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Preface

Rupert Brooke published his first volume of poetry in
1911, a slender book containing fifty poems written
during the seven years 1905-1911. Poems from his
pen were published in various periodicals during the
next three years, but no second volume appeared dur-
ing his life-time. The five famous War Sonnets were
written in the last months of 1914 and were finished
at Rugby while he was at home on leave from military
service. They were published in December 1914, in
thefourth and last part of New Numbers with poems by
Lascelles Abercrombie, Wilfrid Gibson and John
Drinkwater. On April 23, 1915, Brooke died of
septicaemia in a French hospital ship in the Agean,
and was buried the same day on the island of Scyros,
where a monument has since been built over his
grave. :

Brooke died in his twenty-eighth year, and so had
but little chance to consolidate his growing reputation
asapoet; but soon after his death his friend and bio-
grapher, Sr Edward Marsh, collected and published
a second volume of thirty-two poems covering the
years 1911-1914. This began with the War Sonnets
and ended with his amost equally well-known poem
‘Grantchester', anostalgic fantasy written around the
theme of his Cambridgeshire home while he was
travelling in Germany. This second volume appeared
in May 1915", and three years later, in 1918, the two
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books were united inside one cover. A few poems
were added in an appendix, and the volume was pre-
faced by Sr Edward Marsh's sympathetic Memoir.
Since that time the public demand for Brooke's poems
has never abated, and innumerable reprintings of the
origina two volumes and of the collection have been
made. It is now over thirty years since his death, and
it has seemed to the Literary Trustees appointed by
his mother in her will that the time has come for a
new and enlarged edition of hispoems, and it is hoped
that it may prove more satisfying to his future readers
than further reprintsin the old forms.

No re-arrangement of the poems has been made
since they first appeared, and since 1918 only one
poem has been added. In the present edition the 82
poems of the original two volumes have been in-
creased to 120, and these have been arranged asfar as
possible in chronological sequence, beginning with
the last poems written shortly before his death in
1915, and ending with his earliest pieces written
during his school days at Rugby. Among these will be
found his two longest poems, The Bastille' and 'The
Pyramids, composed for the school prize in 1905
and 1904, the later one being successful. These have
been printed hitherto only privately or in school
magazines. Some of the other pieces aso appeared in
similar publications or have remained in manuscript.

As editor of this collection and originator of the
project | have no wish to make any exaggerated claim
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as to the importance of the poems that have been
added. It may be frankly admitted that they are but
juvenilia, which the author might never have himself
included in any collection had he lived to write more
—and better—poetry. But when a poet has passed his
third decade of posthumous fame and has come to be
accepted as a national possession, his early efforts
acquire an interest for the evidence they afford of the
influences at work during formative years, even
though their literary merit be not great. Although 38
poems have now been added to the corpus of Brooke's
work, many others till remain uncollected, having
been rejected at the discretion of the Trustees as un-
worthy of inclusion now or at any future date. The
names of my co-Trustees, Mr. Walter de la Mare, the
Provost of King's College, and Mr. Dudley Ward,
who also had the views of Mr. Wilfrid Gibson and the
late Dr. Francis Cornford, will be proof enough
that this censorship has not been exercised without
due regard to the reputation of the poet. All of us
were his friends and most of us can recal the cir-
cumstances in which individual poems were written.
Many of the early pieces carry my own memories back
to our school days, when my admiration for their
merits was no doubt less influenced than now by any
critical reservations. Brooke was a precocious and
voracious reader of poetry and minor verse. Before
he was eighteen he had absorbed the great Victorians,
and affected to think Tennyson old-fashioned, though
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he 4till admitted to an admiration for Browning. Of
the lesser poets he often quoted Housman with
approval. At eghteen his enthusiasms were the
natural tastes of his age—Rossetti, Swinburne, Dow-
son, Wilde, whose contributions may be discerned in
some of the pieces now printed. Swinburne in par-
ticular he would learn by heart, and he delighted to
declaim long passages during our country walks
round Rugby. The first book he gave me, early in
1906, was a trandation of Baudelaire's poems, and
this was an influence that lasted through the period
in which the poems in his first volume were written.
It amused him to assume some of the affectations of the
'nineties, and on the flyleaf of the Baudelaire volume
he wrote a quotation from Wilde, 'One should always
be a little improbable’. At the same time he was be-
ginning to read more of Donne and the Elizabethans,
particularly Marlowe and Webster. This interest cul-
minated in his dissertation on ' Webster and the
Elizabethan Drama, written in 1911-1912 for a
Fellowship at King's College, Cambridge.

During his later years his appetite for contempo-
rary verse, especialy that of W. B. Yeats, remained
unabated, but his activities centred more in the
Fabian brand of Socialism which he had adopted as an
undergraduate at Cambridge, and literary influences
grew less. At the same time, as he matured, his
emotional life coloured his poetry with more
genuine feeling than before. Nearly every one of his
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later poems, other than fantasies such as The Funeral
of Youth', was inspired by his own experiences,
though few of his friends knew of the heights and the
depths of the emotional crises through which he
passed.

In recent years, with the changed fashion in the
writing of verse, some of the younger critics have
challenged the popular favour accorded so lavishly
and continuously to Brooke's poetry, and they have
tried to demolish his literary reputation, sometimes
with words of scorn. The circumstances of his early
death together with the appea of the War Sonnets
may have given an undue impetus in 1915 to his
growing fame; but it seems improbable that popular
opinion will now be reversed. Brooke was no callow
youth when he died, and the notes that he sounded in
his later poems were those of a sincere and deep
feeling which cannot be slenced by academic
criticism.

The text of this collection of Brooke's poems has
been carefully revised, and a number of errors that
had crept in through numerous reprintings have been
eliminated. The volume of 1911 and the four parts of
New Number shave been taken asthefinal authority for
al the poems that they contain, since these were read
in proof by Brooke himself. The poems that were
added in the volume of 1915:, edited by Sir Edward
Marsh, were partly printed from manuscripts. Com-
parison with these origina sources shews that the

9



editor allowed himself sometimes to introduce minor
changes when the rough drafts at his disposa seemed
to contain imperfections which the author would him-
sdf have wished to improve. These changes have
usually not been disturbed, no one being better able
to interpret Brooke's mind than was his first editor.
The additional poems have been printed from original
sources, many of them being from manuscripts in my
possession. 'The Bastille' as printed here contains the
author's latest changes which | copied from a galley-
proof corrected in his hand, though | have been un-
able to discover where this version afterwards ap-
peared.

The portraits have been reproduced from pencil
drawings by two of Brooke's closest friends, Jacques
and Gwen Raverat. No portrait in monochrome can
really convey the essence of Brooke's personality, the
gay and goldenqualities, both physical and mental, that
emanated from him. Yet these drawings give a little
more of it than any photograph has yet succeeded in
doing.

GEOFFREY KEYNES

April 1946
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Fragment

| strayed about the deck, an hour, to-night
Under a cloudy moonless sky; and peeped

In at the windows, watched my friends at table,
Or playing cards, or standing in the doorway,
Or coming out into the darkness. Still

No one could see me.

| would have thought of them
—Heedless, within aweek of battle—in pity,
Pride in their strength and in the weight and firmness
And link'd beauty of bodies, and pity that
This gay machine of splendour 'Id soon be broken,
Thought little of, pashed, scattered. . . .

Only, always,
| could but see them—against the |lamplight—pass
Like coloured shadows, thinner thanfilmy glass,
Slight bubbles, fainter than thewave'sfaint light,
That broke to phosphorus out in the night,
Perishing things and strange ghosts—soon to die
To other ghosts—this one, or that, or I.

April 1915

B 17 B.T.P.W.



The Dance

A SONG

As the Wind, and as the Wind,
Inacorner of theway,

Goes skipping, stands twirling,

Invisibly, comeswhirling,

Bowsbefore, and skipsbehind,
Inagrave, an endless play—

So my Heart, and so my Heart,
Following where your feet have gone,
Stirs dust of old dreams there;
He turns atoe; he gleams there,
Treading you adance apart.
But you see not. Y ou pass on.

April 1915
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1914

|. Peace

Now, God be thanked Who has matched us with His
hour,
And caught our youth, and wakened usfrom
seeping,
With hand made sure, clear eye, and sharpened power,
Toturn, asswimmersinto cleanness|eaping,
Glad from aworld grown old and cold and weary,
Leave the sick hearts that honour could not move,
Andhalf-men, and their dirty songsand dreary,
And dl thelittle emptiness of love!

Oh! we, who have known shame, we havefound
release there,
Wherethere'snoill, no grief, but deep has
mending,
Naught broken save this body, lost but breath;
Nothing to shake the laughing heart'slong peace
there
But only agony, and that hasending;
And theworst friend and enemy is but Death.
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Il Safety

Dear! of al happy in the hour, most blest
He who has found our hid security,
Assured in the dark tides of the world that rest,
And heard our word, "Who isso safeaswe ?
Wehavefound safety withall thingsundying,
The winds, and morning, tears of men and mirth,
The deep night, and birds singing, and clouds flying,
And deep, and freedom, and the autumnal earth.

We have built ahouse that is not for Time's throwing.
We have gained a peace unshaken by pain for ever.
War knows no power. Safe shal be my going,
Secretly armed against al death's endeavour;
Safethough all safety'slost; sasfewheremenfall;
Andif these poor limbs die, safest of all.
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/ll. The Dead

Blow out, you bugles, over the rich Dead!
There's none of these so lonely and poor of old,
But, dying, has made us rarer gifts than gold.
These laid the world away; poured out the red
Sweet wine of youth; gave up the yearsto be
Of work and joy, and that unhoped serene,
That men call age; and those who would have been,
Their sons, they gave, their immortality.

Blow, bugles, blow! They brought us, for our dearth,
Holiness, lacked so long, and Love, and Pain.
Honour has come back, asaking, to earth,
And paid his subjects with aroyal wage;
And Noblenesswalksin our ways again;
And we have come into our heritage.
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V. The Dead

These hearts were woven of human joys and cares,
Washed marvelloudly with sorrow, swift to mirth.
The years had given them kindness. Dawn was theirs,
And sunset, and the colours of the earth.
These had seen movement, and heard music; known
Slumber andwaking; loved; goneproudly friended;
Felt the quick stir of wonder; sat alone;
Touched flowersand furs and cheeks. All thisis
ended.

There are waters blown by changing winds to laughter
And it by therich skies, al day. And after,
Frost, with agesture, stays the waves that dance
Andwandering loveliness. Heleavesawhite
Unbroken glory, agathered radiance,
A width, a shining peace, under the night.
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V. The Soldier

If I should die, think only this of me:
That there's some corner of aforeign field
That isfor ever England. There shall be
In that rich earth aricher dust concealed ;
A dust whom England bore, shaped, made aware,
Gave, once, her flowersto love, her ways to roam,
A body of England's, breathing English air,
Washed by therivers, blest by suns of home.

Andthink, thisheart, al evil shed away,
A pulsein the eternal mind, no less
Gives somewhere back the thoughtsby England
given;
Her sightsand sounds; dreams happy asher day ;
Andlaughter, learnt of friends; and gentleness,
In heartsat peace, under an English heaven.

November—December 1914
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The Treasure

When colour goes home into the eyes,
And lightsthat shine are shut again,
With dancing girls and sweet birds' cries
Behind the gateways of the brain;
And that no-place which gave them birth, shall close
The rainbow and the rose:—

Still may Time hold some golden space

Where I'll unpack that scented store
Of song and flower and sky and face,

And count, and touch, and turn them o'er,
Musing upon them; asamother, who
Haswatched her children all therich day through,
Sits, quiet-handed, inthefadinglight,

When children sleep, ere night.

August 1914
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Tiare Tahiti

Mamua, when our laughter ends,

And hearts and bodies, brown as white,
Are dust about the doors of friends,

Or scent a-blowing down the night,
Then, oh! then, the wise agree,
Comes our immortality.

Mamua, therewaitsaland

Hard for usto understand.

Out of time, beyond the sun,

All areonein Paradise,

Y ou and Pupure' are one,

And Talil, and the ungainly wise.

There the Eternals are, and there

The Good, the Lovely, and the True,
And Types, whose earthly copies were
The foolish broken things we knew;
Thereisthe Face, whose ghostswe are;
The redl, the never-setting Star;

And the Flower, of which we love
Faint and fading shadows here;

Never atear, but only Grief;

Dance, but not the [imbsthat move;
Songsin Song shall disappear;

Instead of lovers, Love shdl be;

For hearts, Immutability;

And there, on the Ideal Reef,

! Tahitian for ' fair ', the name given to himself.
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Thunders the Everlasting Seal
And my laughter, and my pain,
Shall home to the Eternal Brain.
And all lovely things, they say,
Meet in Lovelinessagain;
Miri's laugh, Teipo's feet,
And the hands of Matua,
Stars and sunlight there shall meet,
Coral's hues and rainbows there,
And Telra's braided hair ;
And with the starred tiares white,
And white birds in the dark ravine,
Andflamboyantsablaze at night,
Andjewels, and evening's after-green,
And dawns of pearl and gold and red,
Mamua, your lovelier head!
And there'll no more be one who dreams
Under theferns, of crumbling stuff,
Eyes of illusion, mouth that seems,
All time-entangled human love.
And you'll no longer swing and sway
Divinely down the scented shade,
Where feet to Ambulation fade,
And moons are lost in endless Day.
How shall we wind these wreaths of ours,
Where there are neither heads nor flowers
Oh, Heaven's Heaven!—but we'll be
missing
The palms, and sunlight, and the south;
26



And there's an end, | think, of kissing,

When our mouths are one with Mouth. . ..

Tau here, Mamua,
Crown the hair, and come away!
Hear the calling of the moon,
And the whispering scents that stray
About the idle warm lagoon.
Hasten, hand in human hand,
Down the dark, the flowered way,
Along the whiteness of the sand,
And in the water's soft caress,
Woash the mind of foolishness,
Mamua, until the day.
Spend the glittering moonlight there
Pursuing down the soundless deep
Limbs that gleam and shadowy hair,
Or floating lazy, half-asleep.
Dive and double and follow after,
Snarein flowers, and kiss, and call,
With lips that fade, and human laughter,
And faces individual,
Well this side of Paradise! . . .
There's little comfort in the wise.

Papeete, February 1914
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Retrospect

Inyour armswas still delight,

Quiet as a street at night;

And thoughts of you, | do remember,
Were green leaves in a darkened chamber,
Were dark cloudsin amoonless sky.
Love, inyou, went passing by,
Penetrative, remote, and rare,
Likeabirdinthewideair,

And, asthebird, it left no trace

In the heaven of your face.

Inyour stupidity | found

The sweet hush after asweet sound.

All about youwasthelight

That dimsthe greying end of night;

Desirewastheunrisensun,

Joy the day not yet begun,

With tree whispering to tree,

Without wind, quietly.

Wisdom dept within your hair,

AndL ong-Sufferingwasthere,

And, intheflowing of your dress,

Undiscerning Tenderness.

And when you thought, it seemed to me,

Infinitely, andlikeasea,

About the dight world you had known

Y our vast unconsciousnesswasthrown. . .,
28



O haven without wave or tide!
Silence, in which al songs have died!
Holy book, where hearts are till!

And home at length under the hill!

O mother-quiet, breasts of peace,
Where love itself would faint and cease!
O infinite deep | never knew,

1 would come back, come back to you,
Findyou, asapool unstirred,

Kneel down by you, and never aword,
Lay my head, and nothing said,

Inyour hands, ungarlanded;

And along watch you would keep;
And | should dleep, and | should sleep!

Mataiea, January 1914
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The Great Lover

| have been so great alover: filled my days

So proudly with the splendour of Love's praise,

The pain, the calm, and the astonishment,

Desire illimitable, and still content,

And al dear names men use, to cheat despair,

For the perplexed and viewless streams that bear

Our hearts at random down the dark of life.

Now, ere the unthinking silence on that strife

Stealsdown, | would cheat drowsy Death sofar,

My night shall be remembered for a star

That outshone dl the suns of all men's days.

Shdl I not crown them with immortal praise

Whom | haveloved, who have given me, dared with

me

High secrets, and in darkness knelt to see

Theinenarrable godhead of delight ?

Loveisaflame—we have beaconed theworld's

night.

A city:—and we have built it, theseand |.

An emperor:—we have taught the world to die.

So, for their sakes| loved, erel go hence,

Andthehigh cause of L ove'smagnificence,

And to keep loyaltiesyoung, I'll write those names

Goldenfor ever, eagles, crying flames,

And set them as abanner, that men may know,

To dare the generations, burn, and blow

Out on the wind of Time, shining and streaming. . . .
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These | have loved:

White plates and cups, clean-gleaming,
Ringed with blue lines; and feathery, faery dust;
Wet roofs, beneath the lamp-light; the strong crust
Of friendly bread; and many-tasting food;
Rainbows; and the blue bitter smoke of wood;
And radiant raindrops couching in cool flowers;
And flowers themselves, that sway through sunny

hours,
Dreaming of moths that drink them under the moon;
Then, the cool kindliness of sheets, that soon
Smooth away trouble; and the rough malekiss
Of blankets; grainy wood; live hair thatis
Shining and free; blue-massing clouds; the keen
Unpassioned beauty of agreat machine;
The benison of hot water; furs to touch;
The good smell of old clothes; and others such—
Thecomfortablesmell of friendly fingers,
Hair'sfragrance, and the musty reek that lingers
About dead leavesand last year'sferns. . . .
Dear names,

And thousand other throngto me! Royal flames;
Sweet water's dimpling laugh from tap or spring;
Holesin the ground; and voices that do sing;
Voicesin laughter, too; and body'spain,
Soon turned to peace; and the deep-panting train;
Firm sands; the little dulling edge of foam
That browns and dwindles as the wave goes home;
And washen stones, gay for an hour; the cold
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Graveness of iron; moist black earthen mould,;
Sleep; and high places; footprintsin the dew;
And oaks; and brown horse-chestnuts, glossy-new;
And new-peeled sticks; and shining pools on grass,—
All these have been my loves. And these shall pass,
Whatever passes not, in the great hour,
Nor al my passion, al my prayers, have power
To hold them with me through the gate of Death.
They'll play deserter, turn with the traitor breath,
Break the high bond we made, and sdll Love's trust
And sacramented covenant to the dust.
———Oh, never adoubt but, somewhere, | snall wake,
And givewhat's|eft of love again, and make
New friends, now strangers. . . .

But the best I've known
Stays here, and changes, breaks, grows old, isblown
About the winds of the world, and fadesfrom brains
Of living men, and dies.

Nothing remains.

O dear my loves, O faithless, onceagain
Thisonelast giftl give: that after men

Shall know, and later lovers, far-removed,
Praseyou, 'All these were lovely'; say, 'He loved.'

Mataiea, 1914
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Hauntings

In the grey tumult of these after-years
Oft silence falls; the incessant wranglers part;
And less-than-echoes of remembered tears
Hush all the loud confusion of the heart;
And a shade, through the tossd ranks of mirth and
crying,
Hungers, and pains, and each dull passionate
mood,—
Quite lost, and all but all forgot, undying,
Comes back the ecgtasy of your quietude.

So apoor ghost, beside his misty streams,
Ishaunted by strange doubts, evasive dreams,
Hints of a pre-Lethean life, of men,
Stars, rocks, and flesh, things unintelligible,
And light on waving grass, he knows not when,
And feet that ran, but where, he cannot tell.

The Pacific, 1914

c 33 B.T.P.W.



Fafaia

Stars that seem so close and bright,
Watched by lovers through the night,
Swim in emptiness, men say,

Many amileand year away.

Andyonder star that burnsso white,
May have died to dust and night

Ten, maybe, or fifteen year,

Before it shines upon my dear.

Oh! often among men below,
Heart cries out to heart, | know,
And oneisdust amany years,
Child, before the other hears.

Heart from heartisal asfar,
Fafa'a, asstar from star.

Saanapu, November 1913
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Heaven

Fish (fly-replete, in depth of June,
Dawdling away their wat'ry noon)

Ponder deep wisdom, dark or clear,

Each secret fishy hope or fear.

Fish say, they have their Stream and Pond;
Butisthereanything Beyond ?

Thislife cannot be All, they swear,

For how unpleasant, if it were!

One may not doubt that, somehow, Good
Shall come of Water and of Mud;

And, sure, the reverent eye must see

A Purposein Liquidity.

We darkly know, by Faith we cry,
Thefutureis not Wholly Dry.

Mud unto mud!—Death eddies near—
Not here the appointed End, not here!
But somewhere, beyond Space and Time,
Is wetter water, slimier dimel!

And there (they trust) there swimmeth One
Who swam ere rivers were begun,
Immense, of fishyform and mind,
Squamous, omnipotent, and kind;
Andunder that Almighty Fin,

The littlest fish may enter in.

Oh! never fly conceal's a hook,

Fish say, inthe Eternal Brook,

But more than mundane weeds are there,
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And mud, cdedtidly fair;

Fat caterpillars drift around,

And Paradisal grubsarefound;
Unfadingmoths,immortal flies,
And the worm that never dies.
Andinthat Heaven of al their wish,
There shdl beno moreland, say fish.

1913
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Waikiki

Warm perfumes like a breath from vine and tree

Drift down the darkness. Plangent, hidden from
Eyes,
Somewhere an eukaleli thrillsand cries

And stabs with pain the night's brown savagery;

And dark scents whisper; and dim waves creep to me,
Gleam like awoman's hair, stretch out, and rise;
And new stars burn into the ancient skies,

Over the murmurous soft Hawaian sea.

And | recal, lose, grasp, forget again,

And still remember, atale | have heard, or known,
An empty tale, of idlenessand pain,

Of two that loved—or did not love—and one
Whose perplexed heart did evil, foolishly,
A long while since, and by some other sea.

Waikiki, 1913
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One Day

To-day | have been happy. All the day
I held the memory of you, and wove
Its laughter with the dancing light o' the spray,
And sowed the sky with tiny clouds of love,
And sent you following the white waves of sea,
And crowned your head with fancies, nothing
worth,
Stray buds from that old dust of misery,
Being glad with anew foolish quiet mirth.

So lightly | played with those dark memories,
Just as a child, beneath the summer skies,
Plays hour by hour with a strange shining stone,
For which (he knows not) towns were fire of old,
And love has been betrayed, and murder done,
And great kings turned to alittle bitter mould.

The Pacific, October 1913
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A Memory

(From a sonnet-sequence)

Somewhile before the dawn | rose, and stept
Softly along the dim way to your room,
And found you deeping in the quiet gloom,
And holiness about you asyou slept.
| knelt there; till your wakingfingerscrept
About my head, and held it. | had rest
Unhoped this side of Heaven, beneath your breast.
I knelt along time, still; nor even wept.

It was great wrong you did me; and for gain
Of that poor moment's kindliness, and ease,
And deepy mother-comfort!
Child, you know
How easily love leaps out to dreams like these,
Who has seen them true. And love that's wakened so
Takesall too long to lay asleep again.

Waikiki, October 1913

39



Sonnet

(Suggested by some of the Proceedings of the Society for
Psychical Research)

Not with vain tears, when we're beyond the sun,
WE'll beat on the substantial doors, nor tread
Those dusty high-roads of the aimless dead

Plaintive for Earth; but rather turn and run

Down some close-covered by-way of the air,
Some low sweet aley between wind and wind,
Stoop under faint gleams, thread the shadows, find

Some whispering ghost-forgotten nook, and there

Spend in pure converse our eterna day;

Think each in each, immediately wise;

Learn all welacked before; hear, know, and say
What this tumultuous body now denies;

Andfeel, who havelaid our groping handsaway;
And see, no longer blinded by our eyes.

1913
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Clouds

Down the blue night the unending columns press
I'n noiseless tumult, break and wave and flow,
Now tread the far South, or lift rounds of snow

Up to the white moon's hidden loveliness.

Some pause in their grave wandering comradel ess,
And turn with profound gesture vague and slow,
Aswho would pray good for the world, but know

Their benediction empty as they bless.

They say that the Dead die not, but remain
Near to the rich heirs of their grief and mirth.
| think they ride the calm mid-heaven, asthese,
Inwisemajestic melancholy train,
And watch themoon, and the still-raging seas,
And men, coming and going on the earth.

The Pacific, October 1913
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There's Wisdom in Women

'‘Ohloveisfair, and loveisrare;' my dear one she
sad,

'‘But love goes lightly over.' | bowed her foolish head,

And kissed her hair and laughed at her. Such a child

wasshe;
So new to love, so trueto love, and she spoke so
bitterly.

But there's wisdom in women, of more than they
haveknown,

And thoughts go blowing through them, are wiser
than their own,

Or how should my dear one, being ignorant and
young,

Have cried on love so bitterly, with so trueatongue ?

June 1913
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Doubts

When she deeps, her soul, | know,
Goes awanderer on the air,
Wingswhere | may never go,
Leavesher lying, still andfair,
Waiting, empty, laid aside,
Likeadressuponachair. . . .
This| know, and yet | know
Doubts that will not be denied.

For if the soul be not in place,

What haslaid troublein her face ?
And, sitsthere nothing ware and wise
Behind the curtains of her eyes,

What isit, in the self's eclipse,
Shadows, soft and passingly,

About the corners of her lips,

The smilethat is essential she?

And if the spirit be not there,
Why isfragrance in the hair ?

1913
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He wonders whether to Praise or
to Blame Her

I have peace to weigh your worth, now all is over,
But if to praise or blame you, cannot say.

For, who decries the loved, decries the lover;
Y et what man lauds the thing he's thrown away ?

Beyou, in truth, this dull, dight, cloudy naught,
The morefool |, so great afool to adore;

But if you're that high goddess once | thought,
The more your godhead is, | lose the more.

Dear fool, pity the fool who thought you clever!
Dear wisdom, do not mock the fool that missed
you!
Most fair,—the blind has lost your face for ever!
Most foul,—how could | seeyou while | kissed
you?

So ... the poor love of fools and blind I've proved
you,

For, foul or lovely, 'twas afool that loved you.

1913
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Mutability

They say there's a high windless world and strange,
Out of the wash of days and temporal tide,
Where Faith and Good, Wisdom and Truth abide,
Aternacorpora, subject to no change.

There the sure suns of these pale shadows move;
There stand the immortal ensigns of our war;
Our meltingfleshfixed Beauty there, a star,

And perishing hearts, imperishableLove. . . .

Dear, we know only that we sigh, kiss, smile;
Each kiss lasts but the kissing; and grief goes over;
Love has no habitation but the heart.

Poor straws! on the dark flood we catch awhile,
Cling, and are borne into the night apart.
The laugh dieswith thelips, 'Love' with the lover.

South Kensington—Makaweli, 1913
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The Funeral of Youth: Threnody

Theday that Youth had died,
There cameto hisgrave-side,
In decent mourning, from the country's ends,
Thosescatteredfriends
Who had lived the boon companions of hisprime,
And laughed with him and sung with him and wasted,
Infeast and wineand many-crown'd carouse,
Thedaysand nightsand dawningsof thetime
When Youth kept openhouse,
Nor left untasted
Aught of hishigh emprise and ventures desr,
No quest of hisunshar'd—
All these, with loitering feet and sad head bar'd,
Followed their old friend's bier.
Folly went first,
With muffled bellsand coxcomb still reversd;
And after trod the bearers, hat in hand—
Laughter, mosthoarse, and Captain Pridewithtanned
Andmartia faced| grim, and fussyJoy,
Who had to catch atrain, and Lust, poor snivelling

boy;
These bore the dear departed.
Behind them, broken-hearted,
CameGrief, sonoisy awidow, that dl said,
"Hadhebutwed
Her elder sister Sorrow, in her stead!"
And by her, trying to soothe her all the time,
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The fatherless children, Colour, Tune, and Rhyme,
(The sweet lad Rhyme), ran all-uncomprehending.
Then, at the way's sad ending,

Round theraw grave they stay'd. Old Wisdomread
In mumbling tone the Service for the Dead.
Therestood Romance,

The furrowing tears had mark'd her rouged cheek;
Poor old Conceit, hiswonder unassuag'd;

Dead Innocency's daughter, Ignorance;

And shabby, ill-dressd Generosity;

And Argument, too full of woe to speak;

Passion, grownportly, somethingmiddle-ag'd;
And Friendship—not aminuter older, she;

I mpatience, ever taking out hiswatch;

Faith, who was deaf, and had to lean, to catch

Old Wisdom's endless drone.

Beauty was there,

Palein her black; dry-eyed; she stood alone.

Poor maz'd Imagination; Fancy wild;

Ardour, the sunlight on hisgreying hair;
Contentment, who had known Youth as a child

And never seen him since. And Spring came too,
Dancing over the tombs, and brought him flowers—
She did not stay for long.

And Truth, and Grace, and al themerry crew,

The laughing Winds and Rivers, and lithe Hours;
And Hope, the dewy-eyed; and sorrowing Song;—
Y es, with much woe and mourning general,

At dead Youth's funeral,
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Even these were met once more together, all,

Who erst the fair and living Youth did know;
All, except only Love. Love had died long ago.
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The Way that Lovers Use

Theway that loversuseisthis;

They bow, catch hands, with never aword,
And their lips meet, and they do kiss,

—So| haveheard.

They queerly find some healing so,

And strange attainment in the touch;
Thereis a secret lovers know,

—I have read as much.

And theirs no longer joy nor smart,
Changing or ending, night or day;
But mouth to mouth, and heart on heart,

—Soloverssay.

1913
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The Night Journey

Handsand lit faces eddy to aline;
The dazed last minutes click; the clamour dies.
Beyond the great-swung arc o' the roof, divine,
Night, smoky-scarv'd, with thousand coloured

eyes

Glares the imperious mystery of the way.
Thirsty for dark, you feel the long-limbed train
Throb, stretch, thrill motion, slide, pull out and

sway,
Strain for the far, pause, draw to strength

again. . . .

Asaman, caught by some great hour, will rise,
Slow-limbed, to meet the light or find his love;

And, breathing long, with staring sightless eyes,
Hands out, head back, agape and silent, move

Sure as aflood, smooth as avast wind blowing;
And, gathering power and purpose as he goes,

Unstumbling, unreluctant, strong, unknowing,
Borne by awill not his, that lifts, that grows,

Sweep out to darkness, triumphing in his goal,
Out of thefire, out of thelittleroom. . . .

—There is an end appointed, O my soul!
Crimson and green the signals burn; the gloom
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Is hung with steam's far-blowing livid streamers.
Lostinto God, aslightsinlights, we fly,

Grown onewithwill, end-drunken huddled dreamers.
The whitelights roar. The sounds of the world die.

And lipsand laughter are forgotten things.
Speed sharpens; grows. Into the night, and on,

The strength and splendour of our purpose swings.
Thelampsfade; and the stars. Wearealone.

1913
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Home

I came back late and tired last night
Into my little room,

To the long chair and the firdlight
And comfortable gloom.

But as | entered softly in
| saw awoman there,

The line of neck and cheek and chin,
The darkness of her hair,

The form of one | did not know
Sitting in my chair.

| stood amoment fierce and still,
Watching her neck and hair.

| made a step to her; and saw
That therewasno onethere.

It was some trick of the firdight
That made me see her there.

It was achance of shadeand light
And the cushion in the chair.

Oh, dl you happy over the earth,
That night, how could | deep ?

| lay and watched the lonely gloom;
And watched the moonlight creep

From wall to basin, round the room.
All night | could not sleep.

1913
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The Chilterns

Y our hands, my dear, adorable,
Y our lips of tenderness

—Oh, I'velovedyoufaithfully and well,
Three years, or abit less.
It wasn't a success.

Thank God, that'sdone! and I'll take the road,
Quit of my youth and you,

The Roman road to Wendover
By TringandLilley Hoo,
As afree man may do.

For youth goesover, thejoysthat fly,
Thetearsthat follow fast;

And thedirtiest thingswe do must lie
Forgotten at the last;
Even Lovegoespast.

What'sleft behind | shdl not find,
The splendour and the pain;

The splash of sun, the shouting wind,
And the brave sting of rain,
| may not meet again.

But the years, that take the best away,
Give something in the end;
And abetter friend than love have they,
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For none to mar or mend,
That have themsalvesto friend.

| shall desireand | shall find
The best of my desires;

The autumn road, the mellow wind
That soothes the darkening shires,
Andlaughter, andinn-fires.

White mist about the black hedgerows,
The slumbering Midland plain,

The silence where the clover grows,
Andthedead leavesin thelane,
Certainly, these remain.

And| shall findsomegirl perhaps,
And abetter one than you,

With eyesaswise, but kindlier,
And lips as soft, but true.
And | daresay shewill do.

1913
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Love

Loveisabreachin the walls, abroken gate,
Where that comesin that shall not go again;
Love sdls the proud heart's citadel to Fate.
They have known shame, who love unloved. Even
then
When two mouths, thirsty each for each, find slaking,
And agony'sforgot, and hushed the crying
Of credulous hearts, in heaven—such are but taking
Their own poor dreams within their arms, and
lying
Eachinhislonely night, each with aghost.
Some share that night. But they know, love grows
colder,
Growsfalse and dull, that was sweet lies at most.
Astonishment isno morein hand or shoulder,
But darkens, and dies out from kissto kiss.
All thisislove; and al loveisbut this.

1913
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It's not going to Happen Again

I have known the most dear that is granted us here,
M ore supreme than the gods know above,
Like astar | was hurled through the sweet of the
world,
And the height and the light of it, Love.
I have risen to the uttermost Heaven of Joy,
I have sunk to the sheer Hell of Pain—
But—it's not going to happen again, my boy,
It's not going to happen again.

It's the very first word that poor Juliet heard
From her Romeo over the Styx;

Andthe Roman will tell Cleopatrain hell
When she starts the immortal old tricks;

What Pariswastellin' for good-byeto Helen
When he bundled her into the train—

Oh, it's not going to happen again, old girl.
It's not going to happen again.

Chateau Lake Louise
Canada 1913
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The Young Man in April

In the queer light, in twilight,
In April of the year,

| meet a thousand women,
But | never meet my Dear.

Y et each of them has something,
A turn of neck or knee,

A line of breast or shoulder,
That brings my Dear to me.

One has away of swaying,
I'd swear to anywhere;

One has alaugh, and one a hat,
And oneatrick of hair;

—Oh, glintsand hints and gestures,
When shdl | find complete

The Dear that's walking somewhere,
The Dear I've yet to meet ?

May 1913
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The Busy Heart

Now that we've done our best and worst, and parted,
I wouldfill my mind with thoughts that will not
rend.
(O heart, | do not dare go empty-hearted)
I'll think of Love in books, Love without end;
Women with child, content; and old men sleeping;
And wet strong ploughlands, scarred for certain
grain;
And babes that weep, and so forget their weeping;
Andtheyoung heavens, forgetful after rain;
And evening hush, broken by homingwings,
And Song's nobility, and Wisdom holy,
That live, we dead. | would think of athousand
things,
Lovely and durable, and tastethem slowly,
One after one, like tasting asweet food.
| have need to busy my heart with quietude.

1913
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Song

Theway of Lovewasthus.

He wasborn, onewinter morn,
Withhandsdelicious.
Anditwaswell withus.

Lovecameour quiet way,
Litprideinus, anddiedinus,
All inawinter'sday.

Thereisno moreto say.

1913
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The True Beatitude

(BOUTSRIMeS)

They say, when the Great Prompter's hand shall ring
Down the last curtain upon earth and sea,
All the Good Mimes will have eternity

To praise their Author, worship love and sing;

Or to the walls of Heaven wandering
L ook down on those damned for afretful d——,
Mock them (al theologians agree

On thisreward for virtue), laugh, and fling

New sulphur on the sin-incarnadined . . .
Ah, Love! sill temporal, and still atmospheric,
Teeologicaly unperturbed,
We shareapeace by no divinedivined,
An earthly garden hidden from any cleric,
Untrodden of God, by no Eterna curbed.

1913

60



Unfortunate

Heart, you are restless as a paper scrap
That's tossed down dusty pavements by the wind;
Saying, 'Sheismost wise, patient and kind.
Between the small hands folded in her l1ap
Surely a shamed head may bow down at length,
Andfindforgiveness where the shadows stir
About her lips, and wisdom in her strength,
Peace in her peace. Cometo her, cometo her!" . ..

She will not care. She'll smile to see me come,
So that | think all Heaven in flower to fold me.
Shelll givemeal | ask, kissme and hold me,
And open wide upon that holy air
The gates of peace, and take my tiredness home,
Kinder than God. But, heart, shewill not care.

1912
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Mary and Gabriel

Y oung Mary, loitering once her garden way,
Felt awarm splendour grow in the April day,
Aswinethat blusheswater through. And soon,
Out of the gold air of the afternoon,
One knelt before her: hair he had, or fire,
Bound back above his earswith golden wire,
Baring the eager marble of hisface.
Not man's nor woman's was the immortal grace
Rounding the limbs beneath that robe of white,
Andlighting the proud eyeswith changdlesslight,
Incurious. Camashiswings, andfair,
That presencefilled the garden.

She stood there,
Saying, 'What wouldyou, Sir?'

He told his word,
'Blessed art thou of women!' Half she heard,
Handsfol ded and face bowed, half long had known,
The message of that clear and holy tone,
That fluttered hot sweet sobs about her heart;
Such serene tidings moved such human smart.
Her breath came quick as littleflakesof snow.
Her hands crept up her breast. She did but know
It was not hers. Shefelt atrembling stir
Within her body, awill too strong for her
That held andfilled and mastered all. With eyes
Closed, and athousand soft short broken sighs,
Shegave submission; fearful, meek, andglad. . . .
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She wished to speak. Under her breasts she had
Such multitudinous burnings, to and fro,
And throbs not understood; she did not know
If they were hurt or joy for her; but only
That she was grown strange to herself, half lonely,
All wonderful, filled full of painsto come
And thoughts she dare not think, swift thoughts and
dumb,
Human, and quaint, her own, yet very far,
Divine, dear, terrible, familiar . . .
Her heart wasfaint for telling; to relate
Her [imbs' sweet treachery, her strange high estate,
Over and over, whispering, half revealing,
Weeping; and sofind kindnessto her healing.
"Twixt tears and laughter, panic hurrying her,
Sheraised her eyes to that fair messenger.
Heknelt unmoved, immortal; with hiseyes
Gazing beyond her, calm to the calm skies;
Radiant, untroubledin hiswisdom, kind.
His sheaf of lilies stirred not in the wind.
How should she, pitiful with mortality,
Try thewide peace of that felicity
With ripples of her perplexed shaken heart,
And hints of human ecstasy, human smart,
And whispers of the lonely weight she bore.
And how her womb within was hers no more
And at length hers?
Being tired, she bowed her head;
And said, 'So beit!
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The great wings were spread,
Showering glory on thefields, and fire.
Thewhole air, singing, bore him up, and higher,
Unswerving, unreluctant. Soon he shone
A gold speck in the gold skies; then was gone.

Theair was colder, and grey. She stood alone.

Autumn 1912



Song

All suddenly the wind comes soft,
And Springishereagain;

And the hawthorn quickens with buds of green,
And my heart with buds of pain.

My heart all Winter lay so numb,
The earth so dead and frore,

That | never thought the Spring would come,
Or my heart wake any more.

But Winter's broken and earth has woken,
And the small birdscry again;

And the hawthorn hedge puts forth its buds,
And my heart putsforth its pain.

1912
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Beauty and Beauty

When Beauty and Beauty meet
All naked, fair tofair,
The earth is crying-sweet,
And scattering-bright the air,
Eddying, dizzying, closing round,
With soft and drunken laughter;
Veiling all that may befall
After—after—

Where Beauty and Beauty met,
Earth's ill a-tremble there,
And winds are scented yet,
And memory-soft theair,
Bosoming, folding glints of light,
And shreds of shadowy laughter;
Not the tears that fill the years
After—after—

1912
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The Old Vicarage, Grantchester

(Cafe des Westens, Berlin, May 1912)

Just now thelilacisin bloom,
All before my little room;
Andinmy flower-beds, | think,
Smile the carnation and the pink;
And down the borders, well | know,
Thepoppy and the pansy blow . . .
Oh! there the chestnuts, summer through,
Beside theriver makefor you
A tunnel of green gloom, and deep
Deeply above; and green and deep
The stream mysterious glides beneath,
Green asadream and deep as death.
—Oh, damn! | know it! and | know
How the May fieldsall golden show,
And when the day isyoung and swest,
Gild gloriously the barefeet
That runto bathe . . .

Dulieber Gottl

Heream I, sweating, sick, and hot,

And there the shadowed waters fresh

L ean up to embrace the naked flesh.
Temperamentvoll German Jews

Drink beer around;—and therethe dews
Are soft beneath amorn of gold.

Here tulips bloom asthey are told;
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Unkempt about those hedges blows
AnEnglishunofficial rose;

And there the unregulated sun

Slopes down to rest when day is done,
Andwakesavagueunpunctual star,

A dippered Hesper; and there are
MeadstowardsHadlingfield and Coton
Where das Betreten's not verboten.

€18 yevoiunv . . . would | were
In Grantchester, in Grantchester! —
Some, it may be, can get in touch
With Nature there, or Earth, or such.
And clever modern men have seen
A Faun a-peeping through the green,
Andfelt the Classcs were not dead,
ToglimpseaNaiad's reedy head,
Or hear the Goat-foot pipinglow: . . .
But these are things | do not know.
1 only know that youmay lie
Day-long and watch the Cambridge sky,
And, flower-lulledindeepy grass,
Hear the cool lapse of hours pass,
Until the centuries blend and blur
In Grantchester, in Grantchester. . . .
Still inthe dawnlit waters cool
Hisghostly L ordship swimshispooal,
And triesthe strokes, essaysthetricks,
Long learnt on Hellespont, or Styx.
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Dan Chaucer hears his river dill

Chatter beneath a phantom mill.
Tennyson notes, with studious eye,

How Cambridge waters hurry by ...

And in that garden, black and white,
Creep whispers through the grass all night;
And spectral dance, before the dawn,

A hundred Vicars down the lawn;

Curates, long dust, will come and go

On lissom, clerical, printless toe;

And oft between the boughsis seen
Thedy shadeof aRural Dean . . .

Till, at ashiver in the skies,

Vanishing with Satanic cries,

The prim ecclesiastic rout

L eaves but a startled sleeper-out,

Grey heavens, thefirst bird's drowsy calls,
Thefalling housethat never falls.

God! | will pack, and takeatrain,

And get me to England once again!

For England's the oneland, | know,

Where men with Splendid Hearts may go;

And Cambridgeshire, of al England,

The shirefor Men who Understand;

And of that district | prefer

The lovely hamlet Grantchester.

For Cambridge people rarely smile,

Being urban, squat, and packed with guile;
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And Royston men in the far South

Are black and fierce and strange of mouth;
At Over they fling oaths at one,

And worse than oaths at Trumpington,
And Ditton girls are mean and dirty,

And there's none in Harston under thirty,
Andfolksin Shelford and those parts
Have twisted lipsand twisted hearts,

And Barton men make Cockney rhymes,
And Coton'sfull of nameless crimes,

And things are done you'd not believe

At Madingley, on ChristmasEve.

Strong men have run for miles and miles,
When one from Cherry Hinton smiles;

Strong men have blanched, and shot their

wives,
Rather than send them to St. 1ves;
Strong men have cried like babes, bydam,
To hear what happened at Babraham.
But Grantchester! ah, Grantchester!
There's peace and holy quiet there,
Great clouds adong pacific skies,
And men and women with straight eyes,
Lithe children lovelier than a dream,
A bosky wood, aslumbrous stream,
And little kindly winds that creep
Round twilight corners, half asleep.
In Grantchester their skins are white;
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They bathe by day, they bathe by night;

Thewomen there do all they ought;

The men observe the Rules of Thought.

They love the Good; they worship Truth;

They laugh uproariously inyouth;

(And when they get to feeling old,

They up and shoot themselves, I'mtold) . . .
Ah God! to see the branches stir

Across the moon at Grantchester!

To smell the thrilling-sweet and rotten

Unforgettable, unforgotten

River-smell, and hear the breeze

Sobbing in thelittle trees.

Say, do theelm-clumpsgreatly stand

Still guardiansof that holy land ?

The chestnuts shade, in reverend dream,

Theyet unacademic stream ?

|s dawn asecret shy and cold

Anadyomene, silver-gold?

And sunset till agolden sea

FromHaslingfieldtoMadingley ?

And after, erethenightisborn,

Do hares come out about the corn ?

Oh, is the water sweet and cool,

Gentle and brown, above the pool ?

And laughs the immortal river still

Under the mill, under the mill ?

Say, isthere Beauty yet tofind ?

And Certainty ?and Quiet kind ?
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Deep meadows yet, for to forget
Thelies, and truths, and pain?. . . Oh! yet
Stands the Church clock at ten to three ?

And isthere honey ill for tea?
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Travel

Twaswhen | wasin Neu Strelitz
| brokemy heartinlittle bits.

So while | sat in the Miiritz train
| glued the bits together again.

But when | got to Amerhold,
| felt the glue would never hold.

And now that I'm home to Barton Hill,
1 know once broken isbroken still.

1912

73



In Frelburg Sation

In Freiburg station, waiting for atrain,

| saw aBishop in puceglovesgo by.

Now God may thunder furiousfrom the sky,
Shattering all my glory into pain,

Andjoy turn stinking rotten, hope be vain,
Night fall onlittlelaughters, littleloves,
And better Bishops don more glorious gloves,
Whilel go downindarkness; what carel ?

There is one memory God can never break,

There is one splendour more than all the pain,
Thereis one secret that shall never die,
Star-crowned | stand arid sing, for that hour's sake.
InFreiburg station, waitingfor atrain,

| saw aBishop with puceglovesgo by.

1912
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Fragment on Painters

There is an evil which that Race attaints

Who represent God's World with oily paints,

Who mock the Universe, so rare and sweet,

With spots of colour on a canvas shest,

Defilethe Lovely and insult the Good

By scrawling upon little bits of wood.

They'd snare the moon, and catch the immortal sun
With madder brown and pale vermilion,

Entrap an English evening'smagic hush . . .

c.1912

75



Sometimes Even Now . . .

Sometimes even now | may
Steal aprisoner's holiday,

Slip, when all isworst, the bands,
Hurry back, and duck beneath
Time's old tyrannous groping hands,

Speed away with laughing breath
Back to al I'll never know,
Back to you, ayear ago.

Truant therefrom Time and Pain,
What | had, | findagain:
Sunlight in the boughs above,
Sunlight inyour hair and dress,
The Hands too proudfor al but Love,
The Lips of utter kindliness,
The Heart of bravery swift and clean
Where the best was safe, | knew,
And laughter in the gold and green,
And song, andfriends, and ever you
With smiling and familiar eyes,
Y ou—but friendly: you—Dbut true.

And Innocence accounted wise,
And Faith thefool, the pitiable.
Love so rare, one would swear
All of earth for ever well—
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Cardless lips and flying hair,
Andlittlethingsl may nottell.

It does but double the heart-ache
When | wake, when | wake.

c.1912
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The Fish

Inacool curving world he lies

And ripples with dark ecstasies.
Thekind luxurious lapse and stedl
Shapes al hisuniverseto feel

And know and be; the clinging stream
Closes his memory, glooms his dream,
Who lips the roots o' the shore, and glides
Superb on unreturning tides.

Those silent waters weave for him

A fluctuant mutable world and dim,
Where wavering masses bulge and gape
Mysterious, and shape to shape

Dies momently through whorl and hollow,
Andform and lineand solid follow
Solid and line and form to dream
Fantastic down the eternal stream;

An obscure world, a shifting world,
Bulbous, or pulled to thin, or curled,
Or serpentine, or driving arrows,

Or serene didings, or March narrows.
There dipping wave and shore are one,
And weed and mud. No ray of sun,

But glow to glow fades down the deep
(Asdream to unknown dream in sleep);
Shakentranslucency illumes

The hyaline of drifting glooms;

The strange soft-handed depth subdues

78



Drowned colour there, but black to hues,
Asdeath to living, decomposes—

Red darkness of the heart of roses,

Blue brilliant from dead starless skies,
And gold that lies behind the eyes,

The unknown unnamesble sightlesswhite
That is the essential flame of night,
Lustreless purple, hooded green,

The myriad hues that lie between
Darknessand darkness! . . .

Andall'sone
Gentle, embracing, quiet, dun,
The world he restsin, world he knows,
Perpetual curving. Only—grows
An eddy inthat ordered falling,
A knowledgefromthegloom, acalling
Weed in the wave, gleam in the mud—
Thedark fireleapsaong hisblood;
Dateless and deathless, blind and still,
The intricate impulse works its will;
Hiswovenworld drops back; and he,
Sansprovidence, sasnsmemory,
Unconscious and directly driven,
Fadesto some dank sufficient heaven.

O world of lips, O world of laughter,
Where hope isfleet and thought fliesafter,
Of lights in the clear night, of cries
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That drift along the wave and rise

Thin to the glittering stars above,

Y ou know the hands, the eyes of love!
The strife of limbs, the sightless clinging,
Theinfinite distance, and the singing
Blown by thewind, aflame of sound,
Thegleam, the flowers, and vast around
The horizon, and the heights above—

Y ou know the sigh, the song of love!

But there the night is close, and there
Darknessis cold and strange and bare;
And the secret degps are whisperless;
Andrhythmisall deliciousness;
Andjoy isin the throbbing tide,
Whose intricate fingersbeat and glide
Infelt bewildering harmonies

Of trembling touch; and musicis
The exquisite knocking of the blood.
Space isno more, under the mud;

His blissis older than the sun.

Silent and straight the waters run.
The lights, the cries, the willows dim,
And the dark tide are one with him.

Munich, March 1911
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Mummia

As those of old drank mummia
To fire their limbs of lead,

M aking dead kingsfrom Africa
Stand pander to their bed;

Drunk on the dead, and medicined
With spiced imperial dust,

In a short night they reeled to find
Ten centuries of lust.

So |, from paint, stone, tale, and rhyme,

Stuffed love's infinity,
And sucked all loversof all time
Torarefy ecstasy.

Helen's the hair shuts out from me
Veronaslivid skies;

Gypsy thelips| press; and see
Two Antonysin your eyes.

The unheard invisible lovely dead
Lie with usin this place,

And ghostly hands above my head
Close face to straining face;

Their blood is wine along our limbs;
Their whispering voices wreathe
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Savage forgotten drowsy hymns
Under the names we breathe;

Woven from their tomb, and one with it,
The night wherein we press;

Their thousand pitchy pyres have lit
Y our flaming nakedness.

For the uttermost years have cried and clung
To kiss your mouth to mine;

And hair long dust was caught, was flung,
Hand shaken to hand divine,

And Life has fired, and Death not shaded,
All Time's uncounted bliss,
And the height o' the world hasflamed and
faded,—
Love, that our love be this!
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Dead Men's Love

There was adamned successful Poet;
There was a Woman like the Sun.
And they were dead. They did not know it.

They did not know their time was done.
They did not know his hymns
Were silence; and her limbs,
That had served Love so well,
Dust, and afilthy smell.

And so oneday, as ever of old,
Hands out, they hurried, knee to knee;
Onfireto cling and kissand hold
And, in the other's eyes, to see
Eachhisowntiny face,
Andin that long embrace
Fed lip and breast grow warm
To breast and lip and arm.

So kneeto knee they sped again,
And laugh to laugh they ran, I'm told,
Acrossthe gtreets of Hell. . .
And then
They suddenly felt the wind blow cold,
Andknew, so closdly pressed,
Chill air on lip and breast,
And, with asick surprise,
The emptiness of eyes.

Munich, 27th February 1911
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Colloquial

It was not that you said | thought you knew,
Or that you thought | said that you, my dear,
Felt what | felt you felt. Ifit were clear,

Had God given soul to me, or sense to you,
Or guts, indeed, to either of the two,

Had it been worth asmile, or worth atear,
Heart of my heart.

February 1911



Thoughts on the Shape of the Human Body

How canwefind?how canwerest ?how can
We, being gods, winjoy, or peace, being man?
We, the gaunt zanies of awitless Fate,

Who love the unloving, and the lover hate,
Forget the moment ere the moment dlips,
Kisswith blind lips that seek beyond the lips,
Who want, and know not what we want, and cry
With crooked mouths for Heaven, and throw it by.
Love'sfor completeness! No perfection grows
"“Twixt leg, and arm, elbow, and ear, and nose,
Andjoint, and socket; but unsatisfied

Sprawling desires, shapeless, perverse, denied.
Finger with finger wreathes; we love, and gape,
Fantastic shape to mazed fantastic shape,
Straggling, irregular, perplexed, embossed,
Grotesquely twined, extravagantly lost

By crescive paths and strange protuberant ways
From sanity and from wholeness and from grace.
How can love triumph, how can solace be,
Where fever turns toward fever, knee toward knee ?
Could we but fill to harmony, and dwell

Simple as our thought and as perfectible,

Rise disentangled from humanity

Strange whole and new into simplicity,

Grow to aradiant round love, and bear
Unfluctuant passion for some perfect sphere,
Love moon to moon unquestioning, and be
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Likethestar L unisequa, steadfastly
Following the round clear orb of her delight,
Patiently ever, through the eternal night!

c. 1911
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A Letter to a Live Poet

Sir, since the last Elizabethan died,

Or, rather, that more Paradisal muse,

Blind with much light, passed to the light more
glorious

Or deeper blindness, no man's hand, as thine,

Has, on the world's most noblest chord of song,

Struck certain magic strains. Ears satiate

With the clamorous, timorous whisperings of to-day,

Thrilled to perceive once more the spacious voice

And serene utterance of old. We heard

—With rapturous breath half-held, as a dreamer
dreams

Who dares not know it dreaming, lest he wake—

The odorous, amorous style of poetry,

The melancholy knocking of those lines,

The long, low soughing of pentameters,

—Or the sharp of rhyme asabird's cry—

And the innumerabl e truant polysyllables

Multitudinously twittering like a bee.

Fulfilled our hearts were with that music then,

And al the evenings sighed it to the dawn,

And al the lovers heard it from al the trees.

All of the accents upon all the normsl!

—And ah! the stress on the penultimate!

We never knew blank verse could have such feet.

Whereisit now ? Oh, more than ever, now
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| sometimes think no poetry is read
Save where some sepultured Caesurabled,
Royally incarnadining dl the line.
Isthe imperia iamb laid to rest,
And the young trochee, having done enough ?
Ah! turn again! Sing so to us, who are sick
Of seeming-simple rhymes, bizarre emotions,
Decked in the simple verses of the day,
Infinite meaning in alittle gloom,
Irregular thoughts in stanzas regular,
Modern despair in antique metres, myths
Incomprehensible at evening,
And symbols that mean nothing in the dawn.
Thedow linesswell. The new style sighs. The Celt
Moansround with many voices.

God! to see
Gaunt anapaests stand up out of theverse,
Combative accents, stresswhere no stress should be,
Spondee on spondee, iamb on choriamb,
Thethrill of al the tribrachs in the world,
And all the vowelsrising to the E!
To hear the blessed mutter of those verbs,
Conjunctions passionate toward each other's arms,
And epithetslike amaranthine lovers
Stretching luxuriously to the stars,
All prouder pronouns than the dawn, and all
The thunder of the trumpets of the noun!

January 1911
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Sonnet Reversed

Hand trembling towards hand; the amazing lights
Of heart and eye. They stood on supreme heights.

Ah, the delirious weeks of honeymoon!

Soon they returned, and, after strange adventures,
Settled at Balham by the end of June.

Their money wasin Can. Pacs. B. Debentures,
AndinAntofagastas. Still hewent

Cityward daily; still she did abide
At home. And both were really quite content

With work and socia pleasures. Then they died.
They left three children (besides George, who drank):

The eldest Jane, who married Mr. Bell,
William, the head-clerk in the County Bank,

And Henry, astock-broker, doing well.

Lulworth, 1stJanuary 1911
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The Hill

Breathless, weflungus onthewindy hill,
Laughedinthe sun, and kissed thelovely grass.
Yousaid, 'Throughglory and ecstasy we pass;

Wind, sun, and earth remain, the birds sing still,

Whenweareold, areold. . . ." '"Andwhenwedie
All'sover that isours; and lifeburnson

Through other lovers, other lips,' said I,

'‘Heart of my heart, our heaven is now, iswon!"

‘We are Earth's best, that learnt her lesson here.
Lifeis our cry. We have kept the faith!" we said,;
‘We shdl go down with unreluctant tread

Rose-crowned intothedarkness!' . . . Proudwe

were,

Andlaughed, that had such bravetruethingsto say.

—Andthenyousuddenly cried, and turned away .

December 1910
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Lines Written in the Bdlief that the
Ancient Roman Festival of the Dead was
called Ambarvalia

Swingstheway still by hollow and hill,
Andall theworld'sasong;

'She'sfar,' it Sngsme, 'but fair,' it rings me,
'‘Quiet,’ it laughs, 'and strong!’

Oh! spite of the milesand years between us,
Spite of your chosen part,

I doremember; and | go
With laughter in my heart.

So abovethelittlefolk that know not,
Out of the white hill-town,

Highup | clamber; and | remember;
Andwatchthe day go down.

Goldismy heart, and theworld'sgolden,
And one peak tipped with light;
Andtheair lies still about the hill
With thefirst fear of night;

Till mystery downthesoundlessvalley
Thunders, and dark ishere;

And thewind blows, and thelight goes,
And the night is full of fear.
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And | know, one night, on some far height,
In the tongue | never knew,

| yet shall hear the tidings clear
From them that were friends of you.

They'll cal the news from hill to hill,
Dark and uncomforted,

Earth and sky and thewinds; and |
Shdl know that you are dead.

| shall not hear your trentals,
Nor eat your arval bread;

For the kin of you will surely do
Their duty by the dead.

Their little dull greasy eyes will water;
They'll paw you, and gulp afresh.
They'll sniffleand weep, and their thoughtswill

creep
Likefliesonthe cold flesh.

They will put pence on your grey eyes,
Bind up your fallen chin,

And lay you straight, thefoolsthat loved you
Because they were your kin.

They will praise dl the bad about you,
And hush the good away,

And wonder how they'll do without you,
And then they'll go away.
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But quieter than one deeping,
And stranger than of old,

Y ou will not stir for weeping,
Y ou will not mind the cold;

But through the night the lipswill laugh not,
The handswill beinplace,

And at length the hair belying till
About the quiet face.

With snuffle and sniff and handkerchief,
And dim and decorous mirth,

With ham and sherry, they'll meet to bury
The lordliest lass of earth.

The little dead hearts will tramp ungrieving
Behind lone-riding you,

Theheart so high, the heart so living,
Heart that they never knew.

| shdl not hear your trentals,
Nor eat your arval bread,

Nor with smug breath tell lies of death
Totheunanswering dead.

With snuffle and sniff and handkerchief,
Thefolk who loved you not

Will bury you, and go wondering
Back home. And youwill rot.
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But laughing and half-way up to heaven,
Withwind and hill and star,

| yet shall keep, before | deep,
Your Ambarvalia.
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The Life Beyond

He wakes, who never thought to wake again,

Who held the end was Death. He opens eyes
Slowly, to onelong livid oozing plain

Closed down by the strange eyeless heavens. He

lies;

And waits; and onceintimeless sick surmise
Through the dead air heaves up an unknown hand,
Likeadry branch. Nolifeisinthat land,

Himsalf not lives, but is athing that cries;

An unmeaning point upon the mud; a speck

Of moveless horror; an Immortal One
Cleansed of the world, sentient and dead; a fly

Fast-stuck in grey sweat on a corpse's neck.

I thought when love for you died, | should die.
It'sdead. Alone, most strangely, | live on.

April—September 1910
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The Descent

Becauseyou called, I left the mountain height,
Bleak nurseand neighbour to I nfinity,

The sunlit solitude of Day, the high

Lone conversation with the londly night;
These, and my fellows, 1'd forgotten quite,
The stars and hills and silence and the wind,
Andfrom my radiant uplands chose the blind
Nooks of your lost perpetual twilight.

For there your white and hungry hands were
gleaming,

Y our troublous mouth. And there we found desire

Asleep with sorrow, children lightly dreaming,

And laughter laid between close-lying faces.

There wefound lovein little hidden places,

Lost human love between the mist and mire.

c. 1910
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Flight

Voices out of the shade that cried,
And long noon in the hot calm places,
And children's play by the wayside,
And country eyes, and quiet faces—
All these were round my steady paces.

Those that | could have loved went by me;
Cool gardened homes dept in the sun;

| heard the whisper of water nigh me,
Saw hands that beckoned, shone, were gone
In the green and gold. And | went on.

For if my echoing footfall dlept,
Soon afar whispering there'd be

Of alittle lonely wind that crept
From tree to tree, and distantly
Followed me, followed me. . . .

But the blue vaporous end of day
Brought peace, and pursuit baffled quite,
Where between pine-woods dipped the way.
| turned, dipped in and out of sight.
| trod asquiet asthenight.

The pine-boles kept perpetual hush;
And in the boughs wind never swirled.
| found aflowering lowly bush,
And bowed, didin, and sighed and curled,

_Hidden at rest from all the world.
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Safel | wassafe, andglad, | knew!
Y et—with cold heart and cold wet brows
| lay. Andthedark fell. . . . Theregrew
Meward a sound of shaken boughs;
And ceased, above my intricate house;

And silence, silence, silencefoundme. . . .
| felt the unfaltering movement creep

Among the leaves. They shed around me
Cam clouds of scent, that | did weep;
And stroked my face. | fell adeep.

1910
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The Goddess in the Wood

Inaflowered dell the Lady V enus stood,
Amazed with sorrow. Down the morning one
Far golden horn in the gold of trees and sun

Rang out; and held; and died. . . . Shethought the

wood

Grew quieter. Wing, and leaf, and pool of light
Forgot to dance. Dumb lay the unfailing stream;
Life one eternal instant rose in dream

Clear out of time, poised on agolden height. . . .

Till aswift terror broke the abrupt hour.

The gold waves purled amidst the green above her;
And abird sang. With one sharp-taken breath,

By sunlit branchesand unshaken flower,

The immortal limbsflashedto the human lover,
And theimmortal eyesto look on desth.

March 1910



Dust

When the whiteflamein usis gone,
And we that lost the world's delight
Stiffen in darkness, left alone
To crumblein our separate night;

When your swift hair is quiet in death,
And through the lips corruption thrust

Has stilled the labour of my breath—
When we are dust, when we are dust!—

Not dead, not undesirous yet,
Still sentient, still unsatisfied,
Welll ride the air, and shine, and flit,
Around the places where we died,

And dance as dust before the sun,
And light of foot, and unconfined,

Hurry from road to road, and run
About the errands of the wind.

And every mote, on earth or air,

Will speed and gleam, down later days,
And like a secret pilgrim fare

By eager andinvisibleways,

Nor ever rest, nor ever lie,
Till, beyond thinking, out of view,
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One mote of all the dust that's |
Shal meet one atom that wasyou.

Then in some garden hushed from wind,
Warm in a sunset's afterglow,
Theloversintheflowerswill find
A sweet and strange unquiet grow

Upon the peace; and, past desiring,
So highabeauty intheair,

Andsuchalight, and suchaquiring,
And such aradiant ecsasy there,

They'll know not if it's fire, or dew,
Or out of earth, or in the height,

Singing, or flame, or scent, or hue,
Or two that pass, in light, to light,

Out of the garden higher, higher. . . .
But in that instant they shall learn
The shattering ecstasy of our fire,
And the weak passionless hearts will burn

Andfaintin that amazing glow,
Until the darkness close above;
And they will know—poor foals, they'll
know!—
One moment, what it is to love.

December 1909-March 1910
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Desertion

So light we were, so right wewere, so fair faith
shone,

Andtheway waslaid so certainly, that, whenl'd
gone,

What dumb thing looked up at you ? Was it something
heard,

Or asudden cry, that meekly and without aword

Y ou broke the faith, and strangely, weakly, dipped
apart?

Y ou gavein—you, the proud of heart, unbowed of
heart!

Wasthis, friend, the end of all that we could do ?

And have you found the best for you, therest for
you?

Didyou learn so suddenly (and | not by!)

Some whispered story, that stole the glory from the
sky,

And ended dl the splendid dream, and made you go

So dully from thefight we know, the light we know ?

Ofaithless! thefaith remains, and | must pass

Gay down theway, and on alone. Under the grass

Y ou wait; the breeze movesin the trees, and stirs, and
cals,

And covers you with white petals, with light petals.

Thereit shal crumble, frail andfair, under the sun,

O little heart, your brittle heart; fill day be done,

102



And the shadowsgather, falling light, and, whitewith
dew,

Whisper, and weep; and creep to you. Good deep to
you!

March 1910
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Success

| think if you had loved me when | wanted;
If 1'd looked up one day, and seen your eyes,
And found my wild sick blasphemous prayer granted,
And your brown face, that'sfull of pity and wise,
Flushed suddenly; the white godhead in new fear
Intolerably so struggling, and so shamed;
Most holy and far, if you'd come all too near,
If earth had seen Earth's lordliest wild limbs
tamed,
Shaken, and trapped, and shivering, for my touch—
Myself should | have slain ? or that foul you ?
But this the strange gods, who had given so much,
To have seen and known you, this they might not
do.
One last shame's spared me, one black word's un-
spoken;
And I'malone; and you have not awoken.

January 1910
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Sonnet

| sad | splendidly loved you; it's not true.
Such long swift tides stir not aland-locked sea.
On gods or fools the high risk falls—on you—
The clean clear bitter-sweet that's not for me.
Love soarsfrom earth to ecstases unwist.
Loveisflung Lucifer-likefrom Heaven to Hell.
But—there are wanderers in the middle mist,
Who cry for shadows, clutch, and cannot tell
Whether they love at al, or, loving, whom:
Anold song'slady, afool infancy dress,
Or phantoms, or their own face on the gloom;
For love of Love, or from heart's loneliness.
Pleasure's not theirs, nor pain. They doubt, and sigh
Anddonot loveat all. Of theseam 1.

January 1910
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The One Before the Last

| dreamt | wasinloveagain
With the One Before the Last,
And smiled to greet the pleasant pain
Of that innocent young past.

But | jumped to feel how sharp had been
The pain when it did live,

How the faded dreams of Nineteen-ten
Were Hell in Nineteen-five.

The boy's woe was as keen and clear,
The boy'slovejust as true,

And the One Before the Last, my dear,
Hurt quite as much asyou.

* * x

Sickly | pondered how the lover
Wrongs the unanswering tomb,
And sentimentalizes over
What earned abetter doom.

Gently he tombs the poor dim last time,
Strews pinkish dust above,
And sighs, "The dear dead boyish pastime!
But this—ah, God!—isLove!'
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—Better oblivion hide dead true loves,
Better the night enfold,

Than men, to eke the praise of new loves,
Should lie about the old!

* * *

Oh! bitter thoughts | had in plenty.
But here'stheworst of it —

| shall forget, in Nineteen-twenty,
You ever hurt abit!

[1thJanuary 1910
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Kindliness

When love has changed to kindliness—
Oh, love, our hungry lips, that press

So tight that Time's an old god's dream
Nodding in heaven, and whisper stuff
Seven million years were not enough

To think on after, make it seem

Less than the breath of children playing,
A blasphemy scarce worth the saying,

A sorry jest, 'When love has grown

To kindliness—to kindliness!' . . .

And yet—the best that cither's known
Will change, and wither, and be less,

At last, than comfort, or its own
Remembrance. And when some caress
Tendered in habit (once a flame

All heaven sang out to) wakes the shame
Unworded, in the steady eyes

we'll have,—that day, what shal we do ?
Being so noble, kill the two

Who've reached their second-best ? Being wise,
Break cleanly off, and get away,

Follow down other windier skies

New lures, alone ? Or shall we stay,
Sincethisis all we've known, content
In the lean twilight of such day,

And not remember, not lament ?

That time when dl is over, and
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Hand never flinches, brushing hand;

And blood lies quiet, for al you're near;
And it's but spoken words we hear,

Where trumpets sang; when the mere skies
Are stranger and nobler than your eyes;
Andfleshisflesh, wasflamebefore;
Andinfinitehungersleap no more

Inthe chance swaying of your dress;
Andlovehaschangedtokindliness.

c. 1910
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Dining-Room Tea

When you were there, and you, and you,
Happiness crowned the night; | too,
Laughingand looking, oneof all,

| watched the quivering lamplight fall
On plate and flowersand pouring tea
And cup and cloth; and they and we
Flung all thedancing momentsby
Withjest and glitter. Lip and eye
Flashed ontheglory, shoneand cried',
Improvident, unmemoried;
Andfitfullyandlikeaflame

The light of laughter went and came.
Proud in their careless transience moved
Thechangingfacesthat | loved.

Till suddenly, and otherwhence,

| looked upon your innocence.

For lifted clear and still and strange

From the dark woven flow of change

Under avast and starless sky

| saw the immortal moment lie.

Oneinstant I, aninstant, knew

AsGodknowsall. Anditandyou

I, above Time, oh, blind! could see

In witless immortality.

| saw the marble cup; the tea,

Hung on the air, an amber stream;
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| saw the fire's unglittering gleam,
The painted flame, the frozen smoke.
No more theflooding lamplight broke
Onflyingeyesandlipsand hair;

But lay, but lept unbroken there,

On stiller flesh, and body breathless,
And lipsand laughter stayed and deathless,
And words on which no silence grew.
Light was more alive than you.

For suddenly, and otherwhence,

| looked on your magnificence.

| saw the stillness and the light,
Andyou, august, immortal, white,
Holy and strange; and every glint
Posture and jest and thought and tint
Freed from the mask of transiency,
Triumphant in eternity,

Immote, immortal.

Dazed at length
Human eyesgrew, mortal strength
Wearied; and Time began to creep.
Change closed about melike asleep.
Light glinted on the eyes| loved.
The cup wasfilled. The bodies moved.
Thedrifting petal came to ground.
The laughter chimed its perfect round.
The broken syllable was ended.
Andl, so certain and so friended,
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How could | cloud, or how distress,

The heaven of your unconsciousness ?

Or shake at Time's sufficient spell,
Stammering of lights unutterable ?

The eternal holiness of you,

The timeless end, you never knew,

The peace that lay, the light that shone.
Y ou never knew that | had gone

A millionmilesaway, and stayed

A millionyears. Thelaughter played
Unbroken round me; and thejest
Flashed on. And we that knew the best
Down wonderful hours grew happier yet.
| sang at heart, and talked, and eat,

And lived from laugh to laugh, 1 too,
When you were there, and you, and you.

c. 1910
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A Channel Passage

The damned ship lurched and slithered. Quiet and
quick
My cold gorge rose; the long searolled; | knew
| must think hard of something, or be sick;
And couldthink hard of only onething—youl!
Y ou, you aone could hold my fancy ever!
And with you memories come, sharp pain, and
dole.
Now there's a choice—heartache or tortured liver!
A sea-sick body, or ayou-sick soul!

Do | forget you ? Retchings twist and tie me,
Old meat, good meals, brown gobbets, up | throw.
Do | remember ? Acrid return and slimy,
The sobs and slobber of alast year's woe.
And till the sick shiprolls. 'Tishard, | tell ye,
To choose 'twixt love and nausea, heart and belly.

December 1909
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Victory

All night the ways of Heaven were desol ate,
Long roads across agleaming empty sky.
Outcast and doomed and driven, you and I,
Alone, serene beyond dl love or hate,
Terror or triumph, were content to wait,
We, silent and all-knowing. Suddenly
Swept through the heaven, low-crouching from on
high,
One horseman, downward to the earth's low gate.

Oh, perfect from the ultimate height of living,
Lightly we turned, through wet woods blossom-
hung,
Into the open. Down the supernal roads,
With plumes a-tossing, purpleflagsfar-flung,
Rank upon rank, unbridled, unforgiving,
Thundered the black battalions of the Gods.

June 1909
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Day and Night

Through my heart's palace Thoughts unnumbered
throng;
And there, most quiet and, asachild, most wise,
High-throned you sit, and gracious. All day long
Great Hopes gold-armoured, jester Fantasies,
And pilgrim Dreams, and little beggar Sighs,
Bow to your benediction, go their way.
And the gravejewelled courtier Memories
Worship and love and tend you, dl the day.

But, when | dleep, and al my thoughtsgo straying,
When the high session of the day is ended,

And darkness comes; then, with thewaning light,
By lilied maidens on your way attended,

Proud from the wonted throne, superbly swaying,
Y ou, likeaqueen, pass out into the night.

1909
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The Charm

In darknessthe loud sea makes moan;
And earthisshaken, and all evilscreep
About her ways.

Oh, now to know you seep!
Out of the whirling blinding moil, aone,
Out of the dow grim fight,
One thought to wing—to you, aseep,
In some cool room that's open to the night,
Lying half-forward, breathing quietly,
One white hand on the white
Unrumpled sheet, and the ever-moving hair
Quiet and «ill at length! . . .

Y our magic and your beauty and your strength,
Like hills at noon or sunlight on atree,
Sleeping prevail in earth and air.

In the sweet gloom above the brown and white
Night benedictions hover; and the winds of night
Move gently round the room, and watch you there,
And through the dreadful hours

The trees and waters and the hills have kept

The sacred vigil whileyou slept,

And lay away of dew and flowers

Whereyour feet, your morning feet, shall tread.

116



And still the darkness ebbs about your bed.
Quiet, and strange, and loving-kind, you sl eep.
And holy joy about the earth is shed,;

And holiness upon the deep.

8th November 1909
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Finding

From the candles and dumb shadows,
And the house where love had died,
| stole to the vast moonlight
And the whispering life outside.
But | found no lips of comfort,
No home in the moon's light
(1, little and lone and frightened
In the unfriendly night),
And no meaninginthevoices. . . .
Far over the lands, and through
The dark, beyond the ocean,
| willed to think ofyoul
For | knew, had you been with me
I'd have known the words of night,
Found peace of heart, gone gladly
In comfort of that light.

Oh! the wind with soft beguiling
Would have stolen my thought away;

And the night, subtly smiling,
Came by the silver way;

And the moon came down and danced to me,
And her robe waswhiteand flying;

And treesbent their headsto me
Mysterioudy crying;

And dead voices wept around me;
And dead soft fingersthrilled;
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And thelittle gods whispered . . .
But ever

Desperately | willed;

Till al grew softand far
Andsilent. . .

And suddenly

| found you white and radiant,
Sleeping quietly,

Far out through the tides of darkness.

And | therein that grest light
Wasaone no more, nor fearful;
For there, in the homely night,
Was no thought else that mattered,
And nothing elsewastrue,
But the whitefire of moonlight,
And awhite dream of you.

1909
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Song

'Oh! Love," they said, 'is King of Kings,
And Triumph is his crown.
Earthfadesinflamebefore hiswings,
And Sun and Moon bow down.'—
But that, | knew, would never do;
And Heavenisall too high.
So whenever | meet aQueen, | said,
I will not catch her eye.

'Oh! Love,' they said, and 'Love, they said,
"The gift of Loveisthis;
A crown of thorns about thy head,
And vinegar to thy kiss!'—
But Tragedy is not for me;
And I'm content to be gay.
So whenever | spiedaTragic Lady,
| went another way.

Andsol never feared to see
Y ou wander down the street,

Or come across thefieldsto me
On ordinary feet.

For what they'd never told me of,
And what | never knew,

It was that al thetime, my love,
Lovewould be merely you.

c. 1909
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Paralysis

For moveless limbs no pity | crave,
That never were swift! Still al | prize,
Laughter and thought and friends, | have;
No fool to heaveluxurioussighs
For the woods and hills that | never knew.
The more excellent way's yet mine! And
you

Flower-laden come to the clean white cdll,
Andwetalk as ever—am | not the same ?
With our hearts we love, immutable,
Y ou without pity, | without shame.
Wetalk as of old; as of old you go
Out under the sky, and laughing, | know,

Flit through the streets, your heart all me;
Till you gain the world beyond the town.
Then—I fade from your heart, quietly;
And your fleet steps quicken. The strong down
Smiles you welcome there; the woods that love
you
Close lovely and conquering arms above youl.

O ever-moving, O lithe and free!
Fast in my linen prison | press
On impassable bars, or emptily
Laugh in my great loneliness.
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And till in the white neat bed | strive
Most impotently against that gyve;
Being less now than athought, even,

To you alone with your hills and heaven.

July 1909
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Town and Country

Here, wherelove'sstuffisbody, arm and side
Are stabbing-sweet 'gainst chair and lamp and wall.
In every touch more intimate meanings hide;
Andflamingbrains are the white heart of all.

Here, million pulses to one centre beat:
Closedinby men'svast friendliness, alone,
Two can be drunk with solitude, and meet
On the sheer point where sense with knowing's one.

Here the green-purple clanging royal night,
And the straight lines and silent walls of town,
Androar, and glare, and dust, and myriad white
Undying passers, pinnacle and crown

| ntensest heavensbetween close-lyingfaces
By thelamp'sairlessfierce ecstatic fire;
Andwe'vefound loveinlittle hidden places,
Under great shades, between the mist and mire.

Stay! though thewoods are quiet, and you've heard
Night creep aong the hedges. Never go

Where tangled foliage shrouds the crying bird,
And the remotewinds sigh, and waters flow!

L est—asour wordsfall dumb on windlessnoons,
Or hearts grow hushed and solitary, beneath
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Unheeding stars and unfamiliar moons,
Or boughs bend over, close and quiet as death,—

Unconscious and unpassionate and still,

Cloud-like we lean and stare as bright |eaves stare,
And gradually along the stranger hill

Our unwalled loves thin out on vacuous air,

And suddenly there'sno meaning in our Kiss,
Andyour lit upward face grows, wherewelie,
Lonelier and dreadfuller than sunlight is,
And dumb and mad and eyelesslikethe sky.

c. 1909
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Menelaus and Helen

|

Hot through Troy's ruin Menelaus broke
To Priam's palace, sword in hand, to sate
On that adulterous whore aten years' hate
And aking's honour. Through red death, and smoke,
And cries, and then by quieter ways he strode,
Till the still innermost chamber fronted him.
He swung his sword, and crashed into thedim
Luxuriousbower, flaminglikeagod.

High sat white Helen, lonely and serene.

He had not remembered that she was so fair,
And that her neck curved down in such away;
And hefelt tired. Heflungthe sword away,

And kissed her feet, and knelt before her there,
The perfect Knight before the perfect Queen.

11

So far the poet. How should he behold
That journey home, the long connubial years?
He does not tell you how white Helen bears
Child on legitimate child, becomes a scold,
Haggard with virtue. Menelausbold
Waxed garrulous, and sacked ahundred Troys
"Twixt noon and supper. And her golden voice
Got shrill ashe grew deafer. And both were old.
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Often he wonders why on earth he went
Troyward, or why poor Paris ever came.

Oft she weeps, gummy-eyed and impotent;
Her dry shankstwitch at Paris mumbled name.

SoMenelausnagged; and Helencried;
And Parisdept on by Scamander side.

1909
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Lust

How should I know ? The enormous wheels of will
Drove me cold-eyed on tired and deepless feet.
Night was void arms and you a phantom still,
And day your far light swaying down the street.
Asnever fool for love, | starved for you;
My throat was dry and my eyes hot to see.
Y our mouth so lying was most heaven in view,
And your remembered smell most agony.

Love wakenslove! | felt your hot wrist shiver,
And suddenly the mad victory | planned
Flashed real, in your burning bending head. . .
My congueror's blood was cool as adeep river
In shadow; and my heart beneath your hand
Quieter than a dead man on a bed.

1909
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Jealousy

When | seeyou, who were so wise and cool,
Gazingwith silly sickness on that fool
Y ou'vegivenyour loveto, your adoring hands
Touch his so intimately that each understands,
I know, most hidden things; and when | know
Y our holiest dreamsyield to the stupid bow
Of hisred lips, and that the empty grace
Of those strong legs and arms, that rosy face,
Has beaten your heart to such aflameof love,
That you have given him every touch and move,
Wrinkle and secret of you, all your life,
—Oh! then| know I'mwaiting, lover-wife,
For the great time when loveis at aclose,
Andal itsfruit'sto watch the thickening nose
And sweaty neck and dulling face and eye,
That are yours, and you, most surely, till you diel
Day after day you'll sit with him and note
The greasier tie, the dingy wrinkling coat;
As prettiness turns to pomp, and strength to fat,
And love, love, love to habit!

And after that,
When dll that'sfinein manisat an end,
Andyou, that loved young life and clean, must tend
A foul sick fumbling dribbling body and old,
When hisrare lips hangflabby and can't hold
Slobber, and you're enduring that worst thing,
Senility's queasy furtive love-making,
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And searching those dear eyesfor human meaning,
Propping the bald and helpless head, and cleaning
A scrap that life'sflungby, and love'sforgotten,—
Then you'll betired; and passion dead and rotten;
And he'll bedirty, dirty!

Olitheand free
And lightfoot, that the poor heart criesto see,
That'show I'll seeyour man andyou!—

But you

—Oh, when that time comes, you'll be dirty too!

1909
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Blue Evening

My restless blood now lies a-quiver,
Knowing that aways, exquisitely,

This April twilight on the river
Stirs anguish in the heart of me.

For thefast world in that rare glimmer
Puts on the witchery of a dream,

The straight grey buildings, richly dimmer,
Thefiery windows, and the stream

With willows leaning quietly over,
The till ecstatic fading skies.. . .
Andal these, likeawaiting lover,
Murmur and gleam, lift lustrous eyes,

Drift close to me, and sideways bending
Whisper delicious words.
But|
Stretch terrible hands, uncomprehending,
Shaken with love; and laugh; and cry.

My agony madethewillows quiver;
| heard the knocking of my heart

Dieloudly down the windlessriver,
| heard the pale skiesfall apart,

And the shrill stars unmeaning laughter,
And my voice with the vocal trees
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Weeping. And Hatred followed after,
Shrilling madly down the breeze.

In peace from the wild heart of clamour,
A flower in moonlight, she was there,
Was rippling down white ways of glamour

Quietly laid onwave and air.

Her passing left no leaf a-quiver.
Paleflowerswreathed her white, white
brows.
Her feet were silence on theriver;
And 'Hush!" she said, between the boughs.

May 1909
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The Voice

Safe in the magic of my woods
I lay, and watched the dying light.
Faint in the pale high solitudes,
And washed with rain and veiled by night,

Silver and blue and green were showing.
And the dark woods grew darker still;

And birds were hushed; and peace was growing;
And quietness crept up the hill;

Andnowindwasblowing. . .

And| knew

That this was the hour of knowing,

And the night and the woods and you

Were one together, and | should find

Soon in the silence the hidden key

Of all that had hurt and puzzled me—

Why you were you, and the night was kind,
And the woods were part of the heart of me.

And there | waited breathlessly,
Alone; and slowly the holy three,
The three that | loved, together grew
One, in the hour of knowing,
Night, and the woods, and you

Andsuddenly
There was an uproar in my woods,
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The noise of afool in mock distress,
Crashing and laughing and blindly going,
Of ignorant feet and a swishing dress,
And aVoice profaning the solitudes.

The spell was broken, the key denied me,
And at length your flat clear voice beside me
Mouthed cheerful clear flat platitudes.

Y ou came and quacked beside me in the wood.
You said, 'Theview from hereisvery good! '
You said, 'It's nice to be aone abit!"

And, 'How the days are drawing out!" you said.
You said, ‘'The sunset's pretty, isn't it 7

* * *

By God! | wish—I wish that you were dead!

April 1909
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Sonnet

Oh! Death will find me, long before | tire
Of watching you; and swing me suddenly
Into the shade and loneliness and mire
Of the last land! There, waiting patiently,

One day, | think, I'll feel acool wind blowing,
See adow light across the Stygian tide,

And hear the Dead about me stir, unknowing,
Andtremble. And,' shall know that you have died,

Andwatch you, abroad-browed and smiling dream,
Pass, light as ever, through the lightless host,
Quietly ponder, start, and sway, and gleam—
Most individual and bewildering ghost!—

And turn, and tossyour brown delightful head
Amusedly, among the ancient Dead.

April 1909
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Choriambics—,'

Anh! not now, when desire burns, and the wind calls,
and the suns of spring

Light-foot dance in the woods, whisper of life, woo
me to wayfaring:

Ah! not now should you come, now when the road
beckons, and good friends call,

Where are songs to be sung, fightsto be fought, yeal
and the best of all,

Love, onmyriad lipsfairer thanyours, kissesyou
could not give! . . .

Dearest, why should | mourn, whimper, and whine,
| that haveyet tolive?

Sorrow will | forget, tearsfor the best, love on the
lips of you,

Now, when dawn in the blood wakes, and the sun
laughs up the eastern blue;

I'll forget and be glad!
Only at length, dear, when the great day ends,

When love dies with the last light, and the last song
has been sung, andfriends

All are perished, and gloom strides on the heaven:
then, asaonel lig,

'Mid Death's gathering winds, frightened and dumb,
sick for the past, may |

Fed you suddenly there, cool at my brow; then may
| hear the peace
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Of your voice a the last, whispering love, calling, ere
al can cease

In the silence of death; then may | see dimly, and
know, aspace,

Bending over me, last light in the dark, once, as of old,
your face.

December 1908
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Choriambics—//

Here the flame that was ash, shrine that was void, lost
in the haunted wood,

| have tended and loved, year upon year, | inthe
solitude

Waiting, quiet and glad-eyed in the dark, knowing
that once agleam

Glowed and went through the wood. Still | abode
strong in a golden dream,

Unrecaptured.

For I, | that had faith, knew that aface
would glance

One day, white in the dim woods, and avoice call,
andaradiance

Fill thegrove, and thefiresuddenly leap . . . and, in
the heart of it,

End of labouring, you! Therefore| kept ready the
altar, lit

Theflame, burning apart.

Face of my dreams vainly in vision white

Gleaming down to me, lo! hopeless| rise now. For
about midnight

Whispers grew through the wood suddenly, strange
criesin the boughs above

Grated, crieslike alaugh. Silent and black then
through the sacred grove

Great birds flew, as adream, troubling the leaves,
passing at length.
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I knew,
Long expected and long loved, that afar, God of the
dimwood, you
Somewhere lay, as achild deeping, a child suddenly
reft from mirth.
White and wonderful yet, white in your youth,
stretched upon foreign earth,
God, immortal and dead!
Therefore | go; never to rest, or win
Peace, and worship of you more, and the dumb wood
and the shrine therein.

December 1908



The Jolly Company

The gtars, ajolly company,

| envied, straying late and lonely;
And cried upon their revelry:

'O white companionship! Y ou only
In love, infaith unbroken dwell,
Friends radiant and inseparable!’

Light-heart and glad they seemed to me
And merry comrades (even so

God out ofHeaven may laugh to see
The happy crowds; and never know

That in hislone obscure distress

Each walketh in a wilderness).

But I, remembering, pitied well
And loved them, who, with lonely light,
In empty infinite spaces dwell,
Disconsolate. For, dl the night,
| heard the thin gnat-voices cry,
Star to faint star, across the sky.

November 1908
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Seeping Out: Full Moon

They deep within. . . .

| cower to the earth, | waking, | only.

High and cold thou dreamest, O queen,
high-dreaming and lonely.

We have slept too long, who can hardly win
The white one flame, and the night-long crying;
The viewless passers; the world's low sighing
With desire, with yearning,

To the fire unburning,

To the heatless firg, to theflamelessecstasy! . . .

Helplessli lie.
And around me the feet of thy watchers tread.
There isarumour and aradiance of wings above my

head,
Anintolerable radiance of wings. . . .

All the earth grows fire,

White lips of desire

Brushing cool on the forehead, croon slumbrous
things.

Earth fades; and the air is thrilled with ways,

Dewy pathsfull of comfort. And radiant bands,

The gracious presence of friendly hands,

Help the blind one, the glad one, who stumbles and
strays,
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Stretching wavering hands, up, up, through the praise
Of amyriad silver trumpets, through cries,

Todl glory, to dl gladness, to theinfinite height,

To the gracious, the unmoving, the mother eyes,

And the laughter, and the lips, of light.

August 1908
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Day That | Have Loved

Tenderly, day that | haveloved, | closeyour eyes,
And smooth your quiet brow, and fold your thin
dead hands.
The grey veils of the half-light deepen; colour dies.
| bear you, alight burden, to the shrouded sands,

Where lies your waiting boat, by wreaths of the sea's
making
Mist-garlanded, with al grey weeds of the water
crowned.
Thereyou'll be laid, past fear of deep or hope of
waking;
And over the unmoving sea, without a sound,
Faint hands will row you outward, out beyond our
sight,
Us with stretched arms and empty eyes on the far-
gleaming
Andmarblesand. . . .
Beyond the shifting cold twilight,
Further than laughter goes, or tears, further than
dreaming,

Ther€ll be no port, no dawn-lit idands! But the drear
Waste darkening, and, at length, flame ultimate on
the deep.
Oh, thelastfire—andyou, unkissed, unfriended there!
Oh, the lone way's red ending, and we not there to
weep!
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(Wefound you pale and quiet, and strangely crowned
withflowers,
Lovely and secret asachild. Y ou camewith us,
Came happily, hand in hand with theyoung dancing
hours,
High on the downs at dawn!) Void now and tene-
brous,

Thegrey sands curve beforeme. . . .
From the inland meadows,
Fragrant of June and clover, floatsthe dark, and
fills
The hollow sea's dead face with little creeping
shadows,
And the white silence brims the hollow of the hills.

Closein the nest isfolded every weary wing,
Hushed dl thejoyful voices; and we, who held you
dear,
Eastward we turn and homeward, alone,
remembering . . .
Day that | loved, day that | loved, the Night is here!

1908
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Second Best

Herein the dark, O heart;
Alonewith the enduring Earth, and Night,
And Silence, and the warm strange smell of clover;
Clear-visioned, though it break you; far apart
From the dead best, the dear and old delight;
Throw down your dreams of immortality,
O faithful, O foolish lover!
Here's peace for you, and surety; here the one
Wisdom—the truth!—'All day the good glad sun
Showerslove and labour onyou, wine and song;
The greenwood laughs, the wind blows, all day long
Till night." And night ends all things.

Then shall be
No lamp relumed in heaven, no voices crying,
Or changing lights, or dreams and forms that hover!
(And, heart, for all your sighing,
That gladness and those tears are over, over. . . .)

And has the truth brought no new hope at all,
Heart, that you're weeping yet for Paradise ?

Do they till whisper, the old weary cries ?
"IMidyouth and song, feasting and carnival,

Through laughter, through the roses, as ofold

Comes Death, on shadowy and rel entl essfeet,

Death, unappeasable by prajer or gold;

Death isthe end, the endV

Proud, then, clear-eyed and laughing, go to greet
Death asafriend!
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Exile of immortality, strongly wise,

Strain through the dark with undesirous eyes

To what may lie beyond it. Setsyour star,

O heart, for ever! Y et, behind the night,

Waits for the great unborn, somewhere afar,
Some white tremendous daybreak. And thelight,
Returning, shall give back the golden hours,
Ocean awindless level, Earth alawn

Spacious and full of sunlit dancing-places,

And laughter, and music, and, among the flowers,
The gay child-hearts of men, and the child-faces,
O heart, in the great dawn!

1908
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Pine-Trees and the Sky: Evening

I'd watched the sorrow of the evening sky,
And smelt the sea, and earth, and the warm clover,
And heard the waves, and the seagull’'s mocking cry.

And in themal was only the old cry,

That songthey alwayssing— 'Thebest isover!
Y ou may remember now, and think, and sigh,
0 silly lover!

And| wastired and sick that all wasover,
Andbecausel,

For al my thinking, never could recover

One moment of the good hours that were over.
And | was sorry and sick, and wishedto die.

Then from the sad west turning wearily,

1 saw the pines against the white north sky,
Very beautiful, and still, and bending over
Their sharp black heads against aqui et sky.
And therewas peaceinthem; and |

Was happy, and forgot to play thelover,
Andlaughed, and did no longer wish to die;
Being glad of you, O pine-trees and the sky !

Lulworth, 8thJuly 1907
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Failure

Because God put Hisadamantinefate
Between my sullen heart and its desire,
| swore that | would burst the Iron Gate,
Rise up, and curse Him on Histhrone of fire.

Earth shuddered at my crown of blasphemy,
But Lovewasasaflameabout my feet;
Proud up the Golden Stair | strode; and beat

Thrice on the Gate, and entered with a cry—

All the great courts were quiet in the sun,
Andfull of vacant echoes: mosshad grown
Over the glassy pavement, and begun
To creep within the dusty council-halls.
Anidlewind blew round an empty throne
And stirred the heavy curtains on thewalls.

1908
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The Song of the Pilgrims

(Halted around thejire by night, after moon-set, they sing
thisbeneath thetrees)

What light of unremembered skies
Hast thou relumed within our eyes,
Thou whom we seek, whom we shall find?. . .
A certain odour on the wind,
Thy hidden face beyond the west,
These things have called us; on a quest
Older than any road we trod,
More endlessthan desire. . . .
Far God,

Sighwith thy cruel voice, that fills
The soul with longing for dim hills
And faint horizons! For there come
Grey moments of the antient dumb
Sickness of travel, when no song
Can cheer us; but the way seems|ong;
And oneremembers. . . .

Anh! the beat
Of weary unreturning feet,
And songs of pilgrimsunreturning! . . .
Thefireswe left are always burning
On the old shrines of home. Our kin
Have built them temples, and therein
Pray to the Gods we know; and dwell
Inlittle houseslovable,
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Being happy (we remember how!)
And peaceful evento death. . . .

O Thou,
God of al long desirous roaming,
Our hearts are sick of fruitless homing,
And crying after lost desire.
Hearten usonward! aswith fire
Consuming dreams of other bliss.
The best Thou givest, giving this
Sufficient thing—to travel still
Over the plain, beyond the hill,
Unhesitating through the shade,
Amidthesilenceunafraid,
Till, a some sudden turn, one sees
Against the black and muttering trees
Thine altar, wonderfully white,
Among the Forests of the Night.

March 1908
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On the Death of Smet-Smet,
the Hippopotamus Goddess

SONG OF A TRIBE OF THE ANCIENT EGYPTIANS

(The Priestswithin the Temple)

She was wrinkled and huge and hideous ? She was our
Mother.

Shewas lustful and lewd ?—but a God; we had none
other.

In the day Shewashidden and dumb, but at nightfall
moaned in the shade;

We shuddered and gave Her Her will in the darkness;
we were afraid.

(The People without)

She sent uspain,

And we bowed before Her;
Shesmiled again

And bade us adore Her.
She solaced our woe

And soothed our sighing;
And what shall we do

Now God is dying ?

(The Priests within)

She was hungry and ate our children;—how should
we stay Her ?

She took our young men and our maidens,—ours to

obey Her.
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We were loathed and mocked and reviled of all
nations; that was our pride.

Shefed us, protected us, loved us, and killed us; now
Shehasdied.

(The People without)
Shewassostrong;
But Death is stronger.
Sheruled uslong;
But Timeislonger.
She solaced our woe
And soothed our sighing ;
And what shall we do
Now God is dying?

1908
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Seaside

Swiftly out from the friendly lilt of the band,
The crowd's good laughter, the loved eyes of men,
| am drawn nightward; | must turn again
Where, down beyond the low untrodden strand,
There curves and glimmers outward to the unknown
The old unquiet ocean. All the shade
Isrifewith magic and movement. | stray alone
Here on the edge of silence, half afraid,

Waiting asign. In the deep heart of me
The sullen waters swell towards the moon,
And al my tides set seaward.

Frominland
Leapsagay fragment of some mocking tune,
That tinklesand laughsand fadesalong the sand,
And dies between the seawall and the sea.

1908
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Wagner

Creeps in half wanton, half asleep,
One with afat wide hairless face.
Helikeslove-music that is cheap;
Likeswomen in a crowded place;
And wants to hear the noise they're making.

His heavy eyelids droop half-over,
Great pouches swing beneath his eyes.
He listens, thinks himself the lover,
Heaves from his stomach wheezy sighs;
Helikesto feel hisheart's a-breaking.

Themusic swells. Hisgross legs quiver.
His little lips are bright with slime.
The music swells. The women shiver.
And al thewhile, in perfect time,
His pendul ous stomach hangs a-shaking.

Queen's Hall, 1908
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In Examination

Lo! from quiet skies

In through the window my Lord the Sun!

Andmy eyes

Were dazzled and drunk with the misty gold,

The golden glory that drowned and crowned me

Eddied and swayed through theroom . . .
Around me,

To left and to right,

Hunchedfiguresand old,

Dull blear-eyed scribblingfools, grew fair,

Ringed round and haloed with holy light.

Flame lit on their hair,

And their burning eyes grew young and wise,

Each as a God, or King of kings,

White-robed and bright

(Still scribblingall);

And afull tumultuous murmur of wings

Grew through the hall;

And| knew thewhiteundying Fire,

And, through open portals,

Gyreon gyre,

Archangel sand angel s, adoring, bowing,

AndaFaceunshaded. . . .

Till the light faded;

Andthey werebut foolsagain, foolsunknowing,

Still scribbling, blear-eyed and stolid immortals.

February 1908
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Sonnet: in time of Revolt

Thething must End. | anno boy! | AM
NoBOY'! ! beingtwenty-one. Uncle, you make
A great mistake, avery great mistake,

In chiding mefor letting dlip a 'Damn!’

What's more, you called me ‘Mother's one ewe

lamb,’
Bade me 'refrain from swearing—for her sake—
Till 'mgrownup’ . . .—By God! | think you take

Too much upon you, Uncle William!

Y ou say | am your brother's only son.

| know it. And, 'What of it 7 | reply.

My heart's resolved. Something must be done.
Soshall | curb, sobaffle, sosuppress
Thistoo avuncul ar officiousness,
Intolerableconsanguinity.

January 1908
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Song of the Children in Heaven

Inevil placesfar away

And naughty times for ever gone
We were so good, the Angels say,
That now God lets us sit upon
The golden floor of glassy stone.

Heis so good and kind, and yet

(Don't tell Him) the great floor of glass
Is rather hard. We can't forget

The bad old world. We wish it was

Just warm, sweet-smelling, tumbly grass.

And when on whistles and toy drums
We make aloud amusing noise,
Somelargeofficial seraph comes
And scolds, and takes away our toys,
Bidsus st till and be good boys.

And when ababy laughs up here

Or rolls his crown about in play,
Thereisapause. God looks severe;
The Angelsfrown, and sigh and pray,
And some-one takes the crown away.
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The Little Dog's Day

All in the town were till asleep,

When the sun came up with a shout and a leap.
In the lonely streets unseen by man,

Alittle dog danced. And the day began.

All hislife he'd been good, asfar as he could,

And the poor little beast had done all that he should.

But this morning he swore, by Odin and Thor

And the Canine Vahalla—he'd stand it no more!

So his prayer he got granted—to do just what he
wanted,

Prevented by none, for the space of one day.

‘Jam incipiebo,' sedere facebo,?

In dog-L atin he quoth, 'Euge! sophos! hurray ,"

He fought with the he-dogs, and winked at the she-
dogs,

A thing that had never been heard of before.

' For the stigma of gluttony, | care not a button!" he

Cried, and ate dl he could swallow—and more.

He took sinewy lumps from the shins of old frumps,

And mangled the errand-boys—when he could get
‘em.

He shammed furiousrabies,’ and bit al the babies,

Andfollowed the cats up the trees, and then ate 'em!

! Now we're off. 2 'l make them sit up.
® Pronounce either to suit rhyme.
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They thought ‘twas the devil was holding arevel,
And sent for the parson to drive him away;
For the town never knew such a hullaballoo
Asthat little dog raised—till the end of that day.

When the blood-red sun had gone burning down,
And the lights were lit in the little town.
Outside, in the gloom ofthe twilight grey,

The little dog died when he d had his day.

July 1907

g8



The Wayfarers

Isit the hour ? We leave this resting-place
Made fair by one another for awhile.

Now, for agod-speed, one last mad embrace;
The long road then, unlit by your faint smile.

Anh! thelong road! andyou so far away!

Oh, I'll remember! but. . . each crawling day
Will pale alittle your scarlet lips, each mile

Dull the dear pain of your remembered face.

. . . Doyou think there's afar border town,
somewhere,
The desert's edge, last of the lands we know,
Some gaunt eventual limit of our light,
Inwhich I'll find you waiting; and we'll go
Together, hand in hand again, out there,
Into the waste we know not, into the night ?

June 1907
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My Song

They are unworthy, these sad whining moods.
Shall | not make of Love some glorious thing 2—
A song—and shout it through the dripping woods,
Till dl the woods shal burgeon into Spring ?
Because I'veamad longing for your eyes,
And once our eager lipsmet wonderfully,
Men shall find new delight in morning skies,
And al the stars will dance more merrily.

Y es, in the wonder of the last day-break,
God's Mother, on the threshold of His house,
Shall welcome in your white and perfect soul,
Kissing your brown hair softly for my sake;
And God'sown hand will lay, asaureole,
My song, aflameof scarlet, on your brows.

June 1907

160



Ante Aram

Before thy shrine | kneel, an unknown worshipper,
Chanting strange hymns to thee and sorrowful
litanies,
Incense of dirges, prayersthat are as holy myrrh.

Anh! goddess, on thy throne of tears and faint low
sighs,
Weary at last to theeward come the feet that err,
And empty hearts grown tired of the world's vanities.

How fair this cool deep silence to awanderer
Deef with the roar of winds along the open skies!
Swest, after sting and bitter kiss of sea-water,

The pale Lethean wine withinthy chalices! . . .
| come before thee, |, too tired wanderer
To heed the horror of the shrine, the distant cries,

And evil whispersin thegloom, or the swift whirr
Of terriblewings—I, least of all thy votaries,
With afaint hope to see the scented darkness stir,

And, parting, frame within its quiet mysteries
Oneface, with lips than autumn-lilies tenderer,
And voice more sweet than thefar plaint of violsis,

Or the soft moan of any grey-eyed lute-player.

June 1907
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Dawn

(From the train between Bologha and Milan, second class)

Opposite me two Germans snore and sweat.
Through sullen swirling gloom wejolt and roar.
We have been herefor ever: evenyet
A dim watch tells two hours, two aeons, more.
The windows are tight-shut and slimy-wet
With anight's foetor. There are two hours more;
Two hoursto dawn and Milan; two hoursyet.
Opposite me two Germans sweat and snore. . . .

One of them wakes, and spits, and sleeps again.
The darkness shivers. A wan | ight through therain
Strikeson our faces, drawn and white. Somewhere
A new day sprawls; and, inside, thefoul air
Ischill, and damp, and foul er than before. . . .
Opposite me two Germans sweat and snore.

1907

162



Song

Oh! that apple bloom, and the pale spring sun,
And the cottage door;

I'll seethem all, beforel'vedone,

A many Aprilsmore.

And you, for all your fairy feet,
Andyour strangebrownways,

Won't wholly for ever by wood or street
Avoid oneowlishgaze.

But—suddenly you, inwhiteand blue,

By the cottage door,

And the blue and white of April weather,
And the apple-bloom—;just these together
I'll see no more, no more.

c. 1907
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The Call

Out of the nothingness of deep,
The dow dreams of Eternity,
There was a thunder on the deep:
| came, becauseyou caled to me.

I broke the Night's primeval bars,
| dared the old abysmal curse,

Andflashed through ranks of frightened stars
Suddenly on the universel

The eternal silences were broken;
Hell became Heaven as| passed.—
What shdl | giveyou as atoken,
A dgn that we have met, at last ?

I'll break and forge the stars anew,
Shatter the heavens with a song;

Immortal in my lovefor you,
Because | loveyou, very strong.

Y our mouth shall mock the old and wise,

Y our laugh shall fill the world with flame,
I'll write upon the shrinking skies

The scarlet splendour of your name,

Till Heaven cracks, and Hell thereunder
Diesin her ultimate mad flre,
164



And darknessfalls, with scornful thunder,
On dreams of men and men's desire.

Then only in the empty spaces,
Death, walking very silently,
Shall fear the glory of our faces
Through dl the dark infinity.

So, clothed about with perfect love,
The eternal end shall find us one,
AloneabovetheNight, above
The dust of the dead gods, alone.

February 1907

165



The Beginning

Some day | shall rise and leave my friends

And seek you again through the world's far ends,
Y ou whom | found so fair,

(Touch of your hands and smell of your hair!),
My only god in the days that were.

My eager feet shall find you again,

Though the sullen years and the mark of pain
Have changed you wholly; for | shall know
(How could | forget having loved you so ?),

In the sad half-light of evening,

Theface that was all my sunrising.

So then at the ends of the earth I'll stand

And hold you fiercely by either hand,

And seeing your age and ashen hair

I'll curse the thing that onceyou were,

Because it is changed and pale and old

(Lipsthat were scarlet, hair that wasgold!),
And | loved you before you were old and wise,
When the flame of youth was strong in your eyes,
—And my heart is sick with memories.

January 1907
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The Vision of the Archangels

Slowly up silent peaks, the white edge of the world,
Trod four archangels, clear against the unheeding
sky,
Bearing, with quiet even steps, and great wingsfurled,
A little dingy coffin; whereachild must lie,
Itwasso tiny. (Yet, you had fancied, God could never
Have bidden a child turn from the spring and the
sunlight,
And shut himin that lonely shell, to drop for ever
Into the emptiness and silence, into thenight. . . .)

They then from the sheer summit cast, and watched it
fall,
Through unknown glooms, that frail black coffin—
and therein
God'slittlepitiful Body lying, worn and thin,
And curled up like some crumpled, lonely flower-
petal—
Till itwasno morevisible; then turned again
With sorrowful quiet faces downward to the plain.

December 1906
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The Song of the Beasts

(Sung, on one night, in the cities, in the darkness)

Comeaway! Comeaway!
Y e are sober and dull through the common day,
But now it is night!
It isshameful night, and God is aslegp!
(Have you not felt the quick firesthat creep
Through the hungry flesh, and the lust of delight,
And hot secrets of dreams that day cannot say ?)....
. . . Thehouseisdumb;
The night callsout toyou. . . . Come, ah, come!
Down the dim stairs, through the creaking door,
Naked, crawling on hands and feet
—Itismeet! itismeet!
Y e are men no longer, but less and more,
Beast and God. . . . Down the lampless street,
By little black ways, and secret places,
In darkness and mire,
Faint laughter around, and evil faces
By the star-glint seen—ah! follow with us!
For the darkness whispers a blind desire,
And thefingersof night are amorous. . . .
Keep close as we speed,
Though mad whispers woo you, and hot hands cling,
And the touch and the smell of bare flesh sting,
Soft flank by your flank, and side brushing side—
Tonight never heed!
Unswerving and silent follow with me,
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Till the city ends sheer,

And the crook'd lanes open wide,

Out of the voices of night,

Beyond lust and fear,

To the level waters of moonlight,

To the level waters, quiet and clear,

To the black unresting plains of the calling sea.

1906
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Vanitas

Laugh now and live! Our blood isyoung, our hearts
arehigh.

Fragrant of life, aflame with roses, al the Spring

Thrills in our windy souls and woos to wayfaring;

And the glad sun goes laughing up the eastern sky.

Laugh now and live! the gods are with us. Death and
tears

Are dreamswe know not. Life, mysterious, divine,

Liftsto our scarlet mouths her young immortal wine,

Andwreathswith roses al our passionate laughing
years.

Only,—remember! The day passeth; not for long

Stays the mad joyance of our golden revelry.

Theyoung eyes darken; the rose petals fade and
die;

Sleep ends and crowns our carnival, silence our
song.

Too soon the pale hour callsus! Suddenly cold and
chill
Dieson our lips thejest, thejoy within our heart:
From the loved comrades, the warm feast, we stedl
apart,
Thelonely night before us. Pitifully still
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Lie the young limbs, the feet that delicately trod
Life'sfluting measures, the red lips that sang, the

whole
White beauty of our body: and the startled soul

Flutters and fails before the darkness that is God.

March 1906
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The Lost Lilies

" What if one heaven by sinbeforfeited 7
(Thusin my wilful bitterness| spake)
'‘Morelovesremain, though one young love be dead:
Shal all my lifebevoid, for adream’'ssake?
—Letmearise! Beauty yet waits, | wis,
Red blooms more passionate than thesewan lilies! '

So, after desolate questing through the years,
At length I won to this dim languorous place,
Fragrant with night and roses. All my tears
Fadefrom me, bending to hide my weary face
Deep in this drowsy gloom of fragrances,
And drown remembrance of my lost lilies.

Ah! surely hereat length oblivion
Shdl crown my wandering, and this dim perfume
Cover away remembrance of things gone,
In scented groves and passionate warm gloom!
Surely more sweet the roses purple kiss,
Than the pale sorrow of my lost lilies!

Y et sometimes, in atill twilight, it may be,
Even these roses scentless grow and stale;
Joy for atime seems but Satiety;
The warm spdlls of the subtle darkness fail;
Till the sick heart's memoria litanies
Sgh for the pure grace of my lost lilies.
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And al the murmur and scent of sun-setting
Awake the passionate old dreams; and |
Sit weary-eyed in silent sorrowing,
And nurse the old regrets that will not die,
Remembering where the perfect beauty is,
The immortal pallor of my logt lilies.

Autumn 1905
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The Bastille

I

Sullen athwart the freedom of the skies

It frowned, and mocked the sun's high pageantry,

—Dawn of the cloudy hair and pleading eyes,

And the green sunset-light,—

With the dark threat of its immensity,

And sinister portent of all-shrouding night.

Round it the dead innumerabl e days

Clung, and the wraiths of years and seasons past,

—Spring, dancing light-foot down the woodland
ways;

Summer, the fragrant queen of long delight,

Languid with roses; Autumn, old and wan,

Wearily creeping graveward; and at last

Winter's oblivion.

So, while the silent feet of Time sped on,

It loomed tremendous, hateful in men's eyes,

Tyranny's presence, for infear firm-set

Stood all the towers; with sorrow-laden gloom

The walls were built, and little pallid sighs;

And, darkening every life-enfolding tomb,

Passion, and wild regret,

And all captivity'sunavailing cries.

There, through the grey monotony of years,
The grim walls held their secret; none might tell
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Who drank therein the tainted cup of tears,

Blinded with memories intolerable,

Bereft of hopes and fears.

For them no passionate spring-tide, as of yore,

Regal with hue and scent,

Flashed through the startled woods; nor, ere night
fell,

Blossomed the budding West to rose of flame,

And robed the plains in purple; and no more

Fair Dawn was tremulous in the Orient.

But, in the darkening cell,

Silent, upon palefeet, the shadows came;

And the wan twilight died; and there was night.

Then on the darkness to the sleepless eyes

Glimmered sad memories,

Old dreams of love, old heavensforfeited,

Poignant as those dear visions of our light

That mock the shadowy unforgetful dead.

Night-long with bitter heart each dreamt his dream;

One, how thefire-light gleam

Played redly on aloved face far away;

Another, it may be,

Of the seething wave, the shrill-exulting gale,

And irresistible thunder of the sea.

* % *
Till the gloom quivered, and the black grew pale,
And lo! the Dawn wasgrey.
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Never to them comes Death as to the free,
—The swift unbearable horror, and the night
That shrouds the horror; no stern mystery,
Veiled in the old impenetrable gloom,
Quenches their fluttering light.

Nor theirs the fear those revellers know, to whom
Sudden across Life'swine-cheered laughing rout
The low clear voices call,

Bidding themfromthat luminousfestival

To the dim Unknown without.

Not so look these toward our Lady Death,

But asawell-loved guest in gentle wise

She seeks them, and her cool hand comforteth,
Andin the shadowy purple of her eyes

Dwells quiet healing, asan even-tide

That soothes with slegpy breath

The odorous murmur of some garden-side

Till al the roses slumber. To the brain

Sick with the gloom and silence and old pain,
Most fair and thrice-desired she comes, to bring
Bam for the wound, rest for each weary thing,
To every prisoner the great release,

Death after life, joy after sorrowing,

And, after striving, peace.

v

Huge over Paris, grey and motionless,
Its shadow brooded, while, swift year on year,
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Faded four centuries;

Beneath that oldimmutableloneliness

Men swarmed and toiled, and all their little cries
M oaned up unheeded; vast and unseen afear
Gloomed like adarkness over every heart,

And choked their inarticulate murmurings.
Only the gay Court, revelling apart,

From poverty far, and all grey-tinted things,
Wanton, andfair, and gay,

Sported like moths on glittering careless wings
Amonglife'smoon-kissedhoney-fragrantflowers,
Nor feared the dow inevitable day.

But, through the sunless hours,

France, asasleeper, dumb, unheeding, lay;

Till aswift thunder thrilled the heavy air,

The purple gloom grew pallid; and at length
She from her slumber stirred, and woke to greet
Liberty, youngandfair,

—TFair asagod exultant in his strength,

Shades of the night till clinging about hisfeet,
But the glory of the sunrise on his hair.

v

Strong as great watersin autumnal flood,
Wave after wave insurgent, every whence,
New-armed in Freedom's high magnificence,
The people gathered. To the red hearts aflame
All the pale streets cried wantonly for blood,
And dl the resonant’heavens clanged one name,
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To the Badtille!' and lo !—

Rumour of many feet on paven ways,

And voices distant-thundering, that grow,
And mount, and ring sonorous as the sea,

To break in afrenzy round the keep's dumb face,
The Tower's funereal immobility.

Ever more near the tossing myriad sways;

The fire-ring narrows slowly; gate by gate,
Wall after wall, escarpment, bastion,

Bow to the tide that sweeps relentless on,
Ravenous, hoarse, dark-menacingasFeate. . .
—Till agreat cry goes crashing heavenward,
And the Bastilleiswon!

Then through the sun-forsaken drowsy air
Descends the night, beneficent, dreamy-starred,
No hand may rest till stone be torn from stone,
Eachinfamy laidbare,

And tyranny's ancient stronghold overthrown.
The exultant paeans rise,

Noise of great ruining, and asudden glare,
Asfirevictorious storms the trembling skies.

VI

How the bright glory of that early faith

|sfaded now, and tarnished; for we know

Not by one sudden blow

Are peace and freedom gained; nay, evenyet

Grey poverty, and Sin that poisoneth,

Eat out men's hearts, and tyrannous wealth is strong,
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And amost we forget

Because the night of sorrowing is long.
Weary and faint we climb ; still the road seems
Bitter with gloom and sorrow; still we grope,
Blind in the utter night; yet ever gleams

The star of an infinite tremendous hope

That there shall come an ending, that at last,
Somewhere beyond our dreams,

The Eternal Day, the ultimate goal shall be,
All mystery revealed, the old made new;
Where, the quest over, sin and bondage past,
Men shall be gods, and every vision true,

And Time Eternity.

1905
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The Dawn

When on my night of life the Dawn shall break
Scatt'ring the mist of dreams, the old sad gloom,
Before that terrible sunrise of the tomb:—

Shall | forget the dull memorial ache ?

Shdl not my tired heart as a child awake
Filling the dawn with music ? nor retain
Aught of the sad notes of my former strain,

But through that splendid dayspring rise and make

Beauty more beautiful, the dawn morefair ?
Only—I fear me that | may not find

That brave smile that once lit my sunless air,

The bright swift eyes with purity there behind,

Nor see the pae cloud of her tossing hair
Laugh and leap out along the desolate wind.

1905
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August

Weary of summer heat,
And sated of delight,
Glides the moon out, to meet,
The hot kiss of the night,
With listless feet.

Rosesin every bed
Strew fragrant leaves, and weep;
Towards each drooping head
The stealthy shadows creep;
Summerisdead.

One poppy sorroweth,
Late-blown and desol ate,
Bowed by thefaint wind'sbreath,
Knowing these twain await,
Autumn and Death.

The thirsty flowers complain,
Whimpering, half-afraid,
Till the dew soothes them again,

And a God'svoice through the shade

Sighs, asinpain.

1905
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Sorrow

| whispered to my sorrow, '‘Come! Let usgo
hence
Far through the dusk, wetwo, to some dim shadowy
place,
And there until the Night come, terrible, immense,
Muse only on her long-shut eyesand fragrant face:—
The day islong. Prithee, pale sorrow, let us hencel!

Ah! let usgo! the World'sloud crying wearies
me,

The pain and striving; surely the Godswill give me
this,

To dream, and in memory'sdim glass again to see

Her sorrowing mouth, andfleshmorefair than pale
lilies,

The beauty that | lost:—come, Sorrow, come with
me!"

But with soft cruel words to me my Sorrow spake:

‘Nay: for thy scorned deserted Gods will not re-
lent.

Surely their pitiless immutable law shall break

Thine heart, too greatly loving, with ow punish-
ment.'

Too tired for words | listened while my Sorrow
spake.
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‘Labour and woe shall fill thy days, and Memory
Haunt al thy bitter paths, and make thy labour vain,
Tainting thine every brief delight; ah! not for thee
The gradual peace of solitude. Only remain

Toil without hope, and weariness, and memory.'

1905
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Evening

Lo, now, the splendour of sun-setting!
Andthelittlefieldsare dim with mist.
Dewy and merciful through the shadows,
Robed in purple amethyst,
Comes the hour of forgetting.

Not asthe glory of day found us,
In the dreams and folly of youth'sdelight:
But only the silent deep remaineth
Now, and theinfinite starlessnight
Liescoldly around us.

Nothing of passion or pale sorrow
Moveth usthere; we shall deep apart
Lonely, unheeding; nosad memorial
Y esterdaysnow shall touch our heart,
Nor ever a morrow.

Rest for sick bodies and hearts aching!
We shall deep very soundly, youandl,
Sleep unbroken by passionate dreaming,
Silence unmarred by sob or sigh,
And—God guardusfromwaking!

1905
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Man

Time drew towards its ending: every where,
Bent with their little sorrows and old pain,

Men cried to God. | heard the sound of it

Go mourni ng heavenward as a smoke, and there
Fall blindly before the pitiless Infinite

And cold un-heeding faces of the stars.

* * *

'Why are our hearts so full of questionings,

Of search, and passionate dreams, and vain desire ?

Canwe not live as other Life, content

With the few grey years we know, and asking not

Whence we have come and whither shall depart ?

Why are we vexed with yearning ? Surely it is

Enough for us to crouch about the fire

And laugh theirretrievabl e hours away,

Heedless of what may wait us in the gloom,

The muttering night beyond ? Y et though we strive

So to live in the present and forget,

Ever the voice returning wakes again

The old insatiate yearning in our hearts,

Whispering words incomprehensibl e,

Infinity, Eternity, and—God.

Ah, we are tired: yet—it may be that now

Our age-long toiling draweth to its close.

For the earth is waxing old and full of sleep,

Being weary of the sins that men have wrought,
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And heavy with their tears. Ever she nods

Brooding upon the springs of long ago,

Dreaming sick dreams; and wrapt in agrey mist
Slips tottering down into the silent night.
Therefore we think 'tis time that God took pity,
E'en as He said, and brought the eternal End,
Flinging the earth into the sun's white fires,
Tearing aside the worn robe of the heavens,
Quenching the light, and stamping the stars to dust,
And bringing back the terrible night that was.'

March 1905
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In January

What shall | tell thee of ?

Of the new sad memories one name can move ?
Of the Heaven that Love brings ? or of the Hell
That followeth such Love ?

Of these shall | tell?

I have not forgotten yet

The mist that shrouded al things, cold and wet;
The dripping bough: the sad smell of the rotten
Leaves. How should | forget ?

Hast thou forgotten ?

Dost thou remember now

How our eyes met; and all things changed; and how
A glorious light thrilled all that dim December,
And abird sang on the bough ?

Dost thou remember ?

1905
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The Return

Long had | dwelt in dreams and loneliness,
Until thy sad voice sighed through the dusk to me,
Hinting of joy, of better things to be,
Laughter and light beyond my dim distress.
Then | arose. Amid the fevered press
Of hot-eyed men, across the desolate sea,
Hoping adreamer's hope, | sought for thee.
Wisdom at last | found, and weariness.

Nay, | wasfoolish, weak. | shall return,
Back to the Night and Silence that | love,
Back to my dreams. It may be even yet
The old fires on the old grey altars burn,
The old Gods throng their shadowy haunted grove,
Where | can deep, and rest me, and—forget.

1905
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The Pyramids
I

Where on Egyptian sand the lone sun fades

Hotly, and in the purple distance dies,

Near the eternal Nile old Memphislies

Forgotten, and those three lone aeon-scarr'd
Monuments, keeping immemoria ward,

Dream of departed splendour and the shades

Of old Regalities.

Thus have they stood and seen the centuries

Flit by them like a dream,

And heard the roll and clangour of the years,
Bearing on men and their little hopes and fears

To the last peace of quiet L ethe stream.

Thus will they stand, and watch the mad world sway
Pulsing in endless haste,

Till the red dawn of that last day

When Earth shall vanish and the pale-starr'd waste
Of Heav'n, as arobe out-worn, be cast away.

The daves who laboured, heaping stone on stone,
Whole-hewn from the live rock; the men who gazed
On these vast sepulchres of rock, dow-raised,
And went in agreat wonder to their own
Far countries; yea, the Kings themselves for whom
These Pyramids were builded as atomb
When they should leave that mighty Throne
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And lay aside their Kingship with their breath;—
All hath the flood of Time caught up and thrown
Swift from this light into the dim Unknown,

The gloom that men call Death.

But here the waves of Time swell up and rage
Vainly: mendieand nationswane,

Great Empiresfall, .change seizesall thosethings
Men hold immortal; yet do theseremain,
Immutable, voiceless, lonely in their age,

Grey with the dust that once was kings.

How many nations have they seen arise,

And widen into greatness, and at length,

Tho' fair and firmly set to all men's eyes,

Y et sapped from within

By luxury or sin,

Fall swiftly from the glory of their strength,

Humbled infar-spread ruin with the lies

That subtly wrought their downfall: first their own

Fair Egypt, old in Empire grown

Even when they were built: and afterwards

I nnumerabl e ancient suzerainties,

—Syriaandrock-walled Babylon,

And thewild uplands of the Indian bards,

Chinawith her great sleeping millions, all

Sunk to mere names and faded memories.

So, too, the Western Empires, one by one,

Havefallen: Athens, great-hearted asthe sea,
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Behind whose guardian walls Greek liberty
Found refuge and a home,

Till windy words o'erwhelmed her; and She
Whose sword had held the world in thrall,
Till al her heart was eaten by luxury,

That poisbn that so swesetly kills,

Proud in the girdle of her Seven Hills,
Indomitable Rome.

v

So wind the nations in long pageant by,

Over a pathway paven with the dead,

Foul-stain'd and purple with the blood that's shed

In the vain merciless mad race

For dreams of '"Empire' and 'Supremacy’.

And minglingin thethrong is seen theface

Of many a one who gazed in his day

On these same monuments, and went hisway,

Cheer'd by the cam that reft him for a space

Out of this clanging world of strife,

This grey despondency,

And let him see with visionary eye

Out and beyond our squalid Town of Life

The dim expanses of Eternity.

Egypt's forgotten rulers here are seen

Khufu, and Khafra, and Queen Sesostris,

Ramses the warrior, and that sad name

Of the Roman spouse of Egypt's last fair Queen,

To whom his Lovewas more than life or shame,
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Who bartered al his Empire for akiss.

Y et they have look'd on one of larger fame

Even than those puissant warriors, the great

Child of the new-grown France, the Corsican
Whose more than human will had conquered Man,
And well-nigh conquered Fate. '

v

Near to the Southward, even more old than they,
Lie's the great Sphinx, half-buried in the sand,
Batter'd and scarr'd, the gaze of those who stay
But for amoment, and then hasten on

And do not understand.

Y et liesit, builded by an unknown hand

On some forgotten day,

And so shdll lie, when we and ours are gone
Out of al history, vanished quite away

Into the long rest of Oblivion,

Still gazing eastward, waiting for thelight,

Out and apart from the World's heat and strife,
Voiceless, inscrutable, and grey,

Type of that Riddle, old as the primal night,
The Riddle of our Life.

VI

Ah! when we muse upon the weight of years

That cover these grey tombs, how petty seem

The little things we dream,

The tissue of our loves and hopes and fears
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That wraps us round and stifles us, till we

Hear not the slow chords of the rolling spheres,
The Eternal Music that God makes, nor see
How on the shadow of the night appears

The pale Dawn of the glory that shall be.

1904
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The Path of Dreams

Go, heart, and pluck beside the Path of Dreams,
Where moans the wind aong the shadowy streams,
Sad garlands wreathed of the red mournful Roses,
And lilies 0' moon beams.

Strange blossoms faint upon that odorous air,
Vision, and wistful Memory; and there
Love twofold with the purple bloom of Triumph
And the wan leaf of Despair.

Go heart; go quickly; pluck and weave thereof
Dim garlands, scattering pallid dew above,

And far across the sighing tides of darkness
Lay them beside my Love.

¢.1904
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Afterwards

O brother, dost thou know what this thing means, to
dread
The cold inevitable dawn, the sickly light,
The hours long passing, and the bells that toll and
smite
Madness and swift blind pangs within the aching head ?
Knowest thou thistoo, brother, when the day is fled
How to the deepless eyes the strange fears of the
night
Come mocking, and the bitter thoughts of old
delight
Mix with the unforgiving faces of the Dead ?

Ah, if thou know'st this sorrow, thou art even as|;
Asonewho haslong outlived hisjoy, and would
forget;
Who nursesin hisfestered soul aslave's dull hate
For thisinterminable hell of Life; and yet
Shrinketh from ending it, in fear of what may wait
Behind the pitiless Silence of Eternity.

c. 1904
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Dedication

When | have laid my head upon the breast

Of kindly Earth, and infinite night above
Weighs heavy on mine eyes, and brings me rest
From al my sins and sorrows, and my love,

Then it may be that thou, O heart's desire,
Wilt chance upon these broken rhymes, that |
Fashioned and forged in thefierce hidden fire
Of thismy love, thelovewherein| die.

Will not a sudden gleam to thee make plain
In one great moment what thou hadst not seen ?
Wilt thou not weep for great lovegiveninvain,

And sigh to think of all that might have been ?

c. 1904
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The Earth

Our Mother the Earth isweary; overhead
Blaze the great torches of the planets seven,
The moon mist-laden rides the eastern heaven,
Westward the Sun hath left the horizon red.
These areimmortal; from theearth is fled
The first clean rapture of her primal life.
Sheis sore grieved; laden with men's strife,
Woe of the living—burden of the dead.

Our Mother the Earth is weary; through the night
I heard her laboured breathing, deep with pain;
And thus the moaning swelled toward the sky;

‘L et me not see anew the cold grey light,

Merciful God—nor feel thedawn again',
And gill there came no answer to the cry.

1904
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To them that Dream

O Brothers, we are Comrades on the way,
We dreamers, we who have given our hearts to
gain
Some glorious Hope, and wake tofind it vain.
Heed not the shame, the bitter things men say
In wrath and hatred; Though your souls be grey
And dl your livesafailure, yet take heart;
Remember, we have chosen the better part;
Leave them in darkness, ours to seek the day.

Onward, though Faith grown tired has died, and
Hope
Breathed out her pitiful life beneath the rod
Of wan Despair,—though Love's last golden spark
Flickered and ceased; wefeebly, dimly grope,
Seeking alight to lead us through the dark,
Seeking the Unknown, stretching unto God.

1904
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It Is Well

Nay, love, | weep not, but laugh o'er my dead,
My dreamslong perished; though | forfeited
To save thee sorrow, joy unutterable—

| would not have it otherwise; ‘twas well.

Well isit that | bear thy load of sin,

And fall defeated so thou mayest win;
And cast my heart before thee in the mire
To help thee upward to thy heart's desire.

And, when our Death dawns pale, and we must go,
Though infinite space may part us, thisl know;

If, looking upward through the bars of Hell,
| seethat facein Heaven, it will bewell.

1903
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God Give

God give that through the labour of my day
In dust and sweat,

These things may fade, and | forget

One curved mouth, and sad eyesfar away,
One dream | dare not say—

And yet—

Ah yet, ifit could be

That as the long day drew to evening,

And thelight

Drooped like aweary lily o'er the sea,
Sudden across my sorrowing,

Healing and fragrant, with the fragrant night,
Thou should'st come back to mel

And | should see thy delicate feet returning,
The tremulous eyelids of my old delight,
The red lips yearning,

And all the beauty and supple youth of theel
Ah! even thus, before my lonely rest
Tofeel onmy lipsthy lips' perfection pressed
Make sweet my ultimate sad breath;
Only to know

Thy cool voice murmuring low

Ereadl belost in silences of death,

And, asthelast light fadeth from the skies,
The glamour of thine eyes.

1903
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| strayed about the deck, an hour, to-night

| think if you had loved mewhen | wanted;

| whispered to my sorrow, ‘Come! Let us go hence
I'd watched the sorrow of the evening sky,

If1 should die, think only this of me:

Inacoal curvingworld helies

Inaflowered dell the Lady Venusstood,

In darkness the loud seamakes moan;

Inevil placesfar away

In Freiburg station, waiting for atrain,

In the grey tumult of these after-years

In the queer light, in twilight,

Inyour armswas still delight,

Isit the hour ?Weleave this resting-place

It was not that you said | thought you knew,

Just now the lilac isin bloom,
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Long had | dwelt in dreams and loneliness,
Loveisabreach in thewalls, abroken gate,
Mamua, when our laughter ends,
My restless blood now lies a-quiver,
Nay, love, | weep not, but laugh o'er my dead,
Not with vain tears, when we're beyond the sun,
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Now, God be thanked Who has matched us with His hour, P 19
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There was a damned successful Poet;

These hearts were woven of human joys and cares,

They are unworthy, these sad whining moods.

They say there's a high windless world and strange,
They say, when the Great Prompter's hand shall ring

They degpwithin . . .

Through my heart's palace Thoughts unnumbered throng;

Time drew towards its ending: every where,
To-day | have been happy. All the day
"Twaswhen | wasin Neu Strelitz

Voices out of the shade that cried,

Warm perfumes like a breath from vine and tree
Weary of summer heat,

'What if one heaven by sin beforfeited ?
What light of unremembered skies

What shall | tell thee of ?

When Beauty and Beauty meet

When colour goes home into the eyes,
When 1 have laid my head upon the breast
When | see you, who were so wise and codl,
When love has changed to kindliness—
When on my night of life the Dawn shall break
When she deeps, her soul, | know,

When the whiteflamein usisgone,

When you were there, and you, and you,
Where on Egyptian sand the lone sun fades

Y oung Mary, loitering once her garden way,
Y our hands, my dear, adorable,
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