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DEDICATION OF POEMS

(1893)
To Wilfrid and Alice Meynell

F therosein meek duty
M ay dedicate humbly
To her grower the beauty
Wher ewith sheis comdly;
If theminetotheminer
The jewes that pined in it,
Earth to diviner
Thesprings hedivined iniit;
Tothegrapesthewine-pitcher
Their juicethat wascrushed iniit,
Viol toitswitcher
Themusc lay hushed in it;
If the lips may pay Gladness
In laughter s she wakened,
Andtheheart toitssadness
Weeping undakened,
If the hid and sedled coffer,
Whose having not hisis,
Totheloosers may proffer
Their finding—herethisis;
Their livesif all livers
TotheLifeof all living,—
Toyou, 0 dear giverd
| give your own giving.



DEDICATION OF NEW POEMS
(1897)

To Coventry Patmore

Under the banner of your soread renown!
Or if these levies of impuissant rhyme
Fall totheoverthrow of assaulting Time,
Y et this one page shall fend oblivious shame,
Armed with your crested and prevailing Name.

]:), my book thinksto look Time's leaguer down,

* This dedication was written while the dear friend and great Poet to
whom it was addressed yet lived. It is left as he saw it—the last verses of
mine that were to pass under his eyes.
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POEMS ON CHILDREN






DAISY

HERE the thigtleliftsa purple crown
W Six foot out of theturf,
And the har ebell shakeson thewindy hill—
Othebreath of the distant surf !—

Thehillslook over on the South,
And southward dreamsthe seg;

And with the sea-breeze hand in hand
Came innocence and she.

Where'mid thegorsetheraspberry
Red for the gatherer springs,

Twochildren did westray and talk
Wisg, idle, childish things.

She listened with big-lipped surprise,
Breast-deep mid flower and spine:

Her skin waslikeagrapewhosevens
Run snow instead of wine.

Sheknew not those sweet wor dsshe spake,
Nor knew her own swegt way;

But there'snever abird, so sweet asong
Thronged in whosethroat that day.

Oh, therewereflowersin Storrington
Ontheturfand onthespray;

But the sweetest flower on Sussex hills
Was the Daisy-flower that day!

Her beauty smoothed earth'sfurrowed face.
Shegave metokensthree.—

A look, aword of her winsome mouth,
And awild raspberry.
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A berryred, aguildesslook,
A still word,—strings of sand!
Andyet they mademy wild, wild heart
Fly downtoher little hand.

For standing artlessastheair,
And candid astheskies,
Shetook the berrieswith her hand,
And thelovewith her sweet eyes.

Thefairest thingshavefleetest end,
Their scent survives their close

But therosgsscent ishitterness
Tohim that loved therose.

Shelooked alittlewistfully,
Then went her sunshine way:—
Thesdseyehad amist onit,
And theleaves fell from the day.

Shewent her unremembering way,
Shewent and left in me

Thepang of all the partings gone,
And partingsyet to be.

She left me marvelling why my soul
Was sad that shewas glad;

At all the sadness in the swest,
The sweetness in the sad.

Still, still 1 seemed to see her, still
L ook up with soft replies,
Andtaketheberrieswith her hand,
And thelove with her lovely eyes.
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POEMS ON CHILDREN

Nothing begins and nothing ends,
That isnot paid with moan;

For weareborn in other'spain,
And perishin our own.

THEPOPPY
ToMonica

MMER & lip to earth'sbosom bare,
Snd left theflushed print in a poppy there

ikeayawn of firefrom thegrassit came
And thefanning wind puffed it to flapping flame.

With burnt mouth, red likealion's; it drank
Theblood of theun ashe daughtered sank,
And dipped itscup in the purpurate shine
When the Eagtern conduitsran with wine.

Till it grew lethargied with fiercebliss
And hat asa svinkfad gipsy is,

And drowsed in degpy savaggies

With mouth wide a-pout for asultry kiss

A child and man paced ddeby sde,
Treading the skirtsof eventide;

But between the das of hishand and he's
Lay, fdt not, twenty withered years

Sheturned, with therout of her dusk South hair,
And saw thedesgping gipsy there;

And snatched and snapped it in swift child'swhim,
With—'Keepit, long asyou live'—to him.

7
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And his smile, as nymphs from their laving meres,
Trembled up from abath of tears;

And joy, likeamew sea-rocked apart,

Tossed on thewavesof histroubled heart.

For he sw what she did not s

That—as kindled by its own fervency—
Theverge shriveled inward smoulderingly:
And suddenly 'twixt hishand and hers
Heknew thetwenty withered years—

No flower, but twenty shrivelled years.

" Wasnever such thing until thishour,'
L ow to hisheart he said; 'the flower
Of degp bringswakening to me,

And of oblivion, memory.'

'Wasnever thisthingtome,' hesaid,
'"Though with bruised poppiesmy feet arered!’
And again to his own heart very low:
'O child! | love, for | love and know;

‘But you, who love nor know at all
Thediverse chambersin Love's guest-hall,
Wheresomeriseearly, few st long:

I'n how differing accentshear thethrong
Hisgreat Pentecogtal tongue;

'Who know not lovefrom amity,

Nor my reported sdf from me;

A fair fit gift is this, messems

Y ou give—thiswithering flower of dreams.

'O frankly fickle, and fickly true,
Doyou know what the days will do to you?
Toyour loveand you what thedayswill do,
O frankly fickle, and fickly true?

8



THE POPPY

"Y ou haveloved me, Fair, three Uves—or days
Twill passwith the passing of my face.

But where | go, your face goes too,

To watch leg | play false to you.

'l am but, my swest, your foster-lover,
Knowingwell when certain yearsare over

Y ou vanish from meto ancther;

Yet | know, and love, like the foster-mother.

'So, frankly fickle, and fickly true!

For my brief life-while| takefrom you
This token, fair and fit, meseems,

For me—thiswithering flower of dreams!

The deep-flower swaysin thewheat its head,
Heavy with dreams, asthat with bread:
Thegoodly grain and the sun-flushed deeper
Thereaper reaps and Timethereaper.

| hang 'mid men my neadless head,

And my fruit isdreams, asthersisbread:
Thegoodly men and the sun-hazed desper
Timeshall reap, but after the reaper
Theworld shall glean of me, methe degper.

L ove, love! your flower of withered dream
In leavid rhyme lies safe, | deem,
Sheltered and shut in anook of rhyme,
From thereaper man, and hisreaper Time.

Love! /fall intothedawsof Time:

But lagswithin aleaved rhyme

All that the world of me exeams—

My withered dreams, my wither ed dreams.

9
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TO MONICA THOUGHT DYING

ou, O the piteousyou!
Y Who all thelong night through
Anticipatedly
Disdloseyour sdf tome
Already in theways
Beyond our human comfortabledays,
How can you deem what Death
Impitiably saith
Tome, who ligening wake
For your poor ske?
When agrown woman dies
Y ou know wethink unceasngly
What thingsshe said, how sweet, how wisg;
And thesedo make our misery.
But you were(youtome
Thedead anticipatedly!)
Y ou—edeven years, wast not, or s2—
Werejug achild, you know;
And soyou hever said
Thingsswvest immeditatably and wise
Tointerdict from dosuremy wet eyes
But foolish things, my dead, my dead!
Littleand laughable,
Your agethat fitted well.
And wasit such things all unmemorable,
Wasit such things could make
Mesb all night for your implacable sske?

Y et, asyou said tome,
I n pretty make-believeof revelry,
Sothenight long said Death
With his magniloquent breath;
(And that remembered laughter,
Whichin our daily usssfollowed after,
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TO MONICA THOUGHT DYING

Wasall untuned to pity and to awe))
' A cup of chocolate,
Onefarthingistherate,

You drinkitthrough astraw.'

How could | know, how know
Those laughing words when drenched with sobbing s3?
Another voicethan yours, than yours, hehath.
My dear, wast worth hisbreath,
Hismighty utterance?—yet he saith, and saith!
This dreadful Death to his own dreadfulness
Doth dreadful wrong,
This dreadful childish babble on his tongue.
That iron tongue made to esk sntences
And wisdom insupportably complete,
Why should it only say thelong night tlirough,
I'n mimicry of you,—
'A cup of chocolate.
Onefarthingistherate.
You drink it through a straw, astraw, a strawF

Oh, of all sentences,
Piercingly incompletel
Why did you teach that fatal mouth todraw,
Child, impermissible awe,
From your old trivialness?
Why haveyou donemethis
Most unsugtainable wrong,
And into Death's control
Betrayed the secret places of my soul?—
Teaching him that his lips,
Utteringther native earthquakeand edipsg,
Could never o0 avail
Torend from hem to hem the ultimate veil
Of thismogt dexdlate
Spirit, and leaveit stripped and desecrate—
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Nay, never 0 havewrung
From eyes and gpesch weekness unmanned, unmest.
Aswhen histerrible dotageto repest
Itslittlelesson learneth at your fedt;
Aswhen hedtsamong
Hissepulchres toplay
With broken toysyour hand hascagt away,
With derdict trinkets of the darling young.
Why have you taught—that he might so complete
Hisawful panoply
From your cag playthings—why,
Thisdreadful childish babbleto histongue,
Dreadful and sved?

THE MAKING OF VIOLA

[
TheFather of Heaven.
IN, daughter Mary, spin,
wirl your whed with slver din;
in, daughter Mary, spin,
Spin atressfor Viola.
Angels.

Spin, Queen Mary, a
Brown tressfor Violal

I
TheFather of Heaven.

Weave, handsangdical,

Weaveawoof of fleshtopall-

Weave, handsangdica—
Flesh topall our Viola.
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THE MAKING OF VIOLA

Angels.
Weave, singing brothers, a
Velvet flesh for Viola!

11
TheFather of Heaven.
Scoop, young Jesus, for her eyes,
W ood-browned poalsof Paradise—
Y oung Jesus, for the eyes,
For theeyesof Viola.
Angels.
Tint, Prince Jeus a
Dusked eyefor Viola!

I\
TheFather of Heaven.
Cast adar thereintodrown,
Likeatorchin cavernbrown,
Sink aburning gar to drown
Whelmed in eyesof Viola.
Angels.
L ave, PrinceJesus a
Star in eyesof Viola!

v
TheFather of Heaven.

Breathe, L ord Paraclete,

To abubbled crystal meet-

Breathe, L ord Par aclete-
Crystal soul for Viola!

Angels.
Breathe, Regal Spirit, a
Flashing soul for Viola!

13
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Vi
TheFather of Heaven.
Child-angels, from your wings
Fall the roseal hoverings,
Child-angels, from your wings,
On the cheks of Viola.
Angels.
Linger, rosyreflex, a
Quenchless stain, on Violal

Vil

All thingsbeing accomplished, saith the Father of Heaven:
Bear her down, and bearing, sing,
Bear her down on spylesswing,
Bear her down, and bearing, sing,
With asound of viola.
Angels.
Musicasher nameis, a
Swest sound of Violal

il
Whedling angdls, past espial,
Danced her down with sound of viol;
Whedling angdls, past espial,
Descanting on'Viola'.
Angels.
Sing, in our footing, a
Lovely lilt of'Viola!'

IX

Baby smiled, mother wailed,

Earthward whilethe sweetling sailed;

M other smiled, baby wailed,
When toearth cameViola.
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Andher eldersshall say:
So soon havewetaught you a
Way toweep, poor Violal

X

Smile, sweet baby, smile,

For you will have weeping-while;

Nativein your Heaven is smile—
But your weeping, Viola?

Whenceyour smilesweknow, but ah!
Whenceyour weeping, Viola?—

Our firg gift toyouisa

Gift of tears, my Viola!

TO MY GODCHILD
FRANCISM. W. M.

HI Slabouring, vast, Tellurian galleon,
T Riding at anchor off theorient sun,
Had broken itscable, and stood out to space
Down somefroreArctic of theaerial ways:
And now, back war ping from theinclement main,
I ts vaporous shroudage drenched with icy rain,
It smungintoitsazureroadsagain;
When, floated on the progperous sun-gale, you
Lit, awhitehalcyon auspice, 'mid our frozen crew.

To the Sun, stranger, surely you belong,
Giver of golden daysand golden song;

Nor isit by an all-unhappy plan

Y ou bear the name of me, his constant M agian.
Y et ah! from any other that it came,

15
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L est fated to my fateyou be, as to my name.
When at thefirst thosetidingsdid they bring,

My heart turned troubled at the ominous thing:
Though well may such atidehim endower,

For whom a poet'sprayer imploresa poet'spower .
TheAssisian, who kept plighted faith to three,

To Song, to Sanctitude, and Poverty,

(I'ntwo alone of whom most singers prove

A fatal faithfulness of during love!);

Hethesweet Sales, of whom wescarcdy ken
How God he could love more, he so loved men;
Thecrown and crowned of Lauraand Italy;

And Fletcher's fellow—from these, and not from me,
Takeyou your hame, and take your legacy!

Or,if aright successiveyou declare

When worms, for ivies, intertwinemy hair,

Take but this Poesy that now followeth

My clayey hest with sullen servile breath,

M adethen your happy freedman by testating death.
My song | do but hold for you in trust,

| ask you but to blossom from my dust.

When you have compassed all weak | began,
Diviner poet, and ah! diviner man;

Theman at feud with theperduring child

In you before Song's altar nably reconciled;

From the wise heavens | half shall smileto se
How litdeaworld, which owned you, needed me.

I f, whileyou keep the vigils of the night,

For your wild tears make darkness all too bright,
Some lone orb through your lonely window peeps,
As it played lover over your sweet deeps,

Think it agolden crevicein the sky,

Which | have pierced but to behold you by!

And when, immortal mortal, droopsyour head,

16
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And you, the child of desthless song, are dead;
Then, asyou search with unaccusomed glance
Theranksof Paradise for my countenance,
Turnnot your tread along the Uranian sod
Among the bearded counsdlors of God;

For if in Eden ason earth arewe,

| sure shall kesgp a younger company:
Passwhere beneath their rangM gonfalons
Thedarry cohortsshaketheir shidded suns,
Thedreadful massof their enridgid spears
Passwheremajegtical theeternal peers,
Thegatdy choice of the great Saintdom, megt—
A dlvern ssgregation, globed complete

In sandalled shadow of the Triune fest;

Pass by wherewait, young poet-wayfarer,

Your cousned dugters, emulousto share

With you therosel lightnings burning 'mid their hair;
Passthe crydtalline s, the Lampads sseven:—

L ook for mein the nurseries of Heaven.

TO OLIVIA

FEAR to love thee, Swest, because
Love stheambassador of loss,
Whiteflake of childhood, dinging so
Tomy soiled raiment, thy shy snow
At tenderest touch will shrink and go.
Lovemenot, ddightful child.
My heart, by many snares beguiled,
Hasgrown timorousand wild.
It would fear thee not at all,
Wert thou not 0 harmless-amall.
Becausethy arrows, not yet dire,

7
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Aretill unbarbed with degtined fire,
| fear thee more than hads thou stood
Full-panoplied in womanhood.

LITTLE JESUS

Ex ore infantium, Deus, et lactentium
perfecisti laudem

ITTLE Jeus wagt Thou shy
Once and just sogmall asl?
LANnd what did it fed liketo be

Out of Heaven, and just likeme?
Didst Thou sometimesthink of there.
And ak whereall theangdswere?
| should think that | would cry
For my houseall made of sky;
| would look about the air,
And wonder wheremy angdswerg;
And at waking 'twould digressme—
Not an angd theretodressme!
Hadgt Thou ever any toys,
Likeuslittlegirlsand boys?
And didst Thou play in Heaven with all
The angds that were not too tall,
With garsfor marbles? Did thethings
Play Can you seeme? through their wings?
And did Thy Mother let Theespail
Thy robes, with playing on our sil?
How niceto havethem always new
In Heaven, because 'twas quite cean blue!

Didst Thou kned at night to pray,
And didgt Thou join Thy hands, thisway?

18



LITTLE JESUS

And did they tire sometimes, being young,
And maketheprayer ssem very long?
And dogt Thou likeit best, that we
Should join our hands to pray to Thee?

| used to think, before | knew,
Theprayer not said unlesswedo.

And did Thy Mother at thenight

Kiss Thee, and fold the dothes in right?
And didst Thou fed quitegood in bed.
Kissed, and sweet, and Thy prayerssaid?

Thou cang not haveforgotten all

That it fedsliketo be small:

And Thou know'st | cannat pray

To Theein my father's way—

When Thou wag so little, say,

Couldst Thou talk Thy Father's way?—

So, alittle Child, come down

And hear achild'stonguelike Thy own;
Takeme by the hand and walk,

And listen tomy baby-talk.

To Thy Father show my prayer

(Hewill look, Thou art sofair),

And say: '0 Father, |, Thy Son,

Bring the prayer of alittle one’

And Hewill smile, that children's tongue
Hasnot changed snce T hou wag young!
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SISTER SONGS

THE PROEM

A ragged, dag-grey ky—invesed <o,
Mary'sspailt nurding! wert thou wont to go?
Or thou, Sun-god and song-god, sy
Could snger pipeonetiniest linnet-lay,
While Song did turn away hisfacefrom sng?
Or who could be
In spirit or in body halefor long—
Old Asulap'sbest Magterl—lacking thee?
At length, then, thou art herel
On theearth'slethed ear
Thy voice of light rings out exultant, srong;
Through dreamsshedirsand murmursat that summonsdear:
From itsred leash my heart srainstamdesdy,
For Spring leapsin thewomb of the young year!
Nay, wasit not brought forth before,
And wewaited, tobehold it,
Till the sun'shand should unfold it,
What the year'syoung basom bore?
Even s; it came nor knew wethat it came,
In the aun's edipse
Y et the birds have plighted vows,
And from the branches pipe each other'sname;
Y et the seasn all the boughs
Haskindled to thefinger-tips—
M ar k yonder, how thelong laburnum drips
Itsjocund spilth of fire, itshoney of wild flame!
Y ea, and mysdf put on swift quickening,
And answer tothe presnce of a sudden Spring.

SREWD winds and shrill—wer e these the gpesch of May?

From doud-zoned pinnades of the secret spirit
Song fallsprecipitant in dizzying greams

23



SISTER SONGS

And, like a mountain-hold when war-shouts gir it,
Themind'srecessed fagness cagtsto light
I tsgleaming multitudes, that from every height
Unfurl theflaming of athousand dreams
Now therefore, thou who bring's theyear to birth,
Who guid'st thebare and dabbled fegt of M ay;
Swveat gem tothat rose Christ, who from theearth
Suck's our poor prayers conveyingthemtoHim;
Beaidant, tender Lady, tomy lay!
Of thy two maidens somewhat must | say,
Ereshadowy twilight lashes drooping, dim
Day'sdreamy eyesfrom us;
Ere evehas gruck and furled
Thebeamy-textured tent transpicuous,
Of webbed coerule wrought and woven calms,
Whence has paced forth the lambent-footed sun;
And thou disdase my flower of song upcurled,
Who from thy fair irradiant pams
Scatteres all loveand lovdinessasalms;,
Y ea, holy one,
Who coin'st thysdlf to beauty for theworld!

Then, Springslittlechildren,your laudsdoyeupraise
To Sylvia, 0 Sylvia, her sweet,feat ways!
Your lovesomelabourslay away,
Andtrick you outin holiday,
For syllablingto Sylvia;
Andall you birdson branches, lave your mouthswith May,
To bear with methisburthen,
For singingto Sylvia.
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PART THE FIRST

THE leaves dance, the leaves sing,
The leaves dance in the breath of the Spring.
| bid them dance
| bidthemsing,
For the limpid glance
Ofmyladyling;
For the gift to the Spring of a dewier spring,
For God's good grace of thisladyling!
| know in the lane, by the hedgerow track,
Thelong, broad grasses undernesth
Arewarted with rain like atoad's knobbed back;
But here May weareth aranlesswresath.
In the new-sucked milk of the sun's bosom
Is dabbled the mouth of the daisy-blossom;
The smouldering rosebud charsthrough its sheeth;
Thelily gtirs her snowy limbs,
Eredhesvims
Naked up through her cloven green,
Like the wave-born Lady of Love Hellene;
And the scattered snowdrop exquisite
Twinklesand gleams
Asif the showers of the sunny beams
Were slashed from the earth in drops of light.
Everything
That ischild of Spring
Cagsitsbud or blossoming
Upon the stream of my delight.

Their voices, that scentsare, now let themupraise
To Sylvia, 0 Sylvia, her sweet,feat ways,
Their lovely mother themarray,
And prank themout in holiday,
For syllabling to Sylvia;
And all thebirdson brancheslavetheir mouthswith May,
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To bear with methisburthen.
For singing to Sylvia.

Whilethus | stood in mazes bound
Of vernal sorcery,
| heard a dainty dubious sound,
Asof goodly melody;
Which first was faint asif in swound,
Then burst so suddenly
Inwarring concord all around,
That, whence this thing might be,
Tose
The very marrow longed in me!
It seemed of air, it seemed of ground,
And never any witchery
Drawnfrom pipe, or reed, or string,
Made such dulcet ravishing.
Twaslike no earthly instrument,
Y et had something of them all
Initsrise, and inits fall;
Asif inone sweet consort therewere blent
Those archetypes celestia
Which our endeavouring instruments recall.
So heavenly flutes made murmurous plain
To heavenly viols, that again
—Aching with music—wailed back pain;
Regdls release their notes, which rise
Welling, liketearsfrom heart to eyes;
Andthe harp thrillswith thronging sighs.
Hornsinmellow flattering
Parley with the cithern-string:—
Hark!—thefloating, long-drawn note
Woosthethrobbing cithern-string!

Their pretty, pretty prating those cithernssure upraise
For homageunto Sylvia, her sweet,feat ways:
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Thoseflutesdo flutetheir vowelled lay,
Their lovely languid language say,
For lisping to Sylvia;
Thosevidls lissombowings break the heart of May,
And harpsharptheir burthen,
For singingto Sylvia.

Now at that music and that mirth
Rosg, as'twere, veilsfrom earth;
And | sied
How besde
Bud, bell, bloom, an elf
Stood, or was the flower itself;
‘Mid rediant air
All thefair
Frequence swayed in irised wavers
Some againg the gleaming rims
Their bosoms prest
Of thekingcups, to the brims
Filled with sun, and their white limbs
Bathed in those golden lavers;
Some on the brown, glowing breest
Of that Indian maid, the pansy
(Through itstenuous veils confest
Of swathing light), in aquaint fancy
Tied her knot of yellow favours;
Others dared open draw
Snapdragon's dreedful jaw:
Some, just sprung from out the soil,
Sesked and shook their rumpled fans
Dropt with sheen
Of moony green;
Others, not yet extricate,
Ontheir handsleaned their weight,
And writhed them freewith mickle toil,
Still folded in their veiny vans.
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And all with an unsought accord
Sang together from the sward;
Whence had come, and from sprites
Y et unseen, those delights,

" Asof tempered musicsblent,
Which had given me such content.
For haply our best instrument,
Pipeor cithern, stopped or strung,
Mimicshut somespirit tongue.

Their amiablevoices| bid themupraise
To Sylvia, 0 Sylvia, her sweet,feat ways,
Their lovesomelabourslaid away,
Tolinger out thisholiday
In syllabling to Sylvia;
Whileall thebirdson brancheslavetheir mouthswith
To bear with methisburthen,
For singingto Sylvia.

Next | saw, wonder-whigt,
How from the atmosphere a mist,
Soit seemed, dow uprist;
And, looking from those efin swarms,
| was 'ware
How the air
Was all populous with forms
Of the Hours, floating down,
Like Nereids through a watery town.
Some, with languors of waved arms,
Fluctuous oared their flexile way;
Somewer ebornehalf resupine
On the aerial hyaline,
Their fluid limbs and rare array
Flickering on the wind, as quivers
Trailing weed in running rivers;
And others, in far prospect seen,
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Newly loosad on thisterrene,
Shat in piercing swiftness came,
With hair agtream like pae and goblin flame.
Ascryddlineicein water,
Lay in air each faint daughter;
Insgparate (or but seperate dim)
Circumfused wind from wind-like ve,
Wind-likeves from wind-likelimb.
But outward from each lucid bresgt,
When some passion left its haunt,
Raediate surge of colour came,
Diffusing blush-wise, papitant,
Dying al the filmy frame.
With some siwedt tendermnessthey would
Turn to an amber-clear and glossy gold;
Or afine sorrow, lovely to behold,
Would svegp them as the sun and winds joined flood
Svegsagreening-sapphire seg;
Or they would glow enamouredly
[llustrious sanguine, like agrape of blood;
Or with mantling poetry
Curdto thetincture which the opd hath,
Like rainbows thawing in amoonbeam bath.
So pded they, flushed they, swam they, ssng melodioudly.

Their chanting, soon fadings|et them, too, upraise
For homage unto Sylvia, her sweet,feat ways,
Weavewith suavefloat their waved way,
And colourstake of holiday,
For syllablingto Sylvia;
And all thebirdson brancheslavetheir mouthswith May,
To bear with methisburthen,
For singingto Sylvia.

Then, through those tranducencies,
Asgrew my sssesdearer der,
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Did | s and did | hear,
How under an elm's canopy
Wheeled aflight of Dryades
M urmuring measured melody.
Gyrein gyre their treading wes.
Wheeling with an adverseflight,
Intwi-circleo'er thegrass,
Theseto left, and those to right;
All the band
Linked by each other's hand;
Decked in raiment stained as
The blue-helmed aconite.
And they advance with flutter, with grace,
Tothedance,
Movingonwith adainty pace,
Asblossoms minceit onriver swells.
Over their heads their cymbals shine,
Round each ankle gleams a twine
Of twinkling bel I s-
Tunetwirled goldenfromtheir cells.
Every step wasatinkling sound,
As they glanced in their dancing-ground.
Cloudsin clugter with such asailing
Float o'er the light of the wasting moon,
Asthecloud of their gliding veiling
Swung in the sway of the dancing-tune.
There was the clash of their cymbals clanging,
Ringing of swinging bells clinging their fest;
And the clang on wing it seemed a-hanging,
Hovering round their dancing so fleet.—
| stirred, | rustled more than mest;
Whereat they broke to the left and right,
With eddying robes like aconite
Blueof helm;
And | beheld to thefoot o' the elm.
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They have not tripped those dances, betrayed to my gaze,
Togladtheheart of Sylvia, beholding of their maze;
Through barky wallshaveslid away,
Andtricked themintheir holiday,
For other than for Sylvia;
Whileall thebirdson brancheslave their mouthswith May,
And bear with methisburthen,
For singingto Sylvia.

Whereits umbrage wes enrooted,
S, white-suited,
S4, greenamiced and bare-footed,
Spring, amid her mingrelsy;
Therede st amid her ladies,
Wherethe shedeis
Shen as Ennameed ere Hades
Gloom fell 'thwart Persgphone
Dewy budswereinterstrown
Through her tresses hanging down,
And her fegt
Were most sved,
Tinged like seadars rosied brown.
A throng of children liketo flowerswere sown
About the grass beside, or clomb her knee:
| looked who were that favoured company.
And onethere stood
Againg the beamy flood
Of sinking day, which, pouring its abundance,
Sublimed theilluminous and volute redundance
Of locksthat, half dissolving, floated round her face:
Asse| might
Far off alily-cluster poised in sun
Dispread its grecile curls of light.
| knew what chosen child wes there in place!
| knew there might no brows be, save of one,

31



SISTER SONGS

With such Hesperian fulgence compassed,
Which in her moving seemed to wheel about her head.

0 Spring'slittlechildren, moreloud your laudsupraise,
For thisiseven Sylvia, with her sweet,feat ways!
Your lovesome labourslay away,
And prank you out in holiday,
For syllabling to Sylvia;
And all you birdson branches, laveyour mouthswith May,
Tobear with methisburthen,
For singing to Sylvial

Spring, goddess, isit thou, desired long?
And art thou girded round with thisyoung train?—
If ever | did do thee ease in song,
Now of thy gracelet me one meed obtain,
And ligt thou to one plain.
Oh, keep dtill in thy train,
After theyearswhen otherstherefrom fade,
This tiny, well-beloved maid!
Towhom the gate of my heart'sfortalice,
With all whichinitis,
And the shy sdf who doth thereinimmew him
'Gaingt what loud leaguerersbattailously woo him,
|, bribed traitor to him,
Set open for onekiss.

Then suffer, Spring, thy children, that laudsthey should upraise
To Sylvia, thisSylvia, her sweet, feat ways;
Their lovely labourslay away,
Andtrick them out in holiday,
For syllabling to Sylvia;
Andthat all birdson brancheslavetheir mouthswith May,
Tobear with methisburthen,
For singingto Sylvia.
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A kiss? for a child's kiss?
Aye, goddess, even for this.
Once, bright Sylviola, in daysnot far,
Once—in that nightmare-timewhich till doth haunt
My dreams, agrim, unbidden visitant-
Forlorn, and faint, and stark,
I had endured through watches of the dark
Theabashlessinquisition of each gar,
Y ea, was the outcas mark
Of all those heavenly passrs scrutiny;
Stood bound and helplessly
For Timeto shoot his barbed minutes at me;
Suffered the trampling hoof of every hour
In night's dow-wheded car;
Until thetardy dawn dragged meat length
From under thosedread wheds, and, bled of strength,
| waited theinevitablelast.
Then there came past
A child; likethee, a spring-flower; but a flower
Fallen from the budded coronal of Spring,
And through the city-streets blown withering.
She passed—0 brave, sad, lovingest, tender thing!'—
And of her own scant pittance did she give,
That | might eat and live;
Then fled, a swift and trackless fugitive.
Therefore | kissed in thee
Theheart of Childhood, so divinefor me;
And her, through what soreways,
And what unchildish days,
Borne from me now, as then, atracklessfugitive.
Therefore | kissd in thee
Her, child! and innocency,
And spring, and all thingsthat have gonefrom me,
And that shall never be;
All vanished hopes, and all most hopdess bliss,
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Camewith theetomy kiss
And ah! solong mysdf had srayed afar
From child, and woman, and the boon earth'sgreen,
And all wherewith lifé sfaceisfair bessn;
Journeyingitsjourney bare
Five suns except of theall-kissng sun
Unkissedofone;
Almog | had forgot
Thehedlingharms,
And whitest witchery, a-lurk in that
Authentic cegtusof two girdlingarms
And | remembered not
Thesaubtle sanctities which dart
From childish lips unvalued preciousbrush,
Nor how it makesthe sudden lilies push
Between theloosmning fibres of the heart.
Then, that thy littlekiss
Should betomeall this,

L et workaday wisdom blink sagelidsthereat;
Which towersaflight three hedgerowshigh, poor bat!
And draightway chartsmeout theempyreal air.

Itschart | wing not by, its canon of worth
Soorn not, nor reck though mine should breed it mirth:
And howso thou and | may be digaint,
Y et till my falcon spirit makesher point
Over thecovert where
Thou, swegest quarry, hast put in from her!

(Soul, hush these sad numbers, too sadtoupraise
Inhymningbright Sylvia, unlearn'din such ways:
Our mournful moodslay weaway.
And prank our thoughtsin holiday,
For syllablingto Sylvia;
When all thebirdson brancheslavetheir mouthswith May,
Tobear with usthisburthen,
For singingto Sylvia!)
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Then thus Spring, bounteous|ady, mader eply:
'O lover of meand all my progeny.
For gracetoyou
| take her ever to my retinue.
Over thy form, dear child, alad my art
Cannot prevail; but mineimmortalizing
Touch | lay upon thy heart.
Thy soul'sfair shape
In my unfading mantlés green | drape,
And thy whitemind shall rest by my devisng
A Gideon-fleece amid lifé sdusty drouth.
If Even burg yon gobfed yellow grape
(Which isthesun to mortals seeted sight)
Againg her stained mouth;
Or if white-handed light
Draw theeyet dripping from the quiet poals,
Still lucenciesand coals,
Of deep, which all night mirror congdlate dreams;
Liketothesgn which led thelsradlite,
Thy soul, through day or dark,
A visiblebrightness on the chosen ark
Of thy sweet body and pure,
Shall it asure,
With auspicelargeand tutdlary gleams,
Appointed solemn courts, and covenanted sreams'’

Cease, Springslittlechildren, now ceaseyour laudstoraise,
That dreamispast, and Sylvia, with her sweet, feat ways.
Our lovidlabour, laid away,
I ssmoothly ended; said our say,
Our syllablingto Sylvia.
Make sweet,you birdson branches! make sweet your mouthswith May!
But borneisthisburthen,
Sung unto Sylvia.
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PART THE SECOND

And now, thou elder nurding of the nest; ¢
Ereall theintertangled west
Be one magnificence
Of multitudinous blossoms that o'errun
Theflaming brazen bowl o' the burnished sun
Which they do flower from,
How shall | "stablish thy memorial?
Nay, how or with what countenance shall | come
Toplead in my defence
For loving theeat all?
| who can scarcdy gpeak my fellows speech,
Lovetheir love, or mine own loveto them teach;
A bastard barred from their inheritance,
Who seem, in this dim shape's uneasy nook,
Some sun-flower's spirit which by luckless chance
Has mour nfully its tenement mistook;
When it were better initsright abode,
Heartless and happy lackeying its god.
How com'st thou, littletender thing of white,
Whose very touch full scantly me bessems,
How com'st thou resting on my vaporous dreams,
Kindlingawraith there of earth'svernal green?
Even so as | have seen,
Innight'saerial ss|awith nowind blust'rous,
A ribbfed tract of cloudy malachite
Curvea shored crescent wide;
And on itsdope marge shelving to the night
The stranded moon lay quivering likea lustrous
Medusa newly washed up from thetide,
Lay inan oozy pool of itsown deliquiouslight.

Y et hear how my excuses may prevail,
Nor, tender whiteorb, bethou opposite!
Lifeand life's beauty only hold their revels
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In the abyamal ocean's luminous levels.

There, likethephantasmsof a poet pale,
Theexquistemarvds sail:

Clarified slver; greensand azuresfrail

Asif the colours Sghed themsdves away,

And blent in supersubtile interplay

Asif they svooned into each other'sarms;

Repured vermilion,
Likeear-tips 'gaing the sun;

And bengsthat, under night'sswart pinion,

M ak e every wave upon the harbour-bars
A beaten yolk of gars

But whereday'sglancetur nsbaffled from the degps,
Dieout thoselovely svarms;

And in theimmense profound no creatureglidesor cregps

L oveand loveésbeauty only hold their reves
In lifes familiar, penetrable levels:
What of its ocean-floor?
| dwell thereevermore.
From almog earliest youth
| raised thelidso' thetruth,
And forced her bend on meher shrinking Sght;
Ever | knew me Beauty's eremite,
In antreof thislowly body s,
Girt with athirsty solitude of soul.
Nathdess | not forget
How | have, even as the anchorite,
| too, imperishing esnoes that console
Under my ruined passons fallen and sere,
Thewild dreamsstir, likelittleradiant girls
Whom in themoulted plumage of the year
Their comradessweet haveburied tothecurls.
Y et, though their dedicated amorigt,
How often do | bid my visons hist,
Deaf tothem, pleading all their piteousfills;
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Who weep, aswegp the maidens of the mist
Clinging the necks of theunheeding hills:
And ther tearswash them lovelier than before,
That from grief'ssdf our sad delight growsmore.
Fair arethesoul'suncrigped calms, indeed,
Endiapered with many a spiritual form
Of blosmy-tinctured weed;
But sarceitself isconsious of thegtore
Suckled by it, and only after sorm
Cadsup itsloosened thoughtsupon theshore.
Tothisend my degpsaregtirred;
And | deam well why life unshared
Wasordained meof yore.
I'n pairing-time, we know, thebird
Kindlesto itsdegpmos splendour,
And thetender
Voiceis tendered in its throat:
Wereitslove, for ever nighit,
Never by it,
It might keep a vernal note,
Thecrocean and amethygtine
In their prigine
Lustrelinger on its coat.
Ther eforemust my song-bower lonebe,
That my tone be
Fresh with dewy pain alway;
She, who soornsmy dearest careta'en,
An uncertain
Shadow of the prite of M ay.
And ismy song swest, asthey sy?
'Tisswedt for onewhosevoicehasnoreply,
Savedlencgssad cry:
And areitsplumesaburningbright array?
They burn for an unincarnated eye.
A bubble, charicteered by theinward breath
Which, ardorous for its own invisblelure,
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Urgesmeglitteringto aerial death,
| am rapt towardsthat bodiless paramour;
Blindly the uncomprehended tyranny
Obeying of my heart'simpetuous might.
Theearth and all itsplanetary kin,
Starry budstangled in thewhirling hair
That flamesround the Phoebean wassaler,
Spead no moreignorant, more predestined flight,
Than I, her viewless treses netted in.
As some mog beautiful one, with lovely taunting,
Her eyesof guildessguile o'ercanopies,
Does her hid visage bow,
And miserly your covetous gaze allow,
By inchmeal, coy degrees,
Saying—'Can you s& me now?
Y et from themouth'sr eflex you guessthewanting
Smileof thecoming eyes
In all their upturned grievous witcheries,
Beforethat sunbreak rise;
And each still hidden featureview within
Your mind, aseager scrutiniesdetail
The moon'syoung rondure through the shamefagt veil
Drawn to her gleaming chin:
After thiswisg,
From theenticing smile of earth and skies
| dream my unknown Fair'srefused gaze;
And guessingly her loveésdosetraitsdevise,
Which shewith subtile coquetries
Through littlehuman glimpsesdow displays,
Cozening my matdessdays
By dck, intolerableddays.
And s0 | kegp mine uncompanioned ways,
And somy touch, to golden poesies
Turninglovesbread, isbought at hunger'sprice.
So—in theinextinguishablewars
Which roll songs Orient on the sullen night
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Whoseragged bannersin their own despite
Takeon thetinges of the hated light,—
So Sultan Phoebus has his Janizars.
But if mine unappeased cicatrices
Might get them lawful ease
Wer eany gentle passon hallowed me,

Who must noneother breath of passon fed
Savesuch aswinnowsto thefledged heel
Thetremulous Paradisal plumages;

T he constious sacramental trees
Which ever be
Shaken cdegtially,
Consentient with enamoured wings, might know my love for thee,

Y et is there mor e, whereat none guesseth, love!
Upon the ending of my deadly night
(Wher eof thou hagt not the surmise, and dight
Isall that any mortal knows ther eof),
Thou wert to methat earnest of day'slight,
When, likethe back of a gold-mailed saurian
Heavingitsdow length from Nilotic dime,
Thefirst long gleaming fissurerunsAurorian
Athwart theyet dun firmament of prime.
Stretched on themargin of thecrue sa
Whence they had rescued me,
Wi ithfaint and painful pulseswas| lying;
Not yet discerning well
If 1 had 'scaped, or were an icicle,
Whosethawingisits dying.
L ike one who swegts before a despot's gate,
Summoned by some presaging scroll of fate,
And knowsnot whether kissor dagger wait;
And all so sckened ishiscountenance,
The courtiersbuzz, 'L o, doomed!" and look at him askance—
At Fate'sdread portal then
Evensogood |, | ken,
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Even 0 stood |, between ajoy and fear,
And said to mine own heart, 'Now if the end be herel’

They sy, Earth's beauty seams completest
To them that on their death-beds rest;
Gentlelady! she amiles svedtest
Just ere e dagps usto her breedt.
And |,—now my Earth's countenance grew bright,
Did dhebut smile metowardsthat nuptial-night?
But, whileas on such dubious bed | lay,
Ore unforgotten day,
Asasick child waking ses
Wide-eyed dades
Gazing onit fromitshand,
Slipped therefor its dear amazes
So between thy father'sknees
| sw thee sand,
And through my hezes
Of pain and fear thine eyes young wonder shone
Then, asflies scatter from acarrion,
Or rooks in soreading gyres like broken amoke
Whedl, when some sound their quietude hes broke,
Fled, at thy countenance, all that doubting spawn:
The heart which | had questioned sooke,
A cry impetuous from its depth was drawn,—
'| take the omen of this face of dawn!'
Andwith the omento my heart cam'st thou.
Evenwithagray of tears
That onelight draft wes fixed there for the years.

And now2—
The hours | tread ooze memories of thee, Sweg,
Beneath my casud fedt.
With rainfal as the lea,
Theday is drenched with thee;
Inlittle exquisite surprises
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Bubbling deliciousness of thee arisss
From sudden places,
Under the common traces
Of my mogt lethargied and customed paces

Asan Arabjourneyeth
Through asand of Ayaman,
LeanThirst, lolling its cracked tongue,
Lagging by hissdeaong;
And arusty-wingfed Degth
Grating itslow flight before,
Cadting ribbed shedows o'er
Theblank desart, blank and tan:
Helifts by hap toward where the morning's roots are
Hisweary dare—
S5 athough they plashlessmutes are,
Sinadglver ar
Fountains of gelid shoots are,
Making the daylight faires fair;
Sassthe palm and tamarind
Tanglethetresses of aphantomwind,—
A sight like innocence when one has sinned!
A green and maiden fredness smiling there,
Whilewith unblinking glare
Thetawny-hided desert croucheswatching her.

‘Tisavision:
Y et the greeneries Elysian
He has known in tracts afar;
Thus the enamouring fountains flow,
Those the very pams that grow,

By rare-gummed Sava, or Herbalimar.—
Such awatered dream has tarried
Trembling on my desert arid;

Evenso
Itslovely gleamings
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Seamings show
Of things not ssemings
And | gee
Knowing that, beyond my ways
Verily
All thexeare, for theeae She

Eveno gentlier lays her cooling chesk
Onthe burning brow of the Sck earth,
Sick with death, and Sck with birth,
Aeon to aeon, in sscular fever twirled,
Than thy shedow soothes thiswesk
And digempered being of mine.
In al | work, my hand includeth thine;
Thou rushest down in every sream
Whose passion frets my spirit's degpening gorge;
Unhood'st mine eyas-heat, and fliest my dream;
Thou swing'st the hammers of my forge;
Astheinnocent moon, that nothing does but shine,
Moves all the labouring surges of theworld.
Pierce where thou wilt the springing thought in me,
And there thy pictured countenance lies enfurled,
Asinthecut fernliestheimaged tree.
This poor song that Sngs of thee,
Thisfragile song, isbut acurled
Shell outgathered from thy s,
And murmurous still of its nativity.
Princess of Smiles,
Sorceress of most unlawful -lawful wiles,
Cunning pit for gazers sasss
Overdrewn with innocenced
Puritiesgleam whitelike $atues
In the fair lakes of thine eyes
And | watch the sparkles that use
Theretorise,
Knowing thee
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Are bubbles from the cayces
Of the lovely thoughtsthat bresthe
Paving, like water-flowers, thy spirit'sfloor beneath.

0 thou mogt dear!
Who art thy sex's complex harmony
God-set morefacilely;
Tothee may love draw near
Without oneblameor fear,
Unchidden save by hishumility:
Thou Perseus Shield wherein | view secure
The mirrored Womean's fateful-fair alure!
Whom Heaven still leaves atwofold dignity,
As girlhood gentle, and as boyhood free;
With whom no most digphanous webs enwind
The bared limbs of the rebukeless mind.
Wild Dryad, all unconscious of thy tree.

With which indissolubly
Thetyrannoustime shall one day maketheewhole;
Whose frank arms pass unfretted throughitshole;

Who wear'st thy femineity
Light as entrailed blossoms that shdt find
It erdlong silver shacklesunto thee:
Thou whoseyoung sx isyet but in thy soul;—
Ashoardedinthevine
Hang the gold skins of unddliriouswine,
Asair degps till it tossitslimbsin breeze—
Inwhom the mystery which lures and sunders,
Grapples and thrusts gpart, endears, estranges,
—Thedragon to its own Hesperides—
Isgated under dow-revolving changes
Manifold doors of heavy-hingfed years
So once, ere Heaven's eyes werefilled with wonders
To e Laughter rise from Tears,
Lay in beauty not yet mighty,
Conchfed in trand ucencies,
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Theantenatal Aphrodite,
Caved magically under magic ses
Caved dreamlesdy beneath the dreamful seas

'Whose s isin thy soul!"
What think weof thy soul?
Which hasno parts, and cannot grow,
Unfurled not from an embryo;
Born of full stature, lineal to contral;
And yet apigmy'syoke must under go:
Y et must keep paceand tarry, patient, kind,
With itsunwilling scholar, the dull, tardy mind;
M ust be obsequious to the body's powers,
Whose low hands mete its paths, s&t ope and dose its ways,
M ust do obesance to the days,
Andwait thelittlepleasureof thehours;
Yea, ripefor kingship, yet must be
Captivein statuted minority!
Soisall power fulfilled, as soul in thee.
So gtill theruler by theruled takesrule,
And wisdom weavesitself i' theloom o' thefoal.
T hesplendent sun no splendour can display
Till on grossthings he dash his broken ray,
From cloud and treeand flower retossed in prismy spray.
Did not obstruction's vessd hem it in,
Forcewerenot force, would spill itself in vain;
Weknow theTitan by hischamped chain.
Stay isheat's cradle, it isrocked therein,
And by check'shand isburnished intolight;
| f hatewerenone, would loveburn lowlier bright?
God's Fair were guessed scarce but for opposte sin;
Yes, and His Mercy, | do think it well,
| sflashed back from thebrazen gatesof Hell.
Theheavens decree
All power fulfil itself assoul in thee.
For supreme Spirit subject wasto clay,
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And Law from its own servants learned a law,
And Light besought a lamp unto its way,
And Awe was reined in awe,
At one small house of Nazareth;
And Golgotha
Saw Breath to breathlessness resign its breath,
And Life do homage for its crown to death.

Soisall power, as soul in thee, increased!

But, knowingthis, in knowledge's despite

| fret against thelaw severe that stains

Thy spirit with eclipse;

When—as a nymph's carven head sweet water drips,

For othersoozing so the cool delight

Which cannot steep her stiffened mouth of ssone—
Thy nescient lipsrepeat maternal strains.

Memnonianlips!

Smitten with singing from thy mother's East,
And murmurous with music not their own:
Nay, the lips flexile, while the mind alone

A passionless statue stands.
Oh, pardon, innocent onel
Pardon at thine unconscious hands!
"Murmurouswith music not their own," | say?
Andin that saying how do | missay,
When from the common sands
Of poor est common speech of common day
Thineaccentssift thegolden musics out!
Andah,wepoets, | misdoubt,
Arelittle more than thou!
We speak alesson taught we know not how,
Andwhat itisthat fromus flows
The hearer better than the utterer knows.

Thou cang foreshape thy word;
The poet is not lord
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Of thenext syllable may come
With the returning pendulum;
And what he plansto-day in song,
To-morrow dngsit in ancther tongue.
Wherethelast leaf fell from hisbough,
Heknowsnat if aleaf shall grow;
Wherehesonshedoth not reap,
Hereapeth wherehedid not sow;
Hedegps and dreamsforsake hisdep
Tomeet him on hiswaking way.
Vision will mate him not by law and vow:
Disguised in lifésmog hodden-grey,
By themost beaten road of everyday
Shewaitshim, unsugpected and unknown.
Thehardest pang whereon
Helayshismutinoushead may bea Jacob'ssone
Inthemost iron crag hisfoot can tread
A Dream may grew her bed,
And suddenly hislimbsentwine,
And draw him down through rock as see-nymphs might through brine.
But, unlikethosefeigned temptressladieswho
I'n guerdon of a night thelover dew,
When the embrace hasfailed, therapture fled,
Not he, not he, thewild sweat witch is dead!
And though he cherisheth
Thebabemog strangdy born from out her death,
Sometender trick of her it hath, maybe—
[tisnot she

Y et, even astheair isrumorousof fray
Beforethefirg shafts of the sun'sondaught
From gloom'sblack harness plinter,
And Summer moveon Winter
With the trumpet of the Mar ch, and the pennon of the M ay;
Asgestureoutdripsthought;
So haply, toyer with ethereal grings,
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Arethy blind repetitions of high things
T hemurmurousgnatswhose aimless hoverings
Reveal song's summer in theair;
The outstretched hand, which cannot thought declare,
Y et is thought's harbinger.
These gtrains the way for thine own strains prepare;
We feel the music moist upon this breeze,
And hopethe congregating poesies.
Sundered yet by thee from us
Wait, with wild eyesluminous,
All thy winged thingsthat areto be;
They flit againgt thee, Gate of I vory!
They clamour on the portress Destiny,—
'Set her wide, so we may issue through,
Our vans are quick for that they haveto do!'
Suffer still your young desire;
Your plumesbut bicker at thetipswith fire;
Tarry their kindling—they will beat the higher.
Andthou, bright girl, not long shalt thou repeat
I dly the music from thy mother caught;
Not vainly has she wrought,
Not vainly from the cloudward-jetting turret
Of her aerial mind for thy weak feet
L et down the silken ladder of her thought.
She baretheewith a double pain,
Of the body and the spirit;
Thou thy fleshly weeds hast ta'en,
Thy diviner weeds inherit!
T he precious streams which through thy young lips roll
Shall leavetheir lovely deltain thy soul:
Wher e sprites of so essential kind
Set their paces,
Surely they shall leave behind
The green traces
Of their sportancein themind;
And thou shalt, erewewell may know it,
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Turn that daintiness, a poet,—
Elfin-ring
Wher e swet fandesfoot and sing.
Soit may be, soit shall be—
Oh, takethe prophecy from mel
Wheat if the old fagtidious sculptor, Time,
Thiscrescent marve of hishands
Carveth all too painfully,
And | who prophesy shall never &
What if the niche of its predestined rhyme,
Itsaching niche, too long expectant sands?
Y et shall heafter soreddays
On some exultant day of days
Thewhite enshrouding childhood raise
From thy fair spirit, finished for our gaze;
While we (but 'monggt that happy 'we
Theprophet cannot bel}—
While we behold with no astonishments,
With that srene fulfilment of delight
Wherewith weview thesght
When thegarspitch the golden tents
Of their high campment on the plains of night.
W hy should amazement be our satdllite?
What wonder in such things?
If angds have hereditary wings,
If not by Salic law is handed down
Thepoe'scrown,
To thee, born in the purple of the throne,
Thelaure mus belong:
Thou, in thy mother's right
Descendant of Cagtalian-chrismed kings—
0 Princess ©f the Blood of Song!

Peacel Too impetuoudy have | been winging
Towar d vaporous heightswhich beckon and beguile.
1 snk back, saddened to my inmost mind;
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Even as | list a-dream that mother singing
T hepoesy of sweet tone, and sadden while
Her voiceis cag in troubled wake behind
Thekedl of her keen spirit. Thou art enshrined
In atoo primal innocence for this eye—
I ntent on such untempered radiancy—
Not to be pained; my clay can scarce endure
Ungrieved the effluence near of essences so pure.
Therefore, littletender maiden,
Never be thou overshaden
With amind whose canopy
W ould shut out the sky from thee;
Whose tangled branches intercept Heaven's light:
| will not feed my unpastured heart
On thee, green pleasaunce as thou art,
To lessen by one flower thy happy daisies white.
Thewater-ratisearth-hued liketherunlet
Wher eon he swims; and how in me should lurk
Thoughts apt to neighbour thine, thou creature sunlit?
Ifthroughlongfretandirk
Thine eyes within their browed recesses were
W orn caves wher e thought lay couchant in itslair;
Wert thou a spark among dank leaves, ah ruth!
With agein all thy veins, whileall thy heart wasyouth;
Our contact might run smooth.
But life's Eoan dews still moaist thy ringed hair;
Dian'schill finger-tips
Thaw if at night they happen on thy lips;
The flying fringes of the sun's cloak frush
Thefragile leaves which on those warm lips blush;
Andjoyonlylurksretired
Inthedim gloaming of thineArid.
Then since my love drags this poor shadow, me,
And onewithout the other may not be,
From both | guard theefree.
It still is much, yes, it ismuch,

50



SISTER SONGS

Only—my dream!—tolove my love of thee;
And it ismuch, yes it ismuch,
I'n hands which thou hag touched to fed thy touch,
I'n voices which have mingled with thine own
Tohear adoubletone.
Asanguish, for supreme expresson prest,
Borrows its saddes tongue from je<t,
Thou hagt of absenceso create
A presence moreimportunate;
And thy voicepleadsits swegtest suit
When itismute.
| thank the once accursed dtar
Which did meteach
To makeof Slence my familiar,
Who hath therich reversion of thy gpeech,
Sincethe most char ming soundsthy thought can wear,
Cad off, fall tothat pale attendant's share;
And thank the gift which mademy mind
A shadow-world, wher ethrough the shadows wind
Of all theloved and lovely of my kind.

Likeamaiden Saxon, folden,

As she flits, in moon-drenched mist;

Whose curls streaming flaxen-golden,

By the misted moonbeamskist,

Dispread their filmy floating silk

Likehoney segped in milk:

So, vague goldennessremoate,

Through my thoughts | watch thee float.
When the snake summer cagsher blazoned skin
Wefind it at theturn of autumn'spath,

And think it summer that rewinded hath,
Joyingtherein;
And thisenamouring dough of thee, minedf,
| takeit for thysdf;
Content. Content? Y ea, titleit content.
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Thevery loves that belt thee must prevent
My love, | know, with their legitimacy:
Asthe metallic vapours, that are swept
Athwart thesun, in hislight inter cept
Thevery hues
Which their conflagrant elements effuse
But, my love, my heart, my fair,
That only | should ssetheerare,
Or tenttothehid corethy rarity,—
Thiswere amournfulness more piercing far
Than that those other loves my own must bar,
Or thinefor othersleave thee nonefor me.

But on aday whereof | think,
Oneshall dip hishand todrink
Inthat still water of thy soul,
And itsimaged tremorsrace
Over thy joy-troubled face,
Astheintervolved reflections roll
From a shaken fountain'sbrink,
With swift light wrinklingits alcove.
From the hovering wing of L ove
Thewarm stain shall flit roseal on thy cheek.
Then, sweet blushet! whenas he,
The destined paramount of thy universe,
Who has noworldsto sigh for, ruling thee,
Ascends his vermell throne of empery,
One grace alone | seek.
Oh! may thistreasure-galleon of my verse,
Fraught with its golden passion, oared with cadent
Set with atowering press of fantases,
Drop safdy down thetime,
L eaving mineid£d self behind it far
Soon to be sunken in the abyam of sBs
(Asdown the yearsthe splendour voyages
From some long ruined and night-submerged
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And inthy subject sovereign's havening heart
Anchor thefreightage of itsvirgin ore;
Adding its wasteful more
To hisown overflowing treasury.
So through hisriver mine shall reach thy s,
Bearing its confluent part;
Inhispulse mineshdl thrill;
And the quick heart shall quicken from the heart that's still.

Ah, help, my Daemon that hest served mewel !
Not at this last, oh, do not me disgrace!
| faint, | scken, darkens all my sight,
As, poised upon this unprevisioned height,
| liftintoitsplace
The utmost aery traceried pinnacle.
So; itis builded, the high tenement,
—God grant'—to mineintent:
Most like a pdace of the Occident,
Up-thrusting, toppling meze on maze,
Its moulded blaze,
And washed by the sunset's rosy waves
Whose s drinks rarer hue from those rare walls it laves.
Yet wail, my spirits, wail!
So few thereinto enter shall prevail.
Scarce fewer could win way, if their desire
A dragon baulked, withinvoluted spire,
And writhen snout spattered with yeedty fire.
For a theelfin portal hangs ahorn
Which none canwind aright
Savetheappointed knight
Whose lids the fay-wings brushed when he was born.
All others stray forlorn,
Or glimpsing, through the blazoned windows scrolled,
Receding | abyrinthslessening tortuously
In half obscurity;
With mysticimages, inhuman, cold,
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That flamelesstorcheshold.

But who can wind that horn of might

(Thehorn of dead Heliades) aright,—
Straight

Open for him shall roll the consdous gate;
And light leap up from all thetorchesthere,
And lifeleap up in every torchbearer,
And the gonefaceskindlein the glow,
Andintotheblank eyestheiridsgrow,
And through the dawning irids ambushed meanings show.

Illumined thiswiseon,
Hethreads sscurdy thefar intricacies,

With bredefrom Heaven'swrought vesure over-srewn;
Swift Tellus purfled tunic, girt upon
With theblown chlamysof her fluttering sess

And thefreaked kirtle of the pearled moon:
Until hegain thesructurescore wheredands—

A toil of magic hands—
Theunbodied spirit of thesorcerer,
Most srangdy rare,

Asisavison remembered in thenoon;
Unbodied, yet to mortal seaing dear,
Likedghsexhaled in esger atmosphere
From human hapsand mutabilities
It ress exempt, beneath the edifice

Towhichitsdf gaverise,
Sudaining centreto thebubble of gone
Which, breathed from it, exigsby it alone.
Y eaq, ere Satur nian earth her child consumes,

And | lie down with outworn osuaries
Eredeath'sgrim tongue anticipatesthetomb's

Sisteviator, in thisstoried urn
My living heart islaid to throb and burn,
Till end beended, and till ceasing cease

And thou by whom thisgtrain hath parentage;
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Wantoner between theyet untreacherousdaws
Of newly-whelped exigence! ere he pausg
What gift to thee can yield the archimage?
For coming ssesons frets
What aids, what amulets,
What softenings, or what brightenings?
AsThunder writhesthelash of hislong lightnings
About the growling heads of the brutemain
Foaming at mouth, until it wallow again
I'n the scooped oozes of itsbed of pain;
So all thegnashing jaws, theleaping heads
Of hungry menaces and of ravening dreads,
Of pangs
Twitch-lipped, with quivering nogtrilsand immitigatefangs,
| soourge beneath the torment of my charms
That ther repentless nature fear to work thee harms,
And asyon Apollonian har p-player,
Y on wandering psalterigt of the ky,
With flickering strings which scatter melody,
Theslver-goled damsdsof the seg,
Or lake, or fount, or sream,
Enchants from their ancestral heaven of waters
To Naiad it through the unfrothing air;
My song enchants so out of undulousdream
Theglimmering shapes of itsdim-tressed daughters,
And missonseach to bethy minister,
Saying: '0 ye,
The organ-gops of being's harmony;
Theblushes on exigencespaleface,
Lending it sudden grace
Without whom we should but guessHeaven'sworth
By blank negations of this sordid earth
(So haply to the blind may light
Bebut gloom'sundeter mined opposite);
Yewho arethusastherefracting air
Whereby we s Heaven's sun before it rise
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Abovethedull lineof our mortal skies;
Asbreathing on the strained ear that Sghs
From comrades viewless unto strained eyes.
Soothing our terrorsin thelampless night;
Y ewho can makethisworld, whereall isdeeming,
What world yelist, being ar biter s of seeming;
Attend upon her ways, benignant powers
Unroll yelifeacarpet for her feet,
And cag ye down before them blossomy hours,
Until her going shall be dlogged with swest!
All dear emotions whose new-bathed hair,
Still sreaming from the soul, in loveswarm air
Smokeswith a mist of tender fantases;
All these,
And all theheart'swild growthswhich, swiftly bright,
Spring up the crimson agarics of anight,
Nopaininwithering, yet ajoy arisen;
And all thin shapes moreexquisitely rare,
M or e subtly fair,
Than these weak ministering words have spell to prison
Within themagic circleof thisrhyme;
And all thefayswho in our creadless clime
Have sadly ceasd,
Bearing to other children childhood's proper feast;
Whose robes are fluent crystal, crocus-hued,
Whose wings arewind a-fire, whose mantles wrought
From spray that fallingrainbowsshaketoair;
These, yefamiliarsto my wizard thought,
M ak ethingsof jour nal cusom unto her;
With lucent feet imbrued,
I fyoung Day tread, agloriousvintager,
T hewine-press of the purple-foamed east;
Or round thenodding sun, flush-faced and sunken,
Hiswild Bacchantesdrunken
Reel, with rent woofsa-flaunt, their westeringrout.'
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—Butlo! a length the day islingered out,
Atlength my Ariel lays hisviol by;
Wesing no moreto thee, child, heand I;
The day islingered out:
In dow wregths folden
Around yon censer, sphered, golden,
VagueVeper'sfumesaspire;
And, glimmering to eclipse,
Thelong laburnum drips
Its honey of wild flame, itsjocund spilth of fire.

Now passyour ways, fair bird, and passyour ways,
If you will;
| have you through the days!
And flit or hold you fill,
And perch youwhereyoulist
Onwhat wrist,—
You areminethrough thetimes!
| have caught you fast for ever in atangle of sweet rhymes.
Andin your young maiden morn
You may scorn,
But you must be
Bound and sociateto me;
Withthisthread fromout thetomb my dead hand shall tether thee!

Go, Sigter-songs, to that sweet Sister-pair
For whom | haveyour frail limbs fashioned,
And framed festeoudy;,—
For whom | haveyour frail limbs fashioned
With how grest shamefesiness and how greet dread,
Knowing you frail, but not if you be fair,
Though framed fegteoudy;
Go unto them from me.
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Go from my shadow to their sunshine sight,
Madefor all sghts delight;

Goliketwin svansthat oar the surgy storms

To bate with pennoned snows in candent air:
Nigh with abased head,

Yoursdveslinked sigterly, that Sister-pair,
Andgoin preencethere;

Saying—'Y our young eyescannot see our forms,

Nor read theyearning of our looksaright;

But Timeshall trail theveilingsfrom our hair,

And deanseyour seeing with his euphrasy

(Yea, even your bright seeing makemorebright,
Whichisall sights delight),

And ye shall know usfor what things we be.

"Whilom, within a poet'scalyxed heart,
A dewy lovewetrembled all apart;
Whenceit took rise
Beneath your radiant eyes,
Which misted it to music. We must long,
A floating haze of silver subtile song,
Await love-laden
Above each maiden
Theappointed hour that 0'er the hearts of you—
Asvapoursinto dew
Unweave, whence they were wove—
Shall turn our loosening musics back to love!'
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INSCRIPTION

HEN the last stir of bubbling melodies
WBroke, asmy chants sank underneath thewave
Of dulcitude, but sank againtorise
Where man'sembaying mind those waterslave
(For music hath its Oceanides
Flexuoudly floating through their parent sees,
Andsuch arethess),
| saw avison—or may it be
The efluence of adear desired redlity?
| saw two spirits high,—
Two spirits, dimwithin the silver smoke
Whichisfor ever woke
By snowing lights of fountained Poesy.
Two shapesthey were, familiar aslove;
They werethose souls, whereof
One twines from finest gracious daily things,
Strong, constant, noticeless, as are heart-strings,
Thegolden cage whereinthis song-bird sings;
Andtheother'ssun giveshueto all my flowers,
Which dse pdeflowersof Tartaruswould grow,
Where ghosts watch ghosts of blooms in ghostly bowers—
For we do know
The hidden player by his harmonies,
And by my thoughts | know what still handsthrill the keys.

And to these twain—as from the mind's abyssss
Al thoughts draw toward the awakening heart's sweet kisses,
With proffer of their wreathen fantades—
Evensotothese
| saw how many brought their garlands fair,
Whether of song, or smplelove, they were—
Of smplelove, that makes best garlandsfair.
But one | marked who lingered still behind,
As for such souls no seemly gift had he:
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He was not of their strain,
Nor worthy of so bright beingsto entertain,
Nor fit compeer for such high company.
Y et was he, surely, born tothem in mind,
Their youngest nursling of the spirit'skind.
Last gole this one,
With timid glance, of watching eyes adread,
And dropped hisfrightened flower when all were gone;
And where the frail flower fell, it withered.
But yet methought those high souls smiled thereon;
Aswhen a child, upstraining at your knees
Somefond and fancied nothings, says, 'l giveyou these!'
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PROEMION

EAR my Muses, | demand
Alittlelabour at your hand,
Erequiteisloosed our amity:
Alittle husband out the sand
That timesthe gasps of Poesy!

0 beloved, 0ye Two,

Whenthe Yearslast met, toyou
| sent agift exultingly.

My songssands, likethe Y ear's, are few;
But takethis last wesk gift from me.

Oneyear ago (oneyear, oneyear!)
1 had no prescience, no, nor fear;

| said to Oblivion: 'Dread thou me!'
What cared | for the morta yea?

| was not of its company.

Before mine own Elect stood |,

And said to Death: 'Not theseshall die!!
| isued  mandateroyaly.

| bede Decay: 'Avoid and fly,
For | amfata unto thee.!

| sprinkled a few drops of verse,
And sadto Ruin: 'Quit thy hearse’
Tomy Loved: 'Pdenot, comewith me;
| will escort thee down the years,
With methou walk'stimmortally.'

Rhymedid | asacharmed cup give,

That who | would might drink and live.
‘Enter,' | cried, 'Song's ark with me!*

And knew not that awitch'sSeve
Were built somewhat more ssamanly.
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| said unto my heart: 'Belight!

Thy grain will soon for long delight
Oppressthe future's granary:'

Poor fool! and did not hear—'This night
They shall demand thy song of thee!'

Of God and you | pardon crave;

Whowould save others, nor can save
My own self from mortality:

| throw my whole songs in the grave—
They will not fill that pit for me.

But thou, to whom | sing this lass—
The bitterest bitterness | taste

Isthat thy children havefrom me
Thebest | had whereall is waste,

And but the crumbs were cast to thee.

It may bel didlittlewrong;

Since no notes of thy lyre belong
Tothem; thou leftest them for me;
And what didst thou want of my song—

Thou, thineown immortality?

Ah, | would that | had yet

Given thy head one coronet
Withthineiviesto agree

Erethou restest where are st
Wreaths but on the breast of thee.

Though what avails?>—The ivies twined
By thine own hand thou must unbind,
When therethy templeslaid shall be:
'"Tis haply Death's prevision kind
That ungirt brows lie easily.
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'Of all thy treesthou lovest so,

Nonewiththeeto graveshall go,
Savetheabhorred cypresstree?™*

Theabhorred?>—Ah, | know, | know,
Thy dearest follower it would bel

Thou would'st swestly liein death
The dark southerner benesth:
Weshouldinterpret, knowing thee—
'Herel rest’ (her symbol saith),
'And dboveme, Italy.'

But aove thy English grave

Who knowsiif atree shall wave?
Save—whenthefar certainty

Of thy famefulfilled is—save
Thelaurel that shall spring from thee.

Very little carest thou
If the world no laurel-bough
Setinthy dead hand, ah mel
But my heart to grievealow
For the fame thou shalt not s

Yet my heart to grieve allow,

Withthe grief that grievesit now,
Looking to futurity,

With too sure presaging how
Foolswill blind blind eyes from thee—

Bitterly presaging how
Sghtless desth must them endow

With sight, who gladder blind would be.
"Though our eyesbe blind enow,

Let ushidethem, lest we s='

* Thewords of Horace.
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| would their heartsbut hardened were
Intheway that | aver
All men shall find thisheart of me:
Whichissohard, thy namecut there
Never worn or blurred can be.

I f my song asmuch might say!
Butinall toolatea day
| use thy namefor melody;
And with the sweet theme assay
To hide my descant's poverty.

When that last song gave | you,
Ye and |, beloved Two,
Wer e each to each half mystery!
Now thetender veil isthrough;
Unafraid thewhole we se

Small for you the danger wad
Statued deity but thaws
Inyou to warm divinity;
Somefair defect completion flaws
With acompleting graceto me.

But when /my veiling raised—

TheMilonian lesswerecrazed
Totalk with menincarnately:

Thepoor goddess but appraised
By her lacking arms would be.

Though Pan may have déliciousthroat,
'Tishardtotoleratethegoat.

What if Pan were suddenly
Tolosehissinging, every note?—

T hen pity haveof Pan, and me!
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Love and Song together sing;

Songiswesk and fainto cling
About Love's shoulder wesrily.

L et her voice, poor fainting thing,
In his strong voice drowned be!

Inmy soul's Temple ssams asound
Of unfolding wings around
The vecant shrine of poesy:
Voices of parting songs resound:—
'L et usgo hencel' A spacel et be!

A space, my Muses,—JdemancL
Thislast of laboursat your hand.
Erequiteisloosed our amity:

Alittlestay the cruel sand
That timesthe gasps of Poesy!

BEFORE HER PORTRAI T | N YOUTH

A s lovers, banished from their lady's face,
A And hopdess of her grace,
A Fashion a ghostly swedness in its place,
Fondly adore
Some stedth-won cadt attire shewore,
A kerchief, or aglove:
And at thelover's beck
Into the glove there fleetsthe hand,
Or a impetuous command
Up from the kerchief floatsthe virgin neck:
So I, in very lowlihead of love—
Too shyly reverencing
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To let one thought's light footfall smooth
Tread near theliving, consecrated thing,—
Treasure methy cast youth.
This outworn vesture, tenantless of thee,
Hath yet my knee,
For that, with show and semblance fair
Ofthe past Her
Who oncethe beautiful, discarded raiment bare,
It cheateth me.
Asgaleto gale drifts breath
Of blossoms  death,
So, dropping down theyears from hour to hour,
This dead youth's scent is wafted me to-day:
| sit, and from thefragrance dream the flower.
So, then, she looked (I say);
And so her front sank down
Heavy beneath the poet'siron crown:
On her mouth museful sweet
(Even asthetwin lips meet)
Did thought and sadness greet:
Sighs
In those mour nful eyes
So put on visibilities;
As viewless ether turns, in deep on deep, to dyes.
Thus, long ago,
She kept her meditative paces dow
Through maiden meads, with waved shadow and gleam
Of locks half-lifted on the winds of dream,
Till Loveup-caught her to his chariot's glow.
Y et, voluntary, happier Proserpine!
Thisdrooping flower of youth thou lettest fall
I, faringin the cockshut-light, astray,
Find on my 'lated way,
And stoop, and gather for memorial,
And lay it on my bosom, and makeit mine.
Tothis, the all of lovethe garsallow me,

68



LOVE IN DIAN'S LAP

| dedicate and vow me.
| reach back through the days
A trothed hand to the deed the lagt trump shdll not raise.
Thewater-wraith that cries
From those eternd sorrows of thy pictured eyes
Entwines and draws me down their soundlessintricacies.

[
TO A POET BREAKING SILENCE

Tooweerily had we and song

Been [eft tolook and left to long,

Y eg, song and weto long and [ook,
Since thine acquainted feet forsook

The mountain where the Muses hymn
For Sinal and the Sergphim.

Now in both the mountains shine
Dressthy countenance, twice divine!
From Moses and the Muses draw

The Tables of thy double Law!

His rod-born fount and Caddy

L et the onerock bring forth for thee,
Renewing so from either ring

The songswhich both thy countries sing:
Or weshall feer lest, heavened thuslong,
Thou should'st forget thy netive song,
And mar thy mortal mdodies

With broken dammer of the skies.

Ah! |et the swet birds of the L ord
With eath'swaters make accord;
Teach how the crucifix may be
Carven from the laurel-treg,

Fruit of the Hesperides
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Burnish take on Eden-trees,
TheMuses sacred grove be wet
With the red dew of Olivet,

And Sappholay her burning brows
In white Cecilia'slap of snowd

Thy childhood must have felt the sings
Of too divine o'ershadowings;
Its odorous heart have been a blossom
That in darkness did unbosom,
Thosefire-fliesof God toinvite,
Burning spirits, which by night
Bear upon their laden wing
Tosuch heartsimpregnating.
For flower sthat night-wingsfertilize
M ock down the gars unsteady eyes,
And with a happy, deepless glance
Gaze the maoon out of countenance.
| think thy girlhood's watchers must
Have took thy folded songs on trust,
And felt them, as onefedsthe stir
Of still lightningsin thehair,
When conscious hush expects the cloud
To speak the golden secret loud
Whichtacitair isprivyto;
Flasked in thegrapethewinethey knew,
Erethy poet-mouth was able
For itsfirst young starry babble.
Keep'st thou not yet that subtle grace?
Y ea, inthissilent inter space,
God stsHispoemsin thy face!

Theloom which mortal verse affords,
Out of weak and mortal words,
Wovest thou thy singing-weed in,
Toaruneof thy far Eden.
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Vain areall digguised Ah,

Heavenly incognita!

Thy mien bewrayeth through that wrong
Thegreat Uranian House of Song!
Asthevintages of earth
Taste of the sun that riped their birth,
We know what never-cadent Sun
Thy lamped dustersthrobbed upon,
What plumed feet thewinepresstrod;
Thywineisflavorousof God.
Whatever singing-robe thou wear
HastheParadisal air;

And somegold feather it haskept
Shows what Floor it lately swept!

[
"MANUS ANIMAM PINXIT'

Withinyour spirit'sarms| say mefast

L Againg thefell
Immitigateravening of the gatesof hell;
And claim my right in you, most hardly won,
Of chagtefidelity upon thechagste
Hold meand hold by me, lest both should fall
(0 in high excalade high companion!)
Even in the breach of Heaven's assaulted wall.
Liketoawind-sown sapling grow | from
Theclift, Swest, of your skywar d-jetting soul ,-
Shook by all guststhat swesp it, overcome
By all its doudsincumbent: 0 betrue
Toyour soul, dearest, as my lifeto you!
For if that soil grow sterile, then thewhole

LADY who hold'st on medominion!
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Of me must shrivel, from the topmost shoot
Of climbing poesy, and my life, killed through,
Dry down and perish to the foodless r oot.

Sweet Summer! untoyou this swallow drew,
By secret ingtinctsinappeasable,
That did direct him well,
Lured frcnhisgelid Nor th which wrought him wrong,
Wintered of sunning song,—
By happy ingtincts inappeasable,
Ahyes that led him well,
Lured totheuntried regions and the new
Climes of auspicious you;
Totwitter there, and in his singing dwell.
But ah! if you, my Summer, should grow waste,
With grieving skies o'ercadt,
For such migration my poor wing was strong
But once; it has no power to fare again
Forth o'er the heads of men,
Nor other Summersfor its sanctuary:
But from your mind's chilled sky
It needs must drop, and liewith stiffened wings
Among your soul's forlornest things;
A speck upon your memory, alack!
A dead fly in a dusty window-crack.

O thereforeyou who are
What words, being to such mysteries
Asraiment tothebody is,
Should rather hidethantell;
Chagteand intelligential love:
Whoseformisasagrove
Hushed with the cooing of an unseen dove;
Whose spirit tomy touch thrillspurer far
Thanisthetingling of asilver bell;
Whose body other ladies well might bear
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As soul—yea, which it profanation were
For all but you to take as fleshly woof,
Being spirit truest proof;
Whose spirit sureislineal to that
Which ssng Magnificat:
Chagtedt, Snce such you are,
Take this curbed spirit of mine,
Which your own eyesinvest with light divine,
For lofty love and high auxiliar
In daily exdt emprise
Which outsoars mortal eyes
Thissoul which on your soul islaid,
Asmaid's breagt againg breast of maid;
Beholding how your own | have engraved
Onit, and with what purging thoughts have laved
Thislove of mine from al mortality.
Indeed the copy is a painful one,
Andwithlong labour done!
0 if you doubt the thing you are, lady,
Comethen, and look in me;
Y our beauty, Dian, dress and contemplate
Within a pool to Dian conssorae
Unvell thisspirit, lady, when youwill,
For unto all but you 'tis veiled still:
Unveil, and fearless gaze there, you done,
And if you love the image—tis your own.
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v
A CARRIER SONG

NCE you have waned from us,
SFairest of women!
| am a darkened cage

Song cannot hymnin.
My songs have followed you,
Likebirds the summer;
Ah! bring them back to me,
Swiftly, dear comer!
Seraphim,
Her to hymn,
Might leavetheir portals;
Andat myfeetlearn
Theharping of mortals!

[l
Wherewingstorustleuse,
But thispoor tarrier—
Searching my spirit's eaves—
Find | for carrier.
Ah! bring them back tome,
Swiftly, sweet comer—
Swift, swift, and bring with you
Song'sindian summer!
Seraphim,
Her to hymn,
Might leavetheir portals;
Andat myfeetlearn
Theharping of mortals!

1]
Wheresoyour angd is,
My angel goeth;
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| am left guardianless,
Paradise knoweth!
| have no Heaven left
Toweep my wrongs to;
Heaven, when you went from us,
Went with my songstoo.
Seraphim,
Her tohymn,
Might leavetheir portals;
Andatmyfeetlearn
Theharping of mortals!

v

I have no angds left
Now, Swest, to pray to:
Wher eyou have madeyour shrine
They are away to.
They have struck Heaven'stent,
And goneto cover you:
Wheresoyou keep your sate
Heaven ispitched over you!
Seraphim,
Her tohymn,
Might leavetheir portals;
Andatmyfeetlearn
Theharping of mortals!

\"

Shethat is Heaven's Queen
Her titleborrows,

For that she, pitiful,
Beareth our sorrows.

Sothou, Reginami,
Spesinfirmorum;

With all our grieving crowned
Mater dolorum!
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Seraphim,

Her to hymn,

Might leavetheir portals;
And at my feet learn
The harping of mortals!

Vi

Y et, envious coveter
Of others grieving!
Thislonely longing yet
'Scapeth your reaving.
Cruel, totakefroma
Sinner his Heaven!
Think you with contrite smiles
To beforgiven?
Seraphim,
Her to hymn,
Might leavetheir portals;
And at my feet learn
The harping of mortals!

VIl

Penitent! give me back
Angels, and Heaven;
Render your stolen sdif,
And be forgiven!
How frontier Heaven from you?
For my soul prays, Swest,
Still to your face in Heaven,
Heaven inyour face, Swedt!
Seraphim,
Her to hymn,
Might leavetheir portals;
And at my feet learn
The harping of mortals!
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Vv
SCALA JACOBI PORTAQUE EBURNEA

ER soul from earth to Heaven lies,
H Likethe ladder of the vision,
Whereon go
To and fro,

In ascengon and demission,
Sar-flecked fegt of Paradise

Now sheisdrawn up fromme,

All my angds wet-eyed, tristful,
Gazefrom great
Heaven'sgate

Like pent children, very wistful,

That bdow a playmate s

Dream-digpensing face of herd
Ivory port which loosed upon me
Wings, | widt,
Whose amethyst
Trepidations have forgone me—
Hesper's filmy traffickerd

VI
GILDED GOLD
HOU dogt torich attireagrace,
Toletit deck itself with thee,
And teachest pomp Strange cunning ways
To bethought simplicity.

But lilies, olen from grassy mold,
No more curted sate unfold
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Trandated toavaseof gold;

I'n burning thronethough they keep still
Serenities unthawed and chill.
Therefore, albeit thou'rt stately so,

In satdier gatethou usdst togo.

Though jewels should phosphoric burn
Through those night-water s of thine hair,
A flower fromitstranducid urn

Poured silver flamemorelunar -fair.
Thesefutiletrappings but recall
Degener ate wor shippers who fall

In purfled kirtle and brocade

To 'pard thewhiteMother-Maid.

For, asher imagestood arrayed

In vests of its sdf-substance wrought
To measure of the sculptor's thought—
Slurred by thoseadded braveries;
Sofor thy spirit did devise

ItsMaker seamly garniture,

Of its own essence parcel pure,—
From grave simplicities a dress,

And reticent demurenesses,

And love encinctured with reserve;
Which the woven vesture should subserve.
For outward robesin their ogtents
Should show the soul'shabiliments.
Thereforel say,—Thou'rt fair even so,
But better Fair | useto know.

Theviolet would thy dusk hair deck
With graceslikethine own unsought.
Ah! but such placewould daze and wreck
Itssimple, lowly, rustic thought;

For so advanced, dear, tothee,

It would unlear n humility!
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Y et donot, with an altered look,

In theseweak numbersread rebuke;
Which arebut jealouslest too much
God'smager-piecethou shouldst retouch.
Wher easvegtnessiscomplete,

Add not svegsunto the swedt!

Or, asthou wilt, for othersso

I'n unfamiliar richness go;

But keep for mineacquainted eyes

The fashions of thy Paradise

VI
HER PORTRAIT

H, but the heavenly grammar did | hold
O Of that high spesch which angds tonguesturn gold!
So should her deathless beauty take no wrong,
Praised in her own great kindred'sfit and cognatetongue:
Or if that language yet with usabode
Which Adam in the garden talked with God!
But our untemper ed gpeech descends—poor herd
Grimy and rough-cag still from Babd's bricklayers:
Curseon thebrutishjargon weinherit,
Strong but to damn, not memorize, a sirit!
A chegk, alip, alimb, abosom, they
Movewith light eaein speech of working-day;
And women wedo useto praiseeven .
But herethegateswebur &, and tothetemplego.
Their praisswereher dispraiss who dare, who dare,
Adulatethe seraphim for their burning hair?
How, if with them | dared, hereshould | dareit?
How praisethewoman, who but know the spirit?
How praisethecolour of her eyes, uncaught
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While they were coloured with her varying thought?
How her mouth's shepe, who only useto know
What tender shepe her spesch will fitiit to?

Or her lips' redness, when their joined veil

Song's fervid hand hes parted till it wore them pele?

If I would prase her soul (temerarious if!),
All must be mystery and hieroglyph.
Heaven, which not oft is prodigd of its more
To dngers intheir song too great before
(By whichthe hierarch of large poesy is
Restrained to his one sacred benefice),
Only for her the sutary ave

Reaxes and stern canon of itslaw;

To her done concedes pluralities,

In her done to reconcile agyess

The Musg, the Graces, and the Charities;
To her, who can the trust so well conduct
To her it gives the use, to us the usufruct.

What of the dear administress then may

| utter, though | gooke her own carved perfect way?
What of her daily gracious converse known,

Whose heavenly despotism must nesds dethrone
And subjugate all sweaness but its own?

Desp in my heart subsdes the infrequent word,

And there dies dowly throbbing like awounded bird.
What of her slence, that outsvegtens goeed?

What of her thoughts, high marks for mine own thoughts to reech?
Y et, (Chaucer's antique sentence so to turn)

Mogt gladly will she teach, and gladly learn;

And teaching her, by her enchanting art,

The megter threefold learnsfor all he canimpart.
Now all issaid, and all being sdid—aye me!
Thereyet remans unsaid the very She

Nay, to conclude (0 to conclude | dare),
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If of her virtues you evade the snare
Thenfor her faultsyou'll fal inlovewith her.

Alas, and | have spoken of her Muse—

Her Muse, that died with her aurora dend
Learn, thewise cherubim from harps of gold
Seduce atrepidating musc manifold;

But the superior sergphim do know

None other music but to flame and glow.

So shefirg lighted on our frosty earth,

A sd musician, of cherubic birth,

Playing to dien eers—which did not prize
The uncomprehended music of the skies—
Theexiled airs of her far Paradise

But soon, from her own harpings taking fire,
Inlove and light her mdlodies expire.

Now Heaven dfords her, for her silenced hymn,
A double portion of the sergphim.

At therich odours from her heart that rise,

My soul remembassits lost Paradisg,

And antenatd gdles blow from Heaven's shores of pice;
| grow essentid all, uncloaking me

From thisencumbering virility,

Andfed the primal sex of heaven and poetry:

And, parting from her, inmelinger on

Vague saches of Uranian antiphon.

How to the petty prison could she shrink

Of femineity>—Nay, but | think

Inadear courtesy her spirit would

Woman assume, for grace to womanhood.
Or, votaressto the virgin Sanctitude

Of reticent withdrawal's swest, courted pae,
Shetook the cloistrd flesh, the sexud vell,
Of her sad, aborigina sisterhood;
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Thehabit of cloigtral flesh which founding Eveindued.

Thusdo | know her. But for what men call
Beauty—theloveiness cor por eal,

Itsmodg just praissathing unproper were
Tosnge or tolisener, meor her.
Shewearsthat body but as oneindues

A robe, half cardess, for it isthe usg

Although her soul and it sofair agree,

We aure may, unattaint of heresy,

Conceit it might the soul's begetter be.
Theimmortal could we ceaseto contemplate,
Themortal part suggedsitsevery trait.

God laid Hisfingerson theivories

Of her pure membersason smocthed keys,
And thereout-breathed her spirit's harmonies.
I'Il gpeak alittle proudly:—I disdain

To count the beauty worth my wish or gain,
Which thedull daily fool can covet or obtain.

| do confess the fairness of the spail,

But from such rivalry it takesa soil.

For her I'll proudlier speak:—how could it be
That | should praisethegilding on the psaltery?
'Tisnot for her tohold that prizeaprize,

Or praise much praise, though proudest in itswise,
Towhich even hopes of merey womenrise.
Such gtrifewould to the vanquished laurdsyield,
Againg her suffered to havelogt afied.

Her sdlf must with her sdlf be sole compeer,
Unlessthe peopleof her distant sphere
Somegold migration send tomeodizetheyear.
But first our heartsmust burnin larger guise,
Toreformatethe uncharitable skies,

And sothedeathlessplumageto acclimatize:
Sincethis, their sole congener in our clime,
Droopsher sad, ruffled thoughtsfor half the shiveringtime.
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Yet | havefelt what terrorsmay consort

I nwomen'scheeks, the Graces soft resort;

My hand hath shook at gentlehands access,
And trembled at thewaving of atress;

My blood known panic fear, and fled dismayed,
Whereladies eyes have set their ambuscade;
Therustleof arobehath beentome

Thevery rattleof lovesmusketry;

Although my heart hath beat theloud advance,

| have recoiled before a challenging glance,
Proved gay alarmswherewar likeribbonsdance.
Andfromitall, thisknowledge have | got,—
Thewholethat others have, isless than they have not;
All which makes other women noted fair,
Unnoted would remain and overshonein her.

How should | gauge what beauty isher dole,
Who cannot sseher countenancefor her soul,
As birds see not the casement for the sky?
And, as 'tis check they proveits presence by,

I know not of her body till | find

My flight debarred the heaven of her mind.
Hersistheface whence all should copied be,
Did God makereplicas of such asshe;

I'ts presencefelt by what it does abate,
Becausethe soul shinesthrough tempered and mitigate:
Where—asafigurelabouringat night

Beside the body of a splendid light-

Dark Timeworkshidden by itsluminousness;
And every line helaboursto impress
Turnsadded beauty, liketheveinsthat run
Athwart aleaf which hangsagaing the sun.

Thereregent Melancholy wide contrals;
ThereEarth- and Heaven-L ove play for aureoles;
Ther e Sweatness out of Sadness breaks at fits,
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Likebubbles ondark water, or as flits

A sudden silver fin through its deep infinites;

There amorous Thought has sucked pale Fancy's breath,
And Tenderness sits looking toward the lands of Death:
There Feeling stills her breathing with her hand,

And Dream from Melancholy part wrests the wand;
Andonthislady's heart, looked you so deep,

Poor Poetry has rocked himself to deep:

Upon the heavy blossom of her lips

Hangs the bee Musing; nigh her lids eclipse

Each half-occulted star benesth that lies;

And, in the contemplation of those eyes,

Passionless passion, wild tranquillities.

EPILOGUE TO THE POET'S SITTER
Wherein he excuseth himself for the manner of the Portrait.

ALAS! now wilt thou chide, and say (I deem)
A My figured descant hides the simple theme:
A Or, in another wise reproving, sy
| i11 observethine own highreticent way.
Oh, pardon, that | testify of thee
What thou couldst never speak, nor others bel

Y et (for the book is not moreinnocent

Of what the gazer's eyes makes so intent),
Shewill but smile, perhaps, that | find my fair
Sufficing scope in such strait theme as her.
'‘Bird of the sun! the stars wild honey-bee!
Isyour gold browsing done so thoroughly?

Or sinks a singed wing to narrow nest in me?
(Thus shemight say: for not hislowly vein
Out-deprecates her deprecating strain.)
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Oh, you mistake, dear lady, quite; nor know
Ether was strict asyou, its loftiness as low!

T he heavens do not advance their majesty

Over their marge; beyond his empery
Theendgnsof thewind arenot unfurled,
Hisreignishooped in by the pale o' theword.
'Tis not the continent, but the contained,

That pleasaunce makes or prison, loose or chained.
Toomuch alike or little captives me,

For all oppression is captivity.

What groweth to its height demands no higher;
Thelimit limitsnot, but thedesire.

Our mindsmaketheir own Termini, nor call
Theissuing circumscriptions great or small;
So high constructing Nature lesons to us all:
W ho opticsgivesaccommodateto see

Y our countenance large as looks the sun to be,
And distant greatnesslessthan near humanity.

We, therefore, with asureinstinctivemind,

An equal spaciousness of bondage find

In confinesfar or near, of air or our own kind.
Our looks and longings, which affront the stars,
M ost richly bruised againg their golden bars,
Delighted captives of their flaming spears,

Find arestraint restrainless which appears
Asthat is, and so simply natural,

In you;—thefair detention freedom call,

And overscroll with fancies the loved prison-wall.

Such sweet captivity, and only such,
Inyou, asin those golden bars, we touch!
Our gazes for sufficing limits know
Thefirmament above, your face below;
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Our longings are contented with the kies,

Contented with the heaven, and your eyes.

My reslesswings, that beat thewholewor Id through,
Flag on the confines of the sun and you;

And find the human paleremoter of thetwo.

VI
DOMUS TUA

PERFECT woman—T hine be laud!
A Her body isaTempleof God.

At Doom-bar dare| make avows
| have loved the beauty of Thy house

X
IN HER PATHS

ND shehastrod beforemein thesewayd
A | think that she hasleft here heavenlier days
A And | do guess her passage, asthe skies

Of holy Paradise

Turn deeply holier,
And, looking up with sudden new delight,
Oneknowsa ser aph-wing has passd in flight.

Theair ispurer for her breathing, sure

And all thefiddsdowear

The beauty fallen from her;
Thewindsdo brush mewith her robesallure.
'Tis she has taught the heavens to look swest,

Andthey do but repeat
Theheaven, heaven, heaven of her face
Thedoudshavestudied going from her grace!
T hepoolswhose margeshad forgot thetread
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Of Naiad, disenchanted, fled,

A second time must mourn,
Bereaven and forlorn.
* * *

Ah, foolish poolsand meadd Y ou did not s
Essnce of old, essentid pureasshe

For thiswas even that L ady, and none other,
Themanin mecdls 'Love,' the child cdls 'Mother.'

X
AFTER HER GOING

THE dte-even Ah, did | wak,

Indeed, in her or even?

For nothing of me or around
But absent She did leaven,

Feltin my body asitssoul,
Andinmy soul its heaven.

'‘Ahme my very fleshturns soul,
Essenced, | Sghed, 'with bliss!'

And the blackbird held hislutany,
All fragrant-through with bliss;

Andall thingstilled wereasamaid
Svegt withasnglekiss.

For grief of pefect famess, eve
Could nothing do but smile;
The time wes far too perfect fair,

Being but for awhile;
And ah, inme, too happy grief
Blinded hersdf with smile!

Thesuns at itsradiant heart
Had somewha unconfest:
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The bird was loath of speech, its song
Half-refluent on its bread,

And made melodious toyings with
A noteor two at bedt.

And she was gone, my sole, my Fair,
Ah, solemy Fair, wasgone!

M ethinks, throughout theworld 'twereright
| had been sad alone;

And yet, such swegt in all things heart
And such swegt in my own!

X1
BENEATH A PHOTOGRAPH

OEBUS, who taught me art divine,

P:eretried hishand where | did mine;

And hiswhitefingersin thisface
Sat my Fair's sgh-suggesting grace.
O sweetness pagt profaning guess,
Grievous with its own exquisiteness
Vesper-like face, its shadows bright
With meanings of sequestered light;
Drooped with shamefagt sanctities
Shepur ely fearseyescannot miss,
Y et would blush to know sheis.
Ah, who can view with passonless glance
This tear-compelling countenance?
He has cozened it to tell
Almost its own miracle.
Yet I, all-viewingthough hebe,
M ethinks saw farther herethan he;
And, Master gay, | swear | drew
Something the better of the two!
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LOVE'S ALMSMAN PLAINETH
HIS FARE

ou, Love's mendicancy who never tried,
Y How little of your almsman meyou know!
Your littlelanguid hand in mineyou dide,

Liketo achild says—Kissme and let me go!'
And night for thisisfretted with my tears,

Whilel :—'How soon thisheavenly neck doth tire,
Bending to mefromitstrangellar phered’

Ah, heart all kneaded out of honey and fire!
Who bound theeto abody nothingwor th,

And shamed thee much with an unlovely soul,
That themogt grainedest charity of earth

Digtasteth soon to render back thewhole
Of thineinflamed sweets and gentilese?

Whereat, likean unpastured Titan, thou
Gnaw'st on thysdlf for famine sbitterness,

And leap'st againg thy chain. Swegt Lady, how
Littlealinking of thehand toyou!

Though | should touch yours cardess for a year,
Not one bluevein would lie divinelier blue

Upon your fragiletemple, to unsphere
Theseraphim for kissed Not onecurve

Of your sad mouth would droop moresad and swest.
But littlefood L ove sbeggars nesds must serve,

That eyeyour plenteous graces from the street.
A hand-clasp | must feed on for a night,

A noon, although the untasted feast you lay,
Tomock me, of your beauty. That you might

Belover for one space, and make essay
What 'tisto passunsuppered toyour couch,

Keep fagt from loveall day; and so betaught
Thefaminewhich these craving linesavouch!

Ah! miser of good thingsthat cost thee naught,
How know'st thou poor men'shunger 7—Misery,
When | go dadess and unfed by thee!
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A HOLOCAUST

'No man ever attained supreme knowledge, unless his heart
had been torn up by the roots.’

WHEN | presage the time shall come—yea, now
W | Perchanceis come, when you shall fail from me,
WHEN | Becausethe mighty spirit, to whom you vow
Faith of kin genius unrebukably,
Scourgesmy doth; and from your Sdedismissed
Henceforth thissad and most, most lonely soul
M ust, marching fatally through pain and mist,
The God-bid levy of its powers enral;
When | presage that none shall hear the voice
From thegreat Mount that dangs my ordained advance,
That sullen envy bade the churlish choice
Yoursdf shall say, and turn your altered glance—
O God! Thou knowes if this heart of flesh
Quiverslike broken entrails, when the whed
Rolleth somedog in middlestret, or fresh
Fruit when yetear it bleeding from the ped;
If my soul cries the uncomprehended cry
When thered agony oozed on Olivet.
Yet not for this, a caitiff, falter I,
Beloved whom | must losg, nor thence regret
The doubly-vouched and twin allegiance owed
Toyou in Heaven, and Heaven in you, Lady.
How could you hope, loose dealer with my God,
That | should keep for you my fealty?
For till 'tis thus—because | am so true,
My Fair, to Heaven, | am sotruetoyou!
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MY LADY THE TYRANNESS

E since your fair ambition bows
M Feodary to those gracious brows,
Isnothing minewill not confess
Your sovran sweet rapaciousness?
Though useto thewhiteyokeinures,
Half-petulant is
Your loving rebel for somewhat his,
Not yours, my love, not yours!

Behold my skies, which makewith me
Onepassonatetranquillity!

Wrap thysdlf inthem asarobe,

She sharesthem not; their azuresprobe,
No countering wings thy flight endures.
Nay, they dostole

Melikean auraof her soul.

| yield them, love, for yours!

But minethese hills and fields, which put
Not on the sanctity of her foot.

Far off, my dear, far off the sweet
Gravepianissimo of your feet!

My earth, perchance, your sway abjures?—
Y our absence broods

O'er all, a subtler presence. Woods,

Fields, hills, all yours, all yours!

Nay then, | said, | havemy thought,
Which never woman'sreaching raught;
Being strong beyond a woman's might,
And high beyond a woman's height,
Shaped to my shapein all contours—

| looked, and knew

No thought but you wer e garden to.
All yours, my love, all yours!
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M eseemeth still, | havemy life;
All-clement Her its resolute strife
Evades,; contained, relinquishing

Her mitigating eyes, athing

Which thewhole girth of God secures.
Ah, fool! paus?! pause!

| had nolife, until it was

All yours, my love, all yours!

Y et, stern possession! | have my death,
Soleyielding up of my solebreath,
Which all within myself | die,

All in mysdf must cry thecry

Which thedeaf body'swall immures.—
Thought fashioneth

My death without her.—Ah, even death
All yours, my love, all yoursl

Death, then, be hers. | have my heaven,

For which noarm of hershasstriven;

Which solitary | must choose,

And solitary win or loe—

Ah, but not heaven my own endures!

| must perforce

Tasteyou, my stream, in God your source—
So steep my heaven in yours!

At lagt | said—I havemy God,

Who doth desreme, though a clod,
And from Hisliberal Heaven shall He
Bar in minearmsHisprivacy.
Himself for mine Himself assures—
None shall deny

Godtobemine, but Heand |

All yours, my love, all yours!
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| have no fear a all lest |

Without her draw félicity.

God for His Heaven will not forgo
Her whom | found such heaven below,
And shewill train Him to her lures.
Naught, lady, | love

Inyou but moreisloved above

What made me, mekesHim, yours.

% thy sought own, am | forgot?

Ha, thou?—thou liest, | sk thee not.

Why what, thou painted parrot, Fame,
What have | taught thee but her name?
Hear, thou dave Fame, while Time endures,
| give her theg,

Pege her triumphal namel—L ady,
Takeher, thethrall isyours.

UNTO THIS LAST

BOY'S young fancy taketh love
A Most smply, with the rind thereof;
A boy's young fancy tasteth more
Therind, than the deific core.
Ah, Swedl! to cas avay thedips
Of unessentid rind, and lips
Fix ontheimmortal core, iswell;
But heard'st thou ever any tell
Of such afool would takefor food
Aspect and scent, however good,
Of svedtest core Love's orchards grow?
Should such aphantast pleasehim so,
Lovewhere Lovesreverent self denies
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Loveto feed, but with his eyes,

All the savour, all thetouch,
Another's—was there ever such?

Such werefooal, if fool therebe;

Such fool was |, and was for thee!

But if thetouch and savour too

Of thisfruit—say, Sweet, of you—

Y ou unto another give

For sacrosanct prerogative,

Y ea, even scent and aspect were

Some elected Second's share;

And one, gonemad, should rest content
With memory of show and scent;
Would not thyself vow, if theresigh
Such afool—say, Sweet, as| —
Treblefrenzy it must be

Still tolove, and to love thee?

Y et had | torn (man knoweth not,

Nor scarcetheunweeping angels wot
Of such dread task thelightest part)
Her fingersfrom about my heart.
Heart, did wenot think that she

Had surceased her tyranny?

Heart, webounded, and wer efree!

O sacrilegious freedom!—Till

She came, and taught my apostate will
Thewinnowed sweet mirth cannot guess
And tear-fined peace of hopdessness;
L ooked, spake, simply touched, and went.
Now old pain isfresh content,

Proved content isunproved pain.
Pangs fore-tempted, which in vain

I, faithless, have denied, now bud
Tountempted fragrance and the mood
Of contrite heavenliness; all days

Joy affrights me in my ways;
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Extremitiesof old deight

Afflict mewith new exquisite

Virgin piercings of surpriss—

Stung by thosewild brown bees her eyed

ULTIMUM

ow in thexe lagt spent drops, dow, dower shed,
Lovedies Love dies, Love dies—ah, Loveis dead!
Sad Lovein life, sore Lovein agony,

Pale L ovein death; whileall his offspring songs,

Likechildren, versad not in death'schilly wrongs,

About him flit, frighted toseehim lie

Sotill, who did not know that L ove could die.

Oneliftshiswing, where dullsthe ver meil all

Likedotting blood, and shrinkstofind it cold,

And when she sessits lapse and nerveess fall

Clagpsher fan, while her sthsoozethrough thewebbed gold.

Thereat all weep together, and their tears

M akelightslike shivered moonlight on long waters.

Have peace, O piteous daughterd

Heshall not wakemorethrough themortal years,

Nor comfort cometo my soul widowed,

Nor breath toyour wild wings; for Loveisdead!

| dew, that moan for him; he lifted me

Above mysdf, and that | might not be

L essthan mysdf, need wasthat heshould die;

Since Lovethat first did wing, now dogged me from the sky.

Y et lofty L ovebeing dead thus passeth base—

Thereisasoul of noblenesswhich gays

Thegectreof therose be comforted,

Songs for thedust that dimshissacred head!

Thedaysdraw on too dark for Songor Love;
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O peace, my songs, nor stir ye any wing!
For lo, thethunder hushing all the grove,
And did Lovelive, not even L ove could sing.

And, Lady, thus| dareto say,

Not all with you is passed away!

Beyond your sar, still, still thegarsarebright;
Beyond your highness, till | follow height;

Sole | goforth, yet still to my sad view,

Beyond your trueness, Lady, Truth gandstrue.
This wisdom sing my song with lagt firm breaths,
Caught from thetwisted lore of Love and Death,
The grange inwoven harmony that wakes

From Pallas straying locks twined with her aggissnakes
'On him the unpetitioned heavens descend,

Who heaven on earth proposss not for end;
Theperilous and celestial excess

Takingwith peace, lacking with thankfulness.
Bliss in extreme befits thee not, until

Thou'rt not extremein bliss; be equal still:
Sweets to be granted think thyself unmeet

Till thou have learned to hold sweet not too sweet.'
Thisthing not far ishefromwisein art
Whoteacheth; nor who doth, fromwisein heart.
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THE HOUND OF HEAVEN

FLED Him, down the nights and down the days
| fled Him, down the arches of the years
| fled Him, down the labyrinthine ways
Of my own mind; and in themigt of tears
| hid from Him, and under running laughter.
Up vigaed hopes | sed;
And shat, precipitated,
Adown Titanic goomsof chaamed fears
From those strong Feet that followed, followed after.
But with unhurrying chasg,
And unperturbed pace,
Ddliber ate gpeed, majegtic ingtancy,
They beat—and a Voice beat
M oreingant than the Fest—
'All things betray thee, who betrayes M e.'

| pleaded, outlaw-wise
By many a hearted cassment, curtained red,
Treitised with intertwining charities;
(For, though | knew His love Who followed,
Yet wes | sore adread
Lest, having Him, | mug have naught besde)
But, if onelittle cassment parted wide,
Thegud of Hisapproach would dash it to:
Fear widt not to evade asL ovewid to pursue
Across the margent of the world | fled,
And troubled thegold gatevaysof thedars
Smiting for shdter on their danged bars,
Fretted todulcet jars
And slvern chatter the pale portso' themoon.
| said to Dawn: Be sudden—to Eve: Be soon;
With thy young skiey blossoms heap me over
From thistremendous L over -
Float thy vague veil about me, let He s
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THE HOUND OF HEAVEN

| tempted all Hisservitors, but tofind
My own betrayal in their constancy,
InfaithtoHimther ficklenesstome,
Their traitoroustrueness and their loyal deceit.
To all swift things for swiftness did | sue
Clung to thewhistling mane of every wind.
But whether they swept, smoothly fleet,
Thelong savannahs of the blue;
Or whether, Thunder-driven,
They danged his chariot 'thwart a heaven,
Plashy with flying lightnings round the spurn o' their feet:—
Fear wist not to evade asL ovewist to pursue.
Still with unhurrying chasg
And unperturbed pace,
Ddliber ate pead, majegticingancy,
Cameon thefollowing Fet,
And aVoiceabovetheir beat—
'Naught shdtersthee, whowilt not shdter M e’

| sought no morethat after which | srayed
I n face of man or maid;
But still within thelittlechildren'seyes
Seams something, something that replies,
Theyat least arefor me, surdy for me
| turned me to them very wistfully;
But just astheir young eyesgrew sudden fair
With dawning answersthere,
Their angd plucked them from meby the hair.
‘Comethen, yeother children, Natureé s—share
Withme (said I) 'your delicate fellowship;
L et megrest you Up tolip,
L et metwinewith you caressss
Wantoning
With our Lady-Mother'svagrant tresses
Banqueting
With her in her wind-walled palace,

102



THE HOUND OF HEAVEN

Under neath her azured dais,
Quaffing, asyour taintlessway is,
Fromachalice
L ucent-weeping out of the dayspring.'
So it was done:
| intheir delicate fellowship was one—
Drew thebolt of Nature's secrecies.
I knew all the swift importings
On the wilful face of ies;
| knew how the douds arise
Spumed of the wild sea-snortings;
All that'sbornor dies
Rose and drooped with; madethem shapers
Of mine own moods, or wailful or divine;
W iththem joyed and wasber eaven.
| was heavy with the even,
When shelit her glimmeringtapers
Round the day's dead sanctities.
| laughed inthemorning'seyes.
I triumphed and | saddened with all weather,
Heaven and | wept together,
And its sweet tearsweresalt with mortal mine;
Against thered throb of its sunset-heart
I laid my own to beat,
And share commingling heat;
But not by that, by that, was eased my human smart.
In vain my tears werewet on Heaven's grey cheek.
For ah! we know not what each other says,
Thesethingsand I ; in sound / speak—
Their sound is but their stir, they speak by silences.
Nature, poor stepdame, cannot dakemy drouth;
L et her, if shewould owe me,
Drop yon blue bosom-veil of sky, and show me
Thebreastso' her tenderness.
Never did any milk of hersonce bless
My thirsting mouth.
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THE HOUND OF HEAVEN

Nigh and nigh draws the chasg,
With unperturbed pace,
Deliber ate peed, majegticingtancy;
And pag those noised Feset
A Voice comesyet moreflegt—
'L o! naught contentsthee, who content'st not M e.'
Naked | wait T hy lovesuplifted strokel
My harness pieceby piece Thou hagt hewn from me,
And smitten meto my knee;
| am defencdess utterly.
| dept, methinks, and woke,
And, dowly gazing, find me stripped in deep.
Intherash lustihead of my young powers,
| shook the pillaring hours
And pulled my lifeupon me; grimed with smears,
| g¢and amid the dugt o' the mounded years—
My mangled youth lies dead beneath the heap.
My days have crackled and gone up in smoke,
Have puffed and burst as sun-starts on a stream.
Y ea, faileth now even dream
Thedreamer, and thelutethelutanist;
Even thelinked fantases, in whose blassomy twist
| svungtheearth atrinket at my wrist,
Areyielding; cordsof all too weak account
For earth with heavy griefs so overplussd.
Ah!isThyloveindeed
A weed, albeit an amaranthineweed,
Suffering no flower sexcept itsown to mount?
Ah! must—
Designer infinitel—
Ah! mugt Thou char thewood ere Thou cang limn with it?
My freshness spent itswavering shower i' thedugt;
And now my heart isasabroken fount,
Wher ein tear-drippings stagnate, spilt down ever
From thedank thoughtsthat shiver
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THE HOUND OF HEAVEN

Upon the sighful branches of my mind.
Suchis; what isto be?
The pulp so bitter, how shall taste therind?
| dimly guesswhat Timein mists confounds;
Y et ever and anon atrumpet sounds
Fromthe hid battlements of Eternity;
Those shaken mists agoece unsettle, then
Round the half-glimpsed turrets dowly wash again.
But not ere him who summoneth
| firgt have seen, enwound
With glooming robes purpureal, cypress-crowned;
Hisname| know, and what his trumpet saith.
Whether man's heart or lifeit bewhichyields
Thee harvest, must Thy harvest-fields
Be dunged with rotten death?

Now of that long pursuit
Comes on at hand the bruit;
That Voiceisround melikeabursting sea
'‘Andisthy earth somarred,
Shattered in shard on shard?
Lo, all thingsfly thee, for thou fliest Me!
Strange, piteous, futilething!
Wherefore should any st thee love gpart?
Seding none but | makes much of naught' (He said),
'And human |ove nesds human meriting:
How hast thou merited—
Of all man's clotted clay the dingiest clot?
Alack, thou knowest not
How little worthy of any love thou art!
Whom wilt thou find to love ignoble thee,
SaeMe, sveonly Me?
All which | took from thee | did but take,
Not for thy harms,
But just that thou might'st sek itin My arms.
All which thy child's mistake
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THE HOUND OF HEAVEN

Fancies as logt, | have stored for thee at home:
Rise, dagp My hand, and come!'

Halts by methat footfall:
Ismy gloom, after all,
Shade of Hishand, outstretched caressngly?
'Ah, fondest, blindest, weakest,
| am HeWhom thou seekest!
Thou dravest lovefrom thee, whodravet M e.'
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TOTHEDEAD CARDINAL OF WESTMINSTER

WILL not perturbate
Thy Paradisd date
With praise

Of thy dead days;

To the new-heavened sy,
'Spirit, thou wert fine clay':
Thisdo,

Thy praisewho knew.

Therefore my spirit clings
Heaven's porter by the wings,
And holds

Its gated golds

Apart, with theeto press
A private busness—
Whence,
Deign me audience.

Anchorite, who didst dwell
With all the world for cell,
My soul
Round medothroll

A sequedtration bare.
Too far alikewe were,
Too far
Dissimilar.

For its burning fruitage |
Do climb thetree o' the sky;
Do prize
Some human eyes.
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TO THE DEAD CARDINAL OF WESTMINSTER

You smelt theHeaven-blossoms,
And all the sweet embosoms
Thedear
Uranianyear.

Those Eyesmy weak gaze shuns,
WhichtothesunsareSuns,
Did
Not affray your lid.

Thecarpet waslet down
(With golden moultingsstrown)
For you
Of the angds blue.

But |, ex-Paradised,
Theshoulder of your Christ
Find high
Tolean thereby.

Soflapsmy helpless sail,
Bellyingwith neither gale,
Of Heaven
Nor Orcuseven.

Lifeisacoquetry
Of Death, which weariesme,
Toosure
Of theamour;

A tiring-roomwherel
Death's diversgarmentstry,
Till fit
Somefashion sit.
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TO THE DEAD CARDINAL OF WESTMINSTER

It ssemeth me too much
| do rehearse for such
A mean
Andsinglescene

Thesandy glasshence bear-
Antique remembrancer:
My vens
Do gpaeits pans.

With secret sympathy
My thoughts repest in me
Infirm
The turn o' theworm

Beneath my appointed sod;
Thegraveisin my blood;
| dake
Towindsthat take

Its grasses by thetop;
Therains thereon that drop
Perturb

With drip acerb

My subtly answering soul;
Thefedt arossitsknoll
Dojar
Mefrom aar.

As sp foretagtes the spring;
AsEarth ere blossoming
Thrills
With far daffodils,
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TO THE DEAD CARDINAL OF WESTMINSTER

And fedsher breast turn sweet
With the unconceived wheat:
So doth
My flesh foreloathe

Theabhorred spring of Dis,
With seething presciences
Affirm
The preparate worm.

| have no thought that I,
When at thelagt | die,
Shall reach
To gain your speech.

But you, should that be so,
May very well, | know,
May well
Tomein hell

W ith recognizing eyes
L ook from your Paradise—
'God bless
Thy hopdesned’

Call, haly soul, O call
Thehogsangdlical,
And say—
'Seg, far away

'‘Liesone | saw on earth;
Onestricken from hisbirth
With curse
Of destinate verse.

'What place doth Heye serve
For such sad spirit reserve—
Given,
Indark lieu of Heaven,
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TO THE DEAD CARDINAL OF WESTMINSTER

Theimpitiable Daemon,
Beauty, to adoreand dream on,
Tobe
Perpetudly

'Hers, but she never his?
He regpeth miseries;
Foreknows
Hiswageswoes,

'Helives detached days,
He sarveth not for praise;
For gold
Heisnot sold;

'Deaf ishetoworld'stongue;
He scorneth for his song
The loud
Shouts of the crowd,;

'Heasketh not world'seyes,
Not toworld'searshecries,
Sath—"These
Shut, if ye pleasd”

"He measureth world'spleasure,
World'sesse as Saintsmight meesure;
For hire
Just loveentire

'Heasks not grudging pain;
Andknowshisasking vain,
And cries—
"Love! Lovel" and dies,

'I'n guerdon of long duty,
Unowned by Love or Beaty;

And goss—
Tell, tell, who knowd
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TO THE DEAD CARDINAL OF WESTMINSTER

'Aliensfrom Heaven'sworth,
Fine beess who noxi' the earth,
Dothere
Reward prepare.

'But arehisgreat desres
Food but for nether fires?
Ahme,

A mysery!

'Can it behisalone,
Tofind when all isknown,
That what
He soldy sought

'I'slogt, and theretolost
All that its seeking cogt?
That he
Must finally,

'Through sacrificial tears,
And anchoreticyears,
Tryst
With the snaualig?

Soask; and if they tell
Thesecret terrible,
Good friend,
| pray thee send

Some high gold embassage
Toteach my unripe age
Tell!
Lest my feet walk hell.
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DREAM-TRYST

THE breaths of kissing night and day
Were mingled in the eestern Heaven:
Throbbing with unheard melody
Shook Lyraall its star-chord seven:
When dusk shrunk cold, and light trod shy,
And dawn'sgrey eyesweretroubled grey;
And soulswent palely up the sky,
And mineto Lucide.

Therewas no changein her sweet eyes
Since last | saw those swedt gyes shing,
Therewas no changein her degp heart
Sincelagt that degp heart knocked a mine.
Her eyeswereclear, her eyeswere Hope's,
Wherein did ever comeand go
The sparkle of thefountain-drops
From her sweet soul below.

The chambers in the house of dreams
Arefed with so divinean air,
That Time'shoar wings grow young therein,
And they who walk there are mogt fair.
| joyed for me, | joyed for her,
Who with the Pest meset girt about:
Whereour last kissstill warmstheair,
Nor can her eyesgoour.
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ARAB LOVE-SONG

THE hunched caméds of the night*
Trouble the bright

And silver waters of the moon.
The Maiden of the Morn will soon
Through Heaven stray and sing,

Star gathering.

Now, whilethedark about our lovesisstrewn,
Light of my dark, blood of my heart, O come!
Andnight will catch her breath up, and be dumb.

Leavethy father, leave thy mother

And thy brother;

Leave the black tents of thy tribe apart!

Am | not thy father and thy brother,

And thy mother?

And thou—what needest with thy tribe's black tents
Who hast the red pavilion of my heart?

* Cloud shapes observed by travellers in the East.
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BUONA NOTTE

Jane Williams, in her last letter to Shelley, wrote: "'Why do you talk of
never enjoying moments like the past? Are you going to join your friend
Plato, or do you expect | shall do so soon? Buona Notte.' This letter was
dated July 6th, and Shelley was drowned on the 8th. These verses are
supposed to be addressed to Jane by the poet's spirit while his body is
tossing on the waters of Spezzia.

A RIEL to Miranda:—Hear
A This good-night the searwinds besr;
A V.And let thine unacquainted ear
Take grief for their interpreter.

Good-night! | have risen 0 high

Into dumber'srarity,

Not adream can bezt itsfeether

Through the unsugtaining ether.

L et the ssa-winds make avouch

How thunder summoned meto couch,
Tempest curtained me about

And turned the sunwith his own hand out:
And though | toss upon my bed

My dream s not disquieted;

Nay, desp | desp upon the deep,

And my eyes ae wetbut | do not weep;
And | fell to degp so suddenly

That my lipsare moist yet—could'st thou sse—
With the good-night draught | have drunk to thee.
Thou cangt not wipe them; for it wes Degth
Damped my lipsthat hes dried my brezth.
A littlewhile—itis not long—

Thesdt shal dry onthem like the song.
Now know'st thou that voice desolae—
Mourning ruined joy's edate—

Reeched theethrough aclosing gate.

'Go'st thou to Plato? Ah, girl, no!

Itisto Plutothat | go.
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THE PASSION OF MARY
VERSES IN PASSION-TIDE

LADY Mary, thy bright crown
O Isno mere crown of majesty;
For with the reflex of His own
Resplendent thorns Christ circled thee.

Thered rose of this Passon-tide

Doth take a desper huefrom thee,
I'n the five wounds of Jesus dyed,

And in thy bleeding thoughts, M ary!

Thesoldier sruck atriplestroke,
That smotethy Jesuson thetree:
HebroketheHeart of Hearts, and broke
TheSaint'sand Mother'sheartsin thee.

Thy Son went up theangds ways,
His passon ended; but, ah me!

Thou found'st theroad of further days
A longer way of Calvary:

Onthehard crossof hopedeferred
Thou hung'st in loving agony,
Until the mortal-dreaded word
Which chillsour mirth, spakemirthtothee.

Theangd Death from thiscold tomb
Of lifedid roll the gone away;

And Hethou barest in thy womb
Caught theeat lagt intotheday,

Beforetheliving throne of Whom
TheLightsof Heaven burning pray.
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THE PASSION OF MARY
L'ENVOY

0 thou who dwellest in the day!
Behold, | pace amidg the gloom:
Darknessisever round my way
With little gpece for sunbeam-room.

Y et Christian sadhessis divine
Even asthy patient ssohesswes

The st tears in our life's dark wine
Fell init from the saving cross.

Bitter the bread of our repast;
Yet doth a swest the hitter leaven:
Our sorrow isthe shedow cast
Around it by thelight of Heaven.

Olightin Light, shine down from Heaven!
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MESSAGES

HAT shal | your true-love tell,
WEarth-forsaking maid?
What shall | your true-lovetell,
When life's spectre's laid?

'Tell him that, our side the grave,
M ai d may not conceive

Life should be so sad to have,
That's so sad to leave!'

What shall | your true-love tell,
When | cometo him?

What shall I your true-lovetell—
Eyes growing dim!

'‘Tell himthis, whenyou shall part
From a maiden pined,;

That | see himwith my heart,
Now my eyes are blind.'

What shall | your true-love tell?
Speaking-while is scant.

What shall | your true-lovetell,
Death's white postulant?

'‘Tell him—Ilove, with speech at strife,
For last utterance saith:

I, who loved with all my life,
Lovewithall my death.'
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AT LORD'S

Tislittle! repair to the matches of the Southron folk.

Though my own red rasesthere may blow;

Itislittle! repar to the matches of the Southron folk,

Though the red rosss crest the cgps | know.
For the fieldsisfull of sedes & | near the shedowy coedt,
And aghostly batsman playsto the bowling of aghod,
And | look through my tears on a soundless-dliapping hogt

Asthe run-gedersflicker to and fro,

Toand fro —
0 my Hornby and my Barlow long ago!



LOVE AND THE CHILD

HY doyou so clasp me,
And draw metoyour knee?
Forsooth, you do but chafe me,

| pray you let mebe:
| will be loved but now and then
When it liketh me!"

So | heardayoungchild,
A thwart child, ayoung child
Rebellious against love's arms,
Makeitspeevishcry.

Tothetender God | turn:—
p'ardon, Lovemost High!

For | think those arms were even Thine,
And that child even | .
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DAPHNE

HE river-god's daughter—the sun-god sought her,
TSeeping with never azephyr by her.
Under the noon he mede his prey sure,
Woofed in weads of awoven azure,
Asdown heshotin awhigtle of fire.

Slid off, fair daughter! her vesturing water;
Likeacloud from the scourge of the winds fled she:

With the bregth in her hair of the keen Apollo,

And fedt lessfleet than the feet that follow,
Sethroesin hisamsto alaure-tree.

Risen out of birth'swatersthe soul distraught errs,
Nor whom nor whither ge flieth knows she

With the bregth in her hair of the keen Apollo,

And fleet the beat of the feet that follow,
Shethroesin hisamsto a poet, woes mel

Y ou plucked the boughed verse the poet bears-
It shudders and blesds as it sgps from the tree,
A love-banning love, did the god but know it,
Which barksthe man about with the poet,
And muffles his heart of mortality!

Yet | trandae—ward of ongs gded—
Perchance dl il this mydery.

We both are struck with the sf-same quarrel;

We gragp the maiden, and dagp thelaurel -
Do weweep or we laugh more, Phoebemi?

'Hisown green lays, unwithering bays,
Gird Keats unwithering brow," sy ye?
Ofoals, that isonly the empty crown!
The sacred heed heslaid it down
With Hob, Dick, Marian, and Margery.
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ABSENCE

HEN music's fading's faded,
Andtherose's death is dead,

Mine eyes have none to shed;

And my heart isfain of tears, because

| said,

Whence shall faith be fed?

Cangt thou be what thou hast been?
No, no morewhat thou hast!

Lo,alll

ast thingsthat | have known,

Andall that shall belast,

Withth

Went past
ethingthouwast!

| f the petal of this Spring be

Asof
If theth

the Spring that'sflown,
ought that now as sweet is

Asthe sweet thought overblown;

Alone

Canst thou bethy self gone.

To yester-rose aricher

Ther

0se-spray may bear;

Thricethousand fairer you may be—
But tearsfor thefair

Y ou were

When you first were fair!

Know youwherethey havelaid her,
Maiden May that died—

With thelovesthat lived not
Strowing her soft Sde?

| cried,

Where Has-been may hide?

126



ABSENCE

Tohimthat waiteth, all things !
Even death, if thou wait!
And they that part too early
May medt againtoo late—
Ah, fate
If meeting be too late!

Andwhen the year new-launched
Shdll from its wake extend
The blossomy foam of Summer,
What shall | attend,
My friend!
Fower of thee, my friend?

Swest shdl haveits sorrow,
Therainbow itsrain,
Loving haveitsleaving,
Andblissisof pain
So fain,
Ah,issheblissor pan?
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TO W.M.

TREE of many branches! One thou hast
OThou barest not, but grafted'st on thee. Now,

Should all men'sthundersbreak onthee, and leave
Thee reft of bough and blossom, that one branch

Shall cling to thee, my Father, Brother, Friend,
Shall cling to thee, until the end of end.
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A FALLEN YEW

T seamed corrival of theworld's great prime,
M adeto un-edge the scythe of Time,
And lag with gatdiest rhyme.

Notender Dryad ever did indue
That rigid chiton of rough yew,
Tofret her whiteflesh through:

But somegod liketothosegrim Asgard lords,
Whowalk thefablesof thehordes
From Scandinavian fjords,

Upheaved itsstubborn girth, and raised unriven,
Againg thewhirl-blast and thelevin,
Defiant armsto Heaven.

When doom puffed out the stars, we might have said,
It would decline its heavy head,
And setheworld to bed.

For thisfirm yew did from the vassal leas.
Andrain and air, itstributaries,
| ts revenuesincrease,

And levy impost on thegolden sun,
Taketheblind yearsasthey might run,
And nofateseek or shun.

But now our yew is strook, is fallen—yes,
Hacked likedull wood of every day
Tothisand that, men say.

Never!—ToHades shadowy shipyardsgone,
Dim barge of Dis, down Acheron
It drops, or Lethe wan.
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Stirred by its fall—poor destined bark of Disl—
Along my soul abruit thereis
Of echoing images,

Reverberations of mortality:
Spelt backward from its death, to me
Itslifereads saddenedly.

Its breast was hollowed asthe tooth of eld;
And boys, there creeping unbeheld,
A laughing moment dwelled.

Y et they, withinits very heart so crept,
Reached not the heart that courage kept
With winds and years beswept.

Andinits boughs did close and kindly nest
Thebirds, asthey withinits breast,
By all its leaves caressed.

But bird nor child might touch by any art
Each other's or thetree's hid heart,
A whole God's breadth apart;

The breadth of God, the breadth of death and life!
Even so, even S0, in undreamed strife
With pulsdess Law, thewife,—

The sweetest wife on sweetest marriage-day,—
Their souls at grapplein mid-way,
Sweet to her sweet may say:

'| takeyoutomy inmost heart, my true!'
Ah, fool! but thereisone heart you
Shall never take himto!
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Thehold that fals not when the town isgot.
The heart'sheart, whoseimmured plot
Hath keysyourself kegp not!

Its portsyou cannot burst—you are withstood—
For himthat to your listening blood
Sands precepts as hewoul d.

Its gdes are dedf to L ove, high summoner;
Yen, Lovesgrest warant runsnot there:
Y ou aeyour prisoner.

Yoursdf aewith yoursdf the sole consortress
Inthat unleeguerablefortress;
It knows you not for portress.

Itskeysare at the cincture hung of God;
Its gates are trepidant to Hisnod;
By Himitsfloorsaetrod.

And if Hisfeat shdl rock those floorsin wrath,
Or blest agperdon desk His path,
Isonly chaiceit hath.

Yea, in that ultimate heart's occult abode
Tolieasinan oubliette of God,
Or inabower untrod,

Built by asecret Lover for His Spouse—
Sdlechaiceisthisyour lifealows,
Sad tree, whose perishing boughs

So few birds housdl
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A JUDGEMENT IN HEAVEN

A THWART the sod which is treading for God * the Poet paced
A with his splendid eyes
A Paadise-verdure he staidy pessss* to win to the Father of
Paadis,
Through the consdous and palpitant gressss * of intertangled
relucent dyes.

The angds aplay on its fidlds of Summer * (their wild wings
rustled hisguides cymars)

Looked up from disport & the passng comer, * as they pedted
eech other with handfuls of dars;

And thewarden-spiritswith startled fegt rose, * hand on sword, by
their tethered cars.

With plumes night-tinctured englobed and cinctured * of Saints,
hisguided ggpsheld on

To where on the far crystdline pde * of that trangtellar Heaven
there shone

Theimmutable crocean dawn* effusng from the Father's Throne.

Through the reverberant Edenrways * the bruit of his grest
advent driven,

Back from the fulgent justle and press * with mighty echoing so
Was given,

As when the surly thunder amites * upon the danged gates of
Heaven.

Over the bickering gonfdons, * far-ranged asfor Tartarean wars,

Went awaver of ribbed fire* —as night-seas on phosphoric bars

Like aflame-plumed fan shake dowly out * their ridgy reach of
crumbling sars

| have throughout this poem used an asterisk to indicate the caesura in
the middle of the line, after the manner of the old Saxon section-point.
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At length to where on Hisfretted Throne* s in the heart of His
aged dominions

The great Triune, and Mary nigh, * lit round with spears of their
hauberked minions,

The Poet drew, in the thunderous blue* involved dread of those
mounted pinions.

Asin asecret and tenebrous cloud * the watcher from the disquiet
earth

At momentary intervals* beholds from its ragged rifts breek forth

The flash of a golden perturbation, * the travelling threat of a
witched birth;

Till heavily parts a Sniger chaam, * a gridy jaw, whose verges
00N,

Sowly and ominoudy filled * by the on-coming plenilune,

Supportlesdy congest with fire, * and suddenly spit forth the
moon—

With beauty, not terror, through tangled error * of night-dipt
plumes 0 burned their charge;

Swayed and parted the globing dusters * so—disdosed from
their kindling marge,

Rosedl-chepleted, splendent-vestured, * the Poet there where
God'slight lay large.

Hu, hu! a wonder! a wonder! s * dasping the Poet's glories
clings

A dingy creature, even to laughter * cloaked and clad in patch-
work things,

Shrinking dose from the unused glows * of the sergphs versi-
coloured wings.

A Rhymer, rhyming a futile rhyme, * he had crept for convoy
through Edenrways
Into the shede of the Poet's glory, * darkened under his prevaent

rays,
Fearfully hoping adistant wecome* asapoor kingman of hislays.
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The angds laughed with a lovely scorning: * —Who has done
thissorry deed in

The garden of our Father, God? * 'mid his blossoms to sow this
weed in?

Never our fingers knew this stuff: * not so fashion the looms of
Eden!’

The Poet bowed his brow majedtic, * searching that patch-work
through and through,

Feeling God'slucent gazestraverse* hissinging-stoling and spirit
to:

The hallowed harpers were fain to frown * on the srange thing
come'mid their sacred crew.

Only the Poet that was earth * his fellow-earth and his own sdf
knew.

Then the Poet rent off robe and wreath, * so asa doughing serpent
doth,

Laid them at the Rhymer's feet, * shed down wreath and raiment
both,

Stood in a dim and shamed sole, * like the tattered wing of a
musty moth.

(ThePoet addresseshisMaker)

"Thou gav'st the weed and wreath of song, * the weed and wreath
aresoldy Thine,

And this dishonest vesture* is the only vesture that is mine;

The life / textured, Thou the song: * —my handicraft is not
divine!'

(ThePoet addressesthe Rhymer)

He wrested O'er the Rhymer's head * that garmenting which
wrought him wrong;

A flickering tissue argentine * down dripped its shivering slvers
long:-

'Better thou wov'st thy woof of life * than thou didst weave thy
woof of song!'
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Never a chief in Saintdom was, * but turned him from the Poet
then;

Never an eyelooked mild on him* 'mid all the ange myriadsten,

SvesnlesMary, and sinful Mary * —the Mary titled Magdaen.

Turn yon robe,’ soeke Magdaen, * "of torn bright song, and s
andfed.

They turned the raiment, saw and felt * what their turning did
reveal -

All theinner surface piled * with bloodied hairs, like hairs of sted.

Take, | pray, yon chaplet up, * thrown down ruddied from his
head.'

They took the rosed chaplet up, * and they sood astonished:

Every legf between, their fingers, * asthey bruised it, burst and
bled.

‘See his torn flesh through those rents, * sge the punctures round
hishair,

As if the chaplet-flowers had driven * degp roots in to nourish
there-

Lord, who gav's him robe and wregath, * what was this Thou
gav's for wear?

'Fetch forth the Paradisd garb!' * goeke the Fether, swedt and
low;

Drew them both by the frightened hand * where Mary's throne
medeirised bow -

Take, PincessMary, of thy good grace, * two spirits gregter than
they know.'



EPILOGUE
to 'A Judgement in Heaven'

IRTUE may unlock hell, or even
VA sinturninthewardsof Heaven,
(Asethicsof thetext-book go,)
Solittlemen their own deads know,
Or through theintricatemelee
Guesswhitherwar d drawsthe battle-sway;
So litde, if they know the deed,
Discern what therefrom shall succead.
Towiset moralists 'tis but given
Towork rough border-law of Heaven,
Withinthisnarrow lifeof ours,
These marches 'twixt delimitless Powers.
Isit, if Heaven the future showed,
Isit theall-severest mode
Toseoursdveswith the eyes of God?
God rather grant, at Hisassze
He se us not with our own eyed

Heaven, which man's generations draws,
Nor deviates into replicas,

Must of as deep diversity

In judgement as creation be.

Thereis no expeditious road

To pack and labe men for God,

And savethem by thebarrel-load.

Some may perchance, with drange surprise,
Have blundered into Paradise.

In vasty dusk of life abroad,

They fondly thought to err from God,

Nor knew thecirclethat they trod;

And, wandering all the night about,

Found them at morn wherethey s out.
Death dawned; Heaven lay in progpect wide:—
Lo! they were sanding by His sdel
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The Rhymer alife uncomplex,
Withjust such cares as mortasvex,
Sosmply felt asall menfed,
Lived purely out to his soul's wedl.
A doublelifethe Poet lived,
Andwith adouble burthen grieved;
Thelife of flesh and life of song,
The pangsto both livesthat belong;
Immortal knew and mortal pain,
Who in two worlds could loseand gain,
And found immortd fruitsmust be
Mortal through his mortality.
Thelife of flesh and life of song!

If onelife worked the other wrong,
What expiating agony

May for him, damned to poesy,
Shut in that little sentence be—
What degp audterities of strife—
'Helived hislife." He lived hislife!



THE SERE OF THE LEAF

INTER wore a flapping wind, and his beard, disentwined,
W Blew doudy in the face of the Fall,
When a poet-soul flew South, with asinging in her mouth,
O'er theazure Irish parting-wall.*
There sood one benegth atree whose matted greenery
Wasfruited with the songs of birds;
' By the mdancholy water drooped the dender ssdge its daughter,
Whose slence wes a sadhess passng words:
Hehed him very still,
And he heard the running rill,
And the soul-voice singing blither than the birds.

All Summer the aunbeams drew the curtains from the dreams
Of the rose-fay, while the swegt Southwind
Lapped the silken swathing dose round her virginal repose
When night swathed folding dumbers round her mind.
Now the el of the flower had Sckened in her bower,
Andfantedinathrill of soert;
But her lover of the South, with amoen upon his mouth,
Caught her spirit to hisams asit went:
Then the sorms of West and North
Sant agusty vaward forth,
Sat askirring desolation, and he wertt.

+ And atroop of roving gdesrent thelily'sslver vells,
And tore her from her trembling leaves
And the Autumn's smitten face flushed to ared disgrace,
And shegrieved ssacaptive grieves
Oncethe gold-barred cage of sdeswith the sunst's moulted dyes
Was splendoroudy littered at the even;
Beauty-fraught o'er shining seg, oncethe sun'sargosy
Torichwreck on the Western resfs was driven;
Now the sun, in Indian pall,
Treads the russ-amber fall
From the ruined trees of Heaven.

*Miss Katharine Tynan's visit to London, 1889.
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Too soon failsthelight, and the swart boar, night,
Goresto degth the bleeding day;
Andthedusk hasnomoreacalmat itscore,
But isturbid with obscene array.
For the cloud, athing of ill, dilating baeful oer the hill,
Spreads abulk like a huge Afreet
Driftingin gigantic doth, or amurky behemoth,
For the moon to st her silver fedt;
For themoon'swhite paces,
Andits nostril for her traces,
Assheurgesit withwildwitch-feet.

Andthe gars, forlornly fair, shiver keenly through theair,
All an-aching till their watch be ceased;
Andthe hourslike maimed flieslag on, ere night hatch her golden dragon
Inthemold of the upheaved East.
' Asthe cadent languor lingers after Music droops her fingers
Beauty still fals dying, dying through the days;
But ah!" said hewho stood in that Autumn solitude,
' Singing-soul, thou art 'lated with thy laysl
All thingsthat on this globe err
Fleet into dark October,
When day and night encounter, the nights war down the days.

Tor the song in thy mouth isall of the South,
Though Winter wax in strength more and more,
And at eve with breath of malice the stained windows of day's paace
Pilein shatters on the Western floor.'
But the song sank down his soul like aNaiad through her pool,
He could not bid the visitant depart;
For hefelt the melody maketunelikea bee
In the red rose of his heart:
LikeaNaiad in her pool
Itlay within his soul,
Likeabeeinthered rose of hisheart.
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Shesag of the shrill Eat fled and bitterness surceesed—
'0 the blue South wind ismusicd!
And the garden's drenched with scent, and my soul hath its content,
Thiseveorayereaall.’
On hisform the blushing shames of her ruby-plumaged flames
Flickered hotly, like aquivering crimson snow:
'And hed thou thy content? Were somerain of it besprent
On the soil where | am drifted to and fro.
My soul, blown der the ways
Of thexe arid latter days
Would blossom like arose of Jericho.

' khow not equipoise, only purgatorial joys,
Grief'ssnging to the soul'singtrument,
And forgetfulness which yet knoweth that it doth forget;
But content—what is content?
For aharp of sngeing wire, and agoblet dripping fire,
And desresthat hunt down Beauty through the Heaven
With undackenable bounds, as the degp-mouthed thunderhounds
Bay a hed thefleding levin—
The chdiced lucencies
From pure holy-wdls of eyes
And the bliss unbarbed with pain | have given.

'Is—0 framed to affer joyd—thine the swest without dloys
Of the many, who art numbered with the fen?
And thy flashing breath of song, dossit do thy lipsno wrong,
Nor sear them asthe heats spill through?
When thewelling musicsrise, like tearsfrom heart to eyes
I sthere not apang dissolved in them for thes?
Does not Song, like the Queen of radiant Love, Helleng,
Float up dripping from abitter &
No tuned meta known
Unlessdtrickenyieldsatone,
Beit slver, or sdironliketo me.
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'Y et the rhymes still roll from the bell-tower of thy soul,
Though no tongued griefs give them vent;
If they ring to me no gladness, if my joy be sceptred sadness
| am glad, yet, for thy content.
Not dways doesthe log, 'twixt thefires of heet and frogt,
Envy thosewhom the hedling lustres bless;
But may sometimes, in the pain of ayearning past attain,
Thank the angds for their happiness;
"Twixt the fire and fiery ice,
Looking up to Paradisg,
Thank the angds for their happiness.

The heart, a censered fire whence fuming chants aspire,
Isfed with oozed gums of precious pain;
And unrest swings denser, denser, the fragrance from that censer,
With the heart-strings for its quivering chain.
Y et 'tisvain to sdetheturret of the cloud-uplifted spirit,
And bar theimmortal in, the mortal out;
For sometime unaware comes afootfall up the dair,
And asoft knock under which no bolts are stout,
And lo, there pleadeth sore
Theheat'svoice at the door,
" amyour child, you may not shut me out!"

The breath of poetry in the mind's autumnal tree
Shakes down the saddened thoughts in singing showers,
But fallenfromtheir stem, what part have we inthem?
"Nay," pine the trees, "they were, but are not ours.”
Not for themind's ddlight these sered leaves alight,
But, loosened by the breezes, fall they must.
What i |1 if they decay? yet some alittle way
May flit before deserted by the gust,
May touch some spirit'shair,
May cling one moment there—
Sheturns; they tremble down. Drift o'er them, dust!'
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TO STARS

ou, my unrest, and Night'stranquillity,

Bringersof peacetoit, and pang to me:

Y ou that on heaven and on my heart cag fire,
Toheaven a purging light, my heart unpurged desire;
Bright jutsfor foothold to the climbing sight
Which dsemust dip from the seep infinite;

Reared standards which the sequent centuries
Snatch, each from hisforerunner's grasp who dies,
Tolead our forlorn hopeupon the skies;

Bdlsthat from night'sgreat bell-tower hangin gold,
Whereon God rings His changes manifold;

M eek guides and daughtersto theblinded heaven
In (Edipean, remitlesswanderingdriven;
Theburningrhetoric, quenchlessoratory,

Of themagniloquent and all-suasive sky;

| sse and feel you—but to fed and see

How two child-eyes have dulled a firmament for me.

Oncedid | bringher, hurt upon her bed,

Flowerswe had loved together; brought, and said:—

"I plucked them; yester-morn you liked them wild.'

Andthen shelaid them on my eyes, and smiled.

And now, poor Stars, your fairnessisnot fair,

Because | cannot gather it for her;

| cannot sheaveyou in my arms, and say :—

'See, sweet, you liked these yester-eve; likethem for meto-day!"

She hasno care, my Stars, of you or me;

She has no care, wetire her speedily;
Shehasno car g, because she cannot sse—
Shecannot see, who seesnot past her sight.
Weare st too high, wetireher with our height:
Her yearsaresmall, and ill to strain above.
Shemay not love us: wherefore keep welove
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Toher who may not love us—you and 1?

And yet you thrill down towardsher, even asl,

With all your golden doguence held in mute.

Wemay not plead, we may not plead our suit;

Our winged lovemust beat againg itsbars:

For should sheenter oncewithin thoseguarding bars,
Our lovewould do her hurt—oh, think of that, my Stard'
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LINES FOR
A DRAWING OF OUR LADY
OF THE NIGHT

THIS, could | paint my inward sight,
ThiswereOur Lady of theNight:

She bears on her front's lucency
Thesarlight of her purity:

For asthewhiteraysof that star
Theunion of all coloursare,

Sheaums all virtues that may be
Inher sweet light of purity.

The mantle which she holds on high
Isthe great mantle of the sky.

Think, O dck toiler, when the night
Comes on thee, sad and infinite,

Think, sometimes, 'tis our own Lady
Soreads her blue mantle over thee,

And foldstheearth, awearied thing,
Beneath its gentle shadowing;

Thenreg alittle; and in degp
Forget to weep, forget to weep!
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ORISON-TRYST

E told me, in the morning her white thought
id beat to Godward, like acarrier-dove,

y name benegth itswing. And I—how long!—
That, like abubble from awater-flower
Rdeased asit withdraws itself up-curled
Into the nightly lake, her Sghed name
So loosened from my degpward-sinking heart;
And in the morning did like Phogphor & it
To lead the vanward of my orient soul
When it storms Heaven; and did all done,
Methought, upon the live cods of my love
Those didtillations of rich memory cat
To fead the fumes of prayer—oh! | wes then
Like onewho, dreaming solitude, avekes
In sobbing from his dream; and, straining ams
That achefor their own void, with sudden shock
Tekesadear form besde him.
Now, when light
Pricks a my lids, | never rouse but think—
'Is't orison-time with her?—And then my hand
Preses thy lettersin my pulses shook;
Where, neighboured on my heart with those pure lines
In amity of kindred pureness, lies
Image of Her concaived Immaculate;
And on the purpleinward, thine—ah! thine'
0 thepurplelined Sde.
And| do st
Tryst with thy soul inits own Paradiss
Asloversaf an earthly ratethat use
In severance for their sivest messges
Some concave of atree, and do their hearts
Enharbour in its continent heart—I drop
My messce in the hollow breest of God.
Thy nameisknown in Heaven; yea, Heaven isweary
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With thereverberation of thy name;

| fill with it the gap between two deeps,
Theinter-pause of dream: hell'sgateshavelearned
Toshakeinit; and their fierce forayers

Before the iterate echoing recail,

I'n armed watches when my preparate soul

(A war-cry in the alarumsof the Night)
Conjoinsthy namewith Hers, Auxiliatrix.
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" WHERETO ART THOU CGOME?

Of each that totheworld's sad Olivet
Comes with no multitude, but alone by night,
Lit with the one torch of hislifted soul,
Seeking her that hemay lay handson her;
Thus: and waits answer from the mouth of deed.
Truthis amaid, whom men woo diver sdly;
This, asagpouse that, asalight-o'-love,
To know, and having known, to make his brag.
But woeto him that takestheimmortal kiss,
And not egates her in his housing life,
Mother of all hisseed! Sohebetrays,
Not Truth, the unbetrayable, but himself:
Andwith hiskissrated traitor-craft
TheHaceldama of aplot of days
Hebuys, to consummate his Judasry
Thereinwith Judas guerdon of despair.

FRIEND, whereto art thou come? Thus Verity;
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SONG OF THE HOURS

SCENE: Before the Paace of the. Sun, into which a god has just passed
as the guest of Hyperion. TIME: Dawn. The hours of Night and Day
advance on each other as the gates close.

MORNING HOURS

N curbed expenses our whedling dances
Mest from the |eft and right;
Under thisvaporous avning
Tarrying awhilein our flight.
Waiting the day's advances
We, the children of light,
Clasp you on verge of the dawning,
Sgers of Even and Night!

CHORUS
We who lash from the way of the sun

With the whip of the winds the thronging clouds,
Who puff out the lights of the gars, or run

To scare dreams back to their shrouds,
Or tiar thetemples of Heaven

With acrydaline gleam of showers;

EVENING HOURS

Whileto flit with the soft moth, Even,
Round thelamp of theday isours;

NIGHT HOURS
And ours with her crescent argentine,
To make Night's forehead fair,
To whed up her throne of the earth, and twine
The daffodils in her hair;

ALL

We, moulted asplumesare,
From the wings whereon Time is borne;
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MORNING HOURS

We, buds who in blossoming for etell
Thedatewhen our leavesshall betorn;

NIGHT HOURS

W e, knowing our doomsareto plungewith thegloom's car
Down the segp ruin of morn;

ALL
Wehail thee, Immortal!
Werobesof Life, mouldering whileworn.

NIGHT HOURS
Sea-birds, winging O'er ssa calm-strewn
Tothelure of the beacon-gtars, are we,
O'er the foamy wake of the white-sailed moon,
Which to men isthe Galaxy.

MORNING HOURS
Our eyes through our pinionsfolden,
By thefiltered flame are teasad
As we bow when the sun makes golden
Earthquakein the East.

EVENING HOURS
And weshake on thesky adusted fire
From the ripened sunst's anther,
Whiletheflecked main, drowsingin gorged desire,
Purrslike an outstretched panther.

MORNING HOURS
O'er thedead moon-maid
Wedraw softly the day's white pall;
And our children the Momentswe seas
In drops of the dew they fall,
Or on light plumeslaid they shoot the cascade
Of colours some Heaven's bow call;
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ALL

Andwesing, Guest, tothee, as
Thoupacest the crystal-paved hall!

W e, whilethe sun with hishid chain swings
Likea cenger around him the blossom-swedt earth,
Whodarethelark with our passonatewings,
And its mirth with our magerless mirth;
Or—when that flying laughter
Hassunk and died away
Which beat againg Heaven'srafter—
Whovex thedear eyesof day,
Who weave for the sky in theloom of the cloud
A mantle of wavingrain,
W e, whose hair isjewdled with joys, or bowed
Under veilings of migty pain;
Wehymn thee at leaving
Who grew thy fegt's coming, O Guest!
We, thelinked cincturewhich girdles
M ortality'sfeverousbread,
Who heavein itsheaving, who grievein itsgrieving,
Areredlesinitsunred;
Our beingsungtirred dse
Wereit not for the bosom they pressed.

Wesethewind, likealight swift leopard
L eap on theflocksof thedoudsthat flee,
Aswefollow thefeet of theradiant shepherd
Whose bright sheep drink of the sea.
When that drunken Titan the Thunder
Stumbles through staggered Heaven,
And spills on the scorched earth under
Thefiery wineof thelevin,
With our mystic measure of rhythmic motion
We charm him in snorting deep,
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While round him the sun enchants from ocean
Thewallsof acloudy keep.
Beneath thedegp umbers

Of night aswewatch and hark,
Thedim-winged dreamswhich feed on

The blossoms of day we mark,

Asin murmurous numbersthey svarm to the dumbers
That cdll the hive of thedark;

And lifeshakes, areed on
Our tide, inthedeath-wind stark.

Time, Eternity's fountain, whose waters
Fall back thither from whence they rose,
Deweth with us, its showery daughters,
ThelLifethatisgreeninitsflows.
But whether in grief or mirth we shower,
We make not the thing we breed,
For what may comeof the passng Hour
Iswhat was hid in the seed.
And now aswakes,
Likelovein itsfirst blind guesses,
Or asakejud stirringitscoils,
Swedt time into half-caresses,
Beforethe sun shakestheclinging flakes
Of gloom from his gpouting tresses,
L et windshavetoails
To catch at our fluttering dressed
Winter, that numbeth thethrostleand stilled wren,
Has keen frogt-edges our plumes to pare,
Till webreak, with the Summer'slaughing children,
Over thefieldsof air.
While thewinds in their tricksome courses
Thesowy gesdsvault upon
That are foaled of the white sserhorses
And washed in the greams of the sun.
Thaw, 0 thaw the enchanted throbbings
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Curdled at Music's heart;
Tread she her grapes till from their englobings
Themeodies spurt and smart!
Wefleet asarain,
Nor yearn for thebeing men own,
With whom is naught beginneth
Or endeth without some moan;
We oar to our zenith
And are panglesdy overblown.

Y et, if theroots of thetruth werebare,
Our transenceisonly amortal seeming;
Fond men, we are fixed asa till despair,
And wefleet but in your dreaming.
Weare columnsin Time's hall, mortals,
Wherethrough Life hurrieth;
You passin at birth'swide portals,
And out at the postern of death.
Asyou chasedown thevigtayour dream or your love
The swift pillars raceyou by,
And you think it is we who move, who move—
[t isyou who die, who die!
O firmament, even
Y ou pass, by whosefixtureman voweth;
God breathesyou forth as a bubble
And shall suck you back into Hismouth!
Through earth, s, and heaven a doom shall be driven,
And, sown in thefurrowsit plougheth,
Asfire burgs from stubble
Shall spring the new wonders none troweth.

Thebowed Ea lifteth the dripping sun,
A golden cup, to the lips of Night,

Over whose chek in flushesrun
Theheatsof theliquid light.

152



SONG OF THE HOURS

MORNING HOURS

Toour very pinions ridge
Wetremble expectantly,—
Isit ready, the burnished bridge
Wemust cad for our King Oer the s
And who will kned with sunbeam-dips
Todry theflowers svedt gyes?
Who touch with fire her finger-tips
For thelamp of the grape, as heflies?

ALL

List, list to the prances, his chariot advances
It comesin adugt of light!

From under our brightening awvning
Wewhed inadiverseflight;

Y et the hands we unclasp, as our dances
Swem off to the left and theright,

Arebut loosad on the verge of the dawning
Tojoin onthe verge of the night.



PASTORAL

N-imbued
PTempewood,
Pretty player's sporting-place;

Tempe wood's
Solitude's

Everywherea courting-place.
Kiss me, swest
Gipsy fleet,

Though akissed maid hath her red;
Kissesgrow—
Trust me o—

Faster than they'regathered!

I will flute a tune
Onthepipesofivory;

All long noon
Piping of amelody;

A merrry, merry, merry, merry,
Merry, merry melody.

Dance, ho! foot it s Feat fleetsthe melody!

L et thewise
Say, youth dies,—
'Tisfor pleasure's mending, Sweset!
Kissesare
Costlier far,
T hat they have an ending, Sweet!
Haifa kisss
Dainty blissis
From the day of kiss-no-more;
When weshall,
Roseal
Lass, dothisand thisnomore!
Andwepipeatune
Onthepipesofivory;
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PASTORAL

All long noon
Fluting of amdody:—
A merry, merry, merry, mery,
Merry, merry melody.
Dance, ho! trip it S0 Feat fleststhe meody!

My love must
Betotrust,
Whileyou sstdy fold medoss
Yourswill smile
A kissing-while,
For the hours | hold you dose
Maiden gold!
Clipping bold
Herethetruest mintageis:
Lipswill bear
But, | swem,
In the press their vintaged
[ will fluteatune
Onthe pipesof ivory;
All long noon
Piping of amdody:—
A merry, merry, merry, merry,
Merry, merry melody.
Dance, ho! foot it <ol Feet fleatsthe melody®



PAST THINKING OF SOLOMON

Remember thy Creator in thedaysof thy youth, beforetheyearsthat draw
nigh, of which thou shalt say: They please me not; beforethe sun, andthe
light, and themoon, and the starsbe darkened, and the cloudsreturn after
the rain.

BCCLESIASTES

ISE-UNTO-HELL Ecdesad,
Who sev'dd life to the gritted legt!

Thisthy gting, thy darkness, M age-
Cloud upon sun, upon youth age?

Now iscomeadarker thing,
Andiscomeacolder sting,

Unto us, who find the womb
Opes on the courtyard of the tomb.

Now in this fuliginous
City of flesh our dresfor us

Darkly built, the sun a prime
Is hidden, and betwixt thetime

Of day and night is variance none,
Who know not altern moon and sun;

Whose deposed heaven through dungeon-bars
Looks down blinded of its gars.

Yeg, in the days of youth, God wot,
Now we say: They plesse menot.



A DEAD ASTRONOMER
STEPHEN PERRY, SJ.

ARRY amorig, starward gone,
hou art—what thou didst gaze upon!
through thy golden garden'sbars,
Thou seet the Gardener of the Stars.

She, about whose mooned brows
Seven garsmake seven glows,
Seven lightsfor seven woes,

She, likethine own Galaxy,

All lugresin onepurity:—

What said's thou, Astronomer,
When thou did'st discover her}
When thy hand itstubelet fall,
Thou found's thefairest Star of all!



CHEATED ELSIE

LSIE was a maiden fair
Asthe sun
Shone upon:

Born to teach her swains despair
By smiling on them every one;
Borntowin all heartsto her
Jugt because her self had none;
All theday she had no care,
For shewas a maiden fair
Asthesun
Shoneupon,
Heartlessasthebrooksthat run.

Allthemaids, with envy tart,
Sneering said, 'She has no heart.'
All theyouths, with bitter smart,
Sighing said, 'She has no heart!'
Could shecare
For their snears or their despair
When shewas a maiden fair
Asthe sun
Shone upon,
Heartless as the brooks that run?

But oneday whenas she stood
I'n a wood
Haunted by thefairy brood,
Did she view, or dream she viewed
In avison's
Wild misprisions,
How apedlar, dry and rude
Asacrook'd branch taking flesh,
Caught the spirit in a mesh,
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Fairies.

Elsie.

Pedlar.

Elsie.

Pedlar.

Elsie.

Pedlar.

CHEATED ELSIE

Singing of —What ist ye lack?
Wizard-pack
On twisted back,

Still hesang, ' What ist yelack?

'Lack yeland or lack yegold,

What | give, | giveunsold;

Lack ye wisdom, lack ye beauty,
Toyour suit he

Gives unpaid, the pedlar old!

Beware, beware! the gifts he gives
One pays for, sweetheart, while one lives!

What isit the maidens say
That | lack?

By this bright day,
Can so fair amaiden lack?

M aid so sweset

Should be complete.

Yetathingthey say | lack.
In thy pack,—
Pedlar, tell—
Hast thou ever a heart to sdI?

Yea, aheart | have, astender
Asthe mood of evening air.

Namethy price!

Theprice, by Sorrow!
Only is, theheart to wear.
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Elsie.

Fairies.

Elsie.

Fairies.

Elsie.

Fairies.

MISCELLANEOUS POEMS
Not great the price, aswas my fear.

So cheap apricewas néer 0 dear.
Bewar e, beware,
0 rash and fair!
Thegiftshegives,

Sweetheart, one paysfor whileonelived

Scarcethepresent did shetake,
When theheart began to ache.

Ah, what isthis? Take back thy gift!
1had not, and | knew no lack;
Now | have, | lack for ever!

Thegiftshegives hetakesnot back.

Ah! why the presmt did | take,
And knew not that a heart would ache?

Ache and isthat all thy sorrow?>—
Bewar e, beware—a heart will break!
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THE FAIR INCONSTANT

OST thou still hopethou shalt befair,
DWhen no morefair tome?
Or thosethat by theetaken were
Hold their captivity?
Isthisthy confidence? No, no;
Trust it not; it can not be .

But thou too late, too late shalt find
'Twas | that made thee fair;

Thy beauties never from thy mind
But from my loving were;

And those ddlightsthat did thee stole

Confessad the vicinage of my soul.

Therosy reflex of my heart
Did thy pale cheek attire;
And what | was, not what thou art,
Did gazerson admire.
Go, and too latethou shalt confess
| looked thee into lovdiness
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THREATENED TEARS

onot loosethoserainsthy wet
DEyes my Fair, unsurely threat;
Do not, Sweet, do not 0!
Thou cang not havea singlewoe,
But thissad and doubtful weather
Overcags us both together.
In the aspect of those known eyes
My soul's a captain weatherwise.
Ah mel what presages it ses
In those watery Hyades.
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THEHOUSE OF SORROWS*

F thewhitepurity
They wrought my wedding-dress,
Inwoven silverly—
For tears, as | do gues
Oh, why did they with tears inweave my marriage-dress?

A girl, | did egpouse
Destiny, grief, and fears;
Theloveof Audria'shouse
And itsancestral years
| learned; and my salt eyes grew erudite in tears.

Devote our tragic line-
Onetohisrebd'saim,
Oneto hisignorant brine,
Onetotheeydessflame:
Who should be skilled to weep but 1,0 Christ's dear Dame?

Giveonemoretothe fire,
Onemorefor water keep;
0 Death, wilt thou not tire?
Still Austria must thou reap?
Can | have plummetless tears, that till thou bidd'st: "Weep, weep!'?

(* In the opening ganzas the Empress Elizabeth of Austria addresses
first Our Lady, then the 'Dark Fool' Death, and finally the Son of Sor-
rows, in alusion to the griefs of her own and her husband's line: the
shooting of Maximilian of Mexico, her sster's burning at the Paris Bazar
de la Charity the drowning of the Archduke John and of the mad King
of Bavaria, and the tragedy of the Crown Prince Rudolph. Her own assas
sination was the immediate occason of these verses, and the traditional
offering of her wedding-wreath to a Madonna-shrine and the making of
her wedding-gown into priestly vetments elucidate other references in
the text.)

163



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS

No—thou at length with me
Toofar, Dark Fool, hagt gone!
Onecostly crudty
Voaids thy dominion:
| am drained to the uttermost tear: O Rudolph, O my son!

Take this woof of sorrows,
Son of all Women's Tears!
| am not for the morrows,
| am dead with the dead years.
Lo, | vest Thee, Christ, with my woven teard

My bridal wreath takethou,
Mary! TakeThou, O Christ,
My bridal garment! Now
I's all my fate sufficed,
And, robed and garlanded, the victim sacrificed.

The Son of Weeping heard,
The gift benignly saw;
TheWomen's Pitier heard.
Together, by hid law,
The lifegashed heart, the assassn's healing poniard, draw.

Too long that consummation
Theobdurate sasonsthwart;
Too long were the sharp consolation
And her breadt apart;—
Theremedy of ged hasgonehometo her sck heart.

Her breast, dishabited,
Revealed, her heart above,
Alitdeblotofred,—
Death'sreverent sign toapprove
Hehad sealed up that royal tomb of martyred love.
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THE HOUSE OF SORROWS

Now, Death, if thou wouldst show
Someruth still [eft in store,
Guidethou thear med blow
To strike one bosom more,
Whereany blow were pity, tothisit struck beforel



INSENTIENCE

SWeEET isLove, and swedt isLack!

But isthereany charm

When Lack from round the neck of Love
Dropsher languid am?

Weay, | no longer love,
Weary, no morelack;

O for apang, thet liglessLoss

Might wake, and, with a playmaesvoice,
Call thetired Love back!
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A HOLLOW WOOD

H 1 Sisthemansion built for me

By the sweating centuries;

Roofed with intertwined tree,
W oofed with green for my princelier eae
Herel hewith my world about me,
Shadowed off from thewor |d without me,
Even as my thoughts enbosom me
From waysde humanity.
And here can only enter who
Delight me—the unpriced few.
Comeyou in, and makeyou cheer,
It draweth toward my banquet-time.
Would you win to my universe,
Y our thought musgt turnin thewardsof rhyme.
Loosethechain of linked verse,
Stoop your knowledge, and enter herel

Her e cushioned ivies you invite

Tofall towith appetite.

What for my viands?—Dainty thoughts.
What for my brows?—For get-me-nots.
What for my fest?—A bath of green.

My servers?>—Phantases unseen.

What shall | find mefor feasting dress>—
Your white disused childlikeness.

What hid musicwill laugh to my calls?>—
An orgy of mad bird-bacchanals.

Such meat, such music, such coronald
From thecask which thesummer satsaflow
Under theroof of my raftered house,
Thebirdsabove, webelow,
Wecarousasthey carouse

Or havebut theear theear within,

And you may hear, if you hold you mute,
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS

Y ou may hear by my amulet,
Thewind-likekemnessof violin,
Theenamdled tone of shallow flute,

And thefurry richness of clarinet.
Thesearethethingsshall makeyou cheer,

If you will grace my banquet-time.

Would you win to my universe,

Your thought must turn in thewards of rhyme.
Loosethechain of linked verse,

Seep your knowledge, and enter here
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TO DAISIES

A H, drops of gold in whitening flame
A Burning, we know your lovely name—
A 1L Dases that little children pull!
Likeall wesk things, over the strong
Y edo not know your power for wrong,
And much abuse your fedhleness
Wesk maids, with flutter of adress,
Increase most heavy tyrannies;
And vengeance unto heaven cries
For multiplied injustice of dove-eyes
Daisies, that little children pull,
Asyeaewesk, be merciful!
0 hideyour eyed they aretome
Beautiful insupportably.
Or be but consdious ye arefair,
And | your lovdiness could besr;
But, being fair sowithout art,
Y e vex the silted memoaries of my heart!

Asapdeghod yearning drays
With sundered gaze,

'Mid corpora presancesthat are

To it impapable—such a bar
Sasyou more distant than the morning-star.
Such wonder ison you, and ameze,

| look and marvel if | be

Indeed the phantom, or are ye?
Thelight ison your innocence
Which fell from me.

Thefieldsye still inhabit whence

My world-acquainted treading srays,
The country where | did commence
And though ye shineto me so near,
Sodosetogrossand visble snsg,
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS

Between usliesimpassableyear on year.
Toother timeand far-off place
Bdongsyour beauty: slent thus,
Though to othersnaught you tell,
Tomeyour ranksarerumorous

Of an ancient miracle.

Vain doesmy touch your petalsgraze,

| touch you not; and, though ye blossom here,
Your rootsarefad in alienated days.
Yethereareanchored, whileTime'sstream
Hasswept me pas them: your whiteways
And infantiledelightsdo seem

Tolook inon melikeaface,

Dead and sweet, come back through dream,
With tears, becausefor old embrace

It has no arms. These hands did toy,
Children, with you when | was child,

And in each other's eyeswe smiled:

Not yours, not yoursthe grievous-fair
Appardling

W ith which you wet mineeyes, you wear,
Ah me, thegar ment of thegrace

| wove. you when | was a boy;

O mine, and not theyear's, your stolen Spring!
And snceyewear it,

Hideyour swveet sdved | cannot ber it.
For, when yebreak thecloven earth

With your young laughter and endear ment,
No blossomy carillon 'tisof mirth

Tome; | ssemy daughtered joy

Bursting its cerement.
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TO THE SINKING SUN

ow gracioudy thou wear's theyoke
Of use that does not fail!

Thegrasss likean anchored smoke,
Ridein the bending gale;
This knoll is snowed with blosmy manna,
And fire-dropt asa seraph'smail.

Here every eve thou sretchest out
Untar nishablewing,

And marveloudy bring'st about
Newly an olden thing;

Nor ever through like-or dered heaven
Moveslargely thy grave progressing.

Here every eve thou goest down
Behind the sdf-same hill,

Nor ever twicealikego's down
Behind the sdf-same hill;

Nor like-waysisoneflame-sopped flower
Possessad with glory pagt its will.

Not twicealike! | am not blind,
My sght isliveto se

And yet | do complain of thy
Weary variety.

0 Sun! | ask thee less or more,
Changenot at all, or utterly!

0 give me unprevisioned new,
Or giveto changereprievel
For newin meisolden too,
That | for sameness grieve.
Oflowers! O grassed bebut once
Thegrassand flower of yester-evel
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS

Wonder and sadness are thel ot

Of change: thou yield'st mine eyes
Grief of vicissitude, but not

Its penetrant surprise.
Immutability mutable

Burthens my spirit and the skies.

Odteredjoy, all joyed of yore,
Plodding in unconned ways!

0 grief grieved out, and yet once more
A dull, new, staled amaze!

| dream, and all was dreamed before,
Or dream | s0? the dreamer says.
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A MAY BURDEN

HROUGH meedow-ways as | did tread,
The corn grew in great lustinead,
And hey! the besches burgeoned.
By Goddes fay, by Goddes fay!
Itisthe month, thejolly month,
It isthejolly month of May.

God ripe thewines and corn, | sy,

And wenches for the marriage-day,

And boysto teach love's comdy play.
By Goddesfay, by Goddes fay!

Itisthe month, thejolly month,

It isthe jolly month of May.

As | went down by lane and les,
The dadesreddened s, pardie!
Blushetd' | sad, 'l well do s

By Goddes fay, by Goddes fay!
Thething yethink of inthismonth,
Heigho! thisjolly month of May.'

As down | went by rye and ods,
The blossoms smdt of kisses; throats
Of birds turned kissesinto notes;

By Goddes fay, by Goddes fay!
Thekissitisagrowing flower,
| trow, thisjolly month of May!

God send amouth to every kiss,
Seding the blossom of thishbliss
By gathering doth grow, certed

By Goddes fay, by Goddes fay!
Thy brow-garland pushed all adant
Tells—but | tell not, wanton May!

The firg two danzas are from a French original—I have forgotten what.
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JULY FUGITIVE

CAN you tell mewherehashid her

Pretty Maid July?

| would swear one day ago
Shepasd by,

| would sweer that | do know
Theblueblissof her eye:

'Tarry, maid, maid,' | bid her;
But she hagened by.

Do you know where she has hid her,
Maid July?

Yetintruthit needsmust be
Theflight of her isold;
Yetintruthit needsmust be,
For her net, theearth, is cold.
No morein the pooled Even
Wadeher rosy feet,
Dawn-flakes no more plash from them
To poppies 'mid the wheat.
Shehasmuddied the day'soozes
With her petulant feet;
Scared the cloudsthat floated,
As sea-birds they were,
Sow on thecagrule
Lullsof theair,
Lulled on theluminous
Levelsof air:
She has chidden in a pet
All her garsfrom her:
Now they wander looseand sigh
Through theturbid blue,
Now they wander, weep, and cry—
Yea, and | too—
'Whereareyou, swegt July,
Whereareyou?
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JULY FUGITIVE

Who hath beheld her footprints,
Or thepathway she goes?

Tell me, wind, tell me, whest,
Which of you knows?

Segpssheswathed in theflushed Arctic
Night of theros?

Or lieher limbslike Alp-glow
On thelily's rons?

Gales, that areall-visitant,
Find therunaway;

And for him whofindeth her
(I do chargeyou say)

| will throw largesse of broom
Of this summer's mintage,

I will broach a honey-bag
Of the bedsbegt vintage.

Breezes wheat, flower s swvest,
None of them knowd

How then shall welureher back
From theway she goes?

For it werea shameful thing,
Saw wenot thiscomer

Ere Autumn camp upon thefields
Red with rout of Summer.

When thebird quitsthecage,
We st thecageoutside,
With seed and with water,
And thedoor wide,
Haply wemay win it so
Back to abide.
Hang her cageof Earth out
O'er Heaven'ssunward wall,
Itsfour gates open, windsin watch
By reined carsat all;
Relumein hanging hedgerows
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS

The rain-quenched blossoms,
And roses sob their tears out
On the gale's warm heaving bosom;
Shaketheliliestill their scent
Over-drip their rims;
That our runaway may see
Wedo know her whims;
Sleek the tumbled waters out
For her travelled limbs;
Strew and smooth blue night thereon:
Therewill—O not doubt herl—
Thelovely deepy lady lie,
—Withall her stars about her!
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FIELD-FLOWER
A PHANTASY

OD took afit of Paradise-wind,
GA slip of cegule westher,
A thought as simple as Himself,
And ravelled them together.
UntoHis eyesHe held it there,
Toteachit gazing debonair
With memory of what, perdie,
A God's young innocences were.
Hisfingerspushed it throughthesod-
It came up redolent of God,
Garrulous of the eyes of God
To al the breszes near it;
Musica of the mouth of God
Toall had ears to hear it;
Mystical with the mirth of God,
That glow-like did ensphere it.
And—Babble! babble! babble!" said,
"Il tell the whole world one day!'
Therewasno blossomhalf so glad,
Since sun of Chrigt'sfirst Sunday.

A poet took aflaw of pain,
A hap of skiey pleasure,
A thought had in his cradlelain,
And mingled them in measure.
That chrism helaid upon his eyes,
And lips, and heart, for euphrasies,
That he might see feel, sing, perdie,
The simple things that are the wise.
Besde the flower he held hisways,
And leaned him to it gaze for gaze-
He took its meaning, gaze for gaze,
As baby looks on baby;
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS

I tsmeaning pased into hisgaze,
Nativeasmeaning may be;
Herosewith all hisshining gaze
Aschildren'seyesat play be.
And—'Babble! babble! babble? said,
Til tell thewholeworld oneday!®
Therewasno poet half soglad.
Sinceman grew God that Sunday.



TO A SNOWFLAKE

HAT heart could havethought you?-
Pastourdevisal
(Ofiligreepetal)

Fashioned so purély,

Fragilely, surely,

From what Paradisal

Imagineless metal,

Too cogtly for cost?

Who hammered you, wrought you,
From argentine vapour >—
'Godwasmyshaper.

Passng surmisal,

Hehammered, He wrought me,
From curled silver vapour,

Tolugt of Hismind:—

Thou could's not have thpught me!
So purely, o palely,

Tinily, surely,

Mightily, frailly,

Insculped and embossd,

With Hishammer of wind,

And Hisgraver of frogt.'
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A QUESTION

BIRD with heart of wassall,
OT hat toss the Bacchic branch,
And dlip your shaken music,
Anéelfin avaanche;

Come tell me, 0 tell me,
My poet of the blue!

What'syour thought of me, Svegt?—
Here'smy thought of you.

A small thing, aweething,

A brown fleck of naught;
With winging and singing

That who could have thought?

A small thing, aweething,
A brown amazewithal,
That fly apitch more azure

Becauseyou're so small.

Bird, I'masmall thing—
My angel descries;

With winging and singing
That who could surmise?

Ah, small things, ah, weethings,
Arethepoetsall,

Whose tour's the more azure
Because they're so small.

Theangdshang watching
Thetiny men-things.—
The dear speck of flesh, s
With such daring wings!
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A QUESTION

‘Come, tell us, O tell us,
Thou grange mortality!

What's thy thought of us, Dear?—
Herés our thought of thee!

‘Alack! youtall angds
| cant think so high!

| can't think whet it fedslike
Not to be .’

Come tell me, 0 tell me,
My poet of the blue!

What'syour thought of me, Svet>—
Herésmy thought of you.
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THE CLOUD'S SWAN-SONG

HERE isa parablein the pathlesscloud,
I There€'s prophecy in heaven,—they did not lie,
T he Chaldee shepherds—seated from the proud,
To cheer the weighted heart that mates the seeing eye.

A lonely man, oppressed with lonely ills,

And all theglory fallen from my song,

Heredo | walk among thewindy hills;

Thewind and | keep both one monotoning tongue.

Like grey clouds one by one my songs upsoar
Over my soul's cold peaks; and one by one
They loosetheir littlerain, and arenomore;
Andwhether well or ill, totell methereisnone.

For 'tisan alien tongue, of alien things,

From all men'scare, how miserably apart!
Even my friend says 'Of what isthis he sngs?
Andbarrenismy song, and barrenismy heart.

For who can work, unwitting hiswork'sworth?

Better, meseems, to know the work for naught,
Turnmy sick courseback tothekindly earth,

And leaveto ampler plumesthejetting tops of thought,

And viditations that do often use

Remote, unhappy, inauspicioussense

Of doom, and poets widowed of their muse,

And what dark 'gan, dark ended, in medid commence.

| thought of spirit wronged by mortal ills,

And my flesh rotting on my fate's dull stake;

And how sdf-scorned they the bounty fills

Of others, and the bread, even of their deare<, take.
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THE CLOUD'S SWAN SONG

| thought of Keats, that died in perfect time,

I n predecease of hisjust-sickening song;

Of him that set, wrapt in hisradiant rhyme,
Sunlikein sea. Lifelonger had been life too long.

But I, exanimate of quick Poesy,—

O then no more but even a soulless corse!

Nay, my Delight dies not: 'tis | should be

Her dead, a stringless harp on which she had noforce.

Of my wild lot | thought; from placeto place,
Apollo's song-bowed Scythian, | go on;
Makinginall my home, with pliant ways,

But, provident of change, putting forth root in none.

Now, with starved brain, sick body, patience galled
W ithfardels even towincing; from fair sky

Fell sudden littlerain, scarceto be called

A shower, which of the instant was gone wholly by.

What cloud thus died | saw not; heaven wasfair.

M ethinks my angel plucked my locks: | bowed

My spirit, shamed; and lookingin theair:—

'"Even 0, | said, 'even o, my brother the good Cloud?'

It wasapilgrim of thefieldsof air,
Its homewas allwheresthewind left it rest,
Andinalittleforthagaindidfare,
Andin all places was a stranger and a guest.

It harked all breaths of heaven, and did obey

W ith sweet peacetheir uncomprehended wills;

It knew the eyes of stars which made no stay,
Andwiththethunder walked upon thelonely hills.
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS

And from the subject earth it ssemed to scorn,

It drew the sugenancewher eby it grew

Perfect in bosom for themarried Morn,

And of hislifeand light full asa maid kissed new.

Itsalso darknessof thefacewithdrawn,

And thelong waiting for thelittlelight,
Solonginlifesolittle. Likeafawn

It fled with tempest breathing hard at hed of flight;

And having known full Eagt, did not disdain

Tost in shadow and obliviouscold,

Savewhat all lossdoth of itslossretain,

And who hath held hath somewhat that he still must hold.

Right poet! who thy rightness to approve,
Having all liberty, didst keep all measure,
Andwith afirmament for ranging, move
But at the heavens uncomprehended pleasure.

With amplitude unchecked, how sweetly thou
Didst wear theancient custom of the skies,
And yokeof used prescription; and thence how
Find gay variety no licence could devise!

Aswethe quested beautiesbetter wit

Of theonegroveour own than foretsgreat,
Restraint, by the delighted search of it,

Turnsto right scope For lovely moving intricate

Isput tofair devisng in the curb

Of ordered limit; and all-changeful Hermes
IsTerminusaswell. Yet weperturb

Our soulsfor latitude, whose strength in bound and termiis.
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THE CLOUD'S SWAN SONG

How far am | from heavenly liberty,

That play at policy with change and fate,

Who should my soul fromforeign broils keep free,
In the fast-guarded frontiers of its single state!

Could | facefirmthels, and with To-be

Trust Heaven; to Heaven commit the deed, and do;
In power contained, cam ininfirmity,

Andfit myself to changewith virtue ever new;

Thou hadst not shamed me, cousin of the sky,
Thou wandering kinsman, that didst sweetly live
Unnoted, and unnoted sweetly die,

Weeping more gracious song than any | can weave;

Which these gross-tissued words do sorely wrong.

Thou hagt taught me on powerlessness a power;

Tomake songwait onlife, not life on song;

To hold sweet not too sweet, and bread for bread though sour;

By law to wander, to bestrictly free.

With tears ascended from the heart's sad seq,

Ah, such asilver song to Death could |

Sing, Painwouldlist, forgetting Painto be,

And Deathwouldtarry marvelling, and forget to die!



OF MY FRIEND

T HE moonlight cloud of her invisible beauty,
Shook from thetorrent glory of her soul
In aery spray, hangs round her; love grows duty,
If you that angel-populous aureole
Havetheglad power to feel;
As all our longings kneel
Totheintense and cherub-winged stole
Orbingapainted Saint: and through control
Of this sweet faint
Veil, my unguessing Saint
Celestial ministrations sheds which heal.

* k%

Now, Friend, short sweet outsweetening sharpest woes
Inwintrycoldalittle, littleflame—
So much to methat littlel—here | dose
This errant song. O pardon its much blame!
Now my grey day grows bright
A little erethenight;
L et after-livers who may love my name,
And gauge thepricel paid for dear-bought fame,
Know that at end,
Pain was well paid, sweet Friend,
Pain was well paid which brought me to your sight.
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TO MONICA:
AFTER NINE YEARS

N theland of flag-lilies,
Whereburg in golden dangours
Thejoy-bdlsof thebroom,

Y ou werefull of willy-nillies,

Pets, and bee-likeangers

Flaming like a dusky poppy,

I'n awrathful bloom.

Y ou werefull of sweet and sour,
Likeadish of drawberries

Sat about with curd.

Inyour petulant foot was power,
I'n your wilful innocences,

Your wild and fragrant word.

0, was it you that swegtly spake,
Or | that swegtly heard?

Y ellow werethe wheat-ways,
Thepoppiesweremod red;

And all your meat and feat ways,
Y our sudden bee-like snarlings—
Ah, doyou remember,

Darling of thedarlings?

Or isit but an ember,

A rugted peal of joy-bdls,

Their golden buzzings dead?

Now at one, and now at two,

Swift to pout and swift to woo,
Themaid | knew:

Still | sethe dusked tresses—

But theold angers, old careses?
Still your eyesareautumn thunders,
But whereareyou, child, you?
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS

Thisyour beauty isa script
Writ with pencil brightest-dipt—
Oh,itisthefairest scroll

For ayoung, departed soul'—
Thusyou say:
"Thricethreeyearsagoto-day,
Therewas one

Shall no more beneath the sun
Darkle, fondle, featly play.
Iftothink on her begloom,
Reoice shehassorich atomb!'

But theréshe—

Ask thou not who it may bel—
That, until Time'sboughsarebare,
Shall be unconsoled for her.
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A DOUBLE NEED
(To W-)

A H, gonethe days when for undying kindness
A | ill could render you undying song!
A YOU yet can give, but | can give ho more;
Fate, in her extreme blindness,
Haswrought me so great wrong.
| am left poor indeed;
Goneismy soleand amends-making store,
And | am needy with a double need.

Behold that | am likea fountained nymph,
Lacking her cusomed lymph,

Thelonging par ched in soneupon her mouth,
Unwatered of its ancient plenty. She
(Remembering her irrevocable streams),

A Thir st mademarble, stsperpetually

With sundered lipsof still-memorial drouth.
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GRIEF'S HARMONICS

I T evening, when thelank and rigid trees,

A To the mere forms of their swedt day-sdves drying,
A On heaven's blank leaf ssem pressed and flattened;
Or rather, to my sombre thoughts replying,

Of plumes funereal the thin effigies

That hour when all old dead things seem most dead,
Andtheir death instant most and most undying,
That theflesh achesat them; theredtirred in me
Thebabe of an unborn calamity,

Ereits duetimeto be delivered.

Dead sorrow and sorrow unborn o blent their pain,
That which more present was were hardly said,

But both more now than any Now can be.

My soul like sackclath did her body rend,

And thus with Heaven contend:—

'L et passthe chalice of thiscoming dread,

Or that fore-drained O bid menot re-drain!'

So have-1 asked, who know my asking vain;

Woe againg woe in antiphon st over,

That grief's soul transmigrates, and lives again,
And in new pang old pang'sincarnated.
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MEMORAT MEMORIA

OME you living or dead tome, out of thesilt of the Pag,
With the swegt of the piteousfirst, and the shame of the shameful lag?
Comewith your dear and dreadful facethrough the passs of Sleep,
Theterriblemask, and the face it masked—the face you did not kegp?
You areneither two nor one—I would you wereoneor two,
For your awful self is embalmed in the fragment sdif | knew:
And Above may ken, and Beneath may ken, what | mean by these words of whirl,
But by my deep that deepeth not,—0 Shadow of aGirl!—
Naught here but | and my dreams shall know the secret of this thing:—
For ever the songs | sng are sad with the songs | never sing,
Sad are sung songs, but how more sad the songswe dare not sing!

Ah, theill that we doin tenderness, and the hateful horror of lovel

It has sent more souls to the undaked Pit than it ever will draw above.
| damned you, girl, with my pity, who had better by far been thwart,
And drave you hard on thetrack to hell, because | was gentle of heart.
| shall have no comfort now in scent, no eae in dew, for this;

| shall beafraid of daffodils, and rose-buds are amiss;

Y ou have made a thing of innocence as shameful asasin,

| shall never fed a girl's oft arms without horror of the skin.

My child! what wasit that | sowed, that | soill should reap?

You have done this to me. And I, what | to you?—It lies with Sleep.



NOCTURN

Not | only wake;

Nothingis, this sweet night,
But doth couch and wake
For itslove's sake;
Everything, this sweset night,
Couches with its mate.
For whom but for the stealthy-visitant sun
I's the naked moon
Tremulousand date?
The heaven hath the earth
Its own and all apart;
The hushed pool holdeth
A startoitsheart.
Y ou may think the rose deepeth,
But though shefolded s,
Thewind doubts her deeping;
Not all the rose degps,
But smilesin her sweet heart
For crafty bliss.
Thewindliethwiththerose,
And when he stirs, she tirsin her repose:
The wind hath the rose,
And the rose her kiss.
Ah, mouth of me!
Isit thenthat this
Seemeth much to thee?—
| wander only.
Therose hath her kiss.

I WALK, | only,
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HEAVEN AND HELL

is said there were no thought of hell,
Save hell were taught; that there should be
A Heavenfor dl's self-credible.
Not so the thing appears to me.
Tis Heaven that lies beyond our sights,
And hell too posshblethat proves;
For all can fed the God that smites,
But ah, how few the God that loves!



'CHOSE VUE'
A METRICAL CAPRICE

Asacloud her going, stept from her chair,
As a summer-soft cloud in her going paced,
Down dropped her riband-band, and al her waving hair
Shook like loosened music cadent to her waist,—
Lapsing like music, wavery aswater,
Slidto her waist.

l | p she rose, fair daughter—well she was graced,



ST MONICA

A T the Crossthy gation keeping
A With the mournful Mother weeping,
JL Thou, unto the dnless Son,
Wesped for thy sinful one
Blood and water from Hisdde
Gugh; in theethedreamsdivide:
From thineeyestheonedoth sart,
But theother from thy heart.

Mary, for thy sinner, s

To her Snlessmournswith thee:
Could that Son the son not heed,
For whom two such mother s plead?
Sothy child had baptism twice,
And thewhitest from thineeyes

Thefloodslift up, lift up their voice,
With a many-watered noise!

Down the centuries fall those svest
Sobbing watersto our feet,

And our laden air till kegps
Murmur of a Saint that weeps

Teach usbut, tograceour prayers,
SQuch divinity of tears—

Earth should belugtrateagain
With contrition of that rain:

Till cdedtial floodso'er-rise
Thehigh topsof Paradise.



MARRIAGE IN TWO MOODS

OVE that'sloved from day to day
Lovesitsdf into decay:

LHe that eats one daily fruit
Shrivels hunger at theroot.
Daily pleasure grows a task;
Daily amiles become a mask.
Daily growth of unpruned strength
Expands to fecbleness at length.
Daily increase thronging fagt
Must devour itself at lagt.
Daily shining, even content
Would with itself grow discontent;
And theaun'slifewitnesseth
Daily dyingisnot death.
So Loveloved from day to day
Lovesitsdf into decay.

L ovetodaily ussswed

Shall be sweetly perfected.
Lifeby repetition grows
Untoitsappointed dose

Day to day fulfils one year—
Shall not L ove by L ovewax dear?
All piles by repetition rise—
Shall not then Love's edifice?
Shall not Love, too, learn hiswrit,
LikeWisdom, by repeatingit?
By the oft-repeated use

All perfections gain their thews;
And so, with daily ussswed,

L ove, too, shall be perfected.
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ALL FLESH

DO not need the skies

Pomp, when | would bewise;

For pleasaunce nor to use
Heaven's champaign when | muse.
Onegrass-bladeinitsveins
Wisdom'swholeflood contains:
Thereon my foundering mind
Odyssean fate can find.

Olittleblade, now vaunt
Thee, and be arrogant!

Tell the proud sun that he
Swested in shaping thee;
Night, that she did unvest
Her mooned and argent breast
To sucklethee. Heaven fain

Y earned over theeinrain,
And with wide parent wing
Shadowed thee, nested thing,
Fed thee, and daved for thy
Impotent tyranny.

Nature's broad thews bent
Meek for thy content.
Mastering littleness

Which the wise heavens confess,
The frailty which doth draw
Magnipotencetoitslaw—
These were, O happy one, these
Thy laughing puissances!

Be confident of thought,
Seeing that thou art naught;
And bethy pridethou'rt all
Delectably sffe and small.
Epitomized in thee
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS

Wasthemysery
W hich shakesthe gpheres conjoint—
God focussd to a point.

All thy fine mouths shout
Scorn upon dull-eyed doubt.
I mpenetrablefool
Ishethou cang not schodl
Tothehumility

By which the angds ss2
Unfathomably framed
Siger, | am not shamed
Before the cherubin
Tovaunt my flesh thy kin.
My one hand thine, and one
Imprisoned in God'sown,

| am as God; aas,

And such agod of grass

A littleroot clay-caught,

A wind, aflame, athought,

I nestimably naught!
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THE KINGDOM OF GOD
'In no Strange Land'

WORLD invisible, we view thee,
O O world intangible, we touch thee,
O world unknowable, we know thee,
Inapprehensble, weclutch thed!

Doesthefish soar tofind the ocean,
Theeageplungetofind theair—
That weask of thegtarsin motion
If they have rumour of thee there?

Not wherethewheding sygemsdar ken,
And our benumbed conceiving soard—

Thedrift of pinions, would we hearken,

Bestsat our own clay-shuttered doors

Theangdskesp their ancient places—
Turnbut agone and gart awing!
'Tisye, 'tisyour esranged faces

That miss the many-splendoured thing.

But (when s0 sad thou cang not sadder)
Cry;—and upon thy so soreloss

Shall shinethetraffic of Jacob'sladder
Pitched betwixt Heaven and Charing Cross

Y ea, in thenight, my Soul, my daughter,
Cry,—clinging Heaven by thehems;
And lo, Chrigt walking on thewater

Not of Gennesareth, but Thames!
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THE SINGER SAITH OF
HIS SONG

HE touches of man's modern gpesch

Perplex her unacguainted tongue;

There ssamsthrough all her songsasound
Of faling tears. Sheisnot young.

Within her eyes profound arcane
Reddesthe glory of her dreams

Behind her secret cloud of hair
Sesesthelsbeyond the Seams

Her heart soletowered in her dep spirit,
Somewha swet is she, somewhat wan;
And e angsthesongsof Sion
By the sreams of Babylon.
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BODY AND SPIRIT

I D sprite o' meto body o' me:
SA malison on thee, trustless creature,
hat prat'st thyself mine effigy

Tothem which view thy much misfeature.
My hest thou no ways dav'st aright,

Though dave-service be all thy nature:
Anevil thrall | have of thee,
Thou adder coiled about delight!

Said body o' meto spriteo’ me:
'Since brickswere wroughten without straw,
Was never task-magter like thee!
Who art more evil of thy law
Than Egypt's sooty Mizraim—
That beetle of an ancient dung:
Naught recksit theethough I inlimb
Wax mesgre—so thy songs be sung.'

Thus each by other is mis-said,
And answereth with like despite;
The spirit bruiseebody's head;
The body fangs the hedl of sprite;
And either hath the other'swrong.
Andyemay see that of this stour
My heavy life doth fall her flower.
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MOTTO AND INVOCATION

Omnia per ipsum, et sineipso nihil.

pRDON, O Saint John divine,
hat | changeaword of thine.
Nonetheless, aid thou me!
And Sena's Catherine;
L ofty doctor, Augustine,
Glorious penitent; and be
Asss'sFrancisalsominel
MinebePadua's Anthony,
And that other Francis, he
Called of Sales—L et all combine
And counsd of great charity
What | write! Thy wingsincline,
O my Angel, Oer thelinel
Last and first, O Queen Mary,
And thy white | mmaculacy,
If my wor k may profit aught
Fill with lilies every thought!

| surmise
What iswhitewill then bewise.

To which | add
Thomas More
Teach (thereof my need is sore)
What thou showeds well on earth—
Good writ, good wit, makegoodly mirth!
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ODE TO THE SETTING SUN

PRELUDE

HE wailful sweetnessof theviolin
I Floats down the hushed waters of thewind,
Theheart-stringsof thethrobbing harp begin
Tolongin aching music. Spirit-pined,

I n wafts that poignant sweetness drifts, until
T hewounded soul ooze sadness. Thered sun,
A bubbleof fire, dropsslowly toward thehill,
Whileonebird prattlesthat theday isdone.

O setting Sun, that asin reverent days
Sinkest in music to thy smoothed deep,
Discrowned of homage, though yet crowned with rays,
Hymned not at harvest mor e, though reapersreap:

For thee this music wakes not. O deceived,
Ifthou hear in these thoughtless harmonies
A pious phantom of adoringsreaved,
And echoof fair ancient flatteries!

Y et, inthisfield wherethe Cross planted reigns,
I know not what strange passion bows my head
To thee, whose great command upon my veins
Proves thee a god for me not dead, not dead!

For worship itistooincredulous,

For doubt—oh, too believing-passionate!
What wild divinity makesmy heart thus

A fount of most baptismal tear s?>—Thy straight

L ong beam lies steady on the Cross. Ah me!
What secret would thy radiant finger show?

Of thy bright mastership isthisthe key?
Isthisthy secret, then? Andisit woe?
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MISCELLANEOUS ODES

Fling from thine ear the burning curls, and hark
A song thou hast not heard in Northern day;

For Rome too daring, and for Greece too dark,
Sweet withwild wings that pass, that pass away!

ODE

A LPHA and Omega, sadness and mirth,
A The springing music, and its wasting breath—
A The fairest things in life are Death and Birth,
And of thesetwo thefairer thing is Death.
Mystical twinsof Timeinseparable,
Theyounger hath the holier array,
And hath the awfuller sway:
Itisthefalling star that trailsthelight,
Itis the breaking wave that hath the might,
The passing shower that rainbows maniple.
Isit not so, O thou down-stricken Day,
That draw'st thy splendours round thee in thy fall?
High was thine Eastern pomp inaugural;
But thou dost st in statelier pageantry,
Lauded with tumultsof afirmament:
Thy visible music-blasts make deaf the sky,
Thy cymbals clang to firethe Occident,
Thoudost thy dying sotriumphally:
| seethe crimson blaring of thy shawms!
Why do those lucent pams
Strew thy feet'sfailing thicklier than their might,
Who dost but hood thy glorious eyeswith night,
And vex the heds of all the yesterdays?
Lo! thisloud, lackeying praise
Will stay behind to greet the usurping moon,
When they have cloud-barred over thee the West.
Oh, shake the bright dust from thy parting shoon!
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ODE TO THE SETTING SUN

The earth not paeans thee, nor serves thy hest;
Be godded not by Heaven! avert thy face,
And leave to blank disgrace
The oblivious world! unsceptre thee of state and place!

Ha! but bethink thee what thou gazedst on,
Ereyet the snake Decay had venomed tooth;
The name thou bar'st in those vast ssasons gone—
Candid Hyperion,
Cladinthelight of thineimmortal youth!
Ere Dionysus bled thy vines,
Or Artemis drave her clamoursthrough the wood,
Thou saw'st how once against Olympus® height
Thebrawny Titans stood,
And shook thegods world 'bout their ears, and how
Enceladus (whom Etna cumbers now)
Shouldered me Pelion with its swinging pines,
Theriver unrecked, that did its broken flood
Spurt on his back: before the mountainous shock
The ranked gods dislock,
Scared totheir skies, wideo'er rout-trampled night
Flew spurned the pebbled stars. those splendours then
Had tempested on earth, star upon star
Moundedinruin,if alonger war
Had quaked Olympus and cold-fearing men.
Then did theamplemarge
And circuit of thy targe
Sullenly redden all thevaward fight,
Above the blusterous clash
Wheeled thy swung falchion's flash,
And hewed their forcesinto splintered flight.

Y et ere Olympusthou wast, and a god!
Though we deny thy nod,

We cannot spoil thee of thy divinity.
What know we elder than thee?
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MISCELLANEOUS ODES

When thou didst, bursting from the great void's husk,
Leap like alion on the throat o' the dusk;
When the angels rose-chapleted
Sang each to other,
The vaulted blaze overhead
Of their vast pinions spread,
Hailing thee brother;

How chaos rolled back from the wonder,

And the First Morn knelt down to thy visage of thunder!
Thou didst draw to thy side
ThyyoungAuroral bride,

And lift her veil of night and mystery;
Tellus with baby hands
Shook off her swaddling-bands,
And from the unswathed vapours laughed to thee.

Thoutwi-form deity, nurse at once and sire!
Thou genitor that all things nourishest!
The earth was suckled at thy shining breast,
Andinherveinsisquick thy milkyfire.
Who scarfed her with the morning? and who set
Upon her brow the day-fall's carcanet?
Who queened her front with the enrondured moon?
Who dug night's jewels from their vaulty mine
To dower her, past an eastern wizard's dreams,
When, hovering on him through his haschish-swoon,
All therained gems of theold Tartarian line
Shiver inlustrousthrobbings of tinged flame?
Whereof a moiety in the Paolis' seams
Statelily builded their Venetian name.
Thou hast enwoofed her
An empress of the air,
And all her births are propertied by thee:
Her teeming centuries
Drew being from thine eyes:
Thoufatt'st the marrow of all quality.
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ODE TO THE SETTING SUN

Who lit the furnace of the mammoth's heart?
Who shagged him like Pilatus' ribbed flanks?
Who raised the columned ranks
Of that old pre-diluvian forestry,
Whichlikeacontinent torn oppressed the seq,
When the ancient heavens did in rains depart,
While the high-danced whirls
Of thetossed scud made hissthy drenched curls?
Thou rear'dst the enormous brood;
Who hast with life imbued
Thelion maned in tawny majesty,
Thetiger velvet-barred,
The stealthy-stepping pard,
Andthelithe panther's flexuous symmetry.

How camethe entombed treealight-bearer,
Though sunk in lightlesslair?
Friend of theforgersof earth,
Mate of the earthquake and thunders vol canic,
Clasped inthearms of the forces Titanic
Whichrock like a cradle the girth
Of the ether-hung world;
Swart son of the swarthy mine,
When flame on the breath of hisnostrilsfeeds
How is his countenance half-divine,
L iketheeinthy sanguine weeds?
Thou gavest him hislight,
Though sepulturedin night
Benesath the dead bones of a perished world;
Over hisprostrateform
Though cold, and heat, and storm,
Themountainouswrack of acreation hurled.

Who madethe splendid rose
Saturate with purple glows;
Cupped to the marge with beauty; a perfume-press

209



MISCELLANEOUS ODES

Whencethewind vintages

Gushes of warmed fragrance richer far
Than all the flavorous ooze of Cyprus' vas?

L o, inyon gaewhichwavesher green cymar,

Withdusky cheeksburntred
She sways her heavy head,

Drunk withthemust of her own odorousness;
Whileinamoted troublethevexed gnats

Maze, and vibrate, and teese the noontide hush.
Who girt dissolved lightningsin the grape?

Summered the opal with an Irised flush?

Isit not thou that dost thetulip drape,
And huest thedaffodilly,
Yet who hast snowed the lily,

And her frail sister, whom the waters name,
Dost vestal-vesture' mid the blaze of June,
Cold asthe new-sprung girlhood of themoon

Ere Autumn'skisssultry her cheek with flame?

Thou sway'st thy sceptred beam
O'er all delight and dream,
Beauty isbeautiful but inthy glance:
Andlikeajocund maid
I n garland-flowers arrayed,
Before thy ark Earth keeps her sacred dance.

Andnow, O shaken from thine antiquethrone,
And sunken fromthy cazule empery,
Now that the red glare of thy fall isblown
In smoke and flame about the windy sky,
Where arethe wailing voicesthat should meet
Fromhill, stream, grove, and al of mortal shape
Who tread thy gifts, invineyards as stray feet
Pulp the globed weight of juiced Iberia's grape?
Whereisthethrene o' the s
Andwhy not dirges thee
Thewind, that singsto himself ashe makes stride
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ODE TO THE SETTING SUN

Lonely and terribleon the Andean height?
WhereistheNaiad 'mid her sworded sedge?
TheNymph wan-glimmering by her wan fount's verge?
TheDryad at timid gaze by thewood-sde?
TheOread jutting light
On oneup-strained solefrom therock-ledge?
TheNereid tip-toeon thescud o' thesurge,
With whistling tresses dank athwart her face,
And all her figure poised in lithe Circean grace?
Why witherstheir lament?
Their tressestear-besprent,
Havethey sghed hencewith trailing garment-hem?
0 swedt, O sad, O fair,
1 catch your flying hair,
Draw your eyesdown tome, and dream on them!

A space, and they fleet from me. M ust yefade—
O old, essential candours, ye who made

Theearth alivingand aradiant thing—

And leave her corpsein our strained, cheated arms?
L o ever thus, when Songwith chorded charms

Drawsfrom full death his lost Eurydice,

Lo ever thus, even at consummating,

Even in the swooning minutethat claimsher his,

Even as hetrembles to theimpassoned kiss

Of reincar nate Beauty, hiscontrol

Clagpsthecold body, and forgoesthe soul!

Whatso lookslovelily

Isbut therainbow on life'sweepingrain.
W hy havewelongingsof immortal pain,
And all welong for mortal? Woeisme,
And all our chantsbut chaplet some decay.
Asminethisvanishing—nay, vanished Day.
Thelow sky-lineduskstoaleaden hue,

Norift disurbstheheavy shadeand chill,
Saveone, wherethecharred firmament letsthrough
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MISCELLANEOUS ODES

Thescorching dazzle of Heaven; 'gainst whichthehill,

Out-flattened sombrely,
Stands black as life against eternity.

Against eternity?
A rifting light in me

Burnsthrough the leaden broodings of the mind:
O blessed Sun, thy state
Uprisen or derogate

Daftsmenomorewith doubt; | seek and find.

[fwith exultant tread
Thou foot the Eastern seg,
Or like a golden bee
Sting the West to angry red,
Thou dostimage, thou dost follow
That King-Maker of Creation,
Who, ere Hellas hailed Apollo,
Gave thee, angel-god, thy station;
Thou art of Hi m atype memorial.
LikeHimthouhang'stindreadful pomp of blood
Uponthy Westernrood,;
AndHisstainedbrowdidvail likethinetonight,
Y et lift once more Itslight,
And, risen, again departed from our ball,
But when It set on earth arose in Heaven.
Thus hath He unto death His beauty given:
And so of all which form inheriteth
Thefall doth passtheriseinworth;
For birth hathinitself thegerm of death,
Butdeath hathinitself thegermof birth.
Itisthefalling acorn buds the tree,
Thefallingrain that bears the greenery,
Thefern-plants moulder when the ferns arise.
For thereisnothing lives but something dies,
Andthereisnothing diesbut somethinglives.
Till skies be fugitives,
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ODE TO THE SETTING SUN

Till Time, the hidden root of change, updries,
AreBirthand Death inseparable on earth;
For they aretwain yet one, and Death isBirth.

AFTER-STRAIN

ow withwan ray that other sun of Song

Sas in the Weakening waters of my soul:

One step, and 10! the Cross sands gaunt and long
'"Twixt meandyet bright skies, apresaged dole.

Even so, O Crossl thineisthevictory.
Thy roots are fast within our fairest fields;
Brightness may emanate in Heaven from thee,
Here thy dread symbol only shadow yields.

Of reaped joysthou art the heavy sheaf
Which must belifted, though the reaper groan;
Y ea, wemay cry till Heaven's great ear be dedf,
But we must bear thee, and must bear alone.

Vain were a Simon; of the Antipodes
Our night not borrows the superfluous day.
Y et woeto him that from hisburden flees,
Crushedinthefall of what he cast away.

Therefore, O tender Lady, QueenMary,
Thou gendeness that dost enmoss and drape
The Crosss rigorous austerity,
Wi pe thou the blood from wounds that needs must gape.

'L o, though sunsriseand set, but crosses stay,
| leave thee ever,' saith she, 'light of cheer.'

"Tis s0: yon sky still thinks upon the Day,
And showers aerial blossoms on hisbier.
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Y on cloud with wrinkled fireisedged sharp;
And once morewelling through theair, ah me!

How the sweet viol plains him to the harp,
Whose panged sobbings throng tumultuously.

Oh, this Medusa-pleasure with her gings
This essence of all suffering, which is joy!
| am not thankless for the spell it brings,
Though tears must betold down for the charmed

No; while soul, sky, and music bleed together,
L et megivethankseven for thosegriefsin me,
The redess windward stirrings of whose feather
Provethem thebrood of immortality.

My soul is quitted of death-neighbouring swoon,
Who shall not dakeher immitigable scars
Until shehear 'My sger!" from the moon,
And take the kindred kisses of the gars.

214



AN ANTHEM OF EARTH

PROEMION

MMEASURABLE Earth!
Through theloud vast and populacy of Heaven,
Tempested with gold schods of ponderous orbs,
That deav'st with deep-revolving harmonies
Passage per petual, and behind theedraw'st
A furrow swest, a cometary wake
Of trailing musc! What lar ge effluence,
Not solethe cloudy sghing of thy seas
Nor thy blue-coifing air, encasss thee
From prying of the gtars, and the broad shafts
Of thrusting sunlight tempers? For, dropped near
From my removed tour in the serene
Of utmogt contemplation, | scent lives.
Thisisthe efflux of thy rocks and fields,
And wind-cuffed forestage, and the souls of men,
And auraof all treadersover thee;
A sentient exhalation, wherein dose
Theodorouslivesof many-throated flowers,
And each thing's mettle effused; that so thou wear's,
Evenlikeabreather on afrosy morn,
Thy proper suspiration. For | know,
Albeit, with custom-dulled perceivingness,
Nestled againg thy breast, my ssmsenot take
The breathings of thy nostrils, therésno tree,
No grain of dust, nor no cold-seeming stone,
But wearsafume of its circumfluous sdif.
Thineown lifeand thelivesof all that live,
Theissue of thy loins,
I sthisthy gaberdine,

Wherein thou walkest through thy large demesne
And sphery pleasances—
Amazingtheunstated eyesof Heaven,
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Andusthat still aprecious seeing have
Behind this dim and mortal jelly.
Ah!
If notinall too late and frozen aday
| comein rearward of the throats of song,
Unto the deaf sense of the aged year
Singing with doom upon me; yet give heed!
Onepoet withsick pinion, that still feds
Breath through the Orient gateways closing fast,
Fast closing t'ward the undelighted night!

ANTHEM

Mother, we put thesefleshly lendings on
Thouyield'st tothy poor children; took thy gift
Of life, which must, in all the after days,
Be craved again with tears—
Withfresh and still-petitionary tears.
Being once bound thine almsmen for that gift,
We are bound to beggary, nor our own can call
Thejournal dole of customary life,
But after suit obsequious for't to thee.
Indeed thisflesh, O Mother,
A beggar's gown, aclient's badging,
Wefind, whichfromthy handswe simply took,
Naught dreaming of the after penury,
I N nescientness.

I N nescientness, in nescientness,

Inalittlejoy, in alittle joy,

Wewear awhilethy soreinsignia,

Nor know thy heel o' theneck. O Mother! Mother!
Then what use knew | of thy solemn robes,
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But asachild to play with them? | badethee
Leavethy great husbandries, thy grave designs,
T hy tedious state which irked my ignorant years,
T hy winter-watches, suckling of thegrain,
Severepremeditationtaciturn

Upon thebrooded Summer, thy chill cares,
And all thy ministries majestical,

Tosport with me, thy darling. Thought | not
Thou sett'st thy seasons forth processional
To pamper mewith pageant,—thou thyself
My fellow-gamester, appanage of mine arms?
Then what wild Dionysia |, young Bacchanal,
Danced in thy lap! Ah for thy gravity!

Then, O Earth, thou rang'st beneath me,
Rocked to Eastward, rocked to Westward,
Even with the shifted

Poise and footing of my thought!

| brakethrough thy doors of sunset,

Ran before the hooves of sunrise,

Shook thy matron tresses down in fancies
Wild and wilful

As apoet's hand could twinethem;

Caught in my fantasy's crystal chalice
TheBow, asits cataract of colours

Plashed to thee downward;

Then when thy circuit swungto nightward,
Night theabhorred, night was a new dawning,
Celestial dawning

Over the ultimate marges of the soul;

Dusk grew turbulent with fire beforeme,
Andlikeawindy arraswaved with dreams.
Sleep | took not for my bedfellow,

Who could waken

Toarevel, an inexhaustible

Wassail of orgiac imageries;

Thenwhile | worethy soreinsignia
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Inalittlejoy, O Earth, in alittlejoy;

Loving thy beauty in all creaturesborn of thee,
Children, and the sweet-essenced body of woman;
Feeling not yet upon my neck thy foot,

But breathing war m of these asinfantsbreathe
New from their mother's morning bosom. Sol,
Risen from thee, restless winnower of the heaven,
M ost Hermes-like, did keep

My vital and resilient path, and felt

T heplay of wingsabout my fledged heel—

Sure on the verges of precipitous dream,

Swift in its springing

From jut tojut of inaccessible fancies,
Inalittlejoy.

Inalittlethought, in alittlethought,

Wesgtand and eyetheein agravedismay,

With sad and doubtful questioning, when first
Thou speak's to usasmen: like sonswho hear
Newly their mother's history, unthought
Before, and say—'Sheis not as we dreamed:

Ah me! wearebeguiled!" What art thou, then,
That art not our conceiving? Art thou not

Too old for thy young children? Or perchance,
Keep'st thou ayouth perpetual-burnishable
Beyond thy sons decrepit? It islong

Since Timewasfirst afledgeling;

Y et thou may'st be but asa pendant bulla
Againg his stripling bosom swung. Alack

For that we seem indeed

To have dipped theworld's great leaping-time, and come
Upon thy pinched and dozing days. these weeds,
These corporal leavings, thou not cag's us new,
Fresh from thy craftship, likethelilies coats,
But foist'st us off

W ith hasty tarnished piecings negligent,
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Snippets and waste

From old ancestral wearings,

That have seen sorrier usage; remainder-flesh
After our father's surfeits; nay with chinks,
Someof us, that, if peech may havefreeleave,
Our souls go out at elbows. We are sad

With morethan our sires’ heaviness, and with
Morethan their weskness weak; we shall not be
Mighty with all their mightiness, nor shall not
Rejoicewithall theirjoy. Ay, Mother! Mother!
What isthisMan, thy darling kissed and cuffed,
Thou lustingly engender'st,

To sweet, and make his brag, and rot,

Crowned with all honour and all shamefulness?
From nightly towers

He dogs the secret footsteps of the heavens,
Siftsin his hands the stars, weighs them as gold-dust,
Andyet is he successive unto nothing

But patrimony of alittle mold,

Andentail of four planks. Thou hast made hismouth
Avid of al dominion and all mightiness,

All sorrow, all delight, all topless grandeurs,
All beauty, and all starry mgjesties,
Anddimtranstellar things,—eventhat it may,
Filled in the ending with a puff of dust,
Confess—'Itis enough.' Theworld left empty
What that poor mouthful crams. His heart isbuilded
For pride, for potency, infinity,

All heights, all deeps, and all immensities,
Arrased with purplelikethe house of kings—
Tostall the grey-rat, and the carrion-worm
Statelily lodge. Mother of mysteries!

Sayer of dark sayings in a thousand tongues,
Who bringest forth no saying yet so dark
Asweourselves, thy darkest! Wetheyoung,
Inalittle thought, in alittle thought,
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At last confront thee, and oursdves in thee,

And wake disgarmented of glory: asone

On amount standing, and againg him stands,

On the mount adverse, crowned with westering rays,
Thegolden sun, and they two brotherly

Gazeexch on esch;

Hefaring down

Tothe dull vae, his Godhead pedsfrom him

Till he can scarcdy spurn the pebble—

For nothingness of new-found mortality—

That mutinies againg his galled foot.

Littly he setshimto the daily way,

Withall around the vdleys growing grave,

And known things chenged and strange; but he holds on,
Though all theland of light be widowed,

In alittle thought.

Inalittle strength, in alittle strength,

We dffront thy unveiled face intolerable,
Whichyet wedo sugtain.

Though | the Orient never more shall fed

Bresk likeaclash of cymbals, and my heart

Clang through my sheken body likeagong;

Nor ever more with spurted feet shall tread

F the wingpressess of song; naught's truly lost
That moulds to sprout forth gain: now | have on me
The high Phedean priesthood, and that craves
An unrash utterance; not with flaunted hem

May the Muse enter in behind the veil,

Nor, though we hold the sacred dances good,
Shall the holy Virgins meenadize; ruled lips

Befit a votaress Muse.

Thence with no mutable, nor no gelid love, .

| keep, O Earth, thy worship,

Thoughlife dow, and the sobering Genius change
To alamp his gusty torch. What though no more
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Athwart itsrosed glow

Thy facelook forth triumphal ? Thou put'st on
Strange sanctities of pathos; like this knoll
Made derelict of day,

Couchant and shadowed

Under dim Vesper's overloosened hair:

This, where embossed with the half-blown seed
Thesolemn purplethistlegandsin grass
Grey as an exhalation, when the bank

Holds mist for water in the nights of Fall.

Not to the boy, although his eyes be pure

As the prime snowdrop is

Ere the rash Phoebus bresk her cloister

Of sanctimonious snow;

Or Winter fasting sole on Himalay

Sincethose dove-nuncioed days

When Asiarose from bathing;

Not to such eyes,

Uneuphrasied with tears, the hierarchical
Vision lies unoccult, rank under rank
Through all creste down-wheeling, from the Throne
Even to the bases of the pregnant ooze.

Thisis the enchantment, this the exaltation,
The all-compensating wonder,

Givingto common thingswild kindred

With the gold-tesserate floors of Jove;
Linking such heights and such humilities
Hand in hand in ordinal dances,

That | do think my tread,

Stirring the blossoms in the meadow-grass,
Flickerstheunwithering stars.

Thisto the shunless fardel of the world
Nerves my uncurbed back: that | endure,
The monstrous Temple's moveess caryatid,
With wide eyes cam upon the whole of things,
Inalittlestrength.
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Inalittlesight, inalittle sight,
Welearnfromwhat intheeiscredible
Theincredible, with bloody clutch and fegt
Clinging the painful juts of jagged faith.
Science, old noser inits prideful straw,

That with anatomizing scape tents
Itsthree-inch of thy skin, and brags'All's baré—
The eydessworm, that, boring, worksthe sail,
Making it capadle for the crops of God;
Against its own dull will

Ministers poppies to our troublous thought,

A Bdaam come to prophecy,—parables,

Nor of its parableitself isware,

Grosdy unwotting; al things hes expounded,
Reflux and influx, counts the sepulchre

The seminary of being, and extinction

The Ceres of exigence: it discovers

Lifein putridity, vigour in decay;

Dissolution even, and disintegration,
Whichin our dull thoughts symbolize disorder,
Finds in God's thoughts irrefragable order,
And admirable the manner of our corruption
Asof our hedlth. It grafts upon the cypress
Thetree of Life—Death dieson hisown dart
Promising to our ashes perpetuity,

And to our perishable dements

Their proper imperishability; extracting
Medicaments from out mortality

Againg too mortal cogitation; till

Even of the caput mortuumwe do thus
Makeamemento vivere. To such uss

| put the blinding knowledge of the fool,

Who in no order seeth ordinance;

Nor thrust my armin nature shoulder-high,
And cry—There's naught beyond!" How should | so
That cannot with these ams of mine engirdle
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Allwhich | am; that am aforeigner

I'n mine own region? Who the chart shall draw
Of the strange courts and vaulty labyrinths,
The spacious tenements and wide pleasances,
Innumerable corridors far-withdrawn,
Wherein | wander darkling, of myself ?
Darkling | wander, nor | dare explore

The long arcane of those dim catacombs,
Where the rat memory does its burrows make,
Close-sedl them as | may, and my stolen tread
Starts populace, agens lucifuga;

That too strait ssems my mind my mind to hold,
And | myself incontinent of me.

Thengo |, my foul-venting ignorance

With scabby sapience plastered, aye forsooth!
Clap my wisefoot-ruleto thewalls o' theworld,
A ndvow—A goodly house, but something ancient,
And| can find no Master} Rather, nay,

By baffled seeing, something | divine

Which baffles, and a seeing st beyond,;

And so with strenuous gazes sounding down,
Liketo the day-long porer on a stream,

Whose last look is his deepest, | beside

This dow perpetual Time stand patiently,
Inalittlesight.

Inalittledust, inalittledust,

Earth, thou reclaim'st us, who do all our lives

Find of thee but Egyptian villeinage.

Thou dost this body, this enhavocked realm,
Subject to ancient and ancestral shadows,
Descended passions sway it; it is distraught

With ghostly usurpation, dinned and fretted

With the still-tyrannous dead; a haunted tenement,
Peopled from barrows and outworn ossuaries.
Thou giv'st us life not half so willingly
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Asthou undogt thy giving; thou that teem'st
Thegtealthy terror of the snuous pard,

Thelion maned with curled puissance,

Theserpent, and all fair strong beagts of ravin,
Thyself mog fair and potent beagt of ravin;

And thy great eatersthou, the greatest, eat's.

Thou hast devoured mammoth and mastodon,

And many afloating bank of fangs,

The scaly scourges of thy primal brine,

And the tower-crested plesosaure.

Thou fill'st thy mouth with nations, gorgest dow

On purple aans of kings, man'shulking towers
Arecarcaefor thee, and tomodern sun

Disglutt'st their splintered bones.

Rabbleof Pharoahsand Arsacidse

Keep their cold house within thee; thou hast sucked down
How many Ninevehs and Hecatompyloi,

And perished citieswhose great phantasmata
O'erbrow the slent citizens of Dis.—

Hast not thy fill?

Tarry awhile, lean Earth, for thou shalt drink,
Eventill thy dull throat sicken,

Thedraught thou grow'st mogt fat on; hear'st thou not
Theworld's knives bickering in their sheaths? O patiencel
M uch offal of a foul world comesthy way,

And man's superfluous cloud shall soon belaid
Inalittleblood.

Inalittlepeace, in alittle peace,

Thou dog rebatethy rigid purposes

Of imposed being, and relenting, mend'st

Too much, with naught. The westering Phoebus horse
Pawsi' thelucent dust as when he shocked

TheEagt withrising; O howmay | trace

I n this decline that morning when we did

Sport 'twixt the daws of newly-whelped existence,
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Which had not yet learned rending? we did then
Divinely stand, not knowing yet againgt us
Sentence had passed of life, nor commutation
Petitioning into death. What's he that of

The Free State argues? Tellus, bid him stoop,
Evenwherethelow hicjacet ansvershim;
Thuslow, O Man! there's freedom's seignory,
Tellus' most reverend sole free commonweal,
Andmodel deeply-policied: there none

Stands on precedence, nor ambitiously

Woos theimpartial worm, whose favours kiss
Withliberal largesse all; there eechiis free
Tobeeenwhat hemust, which heredid strive
So muchto behecould not; thereall do

Their uses just, with noflown questioning.

To betook by the hand of equal earth

They doff her livery, dlip to the worm,

Which lacqueysthem, their suits of maintenance,
And, that soiled workaday apparel cadt,

Put on condition: Death's ungentle buffet

Alone makes ceremonia manumission;

So arethe heavenly statutes set, and those
Uranian tables of theprimal Law.

Inalittle peace inalittle peace,

Likefierce besgtsthat acommon thirst makes brothers,
We draw together to one hid dark |ake;

Inalittle peece inalittle peace,

Wedrain with all our burthens of dishonour

Into the cleansing sands o' the thirsty grave.
Thefiery pomps, brave exhalations,

Andall theglistering shows o' the seeming world,
Whichthesight achesat, weunwinking sse
Through the smoked glass of Death;Death,wherewith'sfined
The muddy wine of life; that earth doth purge
Of her plethora of man; Death, that doth flush
The cumbered gutters of humanity;
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Nothing, of nothing king, with front uncrowned,
Whose hand holds crownets; playmate swart o' the strong;
Tenebrous moon that flux and refluence draws

Of the high-tided man; skull-housed asp

That stings the heel of kings; true Fount of Y outh,
Where he that dipsis deathless; being's drone-pipe;
Whose nostril turnsto blight the shrivelled stars,
Andthicksthe lusty breathing of the sun;
Pontifical Death, that doth the crevasse bridge
Tothesespandtrifid God; onemortal birth

That broker isof immortality.

Under this dreadful brother uterine,

This kinsman feared, Tellus, behold me come,
Thy son stern-nursed; who mortal-motherlike,
Toturn thy weanlings mouth averse, embitter'st
Thineovsr-childed breast. Now, mortal-sonlike,

| thou hast suckled, Mother, | at last

Shall sustenant be to thee. Here | untrammel,
Here | pluck loose the body's cerementing,

And break thetomb of life; here | shake off
Thebur o' the world, man's congregation shun,
And to the antique order of the dead

| take the tongueless vows: my cell is sat
Hereinthy bosom; my littletroubleisended

In alittlepeace.
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What have | lost for thee!

Whose lips too sensitively well
Have shaped thy shrivelling oracle.
Somuchas| havelost, Oworld, thou hast,
Andfor thy plenty | am waste;
Ah, count, Oworld, my cogt,
Ah, count, Oworld, thy gain,
For thou hast nothing gained but | havelost!
Andah, my lossis such,
If thou have gained asmuch
Thou hast even harvest of Egyptian years,
Andthat great overflow which givestheegrain—
Thebitter Nilusof my risen tears!

I MPLACABLE sweet daemon, Poetry,

| witness call the austere goddess, Pain,
Whose mirroredimagetrembleswhereit lies
Inmy confronting eyes,

If | have learned her sad and solemn scroll:—
Have | neglected her high sacrifice,

Spared my heart's children to the sacred knife,
Or turned her customed footing from my soul?
Y ea, thou pale Ashtaroth who rul'st my life,
Of all my offspring thou hast had thewhole.
One after one they passad at thy desire

To sacrificia sword, or sacrificial fire;

All, dl,—save one, the sole.

Onehavel hid apart,

Thelatest-born and sweetest of my heart,
From thy requiring eyes.

O hope, most futile of futilities!

Thineiron summons comes again,
OinevadiblePain!

Not faithlessto my pact, | yield:—'tishere,
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That solitary and fair,

That most swest, last, and dear;

Swerv'st thou? behold, | swerve not:—strike, nor sparel
Not my will shudders, but my flesh,

In awful secrecy to hear

Thewind of thy great treading sweep afresh

Athwart my face, and agitate my hair.

Theultimate unnerving dearness take,
Theextremerite of abnegation make,

And sumin oneall renderings that were.

The agony is done,

Her footstep passes on;—

Theunchilded chambers of my heart rest bare.
Thelove, but not the loved, remains;

As where aflower has pressed a leaf
Thepageyet keegpsthetraceand stains.

For thy delight, world, one moregrief,

My world, onelossmorefor thy gaing

Y et, yet, yefew, to whom is given
Thisweak singing, | have learned
1l thestarryroll of heaven,
Werethisall that | discerned

Or of Poetry or of Pain.

Song! turn on thy hinge again!
Thine alternate panel showed,
Givethe Ode a Palinode!

Pain, not thou an Ashtaroth,
Glutted with abloody rite,

But theicy bath that doth

String the dack sinews loosened with delight.
O great Key-bearer and K eeper
Of thetreasuriesof God!
Wisdom's gifts are buried deeper
Than thearm of man can go,
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Save thou show

First the way, and turn the sod.

The poet's crown, with misty wesakness tarnished,
Inthy goldenfireisburnished

To round with moreillustrious gleam his forehead.
Andwhen with sacrifice of costliest cost

On my heart's altar is the Eterne adored,

The fire from heaven consumes the holocaust.
Nay, to vicegerence o'er the wide-confined

And mutinous principate of man's restless mind
With thine anointing oils the singer is designed:
To that most desolate station

Thineis his desp and dolorous consecration.

Oh, where thy chrism shall dry upon my brow,
By what authentic sign | know

The sway is parted from this tenuous hand:

And all the wonted dreams that ranked stand,
The high mgjegtic dtate,

And cloud-consorting towers of visionary land,
To some young usurpation needs must go;

And | am all unsceptred of command.
Disdiademed | wait

To spesk with sieging Death, mine enemy, in the gate.

Preceptress in the wars of God!

Histyros draw theunmortal sword,
Andtheir celestia virtue exercise,

Beneath thy rigorous eyes.

Thou severe bride, with the glad suit adored
Of many alover whose loveisunto blood,;
Every jewel intheir crown

Thy lapidary hand does own;

Nor that warm jacinth of the heart can put
Its lustres forth, till it be cut.

Thou settest thine abode

A portressin the gateways of all love,
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And tak'st thetoll of joys; nomaid iswed,
But thou dost draw the curtains of her bed.
Y ea, on the brow of mother and of wife
Descends thy confirmation from above,

A Pentecostal flame; love's holy bread,
Consecrated,

Not sacramental is, but through thy leaven.

Thou pacest either frontier where our life
Marcheswith God's; both birth and death aregiven
Into thy lordship; those debated lands

Are subject to thy hands:

Theborder-warden, thou, of Heaven—

Y ea, that same awful angel with theglaive
Which in disparadising or bit swept

Lintel and pilaster and architrave

Of Eden-gates, and forth beforeit drave
Theprimal pair, then first whose startled eyes,
With pristinedrops o' thenolessstartled skies
Their own commingling, wept;—

With strangeaffright

Sin knew the bitter first baptismal rite.

Save through thy ministry man is not fed;

Thou uninvoked presid'st, and unconfest,
Themistressof hisfeast:

From theearth wegain our bread, and—Ilikethebread
Dropt and regathered

By achild crost and thwart,

Whom need makes eat, though sorely weep hefor't—
It tastesof dust and tears.

Iron Ceresof an earth where, sincethe Curse,
M an has had power perverse

Beside God'sgood to st his evil seed!

Those shining acres of the musket-spears—
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Where flame and wither with swift intercease
Flowers of red degp that not the corn-field bears—
Do yield thee minatory harvest, when
Untothefallow time of sensud esse
Implacably succeed

Thebristling issues of the sensud deed;

And liketo meteorsfrom arotting fen
Thefiery pennons flit o'er the stagnation

Of the world's duggish and putrescent life,
Misleading to engulfing desolation

And blind, retributive, unguessing strife,
The fatal footsteps of pursuing men.

Thy pall in purple sovereignty wes dipt
Benesth the tree of Golgotha;

And from the Hand, wherein the reed was dipt,
Thy bare and antique sceptre thou dost draw.
That God-sprung Lover to thy front alows,
Fairest, the bloody honour of His brows,

The greet reversion of that diadem

Which did His drenched locks hem.

For the predestinated Man of Grief,

O regnant Pain, to thee

His subject sway elected to enfeoff;

And from thy sad conferring to endure

The sanguine gate of Hisinvestiture;

Yea, a thy hand, most sombre suzerain,
That dreadful crown He held in fealty;

O Queen of Calvary,

Holy and terrible, ancinted Pain!

231



A CAPTAI N OF SONG
( ON A PORTRAI T OF COVENTRY PATMORE
BYJ. S SARGENT, RA)

Y e have adored, thanked, loved him,—no, not him!

L But that of him which proud portentous woe
Toitsowngrim
Presentment was not potent to subdue,
Nor all thereek of Erebustodim.
This, and not him, ye knew.
L ook on him now. L ove, worship if ye can,
Thevery man.
Yemay not. He hastrod the ways afar,
Thefatal waysof parting and farewell,
Whereall the paths of pained greatness are;
Whereround and alwaysround
Theabhorred words resound,
The words accursed of comfortable men,—
'For ever'; and infinite gloomsintolerable
W ith spacious replication give again,
And hollow jar,
Thewordsabhorred of comfortable men.
Y ou the stern pities of the gods debar
Todrink wherehehas drunk—
T hemoonlessmereof sighs,
And pace the places infamousto tell,
Where God wipes not the tears from any eyes,
Wher e-thr ough thewaysof dreadful greatnessare.
He knows the perilous rout
That all those ways about
Sink into doom, and sinking, still are sunk.
And if hissole and solemn ter m ther eout
He has attained, to love ye shall not dare
Onewho has journeyed there;
Y eshall mark well

|-OOK on him. Thisishewhoseworksyeknow;

232



A CAPTAIN OF SONG

Themighty crueltieswhich arm and mar
That countenance of control,

With minatory warnings of a soul

That hath to its own selfhood been most fell,
Andisnot wesk to spare;

Andlo, that hair

Isblanched with thetravel-heats of hell.

Ifany be

That shall withritesof reverent piety
Approach thisstrong

Sad soul of sovereign Song,

Nor fail and falter with the intimidate throng;
If such there be,

These, these are only they

Have trod the sdf-same way;
Thenever-twicerevolving portals heard
Behind them clang infernal, and that word
Abhorred sighed of kind mortality,

As he-

Ali,evenashel
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That worse than other women she can deceive,

L For she being goddess, | have given her more
Than mortal ladies from their lovesreceive;
And firgt of her embrace
She was not coy, and gracious were her ways,
That | forgot all virginsto adore;
Nor did | greatly grieve
To bear through arid days
Thepretty foil of her divineddays,
And oneby oneto cast
Life, love, and health,
Content, and wealth,
Before her, thinking ever on her praise,
Until at lagt
Naught had | left she would be gracious for.
Now of her cozening | complain me sore,
Seeing her usess
That still, more congtantly sheis pursued,
And straitlier wooed,
Her only-adored favour more refuses,
And leavesmetoimplore
Remember ed boon in bitter nessof blood.

I-o, I, Songsmos true lover, plain me sore

From mortal woman thou may'st know full well,
O post, that dogt deem thefair and tall
Uraniaof her waysnot mutable,

What things shall thee befall

When thou art toiled in her sweet, wild spell.

Do they grow for thy feet

A littletender favour and deceit

Over the sudden mouth of hidden hell?—
Asmoreintolerable

Her pit, asher first kissisheavenlier-sweset.
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Arethey, the more thou sigh,

Still the more watchful-cruel to deny?—
Know this, that in her service thou shdlt learn
How harder than the heart of woman is
Theimmortal cruelty

Of the high goddessss

Trueis his witness who doth witness this,
Whose gaze too early fell—

Nor thence shall turn,

Nor in thosefires shall cesse to weep and burn—
Upon her ruinous eyes and includible.



TO THE ENGLISH MARTYRS

AIN, rainon Tyburntree,
R Red rain a-faling;

RDew, dew on Tyburn tree,
Red dew on Tyburn tree,
And the swart bird a-caling.
The shedow lies on England now
Of the deathly-fruited bough:
Cold and black with malison
Lies between the land and sun;
Putting out the sun, the bough
Shades England now!

The troubled heavens do wan with care,

And burthened with the earth's despair
Shiver a-cold; the starved heaven

Has want, with wanting man bereaven.

Blest fruit of the unblest bough,

Aidtheland that smoteyou, now!

That feds the sentence and the curse

Yedied if so ye might reverse.

When God was stolen from out man's mouth,
Stolen was the bread; then hunger and drouth
Went to and fro: began the wail,

Struck root the poor-house and the jail.

Ere cut the dykes, let through that flood,
Yewrit the protest with your blood;

Against this night—wherein our breath
Withers, and the toiled heart perisheth,—
Entered the caveat of your death.

Christ, intheform of Histrue Bride,

Again hung pierced and crucified,

And groaned, 'l thirst!" Not still ye stood,—
Y e had your hearts, ye had your blood;
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And pouring out the esger cup,—
Thewineisweak, yet, Lord Christ, sup!'
Ah, blest! who bathed the parched Vine
With richer than His Canawine,

And heard, your most sharp supper past:
'Y ekept thebest wineto thelast!"

Ah, happy who
That sequestered secret knew,

How swegter than bee-haunted dells
Theblosmy blood of martyrssmelldl
Who did upon the scaffold's bed,

The ceremonia ged between you, wed
With God's grave proxy, high and reverend Death;
Or felt about your neck, sweetly,

(While the dull horde

Saw but the unrelenting cord)

The Bridegroom's arm, and that long kiss
That kissed avay your breath, and claimed you His.
You did, with thrift of holy gain,
Unvenoming the sting of pain,

Hiveits sharp heather-honey. Ye

Had sentience of the mystery

To make Abaddon's hooked wings

Buoy you up to starry things;

Pain of heart, and pain of snsg,

Pain the scourge, ye taught to cleense;
Pain the loss became possessing;

Pain the curse was pain the blessing.
Chains, rack, hunger, solitude—these,
Which did your soul from earth rdlease,
Left it freeto rush upon

And merge in its compulsive Sun.
Desolated, bruised, forsaken,

Nothing taking, all things taken,
Lacerated and tormented,
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Thestifled soul, in haught contented,
On all hands straitened, cribbed, denied,
Can but fetch breath o' the Godward side.
Ohtome, give but to me

That flower of felicity,
Whichonyourtopmost spiritware

The difficult and snowy air

Of high refusal! and the heat

Of central love which fed with sweet
And holy fire i' the frozen sod

Roots that had ta'en hold on God.

Unwitheringyouthinyou renewed
Thoserosy waters of your blood,—
The true Pons Juventutis; ye

Pass with conquest that Red Sea,
And stretch out your victorioushand
Over the Fairand Holy Land.

O, by the Church's pondering art

L ate set and named upon the chart
Of her divineastronomy,
Thoughyour influencefromonhigh
L ongyeshed unnoted! Bright

New cluster inour Northern night,
Cleansefromits pain and undelight
Animpotent and tarnished hymn,
Whose marish exhalations dim
Splendours they would transfuse! Andthou
Kindlethewordswhich bl ot thee now,
Over whose sacred corse unhearsed
Europe veiled her face, and cursed
Theregal mantlegrained in gore

Of genius, freedom, faith, and M ore!

Ah, happy Fool of Christ, unawed
By familiar sanctities,
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Y ou served your Lord at holy essd
Dear Jester in the Courts of God—
Inwhose spirit, enchanting yet,
Wisdom and love, together met,
Laughed on each other for content!
That aninward merriment,
Aninviolate soul of pleasure,

To your motions taught a measure
Allyour days, whichtyrant king,
Nor bonds, nor any bitter thing
Could embitter or perturb;

No daughter's tears, nor, more acerb,
A daughter'sfrail declensionfrom
Thy serene example, come

Between thee and thy much content.
Nor could thelast sharp argument
Turntheefromthy sweetest folly;
Tothe keen accolade and holy
Thoudidst bend low asprightly knee,
Andjest Death out of gravity
Asatoo sad-visaged friend,;

S0, jocund, passing to theend

Of thy laughing martyrdom;
Andnow fromtravel art gone home
Where, since gain of theewas given,
Surely thereismore mirthin heaven!

Thus, in Fisher and in thee,

Arose the purple dynasty,

The anointed Kings of Tyburn tree;
Highinact and word each one:

He that spake—and to the sun
Pointed—'I shall shortly be
Aboveyonfellow." He too, he

No less high of speech and brave,
Whoseword was: "'Though | shall have
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Sharp dinner, yet | trust in Christ

To have a most sweet supper.' Priced
Much by men that utterance was

Of the doomed Leonidas,—

Not more exalt than these, which note
M en who thought as Shakespeare wrote.

But morelofty eloquence

Thaniswrit by poets pens
Livesinyour great deaths: O these
Have more fire than poesies!

And more ardent than all ode,

The pomps and raptures of your blood!
By that bloodyeholdinfee

Thisearth of England; Kingsareye:
Andye have armies—Want, and Cold,
And heavy Judgements manifold
Hung in the unhappy air, and Sins
That the sick gorge to heave begins,
Agonies, and Martyrdoms,

Love, Hope, Desire, and all that comes
From the unwatered soul of man
Gaping on God. These are the van

Of conquest, these obey you; these,
And all the strengths of weaknesses,
That brazen walls disbed. Y our hand,
Princes, put forth to the command,
Andlevy upontheguilty land

Y our saving wars; onit go down,
Black beneath God's and heaven's frown;
Y our prevalent approaches make
With unsustainable Grace, and take
Captive theland that captived you;

To Christ endave ye and subdue

Her so bragged freedom: for the crime
Shewrought onyouin antique time,
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TO THE ENGLISH MARTYRS

Parcd theland among you: reign,
Viceroystoyour swedt Suzerain!

Till sheshall know

Thislesson in her overthrow:
Hardest servitude has he
That'sjailed in arrogant liberty;

And freedom, gpadous and unflawed,
Whoiswalled about with God.
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ODE FOR THE DIAMOND JUBILEE
OF QUEEN VICTORIA, 1897

Uponthethreshold of thejubilant day
That wastofollow soon;
Thickened with inundating dark
'Gainst which the drowning lamps kept struggle; pole
And plank cast rigid shadows; 'twas a stark
Thing waiting for its soul.
The bones of the preluded pomp. | saw
Inthe cloud-sullied moon apalearray,
A lengthened apparition, slowly draw;
Andasit came,
Brakeall the streetin phantom flame
Of flag and flower and hanging, shadowy show
Of theto-morrow'sglories, asmight suit
A pageant of the dead; and spectral bruit
| heard, where stood the dead to watch the dead,
Thelong Victorianlinethat passed with printlesstread.

N IGHT; and the street a corpse beneath the moon,

Firstwent theholy poets, two ontwo,

And music, sown along the hardened ground,
Budded like frequence of glad daisies, where
Those sacred feet did fare;

Arcadian pipe, and psaltery, around,

And stringed viol, sound

To make for them melodious due.

Inthefirst twain of those great ranks of death
Went One, the impress recent on his hair
Whereit was dinted by the Laureate wreath:
Who sang those goddesses with splendours bare
On Ida hill, before the Trojan boy;

Andmany alovely lay,

Where Beauty did her beauties unarray

I'n conscious song. | saw young L ove his plumes deploy
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And shaketheir shivering lustres, till the night
Wassprinkled and bedropt with starry play
Of versicoloured light,

To e that Poet pass who sang him well;

And | could hear hisheart

Throb liketheafter-vibrance of abell.

A Strength beside this Beauty, Browning went,
With shrewd looksand intent,

And meditating still somegnarled theme.
Then came, somewhat apart,

In afastidious dream,

Arnold, with a half-discontented calm,
Binding up wounds, but pouringin no balm.
Thefervid breathing of Elizabeth

Brokeon Christina's gentle-taken breath.
Rossetti, whose heart stirred within his breast
Likelightningin acloud, a Spirit without rest,
Cameon disranked; Song's hand was in his hair,
Lest Art should havewithdrawn him from theband,
Savefor her strong command;

And in his eyes high Sadness madeitslair.
Last camea Shadow tall, with droopinglid,
Which yet not hid

The stedl-like flashing of his armed glance;
Alone he did advance,

And all thethrongs gaveroom

For onethat looked with such a captain's mien.
A scornful smilelay keen

On lipsthat, living, prophesied of doom;
Hisonehand held alightning-bolt, the other

A cup of milk and honey blent with fire;

It seemed asin that quire

Hehad not, nor desired not, any brother.

A space his alien eye surveyed the pride

Of meditated pomp, asonethat much
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Disdained thesight, methought; then, at atouch,
Heturned thehedl, and sought with shadowy stride
His gtation in the dim,

Wher e the sole-thoughted Dante waited him.

What throngsillustrious next, of Art and Prose,
Toolongtotell! But other musicrose

When camethe sabre's children: they wholed
Theiron-throated harmoniesof war,
Themarch resounding of thearmed line,

And measured movement of battalia:
Accompanied their tread

No harps, no pipes of soft Arcadia,
But—borne to me afar—

Thetramp of squadrons, and thebursting mine,
The shock of stedl, the volleying rifle-crack,
And echoes out of ancient battles dead.

So Cawnporeunto Almathundered back,

And Delhi's cannon roared to Gujerat:
Carnagethrough all thoseiron vents gave out
Her thousand-mouthed shout.
Asbalefireanswering balefireisunfurled,

From mountain-peaks, to tell the foes approaches,
So ran that battle-clangour round theworld,
From famousfield tofield

Sothat reverberated war wastossed;
And—inthedistancelost—

Acrossthe plains of France and hills of Spain

It swelled oncemoretobirth,

And brokeon meagain,

Thevoiceof England'sgloriesgirdlingin theearth.

It caught likefire the main,

Wher erending plankswereheard, and broadsidespealed,
That shook wereall the seas

Which feared, and thought on Nelson. For with them
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That struck theRuss, that brakethe M utineer,
And smote the stiff Sikh to his knee,—with these
Came they that kept our England's sea-swept hem,
And held afar from her theforeign fear.

After them came

They who pushed back the ocean of the Unknown,
And fenced some strand of knowledge for our own
Against the outgoing sa

Of ebbing mystery;

And on their banner 'Science® blazoned shone.
Therear werethey that wore the gatesman's fame,
From Melbourne, to

Thearcane face of themuch-wrinkled Jew.

L o, in this day we keep theyesterdays,

And those great dead of the Victorian line.

They passed, they passed, but cannot pass away,
For England feds them in her blood likewine.
Shewastheir mother, and sheis their daughter,
ThisLady of thewater,

And from their loins she draws the greatness which they were.
And still their wisdom sways,

Their power livesin her.

Their thewsit is, England, that lift thy sword,
They arethe splendour, England, in thy song,
They st unbidden at thy council-board,

Their fame doth compass all thy coags from wrong,
And in thy snews they are strong.

Their absenceis a presence and a guest
Inthisday'sfeadt;

Thisliving feast is also of the dead,

Andthis, O England, isthine All Soul's Day.
Andwhen thy citiesflakethenight with flames,
Thy proudest torchesyet shall be their names.

O royal England! happy child
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Of suchamorethanregd ling;

Beit said

Fair right of jubileeisthing;

And surdy thou art unbeguiled

If thou kesp with mirth and play,

With dance and jallity, and praise,

Such a To-day which sumssuch Yeserdays
Pour tothejoylessonesthy joy, thy ail

And wineto uch asfaint and tail.

And let thy valesmake hageto bemoregreen
Than any valesaressn

In less auspidious lands,

And let thy tressdap all their leafy hands
And let thy flower sbe gladder far of hue
Than flowersof ather regionsmay;

L et therose with her fragrance svestened through,
Flush asyoung maidensdo,

With their own inward blisfulness at play.
And let theky twinklean eagerer blue

Over our Englishide

Than any otherwhere

Till grangersshall behold, and own that sheisfair.
Play up, play up, yebirdsof minstre June,
Play up your red, play up your giddiest spring,
And troubleevery treewith lusty tune,
Whereto our heartsshall dance

For overmuch pleasance,

And children'srunning maketheearth to sing.
And ye soft winds, and yewhite-fingered beams
Aidyeher toinved,

Our queenly England, in all drcumgance

Of fair and feat adorning to bedrest;
Kirtledinjocund green,

Which does befit a Queen,

And likeour spiritscad forth lively gleams
And let her robebegoodly garlanded
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With store of floretswhite and floretsred.
With goreof floretswhiteand floretsgold,

A fair thing to behold;

Intrailed with the white blossom and the blue,
A seamly thing to view!

And thereunto,

St over al awoof of lawny air,

From her head wavering to her searshod fest,
Which shdl her lovely beauty well complete,
And grace her much to wear.

Lo, sheis dresed, and |0, she cometh forth,
Our daely Lady of the North;

L o, how she doth advance,

In her most sovereign eyeregard of puissance,
Andtiar'd with conquest her prevailing brow,
While nations to her bow.

Come hither, proud and ancient Eagt,

Gather ye to this Lady of the North,

And sit down with her at her solemn feegt,
Upon thisculminant day of all her days;

For ye have heard the thunder of her goings-forth,
And wonder of her largeimperial ways

L et Indiasend her turbans, and Japan

Her pictured veds from that remotest ide
Sedted in the antechambers of the Sun:

And let her Western sstersfor awhile

Remit long envy and disunion,

And take in peace

Her hand behind the buckler of her sees
'Gainst which their wrath hes splintered; come, for she
Her hand ungauntlets in mild amity.

Victorial Queen, whose nameisvictory,
Whose woman's nature sorteth best with peace,
Bid thou the cloud of war to ceee
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Which ever round thy wide-girt empery

Fumes, liketo smoke about a burning brand,
Telling the energieswhich keep within
Thelight unquenched, as England'slight shall be;
And let this day hear only peaceful din.

For, queenly woman, thou art morethan woman;
T hy namethe often-struck barbarian shuns
Thou art thefear of England to her foemen,
Theloveof England to her sons

Andthisthy gloriousday isEngland's; who

Can sparatethetwo?

Shejoysthy joysand wegpsthy tears,

And sheisonewith all thy moods;

Thy gory isthetale of England's years,

And big with all her ills, and all her gately goods.
Now untothee

The plenitude of the glories thou didst sow
Isgarnered up in prosperous memaory;

And, for the perfect evening of thy day,

An untumultuous bliss, serendy gay,

Sweetened with slence of the after-glow.

Nor doesthejoyousshout

Which all our lipsgive out

Jar onthat quietude; morethan may do

A radiant childish crew,

W ith well-accordant discord fretting the soft hour,
Whose hair isyellow by the sinking blaze

Over alow-mouthed sea. Exult, yet benot twirled,
England, by gugsof mere

Blind and insensate lightness, neither fear
Thevagness of thy shadow on theworld.

Ifin the Eagt

Still grains againg its leash the unglutted beagt

Of War; if yet the cannon'slip bewarm;

Thou, whom these portentswar n but not alarm,
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Feagtest, but with thy hand upon the sword,
Asfitsawarrior race

Not likethe Saxon fools of olden days

With the mead dripping from the hairy mouth,

While all the South
Filled with the shaven faces of the Nor man horde.
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A s, fore-announced by threat of flame and smoke,
A Out of the night's lair broke
A The sim among the startled stars, whose blood
Looses its slow bright flood
Beneath the radiant onset of the sun;
So crouches he anon,
W ith nostrils breathing threat of smoke and flame,
Back to thelairing night wher efrom he came.

Say, who is she,

W ith cloudy battle smoking round her feet,
That goes out through the exit-doors of death;
And at thealternatelimit of her path,
Wher e first her nascent footsteps troubled day,
Forgotten turmoil curlsitself away?

Whois shethat rose

Tumultuous, and in tumult goes?

Thisis she

That rose 'midst dust of a down-tumbled world,
And dieswith rumour ontheair

Of preparation

For a more ample devastation,

And death of ancient fairness no morefair.

First when she knew the day,

T heholy poetssungher on her way:

Thehigh, clear band that takes

I'ts name from heaven-acquainted mountain-lakes;
And he

That likea star st in Italian seg;

And hethat mangled by the jaws of our
FierceLondon, from all frets

Lies balmed in Roman violets;

And other names of power,
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Too recent but for worship and regret,
Onwhomthetearsliewet.

But not to these

She gave her heart; her heart she gave

To theblind worm that bores the mold,
Bloodless, pertinacious, cold,

Unwesting what itself upturns,

The s and prophet of the grave.

It reared its head from off the earth

(Which givesitlife and gaveit birth)

And placed uponitseydesshead acrown,
Thereon aname writ new,

'Science,’ erstwhile with ampler meanings known;
And al the peoples in their turns

Before the blind worm bowed them down.

Y et, crowned beyond its due,

Working dull way by obdurate, dow degress,
Itisathing of Sghtless prophecies;

And glories, pagt its own concet,

Wait to complete

Itstravail, when the mounded timeis mest.

Nor measured, fit renown,

When that hour pecss forth,

Shall overlook thaseworkersof theNorth

And Wedt, those patient Darwinswho forthdrew
From humble dust what truth they knew,

And greater than they knew, not knowing all they knew.
Y et wastheir knowledgeinitsscopeaMight,
Strong and true souls to messure of their sight.
Behold the broad globe in their hands compret,
Asaboy kneadsapellet, till the East
Looksinthe eyes o' the West;

And asguest whispers guest

That counters him at feedt,

The Northern mouth

251



MISCELLANEOUS ODES

Leanstotheattent ear of the bended South.
Thefur-skinned garb justling the Northern Bear
Crosses the threshold where,

With linen wisp girt on,

Drowses the next-door neighbour of the sun.
Such their laboriousworth

To changethe old face of thewonted earth.

Nor werethey all o' the dust; aswitnessmay
Davy and Faraday;

And they

Whoclomb thecars

And learned torein thechariotsof thegars;
Or whoin night'sdark watersdipt their hands
To sft thehid gold from its sands;

And theirsthegreatest gift, whodrew tolight
By their sciential might,

Thescret ladder, wher ethrough all things climb
Upward from the primeval dime.

Nor lesswepraise

Him that with burnished tube betrays
Themultitudinous diminutive

Recessd in virtual night

Below the aurface-seas of sight;

H i m whose enchanted windows give

Upon the populated ways

Wherethe shy universeslive

Ambushed beyond theunappr ehending gaze:
Thedusted anther's globe of spiky stars;
Thebeetleflashing in hisminute mail

Of green and golden scale;

And every water-drop a-stingwith writhingwars.
Theunnoted green scalecleavingtothemoist earth'sface
Behold disclosad a conjugal embrace,

And womb—
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Submittingtothetomb-

That sproutsitslusty issue* everywhere conjoins
Either glad 52, and from unguessed-at loins
Bresdsin an opulent esse

Thelibera eath'sincresse;

Such Vaenting's avest unsurmised diocese.

Nor, dying Lady, of the sons

Whom proudly owns

Thy vaedictory and difficult breath,

Thelesdt are they who followed Degth

I nto his obscure fastnesses,

Tracked to her secret lair Disease-

Under the candid-seeming and confederate Day
Venoming theair'spurelipsto kissand to betray;
Who foiled the ancient Tyrant'sgrey design
Unfathome4 long, and brake hisdugty toils,

Spailing him of his spails,

And man, the loud dull fly, loosed from hiswoven line.
Such triumph theirswho at thedestined term
Descried the arrow flying in the day—

The agelong hidden Germ—

And threw their prescient shield beforeits deadly way.

Thou, spacious Century!

Hast ssen the Western knee

S onthe Asian neck,

The dusky Africa

Kned toimperia Europe's beck;

The West for her permitted while didst se
Stand migtresswise and tutelar

To the grey nations dreaming on their days afar,
From old forgotten war

Folding hends whence hes slid disused rulg;

* The prothallus of the fern, for example, which contains in itself the
two sxes, and decays as the young fern sprouts from it.
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Thewhile, unprescient, in her regent school
Sheshapestheampledaysand thingsto be,

And largenew empery.

Thence Asia shall be brought to bed

Of dominationsyet undreamed;

Narrow-eyed Egypt lift again the head

Wher eon thefar-seen crown Nilotic gleamed.
Thou'st s/en the Saxon hordewhosevensrun brine,
Spawned of the salt wave, wet with the salt breeze,
Their sailscombine,

Lash their bold prowstogether, and turn swvords
Againg theworld's knit hordes;

Thewhdpsrepeat thelioness roar athwart thewindy sses

Yet let it grieve, grey Dame,

Thy passng spirit, God wot,

Thou wag half-hearted, wishing peace, but not
Themeansof it. Theavariciousflame

Thou'st fanned, which thou should's tame:
Cluck'dst thy wide brood beneath thy mothering plumes,
And coo'dst them from their fumes,

Stretched necks provocative, and throats
Ruffled with challenging notes;

Yet al didst mar,

Flattering the too-much-pampered Boy of War:
Whencethefar -jetting engine, and the globe
I'n [abour with her iron progeny,—

Infernal litter of sudden-whelped deaths,
Vomiting venomous breaths;

Thegrowl asof long surf that draweth back
Halfabeach in itsrattling track,

When likeatiger-cat

Theangry rifle gat

Its fury in the opposing foeman's eyes—
These arethy consummating victories,

For thishast thou been troubled tobewisg!
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And now what child isthisupon thy lap,
Borninthered glow of rdighted war?

That drawsBdlona's pap,
—Fiercefoder-mather'—does already dare
With mimicked dark regard

And copied threat of brow whosetrick it took from her:
Young Century, born to hear

Thecannon talking at itsinfant er—
TheTwentieth of Time'sloins, sncethat
Which in the quiet snows of Bethlehem he begat.
Ah! with forthbringing such and soill-starred,
After theday of blood and night of fate,

Shall it survivewith brow no longer marred,

Lip nomorewry with hate

With all thou hadst of good,

But from itsblood

Washed thine hereditary ill,

Y et thy child ill?



PEACE
ON THE TREATY IN SOUTH AFRICA IN 1902

FACE:—asadawn that flares
PNithinthebrazier of thebarred Ead,
Kindling the ruinous walls of storm surceasd
To rent and roughened glares,
After such night when lateral wind and rain
Torment the to-and-fro perplexed trees
With thwart encounter; which, of fixture strong,
Takeonly strength from the endured pain:
And throat by throat begin
Thebirdsto make adventure of sweet din,
Till all the forest prosper into song—
Peace, even such a peace,
(O bemy wordsan auspice!) dawnsagain
Upon our England, from her lethargies
Healed by that baptism of her deansing pain.

Ended, the long endeavour of the land:

Ended, the s of manhood towards the sand

Of thirsty death; and their more deadly death,

Who brought back only what they fain had logt,

No moreworth-breathing breath,—

Gone the laborious and use-working hand.

Ended, the patient drip of women'stears,

Which joined the patient drip of faithful blood
Tomakeof blood and water the soreflood

T hat paysour conquest's costliest cod.

This day, if fate dispose,

Shall makefirm friendsfrom firm and firm-met foes
And now, Lord, since Thou hag upon hel's floor
Bound, like a snoring sea, the blood-drowsed bulk of War,
Shall we not cry, on recognising knees,

ThisisThy peace?
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If, England, it be but to lay

The heavy head down, the ol d heavy way;
Having a space awakened and been bold

To bresk from them that had thee in the snare—
Resume the ams of thy fdse Dalila, Gold,
Shameful and nowisefair:

Forget thy sons who havelain downin bed

With Dingaan and old dynagties, nor heed

The antsthat build their empires overhead;
Forget their large in thy contracted deed,

And that thou stand'st twice-pledged to being great
For whom so many children gresetly bleed,
Trusting thy grestness with their deaths. if thou,
England, incapable of proffered fate,

Seeinsuch degthsasthee

But purchased pledges of unhindered mart,

And hirelings spent that in thy ringed esae

For some gpace longer now

Thou mayst add gain to gain, and take thine esse—
God hes made hard thy heart;

Thou hast but bought thee respite, not surceese
Lord, thisisnot Thy peece

But wilt thou, England, stand

Withvigilant heart and prescient brain?—

K nowing thereisno peace

Such asfools deem, of equd-baanced esse—
That they who build the Sate

Must, likethe builders of Jerusalem,
Thetrowel intheir hand,

Work with the sword laid ever nigh to them.
If thou hold Honour worthy gain

At priceof gold and pain;

And all thy sail and cannon somewhat more
Than the fee'd watchers of the rich man's store.
If thou discern the thing which all theseward
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Isthat imperishablething, aName,
Andthat Name, England, which aloneislord
Wheremyriad-armed | ndiaownswith awe
A few whitefaces; uttered forthin flame
Wherecirclinground theearth

Has English battleroared;

Deep in mid-forest African alL aw;

That inthisName's small girth
Thetreasureis, thy sword and navies guard:
Ifthou wilt crop the specious sins of ease,
Whence still is War's increase,—

Proud flesh which asksfor War, theknifeof God,
Save to thyself, thyself use cautery;
Wilt stay thewar of all with all at odd,
Andteachthyjarring sons
Truthinnateonce—

That in thewhole alonethepart isblest and great.
O should thisfire of war thus purge away

T heinveter atestainsof too-long ease,
Andyield usback our Empire's clay

Into one shoreless State

Compact and hardened for itsuses: these

No futile sounds of joyance are to-day;—
Lord,unrebuked wemay

Call this T hy peace!

And in this day be not

Wholly forgot

They that made possible but shall not se

Our solemn jubilee.

Peace most to them who lie

Beneath unnative sky;

I'n whose still heartsis dipt

Our reconciling script:

Peace! But when shouts shall start the housetop bird,
L et these, that speak not, be theloudest heard!
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CECIL RHODES
DIED MARCH 26, 1902

HEY that mis-said
Thismanyet living, praisehim dead.
And | too praise, yet not the baser things
Wherewith themarket and thetavernrings.
Not that high thingsfor gold,
He held, were bought and sold,
That statecraft's means approved are by the end;
Not for all which commands
Theloud world's clapping hands,
To which cheap press and cheaper patriots bend;
But for thedreams,
For thoseimpossible gleams
He half made possible; for that he was
Visioner of vision in amost sordid day:
Thisdraws
Back to me Song long alien and astray.

In dreamswhat did henot,

Wider than hiswide desds? In dreams he wrought
What the old world's long livers must in act forego,
Fromthe Zambes totheLimpopo

He the many-languaged land

Took with hislarge compacting hand

And pressed into a nation: 'thwart theaccurst
And lion-'larumed ways,

Wherethelean-fingered Thir st

Wringsat thethroat, and Famine stripsthebone;
A tawny land, with sun at sullen gaze.

And all above a cope of heated stone;

Heheard the shirted miner's rough halloo

Call up themosqued Cairene; harkened clear
The Cairene's far-off summons sounding through
Thesa'slong noisestothe Capeman'sear.

259



MISCELLANEOUS ODES

He saw the Teuton and the Saxon grip

Hands round thewarded world, and bid it rock,
Whilethey did watch itscradle. Likea ship

It swung, whileas the cabined inmates dept,
Secure their peace was kept,

Such armsof warranty about them lock.

Ophir* he saw, her long-ungazed-at-gold,
Stirred from its deep

And often-centuried deep,

Wink at thenew Sun in an English hold;
England, from Afric's swarthy loins

Drawing fecundity,

Wax to the South and North,

ToEag and West increase her puissant goings-forth,
And gstrikeyoung emperies, likecains,

In her own regent efigy.

Hesaw thethree-branched Teuton hold thesdes
Of theround world, and part it asadish

Wher eof to each hiswish

The amity of the full feag decides

So large his dreams, o little come to act!
Who mus call on the cannon to compact
The hard Dutch-stubborned land,
Seditious even to such a potent hand;
Whograsped and held hisOphir: held, noless
The Northern ways, but never lived to s
Thewing-foot messages
Dart from the Delta to the Southern Seg;
Who, confident of gold,
A leaner on thedatesmen'sarts
And the unmartial conqueds of the marts,
Died with the sound of battle round him rolled,
And rumour of battlein all nations hearts;
Dying, saw hislifeathing

* Rhodesia, according to saome modern views
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Of large beginnings, and for young .
Handsyet untrained the harvegting,
Amid theiniquitousyearsif harvest orung.

Soin hisdeath he soved himsdf anew,
Cad hisintentsover thegravetostrike

I n theleft world of liversliving roots

And, banyan-like,

From hisonetreeraissup awood of shoats
Theindegructibleintentswhich drew
Their s from him

Thus, with apurposegrim,

I nto drangelandsand hodileyet hethrew,
That theremight be

From him throughout the earth poderity:
And 0 did he—

Liketo a smouldering fire by wind-blasts swirled-
Hisdying emberssrew tokindleall theworld.
Yet not for this | praise

Theending of hisgrenuousdays,

No, not donethat till

Beyond the grave stretched that imperial Will:
But that Death ssms

To s thegateway wideto ampler dreams
Yea, yet hedreamsupon Matoppo hill,
Thewhilethe German and the Saxon ssg
And seging, wonder,
Thegadousdreamstake shapeand be,
Asat compulgon of hisdegp thereunder.

L o, young Americaat the Mother'skneg,
Unlearning centuried hate,

For lovedsmorebles extreme;

And thisisin hisdream,

And surethedream isgrest.

L 0, Cdonieson Colonies,

Thefurred Canadian and the digger's shirt,
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To the one Mother's skirt

Cling, in the lore of Empireto be wisg;

A hundred wheds a-turn

All tooneend—that England'ssonsmay learn
Theglory of their sonship, the supreme
Worth that befits the heirs of such etate.

All thex arein hisdream,

And sure the dream isgreat.

So, tothelast

A visionary vad,

Theaspirant soul would havethebody lie
Among the hills immovably exalt

As he above the crowd that haste and halt,
'‘Upon that hill which |

Called " View of All theWorld" '; to show thereby
That till his unappeasable desres

Beneath hisfeet surveyed the peoplesand empires.
Dreams, haply of scant worth,

Bound by our littlethumb-ring of an earth;
Yet an exalted thing

By thegrosssearch for food and raimenting.
So in his own Matoppos, high, aloof,

The dements for roof,

Qaiming his mountain kindred, and secure,
Within that sepulture

Stern like himself and unadorned,

From the loud multitude he ruled and scorned,
Therelet him cease from breath,—

Alonein crowded life, not lonelier in death.
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And | the grester. Couch thou at my fest,

aBarren of heart, and beautiful of ways,
Strong to wesk purpose, fair and brute-brained besst.
| am not of thy fools
Who goddesstheewith impiousflatteries swe,
Stolen from thelittle Schools
Which chesped when that great mouth of Rydal cessed.
A littlesuffer that | try
What thou art, Child, and what am | —
Thy younger, forward brother, subtle and small,
Asthou art grossand of thy person great withal .

]0, here stand | and Nature, gaze to gaze,

Behold, the child

With Nature needs not to be reconciled.
Thebabethat kegpsthewomb

Quegtions not if with love

Thelife, distrained for its uses, come;

Nor we demand, then, of

TheNaturewho isin us and around us,
Whose life doth compass, feed, and bound us,
What prompteth her to bless

With gifts, unknown for gifts, our innocent thanklessness.
Mother unguessed is she, to whom

We still are in the womb.

Then comes theincidental day

When our young mouth is weaned; and from her ams we
Tisover; not, mistake menot,

Those divine gleams forgot

Which onewith aso ampler mouth hath sung;
Not of these Sngs

My wesk endeavouring tongue;

But of those smpler things

Less heavenful; the unstrained integrity
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M oving mog natively,

Astheglad customed lot

Of birthright privilege allows,

Through the domegtic chambers of its Father'shouse
Thevirgin hills, provoking to betrod;

Thecloud, thegream, thetree,

T heallowing bosom of the war m-breathed sod—

No alien and untemptable ddight.

Thewonder in awondrous sght
Waswondroussmple, asour smple God—

Y et not dulled, daily, basg,

But swest and safe possesson asour mother'sface,
Which weknew not for swest, but sweetly had;

For who says—'L o, how swedt!" hasfirgt said—'L o, how sad!'

This, not to beregained with utmost Sghs

This unconsdered birthright, is made void
AsEdom's, and destroyed.

Grown man, we now depise

Thee, known for woman, nor toowise;

As ill themother human

Isknown for not too wise, and even woman.
Wetakeingrateful, for ablinded while,
Thineignorant, svegt amile.

Yield maidstheir eyesuntotheir lovers gaze?—
Why, sodogt thou. And isther gradousfavour
Doled but to draw uson through war ped ways,
Deaysbehind deays

Totempt with scent,

And to deny the savour >—

Ah, Lady, if that vengeance were thy bent,
Woman should 'vengetheefor thy scorned amiles
Her waysareasthy ways,

Her wilesareasthy wiles.

No ssoond joy; oneonly first and over,
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Which all lifewandersfrom and looksback to;
For swedt too swed, till swedt ispadt recover:—
L et bitter Loveand every bitter lover

Say, Love'snot bitter, if | gpesk not true.
Thefirg kissto repest!

Thefirg 'Mineonly Sveg!'

Thineonly swedt that svegness very surdly,
And asour truth thou spakes, if thou knew.
That firg kisstoresore

By Naturegiven S0 frankly, taken so sscurdy!
Toknit again the broken chain; oncemore
Torun and betothe Sun'sbosom caught;
Over lifésbended brows prevail

With laughters of the insolent nightingale,
Jocund of heart in darkness to betaught
Oncemorethedaisy'stale,

And hear each sun-amote buttercup dang bold,
A beaten gong of gold;

To call ddaying Phodbus up with chanticleer;
Oncemor e, once moreto ssethe Dawn unfold
Her rosy bosom tothemarried Sun;

Fulfilled with his delight,

Perfected in sveat fear—

Swet fear, that tremblesfor sivedt joy begun
Asdowly dropsthe swathing night,

And all her bared beauty lieswarm-kissed and won!

No extremerites of penitence avalil

Tolighten thee of knowledge, toimpart
Oncemorethelanguage of the daisy'stale,

And that doctorial Art

Of knowing-not to thine oblivious heart!

Of al thevain

Wordsof man'smouth, therearenowordssovain
As'oncemore and 'again'!

Hopenot of Nature; shenor givesnor teaches
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She auffers thee to take

But what thine own hand reaches,

And can itself make sovereign for thineache.
Ah, hopenct her to heal

Theills she cannot fed,

Or dry with many-businessed hand the tear
Which never yet was weak

In her unfretted eyes, on her uncarked cheek.

O heart of Nature! did man ever hear

Thy yearned-for word, supposad dear ?—
Hispleading voicereturnsto him alone;

He hears none other tone.

No, no;

Take back, O poets, your praises little-wise,
Nor fool weak hearts to their unshunned disress,
Who deem that even after your device

They shall lie down in Nature's holiness.

For it was never o;

Shehasno handstobless

Her pontiff thou; she looks to thee,

O man; shehasno use, nor aksnot, for thy knee,
Which but bewilders her,

Poor child; nor saksthy fealty,

And those divinitiesthou wouldst confer.

| f thou wouldst bend in prayer,

Arise, passforth; thou must look otherwhere.
Thy travail all isnull;

ThisNaturefair,

Thisgateis dosed, this Gate Beautiful,—

No man shall goin there,

SincethelL ord God did passthroughiit;

'Tis sealed unto the King,

TheKing Himself shall St

Therein, with them that are Hisfollowing.
Go, leave thy labour null;
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Ponder this thing.

Lady divine!

That giv'st to men good wine,

And yet the best thou hast

And nectarous, keepest to the last,

And bring'st not forth before the Master's sign.i—
How few there bethereof that ever taste,
Quaffing in brutish haste,

Without distinction of thy great repast!

For ah, this Lady | have much miscalled;

Nor faultin her, but in thy wooing is;

And her dlowed lovers that are installed,
Find her right frank of her swedt heart, y-wis.
Thenif thy wooing thou aright wouldst 'gin,
Lo herethedoor; strait and rough-shapen 'tis,
And scant they bethat ever here make stays,
But do the lintel miss,

In dust of these blind days.

Knock, tarry thou, and knock,

Although it seem but rock:

Here is the door where thou must enter in

To heart of Nature and of Woman too,

And olden things made new.

Stand at the door and knock;

For it unlocked

Shall all locked things unlock,

Andwin but here, thou shalt to all thingswin,
And thou no more be mocked.

For know, this Lady Nature thou hast | eft,

Of whom thou fear'st thee reft,

This Lady is God's Daughter, and she lends
Her hand but to His friends,

But to her Father's friends the hand which thou wouldst win;
Then enter in,

And here is that which shall for all make mends.
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A CORYMBUS FOR AUTUMN

EARKEN my chant, 'tis
AsaBacchante's,

A grape-spurt, avine-splash, atossad tress, flown vaunt 'tis!
Suffer my singing,
Gipsy of Seesons erethou go winging;
Ere Winter throws
Hisdaking sows
In thy fessting-flagon's impurpurate glows!
The sopped sun—toper as ever drank hard-
Staresfoolish, hazed,
Rubicund, dazed,
Totty with thine October tankard.
Tanned maiden! with cheskslike goples russ,
And breast abrown agaric faint-flushing at tip,
And amouth too red for themoon to bussit
But her chesk unvow its vesta ship;
Thy migsenclip
Her sed-dear circuit illuminous,
Until it crust
Rubiginous
With theglorious gules of aglowing rust.

Far other saw we, other indeed,
The crescent moon, in the May-days deed,
Fly up withits dender white wings spread
Out of its nest in the seds waved meed.
How arethe veins of thee, Autumn, laden?
Umbered juices,
And pulped cozes
Peppy out of the cherry-bruises,
Froth the vains of thee, wild, wild maden!
With hair that mugters
In globed cluders,
Intumbling clusters, like swarthy grapes
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Round thy brow and thine ears 0'er shaden;
With the burning darkness of eyeslike panses,
Like velvet pandes
Wher ethr ough escapes
The splendid might of thy conflagrate fancies;
With robe gold-tawny not hiding the shapes
Of thefeet whereuntoit falleth down,
Thy naked feet unsandalled;
With robe gold-tawny that does not veil
Feet wherethered
I's meshed in the brown,
Likearubied suninaVenice-sail.

Thewassailous heart of the Year isthine!
His Bacchic fingers disentwine
Hiscoronal
At thy festival;
His reveling fingers disentwine
L eaf, flower, and all,
And let them fall
Blossom and all in thy wavering wine.
The Summer looks out from her brazen tower,
Through theflashing barsof July,
Waiting thy ripened golden shower;
Wher eof there cometh, with sandalsflest,
The North-west flying viewlesdy,
With a sword to sheer, and untameable feet,

And the gorgon-head of the Winter shown

To diffen the gazing earth as sone.

In crystal Heaven's magic sphere

Poised in the palm of thy fervid hand,
Thou seegt theenchanted showsappear
That gtain Favonian firmament;
Richer than ever the Occident

Gave up to bygone Summer's wand.

272



A CORYMBUS FOR AUTUMN

Day'sdying dragon liesdrooping hiscred,
Panting red pantsintothe West.
Or thebutterfly sunsst dapsitswings
With flitter alit on the swinging blossom,
Thegusy blossom, that tossesand swings
Of the sa with itsblown and ruffled basom;
Itsruffled bosom wher ethr ough thewind sings
Till the crigped petals are loosened and strown
Overblown, on thesand;
Shed, curling asdead
Roseleaves curl, on the flecked strand.

Or higher, holier, saintlier when, asnow,
All Nature sacerdotal ssems and thou.
Thecalm hour gtrikeson yon golden gong,
I n tones of floating and mellow light
A spreading ummons to even-song:
See how there
The cowled Night
Knedson the Eagern sanctuary-gair.
What isthisfed of incense everywher€?
Clingsit round folds of the blanch-amiced douds,
Upwafted by the solemn thurifer,
Themighty Spirit unknown,
That swingeth thedow earth beforethe embannered Throne?
Or ist the Season under all these shrouds
Of light, and ssnse, and slence, makesher known
A presance everywhere,
An inarticulate prayer,
A hand on the soothed treses of theair?
But thereisone hour scant
Of thisTitanian, primal liturgy;
Asthereisbut onehour for meand thee,
Autumn, for theeand thine hierophant,
Of this grave-ending chant.
Round theearth till and gark
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Heaven's death-lights kindle, yellow spark by spark,
Beneath the dreadful catafalque of thedark.

And | had ended there:
But agreat wind blew all thegarstoflare,
Andcried, 'l sweep the path before the moon!
Tarry yenow the coming of the moon,
For sheis coming soon';
Then died before the coming of the moon
And shecameforth upon thetrepidant air,
In vesture unimagined-fair,
W oven aswoof of flag-lilies;
And curdled asof flag-lilies
Thevapour at thefeet of her,
And a haze about her tinged in fainter wise;
Asif she had trodden the garsin press,
Till thegold wine spurted over her dress,
Till thegold wine gushed out round her feet;
Spouted over her stained wear,
And bubbled in golden froth at her feet,
And hunglikeawhirlpool'smist round her.

Still, mighty Season, do | see't,
Thy sway is still majestical!
Thou hold'st of God, by titlesure,
Thineindefeasible investiture.
Andthat right round thy locks are nativeto;
The heavens upon thy brow imperial,
Thishugeterrenethy ball,
And o'er thy shouldersthrown wideair's depending pall.
What if thineearth beblear and bleak of hue?
Still, still the skies are sweet!
Still, Season, still thou hast thy triumphsthere!
How havel ,unaware,
For getful of my strain inaugural,
Cleft the great rondure of thy reign complete,
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Yielding theehalf, who hast indeed theal?

| will not think thy sovereignty begun
But with the shepherd Sun

That washes inthe seathe stars gold fleeces;
Or that with Day it ceases

Who s his burning lips to the sdt brine,
Andpurplesittowine;

Whilel behold how ermined Artemis
Ordainfed weed must wear,
Andtoil thy business;
Who witness am of her,

Her too in autumn turned a vintager;

And, ladenwithitslamped clugtersbright,

Thefiery-fruited vineyard of this night.
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(Of thissaries only two Ballads were completed: "The Veteran of Heaven'
—in some sae a divine parody of Macaulay's 'On the Battle of Naseby';
and a prophetic gpostrophe of the Church under thetitle of ‘'TheLily of
the King'.)



THE VETERAN OF HEAVEN

CAPTAIN of the wars, whence won Ye S0 great cas?
Inwhet fight did Y e smite, and what manner was the foe?

Was it on aday of rout they compassed Thee abot,
Or gat Y ethese adorningswhen Y ewrought their overthrow?

' Twason aday of rout they girded Me about,
They wounded all My brow, and they smote Me through the
My hand held no sword when | met their amed horde, [sde :
And the conqueror fell down, and the Conquered bruised his
[pride.

What is this, unheard before, that the Unarmed makes war,

And the Sain hath the gain, and the Victor hath the rout?
What wars, then, arethese, and what the enemies,

Strange Chief, with the scars of Thy conguest trenched about?

ThePrincel drave forth held the Mount of the North,
Girt with the guards of flame that roll round the pole.
| drave himwith My warsfrom all his fortress-gtars,
And the s of death divided that My march might dtrike its
[godl.

"I nthe kegp of Northern Guard, many agreet deemonian sword
Burnsasit turnsround the M ount occult, apart:

Thereisgiven him power and place still for some certain days,
And hisnamewould turn the Sun's blood back upon itsheart.'

What is Thy Name? Oh, show!—My Nameye may not know;
‘Tisagoing forth with banners, and a baring of much swords
But My titlesthat are high, are they not upon My thigh?
"King of Kings!" arethe words, "L ord of Lords!";
It iswritten"King of Kings, Lord of Lords." '
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[
LILIUM REGIS

LILY of theKing! low liesthy slver wing,
O And long has been the hour of thine unqueening;
And thy somt of Paradise on the night-wind spillsits
Nor any take the sxres of its meaning [dghs
OLily of theKing! | gpesk a heavy thing,
0 patience, mog sorrowful of daughterd
L o, thehour isat hand for thetroubling of theland,
And red shall bethe breaking of thewaters.

Sit fag upon thy stalk, when the blag shall with theetalk,
With themerdesof theKing for thineawning;

And thejug undergtand that thine hour isat hand,
Thinehour at hand with power in the dawning.

When the nationshein blood, and their kingsa broken brood,
Look up, O mog sorrowful of daughterd

Lift up thy head and hark what soundsarein thedark,
For Hisfeet are coming to thee on thewaterd

OLily of theKing! | shal not sse that Sng,
1 shall nat ssethe hour of thy queening!
But my Song shall ssg and wakelikeaflower that dawn-winds
And dgh with joy the odours of its meaning. [shake
OLily of theKing, remember then thething
That thisdead mouth sang; and thy daughters
Asthey dance before Hisway, sng thereon the Day
What | sang when the Night was on the waterd
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SIGHT AND INSIGHT

Wisdomiseasily seen by themthat love her, and isfound by them
that seek her.
Tothink therefore upon her isperfect understanding.
WISDOM, vi.






THE MISTRESS OF VISION

S ECRET wasthe garden;
.Set i’ the pathlessawe
"Where no star its breath can draw.
Life, that isitswarden,
Sits behind the fose of death. Mine eyes saw not, and | saw.

I
It was amazeful wonder;
Thricethreetimesit was enwalled
With an emerdd—
Sested s0 asunder.
Allits birds in middle air hung a-dream, their music thralled.

The Lady of fair weeping,

Atthegarden'score,

Sang asong of sweet and sore

And the after-sleeping;
Intheland of L uthany, and the tracts of Elenore.

Y
With sweet-panged singing,
Sang shethrough a dream-night's day;
That the bowers might stay,
Birds batetheir winging,
Nor thewall of emerald float in wreathed haze away.

Thelily kept its gleaming,
In her tears (divine conserversl)
Woashed with sad art;
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And theflower sof dreaming

Pated not their fervours,

For her blood flowed through their nervures,
And therosssweremog red, for shedipt them in her heart.

Vi

Therewasnever moon,
Savethewhite sufficing woman:
L ight mogt heavenly-human—
Likethe unseen form of sound,
Sensed invisibly in tune—
With asun-derived g0e
Didinaureole
All her lovely body round,;

Lovelily her lucid body with that light was inter srewn.

VIl

Thesunwhich lit that garden wholly,
L ow and vibrant visible,
Tempered glory woke;
And it ssamed oldy
Likeaslver thurible
Solemnly swung, dowly,
Fuming doudsof golden fire, for a doud of incense-amoke

VIl

But wogsme, and wogsme,
For thesretsof her eyed
In my vigons fearfully
They areever shown tobe
Asfringed pools, wher eof each lies
Pallid-dark beneath the kies
Of anight that is
But oneblear necropdlis.
And her eyesalittletremble, in thewind of her own sighs

284



THE MISTRESS OF VISION

IX
Many changesrise on

Their phantasmal mysteries.
They grow to an horizon
Where earth and heaven mest;
Andlikeawingthat dieson
Thevaguetwilight-verges,
Many asinking dream doth fleet
Lessening down their secrecies.
And, asdusk with day converges,
Their orbsaretroublously
Over-gloomed and over-glowed with hope and fear of thingsto be.

Thereisapesk onHimalay,
And on the pesk undeluged snow,
And on the snow not eagles stray;
Thereif your strong feet could go,—
L ooking over tow'rd Cathay
From the never-deluged snow-
Farthest ken might not survey
Where the peoples underground dwell whom antique fables know.

Xl

East, ah, east of Himalay,
Dwell the nations underground;
Hiding from the shock of Day,
For the sun'suprising-sound:
Darenot issuefrom the ground
At thetumults of the Day,
So fearfully the sun doth sound
Clanging up beyond Cathay;
For the great earthquaking sunriserolling up beyond Cathay.
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XIl

Lend me, O lend me
Theterrorsof that sound,
That its music may attend me,
Wrap my chant in thunders round;
While | tell the ancient secrets in that Lady's singing found.

X1

On Ararat theregrew aving;
When Asiafrom her bathing rose
Our firg salor made atwine
Thereof for his prefiguring brows.
Cangt divine
Where, upon our dusty earth, of that vine a cluster grows?

XV

On Golgothathere grew athorn
Round the long-prefigured Brows.
Mourn, O mourn!
For the vine have we the saine? Isthisall the Heaven dlows?

XV

On Calvary was shook a spesr;
Press the point into thy heart-
Joy and fear!
All the spines upon the thorn into curling tendrils start.

XV
0 digmay!
I, awingless mortal, sporting
With the tresses of the aun?
I, that dare my hand to lay
On the thunder in its snorting?

Erebegun,
Falls my singed song down the sky, eventhe old I carian way.
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XVII

From the fall precipitant
These dim snatches of her chant
Only have remained mine;—
- That from spear and thorn aone
May be grown
For thefront of saint or singer any divinizing twine.

XVilI
Her song said that no springing
Paradise but evermore
Hangethonasinging
That has chords of weeping,
And that sings the after-deeping
To souls which wake too sore.
'‘But woe the singer, woe!' she said; 'beyond the dead his singing-lore,
All its art of sweet and sore,
Helearns, in Elenore!"

XIX

Whereistheland of Luthany,
Where isthetract of Elenore?
| am bound therefor.

XX

Tiercethy heart tofind the key;
Withtheetake

Only what none dsewould keep;

L earn to dream when thou dost wake,
Learn to wake when thou dost deep;
Learntowater joy withtears,
Learnfrom fears to vanquish fears,
To hope, for thou dar'st not despair,
Exult, for that thou dar'st not grieve;
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Plough thou the rock until it bear;
Know, for thou dse couldst not believe;
L ose, that thelost thou may'st receive;
Die, for noneother way cang live.
When earth and heaven lay down their vell,
And that apocalypse turns thee pale;
When thy seeing blindeth thee
To what thy fdlow-mortals see
When their sght totheeis Sghtless,
Their living, death; their light, mogt lighdess;
Search no mor e-
Passthe gatesof L uthany, tread theregion Elenore.'

XXI

Whereistheland of Luthany,
And wheretheregion Elenore?
| do faint therefor.

XXI1

'When tothenew eyesof thee
All things by immortal power,
Near or far,
Hiddenly
Toeach other linked are,
That thou cang not stir a flower
Without troubling of a gar;
When thy song is shield and mirror
To the fair snake-curled Pain,
Wherethou dar'st affront her terror
That on her thou may's attain
Per sean conquest; sesk nomore,
0 sk nomore!

Passthegatesof L uthany, tread theregion Elenore.'
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XXII
So sang she, so wept she,
Through a dream-nights day;
And with her magic singing kept she-
Mystical in musc—
That garden of enchanting
Invisonary May;
Swayless for my spirit's haunting,
Thrice-threefold walled with emerald from our mortal mornings grey.

XXIV

And asanecromancer
Rases from the rose-ash
The ghodt of therose;
My heart so made answer
To her voice's slver plash—
Stirred in reddening flash,
And from out its mortal ruins the purpureal phantom blows.

XXV

Her tearsmade dul cet fretting,
Her voice had no word,
More than thunder or the bird.
Y et,unforgetting,
The ravished soul her meanings knew. Mine ears heard not, and | heard.

XXVI

When she shall unwind
All those wiles she wound about me,
Tears shal break from out me,
That | cannot find
Music in the holy poets to my wistful want, | doubt me!



CONTEMPLATION

HISmorning saw I, fled the shower,
I The earth reclining in alull of power:
The heavens, pursuing not their path,
Lay stretched out naked after bath,

Or so it seemed; field, water, tree, were still,
Nor was there any purpose on the calm-browed hill.

The hill, which sometimes visibly is

Wrought with unresting energies,

Looked idly; from the musing wood,
Andevery rock, aliferenewed

Exhaled like an unconscious thought

When poets, dreaming unperplexed,

Dream that they dream of nought.

Nature one hour appears a thing unsexed,

Or to such serene balance brought

That her twin natures cesse their sweet darms,
And deep in one another's arms.

The sun with resting pulses seams to brood,
And slacken its command upon my unurged blood.

Theriver has not any care

Its passionless water to the sea to bear;

The leaves have brown content;

Thewall to me has freshness like a scent,

And takes half-animate the air,

Making onelifewithitsgreen moss and stain;
Andlifewithall things ssems too perfect blent

For anything of lifeto be aware.

Thevery shades on hill, and tree, and plain,

Where they have fallen doze, and where they doze remain.

No hill canidler be than I;
No stoneitsinter-particled vibration
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Investeth with a stiller lig;

No heaven with amore urgent rest betrays
The gyes that on it gaze.

We are too near akin that thou shouldst chest
Me, Nature, withthy fair deceit.

In poetsfloating like awater-flower

Upon the bosom of the glassy hour,

In skies that no man ssesto move,

L urk untumultuous vortices of power,

For joy too native, and for agitation
Tooinstant, too entire for sense thereof,

M otion likegnats when autumn suns arelow,
Perpetua as the prisoned feet of love

On the heart'sfloorswith pained pece that go.
From gones and poets you may know,
Nothing so activeis, asthat which least ssams so.

For he, that conduit running wine of song,
Then to himself does most belong

When he his mortal house unbars

To the importunate and thronging fest
That round our corporal walls unheeded best;
Till, all containing, he exalt

His statureto the stars, or sars

Narrow their heaven to hisfleshly vault:
When, likeacity under ocean,

To human things he grows a desolation,
Andismadeahabitation

For the fluctuous universe

Tolavewith unimpeded motion.

He scarcdly frets the atmosphere

With breathing, and his body shares
Theimmobility of rocks;
Hisheart'sadrop-well of tranquillity;
Hismind morestill isthan thelimbs of fear,
Andyet itsunperturbed velocity
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Thespirit of the smoom mocks.

Heround the solemn centre of hissoul
Whedslikea dervish, whilehisbeingis
Streamed with the sat of the world's harmonies
Inthelong draft of whatsoever sphere
Heligsthe svest and dear

Clangour of hishigh orbit ontorall,
Sogradousishisheavenly grace
Andthebold garsdoeshear,

Every onein hisairy soar,

For evermore

Shout to each ather from the peaks of gpace
As'thwart ravines of azure shouts the mountaineer.
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ERE | make oath—
Although the heart that knows its bitterness

Hear loath,
And credit les—
That hewho kensto meet Pain'skissssfierce
Which hissagaing histears,
Dread, loss nor lovefrustrate,
Nor all iniquity of thefroward years
Shall hisinured wing makeidly bate,
Nor of theappointed quarry hisgaunch sght
Tolose observance quite;
Seal from half-sad and all-date
Segadouseyes
Ultimate Paradiss
Nor shakehiscertitude of haughty fate.

Pacing the bur ning shares of many dooms

| with gtern tread do the clear-witting gars
Tojudgement cite,

If 1 have borne aright

Theproving of their pure-willed ordeal.

From food of all delight

Theheavenly Falconer my heart debars,

And tameswith fearful glooms

Thehaggard to His call;

Y et ometimes comesa hand, sometimesa voicewithal,
And shestsmeek now, and expectsthelight.

In this Avernian sky,

Thissultry and incumbent canopy

Of dull and doomed regret;

Whereon theunseen vergesyet, O yet,

At intervals,

Trembles, and falls,

Faint lightning of remembered transent sved—
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Ah, far too sweet

But to be swvedt alittle, alittle sweet, and fleet;
L eaving thispallid trace,

Thisloitering and mog fitful light, a space,
Still some sad space,

For Grief to sse her own poor face—
Herewhere | kegp my stand

With all o'er-anguished feet,

And no live comfort near on any hand;

Lo, | proclaim theunavoided term,

When thismorass of tears, then drained and firm,
Shall bealand—

Unshaken | affirm—

Where seven-quired psalterings meet;

And all the gods move with calm hand in hand,
And eyesthat know not trouble and the worm.
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If ye were blind, ye should have no sin: but now ye say:
We see: your sin remaineth. JOHN ix 41

OT theCircean wine
N Most perilousisfor pain:
Grapes of the heavens gar-loaden vine,
Wher eto the lofty-placed
Thoughtsof fair soulsattain,
Tempt with amoreretributiveddight,
And dodigrdish all lifé ssober tagte.
'Tisto have drunk too well
Thedrink that isdivine,
M aketh thekind earth waste,
And breath intolerable.

Ahmd

How shall my mouth content it with mortality?

L o, seoret music, swedtest musc,

From digances of digance drifting itsloneflight,
Down thearcanewhereNight would perish in night,
Likeagod'sloosned locksdipsunduloudy:

Music that istoo grievous of the height

For ssfeand low ddlight,

Tooinfinite

For bounded hearts which yet would girth the s

Solet it be,

Though svegt be great, and though my heart besmall:
Solet it be,

O music, music, though you wakein me
Nojoy,nojoy at all;

Although you only wake

Uttermost sadness measure of ddlight,

Which dse | could not credit to the height,

Did | not know,
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That ill isstatured to its opposite;

Did | not know,

And even of sadness so,

Of utter sadness, make

Of extreme sad arod to mete
Theincredible excess of unsensed swest,
And mystic wall of strange felicity.

Solet it be,

Though sweet be great, and though my heart be small,
And bitter meat

Thefood of godsfor men to eat;

Y ea, John atedaintier, and did tread
Lesswaysof heat,

Than whom to their wind-car peted

High banquet-hall,

And golden love-feasts, the fair stars entreat.

But ah! withal,

Some hold, some stay,

O difficult Joy, | pray,

Some arms of thine,

Not only, only arms of mine!
Lestlikeawearygirl | fall

From clasping love so high,

And lacking thus thine arms, then may

M ost hapless |

Turnutterly tolove of basest rate;

For low they fall whosefall isfrom the sky.
Y ea, who me shall secure

But |, of height grown desperate,

Surcease my wing, and my lost fate

Be dashed from pure

To broken writhings in the shameful slime:
L ower than man, for | dreamed higher,
Thrust down, by how much | aspire,
Anddamned with drink of immortality?
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For such thingsbe,

Y ea, and the lowest reach of reeky Hell

I's but made possble

By foreta'en breath of Heaven'saugterest clime.

Thesetidings from thevag to bring

Needeth not doctor nor divine,

Toowell, toowell

My flesh doth know the heart-perturbing thing;
That dread theology alone

Ismine,

M ost nativeand my own;

And ever with victorioustail

When | have made

Of the deific peaks dim excalade,

My soul with anguish and recail

Doth likeacity in an earthquakerock,

Asat my feet theabyssiscloven then,

With degper menacethan for other men,

Of my potential cousinship with mire;

That all my conquered skiesdo grow a hollow mock,
My fearful powersretire,

No longer srong,

Reversing the shook bannersof their song.

Ah, for aheart lessnativetohigh Heaven,

A hooded eye, for jessssand restraint,

Or for awill accipitrineto pursue—

Thevell of tutelar flesh tosimpleliversgiven,
Or those brave-fledging fervours of the Saint,
Whose heavenly falcon-craft doth never taint,
Nor they in dckest timetheir amplevirtue mew.
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Day, adedicated priest

Lo,inall hisrobespontifical exprest,
Lifteth slowly, lifteth sweetly,
From out its Orient tabernacle drawn,
Y on orbed sacrament confest
Which sprinklesbenedictionthrough thedawn;
And when the grave procession's ceased,
Theearthwithdueillustriousrite
Blessed—ere thefrail fingersfeatly
Of twilight, violet-cassocked acolyte,
His sacerdotal stoles unvest—
Sets, for high close of the mysterious feat,
The sun in august exposition meetly
Withintheflaming monstrance of theWest.

Lo, in the sanctuaried East,

O salutaris hostia,
Quceccelipandisostium!
Through breached darkness rampart, a
Divine assaulter, art thou come!
Godwhom none may live and mark!
Borne within thy radiant ark,
WhiletheEarth, ajoyousDavid,
Dances before thee from the dawn to dark.
Themoon, O leave, paeruined Eve;
Behold her fair and greater daughter*
Offers to thee her fruitful water,
Whichat thy first white Ave shall conceive!
Thy gazes do on simple her
Desirable allures confer;
What happy comelinesses rise
Beneath thy beautifying eyed
Who was, indeed, at firstamaid

* The earth.
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Such as, with sighs, misgives sheisnot fair,

And secret views herself afraid,

Till flatteries sweet provoke the charms they swear:

Y ea, thy gazes, blissful Lover,

M ake the beauties they discover!

What dainty guiles and treacheries caught

From artful prompting of love's artlessthought

Her lowly loveliness teach her to adorn,

When thy plumes shiver againg the conscious gates of morn!

Andsothelovewhichisthy dower,

Earth, though her first-frightened breast
Against the exigent boon protest

(For she, poor maid, of her own power

Has nothing in herself, not even love,

But an unwitting void thereof),

Gives back to theein sanctities of flower;
And holy odours do her bosom invest,

That sweeter grows for being prest:

Though dear recoil, the tremorous nurse of joy,
From thine embrace still startles coy,

Till Phosphor lead, at thy returning hour,
Thelaughing captive from the wishing West.

Nor themgjestic heavens less

Thy formidable sweets approve,

Thy dreads and thy delights confess,
That do draw, and that remove.
Thouasalionroar'st, O Sun,

Upon thy satellites' vexed hedls;
Before thy terrible hunt thy planets run;
Eachin hisfrighted orbit wheels,

Each flies through inassuageable chase,
Since the hunt o' theworld begun,
The puissant approaches of thy face,
And yet thy radiant leash he fedis.
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Sincethe hunt o' theworld begun,
Lashed with terror, leashed with longing,
Themighty courseisever run;

Pricked with terror, leashed with longing,
Thy rein they love, and thy rebuke they shim.
Sincethe hunt o' the world began,

With lovethat trembleth, fear that loveth,
Thou join'st thewoman to the man;

And Lifewith Death

In obscure nuptials moveth,
Commingling alien yet affined breath.

Thou art theincarnated Light

Whose Sireis aboriginal, and beyond
Death and resurgence of our day and night;
From him is thy vicegerent wand

With double potence of the black and white.
Giver of Love, and Beauty, and Desire,
Theterror, and the lovdiness, and purging,
The deathfulness and lifefulness of firel
Samson's riddling meanings merging

In thy twofold sceptre mest:

Out of thy minatory might,

Burning Lion, burning Lion,

Comesthe honey of all swest,

And out of thee, the eater, comes forth meat.
And though, by thinealternate breath,
Every kissthou dog inspire

Echoeth

Back from the windy vaultages of death;

Y et thy clear warranty above

Augurs the wings of death too must

Occult reverberationsstir of love

Crescent, and life incredible;

That even the kissss of the just

Go down not unresurgent to the dugt.
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Yea, nat a kiss which | have given,
But shall triumph upon my lipsin heaven,
Or ding a shameful fungustherein hell.

Know's thou menot, O Sun? Yea, well

Thou know'st theandent miracle,

Thechildren know's of Zeusand M ay;

And till thou teaches them, 0 splendent Brother,
Toincarnate theantiqueway,

Thetruth which isther heritagefrom their Sre
I'n svet digguise of flesh from their svest Mother.
My finger sthou hag taught to con

Thy flame-chor ded psalterion,

Till | can trandateinto mortal wire—

Till | can trandate pasing well—

The heavenly har ping harmony,

Médodious, seled, inaudible,

Which makesthedulcet psater of theworld'sdesre
Thou whigperes in the Moon'swhite ear,

And she dosswhigpe into ming—

By night together, | and de—

With her virgin voicedivine,

Thethings| cannat half so sweglly tell

As she can swegtly gpesk, | swegtly hear.

By her, theWoman, doesEarth live, 0L ord,
Yet shefor Earth, and both in Thee.
Light out of Light!

Resplendent and prevailing Word

Of the Unheard!

Not untothee, great Image, not tothee
Did thewise heathen bend an idleknee;
And in an ageof faith grown frore

If1 too shal adore

Beit accounted unto me

A bright sciential idolatry!
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God hes given thee visible thunders

To utter thine goocaypse of wonders;
Andwhat want | of prophecy,

That at the sounding from thy station

Of thy flagrant trumpet, see

The s=ds that melt, the open revelaion?

Or who a God-persuading angel needs,

That only heeds

The rhetoric of thy burning desds?

Which but to sing, if it may be,

I n worship-warranting moiety,

So | wouldwin

Insuchasong ashathwithin

A smouldering core of mystery,

Brimmed with nimbler meanings up

Than hasty Gideons in their hands may sup,—
Lo, my suit pleads

That thou, Isaian cod of fire,

Touch fromyon atar my poor mouth's desire,
And the relucent song take for thy sacred meeds.

To thine own shape

Thou round'st the chrysolite of the grape,
Bind'st thy gold lightningsin his veins;

Thou storest the white garners of the rains.
Destroyer and preserver, thou

Who medicinest sickness, and to health
Arttheunthanked marrow of itswealth;

To those gpparent sovereignties we bow

And bright appurtenances of thy brow!

Thy proper blood dost thou not give,

That Earth, the gusty Maenad, drink and dance?
Art thou not life of them that live?

Yea, inglad twinkling advent, thou dost dwell
Withinour body asatabernacle!

Thou bittest with thineordinance
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Thejaws of Time, and thou dost mete
Theunsugtainabletreading of hisfeet.

Thou to thy spousa universe

Art Husband, she thy Wife and Church;
Whoin most dusk and vidual curch,

Her L ord being hence,

Keeps her cold sorrows by thy hearse.

The heavens renew their innocence

And morning Sate

But by thy sacrament communicate;

Their weeping night the symbol of our prayers,
Our darkened search,

And sinful vigil desolate.

Yea, biuneinimploring dumb,

Essential Heavens and corporal Earth await;
The Spirit and the Bride say: Come!

Lo, of thy Magians | the least

Haste with my gold, my incenses and myrrhs,
To thy desired epiphany, from the spiced
Regions and odorous of Song'straded East.
Thou, for thelife of all that live

The victim daily born and sacrificed;
Towhom the pinion of thislonging verse
Beats but with fire which first thyself didst give,
Tothee, O Sun—or is't perchanceto Christ?

Ay, if men sy that on all high heaven's face
Thesaintly dgns| trace

Which round my stoted dtars hold their solemn place,
Amen, amen! For oh, how could it be—

When | with winged feet had run

Through all thewindy earth about,

Quested its secret of the sun,

And heard what thing the stars together shout,—

| should not heed thereout

Consenting counsd won:—
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'‘By this, O Singer, know we if thou se.

When men shall say tothee: Lo! Christishere,
When men shall say tothee: Lo! Christisthere,
Believethem: yea, and this—then art thou seer,
When all thy crying clear

Isbut: Lohere! lo therel—ah me, lo everywhere!'
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HAT isthesongthegarsdang?
W (Andamillion songsareassong of one,)
Thisisthesongthegarssing:

(Sweeter song'snone)

Oneto s, and many tosing,
(Andamillion songsareassong of one)

Oneto gtand, and many tocling,

Themany things, and theone Thing,
Theonethat runsnot, themany that run.

Theever new weaveth theever old,

(And amillion songsareassong of one)
Ever telling the never told;
Thesdlver saith, and thesaid isgold,

And doneever thenever done.

TheChasethat'schased istheL ord o' thechase,
(Andamillion songsareassong of one)

And thePursued crieson therace;
And thehoundsin leash are the hounds that run.

Hidden garsby the shown sars sheen;
(Andamillion sunsarebut asone)

Colour sunseen by the colours seen,

And soundsunheard heard sounds between,
And anight isin thelight of thesun.

An ambuscade of light in night,
(Andamillion secretsarebut asone)
Andanightisdark intheaun'slight,
And aworldintheworld man looksupon.
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Hidden gars by the shown stars wings,
(Andamillioncyclesarebut asone)

And aworld with unapparent strings

Knits the smulant world of things;
Behold, and vision thereof isnone.

Theworld abovein the world below,

(And amillionworldsarebut asone)
AndtheOneinall; asthesun'sstrength so
Strives in all strength, glows in all glow

Of the earth that wits not, and man thereon.

Braced inits own fourfold embrace

(And amillion strengths are as strength of one)
And round it all God's ams of grace,
Theworld, soastheVision says

Doth with great lightning-tramples run.

And thunder bruiteth into thunder,
(And amillion soundsareas sound of one)
From stellate pesk to peek istossed avoice of wonder,
And the height soops down to the depths thereunder,
And sun leensforth to his brother-sun.

And themore ampleyearsunfold

(With amillion songsas song of one)
A little new of the ever old,
A litde told of the never told,

Added act of the never done.

L oud the descant, and low thetheme,
(Amillion songsareassong of one)
And the dream of theworld isdreamin dream,
But the onelsis, or nought could seem;
And the song runs round to the song begun.
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Thisis the song the gars sing,
(Toned all in time)

Tintinnabulous, tuned to ring

A multitudinous-singlething
(Rung all in rhyme).
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FROM THE NIGHT OF FOREBEING
AN ODE AFTER EASTER

In the chaos of preordination,and night of our forebeings.
SIR THOMAS BROWNE

Et lux in tenehris erat, et tenebra earn non comprehenderunt.
ST JOHN

AST wide the folding doorways of the East,
For now islight increased!

And the wind-besomed chambers of the air,
Seethey be garnished fair;
And look theways exhale some precious odour s,
And set yeall about wild-breathing spice,
M ost fit for Paradise!
Now isnotimefor sober gravity,
Season enough has Natur e to be wise;
But now discinct, with raiment glittering free,
Shake she theringing rafters of the sies
W ith festal footing and bold joyance swest,
And let theearth bedrunken and carouse!
For lo, into her house
Springiscomehomewith her world-wandering fet,
Arid all things are madeyoung with young desires;
And all for her islight increased
Inyellow garsand yellow daffodils,
And East to West, and West to East,
Fling answering welcome-fires,
By dawn and day-fall, on thejocund hills.
And ye, winged mingresof her fair meinie,
Being newly coated in glad livery,
Upon her gepsattend,
Andround her treading dance, and without end
Reel your shrill lutany.
What popular breath her coming does out-tell
Thegarrulousleavesamong!
What little noises stir and pass
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From bladeto blade along the voluble grasd
O Nature, never-done

Ungaped-at Pentecostal miracle,

We hear thee, each man in his proper tongue!
Break, demental children, break yeloose
From thedrict frosty rule

Of grey-beard Winter's schodl.

Vault, O youngwinds, vault in your tricksome coursss
Upon the snowy geads that renless use

I'n coerule pampas of the heaven torun;
Foaled of die white sea-horses

Washed in thelambent watersof the sun.

L et even the dug-abed snail upon thethorn
Put forth a conscious horn!

Mine demental co-mates, joy each one;

And ah, my foster-brethren, seem not sad—
No, ssem not sad,

That my srangeheart and | should besolittleglad.
Suffer me at your leafy feast

To gt apart, a somewhat alien guest,
Andwatch your mirth,

Unsharingin theliberal laugh of earth;

Y et with a sympathy

Begot of wholly sad and half-sweet memory—
Thelittle sveetness making grief complete;
Faint wind of wingsfrom hoursthat distant beat,
When |, | too,

Wasonce, O wild companions, asareyou,—
Ran with such wilful feet;

Woraith of arecent day and dead,

Risen wanly over head,

Frail, grengthless as a noon-belated moon,
Or astheglazing eyes of watery heaven,
When the sick night sinks into deathly swoon.

A higher and a solemn voice
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| heard through your gay-hearted noisg;

A solemn meaning and a stiller voice

Soundsto mefrom far dayswhen | too shall regjoice,
Nor morebewith your jollity at gtrife.

O prophecy

Of thingsthat are, and arenot, and shall be!
Thegreat-vanned Angel March

Hath trumpeted

Hisdangorous'Segp nomore toall thedead—
Beat hisstrongvanso'er earth, and air, and s
And they haveheard,;

Hark to the Jubilate of the bird

For them that found thedying way to life!
Andthey haveheard,

And quicken tothegreat precursiveword;

Green spray showerslighdy down the cascade of the larch;
Thegravesareriven,

And the Sun comeswith power amid the douds of heaven!
Before hisway

Went forth the trumpet of the Mar ch:

Before hisway, before hisway,

Dancesthe pennon of the M ay!

O Earth, unchilded, widowed Earth, solong
Liftingin patient pineand ivy-tree

M our nful belief and seadfagt prophecy,

Behold how all thingsaremadetrue!

Behold your bridegroom comethintoyou,
Exceeding glad and strong.

Raiseup your eyes, O raiseyour eyesabroad!
Nomoreshall you sit soleand vidual,

Searching, in servile pall,

Upon the hieratic night the sar-sealed-sense of all:
Reoice, O barren, and look forth abroad!

Y our children gathered back to your embrace
Seewith a mother'sface.

L ook up, O mortals, and the portent heed!
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In very desd,

Woashed with new firetother irradiant birth,
Reintegrated arethe heavensand earth;
From sky to sod,

Theworld'sunfolded blossom smdlsof God.

0 imagery

Of that which wasthefirgt, and isthelagt!
For, asthedark profound nativity,

God saw theend should be,

When theworld'sinfant horosoope He cagt.
Unshackled from the bright Phogbean awe,
In legf, flower, mold, and tree,

Reolved into dividual liberty,

Mogt grengthless, unparticipant, inane,

Or auffered theill peace of lethargy,
Lo,theEarth esssd of rule:

Unsummered, granted to her own wors smart
Thedear wish of thefool—

Disintegration, merdy which man'sheart
For freedom undergands

Amid thefrog-like errorsfrom the damp
And quaking swamp

Of thelow popular levds pawned in all thelands.
But thou, 0 Earth, dogt much disdain
Thebondage of thy wageand futilereign,
And swedtly tothe great compulson draw
Of God'saonetrue-manumitting law,
And Freedom, only which thewiseintend,
Towork thineinnateend.

Over thy vacant counterfeit of death
Broodswith soft urgent breath

Love, that ischild of Beauty and of Awe:
Tointerdeavage of sharp warring pain,
Asaf contending chaos comeagain,

Thou wak'st,0 Earth,
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Andwork'st from chengeto changeand birthtobirth
Creation old as hope, and new as sight;

For meed of toil not vain,

Hearing once more the primal fiat toll:
'Lettherebelight!’

Andthereislight!

Light flagrant, manifest;

Light to the zenith, light from pole to pole;

Light from the Eagt that waxeth to the West,

Andwithitspuissant goings-forth

Encroaches on the South and on the North;

And with its great gpproaches does prevail

Upon the sullen fagtness of the height,

And summoning its levied power

Crescent and confident through the crescent hour,

Goes down with laughters on the subject vale.

Light flagrant, manifest;

Light to the sentient doseness of the breadt,

Light to the secret chambers of the brain!

And thou up-floatest, warm, and newly-bathed,

Earth, through delicious air,

And with thine own agpparent beauties swathed,

Wringing the waters from thine arborous hair;

That all men's hearts, which do behold and s,

Grow wesk with their exceeding much desire,

Andturntotheeonfire,

Enamoured with their utter wish of thee,

Anadyomene!

What vine-outquickening life all creatures sup,

Feel, for theair withinits sapphire cup

How it does leap, and twinkle headily!

Fedl, for Earth's bosom pants, and heaves her scarfing seg;

And round and round in bacchana rout redl the swift spheres
intemperably!
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My little-worlded sdlf! the shadows pass
Inthisthy sister-world, asin aglass,

Of all processonsthat revolvein thee:

Not only of cyclic M an

Thou herediscern's the plan,

Not only of cyclic M an, but of the cyclic M e.
Not solely of Mortality'sgreat years
Thereflex just appears,

But thine own basom'syear, still circlinground
Inampleandin ampler gyre

Towardthefar completion, wherewith crowned,
L ove unconsumed shall chant in his own furnace-fire.
How many trampled and deciduous joys

Enrich thy soul for joys decidubus still,

Before the distance shall fulfil

Cyclic unrest with solemn equipoise!

Happiness is the shadow of things pagt,

Which fools still takefor that which isto bel
And not all foolishly:

For all thepag, read true, isprophecy,

And all thefirsts are hauntings of some L ast,
And all the springs ar e flash-lights of one Spring.
Then leaf, and flower, and fall-lessfruit

Shall hang together on the unyellowing bough;
And slence shall be Music mute

For her surcharged heart. Hush thou!
Thesethings arefar too surethat thou should'st dream
Thereof, lest they appear asthings that seem.

Shade within shade! for deeper in theglass
Now other imaged meanings pass,

And astheman, thepoet thereisread.
Winter with me, alack!

Winter on every hand | find:

Soul, brain, and pulses dead;
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Themind nofurther by thewarm snsefed,
Thesoul weak-gtirringin thearid mind,

M or etearlessweek toflash itself abroad

Than the earth’slife beneath the frogt-soor ched sod.
My lips have drought, and crack,

By laving music long unvisited.

Beneath the augereand maceratingrime
Drawsback condricted in itsicy urns
Thegenial flameof Earth, and there

With torment and with tenson doesprepare
Thelush didoaures of the vernal time.

All joysdraw inward tother icy urns,
Tormented by congraining rime,

Andthere

With unddight and throeprepare
Thebounteous efflux of thevernal time.

Nor lessbeneath compulsvelL aw

Rebuked draw

Thenumbfed mudcsback upon my heart;
Whose yet-triumphant course | know

And prevalent pulsssforth shall start,

Like cataractsthat with thunderous hoof charge the disbanding snow.
All power isbound

In quickening refusal so;

And slenceisthelair of sound;

In act itsimpulseto deliver,

With fluctuanceand quiver
Theendeavouring thew growsrigid. Strong
Fromitsretracted coil srikestheresilient song.

Giver of spring,

And song, and every young new thing!
Thou only seet in me, so stripped and bare,
Thelyric secret waitingto beborn,
Thepatient term allowed

Beforeit stretch and flutteringly unfold
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Itsrumpled websof amethyst-freaked, diaphanousgold.
And what hard task abstracts mefrom delight,
Filling with hopeless hope and dear despair
Thestill-born day and parched fields of night,
That my old way of song, no longer fair,

For lack of serenecare,

Isgrown a stony and a weed-choked plot,

Thou only know'st aright,

Thou only know'st, for | know not.

How many songs must diethat this may live!
And shall thismost rash hopeand fugitive,
Fulfilled with beauty and with might

In days whose feet are rumorous on theair,

M akemeforget togrieve

For songs which might have been, nor ever were?
Sternthedenial, thetravail dow,
Thestrugglingwall will scantly grow:

And though with that dread rite of sacrifice
Ordained for during edifice,

How long, how long ago!

Into that wall which will not thrive

| build myself alive,

Ah,whoshall tell mewill thewall uprise?

Thou wilt not tell me, who dogt only know!

Yet stillinmind | keep,

He that observes thewind shall hardly sow,
Hethat regardsthe clouds shall hardly reap.
Thineancient way! | give,

Nor wit if | receive

Risk all, whoall would gain: and blindly. Beit so.

"Andblindly,' said | 7—No!

That saying | unsay: thewings

Hear | not in prsevenient winnowings

Of coming songs, that lift my hair and stir it?

What winds with music wet do the sweet storm foreshow!

315



SIGHT AND INSIGHT

Utter stagnation

Isthe solstitial dumber of the spirit,

Theblear and blank negation of all life:

But these sharp questionings mean strife, and strife
I sthe negation of negation.

Thething from which | turn my troubled look,
Fearingthegods rebuke;

That perturbation putting glory on,
Asisthegolden vortex in theWest

Over thefoundered sun;

That—but low breatheit, les the Nemesis
Unchild me, vaunting this—

Isbliss, thehid, hugged, swaddled bliss!

O youngling Joy cares!

That on my now first-mothered breast

Pliest thestrangewonder of thineinfant lip,
What this aghast surprise of keenest panging,
Wherefrom | blench, and cry thy soft mouth res?
Ah hold, withhold, and let the sweet mouth dip!
So, with such pain, recoilsthewoolly dam,
Unused, affrighted, from her yeanling lamb:

I, onewith her in cruel fellowship,

Marvel what unmaternal thing | am.

Natur e, enough! Withinthy glass

T oomany and too stern the shadows pass.

I n this delighted season, flaming

For thy resurrection-feast,

Ah, morel think thelong ensepulturecold,
Than gony winter rolled

From theunsealed mouth of theholy East;
Thesnowdrop'ssaintly soleslessheed
Than the snow-cloistered penance of the seed.
'"Tistheweak flesh reclaiming

Against the ordinance

Which yet for just the accepting spirit scans
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Earth waits, and patient heaven,
Sdf-bonded God doth wait
Thrice-promulgated bans

Of Hisfair nuptial-date.

And power isman's,

Withthat great word of ' Wait',

To still the s of tears,

And shaketheiron heart of Fate.

Inthat oneword is grong

An dse alas, much-mortal song;

With sight to passthefrontier of all spheres,
And voicewhich doesmy sight such wrong.

Not without fortitude | wait

The dark majestical ensuit

Of destiny, nor peevish rate
Calm-knowledged Fate.

[, that no part havein the time's bragged way,
And itsloud br uit;

I,inthishousesorifted, marred,

Soill tolivein, hard toleave;

|, sostar-weary, over-warred,

That haveno joy in thisyour day—

Rather foul fume englutting, that of day
Confounds all ray—

But only stand asdeand grieve;

| yet have sght beyond thesmoke,

And kissthegods feet, though they wreak
Upon me stroke and again stroke;

And thismy seeingisnot weak.

The Woman | behold, whose vison sek
All eyesand know not; t'ward whom climb
Thedepso' theworld, and beatsall wing of rhyme,
And knows not; 'twixt the sun and moon
Her inexpressible front engtarred
Tempers the wrangling spheres to tune;
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Their divergent harmonies

Concluded in the concord of her eyes,

And vestal dances of her glad regard.

| see, which fretteth with surmise

M uch heads grown unsagacious-grey,

Thedow aim of wise-hearted Time,

Which folded cycles within cycles cloak:

We pass, we pass, we pass; this does not pass away,

But holdsthefurrowing earth still harnessed to itsyoke.
Thegarsstill writetheir golden purposes

On heaven's high palimpsest, and no man sees,

Nor any therein Daniel; | do hear

From therevolving year

A voice which cries:

'All dies;

L o,how all dies! O seer,

And all thingstoo arise:

Alldies,and all isborn;

But each resurgent morn, behold, morenear thePerfect Morn.'

Firmistheman, and szt beyond the cast

Of Fortune'sgame, and theiniquitous hour,
Whose falcon soul sts fast,

And not intends her high sagacious tour

Or erethequarry sighted; who looks past
To dow much sweet from littleinstant sour,
And in thefirst does always see the last.
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is shoulder did | hold
H Toohighthat I, o'erbold
Weak one,
Should lean ther eon.

But Healittlehath
Declined His stately path
And my
Feet sst morehigh;

That thedack arm may reach
His shoulder, and faint speech
Stir
Hisunwithering hair.

And bolder now and bolder
| lean upon that shoulder,
So dear

Heisand near:

Andwith Hisaureole
Thetresses of my soul
Areblent
In wished content.

Y ea, thistoo gentleL over
Hath flattering wordsto move her
Topride
By Hisswedt sde.

Ah, Love! somewhat et be—
Lest my humility
Grow weak
When Thou dost speak.
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Rebete Thy tender suit,
Lest to hersdf impute
Someworth

Thy bride of earth!

A maid too essly
Conceitshersdf tobe
Thosethings
Her lover sings;

And being straitly wooed,
Bdieves hersdf the Good
And Far
He sxksin her.

Turn something of Thy look,
And fear mewith rebuke,
That |
May timoroudy

Take tremorsin Thy ams,
And with contrived chams
Allure
A love unsure.

Not to me, not to me,
Builded o flawfully,
0OGod,
Thy humbling laud!

Not to thisman, but Man,—
Universein aspan;
Point
Of the goheres conjaint;
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In whom eternally
Thou, Light, dogt focus Theel—
Didst pave
Theway o' thewave;

Rivet with garstheHeaven,
For causawaysto Thy driven
Car
In its coming far

Unto him, only him;
InThy deficwhim
Didst bound
Thyworks great round

Inthissmall ring of flesh;
Thesky'sgold-knotted mesh
Thywrist

Did only twist

Totakehiminthat net.—
Man! swinging-wicket st
Between
TheUnseen and Seen;

L o, God'stwoworldsimmensg,
Of spirit and of sens
Wed
Inthisnarrow bed;

Y ea, and the midge's hymn
Answers the seraphim
Athwart
Thy body's court!
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Great arm-fellow of God!
Totheancestral clod
Kin,
Andtocherubin;

Bread predilectedly
0' theworm and Deity!
Hark,
0 God's clay-sealed Ark,

To praisethat fitsthee, clear
Totheear withintheear,
But dense
To clay-sealed ssnse.

All the Omnific made
When, inaword hesaid,
(Mystery!)
Heuttered thee;

TheeHisgreat utterancebore,
0 secret metaphor
Of what
Thou dream'st nojot!

Cosmic metonymy;
Weak world-unshuttering key;
One
Seal of Solomon!

Tropethat itself not scans
I'ts huge significance,
Whichtries
Cherubiceyed
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Primer wheretheangdsall
God'sgrammar spell in small,
Nor spdll
The highest too well!

Point for the great descants
Of gtarry disputants,
Equation
Of creation!

Thou meaning, couldst thou see
Of all which dafteth thee;
Soplain,
I't mocksthy pain.

Stone of the L aw indeed,
Thineown sdf couldst thou read;
Thy bliss
Withintheeis.

Compost of Heaven and mire,
Slow foot and swift desirel
Lo,
To have Yes, choose No;

Gird, and thou shalt unbind;
Seek not, and thou shalt find;
T o eat,
Deny thy meat;

And thou shalt befulfilled
Wi ith all sweet thingsunwilled:
So best
Godlovestojest
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With children small—afreak
Of heavenly hide-and-seek
Fit
For thy wayward wit,

Whoart thyself athing
Of whim and wavering;
Free
When Hiswings pen thee;

Sole fully blegt, to fee
God whistlethee at heel;
Drunk up
Asa dew-drop,

When He bends down, sun-wise,
Intemperableeyes,
M ost proud,
When utterly bowed,

To fed thyself and be
His dear nonentity—
Caught
Beyond human thought

In the thunder-spout of Him,
Until thy being dim,
And be
Dead deathlesdy.

Stoop, stoop; for thou dogt fear
The netde's wrathful spear,
Sodight
Art thou of might!
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Rise, for Heaven hath no frown
When thou to thee pluck'st down,
Strongclod!
Theneck of God.

325



ASSUMPTA MARIA
Thou needst not make new songs, but say the old—COWLEY

‘M ORTALS, that behold a Woman
M Rising 'twixt the Moon and Sun;
A. * Who am | the heavens assume? an
Al am /, and| am one.

‘Multitudinous ascend |1,
Dreadful asabattlearrayed,
For | bear youwhither tend I ;
Y eare|: beundismayed!
|, theArkthat for thegraven
Tablesof the L aw was made;
Man's own heart was one; one, Heaven;
Both within my womb were laid.
For there Anteroswith Eros,
Heaven with man, conjoined was—
Twin-stoneof theLaw, Ischyros,
Agios Athanatos.

"I, the flesh-girt Paradises
Gardenered by the Adam new,
Daintied o'er with dear devices
Which Heloveth, for He grew.
I, the boundless strict savannah
Which God'sleaping feet gothrough;
I, the Heaven whence the Manna,
Weary Israel, slid on you!
He the Anteros and Eros,
| the body, He the Cross,
He upbeareth me, Ischyros,
Agios Athanatos!-

‘I am Daniel's mystic Mountain,
Whencethe mighty stonewasrolled,;
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| am thefour Rivers fountain,
Watering Paradise of old;
Cloud down-raining the Jus Oneam,
Danae of the Shower of Gold;
| the Hostdl of the Sun am;
HetheLamb, and | theFold.
Hethe Anteros and Eros,
| thebody, Hethe Cross,
Heisfast tome, I schyros,
AgiosAthanatos!

"I, the Presence-hall where Angds
Do enwhed their placed King—
Even my thoughtswhich, without changedse,
Cyclicburnand cydic sing.
To the hollow of Heaven transplanted,
| abreathing Eden spring,
Wherewith venom all outpanted
Liesthe dimed Curse shriveling.
For the brazen Serpent clear on
That old fanged knowledge shone;
| to Wisdom rise, Ischyron,
Agton Athanaton!

"Then commanded and spaketome
Hewho framed all thingsthat be;
And my Maker entered through me
In my tent Hisrest took He.
Lo! He standeth, Spouse and Brother,
| toHim, and Hetome,
Who upraised mewheremy mother
Fell, beneath the apple-tree.
Risen 'twixt Anterosand Eros,
Blood and Water, M oon and Sun,
Heupbearsme, Hel schyros,
| bear Him, the Athanaton!'
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WhereislaidtheL ord arisen?
Inthelight wewalk in gloom;

Though the Sun has burgt hisprison,
We know nat his biding-room.

Tell uswheretheL ord sojourneth,

For wefind an empty tomb.
'Whence He sprung, there hereturneth,
Mystic Sun,—theVirgin'sWomb.'
Hidden Sun, Hisbeams so near us,

Cloud-enpillared as He was
From of old, there He, Ischyros,
Waits our search, Athanatos.

Whois She, in candid vesture,
Rushing up from out the brine?
Treadingwith resilient gesture
Air,andwith that Cup divine?
Sheinusandwein her are,
Beating Godwar d: all that pine,
L o, awonder and aterror—
The Sun hath blushed the Seato Wine!
Hethe Anteros and Eros,
ShetheBrideand Spirit; for
Now the days of promise near us,
Andthe Sea shall be no more.

Openwidethy gates, O Virgin,
That the King may enter thee!
At all gates the clangours gurgein,
God's paludament lightens, s
Camp of Angdsl Well we even
Of thisthing may doubtful be—
Ifthou art assumed to Heaven,
Or is Heaven assumed to thee!
Consummatum. Christ the promised,
Thymaidenrealm, iswon, O Strong!
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Sinceto such sweat Kingdom comed,
Remember me, poor T hief of Song!

Cadent failsthegarsalong.—
Mortals, that behold awoman
Rising 'twixt theMoon and Sun;
Whoam| theheavensassume? an
All aml, and| amone.
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CARMEN GENESIS

|
N G how the uncreated Light
&1 oved first upon the degp and night,
nd, at Itsfiat lux,
Created light unfurled, tobe

God'spinions—stirred perpetually
Influxandinreflux.

From light create, and the vexed ooze,
God shaped to potency and thews
All thingswe s and all
Which lessen, beyond human mark,
Into the paces M an calls dark
Because his day is small.

Far-storied, lanterned with the skies,
All Nature, magic-palacewise,
Did from the waters come;
The angdic snging-masons knew
How many centuried centuries through
The awful courses clomb.

Theregent light his strong decree

Then laid upon the snarling seg;
Shook all itswallowing girth

Theshaggy brute, and did (for wrath

L ow bellowing in its chafed path)
Sullen disglut the Earth.

M eanwhiletheuniversal light

Brokeitself into bounds; and Night
And Day weretwo, yet one:

Dividual splendour did begin

Itsprocreant task, and, globing, spin
In moon, and stars, and sun.
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With interspheral counterdance
Conganting contrariesadvance,
And plan ishid for plan:
I'n roaring harmonieswould burst
Thethunder'sthroat; the heavens uncurst,
Restlesdy seady ran.

All day Earth waded in the sun,

Free-bosomed; and, when Night begun,
Spdtin the seret dars

Day unto Day did utter spech,

Night unto Night the knowledge teach
Barredinitsgolden bars

And, lagt, Man'sdf, thelittleworld

Where was Creation's semblance furled,
Roseat thelinking nod:

For thefirst world, the moon and sun

Swung orbed. That human sscond one
Wasdark, and waited God.

Hislocks He soread upon the breeze,
Hisfeet Helifted on the seas
Into His worlds He came:
M an made confesson: 'Thereis Light!"
And named, while Natureto its height
Quailed, the enormous Name.

Poet! till, still thou dogt rehearse,

Inthegreat fiat of thy Verse,
Creation's primal plot;

And what thy Maker in the whole

Worked, littlemaker, in thy soul
Thou work'st, and men know not.
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Thineintellect, aluminousvoice,
Compulsve moved abovethenoise
Of thy ill-fluctuous senss
And Song, awater-child like Earth,
Stands with feet sea-washed, awild birth
Amid their subsdence.

Bold copyigt! whodogt relimn

Thetraits, in man'sgrossmind grown dim,
Of thefirst Master piece—

Re-marking all in thy one Day:—

God givethee Sabbath torepay
Thy sad work with full peacel

Still Nature, to the clang of doom,

Thy Verserebearethin her womb;
Thou makest all things new,

Elias, when thou comest! yea,

Mak'st straight theintelligential way
For Godto paceinto.

Hislocksperturb man'seddying thought,

Hisfeet man's surgy breast have sought,
Toman, HisWorld, He came;

M an makesconfesson: 'ThereisLight!

And names, whileBeingtoitsheight
Rocks, thedesred Name.

111

God! if not yet theroyal dege

Of Thee, my terribleswet Liege,
Hath shook my soul tofall;

If,"'gaing T hy great investment, still

Some broken bands of rebel Will
Do man the desperate wall;
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Yet, yet, Thy graciousnessl | tread,

All quick, through tribes of moving dead—
Whose life's a sepulchre

Seded with the dull stone of a heart

No angel canroll round. | start,
Thy secretslie so bare!

With beautiful importunacy
Allthingsplead, 'Wearefair!' Tome
Thy world's amorning haunt,
A bride whose zone no man hath slipt
But I, with baptism still bedript
Of the prime water's font.



AD CASTITATEM

THROUGH thee, Virginity, endure

Thedars mog integral and pure,

And ever contemplate
Themsdves inviolate

Inwaters, and doloveunknown

Beauty they dream not istheir own!
Through theethewatersbare
Their bosomsto theair,

And with confesson never done
Admit the sacerdotal sun,
Absolved eternally

By his asperging eye.

Totread the floor of lofty souls,

With thee L ove mingles aureoles;
Who walk his mountain-peak
Thy sister-hand must seek.

A hymen all unguessad of men

In dreamsthou givest to my ken;
For lacking of like mate,
Eternally frustrate:

Wher e, that the soul of either spouse

Securdier dasp in either'shouse,
They never breach at all
Their walls corporeal.

Thiswas the secret of the great
And primal Paradisal sate,
Which Adam and which Eve
Might not again retrieve.
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Y et hagt thou toward my vision taught
A way todraw in vernal thought,

Not all toofar from that

Great Paradisal date,

Which for that earthy men might wrong,

Were't uttered in thisearthless song,
Thou layest cold finger-tips
Upon my histed lips.

But thou, who knowest the hidden thing
Thou hag instructed meto sing,

Teach Lovetheway to be

A new Virginity!

Do thou with thy protecting hand

Shdter theflamethy breath has fanned;
L et my heart's reddest glow
Bebut assun-flushed snow.

And if they say that snow iscold,

O Chadtity, mugt they betold
Thehand that's chafed with snow
Takesaredoubled glow?—

That extreme cold like heat doth s=ar?
O tothisheart of lovedraw near,
And fed how scorching rise
Its white-cold purities!

Life, ancient and o'er-childed nurse,

Toturn my thirgting mouth aversg,
Her breas embittereth
Withwry foretagte of death:
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But thou, sweet Lady Chastity,

Thou, and thy brother Lovewith thee,
Upon her lap may'st still
Sustain me, if thou will.

Out of the terrors of the tomb,

A nd unclean shapes that haunt deep'sgloom,
Yet, yet | call onthee—
'‘Abandon thou not me!'

Now sung isall the singing of this chant.
Lord, Lord, benighunto meinmy want!

For to the idols of the Gentiles |

Wil never make me an hierophant:—

Their false-fair gods of gold and ivory,
Which have a mouth, nor any speech thereby,
Save such as soundeth from the throat of hell
Theaborigina lie;

And eyes, nor any seeing in thelight,—

Gods of the obscene night,

To whom the darkness is for diadem.

L et them that serve them be made like to them,
Yea, like to him who fell

Shattered in Gaza, as the Hebrews tell,
Before the simple presence of the Ark.

My singing is gone out upon the dark.
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THE AFTER WOMAN

AUGHTER of the andient Eve,
DWe know the giftsye gave—and give.
Who knowsthe giftswhich you shall give,
Daughter of thenewer Eve?
You, if my soul beaugur, you
Shall—0 what shall you not, Swest, da?
The cdedial traitress play,
And all mankind to blissbetray;
With sacrosanat cajoleries
And garry treachery of your eyes,
Tempt us back to Paradise!
M ak e heavenly trespass—ay, pressin
Wherefaint the fledge-foot seraphin,
Blest fool! Beendgn of our wars,
And shameusall towarriord
Unbanner your bright locks—advance,
Girl, their gilded puissance,
I' the mystic vaward, and draw on
After the lovely gonfalon
Usto out-folly the excess
Of your swest foolhardiness;
Toadventurelikeintense
Assault againg Omnipotencel

Givemesong, as Sheis, new,

Earth should turn in timethereto!
New, and new, and thrice o new,

All old sweats New Sweet, meant you!
Fair, | had a dream of thee,

When my young heart beat prophecy,
And in apparition date

Thy little breagsknew wax£d great,
Sder of theCanticle,

And theefor God grown marriageable
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SIGHT AND INSIGHT

How my desire desired your day,

That, whedled in rumour on itsway,
Shook me thus with presentence! Then
Eden's lopped tree shal shoot again:

For who Christ'seyes shall miss, with those
Eyes for evident nuncios?

Or who betardy toHiscall

Inyour accents augura?

Who shdl not fed the Heavens hid
Impend, at tremble of your lid,

And divine advent shine avowed

Under that dim and lucid cloud;

Yea, ‘fore the silver apocaypse,

Fail, at the unsedling of your lips?

When to loveyou is (O Christ's Spouse)
To love the beauty of His house;

Then come the Isaian days, the old

Shall dream; and our young men behold
Vison—yea, the vision of Thabor-mount,
Which none to other shall recount,
Becausein all men's hearts shall be

The seeing and the prophecy.

For ended isthe Mystery Play,

When Christis life, and you the way;
When Egypt's spails are Isragl's right,
And Day fulfilsthe married ams of Night.
But heremy lipsarestill.

Until

Y ou and the hour shall be revedled,

This song is sung and sung not, and its words are seded.



GRACE OF THE WAY

Y brother!" gpake shetotheaun;
M Thekindred kissssof thedars
Werehers her fest were st upon
The moon. If dumber solved the bars

Of snx or snetrangicuousgrown
Fulfilled sssing unto sight,

| know not; nor if 'twas my own
Ingathered sdf that made her night.

Thewindy tramme of her dress
Her blown locks, took my soul in mesh;
God'sbreath they spake, with visbleness
That girred theraiment of her flesh:

And snsble asher blown lockswere,
Beyond the precincts of her form

| fet the woman flow from hee—
A calm of intempestuous sorm.

| failed againg the affluent tide;
Out of thisabject earth of me

| was trandated and enskied
I nto the heavenly-regioned She

Now of that vison | bereaven
Thisknowledge keep, that may not dim:—

Short arm nesdsman to reach to Heaven,
Soready isHeaven to goop to him;

Which sts to measure of man'sfedt,
No alien Treefor trysing-place;
And who can read, may read the svegt

Direction in hisLady'sface
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SIGHT AND INSIGHT

And passand passthedaily crowd,
Unwares, occulted Paradise;

Love the logt plot cries silver-loud,
Nor any know the tongue he cries.

Thelight isin the darkness, and
The darkness doth not comprehend:
God hath no haste; and God's sons stand
Y et aday, tarrying for theend.

Dishonoured Rahab till hath hid,
Yea still, within her house of shame,
The messengers by Jesus bid
Forerun the coming of His Name.

TheWord wasflesh, and crucified,
From the beginning, and blasphemed:
Its profaned raiment men divide,
Damned by what, reverenced, had redeemed.

Thy Lady, wasthy heart not blind,
One hour gave to thy witless trust
The key thou go's about to find;
And thou hagt dropped it in the dugt.

Of her, the Way'sone mortal grace,
Own, savethy seeing beall forgot,

That, truly, God wasin this place,
And thou, unblessed, knew'st it not.

But somehave eyes, and will not see
And somewould see, and havenot eyes,
And fail thetryst, yet find the Tree,
And takethelesson for the prize.
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RETROSPECT

A LAS, and | have sung

A Much song of matters vain,
A And a heaven-svegtened tongue
Turned to unprdfiting srain
Of vacant things, which though
Even sothey be, and throughly o,
Itisnoboct at all for theeto know,
But babbleand false pain.

What profit if the sun

Put forth his radiant thews,

And on hiscircuit run,

Even after my device tothisand tothat use
And thetrue Orient, Chrigt,

Makenot Hisdoud of thes?

| have sung vanity,

And nothing well devised.

And though thecry of dars
Givetonguebefore Hisway

Goldenly, as| sy,

And each from wide Saturnustohot Mars
Hecalleth by itsname,

Lest that itsbright feet sray;

And thou haveloreof all,

But tothine own Sun'scall

Thy path disorbed hagt never wit totame;
It profits not withal,

And my redeisbut lame.

Only that, 'mid vain vaunt

Of wisdom ignorant,

A littlekissupon thefeet of Love
My hagy ver s has gayed
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SIGHT AND INSIGHT

Sometimesa spaceto plant;
It has not wholly strayed,
Not wholly missed near swest, fanning proud plumes above.

Thereforel dorepent

That withreligion vain,

And misconceved pain,

| have my musc bent

To wagte on booatless things its skiey-gendered rain:
Y et shall awiser day

Fulfil more heavenly way

And with approved music dear thisdip,
| trust in God mog swest.
Meantimetheslent lip,

M eantimetheclimbing feet.
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A NARROW VESSEL

BEING A LITTLE DRAMATIC SEQUENCE ON
THE ASPECT OF PRIMITIVE GIRL-NATURE
TOWARDS A LOVE BEYOND ITSCAPACITIES






A GIRL'S SIN

I.IN HER EYES

Cmchild! red, and frowning s0?
"I, the day just over,
Gavealock of hair to—no!

How dareyou say, my lover?

He asked you?—L et me understand;
Come, child, let mesoundit!

'Of course, he would have asked i t, and—
And so—somehow—he—found it.

'Hetolditoutwith great loud eyes-
Men have such little wit!
Hissin | ever will chastise
Becaie | gave him it.

‘Shamdessin methe gift, dad
Inhimhisopenbliss:

But for theprivilegehehas
A thousand he shall miss!

'His eyes, where once | dreadless laughed,
Call up aburning blot:

| hate him, for his shameful craft
That asked by asking not!"

Lucklessboy! andall for hair
He never asked, you sad?

‘Not just—but then he gazed—I swear
Hegazed it from my head!

"Hisslenceon my cheek likebreath
| feltin subtleway;

M ore sweet than aught another saith
Waswhat hedid not say.
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A NARROW VESSEL

"He'll think mevanquished, for thislapse,
Who should beabove him;

Perhaps he'll think melight; perhaps—
Perhaps he'll think |—love him!

'Arehiseyes consciousand elate,
| hatehim that | blush;

Or arethey innocent, still | hate—
They mean athing'sto hush.

'Befor e he naught amiss could do,
Now all things show amiss;

‘Twasall my fault, I know that true,
But all my fault washis.

'| hatehim for hismutedistress,
'Tisinsult heshould caré

Because my heart's all humbleness,
All prideisin my air.

"With him, each favour that | do
Isbold suit's hallowing text;

Each gift abastion levelled to
Thenext oneand the next.

'Each wish whose grant may him befall
I's clogged by those withstood;

Hetrembles, hoping onemeansall,
And |, lest perhaps it should.

'Behind me piecemeal gifts | cadt,
My fleeing self to save,

And that'sthethingmust go at lagt,
For that'sthething he'd have.
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A GIRL'S SIN

"My lock theenforced ged did grate
Tocut; itsroot-thrillscame

Down to my bosom. It might sate
Hislust for my poor shamel

'"Hisgfted dainty thisshould be
For asooreambrosal yeard

But histoo much humility
Alarumsmewith fears

"My gradousgrace a breach he counts
For gracdessescalade

And, though heésslent erehemounts,
My watch isnot betrayed.

"My heart hidesfrom my soul hésswedt:
Ah dread, if hedivine

Onetouch, | might fall at hisfet,
And hemight risefrom mine.

"Tohear him praisemy eyes brown geams
Wasnative, safeddight;

But now it usurpation ssams
Because |'ve given him right.

'‘Before, |'d have him not remove,
Now, would not havehim near;

With srifice | called on Love,
And the apparition'sFear .

Fodlishtogiveit!—"' '"Twasmy whim,
When hemight parted be,

To think that | should gay by him
In alittle piece of me.
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A NARROW VESSEL

"He always said my hair was soft—
What toucheshewill steal!

Each touch and look (and he'll look oft)
| almogt thought 1'd fedl.

'Andthen, when first hesaw thehair,
Tothink his dear amazement!

Asif hewished from kiesa star,
And found it in his casament.

'"He'd kiss the lock—and | had toyed
W ith dreamed delight of this:

But ah, in proof, delight was void—
| could not see his kiss!'

So, fond one, half this agony
Wer e spared, which my hand hushes,
Could you have played, Sweet, the sweet spy,
And blushed not for your blushes

I['1.INHISEYES

CAN | forget her cruelty

Who, brown miracle, gaveyou me?
Or with unmoisted eyesthink on
Theproud surrender overgone
(Lowlihead in haughty dress)

Of thetender tyranness?

And erethou for my joy wast given,
How rough theroad to that blest heaven!
With what pangs | fore-expiated

T hy cold outlawry from her head;
Howwas | trampled and brought low,
Because her virgin neck was so;
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A GIRL'S SIN

How thralled benegth thejed ous Sate
She stood at point to abdicate;

How sacrificed, before to me

She sacrificed her pride and thee;

How did she, struggling to ebese
Herself to do me strange, Sveet grace,
Enforce unwitting meto share

Her throes and abjectness with her;
Thence heightening that hour when her lover
Her grace, with trembling, should discover,
And in adoring trouble be

Humbled at her humility!

And with what pitilessnesswes |

After dain, to pacify

The uneasy manesof her shame,

Her haunting blushes—Mine the blame:
What fair injustice did | rue

For what |—did not tempt her to!

Nor aught thejudging maid might win
Meto assoil from her swedt sin.

But naught were extreme punishment
For that beyond-divine content,

When my with-thee-first-giddied eyes
Stooped ere their due on Paradise!

O hour of congternating bliss

When | heavened mein thy kiss;

Thy softness (daring overmucht)
Profaned with my licensed touch;
Worshipped, with tears, on happy knee,
Her doubt, her trust, her swyness free,
Her timorous audacity!



LOVE DECLARED

LOOKED, shedrooped, and neither spake, and cold

We stood, how unlike all forecasted thought

Of that desired minute! Then | leaned
Doubting; wher eat shelifted—oh, braveeyes
Unfrighted:—forward likeawind-blown flame
Came bosom and mouth to mine!

That falling kiss

Touching long-laid expectance, all went up
Suddenly into passon; yea, the night
Caught, blazed, and wrapt usround in vibrant fire.

Time's beating wing subsded, and the winds
Caught up their breathing, and theworld'sgreat pulse
Stayed in mid-throb, and thewild train of life
Reeled by, and left us stranded on a hush.
Thismoment is a atue unto L ove
Carved from afair whitesilence.

L o, hegands
W ithin us—are we not one now, one, oneroof,
Hisroof, and the partition of weak flesh
Gone down beforehim, and no morefor ever 2—
Standslikeabird new-lit, and ashelit,
Poised in our quiet being; only, only
Within our shaken heartstheair of passion,
Cleft by his sudden coming, eddies till
And whirs round his enchanted moveessness.

A film of trance between two irrings! L o,

It bursts; yet dream's snapped links cling round thelimbs
Of waking: likearunning evening stream

Which noman hears, or sees or knowstorun,

(Glazed with dim quiet,) save that therethe moon
Isshattered to a creamy flicker of flame,

Our eyes sweet troublewerehid, savethat thelove
Trembles alittle on their impassoned calms.
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THE WAY OF A MAID

THEIover whose soul shakenis
I'n some decuman billow of bliss
Who fedshisgradual-wading feet
Sink in some sudden hollow of swedt,
And 'mid lovesusad converse comes
Sharp on amood which all joy ums
An ingant's fine compendium of
Theliberal-leaved writ of love—
Hisabashed pulsssbeating thick

At the exigent joy and quick,

I sdumbed, by aiming utterance great
Up to the mirade of hisfate.

Thewisegirl, such I carian fall

Saved by her confidencethat shésamall,—
Aswhat no kindred word will fit
Isuttered bes by opposte,

Lovein thetongue of hate expres,

And degpes anguish in ajest,—

Feding theinfinitemug be

Bes said by triviality,

Soeaks where expression batesitswings,
Jug happy, alien, littlethings
What of all wordsisin excess

Impliesin a svegt nothingness,

With dailies babble showsher ssnse
That full gpesch were full impotence
And, whileshefedsthe heavensliebare,
Sheonly talksabout her hair.
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BEGINNING OF END

E wasaweary of thehovering
f Love'sincessant and tumultuous wing;

er lover'stokens shewould answer not—
'Twerewell she should be strangewith him somewhat:
A pretty babe, thisL ove,—but fieon it,
That would not suffer her lay it down a whit!
Appointed tryst defiantly shebalked,
Andwith her lightest comradelightly walked,
Who scared thechidden L oveto hideapart,
And peep from some unnoticed corner of her heart.
Shethought not of her lover, deem it not
(Thereyonder, in the hollow, that's his cot),
Bur sheforgot not that he was forgot.
She saw him at his gate, yet stilled her tongue—
So weak shefelt her, that shewould feel strong,
And shemust punish him for doing him wrong:
Passed, unoblivious of oblivion still;
And, if sheturned upon thebrow o' thehill,
I't was so openly, so lightly done,
Y ou saw she thought he was not thought upon.
Hethrough the gate went back in bitter ness;
Shethat night woke and stirred, with no distress,
Glad of her doing,—sedulousto be glad,
L est perhaps her foolish heart suspect that it was sad.
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PENELOPE

Y ou trembled, and your breath came sobbing-wise,

I-OVE, likeawind, shook wideyour blossomy eyes;
L For that you loved me.

Y ou weresokind, so sweet, none could withhold
Toadore, but that you were so strange, so cold,
For that you loved me.

Liketo abox of spikenard did you break
Y our heart about my feet. What wordsyou spake!
For that you loved me.

Lifefell todust without me; soyoutried
All carefullest waysto drivemefrom your side,
For that you loved me.

Y ou gaveyour self aschildren give, that weep
And snatch back, with—'1 meant you not to keep!'
For that you loved me.

| am nowoman, girl, nor ever knew
T hat lovecould teach all waysthat hate could do
Toher that loved me.

Havelessof love, or lessof woman in
Y our love, or lossmay even from thisbegin—
That you soloveme.

For, wild Penelope, theweb you wove
Y ou still unweave, unloving all your love.
Isthistolove me,

Or what rightshavel that scorn could deny?
Even of your love, alas, poor L ovemust die,
| fsoyouloveme!
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THEENDOFIT

E did not lovetolove, but hated him
Sor making her tolove; and so her whim
rom passon taught misprision to begin.
And all thissin
Was becauseloveto cag out had no skill
Sdf, which was regent still.

Her own self-will made void her own sdf'swill.



EPILOGUE

F | havestudied herein part

Ataleasold asmaiden's heart,
'Tisthat | doseherein
Shadow of more piteous sin.

She, that but giving part, not whole,

Took even thepart back, isthe Soul:
And that sodisdained L over—
Best unthought, snce Loveis over.

Togivethe pledge, and yet be pined
That a pledge should haveforceto bind,
This, O Soul, too often till
I stherecreance of thy will!

Out of Love'sarmsto makefond chain,
And, because sruggle bringeth pain,
Hate Lovefor Love's sweet constraint,
Istheway of Soulsthat faint.

Such a Soul, for saddest end,

FindsL ovethefoein Lovethe friend;
And—ah, grief incrediblel—
Treadstheway of Heaven, toHell.






SONNETS






AD AMICAM

EAR Dove, that bear's to my sole-labouring ark
DTheoIivebranch of solongwished rest,
When thewhite solace glimmer sthrough my dark
Of nearing wings, what comfort in my breast!
Oh, may that doubted day not come, not come,
When you shall fail, my heavenly messenger,
And drift into thedisanceand the doom
Of all my imper missiblethingsthat wer el
Rather than so, now makethe sad far ewell,
Which yet may bewith not too-pained pain,
Lest | again theacquainted tale should tell
Of sharpest lossthat paysfor shortest gain.
Ah, if my heart should hear no whitewingsthrill
Againgt itswaiting window, open still!

'HEN from the blossoms of the noissful day
WUntothehiveof deep and hushed gloom
Throngthe dim-winged dreams—what dreamsare they
That with thewildest honey hover home?
Oh, they that have from many thousand thoughts
Stolen the strange sweet of ever-blossomy you,
A thousand fancies in fair-coloured knots
Which you areinexhausted meadow to.
Ah,what sharp heathery honey, quick wi + pain,
Dothey bringhome! It holdsthenight awake
Tohear their lovely murmur inmy brain;
And Seep'swingshaveatroublefor your sake.
Day and you dawn together: for at end
With thefirst light breaksthefirst thought—'My friend!'

* Both in its theme and in its imagery this sonnet was written as a
variation of MrsMeynell'sverses 'At Night'.
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FRIEND, who mak's that misspent word of'friend'
Swedt asthelow notethat asummer dove
Fondlesin her warm throat! And shall it end,
Because so swift on friend and friend brokelove?
L o, when all wordsto honour theeare spent,
And flungabold gavetotheold bald Time
Telling him that heistoo insolent
Whothinkstorasetheefrom my heart or rhyme;
Wher eof to one becausethou life hagt given,
Theother yet shall givealifetothee,
Such astogain, the prowest svordshave striven,
And compassad wesker immortality:
These spent, my heart not ginteth in her breagt

Her sweet Triend! friend!'—onenote, and lovesit best.

v

0, No, it cannat be, it cannat be,
N Because thislove of dose-affined friends
In its swegt sudden ambush toiled me
So swift, that thereforeall asswift it ends.
For swift it was yet quiet asthebirth
Of amoathes Musicin a Mager's soul,
Whosemild fanslapsng asshedidesto earth
Waver in thebold armswhich darecontrol
Her from her lineal heaven; yes, it was till
Astheyoung M oon that baresher nightly bread;
And amiles to sethe Babe earth suck its fill.
O Halcyon! wasthineauspice not of ret?
Shall thisproud versebid after-liverssee
How friendscould lovefor immortality?



HEN that part heavenliest of dl-heavenly you
WFi rst at my sdedid breetheitsblossomy air,
What lovely wilderment darmed me through!
On what ambrosid efluence did | fare,
And comforts Paradisal! What geles came,
Through portsfor onedivinest ece gar,
Of ranked liliesblowninto aflame
By watered banks where walks of young Saints arel
Oneattent space, my trembling locksdid rise
Swayed on the wind, in planetary whed
Of intervolving swest socigties,
From waved vesture and from fledged hed
Odorous agpersontrailing. Then, done
In her eyes central glory, God took throne.

TO A CHILD

HENAS my Life shal timewith funerd tread
WThe heavy death-drum of the besten hours,
Following, sole mourner, mine own manhood deed,
Poor forgot corse, where not amaid strows flowers;
When | youloveamnomorel you love,
But go with unsubservient fegt, behold
Y our dear face through changed eyes, all grim change prove;-
A new man, mocked with misname of old;
When shamed Love kegss hisruined lodging, elf!
When, ceremented in mouldering memory,
Myself is hearsed undernesth myself,
And | am but the monument of me—
0 to that tomb be tender then, which bears
Only the name of him it sepulchred

361



HOUSE OF BONDAGE

HEN | perceve Love's heavenly regping still
WRegard perforce the clouds vicissitude.
That thefixed spirit loves not when it will,
But cravesits ssesons of the flawful blood;
When | perceive that the high poet doth
Oft voicdess stray benesth the uninfluent stars,
That even Urania of her kissisloth,
And Song's brave wings fret on their senaud bars;
When | percaive the fullest-sailed sprite
Lag at most need upon the lethed sees
The provident captainship oft voided quite,
And lamed lie desp-draughted argosies
| scorn mysdf, that put for such srange toys
The wit of man to purposes of boys.

THE spirit'sark ssded with alittle day
Weas old ere Memphis grew amemory;*
Thehand pontifical to bresk avay
That sed what shdl surrender? Not the ssa
Which did englut great Egypt and hiswar,

Nor all the desert-drowned sepulchres.
Love's fedt are dained with day and travel-sore,
And dusty are Song'slucent wing and hairs.

0 Love, that must do courtesy to decay,
Eat hadty bread standing with loinsup-girt,
How shall this steed thy fedt for their sore way?
Ah, Song, what brief embraces bam thy hurt!
Had Jacob's toil full guerdon, caging his
Twice-saven hegped years to burn in Rachd's kiss?

* The Ark of the Egyptian temple was sedled with clay, which the
Pontiff-King broke when he entered the inner shrine to offer worship.
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THE HEART

Tomy Criticwho had objected tothe phrase—
'Theheart'sburningfloors'.

HE heart you hold too small and local thing
Such spadoustermsof edificeto bear.

And yet, ance Poesy firs shook out her wing,
Themighty L ove hasbeen impalaced there;
That hasshegiven him ashiswide demene,
And for hissoeptreampleempery;
Againg itsdoor to knock has Beauty been
Content; it hasits pur ple canopy,
A daisfor the soveregn lady spread
Of many alover, who the heaven would think
Toolow an awning for her sacred head.
Theworld, from gar to s, cag down itsbrink—
Y et shall that chasm, till He Who these did build
An awful Curtius make Him, yawn unfilled.

I
CORRELATED GREATNESS

NOTHING, in this corporal earth of man,
OThat totheimminent heaven of hishigh soul
Respondswith colour and with shadow, can
Lack correated grestness. I f thescrall
Wherethoughtsliefagt in spdl of hieroglyph
Bemighty through itsmighty habitants;
If God bein His Name; grave potence if
Thesoundsunbind of hieratic chants,
All's vad that vasness means Nay, | affirm
Natureiswholein her leas thingsexpred,
Nor know wewith what soope God buildstheworm.
Our townsare copied fragmentsfrom our bread;
And all man'sBabylonsgrive but toimpart
Thegrandeursof hisBabylonian heart.
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HERMES

OTHSAY, Behold, with rod twy-ser pented,
Sermesthe prophet, twining in one power
hewoman with theman. Upon his head
The cloudy cap, wherewith he hath in dower
Thecloud's own virtue—change and counter change,
Toshowin light, and to withdraw in pall,
As mortal eyes best bear. His lineage strange
From Zeus, Truth'ssire, and maiden May—theall-
Illusive Nature. Hisfledged feet declare
That 'tis the nether self transdeified,
And the thrice-furnaced passions, which do bear
Thepoet Olympusward. Inhim allied
Both parents clasp; and from the womb of Nature
Stern Truth takesflesh in shows of lovely feature.

DESIDERIUM INDESIDERATUM

GAIN that lurk'st ungained in all gain!
O O love wejust fall short of in all love!

O height that in all heights art still above!
0 beauty that dost leave all beauty pain!
Thou unpossessed that mak'st possesson vain,
See these strained arms which fright the simple air,
And say what ultimate fairness holds thee, Fair!
They girdleHeaven, and girdle Heaven in vain;
They shut, and lo! but shut in their unrest.
Thereat a voice in me that voiceless was.—
"Whom seekest thou through the unmarged arcane,
And not discern'st to thine own bosom prest?'
1looked. My clasped arms athwart my breast
Framed the august embraces of the Cross.
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LOVE'S VARLETS

OVE, heisnearer (though themoralist
Of ruleand line cry shame on me), mor e near
LTotheeand to the heart of thee, be't wist,
Who gnsagaing theeeven for thedear
L ack that hehath of thee; than who, chill-wr apt
I n thy light-thought-on cusomed livery,
Keepsall thy lawswith formal serviceapt,
Savethat great law totrembleand to be
Shook to hisheart-gtringsif theredo but pass
Therumour of thy pinions. Such oneis
Thy varlet, guerdoned with the daily mass
That feed on thy remainder-meats of bliss.
M or e hath he of thy bosom, whose dips of grace
Fell through despair of thy dose-gracious face.

NON PAX—EXPECTATIO

I snonefor peacein thisthou callest peace,
Thisbreathing-whilewher ein the breathings cease
T hepulsss sicken, hearkening through thegloom.
Afar thethunders of a coming doom
Ramp on the coweringwinds. L o! at thedread,
Thy heart'stomb yawnsand rendersup itsdead,—
Thehopes 'gaing hope embalmed in itswomb.

I I USH! 'tisthe gap between two lightnings. Room

Cang thou endure, if the pent flood o'erflows?

Who is etated heir to constancy?

Behold, | hardly know if | outlast

The minute underneath whose hedl | lie;

Yet | endure, have sayed the minute passed,
Perchance may stay the next. Who knows, who knows?
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NOT EVEN IN DREAM

T H1Sloveiscrudler than theother love

Wehad the Dreamsfor Tryst, we other pair;

But herethereisnowe;,—not anywhere
Returning breathsof sghsabout memove.

No wings, even of the stuff which fancy wove,
Perturb Seep'sair with aresponsve flight

When mine swep into dreams. My soul in fright
Circlesasround itswidowed nest adove.

One shadow but usurpsancther's place:

And, though thisshadow moreenthrallingis,
Alas, it hath nolipsat all tomisd

| have not even that former poignant bliss,
That haunting sweatness, that forlorn sad trace,

Thephantom memory of avanished kiss
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TRANSLATIONS






A SUNSET
FROM HUGO'S 'FEUILLES D'AUTOMNE'

LOVE the evenings, passionlessand fair, | lovethe evens,
Whether old manor-frontstheir ray with golden fulgence
In numerous leafage bosomed close; [levens,
Whether themist in reefs of fire extend its reaches sheer,
Or a hundred sunbeams splinter in an azure atmosphere
On cloudy archipelagos.

Oh gazeyeon thefirmament! ahundred cloudsin motion,
Up-piled in theimmense sublime beneath the winds commoation,
Their unimagined shapes accord:
Under their wavesat intervalsflamesa palelevin through,
Asif somegiant of theair amid the vapoursdrew
A sudden elemental sword.

Thesun at bay with splendid thrusts still kespsthe sullen fold;

And momently at digance sets asa cupola of gold,
Thethatched roof of a cot a-glance;

Or ontheblurred horizonsjoinshisbattlewith the haze;

Or poals the glooming fieldsabout with inter-isolate blaze,
Great moveess meres of radiance.

Then mark you how there hangs athwart thefirmament's swept
Yonder, amighty crocodilewith vagt irradiant back, [track,
Atriplerow of pointed tegth?
Under itsburnished belly dipsaray of eventide,
Theflickeringsof ahundred glowing doudsitstenebroussde
Wi ith scales of golden mail ensheathe.

Then mountsa palace, then theair vibrates—thevision flees.
Confounded to its base, thefearful cloudy edifice
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Ruinsimmensein mounded wrack:
Afar thefragments strew the sky, and each envermeiled cone
Hangeth, peak downward, over head, like mountains overthrown
When the earthquake heaves its hugy back.

Thesevapours, with their leaden, golden, iron, bronzed glows,

Wherethehurricane, thewater spout, thunder, and hell repose,
M uttering hoarsedreams of destined harms—

T isGod who hangstheir multitude amid the skiey deep,

Asawarrior that suspendeth from theroof-tree of hiskeep
Hisdreadful and resounding armdl

All vanished Thesun, from topmost heaven precipitated,

Liketoaglobeof iron which istossed back fiery red
Intothefurnace stirred tofume,

Shocking the cloudy surges, plashed from itsimpetuousire,

Even tothezenith spattereth in aflecking scud of fire
Thevaporous and inflamed spume.

Oh contemplatethe heavend Whenasthevein-drawn day diespale,
In every ssason, every place, gaze through their every veil,
With lovethat has not speech for need!
Beneath their solemn beauty isamystery infinite:
If winter huethem likeapall, or if the summer night
Fantasy them with starry brede.
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HEARD ON THE MOUNTAIN

FROM HUGO'S 'FEUILLES D'AUTOMNE'

AVE you sometimes, calm, silent, let your tread agpirant rise
H Up to the mountain's summit, in the presence of the skies?
Was't on thebor der sof theSouth?or onthe Bretagne coast?
And at the bagsof themount had you the Ocean tossd?
Andthere, leaned 0'er thewaveand o'er theimmeasurableness,
Calm, silent, have you hearkened what it sys? L o, what it sayd
Oneday at least, whereon my thought, enlicensed to muse,
Had drooped itswing above the beached mar gent of the ooze,
And, plunging from the mountain height into theimmensity,
Beheld upon onesdetheland, on theother sdethesea.
| hearkened, comprehended,—never, as from those abysses
No, never issued from a mouth, nor moved an ear such voice as
thisid

A sound it was, at outset, immeasurable, confused,

Vaguer than is the wind among thetufted trees effused,

Full of magnificent accords, suave murmurs, sweet asis
Theevensong, and mighty asthe shock of panoplies

When thehoarse mdliein itsarmsthe closing squadrons grips,
And pants, in furious breathings, from the clarions brazen lips.
Unutterablethe harmony, unsear chableitsdeep,

Whose fluid undulations round theworld a girdle keep,

And through thevasty heavens, which by itssurgesarewashed
Itsinfinitevolutionsroll, enlarging as they throng, [young,
Even tothe profound arcane, whose ultimate chasns sombre
[tsshattered flood englut with time, with space and form and
Liketo another atmosphere, with thin o'eiflowing robe, [number.
Thehymn eternal coversall theinundated globe:

And theworld, swathed about with thisinvesturing symphony,
Even asit trepidatesin theair, so trepidates in the harmony.

And pensive, | attended the ethereal lutany,

Lost within this containing voice as if within the sa.
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Soon | digtinguished, yet as tone which veils confuse and smother,
Amid this voice two voices, one commingled with the other,
Which did from off theland and sesseven to the heavensaspire;
Chanting the universal chant in smultaneous quire.

And | digtinguished them amid that degp and rumorous sound,
Aswho behalds two currentsthwart amid the fluctuous profound,

Theonewas of thewaters; a be-radiant hymnal speech!

That wasthe voice 0' the surges asthey parleyed each with each.
Theother, which arasefrom our abodeterranean,
Wassorrowful; and that, alack! themurmur was of man;

And in thismighty quire, whose chantings day and night resound,
Every wave had its utterance, and every man his sound.

Now, the magnificent Ocean, as | said, unbannering

A voice of joy, avoice of peace, did never stint tosing,

Most likein Son's templesto a psaltery psaltering,
Andtocreation'sbeauty reared thegreat lauds of hissong.
Upon thegale, upon the squall, his clamour bornealong
Unpausingly aroseto God in moretriumphal swell;

And every one among his waves, that God alone can quell,
When the other of its song made end, into the Snging pressed.
Likethat majegtic lion whereof Daniel wasthe guest,

At intervals the Ocean his tremendous murmur awed;

And, toward wherethesunset firesfell shaggily and broad,
Under his goldenmanemethought that |sawpassthe hand of God.

M eanwhile, and sdeby sdewith that august fanfar onnade,
Theother voice, likethe sudden scream of a destrier affrayed,
Likean infernal door that gratesajar itsrusty throat,
Liketoabow of iron that gnarlsupon anironrote,

Grinded; and tears, and shriekings, the anathema, thelewd taunt,
Refusal of viaticum, refusal of the font,

And clamour, and malediction, and dread blasphemy, among
That hurtling crowd of rumour from thediversehuman tongue,
Went by aswho beholdeth, when thevalleysthick t'ward night,

372



HEARD ON THE MOUNTAIN

The long drifts of the birds of dusk pess blackening fiight on
flight.

What was this sound whose thousand echoes vibrated undeeping?

Alad the sound was earth's and man's, for earth and man were

weeping.

Brothersl of thesetwo voices srange, most unimaginably,
Unceasingly regenerated, dying uncessingly,

Hearkened of the Eterna throughout His Eternity,
The one voice uttereth NATURE, and the other voice HUMANITY.

Then | ditin reverie; for my ministering sprite,

Alack! had never yet deployed a pinion of an ampler flight,

Nor ever had my shadow endured so large aday to burn:

And long | regded dreaming, contemplating turn by turn

Now that abyss obscure which lurked benegth thewater'sroll,
And now that other untemptable ayss which opened in my soul.
And | made question of me, to what isues are we here,

Whither should tend the thwarting threeds of all thisravelled gear;
What doth the soul; to beor liveif better worthiitis;

Andwhy the Lord, Who, only, reedswithin that book of His,
Infata hymeneds hath eterndly entwined

The vintage-chant of nature with the dirging cry of human-kind?

Themetreof the second of thesetwo trandationsisan experiment. The
splendid fourteen-syllable metre of Chapman | have treated after the
manner of Drydenian rhyming heroics, with the occasonal triplet, and
even the occasonal Alexandrine, represented by a line of eight accents—a
treatment which can well extend, | believe, the majestic resources of the
metre.
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AN ECHO OF VICTOR HUGO

IFE'S a vell the real has

All the shadows of our scene
L Arebut showsof thingsthat pass
On theother sdethe screen.

Timehisglassstsnodding by;
Twixtitsturnand turn a spawn

Of universes buzz and die
Liketheephemerisof thedawn.

Turnagain thewasted glasd

Kingly crown and warrior'screst
Arenot worth theblade of grass

God fashions for the swallow's nest.

Kings must lay gold circlets down
In God's sepulchral ante-rooms,
Thewear of Heaven'sthethorny crown:
He paves Histempleswith their tombs.

0 our towered altitudes!
0 the lustres of our throned
What! old Timeshall have hismoods
L ike Caesars and Napoleons;

Havehistowersand conquerorsforth.
Till he, weary of thetoys,

Put back Ramesssin the earth
And break hisNinevehsand Troys.

Thefirst two ganzas and the last are my own: the thoughts of the others
are Viaor Hugo's. The metre of the original is departed from.
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ENVOY

0, songs, for ended is our brief, sweet play;

Go, children of swift joy and tardy sorrow:

And some are sung, and that was yester day,
And some unsung, and that may be to-morrow.

Goforth; andif it beo'er sony way,

Oldjoy can lend what newer grief must borrow:
And it was sweet, and that was yesterday,

And sweet is swest, though purchased with sorrow.

Go, songs, and come not back from your far way:
And if men ask you why ye smile and sorrow,

Tell themyegrieve, for your hearts know To-day,
Tell them ye smile, for your eyes know To-morrow.
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Threatened Tears 162
Trandations 367

Ultima 89

Ultimum 97

Unto this Last 95

Urania, Againgt 234

Veteran of Heaven, The 279
Way of a Maid, The 351
'Whereto art thou come? 147
W.M., To 128



INDEX OF HRST LINES

A boy's young fancy taketh love

A perfect woman—Thine be laud. .
Ah, drops of gold in whitening flame
Ah, gone the days when for undying kindness
Alas, and | have sung .

Alasl now wilt thou chide, and say (1 deem)
And she has trod before me in these ways

Ariel to Miranda:—Hear.

As, fore-announced by threat offlameand S’T\Oke
A slovers, banished from their lady's face

At evening, when the lank and rigid trees

At the Cross thy station keeping

Athwart the sod which istreading for God

Can | forget her cruelty.

Can you tell me where has hid her

Cag wide the folding doorways of the East

Come you living or dead to me, out of the st of the Past
Cross child! red, and frowning so.

Daughter of the ancient Eve

Dear Dove, that bear'st to my solelabourlng ark
Do not loose those rains thy wet.

Dost thou still hope thou shalt be fair.

Elsie was a maiden fair.
'Friend, whereto art thou come? Thus Verity

Go, ongs, for ended is our brief, sweet play
God took a fit of Paradise-wind.

Have you sometimes, calm, slent.

Hear, my Muses, | demand.

Hearken my chant,'tis

Her soul from earth to Heaven I|es

Here | make oath.

His shoulder did | hold.

How gracioudy thou wear'st the yoke

Hush! 'tis the gap between two lightnings. Room

| do not need the skies.

| fear to love thee, Sweset, because

| fled Him, down the nights and down the days

| looked, she drooped, and neither spake, and cold
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| love the evenings, passonless and fair

I walk, | only.

I will not perturbate

If | have studied here in part

If the rose in meek duty.

Immeasurable Earth.

Implacable swest daemon, Poetry

In curbed expanses our wheeling dances .
I n necientness, in nescientness

I ntheland offlag-lilies.
Itislittle| repair. .

It seemed corrival of the world's great prlme

Lady who hold'st on me dominion .

Life's a vell thereal has

Little Jeus wast thou shy .

Lo, here stand | and Nature, gaze to gaze.

Lo, |, Song's mogt true lover, plain me sore

Lo, i n the sanctuaried East

Lo, my book thinks to look Time's leaguer down
Look on him. Thisis he whose works ye know
Love, heisnearer (though the moralist

Love, like a wind, shook wide your blossomy eyes
Love that's loved from day to day

Me snce your fair ambition bows
Mortals, that behold a Woman
"My brother!" spake she to the sun .

Night; and the street a corpse beneath the moon
No, no, it cannot be, it cannot be

Not the Circean wine .

Now in these last spent drops, s|ow slower §1ed

0 bird with heart of wassail

O captain of the wars

O friend, who mak'st that m|s—spent word of fr|end
0 gain that lurk'st ungained in all gain

O Lady Mary, thy bright crown

O Lily of the King! low liesthy slver wing

O nothing, in this corporal earth of man .

O sweet is Love, and sweet is Lack .

0 tree of many branches One thou hast

0 world invisible, we view thee
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Of the white purity. .
Oh, but the heavenly grammar d|d | hold

Pan-imbued. . .
Pardon, O Saint John d|vme
Peace—as a dawn that flares
Phoebus, who taught me art divine .

Rain, rain on Tyburn tree

Said sprite o' me to body o' me

Secret was the garden. .

She did not love to love, but hated h|m

She told me, in the morning her white thought.
She was aweary of the hovering

Shrewd winds and shrill—were these the gpeech of May
Since you have waned from us

Sing how the uncreated Light

Soothsay. Behold, with rod twy-serpented

Spin, daughter Mary, spin

Starry amorist, starward gone

Summer & lip to earth's bosom bare

The after-even! Ah, did | walk

The breaths of kissng night and day

The heart you hold too small and local thing
The hunched cames of the night

T heleaves dance, the leaves sing

Thelover whose soul shaken is

The moonlight cloud of her invisible beauty
The river-god's daughter,—the sun-god sought her
The spirit's ark sealed with a little clay

T hetouches of man's moder n speech

The wailful sweetness of the violin

Thereis a parable in the pathless cloud
They that mis-said

This, could | paint my inward sight.
Thisis the mansion built for me

This labouring, vast, Tellurian galleon
This love is crueler than the other love
This morning saw |, fled the shower

Thou dogt to rich attire a grace

Through meadow-ways as | did tread
Through thee, Virginity, endure

'Tis said there were no thought of hell

Too wearily had we and song .
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Up she rose, fair daughter—well she was graced

Virtue may unlock hell, or even

What heart could have thought you

What is the song the dars sing

What shall | your true-love tell

When from the blossoms of the noiseful day
When | perceive Love's heavenly reaping till
When | presage the time shall come—yea, now
When music's fading's faded

When that part heavenliest of all-heavenly you
Whenas my life shall time with funeral tread
Where the thistle lifts a purple crown

Why doyou so dasp me

Winter wore aflappingwind .
Wise-unto-hell Ecclesast

You, Love's mendicancy who never tried
You, my unrest, and Night's tranquillity
Y ou, O the piteousyou
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