No vesd, were she winged with blade or sall,
Could ever pass my boat.

Phasdus shunned to shun grim Adria's shore,

Or Cyclades, or Rhodes the wide renowned,
Or Bosphorus, where Thracian watersroar,

Or Pontus eddying sound.

It was in Pontus once, unwrought, she stood,
And conversed, sighing, with her sger trees,
Amastris born, or where Cytorus wood
Answer s the mountain breeze.

Pontic Amastris, boxwood-clad Cytorus! —

Y ou, says Phasdlus, are her dosest kin:

Yours were the forests where she stood inglorious:
The waters yours wherein

She dipped her virgin blades, and from your strand
She bore her mager through the cringing straits,
Nought caring were the wind on either hand,
Or whether kindly fates

Filled both the straining sheets. Never a prayer
For her was offered to the gods of haven,

Till last she left the seq, hither to fare,

And to belightly laven -

By the cool ripple of the clear lagoon.
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Thistoo is past; a length seisallowed
Long dumber through her life's long afternoon,
To Cagtor and the twin of Castor vowed.

1901

X

When lounging idlemid forensgc whirl

Friend Varus took me off to se hisgirl.

The naughty wench, | very soon was shewn,
Had got some wit and beauty of her own.
Arriving, we began a busy chat

On politics, and weather, this and that —

Then on my province's internal dete,

And 'Had | found the profit adequate?

| answered truthfully, "There's nothing there

For common soldier or for officer

Wherewith to purchase grease for home-bound hair.'
'Y ou found at least’ — said he— 'one aways can:
Some aboriginds for your sedan?

Sad | in answer, posing for her eyes

In prosperous and fashionable guise,

'Oh, really, | was not so penniless

That any mere provincial digress

Should render me incompetent to get

Eight smartish bearers for the voiturette.’

(In truth there was no dave in all the earth
Whom | could then have summoned to my hearth
To shoulder the debilitated leg

Of my old pallet.) 'Then, dear friend, | beg' —
Cries e most aptly for so bad aminx —

'l want to pay avisit to the Sphinx —

Y ou'll lend them me just to the temple door,

My sweat Catullus?

'‘Oh, you may besure —
3



Sad | — 'l would — but what | mentioned now -
Asmine— | just forgot—what matter how? —
My messmae Cinna, Gaius Cinha, he
Has commandeered them. Really, as for me,
What difference if you call them his or ming?
| use them just whenever | incline.
Butyou'reasilly pestilential jade
To want a chance remark so nicely weighed.'
1901

SRMIO

Whether s in landlocked waters, or in Ocean's freer flow —
’ Oh the pleasant seeing of thee, bright asever — therebel ow —
Far behind me, to the Northward, lie the dreamy lands of snow.
Oh the hour of mad rejoicing, oh the sweet good-bye to woe
Aswith quiet soul aweary of world-wandering to and fro
In we hurry through the doorway of our home of long ago. . . .
Hail then, hail! Thy master welcome, welcomehim, sweet Sirmio,
Leap for joy, ye tumbling waters, winking at the summer's glow,
Gaily through the house resounding let the peds of laughter go.
1901-04

' | | TTL Egem of al-but-islands and of idands, Sirmio,



LUCRETIA

Asonewho in the cold abyss of night

Stares at a book whose grey print meaningless
Dancesbetween thelamplight and hiseyes,
Lucretiuslay, soul-poisoned, conquering till
With towering travail Reason'sHelleneheights.
Listen, Lucretia, to the voice of hispain:

H R 1 C E welcome hour of Reason: ne€er of old
Knew | thy naked lovdiness, till night,
The nether night of Folly pinioned forth,

Shrouded my snses taught me terribly

That thou alone, my light and life and love,
Wearest the high insignia of the dars.

Grant then thy worshipper, auseres Queen,
Refreshing dews— Now, now, | thirst with flame:
They fleein the grainings of my fevered lips
Cruelly, and in dank disance a new noise

Of rushing wings | hear. Who thunders nigh?
Devil delirium, chaos charioted,

Curb, curb, the coal-red chargers, heard not seen.
See Madam Wife, that lovdess lust of thine
Leaves no sweet savour lingering, but a curse
And 'dead of Love and Reason, palace tenant,
There flits a weak and tremulous loathsomeness!

.Suppliant fled Lucretia to the couch:
Andall her glory trembled asshe sang;

Awake, dead soul of dear Lucretius,
Awake, thy witless fond destroyer prays.
Awake, awake, and quit thy aimless jour ney
In cold oblivion's purple-misted paths.
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Dost thou remember, husband? It was evening:
W e wandered shorewards, mid the ocean of air
That glassed the gliding Nereids of the Pole.
Immeasur able moonlight kissed the br ow
Of the white ssa whose ripples swayed to greet
Our heart's unnumbered laughter. Strongest deep
So held thelife of earth that dimly we heard
Time'sfatal pulsethrough the dark reverberated.
Then died thy soul: thenight I, murderess, dreamt,
Ah, dolorous dreams of limb-dissolving love.
Lucretius,

W hy livel still, protracting hopeess pain?
The chillness of the long Lethean stream
Is more to be commended for my sailings
Than love's hot eddies.
God, for the draught of death!
What sourer, sweeter vintage could be pressed?
To sumber shall I lull me, where no sorrow
Can piercethedrifted over mantling haze:
No sorrow, no despair, nor any love!

.My soul is thine, husband, thy mad soul.
Madness, swift foretaste of oblivion
Shall wed us to delirious dim despair
Till bone claim bone beneath the cypress tree.
W hat pleasant dawn of madnessl Off | rend
Thisfair hypocrisy of raiment. Down —
There'sfairer guilewithin—down, frippery!
Veil menot from my love. Dear arms outstretched,
Am | not fair? These quick white limbs of mine
Shall brand in thee their passonate symmetry,
Till as the bee within the lily trembles
Thyself, body and soul, shall move within me.
Has sculptured Venus thighs of richer vein?
Spread thyself round about me; let uswrench
Selfunto sdf. Why lifeislovely still!
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Fair wings of madness, drift us far away
To an unseen Empyrean, where no care
Can frost the magic mirror of our loves.
Thence we shall s the sorrowful world of men,
Old cadlesfired, old mountains overturned,
Old majedties conculcate in the dust,
Wi th short sad smiles for every thing destroyed.
Why do red eyes draw nearer? Husband, wake!
The paace is fired and falling! Not with love
Thy body'slife, that throbswithin me, burns
Lucretius— those same eyes, grey Furies wear them,
They seethe in double dullness 'neath their own!

Thusmuttered sheindread: heglaringlay:
Passion had made himbeast: and passion sated
Did leave himthan the beastsmorebestial.

Till phantomed reason fled histurning brain
And with a cry he struck her fromhisbreast.
Heavily, and her hair, like the finger of night,
Pencilled themarbleasshefell, and cried;

Kill me not, devil: off, blood-searching hands;

Nay, strike me thus— and rend me thus, and thus:

| would not be the mother of mad children.

Burst forth, my blood, burst forth from wound and weal
The body's pain is blister for the soul's.

Then, asher anguish slumbered for awhile:

Oh for aword of consolation dear

Sadder than dirge from old Simonides,

Sweeter than echoes of the Linos song
Whispering through the drowsy sheaves of corn
On summer evenings, when the harvesters
Homeward return, and children rush to greet
Their father, and to snatch the kisses first —
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Butanewtorment rent her, and sherose;

Her veinslarge-knotted, standingoutinfire;
Shegrasped hisarm and shrieked to the solemn sun
Thatrolledin horror down the Western Sea:

There, red-eyed Fury — with lash and terrible hiss
W ith lash and terrible hiss of seaming snakes—
Blood from the breast-wound drips, and from my heart,
And from those eyes and from the pillars — See
There, and the datues move. Take away the blank eyed
Oh, wild, wild irony of Life and Lugt,
Life is to death so near, and lust to loathing.
Allisajest,ashadow, and alie.
A whirlwind-wondrous lie!
Laugh, husband, laugh!
Laughter is man's supreme prerogative:
The beads are sane they laugh not. | will laugh,
My bones and flesh are quaking. Laugh, thou fool!
For love islust, and life is a dream of death
— Hell is opening, opening horribly.
March 1904

SONG IN THE NIGHT

(From Bierbaum)

[ REET Sto left, and dreets to right,
Dull and dank it ssems
s | wander in the night
Wakened from my dreams.
Yearning,
Burning,
Pain and smart, -
Whither dog thou sink, my heart?
Whither dog thou sink, my heart?
8



There's a house with shutters green
Far away from town,
Wheretheriver rolls serene
Moving, murmuring down.
Bowers,
Flowers!
Folditin!
Would | were aguest within!
Would | wereaguest within!
June 1904

GLION-NOON

'R O M Glion on an August noon
| scarcely se the ripples shine
W her e sunbeam spirits lightly swoon
On drifting shrouds of cyanine.

The Dent du Midi now uprears
His proud tiarathrough the mist,

The sacred crown whose triple tiers
Arewallsof Titan amethyst.

A voiceless, dreamless paradise
Of fleeting and fantasticform

M or e lovely than thefierce sunrise,
M or evisionary than the storm.

Herewould | dream away long years
Till with the mountains | was one,

Knowing not loves or hates or fears,
Standing immutably alone.
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GLION-EVENING

R O M Glion when the sun declines
The world below is clear to s
| count the escalading pines
Upon the rocks of Meillerie.

Like a dull bee the steamer plies
Andsettlesonthejuttingpier.

Thebarques, strange sailing butterflies,
Round idle headlands idly veer.

The painted sceneries recall
Such toil as Canal etto spent

To give each brick upon each wall
Itsdue partition of cement.

Y et rather seem those lands bel ow
From Glion at the close of day
Asvivid as a cameo
Graved by the poet Gautier.
July 1904
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LAST LOVE

(FromNovalis— adaptation of hislast words)

Now this door that is Death quietly shuts me behind.
Thankful | hear Love's call—the faithful call of a comrade:
Then all joyful am I, ready to give her my heart.
All through lifeit is Love hath been my counsellor only:
Hers be the praise alway if | have followed aright.
For as a mother awakes with kisses her slumbering baby,
As dhe first hes a care — as se aone understands —
So has Love been mine, has watched and tended and kissed me:
Near me when | was a child: near me till | was a man.
Thus, mid sorrow or doubt, | have clung to her, learning her lesson:
Now she has made me free — free to rgoice evermore.

N OW for alast glad look upon life: myjourney is ending:

19047

FRAGMENTS OF AN ODE TO SHELLEY

N CE men have aways crowned the tomb

ith those sweet diadems of doom,
he twinings of memorial flowers,

So that their brother's first few hours

Of waiting in hislonely room

May pass in peace while Time devours

The body's brief and bitter bloom,

The last extortion of sad powers,

And downwards through the grudging soil

The piteous perfumes strain and toil.
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Let the kind ritual remain:

We sk an emblem of our pain —

The dry scant holly of the shore,

The grass upon the dunes— What more
Can sorrow bring? We cannot drain
The spacious Sea for hisrich sore

Of coloured weeds that shine in vain
Upon thewide inhuman floor,
Thelonely yard where drowned men lie
And gaze through water to white sky.

Forgive, thou calm and godlike shade,

The drooping wreath, the flowersthat fade,
This pasionless pale offering

From one who scarcdy dares to sing

His love and praises, being afraid

At the sweet brilliance of thy spring,

Seaing his lute is rudely made,

His thoughts too dull and weak of wing,

Mor efit for noons that lull and warm
Than for the dress of fireand storm.

|V

The dender boat that stretched her sail
To fly before the sultry gale,

That from her moorings leapt and sped
Before the forest leaves were red,
Before the purple noon was pale,
Round whom delight and fancy spread
Their guardian wings, without avail,

I's shipwrecked, and her captain dead.
The children of the gainless sa

Laid him ashore mysterioudy.
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O none of those who came to mourn
Thebody cold and water-worn,

Nor any of usin later days

Who walk at evening in soft ways
Could bringtheetribute of themorn
Or any music that repays

The soul of Adonais, borne

To heaven on thy fluted phrase.
Poets have wept; but which of them
Wer efittosingthy requiem ?

VI

That song shall wait till delving time
Finds the lost treasures of earth's prime,

W hen moil and tears and dire distress
Shall flee the dawn of joyousness,

W hen some new monarch of sweet rhyme
Or mild surprising poetess,

Some Sappho in a mood sublime

Or Pindar freed and fetterless,

Inafar idandinfar ses

Shall send their sorrow down the breeze.

* kK

O shining servant of the evening dar

W hom no soft footfall of Lethean song
Delighted, but a strong celestial war

To batter down the gates of earthly wrong,

To thee old Rhea yielded up her foison,

Thou rash knight-errant of heroic love,

That dreams and trances, being most vital poison
To whoso looks but dares not live above,

For thee, who wast more bold,

Might lead to earth along light chains of gold,

13



Lest some rebellious airs of spirit

Should blow each image into windy space

Nor leaveit vocal, to inherit

The toil and triumph of our mortal race.

O thou hast shown us legions in the skies,

And pasd the earth before us in review

Till shadows came and went before our eyes,

And shafts of dim desire pierced us through,
A nd draughts of joyous day
Andwindsthat calmly blew

Swift strength and splendour in our dreams, and songs

fromfar away.
* % %

Light and the subtler light of wizard fire,

And winds that strike forth hope on some grand lyre,
And spirits of blue air like April clouds,

And all the water-company that crowds

The river-spaces and dark open seq,

Conspired at his creation: Liberty,

Watching his prowess from her tower above,
Took to her side aroyal-wingeéd Love.

And when he died and they could do no more

To strengthen him who graced that southern shore
They bade a clearer, stronger sun arise

Anddrive old darkness from the Italian skies.

* % %

Many there be to-day whose foolish praise
Has dulled the roar of thy old fighting days,
So that thy hymns of intellectual joy

Seem but fine utterance of awayward boy,
Thy call of war, thy thunderbolts of hate

A madman's cry, that rails against his fate;
Whofindsin them a vague and phantom truth

Ordimideal of alovelornyouth.
* % %
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He was too beautiful; he died too young,
Before the mellow season-of his-prime;
Sweet songs he left, but sweeter songs unsung,
Whose thin ghosts wander out of space and time.
Al his philosophy was L ove and Hate,
His life a rainbow for the sun to fashion,
His thoughts most royally importunate,
Forged by the beats of elemental passion.
Like some young tressed tree
That sighsto each .. . wind, so he
Stretched arms to welcome Love, who softly winging
Came down to earth from lands beyond the dawn;
Her strength and gentleness inspired his singing,
Until she stood amazed, from whom 'twas drawn.
Spirit of love, draw near this monument
And veil the ancient glory of thy head,
For he is dead, whose silver days were spent
In thy eternal service, heis dead

And borne aloft away

On gloomy wings outspread
More strong and sure than thy bright plumes,

O mistress of a day!

* *k %

(EPODE)

Nothing of himisleft us, save this scroll,

The fire-thrown shadow of his silent soul,
The glass whose even rondureis to keep
Theimmortal country of hismortal deep.
Where terrors move and angry phantoms cry,
Titans and tyrants in a ragged sky,

Where in tall caves magicians read the rune,
Andwhitelimbsglitter inthe plenilune;
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And where a voice more human, more divine,
Commends a brother dead to Proserpine.

But now that Queen of undivided rest
Reopening the closures of her breast

Has taken our royal-winged child of light,
And bathed his forehead in the pool of night.

[Dateuncertain: early]
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LATER POEMS

A NEW YEAR'S CAROL

‘W AK E, awake! Theworldisyoung,
For all its weary years of thought:
The sarkest fights must till be fought.
Themost surprising songs be sung.

And those who have no other Gods
M ay ill behold, if they bestir,

The windy amphitheatre

Wher e dawn the timdess periods.

Then hear the shouting-voice of men
M agniloguently risesand ring:

Their flashing eyes and measured swing
Prove that the world is young again.

| was beyond the hills, and heard
That old and fervent Goddess call,
Whose voiceislike a waterfall,
And sweeter than the singing-bird.

O stubborn arms of rosy youth,
Break down your other Gods, and turn
To where her dauntless eyeballs burn, —
Thedslent pools of Light and Truth.
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FROM GRENOBLE

OW have | seen, in Graisvaudan's vale,

Thefruitsthat dangle and thevinesthat trail,

Thepoplars standing up in bright blueair,
Thesdlver turmoil of thebroad Isere

And shear pale diffs that wait through Earth'slong noon
Till the round Sun be colder than the M oon.

Mine be the ancient song of Travellers:

| hate this glittering land where nothing girs

| would go back, for | would sse again
Mountainslessvast, alessabundant plain,
TheNorthern Cliffsclean-swept with driven foam,
And the rose-garden of my gracious home.

NARCISSUS

T H O U with whom | dallied
Through all the hours of noon —
Sweet water -boy, more pallid
Than any watery moon;
Abovethy body turning
Whitelily-budswer e strewn:
Alas, the silver morning,
Alas, the golden noon!

Alas, the clouds of sorrow,
The waters of despair!
| sought thee on the morrow,
And never found thee there.
' 18



Since first | saw thee splendid,
Since last | called thee fair,

My happy ways have ended
By waters of despair.

The pool that was thy dwelling
| hardly knew again,

So black it was, and swelling
With bitter wind and rain.

Amid thereads| lingered
Between desre and pain

Till evening, rosy-fingered,
Beckoned to night again.

Y et once when sudden quiet
Had visited the kies,

And gtilled the stormy riot,
| looked upon thine eyes.

| saw they wept and trembled
With glittering mysteries,

But yellow clouds assembled
Redarkening the skies.

O ligless thou art lying
In waters cool and swest,
Whilel, dumb brother, dying,
Faint in the desert heat.
Though thou dogt love another,
Still let my lips entreat:
M en call mefair, O brother,
And women honey-sweet.
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INSCRIPTION FOR  ARTHUR  RACKHAM'S
'RIP VAN  WINKLE'

N C E youth iswise, and cannot comprehend
roportion, nor behold things asthey are,
N PrircBedpioves we'll be, my friend,
And laugh at what appears quadrangular.
Our only Gods shall be the Subterrane,
Pictures of things misshapen, harsh and crude,
The flattened Face outside the window-pane,
Thelittle Squeak behind usin the wood.
Here, friend, are subtly drawn uncommon things:
M ak e such your Gods. they only under stand.
Only a Headless Ape with dlimy wings
Can whisk you round the Interesting L and.
Though after twenty years they may not please,
Sane men have wor shipped stranger Gods than these

ENVOY

HE young men leap, and toss their golden hair,

Run round theland, or sail across the sees

But one was stricken with a sore dissase —
Thelean and swarthy poet of despair.

Know me, the dave of fear and death and shame,
A sad Comedian, a most tragic Fool,

Shallow, imperfect, fashioned without rule,

The doubtful shadow of a demon flame.-
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RIOUPEROUX

I G H and solemn mountains guard Rioupéroux,

Small untidy village wheretheriver drivesa mill:

Frail as wood anemones, white and frail were you,
And drooping alittle, like the dender daffodil.

Oh I will go to France again, and tramp the valley through,
And | will change these gentle clothes for clog and corduroy,
And work with the mill-hands of black Riouperoux,

And walk with you, and talk with you, like any other boy.

MIGNON

(From Goethe)

And darkly gleam the golden oranges?

A gentle wind blows down from that blue sky;
Calm gands the myrtle and the laurel high.
Knowest thou theland? So far and fair!
Thou, whom | love, and | will wander there.

K N O W E ST thou theland wher e bloom the lemon tress,

Knowest thou the house with all its rooms aglow,
And shining hall and columned portico?
The marble gatues sand and look at me.
Alas, poor child, what have they done to thes?
Knowest thou theland? So far and fair.
My Guardian, thou and | will wander there.
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Knowest thou the mountain with its bridge of cloud?
The mule plods warily: the white migs crowd.
Coiled in their caves the brood of dragons desp;
The torrent hurlsthe rock from gegp to seep.
Knowest thou the land? So far and fair.

Father, away! Our road is over there!

TENEBRIS INTERLUCENTEM

LI NNET whohad logt her way

Sang on a blackened bough in Hell,

Till all the ghogts remembered well
The trees the wind, the golden day.

At lag they knew that they had died
When they heard musc in that land,
And some one there gole forth a hand
To draw a brother to his sde.

THE FIRST SONNET OF BATHROLAIRE

V E R the moonless land of Bathrolaire
Rises at night, when revelry begins,
A white unreal orb, a sun that spins
A sun that watches with a sullen gare
That dance spasmodic they are dancing there,
Whilst drone and cry and dr oe of violins
Hint at the sweetness of forgotten sns
Or call the devotess of shame to prayer.
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And all the spaces of the midnight town

Ring with appeal and sorrowful abuse

There some most lonely are: some try to crown
M ad lovers with sad boughs of formal yews,
And Titan women wandering up and down
Lead on the pale fanatics of the muse.

THE SECOND SONNET OF BATHROLAIRE

OW the sweet Dawn on brighter fieldsafar
Has walked among the daises, and has breathed
The glory of the mountain winds, and sheathed

The stubborn sword of Night's last-shining dar.

In Bathrolaire when Day's old doors unbar

The motley mask, fantastically wreathed,

Pass through a strong portcullis brazen teethed,

And enter glowing mines of cinnabar.

Stupendous prisons shut them out from day,

Gratingsand caves and rayless catacombs,

And the unrelenting rack and tourniquet

Grind death in cdls wherejetting gadight gloams,

And iron ladders stretching far away

Dive to the depths of those eternal domes.
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THE BALLAD OF HAMPSTEAD HEATH

Y oung Bacchus and his crew
Came tumbling down, and o'er thetown
Their bursting trumpetsblew.

FR O M Heaven's Gate to Hampstead Heath

The slver night waswildly bright,
And madly shone the M oon

To hear a song so0 dear and strong,
W ith such alovely tune.

From London's housss, huts and flats
Came busmen, snobs, and Earls,

And ugly men in bowler hats
Withcharminglittlegirls

Sr Moses came with eyes of flame,
Judd, whoislike a bloater,

ThebraveLord Mayor in coach and pair,
King Edward, in hismotor.

Far in arosy mist withdrawn
The God and all hiscrew,

Slenus pulled by nymphs, a faun,
A satyr drenched in dew,

Smiled as they wept those shining tears
Only Immortals know,

Whose feet are st among the dars
Above the shifting snow.

And one gpake out into the night,
Before they left for ever,
'Rejoice, regoice!’ and his great voice
Rolled likea splendid river.
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He spake in Greek, which Britons spesk
Seldom, and circumspectly;

But M r . Judd, that man of mud,
Trandated it correctly.

And when they heard that happy word,
Policemen leapt and ambled:

The busmen pranced, the maidens danced,
The men in bowlers gambolled.

A wistful Echo stayed behind
Tojoin the mortal dances

But M r. Judd, with wordsunkind,
Rejected her advances

And passng down through London Town
She sopped, for all was lonely,
Attracted by a big brass plate
Inscribed, FOR MEMBERS ONLY.

And so0 she went to Parliament,
But those ungainly men

W oke up from deep, and turned about,
And fell adexp again.



LITANY TO SATAN

(FromBaudelaire)

GRANDE ST of the Angedls, and mog wise,
O fallen God, fate-driven from the ies
Satan, at lagt take pity on our pain.

O first of exiles who endures wrong,
Yet growest, in thy hatred, still more strong,
Satan, at lagt take pity on our pain!

O subterranean King, omniscient,
Healer of man's immortal discontent,
Satan, at lag take pity on our pain.

Tolepersand to outcags thou dost show
That Passon is the Paradise below.
Satan, at lagt take pity on our pain.

Thou by thy midress Death hag given to man
Hope, the imperishable courtesan.
Satan, at lag take pity on our pain.

Thou gives to the Guilty ther calm mien
Which damns the crowd around the guillotine
Satan, at lag take pity on our pain.

Thou knowest the corners of thejealous Earth
Where God has hidden jewels of great worth.
Satan, at lag take pity on our pain.

Thou dogt discover by mysterious Sgns
Where dep the buried people of the mines
Satan, at lag take pity on our pain.
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Thou stretchest forth a saving hand to keep
Such men as roam upon the roofs in deep.
Satan, at last take pity on our pain.

Thy power can make the halting Drunkard's feet
Avoidtheperil of the surging street.
"Satan, at last take pity on our pain.

Thou, to console our helplessness, didst plot
The cunning use of powder and of shot.
Satan, at last take pity on our pain.

Thy awful name is written as with pitch
On the unrelenting foreheads of the rich.
Satan, at last take pity on our pain.

In strange and hidden places thou dost move
Where women cry for torture in their love.
Satan, at last take pity on our pain.

Father of those whom God's tempestuous ire
Has flung from Paradise with sword and fire,
Saan, at last take pity on our pain.

Prayer
Satan, to thee be praise upon the Height
Where thou wast king of old, and in the night
Of Hell, where thou dost dream on silently.
Grant that one day beneath the Knowledge-tree
When it shoots forth to grace thy royal brow,
My soul may sit, that cries upon thee now.
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THE TRANSLATOR AND THE CHILDREN

"HIL E| trandated Baudelaire,
Children were playing out in the air.
) Turning to watch, | saw the light

That made their dothes and faoss bright.
| heard the tune they meant to sng

As they kept dancing in a ring;

But | could not forget my book,

And thought of men whose faces shook
When babies passd them with a look.

They are asterrible as death,

Those children in the road beneath.
Their witless chatter is more dread

Than voices in a madman's head:

Their dance more awful and inspired,
Because their fedt are never tired,

Than slent revel with soft sound

Of pipes, on consecrated ground,

When all the ghogs go round and round.

DESTROYER OF SHIPS, MEN, CITIES

EL EN of Troy has sorung from Hell
To claim her ancient throne,
So we have bidden friends farewdll
To follow her aone

* The Lady of the laurelled brow,
The Queen of pride and power,
Looks rather like a phantom now,
And rather like a flower.
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Deep in her eyes the lamp of night
Burnswith a secret flame,

Wher e shadows pass that have no sight,
And ghods that have no name.

For muteisbattlésbrazen horn
That rangfor Priet and King,

And shewho drank of that brave morn
Ispalewith evening.

An hour thereiswhen bright words flow,
A little hour to desp,

An hour between, when lights are low,
And then she ssans to weep.

But no less lovely than of old
She dhines, and almost hears

The hornsthat blew in days of gold,
The shouting charioteers.

And she still breaks the hearts of men,
Their hearts and all their pride,
Doomed to be crue once again,
And live disstidfied.

OXFORD  CANAL

N R & HEN you have wearied of the valiant spires of this
W County Town,

Of its wide white dredts and gligening mussums, and
black monagtic walls,
Of itsred motors and lumbering trams, and sdf-aufficient people,
| will takeyou walking with meto a place you have not ssen —
Halftown and half country — the land of the Canal.
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It is dearer to me than the antique town: | love it more than the
rounded hills:

Straightest, sublimest of riversisthe long Canal.

| have observed great storms and trembled: | have wept for fear
of the dark.

But nothing makes me so afraid as the clear water of this idle
cana on a summer's hoon.

Do you s the great telephone poles down in the water, how
every wireisdistinct?

If abody fell into the canal it would rest entangled in those wires
for ever, between earth and air.

For the water is as degp as the gars are high.

One day | was thinking how if a man fell from that lofty pole

He would rush through the water toward me till his image was
scattered by his splash,

When suddenly atrain rushed by: the brazen dome of the engine
flashed: the long white carriages roared,;

The sun veiled himself for a moment, and the signas loomed in
fog;

A savage woman screamed at me from a barge: little children
began to cry;

Theuntidy landscape rose to life; a sawmill started;

A cart rattled down to the wharf, and workmen clanged over the
iron footbridge;

A beautiful old man nodded from the first story window of a
square red house, i

Andapretty girl cameout to hang up clothesin asmall delightful
garden.

O strange motion in the suburb of a county town: slow regular
movement of the dance of death!

M en and not phantoms are these that move in light.

Forgotten they live, and forgotten die.
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HIALMAR SPEAKS TO THE RAVEN

(FromLecontedeLidle)

| GHT on the bloodstained snow: thewindis chill:

And there a thousand tombless warriors lie,

Grasping their swords, wild-featured. All are still.
Above them the black ravens wheel and cry.

A brilliant moon sends her cold light abroad:
Hialmar arises from the reddened dlain,
Heavily leaning on his broken sword,

And bleeding from his side the battle-rain.

'Hail to you all: is there one breath still drawn
Among those fierce and fearless lads who played
So merrily, and sang as sweet in the dawn

As thrushes singing in the bramble shede?

‘They have no word to say: my helm's unbound,
My bresstplate by the axe unriveted:

Blood's on my eyes, | hear a spreading sound,
Like waves or wolves that clamour in my head.

'Eater of men, old raven, come this way,
Andwith thineiron bill open my breast,
To-morrow find us where we lie to-day,
And bear my heart to her that | love best.

'‘Through Upsala, where drink the Jarls and sing,
And clash their golden bowls in company,
Bird of the moor, carry on tireless wing
To Ylmer's daughter there the heart of me.
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"And thou shalt see her standing straight and pale,
High pedestalled on some rook-haunted tower:
She has two ear-rings, silver and ver meil,

And eyes like gars that shine in sunsgt hour.

'Tell her my love, thou dark bird ominous,
Give her my heart, no bloodless heart and vile
But red compact and strong, O raven. Thus
Shall YImer's daughter greet thee with a smile.

"Now let my life from twenty deep wounds flow,
And wolves may drink the blood. My timeis done.
Young, brave and spotless, | rejoice to go

And st where all the Gods are, in the sun.’

THE BALLAD OF THE STUDENT IN THE SOUTH

T was no sooner than this morn
That first | found you there,
Deep in a field of southern corn

The colour of your hair.

| had read books you had not read,
Y et | was put to shame

To hear the simple words you said,
And s your- eyes aflame.

Shall | forget when prying dawn
Sends me about my way,
The cardess gars, the quiet lawn,
And you with whom | lay?
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Yoursisthe beauty of the moon,
The wisdom of the s,

Since first you tasted, sweet and soon,
Of God's forbidden tree.

Darling, a scholar's fancies sink
So faint beneath your song;

And you areright, why should we think,
We who are young and srong?

For we aresmple, you and I,
We do what others do,

W ho live because they fear to die
And love the whole night through.

THE QUEEN'S SONG

AD | the power
To Midas given of old
To touch a flower

And leave the petals gold
| then might touch thy face,
Delightful boy,
And leave a metal grace,
A gravenjoy.

Thuswould | day, —
Ah, desperate device!
The vital day
That tremblesin thine eyes,
Andlettheredlipsclose
Which sang so well,
And drive away therose
To leave a shell.
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Then | mysdf,
Rising ausere and dumb
On the high shelf
Of my half-lighted room,
W ould place the shining bust
And wait alone,
Until | was but dug,
Buried unknown.

Thusin my love
For nations yet unborn,
| would remove
From our two lives the morn,
And museon lovdiness
I n mine arm-chair,
Content should Time confess
How sweet you were.

ON . TURNER'S POLYPHEMUS

AINTER ofday, let my dark spirit fly
Pag the Trinacrian Sound, to gaze upon

, The deathless horses of Hyperion
Driven up fiery gairs tumultuously:
To e once more the Achaian prows glide by,

Odysseus in his burnished galleon,

Nereides that sng him swiftly on,
And baffled Cyclops fading in the sky.

Master, you paint the passon of the Earth,
The faint victorious music of her birth,

The splendour of things lost and things grown old;
And show us song new-wrought with ardent might
Of strong-winged morning and of sure delight,

Of hyacinthine mist, and shining gold.
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THE BRIDGE OF FIRE

Exclude the interchange of Night and Day,
Robed with faint sses and crowned with quiet dars
All great Gods dwell to whom men prayed or pray.
No winter chills, no fear or fever mars
Their grand and timeless hours of pomp and play;
Some drive about the Ri m wind-golden cars
Or, shouting, laugh Eternity away.
The daughters of their pride,
Moon-pale, blue-water-eyed,
Their flame-white bodies pearled with failing spray,
Send all their dark hair streaming
Down where the worlds He gleaming,
And draw their mighty lovers dose and say:
'‘Come over by the Stream: one hears
The spech of Nations broken in the chant of Spheres'

I I | GH on the bridge of Heaven whose Eagtern bars

Hear now the song of those bright Shepes that shine
Huge as Leviathans, tasting the fare

Dedlicate-sweet, while scented dews divine

Thrill from the ground and dasp therosy air,

'Sing on, sing out, and reach a hand for wine,

For the brown small Earth is softly afloat down there,
And the suns burn low, and the sky is sapphirine,
And thelittle winds of goece arein our hair —

Thelittle winds of giece
Blow in the love-god's face
The only god who lacks not praise and prayer;
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He shall preserve his powers
Though Ruin shake square towers
And echoing Temples fall without repair,
And still go forth as strong as ten,
A red immortal riding in the hearts of men!*

The Gods whose faces are the morning light
Of they who love the leafy rood of song,
The Gods of Greece, dividing the broad night,
Have gathered on the Bridge, of all that throng
The fairest, whether he whose feet for flight
Had plumy wings, or she to whom belong
Shadows, Persephone, or that swan-white
Rose-breasted island lady, gentle and strong,
Or younger gods than these
That pegp among the trees
And dance when Dionysus bests his gong,
Of the old disastrous gods
That nod with snaky nods
Brandishing high the sharp and triple thong,
Or whom the dull profound of Hell
Spits forth, the reeling Typhon that in dark must dwell.

IV

Shadows there are that seem to look for home,
Each spreading like a gloom across the plain,
Voiced like a great bell swinging in a dome,
Appealing mightily for realms to reign.

They wer e the slow and shapdess gods of Rome,
Laborious gods, who founded power on pain,
These watched the peasant turn his sullen loam,
These drave him out to fight, nor drave in vain:
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Saturnus white and old
Who lost the age of gold,

Marswho was proud to gand on the deegp-piled dain,
Pomona from whaose womb
Slow fruits in season come,

And, tower-crowned mother of the yellow grain,

Demeter, and the avenging dead,
The dlent Lemures, in fear with honey fed.

\Y

Bedus and Ra and that mogt jealous Lord
Who rolled the hods of Pharaoh in the s,
Trolls of the North, in every hand a sword,
Gnomes and dwarfs and the shuddering company,
Gods who take vengeance, gods who grant reward,
Gods who exact a murdered devotee,
Brahmathekind, and Svathe abhorred
And they who tend Ygdrasil, the big tree,
And Iss the young moon,
And he of the piping tune,
Her Phrygian sser, crue Cybele,
Orpheus the lone har p-player
And Mithrasthe man-dayer,
And Allah rumbling on to victory,
And some, the oldest of them all,
Sguare heads that leer and lugt, and lizard shapes that crawl.

Vi

Between the pedetals of Night and M orning,
Between red death and radiant desre

W ith not one sound of triumph or of warning
Sands the great sentry on the Bridge of Fire.

O trangént soul, thy thought with dreams adorning,
Cad down thelaure, and unstring thelyre:
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Thewheds of Time are turning, turning, turning,
The slow stream channes degp and doth not tire.
Gods on their Bridge above
Whispering lies and love
Shall mock your passage down the sunless river
Which, rolling all its sreams,
Shall take you, king of dreams,
— Unthroned and unapproachablefor ever —
To where the kings who dreamed of old
Whiten in habitations monumental cold.

WE THAT WERE FRIENDS

'E that were friends to-night have found
A fear, a ssoret, and a shame
. | am on fire with that soft sound

Y ou make, in uttering my name.

Forgive a young and boastful man

Whom dreams delight and passons pleaseg,
And love me as great women can

W ho have no children at their knees.

MY FRIEND

H A D afriend who battled for the truth

W ith stubborn heart and obstinate despair,

Till all his beauty left him, and his youth,
And there were few to love him anywhere.

Then would he wander out among the graves,
And think of dead men lying in arow;

Or, gtanding on a cliff, observe the waves,
And hear the wistful sound of winds below;
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And yet they told him nothing. So he sought
Thetwittering forest at the break of day,

Or on fantastic mountains shaped a thought
As lofty and impenitent as they.

And next he went in wonder through atown
Slowly by day and hurriedly by night,

And watched men walking up the greet and down
W ith timorousand terrible delight.

Weary, he drew man's wisdom from a book,
And pondered on the high words spoken of old,
Pacing a lamplit room: but soon forsook

The golden sentences that left him cold.

After, awoman found him, and his head
Lay on her breadt, till he forgot his pain
In gentlekisses on amidnight bed,

And welcomed royal-winged j oy again.

W hen love became a loathing, as it must,

He knew not where to turn; and he was wise,
Being now old, to sink among the dug,

And reg hisrebel heart, and dose his eyes.

IDEAL

== HE N all my gentle friends had gone
| wandered in the night alone:
Beneath the green dectric glare

| saw men pass with hearts of sone.

Y et still | heard them everywhere, -

Those golden voices of theair:
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'Friend, wewill go to hell with thee,
Thy griefs, thy glories we will share,
And ruletheearth, and bind the s5,
And st ten thousand devilsfree—'
"What dogt thou, sranger, at my sde,
Thou gaunt old man accogting me?
Away, thisismy night of pride!

On lunar sees my boat will glide

And | shall know the secret things!
The old man answered: 'W oe betide!'
Said |: 'Theworld was made for kings:
To him who works and working sngs
Comejoy and majesty and power
And geadfag love with royal wings.
'O watch these fools that blink and cower .’
Said that wise man: 'and every hour

A soreis born, a dozen dies’

Said I: 'InLondon fadesthe flower ;
But far away the bright blue ies
Shall watch my solemn walls arise,
And all the glory, all the grace

Of earth shall gather there, and eyes
W ill shinelike garsin that new place’
Said he: 'Indeed of ancient race

Thou comed, with thy hollow scheme.
But sail, O architect of dream,

To lands beyond the Ocean stream.
Wher e are the idands of the bleg,

And where Atlantis, where Theleme?
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MARY MAGDALEN

EYES that strip the souls of men!
here came to me the Magdalen.
Her blue robe with a cord was bound,

Her hair with knotted ivy crowned.
'Arise," she said, 'God cals for thee,
Turned to new paths thy feet must be.
Leave the fever and the feedt,

Leave the friend thou lovest best:

For thou must walk in barefoot ways,
On hills where God is near to praise.’

Then answered | — 'Sweet Magdalen,
God's servant, once beloved of men,
Why didst thou change old ways for new,
Thy trailing red for corded blue,

The rose for ivy on thy brow,

That splendour for this barren vow?'
Gentle of gpeech she answered me: —
'Sir, | was sick with revelry.

True, | have scarred the night with sin,
A pae and tawdry heroine;

Yet once | heard a voice that said,
"Who livesin sin islike one dead,

But follow: thy dark eyes shall s
Thetownsof immortality"'

'O Mary, not for this,' | cried,

'‘Didst thou renounce thy scented pride
Nor for the roll of endless years

Or fields of joy undewed by tears
Didst thou desert the courts of men.
Tell me thy truth, grave Magdalen!"

She trembled, and her eyes grew dim —
'For love of Him, for loveof Him.'
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I ROSE FROM DREAMLESS HOURS

R O SE from dreamless hours and sought the morn
That beat upon my window: from the sill
| watched sweet lands, where Autumn light newborn
Swayed through the trees and lingered on the hill.
If things so lovely are, why labour still
To dream of something more than this | ==?
Do | remember tales of Galilee,
| who have dain my faith and freed my will?
Let meforget dead faith, dead mystery,
Dead thoughts of things | cannot comprehend.
Enough thelight mysteriousin the tree,
Enough thefriendship of my chosen friend.

PRAYER

ET me not know how sins and sorrows glide
Along the sombre city of our rage,
'Or why the sons of men are heavy-eyed.
Let me not know, except from printed page,
The pain of bitter love, of baffled pride,
Or dckness shadowing with a long presage.

Let me not know, since happy some have died

Quickly in youth or quietly in age,
How faint, how loud the bravest hearts have cried.
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THE PIPER

L A D went piping through the Earth,
Gladly, madly, merrily,
With atune for death and a tune for birth,
And atunefor lover'srevelry.

He kissed the girls that st aone

Wi th none to whisper, none to woo;
Fired at his touch their faces shone,

And beauty drenched them as the dew.

Old men who heard him danced again,
And shuffled round with catching breath,
And those that lay on beds of pain
Went dancing through the gates of death.

If only he could make usthrill
Once more with mirth and melody!
| listened, but the street was still,
And no one played for you and me.
1907

THE MASQUE OF THE MAGI

H REE Kings have come to Bethlehem
Withatrailing gar in front of them.

Mary
What would you inthislittle place,
Y ou three bright kings?
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Kings
Mother, wetracked thetrailing sar
W hich brought ushere from lands afar,
And we would look on his dear face
Round whom the Seraphs fold their wings.

Mary
But who are you, bright kings?

Caspar
Cagpar am | : therocky North
From storm and slence drave me forth
Down to the blue and tiddess s
| do not fear the tinkling sword,
For | am a great battle-lord,
And love the horns of chivalry.
And | have brought thee splendid gold,
The strong man'sj oy, refined and cold.
All hail, thou Prince of Galilee!

Balthazar

| am Balthazar, Lord of Ind,
Wher e blows a soft and scented wind

From Taprobane towards Cathay.
My children, who are tall and wise,
Stand by a tree with shutten eyes

And ssem to meditate or pray.
And these red drops of frankincense
Betoken man's intelligence.

Hail, Lord of Wisdom, Prince of Day!

Melchior
| am the dark man, Melchior,
And | shall live but little more
Since | am old and feebly move.
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My kingdom is a burnt-up land
Half buried by the drifting sand,
So hot Apollo shines above.
What could | bring but smple myrrh
White blossom of the cordial fire?
Hail, Prince of Souls, and Lord of Love!

Chorusof Angels
O Prince of Souls and Lord of Love,
O'er thee the purple-breasted dove
Shall watch with open silver wings,
Thou King of Kings.
Suaviole oflos Virginum,
Apparuit Rex Gentium.

'Who art thou, little King of Kings?
His wondering mother sings.

TO A POET A THOUSAND YEARS HENCE

W H O am dead a thousand years,
And wrote this sweet archaic song,

Send you my words for messengers
The way | shdll not pess along.

| carenot if you bridge the s
Or ride secure the cruel sky,

Or build consummate paaces
Of metal or of masonry.

But have you wine and music still,
And daues and a bright-eyed love,

And foolish thoughts of good and i1,
And prayers to them who sit above?
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How shall we conquer? likeaWind
That fallsat eve our fandes blow,
And old Masonidesthe blind
Said it three thousand years ago.

O friend unseen, unborn, unknown,
Student of our sweet English tongue,
Read out my words at night, alone:
| was a poet, | was young.

Sncel can never s your face,
And never shake you by the hand,

| send my soul through time and gace
Togregt you. You will understand.

HELIODORA

(FromMeleager)

HY dos thou touch, O flower -fed beg,
Hdiodora's skin,
, W hen open buds are asking thee

To make thy home within?

W hat parableart murmuring? —
That Erosmakesman whole,

And turnsthe poison of his ging
Tosvegnessin the soul?

I's this your message, silly bes?
A dreamer takes it 0.
Then homeagain! Don't trouble mel!
| knew it long ago.
1908?
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LOVE, THE BABY

(From Meleager)

ET him be sold, | say! Let him be sold,

Even while he dumbers at his mother's breast.

Why should | tend a thing so bad and bold,
A snub-nosed imp, alittle scratching pest!
| find him aways laughing through his tears:
He treats his mother badly; won't be tamed,
Has baby wings behind him; pries and peers,
Behaves unruly, chatters unashamed —
A shocking monster! Sailor men, this way!
Who wantsaboy to carry of f to s?
Oh dear, he's crying! Come, I'l1 let you stay
Close to the heart of my Zenophile.

1908?

BALLAD OF THE LONDONER

V ENI N G fdls on the smoky walls,
And therailings drip with rain,
nd | will cross the old river

To s my girl again.

The great and solemn-gliding tram,
Love's still-mysterious car,

Has many alight of gold and white,
And a single dark red dar.

| know a garden in a street
Which no one ever knew;

| know a rose beyond the Thames,
Where flowers are pae and few.
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‘RESURRECTION _
(By Pierodegli Franceschi, at Borgo)

EEP holds you, sons of war: you may not se
Y ou whose charmed heads sink heavy in your hands)
ow 'twixt the budding and the barren tree
With glory in his staring eyes, he gands.
Theré's asharp movement in this shivering morn
That blinds your sases whileit bregks your power:
The Phoenix gripsthe eagle: Christ reborn
Bearshigh the standard. Seep alittle hour:
Seep: it were best ye saw not those bright eyes
Prepared towreck your worldwith errant flame,
Anddrivestrong mento follow mysteries,
Voices, and winds, and things that have no name.
Dareyou leave strength half-proved, duty haf-done?
Awake! This God will hunt you from the sun!
Nov. 10, 1908

DULCE LUMEN, TRISTE NUMEN, SUAVE LUMEN
LUMINUM

HE town whose quiet veins are dark green sm,

Thetown whose flowers and forests are bright stone:
There it was the God came to you and me

In the Sgnless depth of summer. All done

Welay, and half in dream

Gazed at the thin salt stream,

And heard the ripples talking lazily.

No verdurous growth, no sudden sharp decline

Of buds or leaves is there: the marble towers
Come rain, come cold, come snow or gay sunshine
Blossom eterndly with graven flowers;
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Y et therethemild God came,
In slence, shod with flame,
Girdled with mystery and crowned with vine.

We lay in the sun and listened, and we heard
Soft-treading feet and whispersin the air,
And thunder far away, like agod'sword

Of direimport, and saw the noonday flare
Andtall white pdaces

Sway all with dizziness,

The bells peded faintly, and the water stirred.

And Lifestood still amoment, mists came swinging
Blindly before us, suddenly we passd

The boundaries of joy: our hearts were ringing
Trueto the trembling world: we stood at last
Beyond the golden gate,

Magters of Time and Fate,

And knew the tune that Sun and Stars were singing.

For like two travellers on a hill, who day
Viewing the smoke that dims the busy plains,
So, far away (sweet words are 'far away'!)
We saw our life: and all its crooked lanes,
Dimcitiesand dark walls

Fell asaworld that fals

And left us radiant in the Wind of Day.

Anend, anend! Again the leaden noon
Glowed, and hot Fever opened her red eyes
And Misery came creeping out, and soon
We felt once more the sorrow of the Wise.
Come, friend! Wetravel on
(That one brief vision gone)
Bravely, like menwho s beyond the skies.
Nov. 20, 1908
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JOSEPH AND MARY

Joseph
ARY ,artthou thelittle maid
W ho plucked meflowersin Spring?
| know thee not: | fedl afraid:
Thou'rt strange this evening.

A sweet and rustic girl | won
What time the woods wer e green;
No woman with deep eyes that shone,
And the pale brows of a Queen.

Mary
(inattentiveto hiswords)
A stranger came with feet of flame
And told methis strange thing, —
For all | was avillage maid
My son should be a King.

Joseph
A King, dear wife! Who ever knew
Of Kings in gables born!

Mary
Do you hear, in the dark and starlit blue
Theclarion and the horn?

Joseph
Mary, alas, lest grief and j oy
Have sent thy wits astray;
But let me look on this my boy,
And take the wraps away.

Mary
Behold the lad.
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Joseph
| dare not gaze:
Light streams from every limb.

Mary
The winter sun hes stored his rays,
And passd the fireto him.

Look Eastward, look! | hear a sound.
O Joseph, what do you =2

Joseph
The snow lies quiet on the ground
And glistens on the tree;

The sky is bright with a gtar's great light,
And clearly | behold

Three Kings descending yonder hill,
Whose crowns are crowns of gold.

O Mary, what do you hear and s
With your brow toward the West?

Mary
The snow lies glistening on the tree
And silent on Earth's breadt;

And strong and tall, withlifted eyes
Seven shepherds walk this way,
And angds breaking from the skies

Dance, and sing hymns, and pray.

Joseph
| wonder much at these bright Kings;

The shepherds | despise.

Mary
Y ou know not what a shepherd sings,
Nor s his shining eyes.
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THE LOVER OF JALALU'DDIN

Y darling wandered through the house,
Hisbow upontherebeck, light as flame.
Soft melodies he played, astray with sweet carouse,
M ad songswithout aname.
Then, changing to a solemn mode and measure,
'Cupbearer, wine!"' hecried,
'Wine for the sons of pleasure,
Thechildren of desire!’
Forth from his corner came
The moonbright boy, and st the brimming bowl
Before us, with sweet reverence and grace.

My darling took the cup: over hisface
Flowed truant flames. 'Y eevil ghosts,' he cried,
'l know my beauty: who islike to me?
The sun of all the world, the Lover's pride,
| am, | was, shall be
With soul and spirit moving at my side.
Dec. 1908
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DONDE ESTAN?

(Fragment)

N R & E aethey who dream no dreams,
Snge's of arisng day
W ho undaunted,
Where the sword of reason gleams,
Follow hard, to hew away
Thewoods enchanted.
Through each dark and rustling by way
Evil things have fled before us
We pursue them:
We have carved an open highway,
We have sung of Truth in chorus
As we dew them.

Though the shagpes had something human,
Though sweet lipsand eyesentreated
By their beauty:

Though processons of tall women
Looked and lured, we undefeated
Did our duty. )

Though fair children, running after,
Held out hands of supplication,
Smiled and cried,

Y et we watched with bitter laughter
When deduson's fair creation
Smitten, died.
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Where are they, the half-deceivers
Statue-forms and young men's fancies,
Gods of Greece?

Dryads, where your groves and rivers,
Where thy cheste and woodland dances,
Artemis?

Shadows, shadows! Nonewi |l follow
Cyprian maids; or voices sighing
From the s5

Veiledisldgs, dark Apollo,

Dead the Queen who cdled the dying
Hecate.

\%

Where are they who crushed the East
~Withribaldry and song, and where
Thelewd viziers?

Where the girls who crowned the feest
For the Lords who had no care

Of blood or tears?

Where the millionswho, forgotten,
Fought for Selim's sultanate

And filled Gehenna?

Where the sword? — but dim and rotten
Lies the sword that cleft the gate

Of proud Vienna.

Feb. or March 1909



THE TOWN WTHOUT A MARKET

HE RE lies afar behind awestern hill -
The Town without a Market, white and still;
For six feet long and not athird as high
Are those small habitations. There stood I,
Waiting to heer the citizens benegth
Murmur and sigh and pesk through tongueless teeth.
When all theworldlay burningin the sun
| heard their voices goeek to me. Sad one:
'‘Bright lights| loved and colours, | who find
That desth is darkness, and hes struck me blind.'
Another cried: 'l usad to sing and play,
But here theworld issilent, day by day.’
And one: 'On earth | could not s or hear,
But with my fingers touched what | was nea,
And knew things round and soft, and brass from gold,
And dipped my hand in water, to fed cold,
And thought the grave would cure me, and was glad
When the time came to lose what joy | had.
Soon all the voices of a hundred deed
Shouted in wrath together. Some one said,
'l care not, but the girl was swedt to kiss
At evening in the meadows' 'Hard it is.'
Another cried, 'to hear no hunting horn.
Ah me! the horse, the hounds, and the greet grey morn
When | rode out a-hunting." And one sighed,
'l did not <& my son before | died.
A boy sad, 'l was strong and swift to run:
Now they have tied my feet: what have | done?
A man, 'But it was good to arm and fight
And storm their cities in the dead of night.'
Anold man sad, 'l reed my books all day,
But desth hes taken all my books away/
And one, 'The popes and prophets did not well
To chedt poor dead men with fdse hopes of hell.
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Better the whips of fire that hiss and rend

Than painless void proceeding to no end.

| smiled to hear them redtless | who sought
Peace. For | had not loved, | had not fought,
And books are vanities, and manly srength

A gathered flower. God grant us peace at length!
| heard no more, and turned to leave their town
Before the chill came, and the sun went down.
Then rose awhisper, and | seemed to know

A timorous man, buried long years ago.

'On Earth | used to shape the Thing that ssams
Master of all men, give me back my dreams.
Give me that world that never failed me then,
The hills | made and peopled with tall men,
The palace that | built and called my home,

My dities which could break the pride of Rome,
The three queans hidden in the sacred tree,

And those white cloudy folk who sang to me.

O death, why hagt thou covered me so degp?
| was thy sger's child, the friend of Sep!

Then sid my heart, Death takes and cannot give.
Dark with no dream is hateful: let melivel



A WESTERN VOYAGE

Y friend the Sun — like all my friends
Inconstant, lovely, far away —
Is out, and bright, and condescends
To glory in our holiday.

A furious march with him I'll go
Andrace himinthe Western train,

And wake the hills | used to know
And swim the Devon sa again.

| have done foolishly to tread
The footway of the fdse moonbeams,
To light my lamp and call the dead
And read their long black printed dreams.

| have done foolishly to dwell
W ith Fear upon her desert isle,
To take my shadowgraph to Hell,
And then to hope the shedes would smile.

And since the light must fail me soon
(But faster, faster, Western train!)
Proud meadows of the afternoon,
| have remembered you again.

And 'l go seek through moor and dale
A flower that wastrel winds caress,
The bud is red and the leaves pale,
The name of it Forgetfulness.

Then like the old and happy hills

With frozen veins and fires outrun,
I'l'l wait the day when darknesskills

My brother and good friend, the Sun.
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INVITATION

Toa Young but Learned Friend to Abandon Archaeol ogy for the Moment,
and Play once morewith his Neglected Muse

N those good days when we were young and wise,

Y ou speke to music, you with the thoughtful eyes

And God looked down from heaven, pleesed to hear
A young man's song aise 0 firm and dear.
Has Fancy died? The Morning Sar gone cold?
Why areyou slent? Have we grown so old?
Who sngs upon Pamess? He is dead,
The God to whom be prayers, not praises, sad,
The sea-born, thelonian. Thereis one—
But he dreams degper than the ogks of Clun.
(May summer keep his mads and meadows glad:
They hear no more the pipe of the Shropshire Lad!)
And our Tyrtaeus? Strange that such a name
Already fades upon the mist of fame
With the smoke of Eagtern armies. But the third
Still knows the dreadful meaning of aword.
Hisgownisblack and crimson: mystery
Veilsall his pesch, so wonderful ishe.

These threeremain, and voicdessyou, and |.
— Come, the swedt radiance of our Spring is nigh.
Must | done keep playing? Wi ll not you,
Lord of the Measures string your lyre anew?
Lover of Greeoe, isthis the richest Sore
Y ou bring us— withered leaves and dusty lore,
And broken vases widowed of their wine,
To brand you pedant while you stand divine?
Decorous words beseem the learned lip,
But Podts have the nicer scholarship.
In English glades they watch the Cyprian glow
And all the Maenad melodies they know.
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They hear drange voicesin a London. Strest,
And track the slver gleam of rushing fedt;
And these are things that come not to the view
Of dippered dons who read a codex through.
O honeyed Poet, will you praise no more
The moonlit garden and the midnight shore?
Brother, have you forgotten how to sing
The gtory of that weak and cautious king
Who reigned two hundred yearsin Trebizond?
Y ou who would ever grive to pierce beyond
Loves ecdasy, Lifesvison, isit well
We should not know the tales you have to tdl?

WAR SONG OF THE SARACENS

E are they who come fager than fate: we are they who
rideearly or late:
We gtorm at your ivory gate: Pale Kings of the Suns,
beware!
Not on slk nor in samet we lie, not in curtained solemnity die
Among women who chatter and cry, and children who mumble a
prayer.
But we dep by the ropes of the camp, and we rise with a shout, and
wetramp

W ith the sun or the moon for alamp, and the spray of thewind in
our hair.

From the lands, wher e the dephants are, to the forts of M erou and
Balghar,
Our ged we have brought and our gar to shineon theruinsof Rum.
We have marched from the Industo Spain, and by God we will go
thereagain;
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We have good on the shore of the plain where the Waters of
Destiny boom.

A mart of destruction we made at Jalula where men wer e afraid,

For death wasadifficult trade, and the sword wasa broker of doom;

And the Spear was a Desert Physcian who cured not a few of
ambition,

And drave not a few to perdition with medicine bitter and strong:

Andtheshidd wasagrief tothefool and asbright asa desdlate pool,

And asgraight astherock of Stamboul when their cavalry thunder ed
along:

For the coward wasdrowned with the bravewhen our battle sheered
up like awave,

And the dead to the desrt we gave, and the glory to God in our
oNg.

THE BALLAD OF CAMDEN TOWN

W A L K E D with Maiselong years back
The dreds of Camden Town,
| splendid in my suit of black,
And shedivinein brown.

Herswas a proud and noble face,
A scret heart, and eyes

Likewater in alonely place
Beneath unclouded skies.

A bed, a ched, a faded mat,
And broken chairsafew,
Wereall wehad to grace our flat
In Hazel Avenue.
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But | could walk to Hampstead Heath,
And crown her head with daises,

And watch the streaming world benegath,
And menwith other Maisies.

When | wasill and she was pade
And empty stood our store,
Se |eft the latchkey on its nail,

And saw me nevermore.

Perhaps de cad herself away
Lest both of us should drown:

Perhaps she feared to die, as they
Who diein Camden Town.

What came of her? The bitter nights
Destroy the rose and lily,

And souls are lost among the lights
Of painted Piccadilly.

What came of he? The river flows
S0 degp and wide and stilly,

And waits to catch the fallen rose
And dasp the broken lily.

| dream she dwellsin London still
And breathes the evening air,

And often walk to Primrose Hill,
And hope to meet her there.

Once more together wewill live,
For | will find her yet:

| have solittletoforgive;
So much, | can't forget.
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GRAVIS DULCIS IMMUTABILIS

M E, let me kiss your wistful face
Where Sorrow curves her bow of pain,
And live sweet days and bitter days
Withyou, or wanting you again.

| dread your perishable gold:

Come near me now; the years are few.
Alas, when you and | are old

| shall not want to look at you:

And yet comein. | shal not dare
To gaze upon your countenance,
But | shall huddle in my chair,
Turn to the fire my fireless glance,

And listen, while that slow and grave
Immutable sweet voice of yours
Rises and falls, as fdls a wave

In summer on forsaken shores.
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FOUNTAINS

FT is the collied night, and cool
he wind about the garden pool.
erewill | dip my burning hand
Andmoveaninch of drowsy sand,
And pray the dark reflected skies
To fagen with their sed mine eyes
A million million leegues away
Among the darsthe goldfish play,
And high above the shadowed dars
Wave and float the nenuphars.

DIRGE

Ftherebeany grief

For those lost eremites

Who live where no man roams,
[t is on Autumn nights
At falling of the led,
It is when pae October,
Relentless tree-disrober,
Conceds the smokdess homes.

Autumn is not so chill
Norleavessolightinair,
Nor any wind as dim
Blowing from any where,
Nor falen snow as still
Astheboy who loved to wander
Singing till the forest yonder
Shouted in response to him.
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My love hascometothis—
And what of thisto me?
‘His eyes are eaten now,

My eyeshe cannot 52
These gentle hands of his
Aretaken by astronger,
Thereisahand no longer
Tolay upon my brow.

Autumn haskilled therose

O mock him not with flowers

For they aretroublesome

Take him to passthe hours

Wherethe grey nettle grows.

Scantly his couch adorning

Let him who praised the morning

Liehere, till morning come.
1909. Based on a poem pub-
lished in 1907 as. 'The
Young Poet®

THE PARROT

HE old professor of Zoology
Shook his long beard and gpake these words to me:

‘ComparetheParrot with theDove. They are
In shape the same in hue dissmilar.
Thelndian bird, which may be sometimes ssmn
Inred or black, isgenerally green.
Hisbeak isvery hard: it has been known
To crack thick nuts and penetrate a sone.
Alasthat when you teach him how to gpesk
Y ou find'hishead is harder than his beak.
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The passonless Malay can sy drub

The pates of parrots with an iron club:
Theingenious fowls, like boys they best at school,
Soon learn to recognize a Despot's rule.

Now if you'd train a parrot, catch him young
While soft the mouth and tractable the tongue.
Ol d birds are fools: they dodder in their speech,
More eager to forget than you to teach;

They swear one curse, then gaze at you askance,
Andall oblivion thickensintheir glance.
Thrice blest whose parrot of his own accord
Invents new phrases to delight his Lord,
Who spurns the dull quotidian task and tries
Sdected words that prove him good and wise.
Ah, onceit was my privilege to know
A bird like this...
But that was long ago!'
July 1909



LORD ARNALDOS

¢ Quien hubiesetal ventura ?

HE strangest of adventures,
That happen by the s,
Befell to Lord Arnaldos
On the Evening of S. John;
For hewasout a-hunting—
A huntsman bold was he! —
When he beheld alittle ship
And doseto land was she.
Her cordswereall of silver,
Her sals of cramasy;
And he who saled the little ship
Was singing at the helm:
Thewaves stood still to hear him,
The wind was soft and low;
The fish who dwell in darkness
Ascended through the s
Andall thebirdsin heaven
Flew down to his mast-tree.
Then gpaketheL ord Arnaldos,
(Well shall you hear hiswords!)
'Tell mefor God's ske, sailor,
What song may that song be?
The sailor spake in answer,
And answer thus made he:
'l only tell my song to those
Who sail away with me.'
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A MIRACLE OP BETHLEHEM

SCENE: A street of that village

Three men with ropes, accosted by a stranger

The Sranger
PRAY you, tell me where you go
Wi th heads averted from the skies,
-And long ropes trailing in the snow,
Andresolutioninyour eyes.

The First Man
| am alover sick of love,
For scorn rewards my constancy;
And now | hate the gars above,
Because my dear will naught of me.

The Second Man
| am a beggar man, and play
Songswi th asplendid swing inthem,
But | have seen no food to-day.
They want no song in Bethlehem.

The Third Man
| am an old man, Sir, and blind,
A child of darknesssince my birth.
| cannot even call to mind
The beauty of the scheme of earth.

Therefore | sought to understand

A s=ret hid from mortal eyes,

Soinafar and fragrant land

| talked with men accounted wise,
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And | implored the Indian priest

For wisdom from his holy sneke,

Y et am no wiser in the leadt,

And have not sen the darkness bresk,
*

The Stranger
And whither go yenow, unhappy three?

The Three Men With Ropes
Sir, in our strange and specid misery
We met thisnight, and sworein bitter pride
To sing one song together, friend with friend,
Andthen, proceeding to the country side,
To bind this cordage to a barren tree,
And face to face to give our lives an end,
And only thus shall we be satisfied.

(They maketo continuetheir road)

The Sranger
Stay for amoment. Great isyour despair,
But Godiskind. What voice from over there?

A Woman
(fromalattice)
My lover, O my lover, come to me!

The First Man
God withyou. (Herunsto the window)

The Sranger
Ah, how swiftly goneis he!
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Many Voices
(heard singing ina cottage)

Thereis asiftnessin the night

A wonder in that splendid gar

That fills us with delight,

Poor foolish working peoplethat we are,
Andonly fit to kegp

A little garden or a dozen she.

Ol d broken women at thefire

Have many ancient tdes they sing,

How thewholeworld'sdesre

Should blossom here, and how achild should bring
New glory to hisrace

Though bornin so contemptible aplace.

Let al comein, if any brother go

In shame or hunger, cold or fear,

Through al thiswaste of snow.

To-night the Sar, the Rosg, the Song are near,
And still indde the door

Is full provision for another score

(The Beggar runsto them)

The Sranger
(totheBlind Man)
Do you not mean to share these joys?

TheBlind Man
Aweary of thisearthly noise
| pece my dlent way.
Come you and help metie this rope:
| would not lose my only hope.
Already dear the birds | heer,
Already bresks the day.
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The Sranger
O foolish and most blind old man,
Where are those other two?

The Blind Man
Why, oneiswed and t'other fed:
Small thanks they gave to you.

The Stranger
To me no thanks are due.
Y et gnce | have somelittle power
Bequeathed me at this holy hour,
| tell you, friend, that God shall grant
This night to you your deares want.

The Blind Man
W hy this sweet odour? W hy this flame?
| am afraid. What isyour name?

The Stranger
Ask your dedire, for this grest night
Is passing.

The Blind Man
Sir, | ask my sight.

The Stranger
To se this eath? Or would you s
That hidden world which sent you me?

The Blind Man
O sweet it were but once before | die
To track the bird about the windy sky,
Or watch the soft and changing grace
Imprinted on a human face.
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Y et grant me that which mogt | Sruggled for,
Sncel am old, and snow is on the ground.
On earth theréslittle to be found,

And | would bear with earth no more.

O gentleyouth,

A fool am I, but let me se the Truth!

The Stranger
Gaze in my eyes

TheBlind Man
How can | gae?
What song is that, and what these rays
Of golendour and this rush of wings?

The Sranger
These are the new cdedtid things.

TheBlind Man
Round the body of achild
A gregt dark flame runswild.
What may this be?

The Sranger
L ook further, you shdl s

TheBlind Man
Out on the A of time and far avay
The Empires sail like ships, and many years
Scater before them in amist of spray:
And mountainsriselike gears
Siver and shap agand the scarlet day.
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The Sranger
It is most sure that God has heard his prayer.

(The Stranger vanishes)

The Beggar

(Leading atroop of revellersfromthe house wherethey
weresinging)

Come, brothers, ssek my friend and bring himin.
On such anight asthisit were asin
To leave the blind aone.

TheRevellers
Greatly we fear lest he, still resolute,
Have wandered to the fields for poisoned fruit.

The Beggar
See here upon this stone . . .
Heisall frozen . . . takehim to a bed
And warm his hands.

TheRevellers
O sorrow, heis dead!

72



FELO-DE-SE -

HE song of a man who was dead
Ere any had heard of his song,
Or had sen this his ultimate song,
Withthelinesof it writtenin red,
And the sound of it seady and strong.

When you hear it, you know | am dead.

Not because | was weary of life

As pallid poets are:

My ga was a conquering star,

My dement strife.

| am young, | am strong, | am brave,
It is therefore | go to the grave.

Now to life and to life's desire,

And to youth and the glory of youth,
Farewell, for | go to acquire,

By the one road left me, Truth.
Though a great God day me with fire
| will shout till he answer me. Why?
(One soul and a Universe, why?)

And for thisit is plessant to die.

For years and years | have lumbered,
And dumber was heavy and swedt,

But the last few moments are numbered,
Like trampling feet that best.

| shal walk with the gars in their courses
And hear very soon, very soon,

The voice of the forge of the Forces,
And ride on the ridge of the moon,

And sing a celedtid tune.
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THE WELSH SEA

AR out across Carnarvon bay, -
Beneath the evening waves,
The ancient dead begin their day
And stream among the graves.

Listen, for they of ghostly speech,
Who died when Christ was born,

May dance upon the yellow beach
That once was yellow corn.

Andyou may learn of Dyfed'sreign,
And dream Nemedian taes

Of Kingswho salled in ships from Spain
And lent their swords to Wales.

Listen, for like a slow, green snake
Thé Ocean twists and stirs,

And whispers how the dead men wake
And call across the years.

IN  MEMORIAM

Mid-April, four years gone:
Nor how your eyes were bright, too bright,
And how the pavement shone.

I N E V E R shall forget that night -

Death on you now, death on your brow,
Death onyour eyessofair,

Death with histhin shadow hands
Combing out your hair.
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Oeyeslong shutandlip tolip
Fagtened no more to sing:

Old winter turned you in hisgrip
Andicy blew your spring.

Old winter had you by the throat:
Y ou could not ek to me

Savein alow and whispered note
Asthrough ashdl the sa

Death on you now, death on your brow,
Death onyour eyessofair,
Death with histhin shadow hands
Combing out your hair.
1910

OPPORTUNITY

(FromMachiavelli)

UT who art thou, with curious beauty graced,
O woman, samped with some bright heavenly sd?
Why go thy fest on wings, and in such hage?

I am that maid whose ssoret few may ded

Called Opportunity. | hagen by

Because my fedt are treading on a whed,

'‘Being more swift to run than birdsto fly.
And rightly on my fest my wings | wear,
To blind the sight of thase who track and spy;

'‘Rightly infront | hold my scatered hair

To veil my face, and down my breedt to fall,

Lest men should know my name when | am there;
[E)



'And leave behind my back no wisp at all
For eager Folk to clutch, what timel glide
So near, and turn, and pass beyond recall.'

'Tell me; who isthat Figure at thy Sde?
'Penitence. Mark thiswell that by degree
Who lets me go must keep her for his bride.

'And thou hast spent much timein talk with me
Busied with thoughts and fancies vainly grand,
Nor hast remarked, O fool, neither dost s
How lightly | have fled beneath thy hand/

NO COWARD'S SONG

When it shall be, and whether in great pain
| shall rise up and fight the air for breath,
Or calmly wait the bursting of my brain.

I AM afraid to think about my death,

| am no coward who could seek in fear
A folk-lore solace or sweet Indian tales:
| know dead men are deaf and cannot hear
The singing of athousand nightingales.

| know dead men are blind and cannot se
Thefriend that shutsin horror their big eyes,
Andthey are witless— O, | 'd rather be

A living mouse than dead as a man dies.
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PILLAGE

I HEY will trample our gardens to mire, they will bury our

city in fire;
Our women await their desire, our children the clang of the
chain.
Our grave-eyedjudges and lords they will bind by the neck with
cords,

And harry with whips and swords till they perish of shame or pain,

And the great lapis lazuli dome where the gods of our race had a
home

Will bresk like a wave from the foam, and shred into fiery rain.

No more on the long summer days shall we walk in the meadow-
sweet ways

Wi th the teachers of music and phrase, and the masters of dance and
design.

No more when the trumpeter cdls shal we feadt in the white-light
hdls, .

For stayed are the soft footfalls of the moon-browed bearers of wine,

And lost are the satues of Kings and of Gods with great glorious
wings,

And an empire of beautiful things, and the lips of the love who was
mine.

We have vanished, but not into night, though our manhood we sold
to delight,

Neglecting the chances of fight, unfit for the spear and the bow.

We are dead, but our living was great: we are dumb, but a song of
our State

Will roam in the desert and wait, with its burden of long, long ago.

Till a scholar from sea-bright lands unearth from the years and the
sands

Some image with beautiful hands, and know what we want him to
know. '
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THE BALLAD OF ZACHO

(A Greek Legend)

A CH O the King rode out of old
(And truthiswhat | tell)
With saddle and spurs and a rein of gold
To find the door of Hell

And round around him surged the dead
With soft and lustrous eyes.

'Why came you here, old friend? they said:
"Unwise. . . unwise. . . unwise!

'Y ou should have left to the prince your son
Spurs and saddle and rein:

Y our bright and morning days are done;
Y ou ride not out again.'

'l came to greet my friends who fell
Sword-scattered from my sde;

And when I've drunk the wine of Hell
['ll out again and ride!"

But Charon rose and caught his hair
In fingers sharp and long.

'Loose me, old ferryman: play fair:
Try if my arm be strong.’

Thrice drave he hard on Charon's bress,
And struck him thrice to ground,

Till stranger ghosts came out o' the west
And st like gars around.
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And thrice old Charon rose up high
And sazed him as before.

'Loose me! abroken manaml,
And fight with you no more

'Zacho, aise, my homeis near;
| pray you walk with me:

I've hung my tent so full of fear
You well may sheke to sse

'Home to my home come they who fight,
Who fight but not to win:

Without, my tentisblack asnight,
And red as fire within.

"Though winds blow cold and | grow old,
My tent is fast and fair:

The pags are dead men's stout right arms,
The cords, their golden hair.'



PAVLOVA IN- LONDON

L1 STEN ED to the hunger-hearted clown,
Sadder than he: | heard awoman sing—
A tall dark woman in ascarlet gown —
And saw those golden toys the jugglers fling.
| found atawdry room and there st 1,
There angled for each murmur soft and strange,
The pavement-cries from darkness and below:
| watched the drinkers laugh, the lovers sigh,
And thought how little all theworld would change
If clowns were audience, and we the Show.

What starry music are they playing now?
What dancirig in this dreary theetre?
Who is she with the moon upon her brow,
Andwho thefire-foot god that follows her? —
Follows among those unbelieved-in trees
Back-shadowing in their parody of light
Across the little cardboard balustrade;
And we, like that poor Faun who pipes and flees,
Adore their beauty, hate it for too bright,
Andtremble, half inrapture, half afraid.

Play on, O furtive and heartbroken Faun!
What is your thin dull pipe for such as they?
| know you blinded by the leest white dawn,
And dare you face their quick and quivering Day?
Dareyou, like us, weak but undaunted men,
Reliant on some desthless spark in you
Turnyour dull eyes to what the gods desire,
Touch the light finger of your goddess, then
After a second's flash of gold and blue,
Drunken with that divinity, expire?
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O dance, Diana, dance, Endymion,
Till cam ancedtrd shadows lay their hands
Gently across mine eyes in days long gone
Have | not danced with gods in garden lands?
| too awild unsighted atom borne
Deep in the heart of some heroic boy
Span in the dance ten thousand years ago,
And while hisyoung eyes glittered in the morn
Something of me felt something of hisjoy,
And longed to rule abody, and to know.

Singer long dead and sweeter-lipped than |,
In whose proud line the soul-dark phrases burn,
Would you could praise their passoneae symmetry,
Who loved the colder shepes the Attic urn.
But your far song, my faint one, what are they,
And what their dance and faery thoughts and ours
Or night abloom with splendid dars and pae?
‘Tis an old story that sweet flowers decay,
And dreams, the noblest, die as soon as flowers,
And dancers, all the world of them, must fail.
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THE SENTIMENTALIST

HERE lies a photograph of you
Deep in a box of broken things.
This was the face | loved and knew
Five years ago, when life had wings,

Five years ago, when through a town
Of bright and soft and shadowy bowers
We walked and talked and trailed our gown
Regardless of the cinctured hours.

The precepts that we held | kept;
Proudly my ways with you | went:
We lived our dreams while others dept,
And did not shrink from sentiment.

Now | go Eagt and you stay West
And when between us Europe lies

| shall forget what | loved beg,
Away from lips and hands and eyes.

But we were Gods then: we were they
Who laughed at fools, believed in friends,
And drank to all that golden day
Before us, which this poem ends.
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DONJUAN INHELL

(FromBaudelaire)

HE night Don Juan came to pay his fes
To Charon, by the caverned water's shore,
A beggar, proud-eyed as Antisthenes,
Stretched out his knotted fingerson the oar.

Mournful, with drooping breagts and robes unsawn
The shgpes of women swayed in ebon skies,
Trailing behind himwith arestlessmoan
Like cattle herded for a sacrifice.

Here, grinning for hiswage, stood Sganarelle,
And here Don Luispointed, bent and dim,

To show the dead who lined the holes of Hell,
This was that impious son who mocked at him.

The hollow-eyed, the chagte Elviracame,
Trembling and veiled, to view her traitor spouse

Was it one last bright smile she thought to claim,
Such as made sweet the morning of his vows?

A great gone man rose like atower on board,
Stood at the helm and cleft the flood profound:
But the calm hero, leaning on his sword,
Gazed back, and would not offer onelook round.



THE BALLAD OF ISKANDER

Aflatun and Aristu and King | skander arePlato,
Aristotle, Alexander

L T AN Isander st him down

n his golden throne, in his golden crown,

nd shouted, 'Wine and flute-girlsthree,
And the Captain, ho! of my ships at sa'

He drank his bowl! of wine; he kept
Theflute-girlsdancing till they wept,
Praisad and kissad their painted lips,

And turned to the Captain of All his Ships

And cried, 'O Lord of my Ships that go
From the Pergan Gulf to the Pits of Snow,
. Inquirefor men unknown to man!'

Said Sultan Iskander of Yoonistan.

'‘Daroosh isdead, and | am King

Of Everywhere and Everything:

Y et leagues and leagues away for sure
Thelion-hearted dream of war.

"Admiral, | command you sail!

Take you a ship of slver mail,

And fifty sailors, young and bold,
And gadk provison desp in the hold,

'And sk out twenty men that know
All babe tongues which flaunt and flow;
And gay! Impress those learned two,
Old Aflatun, and Aristu,
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'And s your prow South-western ways
A thousand bright and dimpling days,
And find melion-hearted Lords

W ith breads to feed Our rusting swords.

The Captain of the Ships bowed low.
'Sr." hereplied, 'l will do !

And down he rode to the harbour mouth,
To choose a boat to carry him South.

And he launched a ship of slver mail,

Wi th fifty lads to hoig the sail,

And twenty wise — all tongues they knew,
And Aflatun, and Aristu.

There had not dawned the second day
But the dlittering galleon sailed away,
And through the night like one great bell
The marshalled armies sang far ewell.

In twenty days the slver ship

Had passd the Ide of Serendip,
And made the flat Araunian coeds
Inhabited, at noon, by Ghogs

In thirty days the ship was far
Beyond the land of Calcobar,
Where men drink Dead Men's Blood for wine,
And dye their beards alizarine.

But on the hundredth day there came
Storm with his windy wings aflame,
And drave them out to that Lone Sa
Whose shores are near Eternity.

* * %
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For seven years and seven years
Sailed those forgotten mariners,
Nor could they sy on ether hand
Thefaintex level of good red land.

Birds or fish they saw not one;

There swvam no ship besde their own,
And day-night long thelilied Deep
Lay round them, with itsflowersadem.

The beams began to warp and crack,
Theslver platesturned filthy black,
And drooping down on the carven rails
Hung those once lovely slken sals

And all the great ship's crew who were
Such noble lads to do and dare

Grew old and tired of the changdess ky
And laid them down on the deck to die.

And they who spake all tongues there be
Made anticswith solemnity,

Or dosdy huddled each to each

Talked ribald in aforeign gpesch.

And Aflatun and Aristu

Let their Beards grow, and their Beards grew
Round and about the mainmagt tree
Wherethey good ill, and watched the s

And day by day their Captain grey
Knelt on therotting poop to pray:
And yet despite ten thousand prayers
They saw no ship that was not thers.

* * *
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When thrice the seven years had pesssd
They sav aship, aship a last!
Untarnished glowed its silver mail,
Windless bellied its slken sail

With ashout the grizzled salors rose
Cursing the years of Sck repose,

And they who speke in tongues unknown
Gladly reverted to their own.

The Captain legpt and left his prayers
And hegened down the dust-dark dairs,
And taking to hand a brazen Whip

He woke to life the long dead ship.

And Aflatun and Aristu,

Who had no work that they could do,
Gazed a the dranger Ship and Sa

With their beards around the mainmadt tree.

Nearer and nearer the new boat came,

Till the hands cried out on the old ship's shame —
'Silken sal to aslver boat,

We too shone when we first s float!

Swifter and swifter the bright boat ped,

But the hands oeke thin like men long deed —
'How striking likethat boat werewe

Inthe days, sweet days, whenweput to sea.’

The ship all black and the ship all white
Met like the meeting of day and night,
Met, and there lay srene dark green
A twilight yard of the ssa between.

87



And the twenty maders of foreign spesch
Of every tongue they knew tried each;
Smiling, the slver Captain heard,

But shook his head and said no word.

Then Aflatun and Aristu

Addressd the slver Lord anew,
Speaking their language of Yoonistan
Like countrymen to a countryman.

~ And '"Whence,' they cried, 'O Sons of Pride,
Sail you the dark eternal tide?

Lieyour hallsto the South or North,

And who isthe King that sent you forth!'

'Welive, replied that Lord with a smile,

'A mile beyond the millionth mile.

We know not South and we know not North,
And SULTAN ISKANDER snt us forth.'

Said Aristu to Aflatun —

'Surely our King, despondent soon,
Has sent this sscond ship to find
Unconquered tracts of humankind.'

But Aflatun turned round on him
Laughing abitter laugh and grim.
'‘Alas’ he said, 'O Aristu,

A white weak thin old fool are you.

'And does yon silver Ship appear
As ghe had journeyed twenty year?
And has that slver Captain's face
A mortal or Immortal grace?
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‘Theirsistheland (ss well | know)
Where live the Shepes of Things Below
Theirsis the country where they keep
The Images men e in Sesp.

‘Theirsis the Land beyond the Door,
And theirs the old ided shore.

They ger our ship: behold our crew
Ideal, and our Captain too.

'And lo! beside that mainmast tree
Two tall and shining forms| s

And they are what we ought to be,
Y et we ae they, and they are we'’

He gpeke, and some young Zephyr stirred
The two ships touched: no sound wes heard,
The Black Ship crumbled into air;

Only the Phantom Ship was there.

And agret cry rang round the sky

Of glorious Sngers sweeping by,

And cam and fair on waves that shone
The Silver Ship salled on and on.



THE GOLDEN JOURNEY TO SAMARKAND

PROLOGUE

3 m & Ewhowithsongs beguile your pilgrimage
W And sweer that Beauty livesthough liliesde
We Poets of the proud old lineage
Who sing to find your hearts, we know not why, —

What shall we tell you? Taes, marvellous tdes
Of ships and dars and ides where good men reg,
Where nevermore the rose of sunsat paes,
And winds and shedows fall toward the West:

And there the world's first huge white-bearded kings
In dim glades deeping, murmur in their deep,
And closer round their breegts the ivy clings,
Cutting its pathway slow and red and deep.

And how beguile you? Death has no repose
Warmer and degper than that Orient sand

Which hides the beauty and bright faith of those
Who made the Golden Journey to Samarkand.

And now they wait and whiten peacesbly,

Those conquerors, those poets, those so fair:
They know time comes, not only you and I,

But thewhole world shall whiten, here or there;

When those long caravans that cross the plain
Wi th dauntless feet and sound of silver bells
Put forth no more for glory or for gain,
Take no more solace from the palm-girt wells.
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When the great markets by the ssa shut fast
Al that calm Sunday that goes on and on:
When even lovers find their peece at lagt,
And Earth is but a gar, that once had shone.

EPILOGUE
Atthe Gate of'the Sun, Bagdad, inoldentime

TheMerchants
(together)

WAY , for we aeready to aman!
A Our camds sniff the evening and are glad.
Lead on, O Magter of the Caravan:
Lead on the Merchant-Princes of Bagdad.

The Chief Draper
Have we not Indian carpets dark aswine,
Turbans and sashes gowns and bows and veils,
And broideries of intricate design,
And printed hangings in enormous beles?

The Chief Grocer
We have rose-candy, we have spikenard,
Mastic and terebinth and oil and spice,
And such sweet jams meticuloudly jarred
As God's own Prophet eds in Paradise
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ThePrincipal Jews
And we have manuscripts in peacock styles
By Ali of Damascus, we have swords
Engraved with storks and gpes and crocodiles,
And heavy beaten necklaces, for Lords.

TheMaster of the Caravan
But you are nothing but alot of Jews.

ThePrincipal Jews
Sir, even dogs have daylight, and we pay.

TheMaster of the Caravan
But who are ye in rags and rotten shoes,
Y ou dirty-bearded, blocking up theway?

The Pilgrims
We are the Pilgrims, master; we shal go
Always a little further: it may be
Beyond that last blue mountain barred with snow,
Across that angry or that glimmering s,

White on athrone or guarded in a cave
There lives a prophet who can understand
Why men were born: but surely we are brave,
Who make the Golden Journey to Samarkand.

The Chief Merchant
We gnaw the nail of hurry. Master, away!

One of the Women
O turn your eyes to where your children stand.
Is not Bagdad the beautiful? Ostay!
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The Mérchants
(inchorus)
We take the Golden Road to Samarkand.

An Old Man
Have you not girls and garlands in your homes,
Eunuchs and Syrian boys a your command?
Sek not excess God hateth him who roams!

The Merchants
(inchorus)
We make the Golden Journey to Samarkand.

APilgrimwith a Beautiful Voice
Swedt to ride forth at evening from the wells
When shadows peass gigantic on the sand,
And softly through the slence beet the bells
Along the Golden Road to Samarkand.

AMerchant
Wetravel not for trafficking done:
By hotter winds our fiery hearts are fanned:
For lusgt of knowing what should not be known
We make the Golden Journey to Samarkand.

TheMaster of the Caravan
Open the gate, O watchman of the night!

The Watchman
Ho, travellers, | open. For what land
Leave you the dim-moon city of ddight?
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The Merchants
(with a shout)
We make the Golden Journey to Samarkand.

(The Caravan passesthrough the gate)

The Watchman
(consoling thewomen)
What would ye, ladies? It was ever thus.
M en are unwise and curiously planned.

A Woman
They have their dreams, and do not think of us.
Voicesof the Caravan
(inthedistance, singing)
We make the Golden Journey to Samarkand.



GATES OF DAMASCUS

And four Grand Wardens, on their spearsreclining,
All day long stand like tall sone men
And dexp on the towers when the moon is shining.

FO U R great gates has the city of Damasous,

Thisisthesong of the East Gate Warden
When helocksthegreat gateand smokesin hisgarden.

Pogstern of Fate, the Desert Gate, Disaster's Cavern, Fort of Fear,
ThePortal of Bagdad am |, the Door way of Diar bekir.

The Persan Dawn with new desres may net the flushing mountain
Fires

But my gaunt buttress gtill rgects the suppliance of those mellow
fires.

Pass not beneath, O Caravan, or pass not singing. Havé'you heard
That slence where the birds are dead yet somethmg pipeth like a
bird?

Pass not beneath! Men say there blows in sony desrts still arose
But with no scarlet to her leef— and from whose heart no perfume
flows.

Wi ilt thou bloom red where he buds pale, thy sger ross? Wilt thou
not falil

W hen noonday flashes like a flail? L eave nightingale the caravan!
Passthén, pass all! 'Bagdad!" ye cry, and down the billows of blue

Ye beat the bell that beats to hell, and who shall thrust ye back?
Notl.
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The Sun who flashesthrough the head and paintsthe shadows green
andred, —
The Sun shall et thy fleshlessdead, O Caravan, O Caravan!

And one who licks hislips for thirst with fevered eyes shall face in
fear

The palms that wave, the dreams that burg, his lag mirage, O
Caravan!

And one—the bird-voiced Singing-man — shall fall behind thee,
Caravan!

And God shall meet him in the night, and he shall sng as bes he
can.

And one the Bedouin shall day, and one, sand-gricken on the way
Godark and blind; and oneshall ssy —'How lonely isthe Car avan!'

Pass out beneath, O Caravan, Doom's Caravan, Death's Caravan!
| had not told ye, fools, so much, save that | heard your Singing-
man.

Thiswassung by theWest Gate' skeeper
When heaven'shollow domegrew deeper.

| am the gate toward the seac O sailor men, pass out from me!
| hear you high on Lebanon, singing the marves of the sa.

The dfagon-green, the luminous, the dark, the serpent-haunted s,
. The snow-besprinkled ‘wine of earth, the white-and-blue-flower
foaming sa

Beyond the s are towns with towers, carved with lions and lily
flowers,
And not a soul in all those lonely greds to while away the hours.
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Beyond the towns, an isle where, bound, a naked giant bites the
ground: _

The shadow of a monstrous wing looms on his back: and still no
sound.

Beyond the ide arock that screams like madmen shouting in their
dreams,

From whose dark issues night and day blood crashes in a thousand
streams.

Beyond the rock is Restful Bay, where no wind breathes or ripple
stirs,
And there on Roman ships, they say, stand rows of metal mariners.

Beyond the bay in utmost West old Solomon the Jewish King
Sits with his beard upon his breast, and grips and guards his magic
ring:

Andwhenthat ring isstolen, hewill risein outraged majesty,
Andtakethe World upon hisback, and fling the W or| d beyond the
S5zl

Thisisthe song of the North Gates master,
Who singeth fast, but drinketh faster.

| am the gay Aleppo Gate: a dawn, adawn and thou art there:
Eat not thy heart with fear and care, O brother of the beast we hate!

Thou hast not many milesto tread, nor other foesthan fleasto dread;
Horns shall behold thy morning meal and Hama s thee sfe in bed.

Taketo Aleppo filigrane, and take them paste of apricots,
And coffee tables botched with pearl, and little beaten brassware
pots:
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And thou shat sdl thy wares for thrice the Damascene retailers®
price,
And buy afat Armenian dave who smelleth odorous and nice.

~ Some men of noble stock were made: some glory in the murder-
blade:
Some praise a Science or an Art, but | like honourable Trade!

Sell them the rotten, buy the ripe! Their heads are weak; their
pockets burn.
Aleppo men are mighty fools. Sdaam Aleikum! Sde return!

Thisisthe song of the South Gate Hol der,
Asilver man, hut hissongisolder.

| am the Gate that fears no fall: the Mihrab of Damascus wall,
The bridge of booming Sinai: the Arch of Allah all inall.

O spiritual pilgrim rise: the night has grown her single horn:
The voices of the souls unborn are half adream with Paradise.

To Meccah thou hagt turned in prayer with aching heart and eyes
that burn: .

Ah Hajji, whither wilt thou turn when thou art there, when thou
art there?

God be thy guide from camp to camp: God be thy shade from well
to well;

God grant beneath the desert dars thou hear the Prophet's camel
bell.

And God shall make thy body pure, and give thee knowledge to
endure
This ghost-life's piercing phantom-pain, and bring thee out to Life
again.
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And God shall make thy soul a Glass where eighteen thousand Aons

pass, ,
And thou shat s the gleaming Worlds. as men se dew upon the
grass

And son of Islam, it may be that thou shdt learn atjourney's end
Who walks thy garden eve on eve, and bows his head, and cdls
thee Friend.

YASMIN

A Ghazel

grace he throws

I I OW splendid in the morning glows thelily: with what
His supplication to the rose: do roses nod the head, Yasmin?

But when the silver dove descends | find the little flower of friends
Whose very name that sweetly ends | say when | have said, Y asmin.

The morning light is clear and cold: | dare not in that light behold
A whiter light, a degper gold, aglory too far shed, Yasmin.

But when the deep red eye of day islevel with the lone highway,
And some to Meccah turn to pray, and | toward thy bed, Yasmin;

Or when the wind beneath the moon isdrifting like a soul aswoon,
And harping planets talk love's tune with milky wings outspread,
Yasmin,
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Shower down thy love, O burning bright! For one night or the
other night

Will come the Gardener in white, and gathered flowers are dead,
Y asmin.

SAADABAD

Come with Nedim to Saadabad, my love, this silver morn:
| hear the boatmen singing from our caique on the Horn,
Waving cypress, waving cypress, let usgo to Saadabad!

LET us ded kindly with a heart of old by sorrow torn:

‘We shall watch the Sultan's fountains ripple, rumble, splash and rise

Over terraces of marble, under the blue balconies,

Leaping through the plaster dragon's hollow mouth and empty
eyes.

Waving cypress, waving cypress, let usgo to Saadabad.

Lie alittle to your mother: tell her you must out to pray,
And we'll slink along the dleys, thieves of all a summer day,
Down to the worn old watersteps, and then, my love, away
O my cypress, waving cypress, let usgo to Saadabad.

Youand I, and with us only some poor lover in a dream:
| and you — perhaps one minstrel who will sing beside the stream.
Ah Nedim will be the minstrel, and the lover be Nedim,
Waving cypress, waving cypress, when we go to Saadabad!
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Down the Horn Constantinople fades and flaghes in the blue,
Rose of cities dropping with the heavy summer's burning dew,
Fading now as fdls the Orient evening round the sky and you,
Fading into red and silver as we row to Saedabad.

Banish then, O Grecian eyes the passon of the waiting West!
Shal God's holy monks not enter on a day God knoweth best

To crown the Roman king again, and hang a cross upon his brees?
Daughter of the Golden Idands, come away to Seedabed.

And athousand swinging gegples shall begin as they began
When Heraclius rode home from the wrack of Ispahan,
Naked captives pulled behind him, double eeglesin the van —
But is that atae for lovers on the way to Sseddbed?

Rather now shall you remember how of old two such as we,
Y ou like her the laughing mistress of a poet, him or me,
Cameto find the flowery lawns that give the soul tranquillity:
L et the boatmen row no longer — for we land at Ssedabed,

Se you not that moon-dim caique with the lovers at the prow,

Straining eyes and aching lips, and touching hands as we do now,

See you not the turbaned shadows passng, whence? and moving,
how?

Are the ghogts of all the Modems floating down to Seedebed?

* % %

Broken fountains, phantom waters, nevermore to glide and gleam
From the dragon-mouth in plaster sung of old by old Nedim,
Beautiful and broken fountains, keep you still your Sultan's dream,
Or remember how his poet took a girl to Ssedabed?
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THE HAMMAM NAME
(Fromapoem by a Turkish Lady)

3 ma |INSOM E Torment rose from slumber, rubbed his eyes,
and went his way
i Down the sreet towards the Hammam.  Goodness
gracious! people say,
What-a handsome countenance! The Sun has risen twice to-day!
And as for the Undressing Room it quivered in dismay.
With the glory of his presence s the window panes perspire,
And the water in the basin boils and bubbles with desire.

Now hislovely cap istreated like alover: off it goes!

Next his belt the boy unbuckles, down it fdls, and at his toes
All the growing hegp of garments buds and blossoms like a rose.
Last of al his shirt came flying. Ah, | tremble to disclose

How the shell came off the ailmond, how the lily showed its face,
How | saw asilver mirror taken flashing from its case

He was gazed upon so hotly that his body grew too hot,

So the bathman seized the adorers and expelled them on the spot;

Then the desperate shampooer his propriety forgot,

Stumbled when he brought the pattens, fumbled when he tied a
knot,

And remarked when musky towels had obscured his idol's hips,

Se Love's Plenilune, Mashallah, in a partial eclipse!

Desperate the loofah wriggled: sogp was melted instantly:
A1 the bubble hearts were broken. Yes, for them aswell as me,
Bitterness was born of beauty; as for the shampooer, he
Fainted, till ajug of water s&t the Captive Reason free.
Happy bath! The baths of heaven cannot wash their spotted moon:
Y ou are doing well with thisone. Not aspot upon him soon!
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Now he leaves the luckless bath for fear of setting it alight;
Sazeson ayellow towel growing yellower infright,

Polishes the pearly surface till it burns disastrous bright,

And a bathroom window gshatters in amazement at the sight.
Like the fandies of a dreamer frail and soft his garments shine
Asherobesamirror body shapely as apoet'sline.

Now upon his cup of coffee s the lips of Beauty bent:

And they perfume him with incense and they sprinkle him with
soant,

Call him Bey and call him Pasha, and recelve with degp content

The gratuities he gives them, smiling and indifferent.

Out he goes the mirror drains to kiss her darling; out he goed

Since the flame is out, the water can but freeze

The water froze.

IN  PHAACIA

AD | that haze of streaming blue,
That s below, the summer faced,
I'd work and weave a dress for you
And knedl to dasp it round your wast,
And broider with those burning bright
Threads of the Sun acrossthe sg,
And bind it with the silver light
That waversin the olive tree.

Had | the gold that like ariver

Pours through our garden, eve by eve,
Our garden that goes on for ever

Out of theworld, aswe believe;
Had | that glory on the vine

That splendour soft on tower and town,
I'd forge a crown of that sunshine,

And bresk before your feat the crown.
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Through the great pinewood | have been
An hour before the lustre dies,
Nor have such forest-colours seen
As those that glimmer in your eyes
Ah, misty woodland, down whose desp
Andtwilight paths| loveto stroll
To meadows quieter than deep
And pools more secret than the soul!

Could | but sted that awful throne
Ablaze with dreams and songs and gas
Where sts Night, a man of stone,
On the frozen mountain spars
I'd cagt him down, for heisold,
And st my Lady thereto rule,
Gowned with silver, crowned with gold,
And in her eyes the forest pool.
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EPITHALAMION

| L E then, children, handin hand

right and white as the summer snow,

r that young King of the Grecian land,
Who smiled on Thetis, long ago, —
So long ago when, heart aflame,
The grave and gentle Pdeus came
To the shore where the halcyon flies
To wed the maiden of his devotion,
The dancing lady with sky-blue eyes,
Thetis, the darling of Paradise,
The daughter of old Ocean.
Ses before her rise and bresk,
Dolphinstumblein her wake
Along the sgpphire courses
With Tritons ablow on their pearly shels
With a plash of waves and a clash of bells
From the glimmering house where her Father dwells
She drives hiswhite-tail horses!
And the boys of heaven gowned and crowned,
Have Aphrodite to lead them round,
Aphroditewith hair unbound
Her silver bressts adorning.
Her long, her soft, her streaming hair,
Fdls on asilver breast laid bare
By the stir and swing of the sediit air
And the movement of the morning.



HYALI

Ztd Tuadl, oTd yardzio Ppéyo

Little brave sgter of the Sporades,
Hail and farewell! | pess and thou art gone,
So fad in fire the great boat bedts the ses

I SLAND in blue of summer floating on,

But slowly fade, soft Island! Ahto know
Thy town and who the gossps of thy town,

What flowersflashinthy meadows, what winds blow
Across thy mountain when the sun goes down.

There is thy market, where the fisher throws
His gleaming fish that gasp in the death-bright dawn:
And there thy Prince's house, painted old rose,
Beyond the olives, crownsits dope of lawn.

Andisthy Prince so rich that he displays

. At fedd board the flesh of shegp and kine?
Or dare he— summer days are long hot days—

Load up with Asian snow his Coan wine?

Behind arock, thy harbour, whence anoise
Of tarry sponge-boats hammered lustily:

Andfromthat little rock thy naked boys
Like burning arrows shower upon the ssa

And there by the old Greek chapel — there benesth
A thousand poppies that each sea-wind stirs

And cyclamen, ashonied and white as death,
Dwell deep in earth the elder idanders.

* Kk K
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Thy name | know not, Idand, but his name
| know, and why so proud thy mountain sands
Andwhat thy happy secret, and Who came
Drawing his painted galey up thy sands

For my Gods— Trident Godswho degp and pde
Swim in the Latmian Sound, have murmured thus:
"To such an idand came with a pompous sal
On his first voyage young Herodotus:!

Since then — tell me no tae how Romans built,
Szaoas plundered — or that bearded lords
Rowed by to fight for Venice, and here spilt
Their blood across the bay that kegps their swords.

That old Greek day was all thy history:
For that did Ocean poise thee as a flower.
Farewell: this boat atends not such as thee:
Farewell: | was thy lover for an hour!

Farewell! But | who cdl uponthy cakes

Am far like thee, — like thee, unknown and poor,
And yet my words ae music as thy waves

And like thy rocks shdl down through time endure.
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SANTORIN

(A Legend of the Axgean)

HO are you, Sa Lady,
And where in the ss are we?
| have too long been steering

By the flashes in your eyes.
Why drops the moonlight through my heart,
And why so quietly
Go the great engines of my boat
As if their souls were free?
'Oh ak me not, bold sailor;
Is not your ship a magic ship
-That sals without a sail:
Arenot thexeidesthe Ide of Gresce
And dust upon the s=?
But answer me three questions
And give me answers three.
What is your ship? 'A British.'
'And where may Britain be?
'‘Ohit lies north, dear lady;
[tisasmall country.'
'Yet you will know my lover
Though you live far away:
And you will whisper where he hes gone,
That lily boy to look upon,
And whiter than the spray.’
'How should | know your lover,
Lady of the s=?
‘Alexander, Alexander,
The King of the World was he.'
‘Weep not for him, dear lady,
But come aboard my ship.
So many years ago he died,
He's dead as dead can be!
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'O baze and brutal sailor
Toliethislieto me.

His mother was the foam-foot
Star-sparkling Aphrodite;

His father was Adonis

Who lives away in Lebanon,

In stony Lebanon, where blooms
His red anemone,

But where is Alexander,

The soldier Alexander,

My golden love of olden days
The King of the world and me?

Se sk into the moonlight
And the s was only sa

A SHIP, AN ISLE, A SCKLE MOON

SHIP, anide, asickle moon —
With few but with how splendid sars
The mirrors of the sa ae strewn
Between their silver bard

* k k

Anide besde an ide e lay,
The pae ship anchored in the bay,
While in the young moon's port of gold
A dar-ship— asthemirrorstold —
Put forth its great and lonely light
To the unreflecting Ocean, Night.
And still, a ship upon her sees
The ide and the idand cypressss
Went sailing on without the gale:
And still there moved the moon so pale,
A crescent ship without a sail!
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OAK AND OLIVE

HOU GH | was born a Londoner,
And bred in Gloucestershire,
| walked in Hellas years ago
Withfriendsin white attire:
And | remember how my soul

Drank wine as pure as fire.

And when | stand by Charing Cross
| can forget to hear

The crash of all those smoking wheels,
When those cold flutesand clear

Pipe with such fury down the Street,
My hands grow moist with fear.

And theré's ahall in Bloomsbury
No more | dare to tread,

For all the sone men shout a me
And swear they are not dead;
And once | touched abroken girl
And knew that marble bled.

But when | walk in Athens town
That swimsin dust and sun
Perverse, | think of London then
Where massve wQrk is done,
And with what sweep at Westminster
The rayless waters run.
no



| ponder how from Attic ssd
There grew an English tree,

How Byron like his heroes fell,
Fighting acountry free,

And Swinburne took from Shelley'slips
The kiss of Poetry.

And while our poets chanted Pan
Back to his pipes and power,

Great Verral, bending a his dek,
And searching hour on hour

Found out old gardens, where the wise
May pluck a Spartan flower.

When | go down the Gloucester lanes
My friends are desf and blind:

Fed asthey turn their foolish eyes
The Maanads legp behind,

And when | hear the firewinged fest,
They only hear the wind.

Have | not chesed the fluting Pen
Through Cranham's sober trees?
Have | not st on Panswick Hill
With a nymph upon my kness
And ge as rosy as the dawn,
And naked asthe breeze?

v

But when | liein Grecian fields,
Smothered in asphodd,
Or climb the blue and barren hills,
Or 9ng in woods that smell
With such hot oices of the South
Asmarinersmight sdl —
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Then my heart turnswhere no sun burns
Tolandsof glittering rain,

Tofiddsbeneath low-clouded skies
New-widowed of their grain,

And Autumn leaveslike blood and gold
That grew a Gloucester lane

v

Oh, well I know svegt Helas now,
And well | knew it then,

When | with garry ladswalked out —
But ah, for home again!

Was | not bred in Gloucesershire
One of the Englishmen!

BRUMANA

H <hall | never never be home again?
Meadows of England shining in therain
Soread wide your daised lawns your ramparts gren
With briar fortify, with blossom sremn
Till my far morning— and O dreamsthat dow
And pure and dexp through plains and playlands go,
For me your love and all your kingcups sore,
And — dark militia of the southern shore
Old fragrant friends— preservemethelag lines
Of that long saga which you sung me, pines
When, londly boy, beneath the chosen tree
| ligened, with my eyes upon the sa
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O traitor pines, you sang what life hes found
The fdsest of fair tales '

Earth blew a far-horn prelude all around,

That native music of her forest home,

While from the ses blue fields and syren ddes
Shadows and light noon-spectres of the foam
Riding the summer gdes

On aery viols plucked an idle sound.

Hearing you sing, O trees

Hearing you murmur, 'There are older ses
That beat on vagter sands,

Where the wise snalfish move their pearly towers
To carven rocks and sculptured promont'ries;’
Hearing you whisper, 'Lands

Where blaze the unimaginable flowers.

Beneath me in the valley waves the palm,
Beneath, beyond the valley, bresks the s5
Beneath me degp in mist and light and cam
Cities of Lebanon, dream-shadow-dim,

Where Kings of Tyre and Kings of Tyredid rule..

In ancient daysin endess dynasty.
And al around the snowy mountains swim
Like mighty swans afloa in heaven's pool.

But | will walk upon the wooded hill

Where dands a grove, O pines, of Sser pines,
And when the downy twilight droops her wing
And no sa glimmers and no mountain shines
My heart shdll listen still.

For pines are gossip pines the wide world through
And full of runic tdesto sigh or sing.

‘Tis ever sweet through pines to se the sky
Mantling a desper gold or darker blue.
‘Tisever svegttolie

On the dry carpet of the nesdles brown,
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And though the fanciful greenlizard stir
And windy odourslight as thistledown
Bresthe from the lavdanon and lavender,
Half to forget the wandering and pain,

Half to remember days that have gone by,
And dream and dream that | am home again!

AREIYA

This house of brown gtone built for usto deg therein;
Those blossoms haunt the rocks that we should s and smell;
Those old rocks bresk the hill that we the heights should win.

I HI S place was formed divine for love and usto dwell;

Those heights survey the s that there our thoughts should sall
Up the geep wall of wave to touch the Syrian sky:

For us that sky at eve fedes out of purple pae,
Pde as the mountain mists benesth our house that lie.

In front of our small house are brown stone arches three;
Behindit, thelow porchwhereall thejasminegrows,

Beyondit, red and green, the gay pomegranate tree;
Aroundit, like love's arms, the summer and the rose.

Withinit s and wrote in minutes soft and few
Thisworst and best of songs, onewho lovesit, and you.
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BRYAN OF BRITTANY

OSES ae golden or white or red

. /And green or grey for a s,

But theloveliest girl alive, men sad,
Was Bryan of Brittany.

Court or courtier never a one
Had Bryan the farmer's lass

Her glorious hair was goread in the sun
And her feet were dewed in the grass

Evening opened aflower in the skies
And shut the others adesp:

Home she cane with the West in her eyes
Driving her silver sheep.

'O Mother, say, and brothers seven,
What guests are these we have

With beards as white as the snow of heaven
And their dark faes grave?

'‘But are they merchants from the towns
Or ceptains from the sg,

These that are clothed in crimson gowns,
And bow to the earth to me?

'O kissme, Bryan, and take the ring:
Kiss me good-bye, my daughter:
You'reto marry acrowned king
In Babylon over the water.'

Golden hair asthe gold of arose
Had Bryan of Brittany,
And her bregts were white as the foam, and the light
Of her eyes was the light of the s
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~ 'What shall | doin Babylon
A crowned king to kegp?

I'll not leaveyou and my brother John
And my flock of slver shep!

'Ah, Bryan, bravely spoken,
And bravely, dear, you ek,

Not to leave me heart-broken
And mother old and wesk.'

Said Jamestheddest brother,
With his degp black eyes ablaze,

'They bring us gold, O mother,
And jeweswith red rays'

And John, the younges brother,
Whose eyes were bright and blue,
Said, 'Let her go, my mother:
[l bring her back to you.'

'‘Swear by Chrid's love, then, my son John,
That when | fed the pain

You'll go to leafy Babylon
And bring her back again.'

'‘By Chrigt upon the Cross who bled
And the seventy saintsat Rome,
I'Il go thereliving or go there dead,

And bring my sge home'

It fel the mother had not sem
A soond Whitsuntide
Snce Bryan saled, a Perdan Queen,
When her ssven sns all died.
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'O fdse and fathless, my son John,
And traitor in your tomb:

Who now will go to Babylon,
And bring me Bryan home? —

‘Whose hair is the golden gold of a rosg,
And red rose lips hes she,

And her breeds are as white as the foam, and the light
Of her eyes is the light of the s’

It chanced a summer night so fair,
A night so fair and calm,

Bryan was combing her beautiful hair
In the moon, beneath a palm.

And gently sounded through the skies
Slow bells of Babylon,

When there came one with bright blue eyes
And the face of her brother John.

‘Bryan, away from Babylon:
Our mother wesps to-night!’
'How tall you are, my brother John,
And your blue eyes how bright!’

'‘Oh, | am tall enough to stand
And eyed enough to s

And we'll go round by way of the land
From here to Brittany.'

Days went on and the road went on
And siesbrought paler skies —
"Y ou never degp, my brother John,
Y ou never doseyour eyes!
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'O Bryan, sgter, do not fear,
AndBryan, do not weep:

Before | came to find you, desr,
| had enough of dep!

Days went on and the road went on,
And dasto pae or shine —

"Y ou never edat, my brother John,
Nor drink adrop of wine.'

'Fear not, dear girl: though long our road
So great astrength is mine,

For | have eaten holy food,
And drunk a scented wine.'

A month and a year and a day had gone,
They came to a sweet country:

O the silver dhedes of the forest glades
Of Bryan's Brittany!

- And thelittle birds began to talk
Invoicesfaintly human: —

'Who ever saw a dead man walk
Besde arosy woman?

'O brother, listen to the birds
Chattering all together!’

'The talk of the birds is feather words
And lighter than afeather.

'‘Open, mother, to your son John
And open to your daughter:
| bring you Bryan from Babylon,
From Babylon over the water.
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'And her hair is the golden gold of arose,
And her lips as thered rose tree,

And her bresgts are as white as the foam, and thelight
Of her eyesisthelight of the sa

'‘But | must back and over the hill,
And Bryan must over the s,
Andyou, old mother, who sit quitestill,
Must over the hill with me!

DON JUAN DECLAIMS

AM Don Juan, curst from age to age
By priestly tract and sentimental stage:
Branded a villain or believed a fool,
Battered by hatred, seered by ridicule,
Nobleon earth, all but akinginHell,
I anDon Juanwith atdetotell.

Hot leapt the dawn from degp Plutonian fires
Andranlikeblood among thetwinkling spires.
The market quickened: carts came rattling down:
Good human music roared about the town,
'‘And come,’ they cried, 'and buy the best of Spain's
Great fireskinned fruitswith cold and streaming veing!
Others, 'The man who'd make alordly dish,
Would buy my speckled or my silver fish.'

And some, 'l gtitch you raiment to the rule!”

And some, 'l sl you attar of Stamboul!'

'‘And | have lapis for your love to wesr,

Pearls for her neck and amber for her hair.'

Death hasits gleam. They swing before me still,

The shgpes and sounds and colours of Seville!
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For therel learnt to love the plot, the fight,
The make's cloak, the ladder s for flight,
The gern pursuit, the rapier's glint of death,
The soent of garlit roses beauty's breath,
The musc and the passon and the prize,
Aragon lipsand Andalusan eyes
This day a democrat | sooured the town;
Courting, the next, | brought a princess down:
Now in some lady's pandled chamber hid
Achieved what love approves and laws forbid,
Now walked and whistled round the degpy farms
And daspaed a Dulcineain my arms.

| was the true, the grand idealist:
My light could pierce the pretty golden mist
That hides from common souls the Sarrier dimes
| loved as small men do ten-thousand times:
Rose to the blue triumphant, curved my bow,
S high the mark and brought an angd low,
And lacad with that brave body and shining soul
Learnt how to live, then learnt to love the whole.
And | first brokethat jungledark and dens
Which hides the slver house of Commonsense,
And disspated that dissgrouslie
Which makes a god of duffless Unity,
And drave the dark behind me, and revealed
A Pagan sunrise on a Chrigtian fidd.

My legend tdls how once, by passon moved,
| dew thefather of agirl | loved,
Then summoned — likean old and hardened snner —
The brand-new datue of the dead to dinner.
My ribald guess with Spanish wine aflame,
Were mod delighted when the Satue came,
Bowed to the party, made a little gpeacth,
And bore me off beyond their human reach.
Well, priexs mug flourish and the truth mug pale
A very pious, entertaining tale.
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But thisbelieve. | struck aringing blow
At sour Authority's ancedtrd show,
And stirred the sawdust understuffing all
The sceptred or the surpliced ritual.
| willed my happiness, kept bright and brave
My thoughts and desds this sde the accursed grave:
Life was a ten-course banquet after all,
And negtly rounded by my funeral.
'Pdle guest, why strip the roses from your brow?
We hope to feed till morning." "Who knocks now?
‘Twelve of the clock, Don Juan.' In came he,
That shining, tall and cold Authority,
Whost marble lips smile down on lips that pray,
And took my hand, and | was led away.

THE PAINTERS MISTRESS

ND still you paint, and still | sand

A White and erect, the dassic pos
And still, asoft-winged beg, your hand

Moves comrade of a glance that flows

Over my body likelove's tide:
And still the pale noon-shadows glide.

And still | hear eech sound that fals,
The wood that garts in the sun's hest,
The mouse agtir among the walls,
While down the summer-smitten sreet
A cartrollslonely on: the hush
Tightens: | hear the flickering brush.
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So with sweet pain for hour on hour
| to your dark and roving eyes
Abandon more than Love had power
To offer, in Love's mysteries:
Y ou s me with the deeper sight,
Velled in faint air and gemmed with light.

So shall the gaze of the soul-deep lover
Guide where the sunray darts and swims

Down from the shoulders: still discover
Therose and iris of these limbs,

L ow flames that haunt the curve and fold

Andin dark hollow tresses, gold.

IN  HOSPITAL

OUL DI might lielikethis, without the pain,
. For seven years— as one with snowy hair,
. Whointhe hightower dreamshisdying reign —

Lie here and watch the walls— how grey and bare,
The metal bed-post, the uncoloured screen,
The mat, the jug, the cupboard, and the chair;

And served by an old woman, calm and clean,
Her misted face familiar, yet unknown,
Who comes in slence, and departs unseen,

Andwith no other visit, lie aone,
Nor stir, except | had my food to find
Inthat dull bow! Diogenes might own.

And down my window | would draw the blind,
And never look without, but, waiting, hear
A noise of rain, awhistling of thewind,
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And only know that flame-foot Spring is near
By trilling birds, or by the patch of sun
Crouching behind my curtains. So, in fear,

Noon-dreahs should enter, softly, one by one,
And throng about the floor, and float and play
Andflicker onthe screen, while minutesrun —

The last mgestic minutes of the day —
And with the mystic shadows, Shadow grow.
Then the grey square of wall should fade away,

And glow again, and open, and disclose
The shimmering lake in which the planets swim,
And all that lake a dewdrop on arose.

TAOPING

CROSS the vagt blue-shadow-sweeping plain
The gathered armies darken through the grain,
Swinging curved swords and dragon-scul ptured spears,
Footmen, and tiger-hearted cavaliers.
Them Government (whose fragrance Poets sing)
Hath bidden bresk the rebels of Taoping,
And fire and fell the monstrous fort of fools
Who dream that men may dare the deathless rules.
Whom dire example even now can show
Where high before the Van, in triple row,
First fiery blossom of rebellion'stree,
Twelve spear-stemmed heeds are dripping silently.
(On evil day you sought, O ashen lips,
The kiss of women from our town of ships,
Nor ever dreamt, O spies, of faser gies,
The poppied cup and passion-mocking eyes)
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By these grim civil trophies undismayed,

In lacquered panoplies the chiefs parade.

Behind, the plain's floor rocks: the armies come:
Theroseround lips blow battle horns: the drum
Booms oriental measure. Earth exults.

And il behind, the tottering catapults

Pulled by dow daves, grey backs with crimson lines,
Roll resolutdy west. And still behind,

Down the canal's hibiscus-shaded marge

The glossy mules draw on the cedar barge,

Railed slver, blue-silk-curtained, which within
Bearsthe Commander, theold Mandarin,

W ho never left his palace gates before,

But hath grown blind reading great books on war .

Now level on the land and cloudless red

The sun'sslow circle dips towar d the dead.
Night-hunted, all the monstrousflagsare furled:
TheArmieshalt, and round them haltstheWor Id.
A phantom wind fliesout among therice;

Hush turnsthetwin horizonsin her vice;

Air thickens: earth is pressed upon earth's core.
The cedar barge swings gently to the shore
Among her silver shadows and the swans

The blind old man s#s down his pipe of bronze.
The long whips cea2  The daves dacken the chain.
The gaunt-towered engines gace the slent plain.
The hogtslike men held in afrozen dream

Stiffen. The breastplates drink the scarlet gleam.
But the Twelve Heads with shining sockets stare
Further and further West. Havethey seen there,
Black on blood's ssa and huger than Death's wing,
Their cannon-bowelle' dfortressof Taoping?
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VIRGIL'S ZANEID: BOOK VI

(11.1-1)
EARFUL hegake then dravethefleet along:
At length to Cumae, by Euboeans raised,
They gliding came s prows to face the s,
Struck dep the anchar's subborn tooth, fesooned
Its harbour with the svesp of curved array.
Then leap the young ashare with flashing souls
(Arenot the sndsHesperian?): they srike
_Flints for ther veinshot s, or they dray
With deavesome axe unhoming furry besds
Or shew on what tragks water may be found.

But this meanwhile god-fearing At
Saks the gapped cave where high Apollo regns
And hisdire Sbyl murmurstruth of doom,

Mind and soul breathed on by the god-inspired
Toflash out prophecies They have come near
Diana's garden and her golden fane.

Dagddus oncg, Minoan reaimsto flee—
Bravewith great swooping wingsto swim the ky —
Sered ablind journey tothewindy North
Till his grange shadows darkened Cumags rock.
He, then alighting, thereto Earth returned,

To Phoebus sacrificed those oars his wings.

* * * ok

(11.264-547)
Gads of the ghostly Empire and ye shades
So 4till, Chaos and Phlegethon 0 ill
With leagues of night around you, me empower
Heard talesto tell: mewith high aid empower
Earth's degp-embowelled ssxret to betray!

! Author's Note—! have, of course, tried to trandate the sound of the thing
rather than the text—of, my trandation of 'armatuY, 1. 388, and of 'noctemque
profundam’, 1. 462.
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They went obscure in lowering lone night
Throughlodgesof King Dis, untenanted, —
Fedurdess lands. Thus goes a forest pathway
Benesth the curgt light of the wav'ring moon,
When Jove has gloomed the sky, and pitchy dark
Uncoloured all theworld. InHell'sfirst reach
Fronting the very vedtibule of Orcus
Griefs and the Cares have st their couches down, —
The vengeful Cares. There pae Diseesss dwell,
Sad Eld and Fear and loathsome Poverty
AndHunger, that bad counsellor — dire shgpes—
And Death and Toil, and Sep brother of Death
And soul-corrupting joys. Opposed he viewed
War the grest murderer, and those sed bowers
The Furies deck for bridal, and Discord
Daft, with blood-ribbons on her serpent hair.

But straight in, front a huge black knotted elm
Stood branching: here, they say, the Vain Dreams roost; -
Theré's not aleaf without one stuck behind!
Next he saw twisted beegts of the old tdes
Centaurs were stabled a the gates. Scyllas
Soread their twin shegpes Briareus his hundred arms.
And Lernds beast behold hissing out fear,
Chimeeratoo, who fights withfire, and Gorgons,
AndHarpies, and ashedewith atripleform!
Such was the horror seized Aness then
He made to meet their onset with cold sted,
And had th' instructed Sibyl not advised
That these were gossamer vitalities
Flitting in duffless mockery of form,

He'd have legpt on and lashed the empty air.

Hence leads aroad to Acheron, vast flood
Of thick and redless slime: all that foul ooze
It belches in Cocytus. Here kegps watch
That wild and filthy pilot of the marsh
Charon, from whose rugged old chin trails down
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The hoary beard of centuries: his eyes

Arefixed, but flame. His grimy cloak hangs loose
Rough-knotted at the shoulder: his own hands
Pole on the boat, or tend the sail that wafts

His disma skiff and its fell freight aong.

Ah, heisold, but with that toughening eld

That spesks his godhead! To the bank and him
All agreat multitude came pouring down,
Brothers and husbands, and the proud-souled heroes
Life's labour done: and boys and unwed maidens
And theyoung men by whose flame-funera
Parents had wept. Many as leaves that fall

" Gently in autumn when the shap cold comes

Or al the birds that flock at the turn o' the year
Over the oceen to the lands of light.

They stood and prayed esch one to be fird taken:
They dretched their hands for love of the other Sde,
But the grim sallor takes now these, now those:
And some he drives a disance from the shore.
Aess moved and marvelling at this stir

Cried — 'O chege Sibyl tell mewhy thisthrong
That rushes to the river? What desre’

Have all these phantoms? and what rule's award
Drives these back from the marge, lets those go over
Sweeping thelivid shdlowswith the oar?

The old prietess replied in a few words,

'Son of Anchises of true blood divine,

Behold the degp Cocytus and dim Styx

By whom the high gods feer to sweer in vain.
This shiftless crowd all is unsepulchred:

The boatman there is Charon: those who embark
The buried. None may leave this beach of horror
To awss the growling sream before that hour
That hides their white bores in a quiet tomb.

A hundred years they flutter round these shores
Then they may cross the waters long desired.’
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/AEness sopped and good there heavily
Thoughtful and sed for thisunfair decrea
Woretched for lack of spulchre he ssw
Leucaspis and the Lycian convoy's chief
Orontes. They left Troy with rodgh sa
And log ther shipsand crew to the south-west wind.

Theretoo did roam the pilot Palinurus,

Who gexring up from Libya by thedars
Had fallen from the gern a few days snce
Deegp in thewave. So girt with gloom good he
Thehero sarce could sse— but seaing, hecried: —
"Thee, Palinurus, what rdentless god
Torefrom our loveto drown theein mid main?
Say, for Apollo never yet found fase
Decaved me here in mystic song foretelling
That sfe axross the waters thou shoulds come
Totread Italian soil. Isthiskept promiss?
But he — 'Captain, the Tripod sang nolies
Nor wast a god that flung me to the waves,
But whilst | geered, the chance of a sharp shock
So wrenched the gear entrugted to my hands
That clinging fas | was swept overboard
Tiller and all. Witness, O pasionate waves,
Lessdid | fear my peril than the ship's
Which now dismantled and its pilot gone
Rode at the mercy of the bristling swell.
Threewinter nights arasstheinfinite sa
Thedrong South bore me, piling up the waves,
But thefourth morning from abillow's crest
| saw the diffs of Italy and swam
Landwards dowly. For now was danger pegt
Had not a crud folk come on with svords
Asweighted by my dripping dathes | dutched
A broken rock'ssummit with crooked hand,
And deamed me— brutes— a prize. Soort of the waves
I's Palinurus now, and the winds whirl him
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All up and down the shore. By thekind light

And spadous air | pray thee: by the Sire

And young lulus growing fair and tall

Defet my woes, unconquerable man!

Either cag earth upon me — as thou mayst

To Veline harbour steering, or maybe

If therdsaway — thy mother wasdivine

And much it nesdeth the god's help to float

On such grand rivers and the Stygian mere—

Hold out thy land to one who isin sorrow,

Bear me axross the wave ! So shdl | know

At lesgt of Degth the quiet and the home.'

He spake the Sibyl answered: 'Palinurus,

What dread desre is thine? Wouldst thou attempt,

Unburied, waves of Styx and that stern Sream

The Furies haunt? Wouldst thou gpproach that shore

And have no mandate? Dost thou hope to melt

Fae with a prayer? But listen and take heart

For al the people of the cities round

Driven forth by omens dire from the high heaven

Shal honour thy remains and raise a tomb

And on thy tomb shall al due rites perform

And all that place for evermore shall keep

The name of Palinurus.” As she goeke

His trouble cessad: a while from his sd heart

Grief flies. Heis glad the land should bear his name.
S path pursuing they approached the sream

Whom soon the salor of the Stygian wave

Saw pess the sllent wood and ssek the marge

And hailed censorious — "Thou who walkest down

Clashing thy armour by our dreams of Hell,

Spek thy intent: there on thy road gand still!

Here lies the land of shadow dream and night,

And no warm flesh may ride on Stygian keel.

" Smal joy had | admitting to this mere

Hercules or those victor sons of Heaven
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Peirithoos and Theseus. Hercules
Chained with bare hands the dog of Tartarus
And dragged him from the throne quaking: they came
To rape our migress from the bed of Dis.'
"We spin no snares,’ the Amphrysian sharp replied:
'Be soothed, no violence these arms portend.
L et the huge Janitor's eterna cry
Still from his cave confound the bloodless ghosts,
And Proserpine unravished still attend
Her kinsman's threshold. Aneas of Troy,
Famed dutiful and fearless, here descends
To embrace his father in your pits of gloom.
If high devotion spdls thee nought, this bough
(She drew it from her breast) may move thee still.'

Calm sank the heart but now swoln out with rage:
With noword more, eyeing that ancient bough,
Doom's symbol, after ages seen again,
Turned he his caerule prow and made the shore.
Thence other souls who sat aong the dunes
He drave, and let his gangway down, and took
The huge Aneasin his patchéd punt,
Which groaned o'ercargoed; and through many a crack
Oozed up the mere: yet sffe across the stream
Sibyl and soldier did he row, and beached
On the green formless dime of the other side.

Cerberus here snds ringing through his realm
A triple-throated howling, couched, immune,
With cavern for akennel. The Priestess,
Seaing his dragon necks stiffen to strike,
A cake of honey and bemusing herbs
Tossad him. Three maws the ravening monster spread,
Sngpped it in air, and all his hugesome bulk
Uncoiled and sprawled and stretched across the cave.
/Aeneas down the brute-unwardened path
Quick pace pursues. Behind him liesthe stream
Whose waves whisper no whisper of return.
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Now cries are heard, and thin abundant wind:
All down Hell's forecourt weep the Infant Souls,
Whom shadess of life's shining dower, Doom
Tore from the breest and whelmed in Degth's shap wave,
Near, men judged out of life by fdse decree
They have their urn, their Umpire, these abodes
‘Tis Minos draws the lots, he who may call
The council of the silent: he who reads
Grand arbiter, the histories of men.

And next them flit the Sad Ones who prepared
With their rash hands their own extinction's cup
. And flung their souls on dark to spite the day.
Ah could they, could they back to the bright sky
What years would they not beer of toil or pain!
Law bars them fast: the meré's grim loveess wave
Bounds their domain: Styx nine times interfused
Imprisons. Here the Broken-hearted Felds
Roll out to the horizon. Such their name,
Here those whom Love remorsdess and unkind
Devoured by dissolution, walk in peece
Down secret byways of a myrtle forest.
Here Pheedra, Procris and sd Eriphyle
He saw, whom her fierce son had wounded sore,
Pasphee, Evadne: in their train
Laodamia, and that once a boy
Now woman, Caeneus thus reshgped by doom.
Among them one love-pierced not long ago —
Dido of Cathage roamed the tall grove through
Whom when Troy's hero drawing near beheld
Gliding through murk and shadow, as one s&s
Or dreams to s through clouds the thin new moon,
He wept, calling her withalover'scry: —
'‘Dido ill-starred, but was it truth they told me,
Thy fate — the sdf-sought ending by the sword?
To death | brought thee. O by the dars| swear
By the high gods and by all faith that holds
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In Earth's black core, unwilling, O my queen,

Sailed | away from Carthage. But the gods

They who now send me through this shadow world,

Theselands so far, this oceanic night,

Drave me with uncharitable command

Nor could | dream sorrow as sharp as that

Should wait on my departure. But gay, Say!

| do not pass so soon: whom dogt thou fleg?

Fate grants me thus to hail thee the lag time!'

So tried Aneas through his tears to aslage

That shy wild spirit glancing round in fear:

But she looked down, turning her face asde

A face as unresponsive to appesal

Asahard flint or a high marble mountain.

Then darting back, down the dark grove de flies

Unfriendly, where Schaaus her old pouse

His gentlenesslove s proxy, tends her ill.

AEnees, victim of a chance unfair

Still follows, wegps, and pities as e flies

But now, their journey's settled path pursuing,

On to the ultimate soret fiedds they move,

Where walk the mighty Captains. Tydeus here

He saw, and Parthengpaeus warrior bold,

And one that ssamed Adrastus, and o0 pale,

And all the war-mown Trojans, for whose fate

Quch tears had been shed in the face of heaven.

Rank upon rank he, sorrowful, saw them, —

Glaucus and Medon and Therslochus,

Antenor's son and Polyphoetes, vowed

Demeter's, and il armed, ill charioted

Idaeus Right and left the Spirits crowd

To ther eyes fedtival, to dally pleasad,

Ox gep besde, or ak him all histale.

But when the Danaan phalanx and great hods

Of Agamemnon saw a Man and Arms

That flashed among the shadows terrible fear
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S them aquiver: as to the ships of old

Some turned to flee: some rased alittle cry,

So thin its echoes mocked their gaping mouths.
Here sav he Priam's son, Deiphobus,

Withall his body rent, al hisface torn

And both his hands, and ravaged ealess head,

And cut nostrils— dishonourable wounds.

Y et could he recognize the quaking ghost

That grove to veil the horror of its face

And cdled himin the voice he could well know: —

'Deiphobus, Hero of old Trojan blood,

Who willed you this vile punishment? To whom

Weas power againd you given? Rumour told me

On that last night how on a tower of dead,

Weary with daughter of the Gresks, you lay

Prone. It was | then raised on Rhaetian shore

The empty mound and thrice with aloud cry

Summoned thy wraith. Arms and a name preserve

That place— but thee, dear friend, | could not find

To bury €er | Ieft my native land.'

But Priam's son: — 'Friend, what couldst thou do more?

Thou hegt paid every due to degth and me.

But me my degtiny true the Sin

Of that Shemurderess of Spartan brood

Whelmed in these woes:. these are her monuments.

How in deceitful plessure that lagt night

We spent, well dogt thou know, too well must know, —

When with a legp o'er degp-goned Pergamon

Pregnant with soldiery, the fatal horse

Its bristling burden flung. She e it wes

With traitor dance led round our Phrygian dames

Thewild Evoe proclaiming! A hugetorch

She shook above the revel, which did call

The Daneans from Troy Tower. | heavily

Sept the meanwhile on couch of doom, and me

Deep honied quiet, miming Degth's own peece,
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Thralled. And my dear spouse, busy all the while,

Strips the house bare of arms: and my good sword's

No longer at my pillow. "Ready now!

In Menelaus! Every door's gjar!"

Thiswas her great gift to her old lover,

And this her scheme for hushing up old tales!

Quick to the endnow! They break in my door,

With them Ulysses, Crime's High Advocate,

Gods, load this on the Greeks — if the good man

Who cries down vengeance be a good man stil !

But thee alive what hap —tell in thy turn—

Brought here? Dost come a plaything of the wave

By traveller's chence? Or at the hest divine?

What fate's oppression draws thee to these homes

Where no sun shines nor any view stands clear?
But while they talked, across the pole of heaven

Had swept the Charioteer who drives from Dawn,

And dalliance had soon eaten up the dole

Of time allotted: so the Sibyl warned —

'Down comes the night, Aneas: all too fast

We weep the hours away. Here splits the road,

Right, to the foot of the big walls of Dis,

But the left leads the damned to their desarts

Inimpious Tartary." 'But chide no more,’

Replied Deiphobus: 'l will return:

My placeisin theroll-call of the Dead,

Go, Splendour of our Story: grace be thine

Beyond our measure’ And he turned away.
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THE DYING PATRIOT

AY bregks on England down the Kentish hills,
Singing in the silence of the meadow-footing rills,
Day of my dreams, O day!
| saw them march from Dover, long ago,
With aslver aross before them, singing low,

Monks of Romefrom their homewhere the blue ss bregk in foam,
Augustine with hisfeet of snow.

Noon grikes on England, noon on Oxford town,
— Beauty e was gaue cold — there's blood upon her gown:
Noon of my dreams, O noon!
Proud and godly kings had built her, long ago,
With her towers and tombs and Satues all arow,
Withher fair and floral air and the love that lingersthere,
And the drests where the grest men go.

Evening on the olden, the golden s of Wales,
When thefirst dar shivers and the last wave paes.
O evening dreamd
There's ahouse that Britonswalked in, long ago,
Where now the springs of ocean fall and flow,
And the dead robed in red and searlilies overhead
Sway when the long winds blow.

Sep not, my country: though night is here, &ar

Y our children of the morning are clamorous for war:

Fire in the night, O dreamd
Though ghe send you as e st you, long ago,
South to desert, eadt to oceen, west to snow,

West of these out to ss colder than the Hebrides | must go
Where the fleet of sars is anchored and the young Star-captains:

glow.



A SACRED DIALOGUE
(Christmas 1912)

HE dlver Bishop of Bethlehem,
A dexdlate Turkish town,
Foeskswith a hape each Chrigmas day
That floatsto music down.

TheBishop of Bethlehem
Peace and goodwill, Son of the King!
Thy Birthday and Thy Star!

Christ
Peace and goodwill the world may sng:
But we shall talk of war!

How fare my armies of the North?

TheBishop
They wait victorious pesoce,
All the high forts of Macedon
Fly the proud flag 6f Gresce

Christ
Then surdy on that Eagern dome
TheAllies aossisgleaming,
Redeemed my loved and andient home!*

TheBishop
Ah; it ill waits redeeming!

Christ
Still waits— Five hundred years and till
My soldierswait — so long?

TheBishop _
Thou hag Fates soeptre " What thy will
Dooms could split earth, thou Strong!
1 st Sophia.
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Christ
My nations are sed towers built tall,
Shepherd of Bethlehem,
Tell none this M oslem cracked stone wall
Ismorethan jest for them?

Y et Islam oft would strip and slay
Christian woman and child,

And Europe fead that Christmas day
A coward reconciled.

Y et some day o'er Pamphylian waves
Shall Byzant chants be ringing,

And rose-crowned hermits leave their caves
And sail to Patmos singing;

Some day Nicea's pool again
Shall bear the creed of theWorld,
And that day crashing from my fane
Shall that horned moon be hurled.

Then some deep-faithed Priest will shout:
Oh, ce=ye bdls forlorn,

We have forgotten Jerusalem
And the land where He was bor n!

Then the black cannons of the Lord
Shall wake crusading ghosts
Andthe Milky Way shall swinglike asword
When Jerusalem vomitsits horde |
On the Christmas day preferred of the Lord,
The Chrigmas day of the Hosts!

Note by the Author. — Originally written for Christmas 1912, and
referring to the first Balkan War, this poem contains in the lag
spesch of Christ wordsthat ring like a prophecy of events that may
occur very soon.

December 1914
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THE OLD &HIPS

HA 'V E ssm old ships sail like swans adegp
Beyond the village which men still call Tyre,
With leaden age o'ercargoed, dipping degp

For Famagusta and the hidden sun

That ringsblack Cypruswith alake of fire;
And all those shipswere certainly so old

Who knows how oft with squat and noisy gun,
Questing brown daves or Syrian oranges,

The pirates Genoee

Hell-raked them till they rolled

Blood, water, fruit and corpses up the hold.
But now through friendly ses they softly run,
Painted the mid-sea blue or shore:sea green,
Still patterned with the vine and grapesin gold.

But | have ssen,

Pointing her shapdy shedows from the dawn
And image tumbled on a rose-swept bay,

A drowsy ship of some yet older day;

And, wonder's breath indrawn,

Thought I — who knows — who knows— but in that same
(Fished up beyond Aae, patched up new

— Stern painted brighter blue—)

That talkative, bald-headed seaman came
(Twelve patient comrades swesting at the oar)
From Troy's doom-crimson shore,

And with great lies about hiswooden horse
S the crew laughing, and forgot his course.

It was so old aship — who knows, who knows?
— And yet so beautiful, | watched invain '
To s the mast burst open with arose,
And the whole deck put on its leaves again.
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THE BLUE NOON

HEN the whole ky is vestured silken blue

W Withnot onefleecetoview,

. Drown your dep eyes dar, and seyou must
How the light azure dust
And speckled toms of the polished skies
Are large blue butterflies.
The proof? Liein afield on heavy noons
When Nature drones and croons
And on man's distant cry or dog's far bark
Hush s the ingtant mark,
Look up: when nothing earthly girs or Sngs
Y ou hear them wave their wings,
And watch the breeze their vanity awvekes
Light on the heavenly lakes
But when the shedes before the sun's huge fall
[n sham retrest grow tall,
Their ambushed dlies, the impatient das
Make ready for bright wars,
And shoot ten million arrows to dhediee
The tardy butterflies
Who dive in hods toward the diving sohere
That holds the light's frontier,
And the poor vanquished, turning as they glide,
Show their gold undersde.



A FRAGMENT

POURI N G wegering dresms

Shouting that | have leapt the mountain bar,

Down curveon curvemy jour ney'swhiteway geams-
My road along the river of return.

I know the countries wher e the white moons burn,
And heavy gar on dar

Dipson the pale and crystal desrt hills.

| know theriver of the sun that fills

With founts of gold the lakes of Orient y.

* * %

And | have heard avoiceof broken ses

And fromthediffsacry.

Ah gtill they learn, those cave-eared Cydades,
The Triton's friendly or his fearful horn

And why the degp sserbdls but sddom chime,
And how those waves and with what spdl-swept rhyme
I n years of morning, on asummer'smorn
Whispering round his cagle on the coeg,
Lured young Achillesfrom his haunted degp
And drave him out to dive beyond those degp
Dim purplewindows of the empty swell,
Hisivory body flitting like a ghost

Over the hdeswhereflat blind fishesdwell,
All to embrace his mother throned in her shell.
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NARCISUS

POOL inwhichwedallied
And gilashed the progtrate Noon!
O Water-boy, more pallid

Than any watery moon!
O Liliesround himturning!
O broken Lilies, strewn!
O slver Lutesof Morning!

O Red of the Drums of Noon!

O dusky-plumaged sorrow!
O ebon Svansof Care—
| sought thee on the Morrow,
And never found thee there!
| bregthed the vapour-blended
Cloud of adim despair:
Whitelily, isit ended?
Gold lily — oh, golden hair!

The pool that was thy dwelling
| hardly knew again,
So black it was, and swelling
With bitter wind and rain.
'Mid the bowed leaves | lingered,
Lashed by the blagt of Pain,
Till evening, sorm-rose-fingered,
Beckoned to night again.

There burgt aflood of Quiet
Over the ungdled skies
Full moon flashed out a-riot:
Near her | dreamt thine eyes
Afloat with night, still trembling
With captured myseries
But sulphured wracks, assembling,
Redarkened the bright skies
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Ah, thou at leest art lying
Sde a the white nymph's fest,
Listless, whilel, slow-dying,
Twist my gaunt limbs for heat!
Yetl'll to Earth, my Mother:
So, boy, I'll still entreat
" Forgive me — for none other
Like Earth is honey-sweet!

(Seeformer version, page 18)

STILLNESS

H EN the words rustle no more,
And the last work's done,
When the bolt lies deep in the door,

And Fire, our Sun,
Fdls on the dark-laned meadows of the floor;

When from the clock's last chime to the next chime
Silence bests his drum,

And Spece with gaunt grey eyes and her brother Time
Wheeling and whispering come,

Se with the mould of form and he with the loom of rhyme:

Then twittering out in the night my thought-birds flee,
| am emptied of all my dreams:
| only hear Earth turning, only se
Ether's long bankless sreams,
And only know | should drown if you laid not your hand on me.
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THE PENSVE PRISONER

Through the Windows of their Wings the dars were
shining—
The wings bore me awvay — the russst Wings and grey
With feahers like the moon-bleached Flowers—I was a God
reclining:
Benesth me lay my Body's Chain and all the Dragons born of Pain
Asl| burned through the Prison Roof to walk on Pavement Shining.

M Y thoughts came drifting down the Prison where | lay —

The Wild Wind of Liberty swept through my Har and sag
beyond:

| heard the Souls of men adep chattering in the Eaves

And rode on topmost Boughs of Heaven's single-moon-fruited
Silver Wand,

Night's unifying Tree whereof the centrd Stars be leaves—

O Thoughts, Thoughts, Thoughts— Fire-angd-birds rdentless—

Will you not brood in Gods Sar-tree and leave Red Heart
tormentless!
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HEXAMETERS

Fther,

Blue burning and gold, the hollow of Chaos adorning,
Shine, happy Dome of th' air, on S thy sge, on andent
Plains, on sharp showbeard mountains, on slvery waters,
On knotted dd-mossed trees on ross garry with April —
But mogt shine upon onelying tormented, a dreamer,
Thy lover. Ahwhereforedid arift socrud aoossthee
Open? A long tremulous Sghing comes thence, with a great wind,
Darkness ever blowing round thy blue curtain. A finger
Out of Hell ams at me. Gather, O svest Dome 0' the M orning,
Thy rapid ardent flamy quiver, thy splintery dusers
Send a volley graight through to the heart of this desolation,
And burning, blaging with a shaft of thunderous azure,
Break the ebon soldiers regore hisrealm to the dreamer!

O H-A PPY Domeso lightly svimming through stor m-riven
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PHILOMEL

(Fromthe French of Paul Fort)

SING, in heart of dlence hiding near,
hou whom the roses bend their heeds to hear!
In slence down the moonlight dides her wing:
Wil no rose bregthe while Philomel doth Sng?
No breath — and degper yet the perfume grows:
. The voice of Philomel can day arose
The song of Philomel on nights srene
Implores the godswho roam in shedes unseen,
But never cdls the roses whose perfume
Degpens and degpens, as they wait their doom.
Isit not Slence whose great bosom heaves?
Listen, a rose-tree drops her quiet leaves

Now slenceflasheslightning likeastorm:

Now glenceis acloud, and cradled warm

By risngs and by fdlings of the tune

That Philomel doth sing, as shines the moon,

— A bird's or someimmortal voice from Hell?
There is no breath to die with, Philomel!

And yet the world hes changed without a breath.
The moon lies heavy on the roses degth,

And every rossbush droops its leafy crown.

A gust of roses hes gone sweeping down.

The panicked garden drives her leaves about:

The moon is masked: it flaresand flickersout.

O shivering petds on your lawn of fear,

Turn down to Earth and hear what you shdl hear.
A bedt, a bedt, a beet beneath the ground,

And hurrying beats, and one great begt profound.
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PANNYRA OF THE GOLDEN HEEL

(From Albert Samain)

HE revel pauss and the room is till:
The slver fluteinvites her with a trill,
And, buried in her great vels fold on fold,
Rises to dance Pannyra, Heel of Gold.
Her light gepscross her subtlearmimpes
The clinging drapery; it shrinks and swedls,
Hollows and floats, and burdsinto a whirl:
Sheis a flower, a moth; a flaming girl.
Alllipsaresilent; eyesareall intrance:
She dowly wakes the madness of the dance,
Windy and wild the golden torches burn;
She turns, and swifter yet she tries to turn,
Then sops a sudden marble stiff she sands
The veil that round her coiled its spiral bands,
Checked initscourse, bringsall its foldsto rest,
And clinging to bright limb and pointed breast
Shows, as beneath slk waters woven fing,
Pannyra naked in aflash divine!
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THE GATE OF THE ARMIES

(FromHenri de Regnier)

I N G out thy doors, high gate that dreadst not night,

ronze to the left and iron to the right.
eep in a cistern hes been flung thy key;

If dread thee close, anathema on thee;

Andliketwin shearslet thy twin portals cut

The hand's fist through that would thee fasdy shut

Again thy dusky vault hath heard resound

Steps of strong men who never yet gave ground,

Marching with whom came breathless and came bold

Victory naked with broad wings of gold.

Her glaive to guide them calmly soars and dips;

Her kissislifeblood's purple on their lips.

From rose-round mouths the clarions sheke and shrill,

A brazen boom of bees that hunt to kill.

'Drink, swarm of war, stream from your plated hives

- And cull degth'sdust on flowery-fleshed fiercelives,

So, when back home to native town ye march,

Beneath those golden wings and my black arch

May all men watch my pavement, as each pace

Of your red feet leaves dear its sanguine trace.’
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NOVEMBER EVES

OV EMBEREveningst Damp and still
They used to cloak Leckhampton hill,
And liedown dose on the grey plain,

And dim the dripping window-pane,

And send queer winds like Harlequins

That sdzed our éms for violins

And struck a note so sharp and low

Even achild could fed the woe.

Now fire chesad shadow round the room;
Tables and chairs grew vast in gloom:
We crept about like mice, while Nurse
St mending, solemn as a hearse

And even our unlearned eyes

Half dosed with choking memories.

Is it the mist or the dead leaves,
Or the dead men — November eves?
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GOD SAVE THE KING

OD save our gracious King,
Nation and Sate and King,
God save theKing!
Grant him the Peece divine,
Butif hisWarsbe Thine
Hash on our fighting line

Victory's Wing!

Thou in his suppliant hands
Hast placed such Mighty Lands:
Savethou our King!
As once from golden Skies
Rebdswith flaming eyes
So the King's Enemies
Doom Thou and fling!

Mountains that bregk the night
Holds he by eagleright
Stretching far Wing!
Dawn lands for Y outh to reap,
Dim lands where Empires dep,
His! AndtheLionDeep
Roarsfor theKing.

But most these few dear miles

Of sweetly-meadowed Ides—
England all Spring;

Scotland that by the marge

Where the blank North doth charge

Hears Thy Voiceloud and large,
Save and their King!
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Grace on the golden Dales

Of Thineold Chrigian Wales
Shower till they sng,

Till Erin'sldand lawn

Echoesthe dulcet-drawn

Songwith acry of Dawn —
God savetheKing!

THE BURIAL IN ENGLAND

Of ther own country in great pesce forget
Deeth'slion-roar and gug of nogril-flame

Breathing soulsaxrassto the Evening Shore
Soon over thexetheflowersof our hill-gdes
Shall wake and wave and nod benesth the bee
And whiper love to Zephyr year on year,
Till thered war gleam likeadim red rose
Log in the garden of the Sons of Time.
But ah what thousands no such friendly doom
Awaits— whom slent comradesin full night
Gazing right and left shall bury swiftly
By the cold flicker of an alien moon.

Ye veléd women, ye with folded hands
Mour ning those you half hoped for Death too dear,
| claim no heed of you. Broader than earth
L ove gands edipang nations with his wings,
While Pain, his shadow, ddves as black and degp
Ashe éa flamed or flew. Citizens draw
Back from their dead awhile. Sdute the flag!

If this flag though royally always borne,
Deceived not dagard, ever sarved base gold;
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If thedark children of theold Fores
Oncefeared it, or ill Sultans mocked it furled,
Y et now as on a thousand death-reaped days
It takes once more the unquegtionable road.
O bright with blood of heroes not a gar
Of all the north shines purer on the s

Our foes— the hardest men a date can forge,
An army wrenched and hammered likea blade
Toledo-wrought nether to break nor bend,
Dipped in that ice the pedantry of power,
And toughened with wry gospds of dismay;
Such are these who brake down the door of France
Wolvesworrying at theold World'shonour,
Hunting Peace not to prison but her tomb.
But ever as some brown song-bird whose torn net
Gapesrobbery, dartson thehawk likefire,
S0 Peace hath answvered, angry and in arms
And from each grey hamlet and bright town of France
From wherethe apple or the olive grows,
Or thin tall grings of poplars on the plaing
From therough cagle of the central hills,
From the three coests— of mig and sorm and aun,
And meadows of the four degp-rolling greams
From every house whose windows hear God's bell
Crowding thetwilight with the wings of prayer
And flash their answver in agolden haze,
Stream the young soldiers who are never tired.
For all the foul migs vanished when that land
Called dear, asin thesunny Alpinemorn
Thejodder awakesthe frosty dopes
Tothunderousreplies,— soon fading far
Among the vales like songs of dead children.
But the French guns answer, néer to echoes weak
Diminished, bunts from the degp trenches yet;
And itslead light.vibration blew to dust
Theweary factions, — priet'sor guild'sor king's,
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And sde by sde troop up the old partisans,

The same laughing, invincible, tough men

Who gave Napoleon Europe like aloaf,

For dice and portion, — not so long ago!

Either to Alsace or loved lost Lorraine

They pess or inexpugnable Verdun

Ceintured with ged, of sungwithfaith'sold cry
Asume God's vengeance for his temple gones
But you maybe best wish them for the north
Besdeyou 'neath low skiesin loamed fields,

Or where the greet line hard on the duned shore
Ends and night legps to England's searborne flame.
Never one drop of Lethe's sagnant cup

Dare dim the fountains of the Marne and Aisne
Snce still the flowers and meadow-grass unmown
Lie broken with the imprint of those who fell,
Briton and Gaul — but fell immortal friends

And fell victorious and like tall trees fell.

But young men, youwho loiter inthetown,
Need you be roused with overshouted words,
Country, Empire, Honour, Liége, Louvaim
‘Pay your own Y outh the duty of her dreams.

For what degp shdl keep her from thethrill
Of War's star-smiting music, with its swell
Of shore and forest and horns high in the wind,

(Yet pierced with that too sharp piping which if man
Hear and not fear he shdl face God unscathed)?
What, are you poets whose vain souls contrive
Sorties and seges spun of thetrickling moon
And such arousing ghost-catastrophe
Y ou nead no concrete marvels to be saved?
Orliveyou here too lustily for chenge?

Sail you such pirate ss on such high quedts,

Hunt you thick gold or striped and spotted beedts
Or tread the lone ways of the swan-like mountains?
Excused. But if, as| think, bresched in blue,
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Stalled at a counter, cramped upon a dek,

Y ou drive awoman's pencraft — or a daves

W hat chain shall hold you when the trumpets play,
Calling from the blue hill behind your town,
Calling over the ss calling for you!

'But' — doyou murmur? —'we'd not beasthose.
Death isa dour recruiting-sergeant: s

These women weep, we cdebrate the dead.’

Boys, drink the cup of warning dry. Face square
That old grim hazard, 'Glory-or-the-Grave.

Not we shall trick your pleasant years away,

Y et isnot Death the great adventure still,
Andisit all lossto st ship dean anew

When heart is young and life an eagle poisd?
Choosg, you're no cowards." After all, think some,
Since we are men and shrine immortal souls
Surdy for us as for these nobly dead

The Kings of England lifting up ther swords
Shall gather at the gate of Paradise



THE TRUE PARADISE

Like the dawn-feather of an April cloud,

Which dgnsin russst character or grey
The name of Beauty on the book of Day?
We podscraveno heav'n but what isours—
Theetressbedde thexgriver s, these sameflowers
Shapad and enfragranced to the English fidd
WhereThy bet florigt-craft isfull revealed.
Tressby theriver, birds upon the bough
My soul shall ask for, whose flesh enjoysthem now
Through both the pale-blue windows of quick Mind;
Grant meearth'streatsin Paradiseto find.
Nor ligen to that idand-bound &. John
Who'd have no Sain Heaven, no Sa to sail upon!
RemakethisWorld lesMan'sand NaturesPain;
Save such dear torment asthe chill of Rain
When the aun flouts uslike a maid her man
Drowned in long meshes of aslver Fan.
Nor, Lord, thegood fatigue of labouring breath
Destroy, but only Sckness Age and Death.
L et old Plays teach Despair's sad grandeur il
And legendstrumpet War'slag Her o-thrill.
So | and all my friends till young, still wise,
Wi ill shout along thy drests— 'O Paradisg'
But if prepared for menew Mandonsare,
Chill and unknown, in some bright windy Sar,
M id grange-shaped Soulsfrom all the Planets seven,
Lord, | fear degp, and would not go to Heaven.
. Rather in feather-migt 1" d fade away
Like the Dawn-writing of an April day.

| ORD, isthe Poet to destruction vowed,



ODE TO THE GLORY OF GREECE

(AFragment)

ELLAS victorious!
Two caneto meat night
Glorious

With that Elysan light

Which round the phantoms of great Poets deed

Hovers, as oncein their blue earthly eyes

Played Thoughts with wings outspread, —

The gplendour of their souls

Cried oneto me, 'O mortal brother, 9nce thou lovest too
With all thy burning breath

The stony hillsand sdt Corinthian blue

From whose divine dear shore

Apollo led meto the caves of death—'

But charmed, he forbore.

His voice had sung to meeaure grave and low

When suddenly his young friend-phantom spoke,

And Shdley'svoicerang like awave of agher

Blazing and bresking on rosy diffsof air,

And his faoe was flaming snow, overlushed

By ariver of the sun — hislong bright hair.

'Inheritor," he sang, ‘spead thou away

Rushing with Aolus and Boreas, rushing on the andient paths,
Scattering the rosy plumage of the new aisen day.

'Go thou to Athens, go to Sdonica,

Go thou to Yannina besde the lake,

And cry, "Thevision of the Prophet dead!”
Cry, "The Olympianswake!"
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And cry, "O Towers of Helas built anew by rhyme,

Star-wovento my Amphioniclyre,

Stand you in ged for ever,

And from your lofty lanterns sweeping the dim hills and the
nocturnal sa

Pour out the fire of Hellas, the everlasting fire!™

And then to me once more the Elder Shadow:

'Still, brother, Shelley'sfancy brims desire:

His soul is so acquainted with great dreams

That even the immane Elysian meadow

Whose flowers ae dars and every sar a world that glides an
gleams, . :

Confineshim not — but still helongsto roam

Beyond the quiet spiritual home.

— Hissoul isso acquainted with great dreams

That man's endeavour

He ssgh not nea—that broken river

Struggling — to what st s

'Since man's endeavour flows as a river, how shdl it turn to the
hillsagan?

— Burst again all rosy with morning from snow-starred mountains
of first renown;

Who to-day shdl hear the Adhesns shout from the trench of the
Troyansdain,

Who rebuild in music or memory Spartas tower or Athenas town?

'Since the Roman intercepted and Rome's dimidiate, stoled
Byzance,

Shdll they hear above their cannon grave, the Periclean tune?

Christ oversangic, chivalry dimmedit, winding on Pames the horns
of France,

I[dam drowned the echo of echo degp in the night of her languid
moon.'



Passonate thus he gpeke, the wise ghost unforgetful
Of gone and tree, river and shore and plain,

And the good coloured things of Earth the dead s not again,
And how man's hope grows weak and his force fretful
With such great hillsto gain.

| for an answer pondered desp,

And then | ssamad to fall from degp to demp,
Watching asthrough aveil | could not tear

The threeds of rose and gold of Shdley's hair.

The gold glowed degper and the rose burnt red,
And | saw running and rustling at my fegt

The rivers of a golden sun that bled

Scald, scarldt, scarlet as though wounded

By some cdedtid archer of the Sars

In the lagt fight when God's lagt trump was sounded;
Then the great lake of commingling blood and fire
Burgt in afountain to my window streaming,

To my Cephisan window high and cool,

Over far Sdamis and Athens gleaming,

Drowning the s and city in one dep pool.

And only now old Pames of the West

And grey Hymettus of the dawn

Rose above the phantom ses

Like Idands of the Blest.

Then awind came and swept and whirled away,
And the migt left Hymettus broken small

Like aswarm of golden bess

Gore is the Poet of the magic locks,

And Byron gone; mader of war's|[ ... ]
Outflashes white the holy Parthenon

And broad cam greds of Athens of to-day,
And in the barracks the far bugles play,

O listen what they say!



Hark, hark the shepherd piping far and near,
The hills are dancing to the Dorian mood.
To-day Arcady is and the white Fear

Naked in sunshine glory still haunts here;
The old dark wood

Invitesto prayer — or fountain in thevale.

If not the Cytherean, one more dear
Daphnis shall wor ship — one mor e pale,
Shetoo a heroine of a Grecian tale.

* * * * %

But if no Pheidias with marble towers

Grace our new Athens, smple, calm and wide,
Carving agroup of men tolook like flowers
For our new glory's pride.

I f songs of gentle Solomon beles

" Than that Aeschylean trump of bronze

And if besde Eurotas the lone swans

About the desolation press

Y et still'victorious Hellas, thou hag heard
Those ancient voices thundering to arms,
Thou nation of an older younger day

Thou hag gone forth'as with the poet's song.
Surely the spirit of the old oak grove
Rejoiced to hear the cannon round Yannina,
Apollo launched his shaft of terror down

On Salonica

160

1913



THE OLD WARSHIP ABLAZE

Yonder ablaze like thee now dnks the sun,
Shoating the last grand broadside of his beams
Over thy blackened plates and writhing ssams
Againg hard oddsthy crew played all their part,
Driving thee deathwards that the foe should smart
Till the gunsbrake and fireleapt up insane
And they abandoned theg, to fight again,
Whoon thy deck, whereflicker the gaunt flames,
Haveleft so many dead — won such proud names

| O.UND E R, old battleship; thy fight isdone!

Dark flow the waiting waves one can still se
Thy giant murderer edge sullenly
Eastward among the swelling towers of night.
Cang thou, dying, forget in Hell's despite
Thy freight of fireand blood, theroar and rage
Of waves and guns? Thou lies age on age
Tranced like the Princessin her degpy Thorn,
In that curv'd bay where once the film of morn
Brake azure to thy bugles, skilled to bring
The Afric breeze, who, prompt on honied wing
Silvered the waves and then the olive trees
And shook like sogptres those tiff companies
The columned palms— nor till the air was full
Of flash and whisper came the noon-tidelull.
Or that far country'sten-year-buried eves
Or moonlight scattered like a shower of leaves
Dost thou recall? — Or how on this same deck,
Whoseflaming planks blood-boultered tilt to wreck,
The dance went round to music, and how shone
For English grey, black eyes of Lebanon?
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But eestward and still esgt the World isthrown
Like a mad hunter sseking dawns unknown

Who plunges degp in goarkless woods of gloom.
Lebanon long heth turned into night's womb

And through her sdled casamants pess new dreams
Thee too from those last no-more-rival beams
Earth rolleth back. Alone O ship, O flower,

O flame, thou sales for a moth-weak hour!

They come a lad, the bird-soft pattering feet!

Hame high, old ship; the Fair throng up to greet

Thy splendid doom. See the long spirits, curled

Besde their dead, $and upright free of the world!

And saze the bright dgpes loosed from blood-warm desp,
They, the true ghods whose eyes ae fixed and degp!

O ship, O fire, O fancy! A swift roar

Has rent the brow of night. Thou nevermore

Shdt glide to channd port or Syrian town;

Light ghogts have denced thee like a plummet down,
And, swift as Fate through skies with storm bestrewn,
Dips out ironical that ship New Moon.
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